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Jewel

Timestamp: six-0-five p.m., day two

What the fuck was that? I look at the girls. My ears are ringing from that explosion. Where did it come from?

I look at my sister-in-law, Kristie. She’s in the cage right next to me. She’s also checking on the other girls. My sisters-in-law, Samantha, and Alicia are across from us in these damn cages. My best friend, Emma, is on the other side of Kristie.

“Kristie, what the fuck is going on?” I ask.

“No idea. There’s no smoke, so I assume it’s not in this building. But it was close. My ears are still ringing.” She looks from me to each of the girls. “Are y’all okay over there?” She’s asking Alicia and Samantha.

They both shake their heads, letting us know they are fine.

Then she asks Emma, “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I think so. My ears hurt but other than that, I’m fine.”

Men are running all over the warehouse, not even worried about us. I ask Kristie, “Did you get the lock undone?”

“Yeah, here.” She passes me the pick she was using from her hairpiece.

I get started unlocking the lock on my cage.

I came to Fort Worth to get away from the ranch. My brothers mean well, but they hover, and I hate it. I’m fucking independent woman, and I needed some space.

A month ago, I was abducted from the Smithville bar. My abductor was always wearing a black mask and kept me tied up in this terribly dirty room.

I wake up to the stink of urine, feces, and mold. My hands are handcuffed to the headboard of an old iron bed. My legs are both tied to the footboard. I’m a tall woman, but it is the most uncomfortable feeling being tied up without giving someone permission. I like things kinky, but this is not like that. Someone took me. I remember being with Jess last night. He dropped me off at the bar. When I got in my truck, there was someone in the backseat of my truck.

He held a knife to my throat. His voice was husky and low. When he spoke, he slurred his words. “Drive. Slow. Head west out of town. Any funny business and I’ll kill you.”

Fuck, I pull out of the parking spot and head west.

We get just outside of town, he says, “Turn down Old Sawmill Road.”

“What do you want?”

“Just do as you are told.”

Fuck!

“Pull into that drive on the left.”

Drive? I see a path surrounded by trees. “You mean that path?”

“It’s a drive, it’s just overgrown. Pull in.” He pressed the knife against my throat a little harder.

I do as he says.

After we passed several bushes and trees, a house came into view. It looked like it was going to fall in at any moment. It looks like it had been a nice house at one time. It’s a creamy white color with grey trim, a two-story house with a front porch. The pillars holding the porch up look like they might give out at any minute.

I shiver.

“Put it in park. Kill the truck. Don’t move. Keep your hands on the steering wheel.”

I do as I’m told. The next thing I know, there’s a rag over my face, and everything went black.

“Jewel...Jewel...”

I hear my name and turn to see Kristie staring at me.

“Yeah?”

“Where were you? You were a million miles away.” She has concern on her face.

“I’m fine. Did I miss something?”

“Yeah, those men over there, they are watching something outside. Did you get your lock picked?”

“Almost.” I start working on the lock again. I stick the small pin in the keyhole. I move it around until I feel the locking mechanism. After several attempts, I finally get it to click the mechanism, and it comes unlocked. “Got it.” I pass the pin back to Kristie.

She hands it to Emma.

I look at Sam and Alicia, “Did you get your locks picked?” I whisper.

They both shake their heads, affirming that they also got theirs unlocked. We just need to wait for Emma to get hers unlocked.

Masked men scurry around the building since the blast.

We are taking advantage of their turmoil.

Emma finally whispers, “I’ve got mine. These locks are shit.”

I smile at Emma. She seems so innocent, but she is a badass, stubborn woman in her own right.

I’m so glad for her friendship. We became very close when she came to the ranch after her abduction last year. She and my brother, Brock, are now dating. I’m so happy for her. She deserves to be happy, and Brock isn’t a bad guy. I’ve seen a change in him since Emma came to the ranch.

I notice we are all looking at Kristie for what to do next.

Kristie looks at each of us, “Slowly remove your locks. Gently open the cages door. We will slowly move that way.” She points in the opposite direction of where all the masked men are still running around like chickens with their heads cut off.

Simultaneously, we each remove our lock and gently lay it on the bottom of the cage. We glance at each other and then at the masked men. Kristie nods. We slowly open the door to our cage. I’m not sure I’m breathing at the moment. This is crazy.

Kristie takes the lead and moves out of her cage. We each follow suit. Sam and Alicia follow Kristie. Emma is in front of me, and I’m bringing up the rear. We are in single file, moving away from the commotion.

We reach the back of the warehouse and begin to look for a way out. Kristie points to her eyes and motions to the right. I nod.

I point to my eyes and motion to the left. She nods.

Sam and Alicia follow Kristie, and Emma follows me.

We are getting out of this shit hole one way or the other.
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Jess

Timestamp: six-thirty-five p.m., day two

I see Rob shake his head as he finally gets his wits about him. He gets on the satellite phone. “What the fuck was that?” He is listening. “Roger that.”

I look at Drew, “It wasn’t Dean. It came from a warehouse that is between here and there. We are going to have to retreat and regroup.”

Drew looks at the team, “Let’s get out of here. Was Dean’s team retreating?”

“Yes sir.” Rob answered.

“Let’s go.”

We slowly back away from where we were, next to the warehouse. If that had happened seconds later, we would have been inside that warehouse getting those women back.

Jewel is in there, and I will get her back. I can’t even call her my woman. We haven’t talked about that. We have been seeing each other for a while now. No one knew except Emma. We were trying to keep it quiet because her brothers are so overprotective.

Now they know. Buck was pissed when he found out. I could tell by how he looked at and talked to me before we came out here. Yeah, I’ll have to answer this for sure.

We make it back to the vehicle and head back to the command post.

When we entered, Brock was there, pacing. He saw us walk through the doors, “What the hell happened? Are y’all okay? What about the women?”

Drew puts his hand up. “One thing at a time. I have no idea what the explosion was or who set it off. It was at a warehouse between my team and Dean’s. We didn’t even get inside, so we have no idea about the women. We are okay, a few seconds later, it may have been a different story.”

“Fuck! Everything here went black. The TVs are scrambled,” Brock explains.

I look over at the TVs hanging on the wall. They are black, where we could see the warehouses earlier. What the fuck is going on?

I look at Drew, “Now what?”

Drew explains, “As soon as Dean and his team return, we’ll regroup and try again. At least we know it wasn’t in either of the warehouses we were about to go into. I’m sure the inside assholes are scrambling to find out what happened.”

“Man, we need to get them out of there. That auction is in twenty-four hours.” I’m starting to pace.

Brock joins me, “Jess, that’s my sister, sisters-in-law, and woman in there. Why are you pacing?”

I glance over at Brock, “I’d prefer not to discuss it right now. Buck is already mad at me.”

“Fuck!” Brock exclaims, “Has anyone called Buck?”

Drew pulled his phone out, “Doing it.”

I look at Brock, “I’ve been seeing Jewel.”

He stops pacing and looks at me. “No wonder Buck is mad at you. How long?”

I smile, “We flirted off and on while I was her bodyguard. When we were called and told the case was over, I asked her out. We’ve been seeing each other, when we could, since then.”

“She’s a handful, man. She won’t take no shit from nobody.” He laughs, “One time, she wanted to go out and Buck wouldn’t let her. She decided to go anyway and face his rath later. When she got back, Buck was so pissed, he grounded her to the house for a month. She couldn’t go anywhere but school. Of course, Jewel found ways to do what she wanted. She always does what she wants when she wants. She’s going to be a handful for sure.”

I laugh, “I’ve noticed. She is headstrong, stubborn, and fucking feisty. I like that. She’s independent and does her own thing. I need a woman that can hold her own. And she’s sexy as hell.”

“Whoa whoa whoa, I do not want to hear that about my little sister. I’m glad you like her and all, but beyond that, I’m out. I just want to get the women back. Emma is a tough cookie, but she is not as tough as Jewel.”

“Don’t count Emma out. She is tough too. She and Jewel decided to go out one night in Austin. It was a loud, country bar, that was packed on a Saturday night. There was a guy that kept hitting on Emma. She kept telling him to get lost. Finally, she acted like she was going with him. She finally had enough. She punched him in the stomach, he doubled over, then she gave him an upper cut to the jaw. Nearly broke her hand, but she took care of herself. We bought them their drinks for the rest of the night.” I smile at the memory.

Brock laughs, “Fuck, she’s hot.”

“Just like you don’t want to know about Jewel, I don’t want to know about Emma. She’s like a little sister to me and the other guys that worked down there during the case.” I give him a stern look, then smile.

“Fair enough.”

Drew puts his phone in his pocket. “Dean is on his way in. We are going to try again in one hour. Stay close.”

Timestamp: seven p.m., day two-24 hours until auction
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I look at my watch for the hundredth time. It’s only been thirty minutes. We are gearing up to move out again. This time, we are changing it up. Dean and Drew have a plan that should work. We’ve had eyes on the area for the last day. There has been little to no activity except when the explosion happened near the other warehouse. The FBI is working on finding out what happened.

My heart is pounding in my chest worried about Jewel. Yes, I’m also worried about the other ladies, but Jewel has been through enough. She’s told me a lot of her story from when she was a kid. She has been through hell that no one else knows about. We spent a lot of late nights talking when we were in Austin.

Jewel is a hell of a woman and has been through hell.

I look at my watch again. It’s only been ten minutes.

Brock walks up to me. “What is taking so long? I want those women out of there. No telling what might be happening on the other side of those walls.”

I shake my head, “I know man. We just have to wait for the go before we head in. Drew is very good at his job. He will not put any of us or our rescues’ lives in danger. He thinks through every scenario, the outcome, and what to do if shit goes south. He talks it through with Red and Dean before we move on any job.”

He looks down at his boots. “I’ve got a lot to learn, don’t I?”

I laugh, “You have no idea. The training process that Dean has put in place to be a SSI team member, is intense to say the least.”

“Great. I thought riding green horses was going to be the hardest thing I ever did.” He smiles at me. Brock is almost as tall as me, but not quite. He’s probably six-one or two to my six-foot-four-inch frame.

Brock’s smaller in size than me, too. He probably weighs between two-forty and fifty, and I’m bulked up to two-sixty. But I’ll bet money he can hold his own in a fight, fair or not. Brock’s a good kid. He’s still young at twenty-four.

I’m becoming one of the old ones around here at thirty. I look at my watch again.

Timestamp: eight p.m., day two, twenty-three hours until auction
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Jewel

I find a place in the back of the warehouse.

Emma is with me.

Kristie and the others went the other way to see if they could find a way out.

I look at Emma and point to the small opening near the bottom of the dilapidated warehouse that these assholes have been keeping us in.

She nods and points in the direction that Kristie and the others went.

Then we hear a noise. Voices start to filter through the warehouse. Stacks of pallets, large wooden boxes, and a bunch of other stuff are scattered around. There are shelves around some of the walls and down the middle with some stuff on them.

I motion for Emma to follow me, and we try to make our way back to where Kristie is. There is no sign of them. I look at Emma, whispering as softly as possible, and tell her, “We need to get out of here. I’m guessing they found a way out. If not, we’ll return for them when we get help.”

Emma nods, and we start back for the opening we found.

Before we can reach the corner of the building where the opening was, two men are standing between us and the warehouse wall. They can’t see us because we hide behind some big wooden boxes. But we overhear them.

“If we don’t find them, Boss is going to have our heads.” One says in a Hispanic voice.

The other replies, “Yeah, heads will roll. How the fuck did all five of them escape? That’s not even possible.”

“Apparently, it is. They are all gone. Let’s keep looking.” The Hispanic one says.

I hear them move away. I point toward the hole in the warehouse wall, and Emma moves that way. We are moving slowly when I hear a snicker from behind me. I turn without stopping Emma. She keeps moving.

When I make my slow turn, a little boy is standing there.

I put my finger to my lips, asking him to be quiet.

He puts his hand over his mouth and snickers again. He’s not loud.

I look at him and whisper, “What are you doing here?”

“Yo no hablo ingle`s.” He shakes his head.

“You don’t speak English?” I motion for him to come with me.

He shakes his head no.

I do it again and hold my hand out to him. “Come with me.”

“Me lastimare’.” He shakes his head again.

“It’s okay. I’ll help you.”

He looks at my hand and then back at my face. “Help?”

“Si’. Come.”

He takes my hand, and we start for the opening.

Emma has stopped and is watching the exchange. “What are we going to do with him? Who is he?”

“I don’t know, but I can’t leave him here with these monsters. I think he’s lost.”

“Or he may be someone’s kid that was holding us. There were a few of them that had Hispanic accents.” Emma’s eyes nearly bug out of her head.

“I don’t care. He shouldn’t be here.” I move the boy between Emma and me as we move toward the hole in the wall.

The boy looks at me and says, “Usado esto agujero.”

I look at him, “You have?” I look at Emma, “He’s used this hole before.”

“Si’, vengo por comida,” he explains.

“You come here for food? Really?”

“Si’.” He shakes his head.

I ask him where it goes. “¿A dónde va?”

“Al almacén de aquí atrás.” He points to the hole and pulls my hand. “Venirse.”

“He wants to show us how to get out.” I look at Emma.

She points, “Lead the way.”

The little guy makes his way to the hole, pushes himself through it, and sticks his head back through, “Venirse,” he smiles at me.

I hear voices starting to come up close to where we are. I look at Emma, “We have to get out of here now.”

She shakes her head, and we proceed to follow the little guy out of the hole.

We both make it through the hole, and the little boy runs to the alleyway between the warehouses. He points and waves his hand to come with him.

We both run to catch up to him. I check to make sure Emma is close behind me, she is.

It’s dark outside, and I have no idea what time or day it is. We have been in there for what seems like weeks.

As we approach the warehouse's corner, I see several men in Kevlar vests, weapons drawn, and I recognize them, Steel men. I start running.
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As I approach the group of men, one turns and faces me, Jess.

“Jewel? How the fuck?”

All the men turn when they hear Jess’ voice.

I fly into his arms. We’ve been friends since he was in Austin as my bodyguard. He’s ruggedly handsome, a pain in the ass, but I’m so glad to see every inch of this six-four hunk of man.

I try to blurt out, “Kristie...Alicia...Sam...” I’m breathing hard, trying to catch my breath.

Drew comes to me as Jess puts me down. “Jewel,” he looks behind me, and I guess he sees Emma.

When I turn, Emma is coming up behind us with the little boy who doesn’t speak English.

Drew looks at us, “How did you get out?”

“There’s a hole in the wall on the other side of the warehouse.” I ruffle his hair, “this little guy helped us get through it and showed us where to go.”

Drew smiles down at the little boy. “Gracias.”

The boy beams with excitement.

Drew looks at each of us, “Are you okay?”

Emma says, “For the most part. They didn’t do anything. They were getting us ready to auction us off.”

I smile
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