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PIECES OF THE PUZZLE

In Maryland, at the science-and-research lab area in Devcom, led by the brilliant scientist Peter S. Androvski, Darious Patel was setting up a Magnanotron display area, for the ongoing training of a group of young scientists and technicians. Androvski was in his office area studying, working with their new, high-tech computer system and large display screen. 
Since the inception of Magnanotron, over two years ago, there had been strong funding for Devcom, and an almost non-stop implantation program underway. Ever since the Russia affair, there were the ridged, locked-tight safety and security standards in place that went with anything to do with Magnanotron and Devcom.
If one were to walk into Androvski’s office, they might say it was a mess, with empty coffee cups and papers scattered about, but, to the busy scientist, everything was as it should be. 
On the display screen was a structural drawing of the US Navy’s high-tech naval vessel USS Zumwalt (DDG-1000), one of the deadliest destroyers in the world. Androvski’s big project was equipping the Zumwalt with Magnanotron protection: codename “Martha”. Much progress had been made over the years; so far, about twenty-five percent of Special Forces were now Magnanotron-trained and equipped.
Both Patel and Androvski spent months on the Zumwalt, installing the large flux-shield intensifiers needed to keep a nominal density and flow over such a large perimeter. They were close to being finished, but there was more still to do.
Androvki’s cell was ringing. He picked up to the voice of Special Forces Commander Thomas Ryan. 
“How’s Martha coming along?” Ryan asked. “We have another group ready for shielding.”
“Martha is going well, sir; almost complete,” Androvski replied. “We just finished a new batch of Magnanotrons. I will send over the units you need.” 
Ryan had a few more questions about Martha before ending his call.

*

At The White House, President Jameson’s main concern was the ever-present problem with Iran, and their push to go fully nuclear. Iran, as was well known, was a country run by terrorists. How can they ever be trusted? Jameson constantly thought to himself.
Peace was hopeful in Ukraine, but not in the Middle East. The threat to Israel and the surrounding area was only getting worse. The attacks on shipping and American bases by the radical Islamists continued. Iran’s funding of the terrorist groups, the Houthi, Hezbollah and Hamas, was getting out of hand. Iran was trying to control the Persian Gulf and the seas in the area.  
President Jameson wanted to keep his options open. To him, the eventual possibility of an assault, or war with Iran, was not out of the picture. 

*

At Fort Bragg, Sergeant Major Tex Larson was with specialist Jorge Morales, going over the latest results of the testing and training for a new round of candidates. The testing was intense, both physically and mentally, requiring strength and endurance at high standards. There are many men who are good soldiers, but only a select few have the edge, the intangible abilities it takes, to make it in Special Forces.
“Sir, with the last of the dropouts gone,” Morales said, “the rest of the group is doing fairly well.”
“Good work,” Tex replied, as he looked over the progress report. “I got a meeting with the boss; he will be happy to hear it.”
Jason Patrick was in his office, finishing a call from Special Forces Commander Ryan A. Thompson. The discussion was about the violence and death the Iranian-backed terrorists were inflicting on their friends in the Middle East. Jason was told that the president was contemplating an insertion into Yemen, to help stop the attacks on shipping in the area. An air-and-ground attack on a major Houthi military missile installation, and their base of operations, was being considered.
Tex walked in and handed some paperwork to Jason. “Good to have you back, sir. Looks like everything is going well here.”
“Good, keep at it. And thanks for keeping an eye on things for me while I was off,” Jason replied, with a smile. 
He got straight to business: “Just got word from Commander Ryan; it seems we may have some action ahead for Delta.”
“Action? Hmm… sounds interesting, sir,” Tex replied, with a smile. “We’ll be ready for it.”
“Good, I know you will be,” Jason replied. “We will have a meeting with the team as soon as the details come in.”
The two old friends talked about Jason’s dad and things at the base for a while, over some coffee and fresh donuts, before Tex left to share the news. 
Jason sat thinking to himself: Damn, it feels good to be back in the fight.

*

In Iran, Supreme Leader Al Kalmani was at a top-level meeting with his closest advisors and associates. Oil production was down, revenue and economic reports were reviewed, and the bad news was shared. American clean crude was edging them out of the market, and it was not getting better over time.
Kalmani was in a rage as he stood up at the table. “It is the West, those infidels! They’re squeezing us dry with their sanctions and mounting oil production!” he yelled out. “We must step up our attacks! Hit them all across the Gulf and Red Sea!”
“But, Your Excellency,” one of his advisors said, “perhaps we should try and negotiate with the Americans, get some oil sales going again.”
“No, the Americans will give us nothing but lies,” Kalmani replied, with a frown. “They need to be punished, and then we will see.” 
“Yes, sir. We will begin preparations for more attacks immediately,” Defense Minister Moham Easka replied. 
“I also have an update on Persia for you.”
Kalmani calmed himself and took his seat. “Okay. I’ve been waiting for a report on my little surprise,” he smiled. “The meeting is done. I expect to see plans for our attack. For now, I need to talk privately with the defense minister.”
The meeting room emptied out, and the two leaders talked about their secret operations. 
In Russia, they had a deal. They had a connection with a top Russian defense contractor who was working with President Grekov. It was a secret deal for two ballistic missiles, at ten million dollars each, plus the Russians would provide someone to train his techs on system operations. Unknown to most, over the last few years Kalmani and Eska had drained a fortune from certain accounts.
Their “Persia” operation was underway at a location along the Red Sea and southern coast of Yemen. So far, they completed installing a series of bunkers, security fencing and an attack-defense missile system. A radar installation, along with a watchtower and a large, mobile missile-launcher, were also starting construction at the Persia site. In Iran, under tight security at the Natanz Nuclear Facility, they were just starting the process. 
Technicians were methodically beginning the assembly of an atomic nuclear warhead, similar in size to the American W85. This warhead had a variable yield, from three to eighty kilotons of TNT. Kalmani’s evil plan was to launch on American and Israeli assets by the end of the year.

*

At Fort Bragg, it was a warm, sunny morning in early May, with just a few fair-weather clouds floating in the blue skies above. Delta was headed to a meeting at Capcom.
Inside the large Humvee was Specialist Jorge Morales, a slim, medium-sized, dark-haired man, his parents being from Peru. Jimmy Dudash and Blair Crouse were also present, both strong and a little stocky, at five-eight; Blair was balding, though both had reddish-brown hair. Thomas Blacknal was a tall, lean African American – an experienced and deadly soldier with a good sense of humor. Added to them were the Irishman, Keven McDonough – the shortest and one of the toughest of the group – along with the latest addition, Robert Calibari, a former Marine, six feet tall; he was Italian, with short-brown hair and balding. This rounded Delta out to a seven-man team, when including Tex Larson. 
Tex was a formidable soldier, a former elite sniper known to carry a big, sharp blade. One might say he was a legend among his peers. Tex was tall, with a lanky, strong build, dark-haired with a trimmed beard. His family went way back, for generations, in the northwest Texas area.
Delta Team leader Tex Larson and Jason Patrick greeted the team as they arrived at Capcom. Jason was pleased: Delta Team looked well, and seemed to be in good spirits.
Everyone gathered around a large oak table. A map of the Red Sea came up on the large display screen.
Jason stood up. “Reports are coming in of another series of drone and missile attacks by Houthi rebels, on commercial shipping and against American warships. Capcom is considering all options in our response, including a Special Forces insertion into northern Yemen.”
“We got a timeframe on this yet?” Blair asked.
“Not yet,” Jason replied, “but the word is that the president wants to hit them hard.” 
Tex looked around the table. “We need to get ready for it.”
The meeting went on for another hour, details and intelligence on the Houthi terrorists going around the table. 

*

At The White House, President Jameson was with Defense Secretary Baker, Secretary of State Hogerbee, and Joint Chief of the Military, General Stanis. They were going over the latest reports on the ever-volatile Middle East.
President Jameson was frustrated and a little angry, as he stood up and looked around the table. “I have had enough of these attacks on our shipping and our troops.” 
Jameson sat back down and sipped his coffee. “We need to have some stability in the region, and we need to protect Israel.”
“Agreed, sir,” Hogerbee replied. “The Iranian proxies, especially the Houthi and Hamas, are getting bolder. I believe that, with their oil revenues down and our counterattacks, the Iranians are getting desperate.”
“We have a new location in northern Yemen,” General Stanis added. “My sources tell me it’s reinforced and underground: a major supply-and-command center in the Sanaa area. I have given Special Forces a heads up to be ready for it.” 
Stanis continued: “We’ve also obtained new intel on a major Hezbollah military installation in Syria; seems to be a well-hidden complex. We believe that it plays a key part in their ongoing attacks against Israel.”
“Good,” President Jameson replied, “then I’ll leave the details with you. But let’s hit them all good and hard!”
“You mentioned Iran, Mr. President,” Secretary Baker added; “Intelligence reports an uptick in activity at their nuclear installation in Natanz… Intel has also detected a major network server, and lots of activity going on at the Syrian location.”
“Sneaky bastards they are! They keep pushing me on this nuclear thing!” Jameson replied. Anyone who knew the president could sense his anger from the look in his eyes. “From now on, we are on the offensive.” 
Jameson looked at his friends. “Do the homework; preparations and plans need to be made.” 
The time is coming for Iran, the president thought to himself. Time to cut the head off the snake.



