
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Monster's Palace

        

        
        
          Jim Scott Books, Volume 26

        

        
        
          Mike Jackson

        

        
          Published by Mike Jackson, 2023.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MONSTER'S PALACE

    

    
      First edition. February 1, 2023.

      Copyright © 2023 Mike Jackson.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215379356

    

    
    
      Written by Mike Jackson.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Mike Jackson

	    

      
	    
          
	      Jim Scott Books

          
        
          
	          Baghdad Butcher

          
        
          
	          Back to Iraq

          
        
          
	          Dog Pound

          
        
          
	          Toboggan

          
        
          
	          The Tickleton Affair

          
        
          
	          The Saltwater Connection

          
        
          
	          Dead Silent Calm

          
        
          
	          Devil's Brew

          
        
          
	          Sedona Chip

          
        
          
	          Birth Of The Asps

          
        
          
	          The Zimo Hunt

          
        
          
	          Fido

          
        
          
	          Tears And Terrorists

          
        
          
	          Bear's War

          
        
          
	          Bullets And Baseball

          
        
          
	          Billy's Rescue

          
        
          
	          Father Mulligan

          
        
          
	          Adios, Amigos

          
        
          
	          Whodunit Did It

          
        
          
	          Horace Goes Home

          
        
          
	          How 'bout Both

          
        
          
	          Bob Becker P.I.

          
        
          
	          Bigfoot Bait

          
        
          
	          Pool of Blood

          
        
          
	          Back to China

          
        
          
	          Monster's Palace

          
        
          
	          Escape From Mexico

          
        
          
	          Assassin I Am

          
        
          
	          Dirty Bomb Crisis

          
        
          
	          Devil Two

          
        
          
	          Nohow Robotics

          
        
          
	          Hitler's Twin

          
        
          
	          Protecting Nikola

          
        
          
	          Short Stack With Bacon

          
        
      

      
    
    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To:  All Navy SEALS, past and present.




    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Monster’s Palace

[image: ]




A Novel

By

Mike Jackson



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


1.

[image: ]




Clyde Feegle glanced to his left, at Dick Pickering, nodded, then glanced to his right at Mitch Melosi, and did the same.  Roughly three seconds later, Clyde squeezed off a shot at his target, sitting on a second-floor veranda.  The shot hit the drug dealer in the side of his head, and exited the other side.

At almost the exact same time, Mitch fired at his target, sitting in another chair on the veranda, but about fifteen feet nearer the attackers.  The result was much the same.  Meanwhile, Dick shot at and killed another drug dealer, in a barn-like building’s loft.

The three men immediately swung to another target each.  Since they were using silenced sniper rifles, no one had yet noticed their three dead comrades were down.  While Mitch and Dick had fired from one side of the complex under attack to the other, so they could have clearer shots.  They both fired in a line from their locations, while Clyde fired at a man in the middle of those under attack.

After Clyde, a Navy Damage Controlman Senior Chief Petty Officer and Navy SEAL, killed another target, he lined up still another.  By then Mitch and Dick were aiming at their third target each.  

The three attackers were well concealed in thick foliage, and had not been spotted yet by those under attack.  The entire drug-processing operation was just inside Venezuela, very near the border with Colombia, and was in an area of heavy forest and foliage.  There were three buildings above ground.  One was the main operating center, a two-story house; another was the barn-like building; and the third was the sleeping quarters for the workers there.  

When Clyde and his two men had opened fire, there were about twenty men visible.  Now, with hollering and screaming going on, men poured out of the sleeping quarters building.  One of them, an al-Qaida terrorist, noticed the direction of blood splatters from those already killed.

He pointed in the general direction of the attackers, and told everyone to fire in that direction.  Clyde noticed and killed him.  With each man having killed four drug dealers, and terrorists each, Clyde muttered, “Hit it fellas, I’m burrowing in.”

The drug-processing compound was surrounded by trees, with a dirt road leading to it, and only a small clearing between the three buildings.  The attackers had planned on killing a few of the men, then Richard (Dick) Pickering, a Marine Gunnery Sergeant and sniper, with considerable special operations experience, would drop back with Mitchell (Mitch) Melosi, an Army Special Forces First Sergeant from Delta Force.  

Meanwhile Clyde would get into a pre-dug hidey-hole, with the intent of having the enemy force chase Dick and Mitch to their fallback position.  Once he was given the all-clear, he would make his way to the main house.  

Seconds after Clyde spoke, both Mitch and Dick removed the silencers from their rifles and took out one more target each—then turned and ran toward their fallback position.  The enemy, who had started finding cover, gave chase.  

The three men in Clyde’s group, had only been about two hundred yards from their targets, and the two running had a nearly half mile run in front of them.  They counted on their pursuers being poor enough shots that they, wouldn’t be hit as they darted between trees.  Neither was by the time they reached the mound of dirt they sought.  Once behind the mound, Mitch, on the right, looked that way, intent on taking out any of the “drugees”, trying to flank the two from his side.  

Dick was doing the same on the left.  They wanted to do two things; not be outflanked, and herd their foes as near as possible to a center attack on them.  The reason for the second part of their plan was because they had a wide minefield of claymore-like mines in place, to take out as many men as they could.  

After killing two men to their left, Dick pushed a speed dial on his cellphone.  When it was answered, he grumbled, “Hey, Captain, tallyho—I’m about to blow our mines.”      

The man he called was Army Captain Harry Londoff, leading a Delta Force unit of ten men, including himself.  He replied, “Roger...on our way.”

While Clyde, Dick, and Mitch had parachuted in hours earlier, looked over the situation, and set up the fallback position, the Delta Force unit had arrived when the C-130 they had been in landed, some ten miles from the site of the drug facility.  From the plane, they had driven in three specially made dune-like buggies, to within a mile of the facility, to wait for the call from someone in the forward group.

Even as Dick called the captain, Mitch called Clyde.  “It’s hard to tell with all these damned trees, but I’m pretty sure it’s safe for you to poke your head up and see if you want to try for the house.  We’re about to blow the mines.  Sure as hell wished you had Merrill to watch your back.”

Clyde just grunted, thumped the phone in reply, and then “poked his head up” to look around.  He too wished Merrill was with them.  Merrill Hinzpeter was the CIA agent in charge of their three-man team.  He normally went with the three on missions, but had been wounded in the leg on a previous mission, and was still not up to the type of activities they were now involved in.  Merrill was riding in one of the three buggies bringing the Delta Force unit to the fighting. 

After a quick look around, Clyde got out of his hidey-hole, and started moving from tree to tree, until he was less than forty feet from the blind end of the house.  As he started moving toward the house, he heard a loud explosion, and knew the claymores had been set off. 

Dick waited until most of those following him and Mitch, were inside the large horseshoe-laid out minefield.  Then he grunted to Mitch, as both ducked down behind their earthen barrier, before he pushed a remote control button to set off the mines.  Four of the mines were facing outside the minefield, while the rest faced inward.  The result of the mines going off was devastating to the men from the drug facility.  Of nearly twenty men entering the area, only three were still standing after the mines went off...and those three were severely wounded.

Waiting only a second, Mitch and Dick popped their heads up and started shooting anyone still moving.  The three men standing were shot first; those on the ground who showed any sign of life were next.

Meanwhile, Clyde had reached the end of the house, and was working his way to the front (covered) porch.  He jumped a railing at the end of the porch, and moved forward to a sliding glass door.  As he peeked around the edge of it, a man inside opened up with an automatic weapon.  Clyde jumped back and down, as a stream of bullets shot out the door and poured through the siding of the house...all above him.

Certain the man had emptied his clip, Clyde jumped into action.  He came through the newly glassless door, and shot the man in the forehead, even as he was putting in a new clip of ammo—ammo he would never use, as he fell face down.  Clyde had recognized the man even as he fired.

He didn’t take time to think about it, as he sensed movement to his right.  Another man was raising a automatic weapon while looking at Clyde, who went to one knee and fired on his way to the floor.  He had aimed at the man’s heart area, but his own movement and a slight shift by the man caused the shot to enter his right lung.  Steadying himself, Clyde fired another shot, which entered the man’s forehead.  Even as that target slumped toward the floor, Clyde spotted movement to his left and heard the distinctive click, as the new enemy had cocked both barrels of an old sawed-off shotgun with one motion.  He never got the chance to fire, as Clyde fired another forehead-bound shot.  As the man fell, Clyde blew out a mouthful of air, knowing if the man had cocked his weapon before coming into the room, he might have been killed.

Since his handgun was silenced, and there had been seconds between his last three shots, he had heard movement above him on the second floor of the house.  He hurried to find the stairway.  Just as he found it, two young lovelies were coming down.  Both were scantily clad, wearing only cut off t-shirts and thong panties.  They were both carrying shoes and shorts.  Using Spanish, Clyde ordered both to put their hands up, come the rest of the way down the steps, and lay on the floor when they arrived.

Both complied.  He hurried to them and, using plastic restraints, secured their hands behind each.  Then he used another restraint, to secure the left ankle of one to the right ankle of the other.  Finished, he growled, still using Spanish, “The two men I found in what I guess is an office, and some late-arriving fella in white clothing with a shotgun are dead.  Anyone else in the house?”

One of the girls answered, “No.”

The other added, “No one but us five live here, but others can come in.  The guy in the white is our cook.”

Clyde smiled at the second girl’s comment, but grumbled, “You two stay put—and don’t make a sound.  You don’t behave, and I’ll kill you.”

Not waiting for or expecting an answer, Clyde hurried up the stairway, checked out the second floor rooms, then came back down to check out the remainder of the house.  Next, with the girls still where he’d left them, he went back into the office to look around.  As he did, one of the buggies from the plane pulled up out front.  

In it were Harry Londoff and Merrill Hinzpeter, along with another Delta Force soldier driving.  They had already stopped to speak briefly with Dick and Mitch.  Finding those two by using a GPS locater leading them to Dick’s phone, Harry looked over the slaughter field and asked, “You guys leave anything for us to do?”

Mitch laughed.  “Yeah, Captain.  We found seven vents...got ‘em laid out on a nice map.  Follow me—I’ll show you where the first one is.  From there your fellas should be able to find the other six.  Our thinking is that when we’re ready to split, one of your men at each vent can toss a grenade down, and we should have a nice boom, since they’ll have all types of chemicals down there.”

“Sounds good—lead the way.”

As he started to walk off, Mitch looked over his shoulder.  “Be back to help you check these jerks out as soon as I can, Dick.”

“Yeah, yeah—get outta here.”

Mitch led the Delta Force team to the first vent, and showed the Captain how the map was laid out from that point.  Harry told his First Sergeant to see to the matter, then headed to the main house, as Mitch walked back to help Dick make sure all the drug dealers and Islamists were dead.

On their arrival at the house, Clyde walked out, greeted the three men in the buggy, and chuckled as he saw Harry looking over the dead bodies in the compound, and shaking his head.  “Hi, guys.  We’re secure in the house.  Wasn’t able to take anyone alive, except for a couple of gals, who are no doubt just playthings.  Captain, you might have one of your men babysit the barn.  Inside is a trapdoor they’ve been coming out of, and leaving from.  May as well pop anyone who sticks his head up, until we’re ready to get outta Dodge.”

The driver grinned, since he was the only one of the Delta Force team with his Captain at that point.  Without being told, he headed for the barn-like building.  The Captain nodded approval, and followed Clyde inside, with Merrill hobbling along behind them.  

Inside, Clyde looked at Merrill, shook his head, and pointed to the desk in the office area.  “You may as well plop down over there.  There’s a laptop, as you can see.  Might be a good idea to nose around, and see if you can find where he might have his access codes written down.”

“Yes, sir,” joked Merrill, as he slowly headed to the desk.  

Clyde walked over to the al-Qaida terrorist he had recognized, raised up his head, and glanced at Merrill.  “You know who this is?”

“Yup—nice work.  Sorta proves up our intelligence about al-Qaida having joined up with these jerks.  What about these other two?”

“Don’t know them from squat, boss.  The one in white is the cook, according to the dames.  The other one seems to be the head honcho—or at least that’s the way I’ve got it figured out.  We better...make that I better...take his picture and get his prints, and a skin sample for DNA.  If he doesn’t show up in any of our facial-recognition computer programs, maybe prints or DNA will tell us just who in the hell he is.  I’ll take care of that, while you do your search of the desk.”

“Good idea.  I don’t recognize him either—Harry, how about you?”

Harry walked over, and looked down at the unknown man, who had landed face up.  He shook his head.  “No I’m sure he’s on none of our most wanted lists.  Clyde, what about the two women?”

“If you feel like questioning them, have at it.  Go out the door behind me—they’re in the hall on the floor, at the bottom of the steps.”

Harry nodded, and headed the way Clyde had pointed as he spoke.  When he got to the two girls, he grinned at their lack of attire.  He noticed how Clyde had secured them, took out a large knife from the sheath—attached to his leg over the dark green and black camos he had on, and like those worn by everyone in the attacking party—and cut the leg restraints.  He helped one of the young ladies to her feet, and told the other one, in Spanish, to remain where she was, on penalty of death if she disobeyed.

Reasonably sure she would behave, Harry led the one on her feet into a room off the hallway, other than the one Clyde and Merrill were still in.  He asked her a number of questions, including the identity of the three men in the house who were now dead.  She gave him three names, one of which he knew to be incorrect.  But from her other answers to his questions, he felt she had simply been told the false names the men must have been using.

Satisfied, he pointed at a chair.  “Sit and stay there until I come back for you.”

As she sat, he went to the other girl, got her to her feet, and questioned her.  Like the first young woman, he got exactly nothing of use...including the same three names the other girl had given him.  He shook his head in disgust, and led her into the room with the other one.  He told both to stay there, then added, “We’ll figure out what to do with you later.  Um...one question.  Do either of you know how to drive?”

Both told him they could drive.  He nodded, and went back into the office.  There he found his sergeant standing watching Clyde and Merrill rooting around the office.  The sergeant reported all seven vents had been found, and one man was standing at each, waiting for orders to drop the hand grenades down them.  Harry nodded and, just as he was about to speak, the communication sets being worn by everyone on the team crackled, with a report from the man in the barn.  “Captain, a guy just stuck his head up from the trapdoor out here.  I shot him.”

“Very well—stand by.  Merrill, how say you?”

“I say I cannot find anything on the order of access codes.  We’ll have to take the thing back with us, and hope one of the young geniuses back home can get into it.  I’ve got nothing else.  From his grumbling, I’d say Clyde is striking out for anything of use...right, Senior Chief?”

“The only thing I’ve come up with are a bunch of passports—some with visas, et cetera.  I’m pretty sure they’re all bogus.  Oh...did spot the safe over there, as has everyone else here.  As you can see, it’s too damned big to take with us.”

Harry looked where Clyde pointed, and nodded.  “Yeah.  Sergeant, go get some explosives.  We’ll try blowin’ our way in—unless someone has another idea.”

Clyde shook his head, and Merrill muttered, “Go get the explosives, Sergeant.”

As the sergeant left the building, Harry followed along.  While the sergeant took the explosives he thought might do the job back inside, Harry picked up a back-pack type satchel with a large explosive charge in it.  He carried it to the man in the barn and handed it to him.  “When we give the word to drop grenades down the vent pipes, you set this for five seconds and toss it down on top of the body you created.”

The soldier grinned.  “Yes, sir.  Thanks for the fun job.”

“You’re welcome,” Harry replied as he turned, and headed back to the office.  

When he got there, he saw Merrill sitting on the floor—uncomfortably, with his previously wounded leg stuck out to one side—as he worked on the safe with a stethoscope.  Merrill had asked Clyde to get his “ditty bag” from the buggy parked outside.  The stethoscope was what he was after.  

Harry asked, “You really think you can get it open?”

“No, Captain...I’m just doing this to cause discomfort to my leg.  Also, want to keep us here as long as possible, so the jackasses down the hole have time to figure something out after spotting their dead friend.”
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Those down in the underground processing factory had by then already discovered their dead comrade.  After a short conversation, they decided something bad must have happened aboveground, and decided to make an attempt to exit the facility from the far escape hatch.

After Merrill wise-cracked about giving those underground time to flee, Harry had told his men at the vent pipes to keep a close eye out for any possible escape trapdoors in their respective areas.  Those seven men—being very experienced special operation soldiers—needed no such orders...as Harry well knew...but he just wanted to cover all bases.  They had immediately started looking around the areas near where they stood, as soon as the soldier in the barn had announced his success in eliminating the man who had opened the trapdoor in there. 

The soldier by the vent pipe the greatest distance from the main compound first heard a creaking sound, then saw the escape trapdoor open slowly.  One of those belowground had volunteered to make the first attempt at escape.  As he pushed the trapdoor open about eight inches, the soldier saw him, and dispatched him with one shot to the side of the head.  The body fell at the feet of those standing nearby, at the foot of the ladder he had used.  His comrades decided they would just wait their fate—whatever it was to be—until someone opened one of the trapdoors and told them what to do.

The soldier reported his action, and Harry acknowledged, just as Merrill muttered, “Voila,” as he swung the safe door open.

Outside, Clyde—who had gone out to help take pictures, and get fingerprints from the bodies there—asked, “What means ‘voila’?”

“It means, Senior Chief Feegle, the safe is now open...despite you Doubting Thomases.”

Clyde grinned as he headed back inside.  On the way, he told Dick and Mitch, who had arrived from their task of picture-taking at the fallback site—only to start lending a hand to Clyde’s efforts in the compound—to keep up with the process.

By the time Clyde entered the office, Merrill had managed to get back in the chair behind the desk, where Harry was already placing the money found inside the safe into stacks, by currency.  Clyde started helping him, as well as setting other items in the safe on the desk near the money. 

Merrill started looking over those items, including a ledger.  As he leafed through it, he whistled and muttered, “This is a gold mine, fellas.”

He handed it to Harry, who looked at it, nodded, and passed it to Clyde.  After Clyde looked it over, he passed it back to Merrill.  “Yeah—you got it, boss man.  The DEA boys will love this.”

The ledger contained amounts of drugs shipped, and where they were shipped to.  Most were shipped to either Costa Rica or Mexico.  The methods of the shipments were also noted, so there was a reasonable chance of following the trails to those countries, and to discover the method of trans-shipment on to the United States.

While Harry and Clyde continued emptying the safe, Harry’s sergeant came in with Dick.  Both men looked at the money, grinned, and Dick headed off.  As he left, he told Clyde he was going up to check on the two bodies on the veranda, while Mitch was going to the barn to check the one in the loft.  He added, “Then we’ll be done with all the bodies.”

Clyde nodded.  “Good job.  While in here, you might check for something to box up this stuff.”

The sergeant followed Dick out of the room.  On the way, he muttered, “I’ll lend a hand looking for boxes or something.”

When the safe was empty, Harry went through the pockets of the two bodies in the office.  He found a bit of money, which he tossed on the desk, a wallet from each man, and a set of keys on each.  He looked at the stacked money and asked, “Anyone have an idea of how much those stacks of Venezuelan bolivars are worth in real money?”

In answer, Merrill joked, “In theory, they are real money—just not our greatly diminished money.  But to answer your question, about twenty grand U.S.  Dare I ask why you asked?”

“I’m thinking about turning those two gals loose, and giving them the bolivars...any objections?”

“Nope” replied Merrill, as Clyde shook his head.

“Good.  Oh, by the way—when I questioned them—they did mention the Venezuelan Army does drop by from time to time, so I’m thinking a fast exit from the scene might not be a bad idea.”

Merrill grumbled, “Now you tell us this?  Great.  Okay, let’s wrap it up, and hit the road.  Captain Londoff, since you’ve taken a fancy to the ladies, will you deal with them whilst the rest of us load up?”

Clyde sighed.  “Yeah, good idea.  Merrill, why don’t you start moseying to one of the buggies, while the rest of us load up?  I see Mitch heading our way, the approach of the good sergeant, and Dick, with boxes with which to use for the loading-up process.”

Harry just shook his head, and muttered about those two joking around, while showing no real sign of any type of hurrying to get ready to leave.  He went to the two young ladies, cut the restraints still on their wrists, and grunted, again in Spanish, “Alright, you two...go get dressed and load up anything you want to take with you.  Meet me outside.  I’m going to find you transport out of the area.”

The two didn’t have to be told twice, as both had feared God knew what was going to happen to them.  As they hurried off, Harry noticed what lovely rear-ends both had, sighed, and turned to head outside.  There were three vehicles parked near the house.  The most reliable looking one was a two-year-old SUV.  He tried one set of keys and soon had it running.  He noticed the tank was three quarters full, and figured if a quarter of a tank got it here, three quarters would get beyond where it had last been filled.  He drove it to just outside the front door, turned it off, and then checked the papers inside.  They showed the registered owner to be one of the names on the documents he’d found inside.  After muttering, “Figures,” he got out and went back into the office.  

By then the money, beside the bolivars, had been boxed up and carried outside.  Using a small box left behind, he put the Venezuelan money in it, and headed back to the SUV.  Then he looked around, wondering what was keeping the two young lovelies and went in search of them.  When he found them, they were stuffing two pillowcases with anything they could spot they felt might be of some value.  He growled, “Come on, you two—I’ve got a stack of money for you, so you don’t need all this crap.”

He noticed two suitcases on the floor and picked them up as he turned to exit the building.  When he reached the SUV, he put the suitcases, which he noticed were heavy enough they had more than clothing inside, into the rear of the vehicle.  He watched with dismay the trouble the two were having carrying their “treasures” out of the house, due to the weight of their nearly filled pillowcases.  Harry did not offer to help them in the least. 

After they finally managed to get the pillowcases in the SUV, Harry looked at them and grumbled, still in Spanish, “Okay, the way this is gonna work is we’re gonna cause a big bang.  After it goes off, you get your now-covered nice bodies in this nice ride I found for you, and split.  I assume you both have cellphones.  I’d really appreciate it if you would hold off using them for about twenty minutes after we leave...got it?”

Both young ladies nodded.

“Fine.  Now then, when you talk to whoever you’re gonna talk to, about this little episode in your lives, feel free to say what you want.  For now, you best stay near the front of the house.”

Already near the front of the house, both shrugged as Harry headed toward one of the buggies, now holding Merrill, with the others standing around talking.  As he walked up he asked, “Has something been done with all the damned dope in the barn?”

Mitch chuckled, Dick nodded, and the sergeant answered, “Yes, sir.  All the finished product has been cut open, and gas poured on it.  The raw coca leaves also have gas dumped on them.  I was thinking if our big bang doesn’t set it all on fire, we could just fire off a few rounds into the barn.”

“Good man.  Merrill, Clyde—you ready?”

“Yup,” Merrill answered, as Clyde nodded.

During the time spent in the office while Merrill was playing safecracker, it had been agreed the sergeant would drive one of the three buggies, Clyde would drive another, and Mitch the third.  Mitch would have no one with him as he drove to pick up four of the Delta Force soldiers standing by to drop grenades.  Clyde would have Dick on the fifty-caliber machine gun on his buggy, and would pick up the other three.  The soldier in the barn would man the machine gun in the last, with Harry and Merrill riding along.  

Harry ordered, “Bomb away, men.”

In short order, seven grenades and one satchel bomb were tossed downward.  All got well away from where they had been, as in seconds a thundering explosion took place underground.  The vent shafts, intake ducts, and two trapdoors blew off, and flames belched out.  The barn caught fire almost immediately.

As the soldier from the barn arrived, and took his position, Harry looked at the two young ladies, and shouted in Spanish, “So long—good luck.”

Even before he did so, Clyde called their waiting C-130, and told the pilot to warm the engines.

The buggies they used were specially made for their type of operation.  They seated two in the front, two in the rear (though a third person could squeeze in), and had a fifty-caliber gun mount between the front and rear seats, which could rotate 360 degrees.  The buggies had been bought and paid for by a multi-billionaire by the name of Jim Scott, who was a friend of CIA Director Glenn Burgess.

The C-130 they were using had been retrofitted, and was a wonder.  It had new, more powerful and quieter engines, and had infrared as well as lookdown capabilities.  There was also a comfort section, with several bolted-down easy chairs, and a few cots separated by hanging cloth partitions.  The plane had been outfitted with four Gatling guns (two on each side).  It was one of three so outfitted, and paid for by Jim Scott, and for use by the CIA...though on occasions one was loaned to the DEA.  All three planes had five of the buggies aboard on a permanent basis.

By the time the strike force neared the plane, the engines were turning over, and one of the two buggies left behind for plane protection was aboard and secured.  In addition to the six-man flight crew (pilot, co-pilot, engineer, navigator, and two loadmasters), five Delta Force soldiers had stayed behind—four for the two buggies:  one driving, one on each gun mount, and one to roam around outside, while the buggies circled the plane at a distance.  His other job was to hurry inside to man one of the Gatling guns, in the event of need.  All members of the crew were familiar with the use of the Gatling guns.

As the three buggies returning to the plane neared it, the other buggy left behind was driven onto the plane, followed by the other three.  When all were secured and the ramp raised, word was passed forward that those in the rear were ready for takeoff.

While the plane was nosing up, Harry grumbled to Clyde, “Sure was nice of you to take care of the heavy lifting.  Next time on a deal like this, just bring along some Cub Scouts to drop the grenades down the vent pipes.”

“I wondered when you were gonna give me shit about not getting you in the game sooner.  It just worked out to be an easy operation for us.  Thanks for your help.”

“Crap.” 

During the flight, the intelligence material found, was gone over by Merrill, Clyde, and Harry.  Also during the flight, Clyde passed out one thousand dollars per man to the Delta Force personnel, the flight crew, Dick, and Mitch.  This was a normal “sharing of newfound wealth” for any money recovered on this type of mission.  Of course, everyone was told under no circumstances was it ever to be disclosed where the money came from.  Merrill didn’t participate; in fact, he went to one of the curtained off areas while it was being passed out.  Clyde didn’t need the money—having made a killing in the stock market—but took his share, to split with Dick and Mitch later.  Merrill passed and “hid out” while it was being taken care of; he wanted to be able to honestly state he never took any of the money so recovered for his own use...nor had he seen any of it taken from the recovered amount.  The remaining money was always used to fund undercover work by CIA agents...with the quiet blessing of the President.   

Clyde’s wealth, came about from tips given him on which stocks to buy and which to sell.  He was unaware those tips originated from Jim Scott, because he got them second hand from a friend and former SEAL—a retired Marine by the name of Bob Becker—who received the information from Jim.  Bob and Clyde had been SEALs together for a few years, and became fast friends.  Another thing Clyde was unaware of, was that Director Burgess was very well off due to receiving the same stock tips...directly from Jim Scott.

After the money was disbursed, Merrill returned to the easy chair he had been using, to go over the printed material they had taken.  When he finished, he looked at Clyde, who was back going over the material, also.  “Clyde, the ledger we found in the safe is the goldmine here.  You can go over the other stuff, but I found little of use there.”

“Good—I’ll stop now, then...I’m tired.”

“You’re just getting old.”

“Yeah.”

***
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When the plane landed, the Delta Force team departed first, followed by Merrill and Clyde’s team.  They carried the money and other items to a waiting SUV, dispatched to pick up Merrill.  When it was all loaded, Merrill left, as the three team members carried their “war bags” and sniper rifles—now broken down and placed in an attaché-type container—with them, to Dick’s SUV.  When loaded, he drove off with his two friends.  

Mitch was dropped off three houses away from Dick’s, then it was on to Dick’s home.  Clyde’s home was little more than a block away, but he had to “round up” his dog, which was routinely “dogsat” by Dick’s wife, Dolly, when the team was on a mission.  

All three homes were owned by Jim Scott, and were used by team members only.  When a team member was lost on a mission—to date that had never happened—or retired, as had been the case three months earlier.  The then-team leader, had retired to be replaced by the next man up...Clyde...and was replaced by a new member—in this case, Mitch—the family moved out to be replaced by the “newbie.”  All moving expenses were paid for by Jim Scott, both coming and going.  Therefore, Mitch had moved into the home of the retired former team leader.  Initially, he had lived with Clyde, until the move was completed.

After parking in his garage, Dick got his war bag and sniper rifle out, but Clyde grunted, “I’ll get my stuff tomorrow.  For now I’ll just round up Greta (his dog) and walk home.  In case you haven’t noticed, it’s three AM.”

“I noticed.”

As the garage door closed—after Dick pushed the button near the door leading from the garage into his home—he punched in the security code for the alarm system.  Then the two went inside.  Greta was all over Clyde as he came in, and Dick’s dog, Buster, greeted him in like manner.  Both men also gave loving to the other’s “pooch” before Clyde got Greta’s halter and leash down from a kitchen hook, near the now-closed door leading from the garage. 

On the way to the front door with Greta, Clyde softly mumbled, “Tell Dolly thanks...again.  Let her know I didn’t want to wake her to offer said thanks.”

Dick was trailing along, with Buster alongside him, as the four passed the living room on the way to the foyer at the front door.  From the living room, the two men heard, “Tell Dolly yourself, Senior Chief Feegle—Dolly’s awake.  What in the hell are you doing bringing my husband home this time of the morning?”

Dolly came dragging herself out, clad in pajamas, robe, and slippers.  She kissed Dick as Clyde joked, “Nice outfit you’re wearing to greet weary warriors.”

Dolly smiled, as she pecked Clyde on the cheek, then replied, “I notice you made no comment about my offering about the time of morning.”

“How astute, dear Dolly.  Thank you again for caring for Greta.  She behave herself?”

“Yes, she did...as always.  You guys have a successful mission?”

“Yup,” Dick answered.  “Bunch of bad guys gone bye-bye.”

Clyde was chuckling as he and Greta left.  The walk took longer than Clyde would have liked, as Greta had to smell what seemed like every tree and blade of grass on the walk home.  At least she didn’t have to relieve herself.  She saved that until they reached Clyde’s yard, but it was only to urinate in the middle of his yard, then they headed toward the front door.
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Two days later, two men were meeting in a secret location.  One was telling the other about the raid in Venezuela, “The Venezuela operation is a total loss.  Everyone killed, and all the product destroyed—along with the underground processing plant and the barn.”

“Everyone killed?”

“Yes—except two women.  I’m sorry to be the one to have to tell you—he was in the office...shot through the forehead.  Sorry for your loss.  The only two to survive were the two ‘toys’ they had in the house for company.  When our people questioned them, they reported only Spanish was used when talking to them, but they heard the raiders using English in another room.”

“Does this suggest anything to you?”

“Of course...Americans—maybe DEA, maybe CIA...perhaps even both—probably with military help.”

“Do you still have your contact in the CIA?”

“Yes...I’ll check it out soon.  If I find out anything, I will get back to you.”

“See that you do.  If we can find who is responsible, I want revenge.”

“Understood.”

“Good.  Now about the mess created.  Do we dare set up the processing facility in the same place?  I thought we had it arranged for protection from the Venezuelan military.  Do you know what went wrong there?”

“No.  But my guess—and it is only a guess—is that the military there only made infrequent visits to the facility.  The two women indicated they didn’t visit very often.  For the amount we were paying the government—and also the military, for the safety of the compound—one would have expected better results.  If you really want to set the operation back up at the same location, I’d suggest we pay whatever is necessary, to have round-the-clock Venezuelan military presence.”

“I quite agree.  Has our operation in Colombia been informed?”

“Yes.  They are well aware of the crisis.  We have coca leaves piling up, with very limited processing capabilities.  From what I have been told, it will take at least two weeks to get set up again.  The underground facility is a shambles, and the barn is totally destroyed...very limited damage to the main house or the berthing building for staff.  The other problem we face, of course, is manpower.  There were only five of our friends from the Middle East present—perhaps we could ask for more help from them.”

“That is a good idea.  With this new President, they are having trouble getting their men across the southern border into America.  In addition, I may be able to round up some help from my friends in Sicily.  As to the processing people, Colombia can supply an abundant amount of assistance.  They can also help with muscle—though from the disaster we just suffered, I’m less than happy with the quality they supplied this time.”

“You are better able to deal with Colombia than I am.  Perhaps a trip there would be beneficial.”

“Yes—very well.  I’ll make arrangements to leave in the next day or two.  I would like to see what your CIA contact has to offer, before I depart on the trip.”

“I’ll get right on it.”

***
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Later the same day, Clyde was in the CIA Headquarters with Mitch and Dick, in their office adjacent to Merrill’s office.  They were going over satellite feeds on the laptops, looking for possible work.  Clyde and Mitch were reviewing old tape, while Dick was looking at a live feed from a satellite parked over Mexico.  It was actually a DEA operation, but he was checking it out anyhow.  

Suddenly Dick spotted something.  “Hey, I got a deal here...has to be a drug operation.”

Clyde walked over to stand behind Dick, nodded, and then tilted his head toward Merrill’s office, before he patted Dick on the back.  “Nice catch.  I’m thinking a call to DEA might be a good idea...but let’s wait until Merrill gets in here.”

When Merrill came in, Clyde pointed to the laptop Dick was using.  “Dick’s found something of interest.  But if you’ll note, the way the terrain is, there’s no way for us to go in.  The whole world would see us.  I’m thinking we should just pass it on to George Balella, over at DEA.”

Merrill chuckled at Clyde’s reason, for not considering what had been found for the team, then looked at the screen, and nodded.  “Yeah, Dick—go ahead and give George a call.  You other two finding anything of interest?”

Clyde frowned.  “Yes, Merrill—but it looked too difficult for us.”

“Sorry.  Know you’d get me if you did.  I’ve got nothing either—been talking to the brass.”

Clyde laughed.  “Touché.  Think I’ll go check to see if Rita has anything new.”

“Didn’t you do that about an hour ago?”

“Yeah, boss, I did.  But I’m bored out of my mind, looking at my lovely laptop.  Dick, when you call George, see if he has anything of interest going on.”

“Rita” was Dr. Rita Mueller, one of the leading forensics experts in the country.  She ran a new operation at the CIA tasked with—in addition to normal forensics work—cataloging all known terrorists and drug dealers suspected of dealing with terrorists.  In the case of those killed in actions like what Clyde’s team had been involved in, she was marking the known terrorists and those working with them as ‘dead’.  She also dealt with trying to find the identity of previously unknown people in the same category. 

She was diligently working away, on trying to discover the true identity, of the man killed in the office of the Venezuelan drug operation.  The terrorist in the office was known immediately by Clyde, and the others on the mission.  The handful of other terrorists also killed on the mission had all been identified—as had the cook and several of the others from the drug operation.

Clyde walked up, and nodded.  “Hi, Dr. Mueller—what have you for me?”

“The same thing I had an hour ago, Senior Chief Feegle...nada on identification.”

Clyde sighed.  “I really didn’t think you would have come up with anything of interest, or you would have called me.  Just wanted to see your lovely face again.”

“Yeah, yeah.  I’ll tell my hubby you approve...not.  He’s got a jealous streak.  Actually I was going to give you a call after I run what I found from the skin sample you brought in on him for the third time.  May was well give it to you now.  You aren’t gonna believe this, but this one is something.  His father is also his uncle.”

Clyde tilted his head with a questioning look, before it dawned on him what Rita meant.  “You mean...”

“Yes.  His father and the father’s sister are his parents.  So what we’re looking for is an incestuous relationship of the first order.”

“You’re kidding.”

“No, I’m not.  Real deal.  I’ve run the DNA code twice.  Not the first time I’ve run into a deal like this.  When I was working in Dayton—before the CIA kidnapped me to work here—I ran into it once before.  A man and woman were living as husband and wife.  They were brother and sister.  One of their offspring was murdered.  Turned out the incest had nothing to do with the case, so the cops and higher-ups decided to just overlook the incest, since all their kids were full-grown, and the couple were past the age of further reproduction.  They figured the couple had suffered enough with the loss of their son.”

“I’ll be damned.”

“Yeah, you will be, if you don’t get out of here, and let me get back to work.”

Clyde grinned as one of her assistants walked up.  “I get the hint—see you later.”

“Not in the next hour, please,” joked Rita, to his back as he walked off.

The assistant, Barbara Feinstein, asked, “Who was that good-looking guy?”

“That, my dear Barbara, was none other than Senior Chief Petty Officer Clyde Feegle.  This isn’t for publication, but he works with a military team here at the Agency.  I wasn’t happily married, I’d jump his bones.  Hey, you’re single—want me to fix you up?”

“No, thanks—I’m sorta spoken for, but he sure is a hunk.  I’ve never seen him down here before.  A Chief Petty Officer is Navy, right?”

“Yes...but it’s now Senior Chief Petty Officer.  He’s also a Navy SEAL.”

Clyde—like Merrill, Dick, and Mitch—was rather tall, and well put together.  He and Dick were just over six feet, while Mitch and Merrill were within an inch of those two.  All four were in the 190-pound range, give or take a pound or two.  Clyde was considered by most women he encountered as “ruggedly handsome,” as well as having a pleasant disposition.  A real catch who had not yet been caught.  

By the time he was out of sight, Barbara Feinstein had spotted the picture of the mystery man.  She pointed at the picture.  “That man has a hole in his head.  I guess he’s dead?”

“Of course, silly.  A hole in the forehead is normally fatal.  This particular hole was put there by none other than Clyde Feegle.  Now you best get back to work.  Oh, what was it you had for me, when you wandered over here?”

“The DNA sample you asked me to run, is not in any database I could find.”

“Thank you.  Same answer I came up with, just wanted to check my work.  See you later.”

***
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Two days after Clyde found out there was no progress in determining the identity of the man he’d shot in the office, the two men who had discussed finding out who had killed the man unknown to CIA, were back in their secret meeting place.

The man tasked with finding out who had shot him reported, “Through a stroke of good luck, I now know knew killed your nephew...a Navy Chief Petty Officer and SEAL by the name of Clyde Feegle.  He leads some type of CIA hit team, or something of the sort.  He led the raid on our facility, and personally fired the killing shot.  However, I have been unable to find out anything else about him...no address or anything.”

“Feegle...Feegle...why does the name ring some type of bell?  Wait, I have it.  He is a cousin of a Congressman by the name of Patrick Hoy.  I read somewhere that the Congressman likes him to attend various fund-raising functions—the type that takes place in his home as just nice parties, but were used for fund-raising.  

“There was some stink, about active duty military personnel being involved in fund-raising.  The stink soon died, for some reason.  Wait, now I remember—the Congressman raised hell back then, saying ‘he could and would invite members of his family to his home, in uniform or not, whenever he pleased.’  Since we now know who he is—and know a connection who could lead us to him—I have an idea.”

***
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While those two plotted, a lady by the name of Josephine (Jo) Kelly, who owned a rather upscale art dealership in the Washington, D.C. area, had just made a startling discovery.  While it didn’t surprise her, it was something she would just as soon not know.

Several months earlier she had gone to a party, and there had met Tino Pelosi and Basil Farhat—though those were not the names they used...at least not the last names.  The first names were correct, and Tino asked her at the party if she was interested in having well-made replicas of nice artifacts known to exist—clearly marked as such, with no attempt to deceive, and sell as the real item.  

After looking at a few pieces he brought by, with a label on the bottom stating they were replicas, she bought them on the spot, due to the very reasonable price.  When told there were many other pieces available, from the same South American artists making replicas, she agreed to look at any they might have to offer.  

Jo’s building was in a very nice area, with a very good lease.  In addition to her showroom, there was an attached work area, where she often did a bit of restoration work on original pieces, needing little more than some cleanup work.  The work area had a sliding door at the rear of the building, with an adjacent loading ramp for deliveries.  In time, she worked out an agreement with Tino to have items delivered to her shop, but in his name.  He suggested she could have first pick on any items delivered, except those pre-sold elsewhere.  The remainder of the shipment would be taken away by Tino and Basil.
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