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    Chapter 1




    The two couples, two-thirds of the Crayle team, sat together. The sofa of the restored Crayle cabin accommodated them and provided a magnificent view of the lake as they recounted their Ulurú experiences. In Australia.




    “That was hilarious, Mag,” Micmac said. “When the three bombs had gone off at the Aussie’s mines in the distance, and the babies started coming.”




    “I thought I handled the modicum of stress rather well.”




    “Absolutely. No panic at all. I remember your dulcet tones. Something like the following. ‘Micmac! Tell me you know what to do!’”




    Hekka’s lips formed into one of her minimalist smiles.




    Magus Crayle’s long time compatriot and friend clasped his wife’s hand.




    Phoebe squeezed her husband’s hand back.




    “You weren’t done. Then, you yelled out … ‘Micmac! You were a Navy SEAL, for Chrissakes!’”




    They laughed so hard, they all grabbed their bellies.




    A few minutes of that, and Crayle once again took the lead. “I’ll put on some dance music.” He stood. “Help me move stuff out of the way.”




    They pushed back the sofa, set the coffee table to one side, and then rolled up the rug to reveal an oak-planked floor.




    “Perfect.” Crayle fetched a remote control from the coffee table.




    “A little Duke Ellington from before our time.”




    The two couples engaged and moved quite unlike an assemblage of international spies. Then a slow dance. Each pair embraced, moving to the music and the warmth generated by the close contact. Romantic.




    A huge jolt knocked all four to the floor.




    Quick, they picked themselves up, all recalling that they were in Southern California.




    Crayle observed the obvious. “That old San Andreas Fault is active again.”




    From the distance, the sound of an incredible blast struck their ears.




    The double-paned and bullet proof windows bowed in and out.




    Then, another blast. Not near. But just as loud.




    Back onto the floor.




    They crawled to the back door, slid it open, and caught a glimpse.




    A scan left to the east yielded nothing. They checked the other direction.




    “Look.” Hekka pointed over the mountains that bordered the west end of Big Bear Lake.




    Over those hills, the head of a mushroom cloud pushed skyward. Moments later, a second.




    “Oh, God! Atomic. And that’s where Los Angeles makes its home.”




    “Or used to.”




    Then, two more similar explosions. Each closer than the previous.




    The ground convulsed again.




    “In the car! Now!” Crayle yelled.




    They ran at full speed to the garage, yanked the parachute cover from the Cobra, and all four piled in, and on.




    “Somebody’s marching them our way!”




    In the driver’s seat, Crayle spun the visceral sports car out of the driveway and onto North Shore Drive. Headed east. Headed away.




    Up through the gears. Eighty miles per hour. One hundred. A hundred twenty.




    “If I’m right …” Crayle advised. “… there’ll be one more!”




    • • •




    The first bomb struck at 7:30 a.m. Getting to work in metro L.A. during morning rush hour repeated each day, each week, and so on with very little diversion from the norm. Thousands of cars, trucks, buses, and motorcycles performed daily like multitudinous streams of ants, each following the one in front. Those who didn’t survive the commute found themselves carted off to the side like battlefield casualties.




    Those who smuggled the first bomb into the Queen Mary, now a hotel in Long Beach, also smuggled a quite similar device onto the Queen Mary 2 just months earlier. With exceptional skill sets and otherworldly good fortune, the Crayle team thwarted the attempt by the Elder’s Illuminé secret society to blow up New York City.




    Choosing the archived, original Queen seemed symbolic.




    As commonplace as severe tragedies had become in the world during the Crayle period, it was small wonder the media types overcame any semblance of journalistic standards, and had an all out mêlée to see who could outdo the tabloids, and each other, by the greatest margin. The following was one of the more egregious examples:




    
Like a giant carpet stretched north, south, and east, the land on which L.A. resided undulated as the Mary exploded into shards of molten hull iron, anchors, glass, and turned to vapor those who enjoyed what they believed to be a quiet hotel night aboard her away from home.




    In the first instant, the brute force of the nuclear explosion struck the 405 Freeway segments and twenty-six miles west to Catalina Island. The freeways, much of them suspended and wrapped around like steel reinforced pretzels, splintered in places, causing them to whip through the air like snakes.




    Vehicles by the thousands were flung in all directions, many into the skyscrapers of the multitude of cities comprising metropolitan L.A.




    Blowing away from shore, the blast caught three cruise ships headed out to sea. It crammed their noses into the roil of the Pacific and yanked free their rudders and screws. The latter, spinning at an insane rate of speed, blew west of the epicenter, cutting a swath through railroads, motor boats, and all else before bouncing up and cutting grooves through rich and poor residential districts alike.




    L.A. was flattened like a steamroller crushing a vast extent of Tinker Toys and Legos. The hurricane force winds slammed into the Santa Monica Mountains, turning the famed HOLLYWOOD sign to creamy dust.




    On the east side of the city, in the enclosed spaces of Disneyland’s Pirates of the Caribbean, a vehicle had just commenced its slide at a very steep angle in the dark, heading for the much anticipated wet plunge at the bottom. Just as the riders readied for the impact, the second nuclear bomb struck. The cataclysmic force redefined the excitement typically rendered by the venerable E-Ticket.




    At five megatons, all of the Disney property, all of surrounding Anaheim, and all other boroughs turned to molten goo.




    Instead of cancelling each other as the bomb blasts clashed, they seemed to gather steam as the multiplied force moved east.










    Chapter 2




    As the Crayles and MacKays hit the exit for Highway 18 north, it happened.




    Bomb number five struck high above the Lake Arrowhead resort just west of the Big Bear Valley. Apparently, some of the Crayle team’s enemies misunderstood the directions and targeted the other of the two mountain resorts.




    The hills and dales of the mountain valleys, with their nooks and crannies, helped to dissipate the massive intensity only a bit.




    The aggregation of hurricane force winds from five smallish, sequential nuclear detonations swung the Cobra from side to side as it snaked downhill on the already treacherous two-lane road.




    With Micmac in the passenger seat and Crayle driving, Hekka and Phoebe lay sprawled atop the trunk, their arms wrapped around the two roll hoops.




    The full force of the highly compressed front of air slammed them as the 18 straightened out at the mountainside bottom.




    The Cobra spun like a pinwheel as it slid sideways into the lot of the gravel quarry, skidding to a stop just outside the special garage. The one the workers never used. The one that provided access to the CIA’s covert hospital deep underground.




    Crayle entered the special code. The garage door opened. He drove inside. The door closed behind. The vehicle elevator started them down.




    “Oh!” Hekka cried.




    “OMG!” cried Phoebe.




    Crayle and Micmac spun to their wives, reassuring them.




    “We’re safe! We made it!” they exclaimed in unison.




    “No,” the women chorused. “It’s not that! Lenny! Alona! They have our babies! Go back!”




    “There is no back. Not with that last blast.”




    The sounds of their anguish followed them as the elevator descended three hundred feet at express speed.




    At the bottom, a smiling, but deeply agitated Doctor Rorschach greeted them in his Swiss-English dialect reserved for stress situations. “How vas de shaker vee chust hat? Hmmm?”




    “No shaker, Doc. Five nukes.”




    “Oh! I … I …”




    Crayle interrupted the word-deprived doctor. “Doc! The ladies! Recently had babies! Fragile!”




    The CIA’s primary research psychiatrist’s skin bleached more pale than the pristine hospital walls. He raised his wrist. “Mine eye-vatch!”




    He tapped it. Then spoke a keyword.




    A low volume siren sounded. Orderlies and nurses ran out of their rooms like keystone cops.




    Crayle tried to reassure. “You sure know how to initiate a panic, Doc. The bombs were evenly spaced in time. The time lapse after the fifth one implies that what we’ve experienced seems to be the lot of them. The good news? Whoever set them off must think we’re dead.”




    Seconds later, one of the hospital’s windows, which appeared to depict a bright Fall day outside, changed. A split-screen briefing from the CIA’s temporary Manassas headquarters began. They saw their boss, Jack Sommers, on the right, devastation footage on the left.




    “Très ugly, guys. Worse than you can imagine, per the media. Stay safe. I’m CIA Central these days, and we just got real busy. Sorry I can’t cuss and discuss. Expect a call from the president. Gotta go.” He rang off.




    The high definition display reverted to its window incarnation.




    Autumn.




    Birds chirping.




    The satellite videos Rorschach just witnessed, and the violent shaking that bounced his research patients from their beds and pitched a plethora of items from the shelves, brought the situation home to the doctor and to his new guests.




    The women, perhaps two of the strongest on the planet, descended into hysteria regarding the loss of their newborns.




    The two men seated themselves on the floor, their backs to the wall. Unable to speak. Catatonic.




    Crayle’s phone rang. A specific ring tone he thought he’d never hear again.




    His fingers fumbled on Answer and Speaker in rapid succession.




    “Jeez-Louise! That was one hell of an earthquake,” echoed across the room.




    “Lenny?”




    “What?”




    “Where the … never mind.” Crayle gasped out a breath.




    “We decided to trek the seventy miles north today. Here we are at the water park up past Barstow, and just now got the kids into the water. They’re having a blast.”




    “A blast? You don’t know, do you?”




    “Know what? We left Big Bear early this morning and plowed through miles of fog. All the way across the high desert. It was awful. Can’t see anything. Still.”




    “Lenny, it wasn’t an earthquake. It was nukes. L.A. hit first. Then, four more. Last one, Arrowhead.”




    “C’mon, you guys. I like a joke as much as the next asshole. But I’m not buying any of this nuke crap. Why, down in New Zealand and Australia, they have me as an expert on the subject. After I saved their big rugby game from the Illuminé bad guy’s mini-nuke.”




    “Listen up. Jack gave us a briefing. Just minutes ago. Devastation from the coast all the way to Big Bear. Don’t know about our homes, but it looks real bad. We made it to the Quarry. Just. All four. Safe. For now.”




    Lenny waxed silent for seconds as he digested the reality. “I don’t suppose you have any good news.”




    “Only one thing.”




    “And …”




    “Jack says that there was no detection of radiation fallout from any of the blasts. Otherwise, the whole Los Angeles basin and all the way out to San Bernardino and environs would be uninhabitable for any of our lifetimes and beyond.”




    “I suppose I should buy some Home Depot stock.”




    “Just a second. Hekka and Phoebe want to say something.” He handed his phone to the women, who’d sufficiently calmed to process the entire conversation.




    Phoebe choked out, “Lenny, God bless you and Alona. We thought … never mind what we thought. I forgive you for everything.”




    Lenny checked his phone for processing errors.




    “Put our babies on. Please.”




    The former private investigator engaged his cell phone camera and streamed the tiny kids splashing gleefully in a shallow water pond. Watching them, about twenty feet away, Alona had heard none of the conversation.




    “Who is it, Lenny?” she said. “Anyone we know?”




    She saw the serious look on his face. One she’d had a great deal of practice getting to know. Her assessment took seconds.




    “What’s happened?”




    • • •




    Kimbel Stones possessed many positive attributes, but not patience. When his aide fumbled a speed dial input, he reached for the presidential Smartphone, but suffered a rebuke.




    “Sorry, Mr. President. Protocol. It has to be me.”




    “And if you are somehow killed, say, by a president gone ape shit?”




    The much younger man sighed in relief. “There! Ape shit avoided!”




    The red iPhone rang.




    “We’re at the Quarry,” it answered. “They didn’t get us.”




    “You’re 300 feet below ground. How the hell is your phone working? Never mind. Who’s with you?”




    Crayle told him.




    “Thank God. But what’s this didn’t get us shit? I was briefed right away. The attack was on L.A.”




    “It’s simple, Kimbel. Whoever it is decided to walk the bombs in like artillery. From the coast. There’s symbolism in it. I just don’t know what it is. Not yet.”




    “I’m confident your mind will get there in time, if you live long enough. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean …”




    “Mr. President … Kimbel. Jack said no radiation was released.”




    “Oh, crap. I see where you’re going.”




    Crayle heard him ask his aide.




    “None. Good for the folks who survived. And the place remains re-inhabitable. But you and I both know what this means.”




    “Every one of those nukes had Made In China stamped on it.”




    “The young empress has some splainin’ to do.”




    “I’ll call her when we’re done.”




    “It comes down to this. The nuke factory of the young empress you know so well has to go. Get it done, Mag. No matter what it takes. Get it done.”




    Stones rang off.




    The implications of the president’s order rang crystal clear. They played into Crayle’s mind as much as they struck his heart. The mini-nukes built and sold under the Chin Yao-wu label either had remnants no one knew about or worse. They were still being concocted with Ling’s full knowledge and approval. The factory had to go. The supply lines had to go. All remaining customers had to be identified and taken out. A potentially huge undertaking.




    Because such an op would be classified far above Top Secret. The magnitude of it all might even require a new security compartment. Perhaps, USI. Ultra Sensitive Information.




    The succinct order from the president meant for Crayle to traipse the globe and shut everything down utilizing just his six member team. Not even Micmac’s crew of retired SEAL Team Sixers or Hekka’s pair of 101st Airborne Screaming Eagles brothers could be accessed for this one.




    And Ling. What of her? The transference of guilt for massive death and destruction beyond the perpetrator of the explosions to her was unavoidable and inevitable. The whole issue could be what Ling’s short but desperate-to-talk voice message had been about.




    For sure, there would be no making of deals. And he couldn’t delegate this one. He’d have to take her out personally.




    He was jarred to consciousness by his phone. One of his few special ring tones. He answered. It was her.




    “Hello, Ling. I was just thinking of you. Are you all right?”




    “A recent little skirmish with Yellow.”




    “Tell me.”




    She informed him of the attempt on her life. The poisoned cup of tea. “I utilized my Death Touch skills.”




    Crayle couldn’t believe what he’d just heard.




    “Oh, my God. You killed Yellow?”




    “It needed to be done. But I couldn’t. Living together as adopted sisters to each other. I couldn’t. I used the milder form of the Death Touch techniques to drop her into a coma state.”




    “You’re sure it’s her who poisoned the tea, though?”




    “Close to one hundred percent. Still, someone else could have spiked the drink. Not much chance of it, but possible. Even with Yellow out of it until I bring her back, I’m on my guard.”




    He listened.




    Fear and trembling permeated her speech patterns. As mentally strong a twenty-year-old as he could imagine, she’d come undone.




    He listened as she’d related the evening’s event in full detail, knowing full well that every word was from the heart. That they’d had history was like saying former American President Ronald Reagan got the Soviets’ attention when he forced the dismantling of that empire. Undeniable.




    When her breathing, endemic of a severe anxiety attack, abated, Crayle knew what he must do.




    “I’ll be right there! As soon as I can! We need to keep in touch.” He waited. “Ling?”








    Chapter 3




    The president called back. He realized the team needed a break. He gave them orders to a place south of Big Bear that he knew personally. A place of calm.




    The Cobra and Hummer, brought there by a special Micmac remote control device, sequenced up the elevator from the quarry hospital, then proceeded north. Crayle knew getting anywhere near the freeways would be worse than stop and go. It would be stop. Any more bombs, and they’d be sitting ducks. He headed them north to the tiny town, Lucerne Valley, then east. Then, south. They blew through Yucca Valley and continued south on every little back road they could find. They achieved their destination two hours later.




    Temecula, California sits in a fertile valley about fifty-four miles north of San Diego. The area is known for its touristy Old Town, but far more for its vineyards. Magus and Hekka Crayle pulled into one of the most prominent, Callaway, in their red Cobra. The quarter mile uphill driveway provided an immediate countryside feel as it twisted and turned through the rows of vines, and culminated in a moderate-sized parking lot.




    By now, both were quite used to the stares and comments the top scale sports car evinced. A smile back and a “thank you” was the standard, non-engaging response.




    The sky set the standard Southern California mood with a few puffy white clouds on a medium blue background. The weather people on TV mentioned ‘partly cloudy’ so often, it seemed like a recording.




    The day affected a perfect mood. Perfect except that it bore a close temporal relationship to the five nuclear device detonations to the northwest that had headed toward Big Bear.




    As the two walked the fifty yards to the restaurant, Crayle offered the first observation. “Kimbel … I mean, the president … picked this spot with great care. I like it.”




    Hekka produced her minimalist Serrano smile. “He picked it because you can see forever across these rolling hills of vines and also observe the only way in or out. There should have been a sign at the bottom: Spies Only.”




    “Now there’s a great idea. A restaurant for spies only. You can’t eat or drink anything, and you can’t say anything. Other than that …”




    “Peaceful.”




    He entered the doorway and mentioned a reservation under Stones. They were seated directly.




    Five minutes later, a fully-optioned Hummer parked beside their car. Its contents poured forth and traipsed over to join the Crayles.




    “It didn’t take you long. Any trouble finding the place?”




    “Not at all,” Phoebe said. “Micmac has his new GPS system, and we almost flew here.”




    Their two travel companions, both pilots, joined in. “As a matter of fact, we could have flown. A lot faster and a lot less bumpy.” Jack Sommers ex-wife, Marli, glared at Micmac. Replete in her bright red lipstick and Hollywood sunglasses, she took a seat.




    “Good to see you, Marli.” Crayle smiled.




    “Hmph.”




    The final guest—Jack’s current wife, Flori—took the remaining seat. “Micmac insisted we leave the 7 and 8 at Jack’s airport. In fact, he claimed it was on Jack’s orders.”




    She referred to the CIA’s Dassault Falcon 7X and 8X maxed-out business jets they utilized for their missions.




    Marli folded her arms across her chest. “Another reason for me to have divorced him.”




    While the rest of the team focused on getting caught up, they scarcely noticed as Micmac pulled a game controller from a small duffel.




    A noise emanating from north of their location caught their attention. All heads spun in that direction.




    There, coming over the rolling hills, were two business jets. Their wing tips were only separated by about 20 feet.




    “Oh, no!” Flori cried out.




    Marli sat speechless.




    The two aircraft were exact matches for those flown by the women.




    Their heads spun back around to catch Micmac toggling the pair of joysticks on the device. “This is why I needed that auto-drive car I had in my front yard. For the technology.” He beamed as the two jets screamed over head.




    “That’s why we couldn’t fly here. You planned this, this stunt,” Marli accused.




    “Look!” Flori exclaimed. “There are two tiny videos split-screened on his phone. He is getting a visual out of the front windows. Micmac, put our rides right back where they belong. Better, land them at the nearest—”




    “Already in progress, ladies. I have them on Auto Land. After lunch, I’ll drop you off so you can fly them home.”




    They watched in awe as the jets landed, side-by-side, at the airport.




    It took a while for the team members to catch their breath. Flori glanced over at Crayle, breaking the silence.




    “And where are Lenny and Alona?”




    “Lenny has gotten a bug to relive part of his childhood. His father had taken him to some place in the New Hampshire mountains. He wanted Alona to see it, as well. I called and she said they were on their way there now. We’ll catch up with them at a later date.”




    Phoebe couldn’t resist. “My sympathies go out to the Live Free or Die state. They’ll have to decide which one he deserves.”




    That brought some much needed laughter. Phoebe wasn’t done.




    “If he doesn’t get us our babies back, like now, I can tell you which one.”




    Crayle took back the gavel before the ‘on loan’ FBI agent could really launch on Lenny. “Look, all of you. The president figured this to be a perfectly safe rendezvous site in light of what just happened west of Big Bear. Given all that’s on our plate, he wanted us to collect up and plot our futures.”




    “With nuclear weapons coming our way, how did he plan we do that?”




    “He wants us back in Washington. Actually, Manassas.”




    “Oh, the old off-the-books underground lair that Jack calls home.”




    “It’s bomb proof. Look, we have to find a way forward that doesn’t have these miniaturized nuclear devices in it. We don’t know who deployed these recent five, but we do know where they came from. That they were small and emitted no radiation leaves only one possible source.”




    “Yeah, your Chinese friend. Ling.”




    “I know her well enough that she wouldn’t be down with selling any more of these to the world.”




    “Magus. With Chin Yao-wu turned to paste by one of those things in the ancient capitol, Xian, she’s now the Empress of China. No one can do anything, such as manufacturing nuclear bombs, that she can’t stop. Am I right?”




    “I’ve known her for a few years. And especially those first two years when I was over there producing the Blackstone Strategy for Chin.”




    “So she then marries the adoptive father, who destroyed the communist regime and replaced it with himself. And the bombs kept coming.”




    “That’s right. The three we managed to avoid in Australia’s Red Center were purchased after Emperor Chin’s death. She was already empress. It’s her now.”




    Crayle knew this conversation would be difficult. His former relationship with the beautiful young Chinese seemed to lurk in the background of his relationship with Hekka. “The bombs and their use as strategic political weapons need to come to an end. That means the manufacturing capability must be terminated.”




    “With extreme prejudice,” Micmac added.




    “It’s looking like I’ll have to go there and …”




    “No. Someone else. Have Jack send a team.”




    “Hekka, it has to be me. She trusts me explicitly and implicitly. Plus, she has intel we need. She knows details about the supply lines, the manufacturing facilities, and the distribution channels.”




    “That’s not all, though. There are still these Illuminé crazies embedded all over the planet. I remember mention of South America from somewhere.”




    “Kianna from the Australian intel agency mentioned it.”




    “Maybe that’s who set off these most recent bombs.”




    Their conversations came to a halt. Down Rancho California Road from the west, a train of black hemi Chargers raced their way. Then, over the hills and crashing through the vineyards came a half dozen black SUV’s. All headed their way.




    “Vehicles! Now!” Crayle cried out.




    Since President Stones had reserved the entire restaurant for this occasion, there were no other patrons to panic and impede their exit.




    They raced for the Cobra and Hummer. Crayle and Hekka in first, squealed from the lot onto the twisty little driveway. Headed down hill.




    Micmac yelled out as they neared the Hummer. “Phoebe! Shotgun!” He indicated her Glock with his hand. He jumped in while she took the front passenger seat. Flori and Marli jumped in behind.




    The pair of cars were out of the vineyard before the vehicular onslaught could reach them. But not by much.




    Crayle took the lead.




    He headed them away.




    He headed them east.




    Toward Hollywood’s home away from home.




    Toward Palm Springs.








    Chapter 4




    The road heading east was a four-lane boulevard typically clogged with a lot of traffic. Fortunately, there was a great deal of road work being done and the flagmen at both ends of a two mile section were just switching traffic directions. The space between was temporarily empty.




    First a Cobra at full song, then a maxed-out Hummer. They blew by the astonished motorists and workers who had no time to point out the Construction Zone Speed Limit signs, which demanded a maximum speed of fifteen miles per hour. And past them, the other signs threatening double fines for any drivers who exceeded the mandate.




    Then the black Hemi Chargers. After them, the black SUV’s.




    Gunmen in the rear seats of the oncoming Chargers fired at the workmen. Not to kill them, but to explode from their hands the walkie-talkies that could summon the authorities. The hit team’s orders were explicit. Take out the targets, or don’t come back.




    As Crayle pushed the uber sports car to its limit, giving little respite on the corners, Hekka noticed something to their left.




    “Look! Animals in steel!”




    Sure enough. To that side sat an array of animals, including dinosaurs, made from steel. Apparently some time ago. All bore the characteristic rust color of oxidation.




    “We’ll have to swing back and pick up a few for the front yard,” Crayle responded. “Later.”




    “How can we think of such trivia in the middle of a fire fight?”




    “Abnormal is the new normal.”




    “I seem to have misplaced our abnormal thinking caps.”




    “Don’t need the caps, Hekka. Call Phoebe. Have her ask Micmac where are those tricked-up planes when we need them?”




    The landscape east of Temecula continued the warped flatness they had left behind. To either side grew typical desert foliage, each plant staking out an imaginary claim such that the others maintained about a ten foot distance.




    Outgunned and outnumbered, Crayle needed to snatch away the pursuers’ advantage.




    Hekka called Phoebe via the Cobra’s voice-actuated system.




    “You want what!” she exclaimed.




    “Magus says get it done, Phoebe. It’s our only hope.”




    She turned to her husband, and relayed the message.




    “He wants us to swap seats! At eighty miles an hour! With curves!”




    She holstered her Glock, then moved her legs over to his side.




    “Well?”




    “Take the wheel. Slide over the top.”




    She grabbed the wheel with her left hand and pressed sideways, her head at maximum angle due to the roof.




    He wedged under her as they rounded a sharp curve.




    Bullets continued to slam the car, but its special construction kept them outside.




    Two minutes after beginning the evolution, they’d successfully made the transition. Followed by a great deal of huffing and puffing.




    Micmac now had the passenger seat. Phoebe, quite adept with her own Porsche 911, maintained the velocity of the vehicle, corners and all.




    Micmac pulled out his modified remote control.




    Flori and Marli read his mind. “Oh no you don’t!” they chorused.




    Both attempted to remove their seat belts and relieve the former SEAL of his new toy. They discovered that the automatic locking mechanism for the car had been enhanced by said former SEAL to lock the seat belts at the same time it locked the doors.




    “Put that down!” Marli yelled. “Those aircraft belong to the CIA via a few proprietaries that we’re not disposed to reveal!”




    Micmac just smiled. To himself.




    Shortly, the Crayles ducked, as did the three women in the Hummer as a Falcon 7X and 8X screamed low overhead. Headed west.




    The team committing the assault went wide-eyed as the jets came into view. The driver of the lead Charger started for the brakes. The man in charge assessed the situation. “They’re just business jets! Go!”
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