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Blurb:

Drew Steele is not only an IT whiz kid but a former Marine. Known for working with some of the highest-ranking individuals in the country, it's not long before he receives a call from none other than the Vice President. Now on a mission to gather his men to head to a hostile country to save not just any Marine but someone close to the Vice President, his best friend, Senator George Brighton, has asked him for a favor. Save her at all costs. Who?

His Daughter.

Despite being severely injured, Drew finds himself attracted to the Marine. Will Bailey give him the time of day, or will she say get lost? Will her father influence her to come back to Washington, or will she stay in Ft. Worth? Find out in this suspenseful, military romance.
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Drew

Beep...Beep...Beep

I slap the alarm.

Five minutes later:

Loud train whistle...loud train whistle...loud train whistle

Again, I slap the alarm.

Five minutes later:

Rooster crowing even louder...rooster crowing loudly...rooster crow... “Fuck!”

I slap the alarm one more time and throw the blanket off me. Swinging my legs over the side of the bed, my arms are on my knees, and my face is in my hands. What was I thinking drinking so fucking much last night? I wasn’t!

Standing, I make my way to the bathroom, do my business, and wash my hands and face. When I return to my bedroom, my phone starts blaring, YOUR ASSHOLE BROTHER IS CALLING! 

“Fuck, it’s too early for this shit.” I retrieve my phone from the charger on the nightstand. “This better be fucking good, or someone is dead.”

I hear my oldest brother, Desman, chuckle on the other end. “Well, good morning to you too, asshole.”

Plopping down on the edge of the bed, I rake my hand down my face. “What’s up, fucker?”

He chuckles again, “We have a mission. I need you to lead it.”

“Where?”

“Fallujah. A marine captain found herself captured. The CIA has hired us with POTUS approval. It’s a sanctioned op.” Dez goes silent for a minute, then continues, “She was on a routine mission when their convoy was hit, several of the members, including her, were taken. I’ve got the dossier prepped and you go up at thirteen hundred hours.”

“Fuck, give a man some time to wake up. Shit! Who is this Marine that got captured?” 

“I’ve got all the specifics. Meet me at the office in thirty.” Dez laughs, “Shower first though, you drank way too much last night.”

“You don’t have to tell me that. I hate bachelor parties. Fucker should have ran off and got married. I’ll be there in thirty.” 

“Roger that.” The phone goes dead.

My buddy, Jess Tucker, is getting married this weekend to Jewel Stover. Asshole’s taking the plunge. He’s got his hands full, and Jewel is a mess. Gorgeous but a mess. He won’t be going on this mission. Jewel would have my head.

I make my way back to the bathroom and take my three-minute shower. The Marine life never stops after you come home.

True to my word, I pull into the underground garage of our hidden office space on the east side of Ft. Worth. We are located as far away from downtown as possible. We made sure that we could get in and out of our facility without anyone knowing we were even here.

I park in my usual parking space and head for the elevator. We have top-notch security, and I know because I designed it. I place my hand on the imprint machine, wait thirty seconds, and then use the retina scanner before the elevator door opens. I really should change those thirty seconds to ten; it’s the longest thirty seconds ever.

The elevator door opens, I step inside and press the A1 button. We have a five-story office building you wouldn’t know was a top-notch security and investigations company. There is a front store for discreet purposes where we employ highly skilled former military people. We do not want to be found.

The elevator doors open to the executive suite. My brothers and I started the company after I sold my software plan to a multi-billion-dollar corporation several years ago. I made out pretty well. 

After we all returned from several overseas military missions, my brothers and I wanted to continue helping in a more personal, secretive way. We work with the government to rid the world of the bad guys, as many as we can, anyway. 

I walk into the conference room, and my three brothers are roaming around, getting coffee and whatever pastry Nona fixed for us. Our storefront is a bakery. God, she can bake. Nona, aka Mona Jackson, is a former Green Beret. She can take care of herself. Her staff consists of several of her former comrades. Did I mention she can bake? Yeah, she’s the best. You wouldn’t know she’s a badass Green Beret. Nona has grey hair, a fit body, and is fifty-three. She looks like someone’s grandmother. Someone’s badass grandmother.

“What’s up, assholes?”

All three of my brothers, Dez, Dayton, and Dean, all turn in my direction. Each one smiling at me.

Dayton speaks first, “Well, you don’t look to bad after all the fucking booze you drank last night.”

“Shut the fuck up, asshole. I’m fine. Let’s get this mission started.” I sit down at the large conference table. 

The table is big enough to seat twenty people. On the left wall, we have several large TV screens that serve as monitors for the computer embedded in the table. Each seat has a computer that can be projected onto the large TVs.

They all sit at their usual spots. 

Dez pulls up some maps and puts them on the far-left TV. Then, on the TV in the center, he shows the dossier. On the right TV, he throws up a picture and information about the woman we are rescuing.

Fuck, she’s gorgeous. 

Dez continues, “The map shows the last known whereabouts of Captain Brighton. We received this information last night from CIA headquarters. She was taken along with several of her troop members to a holding area, here.” He circles a spot on the map in the middle of the desert. There isn’t anything around.

“Is there some kind of camp there? I don’t see anything.” I look at him, puzzled.

He continues, “Yes, you can’t see the camp from this vantage point. Dean, pull up the other map.”

Dean puts a different map up.

Dez continues, “This is the camp. It’s rather small, and from the intel we received, there are only about ten to fifteen boots watching the place.”

“Oh hell, this will be easy then. My guys will take them out in no time. What’s the problem?”

“Booby traps. They have mines scattered all around this area. There were six SEAL team members nearly blown to smithereens.” Dez looks at Dayton, “Pull up the hot spot sensor map.”

Dayton puts the map up on the screen next.

“Here is where we have determined the hot spots are. You and your men will have to snake your way through this mess to reach the camp. Once you do, the Captain is being held in this location.” Dez circles a small structure.

“Why is this Captain so important that the U.S. government sends in a SEAL team and now hires us to go in and get her?” I look from one brother to another. 

Dayton takes over. “Captain Bailey Brighton is the daughter of one U.S. Senator, George Brighton. Senator Brighton wants his daughter back.”

I guess I look perplexed because Dean says, “She’s an asset, and that’s all we need to know.”

“She must have some special skills for the government to go after her. What about the rest of her team that was taken?” My mind keeps reeling as I stare at her picture.

Dez lowers his head, “She’s the only one left alive. This particular group has been boasting about the American troops that they have tortured and killed. They send pictures of each one as they are being tortured, then a video each time they kill one. They’ve been out there for over a week. She’s the only one left and she needs to come home.”

“Roger that. We’ll bring her home. Let’s get my guys in here and we’ll get going. Get it right,” I say, slightly louder.

My brothers all say, “Get it done.” It’s our motto.

I stand and head for the coffee; I need a lot of this shit before I board that plane.

***
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DAYTON AND DEAN LEAVE the conference room, and Dez and I stay behind. My guys start filing in and taking seats around the conference table.

Dayton is the President of our company. We all voted him in when we started because he has the best negotiating skills in the business. Dayton can stand his ground, but he will rationalize everything, think through every scenario, and make sure we are doing our business correctly.

Dean is the Vice-President. He is somewhat like Dayton but has a bit of a temper. He can rationalize situations but tends to get mad if things aren’t going his way.

Desman is in charge of missions. How they are run, identifying areas of need, searching for all possible ways to get something completed. 

I’m the frontman; I go in with my team and get the job done. 

My brothers all have served and are willing to go into any situation if needed. However, they prefer to stay in the office. 

I need to be out in the field; I thrive on that adrenaline rush. The men that serve with me have been by my side since the beginning. We have mastered every scenario that has been put before us.

Seated at the table are Rob Burns, Scott Mullins, Wes Landry, Shane Simmons, Alan Smith, Kane Templeton, and Max Dillion. All men I trust.

“Good morning, everyone. Glad we could all be here this morning after the wonderful night we had last night!” Dez is a comedian.

The room fills with snickers and laughs.

Dez continues, “We have a situation. We have to extract a Marine Captain from a hostile situation in Fallujah.” Dez continues the briefing, as he did with my brothers and me this morning.

As he is wrapping up, Rob asks, “When do we leave?”

“Thirteen hundred,” Dez confirms the time.

I look around the table at the men I’ve served with for over fifteen years. “We have a job to do. Meet in the simulator in thirty. We need to go over several maneuvers before we leave.”

The entire room says, “Roger that.”

I stand, “Get it right.”

“Get it done.” The entire room stands, and we file out. 

I head to my office to collect a few things before meeting the men at the simulator. It’s going to be a rough twenty-four to forty-eight hours.
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Bailey

My brain will not stop. I need to find a way out of here. My head hurts so badly I almost want to throw up. I can’t. I have to stay strong.

I look around for the millionth time. The walls of the tent are dark brown. During the day, a sliver of light comes through the cracks at the top of the tent. There is no light, so this is my sixth night in this hell hole.

Closing my eyes, all I see is my team being dragged from the Humvee by the very ones we were tracking. They must have doubled back. It’s the only explanation.

It’s dark, and we are moving at a decent clip across the desert. We received intel on the enemy camp, it’s only supposed to be about fifteen miles from where we were stationed. How the hell can that be? Then, there is a flash. “Stop! Take cover!” I scream as the flash of light hits right in front of the Humvee.

Specialist Mason Taylor swerves to the left too hard and we flip over on our side.

As the vehicle skids across the desert floor on its side, all I can think about is getting my men out of here. Where are we supposed to go? There is no cover anywhere, just a blank sandy canvas. 

I yell at my team, “Is everyone okay?”

“Roger, ma’am,” Specialist Taylor yells from the front.

“Roger, ma’am,” Private Mitchell Nolan, also in the front passenger’s side.

I look to my right, Gunner Jake Stone and Assistant Gunner Miranda Blake both nod. Miranda says, “Ma’am, we need to get out of here.”

“Carefully unbuckle your harnesses. Retrieve whatever firearms we can. We will slowly move to the door that is now above us.” I point up to the door that is now above our heads instead of on the right side of the vehicle. 

“Taylor and I will unbuckle our harnesses first. Then we will help each of you. That way, no one falls on the other.” I begin to unbuckle the harness strapped to my body. I retrieved my weapon that was on the floor below me. I set it aside, then helped Gunner Stone from his harness. 

Once Stone is out and ready, he helps his assistant, Gunner Blake, do the same.

After the five of us are unbuckled, we hear commotion above our heads. Within seconds, we are being thrown around the Humvee. It’s being turned back on its tires.

I hear sneers and fucks throughout the vehicle as we all readjust.

Before we can get our wits about us, all four doors fly open. There are arms pulling me from the vehicle. A fist lands on my nose, causing me to go blind for a minute.

My helmet is thrown from my head, my arms are twisted behind my back, and I’m forced to the ground. I try to look around to see my men. 

Taylor and Nolan are both down, and Blake and Stone are fighting for their lives with two Iraqis who now have them down before they can fight too much. 

I scream at them, “We are United States Marines. You will fucking regret this.”

As the five of us lay on the desert floor, face down, all I see are boots in front of my face. Then, a boot to my face and I’m out.

I roll my neck and gently open my eyes. When I look around, I’m in a tent with the other four members of my team. Each of them is also out. My hands are tied behind my back, and my head starts throbbing as I try to sit up.

I shake it off, “Hey,” I whisper.

No one moves.

“Hey,” I say in a little louder voice. 

I scan the area. Mason is across from me, lying on his back, hands behind him, I assume bound. Mitchell looks like they threw him in, and he landed on his face next to Miranda, who is in a fetal position, hands also behind her. Jake is next to me, face down, hands bound behind his back.

Specialist Mason Taylor, thirty-eight, father of two, and a very devoted husband.

Private Mitchell Nolan, twenty-one, joined the Corps to show his dad he could.

Guner Jake Stone, twenty-seven, just had his first son and loves his wife.

Assistant Gunner Miranda Blake, thirty, never married, wants to make the Corps her life.

Each of my team needs to make it home. Each one has family to return to. I’ve got to get them out of here.

Nudging Jake with my foot, “Jake, wake up.” I speak as sternly as I can without being too loud. 

He mumbles.

“Jake Stone, wake the fuck up!” My voice is now more commanding.

He moves slightly, “What the fuck?”

“Jake, we have to get everyone awake. Wake up.”

“Captain? What the fuck happened?” Jake moves so that he is now on his side. His eyes are swollen but not swollen shut. He has a bright red mark on his cheek that will probably bruise.

“We have been captured. All I know, they were Iraqi. No idea how they got around us the way they did. Help me wake the others.” I start to crawl toward Miranda. I nudge her with my knee, “Miranda, wake up.”

After a few more nudges, she stirs. “Captain, what...” She rolls to her knees and is now facing me.

“Let’s get everyone up and we’ll talk.” We all three move toward Mason and Mitchell.

After several attempts, they finally wake.

Each of us has several bruises forming on our faces. They stripped us of our gear. We only have a T-shirt and our pants on. No shoes.

We finally all get sat up, form a small circle, and we are now all facing each other on our knees.

“We need to see if we can get our hands undone. Mason, work on Mitchell. Jake get Miranda’s. Work fast and quietly. I have no idea when they’ll be back.” 

Mason looks at me, “You first, Captain.”

“No! I need you to undo them first, then me. We’ll need to work fast. Now do as you are ordered.”

He looks at me deflated, “Yes, ma’am.” He moves to Mitchell, and they are back-to-back and begin working on getting their hands unbound.

I listen and watch the flap of the tent that leads out. We have to find a way out.

I hear a noise. That can’t be good. I’m not supposed to be checked on for a while yet. I have it down now. They only come during the day. As soon as the light slivers through the crack, they are here within the count of ninety. 

It’s dark. They can’t be coming now. I have no way out. My team is gone. It’s just me. I’m next.
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Drew

As the mighty Black Hawk Helicopter lowers, we look at each other. Each knows this is a volatile country and that anything is possible. We have so many contingency plans that it’s unreal but necessary. 

Plan A: We exit the chopper and move southeast. Our last intel was that she is being held in a small, isolated area northwest of Fallujah. We land twenty klicks from the location, just over twelve miles. We are going to make our way through the terrain on foot. We will approach the area, take out all the militants, and rescue the girl. Then back to the rendezvous point, which is twenty-two klicks due north. Let’s hope we don’t have to use any other plans.

I point my fingers at my eyes, motioning for my men to watch me. I give them the sign to watch your six and then I move. Boots on the ground, no sound. We move silently across the desert floor. There are sand dunes keeping us covered, but not much else. 

Silence is key. 

We make our way to the edge of the compound where the Captain is being held. There are two guards. I give the sign for Rob and Scott to move to the guards; they begin moving. I signal Wes and Shane to move to the back of the compound and take out any guards. Slicing their throats is the most effective way to do this.

Using hand signals, we can communicate without words. Rob and Scott reappear next to us and give a four-finger motion. Which means there are four more within the inner barrier on our side. 

Each of us has a com unit in our ear in case we need it. We also use beeps on the earpieces when we can’t see each other. I hear two beeps in my left ear. This means Wes and Shane have their two and are moving to the other side of the compound. Kane and Max are on my six. 

Rob and Scott move toward the area around to the other side and will meet up with Wes and Shane. We have to make sure the perimeter is secure before we go further.

After several minutes, I hear one beep in my left ear, and all is clear. I see the four men moving back in my direction.

Once we have the perimeter secure, we move in.

As we start to move forward, the team penetrates the gate with no problem; it isn’t even locked. That’s when one of the guards decides to come out for a smoke break. 

Three of us move to the left, and the other four move to the right and snuggle up against the wall of the building. I glance around the corner, just the one. I see Wes across from me, looking in the same direction. I give the sign for K, I want Kane to get this one. He’ll break his neck. 

As I watch, Kane moves slowly behind the guard, puts one hand on his neck, one hand on his forehead, and pulls the man’s head to the side and back swiftly, successfully breaking the bastard’s neck. Kane pulls him off to the side, leaving him where he can’t be seen from any direction. 

Kane makes a motion that we should move.

We all move in unison toward the front door. Kane opens the door slowly. Max has his weapon raised and focused on anything that moves.

We hear laughter echoing down the hallway, and we follow the sound. As I peer through a small door window, I see three men sitting around a card table playing cards. They are just sitting there talking and laughing. I assume they are waiting for the man who stepped out to smoke.

I want to clear the building before we take these three out. Motioning to Alan, I tell him to stay here and watch the door from across the hall where he can’t be seen.

The rest of us continue silently through the building, clearing each room. We come to the end of the hallway and there are no more rooms and no Captain either. We need to keep one of those assholes alive, preferably one that speaks English.

We make our way back toward the room that had the three men in it. Alan is waiting across the hall and motions all is well.

The building is secure except for the three in that room, as long as no one drives up in the middle of the night. 

I smile.

They all look at me. They all know what happens next.

I nod, each one falls in line behind me. We burst into the room with our guns drawn, seven weapons pointing at the three men. 

I scream, “English!”

The three assholes sit with their hands in the air, wide-eyed and with no sound.

Again, I scream, “English! Who here speaks English?”

Each one of them looks at the others. Still no sound. 

Rob, being one of the biggest of us all, walks over to the person on the opposite side of the table, yanks him up by the collar of his shirt, and the chair makes a loud clanking noise as it hits the ground. “My man asked you a question. I think you better answer.”

“Cerda allinglesya.” The man’s hands are down at his side.

Rob has him pulled up so that his toes barely touch the ground. “Min ytuhodte allinglesya?”

Thank goodness Rob knows a few words from his time spent over here.

The man cuts his eyes to the left, then back at Rob, but he doesn’t say a word.

Bingo. I cut my eyes to Scott, the second biggest guy in the room. 

Scott yanks the asshole up out of his seat, drags him over to the wall, and shoves him against it, pushing his forearm into his neck. “Speak...now!”

The man is sweating profusely, and I don’t think it has anything to do with the desert heat, either. 

Scott’s size is very intimidating. However, he’s a teddy bear most of the time. “Speak now. Where is the girl?”

In a very thick Arabic voice, he speaks. “Not here.”

“Where then?” Scott is getting impatient.

He speaks again, “Tent, about one point six kilometers. But she’ll be dead soon.”

Scott smiles at the man and says, “Not on my watch; she won’t. Let’s go.” He drops the man to the ground, grabs his arm, and jerks him toward the door.

We all follow with the other two in tow.

Scott’s voice is lower, “Where?”

The man points to the back of the building. “Back there.”

“How many guards?” Rob asks.

The man looks at the ground. “Only one.”

Scott jerks him around again. “How fucking many are there? The truth asshole!”

“Three...alright.” The man said in broken English.

I pull my handkerchief from my pocket and tie it around the mouth of the man I’m holding on to. Then, I take the zip ties from my back pocket and tie his hands behind his back.

Scott does the same with his man.

Alan has the third man and repeats our actions.

Once they have all been secured, they are placed back inside the building. Alan stays behind to watch them as we head to the back of the compound and to search for the Captain.

It’s fucking dark out and hard to see. The stars are not shining as brightly as they were before. We don’t want to risk being seen, so we avoid using any of our flashlights. 

Finally, we spot a man smoking a cigarette. There’s one. Why would they have three guards around one woman? Where are the other two? I point to Scott to move to the left, and then, I point to Rob to move to the right. We hold our position until they are in place.

Rob whispers over the coms, “One on the right.”

Scott does the same, “One on the left.”

“Take them out, quietly,” I whisper back into my com.

Once those two are out, Scott and Rob return. Now we just have to take out the last one. Hopefully, this will be it.

I pull my Barrett M107A1 sniper rifle to my shoulder, find my target, take a slow, deep breath, and let it out as I pull the trigger. Point blank shot to the forehead. The man drops, and the cigarette rolls out of his hand onto the ground.

We all cautiously move toward the tent. So far, we haven’t seen anyone else, but that doesn’t mean there isn’t more out there. 

We move inside the tent, which is actually a large three-room tent. Making our way through the center, we check each compartment in the tent, clearing it.

When we reach the back of the tent, there is a solid door. We all look around at each other. A tent with a solid door? Weird. 

I reach for the knob, turn it slowly, and open the door. It enters into a small concrete room. It’s pitch black in here.

Scott pulls his flashlight up, turns it on, and scans the room. 

I point. In the corner is a small lump. It has to be her. As I make my way to the form lying on the blanket on the floor, my men surround me, watching my back.

Leaning down, I gently put my hand on a warm body. “United States Special Forces.”

When the body turned toward me, the face I saw was not the one of Bailey Brighten. “Who?” The voice was low and husky. “Who are you?” 

This person’s face was badly beaten. One eye was swollen shut. The dark hair stuck to her face, she is almost unrecognizable. 

“Drew Steele, United States Special Forces. We are here to take you home.”

I see a tear slip from her eyes and roll down her cheek, and she moves very slowly. 

Her arm is held tight against her stomach as if it were broken or something. Her face is bruised and battered so badly, but I saw one beautiful hazel eye peer at me. She’s scared, of course.
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