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Dedication
For Naomi

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and
incidences either are the product of the author’s imagination
or are used fictitiously and any resemblance to actual persons,
living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is
entirely coincidental.
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Prologue
November 2000
Damascus, Syria
A taxicab came to a stop outside a small restaurant in
Damascus. It was a regular and familiar stop for cab drivers in the
bustling city. The restaurant only had two tables, a small counter,
and a kitchen, all of which could be seen in its entirety from the
dining room. Two well-dressed men with neatly trimmed black
beards, one holding a soft computer briefcase, the other nothing,
exited the taxi and paid the fare in cash. The two men, Ali ElSayid and Mohamad Rahmani, were summoned to Damascus by
their puppet masters to discuss operational details.
The man holding the briefcase, Ali El-Sayid, handed the
driver the money and said in his European accented Arabic,
“Keep the change.” The driver took the money and accelerated
his taxi away in a cloud of exhaust fumes and dust. The two men
didn’t speak to each other. They simply looked at the outside of
the restaurant and the address to make sure it was the correct
location. It was. Two large men wearing sunglasses and dressed
in business suits were standing outside on either side of the
doorway. They both had their hands folded in front of them.
They were obviously armed, probably with small submachine
guns tucked under their bulging vests.
“I need to see your briefcase,” said one of the big men as he
reached for the computer bag.
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El-Sayid gave his briefcase to the man and said, “Nothing
but a laptop.”
The bodyguard looked at El-Sayid, taking note of his
European accent. “Cell phones, wrist watches, anything
electronic if you will,” he said as the other guard produced a
black nylon bag.
El-Sayid and Rahmani complied. They emptied their
pockets, took off their watches and jewelry, and handed them
over. Neither of them were armed.
After searching El-Sayid and Rahmani, along with the
contents of El-Sayid’s briefcase, the larger man handed the
computer bag back to El-Sayid and said, “Go in. They’re waiting
for you at one of the tables.”
El-Sayid and Rahmani quickly entered the establishment.
Once inside the small, smoke-filled dining room, they saw two
men in their late forties sitting at a table drinking coffee. One was
short, the other slightly taller. Their black beards were streaked
with grey. There was no one else in the restaurant. One of the
men motioned the two visitors to come forward. Both men at the
table stood, hugged their newly arrived guests, and exchanged
greetings with, “As-salaam alaikum.”
The older man, Major General Mohamad Ali Jafari,
commander of the Iranian Republican Guards, said, “Take a seat.”
Everyone took a seat around the small table. The shorter man,
Major General Haij Qassem, Quds Force commander spoke next.
“It’s good to see you again, Rahmani. You’ve proven yourself in
Bosnia and with the latest action in Frankfurt. Now, have your
associate show us what he’s got. You’ve got five minutes.”
Rahmani didn’t speak but nodded his head at El-Sayid and
authorized him to speak. Ali opened his computer bag and turned
on the Gateway laptop computer. He typed in a few keystrokes,
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and a file appeared. “This is what I have,” he said and turned the
screen toward the two men.
Qassem looked closely at the file, and then showed it to
Jafari. The two men nodded their heads in approval. Finally,
Qassem spoke. “How do you plan on financing this?”
“Very simple. Let me show you. May I?” El-Sayid said as he
asked for his Gateway computer back.
Qassem pushed it across the small table. Ali opened another
file and pushed it back across the table. “That’s how.”
Both Jafari and Qassem read what was on the computer.
When they were finished, the two broke out in laughter. The
hysterics went on for a several minutes. Both El-Sayid and
Rahmani didn’t know what to make of the two older men. Then
Qassem spoke, “Why didn’t we think of this before? Go ahead,
you have our blessing. We’ll supply the men and a courier. The
Infidels will never be able to trace anything back to us. I should
think sometime next fall would be perfect.”
Major General Qassem stood and held his hand out. “God be
with you, my friends.”

PART
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Chapter1
Frankfurt, Germany
January 2001

S

yrian Hezbollah operative and courier Leila Zair
stepped off the regional train from Berlin at the
Frankfurt Hauptbahnhof dragging two suitcases,
one large along with a smaller Rollaboard. She exited the tracks,
found the baggage lockers, placed the smaller bag inside the
locker, and continued on. She was dressed in typical female
Arab gowns with her head shrouded and face almost concealed
with a black scarf. She was medium height and build, at five
foot five. Had she been unveiled, passersby would have seen a
very Western woman with light skin, dark eyes, and beautiful
long, brown hair and sensuous lips. That was one of the reasons
why she was recruited by Quds Force. In addition, she was a
polyglot. She spoke multiple languages, including English,
French, Spanish, Italian, and German.
Leila came to Germany from Amman, Jordan using an alias.
Then she took a train to Berlin where she met her Hezbollah
chief. As the primary courier for Quds Force and Iranian
terrorist factions, she received instructions from Teheran to go
to Frankfurt and meet her new organizer, Ahmed Al-Saed. She
was being permanently assigned to the Frankfurt cell. In her
possession, she had a handbag stuffed full with several thousand
3
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Euros, credit cards, pre-paid cell and regular phone cards, all to
be distributed to Al-Saed.
She had never met Ahmed Al-Saed before. Her instructions
were to meet him at the Frankfurt train station. He would be at
the coffee shop across from the M&B Market Place near the
south exit. He would have an Arabic newspaper and be drinking
coffee in the Turkish style.
Leila dragged her large suitcase and headed for the exit. It
was a busy morning at the bustling, crowded station. She could
have difficulty finding her contact. As it turned out, there was
more than one coffee stand near the exit. However, she was
well trained and would use that to overcome this unexpected
inconvenience. She looked for the coffee stand that was the least
crowded and with the fewest travelers who did not seem in a
hurry. This would be the one her contact would use. The more
crowded, the more difficult.
She continued walking and stopped at a newsstand and
bought two picture postcards, paying with Euro coins she held
in her hand. She used this delay to look through the display
stack at the nearby coffee stand. There, she saw her contact.
He was in his thirties, with a well-groomed beard, and was
dressed in business attire. In fact, he looked very much like any
businessman and not a Hezbollah trained operative. He had on a
pair of grey wool slacks, black sport coat, and a tan shirt. He was
busy talking, or pretending to talk, on his cell phone. He had the
Arabic newspaper, and the coffee cup and saucer had the spoon
inside the cup in true Turkish style. There was no mistake. He
was her contact.
She emerged from the souvenir stand, approached the man,
and addressed him using her code words in Arabic, “Excuse me,
sir, but could you tell me where I can find the Hotel Münchenhof?”
He replied, “Outside and to the left.”

Nimble Dodger

5

Once the two exchanged the correct code words, Al-Saed
said, “Follow me. I’m going in that direction anyway.”
He placed his cell phone in his pocket and left the newspaper
on the table, as if seemingly in a hurry. Leila could not be sure
of his nationality because his Arabic had an accent, but she
couldn’t place it. She knew he was not from an Arab-speaking
country. Definitely not Iranian either. She quickly followed him
as the two exited the crowded station. He walked several steps
ahead in true Mid-East fashion. Once outside the station, they
turned left and headed for the Arabic section of town, known
as Bahnhofsviertel. There you can find Lebanese, Afghans,
Iraqis, Syrians, Jordanians, Palestinians, as well as Turks, where
Arabic is the predominate language, and the shops, hotels, and
restaurants are run by Arab or Muslim immigrants.
The two continued another two blocks and made a right
turn onto Münchener Strasse. They entered a small eatery and
walked through it to the back entrance into an alley. From there
they continued to a four-story apartment complex completely
hidden from the street. The structure obviously tenanted Muslim
families because Leila could see young children playing about,
and laundry hung outside several of the bedroom windows.
Al-Saed did not speak as he entered the first floor of the
complex and climbed the small flight of stairs to the fourth
and top floor; Leila followed. Here, he walked down the hall
to the last room on the left. He took out a key from his pocket
and unlocked the door and several dead bolts. Leila entered the
apartment carrying her suitcase and handbag. Once inside, AlSaed closed and locked the door from inside.
The apartment was larger than she expected, with a living
room, two sofas, and a television set playing an Arabic station.
Two bedrooms were off to either side with doors closed,
presumably locked. There was a kitchen with a large table. Dirty
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dishes, pots, pans, and other cooking utensils were left stacked
high on the sink. It was obvious that men lived in this apartment,
because several used plates and glasses were still left on the
kitchen table, and dirty ashtrays filled with cigarette butts were
everywhere. The whole apartment stunk of spicy food, stale
tobacco, and body odor.
Al-Saed said, “Clear the table,” obvious that he needed a
place to work.
Leila dropped her suitcase and bag and quickly cleared and
wiped the table as Al-Saed watched. Once the table was cleared,
Al-Saed said, “Bring the bag and open it.”
Leila did as instructed and brought the bag to the table. AlSaed reached into his sport coat and pulled out a Sig Sauer P228
pistol. “Open it.” Leila unzipped the bag and opened it for him
to see. Al-Saed held the pistol on Leila with one hand while he
examined the contents with the other. “Count it out for me.”
Leila sat down at the table. She dropped the scarf from over
her mouth so she could speak and began counting the stacks of
fifty and one-hundred Euro notes aloud. She counted out twohundred and fifty thousand Euros. Once satisfied that everything
was in order, and she hadn’t kept any for herself, Al-Saed
relaxed and put down the weapon. She was the courier sent from
Amman.
“What do they call you?”
“Karina,” she replied as she pushed the moneybag back
toward Al-Saed. “What should I call you?”
“Ali will do. It will keep things simple.”
“Okay Ali, what are my orders?”
Ali took the bag and zipped it back up. “Clean this place
up! When you’re done with that, there are several loads of
laundry. You’ll have to use the Miele Wash World Laundromat
down the street. We’re moving on to another phase. More men
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are coming. We’re going to use this apartment as well as some
nearby facilities.” Ali then raised the pistol again towards Leila.
“Take your clothes off. Slowly now, so I can see.”
Leila did as instructed. She knew what to expect. She
removed her garments slowly and deliberately down to her
underwear. “Everything! That includes your underwear!” Leila
complied and dropped her underwear to the floor. “Very good,
young lady. Now, step away from the table.”
Leila moved away from the table, naked as instructed,
while Ali went through her clothes searching for any hidden
microphone or devices. There was nothing there. Next, he moved
closer to Leila and saw her beautiful, lean body with muscular
features and firm breasts. She was not like the other women sent
from headquarters. “I need to do a more thorough body search.”
Leila knew what he meant as he performed his examination.
He did not hurt her. She actually enjoyed his hands and fingers
moving around and inside her. She moaned softly as he did his
work. Ali could tell she was enjoying it. He didn’t waste time.
“Very good, clean as a whistle.” Once he was finished and
satisfied, he picked her up, carried her to his bedroom, and
closed the door.
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