
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Billy's Rescue

        

        
        
          Jim Scott Books, Volume 16

        

        
        
          Mike Jackson

        

        
          Published by Mike Jackson, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      BILLY'S RESCUE

    

    
      First edition. December 27, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Mike Jackson.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8201219420

    

    
    
      Written by Mike Jackson.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Mike Jackson

	    

      
	    
          
	      Jim Scott Books

          
        
          
	          Baghdad Butcher

          
        
          
	          Back to Iraq

          
        
          
	          Dog Pound

          
        
          
	          Toboggan

          
        
          
	          The Tickleton Affair

          
        
          
	          The Saltwater Connection

          
        
          
	          Dead Silent Calm

          
        
          
	          Devil's Brew

          
        
          
	          Sedona Chip

          
        
          
	          Birth Of The Asps

          
        
          
	          The Zimo Hunt

          
        
          
	          Fido

          
        
          
	          Tears And Terrorists

          
        
          
	          Bear's War

          
        
          
	          Bullets And Baseball

          
        
          
	          Billy's Rescue

          
        
          
	          Father Mulligan

          
        
          
	          Adios, Amigos

          
        
          
	          Whodunit Did It

          
        
          
	          Horace Goes Home

          
        
          
	          How 'bout Both

          
        
          
	          Bob Becker P.I.

          
        
          
	          Bigfoot Bait

          
        
          
	          Pool of Blood

          
        
          
	          Back to China

          
        
          
	          Monster's Palace

          
        
          
	          Escape From Mexico

          
        
          
	          Assassin I Am

          
        
          
	          Dirty Bomb Crisis

          
        
          
	          Devil Two

          
        
          
	          Nohow Robotics

          
        
          
	          Hitler's Twin

          
        
          
	          Protecting Nikola

          
        
          
	          Short Stack With Bacon

          
        
      

      
    
    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    SEAL Team 6 – Thanks for all you do, fellas

      

    


Billy’s Rescue

A novel by 

Mike Jackson 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


1.

[image: ]




Marine Captain Billy Garcia, a Navy SEAL, moved forward slowly in the thick vegetation...as he was silently being surrounded by Taliban and al-Qaida terrorists.  Even as he did, he thought of his team leader’s comment into the communication sets all members of the team were using.  Retired Army Special Forces Sergeant Major Bruce Edmonds, the lead CIA agent of the three on the team—known as the Asps, for the silenced guns they all used—had grumbled, “Something seems kinky here.”

Just as this thought ran through Billy’s mind, seven of the terrorists showed themselves, with their weapons pointed at him.  One ordered in Urdu (one of the languages spoken in Pakistan), “Drop your weapons.”

While Billy understood the language, he ignored what he had been told to do, as he started thinking of his chances.  He carried his sniper rifle in his left hand, his Asp with a chambered round and full twelve-round clip all ready to go, with the gun’s safety off, in his right hand.  He didn’t like the odds, but thought if he could kill three or four of those in front of him as he retreated backward into the dense foliage, he might stand some sort of chance.  Just as he was about to make his move, he felt the cold end of a gun barrel press against his neck.  The terrorist holding the weapon growled, in the Afghan language of Pashto, “Do as the man said—drop your weapons.”

Knowing he now had no chance, Billy sighed, dropped his rifle as he muttered in Spanish, “Ah, hell,” flipped his Asp high up over his head, in the hopes the weapon would fall out of sight of the terrorists.

He was shoved forward roughly.  As he stumbled, he intentionally fell to the ground.  When he did so, he grasped his cell phone to throw it in the general direction he had thrown his Asp.  That action drew a kick to the ribs, before his left hand was stomped on.  He was struck several times from, he thought, at least three of his attackers and captors.  As he curled up to try to protect himself, he pulled off his communication set to toss it in the same direction as his Asp and cell phone.  The terrorists were so intent on pounding him by then, they didn’t notice.

After what seemed to Billy like a hundred or more blows, a voice ordered in Arabic, “Enough—or we’ll have to carry him back to our camp.  Give me the rifle he dropped.”

When two of his attackers kept on, the same voice yelled in Urdu, “Enough!”

The entire salvo of words—including Billy’s offering in Spanish—were heard over his communication set.  The sets had a feature whereby, if the speaker bulb was in a down position, anything said could be heard by the team.  To turn off the ‘send’ portion of the sets, one had to raise the bulb to an upright position, near the temple. 

From a spot well the other side of the small creek the team had more or less been using as a guide, Bruce swore before he grumbled, “They may have his comm set.”

The rest of the team ceased using their communication sets, even though the sounds had suddenly grown faint after Billy tossed his set.  The team member nearest Billy—some fifty feet to Billy’s left—was retired Navy Radioman Master Chief Petty Officer and SEAL, Roy (Dusty) MacInnis, the second of three CIA agents on the team.  His wife, retired Marine Brigadier General Kye Rossi MacInnis, the other CIA agent on the team, was another fifty feet or so further to the left.  

Dusty hurried in the general direction of Billy, even though he could not see anything of Billy or his captors.  Just as the terrorists were pulling Billy to his feet, Dusty saw the man who had been standing behind Billy.  As the terrorists started pushing Billy in the direction they wanted to go, Dusty took aim with his super-quiet Asp to fire a silent shot into the side of the trailing terrorist’s head, killing him instantly.  Even as the man was falling, Dusty shot and killed another of the terrorists, who only then realized they were under attack.  Two of the terrorists turned to make a stand, but, in spite of their night vision gear, couldn’t see where Dusty was, as he had gone to a knee when he fired the first of his shots.  One of those two went down from a shot right through his night vision gear.  The other terrorist making a stand saw Dusty, but before he could bring his gun to bear on Dusty, he fell dead, too.

Billy and the remaining terrorists had disappeared from Dusty’s sight by then.  As they moved deep into the thick vegetation, they had seemingly vanished.  Dusty muttered an oath, not heard by the others because—thinking the terrorists may have Billy’s communication set—he had raised his own speaker bulb into the upright position, which cut off send capabilities of the set.  He got up as and hurried to where the four terrorists lay dead, then had to guess which way to go.  As he paused to ponder the situation before making his decision to follow blindly, Kye, who had not only been fifty feet to Dusty’s left but also about ten feet behind him, came through the underbrush near where the terrorist who had come up behind Billy had originally been.  As she saw Dusty, she took a step in his direction.  She felt something under her foot.  She stopped, bent down, and found Billy’s Asp.  Realizing Billy must have tossed it away to keep it from the terrorists, she carefully looked around.  She soon found his cell phone.  She slowly headed toward Dusty, who had heard as well as seen his wife.  He signaled her forward.  As she moved in his direction, she would have missed Billy’s communication set, but the rifle she carried in her left hand neatly plucked his set off a low clump of underbrush where the set wound up when Billy tossed it. Kye quickly put her speaker bulb down, in ‘send’ position.  “I’ve got Billy’s Asp, cell phone, and comm set.”

Everyone on the team put their own bulbs down, as Dusty reported, “I got four of ‘em, but I lost the others along with Billy in this darn thick stuff.  I was just gonna take a guess where to head when Kye showed up.  We’ll move out...try to find a sign of ‘em.”

Bruce replied, “Go.  I’ve been monitoring your position on my cell phone.  See Kye right with you.  We’ll cross this stream to follow along shortly.”

The cell phones the teams used were highly advanced versions of satellite phones.  One of the special features created just for the team was a color-coded system using GPS technologically, whereby each member of the team could tell where the others were in relationship to his or her own position by looking at the color blips on their phone display.  The individual could zero in on one or more of their comrades using a number sequence for each member of the team.  Therefore, each member of the team—except, of course, Billy—was now able to determine where everyone else was in relationship to their own position.  

While Dusty and Kye had been heading for Billy’s last position, the rest of the team had been heading in more or less the same direction.  Bruce had been nearest the creek on the other side from Billy, while the rest of the team had been to his right.  The nearest to Bruce had been Navy Seabee and Chief Machinist Mate Peter (Pete) Sokolowski.  He was the second behind Bruce across the stream.  In order, further to the right, were Air Force Special Forces Technical Sergeant Medic John (Jack) Littlefield, Army Special Forces Master Sergeant Ike Hill, and Marine Staff Sergeant Albert (Al)(Bear) Turner—like Billy and Dusty—a Navy SEAL.

As those three hurried toward the creek taking care not to run into an ambush themselves, Ike stopped in his tracks.  He fired his Asp point blank into the head of a terrorist not five feet from him.  Since the Asps were almost totally silent, the other seven terrorists with the now-dead man heard nothing.  

Even as Ike turned to look for more terrorists, Bear glanced at his cell phone panel.  Seeing the yellow dot (signifying Ike) stopped, he thought something might be amiss.  Moving still faster, Bear came up behind Ike, as he was firing his weapon again.  Bear instantly saw the remaining six terrorists starting to react, so he joined in the fight, dropping three of the enemy, as Ike was taking care of the other three.  Only one of the terrorists got off a shot, which flew harmlessly into the underbrush.

Bear muttered into his communication set, “Got a little action here, folks.  Keep on after Billy.  Ike and I’ll catch up when we can.”

Even as he looked around for more potential targets, Ike sighed.  “I was about to say the same thing, Bear.  Thanks for the help.  Damn guys kept on popping up as fast as I could fire.”

Even though he had spoken to Bear, the rest of the team could hear.  Pete spoke up, “You were right about something being kinky about this deal, Bruce.”

“Yeah, Saint Peter, you’re right.  Bear, Ike—did it seem like some sort of ambush, or just some of the bad guys wandering around?”

Ike answered, “Definite ambush, Bruce.  I just got lucky.  Came upon the one guy who seemed to be laying in wait for the others to get the attention of whoever came along.  These damn guys were expecting us, is my guess.”

“Yeah, I was afraid of that.  This damned so-called map we’ve got is full of crap.  Just good enough to get us headed in the right direction, but not worth a damn otherwise.  I’m gonna bust the balls of whoever interrogated the prime source of this so-called intelligence.”

Jack had a thought.  “Better call the plane...have them get up, Bruce.”

“Damn good idea—I’ll do it now.  I’m already at where Dusty and Kye left from—see the bodies they left behind.”

The plane Jack spoke of was a C-130, privately owned by Jim Scott.  He was a retired Marine Major, former CIA field operative, and a billionaire several times over.  He had also headed up a super-secret black bag (off the books) team that took orders directly from the former President.  They had been formed shortly after the President took office, a few months before the 9/11 Arab attack on America.  Since the team, known as the Janitors, was disbanded, Jim built a vast complex on his ranch for the Asps...he also funded their operations with full knowledge and approval of the CIA.  The intent of this arrangement was twofold, as far as the CIA was concerned.  First off, of course, was the money saved on the special operations the Asps conducted.  Also, this arrangement offered some degree of plausible deniability, should any of the team be killed or captured.  The only problem there was if the captured individual—as was the case in Billy’s capture—was an active-duty member of the United States Military...which five of the Asps were.  Each of the five had a cover story in case of capture, which was about to be put to the test.

Aboard the plane, which had landed some twenty miles from where the Asps were presently located, were the pilot, retired Air Force Brigadier General Wendy Austin, retired Air Force Captain Phil Eckstein, and Jack’s wife Maggie Doyle Littlefield.  Maggie was an agent with British SIS (Secret Intelligence Service), also known as MI6.  She was on what amounted to permanent loan to CIA, in order to facilitate her marriage to Jack...and to add to the close relationship of SIS and CIA.

Bruce called Wendy.  “Wendy, you better get the bird in the air.  We’ve run into a problem—we were expected.  Billy’s been captured.”

Wendy replied, “Oh, hell.  We’ve got our own problems.  As I speak, we’re watching a force of about sixty or seventy presumed bad guys.  Phil’s on the wing with the night vision telescope keeping an eye on them.  He reports they seem to only have small arms.  They’re about half a mile distant.  I crank up the engines now, they’ll surely hear us.  We could be in for a nasty takeoff.  My plan for now is to sit tight, hoping they move out of the area.”

“Yeah, well—as soon as you can—I’d get up if I was you.”

“Understood.”

“See ya.”

“So long—good luck getting Billy back.”

“Thanks.”

By the time Bruce finished his call to Wendy, Bear and Ike had arrived.  Bruce had motioned Jack and Pete to go ahead following Kye and Dusty.  He stayed behind because he wanted a full report on what Bear and Ike—specifically Ike—had come up on.  After Ike more or less repeated what he’d already said, Bruce nodded.  “Okay, let’s get going, guys—uh, hold on.  You two go ahead.  I’ll catch up—got another call to make.”

Bear and Ike glanced at each other as Bear shook his head.  “Why don’t we wait, so we can watch your back while you call.  Not a good idea to have someone alone around here, Bruce.”

“Thanks for the concern—I guess you’re right.  We’ll all go...I’ll make the other call later—have more info then anyhow.”

Since the team members in front of them had cleared the way to an extent, those three hurried more than they would have, without the others having already gone ahead.  Up in front of the other five team members, Dusty and Kye were making progress, but the going was slow for two reasons.  One, they didn’t want to run into an ambush with a headlong rush forward.  Also, Dusty was having just a bit of trouble picking up signs Billy and his captors had come on the route he was taking.  The one advantage Dusty had, was he seemed to always head in the right direction.  He was often teased about having a GPS system in his head, because of his track record of always winding up in the right place.  Long before the plane had landed and dropped the team off, Dusty had gone over aerial photos of the area, which showed the village complex the team sought.  He totally discarded the hand-drawn map the team had.  From the start of the mission he was following his own instincts.  Sure the terrorists were taking Billy to their village, he was also sure he was heading in the right direction—even if he lost any sign of the group in front of him.  He had been rewarded with his outlook, by spotting sign of passage along the route he was taking.

***
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In spite of Dusty’s knack for leading the team in the right direction, the terrorists were making much better time, while having to deal with Billy’s best efforts to slow them down.  The leader of the remaining terrorist group, Haafiz Abdilla, would have liked to set an ambush but, after seeing four of his men go down in a matter of seconds, he decided against it.  He sought the safety of the numbers at the camp—which really wasn’t a village at all.  It was entirely manned by Taliban, Haqqani, and al-Qaida fighters.  Abdilla was also the number three man at the camp.  He was al-Qaida, but the two men ahead of him in the chain of command were Taliban.  It was a situation he did not like in the least, but it had been ordered by his al-Qaida leaders, so he had no choice but to go along. 

When they reached the camp, Abdilla ordered Billy taken to a one-man cell the terrorists had constructed for just such a situation as they now had—a captive to question and torture before ultimately killing.  As Billy was lead away, Abdilla went to the command tent to report his success.  When he arrived, he found the number two man of the camp had gone to Islamabad for a super-secret meeting with an al-Qaida operative, who had managed to infiltrate the American CIA.  After making his brief report, Abdilla put Billy’s rifle down near his sleeping pad in the tent before he hurried to the detention chamber.  

By the time he arrived, his men had Billy nearly stripped, with only his underpants still on.  Just as he entered the cell area, one of his men was using Billy’s large knife to slit the side of Billy’s underwear...along with a bit of Billy’s hip.  When the underpants fell to the dirt floor, the man kicked them away.  Then Billy’s leg was manacled to a chain attached to the rear wall of the cell.

Even as that was happening, Abdilla walked forward.  He slapped Billy in the face.  He said, in English, “Now you will be kind enough to tell me all you know about the group you were with.”

Billy tilted his already aching head as he asked, “Pardon?”

“You do speak English, don’t you—you infidel?”

“Si...bary leetle beet.”

Abdilla hit Billy in the face again.  “I want some answers...now.  How many in your group?”

Billy shook his head, and replied, “No understood,” then started talking in rapid Spanish.

Abdilla hit him again.  After he did so, the two went back and forth with the same basic exchanges, until Abdilla grew rather exasperated.  He looked at his assembled men and, switching to Arabic, asked, “Does anyone know what language he is speaking?”

One offered, “I think it might be Spanish.  I understood a few words from my short time in Spain with Abdul.”

Abdilla sighed, as he knew no one at the camp spoke Spanish.  He asked, “Do we have anyone who speaks Spanish?”

The same man answered, “Only Abdul.”

“Do you know where Asif Dostum is at present—still in Kabul?”

“Yes.  He has his bakeshop there, ‘Abdul’s Bake Shop’.”

Abdilla knew it would be the answer to his question before he asked it, but wanted to confirm what he already knew.  Knowing at best it would take at least four days to summon Dostum, he groaned, “Go get him.  Take two men with you.”

The man nodded.  “It will take at least four days to go and return.”

“I know that.  Go without weapons.  Dress as villagers...there is every chance the Americans will spot you on your way, before one of our other groups find and eliminate them.”

The man Abdilla had addressed was the man with Billy’s knife.  He nodded as he turned to leave.  Abdilla stopped him, and pointed to the stack of Billy’s clothing.  “Leave the knife.  It will still be here when you return.  Now go.”

Instead of putting the knife on the pile of clothing, the unhappy man threw it at the open door of the cell.  It stuck with a thud before the man left.  Abdilla muttered to his remaining men, “Let us go.”

One asked, “What of food and water?”

“He gets nothing.  I want him weak...easy to question when Dostum arrives.  I want a guard outside the door at all times.”  

With that, they all left, closed the door with the knife on the outside, as they locked the door to the cell.  Abdilla headed to the command tent.
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As the Asps moved ever closer to the camp, their C-130 was lifting off from where it had been hidden.  Even as Wendy, Phil, and Maggie had kept a wary eye out for the terrorist group who had passed them by, they had busied themselves with removing the camouflage netting from the plane.  After doing so, with no sign of the terrorists for over an hour, Wendy elected to try her take off.  It almost went smoothly without shots fired, until they were just nosing up.  The terrorist group had circled around to start a push bringing them up behind any enemy who happened to be heading for their camp.  It also brought them in a direct path to the plane’s makeshift grass runway.

Just in case such might happen, Phil had manned one of the four Gatling guns aboard the plane, while Maggie had manned one on the opposite side of the plane.

When Phil saw the gun flashes of fire directed at the plane, he opened up with the Gatling gun.  He devastated terrorists, trees, as well as other vegetation.  In return, he received two wounds.  Only one of the terrorists’ shots at the plane hit home...it just happened to come in the gun port of Phil’s Gatling.  The shot clipped a flange on the Gatling before it split into two pieces.  One grazed Phil’s head, the other creased his rib cage, as it penetrated above one rib and ran down the rib for about six inches.  Phil swore, but kept on shooting.  

When the plane was up, Phil sighed.  “Yo, Maggie—I think I could use some help here.  I’m hit—doesn’t seem to be too bad.”

Maggie secured her Gatling before she hurried to Phil, who was doing the same thing to his.  When she got to him, she immediately saw the blood dripping down his face.  She started taking care of it with one of the many first-aid kits aboard the plane.  As she worked on him, Phil got on the intercom.  “Hey, General, I got dinged just a bit.  Maggie’s fixing me up.”

Wendy muttered, “Damn and damn.  If able, get up here as soon as you can.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Oh—sorry you got hit.”

“Thank you, ma’am.”

When Maggie had repaired the crease on Phil’s head, he groaned, “Took a hit somewhere on my chest, too.”

Maggie frowned, helped Phil open his flight suit, pulled it off his shoulders, then on down, off his arms.  She snatched the bottom of his t-shirt, before pulling it up over his head.  She saw blood seeping from the entry wound, then saw a bump in his skin, where the piece of bullet was lodged.  She traced her finger along the rib, from the entry wound, as she asked, “That hurt?”

“No, not much.  Is the bump down there what I think it is?”

“Yeah.  I really should cut it out, but we can hold off until we get Jack back on the plane, if you want?”

Just then Wendy called back on the intercom.  She asked, “What’s going on back there?”

Phil answered, “Maggie’s about to operate on me.”

“Come again?  Operate?  What kind of operation?”

Maggie answered, “Nothing serious, Wendy.  What I’m guessing is a small fragment of a bullet is lodged just under Phil’s skin, on top of one of his ribs.  Guess I’ll cut it out, and try to irrigate the wound the best I can.”

“He’s a damn fine loadmaster, co-pilot, navigator, engineer...all around good guy, so do a good job.”

Maggie laughed.  “Yes, ma’am.”

***
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As Maggie started her minor operation—which in time would be retold as a major undertaking—Haafiz Abdilla was lying down on his sleeping pad considering the situation he faced.  He was sure the captive was one of the Mexicans he had heard was crossing the border into America, joining the American Army to ease the path to citizenship.  He almost felt sorry for the man.  If one of his other groups managed to capture any more of the enemy, he would save this man from too much pain and simply kill him.

What Abdilla, of course, had no way of knowing was one of his other two groups had already been eliminated by Ike and Bear, while the other had been seriously diminished by Phil.  In spite of firing almost blindly, Phil had managed to cut the larger terrorist group nearly in half.  Of the sixty-two men in the group, he had killed sixteen with his Gatling gun, also wounded another fifteen.  Of those fifteen, six were so seriously wounded, the leader of the band of terrorists decided to leave them behind and come back for them later—to bury them.  The other nine were able to walk, so they stayed with the group.

***
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While Abdilla pondered the situation, Billy was doing much the same.  He had taken stock of his condition.  He knew he had broken ribs, four broken fingers on his left hand, his left eye was swollen shut, his right leg was in great pain but, as far as he could tell—not broken—plus he had many other painful bruises.  After he determined all that, he thought, “Well, Uncle Billy, what would you—or Dad, or Uncle Jim—do in this situation?”

The Uncle Billy he thought of was Billy Longbow, who Billy had been named after.  He, like Billy’s father, had retired from the Marine Corps as a Master Sergeant.  He was with his father from Marine boot camp to retirement.  They both had been part of Jim Scott’s Janitor team.  Billy Longbow had been killed on a mission of the group.

Billy looked at his pile of clothing, knew help was within it but, shackled as he was, there was no way to reach the clothing.  The nearest thing to him of the stack was one of his boots.  He stretched out on the floor as far as he could, but was more than three inches short of reaching the boot.  He gathered himself back up and pondered, then suddenly thought of his underpants.  They had been kicked against the wall by where the chain was attached.  He scurried over, picked them up, and then went back toward the stack of clothing.  He again stretched out as far as he could and, holding one end of the cut underpants tightly in his hand, flipped the rest of the piece of clothing at the boot.  It took three tries, but he finally snagged the boot and caused it to tip over on its side.  He flipped the underpants again.  This time he managed to get the shoelace of the boot headed in his direction.  Next he reached out as far as he could, just managed to grasp the shoelace, and slowly pulled the boot to him.  

Billy thought, “Thanks, Uncle Billy, for the idea, but now what?”

In seconds it came to him.  He started unlacing the boot all the way until he had the lace in hand.  He tied a knot in the top eyelet of the boot the best he could, with basically one hand plus the thumb, and side of the palm of the other hand.  Satisfied the knot would hold, Billy wrapped about two inches of the lace around the index finger on his good (right) hand.  He tossed the boot at the stack of clothing.  It landed right on top of what Billy was really after—his trousers.  He gently pulled the boot back.  He was quite pleased when the trousers came right along, to the point he could reach them.  His next step was to take the belt off the pants, then turn it over.  

As he extracted a small pick from a hidden pouch all the Asps had on the back of their belts, he thought, “Thank you, Uncle Billy.  And thank you Drew and Boris for all your training, and insistence on the picks and knives we all have hidden in our belts.” 

The “Drew” Billy mentally thanked was Drew Hollins, former Air Force Intelligance Officer and retired CIA super spy, who was the father of Jim Scott’s wife, Holly.  He was also a mentor to Jim, when they had been with CIA.  In addition, he had been with the Janitors, as had his friend, former KGB agent and super spy of that organization, Boris Telman.  While both men were retired and living peacefully in Sedona, Arizona, from time to time they gave the Asps a hand—and had spent several days with each of the Asps, teaching them the refinements of “spydom.” 

In a matter of seconds, Billy had the shackle off his leg, and was at the discarded first-aid kit all Asps wore.  Billy muttered aloud, “Sure glad those idiots were more concerned with weapons, than the thing I need most right now.”

The first order of business was to give himself a shot of morphine.  After doing so, he took a deep breath, then set the four broken fingers on his left hand.  In spite of the morphine, he nearly passed out getting the fingers lined up properly.  He tied the two fingers nearest his thumb together with tape, before he did the same with the other two fingers.  That done, he decided the only other thing needing immediate attention was the cut on his hip from the cutting off of his underpants.  When he had the wound tacked together with butterfly bandages and disinfected, he covered it with gauze and tape.  Billy hurriedly dressed, the most time spent getting his shoelace from the saving boot rethreaded properly into the boot.  

Fully dressed and on his feet, Billy thought, “Okay, now to get out of here.”

He went to the door.  He saw there was no inside keyhole to pick.  Instead there was a flat plate, which told him the door was only keyed to the outside, much as a connecting door to two hotel rooms.  He sighed, but then remembered how his large knife was thrown at the door, so when the door was closed, it went to the outside of the door.  He smiled as he glanced to his right, at the side of the door away from the lock side.  He nearly busted out laughing when he saw two hinges—on the inside of the door.  

After he controlled the urge to laugh, he thought, “Only idiots like the Taliban and al-Qaida would hinge the door to a jail cell on the inside!”

While getting dressed, Billy had put away the lock pick, and taken out a four-inch flat knife without a proper handle.  He had wrapped his trusty underwear around the handle and now used the knife to pry up one of the hinge pins, almost all the way out, then did the same with the other one.  He eased the two pins out before he used his knife as a wedge to move the hinges apart.  The door fell on its edge, but made little noise, as it fell on the dirt floor.  Next he grasped the door by the upper hinge to open it slightly.  There stood a sentry with his back to Billy.  Billy dropped the knife into one of the utility pockets on his pants as he reached down to get his large, over-sized hunting knife from where it still stuck in the door.

Knife in hand, he eased the door open further.  When he did, it made a noise and the sentry started to turn.  Using his backhand, Billy sent the knife flying.  It caught the terrorist in the throat, just as he completed his turn.  Billy was through the doorway to the man, even as he started to fall, while he tried to grasp the knife in his throat, and was making a gurgling sound all at the same time.  Billy grabbed the knife, then finished the job of killing the terrorist.  He dragged the man into the recess between the cell and the front of the small building.

Without really thinking it through, Billy soon had the man’s robe-like garment off the terrorist and on himself.  Billy picked up the man’s rifle as went to the front of the opening to the outside.  He looked around, saw two sentries, but felt neither would be a problem, as they were some distance away dressed as he was—even with the blood on the robe-like garment, they would pay him little heed.  When he had been led to the cell building, Billy had carefully looked over the grounds of the camp, so had seen where Abdilla headed.  Billy nodded his head up and down, smiled, before heading for the tent.  He eased into the tent through the flap at one end.  He saw two men lying on sleeping pallets.  He immediately recognized Abdilla, moved swiftly to the man, and slit his throat.  Even as Haafiz Abdilla was making his own gurgling sounds to match what Billy had heard just a few minutes prior to entering the tent, he hurried to the other man to slit his throat, also.

After making sure he was now the only living soul in the tent, Billy looked it over to see what he could find of use—besides his sniper rifle, which he picked up at once.  He found a nine-millimeter handgun.  He stuck it in his empty shoulder holster, where his Asp normally rested.  He also found several clips of ammunition for the gun.  Those went into one of his utility pockets.  He found a rucksack, and filled it with what food he found which looked like something that might pass his tongue on the way to his stomach.  Next he found two canteens, shook them to make sure they had water, before he used the straps on the canteens to slip them over his left shoulder. 

Then he made a key discovery—a box of hand grenades.  He looked around for another rucksack, saw nothing, so used his knife to cut off a pants’ leg from the trousers Abdilla would never need again.  He tied the bottom of the pants leg in a knot before he filled the rest of it with the grenades.  Then Billy picked up night vision gear, which had been worn by Abdilla.  He put the gear on.

As he pulled back the tent flap, he saw the same two sentries and smiled.  Billy sighted in on one of them, then using his silenced rifle, squeezed off his shot, then swung toward the other, even as the first one fell mortally wounded to the ground.  He sighted in on the second one and, after firing and seeing the man fall, he shook his head at the stupidity of the two doing their best sentry imitation under a large outcropping, instead of being out where they might actually see something.  

His next move was to head toward a large cave opening.  He had noticed it on his way in.  He was sure what he’d find there.  When he reached the cave, he peered around the corner to see two things of great interest.  There were over two hundred sleeping pallets on one side of the cave—plus a large cache of arms and explosives on the other side.  He had noticed the large outcropping of rock that a good deal of the camp—and two dead sentries—was hidden under on his way in.  

It, and the cave, explained why several passes over the camp had shown little in the way of life on the infrared gear aboard the C-130.  They had only spotted about ten images on the gear as they over flew it.  Billy stood in place as he thought a few seconds, before deciding the chance to blow the camps’ arms was just too good to pass up.  He moved swiftly to the stacks of arms, then started systematically pulling pins from grenades and placing the grenades under items heavy enough to keep the grenades together without the pins.  When he was satisfied with his work, Billy left the way he had come.  He walked until he found a way up to the outcropping.  Once there, he moved along until he could see into the cave entrance.

***
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While Billy had been making good his escape, several other things had been going on.  Wendy had flown over the area from a high enough altitude to not be heard on the ground.  Once Phil was up and about, she had him engage the infrared gear.  They carefully checked out what they could, before she called Bruce.  “Well, old chum, to quote our mutual friend, Jim, ‘here’s the deal.’  The village—or whatever the hell it is—has only one person up and about.  He seems to be wandering all over the place.  You’ve got about forty guys, who seem to be working into position to come up behind you...but they’re several hours away.  If we’ve got you spotted correctly, you’ve also got three guys, more or less, headed in your direction from the village.  It might help for you all to form a circle, so we know what we think is you is you.”

Bruce muttered, “Hold on,” then on his communication set ordered, “Guys—come here.”

When they arrived, he had them form a small circle with him, before he asked, “Okay, Wendy—good enough?”

Wendy answered, “Yeah, fine.  You’re who we thought you were.  You’re about an hour or so from the camp.  You’re heading straight for it, so I’m assuming Dusty is leading the way.  The three guys heading your way are about ten minutes or so from you...uh, on your right flank, as you move toward the village.  You want us to take a run at the guys coming up behind you?”

“You’re right about Dusty.  Don’t worry about those guys...just circle around for now.  How are you on fuel?”

“Good, talk to you in a bit.”

“Roger.”

Bruce sighed, before he quickly brought the team up-to-date on what he’d been told by Wendy.  Then Dusty, Kye, and Jack returned more or less to the positions where they had been, before Bruce called them to form the circle.  With the foliage having started to thin a few miles back, the team had moved out to about fifteen feet apart, but in order to not lose sight of the person nearest them—or in the case of those with someone on both sides, both of those comrades were to be kept in sight.

Bear was on the far right as the team headed toward the camp, with Ike next in line, then Pete, Bruce, Dusty, Kye, and Jack on the far left.  That arrangement in mind, Bruce cautioned Bear and Ike to be on the lookout for three guys heading in their direction.  The team started forward again, with their main goal of freeing Billy fresh in the mind of all.  They had no idea, of course, Wendy had reported in on Billy, as he was the red blip on the infrared Wendy had reported was “wandering all over the place.”
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Back at the camp, Billy wasn’t pleased with the shot he’d take from his present location, so he got up and moved about half a mile further around the outcropping.  As he was doing so, Bear saw the three men Wendy had warned them of, heading straight toward him.  He noticed they didn’t have night vision gear, nor did they seem to be carrying any type of weapon.  He stopped in his tracks, as he clicked the speaker bulb on his communication unit.

Bruce asked, “That you, Bear?”

Bear clicked his speaker bulb twice.  Bruce ordered, “One click if you’ve got the three guys Wendy warned us about in sight.”

After another click, Bruce asked, “How about you, Ike?”

“Nada.  Gonna ease over to Bear—uh, hold on...got ‘em.”

Bruce thought just a second.  “Okay, except for Ike and Pete, we’ll hold fast until you report in, Bear.  Pete, follow Ike...but carefully.”

Bear clicked the bulb again, as he waited for the three men to reach him.  He was well hidden in a thick stand of shoulder-high bushes.  When they were only five feet from him, Bear moved out into sight.  He growled, in Urdu, “Stand fast...put your hands up.”

All three terrorists complied at once.  As they did, Ike arrived, soon followed by Pete.  Ike moved around behind them to frisk all three.  “Clean, Bear.”

Still using Urdu, Bear started to question the three.  The one who seemed as though he wanted to be the spokesman for the group, told Bear they were from a distant village.  They had come seeking to purchase goats from a village not far from the way they were headed away from.  He also told Bear the goat-buying mission had been a failure.  Bear thought the story plausible, but doubtful, since he knew where they were more than likely coming from.  On a hunch, he told them they could go on about their way.  As the three started lowering their hands and prepared to move out, Bear muttered to the man who had done most of the talking, in Arabic, “Your shoelace is coming untied.”

The man glanced down.  Even as he did, he realized his mistake.  So did his companions...all three started to run.  Bear shot one in the back of the head, Ike shot one in the same place, while Pete shot the one who had done the talking in the back of his left knee.  As the man tumbled to the ground, Bear nodded.  “Good thinking, St. Peter.”

Pete laughed.  “Well, you two guys didn’t give me much option if we want to talk to someone about where Billy is.”

Bruce had listened to the entire bit of conversation.  “I take it you have one to question.  Do it.  We’ll move on ahead.”

Bear replied, “Right.”

As Bruce, Dusty, Kye and Jack moved off, Bear knelt down to the wounded man and grumbled, in Arabic, “Okay, here’s the deal.  You talk, or lose your manhood.  I’m in no mood to mess around with you.”

The terrorist was sitting there holding his wounded leg.  He glared up defiantly at Bear.  He spat.  Bear took out his hunting knife, neatly slit the front of the man’s clothing, and then placed his knife between the man’s legs.  He asked, “Where is our friend?”

Again the man spat at Bear, who just shrugged as he looked up at Ike, who had already made sure the other two were dead.  He looked over at Pete.  The two of them got down to hold the terrorist on the ground by his shoulders.  Bear reached into his first-aid kit, took out a surgical glove, and put it on his left hand.  He finished cutting away the man’s clothing.  He grabbed his penis in his gloved hand.  As he started to reach down with the knife, the terrorist—secure in the fact the camp would be up and alert in less than an hour, since daylight was approaching—all but cried, “He’s at our camp.”

“Where?”

“About an hour from here...north of here.”

“Is he injured?”

“No.”

“Are there any more groups of you guys out here, looking for us?”

“No.  We weren’t looking for anybody when we happened on him.”

“How many at the camp, as you called it?”

“Only about twenty.  The most who are ever there are less than thirty.”

Bear stood up, as did the other two Asps.  He took out his Asp and shot the terrorist between the eyes.  After he put his Asp away, Bear asked, “You get all his crap, Bruce?”

“Yeah.  You three better hurry a bit to catch up.  From what Wendy told us, there aren’t any more of them, so you don’t have to be too careful.”

“Right.”

***
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While those three hurried to catch up, and the rest of the team moved forward, Billy found what he was looking for.  In addition to a clear shot at one of his pin-less hand grenades, he had also been looking for a convenient place to duck down.  The spot he found had a mini-outcropping, above the one he was on.  He settled in, took careful aim, and then squeezed off his shot.  As soon as the gun fired, Billy rolled down to the smaller outcropping.  Even as he went, the shot had hit just above the grenade, but caused it to move enough for the lever to spring free.  When the grenade went off, it set off a chain reaction of explosives in the cave—including the other grenades—to cause a horrendous explosion within seconds of Billy’s shot.  All the terrorists Billy had seen died instantly.  The cave curved around in the general direction Billy had gone.  Around the first bend of the curve, were nearly eighty more terrorists Billy hadn’t seen.  They too died almost instantly.  The cave and tunnel leading from it went for a few miles.  For nearly a mile of the distance, the tunnel was blackened, with the sound of the explosion traveling on down the tunnel for miles.

***
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When Billy squeezed off his shot, the rest of the Asps were moving forward.  The explosion had such force that—even though they were over four miles away, they at first thought they were under attack.  Even at their distance from the camp—they could see the fireball, as it went up into the air in the pre-dawn.  Bruce muttered, “What in the hell?  I sure hope this means Billy is fighting back somehow...I also hope he’s not around too close.”

“Amen,” Dusty muttered.

***
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Wendy had just flown over the terrorists behind the Asps, so was approaching the camp when the explosion and fireball lit up the sky.  She shook her head.  “Mother of God.  What in the world was that?  Phil, did it fry our infrared?”

Phil laughed before he answered, “Naw.  But it sure did mess with some of my other instruments—no damage, I hope.”

Wendy joked, “You were on a roll until the ‘I hope.’  That I didn’t need.”

***
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Billy waited a few minutes, then went back to the spot he had fired from as he looked around the camp compound.  It was deathly still.  Satisfied, he hurried in the direction of the Asps, but—obviously unknown to him—well east of their position. 

***
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Well behind the Asps, the group of terrorists reduced in size by Phil also saw the fireball, and heard the explosion.  They were far enough away, however, they had no idea just what had caused it, or where it came from.  One of the men told those around him it was probably some type of bombing raid by the Americans.  The entire group picked up their pace for no reason any of them could put into words.

***
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Now absolutely certain just where the camp was, Dusty led the team toward it, but circled around to the left just a bit.  His reasoning was if any sizable number of terrorists survived the blast, they would come running down from the camp, straight to where the team had been.  He reasoned it was better to engage them from the side instead of head on, thus being able to eliminate several, before they realized where the trouble had come from.  While it was well-reasoned out, it also took the team further away from Billy.

The team also picked up their pace considerably, but did so with assurance from Wendy there were no infrared signatures emanating from the camp.  While they weren’t quite running, they were close to it.  They covered the distance to the camp in well under an hour.  When they got to there, one look told them they would find no one alive.  They hurried on in to look over the scene.  

While the rest of the team looked things over, Bruce made the call he had waited on making, until he knew more.  He called Glenn Burgess, who was an Assistant Director of The National Clandestine Service at the CIA.  Glenn was Bruce’s immediate supervisor.  “Well, boss man, we’ve got a mess here.  First off, Billy was captured—we’re pretty sure he got away clean.  We’re in the camp, but it isn’t where we were told it would be—it sure as hell isn’t anything like what we were led to believe we’d find.  Furthermore, they were waiting for us.  I want the name of the jackass who ran us into this jackpot...then I’m gonna ring his damn neck.”

“Whoa, whoa—back up a bit.  How was Billy captured?  How do you think he got away?”

“He walked right into an ambush.  Dusty was nearest him.  He, Dusty, managed to pop four of the bad guys, but they got away with Billy.  As we approached the camp we captured...for a very short period of time...three guys who were coming from the camp.  They verified Billy indeed had been taken here to the camp.  As the rest of us neared the camp, it went up in a ball of fire, due to a terrific explosion.  My guess is Billy somehow managed to escape, and left one of his calling cards.”

“Well, where the hell is he?”

“Damned if I know.  If it was me, I’d split the scene after I blew the place.  Now, back to who set us up.”

“I’ll take care of that.  You find Billy.”

“Yeah, okay.  But I’m pissed.”

“Don’t blame you.”

“Fine...just so we understand each other.  This is the last mission I want to go on with information coming from whatever source dumped this load of crap on us.  So long.”

“Yeah, bye.  Get back to me if the info you have changes in any way.”

“Now how in the hell would that be?”

“As to Billy.”

“Oh, yeah.  Okay.  See ya.”

Bruce was smiling as he ended the call.  He could tell from the tone in Glenn’s voice that Glenn wasn’t a happy camper either.  He stood around trying to figure out what Billy might have done after blowing the camp up.

***
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While Bruce contemplated, Glenn was seething in Washington.  Badda Younis was one of three Arab Muslims pawned off on CIA from the White House, after the current President took office.  They were recommended with the “understanding” they would be given every opportunity to advance.  All were to be in The National Clandestine Service.  Glenn had kept a close eye on all three.  Two had turned out to be reasonable, though far from outstanding additions.  Younis was another matter.  Part of what had Glenn so upset, was that he was stupid enough to trust information gathered by Younis—information that had run the Asps into a train wreck.  
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