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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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“Go and learn the meaning of the words,

‘I desire mercy, not sacrifice.’

I did not come to call the righteous

but sinners.”

~ Matthew Chapter 9; Verse 13

 


Chapter 1

About to Die

 

 

Ten Years Ago

The Caribbean

North of Venezuela

 

 

Gripping a folding knife in her right hand, Mercy Sands yanked the knife’s four-inch blade from a man’s neck before watching him fall face first to the floor. Staggering, she listed leftward to lean against a wall. The rough cinderblock’s cold, wet surface permeated her left shoulder and arm, sending a shiver down her spine. Dirt and grime from the basement wall mixed with her blood and sweat. She didn’t care, though. Maybe the dirt would stop the bleeding. In fact, maybe she should roll her back across the wall to ‘treat’ the ten or twelve—or twenty or fifty—open lacerations she had there. She had lost count after the first left cross slammed into her right cheekbone.

With the back of her right hand, Mercy touched her swollen right eye, wincing at the ‘electricity’ the act delivered to the right half of her head. Her cheek was inflamed, too, possibly broken. That was fine. In time, everything would heal. Right now, however, she had to get out of this place and off the island. As to how she would escape from a private island in the Caribbean Sea, she didn’t know. But first things first, she needed to evade her captors.

Mercy glanced over her right shoulder to spy a dead body sprawled on the dark concrete floor between two ropes suspended from eyebolts in the floor joists above. The fasteners were ten feet apart from each other, and the rope attached to the left one was still wound around the dead man’s neck.

On her four o’clock, two feet away, her second torturer—the ‘Southpaw’ who had done his best to break her face—lay dead from knife wounds to his neck and chest.

An hour earlier, while her outstretched arms were being bound—at ten and two o’clock—with the ropes hanging from the overhead floor joists, a kneeling, naked Mercy had identified the guy, the one now wearing the rope as a necktie, as the weaker of the two men. And whenever her chance presented itself, she vowed to go to work on him.

Minutes ago, after Southpaw had left the chilly, musty, barely lit room, Mercy’s divide-and-conquer chance had come. She proceeded to charm and plead with ‘Necktie’ for a drink of water, to loosen her restraints—even just one. “What am I going to do—overpower a big, strong man like you?” she had said to him before spitting out a string of blood, her lower-right molar bouncing off the floor ahead of her knees.

It wasn’t true, though. Necktie was a short man—if he was a man at all. The acne on his face had suggested he wasn’t yet out of his teens. At any rate, her charm had wooed him into slackening the left rope and giving her a bottle of water.

After taking a swig, she had held the bottle low while thanking him. When he had bent over to retrieve the refreshment, she had sprung to her feet, looped the left rope around his neck twice, and fell backwards. Using her bodyweight, her shoulder muscles feeling like they would tear at any moment, Mercy had arched her back and pulled with all the strength she could muster.

For nearly two minutes, Necktie had thrashed around before slowly succumbing to his fate.

Mercy had then cut herself free, using the folding knife she had spotted clipped to Necktie’s front pocket. She had then padded barefoot across the frigid floor to stand with her back to the wall, the door to the room on her right.

Seconds later, when Southpaw entered, with the fingers of one hand pinching two soft drink bottles, while his other hand gripped a brown paper bag, she had lunged forward, thrusting the point of the knife up through the man’s neck and into the back of his mouth.

Dropping everything after his prisoner’s initial strike, Southpaw had then clenched his throat while she stabbed him multiple times in the chest, finally felling him with a deathblow to the back of the neck, sending him face first into the floor.

Now, bent over, her butt pressed against the wall, her hands on her knees, Mercy took a moment to rest. But only a moment, for any second now, another hostage-taker could walk into the room. She commandeered a Beretta 92FS pistol from Southpaw’s pants and looked at it. It was a little big for her smallish hands, but in single-action mode, the pad of her right index finger fell nicely on the trigger. But using the weapon, however, would surely draw in the rest of the gun-toting thugs she knew were roaming the grounds. The further she could make her way out of the compound, before having to set off a round, the better.

Mercy stood tall and arched her back. She was rewarded with a satisfying crack from somewhere lower on her backbone. Half ambling, half limping, she headed toward a pile of clothes near a wall.

After stepping into black panties and black leggings, Mercy eyed her red high heels before examining Necktie’s tennis shoes and sighing. He may have been small, but he had big feet, much bigger than hers. Opting to leave behind her footwear and go barefooted, she picked up her bra and her designer lightweight sweater dress. The cuts on her back came to mind as she contemplated strapping on the bra. A quick glance at her 32-Bs told her she could forgo the support for comfort.

Raising the red sweater dress above her head, she let it glide down her body, grimacing when the prickly yarn grated across her open wounds. A tick later, with the stretchy, body-hugging garment in place, its hem settling around her thighs, Mercy claimed Necktie’s pistol, another Beretta 92FS, and headed for the door.

Stopping in the doorway, she peeked out to scan left and right. The way was clear. Fortunately, having infiltrated Nestor Romero’s criminal organization a year ago—as an add-on to the female entourage that sauntered around the grounds, lounged by the pool, or accompanied Romero on visits to nightclubs—the 25-year-old, five-five, long-legged and curvy undercover ICE agent knew the layout of the trafficker’s Caribbean hideout. The downside of that knowledge, however, was she also knew the multitude of armed gunmen stationed between her and her way off this island.

After blowing a lock of dirty-blonde hair out of her face, hair stained with more of her blood and sweat, Mercy cut a length of shoelace from Necktie’s tennis shoes, clipped the dead man’s wood-handled COAST FX411 folding knife inside the waistband of her leggings, then tied her long hair into a ponytail.

With a Beretta in each hand, pointing each pistol upward, the muzzles near her temples, she closed her eyes, the swollen right one throbbing as she did so. She took a deep breath, held it, then slowly exhaled. A couple beats later, she opened her eyes, steeled herself for what was to come, then took a step forward, her mental voice saying to herself, A lot of people are about to die.

 


Chapter 2

Tiara

 

 

With her bare feet on the wooden planks of the basement steps, Mercy peeked through the gap at the bottom of the door leading to the main floor. Seeing a pair of shoes facing away from her, she used the muzzle of the Beretta 92 in her left hand to slowly push open the door while pointing the other 92 to the right as she cleared that side of the kitchen.

In Spanish, a man’s voice: “¿Eres tú otra vez, Johan? — Is that you again, Johan?”

After glancing through the vertical crack to her left, and confirming the rest of the room was empty, Mercy laid the right 92 on the floor, sneaked up the stairs, snaked around the half-open door, and approached the seated Venezuelan, a scowl on her face as she tried to recall his name. Angel? Adrian?

Holding a sandwich in his hands, ‘Angel-Adrian’ slowly turned his upper body clockwise.

Withdrawing her right hand from under her sweater dress, Mercy thumbed open the COAST knife, stuck the drop point blade into Angel-Adrian’s right ear, then drove his face forward into a bowl of thick soup to stifle any involuntary cries.

His body went limp, and his sandwich plopped onto the white tile flooring.

Mercy folded the FX411, stowed it inside her leggings, then reclaimed the second Beretta. Bypassing her victim, while heading for the kitchen archway, she spotted a bowl of mixed fruit on a counter beside her. She plucked a few grapes from a sprig, popped them into her mouth, then advanced deeper into the home before stopping at a hallway. Andrés, she thought while chewing, grateful her beating hadn’t damaged her memory at least. That was his name. Lifting her arms to point her guns straight out at nine and three o’clock, she stepped into the intersection and whipped her head back and forth.

Clear.

Rotating her arms and guns inward, she moved forward, aiming the Berettas ahead of her as she came to a wide archway, an archway that led to a cavernous living room with a ceiling two stories up. On her ten and two o’clock, staircases built into the walls took people to the second and third floors. And anyone looking down from those upper floors would easily spot her.

Outside, loud and upbeat Latin music and rowdy screams poured in through open main-floor windows, most likely coming from the backyard pool. Daytime highs had been expected to hit eighty, and the girls had been talking about an impromptu pool party. In fact, Mercy had been seconds away from trading her leggings and sweater dress for her bathing suit when two of Nestor Romero’s goons had burst into her room and dragged her down to the basement.

Mercy cast a backward glance before surveying the massive living room again. After squatting, to get as much of a look at the upper level as she could, she stood tall and planned her path around the many household items—couches, easy chairs, end tables, and floor lamps—that lay before her. She was forced to pass through this ‘kill zone’ if she wanted to make it off the island.

Voices came from behind her, from the hallway she had passed by earlier.

She faced the voices, glimpsed her pistols, then turned away. Still too soon. She could shoot them before they could get off a shot. That much she knew for sure. But she still had a long way to go and a lot of henchmen to get past.

The Latin music picked up in intensity.

Mercy squinted at a window near the backyard. The music might give her cover if she had to fire. Both inside and outside, people would first question what they had heard. Was that a gunshot or just a loud noise? Or are my ears playing tricks on me? Those questions would delay a gunman’s reaction time, buying her a few seconds. And a few seconds might make the difference between life and death.

The oncoming voices drew closer.

Mercy marched ahead, entering the living room with her arms straight out above her head, Berettas aimed at the upper-level wooden railings. Moving swiftly, her head tilted backward, her body spinning left and right, she alternated from scanning for targets to searching for objects in her way, her 92s always pointed upward.

The voices were nearly upon her.

Two half spins and a few backward steps later, realizing she would never make it without being spotted, she squatted behind a brown leather sofa, out of sight from the approaching men; but a sitting duck if someone from above happened to look down.

The men entered the living room.

Staying low, she listened. Hearing them moving to her right, she crept to her left, always keeping the sofa between them and her.

Moments later, crouching behind the sofa’s right arm, she watched them disappear down a different hallway across the room. She let out a slow, silent breath of relief.

From above: “Tú allí. ¿Qué estás haciendo? — You there. What are you doing?”

Hunched over, Mercy drew her guns closer to her stomach. “Nothing.” She paused. “Just...just looking for a lost earring.” She had no idea if he understood English. Most of Romero’s men knew at least some. She stood and strolled away from the sofa with her guns hidden from him.

“Detener — Stop.”

Mercy stopped.

“Ven aquí — Come here.”

Mercy shut her eyes. No. Can’t do that. She whirled left, threw her left arm out and upward, and squeezed the Beretta’s trigger three times.

Two bullets hit her inquisitor in the chest while the third hit him in the face.

He went down hard and never moved.

The few seconds of lead time she had hoped the loud music would afford her never came, as the line of questioning had caught the attention of a second man. He materialized as his colleague had been falling to the floor.

Mercy felled the second man with four rounds to his center of mass.

He jigged in place before dropping.

The two men who had just left the living room rushed back into the space with their guns drawn.

Mercy let loose with a hail of gunfire from both pistols.

The two men staggered backward then collapsed.

Gunfire from above forced Mercy to take cover at the end of a bookcase against a wall.

Incoming rounds bore holes into hardbacks and paperbacks, sending shredded paper into the air.

She leaned out, fired, then pushed her back to the wall again.

More projectiles thudded into the collection of novels on her left.

She fired back until her right Beretta ran dry. Tossing it, she transferred her remaining pistol into her right hand, dropped the gun’s magazine into her left palm, and counted six rounds. Seven left, she said to herself.

From up above, two guns roared. Another gunman had joined the fight.

She let them get off several more shots. When a lull came, she charged away from her hiding place, firing upward while making a dash toward the two dead men across the living room. The door to the backyard was closer. But with an empty gun, she stood little chance once she exited the house.

Her fourth wild shot got lucky, and one man above took a round to the shoulder. He grabbed his right arm and yelled.

Three trigger pulls later, the slide on the Beretta locked to the rear. She let go of the gun, slid to her knees, scooped up the nearest dead man’s pistol—immediately feeling comfortable with the grip—and killed both men above her with a half dozen perfectly placed shots.

The man nursing the arm injury fell backward while the other one tumbled over the railing. He crashed onto a floor lamp, breaking it in half, before knocking over an end table.
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