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    Nickels Assassination




    It was a warm sunny day in the month of June 2005. There was a soft breeze coming off the Mediterranean Sea. Kashife Nickels was sharing a sentimental moment with his daughter, Shannon, on the beaches of Jordan. Friends from America were present as well, a Mr. Robert Smith and a Charles Dixon. They were all there at the request of Kashife for his belief in the Mediterranean Sea’s biblical implications.




    Robert, a politician, head of the Committee of Foreign Commerce in America, and Charles, the chief executive of Energy Resources Inc., a Fortune 500 company dealing in natural resources—both men were close friends and business partners of Kashife.




    Robert Smith held a substantial amount of stock in Mr. Dixon’s company that led to a great interest in the outcome of decisions made in the welfare of the company. Mr. Smith was also involved in holding controlling stock in two major companies that supplied electricity and natural gas in the United States. With exports of resources being 30 percent of all three companies combined, Charles held 15 percent of Kashife’s company with Robert holding 10 percent. Kashife’s business dealt in iron ore and coal. This brought about forthcoming actions, precarious at best.




    The four were having a wonderful time together. Kashife, Robert, and Charles were discussing business of how they could increase their profit margin. Shannon, Kashife’s daughter, was playing in the water. Unbeknown to Kashife, Charles and Robert had received information that Kashife was planning to sell the company. The fact was he had intended to sell it and was going to tell them this, but the sale would not be to them.




    Kashife had been asked previously to sell the company to Charles and Robert, but Kashife declined, saying the purpose they had intended was not in the direction he would like for the company to go in or what would be best for its employees. Robert and Charles wanted to convert the company into a nuclear power plant and had a silent investor willing to pay in the millions for the conversion.




    There was a stipulation in the contract among the parties involved, which was the company would go to Shannon upon her eighteenth birthday. Kashife thought he would better secure his daughter’s future by other investments, which was why he entertained selling. On the other hand, Charles was like family, and if anything would happen to Kashife before Shannon’s eighteenth birthday, Charles then would run the company.




    Kashife made sure contractual stipulations stated Shannon would have undisputed control at age eighteen with Charles being a consultant with limited control. He believed in his daughter’s decision-making and had groomed her for the position since she was fifteen years old. This did not bode well with either Charles nor Robert.




    Charles would have complete control of running the company if Kashife would meet a natural or untimely demise prior to Shannon’s eighteenth birthday. She was seven months from that date. If that occurred, Charles could do whatever he wanted with the company, even converting over to the power company he and Mr. Smith had intended initially. Kashife trusted Charles with his life. Kashife’s trust was misplaced.




    There was one specific clause: they could not sell the company. Kashife’s choice of disclosing his intentions to his friends would be his last, for in the hills behind them, an assassin was waiting for a signal from Robert or Charles to seal Kashife’s fate.




    Charles stood and raised both his arms with all his fingers extended as if he was stretching, but that was the signal. A shot rang out, followed by an echo. Shannon heard the shot but didn’t know where it came from nor did she realize what had happened.




    She turned to look for her father and noticed Robert and Charles standing over Kashife’s lifeless body. She began to run toward them, screaming at the top of her voice. Shannon yelled, “What has happened to my father? What has happened to my father?”




    Charles tried to restrain her, but he could not. She came upon his lifeless body and fell to her knees, crying, “Why, why, oh God, why?”




    Both men stood there, acting as if they were surprised, knowing that they were the culprits of this ruthless act.




    The situation was chaotic. Robert sent Charles to call an ambulance and the police while he consoled Shannon in her grief.




    It took forty-five minutes for the emergency vehicles to arrive due to the remote location they were in. The police investigated the area and searched where Robert and Charles said the shot came from. Of course, the area they were sent to was not the place where the shot was fired from.




    While the hills and the surrounding area were being searched by the police, the ambulance personnel picked up the body after pictures were taken, and the coroner and forensic officials gave the okay.




    Next, they all went to the police station for further questioning. Lieutenant Abdula questioned both men to find out if they possibly had a motive or knew if Kashife had any enemies.




    “Mr. Smith, how was your relationship with Kashife?”




    “It was good.”




    “You didn’t have any problems with the deceased?




    “No.”




    “Did Kashife have any enemies you’re aware of?”




    “No.”




    “Do you know of anyone who would want to harm Kashife?”




    “No.”




    Lieutenant Abdula used the same mode of questioning with Mr. Dixon that he used with Mr. Smith. Mr. Dixon answered with same response—no to the lieutenant’s questions. Shannon was questioned following Mr. Dixon, despite her condition. Lieutenant Abdula had to ask her difficult questions.




    Troublesome, she answered them all. The main question was if her father had any enemies that she knew of or if he had any arguments or disputes with Charles or Robert recently. She answered no to all his questions. Lieutenant Abdula then called the two men back into the room.




    “I want you all to understand that this investigation will take some nasty turns. I’ll be getting in contact with all of you in the future, so stay available.”




    Lieutenant Abdula was finished with his questioning, so everyone was free to go for now.




    Shannon had no living relatives; Charles was the closest to family she had, so the police allowed temporary custody until he could make it legal. Kashife would have wanted it that way.




    What was supposed to be a gathering of friends and family became a gathering of adversaries and treachery.
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    Arrangements were made the following day by Charles for Kashife’s funeral. Kashife was born in Syria, and in his will, he wanted to be buried in his place of birth, so his body was taken to his hometown. All his friends and associates attended, and those of his daughter were also in attendance.




    Prior, Charles had talked to Shannon about going to America. Under the circumstances, Shannon thought now would be as good a time as any. She approached Charles. “Charles, I would like to leave immediately for the United States.”




    Charles replied, “Accommodations will be made as you wish, Shannon.”




    “Thank you, Charles.”




    Charles put his arm around her shoulders, and they walked away to the car.




    While driving back to the estate, Shannon was trying to get over her pain as quick as possible. So she began to talk about how much she loved America and looked forward to spending some time there. Charles was a little perplexed by her behavior. What he didn’t know was that Kashife always taught her to move on with life no matter how hard it may be. He had told her it was therapeutic to focus on positive things. She was only exhibiting what her father stressed in all things he encountered: perseverance.




    Shannon was an emotional person, but she possessed the uncanny ability to gather herself during arduous circumstances. Charles found her actions strange or outright uncharacteristic for a person who encountered such a traumatic incident.




    Charles was concerned, so he asked, “Are you okay, Shannon?”




    “I think so, Charles. I have to get past this feeling.”




    “I’m concerned because you seem disconnected.”




    “No, Charles, I’ll be okay. I had the best teacher of how to deal with difficulties”.




    “Yes, I know, Shannon, but this is different.”




    “Charles, I’ll be okay. Thank you for caring so much. Charles, you are a second father to me.”




    “I know, Shannon. We’ll get through this thing together, okay, sweetheart?”




    “Okay.”




    Once at the estate, they exited the car and went inside. Charles was a bourbon drinker, so he went straight to the bar and poured himself a stiff shot. He turned toward Shannon. “Would you like a drink?”




    “No! You know I don’t drink liquor, Charles.”




    “I thought you might change your mind due to the state of affairs.”




    “No, Charles, I don’t think so. I only drink wine, as you know. Besides, I’m not going to change at this point of my life. I need to stay focused on the task at hand. You know my birthday is coming up soon. I’ll be eighteen, and by my father’s decree in his will is I’ll have control of the company.”




    “Shannon, don’t you think I should run the company until you have an understanding of the functions and operations of the company? I mean, I can guide you where you’ll need guidance. Trust me, you’ll need me for a while, maybe a couple of years before you’ll get a true handle on things.”




    “I’ll give it some thought, Charles, you may be right.”




    It was late in the day, a very laborious day, so Shannon told Charles that she was tired and was going to bed. Charles looked at her and said, “Shannon, you get a good night’s rest, sweetheart, and I’ll see you in the morning.”




    “Goodnight, Charles,” Shannon said.




    “Goodnight to you, Shannon,” Charles replied.
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    The next day, they woke to the smell of breakfast being cooked by the servants. Charles and Shannon both had freshened up for breakfast and came downstairs. As they set at the table, there was a knock at the door. One of the servants went to answer it. The butler opened the door, and there stood Robert Smith and Colonel Akman Abu. They were asked to step in and wait in the entrance hall. Robert asked if Mr. Dixon was available. The servant answered yes and told the gentlemen he would let Mr. Dixon know he had guest.




    The butler went to the dining room to inform Mr. Dixon, “Sir, there is are gentlemen waiting for you in the hall, a Mr. Smith and Colonel Abu.”




    “Tell them I’ll be right there.”




    The butler returned to the hall to deliver Charles’ response. Charles excused himself from the table and went to receive them.




    “Good morning, gentlemen. I was having breakfast. Would you like something to eat?”




    “No, Charles, can we go somewhere and talk?”




    “Sure, Robert, follow me.”




    They walked down a hall to the library. Charles opened the door and asked Colonel Abu and Robert to enter. He closed the door behind them.




    “So, Robert, what is so pressing?”




    Robert wanted to make sure that everyone was on the same page about things. “Listen, Charles, everything is in place for the coup, and Colonel Abu’s people are ready to act.”




    Charles looked on, listening very attentively.




    Robert stood there, impatient. He was a very direct man and did not waste time for sizing the moment. His political position was America should not enter into other countries personal affairs unless necessary for the benefit of the security of the United States, and not for economic reasons. Also, he was a greedy man and power-hungry. He believed that conglomerates best implement capitalism, not governments. But nevertheless, he waited for his turn to speak.




    Colonel Abu jumped in the conversation, reiterating the plan. “I have two thousand men ready to seize the palace, communications office, and the ports. I also have three generals supporting me, and once the coup is completed, I will seize power of the government.”




    Charles was beginning to have reservations about his part. “Colonel Abu, this plan seems to be flawed.”




    “What do you mean, Charles? Charles, we have come a long way with this. Now is not the time to have a change of mind!” Colonel Abu spoke in a very harsh tone. “There could be serious consequences.”




    “That sounds like a threat, Colonel Abu.”




    “No, Charles, it’s to get you to simply understand the ramifications of individuality or reneging on an agreement. Robert, who does he think he’s talking to?”




    “Gentlemen, we are here for the same reason, so let’s not get sidetracked or become enemies before any money is made.”




    Charles and Colonel Abu looked at each other and smiled. Colonel Abu extended his hand. Charles looked at him for a second, then extended his, and they shook. Robert stood there, observing both men, then spoke, “Gentlemen, we are on the same side.”




    Robert reminded Charles of his obligation to them and that monies appropriated from Kashife’s company had been laundered for his and their benefit.




    Also, soft money from this war chest was used for Robert’s reelection along with other gratuities that made him a wealthy and powerful man. Robert felt a little dejected. He responded, “I’ll go along with this program only because I too have something at stake.”




    Charles relaxed himself, looked at Robert and Colonel Abu, and said, “The success of this is imperative. We all must be on the same page, even I, so let’s get on with business.” All three men shook, but the expression on each of their faces was that of apprehension.
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    Shannon had finished her breakfast and was curious as to what seemed to be so secretive. She walked down the hall to the library and knocked on the door. Charles answered the door. “Shannon, what can I do for you, sweetheart?”




    “I want to know when arrangements will be made to leave for the States.”




    “Shannon, I’ve already made them. We have plane reservations for Friday. We’ll arrive in New York Sunday afternoon, if that’s okay with you.”




    “Yes, that’s fine, Charles.” Shannon turned and walked back down the hall.




    Charles closed the door. “I want you two to be careful in reference to these visits. I don’t want Shannon to become concerned, you understand?”




    “Charles, we don’t want to draw any more attention than necessary. We’re good, Charles.”




    Robert and Colonel Abu moved toward the door. Colonel Abu turned to face Charles and told him, “Charles, don’t panic, we all need to stay calm or you might begin to worry me.” They opened the door of the library and walked down the hall to the front door. Colonel Abu grabbed the knob, hesitated, then opened the door. He stood there for a few seconds, waiting for Robert to catch up. All three men went outside to a waiting car. Charles reached out his hand to Robert, shook his hand, and reassured him everything was okay.




    “Robert, Shannon and I are leaving tomorrow for America. You can get in contact with me at the Ambassador Hotel in Washington. Colonel Abu, don’t worry, I’m very much in this.”




    Colonel Abu asked, “When will we be ready? I thought we had a timeline already set, Charles!”




    Charles replied, “Give me one month, gentlemen. I have some finishing touches to put on this. I promise you, Colonel Abu, we will be ready in one month.”




    Colonel Abu smiled and said, “I’ll be looking forward to hearing from you. If not, I’ll go ahead on my own.”




    Charles stated again, “We will be ready. Do not be hasty, Colonel Abu.”
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    The next day was Friday, and it was time for Charles and Shannon to prepare for their trip. Shannon was already packed from the previous day. Charles was packed in a matter of minutes. They both came out their rooms at the same time.




    “Good morning, Charles,” Shannon said.




    “Good morning to you, Shannon. It will be a nice trip with the stops we have.”




    “Well, Charles, I hope so, and more importantly, I hope it will be a safe trip.”




    “Yes, Shannon, I agree. I hope it will be also.”




    Charles called for the servants to carry the luggage to the car. While the car was being loaded, Charles and Shannon gave instructions to the butler who was the head of the house staff. Both then walked out the door to a waiting car that was to take them to the airport.




    It was a quiet drive. They both had little to say during the ride. They arrived at the airport at 8:15 a.m. to check in their baggage. Their plane was to depart at 9:00 a.m. from Cobol, Syria. A voice came over the intercom and announced that Flight 678 was boarding at Gate 12, so they got in line to board.




    The flight wasn’t very long. Charles and Shannon arrived in Athens, Greece, Saturday morning at 1:30 a.m. They went to pick up their luggage. A porter transported their baggage through the airport, and out the front doors, taxis were waiting. Once the baggage was loaded, Charles tipped the porter a ten-dollar bill. He and Shannon got in the taxi. Charles then gave the driver a fifty-dollar bill and told him to take them to the Palace Hotel. The driver put the car in drive and accelerated.




    It was a hot muggy day. So all the windows were open to ventilate the vehicle. It just so happened they got a taxi without air-conditioning.




    Charles didn’t know that they were being followed. This was Colonel Abu’s doing. He did not trust Charles traveling with Shannon for fear that because of his attachment to her, he might have a change of mind.




    Charles was to meet with his coconspirators at the hotel. Shannon was under the impression that Charles was stopping for business purposes. They arrived at the hotel about 2:15 a.m. The taxi driver pulled up to the front door and got out to help the porter retrieve his baggage. A little tired from the trip, Shannon could not wait to get to the room for a nap. The luggage was loaded onto a cart and taken into the hotel.




    Shannon and Charles walked up to the counter. “Hi, my name is Charles Dixon. You have reservations for me.”




    The clerk responded, “Yes, sir, Room 537 on the fifth floor.” There was no need for separate rooms being they had a suite with two bedrooms and private baths. There were two key cards given so both could go and come as they pleased.




    The gentlemen following Charles and Shannon also had a room on the fifth floor a few doors down from Charles and Shannon. They didn’t want to be too conspicuous by showing up everywhere that Charles and Shannon were and be noticed. So the four men planned to take turns watching them.




    Once they had checked in, Charles and Shannon walked over to the elevators. Shannon pushed the button. At that moment, Charles saw his affiliates.




    “Shannon, you go ahead and get settled in, and I’ll be up shortly. Maybe we can have a late-night snack.”




    Shannon asked him, “Where are you going, Charles?”




    “I saw some old business buddies of mine and just wanted to say hello to them.”




    Shannon replied, “Okay. See you up in the room.” The elevator doors opened, and Shannon got on. The doors closed.




    Charles turned and went to the lounge. Seated at the back of the bar were three men, well-dressed, having cocktails. Charles approached them. “Hello, gentlemen.”




    “Hello to you, sir,” the men replied.




    Charles took a seat at the table. They were men from Colonel Abu’s inner circle. They were there to support Charles. Their purpose was to secure political support from the United States in a new business venture upon Charles taking over Kashife Nickels’ company. Charles had influence among his constituents in the business community and the political arena, and the men wanted to capitalize on that. Robert, Charles’ friend, was his political inside man and would help facilitate the deal.




    Little did Charles know these men were masquerading. They were going to America for two reasons: first, to set up a business venture at which to generate revenue to fund terrorist activities; second to carry out orders of those acts of terrorism on American soil. Of the three men, one was part of a terrorist group unknown to the others. In addition, one was part of a conspiracy to overthrow the Syrian government.




    Ali, one of the three men, presented a comprehensive plan to Charles that would benefit the American economy. The plan entailed cost benefits to those American companies that refined raw materials such as iron ore and oil. Charles knew this and saw an opportunity for his company.




    Charles was impressed with the offer, especially for the advantages and benefits his company would receive. Kashife actually owned various companies. He owned an oil company, raw materials—iron ore, coal—and a gold mining company. The company that Charles and Robert were invested in was the iron ore company.




    Charles and Robert knew the prime minister, Azi, was intent on converting it into a nuclear power plant. He had been talking to Kashife prior to his demise and believed the location was ideal due to it being on the Oshani River where turbine engines could be powered.




    The three men present were Mr. Rajem, Secretary of Energy, Mr. Mustafa, Secretary of Commerce, and Mr. Sieead, Secretary of Infrastructure, part of Prime Minister Azi’s cabinet.




    Charles asked the men what would their proposal be so he could have a better understanding when he presented it to Robert and his partners in the United States.




    So Mr. Mustafa explained, “We want to open a business relationship with your country and your company. Once we can finalize the sale of the iron ore company in your control, we can sell large quantities of material, which will allow you and I to make a handsome profit. This action should keep you from any conflict of interest from your stockholders. Charles, it would be hard to explain importing materials that your company provides that our country wants us to purchase for local companies. Besides, we would invest in your company and provide much needed capital for expansion of your business.”




    “Mr. Mustafa, as I said earlier, gentlemen, this sounds like a good venture. We need to work out a contract outlining the terms of the agreement, but I don’t see any problems. Of course, we have to present this to the Secretary of Commerce.” Then Charles stood. “Gentlemen, I have to go now, but we’ll be in contact on the matter. You see, my goddaughter is traveling with me, and she is waiting for me upstairs. We just arrived only an hour ago.”




    The men said, “Good day.”




    Charles replied, “Good day to you, gentlemen.” And they departed.




    The three men were staying at the hotel also. Each had their own room. But before they retired, Mustafa wanted to be clear on their plan of chaos. So he asked that they all go to his room for a discussion of what should take place. The three agreed.




    Charles had reached the elevator. He pushed the button. When it arrived, he entered. He reached the floor Shannon and he were staying on. He exited the elevator and proceeded to Shannon’s room. Shannon had a room by herself. She wanted some privacy just in case she had company. She had called Charles while he was in his meeting to let him know. Upon reaching her door, he knocked. Shannon asked who it was, and Charles replied. Shannon went to the door and opened it. “Come in, Charles, have a seat, please.”
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    Surveillance




    Shannon asked Charles, “What do you want? It’s late.”




    “Well, Shannon, I know it’s late, but I did promise a late dinner.”




    “You know, Charles, there has to be some place in this romantic city to get something to eat this early in the evening.”




    “Great, Shannon, because I’m famished. Let me get my jacket. What would you like to eat, Shannon?”




    “I have a taste for seafood, Charles.”




    “Then seafood it is, my dear lady.” Charles rose, and they both walked to the door and exited into the hallway.




    They reached the elevator, and Shannon pushed the down button. The elevator arrived, and they got on. Shannon pushed the button for the ground floor. They arrived at the lobby floor and got off there. Charles and Shannon walked over to the front door. There was an attendant waiting, a valet. Charles gave him a ticket to retrieve his car. The valet hurried out the door to the parking lot.




    When the valet got to the parking lot, he observed two men at the car. He stood for a few minutes before continuing toward the automobile. He asked the men, “What you are doing?”




    They replied, “Nothing.” Both men began to walk away from the car as if they weren’t up to anything.




    The valet stood there for a few more seconds, watching the men walking away with a curious look. The attendant unlocked the driver door, got in, and started the car. He drove it around to the front doors of the hotel where Charles and Shannon were waiting. He approached Charles and handed him the keys.




    Charles gave the attendant a ten-dollar bill. The attendant thought he should tell Charles what he saw. “Excuse me, sir, I don’t think it’s much, but when I got over to the parking lot, there were two men standing by the car.”




    “Did you say anything to them, young man?”




    “I asked them what were they doing, and they said nothing and walked away.”




    “Interesting. Shannon, you ready?”




    “Yes, Charles.”




    The attendant opened the door for Shannon and closed it after she was seated. Charles walked around to the driver side and got in.




    “What do you think that was all about, Charles?”




    “Probably nothing. Just some people up to mischief, but the attendant foiled their fun.”




    Robert had sent them to spy on Charles. He was very distrustful of the people he did business with when they were involved in illicit activities. Robert felt that Charles might leak information to Shannon. So it was imperative that he knew what was going on. He was paranoid. He had the car bugged by his goons. Robert came to the conclusion that if necessary, he would have Shannon killed if she presented any obstacle.




    It was a short drive, about fifteen minutes, until they arrived at the restaurant. When Charles pulled up to the front doors, a valet walked over to Shannon’s door and opened it for her. She got out and waited for Charles on the sidewalk. Then the valet walked around to Charles’ side of the car. Charles gave the valet a tip and walked around the car, escorting Shannon into the establishment.




    “Charles, you know what I would like?”




    “No, tell me, Shannon.”




    “Let’s go dancing this evening!”




    “Are you serious, Shannon?”




    “Yes, Charles, I am. I want to continue enjoying life as my father would have wanted me to. My father had a great zest for life, as you know, and the many things it offers. I miss him dearly, Charles. He would always tell me to live my life to the fullest, no matter what, to do the right thing, and he said that my conscience would guide my heart.”




    “He was a wonderful man, Shannon, and I miss him too, dear.”




    Once inside the restaurant, they were approached by the hostess. “Would you like a booth or table, sir?”




    “What would you like, Shannon?” Charles asked.




    “Well, it doesn’t matter, Charles, as long as we eat.”




    “I have the perfect booth for you. Follow me, please.”




    They were escorted across the room to a booth in the corner. “This will do nicely,” Shannon said. The positioning of the booth was perfect for Charles being that it was facing the door and gave a full view of the surroundings. Of course, this didn’t matter to Shannon. She had nothing to fear. Or so she thought.




    “Would you like to order now, sir?”




    “Yes,” Charles replied.




    “What would you have, sir.”




    “Shannon, ladies first.”




    “Thank you, Charles. Give me the lobster with almond marinade sauce and broccoli and cheese.”




    “What will be your order, sir?”




    “I’ll have the grilled salmon with broccoli and cheese.”




    The hostess then asked Shannon, “What would you like to drink, ma’am?”




    “How about a Chardonnay, white?”




    “That sounds perfect, Shannon.”




    The hostess spoke, “I’ll be right back with your wine. Or would you like it when your food is brought, sir?”




    “You can bring a bottle, thank you.”




    The hostess turned and walked away.




    While waiting for the wine, thoughts were racing. Opportunity was always on Charles’ mind, and this moment was no exception. He wanted to run his thoughts by Shannon. “What do you think about diversifying the company, Shannon?”




    “Charles, we’re out to enjoy ourselves, not discuss business. Are we discussing business?”




    “Well, no, Shannon we’re not, but I thought since we were here, it would be a pleasant moment to talk about a few things. I was thinking, Shannon, with the resources available, we could increase our profits and better secure our direction.”




    “Charles, what more could I want? The company is making millions. Tell me, what do you think we can invest in that would make it more a lucrative business than it is already? Also, will it help the people of my country in the process?”




    “Shannon, I think because the company is located on the river, a power plant for electricity would be a good idea.”




    “That sounds good, Charles, and that would help the people. Let me think it over and get back with you on that.”




    “Okay, Shannon, please, so I can put things in motion.”




    Robert had given the order for the men in the parking lot to tail Charles and Shannon no matter where they went, especially Shannon. He had great fear that Shannon may come to know of his deceitful plan. So the men were like shadows as if predators to its prey, hungry from starvation. They got a table as close as possible without trying to bring suspicion. The men were three tables away and focused on having a keen sense of hearing.




    Back at Charles and Shannon’s table, they were still having a discussion. “You will be eighteen in five months, Shannon.”




    “I know, Charles, and according to Daddy, I will have complete control of the company. Also, he told me to keep you close to me, that I could trust you in all aspects of my life.”




    “My, Shannon, he told you that?”




    “Yes, Charles, he did. You see, Charles, the only one he trusted was you. The others, he told me that they could not be trusted because they were crooked, downright deceitful, and manipulative.”




    “Your father trusts me with your life. I too, Charles, trust you in the same way.”




    This made Charles feel very uneasy. He began to have a conscience, seeing what he was involved in was wrong, especially with her father, Kashife, being a true friend to him. Kashife had made Charles the godfather of his daughter and contributed capital to help start the company that Charles owned.




    “Shannon, your father was a dear friend to me, and I know what I meant to him. So understand when I tell you that there’s nothing I would not do for you.”




    “Thank you, Charles, I believe I can trust you as my father did.”




    Gullible, Shannon was, but foolish or outright stupid she was not. Shannon had become very apprehensive with the change in Charles’ personality and his behavior. Though still trusting in him, she would be careful in her dealings with him until she felt comfortable to a point of reliance.




    The waitress finally arrived with their food. They begin to dine. The food was simply scrumptious along with the wine. Shannon and Charles were in a delectable heaven.
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    The Committee




    Back in Syria, Colonel Akman Abu was meeting with cabinet members who were involved in committing the coup attempt. In attendance were Mustafa, Rajem, and Sieead. They were two months away from implementing the plan.




    “Gentlemen, have you gathered the necessary troops?” asked Colonel Akman.




    Mustafa replied, “I have support of the western garrison. All pledge to I, Mustafa, some two thousand troops strong.”




    “What juncture are you at, Mustafa?” asked Mr. Rajem.




    “I have key figures in place ready for political change within my command. Mr. Sieead and you, and I have Major Muhammad, the leader of the eastern garrison, with one thousand and five hundred troops that will link up with an additional 4,000 upon the removal of Prime Minister Muhammad Azi from the palace.”




    Colonel Abu said, “Yes, Sieead, you must ensure control of the cabinet and the capital.”




    “Don’t worry, gentleman, I have one thousand five hundred troops ready at my command. If we fail, the consequences will be dire, gentleman, and I’m particular about losing my life.”




    Mustafa began to speak, “We must all have trust in one another, gentlemen, or for sure, we will fail. Agreed?”




    “Agreed,” they all answered.




    “What is happening with your friends in America, Mustafa?”




    “Robert and Charles both are doing their best to ensure we enter into a trade agreement with their country.”




    “That is not enough, Mustafa, we need more resolve to that statement.”




    “As I told you, Charles owns a major resource company that pays lobbyists and contributes handsomely to senators who sit on the committees that decide who trades with America. Also, as you know, Robert Smith is the head of foreign commerce, so don’t be so concerned. It will happen.”




    “Very good then, Mustafa, I won’t be.”




    With that, they all stood and gave each other a kiss of brotherhood, saying, “Salaam” as they departed.
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    Robert Smith, the political ally of Colonel Abu, was on his way to meet with members of his committee. He intended to present and persuade the committee to pass his proposal on trade with Syria.




    Robert arrived at his destination, tired from the previous night’s affairs. Robert had an insatiable appetite for young, beautiful women, and the night before was no exception. He parked his car in a designated secure underground parking space. As he made his way to the meeting, his thoughts were on how it would go. Waiting for him was Bob Nolan standing on the steps. He turned toward Robert and greeted him. Robert returned the greeting.




    “Tell me, Robert, about this proposal you plan to present to the committee.”




    “Well, Bob, walk with me to the conference and I’ll tell you about it. First, there is the point of national security in creating an alliance with Syria on whom the entire proposal is based on. Second, increasing that country’s economic foundation would enhance our stability in the region. Third, we, the United States, are able to export and import goods needed to strengthen our economy. And lastly, there will be tangibles to work out, and I’m sure we can come to some resolution to those matters.”




    “Robert, I’ll have to hear more details to give my vote. For now, I think it’s a good idea.”




    “I’m happy to hear that, Bob.”




    Both men reached the doors of the conference room and entered.




    Walking down the hall of the capitol building was interesting. They were in the midst of many shaky characters and good as well. This made for strange bedfellows. Everyone was involved in some sort of covert operations and wheeling and dealing. At the end of the hall on the right was a room for preliminary meetings to forge through the red tape and also a place for the players of the game. There, the hashing out of the particulars would take place.




    There were six senators to oversee the process and pass judgment for going forward. Robert and Bob entered the room and seated themselves. The co-chairperson, Ryan Fisher, called the meeting to order. “Gentlemen, we have Robert Smith from the state of Colorado. The head of foreign commerce would like to address the committee on Proposition 7109, the establishment of trade with Syria. Mr. Smith, you have the floor.”




    “Good afternoon, gentlemen, I would like to start with national security. If we would establish trade with Syria, they would in turn allow the United States to have military bases functioning within their borders along with logistical support from their government. With the instability of the region, I need not explain the importance of having a military presence there supported by an Islamic government. Terrorist activity is on the rise in the region. This would help curb their influence with a US military presence.




    “Second, the provision is trade. They have need for medicines, produce, technology, and commodities. They would offer oil and raw materials in a business exchange.




    “Third, and last point of interest, is that we, the United States, be allowed to, if necessary, defend ourselves if attacked for any reason from those bases and receive the support of the Syrian government against those known terrorist cells or organizations. Once we have a formal agreement, both countries will benefit from this arrangement, gentlemen”.




    “Mr. Smith, Harry Wiseman, Senator from Maine…when or what time frame are we looking at here?”




    “I would like confirmation within two months.”




    “Mr. Smith, I don’t see why we can’t get this through.”




    The chairperson, Ryan Fisher, rose to address the committee, “Gentlemen, you’ve heard the proposal. What say you?”




    “The committee votes for the proposal, Mr. Chairperson.”




    “Proposition 7109 is accepted for senate approval. This meeting is adjourned. I thank you all for your time. Good day, gentlemen.”




    Robert left the meeting, feeling elated, knowing that he was on his way to meeting the objective. Greed was the motivator for this man, for all his life, money had greater value than principle. Character and ethics were something also to be compromised according to need and purpose. He would sell his soul if he thought it would benefit him.




    While Robert was sitting there, his cell phone rang. “Hello?”




    “Hey, Robert, it’s me, Charles.”




    “Hello, Charles, I guess you’re calling to get an update?”




    “Yes, I am, Robert, so let’s hear it.”




    “They forwarded the proposition to the senate.”




    “Damn, you got that accomplished in one session, Robert?”




    “Yes, I did. I told you before I’d handle it, and you had doubts.”




    “No, I just thought those morons would put you through a vice.”




    “Well, Charles, as you see, we’re on track with the time line.”




    “I’ll give the gang a call and let them know the results, Robert, unless it’s something you want to do?”




    “No, Charles, you can. It doesn’t matter to me as long as they get it.”




    “Robert, I’d like to sit down and discuss a few things with you when you have some time, okay?”




    “Charles, we’ll do that. For now, I have to say goodbye.”




    “Goodbye, Robert.”
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    Charles was to meet Robert, so he told Shannon to go shopping or visit family while he did.




    “You know, Charles, that sounds like a nice idea. I think I’ll do just that.”




    “Okay, Shannon, I’ll see you later at the hotel. Love you.”




    “Love you too, Charles.”




    For special jobs, Robert employed a Dontae Mutalae, a person he met while in Syria. He had traveled to the states for two reasons: one was to arrange a terrorist attack, and second, to manipulate Shannon to turn her against Charles and Robert while employed by Robert.




    Back at the hotel, Shannon decided to go shopping at the mall. The mall was roughly three miles from the hotel. Not to depend on taxis and Charles to get around town, she had picked up a rental to get around. Shannon had always been a woman on the go. She was enjoying the drive to the mall. It was a beautiful sunny day that everything cast a shadow.




    She arrived at the mall, parked, and got out the car. While walking across the parking lot, she glanced down at her shadow, which was to the front of her. What she didn’t know was she had a second; not an anomaly, but a phenomenon called Mutalae.




    Mutalae was on his job, and the others were on theirs as well. He was shadowing her every move, never letting her for once to be out of his sight. Shannon was feeling very giddy and simply happy about the day. Before she began her shopping spree, she decided she would get a bite to eat.




    This gave Mutalae the opportunity to make a play to make her acquaintance. Shannon had a taste for seafood. She found a restaurant on the ground floor of the mall. Neptune’s was the name, appropriately. The hostess met her at the door. “How are you doing today, ma’am?”




    “I’m doing fine,” Shannon replied. “I would like a table by the window, please.”




    “Please follow me.” The hostess led her to a table by the window and seated her. “Would you like something to drink, Miss? And would you like to order now or later?”




    “Yes to both. I’ll have a glass of white wine and grilled salmon with cauliflower and cheese. I’ll have the wine now.”




    “I’ll be right back.” With that, the hostess turned and walked away to retrieve Shannon’s drink.




    Mutalae was watching from across the courtyard. He began to make his way toward her. He reached the restaurant and asked the hostess to be seated at a table by the window next to Shannon. The hostess was able to accommodate his wishes.




    Mutalae was a charming Islamic man with good looks. He ordered the same thing Shannon had ordered. She overheard his order and turned with a bit of surprise. This was what Mutalae wanted, some sort of response to act upon. His little trick of impressing her worked her curiosity. She responded to overhearing his order. “I see you ordered salmon. Coincidence that two people sitting next to one another would order the same thing.” She was a little apprehensive at first but loosened up.




    “Seafood is a favorite of mine,” Mutalae replied.




    “Funny. Seafood also is a favorite of mine,” Shannon said.




    “My name is Mutalae. May I have the pleasure of knowing the charming lady’s name?”




    “Shannon is my name.”




    “I don’t want to seem invasive, but the gentleman would like the pleasure of dining with the lady if that would be okay. You see, I don’t like to dine alone.”




    “A handsome man such as yourself shouldn’t have any problems if he doesn’t want to dine alone.”




    “I’m particular about the company I keep or associate with, but you…there is something about you that seems to relax me.”




    Shannon saw no harm in having some nice company, so she granted his request. Mutalae joined, her sitting across the table from her. They engaged in small talk to get to know one another. “So, Mutalae, are you from the States?”




    “No, Shannon, I’m here on business.”




    “Really? What type of business are you in?”




    “I’m a consultant for a raw materials company in the Middle East.”




    “You come to America often?”




    “Yes, I do at least every other month.”




    “The traveling doesn’t tire you?”




    “Of course it does, but I make sure I get proper rest when I arrive. That is, I normally reach my destination a day ahead so I can be fresh and rested for my meetings.”




    “That’s a good idea, Mutalae.”




    After they finished their dinner, they decided to have a couple of glasses of wine and continue their conversation.




    “You didn’t tell me where you are from, Mutalae.”




    “I’m from Syria.”




    “Really?” Shannon was really surprised. “Where in Syria do you live?”




    “I’m from a small town outside of Lydia.”




    “Would that be Rajanine?”




    “Yes, it would. You are familiar with the area, I see.”




    “I, too, am from Syria!”




    “No.”




    “Why not, Mutalae?” A little laughter from Shannon got Mutalae to laugh also.




    “Tell me, Shannon, what is funny.”




    “Well, everything we’ve talked about seems to have some sort of strange parallel connection—the food, our place of residence, and meeting here at this restaurant.”




    “I think I like that, Shannon.”




    “You do? And why would you think that to be?”




    “It is fate that’s brought us together, Shannon.”




    “I think it’s just a coincidence, Mutalae.”




    “No, Shannon, pretty lady, think about it. We both are from Syria, we both are from the same region, and how much of a coincidence could it be that we happened to choose to dine in the same restaurant in this huge city and order the same food?”




    “My, Mutalae, since you’ve put it that way, one would say you followed me here from Syria.”




    “I wish I’d met you back home. I would have spared no expense to make your acquaintance.”




    “You’re a charmer, I see.”




    “You think I am? Well, I would say I’ve gotten off on the right start, yes.”




    “I think you have, sir.”




    “So what do you have planned when you leave here?”




    “I thought I would go shopping.”




    “I have nothing to do for the day. Could I join the lady? I promise I’ll be a complete gentlemen and excellent company.”




    “Mutalae, I’m sure you will.”




    “So do I have the lady’s permission?”




    “Yes, you do, as long as you behave.”




    It was not uncommon for men to court women younger than themselves in his country, even much younger. Mutalae was fifteen years her senior at thirty-two years of age. Shannon was about to become eighteen, which was two months away.




    Mutalae beckoned the waitress, “Can we have the check, please? Allow me to take this, Shannon.”




    “You would like to pay the lady’s way, Mutalae?”




    “I insist, Shannon, trust me. The pleasure is all mine, I assure you.”




    “My, you are a gentleman in the true sense of the word.”




    “You command that, Shannon.” Mutalae paid, and they both exited the restaurant.




    Little did they know Robert Smith, the politician, had Shannon followed for fear of her finding out information that she shouldn’t. He wanted to know everything Shannon was doing. As long as he was kept abreast, his mind was at ease. There were millions at stake, and if necessary, he would have her murdered.




    Mutalae was under the impression watching Shannon was his job, and it was, but Robert, being paranoid as he was, hired some men to watch Mutalae. You see, Shannon was a very beautiful woman, and many men wanted her. Mutalae was no exception, though he thought himself to be a consummate professional. Nothing would interfere with his mission.




    Mutalae escorted Shannon through the mall. She stopped at a shoe store. The shoe salesman approached her. “Do you see anything special you would like, miss?”




    Shannon replied, “Yes, I’d like to see that shoe in burgundy, if you have it.”




    The salesman went to the back and came out with a size seven in burgundy. Mutalae looked at the shoes and said, “My, Shannon, you have impeccable taste.”




    “You think so, Mutalae?”




    “Yes, I do, those shoes you chose are classy. They would look nice on you.”




    “How would you know if they would look nice on me?”




    “I’m looking at your feet and visualizing them on you. Besides, those gorgeous legs of yours give the shoes personality.”




    “How did you come up with that?”




    “You have gorgeous legs, Shannon, and pretty feet. Feet that I would kiss.”




    “Oh my god, you are impossible, Mutalae.”




    “Please, Shannon, I don’t see anything about you that’s not perfect.”




    “I’m flattered, Mutalae, you are so kind.”




    The salesperson knelt and took off one of her shoes. Mutalae asked the salesperson to move aside. The salesman did, and Mutalae knelt in front of Shannon. Shannon asked Mutalae, “What are you doing?”




    “I want to put the shoe on, your highness.”




    Shannon smiled and said, “You ought to stop, Mutalae, don’t you think you’re going overboard?”




    “Maybe, but I feel compelled. I like you, Shannon, can’t you see?”




    “Yes, Mutalae, I can, but you don’t have to be so expressive.”




    “Well, Shannon, I can’t help myself.”




    “Mutalae, it’s okay because I like it, actually. It’s refreshing to be treated with such respect.”




    “Thank you, Shannon. I want you to know that you’re very special to me, even though I’ve just met you.”




    “So you like the shoes, do you?”




    “Yes, darling, I do very much on your feet.”




    “I’ll take this pair, sir.”




    “Okay, miss, let me ring them up for you,” the salesman said. “You’ve made a nice choice.”




    Mutalae paid the man, and they left the store.




    Once again, as they left the store, they were tailed by men who were contracted to follow them. Mutalae and Shannon were unaware of the men. Robert made sure they were not from any of the circles that Mutalae traveled in.




    From the shoe store, Shannon and Mutalae went to a clothing store where Shannon purchased a dress. At that point, she was done. “So what’s next, my dear lady?”




    “I think I’m ready for my hotel.”




    “May I take you?”




    “No, that won’t be necessary, Mutalae.”




    “Well, let me walk you to your car.”




    “I guess that would be okay.”




    Shannon had driven but became so infatuated with Mutalae she gave thought to telling him to come to her room. Mutalae grab her hand and said, “I’ve enjoyed myself with you today, Shannon.”




    “I enjoyed myself with you, Mutalae. I’ve never had an experience like this. This was special for me.”




    “I could love a woman like you, Shannon. I would like very much to see you again if you’re not too busy.”




    “My, what a day it’s been for me. I would like to see you again also.”




    “Let me have your number, and I’ll give you a call tomorrow.”




    My phone number is 234-9789, Room 352. Call me after 12:00 p.m. I’m up about that time.”




    They arrived at the parking lot and walked to her car. Mutalae opened the door for her as a gentleman should. Before Shannon got to her car and opened it, she gave him a kiss. She got in the car and drove to the hotel.




    The men who Robert sent to follow them got in their car and began to trail Shannon, making sure she and Mutalae went in different directions.




    Mutalae, satisfied with the connection he made with Shannon, felt things were more manageable now. The men, on the other hand, felt this action would compromise things. They would report to Robert what they saw and how they figured things appeared to them.




    They immediately called Robert. Robert was in a meeting when his phone rang. Hello, Robert, it’s Ali. I thought you should know that Mutalae is spending time with Shannon.”




    “You have to be kidding me, Ali.”




    “No, I’m not, Robert. We followed them to a mall where they had lunch and went shopping.”




    “Did you overhear any of their conversation?”




    “No, we could not hear anything they were saying, Robert. We were too far away. Besides, we didn’t want to raise attention.”




    “Ali, I want you to continue to shadow them, and don’t be conspicuous. Also, don’t make contact unless you get orders from me and no one else but me for any reason, you understand?”




    “Okay, Robert, I’ll talk to you later.”




    “Goodbye, Ali.”




    Mutalae wanted to let Robert know he made contact with Shannon, so he called him. Robert’s phone rang again. “Hello, Robert, this is Mutalae.”




    “Yes, Mutalae.”




    “I want you to know that I have gotten Shannon to befriend me.”




    “Why, Mutalae?”




    “I think we should be closer to her than Charles wanted us to be. If anything arises, she will feel comfortable telling me of changing situations.”




    “Well, Mutalae, you’ve out done yourself, but make sure you don’t let your emotions get the better of you. She is beautiful and charming.”




    “Robert, you know me better than that. I’m a professional.”




    “Okay, I’m counting on that.”




    “I’ll contact you if anything comes up, okay?”




    “Yes, you do just that, and don’t forget who’s in charge here.”




    “I know who is in charge. You need not remind me.”




    Robert replied, “Good. Goodbye, Mutalae.” The phone went dead.
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    Plan of Attack




    One month had passed. It was time to implement the plan. Colonel Abu’s first action was to secure the palace; second, the communications office; and lastly, the port would follow. All three targets would have to happen simultaneously for the coup to be a complete success.




    Colonel Abu had control over two thousand troops at the palace and surrounding garrisons. General Fizahad had control of the southern garrisons along the borders of Iraq, some fifteen hundred. General IbRajem had the northern and western borders with twelve-hundred troops. General Mohammed had control over centralized forces and responsibility of securing the port. Each operative had specific instructions on what they were supposed to do.




    Colonel Abu contacted the perpetrators of this conspiracy by phone. They were all on a conference call. Gentlemen, today we embark on the future of our country. We cannot fail or we all will forfeit our lives. So let us make sure we deliver the decisive blow. Prime Minister Azi has many loyal troops.”




    “We understand. We are not concerned with that.”




    “Gentlemen, commence the attack, and may Allah be with you.”




    “May Allah be with you, Commander.”




    It was a mild seventy-two degrees and clear weather. This made for troop movement to be unabated by bad weather. Speed was of the essence due to the terrain of the countryside. The port was guarded by seven hundred of the imperial guard loyal to Prime Minister Azi. General Mohammed had already reached the port, and once his troops were in place, he ordered his men to attack.




    At that exact moment, Colonel Abu attacked the palace. The palace was attacked from outside and within the walls. Also, the palace had only three hundred troops protecting it. General IbRajem attacked the communications office which was located on the grounds of the palace. It was quickly taken over before any communications were made for help to any other of the imperial guards. This became an advantage for the troops of Colonel Abu. The palace was completely surrounded, and fighting had erupted inside the compound and outside as well. Prime Minister Azi had been woken by gunfire. His aides came rushing into his chambers, screaming of the attack.




    Earlier that morning, the prime minister had held a meeting with part of his cabinet. They were still present in the palace—Mr. Mustafa, Secretary of Commerce, Mr. Rajem, Energy Secretary, and Mr. Sieead, Secretary of Infrastructure. They all witnessed the attack and had not yet, along with the prime minister, gathered who was behind the coup. Mustafa urged the prime minister to make haste for the rear gates to escape.




    “Who is leading this attack?” the prime minister asked in a loud panicky voice.




    “I think its General Abu,” said Mr. Rajem.




    “I well have his head! Contact the garrisons. Place them all on alert and get me reinforcements immediately.”




    Mr. Rajem froze.




    In a loud menacing voice, the prime minister said, “What are you waiting for? I said get me reinforcements!”




    “We don’t have control of communications. Prime Minister.”




    “What the hell is happening?” the prime minister replied.




    Gunfire and explosions were heard from down the hall and outside the windows.




    “We must escape, sir,” Sieead said to the prime minister.




    The prime minister finally conceded, “Let’s go. Who do we have that we can trust, Rajem?”




    “I don’t know who we can trust, Prime Minister, but if we don’t go soon, we won’t be able to, sir.”




    The men went toward the door, stopped, and listened. They heard nothing outside the door, so Rajem slowly opened the door to see if anyone was in the hall. Up to this point, the royal guard was holding key positions around the compound. At that moment, a contingent of royal guards were coming down the hall. They approached the door of the prime minister’s personal quarters. The captain of the guard saw that the door was slightly opened and went in. “Mr. Prime Minister, we have lost control of the palace and must get you to safety.”




    “Lead the way, Captain, and be quick!”




    As they exited into the hallway, gunfire erupted. Two guards fell, and Sieead was grazed by the hail of bullets. The royal guards returned fire as they made their way down the hall. The captain was aware of a secret passage made privy to him by the prime minister being he was in charge of his personal guard. Mustafa knew where this passage was also and proceeded to a brick in the wall and pushed it. The wall opened before them.




    All around them, bullets were flying. Explosions were heard throughout the palace. Concrete, marble, and glass became flying projectiles lacerating and maiming the unfortunate. Vases and statues became piles of rubble. The royal guard, outnumbered, was falling like dominos.




    The prime minister and part of his cabinet began to enter through the opening. As they disappeared through the wall, General Mohammed’s men continued to pursue them. The halls in the passage were long and offered little protection, except where it took a turn, so a few of the guards were left at the first turn to cover the prime minister’s escape.




    “Sieead are you okay?”




    “Yes, Prime Minister. Are you okay, sir?”




    “Yes, I am. Where are we going Sieead?”




    “Sir, I have men waiting to assist our escape at the end of the tunnel.”




    Throughout the tunnel, men lay dead and dying. The royal guard had succeeded in their job. They stopped the insurgents in the passageway. For now, the group could focus on reaching the end of the tunnel where two cars and a truck were waiting. The prime minister looked at Sieead and asked, “Rajem and Mustafa, do they know about this escape tunnel?”




    “Yes,” replied Sieead, “I trusted all that belonged to the cabinet as you did, Prime Minister.”




    “Then we must hurry, for it won’t be long before their men are waiting at the exit if they are not already there.”




    The troops with the prime minister got into the truck. Sieead and the prime minister, along with a few of the royal guards, got into the cars. They speed off down a concealed dirt road that intersected with a paved road. Gravel and dust began to kick up into the air, clearly from the speed of the vehicles. The urgency for safety was apparent, and fear was the driving factor.




    Sieead began to speak, “Prime Minister, we have a location in the mountains where we can hole up until we can assess things and form a plan.”




    “Are there additional troops at this location, Sieead?”




    “Yes, sir, there are about three hundred men waiting.”




    “Rajem and Mustafa were never informed of this place?”




    “No, you see, I never trusted them completely.”




    “How was I fooled by these idiots?”




    “I don’t know, Prime Minister, but we will make sure their punishment fits their crime.”




    “Yes, we will do just that, Sieead.”
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    Washington Knows




    Back in Washington, Robert was pleased with the outcome of the meeting. He, Senator Wiseman, and Bob Johnson were about to exit the room where committee members were standing around, discussing the implications this venture possibly could have when a messenger approached Ryan Fisher, the chairperson, and whispered something in his ear. Robert and Senator Wiseman looked perplexed by what they saw, especially Robert. He felt messages at this particular juncture, especially those whispered, weren’t a good sign. Ryan turned toward the two men and walked over to where they were standing.




    “Gentlemen, are there problems in Syria?”




    “Apparently, there’s a coup attempt, and as of right this minute, no one knows what the actual situation is. That is, who is running the country. Of course, this will put a damper on things.”




    Robert felt a great need to subdue Ryan’s ill feelings. “Ryan, whatever is happing, I’m sure it won’t be long before we know who’s running the country, and rest assured, it will be Prime Minister Azi as it should.”




    “The word is the prime minister is on the lamb, Robert. If the country is in the hands of these rebels, then the company you’re invested in may be expropriated, and any foreign business ventures would be risky. What do you think, Senator Wiseman?” Ryan asked.




    “I think we can salvage things based on the fact, that is, of who are the culprits.”




    Ryan replied, “Two of the prime minister’s cabinet members, Mustafa, Secretary of Commerce, and Secretary of Energy, Mr. Rajem, are the culprits and will keep the arrangements we’ve made. The information we’re getting from across the wire is vague. But I’ll tell you, Ryan, I started these negotiations and I’ll see them through.”




    “Robert, I trust you will. You have a lot riding on this. We have not had any communications with anyone yet. Direct lines have been interrupted.”




    “Gentlemen, I have to go. There are some things I need to attend to, one of which is this.”




    “Keep me informed, Robert, I’d like to see this work.”




    “I’ll do just that, Ryan, and you do the same.”




    Robert walked down the hall to a room that gave him some privacy. He called Charles Dixon. The phone rang, and Charles picked it up. “Hello, Charles, this is Robert.”




    “Robert, I’m glad you called. Have you heard what’s happened?”




    “Yes.”




    “What the hell is going on, Robert? I thought we agreed that this would not take place until we solidified the confirmation from the committee. Now look where we’re at. You promised me things were under control and your people in Syria would not make a move until we all were in agreement on both sides of the fence. What the hell happened?”




    “I don’t know, I’m in the dark like you.”




    “How are you in the dark, Robert? You have political connections.”




    “Charles, it’s not as easy as you think. I don’t want to let people on to my manipulating things.”




    “I don’t care! You know how much money I’ve invested in this venture.”




    “Look, I’ll fix things. That’s what I do. Understand that I have an investment in this too, and more importantly, if things hit that fan, we all are in more trouble than losing money. We helped finance this thing. Listen, the people I need in certain positions are running the committee. Ryan, the chair, and Senator Wiseman are the ones that sway the committee. So when I tell you everything is okay, believe it.”




    “I want to be kept abreast of any changes, Robert.”




    “We’ll do that, Charles. I have to go. I’ve got work to do.”




    “Okay, I’ll talk to you later. goodbye.”




    Damage control was the necessary now. For the committee to pass the proposal, it would need to see some stability in the region. Robert thought it was time to contact his counterpart in Syria, Colonel Abu.




    Robert returned to his office to have some privacy for the call. He called on a direct line to Colonel Abu’s field office. The phone rang on the other end.




    “Hello, Colonel Abu, this is Robert Smith.”




    “What can I do for you, Robert?”




    “Well, Colonel, I’d like to know why you were hasty in your plan.”




    “Robert, we could not wait for your timetable.”




    Robert was angered by the colonel’s response and replied, “Do you understand the position you placed me in, Colonel Abu? I told you of the importance of patience, and now things here are compromised by your actions. If you would have waited, the committee would have most definitely passed the proposal.”




    “Robert, listen, I acted on intelligence that the prime minister was aware of my plans, and for it to work, we had to move things up. Give me a week, and everything will be under control.”




    “That’s what your telling me now, Colonel, but what guarantee is there this will occur?”




    “Robert, my troops have the prime minister cornered, and his troops that are loyal are in disarray. In addition, others are deserting to join me. We have control of the ports, communications, and administrative offices. Stay calm, my friend, and we all will be wealthy men.”




    “I want to be informed on your progress, Colonel Abu, and I also need this wrapped up soon. You see, it would be easier for me to approach the committee and secretary of commerce if we’re to conclude the trade agreement. Besides, I can’t have this coming back to me, so make sure you keep me clear of any involvement.”




    “I have yours and my best interest in mind, Robert, have faith. I’ll talk to you later, Robert, goodbye.”




    “Goodbye, Colonel Abu.”




    Covert operations had always been for the untrusting, and no one in the game was exempt. A couple of days later, the cochairperson of the committee, Ryan Fisher, summoned Robert to his office.




    Robert was preparing to leave his home for the meeting, but little did he know that he was being followed. During the drive, he contemplated his strategy for convincing Mr. Fisher to continue advocating for his cause. His conclusion was to stay the course that the platform would remain the same and that security of the country and the war against terrorism lay in having Syria become an ally in the region.




    It was a forty-five-minute drive to the capitol building. Robert reached the first security point and passed through it. The car following him pulled off to the side of the road and parked. The second security point allowed him to enter the garage. He exited his car and proceeded to the elevator.




    Robert was approached from behind by a tall well-dressed man. Robert heard footsteps behind him and turned, startled. “What the hell are you doing sneaking up on people? Damn it, Charles!”




    “My, Robert, you’re becoming petrified in lieu of your mischievous conduct.” Charles began to laugh.




    “What, you think it’s funny to creep up on people?”




    “No, Robert, I don’t. You’re going to do that one day, and it’s going to be the last time you creep up on people.”




    “Calm down, Robert.”




    “What are you doing here anyway, Charles?”




    “I heard you were meeting with Fisher and thought I’d see what’s up.”




    “He wants to talk to me about our venture, I’m sure.”




    “We’re still on the right track?”




    “Yes, now if you don’t mind, I have to hurry, and in the future, unless it’s an emergency, give me some prior notice.”




    “I’ll do just that, and in the future as well, I expect you to keep me informed on pertinent information.”




    “I’ll talk to you later, Charles.”




    “Yeah, you will do just that, Robert, have a good meeting.” And with that, the two men departed.




    Robert turned and proceeded to the elevator. He arrived at the second floor where Ryan Fisher’s office was. When the doors opened, Robert noticed Ryan walking down the hall. Robert called out to him, “Mr. Fisher!”




    Ryan looked around and saw Robert. “Robert, how are you doing?”




    “I’m okay, and how about you?”




    “Okay, I guess. We have a lot to talk about, Robert, and I need gravely the situation in Syria to be clarified.”




    “I assumed that was the purpose of your summons, Ryan.”




    “Let’s go to my office, Robert. I want you to know the committee has many questions that I believe you have the answers to, sir.”




    “Well, Ryan, I’m sure I have the answers for you.”




    “Have a seat. Who is this person who organized the coup?”




    “He was the top aide to Prime Minister Azi, a Colonel Akman Abu. He and a group of `generals were unhappy with the direction their country was going in.”




    “You were aware of this?”




    “No, I had no knowledge this was in the mix.”




    “To my understanding, I was given the impression Colonel Abu was loyal to the prime minister and could be trusted.”




    “I would have never proposed a trade agreement with expectations of a coup.”




    “That would make sense, but as you know and I know, when certain things are at stake, we can be very resourceful, you see.”




    “Trust me, Ryan, the best interest of our country is paramount, and a trade agreement would benefit us in the region.”




    “So how do you see this panning out?”




    “Prime Minister Azi is held up at an undisclosed location with members of his cabinet. He has the royal guard, troops who are loyal to him, protecting him, and he will regain control. When he regains control, I know he would want relations with the US, and if things don’t go his way, we can still precede due to the fact this group is not terrorist. We have contacted those responsible. They will honor the agreement.”




    “So you think we want to show the world that we support this kind of action?”




    “No, but if the worst happens and there is a change of power, don’t you think it’s better to have an inside reign on things to prevent the seed of terrorism developing? Trust me, Ryan, when all this clears, I have no doubt that the proposal will pass. The United States will have another ally in the region for which military bases will be allowed to be established as part of our relationship. And let’s not forget the economic implications that being oil.”




    “Well, it would seem that things aren’t as bad as they seemed a minute ago.”




    “Of course they’re not. Things will work out.”




    “Well, thanks for coming down, Robert, I have another engagement, so I’ll keep you informed if any roadblocks occur.”




    “I would appreciate that, Ryan.” Robert got up and headed for the door, feeling satisfied he avoided a glitch in his plans.
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    Shannon’s Date




    Meanwhile, the next day, about 10:45 a.m., Mutalae decided to call Shannon. Shannon was a late sleeper on occasion and was usually up at 12:00 p.m. or about 1:00 p.m. when she had nothing going on.




    The phone rang on the nightstand next to her bed. She turned over sluggishly and stretched. She picked up the phone. “Who is it?”




    “It’s Mutalae. Good morning to you.”




    “What can I do for you this early in the morning, Mutalae? I thought I told you that I don’t get up until about 12:00 p.m. or one o’clock.”




    “Yes, you did, Shannon, but my mind has become hostage to your beautiful, charming, charismatic personality, and I had to talk to you.”




    “Stop it, Mutalae, flattery will get you nowhere.”




    “Would you grace me with your company today, beautiful lady?”




    “What did you have in mind?”




    “I thought I might take you to the beach.”




    “To the beach?”




    “Yes, do you like the beach, darling?




    “Of course I do. When should I be ready?”




    “Well, how about a time that’s okay with you?”




    “Pick me up at three thirty.”




    “Okay, I’ll be there at 3:30 p.m. sharp.”




    “See you then.”




    “Okay.”




    And then Shannon hung up. She got up and sat on the left side of the bed, stood up, and walked over to the bathroom. Looking in the mirror, she said to herself, “My, I look a mess.” She grabbed her toothbrush and the toothpaste and began brushing her teeth. She followed a certain regiment every morning. This day would not be different. While brushing her teeth, she began to run the shower. She liked when the bathroom filled with steam. This provided a therapeutic solution to rejuvenating and relaxing her body. After finishing with her teeth, she got into the shower.




    Unbeknown to her, the men who Robert had following her were outside her door. They appropriated a key card by paying one of the hotel staff for a duplicate so they could search her room when they felt it necessary. Today would be one of those days. Shannon normally was gone at 2:15 p.m., out and about. This day, she was taking her time because of her date with Mutalae.




    The men entered the room while she was in the shower. They were looking for possible evidence that might be of an incriminating nature toward Robert. They systematically began to search the living room. One of the men went into the bedroom, not knowing someone was still there. He heard the shower and motioned to his accomplice to be quiet while they searched. The man in the living room whispered to the other to keep an eye out for Shannon. He nodded, and they continued their search.




    The man in the bedroom had a chance to search the drawers and a few cabinets. On the nightstand next to the bed, he saw Mutalae’s phone number written on a piece of paper. At that moment, the water to the shower stopped. He motioned to his friend to exit the room. The men made sure to put things back as they were so nothing would seem out of place. They exited right at the moment Shannon was opening the bathroom door. For a brief moment, she stood there as if she knew someone had been in the room. She resumed preparing for her date with Mutalae.




    The men where diligent of their duties, knowing that Shannon would be coming down for her date. They went to the elevators and pressed the button for the lounge. When they arrived at the ground floor, they exited and went to the lounge. The lounge overlooked the lobby where the elevators were. There they would sit and wait for Shannon to appear.




    Back at Shannon’s room, she put the finishing touches on herself—lipstick, eye shadow, foundation—but all was done very lightly. Shannon did not believe in heavy makeup. She was, in fact, an unbelievably beautiful woman.




    The phone rang in her room. She picked it up. “Hello?”




    “Hi, Shannon, it’s Mutalae. I’m in the lobby, sweetheart.”




    “I’ll be down in a minute.”




    “Take as much time as you need.”




    Shannon replied, “I’m on my way now.”




    “See you in a few, baby.” And he hung up the phone.




    Shannon got on the elevator at the sixth floor and began to descend. The rear of the elevator was enclosed with circular glass. From the lobby, it was easy to see who was on the elevator. She was noticed by men watching her.




    The courtyard was large with a botanical garden setting and patio-style restaurant. The men quickly got up and moved in position to tail her.




    Shannon got off the elevator and was met by Mutalae. “How is my delicate flower feeling this afternoon?”




    “I’m feeling fine, Mutalae. Tell me what you have in store for me today.”




    “I thought we might drive up the coast to a splendid little romantic place by the ocean to eat and talk.”




    “That sounds wonderful!”




    “Well, pretty lady, are we ready?”




    “Yes, let’s go.”




    They began to walk toward the parking lot. As they moved, so did the men.




    Shannon and Mutalae arrived at the parking lot. The two men took the stairs, which was only two flights down. This was to minimize contact and conceal their faces.




    Both Shannon and Mutalae exited and went directly to Mutalae’s car. Mutalae unlocked the door and opened it for Shannon. She smiled and got in. Mutalae closed the door and started to walk around to the driver side.




    Mutalae didn’t know telling Robert that he had made acquaintances with Shannon was in essence the same as signing a death warrant that would be played out in the near future caused by Robert’s paranoia.




    Robert was obsessed with the thought of Mutalae dating Shannon and leaking information. This made Robert very uncomfortable, so he gave orders for the men to kill Mutalae but do not harm Shannon.




    As Mutalae reached for the handle of the car, he heard a loud noise hit the cement pillar next to him. He ducked and turned, looking around. He reached in the belt behind his back and pulled out a gun. He screamed to Shannon to get down. Shannon slumped down in the seat. She looked at him with a very surprised expression. She sat there for a few seconds and then reached for the driver door. Another shot hit the pillar. By then, the door opened, and Shannon asked, “What are you doing?”




    He slid in the car. Shannon began to look around also.




    At that point, the men had given up temporarily, knowing they would have another chance. Silencers were used, and the sounds of the bullets hitting the pillars were muffled by the windows being up on the car, so Shannon didn’t quite hear them hitting. Also, she didn’t see Mutalae with the gun in his hand. She thought his actions rather strange, so she asked him what was wrong.




    He began to explain, “I had a traumatic experience when I was a child, and it left me emotionally scarred. You know, our country has had its issues with violence. I witnessed the death of my father. He was shot. I was eleven years old. The bullets were hitting the concrete around me, so when I hear certain types of sounds like that, it triggers my thoughts back to them. I had been receiving therapy for my condition and thought I was cured, so I stopped seeing my therapist. I guess I was wrong. I feel so embarrassed, Shannon.”




    “No, don’t be, you have no reason to be. I’m so sorry, Mutalae, are you okay?”




    “I’m okay. That is, if you can forgive me and not hold this against me for my chances of getting to know you? You see, this doesn’t happen often. Actually, it’s rare. Please don’t be afraid of me.”




    “I’m not.”




    “So the date is still good?”




    “Yes.”




    Mutalae, experienced with weapons, knew they were shots and meant for him. The gunmen remained out of sight until Mutalae and Shannon pulled out of their parking spot head for the garage exit. The gunmen quickly hurried to their car to pursue them. Mutalae began to ponder who was responsible for the attempt on his life. The look on his face roused Shannon’s concern, so she asked him again, “Are you sure you’re okay?”




    “Yes, I’m fine, and look forward to our date.” They both became quiet.




    They drove up the coast to a marvelous little restaurant with a cozy Cape Cod atmosphere. It was a lovely restaurant, which gave a feeling of romantic nostalgia. As they ate, they engaged in small talk, mainly about Mutalae’s business progress. On occasion, Mutalae would try to change up as the subject. She wanted to hear about him.




    “So tell me how things are coming for you?”




    “Things are going great. I should be closing the deal in about three weeks.”




    “Then what do you have planned after you complete your business?”




    “I thought maybe you would like to come visit me back home.”




    “That sounds nice. Let me give it some thought.”




    “Sure, you take your time. We have three weeks. I hope your answer will be yes.”




    After the meal, Mutalae had another surprise for Shannon. “Are you ready?”




    “Yes, I am. What are you up now? You seem to have something up your sleeve.”




    “It’s still early, Shannon, is there something you have to do?”




    “No, other than spending time with you today, I have nothing going on.” They walked to the car and drove farther up the road.




    Mutalae pulled off the paved road onto a dirt road, which led to a private secluded place on the side of a hill.




    “My, Mutalae, this is beautiful look at the ocean. Look how blue it is!”




    “I thought it would be romantic.”




    They got out the car, and Mutalae got a picnic basket from the truck. They walked about twenty-five yards around a natural land bridge that led them to a cliff overlooking the ocean. The trees were beautiful with lush green grass along with foliage indigenous only to that region. Mutalae pulled a bottle of wine from the basket and two glasses.




    “This is an expensive wine,” Shannon said.




    “Yes, it is,” Mutalae replied. “You should have the best, sweetheart.”




    Mutalae had a present for her he had forgotten and left it in the car. “I’ll be right back.”




    “Where are you going?”




    “I have something I forgot in the car. I’ll only be a moment.”




    “Okay, hurry back.”




    Mutalae got up and began heading to car. When he turned the corner of the land bridge, out of sight of Shannon, out of nowhere, two men leaped out at him. One man pulled out his gun. The other had a knife. While Mutalae wrestled with the man who had the gun, the other was trying to stab him. The man with the knife thought he was in position to stab Mutalae. At that instant, Mutalae turned the man he was wrestling with toward the knife, and he was stabbed instead. Mutalae pushed the man back onto the other. giving him a chance to pick up the gun. The man turned and ran. Mutalae ran after him and shot him twice, once in the back and once in the head. He dragged both bodies to the edge of the cliff and pushed them over into the ocean.




    By this time, Shannon was wondering what was keeping him. The gunshots were heard, so she got up and started around the land bridge. Just at that moment, Mutalae appeared.




    “I’m so sorry for being so long.”




    “I was beginning to think you abandoned me.”




    “Never would I ever abandon you, sweetheart.”




    “What happen to your clothes?”




    “You won’t believe me if I told you.”




    “Try me.”




    “Coming down the hill there, I tripped over a rock and fell into those bushes with the pricks as you see my clothes got thorns. If that wasn’t enough, out of all the places I could have fallen on, I fell in the only muddy spot on the hill!”




    “You know, I was having a nice time, Mutalae, but this day is turning into a fiasco.”




    “Under the circumstances, I’m going to shorten our date, if you don’t mind.”




    “No, I understand, I wouldn’t want to remain in those clothes either.”




    “Thank you. I can make it up to you later.”




    “Yes, you can, but let’s not have any more fights with bushes okay?




    “Okay.”




    They both got up, gathered their items, and returned to the car.




    Once Mutalae got Shannon back to the hotel, he told her he had a nice time, despite the events that occurred. He gave her a kiss and said goodbye. She returned the sentiment.




    Before Mutalae drove off, his cell phone rang. He looked at the display. It was Colonel Abu. “Shannon, wait here for a minute in the car. I’m going to step out for a minute to take this call. I’ll only be a minute, okay?”




    “Okay, Mutalae.”




    “Hello?”




    “Mutalae, how are things going?”




    “Things are fine, Colonel, how are things there?”




    “We have control, for the most part, but the prime minister has escaped.”




    “That’s not good, Colonel.”




    “We will find him, but as it stands, for all intents and purposes, we are in control of the country. Also, Robert is working hard on getting the trade agreement passed, so let’s stay the course. Have you located a significant target?”




    “Yes, I have, Colonel. It’s a dam in Montana. It has a town of about three thousand people directly below. When we blow it, all will perish.”




    “That’s sounds wonderful, Mutalae. I’m sending out the crew, so work out the logistics and don’t fail.”




    “Yes, Colonel, I will not.”




    “Allah is with you, Mutalae.”




    “Allah is with you, Colonel.”




    The phone went dead. Mutalae got back in the car. “Who was that?” Shannon asked.




    “It was just a business associate. You know, since we’ve been seeing each other, I have not thought of another woman.”




    “So you say.”




    “Yes, I do say because it’s true. I don’t know if I told you my business venture is sales of raw materials and interest in alternative or conventional energy.”




    “That sounds time-consuming.”




    “Well, I have some bad news.”




    “What could that be?”




    “I have to go out of town on business. I’ll be gone for about week.”




    That’s not bad news, Mutalae, you’re pursuing your goal, right? And it requires travel.”




    “You are so understanding, Shannon.”




    “When are you leaving?”




    “I’m leaving tomorrow.”




    “Well, you will call me, right?”




    “Of course I will. How could I not?”




    “I had a splendid time.”




    “I’m pleased that you did, Shannon.”
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