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The Real Delta Force

Task Force Delta is inspired by one

of the United States’ top-level secret

military units, the 1st Special Forces

Operational Detachment — Delta (1SFOD-D)

 

also known as


Delta Force
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Delta Force’s main missions are direct, counter-terrorism action. They also carry out many secret assignments including hostage rescues and raids behind enemy lines.

 

Delta Force (also called “The Unit”) is based at Fort Bragg, Carolina, USA.

 

Delta Force’s motto is:

“Surprise, Speed, Success”
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CHAPTER ONE

Hostage grab

Central Afghanistan

The mobile medical station was little more than a sun-baked tent that reeked of antiseptic. Dr Tom Ford said goodbye to his last patient and stepped outside for some air. Within moments he was arguing with a short Afghan soldier called Hajji.

“My orders are to protect you,” Hajji insisted. “We must leave.”

“There are Taliban all over this goddamn country,” Tom snapped angrily. “So what if they might be watching us. Hell, it wouldn’t surprise me if half the elders here are Taliban informants. We knew this trip wasn’t going to be easy, but the locals need us. We’re the only source of medical help for hundreds of miles.”

The young Afghan sergeant pointed his rifle towards the steep mountains framing the valley. “Up there are hidden trails to the border with Pakistan. The Taliban use them. They will come in the night and slit our throats.”

“Not if you do your job and shoot them first,” Tom responded bluntly. “We’ve only been here a week. We’re staying, and that’s the end of it.”

Dr Kate Shawcross paused to wipe the sweat from her brow and adjust her headscarf. “Everything all right, Tom?” she called out across the dusty, mud-walled village compound.

Tom walked over, pursued by the group of unruly children who seemed to follow him everywhere. “Nothing to worry about. Hajji reckons the Taliban are up in the hills. He probably saw a couple of old goatherders. Told him we’re staying. I think he’s looking for any excuse to get back to Kandahar.” He jerked a thumb towards the Afghan National Army truck where Hajji’s two comrades were sitting cross-legged, smoking and sipping tea.

Kate slammed their Land Rover door shut and leaned her back against it. The sun was sinking behind a mountain ridge, turning the barren hillsides a hard blue colour.

“So, how’s your first week been?” asked Tom.

“Amazing!” Kate felt exhausted but bursting with pride. “We’ve reset four broken limbs, amputated a foot, handed out countless antibiotic pills and immunised eighty children against polio. I’d say we’ve made a difference.” She paused thoughtfully. “I don’t like the way the locals gawp at me, though. And they didn’t exactly welcome me when we arrived.”

“It’s not that they’re ungrateful, Kate. They just don’t think women should do this work.”

“I know, but even so—”

A sudden shout for help made both Tom and Kate turn in alarm. They saw a tall, skinny man hurrying along the village track. It was littered with stones and potholes. He was carrying a boy in his arms. The boy’s shirt was soaked with blood.
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“Quick, Tom,” said Kate, reaching for the vehicle’s door handle. “Give him a hand. I’ll grab the medical bag.”

Hajji’s men rose slowly to their feet.

“Komak! Dakter!” the man carrying the boy called out breathlessly. “Help…Doctor. Please.”

Kate swung the bag over her shoulder and shouted, “Hajji, come on. We may need you to interpret for us.”

Tom reached the boy first. His body was lifeless. Tom helped to gently lower the boy to the ground. “Who are you? What happened to him?” he asked the tall, bearded man dressed in pale baggy trousers and a loose-fitting shirt.

“Assalam u alaikum — peace be upon you. His name is Hassan. He fell down a mountain. I am Amin and brought him to you so you can save him, inshallah.”

Kate arrived with Hajji close behind.

“Pass the surgical scissors, Kate.”

Carefully, Tom began cutting away the boy’s shirt. “He’s lost a hell of a lot of blood. Grab some pressure pads. We need to slow down the bleeding.”
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Major Nathan Connor
Highly decorated
Commander of Delta Force.
Transferred from the 75th
Ranger Regiment. Speaks
five languages including
Pashto.
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Lieutenant Danny Crow

Second in command.

Came top of his class in Special Forces'
“Operative Training Course”.
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Lieutenant Jacko Alvarez
‘Aformer Navy Seal and
‘weapons expert.

Sergeant Major Sparks
Comms and intel expert and
veteran of several Special
Forces units before being hand-
picked for Delta Force.

Master Sergeant

Sergeant First Class,

Ben Saunders Sam Wilson
Transferred from 75th World-class sniper skils ed to
Ranger Regiment. An

recruitment into Delta Force,
despite being just 19 (usual
‘minimum age 21).

expert in survival skills
‘and demolition.
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