




Chapter 1


One hundred and thirty miles south of Seattle Washington sits the small community of Ellensburg. Located in the foothills of the Cascade Mountains there are an abundance of hiking trails leading to lakes and mountaintops. It is also home of a vast array of activities ranging from theater to sky gazing star parties. It is also a hub for many surrounding places, Grand Coulee Dam, the Gorge Amphitheater and wineries such as Wineglass Cellars, Portteus and Columbia to name a few.

To the Northwest of Ellensburg sat the Columbia Generating Station, a nuclear reactor. 


The trail was steep and narrow as it arced around the left side of the mountain. Olivia Jordan took her time as she climbed it with ease. Occasionally she would stop and take in the view of the valley below. It was a beautiful view, the dense trees stretching out for as far as the eye could see. Adjusting her pack she dug her hiking stick into the ground and continued up the hill. Nearly two hours later she arrived at the top of the mountain. A small clearing with a spectacular view surrounded her. Slipping the heavy pack off her back she pulled a small pair of range finding binoculars out and surveyed the mountains around her, then, leaving her pack she hiked into the woods to the other side of the mountain. Again she raised the binoculars surveying, her glasses quickly rested on her target, the Columbia Generating Station. It looked out of place amongst the lush green surroundings. Glancing at the rangefinder the display indicated to her that the station as 2.3 miles away. An easy hike once the Sun went down. 


A half hour later she had a small tent set up along with a small pile of firewood. Glancing around, the peacefulness of her surroundings crept in she loved it.

She had placed her camp off the beaten trail, the chances of someone or anyone finding her was remote.

She intended to use it to her advantage too.

Grabbing a towel from the bottom of her pack she walked a short distance from her tent looking for a flat patch of ground. Once she found one, she put the towel down then proceeded to strip out of her clothing. The Sun was still hot and it beat down soothingly against her skin. 

She lay there for nearly two hours cat napping from her back to her stomach when she heard a crunching sound in the distance placing her senses on high alert. 

The tall grass around her shielded her from her surroundings. She rose up slowly and peered through the blades. From the woods where the trail ended she watched a man emerge a large backpack on his back. He spied the tent and stopped, for a moment he stood staring at it then broke off the trail heading directly for it. 

  “Damn” she cursed softly groping for her clothes. 

Slipping them on she continued to watch the man, when he reached her camp he bent down and looked through the screen on the front of the tent. Finding nobody he stood up and looked in her direction then turned glancing in the opposite direction. He obviously had no idea she was there.

  “Move on” she said softly as she watched.

He took his pack off then sat down next to it using the bag as a back brace. Reaching over he grabbed his canteen, unscrewed the cap then took a long draw off it before replacing it. There was no way to avoid interaction with this man. He appeared rooted to where he was. She waited till he turned his head in the opposite direction then quickly rose up from the grass tossing her towel over her shoulder. When he turned and saw her she was heading directly for him, he had no idea she had been spying on him.

  “Hello” she said tossing her towel on her pack. 

  “Afternoon” he smiled back. “Rod Piper” he said extending his hand.

  “Olivia Jordan” she said shaking it. He was a handsome man with sandy blond hair a well-kept moustache and a fit body. “Doing the entire trail?” she asked.

  “No, just figured I’d come up here for a night, nothing more,” he replied his eyes glancing up and down. She was a stunning woman with long flaxen hair, high cheekbones and full lips. Her body was nothing to scoff at either. “You”

  “Just the night, I’ll be heading down tomorrow morning,” he replied.

  “Odd to see a woman up here alone, especially a very beautiful one too boot,” he said again smiling.

  “I don’t think it’s odd,” she said sitting down against her own pack.

  “Not worried about weirdo’s and nuts looking for an easy target?” he asked bluntly.

  “Should I be?” she asked turning to him.

  “Not from me!” he quickly replied raising an eyebrow. ‘It’s just that I do a lot of hiking in these parts and I don’t think I have ever come across a woman…alone,” he explained.

  “Always a first for everything,” she said. “Are you planning on setting up camp here or moving on?” she bluntly asked.

  “Trying to get rid of me?” he smiled.

  “Just wondering what your intentions were,” she explained.

  “If it doesn’t bother you…” he began.

  “I’d…” she started to say.

   “I’d prefer to stay here tonight.”

Olivia pursed her lips, now there would be no way of accomplishing her mission, which was to break into the Columbia Generating Station to test their new security. The Department of Homeland Security had made a request to the National Security Agency along with the CIA and FBI for their top agents to test various high security sites. She had been given orders for the Columbia Station. Her initial survey the day before told her their security was tight but not nearly as tight as it should be to keep her out. For her it appeared that her mission was going to be a cakewalk.

  “What do you do for a living Mr. Piper?” 

  “Real estate” he grinned. “You”

  “Consulting” was all she said.

  “Well I best set up my tent,” he said getting up. “Are you sure you don’t mind the company?”

At first Olivia wanted to tell him flat out that she would prefer to be alone, instead she just shook her head “no”. Watching him set up his about 10 feet away from hers she wondered what the man would think if he knew the truth about her. He probably wouldn’t be so quick to want to stay knowing that she had killed more people than she could count on her hands and toes…twice over. She had also made a commitment to herself, one that she swore she would not break. She had promised herself that she would try to be normal, do the things other people do for fun, meet other people, and maybe even date. It was the one thing she continually struggled with, flying a jet…no problem, disarming a nuclear weapon…easy as cake, hand-to-hand combat…fun, putting on an evening gown and going out on a date…like pulling teeth. She had a hard time being social, had a hard time with intimacy. The few times she had they had been ripped from her or had tried to kill her. 

It was the nature of her occupation. 

She watched him kneel down staking in the front of the tent, his jeans taunt against his well-formed body.

  “Are you married?” she abruptly asked.

  “Divorced” he replied not looking at her. “What about you?”

  “Anyone special?” she asked ignoring his question.

  “Not really, few dates, nothing that lasted,” he sighed then pulled up the ridgepole. “What about you?”

  “No, not married…never have been,” she said trying to pull her eyes from him.

  “No significant other?”

  “Not in a long while,” she said looking away.

  “Guy must have been nuts to loose a gal like you,” he said tying back the screen flaps.

  “He died,” she said softly.

Stopping what he was doing he looked at her the look on his face showing that he was aware of his boot slipping into his mouth. 

  “Sorry” he muttered.

  “It’s OK, it was a long time ago,” she added.

  “Sometimes I can fit my entire boot in my mouth,” he continued to say.

  “It’s OK, an honest mistake,” she said. 

  “You know there is a nuclear reactor about 2 miles from here over that hill?” he asked pointing.

  “A nuke plant, really?” she asked playing dumb.

  “Yeah, might seem like an odd place to have one in the middle of the woods but when you look back at the history of this area and realize that the Manhattan Project uranium was made here…it takes on a whole new look,” he explained.

  “Wow I never would have guessed,” she said playing dumb.

  “Over that way about…well…half a mile is a nice lake, nobody goes there either,” he pointed in the direction of the lake.

  “Sounds like you’ve spent time there,” she smiled.

  “I’ve spent a considerable amount of time there,” he nodded.


The Sun set and the clear summer sky began to show its twinkling stars. They started the fire and ate dinner all the while chatting, mostly about obvious and quite generic things. Olivia thought that odd but continued to play along. Glancing at her watch she yawned.

  “It’s going on 11pm I think I’m going to hit the sack,” she said yawning again.

  “Sounds good to me too,” he agreed getting up. “See you in the morning,” he said then crawled inside his tent. 

Olivia did the same; at first she laid there staring at the flickering firelight and the shadows it cast on the inside of the tent. Then slowly the fire began to burn down taking the light it produced with it. When she thought it was sufficiently dark enough she began gathering her equipment. She would wait till midnight, then get up and walk around, she would then determine if Rod were actually asleep. More than likely he would be and she could still complete her mission.

After midnight she quietly unzipped the bug screening to her tent and peered out. All that remained of the fire were glowing coals. She could barely make out Rod’s tent; she waited listening intently to the night sounds around her. Crawling with cat-like stealth she climbed out of the tent. Stretching she bent down to grab her combat harness and pack when the nap of her neck began tingling. 

Abruptly she stood up wheeling around her arm snapping out in a reflex action. The palm of her hand slammed beneath Rod’s chin the impact knocking him off his feet. He landed with a thud. 

  “Wow Olivia,” he said rubbing his chin. 

  “Christ, are you OK?” she asked rushing up to his side.

  “If this is normally how you act I can see why the poor guy left, he was probably battered and bruised to a pulp!” 

  “I’m sorry; you startled me. I reacted that’s all,” she blurted out feeling her face flush. “What were you doing there anyway?”

  “I couldn’t sleep so I got up, I was going to go down to that lake and take a swim thought it might help,” he said climbing to his feet. “What are you doing up?”

  “Couldn’t sleep either,” she lied.

  “Want to take a swim?” he asked.

  “I don’t have a bathing suit,” she said.

  “So, neither do I,” he grinned. “Going to be dark there anyway, don’t think we’ll need one.”

  “You always ask women you just met to go skinny dipping?” 

  “Only the beautiful ones,” he laughed.

  “Smooth operator huh? You have an answer for everything,” she shook her head.

  “Hey, if you don’t want to go it’s no problem.”

  “No, I can’t sleep anyway, so let’s go,” she said grabbing her towel from the tent. 

She followed him through the woods until the tree broke into a large serene lake, the stars reflecting off its calm surface. Looking over at him she could barely make out his silhouette. She was the first, peeling off her tee shirt and shorts she sprang cutting into the cool water. Before she came to the surface Rod had also dove in. She swam for a ways then pushing her wet hair from her face looked back at the shore. Rod was nowhere in sight. 

  “Rod” she called out to him.

Suddenly the water broke to her left and he came to the surface. She was surprised at how long he had stayed beneath the surface. The first thought she had was she wondered if he had once been a Navy Seal, they took to water like a fish. 

  “Impressive” she said to him as he drew closer.

  “What?” he asked.

  “You take to the water well,” she said.

  “Always have.”

She wanted to ask him if he was former Special Forces but decided not to. He had blown her mission for tonight. That would mean she would have to switch to plan-B, which was to infiltrate the facility during the daylight hours. On one hand it would be considerably harder yet it would be a plan they would never in a million years suspect. They swam around for a short while then dressed and headed back to their camp. 


The next morning was warm and sunny. Olivia was already awake and drinking her coffee when Rod came out of his tent yawning. 

  “Good morning” he smiled then yawned again.

  “Good morning” she replied.

Soon they had their gear packed; Olivia slung her backpack over her shoulders and headed down the trail.

  “Hey!” he called out.

  “What?”

  “This may sound really stupid…but is there any chance I can get your address? Maybe we could get together for dinner one night or…”

  “I’m usually bouncing all over the place. I really don’t stay in one place too long,” she said. 

  “I understand,” he sadly said.

Olivia turned to continue down the trail when she stopped. Her conscious was nagging her, the “turn a new leaf” attitude she kept reminding herself. Turning again she walked back up to him.

  “Do you have a pen?” she asked.

Rod grinned and pulled one out of his pocket. Olivia grabbed his hand and wrote her home address in Virginia on the back of his hand. Handing his pen back to him she looked into his eyes.

  “I had fun last night, thanks,” she said, then abruptly turned and headed down the trail.

Rod stood there watching her disappear into the woods. Glancing down at his hand he began to grin. 


Olivia reached her car by early that afternoon. Tossing her pack in the back she climbed behind the wheel of her SUV and sped off down the road to her motel room. She couldn’t carry out her plan wearing hiking clothes; she needed to throw them off guard if she was going to attempt a daylight insertion. 

Her motel room was plain and basic nothing more than a bed, bathroom and a small television. Tossing her pack in the corner she grabbed her duffle bag and emptied the contents on the bed. Rifling through them she let out a sigh, she hadn’t packed any dresses, least of all the type of dress she needed to accomplish the mission. 

  “Damn” she cursed. 

Grabbing her keys she quickly headed out for the nearest clothing store, which was located in Yakima 26 miles South of Ellensburg. Driving as fast as she could down Route 97 she linked up with 82 south leading directly into Yakima. It was going on 5pm by the time she found the mall.  On her way down she thought she noticed a car following her but it turned off just before the mall. 

The mall was fairly empty; everyone was either out or home eating dinner. She quickly found a J.C. Penny store and began rifling through dresses. 

  “Can I help you?” a graying older woman with glasses asked.

  “Well…” Olivia began. “I’m looking for a very sexy dress,” she said.

  “Want to impress him good?” she asked smiling.

  “No…yes,” she lied.

  “Well, let’s see now. I don’t think we’re going to find anything sexy in this section, most of that is reserved for the teen-type girl,” the woman said looking around.

  “What’s wrong with that?” Olivia asked.

  “Not to be rude but my dear you are obviously not a teenager,” the woman said turning towards her.

  “If that will provide what I am looking for then let me look,” Olivia said becoming increasingly irritated.

  “And what are you looking for?” the woman countered.

  “I want to look like a slut,” Olivia snapped.

The woman gasped at her bold and very rude attitude. She had obviously never met a woman like Olivia before.

  “Well let’s go take a look then,” the woman said changing her attitude.

By the time she left the store she was carrying two large bags. Next to the store was a Radio Shack electronics store. As she walked past a man nearly bumped into her coming out of the store.

  “Oh excuse me,” he said stopping.

Olivia turned; Rod Piper stood there a small bag in hand. 

  “Mr. Piper, what are you doing here?” she asked almost frowning.

  “Had to buy a new battery for my cell phone, damn thing won’t hold a charge anymore, it’s also the closest mall around,” he explained. 

  “Yeah I know,” she said holding up her bags. 

  “Have you eaten dinner yet?” he boldly asked.

  “No”

  “I know of a good steak house close to here,” he grinned.

  “Lead on,” she motioned. 


The steak house was fairly crowded; they only had to wait 10 minutes for a table. They were both slightly underdressed and drew attention. Olivia was aware of the other people staring; Rod on the other hand seemed oblivious to it. 

  “You know we’re really not dressed for this place,” she said softly to him.

  “So what? My money is as good as anyone else,” he grinned. “Maybe I should have taken a shower before coming,” he said raising his arm and smelling his armpit. 

Olivia laughed, the more she was around this man the more she liked him. He did what he wanted without caring about what anyone else thought…a lot like her. 

  “Ever wonder what the chances are that we would bump into each other again?” he grinned.

  “Never gave it a thought,” she lied again. 

  “Must be fate,” he smiled.

  “Or you were following me on purpose,” she bluntly said.

For a split second she thought she saw a reaction in him but he quickly grinned and began looking over the menu.

The waiter came and they ordered, after he left Rod looked into her eyes.

  “I have to admit I am quite taken by you,” he said softly.

  “Oh really,” she replied.

  “Yeah, when I first saw you yesterday up on that mountain my breath stuck in my throat,” he said not taking his eyes from hers.

  “You’re coming on quite strong you know,” she pointed out.

  “Does that bother you?” 

  “I don’t like to be rushed, I like to do things when I like to do them,” she stated.

  “ Me too,” he smiled. “I’m sorry if I come across so forward, I don’t like to waste time life is too short as it is,” he explained.

  “I agree it’s short and yes you are being quite forward,” she smiled.

  “Sorry”

  “So tell me, what were you really doing in the mall earlier?” she asked raising an eyebrow.

  “Picking up a battery, what else would I be doing?” he countered.

  “Following me” she said confronting him.

  “I admit that you are worth following, however I came here to pick up a battery,” he professed.

At that moment their meal came and they ate in silence. Occasionally he would look up at her. When they were done they walked to the mall entrance.

  “Well, thank you again for a lovely evening,” he smiled at her. 

  “Thank you” she smiled back. “I have the feeling we’ll be seeing each other again.”

  “I hope so,” he laughed.

Olivia turned and headed out to her car; glancing back he was already gone. She rarely believed in coincidences. Once she was back in her motel room she grabbed a set of night vision binoculars and peered out the window. She half expected him to be sitting a short distance away in a parked car. Instead all that greeted her were empty vehicles. It was possible that she was just being paranoid. Putting the binoculars away she put her necessary tools she would need the next day in her purse, then went to bed.


The next day was hot, bright and sunny as she drove down past Yakima towards the Columbia Generation Station. Turning on to highway 240 she followed it north the Columbia River to her right until she saw the sign for route 4. Following it she came to a flashing light, in the distance to her right she could see the plume from the reactor. Taking another right she followed the road and signs leading to the station. When she was in sight of the high security gate she reached up and pressed a button on what looked like an ordinary garage door opener. The car engine began to immediately cough and sputter the vehicle surging forward and back. The engine then sputtered and died all together. Olivia coasted it to the side of the road about 300feet from the stations gate. 


Inside the gate three security officers watched the car jerk, they heard it sputter then watched it pull to the side of the road. Moments later they watched a woman emerge. She wore a silk silver blouse, which curved around her ample bust tightly, the first three buttons undone displaying her cleavage. Beneath that was a very short dark blue miniskirt, which displayed her long supple legs along with a set of black open dress high heels. The woman’s hair was flaxen and cascaded down over her shoulders.

  “Holy shit,” one of the guards said to the other.

  “I think I found my next wife!” another blurted out. 

  “Joe you stay here while we go and check her out,” the third guard said.

  “Bullshit…I’m going with you guys,” Joe said.

As they opened the electric security gate they watched as she raised the hood on the vehicle then talking all their breaths away bent over displaying her scantly covered bottom. 

Out of the corner of her eye she watched the security guards quickly approach, they had taken the bait.

  “What seems to be the problem there honey?” one of the guards asked his eyes going from hers to her well displayed bust. 

  “I don’t know, I just moved to Yakima and was going to a job interview. It seems I took a wrong turn somewhere then…then this damn car began to cough and sputter,” she said her voice flustered.

  “Well why don’t you let us take a look at it, maybe we can get you going,” another guard said stepping up and peering under the hood.

  “Help yourself, I would be most grateful,” she smiled covering her eyes from the Sun.

All three men quickly went up to the engine. 

Nearly 10 minutes later and a few repeated attempts at starting it the men stepped back. 

  “I think you may have blown a timing belt,” one of them said.

  “I think you may have lost a fuel pump,” another countered.

  “Damn, is there a garage close by?” she asked.

  “Nothing till you get back into Yakima,” one of the guards quickly said.

  “Could one of you handsome men help a lady in distress by calling a tow truck?” she said. “It’s so hot out here too,” she said running her hand around her throat then slowly down to the top of her exposed cleavage. 

  “Not a problem,” one of the guards quickly said. “Follow me we’ll get you out of the Sun.”

  “We’re not suppose to allow any visitors beyond the gate, you know the rules, not unless it is scheduled,” another guard quickly cut in.

  “I don’t think she’s any threat,” he quickly countered. “Come on,” he motioned to her.

She followed them in past the gate to the security building, which was air-conditioned. One of the men went for the telephone to call a tow truck while another grabbed a cold cup of water from the water cooler, another pulled out a chair for her. 

Olivia took the water then reached into her purse grabbing a Kleenex and holding it over her nose. From the bottom of the Kleenex a small capsule fell. When it hit the ground it instantly sputtered and spewed a cloud of white gas. Before the guards could react they toppled to the floor unconscious. Olivia walked over still holding the Kleenex over her mouth and placed the receiver down on the telephone. 

She was in.

Glancing at the badges on the guards she found the highest ranking one and yanked his security pass card. She then exited the guard house closing the door behind, the guards would remain unconscious for a few hours, long enough for her to make it to the control room of the plant. Once there the game would be over and her mission complete, the plant would have been compromised. Reaching into her purse she produced a small front-on photograph of herself the exact same size as the guards picture on the pass card. Taking the picture it had self-adhesive glue on the back and she placed it over the guards. Unless someone looked close, nobody would realize that the photo sat on top of the pass card. She then clipped the card to her collar and buttoned up two of the buttons of her blouse, her slut routine was over. 

Walking casually she passed a few workers as they went about their everyday tasks. Most of the men though rubbernecked as she passed. 

Ahead of her was the control room in the center of the complex, nobody suspected. Suddenly from around the corner of the building came another security guard, this one was a woman. She had gambled that the guards at the gate would be men and that being a woman would enable her to pass. This time though, she would be in trouble.

As she passed, the guard glanced at her pass. 

  “Good morning,” Olivia said politely as they nearly brushed each other. With any luck she would make it through the door of the complex.

  “Excuse me but could you please stop?” the guard said turning around.

Olivia stopped but didn’t immediately turn around, the game was almost up and she would be exposed. Under normal conditions she would have killed her instantly, however during this mission there were to be no casualties. 

Olivia turned around.

  “I haven’t seen you around here before, what is your name?” the guard asked.

  “Johnson, Mary Johnson,” Olivia said reiterating what she placed on the pass card.

  “I don’t recall a Johnson anywhere here,” the guard said.

  “New, started today actually. I knew that this would happen, it happened at the last nuke plant I worked at,” she smiled.

The guard then glanced at her pass her eyes opening wide she had discovered the truth. Olivia was swift; she lashed out striking the guard hard across the face with her lead lined purse. The woman took the blow, staggered a few feet then collapsed to the ground unconscious. She would wake up with a sore jaw but nothing more. Grabbing the guard she dragged her behind a stack of drums. She had to move quickly the guard wouldn’t stay unconscious forever. 

She continued on to the complex, as she approached the entrance she noticed two large and quite stocky guards waiting. She hoped that the pass would work one last time. As she approached them one of the guards held up his hand stopping her. He then glanced at her pass.

  “New huh?” he asked lowering his hand.

  “Started today,” she smiled.

  “Where you heading?” he asked.

  “Control room,” she said.

For a moment they stood staring at each other then guard reached out putting his hand on the door.

  “Stop her!” the now conscious female guard yelled.

Olivia was quick she drove her knee sharply into the man’s groin then lashed out with a full right swing against the other man’s jaw. Wincing she shook her hand, she managed to knock the man to the ground but not out for the count. With her left she delivered the knockout blow. 

Suddenly there was a loud crack then the concrete above her head splintered sending fragments into her face. The female guard had drawn her gun and fired. She was under orders not to create any casualties but the facility had no idea the test was not real. 

Reaching into her purse she drew a silenced pistol and fired. The round barely made a sound as it sailed from the end of her barrel. The guard was hit just above her left breast…with a dart. Within moments she passed out unconscious. 

Olivia turned and grabbed the pass card of the first guard who still writhed on the ground in pain. 

  “Sorry” she said taking the card.

Slipping it down the card reader next to the lock it buzzed then clicked opening. She was almost at her goal; the control room was two floors up. Once there she would call the Agency and tell them the mission had been completed. 


Pulling the door open she came face to face with Rod Piper.

  “What….” She said shocked.

Rod snapped his arm out striking her just under her chin. Olivia was taken off her feet landing a few feet from the writhing guard. Bringing her gun quickly up she fired the dart coming close but missing him.

  “Surprise!” he smiled.

  “You knew all along…even up on the mountain,” she said bounding up her feet wobbling unsteadily on the high heels.

  “Yep, that’s my job…chief of security,” he said moving closer to her.

  “How did you know that I would be up on that mountain…at that particular time?” she asked.

  “Simple, I got a tip that security checks would be taking place so I hacked into the NSA computers and found out when you’re orders were scheduled for,” he said as they moved sideways passed each other. “After I figured out who was coming it was simple to figure out that if someone wanted to scout the area…or launch an insertion it would be at night from an unobvious place…that mountain,” he explained.

   “Pretty good…and the mall?” she asked.

   “I had to keep track of you, I had no idea you would going to try an daytime insertion until I got the woman at the store to tell me what you had purchased…then I put two and two together,” he smiled. “I like it.”

  “Well then it appears that I have failed at my mission,” she said lowering her gun.

  “You’re good…but not that good,” he smiled lowering his defensive stance.

  “And I thought you were just attracted to me,” she smiled, moving closer to him.

  “I am” he quickly replied drawing closer to her.

  “And you kicked me in the nuts for a test?” the writhing guard croaked.

  “I said I was sorry,” Olivia said looking at the man.

Moving closer to Rod she was only a few feet away from him their eyes locked firmly on each other. 

  “You made one big mistake though,” she breathed to him.

  “What was that?” he grinned.

  “That I assumed the mission was over,” she said drawing up her pistol firing it. 

The dart hit him right in the stomach. He looked down at it then up at her with surprise, then fell back unconscious.

  “Sucker” the writhing guard croaked.

Olivia waved the pistol at the guard who shook his head; he had had enough and just lay back allowing her to pass. Olivia went into the elevator and pressed the button for the second floor. When the doors opened she rapidly exited waving the gun in the air.

  “Do not be alarmed people this is only a test,” she said “A test that you all just failed.”

Walking over she sat on the edge of one of the consoles crossing her legs. Setting the pistol down on the control panel she picked up the telephone.

  “Number to dial out?” she asked the technician sitting next to her.

  “7” he said looking her up and down.

  “Thank you” she smiled and dialed the number.

Now the mission was over.

