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HER JOB AT THE EMBASSY wasn’t supposed to involve a Navy SEAL...

Navy SEAL Brian “Blaze” Peterson can’t get the image of the American hostage kidnapped in Pakistan out of his head. Her sapphire blue eyes, strawberry-blonde hair, and youthful innocence call to him in a way no woman has before, yet they’ve never even met.

State Department linguist Madeline Foster doesn’t expect to be rescued after a month in captivity. The Navy SEAL who frees her from the hands of a ruthless terrorist makes her pulse pound, but it’s the job she hasn’t finished that haunts her dreams.

When Madeline returns to the embassy for crucial documents, Brian refuses to leave her side. She feels safe in the arms of the handsome SEAL, but after an attack on the embassy, are they too late to save themselves and fight for a future together?

SEAL’s Choice, a standalone novel, is book five in the sizzling Coronado Team 2 series.
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MADELINE FOSTER GROANED, warily eyeing the men holding her hostage as they spoke in hushed tones across the room. Her body ached from sleeping on the ground for weeks, chills wracking through her from the weight she’d lost while in captivity. She was dehydrated and weak, both from the minimal amount of food she’d been given and from an insufficient amount of insulin.

She shifted on the small bed, noticing that a woman’s voice now mingled with the others. She strained to hear, but they were talking too quietly for her to translate any of it.

It was both a blessing and a curse that her kidnappers knew she was a U.S. government employee. She was alive and mostly unharmed at the moment. When her group had been ambushed outside of the embassy in Islamabad weeks ago, it had been like a scene from a movie—shots fired, enemy combatants storming the vehicle she’d been riding in. A Marine Embassy guard had been shot during the incident. She’d been in a vehicle with three other embassy employees and a DOD contractor tasked to guard them. They’d been so close to the gates, just moments away from safety—and then the unthinkable.

She’d woken up hours later, tied up, somewhere in the mountainous region along the border. She’d heard her kidnappers mentioning Moheed Kalmati, the ruthless man responsible for instilling terror in the nearby villages and threatening the U.S. and its allies. Madeline had made a mistake early on, inadvertently letting her kidnappers know that she understood them. She’d been a risk to their operations. The Kalmati terror cell had traded her to another group for military-grade weapons. When she’d been taken further into the mountains, she’d assumed they were unorganized and underfunded. They’d slept in caves and eaten little. Yet now she was here in the home of a wealthy family, presumably in Afghanistan given that she’d heard snippets of Farsi.

Madeline blinked, looking around. Was she in a child’s bedroom? A servant’s? Aside from the twin-sized bed, there was a small chest of drawers, but there were no decorations on the walls. No rugs or tapestries. A shadow crossed the room, and she realized there was a small, covered window behind her, although the sun was setting. How long had she been sleeping? She felt dizzy.

The men began talking in low voices again, gesturing toward her.

She was still alive after all these weeks, managing to hang on. She’d had insulin and supplies with her, which she’d been allowed to ration and use. An American hostage was more valuable alive than dead. They’d killed the DOD contractor though. As for the others? Madeline didn’t know what had happened to them. Did the U.S. government assume she’d been killed? Was anyone even looking for her?

Her head pounded, and Madeline closed her eyes, dizziness overtaking her. The voices in her room began to fade. She stopped trying to listen, succumbing once more to the darkness.
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NAVY SEAL BRIAN “BLAZE” Peterson looked around the bonfire at his teammates, adrenaline surging through him. His fist was clenched, his jaw taut. This was it—the moment they’d been waiting weeks for. The media had just reported on the kidnapping of State Department employee Madeline Foster. As soon as the story broke thirty minutes ago, Brian knew his SEAL team would be sent in. The text from their commanding officer ordering the team to report for a briefing at oh-four-hundred tomorrow morning all but confirmed it. Although his team had rescued three American hostages from Pakistan during an op weeks ago, Madeline and a DOD contractor had been separated from the others. The contractor had been killed, and Madeline moved yet again, traded to another fucking terrorist group.

His blood boiled at the thought of any harm coming to the innocent woman. She was young—only in her twenties, with strawberry-blonde hair, a light dusting of freckles across her face, and full, pink lips. He’d studied her photograph longer than he should have, with more attention than he’d ever paid to any other hostage. It made no sense, but Brian felt responsible for her. They’d left her there in Pakistan when they’d rescued the others. Unable to determine her precise location, the team had been ordered back to the States with the three Americans they’d saved.

But as for Madeline?

She’d been left in the hands of monsters.

His SEAL team leader Everett “Ace” Walker nodded at him. Ace knew Brian had been pissed as hell over the entire fuck-up. While it had felt good to save some of the hostages, they’d failed in their missions. Two people had been left behind.

Ace moved toward Brian, leaving his fiancée’s side at the beach bonfire for a moment. Brian felt like he was about ready to burst, charged up and ready to storm into action. The kidnapped American was a linguist with State and spoke five different languages. She was an asset to their country, barely at the start of her career, not to mention a vulnerable woman. Brian wanted to move in and end the men who’d taken her. Hurt them in every way. He could only imagine what horrors she’d dealt with during captivity.

“This is it,” Ace said in a low voice. “Are you going to be able to keep your shit together?”

Brian scowled at him, the salty breeze from the Pacific doing little to cool his temper. “Affirmative. We’ve been waiting weeks to go back. I hate that we even have to wait another night.”

Ace held his gaze for a moment as the other men continued talking around them. They couldn’t discuss specifics. The men’s girlfriends were here at the bonfire—the men who had girlfriends at any rate. Brian and Owen “Havoc” O’Donnell were the only single guys left, although the way Havoc zeroed in on Olivia made everyone think they’d be together soon. Then it would just be Brian in a group of happy couples.

“I don’t think the story would’ve broke in the media unless intelligence had pinpointed her location,” Ace said. “Someone leaked the intel, knowing it would be major news.”

“I’m amazed it was kept out of the news this long,” Brian muttered.

“Madeline’s family wanted to raise hell, but State informed them it was for Madeline’s own safety to keep it under wraps. We needed time to gather all the necessary intelligence.”

“And now the entire world knows. This entire situation has been a clusterfuck from the get-go,” Brian said, clenching his fist. He’d been shocked as shit when he heard the news story on the radio earlier, with Madeline Foster’s name being shared with the entire world. He’d just pulled into the parking lot at the grocery store to grab drinks for the bonfire tonight, and the last thing he’d expected was the breaking story. Normally the missions his team went on were Top Secret. Now the entire fucking world knew her name. Brian hadn’t even bothered picking up the beers, instead backing his SUV out of the parking spot and speeding over to the beach where his teammates already were.

Ace frowned, looking concerned. “It will complicate the rescue. Worldwide attention on the kidnapping will mean people expect the U.S. military to move in—the terrorists will have a head’s up as well.”

“Those damn journalists will do anything for a story.”

“We don’t know how connected to the rest of the world the men holding her are. She was traded from Moheed Kalmati’s terror cell,” Ace said in a low voice. “No doubt the CO will have updated intel for us tomorrow. If they’re still up in the mountains, out of communication, maybe they don’t realize it’s all over the goddamn news.”

“We can hope,” Brian said.

Ace’s gaze swept across the bonfire, landing on his fiancée. He couldn’t tell Addison where they’d be deploying, but the women would figure it out. Mere moments after Brian had run up, their CO had texted the team to come in the following morning. Anyone would be able to put two and two together. The bonfire celebration had just taken a drastically different turn.

Ace cleared his throat, his gaze landing back on Brian. “Addison and I shared some other news right before you arrived.”

Brian raised his eyebrows. Ace and Addison were already engaged and living together. He was happy as hell for his friend, but that didn’t make his own life any less lonely. Funny how he’d never thought of it that way before. With his buddies finding women though, it hit home. They’d used to hit up the bars on Friday nights or watch football together on the weekends. His friends were busy with their girlfriends now. Shit. Ace had an actual fiancée. Life was moving on all around him.

“Oh yeah? What’d I miss?” he asked.

“Add’s pregnant.”

Brian’s jaw dropped in surprise, and then he grinned, slapping his team leader on the back. “No kidding? Congrats, man. That’s the first good news I’ve heard all evening.”

Ace chuckled. “Thanks, Blaze. It was earlier than we’d planned, but we’re excited. Life works the way it wants to sometimes.”

“Don’t I know it. But hell, man, that’s awesome. I can’t believe you’ll be a father,” he said in amazement.

“Me either,” Ace admitted. “We’ll be moving up the wedding. Addison said she doesn’t want to be nine months pregnant in her wedding dress. She’d look beautiful either way, but I’m happy if she’s happy.”

“Guess I ruined the celebration with the news about Madeline,” Brian said.

Ace lifted a shoulder. “We all got the texts from the CO not long after you got here.”

Some of their teammates came over, leaving the women talking amongst themselves. Havoc looked over at Ace, eyeing their team leader. “This is it, huh?” he asked quietly. “We’ll finally get her.”

Ace nodded, clenching his jaw. “I don’t know anything more than you at this point, but I’m assuming this is a go.”

“It’s about damn time,” Mark “Mayhem” Covington muttered. His gaze slid to Brian’s, knowing how agitated Brian had been for weeks about the matter.

“I wonder what her condition is,” Rob “Slinger” McPherson said in a low voice. “Aside from injuries sustained while in captivity, she’s diabetic. We’ll need a supply of meds and insulin.”

“I’ll handle it,” Brian interjected. “I already told the CO my sister is diabetic, so I’m familiar with administering insulin shots. I’m shocked as hell that Madeline had enough medicine with her to hang on this long. It’s a damn miracle she’s still alive.”

“I’m surprised they let her use it,” Havoc said. “Although they knew she was American. They wanted her kept alive, either to negotiate with the government or for their own fucked-up reasons.”

Brian bristled. He could only imagine what she’d dealt with. The grim reality was, she’d likely been sexually assaulted. Injured. The two women they’d rescued had been raped by Moheed Kalmati’s men, and the male hostage brutally beaten. Madeline and the DOD contractor had been separated from the others, with the contractor eventually tortured and killed. That only left Madeline, and the team knew next-to-nothing about her condition since the kidnapping.

“Wouldn’t she have gone into diabetic shock by now if she didn’t have enough insulin?” Rob asked.

“Yes. Without insulin, the body breaks down fat and muscle. It’s called diabetic ketoacidosis. She wouldn’t be alive if she’d suffered that,” Brian said. The men quieted, the grim reality of the situation sinking in. Madeline might not have much longer to live. It was crucial they got to her as quickly as possible.

“She’s a fighter,” Havoc said. “She’d have to be to have survived this long.”

Brian nodded, not saying anything. The woman looked so damn fragile in her photograph; it was hard to imagine her fighting for anything. The will to survive could be strong though. He hoped like hell she could hold on a little longer.

Ace glanced back toward the bonfire where the women were gathered. “We should get back. The likelihood is that we’re going wheel’s up tomorrow. Spend some time with your women tonight. We don’t know how long we’ll be gone.”
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MADELINE BLINKED IN confusion, sunlight coming in from the window above her bed. Her head throbbed, and she felt disoriented. She had no idea how long she’d been sleeping. Had it been hours? Days? She was still in the tiny bedroom, she realized. Low voices across the room caused her to suddenly snap to attention. She wasn’t alone.

“You are awake,” a woman said in Farsi, crossing toward her. Another person was walking out of the bedroom, pulling the door shut behind them. “We know you can understand us.”

Madeline eyed the woman, her vision blurry. She blinked again, the grogginess from sleep slowly beginning to wane.

“You are sick,” the woman said. She set a glass of water down on a small beside table. “Diabetic. My husband is getting more medicine for you.”

“Why?” she croaked. She couldn’t imagine what these people wanted with her. Although she’d been groped when she’d first been kidnapped weeks ago, the men who’d moved her to the mountains had left her alone. Bided their time. Being taken to this house made no sense. Had she been traded again? Sold? Were they demanding ransom from the U.S. Government?

Uneasiness washed over her. The day she’d been kidnapped, Madeline and several colleagues had been meeting with Pakistani officials. The first vehicle had already returned to the embassy compound. Her group was so close to safety. They’d neared the gates....

She shut her eyes.

“Why? You belong to my husband now,” the woman continued briskly in Farsi. “He is a wealthy man. The servants will be in soon to tend to you, but I wanted to see you for myself. You’ve been sleeping for days. You are his property now.”

Madeline’s throat closed up. Were these people insane? And had she really been out of it for days?

As she opened her eyes once more, she could see the woman was immaculately dressed in traditional Afghan clothing. Madeline felt filthy compared to her. Her own clothes were dirty and tattered, her skin grimy, her hair tangled and matted. Her looks were the least of her concerns when she was fighting for survival, taking everything day by day.

Her eyes drifted across the room, and she nearly gasped as she saw her backpack in the corner. Had someone put it there this morning? Her other personal items had been seized. One advantage she’d had in speaking Farsi fluently was being able to communicate with her captors. She’d almost gone into diabetic shock after the first few days, and they’d let her administer her insulin. She was also a risk to them. She could understand everything they said, so they’d negotiated with another group and gotten rid of her.

Madeline reached over, hating the way her hand trembled, and took a sip of the water. She hoped they weren’t drugging her, but her throat was dry. She needed fluids to survive.

How had she survived if she’d really been here for several days? How could she not remember any of it?

The woman’s sharp eyes noticed everything, watching as Madeline set the glass back down. “My husband will be pleased you are finally awake.”

“Who is he?” Madeline asked.

Ignoring Madeline’s question, the woman continued. “You will be brought food. Bathed. Given new clothing. My servants will tend to you.” Her gaze skimmed over Madeline’s slight form, covered by a blanket.

“What do you want with me?” Madeline asked.

“You are American,” the woman said, looking angry. “Young. You will become one of his wives. You’re going to give him American babies. They will be U.S. citizens and rightfully live in your country.”

She bristled, shock washing over her. What kind of twisted reality was she living in? “The U.S. government will be looking for me,” she said boldly.

“And if they already think you are dead?”

She stilled, refraining from saying anything else. They’d killed the DOD contractor assigned to protect the embassy employees. Shot the Marine guard. Madeline knew how to shoot a firearm but wasn’t a trained soldier. If those men had been hurt or killed, what chance did she have? Why would the government suspect she was still alive when weeks had already passed?

“My husband paid a great sum for you. Imagine his surprise learning that a young American woman was being held in the mountains, presumed dead by the rest of the world.”

Bile rose in the back of her mouth, a new feeling of horror washing over her. The woman could be bluffing. Goading her. But the reality was, she’d been separated from the others. She could indeed be presumed dead.

“Imagine the world’s surprise when you are discovered years later, alive, with children who are rightfully American citizens. You will return to your country then with them.”

“That’s crazy,” Madeline said, her voice trembling.

The woman flashed her a look of almost pity.

Madeline took a staggering breath. She was trapped in a living nightmare. And even worse, she had crucial intelligence she’d been in the middle of translating at the embassy. Information she needed to share with her boss. Madeline and her colleague had taken papers from a Pakistani source who’d been working at the embassy. Although he’d been deemed a trusted ally, several of the employees with State had been suspicious. A Foreign Service officer who’d been kidnapped along with Madeline suspected he was a traitor. Her friend knew some Urdu, but not as well as Madeline. She’d hidden the papers, quickly translating what she’d read—

A knock on the door startled her, jarring her from her thoughts.

“Enter!” the woman said in Farsi.

Madeline watched as two younger women walked in, one carrying a tray of food and the other an armload of clothing. The first woman began rapidly giving them instructions to bathe and dress her. Panic flooded through her, and she quickly tried to stand up from the bed, swaying with the sudden movement. The room began spinning as dizziness washed over her, and then Madeline stumbled, falling to the ground.

***
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BRIAN CLIMBED OUT OF his SUV and slammed the door shut at nearly oh-four-hundred, heading across the dark parking lot on base. It was early even for him, with the team normally doing PT an hour later before starting their day. The night shift was still on duty, getting ready to hand over the reins for the daytime crew. In a couple of hours, the base would be humming with activity.

He rolled his shoulders as he moved across the black asphalt, already feeling amped up. Nothing like a quick flight across the Atlantic. Right. There was nothing quick about it. He was itching for the briefing from the commander this morning. The sooner they learned the latest intelligence on Madeline Foster’s whereabouts, the sooner they could develop a plan and move in.

“Yo, Blaze!” a voice called out from behind him.

Brian glanced over his shoulder to see Tyler “Trigger” Howard heading his way. His hair was damp like he’d just showered, and Brian wondered if he’d gotten much sleep since his girlfriend and her young daughter lived next door. No doubt he’d want to spend the night with his woman before leaving on an op. If he had anyone, he’d feel the same way.

“You ready to roll, man?” Tyler asked.

“Yep. Bag’s already packed. I assume we’re a go.”

“Same here. I already told Rachel goodbye. If the op gets pushed out, well, so be it. I have a feeling it’s go time.”

“Did you catch the news this morning?” Brian asked.

“Her face is plastered on every media website around the world. It’s probably on every damn TV channel as well. So much for quietly infiltrating the enemy camp—or wherever the hell she’s being held.”

Brian yanked open the door to the building on base, and the men moved down the quiet hall. “We can handle them,” Brian muttered.

“Morning, fellas,” Ace said as they walked in to the bullpen. He’d been quietly conferring with the commander, whose gaze slid to them as well.

“Gentlemen,” Slate “Striker” Hutchinson said with a nod. “I presume you’ve seen the news.” The former SEAL was in his mid-forties and commanded the teams in Coronado. Well-respected by his men, he was known for being a stoic, hardened warrior. His teams successfully operated all over the globe, with no small part due to his diligence and careful attention to every detail.

“Roger that, sir,” Brian said. “Do we have any word on her condition?”

“Negative. She was sold to a wealthy Afghan,” Slate bit out. “The group holding her was planning to demand a ransom from the U.S. government, but he paid a hefty sum according to our sources.”

“What the hell?” Brian asked, anger rolling through him. How many hands had touched this poor woman? She’d been kidnapped in Pakistan, traded to another terror group for weapons, and then sold? Jesus Christ.

They heard voices in the hallway, and the rest of the team came walking in, looking wide awake and alert despite the early hour.

“Grab a seat so we can start,” Slate ordered, moving to the front of the room. He pulled up the latest intelligence report, displaying it on the massive TV screen. “Madeline Foster has been located in Afghanistan. We received raw intel from a reliable source at eighteen hundred local time yesterday. A wealthy Afghan businessman, Ikram Bukhari, purchased her from another terrorist group several days ago.”

“Holy shit,” Havoc muttered.

Slate leveled him with a glare. “He was operating under the assumption that she was presumed dead by the U.S. government. Less than an hour after we received intelligence on her location, the story of Madeline’s kidnapping was leaked to a Middle Eastern news channel and then blasted worldwide. We don’t know how long she’ll be held at his home or kept alive now that her name and picture are known to the entire world. The timing here is crucial. The Pentagon has been working with State and has ordered us to move in immediately to rescue her.”

Brian let out a breath, feeling the adrenaline pumping through his veins. “What’s the plan?”

“Bukhari lives in a wealthy, gated community,” Slate said, pulling up a series of aerial shots. “His mansion is surrounded by a fence and has armed guards. He has ties to the Kalmati terror cell that originally kidnapped her, which has caused additional tension. There are lots of eyes on this.”

“We’ll go in under the cover of night,” Ace said, taking over from their CO. “The helos will drop us at the outskirts of the community. Bukhari’s home is located in the southeastern corner. There’s a stretch of unoccupied land that’s adjacent to the neighborhood. With the position of his home, it will give us a good entry and exit point.”

“What about breaching the home from above?” Mark asked with a frown.

Slate nodded. “It’s an option. However, we don’t want further harm to come to the hostage. The element of surprise will be different moving quietly on the ground.”

“The armed guards are there twenty-four/seven,” Mark surmised.

“Affirmative. He’s clearly hiding something other than Madeline behind those walls. You’ll do a search of the entire home while you’re there and recover whatever information you can. The priority, however, is the rescue and retrieval of the hostage.”

“Understood, sir,” Ace said.

“Was any information given on her condition?” Brian asked.

The CO shook his head. “Our knowledge is limited. She’s alive but didn’t walk into the home on her own. Whether that was out of necessity or because she was bound, we don’t know at this time. The source didn’t provide additional information aside from confirming she was alive.”

Brian bit out a curse.

“We’ll get her, sir,” Ace said, eyeing their commander.

“The women and children there are not to be harmed,” Slate said. “Bukhari can be taken alive for interrogation. If he stands in the way of retrieving Ms. Foster, however, it ends there. I’ll get maps and satellite imagery to you. Start packing your gear. You’ll be going wheels up in three hours.”
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WHEN MADELINE AWOKE again, it was dark. The stillness of the house surrounded her, and she sensed that she was alone in the bedroom. Had she slept the entire day? She didn’t remember anything that had happened after the two women coming in earlier.

Shifting slightly, she realized she was wearing something other than the tattered, dirty clothes she’d had on before. She’d felt cleaner, too, she realized, terror snaking down her spine. Had those women undressed and bathed her? Who else had watched? Horror wracked through her even as her fingertips brushed over the soft clothing, confirming they’d definitely taken away her old clothes.

She didn’t think she’d been attacked—assaulted—despite that first woman claiming a man was going to take her as a wife. No doubt he’d come for her eventually. She was a prisoner in his home and would have no say in how he chose to use or abuse her body. She’d been fortunate so far. It was an irony not lost on her. What hostage would consider themself lucky? Rape had been a very real fear, however. Briefly, she wondered what had happened to her State Department colleagues. Were they being held elsewhere? Had they been hurt or killed? The DOD contractor had died trying to protect her. She wasn’t sure how to live with that knowledge.

Shifting slightly, Madeline struggled to sit up. She didn’t feel quite as disoriented as earlier. Had they given her insulin when they’d tended to her? She was still weaker than before she’d been kidnapped and malnourished. Her stomach rumbled with hunger, but she didn’t think any food had been left for her. Madeline wasn’t even sure the last time she’d eaten anything solid. She shivered as she slid to the edge of the bed, her feet landing on the floor. It probably wasn’t even that cold in the house; her body just couldn’t stay warm after everything she’d endured. It was difficult to imagine ever being warm and comfortable again. Tears smarted her eyes. She’d been too out of it during most days of her captivity to even feel sorry for herself, but now? She was alone for the moment in a small bedroom, not on the cold ground of a cave. She was coherent. Aware.

She swiped at her tears. There was no way in hell she was living here, a prisoner, for the rest of her life. As her eyes grew accustomed to the darkness and her breathing slowed, she wondered for a beat why she’d suddenly woken up. Even despite her terror, she’d slept through most nights as she’d gotten weaker. Her body simply couldn’t fight rest any longer.

Her head swiveled toward the window as she thought she heard movement outside. Were there guards? There was the slight sound of something shifting again, and she sensed someone was out there. Then it was quiet. Too quiet. Madeline froze, the hair on the back of her neck standing up. She couldn’t explain it but instinctively knew something was about to happen.

The explosion that rocked the house had her screaming and ducking for cover. Were they being bombed? Attacked? Although it wasn’t unheard of for State Department employees to have posts in war zones, she’d been in the relative safety of Islamabad—relative, because they’d still been ambushed. Taking the post in Pakistan was supposed to be career-launching, and now she’d probably regret it for the rest of her life.

Cowering down, Madeline covered her head. The sounds of gunfire erupted from outside, and she heard loud voices shouting. Shaking, she yanked the blankets off the bed and made herself as small as possible as she crouched near the wall. The bed was too small to hide beneath, and it wouldn’t stop anyone from finding her anyway. Who was attacking them? Another terrorist group? 

Minutes passed, and she heard more gunfire and shouts, this time from inside the home. Footsteps thumped down the hallway. Her breathing grew shallow as she began to break out in a cold sweat. Madeline wasn’t sure if she’d ever been so scared. The ambush outside of the embassy had been terrifying, but it’d been over almost instantly. This felt worse somehow. She was alone in the dark, helpless, waiting for some new monster to find her.

“Search every room!” A deep voice thundered.

Madeline froze. She’d spent weeks listening to men talking in Urdu or Farsi. She’d grown accustomed to heavy, foreign accents. She translated everything in her mind without conscious thought.

A door opened and slammed shut. “Clear!”

This man was yelling orders in English. Her mind whirled, almost unable to process what was happening. Another door opened and closed, the sound closer than before.

Yanking the blanket off, she peered around the bed toward her own door. She couldn’t even see much in the darkness, and her heart pounded in her chest as waves of nausea washed over her. Glancing down at her trembling hands, she realized she was literally shaking with adrenaline and fear. Had the U.S. military really found her? She’d given up hope that they’d even been looking as days went by.

Madeline cried out in surprise as the door to her room burst open, shrinking back against the wall. A light flipped on after a moment, and she shielded her eyes as a man wearing full combat gear, helmet, and night-vision goggles charged inside. She didn’t miss the scary looking rifle he was holding or the other weapons at his immediate disposal. “Madeline Foster,” his deep voice rumbled, the man moving quickly across the room toward her as she nodded. Another soldier stood in the doorway, alert, and she cringed as she heard more gunshots from another part of the home.
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