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Chapter 1


Brian White smeared the dark green camouflage paint across the top of his face then down across his cheeks. He watched intently as a woman in the distance did the same.

  “Who’s she?” he whispered to his friend standing next to him.

  “Rumor has it she’s special ops,” the man replied.

  “What’s she doing here? This is a Seal training course,” Brian asked.

  “I don’t know,” his friend shrugged.

  “There’s never been a woman Seal before,” he frowned.

  “That’s where you’re wrong,” his friend said. “I’ve heard there was one.”

  “That’s stupid, no woman can complete this course,” he scoffed.

  “I agree…but I have heard that there was one woman that did,” he added.

  “This is stupid…I’m not running this course with a woman,” he said putting his face paint back in his tactical vest.

Keeping his eye on her he watched as she also tucked her paint away, then snapped the bolt back on her Heckler and Koch 9mm automatic chambering the first round. Even beneath the paint and the 70lbs of gear she carried, he could tell she was an extremely beautiful woman. Her flaxen hair was tucked up beneath a black beret; her eyes were intense looking, her lips full and quite inviting. If she took the gear and paint off, she looked like she should be walking down a runway modeling clothes. 

That thought ticked him off more.

  “Wait here,” he said to his friend. Walking away from the helicopter he went up to his Captain.

  “Sir, can I ask you what a woman is doing on the range?” he asked above the noise of the beating rotor blades.

  “No” the man said sharply.

  “But sir, no woman has ever completed the course…no woman has ever been qualified as a Seal. This is insulting…and dangerous, I don’t want to worry about a woman while the bullets are zinging around us.”

  “Lieutenant, just for your information…and to maybe knock you down a peg or two…that woman has completed the course and she is qualified as a Navy Seal,” he said his voice commanding.

  “B…but how? I don’t know of any women that have ever been through let alone…qualified as a Seal!” Brian looked at him gasping.

  “You don’t need to know but I can tell you that I’ve personally seen her complete the course,” he said pointing to her.

  “What’s her name?” he asked.

  “Go ask her yourself. Oh and I highly suggest you curb the cocky attitude when you do,” he smiled.

Brian frowned then returned back to his team. They had begun loading the helicopter for the insertion into the Southern New Jersey forest. Their training would consist on making it back on foot the twelve miles to base camp…and through a variety of obstacles, including live fire and explosives.


Olivia cradled her 9mm automatic as she sat on the helicopters loading bay, her legs dangling out. Next to her Brian sat his gaze looking occasionally over at her. She had already noticed him he wasn’t the first. She had completed the Seal course 7 times, each of those times there were always one head-strong-cocky Seal that didn’t like fighting next to a woman, she could tell right off…he was another.

The helicopter took off whisking them over the densely packed forest. The twelve miles went quickly and the helicopter hovered over a large lake. Olivia was the first out the men in the helicopter following close behind. As soon as she hit the water, she was moving towards shore. The task was arduous, the 70 lbs of gear she carried making it nearly impossible to stay afloat. 

She still made it before anyone else.

Once there, she took up a defensive position and waited for the others. Constantly she scanned the surrounding forest for the enemy. She had completed the course 7 times, but each time it was different with new obstacles and deadlier traps. 

Brian came out of the water and moved quickly up behind her followed shortly by the others in the team.

  “Compass bearing…187 degrees, that’s our target,” he whispered to her looking at his compass. “Let’s move out!” 

  “Stay off the trails,” she responded not moving.

  “What?” he asked turning to her.

  “Stay off the trails…they’re booby trapped.”

  “I had no intention of staying on the trails, I was going to go around them,” he snapped.

  “Look, how many times have you completed the course?” she asked continuing to scan the forest.

  “Once…probably more than you,” he barked.

  “Hey lighten up on her will you?” one of the other team members whispered from behind.

  “Shut up,” he snapped.

  “Look, you can follow a 187 course if you want…me…I’m veering off at least to 210,” she pointed.

  “That’s taking you way out of the way,” he said.

  “Yeah, but you avoid the traps,” she added.

  “This is timed you know,” he pointed out.

  “That just means I have to move faster than you,” she said softly.

  “I’m in command here…and I say we follow my original course of 187,” he said. “That’s an order.”

  “Go where you want…I’ll still get there before you,” she said.

  “Is that a bet?” he snarled.

  “Sure, why not?” she said extending her hand.

Brian shook her hand then motioned the team to move out. When he looked back at her…she was gone. 


Four hours later he and his team emerged into base camp, they had completed the course with only two of his team being taken out with broken bones. They were cut up some but for the most part just tired. As they entered camp, he kept his eyes moving back and forth looking for her. He knew he had made it before her…he had pushed to do so. 

  “Excellent job Lieutenant, excellent job,” the Captain said coming up to him.

  “I am sorry to say that the woman decided to go her own way,” he pointed out.

  “I know,” he said.

  “How could you have known?” Brian frowned at him.

  “Because she told me,” the Captain said pointing to the mess tent.

Brian looked over trying to keep his jaw from falling. She sat at one of the tables eating her gaze resting fully on him. She then waved to him taking a drink from her glass.

  “How…” he muttered.

  “She arrived nearly an hour before you did,” the Captain added. “Took out a lot of traps we set too.”

  “But…but…” he stuttered.

  “All 7 times she has completed the course before the teams…all 7 times on her own too,” he shook his head. “Not much for teamwork I’ll grant you that…but she does know her stuff.”

  “I don’t believe it…it’s impossible…I don’t believe it,” Brian snapped.

  “You had better believe it mister…and show her the respect she deserves,” the Captain ordered.

  “Yes sir,” Brian said coming to attention.

  “Now go grab some chow,” the Captain said saluting as he walked away.


Later on after they ate, they were ordered to turn in their gear then hit the showers. First, though, Brian contacted the team members that were taken out during the exercise. They were doing well and continually ranted about how they were unfairly taken out of the exercise. Hitting the showers he let the hot water beat down over his shoulders. He was one of the last in, a few other team members showered alongside him and others were done getting dressed. Running soap over his face, he scrubbed hard taking the face paint off. 

  “Holy shit!” he heard someone in the shower blurt out. 

  “What?” he called back then ran his face under the hot water to take the soap off.

Wiping the water from his eyes, he opened them. 

Standing under the shower right next to him was the woman from the exercise. His eyes went immediately down her taunt and well developed naked body. He then noticed all the other members standing there staring at her, some with shocked expressions. 

  “Forget how to wash?” she said not looking at them.

Nobody said anything and resumed taking their shower. Olivia ran the water down over her head soaking down her hair then grabbed the soap and began to scrub the face paint off.

  “Who are you?” Brian asked as he continued to wash.

  “Nobody important,” she replied.

  “Come off it…you appear here out of nowhere…run a course an hour faster than we can and then have the kahunas to walk buck naked into a men’s shower room. Who the hell are you?” he asked his tone of voice nearly demanding.

  “For starters I do this course at least every couple years…as for the speed of doing it…I tried to tell you when we were on the beach and as for the shower…there happens to be no women’s shower,” she pointed out.

  “But who are you?”

  “Olivia…Olivia Jordan,” she said then let the water beat down on her face for a minute. “And who are you?”

  “Lieutenant Brian White.”

  “Well Lieutenant, you should have taken my advice earlier,” she said again running her face under the water.

  “I don’t believe you completed the course…you must have been picked up somewhere along the route,” he said.

  “Believe what you want I personally don’t care,” she commented then turned letting the water beat over her shoulders.

Brian found it hard to keep his eyes on hers and he found his gaze drifting down to her body. It was then he noticed the scars, there was nothing huge or protruding but she had many scars, some he recognized as gunshot, others were knife wounds. She also had the most terrific set of boobs he had ever seen and her legs….

Shaking his head, he forced himself to pull his eyes from her and pushed his face back under the water. 

Olivia grinned, men, they were alike only thinking half the time with their glands. They also were arrogant and headstrong and that was their two biggest weaknesses. Austin was no different; he sometimes bulled his way through things instead of taking a more logical approach. However, she agreed that there were times when taking a sledgehammer to push in a tack was a good thing. Over the years, she had been accused of being too rough, too violent. She didn’t care though, in fact, she loved being violent, it allowed her to take her frustrations out on people she didn’t like. 

By the time she turned off the shower, Brian had already left along with most of the other Seals. Grabbing her towel, she dried as she walked over to the lockers. Brian hooked his belt buckle then walked over to her watching her as she dried and dressed.

  “Doesn’t it bother you to walk around a locker room full of men?” he bluntly asked.

  “No…should it?” she responded.

  “So what’s your scoop? I mean why haven’t any of us heard about you…being the only woman Seal in the teams?” he asked.

  “Maybe because I’m not in any team,” she said.

  “Come on…level with me, if you’re not in the teams…then whom do you work for…CIA…FBI?” he asked.

  “Nope” was all she said.

  “You like being secretive don’t you?” he grinned.

  “Is it that obvious?” she said putting on her bra.

  “You’re more of a curiosity…at least to me,” he added.

  “Look, I go through this bullshit every time I come here. You jocks think the world should revolve around you and when someone comes along…especially a woman and shoves your nose in it…you get all defensive,” Olivia said taking a deep breath.

  “I think you were lucky,” Brian blurted out. “If you had to go out there and do it again…with us…you’d fail.”

  “I haven’t yet,” she said.

  “Maybe you’re good when it comes to obstacles but what about hand to hand combat?” Brian asked.

  “You wouldn’t want to find out,” she said.

  “You probably think you could…take me,” he grinned.

  “Don’t push it.”

Olivia was slipping on her socks when Brian reached out to grab her arm. Olivia was quick, grabbing his hand she spun him around slamming him against her locker. Brian was equally quick, his leg shot out knocking her off balance and driving her to the tiled floor where he then spun around and straddled her waist.

  “Now what were you…” he began to say.

Olivia flexed her legs forcing her body and pelvis into the air. Brian couldn’t react quick enough as she grabbed his arms propelling him over her head. His body slammed upside down into the lockers tipping them completely over. Other men scattered as the locker came down hard, Brian bouncing to the floor with them. 

Other team members looked at her standing in her under garments then to Brian laying flat on the floor. 

Laughter burst out throughout the room. Olivia walked over looking down at him. 

  “I told you not to push it,” she said extending her hand. “You’re quick though.”

Brian took her hand allowing her to help him up. A couple of other Seals grabbed the locker picking it up off the floor setting it upright again. Olivia stared at him, he was average height, he looked like he was maybe 23…maybe 25 tops, though she knew that looks could be deceiving. His hair was brown his face serious looking. He had a good build, his arms muscular and torso taunt; his body was well taken care of. For a guy, he was handsome.

  “I’ve got some time today, you want to have dinner later?” she asked him.

  “You asking me on a date?” he looked at her.

  “No…just dinner,” she said.

  “Jordan…Olivia Jordan?” someone called from the doorway.

  “Here” she called out.

A Master Sergeant came around the side of the locker, for a moment he stood there staring at her, then came forward handing her a letter.

  “Came in around 6am…we kind of forgot to give it to you,” he apologized.

Olivia said nothing and took the envelope; opening it, she read the contents. It was from the office, requesting her to return immediately. The letter also contained an airline ticket…for an 8:40am flight. Scowling at the Sergeant, she folded the letter back into the envelope and proceeded to finish dressing.

  “I’m going to have to take a rain check on dinner…something’s come up,” she said slipping on her Kaki pants. 

  “Something you care to share?” he asked.

  “Not really…only your Sergeant has put me nearly three hours behind schedule…my superiors are going to be ticked off,” she said buttoning her blouse.

  “Hey…Hey have you guys heard?” one of the Seals came in all excited.

  “What?” Brian asked.

  “Two planes have crashed into the World Trade Center towers…they think its terrorists!” he said excitedly.

Olivia looked at Brian; they quickly left the locker room heading directly to the recreation hall where they knew a television set would be. The room was packed but they managed to climb up on top of some tables to watch. The news reporter was replaying the tragic scenes repeatedly…some from different angles. Then, abruptly, the scene changed to a live shot…the second tower was beginning to come down. The announcer was somber…as the building began to crumble. 

  “Sweet Jesus!” someone said.

  “Oh my God,” Brian breathed.

Olivia frowned then opened up the envelope pulling out the plane tickets. The reporter announced the fight numbers… which happened to correspond with her ticket.

She should have been on one of those planes.

Then the first tower crumbed adding to the plumes of smoke and debris that shattered the city.

  “There’s a report too that another plane has hit the Pentagon,” someone said aloud.

  “I’ve got to go,” Olivia said to Brian.

  “Where to?” he asked.

Suddenly the Captain climbed up onto a table and outstretched his hands drawing everyone’s attention.

  “OK people…orders have just come in placing us on high alert, grab your gear we might be going into action.”

  “Well that cinches it,” Brian said to Olivia. “We might have World War III starting here.”

  “I don’t think the next world war would be starting with planes flying into buildings,” she said. “Anyway, nice meeting you,” she said then abruptly turned and walked out.

For a moment, Brian watched her then turned his attention back to the events at hand.


Olivia got a ride on a military aircraft heading for Virginia; military aircraft were the only traffic allowed in the air. All commercial aircraft were grounded until the situation was back under control. Arriving at the National Security Agency building she could tell everyone was on heightened alert. They chattered amongst themselves and moved about in hurried fashion. She rode the elevator up to the top floor where she went immediately to her supervisor’s office. His secretary gave her a scowl, and then buzzed the office. Terri Yashir was a pretty Middle Eastern woman with long flowing black hair and very intense yet seductive eyes. She also had a body that turned men’s heads. Olivia could easily see how she reached the position she was in.

  “Miss Jordan is here to see you,” she said to him.

  “Send her in immediately!” his voice boomed over the intercom.

Olivia opened the solid oak door stepping into the office. The insides were done much the same as the doors, rich oak and teak wood. Books lined the walls and there were two large potted plants sitting in each corner. In the middle was a massive wooden desk containing all the usual things desks had on them…except for one. On the end of the desk was one of those idiotic birds that dipped down to peck the ground the motion of the liquid inside giving it the impression that it was perpetually moving. She hated the bird…wanted to crush it every time she came into his office. 


Richard Wilson was the head of the NSA; he had taken over after the incident involving Walter Simms and the Dominion. He was a tough yet fair man who prided himself on keeping one step ahead of the headhunters on Capitol Hill. Though he was in his mid 60’s, he was still lean and well kept, his hair groomed back and his face cleanly shaven. He was a neat person also; there wasn’t a pencil out of place or a misaligned paper. That didn’t surprise her either, Military people were often very structured and for the career military, it carried through to every facet of their lives.

Today though, his brow was creased and the color had washed from his face. 

  “Please sit down Ms. Jordan,” he said not getting up.

Olivia sat down crossing her legs her attention firmly locked on the man.

  “You’re late,” he began to say.

  “The Master Sergeant at the facility failed to give me the message, my apologies,” she said.

Wilson just nodded then leaned forward on his desk as if his elbows were the only things keeping him upright. 

  “As you already know…this country went under a state of war early this morning,” he began to say. “We don’t know the full extent of what’s happening…if there is a rouge nation behind this or some two-bit thug terrorist. In any event, the President has turned up the heat under my ass. He…and others are screaming asking why we didn’t have any idea this was coming. I told them our operatives were taken out,” he said softly.

  “Sir…has Austin checked in yet? You sent him over there…” she began to say.

  “How did you know that? That is classified information…” he blurted out with surprise then realized how she knew. 

  “Ms. Jordan…Olivia,” he said sighing.

Olivia tensed, something was drastically wrong; he never…ever used her name…ever.

  “We got word last night, Agent Nichols is in a German hospital. Apparently he tried to get out of Afghanistan with information…serious enough to get himself shot.”

  “Is he…” she said sitting up straighter in her chair. 

  “This is what we know, he made it to the Pakistan border where fortunately, a CIA operative found him. He was slumped over the wheel of a pickup truck, he lost a massive amount of blood and was unconscious.”

  “What…”

  “He was airlifted to a German hospital where his vital signs are weak and he’s under guarded condition.”

  “But is…”

  “He’s in a coma. Apparently the amount of blood he lost was great…great enough to virtually shut him down.” Wilson sighed.

  “I have to go,” she said getting up.

  “Sit down,” he said his voice firm.

Olivia reluctantly sat down, though on the edge of her chair. There was something else coming, she could feel it, and his mannerisms told her so.

  “We have other things to worry about…bigger things to worry about. The CIA agent that found him said Nichols muttered one word that was barely audible. He muttered the word nuclear.” Wilson said shifting in his seat. “We need to focus on this and I want you to figure out this mystery.”

  “But sir, there are dozens of other agents that could do this…you don’t need me to focus on this…not now. I have to be at Austin’s side…I have to.”

  “I forbid it,” he shot out.

  “You forbid it?” Olivia looked at him shocked. “You know…you know sir, that Austin is the closest thing that I have to family…the closest!” 

  “I don’t want you getting directly involved in anything agent Nichols was working on. I need you to focus on the home front, not wasting time and resources going after whoever did this to agent Nichols.”

  “You know me sir…you know that I will find whoever did this to him,” she shot out in anger.

  “After you figure out this nuclear mystery I will consider it…but not before,” he snapped. “Agent Jordan, there could already be a nuclear device within the borders of the United States. Please for a minute try to understand…no…try to envision what would happen if a nuclear device had gone off in New York City instead of those two buildings coming down. As you can probably figure out…the destruction would be catastrophic. We wouldn’t be looking at thousands of lives lost…we’d be looking at millions!”


Olivia stared at the man, deep down she knew he was right, knew that if Austin had mentioned the word nuclear…then it was serious enough to get him killed…and serious enough for her attention. 

  “OK, I agree with you on this…however, if I find that the trail leads in Austin’s direction then that’s the way it has to be,” she said.

  “I do not want you getting involved in any form of revenge Agent Jordan, that you must agree to here and now…or I’ll have security lock you up for the next month or so,” he barked. “I can also place other agents on this case…not you.”

Olivia just nodded, she didn’t give a damn what she promised him. She would figure out the nuclear mystery that she knew, but if she got the opportunity to waste the bastards that hurt Austin…well so be it. Getting up she was about to leave the room.

  “Sit back down Agent Jordan,” Wilson said with a stern voice. “There’s one more thing you need to know.”

Olivia turned and looked at the man, she already knew what was coming…already knew what was on the man’s mind.

  “You will be assigned a new partner for this case,” he began to say.

  “But sir…” she began to protest.

  “You will be assigned a partner on this case,” he said again, this time tapping his finger hard on the desk. “I want to assign Case Williams.”

  “Oh Jesus…not him…please not him!” she shook her head.

  “Do you have a problem with him? Wait a minute…who don’t you have a problem with?” he asked.

  “Williams…Williams is…is…wimpy,” she said.

  “Wimpy? Agent Jordan…he is an NSA agent…and unless you haven’t noticed NSA agents are not wimps!” he said his eyes narrowing.

  “Maybe by your standards…” she began to say.

  “That’s enough…unless you give me a name of someone whom you think you can work with…you will be working with Williams,” he snapped.

  “Lieutenant Brian White,” she blurted out.

  “White…White that name doesn’t ring a bell,” Wilson frowned.

  “He’s not an NSA agent…”

  “What? You want to bring in someone from the outside?” Wilson’s expression turned to shock.

  “Yes…someone neutral, White is a Navy Seal. I had the pleasure of training with him for the last couple of days; he would be ideal for this mission. We could temporarily recruit him,” she explained.

Wilson leaned back in his chair his head shaking, his mind trying to reason the words she just said. Silence filled the room and for a long moment he tapped his fingers together his eyes staring at the bobbing bird. 

  “Because this mission is so crucial and because I know how hard it is for you to work with someone…I’m going to agree to this,” he sighed. “I want you to know though, this is against my better judgment.”

  “Thank you sir,” she said not smiling.

  “Once you get squared away, intelligence has a pile of information you both need to go through,” he said. 

Olivia got back up and headed for the door, turning the knob she heard him clear his throat. 

  “Agent Jordan…Olivia…we’re…I’m counting on you,” he said softly.

  “I won’t let you down sir,” she said then left the room. 

Closing the door behind her she stood there for a moment letting his words burn in. He had never…ever requested such a thing from her or Austin on any previous mission she was given. That only added to the severity of the situation, if it was enough to rattle Wilson…

The telephone rang on the secretary’s desk; she immediately picked it up, Olivia watched as she nodded then jotted down something on a pad of paper. She then abruptly hung up and turned gazing at Olivia.

  “Olivia…look this is hard for me to say, especially to you…but if there is anything you need…any…”

  “Shut up, look I don’t want you to start playing nice to me. For nearly five years you’ve badgered me…badmouthed me…and totally hated my guts. I don’t want things to change…I like hating you,” she said with a bite severe enough to cause the secretary to draw back in her chair.

  “But…but…” the woman stammered.

  “But nothing…you be you and I’ll be me…nothing has changed do you understand me…nothing!” Olivia said waving her finger at her. 

The woman said nothing and watched her leave the room, for a moment she sat there stunned then grabbed the telephone and began to make some calls.


Olivia went to the elevator and pressed the down button. She needed to make some calls of her own before the mission started. She had no desire to work with anyone other than Austin on this mission or any other mission but she also knew that Wilson wasn’t going to back down. She didn’t want to tell him that she had drawn Brian White’s name off the top of her head. If she had been in a bakery that morning and remembered the bakers name…she might have said that. 

What he didn’t know wouldn’t hurt him.


Slipping into the cool leather seat of her BMW, she zoomed out from the underground parking garage and headed to the only place she could call home. A modest two-bedroom apartment that for many would be considered plain. 

Arriving, she slipped the key in the lock then producing the car keys, grabbed the small remote that was attached. Pressing the button she disabled the apartments CS gas alarm system. Opening the door she hesitated as she scanned the interior. The apartment was plain by normal standards, a basic couch, chair, television and stereo system. There was more dust than anything else that was because she was rarely here, three maybe four times a year. Locking the door behind her she went into the guest bedroom, which contained no bed but a computer desk and computer. Booting the system up she waited impatiently, and then scrolled through her contacts finding what she was looking for. Moments later, she dialed the telephone through the computer.

  “Hello?” a man answered with a distinct German accent. 

  “Hello,” she replied. “I need information about one of your patients,” she began to say.

  “We can not give information on patients,” he quickly replied. “Unless of course you have the code?”

  “112733…” she rambled the numbers off quickly. There came a long pause on the other end.

  “Which patient?” the man asked.

  “Nichols…Austin.”

  “Please wait,” the man said, then silence.

Olivia hung on the line for nearly twenty minutes before the line again became active. 

  “Critical” was all he said.

  “Can you be more specific?” she asked.

  “He is in a coma, loss of blood was enormous when he was brought in here. By all rights he could have been tagged DOA,” the man said. “Bullet wound didn’t cause too much damage, passed clean through him actually. If it had hit a bone it would have bounced around inside and he would have been killed instantly.”

  “Just critical?” she asked.

  “Yes, that is the best evaluation we can give at this time. The next few days will determine if infection has set in, once we get that under control…if we can get it under control then the thing we need to worry about is his coma. The loss of blood may have…” his words trailed.

  “May have what?” she asked.

  “May have caused permanent brain damage,” he said softly.

  “How extensive?” she asked.

  “Given the amount of blood he lost…I’d say quite extensive. The MRI’s are showing clean but that doesn’t mean the damage hasn’t already been done,” he added. “We won’t know a thing until he wakes…if he wakes.”

  “Thank you,” she said softly, then pressed one of the keys on the keyboard disconnecting the line.

Leaning back in her chair she sat there letting the words the man said burn into her mind. She was losing one of the few people she cared for, losing him forever. She knew their jobs put them in danger most of the time. She understood that someday Austin might have gotten a call saying she was gone. It was inevitable and they both understood that, but it didn’t change the way she felt. 

Suddenly her moment of pity turned into something else, something that was tangibly felt deep within her breast. The wave of emotion that washed over her was intense and she gasped at the feeling it left in her. She felt anger…anger so intense it was nearly unchecked…she wanted the head of the man who pulled the trigger…she wanted Revenge.

