
IN GOD WE TRUST


  PRESIDENT’S DAY


January 20 1997, 2200Hr GMT (ZULU), 1700Hr EST,

 U.S.S. WASP AMPHIBIOUS ASSAULT SHIP (LPH-1), MEDITERRANEAN SEA

Soldiers milled around impatiently, the last minute weapons and gear check proceeded in large hangar deck below the flight deck of the massive ship.  The rumble of noise above reminded everyone of the purpose of this gathering.  Marines again were going into harms way, accepting that didn't calm the anxiety level.  Some talked as a way of release, others paced, even a few reflected and prayed.  Quickly attention focused to the front where a barrel-chested master gunnery sergeant entered the hangar.
 Randolph Lickman, Steel to the massed troops, led the way followed by the Commanding Officer, Lieutenant Colonel Anthony James Mior, the Executive Officer, Major Michael Gonzales, US Army Colonel Jack Murphy.  Bringing up the rear was the S-2, Intelligence Officer, Captain Waldo Martin, Captain Keith Doogan, and their respective staff.  All were dressed in the famous desert battle dress uniform, chocolate 7chip, web gear, and Marine utility cap.  Moving to the raised platform the battalion sergeant growled.  "Ten-Hut!”  The room full with close to one hundred plus soldiers snapped to rigid attention.  The XO, Major Gonzales, AKA Eagle, bound a top the raised platform.  Intelligence and Operation personnel close behind carrying charts and other visual aids.  
The dark skinned XO’s slender form moved to the podium situated at the center of the platform, grabbed the microphone, and eyed Captain Martin setup the charts on an easel help by non-com staff members.  To his rear stood his boss and friend Anthony J. Mior, tanned skinned, dark-haired Mior had the looks of a high priced Hollywood actor than C.O. of Anti-terrorist Group Light Infantry Combat Operations, aka ANGLICO, the Marine Corps newest special operations team.  Mior's six-feet three inch height beat Gonzales by an inch, dashing good looks and baby brown eye packaged with broad shoulders and a lean muscular physique always left him standing out in a crowd.  At forty-five women young and old swooned at the sight of him.  Next to Lt. Col. Mior stood Colonel Jack Murphy CIA senior field officer, for Special Operation Action Group, paramilitary group of the CIA and liaison office to Special Operation Command.  The massive heavy weight reaching six feet six inches in height loomed ominously over the crowd, his chiseled features, and cat like blue eyes stared stoically into the assembled soldiers.  Those who knew of him knew he was a living legend in the SpecOps world.  Major Gonzales glanced at his boss who nodded to commence the briefing.  The black intelligence officer flipped the cover off the charts.  This briefing was repetitious by now, most had heard it a dozen times, senior officers two dozen.
" At ease men," Eagle started.  Stiffened bodies relaxed through the crowd.

" I' m not here to mince words or waste time.  We here are all Marines, we get paid to do the dirty work when it comes along.”  With microphone in hand Eagle walked over to the easel crammed with charts and Capt. Martin standing by, he pointed to the red letters bordering the top.  " Operation DESERT WIND," he read aloud.  "As we've been hearing on the new lately is about the current upheaval in Iraq, what the media or the public don't know is that in all the turmoil UN inspector have been grabbed.  Contact with them stopped a week ago and reports from Intel are that unknown parties in the conflict are holding them.  Orders from our new esteemed President is to go in and retrieve them from whoever has them.”  The major gave the stage to his intelligence officer, who quickly gave the run down on the current situation.

 The previous week Iraq had become embroiled in a coup-d'etat that seemed to have failed, and soon broke down into a civil war.  Information from the region was sketchy and most the intelligence that did come from the region had come from UN inspectors their checking out suspected chemical weapons facilities; the UN inspectors were back after almost a year of diplomacy.  When information from the inspection team stopped people became worried, then new sources told the US the fate of the inspection team, they would not be released until the end of the current circumstances.  The President and the President-elect had no alternative but to order a rescue of the twenty inspectors.  After Capt. Martin's intelligence briefing the S-3, Operations Officer, Captain Keith Doogan started his briefing.  Using his charts, the red headed officer went over the unit’s call signs, deployments, and weapons configurations.  Mior eyed his troops seeing inattention, wandering eyes, and worried faces as the briefing went on, most of the men had not been in combat prior to this occasion, a few had seen action in the Gulf War, but that number was relatively low.  Mior caught his XO's attention, gave a secretive nod to him, then moved to the front of the platform, he grabbed the microphone from his Ops officer and began.

" Good evening, Marines," the gathered soldiers responded in kind.  " This Op we've been given is a plateful, our President has faith that we'll accomplish this mission, I too have faith in you, and our country has faith in you.  You must now prove if that faith is warranted.  We all have given you the best this government could give a Marine.  Let's go out and do the do, may God lead us safely.”  He genuflected in the sign of the cross, and walked to the major handing him the microphone.  Mior took his spot again and waited for his Apache Indian officer to begin.  There was a rare few who could motivate men like Eagle could, that was one of the reasons he chose Gonzales to be his number two, Mior had ring side seat to watch the show.  Few had ever seen Eagle's enthusiastic speeches. 
" I don't know Sir," the major began.  " You may have faith along with everyone else, but I do not.”  Many faces in the crowd became astonished by Eagle's statement.  " Maybe this Op is just a little hard for us," Eagle said, feinting disappointment.  " Maybe it's not too late to call Delta Force or the Rangers.”  Soldier looked at one another in disbelief.  A few were angered by what they heard, they'd busted their asses to be ready for this day, and they weren't going to give this Op to some pre-madonnas.  Murmurs fanned through the hangar.

" Maybe we could call Seal team Six," boomed the voice of Sgt. Steel from the far side of the room.  That comment burn like a hot knife in the back, Six shooters had beat ANGLICO at Quantico during the last inter-agency Close Quarter Battle simulations shaving thirty seconds off the record.

They say the more you sweat and bleed during training the less you bleed on the battlefield, but it still hurt the pride heavily when you're shown up in your house.  Dissatisfaction became apparent in the faces of the soldiers, their faces told the story, if Eagle didn't have faith in them who would, he was their training officer, because of him they'd beat Delta, FBI’s Hostage Rescue Team, and held the record for CQB, until Six stopped by.

Gonzales took his utility cap off and angrily tossed it to the side.  "You guys are upset," he said rhetorically.  A few affirmations came any way.  "Well what the fuck do you want me to think?“  He undid his web gear, took it off, and tossed it aside.  " Looking into this crowd I don't see an elite fighting team," Gonzales pointed to faces in the troop.  I see Raz picking his teeth, Pretty-boy thinking when he's going to get laid again, Slider thinking of moms cooking," he unbuttoned his BDU shirt.  " We are here and now, concentration is an aberration to you right now, that's one of the reason Six kicked our asses.  We must leave all other thoughts out of our minds and think of the job at hand.”  He took his shirt off and placed that in the heap with his web gear.  Gonzales' extremely cut body glistened with sweat, his rippling abs shined from the lights.  " What the hell, no one's listening any way.  I'm going to take a shower and get some sleep," he said in disgust.  Gonzales dropped the microphone and moved towards the edge of the platform where he hesitated.

His deceiving thinness hid his wiry strength, everyone assembled could attest to that fact, in a unit where the average military press and bench press were 300 lbs. and 450 lbs. Gonzales was impressively lifting a lot more.

At the edge of the platform, Gonzales shook his head theatrically and moved to center stage.  " I took an oath once, to defend this country and I intend to keep," he spoke; with out the aid of the microphone, his voice still carried to those in the rear.  Gonzales had questioned their honor and no Marine liked that.  The attention of everyone was upon him.  Mior nodded in approval at the scene before him.

Gonzales reached into his BDU pants pocket and extracted a small bag tied to a thin leather strap.  The small bag contained hoddentin, yellow pollen of the tule, a variety of cattail rush.  When an Apache warrior went on the warpath or on a hunt, he would throw hoddentin to the setting sun then to all four compass points asking permission of the sun for a safe return, which Gonzales had done earlier.  He was a Catholic by birth due to his Mexican lineage, but his Apache grandfather's teachings were ingrained into him since he could remember.  Again, Gonzales reached into his pocket and came out with two paint sticks.

" If I have to do this Op by myself I'll keep the faith of our President, the Commandant, and our Commander," his voice raised more.  He smeared the black and green sticks across his face and torso.  " Am I alone or are there fellow warriors in this room!" he yelled.

" Hell yeah!" came the reply from the soldiers, the spirits lifted.  Some took it upon themselves to mimic Gonzales and smear paint sticks across their faces

"Maybe we should borrow pompoms from Six 'cause I can't hear you," growled the voice of the master gunnery sergeant.

" MARINE CORP!  MARINE CORP!" the soldier yelled deafeningly in unison.

" JUST MARINE CORP!”  Gonzales yelled out.  A M16 sailed through the air into his grasp; he glanced at Sgt. Steel, standing by the platform, and gave a wink.

"WOLFPACK!  WOLFPACK!" they chanted.  The unofficial name for the unit Mior had come up with.  In the loud flood of chanting men Gonzales let out a ritualistic Apache war cry, this was also mimicked by the masses.  Through the raucous wolf, howls and yelps could be heard.  Mior watched as his XO pumped his arms in the air with the assault rifle in hand, reminiscent of the old Hollywood Westerns.  Col. Murphy watching the spectacle leaned closer to Mior.

" I always knew you jarheads were fuckin' nuts but damn these guys are ready to scalp the first white man they see," Murphy said, motioning to the soldiers.  Mior beamed with pride, he took that as a compliment.

January 20 2300Hr GMT (ZULU), 1800Hr EST. 30,000 Ft. over Iraq

A quiet night sky interrupted by a presence, a darkened C-130 plane flying a dangerous mission; drop a special operations team behind enemy line at a designated time and place.  The pilot and co-pilots had previously conducted a night drop within enemy airspace, that’s the job of the 1st Special Operations Wing, but nothing could be taken for granted, soldier’s lives depended on their abilities.  Both pilot and co-pilot concentrated on the job at hand.  At coordinates preprogrammed into the GPS, a green light in the cockpit lit up letting the pilot know to climb to a higher altitude and slow the plane for the drop.  The pilot flicked a switch lighting a red light in the rear letting his passengers know they where ten minutes from the jump zone.

In the rear a red light blinked on, the Air Force loadmaster passed the word quickly to the assembled group.  The sergeant watched as they conducted pre-jump checks, once satisfied they gave each other the thumbs up, his mind wandered as he watched one particular soldier.  In the twelve years he spent in the Air Force, the sergeant had seen and done strange thing and never once asked questions.  The sergeant always knew to forget the things he heard and the things he saw, but he’d never forget the beautiful woman who stood just a few feet away from him.  Five-feet tall, weighing about one-hundred thirty pounds, athletic body yet still very feminine, coal black curly shoulder length hair, light-brown eyes and sun-baked copper-toned skin, she was a sight to see.  When she and the motley crew of navy commandos walked aboard his plane back in Turkey he knew he’d seen it all.

He was as liberal as the next man when it came to women in the military, he saw them in various of jobs, just as competent as the next man, but he thought he would be retired by the time they entered the front line combat units.  He never thought he’d see a woman work special operation.  She had walked on with one of the elite anti-terrorist units in the military, Seal Team Six.  What shocked him was the fact that they treated her no different than each other.  The jokes and the macho bantering went on in spite of her, even she threw a few barbs at some of them and took a few in return.  In all the years he’d been around these people, they didn’t take to outsiders so that’s why she had to be one of them.  His daydreaming came to a sudden halt when the pilot’s voice told him to prepare for depressurization.  He tapped the closes Six member and relayed the message.

“Depressurization in three minutes,” the young Ensign said to the rest of the team.  All in the cargo hold placed their oxygen masks on.  The Seals and Dazzler had a small portable bottle type while the payload sergeant had his connected to an internal source.

“ Final check people.” the commanding officer, Commander Jake Dotson III yelled into his mike.  They all quickly checked each others weapons to make sure that they were all secured, then they rechecked each others parachutes, giving the thumbs up signal when finished.  The Commander had the task of checking Dazzler’s weapons and parachute, and then she would check him.

Dotson had been at BUD/S, Basic Underwater Diving/Seal, Seal training school at Coronada when she came through, she earned her Budweiser like everyone else had, no one gave her a brake, then a few years later when she passed Six training no one could deny she belonged.  How she got there, in the first place he never knew or asked she passed with the rest of her class.  If the Pentagon brass saw the way his boys treated Dazzler they’d hang them all from the nearest yardarm.  It wasn’t like they’d become poster boys for N.O.W.  In their line of work, she was the only woman that deserved respect as a Six-shooter.  To the public it was still classified.  She earned her place to jump with them.  Someday more would come and possibly a few would pass.  Dotson knew he’d have to get use to the thought.  She now worked for the CIA’s Special Operation Action Group.  He’d known her now for some years and whenever she joined them for an Op, there was always excitement to go around.  Whenever the White House gave a sanctioned hunting license, the Action Group always led the way.  When Dazzler showed up in his office with this Op he jumped at the chance to go, and on those rare occasions where rank has its privileges, he decided to lead this part of the Op himself.

Dazzler tapped the Commander on the back snapping him from his momentary daze, when he looked she gave him the thumbs up, he then did the pre-jump check on her after signaling thumbs up when he finished he motioned his team to move into position at the rear ramp.  The rear ramp opened after the depressurization was complete.  A HALO, High Altitude Low Opening, jump allowed them to jump from altitudes where you could not hear the plane, pop the chutes at low altitude and float in with no one knowing, at thirty thousand feet they needed the oxygen to breath the thin air.  Everyone crouched at the end of the ramp; the eerie red glow from the interior light leaked into the night sky.  Dotson eyed everyone on the ramp one last time, the light flashed, one minute to jump.  He glanced at Dazzler and laughed, the light changed to green.  The soldiers heaved themselves from the plane in a small group so as not to spread out too far on landing.  Underneath his mask, the elite team C.O. smiled knowing that the Neanderthal knuckle dragger in him still lived, because for the first time in his life he thought anyone looked look sexy in jump gear and crash helmet.

In the cargo, hold the payload sergeant relayed their departure to the pilot who seconds later relayed it to an E-3 SENTRY AWAC airborne early warning system.

“ CARTWHEEL to BEARCAT, over, Bombs away,” the Air Force pilot said.

“ Copy CARTWHEEL, Bombs away, BEARCAT out.” replied the communications officer on the AWAC.
Pentagon Situation Room, Sub-level D, 2300 hr Zulu/1800 hr EST

In the sub-level sanctuary thousands of miles away an Army communications corporal received the SATCOM message instantly.

"Copy BEARCAT, bombs away, SILVERDOME out," the young female corporal responded.  The information was quickly relayed through her section officer to the operations staff, then to the War Room Commanding Officer.  Various sections relayed data this way to the CO. Commander Valentine Franklin, former F-14 driver, mid thirties, athletic African-American. 

He ran his multi-million-dollar Situation Room like a well-oiled machine; the personnel he hand picked for the various positions.  High stress was the norm around here.  During normal days, the Situation Room was staffed with minimum personnel needed for updates of Armed Forces movements around the globe.  When situations around the world arose Commander Franklin and his team would step into high gear compiling information from across the globe and from every alphabet soup agency in the government to keep the J2, Joint Chiefs of Staff's Intelligence Office, need deep in timely situation reports. 

Since the beginning of the current crisis he could he ran his staff in to the ground evident by the empty coffee cups, soda cans, and micro-wave able food carton strewn all over the place.  Cleaning services were halted the moment a crisis began.  A reporter once did a story that you could tell what the government thought was a crisis situation regardless to the outward appearances was to query every takeout joint surrounding key government facilities.  During Panama, the Gulf War, and Somalia takeout orders skyrocketed at the commencement of the crisis, a clear giveaway those different government services were staying in.  Since then a large self-serve cafeteria, mostly microwave meals and fresh fruits, was install next to the Situation Room for its personnel as to not tip anyone off when crises began. 

The Commander watched the Situation Board letting all the data flood his mind.  Where once Intelligence personnel with croupier sticks plotted movement using sand table models and a plotting table with miniature replications of military assets.  Now all that was done with the use of the SITUATION BOARD.  A dedicated super computer tasked with combining data from different sources, from satellites to direct inputs from Situation Room personnel displayed on a flat screen television, a scaled down model the size of a pool table and various desktop computers.  Information about weather, Naval movements, troop movements, and any data queried showed up on the Situation Board. 

The main entrance opened and in walked a sternly demander older man, tall and fit, his weathered skin did not reveal his age of seventy-two.  Retired Lieutenant General Horacio Claques looked the spitting image of Charleton Heston in the Shwarzenegger movie True Lies, including the patch over the left eye.  Chomping on his unlit trademark cigar the general handed his overcoat to a private who had rushed over.  Feeling the overly air-conditioned, he quickly decided against taking off his tuxedo jacket.  The room was a buzz with activity masking his entrance.  The general made his way over to the commander.

" Good-evening commander," the general said.  Realizing the general's presence the commander motioned his staff away. 

" Good-evening to you General Claques.  I hope the Inaugural Ball was to your liking." 
General Claque never liked the DC elite.  His boss, the Director of Central Intelligence, Robert Brinkman, asked him to attend.  The invitation was one where you couldn’t say no.  He stayed at the Ball the obligatory time required and prepared to leave only to have his wife throw a monkey wrench into his plan.  She reveled at these events; she had given up so much through out his career that in situations where he could please her he always did.  After a while, he compromised and left her to hobnob in his place having his driver return once he was dropped off.   
The General cut the pleasantries and cut to the chase.  “ Sitrep.”  A sergeant moved to light his cigar; he waved him off.  He would get an earful for leaving his wife alone, he sure didn’t want her to smell the cigar smoke on him and her get riled up even more.




















































































































































































Commander Franklin motioned to the Situation Board.  “SHORTSTOP and BATBOY are have disembarked and will be on the ground in a few.”  Quickly the general’s hand shot up and motioned him to stop.  “Give it to me in English son.  I don’t have enough brain cells left to remember all those goddamn call-signs Colonel Murphy came up with.” 
The commander began again.  “ SEAL TEAM SIX Gold and Blue and one of your operatives have disembarked the plane and will be on the ground shortly.”  He moved to another location.  “ The Rangers and the 101st Pathfinder are on the ground at FIRSTBASE waiting for the rest of the 101st and DELTA to land.”  He pointed to another part of the display.  FORCE RECON has THIRDBASE secured and is awaiting ANGLICO.  General Claques looked the Situation Board over listening to the updates. 

This Op was the first time SOCOM; Special Operations Command was lead architect on the planning and coordinating of Operation DESERT WIND.  Southern Command would be over all command.  The plan was three fold first Operation STOLEN BASES.  This op had two separate rescue attempts.  ANGLICO would attempt a rescue on a hotel where the UN inspectors were being held.  UN inspectors had been given a locator beacon hidden inside pagers to be activated in situations as this one.  One was activated.  The CIA confirmed the twenty-four hostages were there.  The hotel was within a mile of the airport and twelve miles of Selama a small city.  An Army Special Forces a.k.a. GREEN BERET team was inserted near the hotel to get live updates and intelligence to ANGLICO. ANGLICO and a contingent from the 24th MEU/SOC would seize the hotel and the surrounding area with ANGLICO conducting the rescue. Super Cobras would provide Close Air Support while Harriers would be on standby if needed. The second rescue would be conducted by DELTA and Army Rangers and backed up by a Task Force of Apaches and the new Comanche attack/scout choppers from the 101st. Their assignment was to rescue the crew of an American EF-111 Raven reconnaissance aircraft that was being held at an Iraqi base. Four days prior the Raven was on a recon mission when it developed mechanical difficulties, while trying to return to base in Turkey the where hit by a SAM. The crew safely ejected only to be captured once on the ground. A quick thinking team from National Imagrey Mapping Agency tasked an available satellite to follow the crew to where they were now held. Another GREEN BERET team was inserted into the area and from camouflaged hide sites around the base would give intelligence reports. 


The second operation STOLEN DREAMS was the exfiltration of CIA assets and their dependents.  The CIA had well agents in Iraq, some were generals, and others were politicians and everyday people. During this current situation these agents asked to be taken away from Iraq. It seemed that Saddam was conducting a purge of his military and political party prior to the coup. He expanded it to the civilian population. Saddam had a keen sense he knew this was coming; no one knew why he couldn’t stop this one in time as he’d stopped the ones before. In the event that he won this round these twelve agents and twenty-eight family members did not want to be around to see his wrath.  Elements of SEAL TEAM SIX and two operatives from SOAG entered Iraq a week before. They had contacted all the agents and initiated the extraction process. Another operative of SOAG would meet the inserted team and the remaining elements of SEAL TEAM SIX to assure their departure. 

There was two ways to look at this situation. One was that the US was risking soldiers and equipment for traitors to their country. Second when word spread around the world about the risks the US were willing to endure for their intelligence assets, it would give US Intelligence officers credibility they’d not have had in along time when it came to recruiting new marks. The intelligence gathering efforts in Iraq, just coming to bare fruit after ten year, would be hampered for the long term.     

The third Op STEEL HAMMER had a defensive and/or an offensive makeup. The defensive portion had Naval and Airforce warplanes, during extraction of American elements on the ground, striking key targets making the ground element departure easier. The offensive portion, if implemented by the President, would target the core infrastructure of Iraq making it totally useless, everything short of nuclear would be utilized.

B2 Stealth Bombers and F117 Stealth Fighters were a major part of that plan, it would the first time that B2’s be used in combat. Gen. Claques opinioned against such a plan, but the President wanted a contingency in case something happened to the UN inspectors, or if everything went to hell. He wanted a message to be sent about his willingness to defend the UN Peacekeeping Forces around the globe and of the new President   

Commander Franklin stopped speaking as an update was received. “ANGLICO is in route to FIRST BASE,” he continued. “101st is inbound for landing the should be on the ground twenty minutes.” Commander Franklin saw the door open and three-guest walk in. General Randolph Walker, Commander In Chief Southern Command, CINC-SOUTHCOM, General Michael Simmons, CINC-SOCOM, and Major General Stanley Xavier CO of the XVIII Airborne Corps, he controlled about forty percent of the divisional strength in the USA. 
“All STEEL HAMMER flights are on station awaiting signal to commence BLUNT FORCE, defensive attack, or BLUNT IMPACT, offensive attack. At 0200 HR GMT if the ground forces were not departing BLUNT IMPACT would commence automatically” 

The staffs of the Generals attended to them and filled the in on all the intel relating to their commands then the overall sitrep. 
Baghdad, Iraq 0000 hr Zulu/1900 hr EST

Stone and the SIX ensign crept through the dark narrow alley stealthily towards one of the many doors. Only their AN/PVS-7 Night Vision Goggles (NVGs) aided their ability to see. The eerie greenish-yellow vision of the night vision gear showed the alley as if lights were blaring. Stone moved closer hand signaling the SEAL to cover him. The darkness of the alley worked in his favor masking his activity. 
His asset lived in the apartment building they were stalking around. Air raid sirens blared to life. The staccato fire of anti-aircraft fire rang through the night air. Distant booms and tremors can be heard and felt from Tomahawks and bombs rained on the city. Stone placed his back against the doorway and glanced around the alley. On the ends were SEALs covering his approach, a few would be on the roof, those he couldn’t see. 
This would be the last agent his team would grab tonight. They’d already extracted four agents and sixteen family members to a safe location awaiting his rendezvous. 
This agent was an Iraqi counter Intelligence operative, the CIA had planted him in the seventies when Saddam was still an ally. The CIA from UCLA recruited Ali El Radim. His father was one of the first officers to back Saddam when he took power and still one of the most loyalists. The CIA recruited him with the information that his father had killed his mother when he was a young boy. They’d stretched that bit of information into a twenty-year grudge. The counter intelligence unit he worked for checked on the military with impunity. He was a murderer of hundreds of soldiers and civilians, but he remained an asset to the US Intelligence even to the point of getting released two American Intelligence Officers during Desert Storm. They didn’t tell him they were extracting him today, they were going to surprise him. No matter how reliable an asset is, never stop coving your ass. Stone had initiated a contact code that would require Radim to be home at this time waiting for call that would send him to a location that would inevitably lead to his control officer that would bring him out of Iraq. No call would come.
Stone cupped his ear the door. He heard nothing after a few seconds of listening. He twisted the doorknob, to his surprise it clicked open, not many burglars in Iraq he guessed. He replaced his H&K submachinegun under his jacket and removed his silenced .45 pistol. He moved into the doorway he heard the deadly whisper of a silenced round being shot, adrenaline flowed, he knelt to one knee and brought his weapon to the ready continually scanning down the hallway. Human reaction dictated that he look towards the danger, but years of training and the trust of the men behind him kept his eye on his assigned sector in case of more perpetrators. Through his earpiece he received a double click signifying all clear. He responded in like. Within in a few seconds he detected slight movement behind him, he continued scanning his front, until he felt a hand on his shoulder then it moved to his back. He knew it was the petty officer that was watching his back outside, and behind him would be an ensign for rear cover. “Cat.” Was all the petty officer said. Stone understood the reasons for shooting the cat they were unpredictable, they or any animal could be a detriment to a silent entry. Removal was the only option.
Stealthful entries, dynamic entries, or any other type of entry required constant practice and choreography as would any part of military engagement more so in the Specops world. They practiced their craft like a football team did. Everyone needed to be in certain spots at certain times in a given situation. If you’re a wide receiver you don’t run a bomb pattern when your suppose to run a screen and he also has to be able to pick up a rush by the defense and run a slightly different pattern to adjust to that situation. The difference between football and the military are obvious, if a tightend doesn’t pick up the rush or he runs the wrong pattern, the quarterback gets sacked or the defense gets an interception. If a soldier isn’t at a specific spot at a certain time he could be killed accidentally or have some else killed. Everything is repeated to the point that you move on instinct correctly. The military spends lots of money to make sure their soldiers are trained to do the right things at the right time. During the Gulf War less soldiers died than the previous year in peacetime. They trained so hard for years that at that time the military fielded the best army ever before, that was why Iraq was such a push over. Stone made it his point to get together with Six and Delta many times to rehearse different scenarios and situations.

The movement down the hall by the trio was deliberate and careful, they traversed the basement hallway quickly and stopped at the stairway landing. At the top shined an uncovered lightbulb and to the right a shut door. Stone sited the lightbulb with his pistol and fired extinguishing its brilliance. Stone and the SEALs moved up the stairs to the top. This was a four-story apartment building, which had all the luxuries of any American condominium, including a doorman. They knew that he lived on the fourth floor on the south side of the building. Once through the door they’d go left down a hallway towards the foyer leading from the main entrance, where the doorman would be seated. Once past him they’d hit the stairs leading upwards. There the problem was that the stairs were not enclosed. Anyone that might be in the hallway on any floor would see them as they pass. Stone had a contingency for that. He removed a small pistol from his left shoulder holster and returned his silenced pistol to its holster on his hip. The pistol fired darts, laced with a fast acting knockout drug, using compressed air. For a bit more accuracy a laser siting was mounted. The weapon was in effect as silent as the silenced gun Stone carried. The range for the dart gun was twenty yards. The darts fired were similar to the sutures used in hospital that dissolved after a few days but only these were stiffened to penetrate clothes. Only in extreme circumstances would Stone employ lethal methods against non-combatants.
Stone gave the signal to move in three, he placed left hand on the doorknob, two, one. 
“First floor.” Stone whispered into the reed thin microphone in front of his lips. The trio moved swiftly down the hall towards the foyer and main entrance. Once into the foyer Stone’s peripheral vision caught the movement of the doorman. Stone quickly sited the doorman, who at the same time looked up at the trio, his eyes opened wide as everything registered. He felt a sharp pain in his neck, which he grabbed at, he knew the man pointing at him fired the gun but he didn’t see a flash or hear anything, all of a sudden everything spun on him and he lost control of his body. He dropped to the floor face first before his next thought. The whole episode took one second. The last SEAL quickly dragged the doorman to a closet; he’d be knocked out for awhile. Stone and the SEALs were already at the second floor landing when the last SEAL caught up. 
“Second floor.” 

They moved the final two stories unnoticed. Stone stopped upon reaching the fourth floor landing. He listened to his surroundings.
“Echo-Five sitrep.” Stone whispered. Echo-Five was a SEAL a block down on a rooftop facing the south side of the building Stone was in. He was observing the building through a thermal-imaging scope mounted on a Benelli .50 bolt-action sniper rifle. With the scope he could see the whole apartment in the infrared spectrum. All the heat registered white, the lighter the shade the hotter the item. On the opposite end the colder the item the darker it became until it was black. It could be reversed depending on the user and what they were looking at. Certain things were clearer under black-hot than white-hot.
“Target is in a bed room to your left once you enter the door. He is packing a bag and talking on a phone.” Echo-Five responded.
“Ok, tell me if he comes any where near the front door.” Stone moved down the hall to the last door. The petty officer and the second SEAL stopped a few feet behind Stone and watched their rear. Stone checked the doorknob, finding the door locked he removed a small lock-pick gun from his pocket and made quick work of it. He returned the lock-pick gun to its placed and stepped to the side of the door his back up against the door sill. He snapped his fingers getting the attention of the petty officer who then moved to the opposite side of the door.

“Echo-Five sitrep.” Stone asked.

  “Target is in the room about twenty feet straight in front of you. If you open the door he’ll see you.” Echo-Five was peering through normal binocular since Radim was near an uncovered window. 
“Okay then give me a diversion in,” Stone looked at his watch. “Ten seconds.”
Echo-Five grabbed his M-4 silenced carbine and sited the kitchen window to the right of the target. The weapon was enough for what he had in mind; he would never try this if it were a critical target. When his mental count reached nine he fingered a tri-burst at the window.

Stone entered as the glass shattered catching Radim looking the opposite way and was upon him before Radim could flinch. The petty officer quickly secured each room, Echo-Five had said that the target was alone but nothing was fact until confirmation. 
“All clear,” the petty officer yelled from the other room.

Radim stood visibly tense in front of Stone, rightly so since Stone had a pistol to the back of his head. To Stone, who had an innate sense of human behavior, it seemed that Radim had a different type of tenseness closer to anxious. Stone senses heightened. 

“Casablanca.” Stone said the contact word that told Radim that the person saying it would be his extractor. Radim physically loosened but to Stone the release didn’t seem complete. Stone searched Radim carefully coming up empty. 

“You have thirty seconds to grab whatever you’re taking that you can carry.” Stone put the weapon away signaling Radim to commence. Stone grabbed Radim’s arm turning him around looking him in the eye. “Oh by the way. If you take any weapons and I find it I’ll kill you myself, you’ve just received your only warning,” he said coldly. 
“Echo-Six the ball is yours. We’re out in one minute.” The SEAL who was in the hallway came in and with the door ajar continued his vigil. 
“Copy Alpha-One. Echo-Six actual has the ball. Your ride is pulling up. Echo-Six out.”
The petty officer came from the bedroom with stern look and a stack of photos. He pointed to the top one. It was Saddam on a couch next to him an Arab woman dressed western business like and seated next to her was Jabril el Jabbra.
 He was considered class one of the primary organizers for Osam bin Ladin when they attacked the American embassies in Africa in 98. He was also responsible for the death of countless American tourist around the world since the seventies. Three incidents made him a Class One A Target for the American intelligence community. Which meant that he was to be brought in dead or alive at any cost. Jabril had the distinction of being designated COAT first in 1989. He personally killed General Jenson of NATO in 83 and CIA Station Chief Franks while both were hostages in the Middle East. In 89 he killed Anthony Terranova, Stone’s friend and architect of SOAG, along with two hundred other civilians on Flight 378. Tony was in Greece tracking down leads to Jabril’s organization and had found information that would have crippled Jabril. He was on a commercial flight because that was the earliest flight back to England to meet with ICE and DELTA. Jabril placed a bomb on that flight that exploded while the plane was within one mile of Heathrow Airport. Tony’s new wife Aricelous Jacqueline Terranova a.k.a. Dazzler and ICE witnessed the explosion. Within a day Jabril sent a message to the DCI that acknowledged his part in the bombing and a threat for him to be left alone. The DCI enraged, and with permission from the President, created the COAT designation. That propelled Ari from a naval analyst to a CIA operative and the first female SpecOps warrior.

“Sweep for intel,” Stone stated. He handed the photos back.
“Echo-Six.” Stone said into his mike.

“Go for Echo-Six” came the reply.

“Echo-Six time extension by one minute. Copy?”

“Copy Alpha-Six time extension one minute.
The petty officer quickly gathered anything that he could find that might be intelligence. When he finished he nodded to Stone.
“You’re rear guard,” Stone said to the petty officer. Stone put Radim between himself and the SEAL at the door. “Whenever you’re ready Two. Let’s move quickly.” The SEAL nodded, opened the door and moved down the hall.

“Coming down Echo-Six.” 
“Copy Alpha-Six.” Stone and his entourage swiftly made their way down the stairs and out the front entrance into a waiting vehicle. The Lieutenant that was leading this group saw Stone’s stolid face as he jumped in the van and knew that something was afoot, but since Castle didn’t mention anything so it wasn’t something to discuss now. The anti-aircraft fire from numerous buildings lit up the night sky along with the sounds of the air raid sirens. Explosions were closer this time.
“Beta, Charlie, and Delta-Six rollup we’re mobile.” The Lieutenant ordered. Each group leader acknowledged and commenced departure plans. A block down the van stopped and picked up their sniper Echo-Five. In would take them twenty minutes to get to the safe house, with the type of license plates on the van and the empty streets it insured a relatively boring ride. 
Stone was the first to walk in the apartment. The safe house was an apartment building that one of the Iraqi agents owned, it was primary rendezvous of the sweep up team then from here they’d move everyone by trucks to SECOND BASE to meet Dazzler and the rest of Six to extricate the whole group by Pavelow helicopters. Stone walked towards the SIX field CO Lieutenant Commander Randy Andrews. He tapped him on the shoulder to get his attention.

“We have a situation,” Stone began. 
 “I would like you to round up your senior staff and get me a Sat-link when you’re ready.” Stone walked into the other room while the Lieutenant did as instructed. There Stone found Peter Ramos his partner from SOAG. Peter was a very light sleeper so as Stone entered Ramos’ head was up off the pillow and his weapon at the ready, seeing Stone he relaxed placing his head back on the pillow 
“I need you to debrief Radim,” Stone handed Ramos a few photos.  Peter upon seeing the photos sat up on the bed and turned the light on, and looked more closely at the photos again. Ramos dry washed his face and jumped from the bed. “I’m on it,” he said in passing Stone out the room. Stone found the Lieutenant Commander and briefed him on the situation. Together they made their way to where the senior staff was waiting. In the room were two lieutenants, an ensign and a chief petty officer.
HOMEBASE 0030 hr Zulu/1830 hr EST

Murphy walked over to the Recon CO, he exchanged quick salutes with the Marine and got down to business. “Sitrep,” Murphy began. They CO spoke loudly over the drum of the landing Ospreys and Chinooks blades. “I have two companies stretched out over one miles and sniper/scout teams observing another mile out, this site is secured for two miles.” He thumbed to a soldier with a radio pack standing beside him. “Private First Class Harkness will be your radio man and will show you to the HQ tent we set up for you. I have a HQ area of my own to keep out of your way,” He pointed to the HQ tent and his HQ area right next to it. “My call sign is ABLE SIX-SIX if you need me.” 

“Good work LT. Col thanks for everything. Also thank your staff and men for me” Murphy replied stunning the LT.Col. He extented his hand, they shook hands and quickly move to the HQ tent.

 Murphy’s communications team, members of SOCOM’s Intelligence and Operations staff, had setup quickly were waiting for him with a sitrep. Dazzler and SEAL TEAM SIX Gold, Blue, and Red wered on the ground and moving to secure the extraction site for Stone, SEAL TEAM SIX Black, Ramos and the SOAG assests. SF’s team BLACKEYE was still spying on the hotel that the UN inspectors were being held at no new updates. Delta Force Red and Blue, Task Force 101, and Rangers were ten minutes from launching. Once Delta and their team lifted off the remaining Rangers, ground vehichles, and ground crews would pack up and leave with all the transport aircrafts. At a secondary site in half an hour another team of Rangers would secure an extraction site for Delta and team. A secondary Recon team would secure an extraction site for ANGLICO once they were wheels up.  Inbound Pavelows would pick up Dazzler, Stone, Ramos, and SIX. The SF team spying the hotel would be extracted with ANGLICO. He and his crew would leave by Ospreys with Recon. If all went well they would all departing no later than 0200. 


Mior looked over his men inside the Osprey, everything he strived for culminated at this moment. All the years and training, the blood, sweat, and tears. For all those that gave their life for him in Nam this was their moment also. Only a very select group of men created an elite group of soldiers to fight for America then lead them into battle. Even his legendary Marine father Anthony “Bulldog” Mior Sr never achevied these goals in the short amount of time that he had. He knew his father would be proud. All the time they wasted bickering all those years. Then near the end they’re relationship grew beyond father and son they became friends. The cancer that took him never took his spirit. He worked until the end. When Anthony Sr learned of Anthony’s plan for ANGLICO he used his connections the Pentagon to open a few door for him. He even made a couple of trips to the Pentagon to speak to to old friends on behalf of Anthony. Being a CEO of a major DC lobbyist group and former Chief Of Staff for the Commandant of the Marine Corp gave him a lot more clout then he had right to. Along with Jack’s help they paved the way for ANGLICO’s formation. Four long years of hell to get this group to this point he thought. This would be their maiden voyage into combat.  Anthony said a short prayer and concentrated to the job at hand.  

Lt. Commander Jeffrey Jorgensen looked over his cockpit finishing his pre-flight check. In the seat to his left sat Lt John Trevor, his co-pilot and in the jump seat behind them the engineer Lt Phil Davenport. Both flew with him when the squadron used to fly MH-47 Chinooks, now the squadron was outfitted with MV-22 Ospreys. The newest aircrafts in the Marine’s inventory, the propeller driven aircraft could fly like a plane and rotate its wings 90( to fly like a helicopter. Affective range is 500nm, with in-air refueling that range wasa limitless. It gave the Marines true over the horizon envelopement. In simple terms with approximately 70% of the world near the ocean the Marines could launch a Marine Expeditionary Unit into any countries backyard lightning fast.  No one wants to wake up to 2200 pissed off leathernecks ready to fight.
“This is WHITE WOLF SIX to BEARCAT, over.” 

“Copy WHITE WOLF SIX, go for BEARCAT.”

“WOLF PACK is on the prowl, twenty minutes out BEARCAT.”

“Copy, WHITE WOLF, WOLF PACK is on the prowl, twenty minutes out.  BEARCAT over and out”
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