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Glossary of Abbreviations, Acronyms, and Terms
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AUTHOR’S NOTE: IF YOU clicked into here then you most likely wanted to look up a word. This list is alphabetical. If you find your word then click on it... you’ll be back where you left off. (That’s the plan anyway. Thanks, and have a great one!)

1MC = 1 Main Circuit 

3MC - Aviators

AOIC = Assistant Officer in Charge 

AP = Air Force Police or Air Police

Asno = ass per Dictionary.com

ASVAB = Armed Services Vocational Aptitude Battery 

Battle dressing or compression bandage - military individuals use these on themselves when traumatic bleeding occurs

Bell 416 = Civilian version of a UH-1Y 

Cabron = Second definition is ‘dick, bastard’ in Spanish per UrbanDictionary.com

CCT = Combat Control Teams - are part of Air Force Special Operations Forces (similar to Special Forces)

CH-46D is called a Sea Knight 

Chalks = specific aircraft load, especially a group of airborne soldiers 

CO = Commanding Officer 

Computer forensics = a branch of digital forensic science pertaining to legal evidence found in computers and digital storage media. 

CONEX = Container Express (military shipping container) 

Cranials = plastic head gear with a skull cap, sound protectors & goggles

Det = Detachment

Earmarks = a provision in a piece of Congressional legislation that directs specified federal funds to specific projects, programs, organizations, or individuals 

Follando a mi mundo = Spanish for ‘fucking up my world’ per Dictionary.com

HAZMAT = Hazardous Materials

High-end security = Personal security detail who often work with high profile contracts.

Islamofascist = those who engage in Islamofascism. Islamofascism refers to the notion that Islam is not so much a religion as it is a political ideology that in many ways resembles "fascism" as described on Urban Dictionary’s website 

LP/OP = Listening Post/Observation Post 

MH-47E is called a Chinook

Mierda de capital = Spanish for ‘fucking capital’ per Dictionary.com

MP = Military Police

Nighthawks = US Army 1st Battalion, 212th Aviation Regiment 

Ninguna posición a la mierda conmigo = Spanish for ‘no position to fuck with me’ per Dictionary.com

NSC = National Security Council

O-10 et al = Ranks in the US military 

The Odd Couple = Situation Comedy television series 

OIC = Officer in Charge 

Pendejo = stupid, coward, or Motherfucker as per Google Translate

Principal(s) = in security parlance the primary person or people that are being protected.

PSYOP = Psychological operations also used to mean to gain psychological advantage over someone

Quran aka Koran 

SABR™ = Sniper/Assaulter Battle Rifle 

SADMs = Special Atomic Demolition Munitions 

SOAR = Special Operations Aviation Regiment 

SOCOM = Special Operations Command 

SP = Shore Patrol or Security Forces

SSE = Sensitive Site Exploitation

Static security = security personnel who protect a post or site. Oftentimes they deal with the public.

SWCC is pronounced "swick" = Special Warfare Combatant-craft Crewmen 

Theasability = Term coined by authors that combines theory and feasibility.

TO&E = Table of Organization and Equipment 

TOC = Tactical Operations Center

Tonto - Note that Wikipedia was referenced in regards to Cochise and his tribe, Chiricahua and other types of Apaches. 

VOQ= Visiting Officer's Quarters 

Wadi = the channel of a watercourse that is dry except during periods of rainfall. 

Wickiup = a domed room dwelling in the American Southwest and West. 
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Call Sign: Wrecking Crew (Wings of Eagles)

I am the Alpha and the Omega, the first and the last, the beginning and the end.

~Revelation 22:13

New Revised Standard Version

Prologue

“SO FAR SECURITY HASN’T made me. One more second and I’ll be set.” She spoke softly to her colleague on a secure channel via a hands-free lip microphone. She zoomed in with a handheld mini-cam from behind the pillar just in time. “I think these are our guys. There are four males exiting a late model white Toyota Camry. Two look Caucasian and two are persons of brown or tan color. The Camry is sitting in a disabled parking space. The driver is looking at his watch.”

“If those are our guys, then they’re earlier than we expected. I’d say they did a great job of making their way through the Friday maze of midmorning traffic.”

She smiled as she continued videoing the men. “You always could turn a phrase. This afternoon will be worse though, seeing as how it’s the beginning of a three-day weekend. Hold on... they are getting into a black Tahoe.”

~~~~~
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THE TALLEST OF THE four men laughed as he got in the driver’s seat of a black Tahoe. “Did you see that Greenway guard? He stared right at us. He didn’t even question why we parked there without a permit?”

The shortest of the four smirked. “He’s not armed.”

“Good point.”

A stocky built one chuckled. “He didn’t even take notes or write the tags down. Useless as tits on a bull! You get what you pay for.”

The medium built one glanced at the passenger side mirror. “I thought it was illegal to have unarmed security guards.”

The tallest one adjusted his seat. “Some fucking security officer shot into a crowd, trying to stop an armed robber and killed a mother and child in Dallas not long ago. The legislature brought back unarmed security for insurance purposes. The company that hired the Dallas guard went out of business as a result of the law suits.”

“Like I said before, you get what you pay for. They’re going to pay today.”

The tallest discreetly looked at the Camry as he pulled away. “Are the timers set?”

Out of habit, the stocky one looked at his wrist. “Yes for 1300 hours, I wish we were here to see it.”

The shortest one leaned back. “We’ll catch the news with the others.”

~~~~~
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IN THE MEDICAL CENTER, a late-model silver Kia Spectra EX was driven into the M.D. Anderson parking garage. After parking on the very top level, one man got out and opened the trunk. Pulling out a long copper wire, he attached it from a metal suitcase onto the exterior antenna. Once the vehicle was secured, he disappeared into the elevator.

~~~~~
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A LITTLE FARTHER NORTH in downtown Houston, another late model vehicle was on a mission. The gold Kia Spectra EX pulled into the garage of the Federal Building. A solitary male got out, opened the trunk. He also attached a long copper wire to an exterior antenna. Following this, he secured the vehicle, took the elevator to the street level, and disappeared into the crowd.

~~~~~
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NEAR WESTHEIMER ROAD, a late model black Chevy Impala parked in front of the Galleria Mall Security Office. Four diverse men exited the vehicle.

A roving unarmed security officer pulled up next to them in a white Jeep Cherokee. “Excuse me sirs but you really can’t park there unless you have business here. I can suggest an empty space in the store front.”

The lead man noticed the name tag. “Officer Kirkland, we won’t be a minute. Besides we have a friend in the Security Department.”

Kirkland’s eyes darted. “Oh, is that so. What’s his name?”

“Mr. Jack Neilson and tell him that Brandon Smith sends his best.”

“Why don’t you tell him yourself, he’s standing over there?” Kirkland pointed.

“I just might do that, thanks.”

Smith strolled over to the slim man with a military styled flat top and clean-shaven face. He was wearing a white polo shirt that read Galleria Security Director on the left breast and Jack Neilson on the right breast. “How the hell are you, Jack, ol’ buddy?!”

“Do I know you?”

“You will after today. Please follow me.” Smith showed the inside of his vest. The director saw the holstered semi-auto pistol. “Tell that idiot that we’re okay and you’re having lunch with us.”

“I am?”

“We are, unless you get cute.” Neilson signaled to Kirkland. The five men walked across the street to the nearest restaurant.
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Call Sign: Wrecking Crew (Wings of Eagles)

Watchtower

Then the watcher called out: "Upon a watchtower I stand, O Lord, continually by day, and at my post I am stationed throughout the night.

~Isaiah 21: 8

New Revised Standard Version
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DARK CLOUD, REAL NAME Roland Peterson, became a MIT postgraduate at the age of 20. For 14 years, he put his over 150 IQ coupled with the PhD in Computer Science and Math to use at NSA. He was instrumental in designing their Supercomputer.

This Supercomputer occupied 100 yards long by 60 yards wide space inside NSA. Its main purpose was to monitor cell phone calls, as well as Google+, Twitter, Facebook, and other forms of social media. When a buzz word was used, the conversation would be recorded for further analysis. Up and running by 2012, NSA asserted this was another weapon in their arsenal for use in the War on Terror. What they failed to mention was it was utilized on US citizens.

Roland lived and worked in Israel where he met the man that would later become his mentor. He loved the country and the culture so much that he became a devout Jew despite being raised Lakota. Because of this background, he took pride in doing what was necessary to eliminate terrorists but not at the expense of freedom. Despite NSA’s insistence, Dark Cloud refused to spy on US citizens or monitor US traffic. He also strongly believed in the support and protection of the US Constitution. Instead he focused on those who would do harm to his beloved homeland.

NSA realized that they could not afford to risk losing Dark Cloud and his special skills especially his mastery at hacking and planting viruses. Not to mention his involvement in the abolishment of many Hamas and Al-Qaeda. Keeping all this in mind, they did the only thing they could do...banished him to their basement.

~~~~~
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SHER LAVASSANEY DISAPPEARED from his Laguna Beach mansion to a Venezuelan hacienda. It provided him a place to shuttle between Columbia and Honduras yet it lacked the creature comforts. He surveyed the grounds. Those American infidels killed my sons and forced my hand. They will pay dearly. Knowing that speaking Farsi in South America would bring unwanted attention, he chose to hold his current conversation in Spanish. “Are the arrangements made?”

“We are on our way to the meeting as we speak, sir.”

“Don’t disappointment me like the others did.”

“No sir, we will not allow anything to go wrong.”

“See that you don’t. I will not allow those Infidels to live to make a mockery of me or my sons’ memories.”

“We understand, sir. We will call you when we arrive.”

~~~~~
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ENSCONCED IN THE BASEMENT, Dark Cloud was cataloguing the latest conversation from the evil one onto his computer. He made it a point to listen and track Lavassaney’s cell phone conversations because it had been known to save lives, alas not always. Sometimes the information was straightforward, other times cryptic, like today.

~~~~~
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TWO MEN STOOD WAITING on the North Asian Star in the crisp April night air surrounding Namp’o Harbor, North Korea. Captain Romanov, a heavy-set man of medium height with white curly hair, looked at his watch. “It is two minutes past midnight.”

“What do you suppose happened?” Emilio Espinoza was younger than his captain by eighteen years. He was sixteen years old when his mother passed away. As the oldest of five, his mother’s family felt he was capable of fending for himself thus they only took in his four siblings. Not long afterwards, he stowed away on the North Asian Star. He escaped poverty-stricken Cuba and began a life time of adventure as a ship’s steward. Along the way, Captain Romanov became a father figure having lost his dad as a political prisoner at a young age. Now at age thirty, he had worked his way up to First Mate. Emilio was 5’ 8” with a slim build. However, his arms and legs were huge from years of lifting and working. His collar length black hair and his piercing green eyes, helped make him somewhat of a lady’s man. Although he had his fair share, the sea was his wife.

“You know how generals are, something always comes up.”

The clatter of a flatbed tractor trailer and a railroad container car disturbed the relative quiet of the dock. Both driver and passenger emerged sporting civvies and submachine guns. They scanned the dock and waved. Seconds later two black Mercedes-Benz sedans arrived. Three North Koreans wearing the exact same clothes materialized and scanned the area.

Captain Romanov stroked his burly, white beard. “Do you suppose some more clowns will come out?”

First Mate Espinoza smiled. “It does seem we have our own private circus.” His smile faded as he twirled his thick mustache. “I wonder if they’ll be truthful about their cargo.”

“I was told it contains machine parts. I suspect it is much more. Looks like this will be an interesting voyage.”

Emilio simply nodded in agreement.

~~~~~
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THE SECURITY DETAIL opened the rear passenger door. Out stepped a short North Korean male with a round bald head, encircled by black rimmed granny glasses. His thinning hairs were touching the inner lobes despite being tapered back. He had a thin mustache and goatee. He was dressed in a black business suit, red tie. His overcoat concealed his powerful arms. His appearance belied the fact he was a general in service to the North Korean government.

He nodded at the car behind him. Two more security men appeared. They opened the rear doors revealing two Hispanic males. Carlos, a tall thin man with hazel eyes, long hair pulled into a pony-tail with a thick beard touching his chest, exited first. He stood at least 6’ 1” tall. Miguel was four inches shorter and had shorter hair that touched his collar and came over his ears. His face was clean shaven and his eyes were dark.

Carlos bowed to General Tong. “Our father, Sher Lavassaney, wishes you happiness and health. He sends his regrets for not being here tonight but he hopes this meets with your approval.” He produced a piece of paper. It included the name, account, and access numbers for a Cayman Islands Bank, where $20,000,000 was waiting. He handed an envelope that was thick with an additional $100,000 in large and small bills.

“I’m very pleased that you and your father have kept your promise. Remember, if anything goes wrong, you must keep me out of this. My country doesn’t know anything of this arrangement and it should remain that way. Like we discussed, this is a prototype and mustn’t fall into the American’s hands. Even the Captain doesn’t know what he’s shipping.”

“Good, keep it that way.” Carlos saw the container hovering over the ship. “Miguel, supervise the loading.”

“Yes, Carlos.”

“Do not worry General. Miguel is also my trusted friend. Since the deaths of our two older brothers, our father has entrusted us to complete this deal.”

“Very well Carlos, remember you and your brother can never set foot on North Korean soil again.”

“That is understood sir, Ala Akbar!” Tong looked perplexed. “It means go with God.”

“I’m sorry but I’ve been taught to not believe in any deity.”

“Very well General, I respect that, peace and long life then.”

“Thank you.”

“It seems your cargo has been loaded. Shall we meet our host?”

~~~~~
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CARLOS MADE THE INTRODUCTIONS. “Captain Romanov, this is General Tsu Tong, head of the Secret Police.”

“Welcome aboard General.”

“Thank you. These gentlemen and I will be traveling with you.”

That’s not part of the plan. Carlos watched the general looking for a tell-tale sign to indicate the reason for the change.

What is happening? Miguel stiffened as his eyes darted between Tong and Carlos.

General Tong’s expression gave no hint as to his objective. “I’ll be going as far as Panama. This should more than enough to cover my fare.” He handed over the cash laden envelope.

Captain Romanov stepped closer. “Before I accept this, is there any chance that I might know what I’ll be carrying.”

General Tong did not answer. Instead he turned and drew a Russian Makarov 9 mm pistol with silencer. He looked at his men. “You have served me well.” He pointed and shot each man in rapid succession. Stunned, no one had reacted until it was too late. By the time their bodies hit the murky water, three explosions occurred on the pier. As the vehicles blazed, General Tong threw the previously hidden detonator overboard.

~~~~~
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WHILE DARK CLOUD WAS doing his routine checks, he became engrossed in nostalgia. I was alerted on the attempt of the Israeli Prime Minister and Iraqi President. I tried to warn them but someone intercepted the message. Of course, I shouldn’t have been surprised when I discovered that Delta was their protection. It was a better choice than the State Department Protection Detail. I got hold of the Operations Center but my pleas to divert the meeting fell on deaf ears. I knew people would believe I had set them up because the meeting place was secured based on my Intel. I know it in my soul, someone set me up. Whoever was responsible will pay dearly. It was an honor when I met the Prime Minister and his family while working with the IDF for NSA and CIA. Why did it take my mentor being kidnapped and murdered at the hands of Hamas in 2002, to get that opportunity? I guess my call sign is appropriate. It seems I present bad news more often than not.

Being in the basement has been a blessing. I can tend to my own business. Then again, they need my talents. The computer software designs I have for cell phone frequencies, tracing buzz words, and locating their sources impressed them. My language skills of Farsi and Sunni have come in handy. It also helped that I aided the CIA in locating Bin Laden twice... well with a little help. But before anyone could act, the man disappeared only to re-appear again in May 2011, this time he was nailed. I’ve learned languages of Iran and Iraq all on my own. I’ve been able to monitor FARC’s frequency in Colombia. Okay time to concentrate and check the satellite feeds. “What the heck was that noise?”

The question bounced off the wall, while Dark Cloud’s fingers expeditiously moved across the keyboard.

~~~~~
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AT LANGLEY, THE CIA Ops officer was monitoring the message boards where he found something unusual. “Was that explosions and gunfire?”

After a quick check, he contacted his supervisor. “Sir, we have an incident at Namp’o Harbor, North Korea. Do we have friendlies we don’t know about?”

“No, what do our assets say?”

“Nothing, there’s a total shut down of communications, we picked this up at our ELINT station, posted at the 38th parallel.”

“Total communications black out? Sounds serious, I’ll let the director know...good work.”

The supervisor contacted the Director of the CIA. “Sir there was an incident in North Korea. I highly suggest you alert the President!”

“Roger that. Next time, I highly recommend using a more secure method of communication.”

The supervisor looked down. How the hell did I pick up the wrong phone? “Copy that sir.”
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GENERAL TONG WAS SATISFIED that his execution had been successful. He turned to see First Mate Espinoza hauling ass up the ladder while yelling and cursing in his native Spanish. Carlos and Miguel attempted to calm Espinoza down. It took General Tong pointing his weapon at him before he finally fell silent.

Captain Romanov stepped in front of Emilio. “Shoot him and you shoot me. This ship will not move. Your precious cargo will be lost if we do not sail immediately.”

The weapon was lowered. “You win... this round but I will not have my heritage disrespected... understood?” Emilio looked puzzled. “You think I do not know at least some Spanish phrases?”

“Mr. Espinoza prefers to live as well. Your actions almost got him killed. He’s upset that your outburst has cost him two of his best deck hands.”

“My apologies, Captain. If you’ll show me to my stateroom, I’ll be out of your way.”

“The only form of apology I need is replacements for my dead crew members. If you were expecting the red-carpet treatment then you just blew it. When I get us underway then I’ll be happy to show you to your room. Meantime just stay the hell out of my way.”

General Tong started to say something but Carlos tactfully led him away. “Why is there a change of plans, General?”

“Because when you detonate this device, the North Korean leader’s son will know that the prototype was used.”

“I’m sure by this time tomorrow your superiors will know that the prototype is missing. If not, this act of violence will probably be pieced together.” General Tong laughed. “What’s so funny?”

“We are very good at collecting intelligence. It is the distribution of this knowledge that takes time.”

Carlos motioned towards the captain. “I hope you are correct. Meantime, for your own safety, I’d stay clear of him for a while.”

“He does seem quite livid at the moment. I’ll stay out of the way... for now.”

Carlos went back to the Captain. “He will behave for the time being.”

“I’m glad to hear it. I’m two deck hands short. You two have just volunteered to help.”

Miguel looked at his manicured hands. “W-what did we do?”

“It’s because of you two that this chaos started.”

“You’ve already been paid for our passage. Why should we get our hands dirty?”

“If you wish this ship to move, then you need to go untie it from the pier. Also, you will perform the duties of the deceased deckhands. Like I told the General I hold all the cards.”

Miguel moved towards the bow end of the pier, muttering Spanish obscenities. Carlos stood staring at the Captain. Captain Romanov stared back hard. Carlos wiped at the smoke hitting his eyes then did as commanded.

~~~~~
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LAVASSANEY RECEIVED a message from a well-placed collaborator in Virginia. If the truth be told, he prided himself on having moles in every US governmental agency. He even has members of Congress, Federal Judges and one Supreme Court Justice at his service.

What has gone wrong? He contacted Carlos.

The phone rang three times. “Yes, El Jefe?”

Lavassaney heard men hollering and the faint crackle of the fire. “What in Allah’s name has happened? I told you no screw-ups.”

“General Tong cleaned up some loose ends and stayed onboard. He gave the captain the whole envelope to take him to Panama.”

“The greedy fool, now the Americans will be suspicious.”

“I will take care of him. The captain is not happy with him either.”

“Not now, let me know when you are within five days of your arrival in Panama. That greedy general has an appointment with Destiny.”

“Yes sir.”

The phone went dead.

~~~~~
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DARK CLOUD OVERHEARD the conversation and kept a separate copy in a special computer file. He did some research on General Tong and discovered there was one who was head of the North Korean Secret Police. He cross-referenced Panama and General Tong. He found no connection.

Roland talked out loud to his computer. “Am I crazy Egbert or did I hear fire in the background? I know if I send this upstairs, they’ll think I’m creating something out of nothing. If I don’t send it and there really is something then I could jeopardize many lives. What should I do?”

Egbert blinked his cursors several times. A mechanical voice said, “There is a 75% chance that the noise you heard is fire. It is best to inform your superiors.”

“You’re correct besides what do I have to lose, I’m already in the basement and you’re my only company.” 

Egbert blinked once. “We are good company for each other. Now you have a mission to accomplish.”

Dark Cloud forwarded a report to Ms. Thompson. Then he forwarded one to his supervisor requesting background enhancement on the audio file.
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DEBRA ELLEN BROWN MCDERMOTT looked stunning in her cream-colored leather wedding dress with red lace-up bodice. During the reception, she had an informative chat with J.R. and J.D., her new stepsons. The young men escorted her back to their father. As they approached, Deb heard her boss, Bill Winchester, arrange an impromptu meeting in his office. The boys discreetly found other places to be.

Bill wasted no time after everyone entered the office. “I know that all of you have been burning the candle at both ends. That’s the main reason that I’ve allowed the wedding to proceed. You’ve earned the right to a rest but we’ll have to take it in turns. Naturally, the wedding party will be first. I’ve also decided to hire some fresh yet qualified bodies. In addition, I plan to develop a new company training course. I highly doubt we’ve heard the last from my nemesis. I suspect with his first and second born out of the way...”

“Not to mention a few more relatives in high places.”

“Let’s not mention those traitors, Bob. As I was saying, Lavassaney will be slowed down a bit. I’m planning to take the Theasability Study you worked on this weekend to President Moore. I understand that Crazy Larry has a proposal for Frieda?”

As Larry adjusted the eagle feather on his green triangle bandana, he saw a concerned look on J.T.’s face. “Actually, I proposed that Frieda get a call sign of her own. I mean, as we discovered a little bit ago Frieda is her cover name. Which is a fine name too but I figured that it was about time that she became an official member. Especially now, that she has married the leader. I propose her call sign be Fire Water. What do you think J.T.?”

J.T. stopped mentally fixating on what was beyond the blue satin lace-up bodice of Frieda’s tight-fitting black leather wedding frock. Instead he was looking at her bright red hair. “Actually, I prefer Crimson Dragon...that’s what she turns into when she’s mad.”

“Ah yes, I recall the look on her face at Hotel Baghdad. I agree Crimson Dragon is a much better call sign. It offsets your moniker, Cool Razor, very well indeed.”

“Not bad Eagle Feather, not bad at all.”

Deano looked at his watch. “As ‘Rev’ and official time keeper of this wedding ceremony, I say it is about time for the brides to toss their bouquets.”

Mac looped his fingers in his black leather vest. “As Warmonger, I advocate a duel between these two fine ladies.”

J.T. blinked twice and pulled Frieda closer. “I just got married to the woman of my dreams. I don’t want to lose her. If Deb was killed, then Frieda would go to prison.”

Mac gave J.T. a crooked smile. “You know, it could be the other way around. In all honesty, I didn’t mean that kind of duel. I meant a contest... a shooting competition with the bouquets. We have a couple problems. First one, we can’t allow general access to the armory. That would leave our guests out. We’ll have to have a traditional toss for them. This leads to the second issue, there would be no bouquets to shoot.”

T.K. stared intently at Mac. “I thought about the same thing. I even made bouquet targets similar to the kind we used to use for turkey shoots back in the day.” He grinned. “Way before I was Bad Karma.”

J.T.’s eyes flitted between his friends. He whispered in Frieda’s ear and she nodded. “On behalf of my bride, we accept. Here’s the catch, let’s make it so the winner is the first to take Al up on his generous gift. In honor of that, we should call it, Honeymoon Shoot.”

Mac winked at Deb. “You’re on Boss Dude.”

Bob shook his head. “I wonder about this team sometimes. I mean, you planned a double wedding on the spur of the moment including two beautiful wedding cakes. You don’t take any task, lightly do you?”

“No and I would expect nothing less from my team. I’m taking my beautiful bride to toss her bouquet then cut our cake. Mac and Deb, are you ready?”

~~~~~
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LIEUTENANT COLONEL Francis Nubright, M.D. walked from the secured elevator into the room of the only patient on the floor. A lesser man would have succumbed to the toxins given to him. He is lucky that the resulting stroke wasn’t fatal. Physical therapy won’t resolve all the residual problems but it will solve most of them. “Good morning, Mr. President, you look well rested.”

“Good morning, doctor. I had a good night’s sleep. I felt safe knowing Gunny Hall and his men are always nearby. I trust them, like I trust you. As a token of my appreciation to you for saving my life, I’d like you to be my new physician? You can continue your practice here or anywhere local.”

“I’m honored sir, but I have to turn you down. I was summoned here because of my toxicology background. I need to be in Iraq. I heard that the Taliban and Hamas have banded together. No telling what nasty bio-chemical weapons they got their hands on thanks to that traitor, Lyons. Besides my wife and children are still there.”

“I understand. You have a vital job to perform. Family is important, too. I hope you have some good news for me. My doctor hasn’t been keeping me up on things.”

“Your doctor is a really great physician. Since I’m the specialist, he’s been allowing me to take the lead. I have some terrific news. All of your tests and vital signs are significantly better. Of course, you will still have to continue to strengthen those weak muscles but you can do your physical therapy at the White House. Once that is arranged, then I can let you go. I know an excellent R.N., his name is Sam. He’s also a certified physical therapist. He is in between assignments so he can be with you daily. I highly recommend him.”

“I’m glad to hear that I can go home soon. Thank you for the recommendation. I’ll think about it.”

“You’re welcome. I’m glad I was able to help. Please allow me to thank you for your service to this country.” Dr. Nubright shook President Moore’s hand. “I know you gave up your fortunes and your life with your family to get our country back on track. I respect your decision not to run again. I hear you’re going to ask Sydney Paulson to be your Vice President in the interim. Wise choice, sir, she won’t let you down.”

“Yes, I know, did you see how she handled herself at the debates?” 

“Yes sir, I did. I stayed close by in case you needed me. I watched along with millions of others. She acted just like the warriors that were protecting her.”

“How is it you know they are warriors?”

“Simple sir, Sam and I helped treat one of them while they were in Iraq. It was then that I met General Bull Simons. He was doing his best to keep one of the team members from killing the hard-nosed administrator. It was tricky but we managed to keep the two men apart. As it turns out, this team is now a part of Eagle Protective Services, Incorporated. It is owned by William Winchester. Bull Simons is one of the Vice Presidents. He accompanied Emily Thompson and Arthur Jameson here as you were waking up from your coma. This was done as covertly as possible because Lyons was looking for them and the team.”

“Why was that?”

“They stood up to him.” 

“That explains a lot. Have you seen Emily and Arthur around?”

“I saw Emily. On my way out, I can have her sent in, if you like?”

“Yes, I need to get back to the White House mindset. Doctor, I’ve considered your recommendation. Please arrange for me to be under Sam’s care.”

Mind appears sharp. Dr. Nubright smiled “Certainly, sir. It would be my pleasure. He’ll be flying in this week. Although I haven’t heard the results, I know he’s already completed his security check. I will get back to you ASAP.”

~~~~~
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AFTER THE GUESTS LEFT, the wedding party changed into clothes from their go bags. Assembled in the armory, Mac commenced the unconventional ceremony. “The winner of this Honeymoon Shoot will get first shot at Al’s kind offer.” Everyone snickered. “Pun was intended.”

J.T.’s green eyes sparkled. “So, when my darling Frieda outshoots Deb then we go first.”

Mac straightens to his full 6’ 5”. “If Frieda outshoots Deb, I’ll not only let you go first but I’ll throw in 50 bucks.”

Deb swept her strawberry blond hair back before she put her ‘eyes and ears’ on. “I’m good but I’ve never seen Frieda shoot.”

Charlie grinned. “Smart woman, I’d say you’re even money. What do you intend to do if it’s a tie?”

T.K. placed the targets. “I propose to make it difficult by using moving targets. Weapons are loaded, shooters at the firing line. Whoever gets the most bull’s-eyes before the target hits the far wall wins.”

The men moved back.

T.K. yelled, “Ready on the right, ready on the left, ready on the firing line.”

Deb announced, “Going hot!”

Frieda responded, “Ready!”

T.K. rolled the target to the 15-foot line from the control room. “You may begin firing.” T.K. hit the button that allowed the target to continue moving towards the 100-foot line.

~~~~~
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EMILY BRIEFED PRESIDENT Moore on White House issues as she knew them. “... Arthur is with Sydney bringing her up to speed on the nomination process.”

He absorbed it all then he looked out the window. “Emily, can you arrange for Bull Simons and/or Bill Winchester to come to Washington?” 

“Of course, I can, sir. Is there a particular reason?”

“I heard that Bull Simons brought you here at great risk. I still haven’t properly thanked Bill Winchester, either.”

“Yes, but can’t you tell them thanks over the secure phone?”

“Sure, I could but then I couldn’t shake their hands, now could I? Besides, I wish to look them in their eyes when I say thank you.”

“You have some valid points, sir. I’ll arrange it right away.”

~~~~~
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“I CAN’T BELIEVE IT was a tie. At least I’m not out 50 bucks but we still don’t know which one of us goes with Al first.”

Charlie put his ‘ears’ around his neck. “Mac, I told you it was even money. Why don’t you and J.T. shoot it out?”

“In that case, I’ll be giving Frieda our 50 bucks.”

“What’s with the negative vibes, Deb?”

“You know that J.T. always wins by a fraction.”

“Miracles do happen you know. Isn’t that right, Rev?”

“Don’t get me in the middle of your domestic dispute.”

Everyone laughed. The targets were switched out. As the men start their shoot off, a secure cell phone rang. Bull answered it as he walked into the passageway.

~~~~~
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“THIS IS EMILY. BULL Dog wants to see you and/or your boss.”

“Was there a particular reason that you called me first?”

“Mainly because he mentioned you first...he wants to shake your hands, look you in the eyes, and thank you both personally.”

“Interesting, my boss wanted to get a word in with him about some scenarios the team thought up.”

“I suppose that can be arranged. How soon can you get here?”

“How does, as soon as humanly possible, sound?”

“In that case, come to Bethesda...what’s that popping noise?”

“Oh, that’s just J.T. and Mac trying to one up each other as usual. They’re all full of piss and vinegar because the women tied in the Honeymoon Shoot.”

“What?”

“It was all kind of last minute but both J.T. and Mac finally tied the knot with Frieda and Deb. Being who they are...well they don’t do anything the normal way.”

“I’d say that applies to the lot of you. I’m truly sorry to interrupt the festivities but when the big man speaks...”

“Of course, let me make the arrangements and I’ll get back to you with the details.”

“Sounds good and I’ll see what I can arrange on this end.”

~~~~~
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“I’LL BE DAMNED. HE did it again. It was only half a centimeter from the center bull this time. Pay the woman, Deb.”

“If you recall dear, I told you I’d be paying her.” Deb handed over the money. “Still, I’d hoped we be first to go on our honeymoon.”

“I’m afraid neither one of you get to go first.” Bull said as he came back in. “Al, we need to go to Washington, D.C. by special request of the President.”

J.T. glared at Bull. “You have to be shit-ting me. After we go through all this...” J.T. waved his hand. “We still have to wait?”

“I’m afraid so J.T., but I promise to send Al back for you. Bill, your presence is requested as well. I told Emily about you wishing to run the Theasability Study by President Moore. She is making the arrangements now.”

“Sorry ladies and gentlemen,” Bill began, “if the President is going to take an interest in this Theasability Study then we need all hands available to run it. So, cancel all plans until further notice.”

In unison they said, “Yes sir.”

Deb mentally muttered. Glad it’s almost May and the boys have until September. Surely, it won’t take that long.
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Chapter 4
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MAC SAW FRIEDA APPROACH. “How’s the new bride doing since she had to cancel her honeymoon?”

“I disliked doing that. Of course, we all know this business is tough on relationships.”

Deb put a hand on Frieda’s shoulder. “It sure is but at least we get to work with our men. Where are you going to live?”

“We are going to stay in J.T.’s apartment, of course.” Mac and Deb looked at each other. Mac shrugged his shoulders and excused himself. Frieda had a puzzled look. “What is wrong with him?”

Deb sidestepped the question. “You mean J.T. leased an apartment and hasn’t shown you the house he and T.K. live in?”

“What do you mean?”

“Have you ever seen the TV show or movie, ‘The Odd Couple’?”

“I have heard of it, not sure I have ever watched it.”

Deb gave her a brief rundown. “... There is no Felix in that house. J.T. is Oscar and T.K. is Oscar on steroids.”

“Oh, I remember watching an episode or two. It was on a station called TV Land.”

“That was probably with Tony Randall and Jack Klugman.”

“J.T. does resemble Oscar in that one. You mean T.K. is worse?”

“I’m afraid so.”

A few minutes later, J.T. and Mac walked in. Deb put her hands on her hips. “An apartment... you mean we had a safe house and you didn’t say anything?”

J.T.’s face turned fire engine red and his eyes went cold.

I get worried when he gets like this. Mac edged closer to Deb.

J.T. wagged his finger at Deb. “What have you told Frieda?”

“Nothing yet, I thought you could explain.” Deb watched J.T.’s face turn purple.

Mac put his arm around his wife. “We better get out of here before he explodes.”

Frieda frowned as she tilted her head to the side. “You have a house and chose not to inform me?”

“What did they tell you about the house?”

“Nothing really... Deb hinted about the television show with Oscar, and Felix. Deb said that you are Oscar and T.K. is Oscar on steroids.”

“She did, did she?”

He stormed towards Deb. Frieda grabbed his arm. “Relax, Lover.”

“Relax, hell, I tried to straighten and clean that damn house but gave up. So, I leased the apartment after I got back from Laredo.”

“Well you keep our place clean, not as clean as I like it but clean enough.”

“I’m sure it’s spotless when I’m not around but I’m trying.”

“I know you are. Can we go see the house?”

“Well... if you insist.”

“I do insist.”

Mac taunted his friend. “Don’t forget your HAZMAT suits.”

Deb added, “And respirators!”

J.T. seethed. “Fuck both of you,”

Mac riposted. “You wouldn’t like it. We’ll both bleed big thick clots.”

Frieda’s nose wrinkled. “That is disgusting!”

J.T. ushered
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