




Chapter 9


Ruth rubbed her ankle, it was still sore and swollen from the car accident. She hoped that Olivia had escaped, it was her only chance to get out. The cell they had her in was clean with a small bunk, sink and toilet. There were bars instead of a solid door and she occasionally got up and limped over to look out. 

Footsteps sounded down the hallway and they grew louder telling her someone was coming. Moments later two men stood outside her cell, one was a guard who carried a tray of food, the other was a tall thin man in a military uniform. He had a stern look his eyes deep and foreboding.  She could tell instantly that he was an evil man.
  “Can I thank you for the lovely accommodations?” she boldly asked.

  “You can thank Maura for them,” he said coldly. “If she hadn’t gotten you involved you wouldn’t be here now.”

  “Where is she?” Ruth asked.

  “Safe…secure,” General Meyers said. “Where she should be.”

  “She’s a young woman…she deserves to be living life, not doing your evil bidding!” Ruth blurted out.

  “She is our creation…nothing more. We decide everything in her life…everything,” he smiled. “Just like we’re going to decide your fate also.”

  “I’m an old woman Sergeant, there isn’t much you can do to an old woman at my age,” she edged him on.
  “I am a General Mrs. Haversack,” he said his irritation clear. “I can keep you alive for a long…long time. Long enough for you to experience many things.”

  “Why are you here Sergeant?” she asked.

  “Because I want to know how much agent Jordan knows,” he asked. “You are close to her…and that means you have information we can use.”

  “Nobody is close to her,” Ruth said.

  “We’ll see, we’ll see,” he grinned. 

  “I don’t have any information Sergeant,” she shook her head.

  “If you don’t then I feel sorry for you…and your children,” he smiled. “Yes Mrs. Haversack, we know all about you. You have two boys, both living out West. Would you like me to tell you where they work…who their wives are…where their kids go to school?” he asked showing her an evil grin. “It would be so very terrible…so very terrible if something happened to them, now wouldn’t it?” 
  “You’re a bastard…” she cursed softly.

  “No, actually I’m worse, but in your case a bastard is fitting,” he smiled. “Think about it Mrs. Haversack…think about it closely. We’ll continue this discussion later,” he said turning to leave.

  “Don’t do anything to my children…” she said rushing forward grabbing the bars.

  “You have control of that Mrs. Haversack, tell us what we want to know and nothing will happen to them. Withhold information…and you will read about them in the evening paper,” he added then disappeared through the door.

Ruth stood staring at the door, she wished that she could have come back with a snappy comment but the General knew exactly where to reach her. Walking over she sat down on the bunk trying to think about what she was going to do.

Olivia went down into the lobby where she asked and generously paid off the desk clerk to use his computer. She accessed her email address and downloaded the information Marion had sent her regarding the blueprints for the CRF building. Printing them off she tucked them under her arm and headed back upstairs. When she unlocked the door to her room she heard the shower running. Moments later Wil came out a towel wrapped around his waist and his hair wet. He walked over and sat down opposite her.

  “She came through for you?” he asked looking at one of the printouts.

  “Of course she did, I never doubted that she wouldn’t,” Olivia said. “If Director Burke is involved then something serious is going down and we’re right in the middle of it all.”

  “Think we can find a way inside using those blueprints?” he asked.

  “Don’t know, they may have taken every precaution regarding security,” she added.

  “We don’t even know what we’re going to do once we’re inside,” he said wiping his neck with a towel.

  “We find out what’s going on, then we shut them down…anyway possible,” she said.

  “We need a little more than a few guns for that don’t you think?” he asked.

  “Of course, that can be taken care of easily enough,” she said. “We need another car.”

  “Let me take care of that, I can call a rental agency and have one delivered,” he added.

Looking over the blueprints they both searched for a way into the complex. There was a storm drain system but they both doubted a way would have been left. The walls were too high and contained an electrified fence on the top, on the other side dogs would be waiting for sure. There was only one entrance and that was heavily guarded. There was the possibility of coming in by air, either by parachute or hang glider. Parachute would be too tricky, they would run the risk of being spotted even in a high altitude low opening  or Halo jump. 

  “We could use gliders,” she said. 

  “Gliders…like in hang gliders?” he frowned.

  “Yes, hang gliders. We could start offshore and glide our way to this rooftop,” she pointed to the blueprint.

  “Tricky don’t you think?” he said softly.

  “Maybe, but if it’s done right we shouldn’t have a problem,” she added.

  “So other than retrieving Ruth and Maura…how are we going to shut them down?” he asked.
  “Blow them all to hell…that would be the easiest.”

  “What about the civilians?” he shook his head.

  “What about them, they become what I consider…casualties,” she said coldly.

Wil stared at her for a second trying to see if she was kidding, when he finally realized that she was serious he swallowed hard and looked away. 

  “Why don’t you just talk to your agent buddies and have a jet bomb the shit out of the place?” he asked.

  “Actually that would be a good idea if I had “buddies” in the agency. I highly doubt they would condone dropping bombs or missiles on a United States business.”

  “So you think the hang glider idea is best?” he sighed. “I hate heights.”

  “You’ll either get used to it or you’ll drop from the sky and won’t have to worry about it anymore,” she said giving him a faint smile.

  “Thanks”

  “Look, I don’t want you to do this with me anyway. I will have a much easier time getting in and out on my own.”

  “On your own…and still get Ruth and Maura out also?” he shook his head. “I don’t believe it.”

  “I didn’t say it would be easy but I might have a good chance,” she said. 

  “Yeah like a snowball in hell,” he added. “There has to be a better way.”

  “Well if you can come up with one…let me know,” she said.

  “Actually I can…blackmail,” he looked at her.

  “Blackmail”
  “Yeah, find out what and why they need Maura…then use it against them by going public if they don’t turn Ruth and Maura over,” he suggested.

  “Good idea, but I don’t think you realize what you are actually dealing with here,” she shook her head. “These are fanatical people who believe in their twisted ways with their hearts and souls…they would send an army after us to shut us up.”

  “I won’t let you go without me,” he shook his head. “Afraid of heights or not…you won’t go alone.”

Olivia smiled at him, then leaned forward giving him a light peck on the lips. She then got up and grabbed the telephone. Putting the scrambler on it she dialed a number and waited as it rang on the other end.

  “Hello,” a female voice spoke.

  “Yes, this is #528876, I need some merchandise,” she asked.

  “That number has been removed,” the woman said.

  “It has been reactivated, you have not been informed,” Olivia lied.

  “Wait”

She said nothing and just looked over at Wil who sat rubbing his temples, his head obviously still bothering him.

  “We have no records that your status has been reactivated. We can send a query…”

  “I need the goods now,” she said. 

  “Wait”

Again Olivia stared at Wil, he was so handsome sitting there in a bath towel, his arms were muscular as were his legs. He looked up catching her staring at him.

  “What is it you need?” the woman asked.

  “I will need two M250 stealth gliders with radar jammers, two H&K 9mm silenced machineguns with clips and 2000 rounds of ammo. Smoke grenades, fragmentation grenades…and 30lbs of Simtex with detonators. I will also need fatigues, black, in large and extra large, boots, night vision…”

  “Hold on…”

Again Olivia waited, she wondered if maybe the NSA had the line tapped and were trying to trace the call it would explain the stalling. 

  “Cash” the woman said.

  “How much” Olivia asked.

  “50,000…”

  “Agreed”

  “What else do you need?” she asked.

  “Scuba equipment, the new aqualung full face…two sets,” she said.

  “Anything else”
  “You want anything?” she called out to Wil

  “Couple of 9mm silenced Beretta pistols,” he replied.

  “You hear that?” Olivia asked.

  “Yes…how soon?” the woman asked.

  “ASAP”

  “2:00am…De Soto National Memorial,” the woman said then hung up.

Olivia removed the scrambler then sat down on the end of the bed.

  “2:00am, De Soto National Memorial,” she said to him. 

  “You trust these people?” he asked.

  “It’s the only way we’re going to get what we need,” she said. “I’ll be back, I have to get some cash.”

Wil watched her walk out the door. He didn’t want to tell her but he had his reservations regarding the people she used to work for. As far as he was concerned, they were not to be trusted.


Gregory Burke placed the headset back down in front of the operator. He knew now that Olivia Jordan was aware of the CRF Facility and it would only be a matter of time before she put two and two together…and found out his involvement. He also had his doubts about Corey, though he was a professional at what he did, Olivia Jordan was not your average target. She was a predator with intense predatory instincts. He knew that it would take more than one professional killer to eliminate her. 

  “Have a clean team at De Soto National Forest. There is a meeting there slated for 2:00am…I want all individuals there considered hostile armed targets and are to be eliminated,” Burke said to the operator.

  “Yes sir,” the woman said grabbing the telephone.

Burke headed back to his office, by tomorrow morning he would receive word from an NSA hit team that Olivia Jordan was dead. The thought put a smile on his face.

Matthew Corey pulled into the Fort Meyers Post Office. Getting out of the car he dashed to the front doors that the Postmaster was locking. 

  “Hey!” he called out.

  “We’re closed,” the man said.

  “I have to pick up a package that was delivered, could you at least get it for me?” he asked.

The man was hesitant but then unlocked the door and opened it.

  “What’s the name?” the man asked.

  “Corey, Matthew Corey,” he replied.

He followed the man back up to the counter, he then disappeared out back. Moments later he returned carrying a thick manila envelope. He handed it to him then ushered him out the door which he quickly locked behind him.

 “Thank you,” Matthew said then headed back to his car. 

On the way he found himself opening the packet. Once he was inside his car he pulled the contents out. Olivia Jordan’s dossier was huge. Quickly rifling through the papers he found what he was looking for, a photograph of the woman. 

Indeed the woman he was with was Olivia Jordan, former top agent for the NSA. Chuckling, he slipped the contents back into the folder then started the car. He would read the entire thing once he was safely home. 

For once in his life he was looking forward to the kill, it would be the crowning achievement in his short career.


Olivia Jordan slipped the key in and opened the door to their room, the light was still on but Wil was beneath the sheets his arm draped over his eyes. Shutting the door she bolted it then slipped the chain on. Setting a bag and her purse down she kicked her shoes off as she headed into the bathroom. Stripping out of her clothes she stepped into the shower keeping her already weakened cast out of the water. She let the water beat down hard against her shoulders and it felt refreshing. She was tired and worried about Ruth and Maura. She felt blind, there was so much going on and she had no idea how it all fit together. She could surmise, but doing so was dangerous. As she washed she thought about Wil. He wasn’t involved in this, the people whom were after Maura and now her, however they had nothing against him. He was just a plain, ordinary police officer who now was in a life threatening situation. 

Stopping she realized he didn’t have to be here…yet he was…because of her.


Stepping from the shower she dried, then combed her hair back. Grabbing the bag she had brought in she opened it peering at the contents. Reaching in she withdrew a long black and very, very sheer nightgown. It had thin red lace surrounding the strap that went around the neck and along the plunging neckline that dipped down nearly to her navel. There was a matching set of panties also.

  “Ruth” she breathed slightly.

After she had gotten the money for the arms exchange later in the morning she went to where her vehicle had been wreaked. Police tape cordoned off the side of the road and the marsh where a few of their attackers had been cut down. The wreak was still there surrounded by more yellow police tape, but there was nobody else. Reaching into the wreaked vehicle she had pulled the bag containing the lingerie that Ruth had purchased. 


Slipping it over her head she pulled it down adjusting her breasts, then took the panties and was about to put them on when she looked at herself in the mirror. Ruth had good taste despite her constant badgering. The gown fit her perfectly and was actually quite attractive. Taking the panties she tossed them on the sink opting not to wear them. Opening the bathroom door she stepped out and stared at Wil still lying in bed. She felt awkward, she had no problem acting sensual, but actually being sensual? That was an entirely other matter. Still though she walked over to the bed and pulled back the sheets on the other side of the bed. The rustling was enough to cause Wil to lower his arm, he looked over at her his eyes taking in the sheerness of the gown and her body beneath. Olivia gave him a faint smile then slid beneath the sheets next to him. 

  “Are you sure?” he said turning his head towards her.

  “I wouldn’t be here if I wasn’t,” she said running her hand through the hair on his chest.

Wil turned to her their lips coming together in a passionate kiss. His hands ran down her back, then slid forward touching her breasts. 

  “I like the gown,” he breathed.

  “Thank Ruth when you see her,” she replied then slid her body on top of him. 

She was surprised to find that he was already naked. She grinned and they kissed again. 


They made love repeatedly for nearly two hours before they both collapsed in each others arms their exhaustion claiming them. Olivia rolled over, Will curling up close behind her his arm tucked under hers his hand in hers between her breasts. She stared at the door, the worry over Ruth flooding back in. 

  “She’s OK,” Wil said sensing her worry. “She’s a tough lady, if anything she’ll have them surrendering to us before long.”

  “I know these types Wil,” she said softly. “They’ll murder millions to achieve what they want. Ruth is in serious danger…serious danger.”

  “If they were just going to kill her they would have done so when she was trapped in the vehicle, they wouldn’t have wasted the time to get her out,” Wil pointed out.

  “I know…I’m worried too about Maura,” she breathed.

  “Same goes for her, they need her alive Olivia, alive,” he said then lightly kissed the middle of her back. 

Olivia closed her eyes at his touch, just a few short years ago she would have spun around and slammed her palm against his nose driving the bone into his brain killing him instantly. She was so violent then, so nearly uncontrollable. Now, through the help of Ruth, Marion and others she was considerably more tolerant of others. 

It also helped that she liked his touch.


It was 1:00am when Wil parked the car in the lot next to the entrance of De Soto National Memorial. A tall gate barred all from entering, a fence surrounded the rest. Getting out of the car she walked up and found that the chain had been removed and the gate could be pushed open. 

  “Get the car, they’re already here,” she said pushing the gate open. 

Wil drove the car through without the headlights on. A quarter moon provided just barely enough light for them to see. If the sand that made up the road hadn’t been white, their vision would have been severely hampered. As soon as he cleared the gate she again closed it, then slid back into the passenger seat. 

  “How far do you think?” he asked scanning the surroundings as best he could.

  “Not far, maybe down at the beach,” she said.

The road lead to the beach was winding with a swamp to one side and sand to the other. When they broke out to where the beach was they noticed a pickup truck with a cap on the rear covering the bed. Pulling alongside Olivia was the first out of the car.

  “You bring the money?” a woman said softly.

  “You bring the goods?” Olivia asked, her senses on high.

  “Stupid question, why else would I be here?” the woman nearly laughed. “You’ve been kicked out of the agency haven’t you?”

  “I quit,” Olivia said softly. “Does that matter?”

  “As long as you have the cash…no, though I highly doubt your agency would like the fact I was selling you this stuff,” she said. “We go a long way back don’t we Jordan?”

  “Yeah I guess we do. You were the first person I remember getting my supplies from, that was a long time ago…a long time,” Olivia said.

  “That’s why I’m selling to you…because we go way back. However remember this, because it will not happen again…not when you’re out of the agency.”

  “I understand,” she nodded.

  “Good, let’s get your stuff because I’m losing my beauty sleep,” the woman said walking around the back of the truck. 

Olivia popped the trunk of her car and then started handing the gear to Wil who placed it inside. When they were done the woman walked over to Olivia.

  “Cash” she said.

Olivia opened her small purse and produced an envelope, she was about to hand it over to the woman when she heard a nearly inaudible ppppifftt noise. The woman stood there her hand outstretched her eyes staring intently ahead. Suddenly a trickle of blood began to ooze down the front of her face cascading around her nose and over her lips. She then toppled to the side revealing a large gaping hole in the side of her head.

Olivia dove to the ground just as another bullet tore into the back of the truck missing her head by an inch. Wil also pushed himself against the side of the car, his pistol drawn ready.

  “Who” he said frowning at Olivia.  
  “I don’t know,” she said drawing her own gun.
Glancing back at the woman she then looked in the direction that the bullet had come. Turning, she crawled quickly around the vehicle then off into the darkened marshy woods. 

Wil looked over at the other arms dealer, he was crouched behind the tail of his truck his own weapon drawn. He then made a fatal move dashing from behind the truck to follow Olivia into the woods.

The man never made five steps before a hail of silenced bullets tore into his chest, one striking his face erasing whatever the man had looked like. He collapsed to the ground his blood soaking and pooling in the sand around him.

  “Jesus” Wil muttered. 

Olivia moved with catlike stealth her eyes and ears tuned to her surroundings. It didn’t take her long to find the two assailants who had killed the woman. Drawing her pistol up she let two rounds go, each finding their intended targets head. The caliber of bullet she was using wouldn’t penetrate their body armor, but the face was usually left relatively unprotected.

A twig snapped behind her. 

Olivia wheeled around firing as she went, before her body hit the ground another attacker had been neutralized. 

Bounding to her feet she got her bearings and proceeded on, there had to be at least another three maybe more. Hit teams traveled in pairs, two were eliminated and a straggler, which meant his partner was still lurking about somewhere. A loud crack in the direction of the vehicles caught her attention. 
Wil saw the figure dash from the shadows running towards him. At first he was worried that it might be Olivia but he knew she wouldn’t have been that foolish. 

He let a round go. 

The man caught it just below the chin, the blow stopping him in his tracks, his body falling backwards. 

Olivia continued on making a sweep of the surrounding woods. When she arrived back at the three men she had killed she knew that they had been all that were sent. 

  “It’s clear Wil,” she called out.

Moments later Wil walked over his gun still held in the firing position, when he saw her he finally relaxed and holstered it. Olivia stood over one of the bodies, reaching down she grabbed the black ski mask that covered the persons face and hauled it off the lifeless eyes of the man staring intently skyward. 

  “Sonofabitch,” she breathed. 

  “What?” Wil asked.

  “I know this man, he’s NSA…part of a hit team. I’ve had dinner at his house…I know his kids.”

  “NSA…what in the hell are they sending hit teams out after you for?” Wil frowned.

  “It would appear that someone wants me dead,” she said. “I’ll bet that they didn’t even know the target was me…just whoever was here.”

  “Jesus, you used to work for them…why would they want to kill you?” 

  “Because I’m…we’re getting close to something,” she stated.

  “This is getting too deep,” he said running his hand through his hair. “Who exactly are we fighting here…CRF…the NSA…the United States Government?”
  “I doubt we’re fighting the NSA directly, just someone within it. CRF still remains our biggest target,” she said.

  “You mean someone within the NSA with enough clout to call out these guys…right?” he asked.

  “Yeah, there are only a handful of people that can do that, the board of directors can decided on a target and send a hit team…or the director,” she said. “My money is on him…the pompous asshole.”

  “Easy to see you don’t like the guy, he the one who fired you?” Wil asked.

  “I quit remember?” she said looking up at him. “But yes, he’s the one that would have if I had given him the chance.”

  “Then we are up against the NSA?” 

  “Somewhat, I think that he gambled that the hit team would easily take us out. Once this mess gets back to the board, Burke will have some explaining to do. Chances are he’ll blame us for creating the situation, or that the team was here for a different reason and we took them out.”
  “He could say and create anything he likes to implicate us,” Wil said. 

  “And he will, come on, time to take our stuff and go,” she said. 


It was 3:00am when the telephone began to ring. It rang a total of 23 times before Gregory Burke rolled over. Fumbling, he groped about until his hand laid upon the handset. 

  “What? This better be good,” he said his irritation clear. 

  “Sorry to disturb you sir but this is rather important,” a distinctly female voice spoke.

  “What?”

  “The team that was send to De Soto…is gone sir, wiped out. There were two others that were also killed, they are being identified as we speak,” she said.

Burke sat up in bed her words ringing in his ears. The room was dark and calm yet it felt like it was closing in around him. 
  “Sir”

  “Huh…yes, thank you for calling me and informing me,” he said then abruptly hung up. 

As soon as the receiver touched, the telephone rang again. At first he was hesitant to pick it up, but he did bringing the receiver slowly to his ear. 

  “Burke? Are you there Burke?” Olivia said coldly.

  “H...how”

  “How did I get your unlisted, secret telephone number? That was simple Burke, your information is just as accessible as mine you know,” she said. 

  “I will find you Jordan,” he said his anger flaring.

  “You already tried once…and blew it,” she scoffed. “Going to go to the boards and make something up about me…something so you can direct the resources of the agency to get me?” she asked. 

  “You’ve pushed this agency too far this time Jordan…those men you killed were people you knew or weren’t you aware of that?”

  “Oh I’m aware of it for sure, but I wonder if the board realizes how much of a traitor you actually are?”

  “I’m not the traitor here Jordan…you are!” he added trying to sound convincing.

  “What’s your relation to CRF Burke?”

  “CRF…I have no idea what you’re talking about,” he said trying to sound convincing.

  “Don’t insult my intelligence Burke, that hit team lying dead out there leads a trail directly to you!” 
  “Who do you think they’re going to believe Jordan…a terminated employee…or the current director?” he nearly laughed.

  “Maybe there are documents that I have that point directly to you,” she said lying.

There came a long and disturbing silence at the other end. She knew that he was angry beyond belief and if she continued to push she might be able to force him to unload what the hell is going between the NSA and the CRF facility. 

  “So Burke, going to tell me or do I have to find out myself…and I will,” she said coldly.

  “Go to hell Jordan…go to hell!” he said then slammed the receiver down.

  “W…who?” the woman beside him said stirring.

  “Go back to sleep, it’s nothing to worry about,” he said coldly getting out of bed.

  “Who is this…Jordan?” the woman said licking her lips.

  “Nobody important…nobody important,” he replied as he left the room.


His study was done in rich teak wood from floor to ceiling. A few large potted plants were placed about the room, mostly due to his wife’s wishes. The walls were lined with history books, one of his degrees was in history and he loved reading about it. 

Sitting down behind his desk he pulled the chain on the antique globe lamp then grabbed the telephone and dialed a number. 

He waited as it rang.

  “H…hello…who?” the groggy voice spoke.

  “It’s Burke,” he began to say.

  “You realize its 3:00 in the God damn morning?” General Meyers spat.

  “I don’t care General, we have problems,” Burke countered.

  “What now?”

  “Jordan” 

  “What about her? I have it under control,” he answered.

  “Yeah, well I thought I did too,” Burke said explaining what he had done with the hit teams.

  “Stupid move Burke, stupid,” Meyers said.

  “I didn’t ask for your opinion Meyers…in fact I should have stayed in bed and to hell with calling you…let Jordan get inside.”
  “She won’t, I have an ace in the hole,” Meyers said. 

  “You don’t get it do you? She is a loner in fact there are very few people she actually cares about,” Burke spat. 

  “I know, that is why I have one of them here…now. She won’t interfere,” Meyers explained.

  “Yes maybe…but she’s not getting off my back,” he added.

  “She was your agent Burke, you should know more about her than anyone…figure out a way to put her on a leash!” Meyers snarled then hung up.

Burke slammed the phone down so hard it shattered sending tiny fragments of plastic dancing across his desk. Sitting back in his chair he tried to think of who Olivia cared for the most. 

Marion Sanborn was one, she was her mission specialist. He ruled her out, it would draw too much attention. 

Austin Nichols, probably the one person of them all that she cared for…and the most ideal target. Nichols could be the leverage that he needed to control her, at least till after Project Darkstar occurred, and then it wouldn’t matter. 
