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Fast-paced action.

Characters you’ll love.

Clean language.

I write what I enjoy reading – globe-trekking action thrillers packed with fistfights, gunfights, lovable main characters, and heart-pounding excitement and adventure...all with clean language, no graphic sex, and an undertone of faith from a Christian worldview.

With more than 30 of my published works available to you, each book focusing on a protagonist from the military/law enforcement arena (U.S. Marines, Army Rangers, FBI, U.S. Marshals Service, Big Sky County Sheriff’s Office, Immigration & Customs Enforcement - ICE), you’re sure to find your next great Alex Ander novel at your favorite bookseller.

To see my complete library of action thrillers, and get your FREE ebook while you’re there — Escape & Evade — visit my website at...

AlexAnderNovelist.com
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A Prayer of David.

 

“Hear, Lord, my plea for justice; pay heed to my cry;

Listen to my prayer from lips without guile.”

 

—Psalms Chapter 17, Verse 1

.

 

 


ONE

—— Billy ——

 

 

April 15; 9:48 p.m.

Norfolk, Virginia

 

 

The door opened a crack. Drooping between the edge of the door and the wood frame, the cheap gold-colored chain provided the occupants an illusion of security. Anyone capable of lifting a leg could detach the tiny screws affixing the latch to the door. An eye emerged, centered in the crack and an inch above the bowed chain. The round eye was reduced to a sliver, the brow overhead curving inward toward a partially obstructed long and slim nose. A woman’s voice, hoarse and raspy from either, too little sleep, or too many cigarettes mumbled, “What do you want?”

“Not what…whom, Gina.” Jessica Devlin tilted her head to the left and went to her tiptoes. “I’m here to speak with Billy.”

“He’s not here.” Gina’s eye glanced at the floor. “He split about a month ago.”

“Is that so? Then, how come I saw his truck parked out front?”

Gina twisted her head. A second later, her eye was back.

“Open the door, Gina, so we can talk like civilized people.”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

“Why’s that? Is it because you’re hiding Billy?”

The eye narrowed again. “I told you, we split. He’s long gone and I’m glad. He never treated me right anyway.”

“I was hoping we could do this the easy way, but if I have to I can come back with a lot more people. We’ll trash the place. You know what’ll happen. Is that what you want? I don’t—” Devlin heard a commotion further inside the fourth floor apartment and shot to her tiptoes again. “Who’s in there with you, Gina?”

“It’s…probably just my cat.”

“I thought you were allergic to cats.” Devlin caught a glimpse of a man’s face and shouted, “Stop right there, Billy. Don’t you take another—” she watched the man turn his back and bolt across the room, “damn it.” She threw back the right half of her black leather jacket and grasped the butt of a forty-five caliber 1911. “Open the door, Gina…now.” The handgun cleared the holster and Devlin lowered her stance. “If you don’t, then you’d better step back…one way or another I’m coming in.”

The apartment door behind Devlin swung inward and a man in boxers and a muscle shirt stood in the doorway. Black socks, one slouched at his ankle, completed his ensemble. Scratching the three-day stubble on his cheeks, he used his free hand to scratch behind his boxers. “What’s with all the noise out here? People are trying to sleep. Shut the hell—”

Devlin stuck out her left hand and showed the man the object she clutched, her eyes remaining fixed on the woman. “United States Deputy Marshal, sir. Go back inside. This doesn’t concern you.” The door slammed behind her. “Make up your mind, Gina. You’ve got two seconds.” Devlin dipped her shoulder.

“All right, all right,” screamed Gina, while closing the door. The chain dragged across the latch before the door opened to reveal a short woman with straight, greasy hair plastered to her head. Her ears poked through the stringy strands, giving her the look of a hobbit. Dark rings encircled the woman’s eyes. She was wearing a white, off-white or gray bathrobe. The original color would have been a mystery to everyone but the manufacturer and the owner. The woman pressed her body against the wall.

Devlin rushed into the apartment, heading in the direction she had seen Billy running.

“Don’t hurt him,” cried Gina. “He didn’t do nothing.”

Devlin did a cursory search of the visible area to make sure the room was clear. Reaching an open window on the far side of the dwelling, she leaned out and yanked her head back inside. She was unsure if Billy had a gun; however, there was no need to give him a target. She heard a crash on the fire escape ladder. After holstering her weapon and sneaking another look, she climbed out the window and descended the stairs.

Getting to the second floor, she leaned over the railing and saw Billy and the retractable ladder moving in unison. “You know I’m going to catch you, Billy.” She propelled her body around the landing and took the steps two and three at a time. “And, when I do, you’re going to wish you’d stopped.” She hit the last landing at full speed, grabbed the handrail and hurled her body away from the fire escape. The block-style two-inch heels of her black knee boots caught the third rung. She leapt off the ladder and dropped halfway down, grabbing another rung to stop her momentum. Repeating the movement two times more, she hit the concrete, spun on her heels and took off down the alley.

Her heart pounding, Devlin took a hard right at the end of the alley. Water splashed from a puddle when she drove off her left foot and sprinted down the sidewalk. She saw the back of Billy’s shirt, a black t-shirt sporting the name of some rock band she did not know.

Billy glanced over his shoulder, his eyes wide. The muscles in his face straining. Turning back around, he collided with a woman, who was focused on the phone in her hand. She spun around and the cell flew out of her hands. Profanity followed.

Devlin dodged and weaved around people. Twisting her five-feet, ten-inch athletic figure, she squeezed between two young lovers and apologized over her shoulder. Bobbing her head left and right, she spotted her prey when a group of teenagers entered a café. He turned right, going down an adjacent alley. She came to a halt and looked at the name of the restaurant. A grin flashed across her face, while she rushed into the establishment and ran to the back, her badge in hand. “Excuse me, excuse me.” She gently redirected customers out of the way with one hand. The other hand held her badge above her head. “I’m with the Marshal’s Service.” She sidestepped a waiter, who nearly dumped a tray of food on her patrons in an effort to avoid a collision. “Sorry about that,” Devlin called out to the woman.

Entering the kitchen, she bumped into another server. This time, plates crashed to the floor. She had no time to assist the woman, a full dish of a tomato-based entrée running down the woman’s white uniform. “I’m so sorry.” She ran around the grill and bolted for the other side of the kitchen, making a mental note of the woman’s face. I’ll stop back and reimburse her for the loss. Throwing her hands out in front of her body, Devlin hit the horizontal bar on the door and barreled into the alley.

Gasping for air and thinking he had lost his pursuer, Billy had slowed to a jog. When the door to his right swung open, he realized he was wrong. He accelerated to a sprint. A quarter of the way down the alley, he reached for his stomach, while his other arm continued to pump. His pace slackened and he doubled over before stopping. Bent over at the waist with both arms wrapped around his belly, Billy took huge gulps of air. Cocking his head, he saw the dark outline of a tall woman silhouetted against a streetlamp. She looked like the all-black stickers on the back windows of pickup trucks. Instead of posing provocatively like the stickers, she strode toward him. Above the car horns honking in the distance, he heard the heels of her boots making contact with the concrete.

“I told you I’d catch you, Billy.”

He straightened. “How’d you…” He took a deep breath and exhaled.

Devlin jerked her thumb behind her. “I knew this alley passed behind the kitchen.” Her heart rate had returned to normal. Chalk up the quick recovery time to a strict weekly exercise regimen of kickboxing and jogging. “I had a hunch you’d try to double back for your truck.”

“Son of a…” Billy studied the alley ahead of him before coming back to the Deputy Marshal. His eyes darted left and right. He sized up the federal agent. His strength was coming back to him and the flaming sensation in his sides had subsided. He recalled his most recent stint in jail. I’m not going back—not now, not ever again.

Devlin ambled toward Billy, producing a pair of handcuffs from under her jacket. “Is it going to be the easy way or the—”

Billy whirled around and took off like a sprinter out of a starting block. He had not run ten steps before he felt his body floating through the air. His left side hit a metal dumpster, sending a burning pain up his arm. He bounced backward, but stayed on his feet, only to be driven into the side of the metal box again. His lips kissed the edge of the container. He smelled the remains of last night’s dinner, only the stench made his stomach churn.

With her forearm pressed against Billy’s neck and her hand full of t-shirt, Devlin thrust her knee between his thighs and wrenched the man’s right arm behind his back. “If you move, I’ll knock your teeth out.” She locked the handcuffs around his wrists, took a step backward and ran the fingers of one hand through her jet-black medium-length straight hair. Letting out a visible breath of the cool night air, she tilted her head and gazed at the stars. “Why do you always choose the hard way, Billy? Just once it would be nice…” she rotated her head. Somewhere down the alley, an empty bottle rolled across the pavement. Four figures materialized from the shadows and closed the distance. One twirled a baseball bat, possibly a club, while another dragged a chain along the concrete behind him.

∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞

.

 


TWO

—— Punk ——

 

 

The men fanned out and surrounded Devlin in a half-circle. The chain man stood to the right. On the left was baseball bat. The two in the middle appeared to be unarmed. The dark-skinned Latino directly in front of her wore a tattered and dingy muscle shirt, baggy shorts that came below his knees and white high-end tennis shoes in immaculate condition. The man hoisted his shorts. Letting them go, they immediately fell back down. If it weren’t for the weapons in play, Devlin would have laughed and told them to get lost.

“Hola chiquita,” said Shorts in a Spanish accent. “Who you supposed to be?” He gave her an exaggerated scan and added, “Some sexy superhero—all dressed in black.” He looked to his gang and received the adulation he was expecting. “Hey sexy superhero, how about you come over here and give me a kiss.” More laughter ensued.

Devlin saw Shorts motion toward himself, but the spot he picked was not his lips.

Billy pivoted away from the dumpster. “This chick’s crazy, dudes. Help me out. She’s—”

Her eyes never straying from Shorts, Devlin grabbed a handful of Billy’s hair and shoved his face into the trash container. “Quiet Billy, while I speak to these gentlemen.” She paused, her muscles tense. Never letting go of Billy’s slick mop, she moved her right hand to her midsection. “I have no issue with you boys.” She dipped her head slightly, staring down Shorts. “Let’s keep it that way.”

“Ooh, damn girl,” mocked Shorts. He pointed a curved finger at Devlin, accentuating the gesture with his whole body. “You got some big ones, coming into our turf and disrespecting us like that. In case you haven’t noticed,” he used the same curved finger to include the men around him, “it’s four against one.” He laughed and took a step closer. “I’ll take those odds any day.”

“I wouldn’t, punk.” Devlin peeled back her jacket and cleared the 1911 from its holster. The muzzle went straight for Shorts’ nose. “Your boys brought chains and baseball bats to a gun fight. Not too smart, homey.”

Shorts froze. The hole at the end of the gun was bigger and blacker than the night sky. After a quick sideways glance at his crew, he recovered his manhood and crossed his arms over his chest. Cocking his head off to one side and jerking a thumb toward the man to his right, he smirked and said, “Who says we don’t have guns?”

Devlin squinted. “That’s why you two will be the first to die.” The realization of potential imminent death wiped the sneer from Shorts’ face. The darkness provided the perfect backdrop for Devlin to see the color drain from the man’s cheeks. His shoulders slumped and the expanded chest sunk. She whipped her head to the right. “Let go of the chain.” The man hesitated. “Drop it now or I swing the hand cannon your way.” He complied and she went back to staring at Shorts. “You there…Louisville Slugger…I want to hear the sound of wood bouncing off the—” the bat resounded off the hard surface, hitting a few times before coming to rest, “…pavement.”

Devlin let go of Billy, kicked him in the back of the knees and he dropped to the concrete. “Have a seat, Billy and don’t go anywhere. We’re not done.” Taking a two-handed grip on the forty-five, she motion for Louisville Slugger and Chain to join his friends. “I want all of you to get the hell out of here,” the pistol swayed left and right, encompassing all of them, “before I arrest you for…” she paused, “for something. But, before you leave, let me give you a piece of advice.” She pointed the weapon at the crotch of Shorts, who reflexively crossed his hands in front of his groin. “If you’re going to act tough…for crying out loud, pull up your pants. Who’s going to take you seriously with your shorts hanging down below your crack?”

Shorts glanced at his fellow gangbangers. They twisted their faces and shrugged.

She motioned with her head. “Get out of here.” They started to take off down the alley toward the kitchen door Devlin had exited. “Not that way, boys.” She waved the gun in the opposite direction. “Head back the way you came and crawl back into your hole.” Once they were gone, she holstered her weapon and helped Billy get to a sitting position, his back to the rusting dumpster.

“You broke my tooth,” he said, the last word sounding like ‘toof.’

“As I said I would if you jerked me around.” She held out her hands and raised her shoulders. “None of this had to happen, Billy. I just wanted to talk. There was no warrant for your arrest. You weren’t in trouble. But, you ran.” She tapped the badge on her belt. “And, because I wear one of these, I have a duty to chase anyone who flees from me.”

“I didn’t do nothing.” Once again, the letter ‘F’ sounded in the last word. He was tired. His tooth was aching and he was on the verge of tears.

Devlin felt sorry for him. Every word she had said to him was true. People like Billy, however, panic when they see a law enforcement officer. They have been in trouble with the law so much they automatically think they did something wrong and run. It was the nature of the beast. She approached him, squatted and sat on her haunches. She smiled and spoke to him in a calm tone, almost as if she were speaking to a small child. “I just need some information from you and you can go.” She shook her head. “No strings attached…I promise.” She gave him time to compose himself. “Tell me where I can find Tony Fusco.”

∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞

.

 


THREE

—— Laurel Park ——

 

 

Billy expanded his chest and sighed. “I don’t work for him anymore. Why do you want him?”

Devlin dipped her head and slowly shook it. “You don’t get to ask questions.” She glanced down the alley, hoping the hoodlums had been smart and were not planning a return visit. “Just answer my questions, okay? Where’s Tony Fusco?”

Despite the cool temperatures, sweat beads formed on Billy’s forehead. “How should I—” he caught himself, “I don’t know. I haven’t seen Tony in a year.”

“But, you know his usual hangouts.” Devlin squinted. Billy’s face was twisted. If he bit down any harder on his lower lip, he would draw blood. Well, more blood. “What’s the problem, Billy?”

After a few seconds of silence, the man opened his mouth to speak, but shut it and turned away.

“All I need from you is some information. Point me in the right direction and I’ll take care of the rest.” Her jacket pocket vibrated.

Billy whipped his head around. “Tony would kill me if he knew I ratted him out. It wouldn’t matter that I wasn’t working for him. He’s loyal to his friends, but,” Billy shook his head, “he’s brutal to snitches.”

Devlin stood and fished out her cell. She held out her arms and glanced around the alley. “We’re the only ones here. I won’t tell him where I got the information.” She lifted her phone. “I need to take this. Think about it, Billy.”

She stepped away and took the call. “Hey, babe, how are you?” She ran fingers through her hair, stopping and holding a handful at the back of her head. The overhead lamp shone on her white forehead. Dark, but not black eyebrows, thick and trimmed, rested above dark brown eyes. Her nose was petite and slim, following the slender lines of her jawline. A full lower lip protruded below a thin upper lip. “I’ll be home as soon as I can…We’ve been over this. My job requires me to work crazy hours…Do you remember the promise I made to you?” Devlin let go of her hair and rubbed the back of her neck. “That’s right. Babe, trust me when I say I’ll never leave you…Listen, I have to go. I’m in the middle of something right now…I love you, too…See you soon…Bye.”

Devlin spun, tucked the phone into her jacket pocket and approached Billy. She lifted her eyebrows and cocked her head. “Help me out here, Billy. No one’s going to find out it was you. I don’t give up my sources. You know that.”

Billy had already made his decision before she ended her call. “Where have looked so far?”

“McGinley’s, The Rib Shack, Jefferson’s,” she held out a fourth finger, “I staked out his place downtown—”

Billy pointed at her with his chin. “What about the strip joints?”

Devlin’s jaw slackened and she closed her eyes. “Yeah,” she said, drawing out the word. “I’ve seen enough boobies to last me the rest of my life.” She bent over and helped Billy to his feet. “Does he have any new places?” She unlocked the handcuffs and holstered them.

Rubbing his wrists, Billy stared blankly at the brick wall of the building across the alley. He wagged his finger in the air between them. “Right before I left…Tony was all juiced about the horses. It was—”

“Horse racing,” Devlin verified.

“Uh-huh. It was a new hobby for him. When he wasn’t filling his fat face and stuffing singles in G-strings, he was dropping cash at the racetracks.”

She pulled out a notepad and pen. “Which tracks did he go to?”

“Laurel Park…Middle Spring,” he cupped his chin and stroked it, “there was one more, but I can’t think of it—wait a minute.” He shot a finger at Devlin and blurted, “Montpelier…”

“Steeplechase,” Devlin said.

“Yeah, that’s it. Start with Laurel Park, though. The last I heard Tony was talking about buying a horse and running it out of Laurel. I’m not sure if that ever happened, but I know he spent more time at that track than the others.”

Devlin scribbled in the notepad.

Billy seemed to read her mind. “That’s all I know, Devlin.”

She exchanged the notepad for a business card and handed it to him. “Call me if you remember anything else.” She pulled out a gold money clip with a six-pointed star engraved on the face. The words ‘Justice Integrity Service’ were etched in a half-circle beneath the modified seal for the United States Marshal Service. She peeled off several twenties.

“Whoa,” said Billy. “That clip’s got to be worth more than the scratch it holds.”

“It’s a gift from a loved one.”

“Then they must have loved you a whole lot.”

Devlin undid a bill and stopped short of separating it from the wad. Her mind drifted to the giver of the gift. She smiled, but the gesture quickly faded. She shot out her hand. “This is for a dentist. Get your teeth looked at.” She started to slip the money clip into the front pocket of her hip-hugging stonewashed blue jeans, but stopped. She removed two more twenties, held them in the air and locked eyes with her informant. “This is for Gina. Do something nice for her. She needs a win, Billy.”

“Thanks, Devlin. I will.” He counted the cash before stuffing it into his pocket.

“I’m sorry this had to go down this way. I really wish we could’ve conducted this meeting back in Gina’s apartment…” she quickly looked around the area, “instead of a dirty back alley.” She spun to walk away, but stopped when he called out to her.

“I’m trying to make an honest living, you know. It’s hard for an ex-con like me.”

Devlin turned back to the man and gazed at him for a moment. “I know this might be difficult to accept, but honest men don’t run from the law. Don’t give us a reason to think you’ve done something wrong.” She nodded her head. “Take care of yourself, Billy.”

∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞
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FOUR

—— Busted ——

 

 

March 16; 2:05 a.m.

Alexandria, Virginia

 

 

Jessica Devlin slithered into the bedroom. Staring at the bed in the darkened room, she lost her bearings and the butt of the 1911 on her hip banged against the door she was easing back to a closed position. She winced and brought her shoulders to her neck, hoping that if she stood still, the person in the bed would not awaken. A few moments passed and the lump under the covers did not stir. So far so good.

Tiptoeing across the room, she had covered half the distance between the door and the bed when her boot kicked something, sending the item flying and bouncing off a hard object. Scrunching her nose and grimacing, she stopped and stared again. She wanted to touch her badge to verify she was a federal agent. I can’t even sneak into a room without making a racket.

Standing at the edge of the bed, Devlin lifted a leg onto the mattress, slowly reclined and brought her other leg up to join the first one. Lying on her left side, she stretched out her left arm across a pillow. Before she could lower her head onto her shoulder, a voice muttered from under the hand-knitted quilt.

“Mom…is that you?”

Devlin closed her eyes and cranked her head backward. Busted. Keeping her voice at a whisper, she hoped to guide the child back to sleep. “Yes, babe, it’s me. I just wanted to see you for a little bit. Close your eyes and go to sleep.”

The bedcovers ruffled, while the bulge beneath them moved. A tiny arm appeared, throwing back the quilt. A five-year-old with tousled dark brown hair and half-closed eyelids crawled closer to Devlin, until she was nestled between her mother’s left arm and body. The girl curled into a ball and laid her head on Devlin’s chest. “Mommy,” murmured the girl?

“Yes, Cassandra, what is it?” Devlin played with the girl’s hair.

“Thank you for keeping your promise…I love you.”

Devlin smiled. “I love you, too. I will always keep my promise. I’ll always come home to you. It may not be when you want me to, but…” her voice trailed off when she heard her daughter’s rhythmic breathing, mixed with an intermittent snore. She kissed Cassandra’s head and held her. “I’ll always come home to you.”

… … … … … … …

An hour later, Devlin slipped out of Cassandra’s bed and brought the quilt up to the girl’s neck. Cupping the tiny head, she kissed her on the forehead and turned. Her eyes acclimated to the darkness, she navigated the minefield of toys and stuffed animals scattered on the floor, picking them up, while she made her way to the toy box in the corner. When the light housekeeping was done, she sneaked out of the room and went to her own bedroom.

Turning on a small, low-wattage lamp, Devlin took off her leather jacket and dropped it onto the floor, wishing she had had the foresight to take it off before climbing into Cassandra’s bed. The girl put off a lot of heat and the jacket had excellent insulating properties. Sitting on the edge of the bed, Devlin pinched her white short-sleeved t-shirt and fanned her chest. One after the other, she unzipped her knee boots and placed them alongside the bed. Falling backward, she rubbed her eyes with heels of her hands before undoing her jeans, sliding them down her hips and kicking them to the floor. Rolling over, she army crawled to the headboard and plopped onto the mattress, her head sinking into the pillow.

Lying on her left side, she stared at the other pillow. She ran a hand over the smooth material before grabbing the pillow with both hands and clutching it as she had held Cassandra. Burying her face into the softness, she drew in a slow and deep breath. Moments turned into seconds. The seconds seemed like minutes. Her lungs burned. The aroma she was searching for was not there. The scent—his scent—had faded. Time had worn it away, or maybe Devlin had drawn every fragrant trace from the material. Either way, she was left with only memories.

Devlin released the trapped oxygen in one burst. Air rushed over her cheeks. Her body trembled. The cotton surrounding her face acted like a sponge, absorbing every tear. Much like her daughter had done, Devlin brought her bare legs to her chest and wrapped her arms around the pillow, wishing she could have one more moment with her husband.

∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞

.

 


FIVE

—— Cruz ——

 

 

5:38 a.m.

Potomac, Maryland

 

 

“Six…seven…eight,” grunted FBI Special Agent Raychel DelaCruz, sitting on the bench of an exercise machine, her fingers curled around the handlebars and her arms pushing. Behind her, the stack of plates rose and fell, gliding along a track. She exhaled slowly through her mouth, “nine…ten.” She let the weights fall, grabbed a towel and leaned forward. Wiping her face and neck, she increased the volume on her cell phone and adjusted the wireless headphones covering her ears.

Singing the words to one of her favorite songs, Holy Spirit by Francesca Battistelli, DelaCruz stood and stretched her leg muscles before transitioning to twisting her torso. She clutched her wrist and raised her arms above her head. Side bends were next.

DelaCruz woke up a little before five and could not get back to sleep. For the last couple of days, she had been investigating a triple homicide of prostitutes, whose bodies had been found in the basement of an abandoned home in Washington, D.C., north of Capitol Heights. The only reason the case was not a quadruple murder was one of the women had survived. Severely beaten, the woman had slipped into a coma.
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