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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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“When you make a vow to God,

delay not its fulfillment.

For God has no pleasure in fools;

fulfill what you have vowed.”

— Ecclesiastes, Chapter 5: Verse 3

 


Chapter 1

A Baby’s Butt

 

 

JULY 11; 1:25 A.M.

NEW YORK STATE

WOODBURY (ORANGE COUNTY)

 

 

Back to back, hiding, feeling vibrations in their shoulders from the projectiles hitting the concrete wall, the duo waited for the lull, the reload period. A moment later, the action ceased, and St. Christopher and Stockwell took turns sending 357 Magnum and nine millimeter rounds downrange, toward the gunmen trying to kill them. 

The slides locked back on their weapons, and they whirled around and pressed their backs against the short wall. Her left shoulder touching his right upper arm, FBI Special Agent Deanna Stockwell dropped the empty magazine from her Glock 19M. “When I let you talk me into this,” she rammed a fresh mag into her gun, “you failed to mention the gunfights.” She thumbed the slide into battery. “You’ll be…saving the Innocents…you said.”

One-time Army Ranger and former member of the FBI’s famed Hostage Rescue Team, Jacob St. Christopher topped off his Coonan 1911-style 357 Magnum and depressed the slidelock lever, chambering the first of seven 158-grain jacketed rounds. “Yeah,” he ogled her legs in the three-quarter moonlight, “Higs left that detail off the brochure when I signed up too.” Waiting for the next letup in the gunfight, he glanced at her legs again, while shifting his position against the block wall.

“Had I,” she watched his eyes dip to her lower half, “known that key piece of information, I might have passed on your generous invitation…instead of following you into a hail of bullets.”

Incoming rounds zipped over their heads, clipping the top of the concrete and sending debris into the air; chunks landed in their hair. Hunching their shoulders, they ducked into each other, and Jacob stole another peek at her lower limbs.

Stockwell caught him. “Why do you keep doing that?” Turning a knee inward, she scanned her calf. “Have I got a bug on me or something?”

Pressing his back to the wall, he used her knee to help him squat on his heels. “We’ve been dating for how long now and…” hearing another break in the action, he nodded at her. “Go!” They peeled away from each other, let loose with a volley of shots and came back to their spots. “This is the first time I’ve seen skin down there. You always wear pants when we’re together.” He reloaded his Magnum.

She scrunched eyebrows. “Is that—” the top of the wall disintegrated further, and she ducked and covered. “Is that so? I guess I didn’t realize.” The noise stopped, and she tipped her head backward, toward their opponents. “Up top?”

He nodded.

They spun around, rose up and fired rounds at their adversaries from a different position—above the concrete—before dropping behind the wall.

Stockwell bounced once on her haunches. “I hit one.”

“Nice shooting.”

“So are they everything you thought they’d be?”

Jacob smiled. “You did have me worried there for a while. I thought you were one of those women who doesn’t believe in razors.”

“And that would’ve been a problem?” she shot back, a playful grin on her face. More gunfire forced her to her butt. Rolling onto her left hip, she exposed her Glock and left eye beyond the wall’s left side, fired and scooted right.

He shrugged. “Well, I…uh…you know.”

“No, I don’t know.” She stuck out a hand, he pulled, and she went to one knee. “Care to elaborate for me?”

Jacob touched the ammo pouches under his right armpit, dropped the Coonan’s seated magazine into his palm and counted the shiny cases before swapping out the partially spent ammunition carrier for a full one. “I have a mag and a half left. You?”

“You’re changing the subject, Mr. St. Christopher.” She checked her gear, did the math, “I got twenty rounds,” and inserted a full magazine into the Glock. “So hairy legs are a deal breaker for you?”

Smiling, he shook his head once. “I didn’t say that.”

“Then just what are you saying?” She put both feet on the pavement and crouched. “We can’t slug it out with them forever. We need a better strategy.” She gave him a sideways glance. “How do you want to play this?”

He crouched on her right, both of them facing their attackers. “You go left and low. I’ll take high and right.”

She closed her eyes and shook her head at the sidewalk. “How did I know you were going to say that?”

He smiled. “It’s our thing.” They shuffled to their respective edges of the wall. He looked left and got her attention. “We go on three?”

“Is there any other number to go on?”

“Just for craps and grins we could mix it up and count to five?”

She frowned. “Craps…and grins? I don’t think that’s how it goes.”

“True, but I’m in the presence of a lady, so...”

“Well thank you.”

“You’re welcome. Now give me a number, Stockwell.”

“Far be it from me to break with tradition.”

“Three it is.” He slightly twisted his gun back and forth a couple times. “I’m low on ammo, so I’ll draw their fire. You aim for the silhouettes and muzzle flashes and let them have it.”

“Copy that.”

“Keep moving and firing.” He curved his left arm out in front of him. “We’ll flank them and catch them in a crossfire.”

“Got it.”

Jacob pointed his 357 forward. “One.”

Stockwell mimicked him. “So are you going to answer me or not?”

“What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean.”

Jacob smiled. “A man likes what a man likes.” He peeked out the wall’s right side and got a fix on the assailant’s positions. “What can I say?”

She gripped her Glock tighter and peeped out her side of the cover. “That’s just it. You haven’t said anything yet.”

He curled up one side of his mouth. “You want me to say it, Stockwell. Is that it?”

She glimpsed his wry grin out of the corner of her eye. “Yeah…I think I do.”

“I like smooth legs on a woman. Is that a crime? Two.”

She stretched out her leg and pressed his free hand to her calf.

He caressed the skin for a split-second.

Arching eyebrows, she cocked her head at him.

He gave her a toothy grin. “Like a baby’s butt.” The gunfire stopped, and he lifted his 1911 higher. “Three!”

… … … … …

10 Hours Earlier…

 

 

July 10th; 3:13 p.m.

New York State

Attica Correctional Facility

The two men exchanged a brief two-slaps-on-the-back embrace before sitting across from each other at the sterile table with attached seats. Another inmate—on the other side of the room—talked quietly with his female visitor; a nearby correctional officer stood guard, watching each conversation.

Wearing orange prison garb, the elder of the two men, his graying hair slicked back, half smiled and half sneered. “You’re looking good, Joey.”

“Thanks Pop.” Joey tugged on his black leather jacket and ran a flat hand over his own, slicked back hair. “I got good genes.”

The old man laughed, and the two stared at each other for a full minute. “Your mother…” he touched his forehead, heart, left and right shoulder, making the sign of the cross, “God rest her soul…did right by you, Joey. She raised a good boy. You grew into a handsome and strong man.”

Joey’s eyes dipped, and he slightly bobbed his head. His mother was killed five years ago—caught in the crossfire when police raided his father and mother’s home, serving an arrest warrant for the elder man, his Pops. An autopsy concluded the three bullets that hit her in the chest came from the gun of one of Pops’s gunmen.

“So talk to me.” The old man held out upturned palms. “What have you been doing, since I last saw you? You still with that blonde broad? What was her name…Bridget?” He waved parallel hands through the air. “She had a nice figure.”

Joey chuckled. “No, Pops. We broke it off.” He glanced away, locked eyes with the guard for two seconds and came back to his father. “She left for Los Angeles…to pursue—” Joey shifted in the seat and stared at the table. “Look Pops, I got something I need to tell you.” He rolled his shoulders and gave the guard another quick look. “It’s a sensitive matter.”

The fifty-something man’s face went deadpan. “I know that look.”

Joey lifted his eyes toward his father. “I found our runaway dog.”

Pops gritted his teeth. The muscles at the back of his jawline protruded.

Joey glanced at the officer behind him and faced forward. “I need to know if you want me to bring him home. He’s been gone a long time. Things change.”

Pops lifted a finger at his son. “They don’t change that much. That dog belongs to me. You hear me?”

The younger man nodded.

“You know what to do, Joey.”

“And the strays that went with him?”

Pops jabbed a thumb into his chest. “They’re all mine. Bring them all home.”

Joey nodded and glimpsed the guard again before coming back to the other man. “I’ve sent Danker. He’s waiting to hear from me on what to do.”

Pops slowly nodded his head. “You know what to do, son.”

The man in the leather jacket stood.

Pops stood and gave his boy the same parting embrace; this time adding two seconds to the hug. “Do this for me, Joey. Do it for your old man.”

“I will.” A beat. “Love you, Pops.”

“Love you too, Joey.”

… … … … …

Joey Salvecchio dropped into his late model Lexus and pulled the door shut. Producing a flat, silver metal case from his jacket pocket, he plucked and lit a cigarette. Flicking the Zippo cover closed, he took a long drag on the cancer stick and blew smoke out the window, rolled down a crack.

Salvecchio tossed the lighter, grabbed his cell phone and pecked out a text message before throwing the mobile onto the passenger seat. He started the car and hit the power button on the CD player; classical music greeted his ears. Finishing the cigarette, he shoved the butt out the window, turned up the volume and drove away, Beethoven’s Fifth Symphony blasting through the car speakers.

… … … … …

A buzzing sound woke Danker. He rolled over in bed, snatched the phone with one hand and wiped his face with the other. Propping himself on one elbow, he read the text. ‘Boss wants the whole pack brought home.’ A crooked smile spread over his face before he replied, ‘Will contact when picked up.’

After discarding the cell, he brought a sheet up to his bare chest, fluffed his pillow and rested his head, his mind playing scenarios. He glimpsed the clock on the nightstand—3:31—and went back to staring at the motel room’s slowly rotating ceiling fan. Seven hours.

∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞

.

 


Chapter 2

I’m Having a—

 

 

10:47 P.M.

WOODBURY, NEW YORK

 

 

In stocking feet and wearing knee-length shorts and a New York Giants t-shirt, Derek shuffled into the living room, music player in one hand, a chocolate chip cookie in the other. After selecting a new song, he bent over the back of the couch and kissed his mother’s cheek. “Night Mom.”

She reached up and patted his arm. “Good night dear.”

He crossed the room and slapped hands with his father, the two males eyeing each other, but never saying a word. Taking the steps two at a time, Derek was upstairs, and in his room, in seconds.

Ten minutes later, Margaret closed the magazine she was reading, set the periodical on the coffee table, stood and stretched. “I think,” she yawned, “I’m heading up to bed too, dear.” She came up behind her husband—sitting on the other couch—wrapped arms around his neck and took turns kissing and nibbling his ear.

Tingles ran down Oscar Wyman’s spine, while he swayed to one side.

Her lips followed his motion. “You’re not getting away from me that easy, Mr. Wyman.”

He cupped the back of her hair and spun his head to kiss her. “Who says…” he kissed her again, “I’m trying to get away from you?”

Margaret slithered over the back of the couch and landed on her man. The couple enjoyed each other for a minute before she pushed off and went to her feet. “Don’t stay up too long.” She caressed his cheek, as she walked away, her finger slowly moving from his chin, to his arm, to his palm. “Or I might not be,” her eyebrows danced, “awake when you come upstairs.”

Oscar gave her a half grin, while the woman ogled him over her one shoulder and started up the stairs. He held up his novel. “I just need a few more minutes. I’m almost done with this chapter.”

She disappeared behind the wall to the right of the staircase.

He waited for her to appear on the upstairs walkway. She had turned her head and was eyeing him over her opposite shoulder, dragging a finger along the handrail. He smiled at her. She’s as sexy as the day I married her. When she got to the end of the bannister and vanished behind another wall, he crossed his legs and went back to reading.

… … … … …

10:59 p.m.

The grandfather clock above the fireplace played a tune. Feeling a sharp pain, Oscar clutched his chest. The burning sensation radiated down his left arm. Oh my God. I’m having a—he glanced down at his book; pages two-fifty-one and two-fifty-two were sprinkled with tiny red dots. His eyes dropped further. His white dress shirt had a growing red circle, centered over the pocket. The antique timepiece behind him rang once.

Letting go of the book, Oscar pushed himself to his feet, staggered and hunched over the coffee table. The clock sounded again. He tipped his head back and his eyes grew wide. “Who,” he fumbled with the items on the table, “…who are you?” He found what he was searching for a second ahead of hearing a muffled pop, interspersed between a third and fourth chime. More pain filled his body, while his thumb pressed a red button—his last act on this earth—before he collapsed between the couch and the coffee table. His eyelids were shut, but his ears heard the final seven dings of his father’s beloved grandfather clock.

… … … … …

Standing in front of her dresser, Margaret moved articles of clothing around inside one of the drawers. She held up a black chemise to the faint light streaming into the bedroom from between the drawn curtain edges. He’s always loved this one. She slid the garment over her head and shoulders before lifting breasts and situating them inside the lace-covered cups. The floor creaked behind her, and she smiled, while running fingers through her medium-length brown hair. “That was fast. I’m not quite ready yet.” Pushing the drawer shut, “I thought you’d be a little,” she turned around, “long—”

… … … … …

With the house phone ringing downstairs, Danker double backed the way he had come, creeping toward the first upstairs bedroom he had passed. He put an ear to the closed door. Twenty seconds later, he twisted the knob and pushed. Light from the hall poured inside, revealing a mass under the bed’s coverings. Lifting the sound-suppressed Sig Sauer Mosquito, he sneered, Like fish in a barrel, and double-tapped the mound on the pillow; particles flew into the air.

Frowning at not hearing or seeing what he had expected, Danker drew near the bed. His gun hanging at his side, he threw back the blanket. The Mosquito went back up, and he searched the closet and under the bed before hurrying toward the window. After pulling on the curtain drawstring, he looked out at the night. His eyes dropped, and he noticed the window was open a crack. Just enough to get a fingernail into. The phone on the first level stopped ringing. Over his shoulder, he heard the answering machine.

“Hi. You’ve reached the Wyman’s. At the tone, leave a message for,” the home’s occupants took turns giving their names. “And we’ll get back to you as soon as possible.”

Still studying the outside area below the upstairs bedroom, Danker pursed his lips and slowly shook his head. “No…you won’t.” He produced his cell and sent a text: ‘One’s on the run. Send backup team.’ After stowing the phone, he unscrewed the sound suppressor, holstered his weapon and slid the black tube into his jacket pocket.

… … … … …

11:01 p.m.

Becca redialed the number. The phone rang five times and stopped. “Hi. You’ve reached the Wyman’s.” She tapped her headset and, moments later, she heard a voice.

“9-1-1. What’s your emergency?”

Becca gave a street address. “This is Rebecca from FAST Home Security Services. Please send police to the address I gave you, the home of Oscar and Margaret Wyman. They have one child living with them—a son—Derek. Their alarm system went off, and I’m not getting anyone at the residence to answer my calls.”

Operator: “Stay on the line, Rebecca. I’m sending a unit now.”

“Thank you.”

∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞ ∞

.

 


Chapter 3

Good Move, Jake

 

 

11:29 P.M.

WEST NYACK, NEW YORK

AMC PALISADES CENTER 21

 

 

Carrying a tub of popcorn and his soda, “Up there…” Jacob pointed, “in the back row…I see two seats. They’re perfect.” He let Stockwell go up the stairs ahead of him. While stealing glimpses of their seats and glancing at their foot placement, they navigated the awkward and deep steps.

Stockwell headed further into the last row, toward the center.

Coming to the first seat at the end of the row, “Back here,” Jacob put his pop in the circle attached to the armrest and sat; a short, carpeted wall was to his right. The stairs were directly ahead of his feet.

“You don’t want to go,” she motioned, “more toward the center? You get a better view from there.”

Resting the bucket on his lap, he gave her a wry grin, while his eyes went down and up her figure. “I’ve got the best view in the whole theater…no matter where I sit.”

Smiling, she lowered her drink into a cup holder. “Very smooth, Mr. St. Christopher…very smooth.”

Jacob stretched out his left hand and rotated her chair downward.

She slid hands under her butt and thighs to straighten her gray, high-waisted and short, wrap front skirt, and sat. “Thank you.” She adjusted her gray, elbow-length matching crop top—a one-inch strip of tummy was visible above the skirt—before she crossed her legs.

The back of Stockwell’s calf grazed Jacob’s retreating hand, and he ogled the leg. Good move, Jake. The first time you see her in a skirt and you take her to a darkened movie theater. He arched eyebrows. Maybe I’m not as smooth as she thinks I am. Frowning, and slightly puckering his lips, he gave her minimalist outfit the once-over. Where is she carrying her firearm anyway?

Stockwell plunged a hand into the bucket before mashing popcorn into her mouth. She glanced around the theater, while the pre-movie advertisements played on the big screen. “This is nice.” She chewed. “I’m glad we’re doing this.” She swallowed, went back for seconds and looked up at her date. Her hand stopped fishing around inside the tub, and she cocked her head to one side. “Why are you looking at me like that?”

Jacob could see her tongue pushing on the insides of her cheeks and lower lip, digging out small food particles. “Oh nothing. I was just going to suggest we get a head start on the passionate necking, but,” he picked a white speck from her lip and tossed the morsel into his mouth, “I suppose we can wait, until you’ve—we’ve—brushed our teeth first.”

Her hand shot to her mouth. “Oops.” She wiped her face before pulling on her shirt, scanning for tidbits and sweeping away popcorn pieces that did not exist. “That wasn’t very ladylike of me, was it?”

He chuckled. “I’d neck with you anytime, Stockwell…no matter what was hanging out of your mouth.”

A man at the end of the row—below them—turned around and scowled at Jacob.

“What?” Jacob jutted his chin at the man. “Like you haven’t done the same thing,” he aimed his chin toward the woman on the man’s left, “with your woman.”

The man faced forward.

Stifling a chortle, Stockwell squeezed Jacob’s bicep and leaned into him. “Behave.” She moved her hand to his pectoral muscle, put lips to his ear and whispered. “Or there’ll be,” she softly kissed his earlobe, “no necking for you later.”

Grinning, he faced her. “I’ll be good.” He waited a beat before swaying her way. “Kiss me.”

She gave him a quick peck and pulled away.

“Thanks.” He pretended to be chewing. “I just needed some more popcorn.” Stockwell smacked his arm, and he snickered. The pocket of his pants vibrated. “Here…” he put the tub on her lap, “my phone’s going off.” The glow from the device lit up his grimacing face.

She saw the name on the screen—Higs.

Jacob regarded her.

She dipped her forehead toward the cell. “You know you need to take that.”

He sighed. “I’m sorry.”

“What are you apologizing for? We’re in this together now, so…” putting a smaller amount of popcorn into her mouth, she lifted an elbow toward the buzzing mobile.

Jacob slid a finger over the device and grunted, “What is it, Higs?” The line was silent for a few seconds.

“Am I,” Higs hesitated, “interrupting something, Mr. St. Christopher?”

He glimpsed the woman at his side before softening his tone and lowering his voice. “You could say that. What’s up?”

“I’m terribly sorry, but there is an urgent matter that needs your immediate attention. Where are you?”

“Stockwell and I are at the movies.”

“Which theater? Where are you exactly?”

“AMC Palisades…West Nyack. What’s going on, Higs?”

The man in front of Jacob turned around again. “Is this going to continue when the movie starts?”

“Excellent,” said Higs. “I’m glad you’re both together. I—”
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