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Three months earlier

Annie was settling into the house that her parents had left to her in their will.  They had been gone for almost a year now.  Last week she had moved most of her stuff in to the two-story house where her parents had been enjoying their retirement before that fateful night.  She had started to wonder about her neighbors.  She had met the couple that lived across the street and one of her next-door neighbors on the day she moved in.  Her other next-door neighbor seemed either never there or to be quite the hermit.  She had seen one car in the driveway, but it hadn’t moved in a whole week.

Tonight, her misgivings about this neighbor had been answered.  The party next door had started early in the afternoon and seemed as if it would continue through the night.  She’d known the moment they got home with all the whooping and hollering they’d done.  With all the windows up and her radio on she couldn’t focus on working on her assignments.  The smell of the fire burning next door had filled her house with a scent that she’d missed since she was a teenager.  So, she’d decided to work on cleaning up the pool getting it ready to swim in.  It had been years since her parents had really worked on the pool.  It had been her task when she lived with them years earlier.  

Standing on her deck by the pool she could see six well-built men drinking beer standing around a nicely built firepit.  All six men were perfect carvings of well-built men, all of the men had varying degrees of tans and they all sported the typical military haircuts.  Not a one of them was wearing a shirt and from her point of view she could see that each of the men had a unique, but similar tattoo, a frog, this wasn’t unusual being surrounded by military bases.  Each man had it in a different location there was one on a shoulder, a bicep, a forearm, a hand, the back of the neck, and the abs.  Each man’s frog was different, but she knew it was something that bonded the men together.

Her eye caught on one of the tallest men he had a deep golden tan and dark brown hair.  Damn if he wasn’t the man of her dreams, you know, the one where a sexy well-built man swept her off her feet and carried her to his bed and made long sensuous love to her, but he was probably out of her league.  He looked to be in his mid-thirties and a body that was still drop dead gorgeous.

Even from a distance he had a hardened look to him.  The men were laughing and carrying on, but he would only grin at their stories or jokes.  Their houses were close enough that she could almost hear all the conversation that was going on.  There were also several beautiful women sitting around the firepit chatting and listening to the stories the men were telling.  She had seen this type of woman before, she called them base bunnies.  They hung out usually at the bars just off the base and flaunted their sex appeal to the men offering them a night not to be lonely.  They always had the perfect bodies, the right dresses and the best done up faces.  Once a man bought her a drink she usually wouldn’t have to buy another drink the rest of the night.  The women were sitting in the men’s laps or fawning over their man if he was standing around.  They also laughed at the lamest of jokes that the men told.  She counted five women and six men, curious.

The radio played all different kinds of music in the background of all the laughing and talking that was going on next door.  The sun had started going down turning the sky a beautiful red orange like the one you would see in a painting.  She finished working on her pool and decided that it was time to get back inside and work some more on her book.

Jason Anderson, Ghost to his friends, had noticed movement on the back deck of the house next door.  He had moved in just over a year ago and only had met his neighbor once when he first moved in.  They were an older couple in their early sixties.  He had gone over and introduced himself and asked if they would keep an eye on his home whenever he went out of town for long periods of time.  The woman had easily agreed the husband had given him a knowing look, one that said that he knew he was being vague for a reason and knew not to press where he was going.  He’d left on a mission and when he came home the house looked abandoned.  After that the cars had disappeared and the house had been almost ghostly quiet for the better part of the year.  However, his work had kept him and the guys away for the better part of the year.  He figured that he’d check out who was home and say hello, and possibly invite them over to hang out.

As he knocked on the screen door of the house next door and waited for the occupant to answer the door.  All the windows were open and he could hear someone moving around in the house, but not coming towards where he stood by the side door.  He opened the screen door stepping into the house calling out “Hello, anyone home.”  When he spied her standing at the kitchen stove with her earbuds in singing along to the music that was apparently pouring into her ears.  He could smell homemade cornbread, beans, and some sausage cooking.  A real southern girl he thought.  She was a beautifully tanned woman, about a foot shorter than his towering six-foot four, wearing a tank top and a pair of daisy dukes that showed off her muscular legs.  She wasn’t model skinny, but she was fit he could tell.  Her arms were well toned and she had a scrumptious ass.  He waited in the doorway to her dining room where it was apparent that she was going to be eating alone and working on something.  Her laptop sat open on the table and a notepad sat next to the computer along with the silverware for her meal.

When she turned around she almost dropped her plate of food on the floor.  Seeing him standing there.  The only thing he was wearing was a pair of shorts that hung loosely on his hips, his skin had a dark brown tan that almost matched his chocolate brown eyes, his hair was cut in the typical high and tight, what was left on his head was a light brown in color.  He was the man with the tattoo on his bicep, his frog tattoo was done in black ink and the frog looked more like a skeleton than a real frog.  She swore that she saw a trident hidden within the tattoo, but that just had to be her imagination, right.  He wore a look on his face that spoke of a hardness, he looked like he could command people.  She could feel herself starting to drool just taking in the sight of this man.  She took in a deep breath as her heart started pounding in her chest.

When she turned around he could see her full features.  She had dark brown hair pulled back into a ponytail and those blue grey eyes, they were looking him over.  He could now see her breasts, she wasn’t wearing a bra and her nipples were hardened, her breasts were supple.  If it could be said that he was a breast and ass man then someone up above poured her just for him.  Jason waved at her and made a motion with his hand for her to take the earbud out of one ear.  After she set her plate down he finally spoke to the beauty standing in front of him.  “I thought I’d come over and welcome you to the neighborhood.  I’ve been gone with work for some time so, I didn’t know the house was for sale or when you moved in.  Anyways, would you like to join us next door for a few beers and some good conversation.”

“Sorry, I can’t I’m working on some deadlines.” Annie replied back explaining that she wrote for a local paper and was trying her hand at writing novels.  “Plus, I don’t really do social all that well.”

“Well, ok.  But if you feel like you might want to join us come on over. If we’re home the door is always open.”  He replied taking in one last look at the beauty that would be living next door.  He turned on his heel and headed back out the door in which he had entered.

Heading back over to the party next door he couldn’t shake a feeling that their paths would cross again.  She was beautiful and he definitely wouldn’t mind crossing her path again.  He only had a week of relaxation before the team would head out on another long mission.  This mission was one that the men didn’t know how long it could take it might be a week, it might be six months.  It was the way he lived, he was a SEAL.
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Present day

Annie sat crouched in a small hut with one hand cuffed to the wall, if her count was accurate she had been here around six weeks.  She knew no one had missed her back home since she freelanced for the local paper and it wasn’t uncommon for a freelancer to take a hiatus for prolonged periods of time as they weren’t tied into a contract with any particular paper.  Plus, her sister was so self-absorbed in her Broadway plays that she performed in that their relationship had become almost non-existent.  Even last year she hadn’t received a phone call for Christmas only a Merry Christmas text message.  Now, she wished that she had been more sociable with the neighbors.  Maybe then she wouldn’t be sitting in some country tied up like a dog hoping that she wouldn’t die here in her own filth.  She vowed to be more sociable with the neighbors and to get to know them if she made it out of here alive.

She thought that she had left her past in the past.  In the past she’d been a sociable person hanging out with those who she worked with or lived nearby that shared a common interest.  Then she’d been transferred to Washington, given a top-secret clearance and that’s when her norm changed.  Now, she always introduced herself with her pen name, Annie Sweetwater, instead of her real name.  She quit socializing so that she wouldn’t have to talk about her past.  She knew things that most people didn’t want to hear about, so she would have to lie about her past and keep up with the lies she told.  She wasn’t even a good liar anyways.  She had done her enlistment and left the service after almost eight long years.

Now she didn’t want anything to do with what she had done during her stint in the military.  She’d been offered several jobs working for several groups as their assignment officer or something like that.  It would mean more security clearances and working with more top-secret information which would put her at risk for all kinds of people wanting to know where certain operatives were located.  Well that was the whole reason that she’d decided to become a freelancer and writer from home she’d had enough of the cloak and dagger stuff she’d been privy to.

She was exhausted, the people that had kidnapped her woke her up before the sun and questioned her constantly about people she knew, information on the personnel files she was privy to, and things she had overheard during her time in service.  She had tried to escape once only to get caught, that had earned her a week in a darkened room and only bread and water for her meals, which wasn’t much of a change from the normal meals.  The normal meal now there was a joke she was fed twice a day a bowl of some kind of broth with rice or noodles in it served with a piece of bread that was stale as shit.  She knew her meals weren’t enough to cover the calories that she was using each day, after the questioning they would take her out to a field and have her help the locals plant food for the village in the area.  She knew that she wouldn’t last much longer if she didn’t get her caloric intake up soon.

Ghost and his team sat ready to move on the compound that was reported to have an American woman being held hostage and to be one of the largest for processing illegal drugs.  Waiting for night to fall so that they could make their silent approach.  Every man was in position and blended with their surroundings.  The team was exhausted over the last three months they had only had about two weeks off.  The last mission had ended after two and a half months in the field gathering intel.  Then they had gotten word that they already had another mission lined up and were only given a week of R&R.  It hadn’t really been resting and relaxation, they’d spent two days going over intel they had gathered on a target and then spent two days getting checked out and given the all clear by medical only for the fifth day being intel on the next mission followed by
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