




Chapter 1


Rafael Hernandez walked casually into the Caracas De Venezuela bank at 1:03pm. He was a thin and extremely wiry man who enjoyed wearing custom made designer suits. His long hair was slicked back in a ponytail and he sported a pair of Gargoyle sunglasses. He had a thin moustache and a small goatee, which were also immaculately groomed. In his left hand he carried a large black leather satchel, in his right a cellular phone and under his coat a Mini-Uzi submachine gun. 

He wasn’t there to make a deposit either. 

Rafael was the footman for the leading drug lord in Columbia, Miguel Fernandez. Today though, Rafael was making a legitimate withdrawal. 

A bank representative brought Rafael a large safety deposit box and then led him to a private room to conduct his business. 


In a soft, plush off white chair in the waiting area of the main lobby, sat a woman. She had long flaxen hair, high cheekbones, full lips and a face and body that would stop any man in his tracks. She wore a white tight fitting halter dress that came just above her knees and had a plunging neckline that displayed her well endowed cleavage. She had a pair of matching white high heels and purse also. Sitting next to her chair was a black briefcase. 


Olivia Jordan watched casually over the top of her magazine as Rafael disappeared into the small room with his safety deposit box. Within that box was something that belonged to the United States military, a small roll of microfilm containing detailed satellite photos. The satellite was United States property that inadvertently came down unexpectedly after taking pictures of the Caribbean and South America. Fernandez found the satellite before CIA agents could get to it…and got the microfilm within it. 

The United States government instantly called the National Security Agency…and they gave her the mission to get it back. 

Glancing around the room she noticed a man sitting on the other side of the room, he occasionally eyed her. 

Something was amiss.

  “Something is wrong here,” she said not moving her lips into a small microphone attached to her fake diamond necklace.

Outside in an abandoned building across the street Austin Nichols spied the front of the bank. He watched the front of the bank with a high powered .50 caliber sniper rifle. He was using thermal imaging to see images through the thick bank walls. 

  “What makes you think so?” he said back. 

Olivia set her magazine down and randomly reached down touching the top of her briefcase pressing a button. 

  “Sending a picture of a guy across the room, tell me who he is,” she said drawing the magazine up again then changing the position of her legs crossing them again. 


Austin received the image of the man Olivia sent him. He quickly transferred it via satellite to a waiting submarine off the coast. The submarine in turn relayed the image back to NSA headquarters in Maryland. Processing the information they found the information they were looking for and transmitted it back. Austin got the information coming through on a small hand held receiver attached to his wrist. 

The whole process took only about 3 minutes.

  “OK OJ…the man works for Fernandez, top assassin. His name is…”

  “Don’t care about a name, he will have to be my first target,” she said. “And don’t call me OJ…you know how I hate that.”

  “This isn’t supposed to be a hit mission. We’re suppose to abduct the target after he leaves the bank…he disappears nothing more,” Austin said. “That’s the way the brass want it.”

  “My bet is that this guy is here to protect the target…which means we’re not going to get close until he’s gone,” she said.

  “Damn intelligence,” Austin cursed. “They should have had this Intel before the mission.”
  “Adapt, adjust…over come,” she said. 

  “Olivia” he started to say. 

  “Game time,” she said. “Just have the car waiting.”

  “Oh shit,” he said rushing to pack the weapon away.

Olivia uncrossed her legs and stood up flattening her dress. Grabbing her briefcase she walked casually over and sat down next to the man in the chair. He eyed her, going from her high heels to her face. 

  “Hello” she said smiling. “I take it this chair isn’t taken?”

The man said nothing and just motioned for her to sit down. Olivia set the briefcase down next to her chair and sat down crossing her legs making sure the dress rode up a little. The man watched.

  “You’ve been sitting here for quite a while, are you waiting for someone?” he said in broken English.

  “Yes, a business associate who is suppose to have met me here nearly an hour ago,” she said glancing at her watch.

  “Caracas is a sizable city with many streets and side streets, if he is not familiar with it he will surely get lost,” the man said again glancing at her legs.

  “That must be what happened,” she said. “What about you? You’ve been sitting here almost as long as I have,” she asked.

  “I am waiting for someone also,” he said coldly.

  “Well then you mind if we wait together?” she smiled.

  “No, I do not mind at all,” he said returning her smile showing a gold front tooth. 

   “Have you been down here much? You sound like an American,” he asked.

  “Swedish” she quickly said. “Only been down here one other time and not for very long. Never met anyone that could show me around.”

  “Ah, I could show you the better parts of Caracas. There are many beautiful things here…like you,” he said showing his interest.

  “I would like that very much,” she smiled pouring on the charm.

  “What is your name my flower?” he softly asked.

  “Olivia” she didn’t lie.

  “Mine is Alejandro,” he softly said. 

  “Well my associate doesn’t seem like he is going to show,” she said glancing at her watch again. “Yours doesn’t either…what do you say we start right now?”

  “I wish I could my dear, but I must conclude my business first,” he said glancing at the room where Rafael disappeared in.

  “Oh come now, I can’t persuade you to change your mind?” she said lightly reaching over and touching his arm.

Alejandro looked down at her soft supply form then up into her warm sensual eyes. 

  “I must wait my dear…but after you and I will make such sweet music,” he grinned showing his gold tooth again.

Olivia withdrew her hand and opened her purse pulling out a lipstick container. Glancing up she noticed that Rafael had come out of the room his eyes drawn directly to Alejandro who slid forward in his chair to get up. 

  “Where are you staying my dear?” he asked.

  “Nowhere” she said.

  “Nowhere” he repeated what she had said. “What do you do for a business?”

  “Well, being as you asked,” she said applying her lipstick. “I’m an agent for National Security Agency.”

The look on Alejandro’s face was muted shock. 

It was the last thing he ever saw or said. Out of the opposite end of Olivia’s lipstick container a 3 inch metal spike shot out. With a flash of her arm she embedded it directly in Alejandro’s forehead killing him instantly. 

Chaos broke out.

Rafael saw what she had done and dashed for the door. Suddenly throughout the bank it became quite apparent that Fernandez had more than just a couple of men waiting. He was playing for keeps. 

Grabbing the briefcase beside her chair Olivia gripped the handle. Inside was a Heckler & Koch broom handle MP5 submachine gun specially designed to operate from the briefcase. 

She began spraying the room.

Fernandez’s men were laced with bullets some taking cover behind the marble counters. People screamed some hit by stray bullets from Fernandez’s men as they returned fire. Olivia dashed for the door. 

Just as she emerged from the bank a puke green 70’s vintage sedan screeched to halt. Olivia slipped into the passenger seat even as Austin floored the accelerator smoking the rear tires. 

  “Where is he?” she said kicking off her high heels and putting on a pair of slip on sandals. 

  “Brown sedan in the distance saw the bastard come out while I was coming around the corner,” he said following the sedan. “What a damn mess.”

  “Oh don’t worry about it, we had no choice,” she said drawing the broom handle machine gun from the case and changing the clip.

  “Brass are going to have a field day on this one,” he shook his head.

  “You worry too much you know that?” she grinned. “Only a few…dozen civilians were wounded.”

  “Christ” he breathed.


Rafael glanced out the back window at the green sedan that followed. He had to make it aboard the boat before they caught him. Turning to the driver he yelled at him to go faster. 

Austin kept his foot plastered to the floorboard the sedan bouncing on the dirt road. The brown sedan ahead was stirring up so much dust that it was increasingly hard to see. Still though, Austin kept the vehicle on the bumpy road.

  “They’re heading for the coast,” she said. “Come on…get closer,” she urged him.

  “Right to the floor now honey…this heap of crap doesn’t have it in her,” he said.

  “You got the car,” she pointed out.

  “Yeah…I know…but beggars can’t be choosers…had to get the first one I came across you know. You didn’t really leave me much time to choose,” he explained not looking over at her.

  “You just should have been quicker,” she scoffed at his excuse.

Austin raised an eyebrow at her last comment; he quickly ignored it too concentrating on keeping his vehicle on the road. 

Suddenly the dust settled.

The brown sedan was nowhere in sight.

  “God damn it…we lost them,” he cursed slamming his foot on the brakes.

  “They must have turned off on a side road, double back and keep heading towards the coast,” she said.

Austin spun the car around in a maneuver that threatened to fold the front tires sideways and sped off down the dirt road again. 

  “There” she said glancing at a plume of dust in the distance. “Dust is good for one thing at least.”

The road ended at a small dock, sitting there were two high speed cigarette boats…and a lot of men defending them. Skidding the car to a stop, Olivia and Austin bailed out Olivia’s side using the car as cover. 

It didn’t help

High caliber bullets tore through the car quickly turning it into swiss cheese.

  “Cripes, we’re sitting ducks,” Austin said glass from the side window raining down on them. 

  “Give me your gun,” she said.

Austin handed her his machine gun, keeping one in each hand she rolled out from the side of the car and brought both guns to bear. Bullets rained down around her but hers quickly found their mark killing the 8 men guarding the dock. 

  “Come on hurry!” she yelled tossing his gun back to him. 

Austin followed dashing out onto the dock and to the other cigarette boat. Unhooking the dock lines Olivia was already onboard. 

There was no key

Taking the butt of her gun she slammed it into the console beneath the steering column smashing a hole. Reaching in she grabbed the mass of wires ripping them out through the hole. Reaching into her thin bra she produced a tiny stiletto knife which she used to cut various wires.

  “What you haven’t got that yet?” Austin ribbed her.

  “Must be getting old,” she softly said her fingers rapidly connecting the wires.

Moments later the boat roared to life the engine quickly softening to a dull growl. Olivia floored the throttle, the boat was responsive the bow coming high in the air before settling down as it bounced over each gentle wave. 

  “Where are the bastards?” Austin said glancing at the boats own radar system. 

  “They had a pretty good lead, maybe you should contact Home Base and get a satellite fix on them,” she suggested.

Austin reached over to work the satellite messaging system on his wrist when he stopped; there was a hole through one side and out the other.

  “Check it out,” he said showing it to Olivia. “Stopped a bullet that would have taken my arm off,” he said unhooking it and throwing it over the side.

  “Guess we’re on our own,” she said. “Nothing on the radar?”

  “Nothing” 

  “Well, best guess…up or down the coast?” she asked.

  “Up, that bastard is heading for Columbia remember,” Austin said.

  “Yeah, that makes me want to go down…we’re not dealing with a stupid one here,” she said arcing the boat to the right. 

  “Guess we go down!” Austin said hanging on.

The waves became choppy as they skimmed over the tops the boat threatening to pitch pole if the bow plowed too deeply. 

The hours wore on

  “Shit, we lost them Olivia,” he said disgusted.

  “There!” she yelled pointing.

Ahead in the far distance a tiny spec bounced over each wave. Austin checked the radar verifying that another vessel was there. Olivia put her hand against the throttle again as if it would help the boat gain more speed.

  “Damn, wish I hade the .50 caliber, could stop them in their tracks,” he said glancing at them through binoculars. 

Suddenly there was a thumping noise, low at first then more distinct. Olivia glanced around expecting a submarine or military vessel to appear out of thin air. 

The thumping continued


Suddenly from behind them a United States Coast Guard helicopter came in low. Glancing above her she noticed the helmeted door gunner. They were working with the DEA tracking down drug smugglers who often used high speed boats to get drugs out of Columbia and into the United States. They were highly trained professionals and they knew how to stop fleeing boats. 

A booming voice came over a megaphone ordering them to stand down and heave to. Olivia knew what was coming, if they didn’t comply then their engine would be targeted by the door gunner who was exceptionally accurate. One .50 caliber round to the engine and it was all over. 

Olivia motioned with her hand to the other boat that they were fast approaching. The helicopter didn’t get the message. 

  “Austin, throw your body over that engine compartment before they shoot it out!” she yelled.

Austin rushed to the back of the boat and launched himself over the engine compartment hanging onto a cleat to keep himself from slipping over the side. Though they could not shoot to kill unless shot at themselves, and that would be a mistake on the part of the drug runners, they would often place their bodies as human shields over their engines to keep the door gunner from getting a clear shot. 
If he was good though…laying over the compartment meant nothing. 

Austin kept his legs and arm moving giving the door gunner a harder target to hit. Glancing forward they were almost on the other boat. 


Rafael glanced over his shoulder at the too close for comfort pursuers. His gun chattered ripping holes in the windscreen of Olivia’s boat. In a swift movement she slammed her bow into the rear of their boat. Fiberglass shattered and the pulpit of Olivia’s boat ripped away flying up into the air only to be carried back over the top. It nearly hit Austin on the back deck. 

  “Cripes” he yelled dodging the stainless rail.

Rafael swerved his boat to the side trying to avoid them but Olivia was quick arcing in his direction and anticipating his next move. 

Again her bow slammed into the side of his boat the impact nearly ripping Austin from the back deck. 

Once again the Coast Guard helicopter told them to stand down and heave to. 

Nobody listened of course.

  “Olivia…hurry up with whatever you’re going to do!” Austin yelled to her. 


Once again the boats nearly broad sided each other. Olivia made her move; dashing up onto the deck she launched herself off the front of the boat onto the stern of Rafael’s boat. 

With a boom heard over the thumping rotor blades the Coast Guard door gunner let a round go. Austin felt the bullet hit the fiberglass engine cover…directly between his legs. 

  “Jesus” he yelled and swung himself around off the cover. 

The engine’s growl instantly ceased and huge billows of smoke surged from the hole and from under the cover. The boat was dead in the water. Austin stood there for a moment as the helicopter hovered for a moment then went after the other boat. Trying the engines they did nothing, the round, as expected, was well placed. 
He then noticed water sloshing around the floor boards of the cabin. His boat was going to sink from under him.


Olivia hit the back of the other boat knocking the wind out of her. Still though, she scrambled up even as Rafael turned pointing the gun at her and firing. Bullets tore through her dress narrowly missing her legs; one hit her arm skinning it leaving a nasty cut.

It wasn’t enough though.

Olivia’s body collided with Rafael knocking him away from the wheel and onto the floor of the boat. Two other men quickly emerged from the cabin to join the fray. Her elbow shot back nailing one of the men in the nose breaking it and sending him clutching his face screaming as he fell to the floor in pain. Another man hit her driving her onto the rear deck. His fist came down hard against her face splitting her lip. Olivia took the blow and responded by driving her knee into the man’s groin. He collapsed to the deck rolling into the fetal position. Turning her attention back to Rafael he stood there with his gun trained on her an evil look spreading across his face. 

  “You have failed pretty one,” he said pressing himself up against the rail to keep his footing in the hard seas. 

  “Where’s the microfilm?” she snapped tasting her own blood.
  “Where it should be…right here close to me,” he said patting his pants pocket. 

Olivia glanced at his pocket; he indeed had something round inside the outline of the film canister distinct against the fabric. 

  “You want to live…give me that film,” she said with authority.

  “I am the one with the gun…not you,” he laughed. 

  “If I don’t shut you down…they will,” she said pointing up.

  “Oh I have a way to avoid them,” he said. “You on the other hand won’t have the luxury of avoiding me.”

  “You’re boss isn’t going to live much longer than you are,” she said coldly.

  “You are but a woman…a beautiful one that should be home making babies. You American’s are such fools,” he said shaking his head grinning.

Olivia looked past him, the boat without someone had the helm had turned slightly off the waves…which had increased substantially. She watched the bow drop into the trough of a wave then plow into it hard. Tons of water cascaded over the bow and across the deck.

The boat pitch poled

Pitch poling happens when a boat or ship slides down a wave too fast and buries it’s bow into the trough. The upper wave crashes down swamping the boat, usually capsizing it and even sometimes when hatches aren’t secured, sending it rapidly to the bottom. 


Olivia was launched forward her body impacting with Rafael as the water surged in around them. She grabbed hold of his belt buckle hanging on, she heard him scream, felt him struggle as the water threw them from side to side. When the boat came up it was swamped the engines had died and the decks were nearly level with the water. 

  “Holy crap!” the door gunner said. “She still has a hold on that guy!”

Olivia’s fist hammered down against Rafael’s jaw, the blow was hard enough where she felt his jawbone give. She winced her knuckles instantly feeling the pain.

She ignored it and delivered another blow to the already broken jaw. 

He instantly became listless his body collapsing into the water around them. Olivia groped into his pocket and yanked out the canister. As soon as she had it she let him go his unconscious body floating away from her. Checking the canister she rocked with the moving boat as she opened the sealed lid, the microfilm was intact. Closing and sealing the lid she was about to turn around when she heard a deafening boom. 

Rafael stood there for a moment a knife in hand when his chest suddenly opened up from front to back spraying his innards out like a shovel from a chum bucket used for fishing. 

Above the door gunner stood his gun pointed at the man. 

He had just saved her life. 

Olivia waved to him.

Behind her came the hulking form of a United States Coast Guard cutter. 


Aboard the cutter Olivia and Austin were taken to the captain’s office. The man was graying but physically well kept. His hair was slicked back and his face stern and commanding. Olivia glanced at the name tag on the man’s shirt, it said Carvelle. For a moment he sat there and stared at them then leaned back in his seat. 

  “Who are you two and why are you interfering in a drug operation?” he said coldly.

  “My name is Olivia Jordan, this is Austin Nichols, we’re agents for the National Security Agency. We were after the man on board that boat who had stolen top secret microfilm from one of our downed satellites,” she explained.

  “I had to order one of my men to shoot to kill,” he said sighing. “That doesn’t happen often and I don’t like all the paperwork associated with it.”

  “Your officer saved my life,” she said. 

  “Yes he did,” Carvelle said grabbing a red phone off his desk. 

Putting on a pair of glasses he opened a book and then dialed a number. 

  “This is Captain Stanley Carvelle could I please speak with Admiral Kingsley?”

There was a long pause. 

  “Sir, I have two individuals here claiming to be from the NSA, we caught them mixed up with a drug sting we were carrying out,” the captain said. “I need verification from the NSA before I can release them,” he said. “Yes sir, I’ll be waiting.”

Carvelle hung up the telephone and looked at them. 

  “We’re checking on your story,” he said. 

  “I assure you we’re who we say we are,” she politely said.

  “You probably are…but you have no idea some of the wild stories we hear,” he said his eyes trying to stay on hers but kept slipping down. 

Olivia then noticed that her white dress being wet was quite see through. 

She crossed her arms. 

Grabbing the phone again he said something into it and hung it back up. Moments later an ensign came in carrying two blankets. Olivia took it and wrapped it around herself. Austin waved him off. 

The phone rang

Carvelle picked it up and talked for a few minutes then handed the telephone over the desk to Olivia. 

  “Agent Jordan?” the familiar voice of Robert Mason the director of the NSA came on.

  “Yes sir” she said.

  “I see you and Nichols are getting into trouble again,” he said with a gruff. 

  “As always sir,” she said and sighed expecting a lecture.

  “You get the package?” he asked surprising her.

  “Yes sir, I have it right here,” she said.

  “Good job”

  “Thank you sir,” she said equally surprised. “There is only one string left undone.”

  “And what’s that?” he said.

  “Take out Miguel Fernandez,” she said.

  “You’re serious?” he said almost with surprise.

  “I can do it sir,” she said.

There was a long pause on the line.
  “I’ll inform the DEA, I’m sure that they’ll jump at the chance to take the bastard out,” Mason said. “You have my authorization to terminate Miguel Fernandez.”

  “Understood sir,” she said then handed the phone back to Carvelle who hung it up.

  “Well, agents Jordan and Nichols, what do you need from us?” he asked.


It was two days later when Olivia and Austin arrived on the mountain peak deep within the Columbian jungle. They had been traveling erratically to reach the mountain for two days straight. Sitting in a clump of bushes Olivia took a swill from her canteen then recapped it. 

  “You know it’s really beautiful up here,” she said looking around.

  “Some view huh?” he said. 

  “Oh yeah, I think about all the places I’ve been all over the world and all the things I’ve seen,” she said softly. “Kind of staggers the mind.”

  “Ever wonder when it will end?” he asked.

  “I always thought I’d take that stray bullet in the wrong place,” she replied.

  “No…no…not getting killed,” he shook his head. “I mean we’re in our 40’s, we’re way past our prime. There are young people more physically able…quicker, ready to take our place,” he said.

  “Let them,” she sighed. “If one of them wants to go through the crap that we’ve been through…more power to them,” she said with a bite. “I know of a nice place to retire to.”

  “What’s that a war zone someplace,” he said chuckling.

  “If I get bored…you bet I will,” she said. “I’ve done it before I can do it again.”

  “They’ll probably put you out to pasture in some training school…with your luck you’ll be the only female instructor at the Seal training camp,” he said laughing,

  “Could show them how to do it right,” she scoffed. “How many years have I gone through that thing…and you’d think one of them would take my lead…but no not one of them shows any initiative.”

  “That’s because they follow orders,” he shook his head grinning. 

  “I improvise,” she said. “No mission goes like the book, they should train them to take the lead and grab every advantage they find along the way.”

  “Cold war thinking,” he said. “Today they’re taught to walk a certain line, use technology to be the advantage and to depend on each other,” he explained.

  “Rubbish” she scoffed. “We use technology too…we depend on each other also.”

  “Yeah, we do,” he said. “But they don’t leave a trail of utter destruction everywhere they go. Face it Olivia…we’re dinosaurs in this business. Sooner or later they’re not going to let us go on any missions.”

  “We have a lot left in us…a lot,” she said.

  “Watch, a lot of missions will be going to other agents and teams…and we’ll be getting the grocery cart line. Probably be handing us a walker or something,” he said ripping a fern off a nearby plant. 

  “Even with a walker I could still outperform some of these new agents,” she said. “They’re not coming out like we did,” she said shaking her head and staring at the ground. 

  “There will never be another like you Olivia,” he said softly. 

Olivia looked into his eyes. Austin was the closest thing she had to family; she loved him like a brother. 

  “Thanks” she smiled. 

  “You know how I know we’re getting old?” he asked her.

  “How” 

  “You’re beginning to mellow out,” he smiled.

  “We have work to do,” she said glancing at her watch. 


Within minutes they were set up. Olivia sat behind a Barrett .50 caliber sniper rifle. Austin sat behind a range finding high powered spotting scope. From their vantage point…3 miles away they could look over Miguel Fernandez’s entire estate compound. The scope Olivia had on the gun was so high tech that it used Satellite imagery to zero in on the target. With the aid of the satellite she could make out if the man had brushed his teeth that morning. Scanning the compound they didn’t see Fernandez. 

All they could do was wait.

Hours passed, night fell and they continued to wait. 

  “Our luck he’s probably on the Rivera or something,” Austin grumbled.

  “Part of being a sniper is the wait,” she said.

Morning broke clear and sunny. Austin had fallen asleep next to his scope and was snoring. Olivia continued to glance through the scope at the compound. 

She then spied a vehicle coming up the road a trail of dust behind it. A silver Range Rover pulled up to the gate. Inside she could see Fernandez and his wife, whom was way younger than she should be. 

  “Damn little whore,” Olivia grumbled.

Suddenly there was an enormous boom. Austin flew up onto his feet drawing both side arms out ready for trouble. 

Olivia had taken the shot. 

  “Ch…Christ,” he said putting his pistols away. “Why didn’t you wake me?”

  “You needed your sleep,” she smiled. “Got the bastard.”

Austin glanced through his spotting scope. She was correct, she had gotten him. The bullet had gone through the armor of the Rover, through his wife’s head and then through Fernandez before exiting the car on the opposite side. 

  “Killed them both huh?” he said looking through the scope at the chaos.

  “Better that couples go together,” she said smiling.

