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      “Is there anything else I can get for you gentlemen?” the maid said.

      “No, that’ll be all, Tasha.”

      The maid put the tray of drinks on the table and then walked away, getting the lusty stares of the four men at the table. She went back into the kitchen and waited for her signal. She’d been stationed there for a month, waiting for this moment. Her partner was outside watching on a video feed through a camera they’d previously planted, a miniscule dot perfectly placed on the edge of a plant that gave a view of the entire room.

      “How long have you been keeping that, Alexi?” one joked.

      “Olga’s niece? She’s been here a month or so. Olga brought her in to cover for her while she went home to take care of her mother.”

      “Well, when Olga comes back, send this one over to me,” another one cracked. “I will make plenty of room for her.”

      “And plenty of things for her to clean up too, huh?” another one laughed.

      “Yes. Yes. Let’s get down to business,” Alexi stated.

      “We can talk business anytime. What I really want to know is… have you slept with her yet?” Sergei laughed.

      “Not yet.”

      “Losing your touch, Alexi.”

      “Perhaps. Now let’s see what you have for me.”

      “Parker, they’re about to make the exchange,” she heard in her earpiece.

      “I’m on it,” she replied.

      She grabbed a gun she’d hidden in the kitchen and strapped it to the outside of her thigh. Her outfit didn’t leave a lot to the imagination as her skirt was about as high as it could be without her ass hanging out. She peeked out the kitchen door as she waited for the exchange.

      “You have the money I assume?” Sergei said.

      “Of course,” Alexi answered, motioning for an associate to bring it forward.

      His assistant brought a bag over to the table and opened it up, revealing the hundred-thousand-dollar price tag that was requested. Sergei pulled out the envelope from his coat and slid it on the table to Alexi.

      “So, what’s so important on that disc that’s worth so much money?” Sergei said, reaching for the bag.

      “Don’t worry about it,” Alexi replied.

      “Well, I hope it’s worth it.”

      “It is. You just have to know the right people. What cost me a hundred thousand will bring me back five times that.”

      “Now, Parker, go!”

      “OK,” she replied.

      Parker came out of the kitchen with a tray full of drinks and walked toward the table.

      “Ah, now there’s my favorite part of this deal,” Sergei said. “Mind throwing her in as part of it?” he laughed.

      Parker set the tray down on the table and leaned over so the men could get a glimpse of her breasts. They were mesmerized by her beauty which was all that she needed to get the drop on them. She glanced at all four of them to make sure they were not a threat. She quickly jumped up and pulled the gun from her leg, putting a bullet in the chest of each man at the table before they even knew what was happening. Each were instantly killed, falling off their chairs. The assistant who was standing in the corner was able to draw his gun but wasn’t able to get off a shot before a bullet ripped through his midsection. Parker grabbed the envelope and put it in the bag with the money, throwing it over her shoulder as she ran towards the back door. As she scurried there, she heard gunfire. When she finally came across the back door, she peeked out and saw the two guards laying in a pool of their own blood, Davis waiting in the van with the door open. She ran as fast as she could before the rest of the guards came running over. Parker jumped in the van just as a hail of gunfire erupted, the van’s tires smoking from peeling out of there so quickly.

      “You got it?” Davis said.

      “Of course I got it,” Parker answered.

      He smiled. “Sexy and dangerous, a lethal combination.”

      Parker just looked at him, not really paying him much attention as she put on pants and a long sleeve shirt.

      “You know, this could be our chance,” Davis said.

      “Chance for what?”

      “To run. You and me.”

      “Heath, we’ve talked about this before,” Parker said.

      “We’ve got a bag full of money here to start with.”

      “First off, a hundred thousand is not a lot of money in order to create a new life. Establishing new identities and covers is expensive.”

      “OK, so we’ll need a little more. It’s a start. No more missions, no more spying, no more lying, no more any of it. We can leave this life behind and never look back. Just the two of us,” he pleaded.

      “My answer’s still the same as the last time you asked. I’m not ready to leave this life behind. I don’t want to live the rest of my life on the run, looking over my shoulder, wondering if someone’s coming for me. Besides, we’re not even together anymore.”

      “We could always try again,” Davis said.

      “I think it’s best if we keep that part of our relationship in our past.”

      Davis was a little disappointed, but wasn’t surprised by Parker’s decision. He didn’t expect her to join him but still held out some hope that she might change her mind.

      They drove back to their hotel and alerted their handler that the mission was a success and they had the disc. The money was not nearly as important to her as what was on the disc and was actually more of an afterthought. Parker saw the opportunity to grab it though and didn’t want to leave it in the hands of Alexi’s men. They were directed to get on the next plane available and bring the disc back to Washington.

      As the duo was waiting in the airport for their flight to board, Parker started reflecting on her life. A mother walking by with her two young children got Parker’s attention. She watched the mother interact with them as they eventually sat a few feet away from her. Parker smiled as she continued watching, wondering if she’d ever be in that position. She’d never really thought about settling down before. Her job kept her on the move almost constantly, never really allowing time for thought about anything other than whatever mission she was on and staying alive. But it was moments like this, just sitting there and watching others, that sometimes she wondered what she was missing. Davis came out of the bathroom and sat next to her, wondering about their next mission.

      “Where do you think they’ll send us next?” he said.

      “No idea.”

      “Maybe they’ll let us take a week or two off first.”

      “When was the last time we had a week or two off?” Parker dejectedly said.

      “Something wrong with you?” Davis said, picking up on her negative vibes.

      “No, not really. Just… never mind.”

      “Thinking of another life, maybe?”

      “What? No. Of course not. Just tired I guess.”

      The plane started boarding and the two of them dropped the conversation, Parker not really wanting to talk about it. She stopped briefly and took one last look at the mother with her children, a slight smile creeping over her face before she turned back to her reality, and boarded the plane.
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      Langley, Virginia---Parker and Davis were inside the CIA building to meet their handler and hand over the disc and money.

      “You know what, you go ahead, I have something I have to take care of,” Davis told her.

      “We should do this together,” she replied.

      “Just cover for me.”

      “Fine,” Parker sighed, not really wanting to.

      A few minutes later Parker met their handler, Lisa Burnett.

      “Where’s Davis?” Burnett wondered.

      “He had to meet with somebody about something. It was a last-minute thing,” Parker replied.

      “Oh. So, you got everything?”

      “Yep. Right here,” she answered, handing over the backpack with the disc and money.

      “Great job as usual.”

      “Thank you. What’s on this disc that was worth so much money?”

      “Preliminary plans for several high tech secret weapons that are currently being worked on by Iran.”

      “So, what was it doing in the hands of Russians?” Parker wondered.

      “Sergei Krushenyk had contacts in the Iran Parliament who sold him the plans. Krushenyk then made it known he had the plans in his possession and was selling them to the highest bidder. Alexi Barsukov was buying the plans with the intention of selling them, most likely to the Russian government that would then develop the weapons themselves,” Burnett explained.

      “Or at least benefit financially in helping Iran develop them. Sell them parts needed, maybe.”

      “Perhaps.”

      “What’s our next assignment?” Parker said.

      “Give us a day or two to examine exactly what’s on the disc. If there’s anything else on it, we may have you run down any other leads. We’ll see, though. In the meantime, just hang loose for a day or so.”

      Parker started to leave but turned back around to ask Burnett a question.

      “Any word yet on my request?” Parker wondered.

      “Not yet. These things take time, Alex,” Burnett replied, sensing Parker’s disappointment.

      “I know.”

      “Asking for a couple months off in this line of work requires a lot of signatures. Just be patient.”

      “It’s just… I haven’t had more than a week off in ten years. I feel like I could use some time to get some energy back.”

      “I know. I’m doing what I can for you.”

      Parker was going to say a few other things but thought better of it. She was used to keeping her thoughts and feelings bottled up. In her profession, the less people knew about her personally the better off she was. Burnett could tell there was something else on her mind though. As a handler, part of her job was to be a sounding board for her agents to bounce things off of.

      “There’s something else, isn’t there?” Burnett said.

      “It’s just lately I’ve been starting to wonder what it’d be like to live a normal life with a normal job. Without the explosions, killings, knife fights, gun battles, missions, constant danger, and a new country every week,” she revealed.

      “You mean to a desk job?”

      “Not really. Just out of the game totally,” Parker said.

      “You’re thinking about leaving?”

      “Not right now. But maybe someday,” Parker said, trying not to make it sound like it was imminent.

      “Put those thoughts out of your head,” Burnett replied, moving closer to her and whispering, “be careful what you say and to whom.”

      “I haven’t said anything to anybody.”

      “Good. Now get rid of those ideas and concentrate on your job.”

      “Why is it so bad to think about a life after here?” she said, wondering why her handler was getting so upset.

      “Do you realize how valuable you are? Let me tell you something, when a new high priority mission comes up, one of the first things asked is what’s Parker doing? You have one of the top five success rates on missions and confirmed kills of all the operatives we have in the field. Nobody does it better than you.”

      Parker listened to her handler’s words and let them sink in. She looked down at the ground and clenched her lips together. She knew what Burnett was telling her.

      “They’re never gonna let me go, are they?” Parker said.

      “No,” Burnett bluntly replied. “At least not yet.”

      “I see and hear other people moving on and having careers outside of this place. Why can’t I?”

      “Those other people aren’t you. Those other people are dinosaurs who are no longer relevant or have nothing else to give. You’re in the prime of your career. They think you still have a lot of years to give them. As long as they see that, you’re not going anywhere.”

      “What if I just quit?”

      “I wouldn’t recommend it,” Burnett said sternly. “I’ll see what I can do about getting you some extra time off. In the meantime, just try to take it easy.”

      “I appreciate it,” Parker replied, knowing she wasn’t likely to get any time off soon.

      Parker tried calling Davis as she exited CIA headquarters but it went to his voicemail. She left a message for him to call her back so she could let him know they were waiting for another day. She wondered what he was up to as it was a little unusual for him to ditch her like that. She went back to her hotel room and tried to relax for a bit. She put on the TV, planning on just watching a movie, but as soon as she lay down she drifted off to sleep. Parker woke up the following morning around eight, getting a much needed fifteen hours of sleep. She wiped the sleep from her eyes and poured herself some orange juice. As she was making one of her favorite breakfasts, a bagel with cream cheese, her laptop started buzzing, indicating a video conference was waiting.

      Parker put the laptop on the kitchen counter as she finished making her bagel. Burnett appeared on the screen.

      “Alex, we have your new mission,” she said.

      “Uh, great. So where am I going?” Parker said, trying to sound upbeat about it.

      “Well, Director Nelson will tell you about it.”

      “Director Nelson?”

      Nelson then came on, a split screen showing Burnett on the left and Nelson on the right.

      “Unfortunately, we’ve got a rogue ghost.”

      “That’s terrible,” Parker replied.

      “I’ve been looking at your file. I’m just wondering what I should call you?” the director said.

      “Sir?”

      “Cassandra Benson, Evelyn Altimiri, Ava Nixon, Ingrid Renberg, Sara Zorn, Holly Backman, Emily Lee, Tasha…” He kept going.

      “Umm, excuse me, sir, I don’t mean to interrupt, but what is… what’s the point of all this?” she said tactfully.

      “Just trying to figure out which is the real you. Twenty-eight years old, been with the agency ten years, seventeen different aliases.”

      “Well, they’re all the real me.” She smiled, not sure what he was getting at. “And actually, it’s only sixteen. One is my real name.”

      “Which one is that?”

      “To be honest, it’s been so long since I used it that I almost forget,” she joked.

      “So, which one are you today?”

      “Well, I’m kind of partial to the name I’m using right now, Alex Parker.”

      “You have an impressive file, Ms. Parker,” Nelson said.

      “Uh, thank you.”

      “You are highly recommended by everyone who’s ever done business with you.”

      “Thank you again, I guess,” she said, forcing a smile.

      “Well, Ms. Parker, we’re sending you to California for your next mission.”

      “I’m staying in the States?”

      “Is that a problem?”

      “No. No problem. It’s just with all the other missions I’ve been on, I’ve been out of the country for a few years,” she explained. “Just a little weird to finally stay home. So, what’s the mission? Am I going with Heath?”

      “You might want to sit down,” he warned.

      Alex looked at the screen funny and knew right away with that warning that something big was going on. The smile slowly faded from her face as she sat and waited for the director to explain the details.

      “You’re going to Los Angeles to find Heath Davis. Pasadena to be precise.”

      “Heath? I don’t understand,” she said with a shake of her head. “Why would I need to find Heath? Heath is here. I just saw him yesterday.”

      “He was here. He immediately flew out to California on a private jet minutes after you handed over the Iran disc.”

      “I’m sorry, sir, but I’m not really processing this well. Why would Heath get on a private jet to California?”

      “Because your partner’s gone rogue,” the director revealed.

      “What? No, that’s impossible. We just got back from Russia and turned over the…”

      “The Iran documents, I know. Unfortunately, we also have this video,” he said.

      A video of Davis sneaking into an office and going onto a computer played on the screen next to the general. Davis was clearly copying material onto his own discs and putting them in his pocket. Parker was watching intently, not believing what she was seeing.

      “When was that video taken?” Parker said.

      “While you were talking to Burnett, Davis was doing business for himself. He thought he disabled the video system in the office but didn’t realize that a backup camera immediately went online once the initial system malfunctioned.”

      “There must be another explanation. Maybe he’s on another mission none of us are privy to…,” she started.

      “The only mission he’s on is his own. I’ve checked with everybody who’s authorized to be viewing that material and use that room, and he’s not sanctioned to be copying files for his own use.”

      “Do we know what he took?”

      “Our technicians are going over the computer. Right now, it appears he downloaded approximately twenty thousand different case files. We’re still determining the exact amount and which ones.”

      “Twenty thousand,” she whispered, shocked at the number.

      “This is a major security breach. Not only are thousands of files in jeopardy of falling into the wrong hands, he also downloaded the identities of thousands of agents, including their code names, aliases, contacts, etc.”

      “So, what do you think he’s up to?”

      “We have no idea. He’s either working for somebody or he’s working for himself and intends to sell the information to the highest bidder.”

      “That’s not Heath.”

      “That’s not the Heath you know. But the video doesn’t lie… does it?” the director said.

      “No.”

      “Your mission is twofold. One, find Davis. Two, he contacted someone named Ryan Turner. The NSA tracked an email he sent to Turner, who just so happens to live in Pasadena.”

      “What did the email say?”

      “It was very vague. I’ll send it to you as part of your package on the mission.”

      “So, who is this Turner?”

      “I’m emailing you what we have on him but he appears to be a nobody. Why Davis would contact him we don’t know. But find Turner and see what Davis has told him. They may be working together somehow.”

      “OK.”

      “One more thing… you’re getting a new partner for this assignment.”

      “Who is it?”

      “His name is Jim Cole. He is…”

      “I’ve heard of him. He’s cold, ruthless, relentless, dangerous, and…”

      “And he will do what’s necessary in the event you are unable to bring Davis back in.”

      “Why would I be unable to bring him back?” Parker said.

      “I’m not a fool, Ms. Parker. I’m well aware of your romantic history with Davis,” Nelson said.

      “Director…,” Parker started, stumbling over what to say.

      “Please, I’m not interested in the details. Despite your history, you’re being sent because you know him better than anyone.”

      “I understand and please be assured that any attachments we may have had are clearly in the past and in no way will affect my job.”

      “Very well. Just the same, Cole will do what’s necessary if you fail.”

      “Which is?”

      “He will kill him. Cole has already been briefed and is en route to Los Angeles as we speak. He will meet you at the Bob Hope Airport in Burbank. Good luck.”

      Parker sat back and stared at the wall, still reeling from hearing Davis had gone rogue. They’d been so close that she had a tough time believing it. She still felt that there was another reason for what he’d done. Maybe he was on an assignment so deep that it required him to appear to turn on them. She was going to cling to that hope. Regardless, she wasn’t about to let the kill-happy Cole get to him first.
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      Burbank, California---Cole was already waiting for Parker when she got off the plane and immediately recognized her from the file photo he was given of her.

      Cole greeted her with a handshake. He wasn’t much for warm and pleasant greetings though. “Agent Parker. Pleasure to meet you. Heard a lot about you.”

      “Likewise.”

      Cole was thirty-five years old and a twelve-year veteran of the agency. He was a big guy, standing six-two and well built. He was highly thought of as he always finished a mission to completion, regardless of his own personal safety. Nothing was more important to him than completing his assignment. He’d been shot on three previous occasions, twice in the left shoulder and once in the leg. He loved his job and couldn’t imagine doing anything else. His love for violence made him ideally suited for the kind of work he did. Personal feelings never clouded his judgment or got in the way of his duties. His motto was job first, everything else second.

      Strangely enough, the reputation Cole had was basically the same one Parker had. Though she had model type looks with blonde hair, blue eyes, and a knockout figure, she packed quite a punch on her five foot-six-inch frame. She had quickly become one of the agency’s go-to agents on the tougher assignments due to her dedication and willingness to do whatever it took to get the job done. She was well versed in mixed martial arts and was equally dangerous with a gun or a knife.

      “Where do they have us staying?” Parker said.

      “They got us condo style apartments on Bellevue.”

      “Why there?”

      “Oh, Turner’s gonna be in the middle of us. We have an apartment on each side of him.”

      “Wonder how they made that happen so fast.”

      “I believe the tenants were told of the bug problem and were given a generous sum to move,” Cole said. “There’s a team moving everything in as we speak. Turner’s at work so he has no idea what’s going on.”

      “So, how do you wanna make contact?”

      “I say we just go over to his apartment and beat the information out of him.”

      “And what if he’s not actually involved in anything?” Parker said.

      “Then we’ll know,” Cole replied, unconcerned.

      “Why do you seem to like hurting people so much?”

      “Just part of my DNA I guess. This coming from a girl who’s rumored to have over eighty confirmed kills over the last six years.”

      “I do what has to be done. But I don’t enjoy it.”

      “I guess that’s what separates us. I love it,” Cole happily told her.

      “I can tell.”

      “So, you have a better idea?” Cole said.

      “Why don’t I just introduce myself as a new neighbor and gain his trust? I can get into his apartment and access his computer.”

      “I guess if you wanna do it the hard way.”
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      Parker and Cole drove to their new apartments and started to unpack their belongings. It was almost six o’clock, and they figured Turner would be home soon. They put some boxes by their front doors to sell their covers that they were just moving in. About twenty after six, Turner pulled into his usual spot and started walking toward his apartment, bags of groceries in his arms. As Parker saw him coming she walked out of her apartment and toward her car to bring in some boxes. Turner noticed the boxes on both sides of his apartment.

      “I didn’t even know they were moving out,” he said to himself.

      Turner saw Parker carrying the boxes and cursed himself that he was carrying groceries instead of offering to help his beautiful new neighbor.

      “Of all the days to go to the store,” he said, reaching his door. He put the bags down on a chair outside as he put the key in the door. He looked back at Parker, who flashed him a smile as she went inside her apartment.

      “Things are finally looking up around here,” Turner said. He heard the door open to his other new neighbor’s apartment and saw Cole grabbing a box. Cole looked at him, but not as friendly as Parker did.

      “Or maybe not. Definitely not as pretty,” he joked to himself.

      Parker waited for a little while before going over to introduce herself. She didn’t want to appear too eager. She practiced the story she wanted to tell him in her mind a few times to make sure she had it right. An hour went by and she went over to Turner’s apartment and knocked on the door. She knocked on the door three times with no answer. She waited a few seconds and then knocked three more times. She heard what sounded like Turner hurrying over to the door.

      “Coming, coming,” he shouted, opening the door.

      “Hi,” Parker said, smiling at him.

      “Hi.”

      “Umm, I’m Alex. I just moved in next door,” she said, offering her hand.

      “Ryan,” Turner replied, shaking her hand.

      “Oh, I’m sorry, did I interrupt your dinner?” she said, smelling something cooking.

      “Oh, no, it’s fine. I just threw on a couple hamburgers. No big deal.”

      “I’m sorry, I’ll come back another time. I don’t want to interrupt you and your family eating.”

      “What? No, it’s OK, really. Besides, it’s just me. No family here to speak of,” he replied, talking fast. The unexpected presence of a beautiful woman made him nervous.

      “Well, if you’re sure.”

      “Believe me, it’s not a problem,” Turner said. “Umm, would you like to come in?”

      “Thank you.”

      Turner let Parker in and looked up to the ceiling as if thanking someone for bringing a beautiful woman to his door.

      “So, what can I do for you?” Turner said.

      “Well, I have a really big problem and I was hoping you’d be able to help. If you can’t, just say so and I won’t mind, really.”

      “What’s the problem?”

      “Well, I just moved here from New York for my job and my boss was sending me an important email attachment that I need for tomorrow and I just unpacked my computer and it is broken,” Parker lied.

      “Oh, that’s terrible. I’m pretty good with computers. Want me to take a look at it?” he offered.

      “Really, that’s very sweet of you, but the screen’s cracked.”

      “Oh. Yeah, you’re out of luck with that one. That’ll be an expensive fix.”

      “I know. I just don’t know how else I’d get that email. I was wondering if you possibly had a computer I could borrow for five minutes?” she innocently said.

      “Yeah, sure. I have a laptop, desktop, tablet, whatever you need. The desktop’s in my bed… I’ll just grab my laptop for you,” he said, getting it from his bag.

      Turner put the laptop on the coffee table and turned it on as Parker sat next to him on the couch.

      “As soon as it powers up, you can log into your email,” Turner said.

      “Thank you so much. I really appreciate it. I brought a flash drive to transfer it if you don’t mind.”

      “Sure. I’m sorry, I didn’t offer you a drink. Would you like anything? Water, soda, juice, beer?”

      “Yeah,” Parker smiled. “A water would be nice.”

      “One water coming up,” Turner said, heading to the fridge.

      Parker put the flash drive in the laptop. It was a specially formatted flash drive that allowed the entire contents of the computer to be downloaded onto it. It would take a few minutes so she’d have to stall for it to be completed. A minute later Turner arrived, two waters in hand.

      “You able to pull it up?” he said, handing his beautiful visitor her drink.

      “Yeah, thank you. They’re some really large files so it might just take a minute or two.”

      “Take your time. What kind of work do you do?”

      “Oh, I’m a coordinator for a security company,” she told him.

      “That sounds interesting.”

      “Not really. We handle personal security for a lot of athletes, musicians, actors, celebrities.”

      “I guess you meet a lot of cool people then.”

      “Not really. I do most of the detail work. I very rarely meet any of our clients. I get moved around a lot.”

      “How long will you be here for?” Turner said, hoping it would be awhile.

      “I’m not sure yet. Probably not too long.”

      “Excuse me, I’m gonna check on those burgers I got cooking.”

      While Turner was in the kitchen, the flash drive finished copying the files. Parker removed it, turned the laptop off and closed it.

      “All finished?” Turner said as he came back into the room.

      “Yep. I can’t thank you enough. Maybe I can return the favor one day.”

      “I’m glad I could help.”

      “Well, I really should get going.”

      “Would you like to stay for dinner?” Turner said. As soon as he asked he thought it might’ve sounded like he was coming on too strong. “What I mean is… I made a couple and I know you just moved in so I wasn’t sure if you had a chance to eat or anything yet.”

      “That’s very sweet,” Parker said, appreciating being asked. “I grabbed some fast food earlier so I’m good. Thank you for the offer though.”

      “Anytime. If you have any more computer problems, feel free to come over.”

      “Thanks so much. You’re such a sweetheart.”

      The smile on Turner’s face was so big someone probably would’ve thought he’d just won the lottery. Of course, if he had his way from their initial encounter, and he was ever able to sweep her off her feet, he’d feel like he had.

      Parker then left and walked over to her apartment. Once she got in, she immediately went to her laptop and put the flash drive in to check the contents. She really hoped there was nothing incriminating on there as she thought Turner seemed like a nice guy. Her initial impression was that he didn’t seem like he was involved in anything, but she was well aware that people were not always what they seemed. It wouldn’t be the first time she met a nice guy who turned out to have some secrets, but she still hoped for the best. She sent Cole a text to let him know she was checking the drive, and she’d let him know her findings. She sipped on her water as she opened every document on there, deleting it once she was finished. Three hours later, she finished looking at every one that was on Turner’s laptop. Not one indicated that he was remotely involved with Davis in anything. She called Cole to let him know.

      “I just looked at everything on his laptop. There was nothing there,” Parker told him.

      “So that’s it then.”

      “Not quite. I only got the info off his laptop. He also has a desktop in his bedroom.”

      “Well, I guess you know what you need to do then,” Cole hinted.

      “I was thinking I’ll ask him to go out tomorrow and while we’re out, you can get into his apartment and check the computer.”

      “I guess that’ll work too. Not as much fun for you though.”

      “Funny.”

      “Why don’t we just get in there while he’s at work and skip the foreplay?” Cole wondered.

      “Cause we need to find Heath,” Parker said.

      “I’ll be in and out in twenty minutes. Plus, if I find anything then you can be prepared for your date.”

      “Fine.”

      As soon as Parker hung up she was about to go visit Turner again but then thought it might’ve been too late since it was almost ten. She decided to go to bed, and she’d try to catch him in the morning before he left for work.

      The following morning Parker woke up early and kept an eye out the window, waiting for Turner to step outside. About eight o’clock she noticed Turner leaving his apartment, and she quickly stepped outside in short shorts and bare feet. She pretended to need something in her car, which was parked two spots away from Turner’s. She walked over to his car as he was putting a coffee mug in a cup holder.

      “Ryan. Hi,” she said.

      “Hey, Alex. How are you?” he said, glancing down at her legs, but trying not to stare and creep her out.

      “Good. I just wanted to thank you again for last night.”

      “No need. You’re welcome. That’s what neighbors are for, right?”

      “Well, to show my appreciation I was wondering if maybe you were interested in going out tonight and get a pizza or something. My treat.” Parker said, flashing that pretty smile of hers. “That is, if you don’t have a girlfriend or anything. I wouldn’t want to step on anyone’s toes.”

      “Uh, no, no, I don’t have a girlfriend,” he eagerly said.

      “Great. So tonight?”

      “It’s a date,” Turner happily answered.

      “Six?”

      “Sounds good.”

      “I’ll see you then.”

      “I’ll pick you up at your place,” he joked.

      “I’ll be waiting.”

      Turner tried to keep cool but as soon as Alex turned and started walking back to her apartment, he excitedly waved his arms in the air.

      “OK, don’t get freaked out Ryan,” he said to himself. “She’s just a girl. You’ve been on dates before.” He kept watching her until she disappeared into her apartment. “But certainly not on any with someone who looked like that.”

      As soon as Turner pulled away, Cole burst out of his apartment and picked the lock of Turner’s apartment. He immediately went into the bedroom and found the desktop computer, putting in the flash drive to see if anything was on the computer. As the files were transferring, Cole started to look in the other rooms. Careful not to make a mess, Cole went through every drawer, closet, cabinet, folder, and article that he found, but nothing indicated he had any knowledge of Davis or the files he took. After searching the apartment for twenty minutes, Cole was satisfied that he’d looked everywhere and that nothing was there. He went back to the bedroom and grabbed the flash drive. He made sure everything was in its proper place and nothing looked like it’d been disturbed. Cole then knocked on Parker’s door to let her know his findings.

      “Looks like it’s clean,” he told her as she opened the door.

      “All right. You have the flash drive?”

      “Yep,” Cole answered, holding it up.

      “Come in so we can run it.”

      As they started pouring through the documents, Turner had arrived at work. He was a marketing analyst at GameTech. They were a company that developed games for video systems, mobile devices, and computers. He’d been there for seven years. It was his first job since graduating from USC. He enjoyed it mostly, but occasionally found it to be a little boring. He sat at his desk in the GameTech corporate headquarters, which employed over two hundred people, and unpacked his briefcase.

      “Hey, Ryan, this just came in for you,” a co-worker said, walking by.

      He handed Turner a small padded envelope that had no return address. It must’ve been hand delivered as it had no postage on it either. The only thing written on it was Turner’s name. Turner wondered what could’ve been inside as he wasn’t expecting anything. He opened it and took out the contents, which was only an unmarked flash drive. He held it up and looked at it, curious as to what was on it. He plugged it into his computer as he sipped on his coffee. It appeared to be nothing but documents. Turner started clicking on the folders, which were named “Missions”, “Handlers”, “Officers”, “Classified”, “Doubles”.

      Turner initially thought maybe it was the files for a game the company was working on. Once he started opening the files, he realized it was definitely not for a game. He quickly understood that what he was looking at was top secret government material. He looked around the office to see if maybe someone was pranking him or something. He started reading some of the files and couldn’t believe some of the information he was seeing. The details of some of the missions were unbelievable. He spent the next hour clicking through each folder, not reading everything on there, but just seeing enough to know what was on there. He was eventually able to pull himself away, as addicting as it was, to start doing some of his work. Even as he tried to work though, his mind kept going back to some of the files he had looked at. He wondered why this had been sent to him and if it was a mistake. He couldn’t think of any reason why someone would deliberately send this stuff to him. He was a nobody. Certainly not someone worthy of seeing this type of material. About one o’clock, as Turner was getting ready to go to lunch, his office phone rang.

      “Ryan Turner here.”

      “Hey, Ryan, how you doing? It’s been a long time.”

      “Who is this?”

      “Don’t recognize the voice?”

      “Not off-hand,” he replied.

      “Can’t believe you don’t remember your old college buddy.”

      “Heath?”

      “Bingo.”

      “Wow. It’s been a long time. I think the last time we talked was a week after we graduated,” Turner said.

      “Yeah. So how you been?”

      “Not bad.”

      “When I emailed you the other day, I told you I’d talk to you soon,” Davis said.

      “You did. I didn’t realize you meant literally. I thought you meant talk, like in email or something.”

      “Hey, I’m in town. How would you like to meet for lunch or something?”

      “Sure, why not?”

      “Great. How about at the Paseo Colorado? There’s a burger place here.”

      “I know it well. I’ll be there in twenty minutes.”

      When Turner got there, he wondered if Davis would still look the same. At USC, they were pretty good friends and roommates. Though they’d always gotten along really well, they were kind of opposites with their personalities. Davis was good looking, played sports, and was kind of cocky at times. Turner was more focused on schoolwork, a little shy and reserved at times, and generally not that confident when it came to the ladies, even though he wasn’t too bad looking himself. Once Turner walked into the restaurant, he immediately noticed Davis sitting to the side. Davis didn’t look any different than the last day Turner had seen him. They shook hands as Turner sat down.

      “I took the liberty of ordering for you,” Davis said. “Medium-well, cheese, extra pickles, no onions.”

      “Wow. You still remembered.”

      “We ate them often enough.”

      “True.”

      “So, you’re working at a game company now, huh?” Davis.

      “Yeah.”

      “How’s that pay?”

      “Not too bad. Not gonna get rich from it, but it pays the bills,” Turner replied. “What about you? What’ve you been doing all these years? When we graduated USC, you said you had something lined up on the east coast or something.”

      “Yeah.”

      “So, what brings you out here? On vacation?” Turner said.

      “Not quite. I’m here on business.”

      “What kind of business are you in?”

      “Information.”

      “Sounds kind of vague.”

      “I’m just gonna cut to the chase and not beat around the bush,” Davis stated.

      “OK?” Turner replied, a little nervous about what was going to come out of his friend’s mouth.

      “I work for the CIA.”

      “The CIA?”

      “That’s where I went after we graduated. Been working for them ever since.”

      “You sent me the flash drive,” Turner said.

      Davis nodded. “I did.”

      “Why? What do you want with me?”

      “This might be hard for you to understand, but I need you to trust me.”

      “OK?”

      “I need your help.”

      “Need my help? Why? Why would you need my help?”

      “Because I’m on a deep undercover assignment and I need someone I can trust.”

      “Don’t you have other CIA people for that?” Turner said.

      “Not for this. I need someone that’s not on the inside.”

      “Why?”

      “Because we think there are some agents who have gone rogue and working with people who don’t have the United States’ best interests at heart,” Davis told him.

      “What would you want me to do? Is it dangerous?”

      “I’ll be straight with you; it could be. But you’ll be extremely well compensated.”

      “What would I have to do?” Turner said, intrigued by his guest.

      “First, I’ll tell you why this is important. My mission is to sell the information on that drive. It’s highly classified material. The idea is to sell the information to find out which agents have gone rogue.”

      “Why would you sell government secrets?”

      “We’ve altered some of the information. Once we sell the information, the person who buys it will go over it with the rogue agents they have in the CIA. We’ve embedded tracking and listening devices within the drive so when they talk to their contact, we’ll know who’s gone bad. Once we know who they’re talking to, we can grab them and the rogue agent and get the drive back like nothing ever happened.”

      “Sounds… I don’t even know what it sounds like.”

      “That’s where you come in. I’ll make the contacts to sell the drive, but I need you to make the actual exchange,” Davis said.

      “Why? Why wouldn’t you just do it?”

      “Because some of these people know my face from previous assignments and wouldn’t trust anything I tell them if they knew it was me. We need a fresh face, someone who’s not known, someone not on the inside, someone I can trust. Someone… like you.”

      “Seems like you could get someone a little more… I dunno, predisposed to this type of thing,” Turner said.

      “Ryan, all I know are agents, and spies, and terrorists, and arms dealers. They came to me and said to get someone who’s not involved in any of that. You’re the only person I know that I can trust.”

      “What would I have to do exactly?”

      “You meet the contact at a specific place. They give you the money. You give them the drive. Then you go your separate ways.”

      “That’s it?”

      “That’s it.”

      “I guess I could do that.”

      “You’re in?” Davis said excitedly.

      “Uh… yeah. Yeah. I guess so. Why not? How many times do you get asked to do something for your country?”

      “I knew I could count on you,” Davis said, slapping Turner on the arm.

      The two of them ate their burgers and continued talking about the assignment.

      “So, why’d you send me the drive?” Turner said. “Shouldn’t that be kept secret?”

      “I wanted you to look at it, remember what’s on it. In case you’re on a drop and someone asks you a question, you can speak on it. Know some of the terms and lingo that regular agents use. If they get suspicious and think you’re not who you say you are, then it may complicate things.”

      “That’s reassuring.”

      “Don’t worry. I’ll always be there watching to make sure everything goes smoothly. If there’s ever a situation where it looks like it’s about to go bad, I’ll jump in to protect you. I got your back,” Davis told him.

      “So, how’s this gonna work exactly?” Turner said.

      “Here’s a phone,” Davis said, sliding it to him on the table. “When I get word on something going down, I’ll contact you on here. It’s untraceable. Nobody but me knows you have it. Keep it with you at all times.”

      “OK. Not that this is a main consideration, but how much money are we talking?” Turner said sheepishly. “You know, not in general, just in terms of… well, like, what, how much would I be getting for all this?”

      “Depends on how much the sale is for. You’ll get a cut of it as your payment. If someone offers a million dollars, then you’d get fifty thousand. The rest will go towards funding covert CIA operations overseas.”

      “Oh, of course. Wow. Fifty… fifty thousand. That’s a pretty good chunk of change, I guess.”

      “Not too bad for a night’s work. Trade a drive for a suitcase full of money and that’s it.”

      “Almost seems too good to be true,” Turner said.

      Davis smiled. “Almost.”
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      Parker and Cole had finished analyzing the contents of Turner’s computer. There was a lot more on there than his laptop so it took a couple hours longer but still came up with the same result. They found nothing on there that indicated he was involved with Davis.

      “What now?” Cole said.

      “Let’s hook up with Burnett and see if she has anything.”

      A few seconds later they were video conferencing, letting Burnett know they came up with nothing so far.

      “Well, the only new thing we’ve learned is that he arrived at LAX and went to a Holiday Inn. He checked in and immediately disappeared,” Burnett told them.

      “So, he never actually stayed there,” Cole said.

      “No. Where he went from there, we have no idea.”

      “Well, the email he sent to Turner said he’d talk to him soon. As far as we know he hasn’t made contact with him,” Parker said.

      “Keep on Turner. I want you to start surveillance on him 24-7. If Davis hasn’t contacted him yet, it’s possible he may soon.”

      “Or he sent him that email knowing we’d intercept it and sit on a guy who’s not involved at all, wasting our time,” Parker said.

      “Unfortunately, that’s entirely possible. But right now, we have no other leads so that’s the direction we’re going for the moment,” Burnett said.

      Cole smirked. “Well, not all’s lost. Parker’s already got a date with the subject tonight. Maybe she can unearth something that he’s got tucked away.”

      “I plan on talking to him,” Parker emphasized. “Just to see if maybe Heath contacted him via phone or in person.”

      “Do what you have to do, Alex.”

      “Yes, ma’am,” Parker replied, the conference ending.

      “Would you like me to accompany you on your date tonight?” Cole said.

      “I think I can handle it.”

      “I’m sure you can… handle it.” He chuckled. “I can bring the car along in case you wanna use the back seat.”

      “Why don’t you sit on the apartment in case Heath goes there?”

      “So, you get to go out on a date with the game nerd and I get to stay home cleaning my gun? Actually, my night sounds better.”

      Parker worked on her computer trying to find any leads on Davis until Turner got home for their date. She exhausted any leads she had. She thought her personal knowledge of Davis would help find him, but so far it wasn’t a help at all. As six o’clock approached, she started to get dressed. She wanted to look good for him to maybe help make him talk a little more freely. Plus, she was actually a little excited to be going on a date. It’d been so long since she’d gone out with someone that she was looking forward to it. Even though it wasn’t a real date, since it was work related, it was still somewhat different. She put on a pair of skinny jeans with over the knee boots, along with a black blouse, and left her blonde hair down past her shoulders. Twenty minutes later she noticed Turner arriving. He quickly scurried to his apartment to change. Five minutes later he had changed into jeans and a maroon button-down shirt. Turner walked over to Parker’s and knocked on the door.  When she opened the door, Turner was temporarily stunned by how beautiful she looked.

      “You look… great,” Turner said.

      She smiled. “Thank you. So do you.”

      “Me? Please. I look pathetic compared to you,” he joked.

      “You look very handsome,” she said, adjusting his collar.

      “OK, so did you have any place in mind that you wanted to go?”

      “Well, not really. Since I’m kind of new and don’t really know anywhere I was hoping you’d have a good recommendation.”

      “I got a spot,” Turner replied. “Stewie’s Pizza. Best pizza in town.”

      “Sounds great.”

      “I guess I’ll drive since you probably have no idea where it is.”

      She laughed. “That’s a good assumption.”

      They took Turner’s car, a black Honda Civic, to go to dinner which was only about fifteen minutes away. Turner had been going there for years, mostly with friends and family, and had become a regular there that all the employees knew. Turner tried to get the conversation going while they were driving.

      “So, you all moved in yet?” Turner said.

      “Yeah, pretty much. A couple odds and ends left but for the most part I’m all set.”

      “Stinks about your computer.”

      “Yeah. Hazards of moving I guess,” Parker responded. “Had to go out today to get a new one.”

      “Sounds like fun.”

      “How was your day? Anything fun at work?”

      “No, not really. Just work. Usual stuff. Nothing exciting.”

      Once they arrived at Stewie’s, they went in and grabbed a table before they were all taken. It was usually pretty busy and tables got taken quickly.

      “What do you want on your pizza? Pepperoni, sausage, bacon, vegetarian?” Turner said.

      “Actually, just plain is fine.”

      “Plain? Nothing on it?”

      She smiled. “Just cheese.”

      A few minutes later Turner returned with two slices for each of them.

      “I must admit I figured you for a pepperoni girl,” he said.

      “Oh really? Why’s that?”

      “I dunno. You just have that pepperoni pizza girl look,” he kidded.

      Parker smiled at him. “I see you took the opportunity to smother yours,” she said, looking at his slices covered in pepperoni, sausage, and bacon. “Can you actually taste the pizza?”

      “Whoa. Is that a little shot at my tastes? Starting the zings a little early, aren’t we?”

      Parker laughed. “I’m sorry. I just couldn’t resist.”

      “No. That’s fine. I can take it. Besides, it was nice to get a laugh out of you.”

      “Oh. Why’s that?”

      “You have a nice laugh,” Turner stated. “A pretty smile too.”

      “Oh,” Parker replied, blushing. “Well, thank you.”

      “Are you blushing? You are. Wow. That can’t be the first time a guy’s told you that.”

      “Well, I don’t really go on too many dates.”

      “I find that hard to believe.”

      “Why?”

      “Well, I just assumed a woman who’s as beautiful as you are could go on a date every night of the week if you wanted,” Turner said.

      “My work keeps me pretty busy. So, what’s your story?” Parker said.

      “My story?”

      “I was just trying to figure out why a guy like you with a good job, good looking, and seems like your head’s on straight, why you’re still single?”

      “There’s probably a list of reasons. None of which I’m sure you wanna hear about on a first date,” he said.

      “Try me.”

      Turner hesitated, not sure he wanted to explain his history and risk scaring her away. “I was engaged once.”

      “What happened?” she said. “I’m sorry. I’m probably being too nosy. I’m not good at dating and relationships. I always say the wrong thing.”

      “No, no. It’s OK. We started dating in our senior year of high school and throughout college. I got the job at GameTech a few weeks after graduating USC. So, then I proposed, and she accepted. Everything was great. Set a wedding date for the following year. Then about three months before the wedding I found out she’d been cheating on me for close to a year.”

      “I’m so sorry,” Parker said, touching his arm, genuinely feeling bad for him.

      “Yeah, me too,” Turner replied, trying not to become too much of a downer. “That’s kind of my reason for being single. I really have had a hard time trusting anybody I’ve dated since and just assume I’m being lied to somewhere along the way.”

      “That was silly of me to ask such a personal question already. I’m so dumb. I’m probably the worst date ever.”

      “It’s fine, really. Hey, only took me five years to get over her, but I’m fine now,” he said. “Since we’re on the topic of bad relationships, any skeletons in your closet?”

      “Umm, well, I guess since you shared I will too. My last relationship ended when he decided to betray me by going behind my back.”

      “He must’ve been a real loser to betray someone who looks like you.”

      Parker smiled. As the evening went on, she was starting to find that she really liked Turner. He seemed like a great guy. It was refreshing for her to be with someone who wasn’t part of the secret spy life.

      “What kind of music are you into?” Turner said.

      “Don’t laugh.”

      “Why would I laugh?”

      “Cause I’m a country girl,” she replied.

      “Country? No.”

      “Yes. It’s true. I’m just a country girl at heart.”

      “Well, I would’ve never believed it,” he joked.

      “I have XM Radio and it’s on the country station all the time. George Strait, Garth Brooks, Trace Adkins, Chris Young, I just love it.”

      “Wow. I had you pegged for a 90s pop girl.”

      She laughed. “Ouch. That hurts. Do I really look like a Madonna fan or something?”

      “You just never know.”

      “What about you? I make you out to be an alternative, grunge type of guy.”

      “Oh man. You think that low of me, huh?”

      “Well…”.

      “I will have you know I’m a good old-fashioned rock guy. Van Halen, Aerosmith, Bryan Adams, Bon Jovi. Those are my jams.”

      “Aren’t all those guys in like their fifties or something?”

      “Wow. Insulting my music choices now. OK,” Turner said.

      “I’m not really. I guess it just means you’re young on the outside and old on the inside.”

      “An age joke already. Man, you’re just firing both guns right now, aren’t you?”

      “I’m sorry, I’m just teasing,” she insisted. “I really don’t mean it.”

      “It’s OK. I like a girl who can joke around with me.”

      They continued talking at the pizza shop, getting to know each other for another couple of hours. There were times when Parker was so into Turner, happy to actually be talking to someone who she didn’t perceive as a threat, that she forgot about trying to get information out of him. What started out as nothing more than an information mission turned into an incredible evening with someone that she really enjoyed talking to.

      “It must be pretty rough around the holidays, traveling around so much. Christmas and Thanksgiving and all that,” Turner said.

      “Not really. I don’t really celebrate anything.”

      “What? Why not?”

      “I don’t have any family,” she told him. “Holidays are really for families, I think. Without that, it just makes it another day.”

      “No family? At all?”

      “My parents were killed in a car crash when I was ten years old. I was an only child. I spent the rest of my childhood in an orphanage.”

      “Wow. I’m so sorry to hear that.”

      “It’s OK. I’ve gotten over it.”

      “It must’ve been pretty tough.”

      “It took a long time,” Parker revealed. “It’s probably one of the reasons I never got adopted. I was a very angry girl for a lot of years.”

      “Well, I can understand that. That’s uh, a painful thing to have to go through. You never got adopted?”

      “Parents tend to look past the young girl with severe anger issues in favor of younger kids without as much emotional baggage,” she said, trying to change the subject before her eyes started tearing up. “So, what about you? Big family?”

      “Me, my sister, my dad. Not too big,” Turner said.

      “What about your mom?”

      “She died last year. She had an aggressive form of breast cancer.”

      “Aww. I’m so sorry,” Parker said, putting her hand on his forearm.

      The two of them talked for another hour before realizing it was just after ten o’clock. They decided to call it a night and Turner drove them back to their apartments. As they were walking back to Parker’s apartment, Turner was wondering if he should kiss her. He usually didn’t try that on a first date, but he felt an amazing connection with her right off the bat. They stopped in front of her door and just as he was about to move closer to Parker, his phone started ringing. Turner pulled out the phone Davis had given him and then his cell phone. It was his sister, Victoria. Parker looked at him a little strangely, thinking it was odd that he would have two cell phones. Turner hit the ignore button, planning to call her later.

      “You have two cell phones?” Parker said.

      “Uh, yeah. One’s a work phone,” he said, not sure what else to say.

      “Why would you need a separate one for work?”

      Turner wasn’t quite sure how to explain it. “There’s just a lot going on right now with some secret game designs. Some of these gaming companies act like it’s a matter of national security with some of their information. Afraid of leaks and bugs and stuff. It’s pretty crazy.”

      “Oh. I see.”

      “So, I guess I’ll see you tomorrow?”

      “Yeah. Maybe.” She smiled, giving him a good night hug.

      As soon as she entered her apartment, she dialed Cole’s number.

      “How was your date?” Cole said sarcastically.

      “Wonderful. Listen, Turner’s got two phones,” Parker said.

      “Huh?”

      “Two cell phones. He was carrying two cell phones in his pocket. A little strange, don’t you think?”

      “Maybe one’s business and one’s personal.”

      “That’s what he said.”

      “Could be. Why? You don’t think so?”

      “I dunno. Just seems weird,” she said.

      “You think one might be a burner phone?”

      “That was my initial thought. We need to somehow take a look at it.”

      “Well, you know my thoughts on that,” Cole hinted.

      “No, I don’t know. Why don’t you tell me?”

      “Gotta get the phones out of his pants. One good way to do that.”

      “Uh, no.”

      “Mission comes first, Parker. Gotta do what you gotta do. Take one for the team,” he teased.

      “I’ll find another way.”

      “Suit yourself. I could go in there and rough him up a bit.”

      “No. I’ll figure it out.”

      “Are you sure? I’ll just rough up his face. I’ll save his man parts for you,” he said, snickering.

      “You’re ridiculous,” she replied and hung up.

      Before going to bed, Parker sat on her bed and thought of Turner. She was highly suspicious of him having two phones and really didn’t want to be right that one was a burner phone. Burner phones were often used by people trying to avoid being detected. Parker thought Turner was a nice guy, at least on the outside, and hoped he wasn’t involved in anything. She’d hate to have to take him down if it came to that.

      The next morning Cole tailed Turner for the day. As soon as Turner left for work, Cole followed, sitting outside GameTech until Turner left the building for any reason. While Cole was on Turner, Parker snuck into Turner’s apartment to plant listening devices throughout the place. She planted the bugs in each room of the apartment, easily concealing the tiny chips behind picture frames, under furniture, and inside of cabinets. They were so small that Turner would never find them and wouldn’t know what they were even if he was holding one in his hand.

      Turner got home around five, followed a few minutes later by Cole. It was a rather uneventful day by Cole’s standards. These were the days he hated. Just waiting for something to happen. He lived for the action moments of their profession. He let Parker know that Turner didn’t go anywhere other than work and disappeared back into his apartment. She synced the listening devices in Turner’s apartment to her computer so she could listen any time she wanted. She turned it on as soon as he got home. Unlike Cole, she didn’t mind this part of the job. Parker found that getting to know her assignments in every way possible, to the littlest detail, was what made her so successful.

      An hour went by with nothing but the usual background noise, appliances, TV, body movements. Then his cell phone went off. Unfortunately, he didn’t have a house phone, so she wasn’t able to hear the other end of the conversation. If he had one she could’ve bugged the phone and heard both parties.

      “Hey, sis,” Turner answered. “What? No, not tonight. Cause you know blind dates never really work out for anybody,” he told her. “Besides, I think there might be this other girl I might be interested in.”

      Parker kept listening carefully, even though she knew she wasn’t going to get any leads out of the conversation.

      “No, it’s not serious. We’ve only been out one time,” he said. “But I liked her and I dunno… she seemed to kinda like me I guess.”

      Parker realized Turner was talking about her. She hated that sometimes she had to get close to people only to later turn on them and break their trust, but it was part of the job at times. She didn’t mind doing it to criminals but on the occasion when she needed to do it to innocent people, it tore her up. Turner and his sister talked for a few more minutes, him not saying anything of real importance before hanging up. Parker kept listening, hearing Turner go into the kitchen to make dinner. A few more boring hours went by, nothing of note happening. Around nine, Turner went into the kitchen for a few minutes then headed out the door. Parker quickly got up and hurried toward the door to see where he was going. She stopped just before she turned the handle, surprised when she heard a knock on the door. She looked out the peephole and saw Turner standing there.

      “Ryan. Hi,” she said upon seeing him.

      “This might be a little presumptuous of me, but I was having an ice cream craving and was wondering if maybe you’d be interested in sharing a little with me.” He smiled, revealing a cone in each hand.

      “What makes you think I like ice cream?”

      “Seriously? That’s even a question? I thought everyone likes ice cream. Who doesn’t?”

      She smiled. “I’m just kidding you. I love ice cream.”

      “That’s what I’m talking about. I can see you’re tempted,” Turner teased, holding the cone up.

      “Is that just vanilla?”

      “Chocolate girl?”

      “No, I’m just teasing. Vanilla’s my favorite,” Parker said, taking one of the cones out of his hand, and letting him in.

      They went to the kitchen and sat at the table to finish eating.

      “You know, I’ve noticed you seem to just like the basics,” Turner said. “Plain pizza, plain ice cream, not too much variety.”

      “I guess I’m just a plain kind of girl. Nothing special about me.”

      “I don’t know about that. From the little I know about you, just overcoming the things you’ve been through, you seem like you’re pretty special.”

      A big smile came over Parker’s face. She was very touched by his compliment and honestly didn’t know how to respond to it. She just kept eating until she could come up with another subject to talk about. If it was another situation, if she had another profession, she could see herself falling for Turner. But she reminded herself it was her job to get close to him and to find out if he was involved with Davis in any way. After they finished their ice cream, they talked a few more minutes before Parker’s cell phone rang. She went to the living room to grab it off the coffee table. It was Cole.

      “Hey. Might’ve got something,” Cole told her.

      “What’s up?”

      “Got a contact who says he might know where Davis is.”

      “Great.”

      “You alone?” Cole said, since Parker was giving short answers.

      “Uh, no. I just have some company right now.”

      “It’s Turner, isn’t it?”

      “Yes. Yes, it is.”

      “Playtime’s over, Parker. Put it back in his pants. My contact’s willing to meet in about an hour. Stop buttering his muffin and start doing some real spy work.”

      “Oh, you kidder. That’s one of the things I like about you. Always with the jokes,” she replied, gritting her teeth to try to hide her displeasure.

      “Dump him and let’s go,” he said, hanging up.

      Parker stood there for a few moments looking at her phone, thinking.

      “Everything OK?” Turner said.

      “Yeah. Everything’s fine. Just work. We have a security team on someone in a hotel in Los Angeles and they’re having some problems so I’m gonna have to go down and give them a hand,” she said.

      “Oh. Yeah, sure. I should be getting back to my place, anyway. Have a big day tomorrow so I should really be getting to bed soon.”

      “Oh. A big day? What’s going on tomorrow?”

      “Well. Umm. It’s uh… well, OK, there’s nothing really going on. I just figured it’d be better to end on that note,” he admitted. “Well, good luck. Hope everything turns out well.”

      “Thanks.”

      “And maybe I’ll see you tomorrow?” Turner hoped.

      “Maybe. We’ll see.”

      “OK. Well, goodnight.”

      Cole had already left his apartment and waited in his car for Parker. She waited a few minutes before leaving, making sure the surveillance equipment in Turner’s apartment was working in case anything happened while they were gone. Once everything was running, she left and hopped in Cole’s car.

      “Where are we meeting this contact at?” Parker wondered.

      “Burger King.”

      “What?”

      “Burger King.”

      “We’re meeting this person at a Burger King? Seriously?”

      “What’s the matter, Parker? Sometimes you gotta meet in unorthodox places if you want good intel. This time it’s a Burger King. Can’t always do it your way.” He laughed.

      “Your sense of humor is amazing,” she said sarcastically. “So, who is this contact of yours?”

      “Just a guy. The less you know about him the better.”

      “Sounds intriguing.”

      “Right now it’s all we got.”

      They drove for half an hour until they reached their destination. They were a little early and ordered food, sitting in the restaurant until Cole’s contact arrived. His contact got there early as well, showing up ten minutes later. He was a smaller guy, short in height, thin, graying hair, probably in his late forties. He sat down and grabbed a fry from Cole’s tray.

      “Cole,” he greeted. “Nice to see you again.”

      “Yeah. Likewise. This is Alex Parker.”

      “She an agent?”

      “Yeah.”

      “CIA’s getting a lot prettier lately,” he remarked.

      “Careful tiger. She’s one of the CIA’s top assassins. Trained in over a hundred different ways to kill you.”

      The contact looked at Parker, who simply smiled back at him.

      “Enough of the chitchat. What do you know about Davis?” Cole said.

      “What’s it worth to you?”

      “If it’s good, you’ll get a few large sent to the usual spot.”

      “Good enough. So, I heard from a guy I sometimes do business with that he was contacted by Davis yesterday.”

      “A guy? We need a name,” Parker said.

      “He’s an unsavory type of guy. He’s involved in drug trafficking, arms dealing, that sort of thing. He told me that Davis called him yesterday about trying to sell him stuff,” the contact said.

      “What kind of stuff?” Cole said.

      “Information or something. He didn’t get real clear about it and I didn’t want to pester. My guy declined because he said it was too big and cost too much. Right now, he’s not on the CIA’s main target list and he’s flying under the radar. He said if he got in on this deal he’d immediately leap up to the top.”

      Parker looked at Cole, now knowing that Davis was attempting to sell the files he stole.

      “So, this guy of yours wasn’t interested?” Cole said.

      “Nah. It was too big for him. He wasn’t sure what he’d do with the stuff Davis was trying to sell him, anyway. Seemed like stuff for people higher up the food chain than him.”

      “Do you know where we can get in touch with Davis? Or know where he is?” Parker said.

      “He’s here in Los Angeles somewhere from what I can gather. Where exactly I’m not sure.”

      “Can you get in touch with him?” Cole said.

      “No. I don’t know any more than what I’ve told you.”

      “Can you find out?”

      “I don’t think so. The deal was rejected. Asking more about it might compromise my situation.”

      “Understood. Thanks for the info,” Cole said.

      Parker and Cole stood up and started walking away
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