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From the Author
America is under siege by new kinds of enemies the 
nation has never seen before. Although most Amer-
icans go about their daily business unaware of their 
activities due to the seeming normalcy of how they 
exist and operate, their attacks are relentless and dev-
astating, as these adversaries have woven themselves 
and their operations into the very fabric of our society. 



For all the hardworking and dedicated 
military and government employees who 

struggle every day to defend and maintain 
our constitutional democracy.
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Ensuring the continued functioning of our form of 
government under the Constitution, including the 

functioning of the three separate branches of government.

National Security Presidential Directive 51/Homeland 
Security Presidential Directive 20*
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Al HAdr, irAq, 17 August, 2002

Kalid handed the Glonass GPS device to Uday. The operation was complete. 
The Al-Haris al-Jamhuri al Khas Special Republican Guard detail assigned 
to security and burying had been eliminated upon their return from the 
desert. Their executioners had met similar fates, gassed with sarin as they 
stood awaiting Uday’s inspection in the closed warehouse. There would be 
no witnesses. Kalid would ensure all the bodies were disposed of and the area 
properly cleansed. It was time to go, as the Russian time window on the US 
surveillance satellites was closing. 

The

F i r s t
E s s e n t i a l

F u n c t i o n



Part  one
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1
WAsHington, dC

Stu Owen was a pimp. But any way you looked at it, he was a very special 
pimp. Through his own special band of workers he controlled the daily oper-
ations of the richest, most powerful country in the world. As he stood at his 
window and looked up Pennsylvania Avenue toward the Capitol, he reflected 
briefly on the lifetime of work it had taken him to get to this point. In a way, 
it was hard even for him to fully comprehend how absolute his power and 
control. And how easy it had been due to the egos, greed, and corruption of 
Washington’s insiders and politicians. He was living proof that Washington 
DC had, in fact, become one of the most corrupt cities in the world. 

It hadn’t always been this way. As a young contractor, he had been fortu-
nate to stay in business as he struggled to get the lucrative government con-
tracts. As Jamie walked into the room, he briefly reflected on the first big one. 
It had been sweet beyond belief because it changed everything. 

Jamie Ruger had been with him almost since the beginning. She was 
the one responsible for their first big success, and because of that and their 
special relationship, he kept her really close. Running on operation like this 
was beyond challenging—especially keeping all of the workers in line and 
properly focused.

“What do you think of this one?” Stu asked as Jamie walked up and joined 
him at the window.

“She looks good. Intelligent, knowledgeable of the system and players, 
attractive.”

“How did her medical tests come out?”
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“Everything as we like it, so good there, too.”
Smiling and slowly shaking his head, Stu turned away from the window, 

looked at Jamie, and asked, “How are things progressing with the Millenni-
um Challenge contract?”

“Right on plan. Should be another nice one.”
The Millennium Challenge Corporation was just another of the many ob-

scure federal agencies that proliferated in Washington. Most of these operated 
out of sight, and the vast majority of Americans were not aware of them. Stu 
always smiled when he heard about this particular one, as the name seemed 
so, well, strange, for what it did. To him, “millennium challenge” evoked 
thoughts of Y2K and the challenges with technology and computers as the 
nation entered the twenty-first century. However, the Millennium Challenge 
federal agency was about sending US tax dollars overseas—billions of dollars 
to countries that routinely voted against American interests in the United 
Nations and other places. It seemed silly at a time when nearly half of every 
federal dollar spent were borrowed money, but it was how business was done 
here in DC. Not a lot of what happened in DC really made sense unless you 
were one of the ones taking the money. Enduring constitutional democracy at 
work, he thought. For him and his many offices, the bidding for the Millen-
nium Challenge Corporation contract was just routine business. There were 
some unique financial challenges in getting the right people to process the 
money, but Jamie had the right team working on that, so it shouldn’t be a 
problem.

“What time is her interview again?” Stu really knew but was just making 
conversation as he enjoyed the time with Jamie.

“Nine sharp.”
“Well, we’ll see how she does. If she works out, what do you think about 

moving her into the position at Homeland Security? She certainly has the 
pedigree.”

“Stu, we are of a mind, as always,” Jamie said, smiling as she returned to 
her office.
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2

It was a normal, everyday morning in August for the government employees, 
tourists, and others walking up 17th street past the White House compound. 
From his office’s window across the street from the Eisenhower Executive 
Office Building, Gene Holmes could see the usual traffic coming out of the 
small coffee shops as people hurried about their business. It was going to 
be another hot, muggy day in the nation’s capital. The morning intelligence 
update had just been completed, and the team was moving back to their desks 
to begin another day of monitoring and coordinating. 

Gene’s team had been established by the White House’s National Secu-
rity Advisor shortly after the terrorist attacks of September 11, 2001. Due 
to the lack of interagency coordination following these attacks, the Advisor 
felt it important to bring members from key government agencies togeth-
er to improve intelligence sharing and response activities. Titled Operation 
Snow Leopard, it was initially a large organization, but after the formation of 
the new Department of Homeland Security, it had been reduced in size and 
was now comprised of only 37 interagency staff members. Most of its daily 
business consisted of coordinating working group meetings for the National 
Security Advisor and keeping him apprised of ongoing activities and opera-
tions. However, the small Snow Leopard team was different from other sim-
ilar organizations in that they also retained an operational mission. If there 
was a perceived threat to national security, they had the authority to rapidly 
deploy staff anywhere in the world to assess the threat and provide immediate 
feedback to the Advisor. 
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Being part of Snow Leopard was a challenging assignment, as all its staff 
were members of other federal agencies, and those agencies had very firm 
ideas of who should be doing what and whose turf it was others were walking 
on. Each member of the team was personally approved for this assignment 
by their respective Secretary or Agency Director, and once assigned, they 
were then responsible for keeping their higher-ups informed of Snow Leopard 
activities. 

The general consensus was that Gene had been a good pick as team director. 
A former Army officer and West Point graduate, prior to his retirement from 
the army, he had extensive operational experience in nearly every theater, in-
cluding Africa, the Middle East, the Balkans, Europe, Southern and Eastern 
Asia, and even the drug wars in Central and South America. Following his 
retirement from the army, he had worked in both state and federal emergency 
management, gaining insight into the political workings of the nation’s gov-
ernments. He had been brought onto the team while the new Department of 
Homeland Security was being formed. 

Current members of Snow Leopard included representatives from the FBI, 
Secret Service, Department of Defense, Department of Homeland Securi-
ty, CIA, Department of Agriculture, ATF, the Department of Health and 
Human Services, and the Department of State. It also had several administra-
tive support staff members. Others could be called upon to join and assist the 
team, depending on the situation.

In addition to his primary mission of keeping the National Security Advi-
sor informed of ongoing national security threats and activities, Gene’s office 
was also required to look at these threats and prepare contingency briefings 
and plans for the Advisor to address them. 

Central to all Gene’s work was ensuring that the nation’s essential func-
tions could be maintained and performed under all conditions. What most 
Americans did not know was that the most important things the federal gov-
ernment was responsible for when leading and sustaining the nation during 
a catastrophic emergency fell under one of only eight national essential 
functions. These were the most important things the federal government was 
responsible for under the Constitution. When looking at all the things the 
federal government was involved with across the country, it was amazing that 
all of that could ultimately be compressed down to just eight things it really 
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had to do. But these were big things. Identified in National Security Presiden-
tial Directive 51/Homeland Security Presidential Directive 20*—surprisingly 
an unclassified document available to anyone on the Internet—they were the 
items that would help ensure “a more rapid and effective response to and 
recovery from a national emergency.” 

All of this was part of a document titled Enduring Constitutional Gov-
ernment or ECG. In this presidential directive, ECG was defined in typical 
government legalese as “a cooperative effort among the executive, legislative, 
and judicial branches of the federal government, coordinated by the president, 
as a matter of comity with respect to the legislative and judicial branches and 
with the proper respect for the constitutional separation of powers among the 
branches, to preserve the constitutional framework under which the nation 
is governed and the capability of all three branches of government to execute 
constitutional responsibilities and provide for the orderly succession, appropri-
ate transition of leadership, and interoperability and support of the national 
essential functions during a catastrophic emergency.” 

Although long-winded and wordy in typical government fashion, this 
definition provided the foundation for the work Gene and his team were ulti-
mately responsible for doing and coordinating. Gene had been involved with 
the development of this document, and, to assist in keeping himself focused, 
kept a list of the eight national essential functions on the corner of his desk. As 
Gene shifted his focus from what was going on in the street below to the pile 
of classified documents and reports on his desk, he briefly looked over the list.

1. Ensuring the continued functioning of our form of government 
under the Constitution, including the functioning of the three sep-
arate branches of government.

2. Providing leadership visible to the nation and the world and main-
taining the trust and confidence of the American people.

3. Defending the Constitution of the United States against all enemies, 
foreign and domestic, and preventing or interdicting attacks against 
the United States or its people, property, or interests.

4. Maintaining and fostering effective relationships with foreign 
governments.

5. Protecting against threats to the homeland and bringing to justice 
perpetrators of crimes or attacks against the United States or its 
people, property, or interests.
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6. Providing rapid and effective response to and recovery from the 
domestic consequences of an attack or other incident.

7. Protecting and stabilizing the nation’s economy and ensuring public 
confidence in its financial systems.

8. Providing for critical Federal government services that address the 
national health, safety, and welfare needs of the United States. 

Central to his efforts to support these was identification of the threats to 
them and the specific people responsible for those threats. Some of the indi-
viduals on the list he had brought back with him from the morning’s meeting 
had been on that list for some time. Others were new and had been added 
because of recent activities. Gene’s concern at the moment was not with who 
was on the list, but who wasn’t and should be. This was what kept him up 
at night. Once someone was on the list, a plethora of intelligence assets and 
analysts would track and update their activities. Additional assets would be 
assigned to deal with them if they became a problem. 

The ones who were not on the list were Gene’s greatest concern, as they 
were the unknowns—the wild cards that he felt posed some of the nation’s 
greatest risk. That was why his office really existed outside of the normal fed-
eral hierarchy of secretaries, agency heads, and other operatives. Coordination 
and cooperation between federal agencies was still a problem, especially with 
the seemingly never-ending DC challenges with turf and budgets. Although 
the Department of Homeland Security was intended to help bridge this gap, 
it, too, had fallen into the budget and turf trap. Therefore, the National Se-
curity Advisor had kept his small special staff to look across the departments 
and agencies to help make sure they were not missing something, and ensure 
the sharing of this information if they had. It took a special person to do this, 
as the federal agencies, by nature, did not always like to share what they were 
doing or have someone looking over their shoulders and into their business. 

As Gene focused his attention back from the street to his office and desk, 
he took a minute to mentally review the information he had received from 
the intelligence update and then considered the kind of wildcards that could 
affect this. 
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Patricia Bridgham was in a hurry. She couldn’t be late for the interview, as she 
needed this job. R-e-a-l-l-y needed this job. Her house, car, and credit card 
payments were due, and her accounts were empty. Beyond empty. Since her 
contract job in the Defense Department had been unexpectedly terminated, 
she had been unable to get work. And unfortunately she felt she knew why. In 
the contract world, she had gained a deserved reputation as a user and abuser 
because she had repeatedly used others for her personal advancement as she 
climbed her way ever higher in the different organizations she had worked 
in. Jumping from one job to another as the contracts became available had 
been a sweet ride, but then her contract with the Air Force’s Space Defense 
Command had been abruptly terminated, and now no one wanted to hire her. 
No one. Yes, she needed this job!

Patricia had a lot going for her if she had not built a list of enemies as long 
as her shapely arm. At 38, she was attractive, had an amazing resume showing 
increasingly important and challenging positions, and was smart. Even at 38, 
when she walked down the street, men (and many women) turned their heads 
to look at her. Blonde, 5’8” tall, and shapely, she had it all. Well, not all as she 
needed this job. As she hurried down 3rd Street NW for her interview, she 
thought perhaps she was too smart for her own good. She wanted and needed 
to be on time, as this reflected the discipline needed for the type of work she 
hoped to get to help her pay her many overdue bills. Oh, how the proud can 
be so humble, she thought. At this point, she was plenty ready to be humble.
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The outside of the office building was not unlike the many others along 
Pennsylvania Avenue. Well, maybe it’s nicer than most, she thought as she en-
tered the building, gave her name to the security guard, and began putting her 
purse and other items through the metal detector. Obviously the office had 
government contracts as security like this was required for that kind of work. 

Once through security she was directed to the elevator and on to the sev-
enteenth floor offices of HGCN and Associates, LLC.

HGCN was just one of many government contract offices owned and oper-
ated by Stu Owen. Actually HGC, as it was commonly known, was not legally 
connected with his many other contractor offices. It was his front office where 
he worked and controlled his empire of offices and people that managed the 
workings of the US government. It was not even his first office, as control of 
that one had shifted from him to others in his organization. Some asked what 
HGCN stood for, and there was no answer, as it was just some arbitrary letters 
he and Jamie had put together to form another obscure DC contractor’s office. 
An intentionally very obscure DC contactor’s office.

Stu’s first office, more appropriately named Owen and Associates, LLC, 
had been what most would think of when imagining a government contrac-
tor’s office. It bid on contracts for government staffing and projects like the 
many other beltway bandits, as they are commonly known. The competition 
for these contracts was intense. Billions of dollars flowed freely through the 
government’s coffers, if you could just get the bid. Once you had it, it was 
much easier to keep it, as most federal employees and their offices were more 
than happy to let someone else do the work, especially if it made them look 
good. They certainly didn’t want to do it. For many federal workers in DC, 
being a government employee was just a place to drink coffee and spend the 
day. Obviously, some had important things to do, but for a good number of 
others, it was just a sweet ride. So yes, they needed their contractors.

Like many others living and working in DC, Stu was not originally from 
there. The third son of a wealthy Wall Street lawyer, his move to DC had been 
an escape from a privileged but unhappy childhood and home. His arrival 
in the family was totally unexpected, and his mother had even laughingly 
told him during one of her drunken stupors that he had been her biggest 
surprise “and, quite frankly, Stuey … a mistake.” As she drifted further away 
from her family in her depression, alcohol, and prescription drugs, Stu’s father 
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was seldom home as he increasingly enjoyed the attention of his latest mis-
tress. His much older brothers had joined their father in the family’s Wall 
Street business, while Stu was passed from one private school to another. Very 
intelligent, Stu had been accepted to and graduated from the required Ivy 
League school, but had no desire to follow his father and brothers in their 
business. Instead, he had sold the new silver Porsche his father had bought 
him upon his graduation and used the money to start a new life in DC, far 
removed from both his unhappy home in Long Island and the challenges of 
Wall Street. Perhaps not surprisingly, no one seemed to notice he was gone.

Like many others working to build a new business and gain the inside 
track in DC, Stu and his office had struggled early on to get even the simplest 
contracts. And then everything changed the day Jamie walked in the door. 
On that day, as they say, the stars aligned, as the new presidential administra-
tion was coming into office, and there was a huge turnover in senior federal 
government leadership. Literally thousands of senior government positions 
were vacant and changing as the executive branch’s leadership changed from 
one political party to the other. Looking back, it all seemed so simple, but at 
the time, it was all new and incredibly exciting. 

Jamie was not unlike the many others Stu interviewed as possible employees 
for his business. Another transplant—in her case from a small town north of 
Columbus, Ohio—she had arrived in town after graduating from college and 
leaving a failed affair with one of her college instructors. A married-with-two-
small-children former instructor. By the time she arrived in Stu’s office, she 
had blossomed into a somewhat cynical but truly stunning beauty. She was 5’9” 
tall with thick auburn hair, startling dark blue eyes, and a body most women 
would die for. She was something special. Although she was attractive, there 
was something else that attracted Stu to her—something almost primeval that 
both felt almost immediately. It was like they were meant to be together, which 
was strange, as Stu made it a point to never get close to his workers or staff. 

“Use them but don’t get close to them” was his personal mantra. 
As part of the required background checks for her employment, Stu had 

conducted the routine financial one. Jamie had been in trouble, not unlike 
many others who came to his office. Her previous employer’s contract had 
been cancelled, and her bills were coming due. The good news was that she 
was not in such serious trouble that it would cause her to be refused access 
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to higher government security levels, but serious enough that if she didn’t get 
work right away, it would. At the time, he had an opening in his front office 
because he had moved that person to a new contract, so Jamie was put to 
work there. Long story short, Stu thought, reminiscing, Jamie knew and had 
been intimate with one of the new political appointees being assigned to an 
open deputy secretary position. She had approached Stu with this knowledge, 
thinking this could somehow leverage her even higher in his mind and the 
organization. Unfortunately for the new political appointee, but fortunately 
for them, this new deputy secretary was married, but his wife had not yet 
joined him in DC. So Stu and Jamie had decided that she should renew their 
previous relationship and see where it led. By the time they were done with 
him it led her to a permanent federal senior executive service position, as 
appropriate leverage was used to save his marriage and position and avoid 
personal embarrassment. By this time, Stu and Jamie were lovers, and the 
excitement of what they were doing was part of their primal thrill. 

From the inside, Stu and Jamie found it easier to steer contracts back to 
Owen and Associates, but it was also tricky. Jamie had to stay far enough 
removed from the contracting process to avoid any appearance of improper-
ly influencing that process, yet close enough to steer them to Owen’s office. 
There were very clear guidelines on what was acceptable behavior for contract-
ing, including multiple bids, low bids, and capabilities for completing the 
assigned work. There were professional and surprisingly competent federal 
contract offices and procedures that had to be followed, and the penalties for 
failing to comply or having a conflict of interest were severe. 

So Stu and Jamie had adjusted. Since there was a requirement for three 
separate bids for most government contracts, they had slowly moved staff to 
form three and then more new and completely separate contract offices. As 
their resources were initially limited, they were able to subcontract much of 
the work to their other offices, which saved money on extra staff and facilities, 
while keeping the organizational lines between offices clearly separate, as re-
quired under contract guidelines. It had taken years of patient work, but this 
side of the organization was fully established and working as intended.

The other challenge was getting the right people to the right places to help 
steer the contracts to their offices. This was much trickier. Getting into senior 
positions in the federal government was not easy, as people tended to stay in 
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them until they retired or died, and other contractors had been working with 
their federal counterparts for years. Their early competitors had far more capa-
bilities, resources, and money to prepare bids and meet contract requirements, 
so they reused Jamie’s model. Over time—and this took years of patient work, 
as the senior government political positions primarily changed between ad-
ministrations and, to a lesser extent, following the president’s first term if he 
was reelected—they had placed their employees in many federal offices and 
agencies. And it was during one of these periods that Stu had been visited by 
his new bosses. 

What Stu quickly found was that what he was doing was not unique or new 
to Washington, DC. His efforts had been noticed and were upsetting certain 
very wealthy and influential people. However, his soon-to-be new bosses told 
him that they were very impressed with his work, and if he agreed to work for 
them, totally under their control, they would provide funding and support 
for his operation. A lot of funding and support. And help him expand his 
business exponentially. If he didn’t, well, he would get to visit the fishees at 
the bottom of the Anacostia River. Given his options, Stu thought their plan 
for his office was a good one, and the rest was history. 

As the offices and work grew, Stu had found it necessary to move Jamie 
from government employment back to his new oversight office, as keeping the 
organization running and staff properly focused was a challenge of immense 
proportions. And she was now, after him, the most important part of their 
organization. Yes, all of this is an amazing thing, Stu thought, smiling.

As Patricia entered the front offices of HGC and Associates, thankfully on 
time with two minutes to spare, she was asked to fill out some routine forms 
and was then directed to a comfortable and quiet waiting area. 

Really nice place, she thought. This just might be okay.
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Patricia looked up as an attractive woman of apparent authority approached 
and offered her hand.

“My name is Jamie Ruger. I believe you are Patricia Bridgham?”
“Yes, I am,” said Patricia, smiling as she stood up.
“Welcome to HGC and Associates. We are very happy that you are here to 

interview for our position. Please come with me. I will better acquaint you 
with our office and procedures before you meet with our owner and director, 
Mr. Stu Owen.”

As they walked down the hallway to Jamie’s office, Patricia was impressed 
with the quality of the furnishings as well as the openness and views of Wash-
ington and the nation’s Capitol. This is really prime real estate, thought Patricia. 
Having spent much of her life in the DC contract world, she instinctively 
knew this was not just some ordinary beltway bandit operation. No, this was 
the real deal.

When they entered her office, Jamie offered Patricia a comfortable chair 
and her administrative assistant magically appeared behind them.

“Would you like something to drink before you meet with Stu? He will be a 
few minutes with another client, and we have some administrative procedures 
to go over before you meet with him. Coffee, tea, water?”

“Tea would be fine.”
“Preference for any particular kind? We have just about everything.”
“Green tea, perhaps?”
“Done,” replied Jamie as the administrative assistant hurried out of the 

room.
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The first things Jamie discussed with Patricia were routine items: some 
personal history and past employers they were both familiar with. As Jamie 
discussed these with Patricia, she began to get a better feel of the type of 
person she was and where she might fit into their organization. Although 
Stu controlled his many offices from the larger perspective, Jamie’s job was 
to manage the inner workings of the business and she was very good at it. 
Over the years, she had even amazed herself at her unique abilities to identify 
players and problems, and had safely steered their organization to much of its 
current success. She controlled the workers, and even Stu acknowledged their 
organization could not survive without her. Although Stu was clearly the boss 
and director, they both knew Jamie was the hammer that made it work. Oh 
yes, Jamie knew people, and she enjoyed being the hammer.

As they wrapped up their background conversation, Jamie smiled, paused, 
and then said, “Patricia, before you meet Mr. Owen, it is important that you 
understand he has some unique physical issues that require those meeting 
with him to be sensitive to and accommodate. I am sure you will find him to 
be very nice, but he has severe allergies and anyone entering his office must 
take appropriate precautions.”

Patricia was fine with this, but unsure what it meant for her.
“What this means is that before you enter his suite, you will need to change 

into special sanitized clothing. He apologizes for this, but it is medically re-
quired for his health and safety. Are you okay with this? If not, we understand, 
as it is an unusual request. If that’s the case, your interview will be cancelled.”

Patricia wasn’t sure how this was going to play out, but she needed the job. 
Her previous experiences as a contractor and in the military had taken her to 
some very strange situations and places, so she was willing to see this through. 
Actually, she was intrigued—she wanted to see this through.

“No, I am not at all bothered by this, and I’m more than glad to do what-
ever I can to help ensure Mr. Owen’s health.”

“Well then, although you look very nice and professional this morning, I 
must also tell you that you must also shower before being admitted to Mr. 
Owen’s office. None of the clothing you have on can go into the room with 
you. Nothing. The rest of the story, if you will.”

Patricia was surprised but willing to go along with whatever was required. 
Yes, this was getting even more interesting.
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Jamie led Patricia to a very nice dressing room and familiarized her with 
the facilities, shower, and clothing she was expected to change into. She also 
showed her where she could securely place her clothing and any personal items 
and valuables. She then told her to proceed into the waiting room on the other 
side of the shower when she was ready for her interview. There was no hurry, 
as Mr. Owen would see her whenever she was ready. Jamie told her to “Just 
push the blue button by the table in that waiting room when you’re ready.”

Once Jamie left, closing the door behind her, Patricia proceeded to take 
off her clothes, took a minute to look at herself in the full-length mirror, and 
then began to shower as directed. This was indeed a strange request, but she 
needed the job and was willing to do what Jamie had requested. Preparing 
for an important job interview like this was different from anything she had 
previously done, and she was curious to see how it turned out.

After leaving Patricia in the dressing room, Jamie contacted Stu and let 
him know that Patricia was getting ready for the interview. This allowed both 
of them to observe her as she showered and changed so they could confirm 
that she met their physical requirements. Although the earlier physical exam 
Patricia had been required to take by the HGC-approved physicians before 
being accepted for the interview had shown she was in excellent health with 
no physical or other medical issues, it was always nice to personally confirm 
the qualities of the person they were moving into their organization. 

Patricia more than met their expectations. This part of the interview pro-
cess was also important, as it meant she would not bring any of her posses-
sions or other sensitive items into Stu’s office. To confirm this, once she had 
showered, dressed in the approved clothing, and moved into the waiting room 
just outside Stu’s office, she was secretly subjected to a total body scan that 
would identify any hidden items or devices that might be compromising for 
Stu and the organization. Since HGC had contracts for this type of equip-
ment with the most sensitive government organizations, he and Jamie felt 
fully comfortable that any conversations conducted in his office would be 
protected and secure, as his office was more secure than the most sensitive 
government offices in DC.

Patricia completed her shower and dressed in the full-length gown as Jamie 
had directed. She was really impressed by the quality of the gown’s material. 
It was beautiful and very soft, and she felt she should be getting ready for bed 
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rather than for one of the most important interviews of her career. She then 
moved to the waiting room and pressed the button that she had been told 
would let Mr. Owen know she was ready for her interview. This was really not 
required, as both Stu and Jamie had been observing her for the entire time, 
but both viewed it as an important formality that let Patricia feel she was in a 
private area and in control of her situation.

Once Patricia had pressed the button, she took a seat in one of the soft 
chairs in the waiting room. Once again, she was impressed by the quality of 
items in the room, its furniture and carpeting. She felt she was in some sort 
of private Shangri-La. She did not have to wait long, as she soon heard a soft 
humming sound, and the door to Mr. Owen’s office slowly opened. As she 
stood up, she was met at the door by one of the most handsome men she had 
ever seen in her life. Because of the medical precautions, she had expected to 
find a very old and crippled person. What she saw was something altogether 
different. For a moment, her breath caught in her chest, and she found herself 
staring at this handsomely dressed man.

Stu was not unaccustomed to this reaction and invited her into the room.
“Ms. Bridgham, how nice to meet you. My name is Stu Owen, and I would 

personally like to welcome you to HGC. I apologize for your inconvenience 
in having to change for my medical needs. It is much appreciated.”

“I was more than glad to do it, Mr. Owen. Thank you again for giving me 
the opportunity to do this interview.”

“Please call me Stu. Mr. Owen sounds altogether too formal and old, al-
though sometimes the years seem to be progressing much faster than I would 
like.” 

The interview was conducted as informally as Stu could make it, yet it 
was very thorough as far as determining Patricia’s background, skills, and 
experiences. As it progressed, Stu became even more convinced that they had 
made the right decision in bringing her into the organization. What Patricia 
did not know was she had been under close observation by them for some 
time, and it was because of their influence that her contract was cancelled 
and that she could not get employment elsewhere in DC. Stu and Jamie had 
other plans for her. And if Patricia knew then where all of this would lead, she 
would have seriously considered jumping out of one of the seventeenth-floor 
windows—assuming she could have found some way to get it open. 
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Following the interview with Mr. Owen, Patricia was hired as a senior 
contract manager for work on the electronic counter-surveillance systems for 
the military’s latest joint fighter aircraft. Surprisingly for her, after her inter-
view, her position was not with HGC, but with an organization called Mawes, 
Stuart, Calkins, LLC, or better known throughout the contractor community 
as MSC. Although the name sounded like some beltway bandit legal firm, in 
reality, it provided staffing support for other contractor organizations. She 
had heard about them during her many years in DC, but had been largely un-
familiar with their work until she was hired to support this current contract. 
She was not familiar with the relationship between HGC and MSC, but was 
happy to once again be working and making her monthly condo, Lexus, and 
credit card payments. 
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5

As Gene Holmes continued to review the potential wild cards that could 
affect his national security programs, two different yet related problems were 
on his mind. The most frustrating thing about these two particular problems 
was the realization that both of them were created directly or indirectly by 
decisions and resulting legislation made here in Washington, DC. 

The first problem Gene was concerned about was the increasing radical-
ization of certain recent immigrants and refugees that had been allowed to 
resettle in the country, or more problematically, their children, who were now, 
in many cases, American citizens. It was not a problem unique to the Unites 
States, as Europe had been wrestling with this for some time. The concern 
was that some of these people were being dangerously influenced by what was 
happening back in the countries they or their parents came from and by the 
anti-American rhetoric of people still operating out of those countries who 
had similar but more radical religious beliefs. Simply, what many of these 
new arrivals had soon found was that their religious beliefs did not in any 
way align with what was happening all around them in their new adoptive 
country. And as they became increasingly alienated by the perceived immoral 
activities of the Americans living around them, they were being increasingly 
influenced to reject and take action to change it. If the people Gene was 
concerned about had chosen to do this in a non-violent way, he would not be 
looking at them at all. The problem was that those influencing them did not 
advocate non-violent change. 

Gene was only too aware from his work and the classified briefings sup-
porting it that terrorist attacks around the world were increasing not only in 
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intensity, but also in breadth. The terrorists’ desire to frighten and intimi-
date through the sheer barbarity of their actions was getting them the media 
attention they so strongly desired. The previous evening, he had watched a 
news program that stated that deaths from terrorist attacks around the world 
had increased by 61 percent over the previous year, with over 18,000 people 
killed, and that the number of attacks had increased by 44 percent, with over 
10,000 worldwide. Most of those deaths had occurred in just five countries: 
Iraq, Syria, Afghanistan, Pakistan, and Nigeria, with Islamic militant groups 
such as Islamic State, al-Qaeda, the Taliban, and Boko Haram being pri-
marily responsible for many of them, but there were a large number of other 
organizations also involved. Attacks had occurred in over 60 countries, so the 
threat was not just limited to those five. 

Gene obviously had even more current numbers, but he knew the threat 
was real, and his job was to make sure those attacks did not happen here. His 
current concern was with the increasing numbers of people being allowed to 
immigrate or be relocated to the United States as refugees from the countries 
where these terrorists were operating. Many were just victims of these extrem-
ist organizations, but not all. And that was the problem. Over one million 
people from predominantly Muslim countries had been legally allowed into 
the country since the September 11th attacks, and the number of illegals living 
here probably doubled or tripled that number. Officially, over six and a half 
million Moslems currently lived in the United States. Although most were 
patriotic, law-abiding citizens like those of other religions, like some members 
of those other religions, there were those who were not. With the increasingly 
violent nature of the terrorist organizations affecting this particular group, 
this was a potential problem and another of the wildcards Gene had been 
tasked to find and monitor. As the number moving into the United States 
increased, so did the threat. Limitations on allowing even more to come here 
before they had been properly vetted was adamantly opposed by both the 
current liberal administration, who saw them as potential new voters, and 
open border immigration advocates here in DC. But then, all of this wasn’t a 
problem for them until it was them or their family who was killed or injured 
by these new arrivals. As the saying went, the most conservative people in 
America were liberals that got mugged—or blown up, or kidnapped. His goal 
was not to let anyone get mugged, blown up, or kidnapped.
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The other problem Gene was struggling with was an even more difficult 
one that he felt was truly the nation’s most serious threat, but he was powerless 
to do anything about other than react to its consequences. Quite simply, the 
nation was spending itself into debt so quickly that it was affecting its ability 
to fund and support the national security programs to protect its citizens. This 
had come up again last week, during one of the team’s planning meetings.

He had brought his planners together to look at security threats to the 
United States as they developed and refined contingency plans for each of 
these. The list on the dry erase board was pretty much as one would expect: 
the Islamic State or ISIS, the Houthi rebels in Yemen, al-Qaeda and the 
successors to bin Laden, along with a laundry list of other Islamic extremist 
organizations, including Abu Sayyaf, the Aden-Abyab Islamic Army, al-Aqsa 
Martyrs’ Brigades, the Al Nusra Front, Al Shabaab, Ansar al-Islam … the list 
went on and on. The resurgent and increasingly aggressive states of Russia, 
Iran, North Korea, and China had already made the list, along with a long 
list of homegrown extremists from every race and background. Yes, it was a 
long and, quite frankly, tiring list. Everyone in the room was familiar with 
all of these groups and had spent years countering their twisted designs on 
humanity and this country in particular. 

It was then, during a brief lull in their discussions, that one of the planners, 
Matt Cole, the Snow Leopard representative from the CIA, had said, “We all 
know the greatest threat to our national security, but no one has the courage 
to put it up there. And if it got out that we did, we would probably all be fired.” 

Gene remembered that he had looked around the room at the small plan-
ning group and then said, “Everyone in here has the highest security clearance, 
and I think we can be trusted to keep what is said with us. Does anyone have 
any concerns with that?” As he looked around the room and all seemed to be 
in agreement, he turned back to Matt and said, “Matt, we would like to hear 
what you think.” 

Everyone looked at Matt, who then got up from the table and moved to 
the front of the room. After a brief moment looking back at the group, he 
said, “If someone bombed America’s factories and destroyed 51,000 of them, 
completely eliminating over 8 million of our best manufacturing jobs; if they 
raided Fort Knox and stole all of our nation’s gold … and then raided banks 
across the country, stealing 69 times more of our national wealth; if someone 
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put in place massive Ponzi schemes that stole all of our current and future 
generations’ savings and retirement accounts and replaced them with worth-
less paper IOUs; if someone did these things and, quite frankly, many more 
equally as bad, we would probably declare war on them.” 

He had their attention.
“And we all know this has happened—is happening—right now, right here 

in river city. The greatest national security threat to the future of this country 
is right here in Washington, DC. Our elected representatives have passed laws 
that made all of this happen for their own personal gain and that of those who 
funded their campaigns and sent them here. The greatest national security 
threat is them, and we all know it. And if this continues, America as we know 
it will disappear, just another third-world, welfare-dependent socialist basket 
case. And we are well on the way there right now.”

It was quiet in the room. Yes, they knew it. You would have to be totally 
stupid and blind not to see what was going on.

Gene finally said, shaking his head, “I think everyone here agrees with 
you, Matt. It’s my greatest concern too. And I think we can all keep this just 
between us,” he said, looking at all the other planners, who nodded their 
agreement. “However, and unfortunately, as you know best, there are some 
things we can’t change. Not in our positions here in the executive branch. As 
much as we would like, this is outside of our responsibility or powers to fix. So, 
unfortunately, we have to look only at those we can.”

It was a sad and frustrating admission, and one that Gene thought about 
often. The massive national debts continued to stack up, along with the 
mountains of new paper money the current administration was printing to 
give the appearance of a rebounding economy. Foreign goods continued to 
pour into the country at a staggering rate. Each shipping container destroying 
more American factories and good jobs, and potentially allowing other kinds 
of bad stuff to move with them.

Gene also knew that the true national unemployment and underemploy-
ment in the United States was well over 20 percent for those seeking work, 
and an equal number had just given up. The actual number of employed 
workers in the United States was at its lowest level since the late 1970s, even 
though an additional 100 million people were living in the country. Interest-
ingly, the Department of Labor did not count those that did not have a job 
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and that did not actively seek one in the last four weeks as being in the labor 
force for unemployment numbers. 

And now there were over 90 million of these people living in the United 
States. For those that were able to find work, the service jobs that had replaced 
the manufacturing ones were often a poor substitute, many paying minimum 
wage with no benefits or retirement plans for long hours on the job. Although 
both major political parties voiced the words of good jobs, neither, for their 
own purposes, were doing anything about creating them or bringing them 
back. There was just too much money flowing into their coffers from those 
making billions importing foreign-made, tariff free goods through the ports. 
And those that had moved the jobs overseas benefited greatly under their new 
mantra of free trade. Of course, the free traders did not pay Social Security 
taxes, Medicare taxes, Obama’s health care taxes, Bush’s prescription drug 
taxes, property taxes, sales taxes, workers’ compensation taxes, or one dollar 
out of three in corporate income taxes, as the United States top corporate 
rate, 35 percent, had been the highest among the world’s developed econo-
mies, once they free traded the jobs and factories out of the country. No, they 
didn’t pay any of this, and they paid their overseas workers essentially nothing 
compared to what American workers needed to maintain a living wage in this 
country. The Foxconn workers in China assembling the computers and tablets 
for nearly all of the major electronics businesses selling their wares here in 
America made less than $300 a month. It was hard to live on that, especially 
in the United States. From one of the intelligence reports on his desk, fourteen 
of these electronics factory workers had recently committed suicide, many 
jumping out of the factory’s windows because the working conditions were so 
bad, but who cared about them? 

But in the end, could you blame the large American corporations for leav-
ing the country and keeping any profits made overseas rather than bringing 
them home to help create jobs in this country? Gene knew that US manu-
facturing businesses were at a serious disadvantage when compared to their 
foreign competitors, who were operating under more favorable tax and regula-
tory laws. Trade, and especially manufacturing, is a very competitive business. 
A business located in Ireland, with its 12.5 percent tax rate, is going to have a 
serious financial advantage over one located in America, with its much higher 
rate. The difference for an American corporation (and the people who owned 
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stock in the business and hoped to use that ownership for their future retire-
ment) that relocated its headquarters and ownership overseas could easily be 
billions of dollars a year in tax savings. 

He was also aware that many profits American corporations made over-
seas were not being brought back to the US, because if they were, they, too, 
would be assessed the corporate tax. In lawyer tax lingo, as long as income 
earned by these corporations offshore is “intended to be indefinitely invested 
in operations outside of the United States,” these companies didn’t need to 
pay US income taxes. So even though many of America’s largest corporations 
were sitting on literally tens of billions of dollars in overseas profits, a large 
amount of that was not coming home to the United States to generate jobs 
here. For these businesses, it made more sense for them to borrow money at a 
low percent a year for operations in this country (and get a tax savings on the 
expense, thank you) than bring home the billions in offshore savings and pay 
Uncle Sam. America’s politicians had decided to make war on the country’s 
own businesses, and the American people were the big losers. It was loony 
tunes, but it was the law here in the good ol’ USA.

The sad part was that the cost savings for these large companies on making 
whatever was not passed on to the consumers here in the United States. Well, 
a small amount—pennies, really. It all led to greater—much greater—profits 
for those rewarded by outsourcing and moving the jobs under the deceptive 
mantra of free trade. Yes, never compare free trade with fair trade. As people 
lost their jobs, others in the government were only too quick to sign them up 
for the programs, making them essentially welfare wards of an increasingly 
powerful, all-knowing, but unfortunately very broke federal government. Yes, 
they—whoever needed something done for their own agenda—had bought 
their politicians fair and square, and America was the loser. But this was 
something Gene could not hope to change. There were too many bad laws in 
place and too much money at stake to let anyone change them. He also knew 
that, quite frankly, the American people were only too happy to spend every 
cent they made buying cheap foreign junk—until they couldn’t. And then, 
watch out!

It was an increasingly scary time here in DC, as the president and the 
Federal Reserve were playing a very risky game that they thought they could 
control with their seemingly never-ending borrowing and the printing of 
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trillions of dollars of new paper to finance an increasingly debt-ridden and 
dependent nation, but Gene wasn’t so sure, and neither were a lot of other very 
knowledgeable people.

As Gene again looked out his window at the seeming normalcy of DC, he 
knew the nation was in trouble, and as someone with responsibilities to look 
at things and come up with solutions, he knew this particular one was beyond 
his reach. And that much of what had led the country to this point in its his-
tory was incremental. A small regulatory law here, tax there, and then another 
little reg and tax—all meant to help someone or something, of course. Over 
time, all these little things got collectively big and overwhelming. The road to 
hell is paved with good intentions, he thought. And DC had a lot of intentions. 
Unfortunately, here in river city, most were not what they appeared, or good, 
but it was what it was. 

As he thought about these problems, two things he had read in that morn-
ing’s newspaper made him frown and then smile. One article mentioned that 
the national debt was greater than a pile of $5 bills stacked from the earth to 
the moon, or in just dollar terms, 1,193,529 miles high. That’s a lot of paper. 
But what made him smile was the next article. Evidently, two Representatives 
in the House had proposed a bill that would make the moon a national park. 
Evidently, the federal government hadn’t acquired enough land in the west 
and needed additional holdings 238,857 miles away, in space. The Craters 
of the Moon National Park in Idaho, currently managed by the Department 
of the Interior, wasn’t enough. As he thought about it, it was true that every 
animal—well, every living thing, for that matter—is endangered there, and 
climate change was very severe. It gets as hot as 253 degrees and as cold as 
minus 243, but again, these were just more of the many stupid ideas coming 
off the hill.

As Gene shifted his focus back on his inbox and the many classified reports 
sitting on his desk, he knew it was time to get back to work. There were things 
he could do, and it was time to get back to them.
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6
neAr Ar rAmAdi, irAq

As Patricia Bridgham continued to ignore her creditors’ phone calls and 
Gene Holmes wrestled with his radicalized immigrants and refugees, budget, 
and moon concerns in Washington, Cleric Salid al-Sumaidi had a different 
problem that was, for him, equally troubling. He was in lust. Pure, simple, 
chest-crushing lust. When he had first seen Saraya Baari Tariq, his world 
had taken a strange pause. He had found it hard to breathe. Trying to appear 
indifferent while discussing changes to his mosque with her father had been 
beyond difficult. For him, everything had changed, and he knew—absolutely 
knew—he had to have her.

Generally, Salid would not have had the opportunity to see Emran Baari 
Tariq’s daughter in such an informal way, as women are not allowed to show 
themselves in that manner to men outside their immediate family. It had only 
been a brief encounter, but it was enough for Salid to know she was something 
very special. Although Salid and Tariq were very close, he also knew Emran 
would not think kindly of any approach from him for his daughter’s hand, as 
Salid already had two other wives, and Emran had mentioned his wish for 
his daughter to marry a man who would have only one wife. Just to confirm 
this, during one of their many meetings, he had inquired about joining their 
families, but Emran had respectfully declined. “You have enough to keep you 
more than busy,” he had said, and with a broad smile, continued, “And too 
old to think you can keep Saraya and your other wives happy.”

In addition to his spiritual duties, Salid also owned several small businesses 
in their small Sunni enclave outside of Al Ramadi, including a hardware store, 
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a controlling interest in the local bank, and a small company that specialized 
in removing and disposing of hazardous materials, including explosives. 

After years of war and the seemingly never-ending religious differences 
tearing his country apart, his small town was once again on the buffer zone 
between the Shi’a and Sunni worlds now comprised of the Shiite-dominated 
government in Baghdad that was increasingly aligned with Iran, and the Is-
lamic State of Iraq and Syria, or ISIS, made up of Sunni extremists and others 
of that religion that had been pushed from one part of the region to another. 
Currently, the area his small town was in was nominally controlled by the 
government in Baghdad, with special agreements with Sunni tribal leaders 
that had not aligned themselves with ISIS. From an outsider’s perspective, 
it was a very dangerous position for these leaders, but for men like Salid, it 
was the norm of how they survived. And it was people like him that allowed 
ISIS to exist and, on the other hand, the government in Baghdad to claim it 
represented all Iraqis, irrespective of their religious backgrounds. Yes, it was 
complicated, but that was how it was. For Salid, the current situation was just 
an extension of the fiasco initiated by the Americans after the September 11th 
attacks, which now seemed to have occurred lifetimes ago. 

Following the American invasion of 2003, Salid had aligned himself 
against the Americans with other Sunnis in the area. However, as the occu-
pation went on, the Americans had approached him about joining them and 
the new government’s efforts to reign in the ongoing insurgency. It was an 
interesting proposition, as he was one of the people responsible for placing 
many of the roadside bombs that had caused so many American casualties. At 
the time, it seemed like a good idea, and his support had made him a lot of 
money. During the night, his teams would place the explosives, and during 
the day, he would take them out. Of course, he had needed to ensure that a 
few were not removed. As the years of American occupation continued, he 
had gained a reputation as someone who was friendly to the Americans, their 
allies, and the new Iraqi government. In reality, he hated them, but business 
was business, and he knew that at some point, the Americans would leave, 
and he would need to be properly positioned to prosper in the new Iraq. 

When they did leave, literally overnight and with their president apologiz-
ing to the world for the sins of an evil America, leaving a massive security void 
in their wake, things quickly and progressively worsened. It took all of his 
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skills and contacts to play both sides of the now divided country against each 
other for his own ends. That end, for him and those in his small Sunni village, 
was simply survival in an increasingly hostile and Shiite-dominated country. 

But at the moment, Salid had other concerns. As he thought about his 
dilemma with Emran and the lovely Saraya, he began to put together a plan 
that would make her his own.
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7
Arlington, VirginiA

Khalida Hajani was late. She had been delayed in the DC metro and had 
gotten to the cleaning job at Willards, Barraby, LLC nearly 45 minutes later 
than expected. Her boss had told her that she needed to be done and out of 
the office complex no later than five o’clock. No exceptions.

This was just one of several Willards, Barraby offices in the Washington, 
DC area that Khalida was responsible for cleaning. The standards were high, 
as this was one of her boss’s best clients. Khalida felt she could finish up in 
just a few more minutes and then be gone when she heard voices approaching 
down the hallway. It was nearly five thirty, and she knew she should not still 
be here. Her boss had been very clear—no exceptions. And she needed this 
job. As the voices continued to approach, she knew she needed to get out of 
sight. If they did not know she was here, she could finish up in this room and 
leave. No one would know.

The room was small, and as she looked around, she saw the closet where 
they kept the audio/video materials. It would be a tight fit, but she could 
squeeze in until they passed by. As she got into the closet, it was so tight that 
the door would not completely close, but she felt safe, as those in the hall 
would probably pass quickly. She thought there was no need for them to come 
into the room, but she was wrong.

“We will need to move the money from the box provided by the bank and 
put it into the briefcase,” said one of the men as he entered the room. “We’ve 
got some time, as we are not supposed to meet her until eight this evening.”
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“Probably best to do a quick count to make sure it’s all here. As much as 
we’ve done this, the amount of cash in one place staggers me,” said the other.

“Who are we meeting tonight, again?”
“Patricia Bridgham. I think you know her. She works for MSC on the joint 

strike fighter project.”
“Yes. I actually used to work with her at Neilson Howard. What a bitch. 

Some called her a man-hater, but I think she was just an equal-opportunity 
bitch to everyone. But it obviously must work for her—look at this.”

As Khalida looked through the crack in the door, she saw the men taking 
bundles of money from a box with a bank’s logo on the side and placing them 
in a metal briefcase. Lots of money! There were $100 bills on the top of each 
bundle. It was more money than Khalida thought existed in the world. As 
they continued to transfer the money, she carefully and very slowly removed 
her phone and began taking a video of the transfer. It was scary work, as she 
was afraid they might hear her, but they evidently did not, as they continued 
to discuss work and their evening activities.

“And where are we meeting this Patricia?”
“The Think Tank Bar and Emporium in Springfield. As usual, we will we 

have to go early to get a booth in the quieter area of the restaurant. I called 
and made the reservation. We’ll go early for drinks. We’ll need them when 
we meet with her.”

When the men finished moving the money and departed, Khalida crept 
out of the closet and immediately left for home. She was not sure what all of 
this meant, but she knew that her husband would want to know.
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8
soutHWest WAsHington, dC 

Rakeem Hajani thought of himself as one of the few truly righteous people in 
a really sick, evil place. His parents had emigrated from Iraq to France after 
the 1990 Gulf War, and then on to America shortly after. When his parents 
arrived in the United States, Rakeem was only three. He could remember 
very little—nothing, really—of those early and, according to his parents, dif-
ficult years. His experiences were all in this country. As much as his parents 
seemed to welcome everything American, he had grown to hate it. As a young 
Moslem in a predominantly Christian country, Rakeem never felt he fit in. 
That he really didn’t belong here. 

Everything he was taught when reading the Qur’an and meeting with 
others like him indicated that America and everything it stood for was bad. 
Very bad. To Rakeem, Christian America was like Iblis or Shaytan: complete-
ly evil and destined for hell. Drugs, nearly naked women walking the streets 
and on the beaches, on TV and billboards, promiscuity, adultery, gambling, 
and the killing of unborn children were the norm in this sick country. The list 
went on and on. Yet strangely, he did not want to leave this amazing place. He 
just wanted the people currently occupying it to go away, but since that was 
not going to happen, he wanted to do whatever he could to make their efforts 
to spread their evil more difficult. And that was what his current employer 
was all about. Taking from and slowly destroying America. It was a sweet 
union for both of them.

As Rakeem finished reviewing his Chinese boss’s comments on his latest 
cyber work, Khalida came into his office and informed him about what she 
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had observed at the Willards, Barraby office. She also showed him the video 
she had taken.

“Jazakallahu Khayran. Dearest Khalida, you never cease to amaze me with 
what you find in these places.” Thinking for a moment, he said, “I’ll need to 
be there early to ensure I get a good seat. Don’t wait up for me, as you will 
have a long day tomorrow. Tell me what the men with the money looked like. 
What kind of clothes were they wearing?”
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9
springfield, VirginiA 

Although it had improved, Patricia’s financial situation was still not what she 
would like. In fact, she knew that one bad thing, whatever it may be, could 
put her right back in the tank, so she was being especially careful as she drove 
to meet the team from Willards Barraby that was subcontracting on the joint 
strike fighter project. Her boss, Nathan Krebs, had informed her late this 
afternoon that she had been invited to dinner with these subcontractors at 
the Think Tank Bar and Emporium. The reason for the meeting and dinner 
was for her to pick up some important papers related to the fighter project. 
Nathan told her to specifically thank them for delivering the material and 
that she “would personally make good use of what they provided,” whatever 
that meant. 

Patricia was familiar with two of the men she was to meet this evening. 
She had previously worked with Kevin Fitzpatrick at Neilson Howard before 
working with him again as a subcontractor with Willards. She had met 
Seth Thomas during their initial contract negotiations, and had periodically 
worked with him after their contract was finalized. As Patricia thought about 
the evening’s meeting, she took a minute to assess each of the people she knew 
would be attending it. 

Patricia had a somewhat unique management philosophy, but one that had 
led her to increasing success in the contractor and business world. It was one 
that the average hardworking, caring person would never think about or use, 
and that was what made her so successful. And this management style tied in 
exactly to her personality and view of people. Quite simply, her philosophy 



Rex Wamsley  

34

was to find the people in an organization who were the most productive—
those who were caring and hard workers—and use and abuse them, while 
putting the less productive ones—those that worked overtime to do nothing 
while getting paid for it—to work helping her manage and use the productive 
ones. In her mind, every organization—and, to be honest, society in gen-
eral—was made up of people that fit into one of these two categories, and 
she had the unique ability to quickly categorize people into one of these two 
groups and then use the strengths of each against the other. It took a person 
like Patricia, with absolutely no scruples about abusing people for her own 
personal gain—especially the good workers—to make this work. 

Now, to the average person, this philosophy would appear totally crazy, but 
it worked perfectly for Patricia and people like her, as it maximized each of 
these two different kinds of people’s greatest strengths. What she had found 
and used to her advantage was that good, caring workers, for some bizarre 
reason, had the personality defect of wanting—no, needing—to do things 
right. They took special pride in this and could not understand those who 
didn’t do it. And the others, those who worked hard to not do things right, or 
at all, also took great pride in that, too. No matter how hard you tried, you 
just couldn’t get one of the latter to perform like the former. Like positive 
and negative charges, they seemed destined to be at opposite ends of the work 
spectrum, so the key was to get the non-workers to help manage, motivate, 
and even spy on the workers. They made great brown-nosers, as it fit perfectly 
into their personality style. Since all organizations seemed to be filled with 
people like this, by using one against the other, she was able to bring the 
organization together, and through the loyalty of the non-workers, wield great 
power over those who did all the work. It was complicated, as she often had 
to go to great lengths to protect her non-workers and brown-nosers, but it 
was effective. Find a busy, productive person and pile more on their desk and 
plate. Sweet! And perhaps not surprisingly, over time, the non-workers actu-
ally became somewhat productive, as they ratted out those good workers who 
seemed to be slacking like them. And Patricia loved her rats. They would go 
to great lengths to make her happy and powerful, as they knew she protected 
them. She loved being the queen rat.

As a young person, Patricia had acquired a great distaste for those who 
worked hard and “had to do things right.” Oh, she appreciated their work 
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ethic and what they were able to accomplish, and knew society needed them 
if it were to function at all, but that did not mean that she liked them. They 
were the ones that always got the kudos from teachers and others as she was 
growing up, kind of like retarded people did in their own sad, manipulating 
way. She could not stand them, either. 

So she had developed her own style and method of using the productive 
idiots for her own personal gain. As she progressed up the ladder in each of her 
respective jobs, she found that many others, especially those at the top, shared 
this management style and philosophy. And that was why so many so-called 
good workers in their respective organizations were so frustrated with all the 
people in their organizations who seemed to be well paid for doing nothing. 
Somewhat complicated, but effective, she thought, smiling. And seriously, who 
cares about the good workers and retards anyway?

The Think Tank Bar and Emporium was a businessperson-focused restau-
rant just off I-95 in Springfield, Virginia. Unlike many of the more informal 
eating establishments surrounding DC, it was generally quieter, and business-
people enjoyed meeting there on their way home from work. Patricia knew all 
but one of the three Willards Barraby employees who waved her over to their 
table, as she worked with their organization on an almost daily basis. 

“Patricia. So good that you could make it. We appreciate your meeting 
with us. And the meal and drinks are on us,” said Kevin Fitzpatrick, the lead 
contractor on their team as he stood up to welcome her to the table. “I think 
you know everyone?” 

“Not everyone,” said Patricia as she extended her had to the one person she 
had not previously met. “My name is Patricia Bridgham.”

“Thomas Latham. It’s nice to finally meet you.” 
“Thomas is our company’s chief financial officer,” said Kevin, sitting back 

down. “We knew the two of you would be working very closely over the next 
year, so we asked him to join us.”

Conversation included past organizations and people each had worked 
with in their many years in the DC contractor business. Thankfully, it did not 
include any significant discussion of their work with the joint fighter. They 
quickly completed their meals, as everyone was eager to begin bludgeoning 
their way home through the heavy traffic. As they got ready to leave, Thomas 
took a metal briefcase from beneath the table and subtly handed it to Patricia. 
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“Thanks again for all you have done for us in both getting and managing 
this contract. It’s a big one for our business, and it’s much appreciated.”

As instructed, Patricia thanked him for delivering the material and said 
that she would “personally make good use of it.”

As everyone left the table and departed for the parking lot, two men from 
separate tables on opposite sides of the room also finished paying and walked 
out opposite doors, avoiding contact with Patricia and the team from Willards 
Barraby.
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10
neAr Ar rAmAdi, irAq

Cleric Salid al-Sumaidi had put the first elements of his plan to win the lovely 
Saraya Tariq for his new wife in motion. It was unfortunate that some close to 
Saraya would have to die to achieve this, but he had seen much death during 
the long years of seemingly continuous war, and it was the only way for him 
to quench this chest-crushing desire every time he thought about her. It was 
complicated, but he knew that if he did not do this correctly, Saraya would 
never accept him as her husband, and, more importantly, she would never 
admire him. And for Salid, this was essential. A young wife who despised him 
would not be a blessing in his old age. 

Central to the success of Salid’s plan was a young man by the name of 
Husni Talha. Handsome and talented, Husni worked as a loan officer and 
cashier in his bank. And Salid knew that the young man worshipped him and 
would do whatever he asked, especially if it meant him marrying someone like 
the beautiful Saraya. Because he was young, smart, and handsome, he was 
quite frankly a good and logical match for the lovely Saraya, but the challenge 
was that if Salid was able to successfully arrange the marriage, young Husni 
could not be allowed to soil his new and lovely wife with the normal intimacy 
of marriage. As Salid began putting the pieces of his plan into motion, he 
called in the young Mr. Talha to ensure he was willing and sufficiently dedi-
cated to him and Allah to be the bait in Salid’s unfolding web.

“Husni, please come in and have a seat here at my table,” said Salid as he 
got up from his desk and guided the young man to the table in the corner of 
his office. 



Rex Wamsley  

38

Husni, whose normal contact with Salid was limited to brief work encoun-
ters relating primarily to his loan officer duties with the bank, respectfully 
entered Salid’s office and took a seat at the table as directed by Salid.

“Please tell me how your work with the bank is going and any recommen-
dations you may have on how we can improve service to our customers,” said 
Salid as he took a seat across from the young Mr. Talha.

Husni was somewhat taken back by Salid’s informal manner and request 
and took a minute to compose his thoughts before explaining what was cur-
rently going on in his part of the bank and the challenges they were facing 
with ISIS and the government in Baghdad. Salid was familiar with everything 
Husni mentioned to him, but gave the impression that much of this was new 
and that he was very interested in the young man’s thoughts and perspective.

As Husni completed his discussion, Salid got up from the table and picked 
up a small booklet he had placed on his desk earlier. Moving back over to 
the table, he said, “Husni, I appreciate your thoughts and recommendations. 
I will keep all of them in mind as we work to improve our services to the 
community.”

As he sat down, he looked down at the table and did not say anything for 
a few moments. He then solemnly looked back up at Husni and, stroking his 
beard, said, “Husni, I know all of your family is dead and that they were fine, 
outstanding members of our community. As I said, I truly appreciate your 
work here in our bank and want you to know that I see you as my own son 
and want the very best for you.”

Salid rested his chin and beard on his hands as he looked at Husni and 
then stood up and walked over to the window, looking down the street to their 
small market area. He then slowly turned back to Husni, who was watching 
him apprehensively, not knowing what this was all about.

Salid sat back down and tapped the table gently with his fingers. 
“One of the most important things I do for our community is to make sure 

our people are taken care of to the very best of our collective abilities and in 
keeping with our faith. This entails many different things, but one of the most 
important is helping to join our young people together as new families to help 
us continue the long line of family and faith.” Drumming the table again with 
his fingers and looking at Husni, Salid continued, “I feel it is now time for 
you to begin taking on more responsibilities, and that includes marriage and 
eventually children.”
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Husni was very surprised at what he was hearing. He had often thought 
about what it would be like to be with a woman, but their culture made this 
something that was largely negotiated between families, and since he had 
none, he had resigned himself to his situation. Although he was very interest-
ed in the thought of being with a woman, he did not know any his age and 
was not particularly excited about some of the older ones he had met in his 
duties at the bank. 

“As I mentioned to you, I see you as my son,” continued Salid. “And as such, 
I want the very best for you. But I also have to think about what is best for our 
community and future and need to know if you have the self-discipline to do 
what is required to make the strongest bond between you, a new wife, and the 
family I am thinking of marrying you into.”

Salid stood up and leaned against his desk as he continued to speak to 
Husni. “One of our challenges in the way we have our young people meet and 
then marry is that these young people never really get to know one another 
as people before they are wed, and increasingly, in my position as Imam, I see 
unhappiness and dissatisfaction with what should be the happiest and best 
association between men and women. It is this that I must discuss and gain 
agreement with you before we proceed, as I am thinking about marrying you 
into one of the best families in our community and with truly the most attrac-
tive woman anywhere. But if we proceed, you must agree and pray with me 
for the strength and wisdom to do as I say for the long-term success and hap-
piness of this marriage. If you do not have the strength and discipline in the 
eyes of Allah to do this, then I do not want to proceed with this arrangement.”

As Salid moved back to the table and sat down, Husni was stunned by what 
he was hearing. He now had an opportunity to be with a woman and was told 
that she would be not just any woman, but a very attractive one from a good 
family here in the community. It was truly too much to imagine. 

“As I mentioned to you, I am considering having you marry into one of the 
best families in our community, but because they are, it is important for both 
of us that this marriage succeeds in every way. The challenge you must face for 
me if I agree to proceed with this is that after the wedding, you must get to 
know your wife personally before you become intimate with her. This is very 
important, as you will spend the rest of your life with this person, and if you 
don’t spend the time early on to do this, I find it generally does not happen, 
and great unhappiness is often the result.”
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Salid knew this all sounded reasonable, and quite frankly was probably 
a good idea he should have recommended before this current situation, but 
often desperate times and situations, like his, lead to interesting insights.

He continued, “What this means it that you must not be intimate with her 
in a sexual way until you know one another as individuals. You must come 
to me so we can discuss your progress, and only after I believe you have truly 
gotten to know your new wife as a person will you then have sex with her. 
This is truly the best and only way to proceed, but you must pray with me and 
promise to Allah that you have the strength and determination to make this 
happen.”

Looking in Husni’s eyes, he said, “Think carefully before you respond. It 
is a very difficult and challenging thing I am proposing for you. What seems 
simple now will be the most challenging thing you will ever do, so make sure 
you can do this before you commit yourself to it, to me, and to Allah. Do 
you agree?” 

Husni sat for a moment, thinking about what had been proposed. On the 
one hand, it was more than he could ever hope for, but to be with a woman 
and not be fully intimate with her while knowing that he could take her 
would be very challenging. The more he thought about it, he realized it might 
be horribly challenging, but he knew he had to follow through with it if he 
agreed to what Salid was proposing. He knew if he was weak and did not, 
Salid would find out if his new wife was later unhappy and talked with him 
about it. And then, as a liar to Salid and in violation of his vows to Allah, he 
would not have any future here in their community. Yes, it was a difficult 
thing Salid was proposing, but one that he knew was probably best. He felt 
Salid was only doing this in his own best interests, so not to agree would be 
an insult to Salid and lead him not to marry as proposed.

“Yes, I agree,” said Husni. “I will get to know my new wife before we 
become intimate sexually once we are married, and only have sexual relations 
with her after you have given your blessing.”

Salid smiled to himself as his plan began to come together. “Good,” he said. 
“Let us get on our knees and pray for this marriage, our agreement, and the 
strength to carry them forward.” 

After his meeting with Husni, the other parts of his plan had also gone well. 
He convinced Emran that Saraya should marry the young and handsome 
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Husni Talha. In reality, this had been easy to do, as Emran was familiar with 
Husni from his previous associations with him at the bank and also thought 
he was a good match for his daughter. With this agreement, it was determined 
that Husni should meet the lovely Saraya to see if they were interested in one 
another. When this closely supervised meeting turned out as both predicted, 
they agreed to set a wedding date for these two young and attractive people. 

While the wedding was being finalized, using the pretense that the Shiite 
government in Baghdad was being more repressive of the Sunni minority and 
that all of those attending his mosque, especially the males, were at risk of im-
prisonment or death, Salid directed that Husni prepare a short personal video 
stating that if anything should happen to him, his new family should rely on 
Salid to take care of them. Salid then told him not to share the making of the 
video with Saraya or anyone else in their community, as he did not want to 
worry them. He stressed to Husni that this was just precautionary and would 
probably never be needed.
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11
Arlington, VirginiA 

Khalida finished replacing the ceiling tile in the small conference room that 
now contained the small micro-camera. She had placed similar cameras in the 
other two conference rooms and was amazed at how tiny the cameras were 
considering what Rakeem had told her they did. 

Khalida admired her husband Rakeem immensely and would do anything 
he asked of her. He had helped get the identity documents she had used to 
get her current position. As an undocumented alien, without Rakeem, she 
probably wouldn’t even be here. No, she loved Rakeem, and no matter how 
frightening some of what he asked her to do was, she had never failed him. As 
she left the office and called Rakeem to let him know the cameras had been 
installed, she just hoped the new cameras worked as he intended. 

As the cameras activated, Rakeem switched from office to office and 
checked to make sure his computer was recording what was being sent. He 
also checked the audio and confirmed that all cameras were working properly.

His bosses had been more than willing to provide the equipment and 
had even apologized for not thinking of it earlier. The Chinese were very 
interested in any information they could get on the joint strike fighter. Al-
though Rakeem’s job was assisting them with their cyber intelligence work, 
any information on the new fighter aircraft was good. As Rakeem activated 
the cameras to record the two men he had seen earlier at the Think Tank 
Bar and Emporium, he felt there was some things his bosses just didn’t need 
to know. He had also secretly installed cameras throughout Ms. Bridgham’s 
condo. One could never get enough information when this kind of money 
was floating around.
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neAr Ar rAmAdi, irAq

Following the wedding of Husni and Saraya, and after Husni had reported to 
Salid on numerous occasions that he and Saraya were getting to know each 
other better every day, as Salid had instructed, Salid asked Husni to come to 
his office in the bank. The challenge that Salid had given Husni was obviously 
taking a toll on the young man, as he was increasingly doing strange things 
that were being noticed by patrons at the bank. They were obviously not 
aware of his personal situation and were becoming increasingly alarmed by 
his erratic behavior. Salid knew the source of the problem, and since the two 
young people had now been married for some months, he thought it time to 
move to the next stage of his plan, before Husni did something serious—like 
consummating his marriage without Salid’s permission.

After their formal greetings, Salid directed Husni to one of the chairs in 
front of his desk.

“How is married life with your beautiful new wife?” asked Salid as he 
moved around and took a seat in the chair behind his desk.

“It is, in many ways, wonderful beyond my wildest imagination. Every-
day seems like a dream, and Emran and Nadia, Saraya’s parents, are the best 
family anyone could ever wish for,” said Husni, with his eyes shifting rapidly 
around the room. “However, the agreement we made about getting to know 
my wife when the marriage was first proposed to me is a heavy burden. Heavi-
er than anything I have experienced in my entire life. I want her in the worst 
possible way, but know I can only do this with your approval.” Looking at 
Salid with pleading eyes, he continued, “How long do we need to continue 
this way before we can truly consummate our marriage?” 
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As Husni finished, Salid knew it was time to move to the next phase of his 
plan. Husni was starting to lose control, and this was not good for his plan 
and the young and beautiful Saraya.

“You have done well, my son and the time is very near. In fact, I need you 
to deliver some important papers for me to another bank in Baghdad, and 
then we can meet again, at which time I see us moving to the next level,” said 
Salid, smiling. 

After briefing Husni on the bank’s location and the route he would like 
him to follow, Salid handed him a large locked briefcase and sent him on his 
way in a vehicle Salid provided for him. Salid then got into his vehicle and 
began following, keeping back at what he thought was a safe distance and one 
that would not draw attention to him and his vehicle. As they drove toward 
Baghdad, evidence of the defensive positions and checkpoints that had been 
put up during the height of the ISIS drive from the west were still evident. The 
recent government offensives supported by American airpower and the Irani-
ans had now pushed the areas nominally under ISIS control to the west, and 
the road had been reopened for normal traffic. There was always the chance 
that Husni would be stopped and his vehicle searched, but traffic continued 
to move toward the nation’s capital. As Husni approached Baghdad, traffic 
picked up, and it was harder for Salid to follow his vehicle. And then the traffic 
began to back up, as all vehicles were searched before they proceeded further 
toward the city. As Husni approached the first of these security checkpoints, 
Salid pulled his vehicle to the side of the road next to a small vendor truck 
that was selling kebabs and quzi, one of Salid’s favorites that was made with 
lamb, rice, almonds, raisins, and spices. He was hungry after the long drive 
and purchased one of each as he watched Husni edge closer to the checkpoint. 
As Husni’s vehicle slowly neared and then stopped at the checkpoint, Salid got 
back into his vehicle and then remotely detonated the bomb he had placed in 
the briefcase. The car’s trunk had also been packed with explosives to ensure 
there was no evidence remaining of who was responsible for the attack and the 
resulting detonation was simply amazing, even for Salid, who had witnessed 
many similar explosions over the years. As the security guards and their vehi-
cles were pitched high into the air and pieces of the flaming wreckage landed 
on the other cars approaching the checkpoint, Salid turned his vehicle around 
and quickly drove from the scene. Just another day in wonderful Iraq.



45

The FirsT essenTial FuncTion

13
WAsHington, dC 

Over the next several weeks, Patricia had additional evening meetings with 
the Willards Barraby team, and in every case, she was instructed to pick up 
materials and return them to Nathan. Interestingly, all the materials given to 
her were in similar locked metal briefcases. Although somewhat challenging 
from a driving perspective, each of the meetings included a free meal, so nice. 
And after Patricia and her subcontractors left, two others who had convenient-
ly located near her table also paid their bills and departed, ensuring they were 
not overly conspicuous to any of those being observed. 

Patricia had occasionally been asked to visit HGC following her initial 
interview with Stu Owen. What Patricia was not aware of as she entered the 
office was that there was no official, legal, or other formal association between 
HGC and MSC, her current employer. Legally and functionally, they existed 
as completely separate businesses. Behind the scenes—well behind the scenes, 
in fact—Stu Owen controlled the operations of both and many other similar 
organizations, but legally and for purposes of contracting with the federal 
government, they were completely separate entities.

The other thing Patricia was not aware of as she entered HGC was that the 
decision had been made to move forward with her progression into the more 
delicate workings of the business. The cycle of hiring new secretaries, deputy 
secretaries, assistant deputy secretaries, and assistants to the assistant deputy 
secretaries, along with the filling of thousands of other positions as the new 
administration took office, was now in full swing, and it was prime time for 
HGC to move new players into the federal hierarchy. 
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Some of these would be political appointees. These were the easier ones to 
fill, as no particular competence in the area they would be in charge of was 
required. Since these individuals worked at the pleasure of the president and 
could be hired and fired at his or her sole discretion, loyalty to the admin-
istration was key to retaining these jobs. The result was that a lot of people 
were being put into positions with which they were completely unfamiliar 
and given tasks for which they were unprepared and technically incapable of 
properly supervising. For Stu, this incompetence was the elixir that allowed 
him to continue building his organization. 

However, because these political positions were transitory and dependent 
upon who was currently in political power in DC, they were not the ones 
Stu was most interested in. The real gems of the federal government were 
the full-time non-political senior executive service or SES positions, as these 
were where the real power resided, especially for access to the hundreds of 
billions of dollars in federal spending. Once he had his team in these positions, 
they were there permanently, unless they were caught doing something hugely 
immoral or illegal. And Stu and Jamie worked hard to ensure that would not 
happen. The reality was that what was immoral and illegal in DC was often 
determined by the doer and his or her political party. 

As the majority of elected officials in Washington are lawyers whose prima-
ry interest is in moving money to their respective campaign contributors and 
those who sent them there, what most other Americans viewed as immoral 
and illegal anywhere else was absolutely legal and conducted routinely in DC. 
However, to cover the actions of those pillaging the treasury, extensive laws 
had been written and passed that established the rules of the game. Failure to 
play by the rules led to severe penalties, and even time in one of the federal 
government’s premier correctional institutions. Stu and Jamie were masters 
of this game and had no interest in spending time in one of these fine insti-
tutions, but they were interested in expanding their work into the growing 
offices at Homeland Security, and were now ready to move Patricia’s pawn 
onto the table.

After the customary security and administrative checks and processing, 
Patricia was met by Jamie’s personal assistant and led to her office. As she was 
directed into the room, Jamie moved from behind her desk, offered her a brief 
handshake, and then directed her to one of the chairs. 
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“Patricia, it is so good to see you. I know Mr. Owen is looking forward to 
meeting with you again and hearing about your current work.” 

Since it had been a while since Jamie had the opportunity to see Patricia, 
she was particularly interested in observing her for any changes in appearance, 
personality, or other things that may indicate problems or potential red flags 
for progressing with her transition. Although Jamie and her HGC minders 
had kept close observation of Patricia since her first interview with Stu, and 
subsequent meetings between Patricia and Stu had led to the development of 
what Jamie knew was a growing attraction between them, it was important 
for Patricia to feel increasingly comfortable with Jamie. Ultimately, as with 
the many others who were working in key positions across Washington, Jamie 
would be responsible for managing Patricia.

Patricia was excited to see Mr. Owen—Stu. Their meetings, though infre-
quent, had led to what Patricia felt was not only a close mentor relationship, 
but one that she felt was increasingly intimate and personal. She really enjoyed 
meeting and talking with him. Quiet, articulate, knowledgeable, and very 
handsome, she had never met anyone like him. Although she felt he probably 
had other female interests, she was very drawn to him and would very much 
like to take their evolving friendship to the next level if given the opportunity.

Her experience with men had not been particularly positive, as her first 
supposed true love and subsequent marriage had ended in a messy divorce. 
Following her separation from the military, she had fallen in love—well, more 
in heat—and ended up marrying a guy who was even a bigger jerk than she 
was at the time. Looking back, she felt the only positive thing she had gotten 
from that unfortunate experience was a more distinguished name as she 
had morphed from being plain old Emily Weed to the more refined Patricia 
Bridgham by using her middle and married last name for her new identity.

After a brief but friendly discussion with Stu’s executive assistant, Patricia 
was directed to the changing and waiting rooms and told that Mr. Owen 
would meet with her shortly. He was on an important call, but would only be 
a few minutes. She was again directed to push the blue button when she had 
changed and was ready to meet with him.

Although she had now been through the process of preparing to see Mr. 
Owen several times, Patricia was still intrigued by how unusual this was from 
any of her other jobs here in Washington. It was not only different because 
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she had to change from her work clothes into the soft gowns provided for the 
meetings, but it was also strangely liberating, as no underwear was provided 
to wear under the beautiful gowns, which reached all the way to the floor. As 
she waited for Mr. Owen to meet with her, she again marveled at the quality 
of the furnishings in the waiting room and stroked the soft material of the 
gown she had just put on. She smiled. Yes, this is an interesting place.

As the door to Mr. Owen’s office hummed open, Stu was there to welcome 
her into the room.

“Patricia, it is so good to see you again. My apologies for the change, but 
you look very nice.”

Patricia thought she looked pretty nice too, but was even more intrigued by 
how nice Mr. Owen looked. Yes, she was interested in this man, but as nice 
as he always was, she was still unsure if he felt about her the same way she did 
about him.

“Thank you, Mr. Owen … Stu. Compliments are always appreciated,” she 
said with her most radiant smile. “It’s very nice to see you, too.”

“So tell me, Patricia, how are things going with your work with Mawes, 
Calkins?” Stu asked as he led her into his office.

“Excellent. I just had a meeting with my immediate supervisor, Mr. Jona-
than Krebs, and he is thrilled by how the work on our contracts is progressing. 
I am also happy with the quality of the staff I work with and support I receive 
from my supervisors.”

Patricia and Stu continued this discussion for a few minutes as he surveyed 
her to determine if she was ready for the next step in her progression in HGC. 
It was increasingly evident that Patricia was interested in and drawn to him. 
The signals that women give to men that they are interested are often subtle, 
but very clear to people like Stu, who had made his life and business on 
reading these signals. Yes, Patricia was now ready to move on to the next level. 

As their conversation paused, Stu leaned back in his chair, then stood and 
moved over to the window and looked down Pennsylvania Avenue toward the 
Capitol. For Stu, this was always the most exciting part of the job. It caused 
his breath to come a little quicker. If he was successful in the next few minutes, 
he would own this very attractive and intelligent woman, and she would want 
to be owned. But he was never sure she would accept, and that made it all 
so special. The hunt, the conquest. He had done this many times before over 
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the years and had never failed, but there was always the first time. And Stu 
didn’t ever want there to be a first time, so it was a chest-tightening, slow the 
breathing time, moment.

Stu turned to Patricia. “We are thinking about expanding our work into 
one of the newer offices in the Department of Homeland Security. After re-
viewing your previous and current work, we feel you are the right person for 
this position. Would you be interested in working there?”

“Depending on what the job is, I would be very interested in going back as 
a senior contract lead in DHS. Absolutely,” said Patricia as she smiled brightly 
back to him.

Stu smiled to himself as he thought, You gotta love this. Now was the most 
sensitive time, and like a constrictor tightening its grip, he knew from his 
many previous experiences that if things continued to progress as they were, 
he could do this. He could own this woman. How sweet it is! Yes, the game …

As Stu sat back down at his desk and maintained eye contact with Patricia, 
he said, “Well, we were thinking of something a little different for you. Do 
you remember the many after-hours meetings that you had with your sub-
contractors and the briefcases that were passed with information on those 
contracts?” Patricia said that she did. Stu went on to say, “Well, you have been 
in this business long enough to know that things are not always as they seem.”

Patricia was somewhat confused by this remark, but was anxious to see 
where this was going.

Stu reached under his desk and brought up one of the metal briefcases. 
“Do you remember this one?”

Actually Patricia did remember this particular one, as it was especially in-
tricate and had looked very expensive. “Actually, I do remember that one, as 
it was so different.” 

Stu knew she would remember it, as it was intentionally made to be an 
eye-catcher. 

“Tell me what you remember about that meeting.”
Patricia wasn’t sure where this was going, but could still remember the 

discussions. 
“I received this one after my first meeting with the Willards Barraby sub-

contractors. They are working with me on the joint strike fighter contract. 
Kevin Fitzpatrick, their chief financial officer, gave it to me.” 



Rex Wamsley  

50

Patricia was now getting a bit uncomfortable, as she felt that perhaps some-
thing had gone wrong with delivery of the materials in the briefcase. Although 
the briefcase had been locked and she had not seen what was in it, she knew 
this was a classified DoD program, and if important papers had turned up 
missing, she could be blamed.

“Tell me what you know about this particular subcontractor. Particularly, 
how much they were being paid to support your prime contract work.”

Patricia was very familiar with this, as she had helped prepare their con-
tract. At the time, it seemed like a lot of money for what they were doing, but 
guidance had been provided on what was wanted and the amount to be paid.

“Willards Barraby provides much of the administrative staff for our work 
on the contract. I believe their contract was for just over $17 million.” 

Stu then made firm eye contact with her, moved around to the front of his 
desk, sat down on it, and said, “How would you like to be a senior member of 
my team? My special team.”

Patricia was really confused about where this was going, but thought she 
would very much like to be on his special team. In every way on his team. But 
again, she was cautious in her reply.

“Yes, I would like that.”
The connection was there. They were syncing up now. Really syncing up. 
“Can I trust you, Patricia? I mean really trust you?” Stu asked as he main-

tained eye contact with her.
Patricia thought, Yes Stu, you can trust me. Whatever this team is, and as 

everything else around here is different, I’m in. Where ever this is going, I want to 
know what it is and be part of it.

“Yes, you can absolutely trust me.”
“I can trust that whatever we say here will never leave this room?”
“Yes, you can,” Patricia said, maintaining the same eye contact with Stu. 

“Whatever is said here stays here, as they say. Absolutely.”
Stu maintained eye contact and was now sure she was on board. She was 

ready. Standing up and turning around, he spun the briefcase, quickly put the 
combination into each of the latches, and opened the case. Stepping aside, he 
then turned it back to her.

“Then this is yours.”
Patricia couldn’t believe what she was seeing. It was bundles of money. Lots 
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of money! The denominations on top of each bundle read $100. It was more 
money than she had seen in one place in her entire life. She didn’t know what 
to say or how to respond other than, “Wow!”

“Our take on a contract is usually ten percent, but it can be more. They are 
happy to pay it. As they say, $1.7 million for a $17 million contract, we’ll do 
that all day. And since we control what is or isn’t delivered, it’s a sweet deal 
for everyone.”

Patricia leaned over the desk and touched the money. Unbelievable! Stu 
moved next to her, and as she turned to him, their eyes met. He kissed her. It 
was the most intense kiss she had ever had. She felt an attraction to this man 
like no other in her life. She was warm all over. Yes, she was on board.

Stu finished kissing her and then stood back, stroking her hair. He then 
turned her around, facing the desk and money, and lifted her gown. As she 
bent over his desk looking at the briefcase and Stu took her from behind, she 
knew her life had changed. Yes, this is a very interesting place to work!
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The challenge Stu and Jamie had with managing the many people in their 
organization was not letting any of them know there were others or what the 
others were doing. Each person had to think they were the only one doing 
what they were doing—that they were unique and special. Like the cells of an 
insurgent team, no one could know any more than was absolutely necessary 
for the overall security and success of the organization. For Stu and Jamie, 
that meant none of them needed to know or worry about anything other than 
making money in their particular office, and orchestrating all of this was a 
full-time job. Operational security was critical. Failure was not an option and 
could not happen. Even if one of their operatives somehow got a severe case of 
conscience and honesty, which was highly unlikely with their current system, 
no records of anything other than very general—and legal—contractor mate-
rials were ever kept in the offices of HGC. Nothing. 

Even though each person they recruited was felt to be loyal and trustworthy, 
the cost of even one bad choice was too great, so fail-safes had been put in 
place to help ensure no one had a change of heart once they were brought on 
board. From the first day they brought on their new employees, every money 
transaction between these employees and the contractors and subcontractors 
was filmed. What the new employee didn’t know was that those offering the 
money were really members of the HGC team. Stu and Jamie were just passing 
money from one of their offices and its employees to another. To keep it even 
more secure, even those doing the passing were unaware that they were part of 
the plan. Oh yes, this got complicated. Making sure none of this was traceable 
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back to Stu and Jamie or their organization required a very sophisticated infra-
structure that rivaled even the most complicated workings in the White House 
and Pentagon. But again, they controlled those activities too, so they were 
truly masters of the game. The singular most classified program in Washing-
ton was not a government operation, but had everything to do with its money. 

Videos of money being illegally passed were made and, at the right time, 
shared with their new employees. Since these people were now more than 
comfortable with the financial side of the business, a reminder of losing all of 
this and spending time in one of the government’s premier correctional in-
stitutions helped cement their loyalties. Later on, as their new team members 
worked their way up in the organization, with access to ever larger contracts 
and money, other, more sophisticated fail-safes were put in place to ensure 
their loyalty. This was especially important to satisfy the politicians who were 
passing the laws, the large government contractors who would receive the 
money once it was in the system, and, of course, his real bosses—the ones that 
really controlled the workings of the federal government. Stu knew that some 
had a vague, but unproven notion of these strange workings and referred to 
them as the deep state, but for him, it was all very real and those controlling it 
his bosses. And Stu knew only too well that they would be more than willing 
to introduce him to the fishees at the bottom of the Anacostia River if it didn’t 
work as they intended. 

As their empire across DC grew, Stu and Jamie adjusted appropriately. Like 
the premier pimp and madam that they were, they set up a system and net-
work that would ensure total loyalty to them and their business. And over the 
years, there was so much money flowing from the treasury that Stu and Jamie 
had been able to buy and then manage all of this through their own private 
bank on their own private island in sunny Indonesia.

To help prepare Patricia for her new job, she was scheduled for attendance 
at their special training facility on that private Indonesian island. For Stu and 
Jamie, it was important that her training be completed before she was hired as 
a new SES federal employee. Her attendance there, if anyone were to question 
it, was just another contractor training session focused on a growing interna-
tional clientele, but it was much more than that. What Stu and Jamie wanted 
Patricia to see was the wealth and power associated with her new employer. 
And the training site was like no other, anywhere.
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Oh yes, this was an intricate and rewarding business. Stu had long ago 
stopped keeping track of the money his operation brought in. With his access 
to the seemingly limitless federal treasury, he and his minders were some 
of the very richest men in the world, but no one could ever know that. Jeff 
Bezos, Bill Gates and Warren Buffett were paupers compared to the massive 
amounts of money he and his bosses had rat-holed away from his work with 
the government and its printing presses. And the perks were really sweet!
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Gene Holmes had gotten up early as usual and completed the first half of 
his morning run around the Washington Mall. From his small apartment in 
southwest DC, he had crossed under I-395 to 2nd Street SW, and then ran 
past the Botanical Gardens and Grant’s Statue next to the nation’s capitol. He 
then continued down Madison Drive NW, passing the Smithsonian Muse-
ums of Natural and American History, past the Washington Monument and 
World War II Memorial to the Lincoln Memorial. On a good day, if he did 
not stop to enjoy the morning, he could finish the complete circuit in just 
under 50 minutes, but he was finding, as he got older, that he took more time 
to just enjoy the quiet of early morning DC. His goal was to reach the Lin-
coln Memorial before first light, when the massive traffic into the city started 
to build. Here, as always, he jogged up the steps and spent a few moments 
looking up at Abe before he turned to look back at the reflecting pool and the 
Washington Monument. It was the very best time of the day here in DC, and 
his morning routine gave him time to organize his thoughts and reflect on 
what needed done in the office. 

On this day, his thoughts had wandered across the spectrum of threats 
to the nation originating from north and central Africa and Yemen, to ISIS 
in Syria and Iraq, and the nuclear ones in Iran and North Korea. Russia and 
China continued to make their problems. In his mind, the world was getting 
more dangerous every day, if that was possible, because of the failure of Amer-
ican leadership in each of these areas. But compounding this was an even 
bigger, more ominous problem that was now affecting the country’s ability to 
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deal with all of these. Quite simply, the United States was broke. Flat stinking 
broke. The exodus of good jobs and factories overseas, the continued trade 
deficits of hundreds of billions of dollars for over 40 years, and the printing 
of trillions of dollars in paper currency with nothing but the good faith of a 
bankrupt government and treasury had all taken their toll. The costs of the 
government’s cradle to grave welfare programs and of being the world’s police-
man had finally come home to roost, and it wasn’t pretty. And even beyond 
this, the federal government’s continued hemorrhaging of money that it didn’t 
have and had to borrow on the most trivial of programs, especially those not 
outlined as its responsibilities in the Constitution, continued to amaze him. 

Matt Cole, Snow Leopard’s CIA representative, was particularly critical 
of the government’s waste and had jokingly started sharing a daily blog 
on the latest and stupidest things the government was doing and funding. 
Gene always looked at these and shook his head, as they were so unbeliev-
able. Things like the President’s decision to spend 20 million a year helping 
students from Indonesia get master’s degrees. Americans were struggling to 
pay for a college education, and we were now funding master’s degrees for 
Indonesians. Or the tens of thousands spent on determining whether cocaine 
made Japanese quail engage in sexually risky behavior. He wasn’t sure how 
much cocaine Japanese quail had access to on a daily basis, but evidently the 
United States felt it had an obligation to take care of them if they got a hold 
of some. He shook his head. 

Matt had brought in two more items yesterday about the Golden State that 
truly amazed him. The government had spent $200,000 on a tattoo removal 
program in Mission Hills, California, and over $3 million to research video 
games such as World of Warcraft. As Matt said, wouldn’t we all love to have 
a research job like that? Or one like the Department of Agriculture’s program 
with the University of New Hampshire to study methane gas emissions from 
dairy cows. Well, maybe not. And the leadership here in DC had decided to 
give $615,000 to the University of California to digitalize photos, T-shirts and 
concert tickets belonging to the Grateful Dead. Yes, a real federal government 
responsibility. We wouldn’t want them to be forgotten when they were dead. 
The list Matt shared just went on and on. Every day, there was some new and 
bizarre thing the federal government just couldn’t keep it hands off of. Nearly 
$3 million went to train Chinese prostitutes to drink responsibly, and another 
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couple hundred thousand to Stanford University to study how Americans use 
the internet to find love. There were lots of love concerns here in DC. 

Gene had just read in his small local newspaper that the federal govern-
ment was providing $750,000 or over three quarters of the funds to pay for 
a running and bicycle path in the town to connect two other running and 
bicycle paths. Never mind that the town had no sidewalks or streetlights and 
that there were existing asphalt roads connecting the paths now. Yes, it was a 
big deal, according to the city manager, and the best thing that had ever hap-
pened to their small, 1,300-person town. Other than the three-million-dol-
lar community center that they were planning to build in the flood plain if 
they could just get enough money to move their offices out of their current 
building. Yes, the one that was more than perfectly acceptable for this small 
community’s business. The reach of the federal government even went down 
to jogging trails. Gene hadn’t ever seen anyone using the existing ones, but 
just in case someone had a desire to stretch their legs, they would be ready.

Enough of this silliness, he thought. He was not going to be able to change 
any of this, and he had more pressing things to worry about, like getting back 
to his apartment and ready for work before the streets became jammed with 
all the people necessary to keep the work of the people moving forward.
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Patricia had been dazzled by the facilities and her treatment at HGC’s tropical 
island paradise. She still wasn’t sure where it was located, as it had taken her 
nearly two days of flying and changing planes to get there, but the trip had 
been worth the effort. She knew it was somewhere in the Pacific, as she had 
initially been flown by Stu’s private jet to Hawaii, where she had then been 
taken by another private aircraft to the island. She also knew the accommoda-
tions and training facilities were like nothing she had ever seen before. During 
an earlier vacation on a cruise ship, she had seen and then wondered who 
could own the huge personal yachts that were so big they held smaller, but 
still huge, yachts in their holds. Well, she now knew who did, and had been 
afforded special accommodation on the largest one she had ever seen or could 
imagine. After this special treatment and training, she was now back in DC 
and prepared to see Mr. Owen—Stu. She was really looking forward to this.

Each time she met Stu, her world seemed to pause. He was the most in-
teresting and exciting man she had ever known. As he opened his door and 
welcomed her into his office, she was not disappointed.

“How was your trip?”
“Special could not even begin to describe it. It was amazing!”
“I’m glad you enjoyed it. Do you have any questions for me that were not 

covered in your classes?”
“No. I’m a bit apprehensive that I can measure up to what’s expected, but 

more than willing to try.”
Stu and Patricia then took a seat on one of the several couches in his office 

and spent several minutes discussing her trip and the facility. It was obvious 
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to Stu that Patricia had fully bought in to their program.
“So you think our training prepared you for your new duties and responsi-

bilities here in HGC?”
“I do,” said Patricia. “And as I said earlier, I am certainly apprehensive, but 

anxious to begin.”
“Great! Well, let’s get to it,” said Stu as he reached over, touched her hand, 

and held it briefly. 
“Do you know a man by the name of Daniel Cooper?” 
“Yes. As a young lieutenant I served with him in a transportation unit 

during the first Gulf War.” 
Stu already knew about their relationship, but wanted her to explain it to 

him.
“How well did or do you know him?”
Patricia was somewhat embarrassed to explain what had been a very inti-

mate and, at the time, illegal personal one, as Daniel had been her immediate 
supervisor in that unit. But one had to do what was necessary to advance and 
he had been a nice one to play the game with.

“I guess you could say we knew each other very well. He was and is still 
married, so we were limited in where it could go.” 

Stu knew she was reluctant to explain the specifics, but it was important 
that it all be put on the table. “But you knew him well? Did you have sex with 
him?”

Patricia turned a little red, but acknowledged that she had, on numerous 
occasions. 

“Have you been in contact with him since that time?”
“Briefly, over the years. We enjoyed each other, and if he weren’t married, I 

feel something real could have come of it.”
“He has been selected to be the new assistant secretary of the Department 

of Homeland Security’s Intercontinental Transportation Security Office, or 
ITSO. It’s a presidential political appointment. Since his wife has indicated 
she will not be able to join him for some time, we would like you to renew 
your association.” With that, Stu explained the process of her becoming a 
permanent federal SES employee.
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Patricia had manipulated Daniel Cooper like a world-class maestro. She had 
renewed their association and, at the right time, threatened him with expos-
ing their relationship to his wife and others in the new administration if he 
did not help her get what she wanted. And what she wanted was a good 
government position in the new administration—meaning a permanent SES 
position in the new administration. She then explained how this was to be 
done and assisted him in putting the plan into action.

The easiest way Stu and Jamie had found to move people into senior positions 
in the federal government was to take existing GS-15 senior positions and then 
have their operatives, whether their own agents or those being blackmailed, re-
classify them as higher grade SES positions due to their importance. What that 
meant was that the government employee holding the GS-15 position would 
then have to apply for his or her own job or position that was being upgraded. 
Conveniently, before this happened, another new GS-15 position would be 
placed in the organization as an executive officer or operations officer. Perhaps 
not so surprisingly, at least for HGC anyway, was that when the interviews were 
done, the GS-15 that had held the position before it was upgraded would find 
he/she had not received the promotion. They were then conveniently moved to 
the now existing vacant GS-15 position and Stu’s team had another senior SES 
person onboard. With the burgeoning numbers of new federal employees in 
the current and previous administrations, this had allowed them to grow their 
organization literally exponentially. It was a great scheme and worked perfectly 
for Patricia, like the many others Stu had placed in positions across DC. It was 
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simple, and sweet, unless you were one of the GS-15s or the taxpayers who were 
paying for all of this. But who cared about them? 

The next challenge was an easy one for Patricia. She had to assume the 
alpha dog role in her new organization. People had to fear and try to please 
her from a distance. What this meant was that she could not be too close to the 
contracting process to be seen as improperly influencing it, but those working 
for her had to write and implement contracts according to her guidance - with 
the end result being the hiring of the HGC approved contractors for the jobs. 
And she knew that the first day in the office was very important in establish-
ing the proper tone and climate for her new staff.

As Patricia opened the door and walked into her new office’s reception area, 
she stood there slowly looking around, apparently upset, and then at the older 
lady behind the receptionist desk.

“May I help you?” said the nice, elderly federal employee.
“I hope so,” said Patricia. “You know who I am, don’t you?” 
Looking somewhat confused, the lady said no, she did not.

“I am Ms. Patricia Bridgham, the new SES Deputy Assistant Secretary for 
ITSO. I was told you were aware I was coming in today and would have 
my office ready for my arrival. Some kind of welcome would have been 
appropriate?”

The elderly lady behind the receptionist desk stood up and offered her 
apologies.

“No one told us you were coming in today. I am so sorry.”
Patricia knew no one had told the woman or anyone else she was coming, 

as she and Daniel Cooper, her paramour, had intentionally not done this.
“Can I see my office?”
“Please come with me. It’s a nice corner office in this the assistant secretary’s 

office complex.”
The lady then introduced herself as Betty Campbell and mentioned that 

she had been working for the federal government in various positions for over 
40 years.

As Patricia looked into her new office, it was evidently still occupied by 
the GS-15 who had previously held the position before it had been upgraded.

“This can’t be my office, as someone is obviously in it. If this is my office, 
when I come back in the morning, I think it’s reasonable to assume it will be 
empty and ready for me to move in?”
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“Yes ma’am. You can count on that.”
As Patricia walked to the door, she turned to Betty and said, “Just remem-

ber; long after the political assistant secretary is gone, I will be here. I’m not 
going anywhere. I hope you and the others in the office understand this.”

With that, Patricia left the office.
Betty looked at the door after it closed. She thought, “Ms. Bridgham, I 

have been in the federal government for over 40 years and have worked for 
some of the highest-ranking people in our organization. Who you are and 
what you do will be no surprise to me.”

She could not have been more wrong.



ParT Two
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KubAysAH, irAq

Dr. Siddiqah Niazi knew that this was something she had not treated before. 
The patient, Aaban Vaziri, had been brought into her small hospital’s emer-
gency room in serious condition, with bleeding from the eyes, ears, nose, and 
rectal cavity. He also had bloody lesions on his hands, face, and feet. Accord-
ing to those who brought him in, the only symptoms he had shown earlier 
were that he had complained of a fever, a dry hacking cough, and weakness. 
When he had not shown up for work this morning, they had gone to his 
sister’s home, where he was living, and found him in this condition.

Because of his condition, Dr. Niazi had Aaban moved into one of the 
more isolated rooms in the back of her small hospital. At one time, when 
the Americans were here, they had helped her upgrade her facilities, and as 
part of this, and due to the many severely injured and disabled patients seen 
at the hospital, this addition had been dedicated to the most severely injured 
and sick - her trauma center. But with the Americans now long gone and the 
sectarian wars raging all around her small facility, all of the hospital was now 
a trauma center, and the hospital itself had become one of the war’s biggest 
victims. Its once white walls were now burned and scarred with bullet holes. 
Blood spatters lined the walls inside and out. The medicine cabinets were 
empty, but the lines of people seeking care seemed to never end: women with 
their babies, men, women, and children missing arms and legs, old people 
with hollow eyes after so many years of war and loss, and soldiers from every 
side screaming at and threatening her if their comrades died. 
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As hopeless as the situation could have seemed, it was not, because of Dr. 
Niazi. She may not have had drugs or the latest medical supplies—or any 
medical supplies—but she had skills and a passion for helping and healing 
that could only be found in those who were not only truly gifted, but faced 
the worst kind of humanity every day.

After viewing Aaban, Dr. Niazi consulted several of her well-worn medical 
references and now had a good idea of what was likely infecting him. What 
she found, even with her normal attitude that no one cannot be saved and 
cured, gave her pause. To be sure of her diagnosis, she contacted her good 
friend and confidant Dr. Ahlem Rohmani. Dr. Rohmani had been one of 
Siddiqah’s instructors in the Al-Nahrain University School of Medicine in 
Baghdad. As she waited for Dr. Rohmani to arrive, she further isolated the 
room, establishing a small quarantined area. 

Siddiqah knew Dr. Rohmani had led a very difficult life prior to their first 
contact in the classroom in 2008. During one of their conversations after a 
long day of study, Ahlem had told Siddiqah that many years before, because 
of her background and work in bimolecular research at Al-Nahrain, she had 
been directed by Saddam Hussein to help lead work on his bioweapons pro-
gram. She had initially refused to do this, but after Saddam threatened her 
children, Assia and Aadil, she had reluctantly agreed. It was the beginning of 
a long, terrible nightmare for Rohmani, finally leading to her incarceration 
by the US military following their invasion in 2003. When Siddiquah met 
Ahlem, she had just been released from the Khadimiya women’s prison. Yes, it 
had been a very difficult time for her.

“Assalamu alaykum,” said Dr. Niazi upon seeing Dr. Rohmani enter her 
office. “It is so good to see you again. Thank you for coming over to help me 
with my patient.”

“Wa alaykum assalam, Dr. Niazi. I am so glad you asked. Where is he?” 
The greeting between Siddiqah and Ahlem, meaning “Peace be upon you” 

and “Upon you be peace” was traditional and reflected the close feelings be-
tween these two doctors.

“Please follow me. I fear there is little we can do for him now, but I wanted 
you to see him to confirm my diagnosis. If this is what I think it is, we must 
take appropriate precautions to ensure this does not spread to others.” Before 
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they entered Aaben’s room, they put on precautionary masks, gloves, and 
other protective clothing.

Both Dr. Niazi and Dr. Rohmani could see that Aaben was very sick 
indeed—so sick that he probably would not be alive in the next few hours. As 
Dr. Rohmani looked at Aaben, a sad feeling came over her. She had seen this 
type of thing many times before in the awful human tests that Saddam had 
insisted they conduct to ensure his weapons were being properly developed 
and refined. As she placed her hand on the sick patient’s forehead, she thought, 

“Dearest Aaben, so you have found it. Nowthdhubillah. Allah protect us.”
Saddam Hussein had put great emphasis on development of his chemical 

and biological weapons programs during his war with Iran that lasted from 
1980 until 1988. Known as the First Persian Gulf War, it had, at the time, been 
the twentieth century’s longest conventional war after the second Sino-Japa-
nese War. It had been a bloodbath. Motivated by fears that the 1979 Iranian 
Revolution would inspire insurgency among Iraq’s long-suppressed Shiite ma-
jority, Saddam had initiated the war. After limited successes, his forces had 
been on the defensive for the final six years of the war, and he had looked at 
and developed every capability he could think of to stem the Iranian successes. 

After the Second Persian Gulf War with the Americans and their Allies 
following his invasion of Kuwait in 1990, Saddam had continued to develop 
these capabilities, although the United Nations inspections made this increas-
ingly difficult. Development of these weapons had been one of the primary 
reasons leading up to the third gulf war in 2003. And one of the most dan-
gerous weapons he had developed during this period was weaponized anthrax. 
This was the program in which Dr. Rohmani had been involved.

Anthrax was, in many ways, an ideal weapon for Saddam Hussein, as it 
is extremely lethal. It is said by some to be 100,000 times more deadly than 
most of the deadliest chemical warfare agents. It was also relatively easy to 
make and able to survive under the harshest conditions for decades, even cen-
turies. Its primary drawback was that the disease had to be spread by spores 
or direct contact with blood from its human and animal victims. Unlike viral 
biological agents, anthrax is not easily spread from its human hosts and had to 
be delivered primarily via either inhalation or bodily contact with the agent’s 
spores. However, it is easily aerosoled, which made it a very serious weapon 
and threat. 
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Saddam had once bragged that he possessed enough biological agents to 
eliminate all humanity on the North American continent. However, the ex-
tensive United Nations inspections and searches before the Gulf War of 2003 
and those during the US occupation of Iraq up until 2011 had never found 
these weapons. As Dr. Rohmani looked at Aaban she knew it was now very 
likely that Saddam’s secret had finally been uncovered.

After Dr. Rohmani left Siddiqah and the doomed Aaban Vaziri, she moved 
quickly to contact her friend Dr. Abdul Hafeez Chamine. She knew that 
Dr. Chamine was not only aware of the specifics of anthrax and its serious 
implications, but was also connected to fellow Sunnis who had capabilities 
to take control of this material, if it was in fact the weapon developed by 
Saddam Hussein. What she feared most was that if the materials were found 
and handed over to the current Shi’a controlled government in Baghdad, they 
could then be used against her people and, even more likely, provided to the 
hated Iranians. 

Once he was notified, Dr. Chamine quickly dispatched some of his trained 
and trusted fellow Sunnis to interview those who had been in contact with 
Aaban. They then went to his sister’s home, where he had been staying, to see 
if they could find anything that would help lead them to the anthrax. At his 
sister Faiza’s home, they found what they were looking for. 

Faiza had been the wife of a Republican Guard army major. Unfortunately, 
Uday Hussein had seen her at one of their formal parties and decided he 
wanted her for his own purposes. Uday was the eldest son of Saddam Hus-
sein and, for several years, thought to be his apparent heir. However, after a 
failed assassination attempt that severely injured him, his increasingly erratic 
behavior alienated him from his father and younger brother Kusay, who was 
then deemed Saddam’s heir. And it was this crazy and erratic behavior that 
let Uday feel that he could do anything he wanted to get anything he wanted. 
So, after killing her husband, he set Faiza up in one of his regional estates as 
another of his many personal mistresses. 

After Uday’s death in 2003, Faiza took control of the house and continued 
to live there through the US occupation. It was here, in the underground 
room that Uday had used as his private playground, that Aaban had found the 
instrument of his impending death in a safe hidden under a tile in the floor. 

When he found the safe and finally got it open, he was disappointed that it 
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was essentially empty except for a few thousand old Iraqi Dinars and a strange 
electronic device. However, after researching the instrument, he became ex-
cited, thinking that perhaps this strange Global Positioning System or GPS 
device held the secret to some of the vast and missing Hussein wealth. It was 
his search for these missing riches that led him to the desolate western Iraqi 
Syrian Desert region 85 kilometers southwest of the Euphrates River’s Lake 
Al-Qadisiyah. 

Western and southern Iraq is a vast desert region covering over 64,900 
square miles: almost two-fifths of the country. This desert and the equally 
desolate areas immediately surrounding it, are large, nearly the same size as 
the individual states of North Dakota, Missouri, and Oklahoma, and larger 
than Georgia and Michigan. It was the vast size of Iraq that made the search 
for Saddam Hussein’s weapons of mass destruction so challenging and control 
of this area so difficult following the third gulf war. The GPS took Aaban to 
what appeared to be an unremarkable portion of the desert, where he began 
digging for his new wealth. What his work turned up was only some plas-
tic-like drums with what appeared to be dust in them. After finding them 
and splitting several open, he had deemed his search a failure and returned to 
his room in Faiza’s home. It was here that he was found by his colleagues and 
brought to Dr. Niaze’s hospital.
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19
WAsHington, dC

It had been her biggest score to date, and Patricia was now confident that she 
had convinced her new political boss that development of the new commu-
nication system that would assist DHS in tracking and surveillance of the 
nation’s intermodal transportation was back on track. Daniel Cooper, the 
presidential appointee that Patricia had successfully used and blackmailed 
into getting her current SES position, had been promoted and moved over 
to the White House staff to coordinate the ITSO programs from there. Even 
though he was no longer her immediate supervisor, it was a sweet deal, as 
he was quick to agree with whatever Patricia wanted. It was a second level 
of cover for her work on milking her government program, and Patricia had 
found her new political appointee boss even more naïve and manipulable than 
she ever thought possible. 

The take was impressive. Perhaps not as sweet as some of the big defense 
contracts, but still, $169 million dollars for a set of PowerPoint slides wasn’t bad. 
She was proud of how she had finessed moving the work from one contractor 
to another. When one couldn’t produce the product, she would have her team 
terminate their contract and move it to another one - from behind the scenes of 
course. No harm, no foul … well, unless you were the citizens paying for this, 
but in Washington, no one was ever really concerned about them. 

It was all about the money, and Stu and Jamie had been right that Patricia 
knew how to play the game. Over the years, Patricia had worked with all of 
the contractors, subcontractors, and other players, and these were experts at 
producing the briefings and slides that impressed their political bosses, yet the 
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work never seemed to be completed or produce the promised result—and that 
was the goal. If finished, no more money. Well, that wasn’t completely true as 
a lot of money could still be made managing the programs for the government, 
but some of the biggest profits were in the research and development of these 
new programs and products. The classified or “black” programs were some of 
the very best as they operated in many cases with no-year money and were less 
visible to political oversight. 

As she had met HGC’s goal for what Jamie called Phase 1 of this partic-
ular project, she had been directed to bring on the team that would actually 
complete development and fielding of the new system. As Jamie had said, the 
organization had been appropriately milked—Patricia liked that term and had 
picked up on it—and it was time to show results. That was the plan, and for 
Patricia and HGC, this program was fully “on-time, on-plan,” as they say. The 
new administration’s campaign contributors would now see their businesses 
receiving the contract work and appropriate cut of the profits as the program 
moved forward. Yes, it was all about the money, and Patricia was turning out 
to be one of the very best at getting it. 

Stu and Jamie had learned early on that their organization’s success was 
driven by the political timeline that controlled Washington. It was the contin-
uous movement of appointees and politicians in and out of the higher levels of 
the government that allowed them to not only move their team into position, 
but also to maximize earnings, as program delays and failures could always 
be blamed on past appointees, administrations, and elected officials. Timing 
was everything. With the successful completion of Phase 1, Stu and Jamie 
felt it important to bring in Patricia and provide her with some additional 
training and other tools that would be critical for her future success in the 
organization. 

At one time, not so long ago, people like Patricia were trained in the low-
er-paying federal offices and then moved to the high-dollar programs at the 
Pentagon. However, with the current administration’s cuts focused on the 
military and its increasing emphasis on the growing Russian and Chinese 
cyber-threats, including those to the nation’s transportation infrastructure, 
Patricia was right where they needed her to be. However, when working these 
top-level programs, they and their bosses needed further assurances of Patri-
cia’s total and complete loyalty, so some additional safeguards had to be put 
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into place, and then she would be moved under a personal mentor. Due to 
the importance of this particular program, and because Jamie had now taken 
a personal interest in Patricia, Stu and Jamie had decided to move her under 
Jamie’s personal tutelage. 

Patricia was anxiously looking forward to her evening meeting with Stu. 
Since her days were now completely filled with her office’s program briefings 
and oversight, and it was increasingly difficult to secretly take business time 
away from the office to visit HGC, everyone felt it wise to meet after busi-
ness hours. And Patricia’s movement to Stu’s office had become an exercise 
in security. Her new apartment was located close to HGC, and special secu-
rity members watched her movements to ensure she was not followed. It got 
very complicated, but everyone knew this was a necessary precaution due to 
the sensitivity of her work. Patricia was particularly looking forward to this 
meeting, as she had been told it would include a private meal with Stu, and 
hopefully other relaxation with him.

Her movement into the HGC office complex was now through a secret en-
trance accessible only through the lower, secured garage level of the building. 
She still had to go through the clothes-changing routine, but she had now 
done this so often that it was just business as usual. For Stu and Jamie, this 
security was taking on increased importance, as they wanted to be absolutely 
sure that what was said and done inside the offices of HGC stayed inside the 
offices of HGC.

As the door to Stu’s office opened, he met her and then gave her a nice hug 
and welcome kiss. 

“Patricia, you look absolutely marvelous this evening. It’s so good to see 
you.”

Patricia glowed as she accepted his compliment. “You look really nice, too, 
Stu. It’s been another long day, and I know it’s been an even longer one for 
you.” 

“Please come in and tell me about your work. However, let’s make that brief, 
as I prefer not to talk business over dinner,” he said smiling.

Patricia quickly updated Stu on the status of her program, emphasizing 
that their contractors and subs had cleared nearly $169 million while provid-
ing essentially only PowerPoint slides. Stu already knew this, but he wanted 
her to have the opportunity to tell him. Yes, it was a nice take, and after 
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paying their respective staff and subcontractors essentially for nothing, their 
profit would be over $140 million. Yes, no matter how you looked at it, it was 
a nice profit, even for HGC. As Patricia emphasized, there was even more 
money in the queue, and the politicians would be very happy with the profits 
their campaign contributors were about to make on this.

“Patricia, I can’t tell you how very impressed I am with your work,” said Stu 
as he walked around his desk and offered his hand to her. “Thanks again for 
the update. Now, let’s enjoy your success with a nice, quiet meal.”

With those words, Stu pressed a button on the side of his desk, and the rear 
wall of his office opened, revealing a private dining room and meal that had 
already been placed on the table. Special staff were standing by to serve wine 
and provide other assistance for their private celebration. 

After they finished eating and the staff was dismissed, Stu asked Patricia if 
she would like to join him in his special sitting room. 

“I was not aware that you had a special sitting room in your office,” said 
Patricia.

“Very few people are, and even fewer get to see it. It is reserved for only 
those with whom I have a very special relationship, and you certainly are 
special to me. However, before you chose to go into the room, I need to warn 
you that entering it will permanently change our relationship. In the room is 
a tiger, and only special people get to see it. However, the price for seeing it 
and entering into our new relationship is that you must ride the tiger. Are you 
ready for that?” 

Patricia was surprised and didn’t know what to say. Was there truly a tiger 
in the next room? Could anyone ride a wild tiger? Would Stu allow her to be 
eaten by a tiger? Was this a test of her loyalty to him, after all they had done 
together? A tiger?

“He is, without question, the most beautiful tiger and, in my opinion, the 
most beautiful thing you will ever see. He is truly priceless, but again, you 
must decide now whether you are willing to not only see him, but also ride 
him for me. If not, I understand, and we will end our wonderful evening 
together.”

Patricia was unquestionably crazy about this man and knew that if he was 
going to introduce her to and even feed her to a tiger, it was worth the risk. 
Yes, she would see and ride the tiger.
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“Yes, Stu, I would like to ride your tiger and forever change our relationship. 
If you feel this is the most beautiful thing in the world, then I will regret not 
seeing it all of my life, even if it devours me.” 

“Then see it you shall, my fair lady.” 
As Stu opened the door, he smiled, thinking how true Patricia’s words 

would be. 
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As Patricia entered Stu’s sitting room, she was dazzled by the beauty of the 
furnishings. She had never seen anything like this, even at the tropical train-
ing site she had been sent to by Stu and Jamie. It was marvelous—beyond 
words marvelous. At that moment, she knew Stu had to be one of the richest 
men in the world, if not the richest. Ordinary really rich people didn’t have 
furnishings like this, especially in their offices. As she gazed across the room, 
her eyes settled on a magnificent wild tiger. Magnificent could not even begin 
to describe it. It seemed to hover and glitter in the room. It appeared to be 
leaping into the air, yet it didn’t seem to move. The glittering gave the tiger 
the appearance of life. As Patricia approached the tiger, its beauty truly mes-
merized her. As wonderful as all the other furnishings in the room were, she 
could not take her eyes off the tiger. 

“It does this to you, doesn’t it?” asked Stu. 
“It’s truly marvelous. Marvelous doesn’t do it justice. It’s beyond amazing.”
“It was made by the order of Prithvia Chauhan, the King of India in the 

twelfth century. The price to acquire it was beyond what many countries have 
for their nation’s total income. I then had it specially modified to give it an 
improved appearance of life.”

Patricia and Stu walked up to the animal and both stood admiring its 
beauty. Gold, diamonds, rubies, emeralds, and every other precious stone and 
metal were woven into its being. Its teeth glittered with gold and diamonds. 
As they walked around the statue, Patricia asked, “What could you do—did 
you do, to give this fabulous animal more life? For a statue, it looks so … real.”
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“I don’t want to give up all of our wonderful tiger’s secrets just yet, but come 
with me to the front of the tiger.” 

As they walked closer to the tiger, Stu stooped down and took a small mask 
out from in front of the tiger’s paws.

“Here, put his on, and then breathe normally.”
Patricia was intrigued and did what he said. When she slipped the mask 

over her face and began breathing into it, the tiger began to purr.
“Now yell into the mask. Anything. Just make a loud noise.”
Patricia did this, and the tiger began to roar. The louder she yelled, the 

louder the tiger roared. It was so real—eerily real. It did give the tiger the 
appearance of life.

As Patricia removed the mask, Stu had her place it by the tiger’s paws, and 
then led her around to the side of the tiger. He then asked her to sit down, and 
joined her as a bar appeared in front of them at the feet of the tiger, seemingly 
by magic. 

“Would you care for wine, or something stronger?”
“Wine would be fine,” said Patricia.
“I enjoy coming here and just sitting and admiring this magnificent work 

of art. To me, it not only captures the spirit of this wonderful animal, but it 
shows what skilled craftsmen—mankind—can do.” 

Both sat in silence, enjoying the statue. There was so much to see. So much 
detail. Could a real tiger ever be this magnificent? 

As Patricia continued to admire the animal, Stu knew it was time to move 
her to the next level in their evolving relationship. The challenge he and Jamie 
faced with the ever-increasing growth and reach of their programs was that 
those doing the work also began to feel more powerful. By design, the people 
they placed into the highest levels of the government were very powerful 
people. Most were essentially accountable to no one. Once they realized this 
power, they became increasingly independent and hard to manage. They had 
absolute power, and now wealth. Their word and influence could mean the 
success or failure of a contractor or politician’s multi-billion-dollar program. 

Also, there was always the concern that they might grow a conscience and 
newfound honesty. That could not be allowed to happen. Everyone, even the 
president, was accountable to someone, and Stu knew that no matter how suc-
cessful those he placed into these positions became, they must recognize that 
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he was the supreme master. He was their pimp. He owned them. As much as 
he had begun to admire Patricia, it was time for her to be informed of this.

 “I think it is now time for you to ride the tiger,” said Stu.
Patricia was still unsure of what this meant, but Stu stood up and then 

helped her to her feet. He then led her to the rear of the tiger. 
After placing a beautiful tiger’s fur over it, he directed her to lie facedown 

on the back of the tiger. He then walked around to the front of the tiger and 
fastened her arms to the tiger’s front paws with soft but strong restraints that 
had been hidden behind the paws. He then placed the mask over Patricia’s 
mouth. With that, the tiger seemed to gain life. As Patricia breathed in and 
out, the tiger purred. He then walked behind the tiger and fastened her legs 
to the rear paws of the tiger. Picking up a small remote, he pushed a button, 
tightening the restraints so that Patricia was now firmly fixed to the back of 
the tiger. Her head was still free, and he could see her looking back at him 
as he put down the remote. He then walked up beside her and unzipped the 
small, nearly hidden zippers on either side of her neck, releasing her arms from 
the gown. He then unzipped the long zipper down the back of the gown and 
let it fall over the sides of the tiger. The inside of the gown was the same color 
as the tiger’s fur that Patricia was lying on. She was now totally naked lying on 
the back of the tiger, and she continued to look back at him as the tiger purred. 

Stu then removed his clothes and adjusted the tiger’s legs so that Patricia 
was fully exposed to him. She was a beautiful specimen. She was now the 
tiger—his she tiger. As she looked at him he took a minute to fully admire 
her. His gaze then moved to his she-tiger’s private area and then to the small 
eye that seemed to wink at him above it. It was time. He took her, and as she 
groaned with delight, he then moved his attention to the small and inviting 
eye. As the tiger began to roar, Stu loosened the restraints and, for the first 
time, Patricia rode the tiger, and Stu rode the eye of the tiger. 
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21
neAr Ar rAmAdi, irAq

Salid had just finished leading prayers at his mosque in celebration of the 
beginning of Id al-Fitr, the Islamic festival that at the end of Ramadan, the 
holy month of fasting, when he was approached by Dr. Chamine. 

“As-salamu alaykum.”
“Wa ‘alaykumu s-salamu wa rahmatu l-lahi wa barakatuh,” (“May peace, 

mercy and blessings of God be upon you,”) replied Salid. He always followed 
the Islamic rule that, when offered a greeting, it should be returned with a 
better one, or with at least its equal. God had ordered this in the Qur’an.

“May I have a word with you?” asked Dr. Chamine, looking around to see 
if there was somewhere they could talk privately. “What I have to tell you is 
urgent and sensitive, and we must discuss it privately.”

Salid led Dr. Chamine to a small room in a building just outside the 
mosque. 

The years following the American departure from Iraq had been unpleas-
ant ones for the Sunnis there. With the Shi’a now in power in Baghdad and in 
firm control of the military and police, life had become increasingly difficult. 
The resentment against the government and the Americans that had put them 
in power had grown significantly since their departure. As much as Salid had 
hated the infidel Americans when they were here, they had provided a degree 
of security and insulation from their new Shiite masters. With them gone, the 
full impact of their intrusion was being felt, and the cleric’s hatred of them 
had never been greater. Salid had addressed this during his recent prayers.
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When Dr. Chamine had closed the door to the small room, he turned to 
Salid and said, “I believe we have found Saddam’s death weapons.”

Confused, Salid looked at Dr. Chamine and said, “Saddam had many 
death weapons. Which of them do you mean?”

“The ones that the Americans spent so much time looking for. What they 
called the weapons of mass destruction.” With this, Dr. Chamine proceeded 
to tell Salid all that had happened with Aaban, Dr. Niazi, and the finding of 
the GPS.

“I am coming to you because I feel we need to take control of this before 
the government in Baghdad can get it, and because once we have it, it offers 
us new and exciting opportunities. You have the equipment that was provided 
to you by the Americans that will help us secure it. Without this clothing and 
equipment, anyone who comes in contact with the anthrax spores will die.”

“So what will we do with this once we get it? I have no place to store anthrax 
and have no desire to become a target of the government and Americans, as 
they will surely come to get it. With the young Mr. Vaziri’s death, Dr. Niazi 
and others must surely report this. You can be sure that many people will soon 
have great interest in your Aaban Vaziri and what he found.”

Dr. Chamine looked directly into Salid’s eyes. His wife and four children 
had been killed by a 2,000-pound bomb early in the 2003 war, in what the 
Americans called their Shock-and-Awe air campaign. For them, these deaths 
were just collateral damage. For Dr. Chamine, they were his whole life. 

“Salid al-Sumaidi, we have spent most of our lives saving people. Each in 
our own way. What I am about to offer is counter to everything we stand for, 
yet it more strongly supports everything we stand for and have been through.”

Dr. Chamine removed his glasses and again looked at Salid. “How about 
providing this blessing to the Americans as a gift? A special gift to show them 
how much we appreciate all they have done for us?”

Salid listened to Dr. Chamine’s proposal. Yes, a nice present for the Amer-
icans would be, well, appropriate, but he wanted his involvement in this to be 
brief and to get the materials out of his possession and Iraq quickly. 

“Dr. Chamine, I agree that this can be a special blessing to us and them. As 
you know, they live in a most evil world. Perhaps something like this will help 
them face this evil and begin to see truth and righteousness. They have caused 
much unhappiness for many people, and it is only right that they should share 
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in it. I can have my men secure the gift and transport it to a safe location 
near the border. After that, I must rely on my other contacts to move it from 
there. But we must act quickly, as the Americans and others in our new Iraqi 
government are soon to take great interest in our gift and move to secure it.”

Dr. Chamine had thought about the challenges of moving the material on 
his way to their meeting and quickly agreed to Salid’s proposal. Yes, this was 
a special gift, and it was time to repay the favor for all the suffering he and so 
many others like him had been through. 

Chamine felt he should feel at least some remorse for what he was planning. 
Without question, he understood the implications. Weaponized anthrax was 
very serious business, and he clearly understood how serious. As a medical 
doctor, he had trained to save people and then worked his entire adult life 
doing this. Now he was planning to be the instrument that would kill thou-
sands of people—no, if this came off as he envisioned, it could kill hundreds 
of thousands, but for him, it was the only way to save even more. America was 
the problem, and unless someone or something changed, they would contin-
ue to do their evil and then blissfully go about their business after blaming 
others for the wreckage that ensued. For Chamine, nearly every evil now 
destroying mankind could be traced back to the Americans and people like 
them. But they chose not to see it. No, they knew what they were doing with 
their corruption and sickness—absolutely knew—and yet they always made 
it seem like it was someone else who was the problem. It wasn’t them. Not in 
their so-called land of democracy and opportunity. The list of atrocities went 
on and on.

Drugs? Not their problem. That was Columbia’s problem, Afghanistan’s 
problem, Mexico’s problem. The whole world’s problem but theirs. As he 
had just seen on Al Jazeera, in just the first five years following the Mexican 
president’s all-out assault on the drug cartels, more than 50,000 people had 
lost their lives across that country in a nearly-continuous string of shootouts, 
bombings, beheadings, and ever-bloodier murders. Just last weekend, another 
49 decapitated bodies were discovered on a highway in northern Mexico. And 
now, there was an increasing numbness and apathy among the Mexicans after 
years of worsening carnage, about which they had been able to do virtual-
ly nothing. Of course, what happened in this and other countries was not 
the Americans’ problem. They just bought the drugs—smoked, sniffed, and 
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injected the drugs. Drug users and sellers in their country were just another 
group of misunderstood victims. No, according to the Americans, this car-
nage had nothing to do with them. 

The lifestyle these people lived and advocated was beyond abomination. 
Gambling? Well just forget the human cost as it was a great source of reve-
nue. Abortions? What they were doing was simply unbelievable. As a doctor, 
Chamine had been to conferences where this was discussed, and the number 
of young babies being slaughtered was beyond stunning. He remembered the 
comments by a female doctor who was speaking at one of these. She appeared 
thrilled that the number of abortions in the United States had dropped from 
1.36 million a year in 1996 to only 1.21 million in that country in 2008. 
Only 1.21 million! According to the female doctor’s statistics, these people had 
killed over 50 million young unborn babies through legal abortion from 1973 
through 2008. 50 million! These sickos had, by their own conscious decisions, 
killed 50 million babies - and millions more since then. The most vulnerable 
of all humankind, and they had just murdered them. And put their bodies 
in the trash! The numbers had staggered him. What kind of sick people kill 
their own offspring? Why weren’t they being held accountable for these mass 
murders as a crime against humanity? And they wanted to spread this insanity 
to other countries around the world? 

Prostitution? These women and the men who used them were just misun-
derstood—another of their alternative lifestyles. Single mothers and broken 
families? As also recently reported on Al Jazeera, America had just reached an 
interesting threshold. After rising steadily for over 50 years, more than half of 
children born to American women under 30 were born outside of marriage. 
More than half! For them it was just, well, accepted. It was the new normal, as 
nearly two-thirds of children in the United States were born to mothers under 
30. As humankind had known for many thousands of years, the future for 
children born outside of marriage was bleak. The Qur’an was clear that this 
type of deviant behavior was wrong, as it hurt these children and the society 
they would then grow up in. As reported, the poverty rate for single parents 
with children in the United States was abysmal. According to the news docu-
mentary, 71 percent of poor parents with children in America were unmarried. 
Many children were being raised in that environment, which increased their 
chances of always living in poverty by nearly 82 percent, yet this was their 
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decadent society’s new accepted normal. This situation was actually encour-
aged and actively supported by certain members of their political parties, as 
those dependent on the government programs always voted for them for fear 
of losing their government benefits.

Slavery and human trafficking? Millions of dollars were made by their 
corrupt rich by employing literally millions of undocumented aliens in poorly 
paying jobs ranging from taking care of their children and mowing their grass 
(which they were too decadent and lazy to do for themselves) to prostitution. 
Yet this paled in comparison to their overseas factories with their slave-like 
working conditions and pollution, all of which fed America’s insatiable greed 
and consumption. And the list of atrocities just went on and on. No, America 
was a very evil place, and every effort had to be made to save mankind from 
them. And he planned to be the agent to do just that. He probably wouldn’t 
be able to kill as many people there as children they had aborted and killed in 
that country, but he would surely try.

Smuggling, in Iraq and throughout the third world, is not just a way of life, 
but a profession—an art. People’s everyday survival is dependent upon the 
movement of goods through other than what those in power in those coun-
tries would say are approved means. Both Dr. Chamine and Salid had been 
very involved with this in getting the necessary supplies for their businesses, 
and later to support ISIS operations in both western Iraq and Syria. Many of 
the areas that had previously been controlled by ISIS had been returned to the 
Iraqi and Syrian governments’ control, but there were still areas where even 
the most determined government forces were reluctant to go. And both Dr. 
Chamine and Salid knew that through their ISIS contacts, they had access to 
whatever resources they would need to move the materials out of Iraq. 

Dr. Chamine also had special contacts inside the growing Islamic com-
munity in the United States. He knew from his visits and work in the United 
States during the long years of American occupation of his country, that the 
majority of Moslems in America were actually very patriotic and loyal to that 
new home and country. Many had seen the worst horrors imaginable and wel-
comed the peace, freedoms, and liberty offered in what they had come to see, 
like many others before them, as a very special place. But, like all groups of 
people across the spectrum of beliefs that resided in that country, there were 
those that were dissatisfied and unhappy. Many of them. Dr. Chamine had 
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met with some of these during his earlier travels to the United States. As Salid 
started the process of moving people and equipment to recover the gift, he 
made contact with one of them—a very special friend—and set up a meeting 
to discuss mutual interests.
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22 
WAsHington, dC

Patricia slowly awoke and felt terrified, as she found she could not move. It 
was like her whole body was frozen. As her mind cleared, she looked around 
at the strange surroundings. She was in some type of office, but it was one she 
had never seen before. And then she realized why she could not move: she was 
sitting in a chair, and her whole body was fastened to it. Her arms, legs, and 
body were strapped to the chair. 

What was this about? Although her mind was still foggy, she felt she really 
needed to concentrate to help better understand what was happening to her. 
She then remembered: Stu and the tiger. She had ridden the tiger. Oh, how 
she had ridden the tiger. The last thing she remembered from that was Stu 
walking up beside her while she was still on the tiger, stroking her hair, and 
then spraying a mist inside her mask.

“Well, Patricia, it’s so good to see that you are once again joining us.”
It was a familiar woman’s voice, but she was behind Patricia, and Patricia 

could not move her head around to see who it was. She felt a soft hand reach 
out and stroke her face, and then Jamie walked around and sat on the desk in 
front of her. 

“You look like you had an interesting evening.”
“Probably more than you realize,” said Patricia slowly as her eyes looked up 

at Jamie.
Jamie smiled, as she knew exactly what kind of evening Patricia and Stu 

had together. In fact, she had observed everything that had taken place be-
tween them from her office. What others didn’t and would never know was 
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that Stu and Jamie had a very special relationship, one that was the real driv-
ing force behind the spectacular growth and success of HGC.

Yes, Stu and Jamie had been lovers from early on in their association, but 
this relationship was not a traditional one, as they enjoyed watching each 
other use and dominate other people. The more powerful the person, the 
more excitement they found in dominating them. And over the years, Jamie 
had found she enjoyed using women as much as she did men. No, she now 
enjoyed them more. 

“You’re probably wondering why you’re here.”
Patricia thought this was the understatement of the year. “Yes, I guess I 

am.”
Jamie smiled as she moved around her desk. “Do you remember Stu telling 

you that if you agreed to ride the tiger, your relationship with him and life 
would change?”

“Yes.”
“Well, there you are. And here we are. Your life has changed.”
As Jamie paused and smiled at Patricia, Patricia became even more con-

fused and concerned. Was she now in the hands of maniacs? This whole ride 
had been different and a little crazy, but now it was a lot crazy.

“I’m not sure what to say, other than I don’t know what all of this means.”
Jamie continued to smile and evaluate her new toy. This was fun. 

“What it means is that your life has changed, and it will never be the same. 
If you are good and do what we say, you will have everything you had before, 
and more, but you must understand that the stakes are about to get much 
higher for you, and your margin of error much smaller.”

Patricia was still confused, as Jamie seemed to be speaking in gibberish.
“Let me explain. As you have probably now begun to realize, HGC is a very 

big and powerful organization. Our tentacles reach places and people you 
can never imagine, and those who are part of the organization are unaware of 
others in the organization. As you can imagine, if someone were to compro-
mise part of what we do, it is important that the whole organization not be 
compromised. Those who are not compromised can then be free and directed 
to do what is necessary to minimize any damages to us. If you were to have 
a change of heart, for example, and decide to go to the authorities—whoever 
that may be—and report what we do, I think you would be surprised at how 
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many of those in their chain of command are on our team and would report 
everything that was happening back to us.”

Jamie continued, “But to help ensure everyone, especially those we are 
placing into the highest levels of authority and power, are completely safe and 
fully trustworthy so that won’t happen, we have added additional layers of 
protection. In the early years, when we were smaller and not nearly as wealthy 
and capable as we are now, we relied on the system you have been exposed to: 
taking pictures of bribes and threatening to reveal them if that person went 
to the authorities. However, there was a huge problem with this, as the law 
enforcement folks have a habit of taking care of those that are providing in-
formation on the big-wigs they really want to catch. Just the threat of this was 
a huge concern for us, and it was a concern for our largest clients, especially 
the senior politicians, big defense contractors, and our foreign … let me say 

… clientele.”
Jamie reached out and stroked Patricia’s cheek. “So we added additional 

layers of protection, and as technology evolved—and since we were in charge 
of the contracts for those developing and driving the new technologies—our 
fail-safe system also evolved and improved. As you know, we manage some of 
the most sophisticated technologies in the world for the military and others. 
And we now employ these for our purposes.”

With that, Jamie walked over to a table and picked up a syringe. “Mi-
cro-technology is amazing. We can now make the most sophisticated things 
so small that you really can’t see them, and these small things now have the 
capabilities and power of what huge computers used to do.”

Jamie walked back over to Patricia and held the syringe in front of her eyes. 
“What do you think I have in this syringe?”

Patricia stared at the syringe and really didn’t want to know what Jamie 
had in it. No, she really didn’t want to know … but she knew she was about 
to find out.

“I don’t know.”
“You have worked on our most complicated DHS and Defense programs, 

Patricia, so go ahead and humor me: What do you really think I have in this 
syringe?”

“A drug?”
“Nope. Try again.”
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And then Patricia began to realize what it was. She had heard about this 
new technology. It had started with the Russians—Soviets, back then—in-
jecting those they didn’t like with small pellets containing ricin and other 
deadly poisons, using the point of an umbrella, if she remembered correctly. 
The pellets were so small that people didn’t know why these dissidents were 
getting sick and then dying. Then they found out, but it was too late.

“I can see it in your eyes, Patricia. You know what it is, and the technology 
is so much more advanced now. We aren’t even on the same planet with what 
the Russians were doing back in the 70s and 80s. Not in the same universe.”

Jamie stepped back from Patricia and sat on the front edge of the desk. “It’s 
important that you realize just how sophisticated this has become, because 
your life will literally depend on it from now on.” Jamie got up and took a sip 
of coffee.

“Inside the microscopic pellet in this syringe is one of the most advanced 
computers of its size known to man. The technology was developed by one 
of our many contractors for the military. Its purpose is somewhat similar to 
what the Russians were doing, but instead of killing people outright, we prefer 
to control those we inject and then terminate them only as a last resort. The 
computer inside the pellet, which can be controlled by us—and no, we won’t 
tell you the specifics of how other than to say it works in the most remote 
settings, including deep underground—activates the openings in the pellet 
that release the poisons inside it.”

Patricia found herself staring at the syringe Jamie continued to hold in 
front of her. Oh my.

“But again, there was always the case where someone would get a case of the 
conscience and get their new law enforcement friends to remove the device, so 
we upped the ante to ensure this could never happen.”

“As I said, the computer inside the pellet is very sophisticated, and we pro-
grammed it to read its location inside the body. We inject four of these mi-
cro-computers, which then read the locations of the other pellets. If anything 
moves them beyond our acceptable limits—and only we know what those 
are—they activate. If they are tampered with in any way, they activate. Each 
pellet has a different kind of poison. And these are the most lethal poisons in 
the world, and any one of them will kill instantly. Needless to say, you don’t 
need to know what poisons or combination of poisons we put in the pellets.” 
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Jamie could see that Patricia was getting increasingly nervous and uncom-
fortable, and she was enjoying this very much.

“From now on, Patricia, I am your handler. Once the pellets are put in your 
body, I will own you. I decide whether you live or die. You will do as I say, or 
you will die. If you do what we want, you will live a great life. A wonderful 
life. It’s as simple as that.”

Jamie gave Patricia her most dazzling smile. “As I proceed, think of this as 
your moment of rebirth - into a whole new world. And just like being born, 
the first time I insert the pellets, I do not use a sedative or any kind of pain 
reliever, and it will be painful. I must place the pellets behind certain bones, 
where they are nearly impossible to reach, if someone were so silly as to try to 
do that. I do not use any pain reliever because as you cross over into our world, 
where I control you, it is important that you fully understand this. The good 
news is, after this, when you come in to have new pellets put in, if we chose to 
do that, you will not feel anything. We really are a very nice employer.”

With that, Jamie pressed a button, and Patricia’s chair began to lie back. 
Patricia looked at the needle as Jamie inserted it under her breast. Although 
it was small, it seemed like a torpedo. The pain was incredible. And Jamie 
seemed to enjoy working the needle around to make it even more unbearable. 
Patricia struggled to get out of her restraints and away from the pain, but they 
would not give. ‘Oh my!’ 

Patricia had faded in and out as Jamie inserted the pellets, but Jamie always 
waited until she recovered to complete the task. It was important that she get 
the full benefit. The last two had to be placed inside Patricia’s pelvic and inner 
hip area, and that required her chair be nearly upside down so Jamie could 
reach the spots. As she inserted the pellets, she got a good look at the area Stu 
had taken advantage of last evening. Patricia was going to be sore there too. 
Really sore, thought Jamie, smiling.

As Jamie finished putting in the last of the four pellets, she returned Patri-
cia’s chair to its upright position. And as Patricia’s eyes refocused on her she 
said, “Oh, did I mention we put in one more? But in this case, I will put in a 
couple more.”

She knew this would have the appropriate affect on Patricia. “The next 
one I will put in is a small, microscopic GPS device. It allows us to track you 
wherever you may be. As you can probably already imagine, all of these are 
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made of materials that will not set off any type of metal or other detector. So 
no worries there.”

With that, Jamie inserted the next pellet under Patricia’s other breast. By 
this time, Patricia was gleaming, dripping with sweat. As Jamie looked at her 
and smiled, she thought This is really hard work, isn’t it, Ms. Bridgham? I hope 
you are enjoying this as much as I am. She then inserted two more pellets under 
Patricia’s skin.

“There. We’re done. How do you feel?”
Patricia wanted to tell Jamie how she truly felt, but thought this might lead 

to more of Jamie’s strange adventures. And she was about adventured out at 
the moment.

“Better, now that no more are going in.”
“You will be happy to hear that the next part is painless. I am now going to 

move you over to that screen, where the computers in the pellets will be acti-
vated and synchronized,” said Jamie as she pointed to the corner of the room.

After Jamie moved Patricia to the screen and pushed some buttons on the 
machine, she said, “I am now going to loosen the restraints on the chair. I 
need you to move around and stretch. It is important that the pellets—mi-
cro-computers—settle firmly in to their permanent positions.” After Patricia 
had done this, Jamie checked her control screen.

“You are now computer live, and truly part of our team. Every two weeks, 
at a minimum, you will need to place an electric pad I will give you over the 
areas where I inserted the pellets to make sure they stay charged. You will 
need to leave the pad over each of them for 30 minutes. If you fail to do this, 
the pellets will open, and you will have a really bad day. If you are so foolish 
as to forget, each of these will give you a slight tingling sensation before they 
open. Once you feel this, it is important that you get them charged right away, 
as you will only have about three hours at most before you are terminated,” 
she said, smiling.

As Patricia began putting her gown back on, Jamie turned to her and said, 
“You must instantly, without thinking, obey my every command. Do you 
understand this?”

Patricia looked at Jamie with a combination of fear and hatred. “Yes, I 
think so.”

“I can see in your eyes that you are very upset with me. You must get over 
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this. What I said about you obeying me is not an option. There is no I think 
so. You will do it or pay the consequences.” 

“Take off your gown and get down on your knees.”
Patricia looked at her and tried to figure out where this was going.
As their eyes met, Patricia hesitated to do what Jamie had demanded. 

Knowing she would, Jamie smiled and pressed the button on the small device 
in her hand. In that instant, Patricia began to lose control of her body. It 
began to shake uncontrollably. She fell to the floor and threw up, and then 
her bowels gave way. The last thing she remembered before she passed out 
facedown on the floor was a slight pinch on her bottom.
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Patricia slowly regained consciousness. She was lying on the floor in her own 
puke. She remembered the old saying, “You know it will be a bad day when 
you wake up facedown in the gutter.” She wasn’t sure if it could get any worse 
than what she vaguely remembered had happened, but lately, anything was 
possible.

“Welcome back, Ms. Bridgham,” Jamie said as she walked up to Patricia. 
“You really need to make better sleeping arrangements. And you are a mess. 
Look what you’ve done to my office. But the antidote worked as expected. You 
are fortunate.”

Patricia slowly moved to a sitting position and looked around the room. 
Not much had changed other than the mess she was lying in. Yes, she was 
pretty nasty.

“I want you to go into the shower behind that door and get cleaned up,” 
Jamie said, pointing to the corner of the room. “I will have someone come in 
and clean this mess up, although I should have you do it. Come back out as 
soon as you are presentable.”

With that, Patricia dragged herself off the floor and struggled to the bath-
room. Yes, she needed to clean up, but she wasn’t looking forward to coming 
back out. She’d already had way too many ordeals for one day.

After Patricia was cleaned up, she put on a clean robe that was hanging by 
the door and reluctantly returned to Jamie’s office. She didn’t want to know 
what was going to happen next, but as the old saying went, Bad news does not 
get better with age. 
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“Patricia, you look much better. Thank you,” Jamie said as she got up from 
the desk. “Come over here so I can have a closer look at my new property.”

Jamie looked straight into her eyes and said, “Patricia, it is critical that we 
get on the same page. We need to sync up immediately. Do you understand?”

Patricia looked back at Jamie, still struggling to understand what had just 
happened. She had admired this woman before she’d shown her who she 
really was. No, she had more than admired her—she had thought she was 
truly one of the most beautiful women she had ever known, and that their 
business arrangement was something special. Well, she was still beautiful, but 
to be honest, what was happening was nothing she could ever have dreamed 
up in her whole life, and she had trouble thinking of it as special. It was weird, 
and horribly scary.

“Okay.”
“Patricia, we must move beyond this, or we will have to go through the 

whole messy thing again. Do you want that?”
“No.” Patricia shivered.
“Good. We’re getting there.”
Jamie moved closer to Patricia and stroked her cheek. “Take off your gown.”
Patricia immediately complied.
Jamie walked around and admired her. “Nice. You work hard to stay in 

shape. I like that.”
Jamie then ran her hands over Patricia’s arms, along the back of her neck, 

and across her breasts, firmly squeezing each one. She then stepped back to 
unzip and remove her own gown. They stood naked in front of each other. 
She then led Patricia to the couch. Jamie laid on the couch and looked up at 
Patricia. She held her gaze and then slowly looked down her own body before 
looking back up at Patricia. And as Jamie began instructing Patricia on the 
ways to pleasure another woman, Stu smiled at his monitor. Yes, the pimp that 
ran Washington was truly enjoying his madam and her show.
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24
syriAn desert, soutHeAst of lAKe qAdisiyAH, irAq

As the last of the drums and other equipment were decontaminated with 
bleach and moved to the clean area, Salid knew that the flatbed truck and 
loader used to dig up the anthrax drums were a problem. As they had been 
sent into the area contaminated by the anthrax to recover it, they were covered 
in the spores. He was sure these spores had filtered into the smallest, most 
remote areas on this equipment. In his mind, no amount of decontamina-
tion and cleaning would ever make them safe to be around his home and 
businesses.

As Dr. Chamine walked up to him, Salid expressed his concern. As 
Chamine thought about what Salid had told him, he said, “I think I may 
have a solution to our problem. Like you, I believe we must move the truck 
and loader from this area. If we leave them here, even though as you say there 
is no official record of you owning them, there could be something on them 
that could lead the Americans and others back to you. They have amazing 
ways of tracing things, and we can’t risk that.”

Salid continued to listen to Dr. Chamine as he watched his men wash the 
loader and truck with the bleach compound.

“I think we need to move the vehicles to a safe area near the highway and 
then get a driver to move the truck with the loader far away from here, where 
they can be properly disposed of. I know of a young Shiite who was recently in 
my office for care who needs the work and will be able to drive the vehicles for 
you. I’m sure he will become infected, as he will not be wearing the protective 
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clothing like your people, but that is okay. You will just need to take care of 
him when it’s done so that this can’t be traced back to us.”

Salid smiled and nodded as he turned to look at Dr. Chamine. “This we 
can do,” he said, nodding. “This we can do.” 

After they recovered the anthrax, Dr. Chamine and Salid’s plan to move 
it out of Iraq moved quickly. They decided the best way to transport the gift 
was over two separate routes to help ensure that at least some of the material 
reached its destination in the event that one of the routes was compromised. 
One route included moving a portion of it through the port of Basra and 
then eastward to marry up with and then move through the massive pipe-
line of containers moving to the American west coast ports from Asia. The 
other route lead north from Mosul into Turkey and then on to the port of 
Iskenderum on the eastern Mediterranean. From there, the gift would work 
its way westward to an east coast port in the United States. The eastern route 
was the preferred one, as that was the primary way Wal iy Abdul Haleem, 
Salid’s Afghanistani contact, used to move much of his heroin and other 
drugs into that country. However, Wal iy also had contacts that could move 
it through Turkey to Europe and beyond, too. The products he moved fed a 
very needy worldwide market.

Getting the drums out of Iraq and then to the ports from which Wal iy 
would then transport them to the United States had been surprisingly easy. 
Even with all the fighting and the different tribes and players in the unfold-
ing tragedy of Iraq and the surrounding area, business had to be conducted. 
Supplies and food moved in, and severely injured people moved out. ISIS 
had developed a most effective way to ensure the right goods were delivered 
where they wanted. After overrunning most of western Iraq and much of 
Syria, they used people in the areas they controlled as collateral and insurance 
for the movement of the goods and supplies they needed for their operations, 
including Shia Muslims, Kurds, Assyrians, Chaldean, Syrian and Armenian 
Christians, Yazidis, Druze, and anyone else who had family and friends on 
the other side who could help them get what they wanted. The cost of not 
meeting their demands was simple. Their collateral had their heads cut off, 
and videos of this, along with the heads, were then delivered as a warning 
that failure to not comply would lead to more of the same. And after ISIS 
seized Mosul, Iraq’s second largest city, they had lots of collateral. In the case 
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of moving Dr. Chamine’s drums out of Iraq and to the ports, each drum had 
a person’s name written on it. Delivery of the drum, quietly, securely, and 
unopened, to the port meant that person was released. Failure to deliver it 
meant another head. Once they had been delivered to the ports, it was the 
responsibility of Salid’s friend and confidant Wal iy Haleem to move them 
from there. 

Salid had met Haleem many years before, during the war against the 
Soviet occupation of Afghanistan. For nearly ten years, from December 1979 
until the Soviet’s departure in February 1989, Salid had helped purchase and 
move weapons and other supplies to the Mujahideen who were fighting that 
war. His primary contact during that time had been Wal iy Haleem. Over 
the years, they had become very good friends and had used the contacts and 
routes they set up to their mutual benefit. Salid felt that Wal iy’s success at 
moving heroin from Afghanistan to the United States would be invaluable in 
helping them move their gifts to that country.

The United States leads the world in illegal drug use. It is estimated that 
nearly 22 million Americans use illegal drugs, and heroin is one of their many 
drugs of choice. Even with the US military presence in the country, over 
ninety percent of the opiates on the world market originated in Afghanistan. 
With an export market value of 64 billion US dollars, it is a big business for 
those in that country and others moving it to meet America and Europe’s 
unceasing demand to help them feel good. Because of the high cost per small 
volume, heroin is easily smuggled, with a quarter-sized vial containing many 
hundreds of doses. As the price of heroin is typically 8 to 10 times that of 
cocaine on America’s streets, it is a high-profit product for smugglers and 
dealers. And Wal iy was one of the very best at moving this, but he moved 
other things, too. In fact, he would move anything that made him money, 
and he did it very effectively. He told Salid that for all he had done for him, 
he would guarantee the gifts would be safely delivered to any location in the 
United States he desired.

One of the biggest problems with controlling illegal substances moving 
into the United States is the sheer volume of imports moving through its ports. 
Each year, the equivalent of nearly 29 million containers measuring 20 feet 
long by 8 feet wide by 8.5 feet high pass through the nation’s 30 busiest ports. 
If stacked end to end, they would stretch nearly 111,000 miles, or nearly half 
the distance to the moon. 
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The container ships being employed by the nation’s largest businesses to 
move their products from China and other locations are simply staggering in 
size and capability. The Maersk E-class container ships, some of the largest of 
their type in the world, can each carry nearly 15,000 of these containers and 
cross the Pacific in a little over two weeks. And other newer ones can carry 
over 18,000. As these containers pass through the ports and onto the nation’s 
railcars and short-haul trucks, it is difficult to inspect even a fraction of the 
cargo contained in them due to the volume and speed of arrival of things to 
be transported. The amount of cargo just moving through the two busiest 
ports on the west and east coasts is staggering. As the nation’s busiest port 
for containers, Los Angeles processes over 8.5 million of these annually. Long 
Beach, to its south, processes an even greater tonnage of freight (though in 
fewer containers), with 72.4 million tons of cargo passing annually through 
its harbor. On the east coast, New York City is the nation’s third busiest port, 
handling over 5.3 million containers, with cargo worth over $175 billion. Sa-
vannah, Georgia, the nation’s fourth busiest port, is not much further behind. 
Yes, it was a staggering amount of things coming into the country, and with 
the national trade deficit in goods increasing from $645.9 billion to $737.1 
billion, an increase of $91.2 billion or 14.1 percent in just one year, much 
more was flowing into the country than out of it. 

As less than five percent of the containers are visually inspected as they 
come through the ports, for Wal iy Abdul Haleem, moving the gifts to Amer-
ica was just another routine business day. Knowing that the anthrax would 
not set off any of Homeland Security’s new radiation monitors, he had used 
some of his cash incentives to look the other way, to help ensure the cargo was 
delivered as promised. Reality was that no one that could and should have set 
up a more secure system for tracking cargo wanted to slow down America’s 
consumerism and the nation’s increasingly foreign and debt-ridden economy 
by actually checking what was coming there. Since the ISIS deliveries had also 
worked so well on their end, every one of the containers that had been dug 
up in the desert reached its destination. Yes, America’s ability to feed itself to 
death with all the wonderful things coming through its ports was something 
to behold. Wal iy smiled when he got the word that all of the containers had 
been safely delivered. Yes, the sloppy, fat American consumer piggies are about to 
be fed, he thought. And the world is about to become a much better place.


