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Initiate 
 

 

26 September 1995 
Tyson’s Corner, Virginia 
1930 Hours 
 

They had a lot to celebrate that day.  Alex had graduated early from 

Georgetown Law three months ago and took the bar exams for both 

the Commonwealth of Virginia and Washington, D.C.  This was the 

day they found out that she had passed both with flying colors, natu-

rally, and would receive simultaneous admission in both jurisdictions.  

Certainly a cause for celebration. 

 Then there was Alex’s 26th birthday.  Extraordinary in its own 

right, especially to her husband. 

 Lastly, but certainly not least, this day was the fourth anniver-

sary of her marriage to Robert. 

 In truth, they needed more than one day to celebrate all their 

good fortune, but with the constant demands their jobs, they didn’t 

even get a full one.  They did manage to leave work early, after lunch, 

which they skipped, departing the office around one o’clock.  Tomor-

row there would be things to make up, but that was tomorrow.  This 

afternoon and for the rest of the night, it would be just the two of 

them. 

 At this time in their lives, the happy couple was renting a 

small apartment off Horseshoe Road in Tyson’s Corner, only two 

miles from their office because they often had to go in on short notice 

and if it were a critical situation, being far away was, at the very least, 

inconvenient. 
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 Small might have been too generous a word for the place, but 

when you considered the area and the reality of two junior level gov-

ernment salaries, well home is what you make it.  And at least it was 

theirs, as long as they paid the rent on time on the 30th of every 

month, or by the absolute last late date, the fifth of the next month. 

 They brought groceries from the market on the way home, 

and stopped by McDonald’s to pick up something quick so they could 

eat and then work on making their celebratory meal, dessert included.  

When they arrived home, Alex was not entirely surprised to be greeted 

by a downstairs neighbor holding a wrapped parcel that looked suspi-

ciously about the size of a cake box.  And it was.  Robert had ordered a 

special cake for the day and had it delivered to the neighbor because 

she was home during the day. 

 Upstairs in their apartment, Alex unwrapped the package, but 

Robert would not let her open the box and look at the cake until later. 

 “Patience, my love.  All good things come to those who wait.” 

 Alex fixed him with a smirk.  “And guys who make their wives 

wait just might not get to come at all.” 

 Robert chuckled, reached out and brushed the underside of 

her chin with a finger. 

 “Sweetheart, we both know better than that.” 

 Alex grinned, and for an answer, she put her arms around his 

neck, pressed her lips to his. 

 

 

********* 
 

Robert was better in the kitchen, but Alex was an ace assistant, and 

between the two of them, they managed to prepare a four-course meal 

that was ready and on the table by six that evening.  They showered 

and changed in turn, and were wearing comfortable casual clothes as 

they dined by candlelight in their small living room/dining room 
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combo.  Robert raised his wineglass and toasted his wife.  She smiled 

at him, raising her glass. 

 “And to my husband,” she said in reply.  “The man who’s 

probably gonna get laid very well tonight.  If I do say so myself.” 

 Robert said he’d drink to that, too, and did. 

 The cake was perfect, chocolate with vanilla icing, Alex’s fa-

vorite, and encompassed everything across the top:  Happy Birthday, 

Alex; Congratulations, Lawyer Lady; Thanks for marrying me, my 

luv! 

 Robert lit the cake’s candles, a lot of them, and it took Alex 

and Robert both several breaths to blow them out.  Alex cut a large 

chunk of cake and put it on a plate, licking the excess icing off her fin-

gers.  Then she made Robert sit back down and she straddled his lap, 

the plate in one hand and a fork in the other.  And a very wicked grin 

on her strikingly beautiful face.  Robert grinned with anticipation. 

 What followed was completely predictable, but no less sensa-

tional. 

 

 

********* 
 

“What I want to know is how I end up being the one who has to do all 

the work?  I mean, it’s my birthday, I did pass the bar in two states, 

and it’s my freaking wedding anniversary.  Yet, here I am, slaving 

away, working my butt off.” 

 Robert snickered.  “Almost literally,” he said. 

 Alex snickered, too, rubbed the side of his neck. 

 They had left the front room for the bedroom, and were now 

sitting on a low-to-the-floor armless chair that Robert had picked up 

at a local thrift store shortly after they moved into the apartment last 

year.  It had undergone a bit of a facelift since then, new cloth cover-

ing on the seat and back, a coat of varnish on the wooden parts, closer 
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to seven coats, and some new nuts and bolts to eliminate creaking.  

Because there was usually a whole lot of creaking going on whenever 

they used it. 

 When Alex first saw it, she bust out laughing, and said the 

same thing that Robert had said when he spotted it in the store, only 

he said it in his mind. 

 “That’s a fuck chair!” 

 Yeah, it was.  Low-to-the-floor so Alex could sit astride him 

and her feet still reached the floor.  Robert’s longer legs had to stretch 

out because sitting for a long time with his knees bent this low would 

be uncomfortable, and usually when they used this chair, it was for a 

long time. 

 It was important that Alex’s feet touch the floor so she could 

control the tempo, gain purchase so she could sway and push into him 

while slowly grinding her pelvis against his.  This was one of Robert’s 

favorite positions because Alex was in control, right there looking at 

him, teasing him, playing with him, fucking him… 

 And as much as Alex pretended to be put upon by it, she loved 

it nearly as much as her husband. 

 “And do you know how hard it is to maintain this?  I mean, 

keeping all that blood flowing in the right direction takes a lot of con-

centration, considerable mental ability, not to mention expert ab-

dominal control.” 

 Alex snorted. 

 “Please.  All you have to do is stare at my ta-tas for a few se-

conds and you’re as big as a light pole.” 

 Robert shook with laughter, and a few seconds later Alex was 

laughing with him, leaning down and putting her forehead against his 

as they both struggled for composure, failing miserably. 

 “Ta-tas?” Robert finally managed.  “God, I haven’t heard that 

phrase in years, and never out of your mouth.  But now that you men-

tion it…” 
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 Alex sat back and stared down at him.  They were both naked, 

their clothes having lined a trail from the front room to the bedroom.  

Coincidentally, the last item removed was Alex’s bra, the keeper of the 

aforementioned tat-as.  And she was correct, it really only took a brief 

glimpse of them for Robert to swell with lust.  Of course, that was true 

about his staring at any part of Alex’s lithe little body, clothed or not. 

 She was thin, of medium height, barely weighed a hundred 

pounds, fair skinned, had long brown hair that extended well past the 

middle of her back, and on first glance a lot of guys would probably 

dismiss her.  She was not what most typically thought of as a hot babe.  

But from the moment Robert laid eyes on her his junior year in col-

lege, that’s exactly what he saw, and was never able to get her out of 

his mind.  In his eyes, she was the most beautiful woman in the world.  

The smartest, the sexiest, and the only one he would ever love. 

 And really love fucking. 

 Lucky for him, she felt the same way. 

 Alex started pressing down firmly, rotating her hips a little 

faster, raising her hands up to her head and lifting her hair off her 

slender but nicely muscled shoulders.  She moaned softly, sucked in 

breath, and when she did, her small chest swelled and her pink nip-

ples stuck out even more. 

 Robert groaned, felt his erection grow, wondering how the 

hell that was even possible.  He leaned forward, took one of Alex’s 

nipples into his mouth, gently nibbled on it, then sucked it.  Alex 

slowed her pace once more so that he could keep doing what he was 

doing, loving the way his mouth felt on her.  Next, he moved to her 

other breast. 

 After a while, Alex took his head in her hands and pushed it 

back, staring down into his eyes, her own full of passion and love, and 

a fair amount of wicked lust.  She kissed him full on the mouth, sliding 

her tongue all the way inside and probing every part of his mouth 

while her hips resumed their forceful gyrations. 



Cloak & Stagger 

 

6 

  

 She orgasmed twice while doing this, but never stopped, the 

kissing or the other things.  The most direct cause of her third orgasm 

was Robert slipping his hands between her thighs and rubbing her, 

which made this one the most intense of all.  She had to stop then, 

breathless, flushed, dripping sweat everywhere. 

 “Oh you,” she managed between breaths.  She grinned at him, 

kissed him once, then put her hands on each of his shoulders and 

started grinding against him, pulling him deeper and deeper into her 

slick womb until all his control was lost and he was coming inside her, 

groaning as he filled her, almost shouting at the end, and Alex cover-

ing his mouth with hers as she joined him. 

 

 

********* 
 

A few minutes passed before either could speak.  They remained on 

the chair, still coupled, Robert leaning back with his feet still stretched 

out, Alex sitting forward, her face very close to his.  She was smiling, 

rubbing his bare chest with her right hand.  Robert had one hand on 

her stomach, the other on her small butt.  His erection really wasn’t, 

but what there was of it, was still inside his wife, along with his seed, 

and that thought thrilled him more than any other at the moment, 

although he wasn’t quite sure why.  Didn’t care either. 

 She kissed him and sat up, and he groaned suddenly, then 

shuddered. 

 Alex looked at him incredulously. 

 “My god, Perve, are you still cumming?” 

 Perve or The Perve was her private nickname for him.  She 

was Mrs. Perve, although, at Robert’s insistence, she had kept her 

birth name when they married four years ago. 

 “Just a little,” he said. 
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 “Well you need to stop,” she said, and started to move on him 

again, that wicked grin returning to her thin pink lips.  “I’m not that 

kind of girl, you know.  Just let you keep at it all day like you’re mak-

ing deposits in a bank.”  She tightened around him even more, leaned 

close. 

 Robert laughed.  “My own private sperm bank,” he said, then 

groaned again, closing his eyes, feeling himself swell and explode at 

the same time. 

 “Damnit!” Alex swore, sitting back.  “Stop that I said!  Are you 

even listening to me, Perve?” 

 He was, but didn’t respond. 

 Alex leaned forward, kissed him on the mouth, and then she 

felt it again. 

 “Fuck!” she said, laughed, suddenly shuddering herself… 

 

 

********* 
 

 “Well if that doesn’t get me pregnant, I guess we know for sure what 

the doctors told us last year was right.  We can’t get pregnant.” 

 They finally managed to stand up, albeit unsteadily.  Robert 

looked down into his wife’s brown eyes and kissed her. 

 “That bother you?” 

 “Not in the least.  You?” 

 He shook his head, put a hand on her arm.  “Nope. 

 “Good,” she said.  “Means I can fuck you as much as I want.  

But then, I could always do that anyway.  By the way, I almost forgot 

to give you your anniversary present.” 

 Robert laughed, rubbed her arm. 

 “You mean that on the chair wasn’t it?” 

 Alex snickered, poked him in the stomach with a single finger.  

“No, baby doll.  That was your present to me.  Just a minute,” she said, 
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turning for the side of the bed she slept on, moving over to the 

nightstand. 

 At that moment, the familiar sound of both their pagers re-

verberated down the short hallway and into their bedroom.  They 

froze in place for a couple seconds, glanced at each other, then moved 

with haste back out to where they had left their pants. 

 Robert retrieved his pager first, silencing it and then typing in 

the unlock code.  By the time Alex did the same, he was already read-

ing the message for the second time. 

 “Shit,” he said. 

 “Yeah,” Alex said, standing and glancing at her pager’s dis-

play.  “We gotta go back in.” 

 “Like I said,” he said.  “Shit.” 

 Alex grinned, walked up to him, stood on her toes, and kissed 

him briefly. 

 “Well,” she said, “at least we got to get the good parts out of 

the way first.” 

 Robert smiled forlornly.  “Actually, I was looking forward to 

getting to those parts again before the night was out.” 

 Alex stepped passed him, bumping her naked hip against his 

as she did so, heading back into the bedroom.  “Well, to the good, at 

least you get to hop in the shower with me.  We need to hurry and it’ll 

save time.” 

 Robert grinned, staring at her tight little backside as she 

moved.  “Probably not,” he said, following her.  “But it’s worth a shot.” 

 

 
 
 
 

********* 
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26 September 1995 
McLean, Virginia 
2045 hours 

 

It was officially called the Dafford Building and nobody really knew 

why.  A nondescript seven story white stone structure on Westranch 

Drive that resembled practically every other office building in the 

neighborhood.  At least it did on the outside, as was the intention of 

the designers.  Once you were on the inside, if you managed to get 

past security, something few people could manage without a fifteen-

year background check, polygraph examination, and a blood oath on 

the life of their first born, you realized that this building was some-

thing far different. 

 When both Robert and Alex respectively had first walked into 

it upon entering on duty six and four years ago, they were filled with 

awe and a little trepidation, as were all new hires.  Now, as jaded vet-

erans, it was just the place they worked, at least they did most of the 

time when they were in town. 

 “Well at least I feel better knowing it wasn’t just my sorry ass 

they dragged back in here late on a Tuesday evening.” 

 Alex and Robert had just come through the rear entrance, 

presenting their blue identification badges to the uniformed security 

officers posted there, then swiping them through the access readers 

and typing in personal identification codes.  The next step, because it 

was after normal business hours, would be for them to walk over to 

the reception desk and sign in.  However, there was already someone 

standing there, a tall, lanky man a little older than Robert with close-

cropped brown hair.  He was dressed in blue jeans, a black T-shirt, 

and a well-worn brown leather jacket.  He glanced at them and smiled 

as he finished signing the log, then uttered his line. 

 “Oh Christ,” Robert said.  “This must be serious if they 

brought Superman in, too.” 
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 “More so that you know,” Howie Vaughn said, his attention 

over Robert’s shoulder.  Robert started signing and Alex glanced be-

hind them, seeing another couple coming through the back door and 

following the same procedure she and Robert had just completed. 

 “Guess the gang’s all here,” she said, taking her turn at the 

sign in log. 

 Rea Ann Bracken and Cordell Hamil walked over and signed 

in, then stared at the others. 

 “So does anybody have a clue what it is this time?” Rea Ann 

said. 

 No one did. 

 Robert glanced at his watch.  “I suppose we’ll find out soon 

enough.  Message we got said meet in the conference room on five at 

2100.” 

 The same message everyone had received. 

 “Well then,” Howie Vaughn said with a grin, rubbing his large 

hands together.  “Let’s get on upstairs and see what fresh hell is this.” 

 He started for the bank of elevators around the corner, the 

others followed suit, Robert thinking to himself how glad he was that 

they had blown off the afternoon and gone home early.  Otherwise 

they might not have had any time to celebrate 

 And boy had they celebrated. 

 But playtime was over. 

 Five special agents with the Protective Surveillance and Cov-

ert Security Branch had just been called in for an unscheduled after-

hours meeting and told to bring their go-bags, which everyone carried 

by straps draped across their weak-hand shoulders.  That only meant 

one thing:  there was trouble somewhere and the five of them were 

about to deploy to parts unknown to cope with it. 

 The job they had volunteered for, the reason that instead of 

becoming doctors, or lawyers (although Alex was that, too), or televi-



Stellen Qxz 

 

11 

  

sion talk show hosts, they had all joined the Office of Security at the 

United States Central Intelligence Agency. 

 Each one of them was smiling when the elevator doors closed 

and the car started up to the fifth floor. 

 

 

********* 
 

28 September 1995 
Punta del Diablo, Uruguay 
1511 hours 

 

The great irony of Howie Vaughn’s life was that he had spent most of 

his childhood growing up in the Middle East, the result of his father 

being career Foreign Service and an expert on Near Eastern affairs.  

Consequently, young Howie and his older brother Chuck had learned 

many of the languages, Arabic, of course, Hebrew, Farsi, Urdu, and a 

smattering of others.  The irony was that now as an adult, and a serv-

ing officer in the CIA, he found himself most often traveling not to 

that region of the world, but to Latin America instead.  And despite 

many hours with languages tapes when he had spare time, for some 

reason Howie found learning Spanish and Portuguese quite difficult, 

nearly to the point of hopeless. 

 Still, he was resourceful, and could fake it a lot.  Besides, there 

was no way he could pass for native, his Irish heritage was too promi-

nent, and if he played the tourist role, it usually worked better for him 

as he tripped over the language. 

 Right now he was in a small café on Norendra Boulevard, five 

blocks east of El Palacio Bajo El Sol, the crappy hotel he’d checked in 

to earlier in the day after arriving in lovely Punta del Diablo, Uruguay.  

Not his first choice of fall vacation spots, but then he wasn’t actually 

on vacation. 
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 It was unseasonably hot, much more so than back in Virginia 

right now, the bugs were out in force even during the day, and the 

plumbing and electricity were not the best anywhere in the city, least 

of all in his hotel.  He hoped not to have to endure this environment 

much longer.  It wasn’t supposed to be a long-term job, thankfully; 

otherwise he might seriously start thinking about another line of 

work.  But not really.  Howie loved what he did, even if he did have to 

endure some hardships occasionally, and this was by far not the worst 

place he had been to in his six years with the Agency. 

 He was smoking a cigarette and drinking coffee, and surpris-

ingly, it was quite good coffee, but not nearly good enough to make up 

for everything else.  Still, he took what he could get. 

 Ostensibly, he was relaxing out of the heat of the day and 

reading the local paper, but since he could only make out about every 

fifth word, in reality what Howie was doing was conducting discreet 

surveillance of a small shop across the street from the café, observing 

the comings and goings, and photographing them all with the micro-

camera OTSi had kitted him out with before his departure from home 

base.  The little device was easily concealable, nearly impossible to 

detect because it looked nothing like a camera, and was easy to oper-

ate.  Perfect for an operator in the field who didn’t feel like being 

picked up and charged with espionage in a foreign country. 

 He checked his watch casually, glancing around and slowly 

rotating his neck from side to side.  He’d been in the café for forty-one 

minutes, had smoked five cigarettes, and drank three cups of coffee.  

He would have to be moving on soon, so as not to draw too much at-

tention to himself.  Tourist or no—and what tourist in his right mind 

would come to this place—he couldn’t hang around all day.  Which is 

why there were other teams in the rotation. 

                                                
i Office of Technical Services:  CIA’s version of Q Branch. 
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 Howie signaled the waiter that he was ready to depart.  The 

young man—boy really—came over with a bill and smiled, showing 

very bad teeth.  Howie paid the bill and left a modest tip.  He stood 

and stretched for a long time, then collected his newspaper under his 

left arm and strolled lazily from the café and back onto the street, into 

the hot afternoon sun. 

 Across the street, approaching in the opposite direction, ap-

parently window-shopping at the various vendor displays along the 

way, a young couple, also tourists, walked hand-in-hand, talking ani-

matedly.  They were Caucasian, obviously western, and much to How-

ie Vaughn’s annoyance, spoke perfect Spanish. 

 A few seconds later, he turned the corner and was gone from 

Norendra Boulevard, but the shop he had been photographing was 

still under discreet surveillance, this time by the window-shopping 

couple, Rea Ann Bracken and Cordell Hamil. 

 

 
********* 

 

Hogar Lejos Del Hogar 
2130 hours 

 

Alex stretched out on the lumpy double bed in the cramped third floor 

room at the Home Away From Home motel on Revolución Bulevar 

east of downtown.  She removed her glasses and set them on her 

chest.  Robert sat in an equally uncomfortable wooden chair at a deep-

ly scarred small wooden table in the corner studying a map of the area 

and notes she and he had made earlier. 

 “Wonder why we didn’t pick this place to come on our hon-

eymoon?” she commented more to have something to say as opposed 

to an actual purpose. 
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 “Because we wanted to have a good time with our clothes off 

and this place doesn’t exactly inspire that.  In fact, right now I think 

we’re severely underdressed.” 

 “Yeah.  Glad OMSii was on hand to give us the necessary shots 

and boosters.  Including tetanus.  I’d really had to catch something 

down here.” 

 “Well as long as you don’t go picking up any of the local guys 

in the back alleys, you ought to be okay.” 

 Alex laughed.  “What about the one I brought with me?” 

 Robert paused, glanced back at her.  “Well you already have 

what he has so I guess it doesn’t matter.” 

 Alex reached over and turned the radio up.  It worked surpris-

ingly well, even got a couple of local stations that played music neither 

of them could understand, despite speaking the language.  However, 

this did not matter because the reason it was on and the reason Alex 

had turned it up was for sound masking, to interfere with any listen-

ing devices that might be planted in their room that they had missed 

while searching, or other external eavesdropping devices some oppo-

sition force might be using.  A simple but surprisingly effective Agency 

countermeasure for operators in the field during this period in time.  

In the future, technology would make things far more complicated 

than necessary. 

 She sat up, putting her glasses on the nightstand in front of 

the radio, crisscrossing her legs and resting her hands on her knees. 

 “So what do you think?” 

 “I think instead of a security and observation job, this should 

be a snatch or shoot job,” Robert said with a sigh.  “Or a snatch and 

shoot.  But I don’t get paid to make those calls.  So I guess we go with 

what we’ve got.  If it isn’t a setup, everything looks pretty straightfor-

ward.  If it is a setup, there will be deep shit to get out of.  And we’ll 

                                                
ii Office of Medical Services. 
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have to do it without upsetting the local security troops.  They’re tech-

nically friendly, up to a point, but they won’t stand for large-scale 

bloodshed on their soil.  That happens, we better be fleet of foot.  If 

the opposition starts it, we’ll have to finish it, but if possible, I’d like to 

avoid that outcome.” 

 “Have the locals been briefed by the station?” Alex asked. 

 “Unofficially,” Robert replied.  “The DCOSiii in Montevideo 

had a meeting with his counterpart in the domestic security and coun-

terintelligence service.  I have no clue what was said, and I’m sure the 

exact nature of our operation was not specified, but something to the 

effect that an operation was in the works and it would be a great favor 

to the U.S. if local forces kind of looked the other way for a while.” 

 “Thin,” Alex said. 

 “Very,” Robert concurred.  “But better than nothing.  It’ll buy 

us some room to operate, if not much.” 

 Alex glanced at her watch. 

 “Well everybody’s checked in and none reported being fol-

lowed.  I know we weren’t.  With luck we’re still undetected by the op-

position.” 

 “Probably,” Robert said.  “Problem is they know we’re here, 

that’s a given.  And this isn’t exactly a sprawling metropolis, so all they 

have to do is look for a sudden population increase of non-locals.  Just 

like we’re doing.  Only they’re harder to detect, being regional.” 

 “And our outfit doesn’t have a local base already established, 

so we’re at a disadvantage there.” 

 “True,” Robert said, turning toward her.  “But the added 

benefit for us is that we don’t have a local base to be compromised, 

unlike our DGI friends.” 

 Alex smiled, scooted down to the end of the bed and dropped 

her feet to the floor.  She wasn’t wearing shoes, but had her socks on, 

                                                
iii Deputy Chief of Station. 
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something she never did at home, but had no confidence in the sani-

tary nature of the floor in their room.  Consequently, there was no way 

her bare feet were touching the floor the entire time she was in Uru-

guay. 

 “Always a silver lining kind of guy,” she said.  “Probably the 

reason I married you.” 

 Robert leaned toward her, tilting his head to the right and 

grinning. 

 “Funny, I thought you married me because…” 

 Alex put her fingers to his lips, told him to shush, then kissed 

him. 

 

 
********* 

 

OPERATIONAL DIRECTIVE:  4A-7W342 
DATE:  26 September 1995 
FROM:  DEPUTY DIRECTOR FOR OPERATIONS 
TO:  PROTECTIVE SURVEILLANCE & COVERT SECURITY 
CC:  DCI; DDCI; DDA; D/OS; D/OCiv 
SUBJ:  OPERATION STAGGER 

 

Effective immediately, you are hereby requested and required to un-

dertake a support role in OPERATION STAGGER, a covert action be-

ing managed by Latin America Division/Montevideo Station, the goal 

of which is providing for the possible return of one Miles Mixon, age 

42, a former officer with the Office of Communications, last year listed 

as a renegade and believed to be in league with Cuban Intelligence 

(DGI).  Mr. Mixon has expressed a desire to return to the United 

                                                
iv Respectively:  Director of Central Intelligence; Deputy Director of Central 
Intelligence; Deputy Director for Administration; Director/Office of Securi-
ty; Director/Office of Communications. 
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States to face whatever charges are to be levied against him, and has 

promised to bring with him valuable intelligence about certain inter-

national criminal organizations operating in the Western Hemisphere, 

as well as hostile intelligence services in the region with whom he has 

become affiliated.  A meeting has been arranged between the Chief of 

Station and Mr. Mixon on 29 September 1995 at 1145 hours in the 

Uruguayan city of Punta del Diablo.  It is expected that hostile ele-

ments may try to prevent the meeting or prevent Mr. Mixon from 

crossing over.  For this reason, COS/Montevideo has requested and I 

have approved the deploying of one of your teams in support of OP-

ERATION STAGGER.  They will provide security for the COS and the 

meeting itself, taking no offensive action unless warranted, and then 

are only authorized to use the minimal necessary force to preserve life.  

Arrangements to be coordinated between your staff and Montevideo 

Station. 

END. 

 

 

********* 
 

Robert Chandler joined the CIA right out of college, having grown up 

like every other kid watching spy movies and thinking what a great job 

that had to be.  Quickly, once he entered on duty, the myth of intelli-

gence work had been dispelled to be replaced with brutal reality.  

There was no James Bond, you didn’t get to sleep with beautiful 

femme fatales every other day, and in actual gun battles, the good 

guys didn’t always prevail, if you could figure out just who the good 

guys really were.  None of this surprised or disappointed young Robert 

in the least. 

 He was black and not British so he wasn’t looking for James 

Bond.  And while there was nothing intrinsically wrong with bedding a 

string of beautiful women, he was already taken with one, the one, and 
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had no desire in that respect beyond her.  And as for gun battles, 

thankfully there weren’t too many of them, and thus far, the ones he 

had been involved in had gone his way. 

 But Robert loved the work, and not just because of patriotism, 

although, sure, that was part of it.  It was the fact that the work suited 

him so well; he was perfect for it, as his Agency evaluation said after 

his initial phase interviews. 

 Robert, like a lot of people, had been seeking to become a field 

operations officer, or case officer, what people really mean when they 

think spy.  These folks are the operators in the field responsible for 

offensive intelligence gathering in denied or hostile areas.  It was diffi-

cult and demanding work, and a number of officers over the years had 

died doing it, the only recognition they received for their deeds was an 

anonymous star on the wall of honor at Agency headquarters in 

McLean, Virginia, if they were lucky; so to speak.  But Robert didn’t 

qualify for that career field, much to his initial disappointment; how-

ever, this did not last long, once he was selected for something else.  A 

career he wasn’t planning on, but one for which he had been designat-

ed perfect. 

 The Office of Security at CIA is one of the largest and most 

covert operating units within the Agency.  Their responsibilities ex-

tend everywhere the Agency has operations, which is everywhere in 

the world.  And unlike most CIA entities, they are authorized (on a 

limited basis) to operate domestically.  Their mission is to protect the 

security of the Agency, all of its information, its facilities, and most 

importantly, its personnel.  It was to that latter requirement that Rob-

ert was deemed well suited to undertake, and therefore he was sent 

into special agents’ training at OS’ Academy in Central Virginia, 

spending six months being honed into a highly skilled security opera-

tor.  Weapons—firearm and bladed—, multiple forms of unarmed 

combat, close-protection, surveillance and countersurveillance, offen-

sive and defensive driving, counterterrorism tactics, and a lot more. 
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 It surprised none of his instructors that Robert graduated at 

the top of his class, being deployed almost immediately on an overseas 

posting.  In less than a month, he distinguished himself by single-

handedly preventing an assassination attempt of a visiting Agency 

executive (the man who now headed the Operations Directorate—the 

Deputy Director for Operations—then Chief of the Near East Divi-

sion).  From that point, his star was on the rise in OS, with many eyes 

from all over the Agency on him. 

 This explained why at just age 28 with barely six years in ser-

vice under his belt, Robert was leading a team of agents, three of 

whom were older than he, two with more seniority than he.  The 

Agency did not play favorites and was not overly concerned with time 

in service or grade.  If somebody did a good job and had talent, they 

got the promotions, and if somebody else didn’t like it, they could go 

join the girl scouts.  The business they were in was not about fair play, 

it was about national security, doing the hard and sometimes unpleas-

ant things that it took to keep a nation safe.  Which meant on this day 

and in this place, Robert Chandler was Tango Lima for Team 7 of the 

Protective Surveillance and Covert Security Branch, and no one ques-

tioned that. 

 “Okay, folks, STAGGER is now a go, all posts check in…” 

 

 

********* 
 

29 September 1995 
1142 hours 
Punta del Diablo, Uruguay 

 

The current Chief of Station/Montevideo was a woman by the name of 

Brenda Rodriguez, a veteran operations officer who had made her en-

tire sixteen-year career in the Latin America Division.  Presently forty 
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years old, shoulder length dark blond hair, tall, with an athletic build, 

and, according to Howie Vaughn, she had the most striking green eyes 

he had ever stared into through a pair of high-resolution binoculars.  

He was also very fond of her strong stride, a fact he kept making men-

tion of over the secure net until Robert told him to cut it out. 

 The plan was simple; Rodriguez would meet with Miles Mixon 

in an open-air café on Sandoval-Gupta Street at precisely 1145 hours.  

Rodriguez would already be in place and Mixon would join her, sitting 

with his back facing the entrance to the café so he could watch the 

street.  His request that Rodriguez be in place an hour ahead of time 

was granted as a way of reassuring him that he was not being set up.  

And as a means of reassuring the CIA that Rodriguez wasn’t being set 

up, Robert and his team had been in place three hours before that.  By 

the time Rodriguez assumed her place at the designated table at the 

café, the five Agency security specialists had identified all areas of 

concern, set up a perimeter, and allowed for no less than three escape 

routes should that become necessary.  None of it was perfect, a lot of 

things would have to go their way, but they were prepared for whatev-

er came at them. 

 Alex Wells was the team’s communications and intelligence 

specialist, and as such, would be the only member of the team not di-

rectly in the line of fire, should there be one.  She was in back of an 

apparently broken down van parked three blocks away keeping track 

of everyone on the scrambled secure communications frequency they 

were using, as well as monitoring the feeds from the surveillance cam-

eras the team had spent the better part of the last day and a half cov-

ertly planting when they weren’t keeping track of suspected opposi-

tion operatives in the area.  She was the team’s eyes and would alert 

them in the event they were about to be hit.  Hopefully she would be 

able to spot it with enough time to warn the team so they could exfil-

trate.  If not, then she might just find herself in the line of fire because 
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she would not be leaving any of them behind as long as she was alive 

to do something about it. 

 Cordell Hamil was the team’s countersurveillance and securi-

ty specialist.  His job was to work at ground level looking for potential 

threats to the team, things that might be missed by Intelligence or 

Overwatch.  And since he was at ground level, should he observe a 

threat, either at his discretion or on command from the team leader, it 

would be his job to neutralize said threat by whatever means he 

deemed appropriate.  Cord was quite good at this kind of work, some-

thing that initially surprised him, and would have surprised a lot of 

people who’d known him growing up; he was so mild-mannered.  

Eventually, though, everyone found their true vocation, and this was 

Mr. Hamil’s. 

 And speaking of Overwatch, that is where Rea Ann Bracken 

was positioned, in an elevated spot as high up as she could get with a 

complete three-sixty view of the meeting area as well as the environ-

ment around it.  Accompanying her was a Bravo-51 sniping rifle, nick-

named The Kate, equipped with the latest state-of-the-art optics.  

Overwatch was responsible for long-range team protection and cover.  

If the shit hit the fan, it would be Ms. Bracken’s job to disable every 

hostile she could as quickly as she could to buy her team time to exfil, 

hopefully with Brenda Rodriguez in tow.  She was the best shooter in 

her training class and on the team, had consistently scored top marks, 

and since deploying into the field, had had four occasions to perform 

in her current capacity, each time with lethal effect.  Rea Ann Bracken 

had also found her true vocation, much like Cord Hamil. 

 Howie Vaughn and Robert Chandler were the in-close opera-

tors on the team.  Both would be posted in Rodriguez’s vicinity, far 

enough away so as not to cause Mixon alarm, but close enough to get 

to both of them in the event it was necessary.  Howie was actually in 

the outdoor area of the café at a table on the north side, reading a local 

newspaper (pretending to), drinking coffee, and smoking a cigarette.  
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Robert was across the street, operating in what had become one of his 

favorite disguises for street work.  Kind of an inside joke among his 

colleagues, but effective nonetheless.  That was all that counted in this 

business. 

 

 

********* 
 

1145 hours 

 

Miles Mixon was on time.  He looked around nervously, surveying all 

the tables in the area.  Then he sat down and wiped his widow’s peak 

with a handkerchief from his inside jacket pocket.  Although he was 

not aware of it, the second his hand had disappeared from view, a tel-

escopic sight and rifle barrel had been centered on his forehead.  Had 

anything more dangerous than a handkerchief materialized, Rea Ann 

Bracken would have splattered his brains all over the table and floor; 

probably all over Brenda Rodriguez, too. 

 They commenced conversation.  There was no audio, at the 

request of LAD, so the security team could not hear, although Howie 

was close enough at least to hear the tone of their voices.  Both were 

quiet, calm, Rodriguez more so than Mixon.  This went on for ten 

minutes, with COS-Montevideo doing the majority of the talking, 

leaning forward on the table at one point and appearing to take on a 

lecturing posture.  Both Alex and Rea Ann could make out the uncom-

fortable expression on Mixon’s face via their respective equipment.  

Neither sensed an increased danger from the man, just his increasing 

unhappiness.  Of course, that could be a problem as well.  Alex sig-

naled Robert and he acknowledged her, passing on a general warning 

to the rest of the team. 

 Howie ordered more coffee, had another cigarette, felt the 

reassuring weight of the Browning pistol at the small of his back un-
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derneath his jacket.  He was not a fan of the weapon, preferred more 

modern pieces, but would rather have it than nothing, and it did get 

the job done. 

 The coffee refill arrived; he thanked the waitress in passable 

Spanish, and then lit his next cigarette with the Zippo that had once 

belonged to his father the diplomat.  He stared at the battered lighter 

for a moment, remembering his old man fondly, making a mental note 

to call both of his parents over the weekend when he was back home 

in Virginia.  They were both in Jordan now; serving out the last year of 

his father’s posting as ambassador before he retired.  It had been more 

than a year since Howie saw them when they were back in the states 

on home leave and he was just back from one of his quick overseas 

trips to parts undisclosed. 

 He started to put the lighter back in is side pocket, froze when 

his eyes registered a familiar face.  Then it was the oh shit moment. 

 “Oh fuck!” Howie swore softly, and then as casually as he 

could manage, he got on the net and sounded the alarm. 

 

 

********* 
 

Francesco Montenegro was a very handsome Latin man of thirty-five.  

He could easily be a fashion model, a lifeguard or surfer, or even a 

movie star.  Perhaps a banker or wealthy businessman who jet set 

around the world and partied with other rich and famous.  But if that 

were the case, then why the hell was he in an armpit like Punta del 

Diablo? 

 The answer was simple; Mr. Montenegro was none of those 

things.  And it was not mister, but rather major, at least as of the last 

time the Agency updated their profile on him.  Montenegro was so 

good at his job that it was possible DGI had promoted him to general 

by now. 
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 The DGI—Direccion General de Inteligencia—was Cuban’s 

foreign intelligence service, efficient, ruthless, and absolutely unafraid 

to leave bodies behind anywhere they fell.  During training, every CIA 

potential is warned about dealing with the Cubans, considered to be 

the most dangerous of the hostile services operating today, and the 

ones most likely to kill you if they get a chance or feel cornered. 

 Francisco Montenegro was a senior operative in Departamen-

to de Operacions Especiales—the Special Operations Department.  

His specialties were blackmail, abduction, sabotage, and murder.  And 

he was superb at all of them, plus one or two others.  The fact that he 

was in Punta del Diablo on today of all days could only mean one 

thing:  they were all in a hell of a lot of trouble.  Probably everybody in 

a five-mile radius was in a hell of a lot of trouble.  They didn’t call him 

La Plaga Negro for nothing. 

 

 

********* 
 

 “Shit, it’s confirmed, Tango Lima,” Alex spoke into her headset two 

minutes after focusing one of the cameras on the face of the man Tan-

go Four believed was a Cuban agent.  “It’s Montenegro.  Just don’t ask 

me where the hell he came from, it’s just like he beamed in or some-

thing.” 

 “No,” came Robert’s calm response over her headset.  He was 

already in place.  All of them were, waiting for us while we moved into 

position and set up.” 

 “But that would mean…  Tango Lima…” 

 “Initial Purple, Tango Five.  Say again, Initiate Purple!” 

 “Acknowledge, Tango Lima.  Initiate Purple.  All Tangos, we 

are now at Purple.  Execute standing orders.” 

 Alex took a deep breath, feeling the first beads of sweat break 

out on her forehead.  She ignored them, focusing on the equipment 
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surrounding her in the back of the van.  And one other piece currently 

pressing into the skin at the small of her back. 

 Unlike Howie Vaughn, the SIG-Sauer P-230 she carried was a 

personal favorite, and Alex consistently scored high marks during 

training and refresher practice.  Hopefully today would not be the day 

she had to see if real life would imitate practice. 

 But if necessary… 

 

 

********* 
 

Cordell Hamil was pissed, even though Robert would tell him it wasn’t 

his fault.  His job was countersurveillance and security, which meant 

he was responsible for detecting the presence of hostiles and warning 

the team ahead of time.  He had failed to do this, and the extent of 

that failure was just beginning to materialize before him this very 

moment. 

 “Fuck me!” he swore, not wanting to believe what he was see-

ing. 

 “Tango Three reporting.  I now have five, say again, five ban-

didos.  They’re ringing in the café.  Where the fuck are these guys 

coming from.  I swear, they weren’t there a few minutes ago.” 

 

 

********* 
 

The answer to that question was simple, and Tango Lima knew exactly 

what it was, but had no time to explain now. 

 “Purple is in effect, Three.  Execute accordingly.” 

 A moment later, Cord Hamil acknowledged, self-loathing evi-

dent in his voice. 
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 Robert knew he couldn’t say much to assuage the other man’s 

guilt right now, and didn’t have time to try.  If they survived this, 

maybe they could talk about it later.  For the moment, survival was all 

they had. 

 

 

********* 
 

Rea Ann Bracken was certain her position had been identified and at 

this very moment, she was probably in someone else’s sights.  The 

good news for her was that she had chosen the most advantageous 

position for Overwatch, meaning she had the high ground.  However, 

if the opposition was already in place and lying in wait, knowing her 

location, her advantage was severely limited, perhaps even negated. 

 As soon as the Purple was issued, Rea Ann knew exactly what 

she had to do.  The opposition would know that it was her job as 

Overwatch to provide cover and eliminate any threats to her team 

should hostilities break out.  This made her their first priority, and as 

soon as whoever was in charge of the opposing team gave the order, 

she would be killed, either by another sniper rifle, or something a lot 

worse.  She didn’t want to think about the worse part.  The sniper rifle 

was bad enough. 

 When scouting her nest two days ago, she had taken note of 

everything, considered several alternative positions, coming up with 

professional reasons for discarding all of them in favor of the one she 

had eventually selected.  Still, even though none of the other locations 

offered the vantages she thought optimum, each did have strong 

points, and whoever was out there looking to neutralize her was  

probably as professional as she was.  They would understand the dis-

advantage they were in firing from a lower position, but would also 

know they had the element of surprise on their side.  This might give 

them the superior edge they needed to take her. 
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 Or it would have if Rea Ann Bracken was not as good as she 

was at her job.  The best in fact. 

 It took her less than thirty seconds to spot it, smiled to herself 

as she caught a slight movement that gave her opponent away.  She 

had a perfect sight line and her right index finger was already closing 

on the trigger of her Bravo-51 before the other shooter could achieve 

the right angle.  No need to wait for authorization, that had already 

been given the moment they went operational. 

 The shot was perfect, the top of her target’s head exploding 

like a ripe melon two hundred fifty meters away.  The starting signal 

for the rest of the events to unfold on the ground below. 

 No time to savor victory or the fact that she was still alive, al-

ready searching for her next target. 

 

 

********* 
 

The distant rifle shot startled Miles Mixon, even though it shouldn’t 

have.  He was expecting it, and many more.  However he was not a 

man used to violence and would be glad when this whole dreadful 

business was over and he was back in the security of the apartment in 

which they kept him. 

 Brenda Rodriguez was startled, too, and immediately ducked 

down beside her table, yelling at Mixon to do the same.  He sat where 

he was, his expression one of shame and regret, and in that moment 

the CIA woman knew what was happening. 

 “You son of a bitch!” she hissed, drawing a Walther from her 

purse.  “You set me up!” 

 More gunshots rang out, these from pistols, and much closer.  

Rodriguez spun as she sensed movement close at her right side, re-

laxed just a bit when she saw it was Howie Vaughn, a member of the 
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security detail from Headquarters.  He had a Browning in his right 

hand as he crouched down beside her. 

 “This was a setup,” she told him. 

 “Yeah, we know,” he said.  “Can’t worry about that now, we 

gotta get out of here.  You’re probably who they’re after.” 

 “Who?” she asked, frowning. 

 “The Cubans, near as we can tell.  Francesco Montenegro is on 

scene, although I have no clue where the hell he is at the moment.” 

 More nearby gunfire, and this time everyone ducked down 

around the table, including Mixon. 

 “Montenegro?  He’s DGI Special Operations.  And oh shit!” 

 “Something?” 

 “Yeah.  But I can’t go into it now.  Probably not ever.  But you 

are right, this is about me.  HQ might have been right for once.  Fuck!” 

 Howie spotted Mixon trying to crawl away from the table, 

raised his weapon.  “Don’t even think about it, Miles old friend.  It 

would give me great pleasure to splatter your brains all over the cob-

blestones.” 

 Mixon froze, raised his hands.  “Please.” 

 “Fuck you!” Brenda Rodriguez told the traitor, then raised the 

Walther in her left hand and shot him right between his frightened, 

beady eyes.  “Fuck that asshole.” 

 Howie grinned, ducked down further as more shots were 

fired, some bouncing off the café floor fairly close by. 

 “I knew you were the woman of my dreams,” he said to her, 

and Rodriguez grinned back. 

 “Funny, my husband says the same thing.” 

 Howie couldn’t think of anything to say to that, and the ap-

proach of Major Montenegro of the DGI and two of his agents saved 

him from having to try. 
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********* 
 

Overwatch had taken four more hostiles since eliminating the opposi-

tion sniper, but more were racing into the area and taking up defen-

sive positions around their perimeter.  She had watched as Tango 

Three took out two DGI agents who confronted him, smiled as she 

watched how calm and efficient he was, and worried because she 

didn’t want him to get hurt.  Something she knew she shouldn’t be 

thinking about right now, but was unable to stop.  That’s what hap-

pened when you were in love with a team member. 

 Then she saw a trio of hostiles approaching the table where 

Howie and the woman from Montevideo where crouching, the dead 

body of the CIA turncoat sprawled on the ground leaking blood from a 

neat little hole just below his forehead.  They hadn’t fired yet and 

maybe she could get a bead on them before… 

 A sudden burst of gunfire, but the Cubans weren’t the ones 

doing the shooting. 

 

 

********* 
 

The world over, people ignore the homeless.  This was something 

Robert had discovered during his first days of covert surveillance 

training on the streets of D.C. six years ago, something that stuck with 

him everywhere he went.  And unfortunately, there was always a 

homeless population, didn’t matter if the area was rich or poor, there 

were always those who were displaced, discarded, unseen.  And for 

this reason, whenever Robert wanted to disappear in plain sight, he 

went for the homeless look.  It worked every time, even when the op-

position knew he was there, he still managed to blend in enough for 

them to lose track of him, actually believing he was still in the same 

location he had been when they first tagged him. 
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 Unfortunately, the homeless man they believed to be him died 

because of mistaken identity.  Unfortunately, for his killers, they died 

because they weren’t as good at this as Robert.  And then he was off to 

deal with another problem. 

 

 

********* 
 

Robert shot the two men flanking Francesco Montenegro in the center 

of their backs, one round each, severing spins with .45 caliber soft 

nose bullets fired from a military style Colt, his weapon of choice in 

the field.  Both men were down and the Cuban major, dropped low, 

spinning around, but not in time. 

 Howie Vaughn fired a single round from his Browning that 

caught him in the back of his right shoulder, staggering him, making 

him lose his balance and his grip on his weapon.   Robert ran up and 

kicked it away, just as tires screeched up on the curb behind him.  

There was no need to look, he knew the vehicle and who was driving 

it. 

 “Get her in the van!” Robert commanded, and Howie did so. 

 Across the street, Cord Hamil was running toward them, his 

Colt 1991 held low at his side.  He stopped at the front passenger’s 

door, taking up a defensive position. 

 Robert glanced down at the man on the ground before him. 

 “We made a mess, Major, and the locals aren’t going to like it 

one bit.  Do give them my apologies.” 

 Montenegro grimaced in pain, his left hand holding his 

shoulder as blood leaked through his fingers. 

 “Fuck you!” he shouted in perfect, if strained, English. 

 “Veta a la mierda demasiado, dickweed,” Robert retorted, 

backing up and climbing into the side door of the van.  Cord climbed 

in the front seat and Alex floored the accelerator as the sound of ap-
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proaching sirens grew louder.  Two blocks away, she braked to a quick 

stop, barely, and picked up Tango Two, minus her rifle, which was 

wiped clean, acid poured down the barrel, and discarded, untraceable. 

 An hour and forty-five minutes later, the team plus Brenda 

Rodriguez arrived at a small airstrip in the hills north of Punta del 

Diablo where an Agency plane waited.  They were airborne three 

minutes later and never looked back. 

 A quick stop in Montevideo, and ninety minutes after that, 

Team Seven was in the air and out of Uruguayan airspace.  Alive and 

well, and little the worse for the ware. 

 Everyone slept but Robert who rarely slept on planes.  He sat 

in a window seat at the midway point of the plane, staring out at the 

darkness, imagining all that water below them.  Alex’s head was on his 

shoulder, her left hand in his right.  Alive and safe, and all was right 

with the world. 

 Their anniversary was over, but they were still due some cele-

bration time.  She still had to give him his present, and he had to fin-

ish giving her hers, and Tango Lima Seven could hardly wait for that. 

 Just as long as this fucking plane didn’t go down in fifty mil-

lion gallons of water in the meantime, he thought uneasily as turbu-

lence began buffeting them. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

********* 
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30 September 1995 
CIA Office of Security 
Protective Surveillance and Covert Security Branch 
Office of the Chief 
McLean, Virginia 
1447 hours 

 

Don Mizotte was a robust, dark haired, bushy mustached man of for-

ty-five.  A Vietnam veteran with three combat tours in the Army under 

his belt before leaving the service and joining the Agency in the late 

70s.  Due to his background in Special Forces, he was first recruited 

into the Special Operations Divisions, but as often happens, priorities 

change and resources are reallocated.  As a result, in late 1981, Mizotte 

found himself transferred into the Office of Security, a career move he 

never sought and certainly did not desire.  However, coming from a 

soldier’s background, he knew that questioning orders, or worse, the 

wisdom of one’s superiors, was never wise for your career.  So he took 

the assignment, soldiered on as it were, and secretly hoped that one 

day soon he would be transferred somewhere more to his liking. 

 Fourteen years later and he was still waiting, but not really. 

 Turns out, OS was the right fit for him after all, and within six 

months of his first assignment, he began to see what someone way 

above him in the chain-of-command had already seen.  Over the 

course of the next few years, he steadily rose through the ranks, with 

both domestic and international postings.  And he found ways to fur-

ther distinguish himself as an innovator within OS, writing and pre-

senting proposals to his superiors offering new concepts and different 

approaches to the new problems that were facing the Agency and the 

country.  Some were well received, others not so much, but a lot of 

people knew his name and knew to keep an eye on him. 
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 Following a series of devastating losses for the Agency in the 

mid-1980s, agents abducted, stations chiefs kidnapped, tortured, and 

murdered, and even supposed secret conferences in alleged secure 

locations targeted and blown up by extremists, Office of Security 

found its services increasingly in demand, and its resources severely 

stretched.  Now people were willing to listen to what had once been 

considered flaky or half-baked ideas about special teams within OS 

that could be deployed at short notice to hotspots around the globe to 

assist local stations in times of emergency, providing antiterrorism 

support, close-protection, countersurveillance, and enhanced security 

training for in-country personnel. 

 Mizotte led the first team, then called the Special Activities 

Staff, in the fall of 1987.  A quick but highly successful assignment in 

the Philippians.  More followed quickly. 

 By the next year, the Antiterrorism Security Branch was up 

and running, staffed with five functioning International Response 

Teams that in the first few years were constantly on the move all over 

the map, putting out one fire after another. 

 By 1992, Mizotte was deputy branch chief, and that same year 

there was a name change, to the present Protective Surveillance and 

Covert Security Branch.  Two years later, Mizotte was chief, and Rob-

ert Chandler’s immediate boss because for the moment the number 

two position was vacant. 

 Robert met Mizotte Saturday afternoon in his fifth floor office 

at the Dafford Building.  A skeleton crew was on duty that day, being a 

Saturday and no major crises on the board.  Mizotte’s assistant was 

not on duty and his office door was left unimpeded. 

 Robert knocked and went in after a moment, finding his chief 

sitting at his desk in shirtsleeves and no tie.  He looked tired, which 

was nothing new, the man worked a lot, around-the-clock more times 

than he should have, and was even in the office on a beautiful fall Sat-
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urday afternoon.  Then again, so was Robert, and he definitely had 

better things to do. 

 

 

********* 
 

 “So LAD set us up on this one,” Robert stated rather than asked. 

 Mizotte leaned back in his chair and considered the younger 

man for a few long moments, and considered how he would answer 

the statement.  Then he considered how tired he was and his wife 

waiting at home for him to get there so they could go out to dinner 

tonight.  He thought, what the hell. 

 “Not exactly, Robert.  But they had more of an agenda than 

they let on.  I’m pretty sure they didn’t believe Mixon was going to 

cross back over, and honestly, he wasn’t all that valuable anyway.  

Could have let the Cubans have him.” 

 “But they decided to bite anyway?” 

 “Yeah.  To see what would happen.” 

 “And Mixon suggested Uruguay, right?” 

 “Of course.  Which may or may not have set off warning bells 

over in DO or LAD itself.” 

 “Because Rodriguez has a history with Cuba,” Robert again 

stated instead of asking. 

 Mizotte paused again, again considering how he should re-

spond.  Then arrived at the same conclusion. 

 “She worked in-country as a NOCv for five years,” Mizotte fi-

nally said.  “But you never heard that from me.” 

                                                
v Non-Official Cover.  Pronounced knock by insiders.  CIA clandestine oper-
ators who function without official sanction or diplomatic cover.  Meaning 
should they be captured, they are at the mercy of whatever foreign govern-
ment has custody of them. 
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 Well that explained a lot, thought Robert.  Five years operat-

ing under deep cover in Cuba, there was no telling how many net-

works she helped to set up, how many agents she had recruited, many 

of whom might still be active.  It was a sure bet that DGI hadn’t tum-

bled to her cover while she was in country, otherwise she would never 

have made it out.  This meant that at some point since she left Cuba, 

perhaps very recently, her cover was compromised.  Possibly by Miles 

Mixon, maybe by someone else, and the DGI had set a trap to lure her 

in and grab her. 

 It was a risky operation, downright foolhardy, especially be-

cause Rodriguez now enjoyed diplomatic immunity at the Montevideo 

embassy.  Not only would there be a response from the Agency, but 

State would be all over Havana’s ass, too, if only for appearances sake.  

They might not give a damn that somebody went after a CIA staffer, 

but that staffer was pretending to be a diplomat, which meant this 

action could not go unanswered.  There was no Cuban embassy in the 

United States, so expulsions of intelligence officers pretending to be 

diplomats would not occur, but Robert was certain State would come 

up with something creative. 

 “You would think they could have warned us, Don,” Robert 

finally said, allowing some irritation into his voice.  “Instead of leaving 

our asses hanging out like that.  If we had known what this actually 

was, we might have been able to prepare better, perhaps bring in a 

second team to provide backup.  Then maybe we wouldn’t have had to 

kill nine people, and maybe five bystanders would be alive now as 

well.” 

 Mizotte sighed and sat forward, focusing his weary gaze on his 

Tango Lima/Sierra. 

 “You’ve been at this long enough to know the fault lines in the 

Agency, Robert.  Especially between directorates.  DOvi has their own 

                                                
vi Directorate of Operations. 
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way of doing things, as does DAvii.  Same agency, but it doesn’t mean 

we always have the same agenda.  But if it makes you feel any better, 

DDA is going to crawl the DDO’s ass in front of the DCI on Monday.  

And I’ve already been on with the Deputy Chief of LAD.  Her boss is 

out of town right now.  I’ll get him when he comes back late next 

week.  But in the meantime, there’s nothing much to say or do.  You 

did your job, exceptionally well under the circumstances.  And every-

one is all right.  Best I can do is put it down as a win and pat you on 

the back.  Now you should go home and enjoy your time with your 

wife.  Never know when the next call will come in.” 

 No truer words. 

 Robert left his boss’ office thirty seconds later, not even both-

ering to stop two floors below where his office was situated, wanting 

nothing more than to get the hell out of the building and back to Ty-

son’s Corner where Alex awaited his return. 

 Anniversary celebration part two was on tonight. 

 

 

********* 
 
30 September 1995 
Tyson’s Corner, Virginia 
1930 Hours 
 

Alex was in the kitchen when Robert came home just before four that 

afternoon.  Her long brown hair was hanging freely over the white 

long-sleeve button-down shirt she wore, top three buttons undone, 

sleeves rolled up on her forearms, the tail hanging out over her thigh 

length khaki shorts.  And she was barefoot. 

                                                
vii Directorate of Administration. 
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 Robert walked up behind where she stood at the counter cut-

ting up vegetables.  He encircled her with his arms, kissed the side of 

her neck, and moaned deeply with his eyes closed, inhaling her scent. 

 “God, have I ever told you how much I love you?” 

 Alex smiled, pressed her cheek against his, and her lower back 

into his lower front. 

 “A time or two, I do believe, but it’s okay if you repeat your-

self.” 

 He reached down and took the knife from her hand, setting it 

on the counter, then turned her, raised her chin with his left index 

finger. 

 They kissed. 

 

 

********* 
 

Alex’s anniversary present to Robert was both unexpected and some-

thing he absolutely wanted, which Alex knew.  He was a fan of movies 

from the 1970s and two of his favorites were currently hard to find on 

VHS, but Alex had persevered and located both of them. 

 From 1975 there was the Robert Redford classic 3 Days of the 

Condor. 

 From 1978, it was the Richard Burton, Roger Moore, and 

Richard Harris mercenary movie The Wild Geese. 

 Robert couldn’t believe she had found them, but knew if any-

one could, his wife would be the one.  They ate sitting on the living 

room floor at the coffee table, the sofa to their backs, watching while 

Robert Redford stayed one step ahead of hired assassins and rogue 

CIA agents, and managed to bed Faye Dunaway in the process. 

 “Lucky Faye,” Alex quipped, bumping her husband’s knee 

with hers. 

 “Lucky Bob,” Robert retorted. 
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 Alex grinned, leaned over and pulled his face to hers.  The kiss 

was so intense that for a long time what was happening on the TV 

screen across the room lost their attention, and inexplicably, Alex’s 

shirt had somehow become completely unbuttoned. 

 The good thing about watching movies at home on a VCR, you 

could stop it and pick up again later, much later if necessary.  That 

was going to be the case today, and probably tomorrow. 

 Robert stood, reaching down for Alex’s hand, lifting her up 

and into his arms. 

 In her best paraphrasing imitation of a line from Batman (cir-

ca 1960s Adam West and Burt Ward), Alex pointed and said “To the 

fuck chair!” 

 Laughing, Robert carried her off in the direction of their bed-

room. 

 

 

********* 
 

Although the chair is set too low for comfort in all things, most of 

them actually, it is handy to have around, and advantage is well taken.  

By seven-thirty that night, Alex was completely naked, sprawled 

across le chaise baise, on the verge of total ecstasy.  Robert, while not 

yet completely undressed, was in a similar state, and wasn’t sprawled 

across the chair, instead, kneeing in front of it doing one of the things 

he loved most.  Alex. 

 More specifically, doing her with his mouth.  Something she 

seemed quite fond of as well. 

 Alex put her hand on his neck, her eyes open and watching 

him, her mouth open as she tried to catch her breath, panting when 

she couldn’t. 

 Robert moved slowly, deliberately, his tongue and lips work-

ing in concert on every tender little spot, savoring his wife’s reactions, 
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her eyes widening, her lips quivering, her sighs, her moans, and final-

ly, her convulsions when she came. 

 And came… 

 

 

********* 
 

As much as he loved performing orally on his wife, he was the polar 

opposite when it came to her returning the favor.  This had been a 

point of contention early on in their relationship, something that had 

always confused Alex. 

 It had not been planned, or really even thought about before-

hand, and afterwards Robert couldn’t quite explain what had hap-

pened, he just knew that he loved every second of it.  Alex had been 

completely shocked, to say the least, and almost made him stop, but 

when she saw the look on his face, the passion in his eyes, and his ex-

pression of utter exhilaration, she simply surrendered to the pleasure 

her boyfriend was giving to her.  And it was pleasurable for both of 

them. 

 “You could have warned me,” she admonished playfully af-

terwards. 

 “I would have if I had known ahead of time,” he replied. 

 After that, not every time, but many times when they made 

love, Robert took her with his mouth, bringing about the most intense 

orgasms Alex had thus far experienced.  And his resulting arousal 

brought a new level of fervor to their coupling.  As Alex said to him 

later, “Now I know exactly what it means to have your brains fucked 

out of your head.” 

 

 

********* 
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Then Alex wanted to return the favor.  Something at which Robert 

immediately balked, and couldn’t really articulate a good reason as to 

why.  He simply told Alex that she didn’t have to, which she didn’t 

like, but chose not to make a fuss at the time.  Still, she did not let the 

matter drop completely, continuing to hint every now and then. 

 However, hints rarely work with Robert Chandler, and the 

situation finally came to a head—no pun intended—about a year after 

Robert graduated from college and was on his first domestic posting 

in Miami.  Alex was down from Birmingham visiting him for a long 

weekend, and, as could be predicted, they spent a lot of their time to-

gether in his apartment in North Miami Beach, naked. 

 It was raining, they’d just come back from a little hole-in-the-

wall a few blocks away that served some of the best Chinese takeout in 

the area.  They ran into the apartment soaking wet and laughing.  

Robert got towels out of the closet and they were standing in the 

kitchen drying each other off, which inevitably led to playing around, 

and more. 

 Wet clothes started coming off as they made their way down 

the short corridor to the bedroom, the food left on the counter and 

forgotten.  Robert had pulled his shirt off while Alex undid the cargo 

shorts he was wearing, pushing him down on the bed.  She reached 

inside his boxers, took hold of his already full erection, grinned at him 

as her left thumb slowly stroked the head.  Then she took a deep 

breath and slid him into her mouth. 

 And Robert freaked, pushing her away and rolling off the bed. 

 The fight that followed was both epic and silly.  For two rea-

sons.  One, they never fought, about anything, even when they didn’t 

agree on something, which was rare.  The second reason was the ab-

surd arguments Robert made and the sardonic retorts Alex lobbed 

right back at him.  Oh, and the third was probably the fact that both 

were half-naked and still fully aroused. 
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 Finally, Alex sighed, leaned against the bedroom wall across 

from where her boyfriend/fiancé stood, shook her head. 

 “Okay,” she relented.  “You win.  I won’t try that anymore.  

And know that despite your pigheadedness, I still love you.  But from 

now on, we just make love the normal, old fashion way.  And your 

mouth stays above my bellybutton.  If I don’t get to do you, then you 

certainly don’t get to do me.” 

 Robert frowned, exhaled a long held breath.  He knew then, 

actually long before then, that he had had this argument for the final 

time.  And lost.  At one point, she had said that he thought of her as 

his little white princess that he didn’t want to despoil.  He hadn’t 

thought that was the case, but later conceded to himself that there 

might be some truth in it.  He also knew there was no way in the world 

that he could go on getting naked with this woman, making love with 

her, and not doing that to her.  Absolutely no way.  Crap! 

 A sigh of relent, and he saw Alex grin with wicked satisfaction, 

realizing the shift in him. 

 “Get over here,” he commanded, and she pushed off the wall 

and walked over to him, taking her time.  “I’m going first,” he said. 

 Alex was about to protest, but he put a finger across her lips, 

shook his head.  “No more talk.” 

 No, no more talk, but there was a hell of a lot of oral… 
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********* 
 

Now, some five years later, while still not as in to the concept as he 

probably should be, Robert lay back on the fuck chair, his mouth 

open, occasionally taking sharp breaths, his abdominal muscles taunt, 

his eyes focusing on those of his wife as she slowly, rhythmically, and 

deliberately teased, licked, and sucked him; marveling at how she was 

able to take him so far into her small mouth and manage not to him 

knick him with her teeth; something she had done a couple of times in 

the beginning. 

 Alex looked up into her husband’s eyes, smiled at him, her 

hands on his thighs as she widened her mouth even more and took 

him as far into her throat as she could, holding him there until she 

thought she would gag. 

 Robert convulsed, tightened his ab muscles even more. 

 Alex smiled again, releasing him from her mouth.  She lifted 

his penis with her left hand, kissing the under side of it, then his testi-

cles. 

 Robert sat forward, leaned down, and lifted her chin, pressed 

his lips to hers, slipping his tongue into her mouth. 

 “I really want to fuck you right now,” he said in a hoarse, bare-

ly audible tone. 

 “Funny,” Alex said, pushing up to her feet.  “I was just think-

ing the same thing about you.” 

 She pushed him back, climbed onto his lap, straddling him.  

Robert put his hands on her slim waist, kissed her as she leaned in to 

him, but as she tried to mount his erection, he stopped her, pushing 

up and standing, taking her with him.  Alex wrapped her slender legs 

around his waist; put a hand on each of his shoulders. 

 “Standing?” she said. 

 He shook his head, but did not reply, turning, instead for their 

bed. 
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 Alex put her mouth next to his left ear, licked the lobe, then 

slid her tongue inside. 

 

 

********* 
 

“You tired of looking at my face?” Alex said as Robert put her on the 

bed and turned her onto her stomach. 

 “Not at all,” he replied.  “But you’ve got a really grand looking 

backside, too,” he said, then smacked her there, not too hard. 

 Alex yelped, glared at him over her shoulder, then grinned. 

 “Wait a minute,” she said, reaching for the pillow to her right, 

pulling it under her stomach. 

 Robert leaned down and adjusted the pillow under her abdo-

men as she held herself off the bed.  “There,” he said, then pushed 

down on her butt.  “All nice and comfy?” 

 “With my butt sticking up in the air,” she said. 

 Robert grinned wickedly.  “Exactly the point.” 

 Before Alex could reply, Robert dropped down and kissed her 

there, both cheeks, then ran his tongue along the crease.  She inhaled 

sharply, gripping the pillow under her head.  She closed her eyes, felt 

Robert’s tongue moving down the back of her left thigh, then her legs 

being pulled apart, Robert’s mouth now more insistent, his tongue 

inside her, making her hot, making her wet, and about to make her 

erupt again… 

 

 

********* 

 

Robert outweighs Alex by more than eighty pounds.  When they first 

became lovers, this greatly concerned Robert because he didn’t want 

to hurt or cause her any additional discomfort when the made love.  
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He had even suggested that she be on top, but Alex had nixed this, 

saying she was sturdier than she looked.  She wanted Robert on top of 

her, insisted on it, and over time, Robert became more comfortable 

with it.  And as Alex had said, she could take it. 

 Now she couldn’t move, couldn’t talk, could barely breathe, 

and had never been happier in her life, not since the last time her hus-

band pinned her to their bed with the full weight of his sweaty brown 

body, his swelling manhood filling her wet womanhood, pushing, 

pumping, grinding into her from behind. 

 She moaned once, fought for breath, her fists squeezed into 

tight balls and Robert’s hands covering them, holding them to the bed, 

almost totally immobilizing her.  Alex opened her eyes, sweat rolling 

down from her forehead.  Her head was the only thing she could 

move, and she turned it slightly to the left, glanced back at her hus-

band, saw the expression of complete delight in his dark brown eyes, 

realized what was about to happen, and smiled.  But only for a mo-

ment. 

 Alex opened her mouth and screamed as Robert’s hips picked 

up their tempo for a furious ten seconds, then his back arched and he 

groaned loudly, his loins emptying in a satisfyingly elongated torrent 

of bliss. 

 He resisted the temptation to collapse onto her back, though 

he was exhausted and spent.  Even so, he continued to brace on his 

arms and stare down at her, his lower body still firm against hers, 

their connection unbroken even as he felt himself begin to retract. 

 Alex moved slowly, squeezing him inside her, breathing deep-

ly, eyes open and staring at the pillow under the right side of her head.  

Robert put his left hand on her left shoulder blade, stroked it gently, 

felt her tighten even more, how that was possible he had no clue, and 

he groaned again. 

 Alex began to shudder, to pant, and then to moan deeply as 

she, too, reached bliss.  Four times in a row. 
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 They lay together like that for a long time, Alex on her stom-

ach, Robert on her back, his face against hers.  He stroked the ring on 

her left hand, then the finger that held it, kissed her cheek. 

 He didn’t realize it at first, but Alex was grinning.  He smiled, 

too. 

 “What?” he said. 

 Alex began to laugh, and he asked what again. 

 She took his hand in hers and squeezed it, pulling it to her 

mouth and kissing his wedding ring. 

 “Oh, I was just thinking that I’ll bet Faye Dunaway never got 

fucked like this by Robert Redford,” she said, then started laughing 

again. 

 Robert smiled, kissed his wife on the neck. 

 “Well that’s for damn sure,” he said, and sighed as Alex again 

squeezed him inside of her. 
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