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A Patriotic Action THRILLER

 

 

Alex Ander

 


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, go to...

AlexAnderNovelist.com

.
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“I command you: be strong and steadfast!

Do not fear nor be dismayed,

for the Lord, your God,

is with you wherever you go.”

~ Joshua Chapter 1; Verse 9

 


Chapter 1

The First Lady

 

 

9 November—5:37 P.M.

50 Miles Northeast of

Panama City, Panama

 

 

The weight bearing down on the First Lady of the United States was suffocating, like being at the bottom of the pile after a fourth-and-inches goal line stand. She had never considered herself claustrophobic. But having been shoved to the Chevy Suburban’s floorboards between the backseat and the front seat’s upright, her left cheek pressing on a dirty floor mat, FLOTUS was now having second thoughts about that self-assessment. Plus, the two-hundred-plus-pound man pinning her to the floor only added to her fears.

The speeding SUV hit a bump, forcing the man on top of her to rise into the air a fraction of an inch. She was able to steal a half breath before the heavyweight came back down again, the man’s momentum compressing her upper body even more.

Moments ago, or minutes ago—since it’s hard to tell time when you’re struggling to breathe and can’t see anything but carpet fibers and the metal workings beneath the driver’s seat—the mad dash to the motorcade had been chaotic. 

...

Minutes ago...

“In closing,” said the First Lady, standing behind a makeshift podium and speaking to a small crowd of Panamanians who looked as ragged and worn out as the weather-ravaged countryside surrounding the gathering, “I’d like to take this opportunity to assure you, the citizens of Panama, that,” she glanced at her hand-written remarks, “the United State—”

Deafening booms and ear-splitting cracks interrupted the speech, shattering the atmosphere of an otherwise peaceful evening.

Shouting and screaming, people ducked and ran for cover.

In an instant, FLOTUS was surrounded by men in black suits. A hand clamped around the back of her neck and pushed her head downward. Her notes went flying, and all the First Lady could now make out were the shiny dress shoes of her Secret Service detail. In fact, she wasn’t really sure she was even in control of her footsteps as the agents were seemingly carrying her.

The barrage of gunshots continued unceasingly, coming from all directions.

FLOTUS heard the shouts, the cries of civilians caught in the crossfire, the grunts coming from the men around her. One by one, after each muffled groan, a pair of black dress shoes near her disappeared from her vision.

Twice her armed escorts veered off course and took cover—shielding FLOTUS with their bodies—only to yank her to her feet a second later, their pistols barking, as the diamond formation, with the First Lady in the center, rushed forward.

“Shooter—ten o’clock.”

Gunfire.

“Three o’clock! Three o’clock!”

More gunfire.

“Threat down. Go, go, go!”

“Sunflower on the move.”

“Eight o’clock. White truck. Front bum—” a loud groan came before a pair of shoes disappeared.

“Engaging.”

Gunfire.

“Threat dow—” a moan came before another set of shoes disappeared.

“Robbins, take left flank,” shouted the man ‘glued’ to the First Lady.

Shoes came into view on her left as she glimpsed an SUV up ahead.

“Fall back and—” her ‘shadow’ let loose with three rounds from his pistol.

The First Lady flinched every time the weapon fired.

“Fall back and establish perimeter.”

Seconds later, her world went dark when she was pushed into the SUV and shoved face first to the floor, the man on her immediate left throwing himself on top of her. The vehicle was rolling before she saw the right-rear door slam shut.

...

Present time...

Now, several starts and stops and sharp turns later, with the Secret Service agent draped over her, crushing her upper body, FLOTUS did her best at a one-handed push-up. With her left arm wedged under her, she drove her left elbow downward. Both actions allowed her to gain some separation from the floor, and she grabbed a scant breath before gravity and lack of muscle strength once again forced her back down. Unable to fill her lungs, panic sunk in. Perspiration dotted her forehead. A deep thirst gripped at the back of her throat. And her chest felt like it was collapsing, as she labored for more oxygen, heck, any oxygen.

The SUV rolled to a halt then lurched backward a few seconds ahead of the left-rear door swinging open.

FLOTUS lifted her eyes to see another black-suited man wrestling with the one covering her. Seconds later, the heavy load was gone, and she rolled right to get her first full breath in who knows how long.

Strong hands slipped under her armpits.

Hoisted upward, she was dragged out of the vehicle, her chunky high heels scraping across the floorboards, before she was placed on her feet.

...

Ten seconds earlier...

The driver threw the gearshift into ‘PARK,’ pushed open his door, and clambered outside, his peripheral vision picking up on the smoke billowing from the front of the SUV while he drew his Glock G19 Gen5 MOS pistol. He opened the left-rear door, his head on a swivel, his eyes taking in every detail behind the boarded-up supermarket, wood coverings on windows being the owner’s last-ditch attempt at saving his property from the tropical storm that had recently ravaged the area.

Moments later, he looked down to see a motionless Secret Service agent lying on the First Lady.

The prone man’s black suit coat had two holes in it, two darker, circular patches growing wider.

The driver holstered his weapon then wrestled to roll his fellow agent onto the backseat. After checking the man for vital signs, and finding none, he slid his hands under the woman’s armpits, hauled her out of the SUV, and gently set her on her feet. “Are you all right, Mrs. Conklin? Are you injured? Are you feeling any pain anywhere?” he said, all the while inspecting her for obvious signs of physical trauma.

Based on the powerful arms that had lifted her from the vehicle, Caroline Conklin had anticipated having to crane her neck at someone towering above her five-three height. Instead, she found herself only a couple inches shy of her rescuer. Granted, the difference was skewed by her three-inch black high heels, however.

The late-forties woman straightened her rumpled navy-blue pantsuit before unbuttoning the jacket to inspect her white blouse underneath. “I-I don’t think so.” She quickly ran fingers through her shoulder-length strawberry blonde hair, pushing aside the wavy locks that blocked her vision.

“Good.” Removing his black sunglasses, the man took her by the right elbow and led her away from the disabled ride. “We should get going.” With one hand, he folded the spectacles then stuffed them into a pocket on his black suit coat.

“Why not take the car?”

“It took a round in the radiator. It barely had enough power to get us this far.”

The two fast walked toward the corner of the single-story building, Caroline’s heels clicking and scuffing as she did her best to keep up with her guide’s pace. She glanced back. “Where are the others? There were three cars in the motorcade.”

“One vehicle was disabled. I’m not sure about the third.”

Caroline frowned while recalling all the pairs of shoes that had disappeared from her vision during the race to the SUV. Her heart sunk when she turned back to see the motionless agent who had been lying on top of her. Knowing the answer to her next question, she asked anyway. “What,” she faltered, “what about the others...the men who were with
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