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Dallas “Boomer” Holt ducked down as the MH-60 dropped him and the rest of their team off. Being the explosives expert on his SEAL team, he didn’t care why they were in the middle of an ISIS stronghold, he just cared that they got in and got out. “Griffon, all is clear. We rendezvous with Grey and Rico at 0100.”

The leader of his SEAL team studied the landscape below, it looked like nothing more than blackness with a few specks of light. Their intel had told them their target was being held somewhere in the middle of one of the buildings, but they wouldn’t be able to drop in without being seen. They would make the rest of the trek in on foot, hopefully undetected with the cover of night.

“I don’t understand why she wasn’t with the other women in the first place. For fucksake, she was the richest one of the group. Hell, she’d have fetched a higher ransom than the three other ladies.” Griffon looked through his night vision goggles, then turned back around.

Tyler “Griffon” Zarn was the leader of his SEAL team, and the oldest by a few years at thirty-four, followed by Gordon “Stroker” Jones who was coming up on his thirty-first birthday. Dallas shook his head as Stroker reached into his pocket, then flipped Griffon off.

“Yeah, that is what I give about why she wasn’t with her friends. All I care about is getting the princess home, and getting laid. You know how long it’s been since I’ve gotten any from the female variety?” Stroker was their resident bad boy, and considered two days without a woman too long. Of course, on a mission they sometimes had to go weeks without, but that was considered a hazard of the job.

“I’m assuming you haven’t gotten laid by the male variety either, right?” Joey “Tamer” Hillman looked up from checking his weapons, his blond hair and blue eyes made him the all American good boy.

Again, Stroker stuck both hands in his pockets and came out with both middle fingers raised.

Joey shook his head. “I know I’m pretty, but I don’t swing that way.”

Griffon slapped Stroker on the shoulder while Dallas kept an eye on the trail in front of them. Ashton Lentz kept his on their back. Ashton, aka “Butler” was the quiet one of the bunch, but he could be counted on for just about anything, which was how he got his nickname.

“We got company coming, boys,” Ashton spoke in a barely audible voice.

The five other members of the team had their weapons drawn and ready when Grey, Arcane and Zeb eased in like ghosts. Dallas didn’t see the other three members of Grey’s team, but knew from past experience, they would be coming in just as silently, and within seconds the three men arrived.

Griffon and Grey could be brothers in Dallas’ mind. Both men had the same build and makeup, but it was the way they held themselves, which he assumed came from being in their positions.

“Rico’s team is on the other side of the mountain. We’ll split up and see if we can’t find the target without incident. I have a feeling it’s not going to be so cut and dried, or quite as easy as that, though,” Grey glared down at the dark landscape.

Dallas wasn’t sure what had put that look on his face and tone in his voice, but if Grey had a bad feeling, it didn’t bode well.

“What do you know?” Griffon asked.

Grey stared around the group for a few minutes, then he sighed. “Nothing concrete, just the hair on the back of my neck is itching.”

“Well fuck me running,” Macon growled. His southern accent a little thicker than normal. He had all kinds of superstitions, and hair standing up was one of them as well. He was called “Snake”, due to the fact he had a pet snake he called Conda and swore they were the best pets. The man also swore the thing could detect lies, but Dallas wasn’t touching any of that with a ten foot pole.

Mitchem “Grey” Cappelli nodded. “Let’s not waste time, boys.” They all nodded.

“Eighteen heavily armed men are gonna be noticeable after a while even if we split up into groups of two.” Snake had his KA-BAR knife in his hand as he spoke.

Mark pointed his thumb at Snake. “Is he certifiable?”

Griffon shrugged. “He passed the last psych eval.”

It was Snake’s turn to give the middle finger.

“Alright, let’s head out. Boomer, you’re with me. Tamer and Snake you two are together, and Stroker you go with Butler. Grey, I assume you’ll split your guys up.” At his nod, Griffon laid out the map. “We have a large area to cover. How do you want to do this?” He looked at Grey.

“Since Rico and his team have the North and East covered, we’ll split the South and West up between us.” Grey pointed out where each team would take up position.

“More than likely they’ll have her in a building, and that building will be heavily guarded. Keep your eyes open for men who look suspicious. They should stick out like a stripper in Sunday school,” Griffon said succinctly.

“What if there are a shitload of heavily armed men walking around?” Tamer asked seriously.

Grey put his hands on his hips. “Well then, we’re fucked. Another thing that is gonna be a huge problem, is she’ll blend in whether she’s covered in the traditional clothing or not. With that in mind, we’re looking for one woman who is more heavily guarded than any other.”

“Whatever you do, remember, we are aid workers. Try to look not so...mean.” Griffon looked at Snake and the knife he was using to clean his nails.

“Yeah, good luck with that,” Zeb joked.

Griffon stilled. “Remember the main goal is to get in, get the girl, and get out without starting a war. We don’t want to end up in the middle of that town down there shooting it up, killing god knows how many innocents. We all know that’s the last thing either government wants. This is to be a snatch and grab assignment.”

Dallas glared, knowing his nickname of Boomer was earned because he was not only the explosives expert, but because he tended to have a short fuse. However, he’d been doing a lot better, in his estimation. Of course, if the occasion called for it, he didn’t mind blowing shit up. Like MacGyver, he could pretty much rig just about anything into a bomb.

After they all agreed on the course of action, they maneuvered down and made camp a little closer, then settled in for the night. “Get some rest men. If my gut’s right, the next few days are gonna test us all.” Grey and Griffon both ordered

Macon stabbed his KA-BAR into the dirt. “Y’all know she may not be fit to walk out of there, right?”

“This isn’t our first rodeo.” Grey stared around the team members. “If she can’t walk, we’ll carry her. If she refuses to come, we’ll knock her ass out, and carry her. If she’s scared shitless, you do what you can to reassure her, before knocking her out. Whatever we do, we do it fast, and we get the fuck out. Right, men?”

All eleven men nodded in agreement. Dallas had seen pictures of Teagan. The ones her family had been flashing on every news station. He was pretty sure if she hadn’t been a high profile man’s daughter, she wouldn’t have been front and center of a SEAL rescue, but that didn’t mean she didn’t deserve to get out of the hellhole she was in. The entire world wanted the young woman home, but Dallas kept picturing the young yoga instructor smiling into the camera, telling everyone to get in tune with their inner selves, and wondered if she still thought that would bring her peace. Her world had been full of glitz and glamour, everything being handed to her on a silver platter. Now, she probably had things thrown to her on a dirt ground, or worse.

“We head out at first light. Get some rest. I have a feeling it might be our last for some time,” Griffon said.

Dallas lay on his sleeping mat, lost in his musings of what the ‘Hollywood Princess’ life had been like since she’d been taken, compared to how it was before. Teagan Cross went in a vibrant young woman with her life full of promise on holiday with friends, facing something no woman should. What would she be like now after weeks in an ISIS stronghold?
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Teagan woke with a start, her legs cramping from sitting with her knees against her chest. Every part of her itched, from her head to her filthy toes, but she preferred being dirty, to clean. If they allowed her to bathe, then they’d know what she looked like under her abaya.

The sound of murmurs reached her ears, but she didn’t raise her head or make any move to let anyone know she was awake. Not speaking Arabic, she was at a total loss as to what anyone said anyhow.

She’d been in the same place for at least three weeks, maybe longer. Time was hard to keep track of while she’d been held captive. The large cinder block room they kept her and the other women and children in had windows too high for them to see out of, but allowed a little light in. However, there were bars over the windows, and the dirt was almost too thick, what sunlight did filter through wasn’t a lot. At first she’d made marks in the dirt floor, but even that had been messed up in a shuffle of bodies. Now, she tried to keep track in her mind.

Hearing the unmistakable movement near the thick door, everyone tensed, knowing what it meant. She waited, holding her breath as a soldier stepped through, his gaze sweeping the area, searching for his next victim. Teagan kept her head on her knees, watching through her lashes. Since the first day she’d been taken, she’d learned the hard way not to look her captors in the eyes. These men...she used that term loosely, took a female looking at them in such a way as a direct insult or an invitation, resulting in a severe beating. She was still recovering from the fists of one soldier, and the pain of being hit from the butt of a gun from another, hitting her over and over. Teagan had no wish to experience the same brutality again.

Barely keeping from reaching up to touch her still sore ribs, she hoped her lack of movement kept her off the man’s radar. Her sides ached from either being broken, or severely bruised. Either way, it hurt for her to take too deep of a breath. At first, she was sure a lung had been punctured, and worried she was going to die that first night, having coughed up blood. She’d cried happy tears, then cursed herself for the waste of precious fluids.

A spate of foreign language was issued, pulling her from her musings. A young man was jerked up and thrown out the door. Teagan winced as the woman who’d been next to him began to cry, making the soldier turn back and grab her too. The younger man looked to be begging the soldier, but was quickly subdued and both were hauled out, then the door was shut, the sound of a key locking them in again seemed overly loud. She wished she knew the language, having only herself to talk to, but feared speaking and letting those around her know she was an American.

She focused her mind, relaxed her legs until she was sitting crosslegged, going inside herself to escape her reality. Her Chakra was so out of whack, it took a while before she finally felt a calmness settle over her. Meditation was her only outlet, one that was short lived as hunger assailed, her stomach growling loudly. However, it was the only thing that had gotten her through the past few weeks, and she continued to breathe in steadily, then exhaling. 

Wiping the sweat from her brow, glad she at least had enough moisture in her body to produce a little bit of bodily functions still. With her dark hair and dark complexion, she blended in better than her blonde friends had, but she didn’t speak any foreign language except for a little Spanish. Now, she cursed her impulsive decision to go with her friends to another country on holiday. Hell, what did she know about other countries except they were foreign and she loved the food. She lived in California and owned a yoga studio for crying out loud. Her only saving grace had been her looks hadn’t caused undue attention, so far.

Her mind drifted back to the day she’d been shopping with Lorie, Kally, and Carly.

“So, what do you think? Red carpet ready or what?” Teagan did a twirl, feeling the rough material swirl about her ankles. The black abaya and hijab combo instantly made her body temperature rise. The sundress below stuck to her like a second skin.

“Oh for sure. I mean, I can totally see Jessica Alba wearing it,” Lorie Kline agreed. 

The other two ladies rolled their eyes, but laughed good naturedly, walking away to look at other things. Teagan pulled the fabric away from her chest, already feeling sweat pooling between her breasts.

Before she could remove the garments, they were interrupted by shouts, and the sound of vehicle engines seeming out of place in the middle of the market. Teagan’s eyes jerked up in surprise as several men piled out of trucks, barking orders in Arabic. Fear, the likes of which she’d never felt before, skated down her spine as she watched her friends being lifted into the back of the vehicle, weapons drawn on anyone who dared protest. She rushed forward, only to be knocked onto her ass, the end of a rifle smacking her on the side of her head. Stars danced in her vision, but she fought against the darkness trying to take her under.

Hard hands gripped her from behind, tossing her into another vehicle similar to the one that had taken her friends, only this one was filled with women dressed similar to her. It was then Teagan realized why
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