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She’s my best friend in
the whole world and she is missing.

A frantic, hysterical call
in the middle of the night ripped my heart from my
chest,

“Shelly! I’ve been
kidnapped! Cavanaugh! Oh God, Shell! I’m in labor…”

Then a dial
tone…nothing…she’s gone…

 


 


 


 


 


 



Prologue

 


Michelle Alley Brooke was assigned to
the Atlanta office of the Federal Bureau of Investigations. Shelly
had only been out of the academy for two years. She had an
assignment in the field before reporting for duty in Atlanta. A
fellow cadet lost his father and his mother was kidnapped by the
notorious Martin Cavanaugh. Shelly’s life and the lives of her
unborn babies were put in harm’s way in the middle of a
hurricane.

A year later, Michelle’s parents’
charter service had a plane go down in the Guatemala jungle. They
were shot down by a drug cartel. Again, Shelly was at death’s door
as she tried to bring her family home.

Michelle had four years of medical
school before she had decided to take a year of pre law. She was a
brilliant, talented and driven young woman. Her husband, Michael
had been with the Atlanta office for seven years. Between
Michelle’s family and friends and the intrigue of Mike’s job,
Shelly went for it. She was almost twenty-three years old when she
entered the academy. Destined to fail due to being too petite, too
young and a woman, Michelle Brooke graduated at the top of her
class. She broke almost every record set at Quantico. Men and
Women’s top scores were left in the dust as Shelly drove herself
through the academy. She was barely five foot tall and never could
seem to pass the ninety-pound mark no matter how she
tried.

She was good. She and her husband were
Chief Matthew Colburn’s silent weapons. If they could just keep her
in one piece through one assignment, they would all be
happy….

 


 


 


 


 


 



CHAPTER ONE

They suited up from the back of the
suburban and waited for the rest of the team. Sally and Sam had set
up the COM van and were trying to gather data rapidly.

Mike watched his wife as she geared
up. Shelly had been so upbeat lately that he wondered why she
seemed so withdrawn at the moment. “Shell, what’s up?” He asked as
he strapped on his flak jacket.

“Um…I was just thinking
about how bad we need this vacation. Too bad it didn’t start
yesterday, huh?” She flashed that blinding grin at him and he
relaxed. There she was…the sparkle in her eyes and the heartwarming
smile. She was just wishing they were at the islands. That wasn’t
hard to understand because he felt the same way.

They jogged up to the back of the van.
The doors were open and they could see imagery throughout the
building. Sally had bounced off the satellite and was bringing up
infrared locations of the gunmen.

“Is the data complete?”
Shell asked as she jumped into the van and watched over Sam’s
shoulder.

“It’s as complete as we’re
going to get Shell. There are four hostages and ten combatants. At
least—for the moment, they have all of the hostages in one area.
There are gunmen at these windows, this door and the back door.”
Sam pointed out locations on the screen.

“Matt’s pulling up,
Shell.” Mike stuck his head in the door to get her attention. “Are
we good to go yet?”

“Yes, I think we are...
Hang on.” Shell said. “Make sure everyone’s suited up and radios
are working, Mike.”

“I’ve got it.” He said and
jogged to the other suburban.

“Okay Sam. Can I get part
of the team in here and here?” She pointed to side windows that
were a decent distance from the combatants.

“Sure. They would be going
into a storage garage and an office. That would give them some
space to set up and spread out safely...” Sam was pointing at the
screen…showing Shelly the layout of the first floor.

“Wait a minute! What are
you thinking?” Sam turned to look at her friend. “Shelly, those
guys are bad news…”

“No kidding.” Shell
smirked. “Are you ready to play rat?”

“Ah man! Are you kidding
me?” Sam moaned and Sally turned grinning at Shelly.

“Alan and Mike can go up
to the roof with us, Sam.” She laughed. “Lord knows they are too
big for the vents! So, we’ll set them up to head downstairs after
we take down these two guys up here.” Shell pointed to the two
positions at the windows where two of the combatants were
standing.

“Then, we will enter the
vents here, wait until the others are ready to converge and then
drop down and assist. We could take a few out on the way to the
conference room that they are holding the hostages.” Shelly
explained.

Sam knew that she was probably right.
Shell hated the vents more that Sam did but at least she was as
small as a kid and didn’t have trouble maneuvering through
them.

“Sounds like a plan,
Shell.” Matthew Colburn stood at the door. “Is there a fire
escape?”

“Sir, we’ll have to use
the gun and repel.” Mike jumped in. He understood where Shell’s
head was now. “The fire escape is a no go. One of the snipers is at
the window next to it. We’ll have to go up the back.”

“Okay. Understood.” Matt
said as he chewed on the butt of his cigar. “Can someone tell me
what the hell this is about anyway?” He growled.

“Well, there is a cheating
wife, a cheating boss with the wife…and now it’s payback time.
Staff Sergeant Zack Daly and his buddies that just got back from
Afghanistan decided that the City Loan Manager needed to pay them a
bunch of money and probably die in the process. I don’t think our
Staff Sergeant cares whether he lives or not. This isn’t going to
be easy. Matt, these guys are use to killing.” Shell told him
quietly.

“Oh well. That’s just
peachy! Hell of a welcome home for one of our soldiers. Damn it! I
feel like shooting the asshole manager myself.” Matt was furious.
He had his oldest son in a combat zone right now and it pissed him
off that this kind of thing was happening all over the states. The
men were coming home unstable and still in a fighting
mode.

“Sorry Boss, I don’t think
we’re allowed to do that.” Shelly grinned. “Y’all ready to do this
and go home?” The team nodded. “Well all-righty then! Let’s do
this!”

Shell took off to the back of the
building while the others got into position. They had to run around
the building next to it and then slide into position below the
windows and wait while the top four got into place.

Mike stepped back and shot the anchor
from the launcher. He hooked the railing on the first try. This was
the only blind side to the building.

They sent Shelly up first.

Shell cleared the side of the railing,
rolled and shot. “Sally, stay awake! I had to take one down on the
roof. Come on up guys, I have you covered.” She huffed as she ran
to guard the door. That was a little close. Of course he had just
entered the roof position as she got to the rail but she needed
Sally watching closely for this to work. No one needed to get
hurt.

“Sorry Shell. This thing
doesn’t show levels. It just looked like he was walking across the
room.” Sally muttered.

“No harm. Let us know when
they are moving again.” Shell whispered.

Sam, Alan and Mike cleared the railing
and saw the body. “Are you okay?” Mike whispered.

“I’m fine.” Shell grinned
at him and they all stood at the entrance. “It just scared the crap
out of me for a moment.”

“Okay team, enter and then
hold your position while we clear the top floor.” Mike said quietly
into the headset.

They entered the floor back to back.
Shell took down the first man with a tranquilizer gun and Sam got
the second one. The men hurried to handcuff and tape their mouths.
They left them hooked with their arms wrapped around the support
poles in the middle of the large room.

Shell eased down the steps with the
others following. She caught the man walking away in the jugular
with a dart and Mike and Alan drug him into a room off to the side
to restrain him. They swept room by room and found two other
combatants. Sam and Shell took them down with the darts and they
were secured.

“Okay. That makes one
combatant down, five unconscious. We have four to go.” Mike huffed
into his headset. These guys were huge. “Sally, where are the other
four?”

Mike noticed that Sam had crawled over
to wrap Shelly’s hand. Great! “What happened?” He
whispered.

“I’m good.” Shell
whispered. “Sally, we’re getting ready to get in the vents! Where
are the other four?” She asked the communications officer
again.

“Two are with the
hostages. One is in the third office on the left, sitting at the
desk…maybe using a computer? He has a hostage with him, Shell.”
Sally groaned. They were hoping that they didn’t divide the
hostages up. “It looks like the other guy is in the bathroom with
another hostage.”

“It just couldn’t be easy,
could it?” Shell said to the others.

“Darla, Charlie, we need
you to enter the office and take that guy down as soon as we give
the order. Get ready team.” Mike said.

“Shell, you use the vent.
Sam, stay with us. He’s got to go down, Shell.” Mike told her and
watched as she took off her shoes and handed part of her gear to
Sam. Her SIG was in her hand and she was ready to go. Mike lifted
her up to the grate on the vent and Shelly quickly unscrewed it and
handed the power screwdriver back down to Sam and then the
cover.

Sam watched in amazement as Shell
swung and flipped herself into the vent. “Okay Sally, I’m in. How
far do I have to go?” Shell whispered as she silently made her way
through the vent.

 


__________

 


Mike looked at Sam. “Let’s get close.
Shell’s not going to take him down if she can avoid it, you know
that.” The others nodded and followed him quietly down the
hall.

“Okay Shelly, you have
about ten more feet.” Sally said. “Slow down and stay really quiet.
You will be over one of the end stalls and he is standing toward
the front at the urinals with one of the hostages. Don’t enter
unless you can do it silently…”

Shell got to the opening and grinned.
This was how the guys had come in. The grate had already been
removed. Shell used the mirror to check the position. The hostage
was sick and throwing up and the soldier had backed up. He looked a
little green himself. That was good.

Shell silently lowered herself to
stand on top of the toilet. Mike was going to feel like killing
her. Oh well. This was one of their soldiers.

Shell used the mirror again and saw
the guy bent over the sink. She rolled and shot. His gun went
flying as he grabbed his hand. He went for his knife and Shell took
that hand out too. “FBI…you are under arrest… FBI!” Shell yelled
and rolled.

The man came up fighting. Shell took
the head butt with a groan and when he charged again, she
sidestepped and let him hit the stall full force. She slammed her
pistol to the back of his head and he was down.

 


__________

 


When Mike heard Shelly enter, he
ordered Darla and Charlie to take the man down in the office. They
managed to get the soldier down without a kill shot as well. The
hostage was fine. This was going better than they hoped.

Mike rushed in with Sam and Alan to
find Shell holding the young man’s head and trying to stop the
bleeding. “What do you need?” He asked.

“Toss me the med bag.”
Shell huffed. Mike was quickly handing her whatever she asked for
and Sam and Alan checked to make sure the hostage was
okay.

They all watched as Shelly treated the
soldier and placed oxygen on him. She bandaged his hands and
handcuffed him to the bottom of the stall. Shell stripped his gear
and handed Mike his radio. “Okay, the bleeding is stopped. Let’s
put an ice pack on his head and leave him. If he wakes up before
we’re finished, he may be a problem. We can’t cover his mouth Mike,
he needs the oxygen.”

“We’ll chance it.” Mike
said. “Darla, escort this hostage to go stay with the other
one.”

“Are you good to go,
Shell?” He saw her bloody lip and the bruise coming up on her
cheekbone.

“Let’s finish this, Mike.”
Shell stood up and swayed a minute. “Sorry, give me a second.”
Shell ran over and threw water in her face. “Kay, I’m
good.”

Mike shook his head and led his team
down the hall. Shell looked up and saw another opening to the vent.
Mike followed her gaze. “Go for it, but be careful!” He growled at
her.

They had two hostages left and two
soldiers; the wife and the cheating boss, the husband and his
buddy. The others gathered to the end of the hall and Mike knelt
down to wait on Shell’s report.

“Mike, I’m in position.
The grate’s off here, also. I don’t know why they did that unless
it’s an escape route.” Shell whispered. “Man and woman are tied
back to back in the center of the room. One combatant is behind the
desk and the other one is standing over them.” Shell watched as the
scene below played out:

“Zack, please don’t do
this!” The woman pleaded. She looked to be in her late twenties,
well-dressed and very pretty...Also, she looked scared spit-less at
the moment.

Obviously, the
well-dressed man that was tied to her back was her lover. He looked
like he was about to stroke out. He was a handsome man; mid
thirties…probably wishing about now that he had never met the
wife…

“You know, Lynn, I
actually thought we had a good marriage. I could have messed around
over there but I thought we had something too special to risk. Now,
I know we didn’t have shit. What do you do with our son while
you’re out bangin’ this suit, Lynn? Where’s little Zack stay,
huh?”

Shelly studied the young
soldier…High School sweethearts? Probably…and the guy thought his
whole life was over anyway…poor guy. He looked devastated. His
handsome face was streaked with tears and his hands were
shaking.

“Zack—Keep it together,
man. We still have to get out of here. You wanted to make them pay.
Let’s finish up here buddy and get going.” His buddy told him as he
walked across the room and placed a hand on his shoulder. Yeah,
this was his best friend. You could tell. He didn’t want to be here
but he had to back up his buddy.

“Jared, she ain’t your
wife!” Zack yelled.

“I know man, okay? The
longer we stay here, the less chance of getting out. Zack, you have
the money. No one has been hurt. Let’s go while we can…” Jared told
him gently. The manager and Lynn were sobbing as Zack raised his
pistol and aimed it at them. “No Zack! You don’t want to do
that!”

“NOW MIKE, DISABLE ONLY!”
Shelly flipped down from the grate and took Zack down just as Mike
rolled inside and did the same with Jared. They laid on the floor
unconscious as the unit entered the room.

“Untie the hostages,
Darla.” Shelly said quietly as she checked over the two soldiers.
Now the guys were going to have brig time. Shell hated it. She
hated the whole situation.

“WHY DIDN’T YOU SHOOT THE
SONOFABITCH?” The manager yelled as he jumped to his
feet.

Mike couldn’t get to Shelly quick
enough to stop her. She slammed the man back into the chair and got
in his face.

“HE’S THE SONOFABITCH?”
She yelled. “What does that make you, Buddy?”

“You have no right…” The
man blubbered.

“I have every right.”
Shell growled. She walked around the man’s desk and saw the photo
of wife and kids on his desk. “I have an idea. Why don’t I call
your wife and ask her who the SONOFABITCH really is? What do ya’
think, Bubba?” The man slumped back into his chair. Shelly was
furious.

Shelly went around and knelt in front
of the soldier’s wife. “I don’t know the story. If you love that
young man, you’re going to have a hard time making up for this.
Y’all better find counseling and pray that this doesn’t finish
destroying this boy.”

Shell stood up and turned on her
heels. “I’m done here. I’m headed back to the office.” The others
moved out of her way and then continued to process the scene. One
dead, two wounded, seven unharmed—no hostages were hurt—one
destroyed young man, a marriage and a little boy…down the
drain.

Darla and Sam jumped up to follow
Shell and Mike stopped them. “She’ll be okay, guys, she just needs
some space. Remember, she had to kill the first guy and this whole
scenario just makes her sick. She’ll get it under control by the
time she gets back to the office. Let’s finish up here.” Mike shook
his head as he saw Shelly jog right past the Chief and the
reporters. He knew she would.

 


__________

 


Shelly looked up at her desk and saw
Mike standing there grinning at her. She had almost got through the
last stack of paperwork. She had come back to the office and waded
through the paperwork while the unit finished processing the scene.
It was a good thing that Chief Colburn felt like Shell was his own
kid. She breezed by him without even acknowledging the boss was
standing there and he didn’t say a word.

It had been a hard month with one case
after another. They were both exhausted. Mike had finally convinced
Shelly that they needed a vacation and they were planning on taking
off in the morning.

They’d fly to Key West and then on to
Belize. His parents’ yacht was at Key West and they were going to
visit with them before they took off to hide away on their own
little island called Tranquility Cove.

“Aren’t you finished yet,
Shell?” Mike asked with his eyebrow arched. He looked at his watch
and back at her. “We have things to do, Sugar!”

“Mike, I’m almost
finished!” Shell fussed at him. She threw the apple that she was
munching on at him. He promptly caught it and took a bite. “If you
hadn’t put half of your paperwork on my desk, Bubba, I would have
been done!” She stuck her tongue out at him.

“You have a point.” He
conceded. Baby, Shelly’s Doberman got up and stretched lazily and
sauntered over to Mike. “Okay, what if Baby and I pick up a pizza
and meet you at home by the pool?” Who could resist that smile?
Shelly threw the leash at him. “Is that a yes, wife?” He
asked.

“Go Mike and let me get
done here so I can get home!” Shelly laughed at him. She was just
as anxious to get home to their babies. Catrina and Caleb were
eighteen months old and their pride and joy. She couldn’t wait to
take them to the island and let them run naked like a bunch of
natives.

Mike jogged out of the office. He met
Matt Colburn at the elevator. “Hey Matt!” He smiled as he headed
into the elevator.

“Mike, are you leaving
Shelly with all of the paperwork again?” Matt growled. He loved the
way these two worked together. They seemed to keep the office in a
good mood all of the time. Mike always pawned off paperwork at the
last minute. He was surprised that Shell hadn’t kicked his ass
yet.

“Yeah…But Matt—Baby and I
have to go get the pizza!” Mike pretended that was some big
deal.

“Uh, Mike.” Matt pointed
at him. “They deliver.”

Mike grinned and waved and headed down
in the elevator. He was a happy man. He and Baby headed to his Jeep
and he couldn’t wait to pull away from the offices and head toward
home. He always tried to beat Shelly home. She seemed to need just
a little time to unwind and get her thoughts together. And! He got
to hold the babies first. Okay, he was selfish. The twins loved
their Daddy. But when Mama came in that door, they forgot about
poor old Dad. So, he just beat her home!

 


__________

 


Matt stuck his head in the door and
smiled at Shelly. “Stuck with Mike’s homework again,
Brooke?”

“Yeah, he’s such a bum!”
Shelly laughed as she finished the last of the
paperwork.

The phone rang on Shelly’s desk.
“Darn! It isn’t five o’clock!” She laughed.

“Hello, this is Michelle
Brooke, how may I help you?” Matt was about to make a joke and
almost choked on it when he saw Shelly’s face.

“Yes Sir. Yes Sir, we are
extremely interested.” Shelly was scribbling down notes left and
right. “Sir, do you need our help?” She listened.

Shelly scribbled a note for Matt.
PRISON RIOT IN KNOXVILLE…THREE GUARDS DEAD … FOUR SERIOUSLY
WOUNDED… EIGHT PRISONERS DEAD… NO ONE KNOWS HOW MANY OF THEM ARE
INJURED. She kept listening and wrote: MARTIN CAVENAUGH? NOT SURE
OF HIS LOCATION.

“Yes Sir. Please take my
private phone number and let us know if there is anything that we
can do to assist you…Sir?” She listened.

“The Chief is standing
right here reading my notes. Would you like to speak to Matt
Colburn? Yes Sir, please hold.” Shelly handed Matt the
phone.

Alan and Sam came in. Samantha took
one look at Shelly’s face and hurried over to read her notes. She
held them up for Alan and he groaned. Not that nightmare again!
What the heck? Sam placed her hand on Shell’s shoulder and looked
down in alarm when she felt her trembling. “Hang on Shell. It’s
going to be okay.”

They watched her face and knew that
something wasn’t quite right.

Matt slammed down the phone and walked
out cussing.

No one wanted to deal with Martin
Cavanaugh. Knoxville’s prison was in chaos. They were rioting and
small fires were popping up everywhere. Shelly placed her face in
her hands. “I should have killed him when I had the chance!” She
fussed.

Matt walked back in. “Okay, we’ll be
on standby. No one knows if Cavanaugh has escaped or if he’s
injured or dead. They have no idea what started it. Everyone go
home and try to relax. If anything happens, we’ll meet at the
Brooke’s home at second command.” He stomped out with a cigar in
his mouth.

His secretary started to give him
flack over lighting up in the office but Matthew brushed by her in
a rage and as he glared at her, he roared; “Bite Me!” He kept
walking.

“Well, this should be fun.
Go and get ready for your vacation, Shell. They’ll get them locked
back down. Don’t worry.” Alan said with a lot more confidence than
he felt.

Martin Cavanaugh killed his father. He
beat and abused Alan’s mother. Alan felt like screaming and
punching something. Since Shelly was also abused by the man, he had
to control his feelings. He just did not want to go through this
again.

“Shelly, are you okay?”
Sam looked at her. Shell was one of her best friends. They all
depended on her. To look at Michelle Brooke, she would remind you
of a little southern teenager. At five foot tall and lighter than a
feather, they had all been put to shame at one time or another with
the littlest Brooke taking them down to the mat. Even Mike, at six
foot two inches tall and solid muscle, had been shocked when his
little wife kicked his butt.

She was their secret weapon. No one
took her seriously until it was indeed too late.

Michelle Brooke had other gifts. Both
Michelle and her husband were computer experts. They had developed
their own programs and somehow could seem to find anyone—anywhere.
None of them understood their geek talk but they cross-referenced
this and that and compiled data like it was a walk in the
park.

Shell’s major gift was one that she
hated. Shelly called it a “gut feeling.” Her Mama called it T.I.H.
(tuned-in to heaven). Her friends called it an extra
sense.

Shelly knew when something was wrong,
when something bad was going to happen, when she was about to face
a life and death situation. Scary as that could be, her twin
nieces; Corey and Carey, and her own twins seem to have the same
psychic connection.

They all listened to this intuition
and it had saved a lot of lives.

“Michelle?” Matthew looked
a little closer at his favorite little agent. “Hey! Let us in on
it, will you? You’re freaking us out.”

Shelly shook her head as if trying to
shake off a bad feeling. “Chief, I’m going home now. If they call
us, we will be ready. We aren’t due to take off until the morning
and I want to get some rest.” She got up and picked up her leather
jacket from the back of her seat.

“Shelly, what’s wrong?”
Sam whispered.

“Unless, I’m mistaken, my
fellow agents, Cavanaugh is on the loose and we all better get
rested up and get it together. I’m hoping like hell that I am
wrong! Mama is going to kill me!” Shelly fussed and stomped out of
her office leaving everyone standing there, mouths open.

“…Her Mama?” Matt
asked.

“Yeah, Katlin has a big
party planned next week for Mike and Shelly. We were all invited,
remember? Being flown out to an exotic island and away from
this…Hey, I’m mad! Tell those yahoos to catch that man!” Sam
fussed.

Everyone made sure they had their
ready bags and radios and headed out. All of them wondered just how
much of the weekend that they were going to get to enjoy after
all.

Darla and Charlie walked out with Sam
and Alan and listened unhappily at the latest phone call. They
wondered why Shelly just ran by them and waved. Normally, they all
walked out together.

Shelly hopped into her little Solace
and put the top down. Her Mama loved her Corvette but Shelly loved
her little red convertible just as much. She threw on her
sunglasses and cranked up the radio.

Sam and Alan waved as she squealed out
of the parking lot.

“She’s spooked, Alan.” Sam
said as they made their way to their Jeep. “And she’s really pissed
off. I think she knows more than she’s saying.”

“You’re probably right.
Let’s make sure we get things done quickly. Ah crap, Sam, call my
Mom!” Alan’s Mom was a Detective with the Tennessee State Police.
They hadn’t even thought about her involvement.

Sam hurried and dialed the number. It
rang and went to her voice mail.

“Beth, this is Sam. We
heard you guys were having some trouble out at the prison. We were
just checking to see if you were okay. Give us a call when you get
a break, okay? Well, okay! We love you! Bye!” Sam dropped her cell
phone in her lap.

She studied Alan’s face and his set
jaw. He was worried. Was that what Shell wasn’t telling? No. She
was imagining things but the look on Alan’s face said that she
wasn’t alone.

 


__________

 


Shelly slowed down by the time she got
to their little suburb by Lake Lanier. It was a quiet part of
Oakridge. Mike and Shelly’s families had lived here forever.
Shelly’s sister, Annie now owned the old home place with her
husband and twins. Shelly and Mike had a beautiful home that backed
up to the lake. Her Mama and Daddy lived on an island outside of
the Barrier Reef just a mile away from their own little
island.

Shell waved at her neighbors who all
smiled and waved back. They had known her since she was a baby and
she was now married to a neighborhood boy. That’s where the ‘girl
next door’ ended.

They didn’t know if they felt safe
with FBI agents living so close or not. They seem to always be busy
and it seemed that Michelle was always hurt in some way. They had a
very dangerous occupation.

Of course, when Shelly would hop out
of her little car, looking like a carbon copy of her Mama, everyone
loved her anyway and remembered her as a little girl.

Shelly pulled in beside Mike’s Jeep in
the garage. She walked through the door to hear squeals coming from
the pool outside. Mike was already entertaining the
troops.

She heard Annie and Andrew’s voices
and then the voices of their eight-year-old girls. Uh huh! Then
Aunt Tina piped in. The gang’s all here.

Shelly met a frowning Juanita before
she made it out of the kitchen. “…Weapons!” She ordered and Shelly
smacked her hand to her forehead in a; ‘I forgot’ mode and went to
the office.

Juanita had been their housekeeper and
nanny for three years now. She stood in the door and watched the
little agent strip. The SIG automatic and the shoulder holster came
off first. Then she removed the .38 that her Daddy gave her from
the holster on the back of her belt. Juanita looked at her foot.
Shelly grinned and lifted up her pant leg and removed the little
derringer that her Mama had gotten her and its ankle holster. Her
handcuffs maze and a tazer came out next. Juanita looked at the
stack of weapons on the desk and frowned at Shelly. How did she do
that?

“Do you really need all of
that stuff, Shelly?” She demanded.

“You Betcha!” Shelly
laughed and gave her a big hug. “Now, can I go see my babies?” She
requested.

“Go get a bathing suit on
before you get thrown in with your clothes on!” Juanita laughed as
Shelly raced up the steps like one of the kids.

Juanita made sure the door to the
office was locked. Standing rule was no weapons around the kids and
she enforced it like a beat cop.

Within minutes Shelly was running back
down the steps and flying out of the back door. Juanita smiled when
her babies yelled ‘Mama’ just as Shelly landed in the pool. They
were home and Shelly didn’t look too banged up. It had been a good
week.

Michelle swam to the babies and they
attacked her. At eighteen months, Caleb was wearing a size three
and Trina wore a nine months. She was always going to be a tiny
thing like Shell and like her grandmother.

Trina’s hair had gotten long in the
past six months. It fell almost to her shoulders in thick pale
blonde waves. Caleb on the other hand, was a ‘hoss’… He was built
like a little he-man. Caleb was solid muscle like his Daddy. He had
the broad shoulders and no butt syndrome just like Mike. Shell was
constantly pointing out the little guy’s abs. It did look like his
stomach was nothing but muscle. Caleb’s hair was pale blonde and
curly. They couldn’t do much with it.

“…Mama!” Caleb laughed as
she grabbed him and kissed him all over his face. “You’re
embarrassing me, Mama!” He squealed.

“…Really?” She blew a
bubble on his stomach and he was swimming away quickly. She
pretended to be chasing him. “Come back! Come back Caleb! I’m not
done with you!” Caleb clung to the side laughing hysterically as
Michelle kissed his back end.

“Mama, you kissed my
Butt!” He giggled.

Shell pulled down his trunks and gave
him a smacking kiss on his right cheek and laughed. “Now, I kissed
you butt, Caleb! So there!”

Caleb begged for Aunt Tina to save him
and of course his daunting Aunt Tina came running to the rescue.
“…Chicken!” Shell yelled and Caleb started squawking like a
chicken.

Shelly felt a little hand on her back
and she turned with a big smile on her face. “There is my angel
girl!” She whispered as she scooped up her little daughter. “How
are you, Sugar?”

Trina clung to her Mama’s neck and
kissed her sweetly on the cheek. “I’m great now that you are here,
Mama.” She declared.

“Well, that’s so sweet!”
Shelly held her close as she walked toward Mike. He held out his
arms to scoop both of his girls up close. He studied her face for a
moment and knew that something wasn’t quite right.

“Where are the pizzas,
Michael?” Shell demanded.

“Um. The Chief gave me a
good idea, Shell.” He was backing up and getting ready to swim
away.

“What idea, Mike?” Shell
asked with a laugh.

“Dominos delivers, Sugar.”
They heard a doorbell. “See, there they are now! I’ll just go pay
the man.” He moved and he moved quickly.

In one fluid motion, Shell had handed
the baby off to Annie and was dead on his butt before he got to the
side. Mike threw himself over the side and ran to the
door.

“Michael, you are a bum! A
lazy, cheatin’, no good…” As Mike turned around balancing four
pizzas…

Shell forgot what she was saying. He
was still that Greek God she remembered from Tina’s pool. His
beautiful golden tan and handsome face, broad shoulders,
unbelievable defined abs, and those trunks were riding so
low…

“SHELLY!” Annie and Tina
yelled in unison and Shelly snapped her head around in a daze to
stare at them. Then she looked back at Mike as he walked
closer.

“Michelle?” Annie repeated
with a grin.

“What Annie?” Shell asked
as she tried to look back at the handsome man with the
pizzas.

“You’re drooling!” She
laughed.

“Well. Yeah! I’m hungry
and that—that pizza sure smells good!” Shelly hurried and pulled
herself out of the pool.

Annie, Andrew and Tina were all
laughing at her and when she looked at Juanita standing in the
doorway grinning, she knew that she had been busted.

Hey, she loved her husband, okay? It
was a big plus that he still managed to turn her head and make her
forget everything—wasn’t it?

She hurried over to cut up a piece of
pizza for the twins and help pass out soft drinks and slices of
pizza. Mike stood there stuffing his face.

She shook her head and grabbed his
pizza and took a bite. “Hey Woman!” He fussed. She wiggled her butt
at him and headed inside to answer the door again.

Mike was right behind her laughing
when she opened it to find Sam and Alan standing there with Charlie
and Darla.

“Hi guys! Come on out back
and have some pizza!” Shell invited them and then she stopped and
looked at Alan. He had been like a big brother since the
academy.

“What’s up, Bubba?” The
others headed to the pool and Alan sat at the counter with Shell.
Sam brought him in a slice of pizza and sat down. Mike was right
behind her.

“We can’t get in touch
with Mom, Shell. She isn’t answering her cell or at home or at the
office. They will only say that she is in the field. That’s all the
information that the jerks will give.” Alan was angry.

“Do you think she is out
at the prison?” Shell asked. Beth was an excellent Detective. Yes,
the history with Cavanaugh was bad. Oh man.

“Come on!” Shelly unlocked
the door to the office and Charlie and Darla trailed in behind the
others. Mike kicked up the computers and started bouncing off
satellites. Annie brought Shell in a robe. Shelly looked
troubled.

Annie stood and listened in shock. She
did not want her sister anywhere near that sadistic man. No more!
She thought he was gone for good and they just had him in
Knoxville’s prison? Wasn’t he supposed to be on death
row?

Annie held Shelly’s hand and watched.
Soon everyone but the children and Juanita were in the room. Mike
zoomed in on the prison. There were fires and smoke and lights
flashing. It was a chaotic mess.

Shelly went through a couple of back
doors on one of the computers and then piped in the radio
transmission that was being exchanged outside of the prison. They
listened intently.

“There! Look over there,
Alan!” She jumped up to the screen and pointed. “Listen!” She
turned up the transmission.

Shelly seemed to be able to pick up a
voice out of a crowd and then somehow filter it out of the rest in
a matter of seconds. No one fully understood how she managed to do
it. She had the best ear in the department. Darla was almost as
good.

A lady’s voice came across the radio.
“We need more ambulances, Chief. There are six more prisoners down
and three guards. We need more riot control. This new prison is
going down in rubble.” It was Beth’s voice and she sounded really
weary.

The Chief said something over a
garbled transmission and Beth replied. “No Sir, there are five from
the Row missing. Cavanaugh is one of them.” They heard even more
static and the voice that was in the midst of it— they couldn’t
understand.

“I don’t know if he is one
of the dead or wounded. Chief, it’s a damn mess out here! Send more
help…now!” Beth was tired and fed up.

They watched in shock as an explosion
blew from the center of the prison. It had such mass and volume
that it killed their feed of the transmission for a few minutes.
When it came back on the blaze was unbelievable. Several buildings
went up at the same time. The prison break had been well
planned.

Shelly studied the live feed and
hurried and put on the television station that was covering the
prison riot live. They watched her pace and study as the scene
unfolded with a scowl on her face.

Mike handed Alan another glass of tea
and put his hand on his shoulder while Shelly called Matt. When he
answered, she put him on the speaker.

“Have you been watching
this, Matt?” She asked.

“Yes Shell, I’m in touch
with the Chief of Beth’s department. I’m sorry but that guy has his
head up his butt. This just had to happen on a Friday. I can’t get
hold of anyone to give us permission to let us go in. Can the team
bunk there tonight and be ready when they call us, Shell? I have
calls in everywhere.” Matt sounded agitated.

The scene was total madness. No one
had an accurate count of wounded or dead—prisoners or officers. It
looked like a war zone.

“Of course they can stay
here, Chief. You know most of them are already here anyway. We’ll
do a quick mission set up and have everything ready to grab and run
when they grant permission. Okay?” She asked.

“Go for it!” Matt said and
hung up.

Mike hit the button on the bookcase
behind him and the doors open to their second command post.
Everyone filed downstairs.

Like the well oiled machine they were,
they divided up and got their equipment ready for a quick
deployment; weapons, flak jackets, riot gear, rations, med bags,
radios—everything was divided up and packed and checked off their
list. Mike did a run through and a double check. They were ready to
go as soon as they got the okay.

“Okay. Everyone to the
pool! Relax and enjoy yourselves. We’re ready to go as soon as we
are called out.” Mike ran up the steps. Sam pulled Alan away from
the screen and Annie pulled Shelly out of the command room. She did
not want this to include Shelly’s team. She felt like tying her up
and gagging her and hiding her somewhere safe.

“Let’s go play with the
babies!” Shell smiled. She knew how Annie felt. She agreed. She so
they could head out for their vacation.

The babies met them at the top of the
stairs. Annie scooped up Caleb and Trina jumped into her Mama’s
arms. They got as far as the kitchen when Shelly noticed the
answering machine flashing.

She put Trina in one arm and punched
the button to play. “…Hey Shell—Bobbie here! I came home to see my
Mama and Daddy before the baby made his appearance. There’s a
seminar at the university that I wanted to attend also. It’s about
premature emergency births. I thought maybe I could bum a ride back
with you guys. Let me know! I’m missing my man! Later!”

Shell stared at the answering machine.
Bobbie’s parents lived just outside of Knoxville. Ah man! Of all
times for Bobbie Jo to come home! Annie grabbed her hand and walked
out with her.

The evening wore on with one at a time
going back and checking things out. Shelly had tried to call Bobbie
several times. She wasn’t answering her cell phone and Bobbie’s
mother said that she had gone to some seminar at the university in
Knoxville and probably shut her phone off.

Shelly asked when the seminar was to
conclude and her mother had no idea. Shelly had thought to ask how
close the university was to the prison but she figured that she’d
better look it up and not alarm Bobbie’s parents. If Bobbie Jo had
gone to the University, she would only be a couple of miles away
from the action.

Surely, she wouldn’t go even if they
asked. She was too close to her delivery. Why was she flying home
at this late date?

Shelly tried not to show her concern.
She would have felt a lot better if Bobbie was back home in Belize
and not so close to the prison.

Cavanaugh was one sick son of a
gun…the thought of the man make Shell’s skin crawl. She really
should have killed the man when she had the chance. She honestly
thought that she would never see him again.

Now…she knew better. The man was out
and running and he was probably going to be looking for her and her
family and friends. He was really big on paybacks.

 


 


 


 


 


 



CHAPTER TWO

 


Around midnight everyone found a place
to lie down. They hadn’t been approved to go in yet although they
had a plane fueled and ready on the tarmac. Mike and Shelly finally
lay down. Mike wasn’t sure that Shell would settle down enough to
sleep. She seemed to get more stressed with minutes that were
ticking by.

Mike saw the strain on his wife’s
face. “She’ll be okay, honey. She probably met some of your guys’
old college friends and went out to dinner.” He tried to reassure
her as he kissed her gently. “Now, do you remember when you staring
at this handsome delivery boy earlier? Annie said you were
drooling. Was it really the pizza that I was carrying…or were you
just flirting with the pizza boy?” He grinned as she climbed across
his chest and pinned him to the bed.

“I was drooling over my
husband and there were too many people around to admit it.” She
grinned. “I think they guessed anyway.” She leaned down and her
soft blonde hair brushed the side of Mike’s face. “I didn’t want to
embarrass Annie by attacking you right then and there.” She
whispered. She kissed his chest and gently traced his mouth with
her finger.

“We’re alone now.” Mike
whispered. He had to grin when Shelly jumped off the bed and went
to check the hallway. She tiptoed back into their room and locked
the door. Mike grinned as she dropped her clothes in a flash and
jumped back into bed.

“Woo Hoo!” She yelled and
they heard the laughter roar down the hallway.

“Oops!” She laughed and
attacked her husband with a vengeance. Shelly was beautiful and she
was always loving and gentle. She made his heart stop.

When she was staring at him when he
was walking away from the door with the pizzas, he almost dropped
the damn things and ran to grab her then and there. His love for
his wife only got deeper and it ached with fear every time they
went into another unknown assignment. He was terrified of losing
her. Cavanaugh was not someone that Mike ever wanted to see
again.

Mike was anxious to get her out to the
island and get her to relax. She needed it. This happy abandonment
only came in spurts here close to work. They had been too busy and
Shell seemed to always be healing from some wound that she received
in the line of duty.

He ran his hand through her long curly
blonde hair and he could feel the scars from the head surgeries
that she had to endure; a wound on her shoulder from a bullet and
the faint scars from the shrapnel and burns in Guatemala on her
back. She had been through so much. The plastic surgeons had done a
great job with her injuries but they both felt the depth of them.
What they stood for was frightening.

She was their best agent and gave it
everything. It terrified Mike and the rest of her family that one
day she was going to give it all and lose the battle. He pulled his
sleeping angel closer to him and finally fell asleep
himself.

Shelly slept sound until about five
o’clock in the morning. She jumped straight up out of the bed and
stared at the phone. Mike woke and stared at his naked wife and the
terror in her face had him grabbing a blanket to put around
her.

Shelly was trembling. She was covered
in a cold sweat and pale in spite of her dark tan. The phone rang
out and Shelly grabbed it before he had a chance to. Mike hit the
conference line to listen.

“Hello?” Shelly said in a
hoarse almost strangled voice.

“Shelly?” Bobbie Jo was on
the other end.

“Bobbie! Where are you?
Shelly cried.

“Oh my God, Shell…I’ve
been kidnapped…… Cavanaugh, I’m in labor…” Then a dial tone. She
was gone.

“No, no, NO!” Shell kept
trying the phone, tried a trace back, nothing. Bobbie was gone and
Shell sat on the floor of their bedroom and bawled like a baby.
Bobbie Jo was her best friend expecting her first baby.

Annie came running and grabbed Shelly
and put her in a hot shower. Mike had thrown on clothes and ran
down stairs to call Mathew. Soon, everyone was running through the
house and preparing to leave as quietly as possible.

When Mike came back upstairs, Shelly
still looked as though she were in shock. She had tears streaming
down her face. Annie had Shelly dressed. She had on a black
turtleneck and black riot pants. Annie was tying her
boots.

Mike admired the closeness of the two
sisters. They weren’t twins. They looked alike. They were so tuned
into each other them seemed like twins. The love between them was
intense. They backed each other up—no matter what.

Sam came running in and knelt in front
of Shell as she helped Annie lace Shell’s boots.

“What did you see, Shell?
Describe it to us.” She demanded.

Shelly looked at her dazed. “Bobbie
and Beth are not hurt. They pulled in doctors from the seminar
because they were short on help. Cavanaugh recognized Beth talking
to Bobbie and he and three other guys grabbed them and took off in
a black suburban—probably Beth’s. They’re out in the woods
somewhere. I don’t know. I can’t remember anything
else.”

She held her head and looked at Sam.
“…Oh no Sam, this can’t be happening!” She cried. “Bobbie’s in
labor! It’s too soon!”

Annie grabbed her and pulled her to
her feet. “Snap out of it, Shelly!” She said harshly and snapped
Michelle back to reality. Shelly stared at Annie for a
moment.

At times, it seemed like Shell would
go into a trance and describe every detail of a scene. It had
always freaked Annie out.

“Thanks. I’m good.” She
said as she looked down and realized that she was already dressed.
She hugged her sister and said. “Hold down the fort,
Sis.”

Annie shook her head and muttered; “As
always.” As she watched her younger sister bolt out the door and
down the steps.

 


__________

 


Shelly ran to the office and turned on
the computer. She had things humming and the satellite closing in
on a wooded area. Darla and Sam ran to help her while the men went
to bring up the equipment and call Matthew.

Shelly worked quickly. She was closing
in the signal on Bobbie Jo’s cell phone. They had managed to get up
into the Appalachian Mountains and into a densely wooded area. The
cell phone signal disappeared.

Shelly tried Beth’s. They were too
deep into the woods or Cavanaugh and his men found the cell phones.
They weren’t going to make this easy.

“Damn!” She slammed her
fist down on the desk. Quickly, Shell packed her laptop and the
necessary equipment she would need. With any luck, they could
figure out where they were headed. Cavanaugh had to make a beeline
straight to the mountains. He had a plan. “Mike?”

“Matt says he’ll meet us
at the plane.” He said as they took the last of the equipment out.
Shelly slung her computer over her shoulder and ran back upstairs
and then hurried up the other stairs to the babies’ room. She
tiptoed over and kissed their little heads. Mike did the
same.

“Take care of our babies.”
Shell said quickly to Juanita but looked over at Tina and Annie and
they nodded. They always covered for their family. “Annie, call
Mama and get Josh headed toward Knoxville’s airport, okay? Oh Hell,
Annie. Bobbie said she was in labor. She’s only…”

“Eight months. Try not to
think about it, Shell. Do your job and come home.” Annie said
quietly. “It’s possible that it is a false labor due to all of the
stress, weariness and fear of Cavanaugh.”

“Annie, get us an
incubator and the meds we’ll need for a premature baby. Anything
that you can think of that you all used with me, okay?” Annie
nodded and watched her little sister fly down the steps and out the
front door.

Annie and Tina went downstairs and put
the coffee on. Annie sat with her face in her hands at the snack
bar and Tina walked around and wrapped her arms around
her.

“We have to call Katie.”
Tina said quietly and Annie nodded. She slowly got to her feet and
went to get the phone. Tina had the coffee poured and waiting when
Annie walked back in. Annie tried to control her voice but Katie
had answered on the first ring.

“Annie! What is wrong?”
Katie asked immediately.

“Mama, there is a riot
going on at the prison in Knoxville. It’s really bad.” She began
and took a deep breath when she heard Katie also do a quick intake
of breath. “Mama, Cavanaugh escaped with three other guys from
death row.”

“Where’s Shelly?” Katie
demanded. Annie could picture her up and pacing the floor by now.
Evidently, Katie had already felt that something was
wrong.

“Mama, Shelly and Mike
just left to grab the plane to take to Knoxville.” Annie said
quietly. “Okay—look Mama—Cavanaugh has Beth and Bobbie.” She
blurted out.

“WHAT?” Katie screamed.
“Bobbie was at a seminar and visiting her Mama and Daddy. She was
going to come home with Shell and Mike in the morning…” There was a
pause. “The seminar was only a few miles from the prison. They
pulled in more doctors, didn’t they?” She demanded.

“Yes Mama. Shell wants you
guys to get Josh to Knoxville as soon as possible.” She told her.
“Bobbie called Shelly. She couldn’t say much, Mama. Shell said that
Bobbie thinks she is in labor.”

“Ah Annie!” Katie moaned
in pain. “Josh is in Key West. Tom is calling him now. J.C. is
there with the seaplane. He’ll run him to the airport and bring him
in with the Cessna. Did Shelly want anything else?” Katie
demanded.

“Yes Mama, Shelly wants an
incubator and whatever you all used with her. She’s determined that
she will find her in time and if she is in labor-she has every
intention of bringing them all back alive.” Annie had tears flowing
down her cheeks. “Mama?”

“What is it Annie?” Katie
said quietly.

“Shelly is going to kill
that man this time—you know that.” Annie said.

“Yes, I know it. She’s had
enough of him hurting her family and friends. Hang in there, Annie.
Your sister is a tough little agent.” Katie talked to Tina while
Annie went to wash her face.

Annie stood in front of the bathroom
mirror and stared at her reflection. Andy had walked in behind her
and wrapped his arms around her waist.

“I am two inches taller
than Shelly—one inch taller than Mama and we all look like
triplets. I don’t have a fraction of Shelly’s courage. We look
alike. I feel her pain. I couldn’t do what Shell does—the constant
danger. Andy, Shelly is killing me!” She cried and turned and clung
to her husband’s chest.

Shelly had came so close to dying
during the past three years that it had left Annie on an emotional
roller coaster. Andrew just held her close. Annie felt so deeply
for Shell, there was nothing that he could say. He just needed to
be there for her to cling to. He kissed the top of her
head.

By the time they walked back out, Tina
had hung up and poured everyone more coffee. Tina was Katie’s best
friend. They had known each other forever. Their husbands had been
stationed together. When Tina’s husband Rick had died, this family
pulled her into their close-knit family. She was there when Katie’s
twin sister was killed. Catrina was named after Katie’s twin. The
girls had become Tina’s life. She was a loving and doting aunt. She
was there whenever they needed her.

Annie and Tina had become really close
friends since Katie and Tom had moved to the islands. They swam
together and shopped together. Tina edited Annie’s books that Annie
wrote first and then they sent them through a second editing. She
used to do the same for Katie’s novels. Katie improved to the point
that most of the publishers’ didn’t even ask for an outside edit
any more. Tina was there for the twins. It was kind of like history
repeating itself. She was always there when they needed
her.

Caleb came staggering into the kitchen
and Annie picked him up and sat him on the counter. “What are you
doing awake already, little man?” Annie asked.

“I was looking for my
Mama.” Caleb yawned.

“Mama and Daddy had to go
on a mission, Caleb. They came in and kissed you guys before they
left while you were sleeping.” Annie said lightly. Caleb studied
her face for a moment.

“An-Annie…Is Mama
alright?” He asked in a timid voice.

“Yes honey, they are on
the way to the airport. Let’s hope they get this done quickly,
okay?” She kissed him and handed him to Andrew. “You want to take
the little man back to bed, honey?”

“Sure!” Andy threw the boy
over his shoulders and galloped toward the stairs. Caleb was
giggling by the time they got there.

When Andy came back down, he said they
were all asleep. He collapsed into a chair and flipped on the TV to
watch for the news reports on the prison riot. It was all over the
news.

 


__________

 


The team reached the airport in forty
minutes. Charlie drove them out to tarmac to unload their
equipment. Matthew came and brought Sally with him. Sally had been
one of the few from the office that had been drafted into the
special unit. She was a good agent.

The back door to the Chief’s Escalade
opened and a tall redhead emerged. Shelly had just ran back to grab
the satchel that held her laptop and stopped in her
tracks.

“AMAZON!” Shelly yelled
out and ran toward the car.

“MIDGET!” The redhead
yelled back laughing.

The team watched as Shelly jumped into
Maggie’s arms. Margaret Hyatt was a DEA agent that was involved in
the Guatemala rescue. She had also been seriously wounded. Maggie
was undercover with a drug cartel. The Atlanta Special Unit went in
to retrieve Shelly’s parents, Andrew and Bobbie, when the cartel
shot them down.

Shelly’s first encounter was on the
mountain when Hyatt and another mercenary jumped Shelly when she
was scouting. Midget was the word that got Maggie in a lot of
trouble with Shelly and her team. Even Shell’s Mama took her down.
Maggie had a smart mouth. Friends called Shell ‘midget’…Friends
only. Between the struggle to keep Shelly alive and their recovery
in the Atlanta hospital, they had become close. Really
close.

Margaret Hyatt stood five foot eight
inches and weighed one hundred and seventy pounds. She was solid
muscle. Shelly stood five feet tall with her shoes on and was
always under the ninety-pound mark.

They looked like an Amazon and a
Midget. The others stood shaking their heads, grinning.

“What are you doing here,
Maggie?” Shelly asked as Maggie put her down and grabbed her
bag.

“I was transferred to your
unit, Shell. I was supposed to report Monday. Matt was going to
surprise y’all. Matt called and told me about Bobbie Jo and Beth
and asked if I wanted to start early and of course I agreed. I owe
Bobbie Jo my life and Beth helped us all out too. So, here I am!”
She laughed. They made it to the plane quickly.

While Mike started the engine and
Shelly jumped in to co-pilot, the others caught Maggie up with what
was happening. They finished telling her the story about Cavanaugh,
the hurricane. They explained how this guy about caused the deaths
of Beth and Shelly.

Sam was usually the only one that
could calmly relive the story so she was the one that started
trying to explain it to Maggie. Sally sat down to listen. She had
worked from the small airstrip on communications in Guatemala. She
didn’t have much involvement with the Cavanaugh capture.

“Alan’s folks were going
to surprise him by coming to his graduation from the academy. They
were both with the State Police. Beth had gone to the bank to get
funds out and there was a robbery in progress. Beth wounded the
woman and the man after the shooting started and a guard was
killed. The man was Martin Cavanaugh and the woman was his
girlfriend. Cavanaugh swore he would make Beth pay for interfering.
He followed them out of town and the fight began. He was crazy. He
managed to wreck several vehicles and cause major damage and plenty
of injuries. There was a gunfight and Martin got away. Beth talked
the girlfriend into giving up and she and her husband were taking
her in to turn over to other agents at the hospital. But before
they got too far, Martin was behind them. Beth had put this lady in
the front seat reclining and was treating her from the back seat
out of the emergency bag. She quickly strapped her in and sat her
up as well as she could. Beth was shooting from the back seat while
big Al was trying to control the vehicle and get away from Martin.
He finally slammed Their Escalade hard with his big Dodge dually
and shoved it over the guardrail. It ran down the steep incline and
burst into flame.” Sam took a deep shaky breath and Alan took over,
which surprised everyone. His father died in that blaze.

“We found out the night
before graduation. Shelly and the rest of this crew had their own
command post set up at the cabin Hawthorne had loaned them for the
big graduation and party with Shell‘s family. Somehow, Shelly
figured it out. Everyone thought that Mom and Dad were dead. The
authorities didn’t know about the prisoner because Mom and Dad had
been fighting and dodging Cavanaugh the whole time. There were too
many weird details. We chased them to Mexico and followed them out
on a boat. Cavanaugh was hurt badly and Mom had some injuries. He
had seriously brutalized her. We followed Cavanaugh while Mike and
Shelly got Mom off the boat and took her to our boat. Shelly
cleaned, sutured, treated and cared for Mom and then we flew her to
their islands for our doctors to perform the necessary surgery that
she needed. That was Nikki, Tila, and Bobbie Jo—they have helped us
more than once and kept us alive. Shelly is lucky to have really
good doctors as friends.” Alan took a breath.

Darla continued the story with her
hand on Alan’s shoulder. “Shelly was tired and angry and instead of
going straight to the island when she woke up, she took a wave
runner to a little island that her and Mike always road to. It
wasn’t much more than a sand bar and some palm trees. Martin had
got away from us in Mexico but somehow followed us to the islands.
He attacked Shelly from behind while she was just sitting there. It
didn’t take her long to process it. He had come for Beth. Shell
fought him. He was crazy—Maniac type crazy. He had knocked her out
for a second and even with people closing in to help, he was going
to rape her.”

Darla shook her head sadly. “Shelly’s
Mama had been hurt and sexually assaulted when that rich guy
kidnapped her. Beth had been brutally—physically, emotionally and
sexually assaulted and Shelly had just dealt with the injuries that
this man had inflicted on her.”

Hyatt’s eyes were huge. She couldn’t
imagine as small as Shelly was that she could have defended herself
against a crazed guy twice her size. Darla continued; “Shelly
waited until he was starting to straddle her and she used his
privates for a punching bag. Believe me—they had to pack that man’s
balls packed in ice to get the swelling down. I never knew any
man’s privates could swell that big. The guy was in misery—had to
be—for weeks!” She laughed.

Charlie looked at his wife, shook his
head and continued the story. “Katlin and the others had come to
look for Shell. You see, Shell had just found out that she was
pregnant the night before graduation—three months pregnant. Shell
wasn’t going to let that man abuse her. It took her father,
father-in-law and Mark to pull her off of Cavanaugh and she even
threw her Dad several feet before she calmed down and realized
where she was. Katie actually yelled at her to get her to snap out
of it. Shell had knocked Cavanaugh out. He was coming out of it and
leering at Shelly. But then he told her he was going to get Beth
back and finish with her and start on the other fine ladies there
and then he made a major mistake of making a comment about Shelly’s
Mama. Man, she hit that man so hard—he had to have seen stars! In a
blur, Shell had her gun in his pants, cocked and ready.” Hyatt
looked terrified at the thought. She had seen Shelly
angry.

Charlie laughed. “Uh huh. Shelly was
already notorious of taking the tall ones down with the groin hit.
She pulled the trigger.”

“Holy Shit—She shot his
dick off?” Hyatt yelled. Shelly had walked back to get her and Mike
a couple of cups of coffee.

“Relax Hyatt, I just blew
a hole in his shorts and made him think he’d lost it.” Shelly
laughed. Alan jumped up to take Mike his coffee.

“Shell, you finish it.
I’ll sit with Mike.” Alan had heard enough. It was still a
nightmare and an insight of what might be happening
again.

“I should have shot his
dick off.” Shelly growled as she watched Alan’s back. “I should
have put a damn bullet right between his wicked eyes.” Sam put her
arm around her. “Ah, I’m alright.” Shell said and went ahead with
the story.

“You see, we had Beth in
one of my folks’ cabanas that we set up like a clinic. They had
Beth there and then after Cavanaugh kicked my butt, they took me
there to rest and heal and get some pictures of the baby to make
sure it was okay.” She saw Maggie’s puzzled look. “At first, it
looked like there was one big baby and a little shadow on the
sonogram. The echo heartbeat was in rhythm with the big baby. They
didn’t know what they were seeing.”

She took a breath and then continued.
“I got to finally go to our own island and spend the night with
Mike and when the docs and Darla and Charlie came by on the way to
the boat where Cavanaugh was being held in sick bay. They said that
they didn’t think they could move Cavanaugh. They kept him on the
boat because of his extensive injuries, infection and because his
vital signs were unstable. We went to check him out and heard a
scuffle. We grabbed weapons from the engine room and entered the
bay cautiously. Parker, one of the doctors’ husbands, was face down
in a pool of blood. I grabbed what I could to try to treat him. We
had oxygen for the hyperbaric chamber and masks; I used that. We
had extra medical supplies and IV solution and set-ups in one of
the cabinets outside of sickbay. So I started an IV, bandaged and
stopped the bleeding where I could. He had been shot in the
shoulder and his side. He’d lost a lot of blood and I had the
sinking feeling that we would lose him. I wasn‘t sure at the
time—but a bullet had gone through his spleen. Cavanaugh was
holding up in sickbay with two of our doctors as hostage. Parker
was going to bleed out. I offered myself as a trade so the docs
could treat Parker and hopefully save him. Cavanaugh took the bait.
We went to his boat on our wave runner. He took off for the fishing
islands where he had already had a hideaway set up for himself and
his girlfriend to lie low. He said that’s where he was taking Beth.
The islands were a mess from a previous hurricane. Although this
one had a nice house on it, the island was storm savaged and hadn’t
been cleared.” Shell looked up.

Alan was motioning her forward and
Shelly went to help Mike get ready to land at the
airport.

“Well, don’t leave me
hanging!” Maggie said. Sally had leaned over to hear the rest of
the story also.

Samantha laughed and continued. “We
searched for weeks. Then Mike and Katie stayed with the crew and we
were sent back to Atlanta. We flew out every weekend to search
again. Katie and Mike went out every day. Weeks went into months.
Bobbie Jo swore that Shelly was still alive and that she was still
pregnant. Somehow she was positive. The rest of us were just
frustrated and scared. We were afraid it was just wishful thinking
on Bobbie’s part. Katie and Mike, though—no way. They never gave
up—neither did Shelly. Somehow she managed to not let Martin abuse
her. She did everything she could think of to care for her baby and
to get away. As Martin healed—thanks to Shelly’s care—he got more
dangerous and more threatening. Shelly was afraid that she was
going to be molested. She would have killed him first. Her whole
fear was of losing the baby. She had picked the lock on the weapons
cache while Martin was in a drunken stupor. She took what she dared
and hid weapons to use if the opportunity for escape presented
itself.”

Darla took a sip of her coffee and
continued. “She finally went searching for the canoe that the man
brought in and left in the trees when he came to remove Martin’s
boat. It was the rainy season and she was wading in water. She dug
out the boat, loaded it and tied the weapons and supplies in. She
tilted the boat where it wouldn’t sink with all of the rain filling
it. Somewhere during this, Shelly hit a broken tree and it ripped
her leg badly. She had put on those fishing waders but it cut right
through them. She waded back after she tied a make shift pressure
bandage on her leg. She had splinted the leg to immobilize it and
slow down the bleeding. She couldn’t see underwater and her foot
caught on the undergrowth constantly. By the time she made to the
back door, she was exhausted and scared. She prayed that Martin had
not woke up and discovered that she was gone. She was covered with
mud and blood by the time she reached the back door. She stripped
to underwear, grabbed a medical field kit from the weapons cache
and got to the tub in her bathroom. She cleaned and sutured her own
leg without pain meds.” Sally and Maggie were staring at
them.

“I’m Serious! Darla said.
“She managed to go out and drip her own blood from the kitchen
floor. She took a waste can of beer bottles out to her bathroom,
broke a couple and went back to stage the scene of her falling
there and hurting herself. When Cavanaugh woke up, it looked real
enough to him. He blamed himself for being a drunken idiot. He
tried to help her as much as he could. He said that he was going to
take her out finally because the infection had gotten worse and he
was afraid that Shelly and her unborn baby were going to die on
him. He actually did have his boat coming back. No one ever figured
out where he kept the cell phone. Shelly never found
it.”

Sam looked serious and sad. “The
heaviest of the rains hit. The infection raced on. Shelly didn’t
have the IV antibiotics that she needed and she decided even with
the storms, she had to get to a hospital—the boat—to somewhere for
medical attention. They only had DVD’s. No live television. No
warning of a hurricane. Shelly fought her way through it.
Everything was waist deep in water, the dock was covered. She got
the canoe lose. She put on a man’s wetsuit and a flak vest. She
even used a helmet. She struggled in the storm with all of that
additional weight. She was giving her baby as much protection as
she could. Cavanaugh realized she was gone and he went after her.
She tried to hide, but he saw her. Shell was watching through the
scope of the rifle. When he aimed to shoot her, she shot him and
somehow she was shot also. He went under the water and she went and
pulled him out. She tied in near some trees and treated his wounds.
He was unconscious. He’d slide off the front of her canoe and she’d
pull him back up. Chief says she brought him in strapped over her
canoe like a trophy buck during hunting season.”

Darla took over again. “Mike and Katie
knew that the hurricane was hitting. They went out anyway. They
even spent a night out in it—strapped together with the Dobermans
and wave runners. They both dreamed that Shelly really needed them
and that this was the time they would find her. They found the
inlet and realized that it had been covered by downed trees. They
were sure that she was there so they travel over the deep water
that was now covering part of the island. They heard gunfire and
headed toward it.”

Sam jumped in. “Cavanaugh’s boat was
back. His men were coming after them. Shelly emptied her gun and
took several down. She had pinned her Mama’s graduation gift—a .22
derringer—to the flak jacket. She hurried to grab it. Buddy and
Baby heard the gunfire and refused to stay. They ran to defend
Shelly. Buddy leapt across the canoe and took a bullet for Shell.
There was one guy left and she had not seen him coming. She nailed
that sucker right between the eyes with that little bitty gun and
grabbed Buddy out of the water and was treating him by the time
Mike and Katie got to them.”

Shelly walked back after helping with
the landing. She smiled at her friends. “And the story ended
happily ever after. We had twins. I recovered. Blah, Blah, Blah!
We’re here guys, grab your gear.”

Mike was grabbing supplies and felt
the shiver go through him. Obviously, Sally and Maggie were part of
the crew and needed the information about this man before they
faced him. Mike tried to keep it blocked out of his mind. There
were too many ‘what ifs’.

As they embarked, Maggie whispered to
Darla; “How many times was Michelle shot during that whole
deal?”

“Twice.” Darla replied.
“She was shot once in the shoulder and once in the lower back. The
flak jacket took three bullets and deflected those two enough to
keep from killing her at least. They about lost her in premature
labor. She almost bled out on them. The babies were small. Trina
was extremely tiny. The Docs had incubators and neonatal meds flown
out for premature infants. They were afraid that the trauma,
infection and injuries would induce labor early and it did. A
normal person wouldn’t have survived that whole ordeal.”

They all stashed their gear in the
pair of four-wheel drive Jeeps that were waiting. Shelly had her
laptop out already, trying to get the coordinates of the last trace
and trying to trace the phones again.

Josh came running. That man had his
wife and his unborn son. He was shaken. This trip was ‘out of the
blue’. She just wanted to spend time with her folks before the baby
came and attend a special presentation on neonatal emergency care.
Shelly had done nothing to draw Bobbie Lee in harm’s way this time.
Bobbie was at the wrong place at the wrong time. It didn’t make him
feel any better.

He ran up to Shell. “Thanks for
getting me here. Can I cram into your Jeep?” He begged.

Shelly grinned and placed a light
duffle between the two front seats and moved over. “Come on in,
Bubba. Of course you are riding with us.” Matt looked at Shelly and
shook his head. She got the man here, what could he say? It wasn’t
the first time that they had brought this civilian into a
mission.

It took an hour to reach the last spot
of the trace. Mike set the pace at ninety mph. The other Jeep was
right behind them. Cavanaugh had gone straight up the mountain. The
trace ended right where they had taken off up a logging road. They
guys pulled in and parked.

Shelly crawled out and put a blanket
over the hood of the Jeep to set up the map and her laptop on the
hood. She hurried to bring up their advance Google Earth to try to
see what was up the mountain.

Everyone crowded around to watch and
study the map.

Shelly worked and tried different
angles and zoomed in on several old houses. Most of them looked
vacant. She tried a different angle.

Shelly rubbed her hands over her face.
‘Trying to think like Cavanaugh wasn’t easy. He was going for
revenge. He would have been looking up Shelly’s own family if he
hadn’t found Bobbie and Beth. He was not going to make this
easy.

She walked over and looked up the
logging road.

Mike and Darla walked over to stand
beside her. “They could have stashed the suburban, Shell.” Darla
said. Shell stood in a trance for a moment.

“Shelly, what is it? What
are you sensing?” Darla demanded.

Shelly looked at them thoughtfully.
“Cavanaugh is crazy but he isn’t an idiot. He knows that we can
locate a vehicle. I already tried their On Star and a radio traced,
since it was Beth’s vehicle. It isn’t out in the open or we would
have been able to find it.” She continued to look up the
mountain.

“We could go check out all
of the buildings anyway. He could have had a camouflage net and
covered the vehicle.” Mike said.

“No, I don’t think so
Mike. We would have been able to find it with the On Star locator
and besides, the net wouldn‘t stop a trace of the radio.” Shelly’s
voice trailed off and she went back to the computer.

They looked over her shoulder as she
contacted the forest department and then zoomed in more
co-ordinances. She talked to the ranger again and everyone watched
as she started narrowing down possible positions.

Even Chief Colburn watched in
amazement as she worked. Shelly’s fingers flew over the keyboard
and the satellite imagery bounced left and right—zoomed in this way
and then that way and finally se had the probability locations of
the escaped prisoners and the ladies and the vehicle.

Within about three minutes, Shelly had
done an amazing job of narrowing down the search.

Shelly froze for a second. She turned
slowly and stared up at the mountain. In her head, she was reliving
a little of the months that Cavanaugh held her captive. She
remembered vividly what the man had done to Beth. She could
visualize in her head what Beth looked like when she found her. She
was curled up in as tight of a ball that she could make herself,
shaking uncontrollably. She was filthy, covered with blood,
bruises, cuts and abrasions. Beth had been so cruelly and viciously
assaulted that they spent hours in surgery trying to repair the
damage that Cavanaugh had caused.

That was her best friend up there.
Bobbie Jo was going to have her first baby. Beth was her Mama’s
very good friend and a friend to all of them. She was Alan’s Mama.
She was the only parent that he had left thanks to this
monster!

 


 


 


 


 


 



CHAPTER THREE

 


Shelly was still on the phone. “Okay,
I see possibly three different places that he could put Beth’s
vehicle. There’s one place that he could have stored both the car
and kept the women.” She listened.

“Okay, that’s it. It has
to be. Jones, could you please send me the map to that? Yes, no
problem, we will wait.” Shell tapped on the Jeep to some beat in
her head while she waited.

Shelly had turned her speaker on the
phone for Matthew and the others to listen. Matt was waiting for
the map to come through the quick fax that they had in one of the
Jeeps. They had minimum equipment with them for this type of search
and recovery surveillance but somehow Shell and Mike managed to get
amazing results with what they did carry.

“…Agent Brooke?” Jones was
back. “The map is being sent to your fax machine now.”

“Thanks, Mr. Jones.” Shell
said.

“Brooke, I can send some
men to check out the caves. We would like to help if we could.” He
offered. Shell looked at the others.

“Sir, you can bring them
in but they need to have on vests and be ready to shoot to kill. We
know Cavanaugh. He’ll show no mercy. Remember that the other three
were on death row for multiple murders.” Shell thought as there was
a pause on the other end.

“Tell you what, we will
check the caves out on the way in and your men can stay closer to
the road in case they get that far. How does that sound?” Shelly
asked.

The head forest ranger sounded smart
enough to not to want to put inexperienced men on the front line
against a mad man and three other guys that were probably just as
bad.

They all heard the relief in the man’s
voice and smiled. “That would be fine. If you need us, call us in.
Otherwise, I’ll set up a dozen men up close to the road. There’s
another logging road further up and the road to the mine goes off
of where you are— about halfway up the mountain. We’ll have two men
there under cover.” Jones offered.

“Sounds like a plan, Sir.
Thank you.” Shell told him and signed off.

“Okay Chief, divide us
up.” Shelly turned it over to Matt and ran to the Jeep to get the
read out and run some copies through. She had sent the aerial map
from her computer as well so the ones that checked the caves first
would be able to find the exact location quickly.

When she came back, everyone had on
vests. They were grabbing gear. Darla and Sam waited with Shelly’s
equipment to help her get everything on quickly.

“Shelly, you brought your
dart gun?” Darla asked with a nervous laugh. She honestly didn’t
think Shell was going to just tranquilize Cavanaugh if they found
him. None of them planned on that man leaving this mountain
alive.

“Yeah, I know. I’m pretty
fond of that thing. If it gets in close to Bobbie and Beth though,
it would be smart just to sedate in case it hits them instead of
the enemy.” She grinned. She did have a point.

“Okay, here is the drill.”
Matt stated. “Sam and Alan will take the cave to the left. Maggie
and Sally will take the next one here.” He pointed to the location
on the map.

“Darla and I will check
this one below the abandoned coal mine and Charlie, Mike, Josh and
Shelly will go straight to the mine. We all have radios. Try to go
silent. We will get to the mine to back the others up as quickly as
we make sure they didn’t use one of the caves.”

The group strapped on packs and
watched as Shell clutched the locket around her neck that always
hung with her badge. It had a picture of Mike and the babies on one
side and her Mama and Daddy and her sister and her family on the
other—those near and dear to hurry back to.

Mike put his arm around her and bowed
his head as they heard Shell’s quietly whispered prayer. This was
their routine. It basically begged God to get them back to their
beloved family—to get the team back safely and in one piece….and
pleading for God to look over Bobbie and Beth.

Shell looked up and realized that the
others expected this by now, everyone’s head was bowed and everyone
murmured an “amen” at the end. Shell did her usual look up into the
sky…as if she was trying to make sure God heard her and was paying
attention.

She flashed them a quick grin and took
off running. Mike, Josh, and Charlie were close behind.

By the time Matt and Darla got half
way to the cave they couldn’t see the other four. Matt was pretty
sure they had probably made a quick sweep of their cave
first.

His agents went back to Quantico once
a month. They still held the records on the obstacle course and on
the different runs. The unit was fast and deadly. Matt was a proud
man. He loved his unit.

 


__________

 


Sam and Alan entered the cave. They
quickly discovered that the cave was a lot bigger than they had
thought. They swept carefully, quickly and silently. It took a half
hour at a fast pace to get to the other end. Twenty minutes to run
back. The cave was clear. They went to back up Sally and
Maggie.

Maggie entered their cave quickly.
Sally motioned for her to slow it down. She was anxious. You
couldn’t do that. That’s how you got dead. They had made it in
about half way when they heard something ahead. They
froze.

“Did you hear that?”
Maggie whispered.

“Yes, hold your position!”
Sally warned her.

Maggie waited restlessly as Sally made
her way up to her. This agent was too cautious. Where was the man
going to go? What if there was an exit and he got away? She eased
around the corner to where she saw a dull light.

“Maggie, get down!” Sally
whispered.

They both turned when they heard
something from behind them. They heard a sssssssthump! Then
another. Sssssssssthup! Sam and Alan emerged from behind them and
Maggie turned around to see one of the escaped prisoners lying dead
with a wound between his eyes and another dead center of his chest.
Two kill shots.

Alan and Sam quickly moved ahead
without a word to the end of the cave and finally turned around to
face the two newest agents to their units. Sam was shaking her head
and trying not to yell at them.

“Always stay close to each
other. Never get too far apart. You need to constantly cover each
other. Don’t get anxious. Always be cautious.” Sam said as she
hurried past them. She figured Maggie realized that she had about
had her head blown off. That was a big enough lesson for the
moment.

The four of them headed toward the
cave where Darla and Matt were. Just as they got to them their
agents emerged. Matt looked at the pale faces of Maggie and Sally
and asked; “What happened?”

Alan stepped up to answer. “The first
cave was clear. The second held that Anthony Chavez from the Row.
He was guarding a weapons cache and Beth’s suburban. They are
down.”

Chief looked at the agents waiting for
an explanation. It didn’t come. Sam turned and started jogging
toward the mine. Alan followed and the girls quickly ran to catch
up.

He knew there was more to the story
but it looked like it had been handled. He’d get the report later.
There were still three men with the kidnapped women. The mine was
huge. It was going to take time.

They eased Darla and Sam down first
with the rickety elevator. Sally and Maggie followed. Alan sent the
Chief down and he went down last. They all put on their night
vision goggles and flipped them on. The tunnels turned an eerie
green.

They stopped every fifty-foot to check
shafts and check their maps. They finally risked the radio. Darla
knelt down and whispered into the radio.

“Unit one…state your
position.” She whispered.

It took a few seconds. “Unit two, we
are at the third mark on your map. This place is some kind of
equipment room and break room. You are clear to there. Mike is hurt
and we have stopped to treat his injury.” Shell
whispered.

Darla looked at the others and then
back at the radio. “Unit one, we will be there quickly.” Mike
didn’t get hurt very often. She was concerned.

“Unit two, you have to
come in slowly and stay in the center of the tunnel. This place is
a death trap. Take it slow. Mike got hit with a rotted beam that
fell. Be careful!” Shelly advised.

“Understood. Unit one…over
and out.” Darla looked at the others. “You heard her. We’ll go in
twos and space out about ten feet apart. Watch your heads. Don’t
rush it.” Darla watched Sam and Alan went first.

They were an efficient team…almost as
good as Mike and Shelly. They were all pretty tuned in but Sally
and Maggie were the new ones. Darla had known Maggie for quite a
while and she was always a little too quick. She’d have to learn
that it took patience if you were going to bring your team and
yourself back alive.

It seemed like it took forever as they
paced it off slowly and carefully. Alan stopped once to shore up a
weak beam with another one that was lying on the ground. Wherever
they could, they supported the weak spots. They all wanted to get
back the way they came.

They finally saw what knocked Mike
down and quickly worked to secure the rest of the beams there. It
had been three hours since they had left the main road.

You had to check your watch here. The
constant blackness (well their—greenness) took the whole reality of
night and day away from you. The place was creepy. They all had an
awful feeling. The place was suffocating. How did they know that
this would be where Cavanaugh was? Why would he use the
mine?

 


__________

 


Shelly had moved into the mine and
took the lead. Charlie was right behind. Josh followed and Mike was
in the back. They worked quickly and efficiently. Shelly had found
a large room on the map where the mine seemed to go back up. She
had a feeling that there was another and easier way out of this
place.

She did the sweep by the book. They
weren’t going to take chances and go too quickly. It was hard to
see with the night vision goggles.

You could see but it almost surprised
you when you would see a stress line in a beam because it didn’t
look quite the same as it would with a real light. They couldn’t
risk flashlights just yet. Shell had looked back to see a beam fall
and Mike go down.

“Damn it!” She saw Charlie
turn to run back. “Take it easy, Charlie!” She whispered as she
headed back cautiously. Josh was back to Mike quickly.

She finally made it back and they
pulled Mike out together.

“Mike, talk to me.” She
demanded quietly.

“I’m okay, Shelly.” He
groaned and tried to get up.

“Hold on, we’ll try to
help you.” She demanded as they removed the beam and tightened the
area up a bit before they ease him out. She checked him quickly for
fractures. She felt the warm sticky liquid on his
shoulder.

“Hang on. Charlie, get his
other side and we will help him up to that next equipment room.
We’ll risk a light there so that I can check his injuries and get
this treated.” They eased under the tall man and let him use them
for a crutch.

Charlie was a five foot six inches
Hispanic man—short but strong as an ox. Josh carried the packs and
kept watch. They quickly moved Mike forward and into the room and
sat him down easy on the picnic table that had been left in the
room.

Shelly went over to see if there was
any kerosene left in the old lantern that hung there and smiled to
find it full.

“Charlie, use that old
tarp to block this light.” He quickly hung it and Shelly hurried to
set up to check out Mike.

“Shell, I’m fine. The
thing glanced off the side of my head and caught my shoulder when I
was trying to jump out of the way.” Mike fussed.

Shell had grabbed an old helmet,
washed it out and poured an old container of water onto it. She
quickly removed his gear and his shirt. She washed off the dirt and
then had Charlie use a clean fresh bottle of water to refill the
helmet.

“Stretch out on your
stomach Mike and just relax. You need stitches. The rest of the
team is in the mine and headed this way. Let’s get you cleaned up
and fixed up. You know the drill.” Mike obediently lay down and
stretched his sore muscles.

They had moved too fast. No, that
wasn’t it. He was a lot taller than the other two. Josh was pretty
tall. His shoulder had brushed against a rotten brace and that
brought the beam down. He blew it.

Charlie knelt down and looked up at
him grinning. “Sucks to be tall, doesn’t it ESE?” He
laughed.

He saw Mike flinch as Shelly cleaned
and numbed the head laceration. She freaked them all out in the
field with her quick response to treat the wounds and assess the
injuries.

She placed in six stitches and moved
to the shoulder. It was a little harder to clean and get numb. Mike
had a deep laceration about ten inches long on his left shoulder.
Shelly finally stopped for a second and took a breath.

“Mike, I’m not sure that I
can numb this any better, honey. You’re going to feel part of it.
I’m going to have to put in some self-disposing stitches a couple
of layers in. I’ll be as easy as I can.” She told him.

Shelly quickly administered a pain
shot and began. Charlie watched Mike’s face and he could tell that
he felt it but he knew that Shelly had managed to numb the area
well.

Still, Charlie would have been
screaming like a baby. She had eighteen inner stitches and at least
thirty on the outer layer. She finished with a clean bandage. She
eased another t-shirt over his arm and then helped him get his head
and other arm through.

 


Charlie was trying to wash out the
flak vest as much as he could and they hung it up to air for a
little bit while they waited. Shelly made a sling and then strapped
his arm across Mike’s chest. They would put the vest on as soon as
they got ready to move.

Mike laid back down with his head
elevated on a backpack. Then all grabbed protein bars and fresh
water. Josh watched as Shelly studied the map while keeping a close
watch on his best friend. That beam came down hard. For a moment,
Josh was sure it was a cave in and they were all going to
die.

Shelly laid her head down for a
moment. She was going on a couple hours of troubled sleep. Mike had
scared her senseless when he went down. It was easier to be the one
that was hurt. When it was someone that you loved, it ripped your
heart out.

“How are you feeling,
Mike?” Shell whispered.

“Like an idiot. I should
have stayed away from the sides. ‘Sorry Shell.” He said quietly as
he stroked her hair.

“Do you need anything else
for pain?” She asked. She had given him a shot of antibiotics
immediately but she was trying to stretch the pain med because he
needed to be alert to get him out of there.

“Nope not yet!” Mike
grinned as he used Caleb’s famous line lately. Everything they
asked him—did you brush your teeth, did you put your toys away, did
you eat your vegetables …Caleb would say; “Nope not yet.” to just
about any question you asked him.

“We should get you out of
here to a medical facility, Mike. You were hit hard and the
shoulder wound was pretty deep.” Shelly said.

“I’m not going, Shell. We
can’t turn back. We have to find Beth and Bobbie Jo. You wouldn’t
agree to go back either.” He said flatly. He had a
point.

“Then you have to let me
judge when to give you pain meds and when you rest. We both have to
get back in one piece. I’m not leaving you in this black hole,
Bubba. If you continue with the mission, I’m dragging your butt out
of here alive. You got that?” She growled.

“That’s the plan,
Sugar…Chill out, Shell. Seriously, I’m not in that much pain. I
can’t be a zombie or I’ll run into another damn beam.” Mike told
her.

Charlie and Josh watched them
grinning. “Yeah Shell, we don’t want the Jolly Green Giant
staggering from one side to the other like a drunken bull. It could
be dangerous for all of us.” Mike gave Charlie a dirty look and
then grinned. He was right.

Shelly scowled at them and held up her
hand. “Guys, listen!”

Josh went out of the room carefully
and came back with the rest of the team. Everyone piled in and,
dropped their packs and grabbed water bottles.

Matt walked over to Mike and looked
down at him. “Do we need to medi vac him out, Shell?” He asked
quickly.

Shelly explained the extent of Mike’s
injuries and what had been done. Matt was grinning. “It’s pretty
nice to bring your own mechanic with you isn’t it, Mike?” Matt that
it was pretty cool to have someone this medically trained with the
unit. Less people were flown out and care was given immediately to
save blood loss and keep the agents alive.

“Yes, I am blessed.” Mike
grinned.

“Chief, unless Mike’s head
injury is more involved, he can continue. He can’t carry a pack or
use his left arm. We’ve done this scenario. Mike’s right handed and
accurate with a rifle with one hand. I vote he stays.” Shell
grinned at the relief on Mike’s face.

Shelly’s determination could have sent
him back to Atlanta immediately. Matt listened to her and wouldn’t
question her opinion.

“Okay then, Shelly where
do you think they are keeping the girls? We found the car and took
out one of the guys that were guarding it and a weapons cache. From
what Sam and Alan saw, they were probably preparing to go because
the guy was loading the back with weapons.” Matt informed
them.

Shell looked at Sam for a moment. “Did
you disable the car?” She asked.

Sam grinned when she dug out the keys
and a plug wire. “I figured this might slow them down if they got
past us.”

“Good job!” Shelly
grinned.

“Yeah, Shelly would have
shot all of the tires and took the innards out.” Charlie said
laughing.

“I would not! Okay, maybe
I would. I just love shooting out tires and watch them go flat. It
gives me such a thrill.” Shell said.

Darla roughed up Shelly’s curls and
laughed. “You aren’t ‘right’… You know that, don’t you?”

Sam looked at her and solemnly said.
“She may not be ‘right’ but she’s a hellofalotta fun!” They all
laughed in agreement.

Shell turned to the Chief. She had
spread the map across Mike who was still lying on the table. She
showed them where the mind shifted upwards to the right. It opened
into a huge cavern.

“I have a feeling that
they used this area to bring in supplies and take men and equipment
out from this area. We’ll have to circle it and converge quietly so
they won’t make a run for it or hurt our friends. I don’t know why
Chief, but I know that this is where they are.” She
ended.

Mike had motioned to her and she
listened while he whispered in her ear. She actually blushed and
straightened back up and grabbed the map.

The others looked at the exchanged and
grinned. Mike had just enough pain meds to be a little ornery. They
just couldn’t believe that he could actually embarrass Shelly.
Usually, it was the other way around.

“Okay then. Time’s a
wastin’…team. Let’s go get our friends.” Shelly assessed the group,
and everyone looked good to go. Matt had needed the break more than
the others. He had started a serious training routine but when you
spent so much time behind a desk, you lost your edge.

Josh carried one of Mike’s packs and
Charlie grabbed the other. Shelly’s put a silencer on Mike’s gun
and put extra ammo, smoke grenades, water and a couple of protein
bars in a waist pack around Mike’s waist. Mike pulled her close and
kissed the top of her head.

“Shell, I’m okay.” He
said. She was worried about him. She helped him with the flak
jacket. “Are you not talking to me now, Sugar?” He
whispered.

She looked up at him and smiled. “I
was thinking how we could use your tummy next time to draw out the
map instead of a paper map.” She grinned. “If the paper map turned
you on, just think of the possibility…”

“Focus, Shelly. Focus!
Mike, quit teasing her like that. It’s not fair!” Darla teased
them. These two kids were something else.

Even in a scary situation, they found
time to flirt and throw the other one off a little bit to ease the
tension. In the past three and a half years of marriage they had
just gotten closer. The team looked up to the Brooke couple in more
ways than one.

“Ah Darla, can’t I play
‘map’ on Michael’s tummy?” She said as she threw on her pack and
stuck out her bottom lip.

“No Shelly, not until you
get him home. Tell me how it turns out. I may have to try it with
Charlie.” Darla was laughing.

“Try what?” Charlie asked
as he came back into the room to help Shelly get Mike up off of the
table.

“It’s a surprise,
Charlie.” Shell grinned as she helped Mike up. Mike was smiling at
her. She was a good sport even in the face of adversity. Shelly’s
face was normally so expressive, it was fun to watch. Her eyes
always sparkled with laughter or anger. Most of the time, she
radiated happiness. The team loved being around her.

“Okay, big boy, up you
go.” Shell grunted under Mike’s weight but as soon as he stood up,
he was stood straight and was ready to move.

Before they went out into the tunnel,
Shelly jumped up on the bench to the picnic table and eased her
arms around her husband’s neck. “I’m not use to you getting hurt,
Michael. You scared me to death.” She gently kissed his lips.
“Don’t hurt anything else, okay?”

Mike grinned and placed his forehead
against Shelly’s. “Sorry Sugar. That beam just jumped right out of
nowhere, then the other one hit. I was double-teamed, Shell, I
didn’t stand a chance.”

“Duck next time and stay
away from the sides, okay? I seriously need that body so quit
banging it up, okay?” She grinned.

“You only want my body,
Shell?” He grinned and kissed her cheek.

“Um. Well, that’s part of
it. I am in love with your mind and your purty face too, big boy,
but I can’t think straight when you are hurt, Mike. Please take
care.” Shell ended on a serious note as she put a hand on either
side of his face and kissed his lips. “I love you,
Mike.”

Charlie ducked back end and laughed.
“Sorry guys…gotta go!”

They both turned to look at Charlie
and grinned. Mike whispered; “Back to work wife.” He knew that he
had frightened her and he hated it. He was well aware of the terror
that you went through when someone you loved was hurt. Shell had
done it enough for both of them.

Shelly jumped down and stuck out her
tongue at Charlie. “You—you—are just no damn fun at all Charlie!”
She punched his arm, laughed and walked ahead.

 


 


 


 


 


 



CHAPTER FOUR

 


Bobbie lay quietly trying to remember
what started this whole nightmare. She just had to go to that
seminar and see her Mama and Daddy before the baby came. The
seminar had been important.

They had so many premature births in
Belize lately. It seemed like the worse that it stormed during
monsoons and hurricanes, the earlier babies seem to be delivered.
Bobbie had visited her folks and the whole visit had gone
great.

She had called Shell to hitch a ride
back on the plane. She just had to go to that seminar…

 


__________

 


Professor Blankenship stood at the
podium. He kept the slides going on the overhead. “Due to the
arrival of too many babies being born prematurely, we have set up a
protocol for neonatal emergencies in the field…” There was a lot of
noise coming into the double doors to the theater.

“Please! We are in the
middle of a very important seminar here!” He shouted over the
speaker.

A man dressed in an S.W.A.T. uniform
burst in and ran to the podium. Blankenship paled after the man
talked to him away from the microphone. He motioned for the man to
speak to the audience.

“There has been a riot at
the prison. We have had several explosions. There are many victims
and several dead. We have injuries ranging from gunshot wounds to
severe burns and heart attacks. There are not enough doctors.
Please, I need your help.” He requested.

Bobbie found herself standing up and
being herded toward the exit. Did she volunteer for this? Was she
crazy?

They loaded the doctors on a small
police bus and hurried them to the scene.

Bobbie went into the doctor mode
immediately. She worked triage and they were constantly bringing in
more wounded. She looked up and saw her friend Beth at the entrance
of the tent. Their eyes met over the patient that Bobbie was
working on.

Beth ran over to her. “Hey Bobbie!
What are you doing here?” She asked surprised.

“There was a seminar at
the college, Beth. This is a royal mess!” Bobbie fussed as she
finished up and threw her gloves.

“Yeah, tell me about it!”
Beth groaned.

“Bobbie, I have a woman
from the administration office in my suburban. She has a lot of
injuries. Can you check her out before we move her?” She
asked.

Bobbie grabbed her bag and jogged
behind Beth to her car. She ran around to the other side of the
vehicle and climbed in. The lady was unconscious, burned and
broken.

“Oh Beth!” Bobbie
declared. Bobbie looked at an ambulance crew running by with a
gurney. “Hey! Stop! We have a number one priority sort right here.
Please, load her gently and get her inside. I’ll be in there is a
second.” Bobbie jumped out of the car and gagged up her
dinner.

A burnt body smell in a closed space
was not for pregnant women.

Beth hurried around to hold Bobbie
before she went down. “Are you okay? Come on; let’s get you
somewhere to lie down. Alan told me you were expecting! Damn it,
Bobbie! Are you okay?” Beth demanded.

“Well, well, look who we
have here boys! My old girlfriend, Detective Elizabeth Dunlap and
her sidekick and best friend of Michelle Brooke! Hello Bobbie
Jo—looks like we have three hostages’ fellows. Oh, wait a minute!
You ain’t having twins too, are you?” He laughed. Bobbie shook her
head no. She was terrified. This man was a monster. Martin was
laughing hysterically.

“This is SO perfect!” He
roared. “Shelly will freak out!”

“Come on Cavanaugh, we
have to get going.” The younger man yelled. Cavanaugh had three
guys with him. One looked to be about thirty, the second one was
probably fifty…but this guy…he couldn’t be more than eighteen years
old. Beth did a quick assessment of the men. They were in a lot of
trouble…

“Let me guess, Martin,
fellow death row buddies?” She asked.

“Good guess, sweet cheeks,
climb in.” He turned to the young man. “You ride with the ladies,
we’ll take the front. Watch them close, Juan, they are tougher than
they look.” Martin advised.

“Oh, I will watch them
close, Papa. I like this little pregnant one. What’s your name,
honey?” He reached over and grabbed Bobbie’s breast and didn’t see
Beth’s fist until it connected with his nose.

“You Bitch!” He tasted the
blood and backhanded Beth. “She broke my damn nose!” He
yelled.

“I told you to watch them,
son. You can play later.” Martin and the other men in the front
were cracking up while the boy in the back cursed and tried to
straighten his nose and stopped the bleeding.

Cavanaugh pushed the car to the limit.
He had to get to the mine and lay low. Then they would load up all
of the money from the bank robberies that he had stashed there and
travel to the nearest docks and take the first barge out of the
states. Mexico would be too hot. They needed to go a lot further
away.

They were about twenty miles from the
prison and Martin saw the gas gauge.

“Damn it, woman! Don’t you
know that you are supposed to keep the gas tank full at all times?”
He griped as he looked for a gas station. They had prison jeans and
shirts on. They would have to find a secluded place to fill up and
take what they needed.

Beth and Bobbie stared at each
other.

“There Papa! That back
street has a Gulf station lit up. It looks secluded.” Juan told
him. Bobbie and Beth couldn’t believe that Martin had got his own
son on death row. He was just a kid.

Martin laughed at him. “Good job,
Juan! We’ll load up on more food and whatever we can find.” He
raised his eyebrows up and down and Bobbie looked at the
floor.

These men were animals. What were they
going to do? How were they going to get away?

They pulled into the old gas station
and the men got out. Beth and Bobbie’s hands were tied. They could
hear the men laughing and saw people inside go down.

Beth heard Bobbie whimper when Martin
had grabbed a woman and ripped her clothes off. “Bobbie! Look at
me!” Bobbie had tears running down her face.

She had treated Beth but she didn’t
watch her being brutalized. “Bobbie, do you have a cell
phone?”

Bobbie reached into her bag and hit
the automatic dial for Shelly. Shelly’s voice came on. There was
fear in her shaky voice. Bobbie was sure that she already
knew.

“Shell…I’ve been
kidnapped… Cavanaugh…I think…I’m in labor…” Beth grabbed her phone
and threw it back in the bag just as Martin came back
smiling.

She glanced toward the station and saw
his son raping and beating the poor woman that they had all
ravaged. He had his gun to her head.

At the end of his brutal assault, the
gunshot echoed. They left the poor woman draped over the counter
and came back laughing.

Bobbie’s face was buried against
Beth’s shoulder. She was sobbing uncontrollably. Juan climbed in
the back with his pants still unzipped and a glazed look in his
eyes.

“Zip it, Bubba! It’s time
to get back to work!” Martin told him. Beth met his eyes in the
rear view window. He winked at her.

“Hey, we’ve been in prison
for a while, Sugar. We wanted to save you for later. I have plans
for you sweetheart.” He leered at her.

“You no good son of a b….”
Beth’s head snapped back as Juan whacked her on the side of her
head with his pistol. Bobbie leaned against her to keep her from
falling.

“Juan! I told you son, not
to damage to merchandise. No more of that! You hear me?” He looked
at Beth worried.

“Juan, cut Bobbie’s hands
loose so she can treat Beth. Do it now!” He ordered when Juan
glared at him.

Bobbie quickly rubbed her wrists and
grabbed her kit to clean the wound. Beth was unconscious. Bobbie
treated her as well as she could in the back of a speeding vehicle
full of sadistic maniacs.

Juan rubbed his hand on Bobbie’s back
and was easing around. Bobbie head butted backwards and whacked his
nose for a second time. “Damn you!” He cried.

He raised his gun to see all three men
in the front seat holding a gun on him. “What the hell?” He
demanded.

“Leave the pregnant lady
alone, Juan, or I’ll kill you myself.” Cavanaugh growled. The boy
had no scruples. That’s why he got caught and that’s why he was
scheduled for lethal injection.

“You’d kill your own son
over some bitch?” He demanded.

“She is a lady. She is
married. You don’t know Michelle Brooke, buddy. If you hurt her
friend, you will die a slow and painful death. Some things, you
just don’t do, you got me? You don’t touch either of these ladies
again.” Martin was livid. He’d teach this kid yet. Everyone had to
have limits.

“Fine!” Juan grumbled and
held his nose as he laid his head back against the seat. Bobbie
finally took a breath and felt another contraction.

How did Shelly deal with these
animals? Martin held her captive through most of her pregnancy. He
had a weakness for pregnant women. Hopefully, that would save her
from him but the other three?

Bobbie couldn’t check the tears that
flooded down her cheeks. She thought of her parents and of Josh and
their unborn baby. What had she done?

‘Shelly, please find us.”
She prayed.

“Okay, I think we’re close
now. Start looking for a logging road.” Martin said as he slowed
down and Eddie grabbed a spotlight. “There it is!”

He pulled in and headed toward the
cave that held weapons. He eased the car into the cave. “Why are
you putting this in here, Papa?” Juan asked.

Martin tapped the unit on the dash.
“They can track us in the open. We’ll have to walk to the mine.
Bobbie, is Beth awake yet?” He demanded.

“No, she is deeply
unconscious. You could leave us here.” She tried.

“Yeah right…like that’s
going to happen.” Martin had gotten out and checked Beth’s pupils
and the bump and blood on the side of Beth’s face.

“Okay, you little jerk!
You start carrying her since you knocked her out.” The going was
going to be rough and carrying someone was going to make it
harder.

Juan got out cussing and came around
to pull Beth out and over his shoulder. “The pregnant cow would be
easier to carry.” He griped and Martin jerked him up by the back of
his ponytail. “Ouch!”

“I have heard enough of
your mouth, you little shit! Don’t disrespect the doctor again!”
Martin demanded. “Now move it!”

Juan looked at the evil in his
father’s eyes and shut up. He knew that he had saved him from
enough crap in prison. He’d seen him kill his best friend without
blinking. Juan moved forward without looking at Martin
again.

“Chavez, we’ll take some
of the basic supplies and you keep the rest here to guard the
vehicle and the extra weapons. I’ll let you know when you can move
up. We need the vehicle to get out of here.”

The man looked at him with a frown. He
was right. They couldn’t trust the kid and Eddie turned into a spaz
when he was left alone. He nodded and went back to light a lantern.
“Remember to be careful about radio transmissions. You’ll have to
go to the entrance anyway to call out. I hope we get out of here
before they can trace us.” Martin waved and helped Bobbie out of
the car to lead her forward. “You aren’t looking too good, Sugar.
I’m not going to let anyone hurt you. I promise.” He walked behind
her and made sure he didn’t touch her unless she
stumbled.

They had a walk ahead of them and they
were going to have to switch off to get Beth to where they needed
to end up. They’d all feel better when they got to the big cavern
with the underground lake.

 


__________

 


The hike up the mountain took forever.
It wasn’t quite daybreak yet and the stupid little headband lights
didn’t help much. Eddie switched and started carrying
Beth.

Bobbie’s contractions were still only
about thirty minutes apart. She was praying that it was false labor
and the baby would stay put. She walked carefully.

Bobbie grew up around here. Her uncles
and several of her cousins lived up in the God forsaken Appalachian
Mountains. She watched her step and listened carefully.

The men walked carelessly stepping
wherever they pleased. So far, they had been lucky.

“Okay, take a break.”
Martin groaned. They were all covered with sweat. The air was thick
with humidity and hotter than hell already before the sun even came
up. Martin passed water bottles around and handed Bobbie a bottle
of juice and a protein bar.

“Hey! I could use that!”
Juan complained.

“Why? Are you pregnant,
too?” Martin snapped back.

“Martin, you guys need to
be more careful. There are mountain rattlers up here. We have bear
and mountain lions and they placed some wolves in the mountains
last year.” Bobbie tried to warn them.

“Appreciate the warning,
little lady.” Eddie smiled. He was a city boy and had no idea what
Bobbie Jo was talking about.

“She’s right, keep a close
watch. Let me carry Beth next. Bobbie, stay in front of me. Juan,
you lead.” He said as he grunted and lifted Beth over his shoulder.
“We don’t have too much further now.”

They climbed slowly. Everyone was
exhausted. Finally, Juan saw the opening to the mine. Like an
idiot, he ran ahead.

Bobbie yelled for him to watch out. It
was too late. The biggest rattler Bobbie had ever seen leapt
through the air and struck Juan on the back of his
thigh.

He screamed and went down and Eddie
shot the rattler and looked around wildly. Bobbie quickly grabbed
Juan’s belt off and tightened it around his upper thigh. She used
the snake bit kit—which was really a joke—and turned and looked at
Cavanaugh.

“He needs to go to the
hospital.” She told him bluntly.

“You can take care of
him.” He insisted as he motioned to Eddie to pick the boy up. “No
hospitals!” Martin said. “Let’s move!” He was worried. That was one
big rattler!

“Aren’t the rattlers more
dangerous when they are smaller?” He asked.

“Mountain rattlers are
lethal no matter what size they are, Martin. He needs anti-venom.
No one carries that in the field.” She said frankly.

Bobbie was thinking what a joke this
was. An unconscious detective, a very pregnant woman, and a snake
bite victim. Martin wasn’t winning. He was going straight down the
tubes and the look on his face told her that he knew it.

“Lower the doctor down
first, then you go down.” He told Eddie. “I’ll stay up here to
lower Beth and Juan down, okay?” Eddie nodded.

It took them another hour to find the
cavern. They carried Juan and Beth over to the cots that were set
up in the makeshift living quarters.

“Bobbie, check them out
and do whatever you can do for them. We have to rest. We’re going
to have to tie you up and sleep.” Martin said.

“Martin, look at me! I’m
already having contractions. We have to care for Beth and Juan. I
can’t do that with my hands tied. I won’t leave my friend. Don’t
tie my hands. I won’t be able to take care of them and deal with
the contractions also. I can’t go anywhere. I am only eight months
pregnant and am having contractions. Do you honestly think that I’m
dumb enough to go running out of here in this dark death trap?”
Bobbie demanded.

“You’re right, I’m sorry.
There is food over there. Smoke goes straight up. But they’ll never
see it with all of the other chimney fires across the mountain. If
you run Bobbie, I’ll have to shoot you.” He warned and laid back.
“Do what you can with my boy.”

It didn’t take long before Martin and
Eddie were snoring. Juan was chilling and the swelling had started.
He wouldn’t last long. The snake nabbed him in a vein behind his
knee. Beth was still out but her eyes were equal and
reactive.

Bobbie sat back with her head against
Beth’s cot. She felt another light contraction. She patted her
tummy and said. “Sweetie, you stay where you are. This is not where
you want to be born.” She murmured.

The baby had dropped and Bobbie was
terrified.

 


__________

 


Shelly led her team carefully. She
would stop and check on Mike about every ten minutes. After an hour
she motioned everyone into another equipment room. Charlie grabbed
a half filled lantern and set it up and Darla covered the door.
Josh helped Mike into the room.

“Mike move over here on
this picnic table. It was awfully nice for those minors to leave
these tables for us. Come on Mike, get up here and lie down for a
little bit.” Shelly insisted. He looked exhausted and he was in
pain. Shell gave him a pain shot and checked his vital signs,
making sure his bandages weren’t soaked with blood. The wound had
to be protected at all times.

“How are you doing,
Sugar?” She asked him quietly.

“I’m okay, Shelly. I’m
just really tired.” Mike said through a yawn. “You’re kinda cute
with that there coal dust all over your face.” He
grinned.

“Lie still and rest.
Chief, why don’t we get the unit to rest for a bit and eat some
rations?” Shell asked Matthew.

“Sounds like a plan to me.
It’s already four o’clock in the morning. We’ve been pushing pretty
hard here.” Matt said with a yawn.

Shelly looked around and saw a very
exhausted team. “He’s right guys. Break time. Eat something and get
comfortable.” Shelly laid her head on Mike’s leg. She kept her hand
on his abdomen. If she fell asleep, she would know if he moved or
if his breathing patterns changed. She closed her eyes.

 


__________

 


Sam placed a hand over Shelly’s mouth
and when Shell looked up startled, Sam placed a finger over her
mouth. Everyone was sound asleep. Sam motioned for Shell to follow
her. They went out into the shaft to talk.

“Have you slept long
enough?” Sam demanded.

“Yes, I think so. I was
surprised that I conked out like that.” Shell shook her head trying
to clear the fogginess out of her brain. “What’s up?”

“I scouted ahead. You were
right. There’s a living area in the middle of that huge cavern. It
looks like Beth has a head injury and is unconscious. The youngest
guy has some kind of injury as well. Cavanaugh and an older guy are
asleep. Bobbie isn’t restrained and she’s treating the patients.
She looks scared and exhausted. I can’t tell if she is still having
contractions or not.” Sam handed Shell her gear.

“Do you want to check it
out?” She asked.

Shelly nodded and put her gear on. She
pulled out her dart gun and then placed her automatic with the
silencer in the holster on her belt. “Let’s do this and get back
before the others wake up.” She whispered.

She motioned for Sam to lead. Shell
knew that they were close when she found the last equipment room.
The team was exhausted and she didn’t want them to face these guys
without some kind of recuperative time.

Within five minutes, they were hiding
behind a boulder that overlooked the cavern. It was about what
Shelly had thought. From this side the wide path curved downward
into the cavern. From the other side was an identical path that
went up and out a wider shaft—probably leading out of the
mine.

Shelly needed to get Bobbie Jo’s
attention. She looked around and saw Bobbie double with a
contraction. Her friend was still having contractions.

Bobbie glanced upward and Shell stood
up and waved.

Bobbie looked at her startled. She was
so pale in that bold lighting from work lanterns down there. Shelly
saw a slow smile appearing on Bobbie’s face. Shell quickly signed
what she needed to convey.

Sam watched and tried to decipher what
was being signed. Shelly signed; “The team is here. We’ll get you
out safe. How’s Beth?”

Bobbie signed; “Beth has head injury.
Gun butt hit to right temple. Cavanaugh’s son has a rattle snake
bite—fading fast.”

Shelly looked at Bobbie and signed;
“What is YOUR status?” Bobbie turned sideways and pulled up her
blouse. The baby had dropped really low.

Bobbie looked back and signed.
“Contractions are fifteen minutes apart.”

Shelly looked at her friend’s weary
face and signed; “Rest now. Try not to move around too much. Drink
as much fluid as you can—juice, electrolytes—I have a delivery kit.
You will be okay.”

Bobbie looked at her in tears and
Shelly reassured her again and signed for her to lie down and rest.
Be patient. They would get there as soon as they could
safely.

Bobbie nodded. There wasn’t much else
that she could do at this point.

Shelly hesitated for a few minutes and
then flashed a grin. She gave one more sign;
“I—Love—you!”

Bobbie signed back in tears; “Love you
more.” Shelly quickly ran back to the shaft with Sam dead on her
heels.

They stopped outside the room where
the team was. Sam whispered. “There’s not a lot of cover out there.
What do you think we should do?”

“I’m not exactly sure.
Watch first. We need to see what’s down that other shaft. It may be
the way out. Bobbie should have several hours left and we can’t put
her in danger. We don’t know about Beth. I can’t believe Martin had
his kid on death row already. That’s just nuts.” Shelly looked
quietly at the wall.

“We have to get them out
of here. Sam, when Mike wakes up check his bandages and give him a
pain shot. Try to keep them in that room as long as possible. I
will circle the cave and head down the shaft on the other side to
see if we have a shorter way out, okay?” Sam didn’t look like she
was going for it.

“Sam, think about it. If I
am caught, you’ll just have another victim to get out. Martin won’t
shoot me until he is done with his payback. I’m the one that
brought him in. Well, kind of—granted, somewhere along the way I
was unconscious—but you know what I mean. He thinks in paybacks. He
doesn’t think I will kill him. He is wrong.” She said
solemnly.

“Mike will stroke out,
Shell!” Sam fussed.

“He’ll get over it, Sam.
I’m the smallest and the quickest. It’s the safest way to do this.”
Shelly stated. She smiled when Sam nodded in agreement.

“Sucks to be tall and
beautiful, doesn’t it Sam?” She kidded.

“I’d rather be little and
cute, you brat! Be careful!” Sam replied. Shell nodded and hurried
back to the cavern.

Bobbie saw her come in, mainly because
she was looking for her. Shelly was short to begin with but dressed
in black and running low and quietly, she looked more like a
panther than a human.

She watched Shell circle the upper
walk way and then enter the shaft on the other side. Shell looked
back and saw Bobbie looking at her. She gave her a ‘thumbs up’ and
disappeared into the darkness.

Another contraction started and Bobbie
doubled. She was down to ten minutes apart. Her baby was going to
born in a damn coal mine.

Bobbie slid down my Beth and leaned
her head back. Shelly was trying to find another way
out.

Bobbie watched the dark opening for a
long time. After the next contraction, she got in a more
comfortable condition and tried to sleep.

Juan’s leg was still swelling. His
fever was climbing. There was nothing she could do to save
him.

To Bobbie, that was totally
unacceptable.

 


 


 


 


 


 



CHAPTER FIVE

 


Charlie and Darla were waiting for Sam
to come back into the room. Darla jumped up quickly. “Where’s
Shelly?” She demanded.

“We found the cavern and
she was right. That’s where they are. Beth has a head wound and is
unconscious. Bobbie said she was hit with the butt of a gun. The
youngest kid is Cavanaugh’s son. He has a rattlesnake bite. Bobbie
isn’t restrained. She’s treating the other two. Cavanaugh and the
other man are sleeping.” Sam took a long drink of water.

Josh had sat up and asked. “Is Bobbie
okay?” He demanded.

“She is still having
contractions and is very tired. She was really relieved to see us.
Bobbie showed Shell that the baby had dropped and said contractions
were fifteen minutes apart. She’s not injured. She’s just really
tired.” Sam saw Matt, Maggie and Sam slowly get up.

“Where is Shelly?” Matt
demanded.

“She was going to run
around the upper ledge and check out the shaft across from this
one, Chief. She’s trying to find us a quicker way out.” Sam
defended her friend.

“By the time we came back
here, woke you guys up and made the decision, we would just now be
sitting down here in this room discussing it. I wasn’t happy with
the decision, but she was right to move ahead.” Sam said
frankly.

Alan put his hand on her shoulder.
“Easy Sam, it’s okay.”

Mike groaned as he sat up. “She was
right, Sam. We would have made the same call and since she is the
smallest and the quickest, she would have been chosen to be the
scout.” Mike’s face was contorted with pain.

Sam quickly jumped up and gave Mike
the shot that Shelly had ready for him. “How bad is you shoulder,
Mike?” She asked.

“It’s there.” He groaned.
While the shot was taking effect, they all munched on cereal bars
and drank juice. They went in teams to check out the cavern and
wait on Shelly.

When you are waiting, time drags on
forever. They kept Mike resting. Minutes started to turn into hours
and they all became worried.

 


__________

 


“Ohhh…” Beth
moaned.

“Hold still, Beth and
whisper.” Bobbie whispered to her.

“What happened?” Beth
flinched when she touched her head.

“Junior cold cocked you,
Sweetie. You’ve been out for a while.” Bobbie told her. She was
watching both openings now. Shelly hadn’t returned but the other
members of the team kept trading off watching over the
cavern.

“Where are we, Bobbie?”
Beth whispered.

“We’re in a damn coal
mine, Beth. This is some kind of cavern with an underground lake.
He knew exactly where he was heading.” Bobbie said.

“Did they hurt you?” Beth
asked.

“No, but a rattler got
Junior on the way in. I don’t think he’s going to make it. He’s
pretty bad.” Bobbie looked over quickly when she heard Juan
moaned.

“I’ll be back. Keep
pretending that you are asleep, okay?” Beth nodded and Bobbie made
her way back over to Martin’s son.

“Juan, do you need a pain
shot?” She asked quietly.

“PAPA, HELP ME!” Juan
yelled out delirious.

“Juan, try to stay calm.
I’ll give you a shot for pain.” Bobbie quickly gave him a pain shot
and soaked more rags to place on him to try to cool him down.
Comfort was all that she could administer at this point.

“What’s wrong with him?”
Cavanaugh demanded from behind her.

“He needs anti-venom! I
didn’t get it all.” Bobbie said furiously.

“So you are just going to
let him die?” Martin asked in frustration.

Bobbie stood up and looked at the man.
“No Martin, YOU are going to let him die. I told you that he had to
go to the hospital.”

Martin started to raise his gun and
Bobbie’s eyes got big. He was going to shoot her? He pointed the
gun at his son with a shaky hand. “Damn kid is nothing but trouble.
From the time that Mexican witch told me that she had my baby, he
has been nothing but a pain in my ass ever since.”

“Papa, don’t shoot me!”
Juan pleaded.

“It’s just going to get
worse, son. You won’t be walking out of here. You’ll probably lose
that leg. Is that what you want?” He asked gruffly.

“I don’t want to die,
Papa.” Juan pleaded again.

Martin swung the gun toward Bobbie.
“You will fix him!” He roared as he started to bring the gun up to
aim at Bobbie’s head. Then they heard it…ssssssssssssthump!
Martin’s pistol dropped onto the floor with two fingers and a thumb
still attached to it.

“Son of a…!” Martin rolled
trying to get to his gun as Eddie came off the cot shooting.
Ssssssssssssssssssthump! Bobbie stood frozen like a stone when she
saw the man fall back with a bullet hole between his eyes. It
seemed like he stood for several minutes, looking surprised and
then he just dropped.

She looked at Shelly in fear. She
could barely make out her outline in the darkened shaft.

“Bobbie, protect Beth!”
Shelly yelled and rolled. Juan had struggled to his feet and shot a
shotgun toward her. Part of the pellets sprayed over her chest and
some caught her shoulder, neck and arm. She was on her feet
again.

Ssssssssssssthump! Juan went down with
another gunshot to the head. The shaft was falling in around Shelly
but at this point, Martin was running toward her and she had to
retreat. She had to lead him away from Bobbie and Beth.

More rocks fell.

Bobbie and Beth moved in slow motion
as they heard the Special Unit enter the cavern at a dead run. They
assessed the situation and ran for the shaft. Just as Mike caught
up with Sam and Alan they heard one more.
Ssssssssssssthump!

Then the shaft caved in.

Josh was at Bobbie’s side in an
instant and caught her when she passed out. She cried; “NO! Shelly!
Come back!”

When the dust settled, Bobbie was sure
that they had lost her best friend.

 


__________

 


When Shelly entered the shaft on the
opposite side of the cavern, she was hoping to find a way out of
there. Mike was injured, Beth was injured and her best friend was
in labor.

There had to be a better way out that
the rickety old elevator they came down in.

Shelly cussed the night vision
goggles. But when she tried to switch to a flashlight, the
blackness of the shaft seemed to absorb the light. The night vision
glasses went back on.

This shaft was almost as long as the
one they came in on. Shelly walked with her pistol in her hand. She
had the silencer on it so that if she had to shoot a snake—or God
forbid— something bigger—the noise wouldn’t bring the shaft down
around her.

Why was it—every time she would think
something like this—shit happened? She heard the rattlers before
she saw them. Her eyes had to have bugged out of her head. Those
were the biggest dang snakes Shelly had ever seen.

Okay, shooting range time. Go for the
bad guys leave the civilians standing—only this time—shoot the
snakes and don’t touch anything to start a rockslide. Shelly shot
the heads off of six snakes. The last one was slammed into some
rock and rocks fell. She held her breath as the dust
settled.

Shelly laughed to herself but said out
loud; “Hawthorne would have been pissed. He’d a said; “Brooke, you
injured a God Damn civilian! Give me twenty laps!” Oh well, reality
is not a scenario.

The shaft kept going. But it kept
going upward. This shaft was a lot wider that the other one and had
rails and some abandon coal carts ever so often. Shell watched the
tracks closely. If they were safe enough, they might be able to get
the wounded out quicker and safer this way.

Things are deceiving in the dark but
Shelly knew that she had been going upward for quite awhile. She
entered this place and hour and a half ago. She had to be getting
close to the surface by now.

Shelly heard something and she
crouched down carefully and scanned the room.

“Oh, well. Isn’t this just
freaking peachy?” She fussed quietly.

Shelly watched as the male mountain
lion held up his head. There were two cubs and a female lion. She
was on alert also. She should have known. Shelly had made sure her
gun was loaded but how many shots from SIG would take down a big
angry mountain lion?

The lion got up and stretched. He
began pacing. Shelly didn’t move. He sauntered over to check out
the female and their cubs and started to go down the
shaft.

The wind changed. ‘Oh great…Now, I’m
going to get a breeze that tells me the opening is close!’ Shell
grumbled to herself.

The male lion turned quickly and
roared. He lunged toward her and Shelly squeezed off three shots
and then a fourth one just as the huge animal landed at her feet.
He tried to get back up and she shot three more times for good
measure.

Shelly slapped in another clip when
she saw the female coming. She vaguely thought about how white
those huge teeth were as the angry female lunged. Shelly got off
two shots before the female knocked her against the wall of the
cave.

Shelly rolled and shot again. She
turned to run back the way she came when she felt the lion lunged
and land on top of her. Shelly rolled and shot two, three, four
times—then the heavy lion laid still on top of her. She struggled
to push her off and finally rolled to her knees.

“I’m so sorry Mama Lion.”
She said sadly. “I didn’t mean to disturb your home and look what I
have done.” Shell sobbed when she saw the babies—that could only be
a week or so old—stand up and bawl for their Mama.

“I’ll send someone back
for you.” Shell promised. She dumped out some beef jerky and poured
a water bottle out into a hollowed out place in front of the baby
lions. “I have to go babies.” She patted them gently and jogged
toward the fresh air.

When Shelly emerged she tried to get
her bearings. She saw a ranger pop up with a gun.

“It’s okay!” She yelled as
she held up her badge and tried to draw the fresh air into her
lungs. Two rangers ran toward her.

“You’re hurt! Let’s get
you to an ambulance.” The young ranger said in excitement. He
thought she looked like one of those little ninjas on a Jet Li
movie—after the battle.

“I’m okay. Look, I had to
take out a pair of mountain lions in there. The babies are only a
week or two old and they can’t defend themselves. Can I bring them
back to you?” Shell asked. The guy stared. “I’ll be right back!”
Shelly disappeared into the shaft. The rangers looked at each
other.

Shelly ran back out carrying two
little cubs. “Here you go little ones. They’ll find you some help.”
She cooed. She turned around to talk to the ranger
again.

“Look, the hostages and
the escaped prisoners are in the main cavern. Detective Dunlap has
a head injury. The doctor is pregnant and in labor. The youngest
man was bit by a big rattler on the way in—dang you guys grow them
big in these hills don’t ya’? I had to shoot six of them! Anyway,
he’s in bad shape. We have one agent injured.”

She gladly took a drink of water. “Get
ambulances and help quickly. I’m going to get my team and see if we
can end this and get the hostages out of there, okay?” She was very
firm with her orders.

“Listen! Take the cubs
somewhere safe. We need medical support…Hurry!” They hesitated and
then turned and ran down the hill.

“Damn people knew this
entrance was here all along—but no oh—we have to come down a
rickety, squealing, death trap of an elevator. I’m gonna have to
remember to punch that Jones guy when I get out of here.” She
fussed for a few minutes, talking to no one in particular. Then,
she got back to business.

Shelly made her way back the long
shaft. She looked at her watch. Her team would be worried. She had
been gone for three hours and counting.

Even at a quick jog, it took awhile to
get back to the cavern. She didn’t have time to think. Cavanaugh
was up and pointing a gun at his son on the cot and then he turned
toward Bobbie. She had a clean shot.

She smiled as the gun and part of his
hand went flying. The other man rolled up. She stopped him. The kid
that was supposed to be so sick rolled off the cot and caught her
dead center with a shotgun.

Shelly was brought up off her feet and
bounced off the wall. She rolled forward again without thinking
about the pain—rocks were falling as she took him down.

Cavanaugh had gotten back up and was
running toward her. The front of the shaft was collapsing. Shelly
ran with Cavanaugh running and shooting wildly, bringing more rocks
down.

Shelly stopped and whirled around to
fire when she saw a huge beam and an onslaught of rock land on the
man. By the time the dust settled, Martin Cavanaugh was buried.
Shelly crawled back to where she thought he went down and started
pulling away debris.

“Martin! Can you hear me?”
She demanded. She had to be sure. If he wasn’t dead, he soon would
be. Enough was enough and she wouldn’t be satisfied now until she
looked into his cold dead eyes. It took her a half an hour to get
to where Cavanaugh lay.

She washed the dust out of his face
and felt that he had a slow pulse. “You sure don’t kill easy, do
you Martin?” Shelly said out loud.

She actually heard him chuckle through
the gurgle of blood in his mouth. When he tried to speak, blood
flowed from his mouth. “I knew you would be the death of me, Sweet
Cheeks.”

“Yeah Martin, I kinda
thought I would be too.” Shelly said weakly. She hurt everywhere.
Martin had a huge beam lying across the top of his legs. His trunk
had a lot of fractured ribs and probably massive internal
injuries.

“Would you do me a favor
for old time’s sake Brooke?” He whispered.

“What’s that, Martin?”
Shelly moaned.

“Put me out of my misery.
I’m gonna die anyway.” He whispered.

“Martin, did you ever show
anyone any mercy?” Shelly asked.

“Hell no!” He
laughed.

“There ya’ go!” Shelly
said as she tried to struggle to her feet. She braced herself
against the wall and looked down at him.

“Martin, when you see all
the other bad guys that I sent to hell before you, tell them that
Shelly says hello.” She said and slowly limped away.

Shelly almost made it to the opening
before she went down. Jones came running in.

“Brooke? Is that you?” He
demanded as he helped her up to take her out to medical help.
“Damn! What happened?”

“Bad guys neutralized.
Cave in on this side. Have to get them out from the other side. Get
me patched up. I have to get back in there.” She
whispered.

“I can’t let you do that!”
He insisted. He motioned for a medical team to meet them.
“Michelle, you’ve been shot! Your flak jacket is torn to shreds in
the back…”

He was surprised that she made it
out—much less be ready to go back in. What drove this little
agent?

The medics sat Shelly down on the
bench outside of the tunnel. They removed the flak jacket and
tossed it aside. One of the younger Rangers picked it up to show it
to the others. Agent Brooke had taken a hard hit from a double
barrel shot gun. The vest was full of lead. The back of it was
shredded by the mountain lion attack. The younger ranger looked at
his boss. He was shaking his head and grinning. “Ranger Jones, do
you think that we honestly can stop her for going back in there
after her team?” He asked in awe.

The medic stripped the shirt off of
the agent. She had a sports bra on. It looked like her solid
muscled stomach was also a solid bruise, probably some broken ribs.
When she turned around, they saw the slash from one of the lion’s
paw. They saw an old bullet wound and some other—different looking
scar—like a burn with a wound. She looked like a little kid, how
did she have so many injuries?

“Brooke, you need to go to
the hospital.” He said quietly.

The medics cleaned her wounds, wrapped
her ribs and removed as many pellets that they could find. The
younger girl looked at her and shook her head.

“You have a friend in
premature labor down there?” She asked.

“…Yeah.” Shelly answered.
She held the oxygen mask over her face. The girl quickly
administered a pain shot and Shell smiled at her.

“Thanks. Did anyone send
the incubator and neonatal meds that I ordered?” Shelly
asked.

“You ordered them?” The
medic asked.

“Yes, when Bobbie called
she said she was going into labor. She’s eight months. It’s her
first child but I don’t think she’ll go much longer.” Shelly told
her quietly. She was worried.

“Okay. Here’s a shirt. Are
all of the bad guys are down?” She asked.

“Yep, just the good guys
are left.” Shelly liked this girl. She pulled the shirt on and it
hung past her knees. The other guys were grinning.

“Hey, anyone have their
kid’s shirt in the car?” She demanded. The other medic went to the
front and brought out one of his son’s little league shirts. She
switched and it fit perfect. The others lost it.

“Hey, what’s so funny?”
She demanded.

“I’m sorry, Shelly. His
son is on the Pee Wee team and on the back of your shirt it says;
Number One Pee Wee.” She laughed. She couldn’t help it.

Shelly stared at the others and then
she slowly smiled. “Do you think you’re up to a challenge?” She
asked one of the big Rangers who was enjoying it the most.
“Everyone knows the Pee Wee guys always take down the Giants!” The
guy held his hands up in surrender.

“I didn’t think so.”
Shelly said.

“Okay, we have to go down
the elevator shaft…” Shelly started.

“That thing’s a death
trap!” Jones said quickly. Shelly turned and punched him in the
gut. “Hey, what was that for? Those little fists hurt!”

“That’s for sending us
down it. I promised I would hit you for that one if I managed to
get out of there.” She said evenly.

“Are we even yet?” Jones
asked rubbing his gut.

“…For the moment.” Shelly
grinned. “What’s your first name?” She asked.

“Tom.” He
replied.

“Do you sing?” Shelly
asked.

“No. Why?” Then he
grinned. “I’m not related to that Tom Jones.”

“I wondered. He couldn’t
sing either.” Shelly laughed when several objected.

“And what is your name?”
She asked the medic.

“Cathy.” She
answered.

“Okay then. What we could
do is…” Shelly explained as they headed around to the elevator
shaft. The three of them would go down the shaft and take the
equipment and try to get to the agents below.

Part of the others would stay there.
One ranger would stay at the bottom to relay radio messages and one
at the top to receive. The rest would start trying to clear the
shaft that collapsed because it was the safest way to bring them
out.

Shelly looked down into that hole and
held onto her locket and prayed. This mine was not safe. Even with
the bad guys down, her husband, her best friend, and her team were
in serious danger.

“Let’s do this.” Shelly
went down first and received the equipment. Then Cathy came down
the shaking elevator. Jones followed and then one of his other
Rangers followed.

“Okay, I know the way.
Follow me, stay in the middle, and don’t touch anything.” Shelly
used the big lantern that one of the Rangers had handed her and set
a steady job pace for the others to follow. She wasn’t sure if they
were in good shape or not. She couldn’t push them.

“Shelly, I need a break!”
Cathy finally huffed. Shelly ducked into a break room on the right
and lit the lantern. She motioned the others inside. They laid down
the equipment and plopped down on the table.

“How are you doing this
with cracked ribs?” Cathy huffed. She had thought herself to be in
decent shape. Obviously, she was wrong.

“We train all of the time,
Cathy. Sorry, I didn’t mean to push you guys. I’m worried about
Mike and Bobbie Jo.” She said quietly.

“Who’s Mike?” Tom asked
between slugs of water.

“Slow down, Tom, you’ll
get sick. Drink slowly. Mike is my husband. He was an agent for
several years before me. I went to med school.” She
said.

“Really…How many years did
you go?” Cathy asked intrigued.

“Four years of pre med,
one year of law—crazy, huh? I fell in love with Mike and after
being thrown into one situation after another, I decided that I’d
rather prevent the injuries than to patch them up. Now I guess I
kind of do both.” Shelly was smiling as she handed her locket to
Cathy.

“This is Mike?” She asked
and Shelly nodded. “Wow! Are these your babies? They are beautiful!
What a beautiful family!” She flipped it over. “Is this your
sisters?”

“No, this is my Mama and
Daddy, my sister, Annie, her husband, Andrew, and their twins;
Corey and Carey.” Shelly smiled thinking of her family.

Tom was looking at the amazing
resemblance of the women in the pictures. “What are your twins’
names?” He asked. The babies were beautiful.

“Catrina and Caleb are
eighteen months old and the sweetest kids you’ve ever met. Caleb is
twice Trina’s size, though. I have a feeling, he always will be.”
She smiled and walked into the shaft.

She pulled out her radio. “Unit one,
do you read me?” There was just static on the other end of the
radio. “Unit one, do you read me?” Shell looked around at them.
They should be able to pick them up by now.

“Shelly, this is Beth! Are
you okay?” She yelled over the radio.

“I’m okay. How is Bobbie
Jo?” Shelly asked. It was quiet.

“Shell…” She heard
Bobbie’s weak voice.

“Bobbie, how are you
doing?” Shell cried.

“I need help, Shell. The
baby is coming soon…” Her voice trailed off.

“Shell, where are you?”
Josh asked frantically.

“I’m coming in from the
elevator. We are just leaving the first break room. Start water
boiling, and get us a clean area. I have what we need. Keep her
calm, Josh and find anyone with a type O+ blood type and line them
up. I’ll need some donors ready.” She said.

“…Hurry Shell.” She heard
the tears in Josh’s voice.

“Let’s move!” And the
others had to sprint to keep up. They heard the rumble.

“Ah hell…Get down!
Jeffers, get the hell away from the shaft, run like hell! Jeffers,
do you read me?” Shell knew he was down.

“Tom, take Cathy and go
back and see if you can find him, be careful! Tell them to dig
harder from the other side. You take this med bag, I’ll carry the
rest.” Shelly felt torn as to who needed her the most.

“Shelly this stuff is
really heavy!” Cathy said.

“I don’t care! If that
kid’s alive, he needs you Cathy. Here’s my radio! I have an extra
one in my pack. Take it and call us. If he’s alive, I’ll have
someone to come and help carry him back, okay? Go! Go now!” Shelly
yelled, grabbed the bag with the incubator and meds, her pack and
staggered to get use to the weight.

Shelly took a deep breath and then
remembered her ribs. She flinched and tried to get above the pain.
Damn, that hurt.

“Shell, are you okay?”
Cathy demanded.

“Go! I’ll be fine!” Shell
said with confidence. “I hope.” She whispered as she jogged a
little slower, trying to balance the weight. She weighed ninety
pounds…she was carrying about one hundred and fifty
pounds.

She wouldn’t make it. She dug her
extra radio out as she jogged.

“Unit One, this is Shelly.
I need assistance. I have too much equipment. There’s a cave in at
shaft. I sent the others back to help the Ranger. I’m headed your
way but this stuff’s heavy…” She huffed.

Alan and Sam ran. They met Shelly
about half way from the last break room. She was covered with sweat
and still jogging. She was pale and taking shallow breaths. They
stripped her load and Alan scooped his little sister up and over to
his back, grabbed one pack and Sam grabbed the others. They ran
full out to get back to help with Bobbie.

Mike met them and gently lifted Shelly
off of Alan’s back. “Oh baby, look at you!” He cried. Shelly was a
mess of cuts scrapes and bullet wounds.

She kissed him and checked his
shoulder and ran to Bobbie. Her friend was ashen. Shelly quickly
checked her and she was almost fully dilated.

They all watched as Shelly stripped
down to her bra and shorts and dove into the underground lake.
Darla ran and gave her soap and Shelly quickly scrubbed as well as
she could. When she turned, everyone gasped when they saw her back.
As she was coming out they saw her abdomen and the pellet wounds.
Juan had hit her with the shotgun.

She had rolled back and shot so
quickly that they thought he had actually missed. Shell dried off.
She was finally starting to breathe a little more normally. Sam
brought the smallest white sleeveless -shirt that she had and
Shelly gladly pulled it on. Everyone had things set up for
her.

“Okay Bobbie, you are
normally on this end. You might need to help me a bit so I need you
to start giving me as much information as you can. When did you
start bleeding?” She demanded.

“When the cave in
happened.” Shelly looked at her watch. “Almost four hours
ago.”

“Not hemorrhaging,
Shelly—just a light bleed.” Bobbie whispered and groaned as another
contraction started. Josh had one side and Maggie had the
other.

Maggie was almost as pale as Bobbie.
Josh wasn’t much better.

“Okay, then. Maggie did
you all find some donors?” Shell asked.

“We have three.” Maggie
answered.

“Get one of them over
there and prep the area. I’ll have you monitor them. Okay, Darla. I
need you to get the big bag and let me talk you through setting up
the incubator.” Shelly worked quickly.

She kept Bobbie’s hips slightly
elevated with her knees bent. She needed the bleeding and the labor
to slow down and give them a chance to get set.

Maggie and Darla worked efficiently.
Whether it was Bobbie giving instructions or Shelly, the team
worked together. Maggie had one unit of blood ready and Shelly
quickly hung it and started Bobbie an extra bag of IV
fluids.

Darla tried to give Shelly some oxygen
and Shell shook her head. “Thanks, but save it for Bobbie and the
baby. Plus, we have a young guy that is stuck at the bottom of that
elevator. If they managed to get him free, he may need it.” Shelly
explained but she gladly took the bottle of water.

She went to sit by Mike for a few
minutes. Bobbie was doing a little bit better. “Are you okay,
honey?” She asked Mike.

“This brings back too many
memories, Shell.” He whispered.

“I know Mike. They need
us. Bobbie delivered our babies, honey. We owe them everything
we’ve got.” She leaned against his chest. “I love you, husband.”
She whispered.

“I love you too. I thought
you were a goner, Shell. What happened with Cavanaugh?” He asked
and he saw something pass through her eyes.

“He’s dead. I dug part of
him out. He asked me to put him down and I wouldn’t do it. He
deserved to suffer, damn it.” She said angrily. The others turned
and were listening to his fate. “I told him to tell the others that
I sent to hell before him hello for me.”

Matt walked over. “Agent Brooke,
you’re a mess. I would have done the same thing, Shelly. He didn’t
suffer enough.” Matt looked at her back.

“Damn, did you fight with
a mountain lion, Shell?” He asked.

“Yeah, there were two of
them and six rattle snakes. They didn’t want me to get out of here.
I carried the baby cubs out to the Rangers. Mama lion was really
pissed. Our automatics do not work well on wild animals, Chief, did
you know that?” She laughed when she saw everyone staring at her,
mouths open.

“Let’s get back to work.”
She said and went back to Bobbie.

Shelly listened to Bobbie and heard
her crying. She crawled around by her head. “Bobbie, listen to me.
I know it hurts. I know you are scared. You are the best pediatric
doctor that I know and I need your help. I know you were planning
on someone else handling this but the medic is on the other end of
that shaft and we are all you have. I need you to stay calm and
focused. You can do this.” Shelly told her.

Bobbie looked up at her best friend.
“Shelly, I trust you more than a hundred doctors. If our baby boy
is going to make it, his Aunt Shelly will be the one to deliver
him.” She grasped her hand. “I’m not as tough as you are. Be
patient.” Shell bent down and kissed her forehead.

She moved to the other end. Everything
was ready to receive the baby. It was a good thing—cause, ready or
not—he was coming out.

Bobbie only had to give one good push
and Shell caught the slippery little guy in one hand. She quickly
cleared his airway and turned him over. She rubbed his back up and
down and held him downward.

They handed her a bulb syringe and she
got the rest of the gunk out. They clamped on either side of the
cord and separated mother and child. Shelly took him over to the
receiving area.

She worked quickly. Shelly
administered breaths, and she kept rubbing and massaging. She
worked for five minutes, breathing for the baby. He had a good
strong pulse.

Bobbie would cry out the med and
Shelly quickly administered it. The baby was clear and finally, he
pulled in his own breath to give a faint cry.

“Come on little fellow,
you can do better than that. Come on.” Shelly coaxed him. “Try
harder than that, baby boy. Caleb needs a buddy to play with. Yeah,
come on cry a little louder.” Shelly needed to shield the baby from
Bobbie.

He was a dark blue and she was doing
everything she could. He probably weighed close to five pounds. He
wasn’t little for a premi. Shelly got the little neonatal mask and
ambu bag and hooked him up to oxygen. “Bring the incubator over
near Bobbie, she can’t move yet. Read off the settings and make
sure they are right. Have Bobbie confirm the settings.”

She was trying to keep Bobbie busy
while she stabilized the baby. Poor kid, it sucks to be born down
in an old cruddy coal mine. Hell of a way for a baby to come into
the world. Shelly kept working.

“Josh, what did you guys
decide to name this little man?” She asked. Josh was watching her
in terror. He thought his son was gone.

“Uh. Um. Bobbie? What did
we decide?” He asked confused.

“Joshua Michael.” Bobbie
whispered. Shell glanced back. She had to finish with Bobbie but no
one else could do this—except…

“Okay, little Joshua…You
have to go help Mama and Daddy right now cause I have to take care
of your Mama. Okay, little buddy?” Shelly swaddled him gently and
the little guy’s cleft in his chin was starting to quiver. “Mama
will get you warm and then we have a nice toasty incubator to let
you rest in. It’s going to be okay, Buddy.”

By the time Shelly handed the little
boy to his Mama, he had almost no blueness left. He was starting to
turn a healthy shade of pink.

Shelly hurried back to Bobbie. She
helped finish delivering the afterbirth and the clean up. She
guessed that she might have lost a total of two units. That’s what
they were replacing.

The bleeding was slowing down and
Bobbie and the baby were stabilizing quickly. She washed off and
went back to her friends.

“Shelly, he is fine.”
Bobbie laughed. “You did great!” She cried. She had the right to
cry. Mamas cried under normal situations.

“Okay, let’s put little
Joshua in his nice warm bed right here next to his new Mama.”
Shelly eased him over and covered his little eyes. “You need to
rest, little fellow.” He automatically found his thumb and settled
comfortably.

“Thank you, Shelly.” Josh
cried and Shell looked up to find Mike holding his best friend.
Mike had tears as well. These two were like brothers. They had been
since the first week of their freshman year at Ohio
State.

Shell looked at Bobbie and she leaned
over and kissed her cheek. “You did amazing. Bleeding is minimal.
The little fellow had a tough start but I think he’s doing okay
now. You need rest. You have enough baby sitters around here that
will notify us—even if he farts.” Bobbie laughed at Shell’s
remark.

Before she fell asleep Bobbie said;
“Shelly, you are a mess again.”

Shell grinned. “Yeah, maybe we
shouldn’t tell Annie about the shotgun, the snakes, or the mountain
lions. Do you think she would believe I fell?”

“Not a chance.” Bobbie
whispered.

“Get some sleep.” Shell
whispered and got up to look at the cave in. “What do you think,
Charlie?” She asked. They had huge piles of rock on either
side.

“How deep was Cavanaugh
in, Shell?” Matt asked.

“At least thirty foot in,
Chief.” She said. “I was trying to draw him away from shooting
wildly in here and hitting one of you. I don’t know about the other
side but I doubt that we can get out that way.” She informed
them.

Sssssssssssssssssss… static came over
the radio. Shell reached for Matt’s radio. “Cathy, is that you?”
She demanded.

“Yes, Shell. We got to
Jeffers. He’s alive but he is pretty broken up. I don’t know if we
can move him.” Cathy sounded tired.

“Okay, stay put. I’ll send
someone to you.” She looked around. “Alan, can you and Sam grab
some straps and tear off one of those benches out of a break room
and make a litter? You all are going to have to carry that young
Ranger back here for care.”

Shelly looked around.
“Wait!”

Shelly jogged over and looked at the
supplies against the wall and moved several boxes. She came back
smiling.

“Never mind, just use
this.” She smiled as she handed them a litter. “There are more
medical supplies over there with those boxes. We might need
them.”

Sam and Alan took off to jog back to
the elevator. Shelly sat down for a second and felt herself lifted
up and placed next to Bobbie. She looked up to see Hyatt smiling
down at her.

“Get some sleep, Midget,
you’ve earned it.” She became a blur and then Shelly fell deeply
asleep.

 


 


 


 


 


 



CHAPTER SIX

 


Shelly woke quickly when she heard Sam
yell. She was up and running before she had fully focused. Her
friend was in trouble

“Shelly!” Mike cried out
and tried to run after her but Josh and Matt stopped
him.

“Mike, sit down a minute.
Darla went to check it out. She’s just assisting the others, okay?
I need you here with Bobbie and that baby. Josh is still pretty
shaky, Bubba.” Matt knew Mike’s fear but he was in no shape to
follow his wife.

“I will be okay, Chief.”
Josh said hoarsely. “Mike, they just gave you a couple of shots
while you were sleeping. You have to keep that bandage clean and
dry, okay? It’s starting to look infected.”

Mike sat back slowly. “What happened?”
He asked.

“Another beam went down. I
think one of the other Rangers have been hurt. I’m not sure but I
don’t think Alan or Sam is hurt. They just said they needed help;
ASAP. Darla headed toward them and I think Shell passed her at a
dead run. No one could have stopped her. She brought them in and
you know Shell, she thinks she’s responsible for them.” Maggie
talked calmly to Mike. Shelly threw her off guard when she jumped
up and ran.

“We have the fastest
response team at Quantico, Mike. Remember her response time.” Matt
reminded him. Even as a cadet, Brooke was out and running before
others had time to pick up their equipment. She moved and thought
on the run.

“Damn it Matt, she’s
exhausted. How much sleep did she have?” Mike demanded. Shelly
looked wiped out.

“She had a little over an
hour, Mike. It’s not enough. As soon as she requests it, I’ll go
and you watch Bobbie. We have to keep digging from this side,
okay?” Mike started to head toward where Charlie was
working.

“Mike! You can’t get near
that dust. Shelly does not want it near your wounds.” Maggie walked
passed him and turned and looked at him. “I’ll work on the rocks
and you take care of Bobbie and the baby. You’re walking wounded
status, okay?”

Mike stared at Maggie for a minute.
Then he turned and headed back to Bobbie quietly. He checked the
baby and the settings of the incubator. The little fellow wiggled
and fought to find his thumb again. He looked good.

“He is so beautiful,
Mike.” Josh whispered in amazement. “He takes my breath away.” Josh
stood gazing down at his little boy.

“He’s a handsome boy,
Bubba. You never get use to the way they affect you. A certain
look, a little kiss, even a smile—just grabs your heart. They have
us in the palm of their hands.” Mike smiled at Josh.

He understood. They never thought
Shelly would survive the delivery after everything that she had
gone through with Cavanaugh. He had been terrified.

“Mike, are you thinking of
Shelly’s delivery?” Bobbie asked him quietly.

“Yeah… It’s a wonder that
any of them made it.” He stated flat.

“Shelly wouldn’t have had
it any other way, Mike. You know how stubborn she is. She would
never give up with her babies depending on her.” Bobbie told him
quietly.

Poor Mike. Shelly drove him
nuts.

“I know that. But Bobbie,
Shelly was so weak and she had been through so much for months. I
was scared out of my mind that she was just going to fade away on
me…” Mike gazed at Joshua Michael.

“We all know that Shelly
is stronger than anyone thinks possible. She has some kind of inner
drive that keeps her pushing and fighting. I guess God gave her a
little bit more because he knew that she was going to need it.”
Bobbie had reached out and grabbed Mike’s hand. “Hang on, Mike. She
will be back.”

Mike turned his attention to Bobbie
and the baby. He made sure that Bobbie had another bag of fluids
going and had Josh check the bleeding and change out pads. Her
pulse, blood pressure and temperature—everything was normal. “Rest
for a while longer, Bobbie. We will try to get you up to walk
around for a little bit after you have rested.”

He brushed her cheek with the back of
his hand. “You did great.”

Everyone watched as Mike walked to the
opening of the shaft that led back to the collapsed elevator. He
was thinking about their babies. He was worrying about their Mama.
Shelly was a mess of cuts and bruises and gunshot
wounds…Again.

Josh slid his arm around his wife.
“He’ll be okay, Bobbie.” He said as he kissed the top of her
hair.

“I know that. Poor Mike.
Life is never going to be boring with Shelly.” She smiled at Josh.
“She keeps us hopping too, you know?”

“Yeah…I realized on the
way here that for once Shelly had not caused you to be where you
are. You got into trouble all on your own. I think I owe her an
apology.” Josh laughed.

“Shelly’s never put me in
harm’s way, Josh. She’s done everything she could to avoid that.”
Bobbie told him flatly.

“I’m aware of that. I’m a
man. I had to blame someone else. I couldn’t blame my wife for
practically getting herself killed. I was too happy to have you
back.” He was laughing. “I told Shelly once what I felt. She told
me she wasn’t going to fight with me and I could blame her—she was
okay with that. But then she told me; if I ever blamed you and took
it out on you? She would kick my sorry ass.”

Bobbie smiled as she looked at Josh
and their little boy. “She probably meant it, Josh. When we were in
school, there was this one guy that kept bugging me. He would
follow us around campus and made snide or vulgar remarks. Shelly
told him several times to back off. The last time the fool bugged
us, Shelly told him to cut it out or she would kick his butt. The
campus was full of students changing classes but everyone stopped
to watch.”

“What did Shelly do? I bet
she was totally pissed!” Josh laughed. Mike had walked back and was
grinning. He had heard about this one.

“The guy asked what a puny
little midget like her was going to do about it.” Bobbie and Mike
were laughing.

“Shelly laid her satchel
with her laptop and books down gently and walked over and looked up
at this guy—he had to be close to seven foot—huge guy, okay? Shell
had on flip-flops so she kicked them off while he watched laughing
at her. Shell walks quickly toward him, stomped his foot with her
heel, kneed his groin and hit him so hard with a right uppercut
that the boy fell backwards into shrubs. Everyone was roaring!
Shell goes back to get her flip-flops and the guy comes up and out
of the bushes furious. Shell ran fast toward him before he could
get completely to his feet and hit him with a flying kick that
threw him over the shrubs. She broke his jaw, two bones in her hand
and bruised her thigh when she came down.” Bobbie was
smiling.

“Did he bother you again?”
Josh asked.

“Nope! Shell would just
look at him and point and he’d head in the opposite direction. Come
to think of it, a lot of guys avoided us after that.” Bobbie smiled
at Josh and then at Mike.

“Lord, I love that girl!”
She laughed.

“Yeah, I do too.” Mike
said and walked back toward the shaft.

 


__________

 


What had started the next nightmare
that had Shelly running into the tunnel, happened
quickly…

Darla had been helping with the wall
of rock until they heard the cave in on the other side. It sounded
like it was far away—maybe back where the elevator shaft was. Matt
and Charlie stopped and stared into the darkness on the other
shaft.

“What was that?” She
asked. It was barely audible where they were standing.

Ssssssssssssssssssssss “Agent Brooke,
we need your help!” A man’s voice came across.

“This is unit one. Shelly
isn’t available at this time…” Darla started and was over run.
“Repeat?”

“Shelly! We need help!” A
woman’s voice came on the radio next.

“I’m going!” Darla grabbed
a medical bag and her pack and ran.

Darla was surprised when Shelly flew
by her. She thought that she was moving! “Shelly, wait up!” Darla
yelled.

Shelly hit the brakes and turned
around to see Darla. “Dang! I didn’t see you. Are you okay?” Shell
looked at Darla’s face.

“Give me a bag!” She
ordered and gave Darla a bottle of water. “Catch your
breath.”

Darla took a slow drink and shook her
head. “Since you have more adrenaline that the rest of us, how
‘bout sharing?” She huffed.

“Sorry Darla, that medic
is a really sweet kid. The Jeffers kid’s probably twenty, but he
looks sixteen. Jones has kids and a wife at home. I’m worried about
them.” Shelly admitted.

“Okay, I’m good. Are you
sure you can handle the med bag?” Shelly was already carrying one
and her pack.

“I’m good. You can take
over if I tire out, okay? Ready?” Shelly smiled when Darla nodded.
She started a slower pace and kept it steady. They ran in the
center of the shaft, touching nothing and trying not to talk any
more. They had to get these guys to the cavern. It was a whole lot
safer than this.

The way to the others took more than
an hour. Finally, she heard voices and headed toward
them.

“Cathy? Tom? Sam? Alan?”
She yelled.

“Over here, Shelly!” Sam
cried out.

Darla and Shelly headed toward their
fellow agents. Shelly put down her packs and got down on her knees.
“Sam, are you or Alan hurt?” She demanded. She was checking her
over. They were covered in dust and it was hard to see
injuries.

“We’re just banged up a
bit. Shell, we have to get them out of here.” Sam said and they all
started to help remove debris.

“Over here!” She had
Cathy.

“Hey Cat! We’re going to
get you out of there.” Shelly reassured her. They pulled rock away
and braced what was too unstable to move. Darla helped Sam clear
while Shelly held oxygen over her face and verbally assessed her
injuries.

Alan cried out. “I have the other
two!” Jones was trying to dig his way out and Alan was assisting
him. “Shell!”

Shelly bent down. “Cathy, I’m going to
see to the others, okay? Try to stay awake and let my friend here
know when you are hurting. It may change as the pressure changes,
okay?”

“Okay.” Cathy
whispered.

Shelly hurried to help Alan. “Hey Tom
Jones, have any new songs?” Shell grinned at him as she helped with
the rock.

“Nope. Shelly, Jeffers is
under me. I tried to shelter him and keep his airway clear.” Jones
told her.

Shelly reached through and palpated
his pulse. It was slow and steady.

“Tom, I’m going to slide
through an oxygen tank and mask. Take a few hits off of it and then
put it on Jeffers. Conserve your energy. We’ll get you out of
there.” Shell and Alan dug away at the rock.

It was slow going. An hour went
by…then another.

Finally, Shelly turned to Alan. “I
think we may be able to pull them through together.”

“How are we going to
manage that?” Alan huffed.

Shelly got up and ran back to the
first break room and reached for the rope that she had seen hung up
on the wall on their first time in. She hurried back.

“Alan, take this and get
Tom to secure himself and Jeffers with it. We’ll get Cathy out
first and get them clear and then we’ll come back and pull these
two out of there. We have to get Jeffers out to treat him.” Shelly
handed him the rope and went to help Sam and Darla.

“How close are you?” Shell
asked.

“I’m almost there, Shelly.
Cathy is unconscious.” Sam grunted. Shelly quickly reassessed her.
Cathy had a knot over her right ear.

“Okay, we have to pull her
out. I have three wide straps. As soon as we pull her free we will
have these straps in position. We’ll put one at the shoulders, one
at the hips and one under her legs. Sam you take the head, then
Darla, take the hips, I’ll take the legs and the packs. We’ll run
her to the break room and get her out of danger, okay?” They nodded
as Shell sat up the straps.

She pulled off her pack and on the
count of three they pulled the medic out. Quickly, they fastened
the straps. Shell kept the oxygen on her and when she fastened the
strap she laid the tank on Cathy’s chest, crossed her arms to hold
it, and tightened the wide strap around arms and all. They all
grabbed their packs and on the count of three, they lifted and ran
out of danger and took her directly to the break room.

“Darla, stay with her and
get her cleaned up so we can assess her injuries, okay?” Shell
turned on the kerosene lantern and hung it and got the five-gallon
gas can that was full of water. It was a good thing that they left
some supplies in the break rooms. She handed it to Darla to clean
the girl up with.

Sam and Shelly jogged back to where
the boys were almost ready. Shelly got down on her knees. They had
left their bags in the break room.

“How ya’ doing Tom Jones?”
Shell grinned at him.

“I’m good. I don’t think
anything is broken. I felt Jeffers stirring some. We just have to
get him out of here.” He said. “Pull us out.”

Shelly had brought the straps back.
She wiggled in enough to place the strap on either side—half way
down the litter. She motioned the others to pull. She hung on to
Jones with everything she had. They got them almost all of the way
out and then the rocks shifted and caught Tom’s right
foot.

“Ouch! Damn it!” He
yelled. Shell saw the instant pain across his face.

“Tom, let go of Jeffers,
okay?” He looked at her in fear. “Seriously, try to push your body
up, you are almost out. We have to get Jeffers out and then I will
get your foot out, okay?” Her voice was confident.

Slowly, he pushed himself up for them
to pull the boy out. He prayed that he didn’t bring any more rock
down on them.

Jones was almost paralyzed with fear.
Being buried alive had to be the worst death ever.

Shelly read his face. She got down and
met his gaze. “We will not leave you. I won’t leave you! The guys
will take Jeffers back and I will stay right here. Are you ready?”
He nodded. He couldn’t speak.

“On three?” Alan asked and
Shell and Sam nodded. “One. Two…” and on three they moved as a unit
and slid the young boy out quickly.

“Take him on and leave me
Alan’s stuff. We’re going to take a break a minute.” Sam and Alan
nodded and took the young man to the break room.

Shelly grabbed a water bottle and
soaked a rag to clean Jones’ face. She handed him water to drink.
“Slowly, Tom…Drink slowly.” She saw several bruises and
cuts.

His back had taken a beating while he
covered Jeffers but he had probably saved his life. Shelly eased
her way down to his foot and tried to get the rock freed around it.
She almost had it free.

“Pull gently, Tom. See if
you can get free now.” She encouraged him. They were all
beat.

Jones managed to slide his throbbing
foot free. “Help me up, Shelly.” He said and she supported the big
man as he struggled to get up on one foot.

Finally, he was sturdy. Shelly grabbed
Alan’s packs and let him use her shoulders for a crutch and they
slowly made it down the corridor. Sam and Alan came running and
helped Tom into the break room.

Shelly stopped and put her hands on
her knees. She needed a breath. The air seemed thin here. She was
dizzy.

Suddenly, it felt like an earthquake.
Shelly dove toward the door of the break room as flying rocks
pelted her. Sam had caught her in her arms and fell backwards into
the room as the dust swirled past them.

Sam sat up and cradled Shelly in her
arms. “Shell, are you okay?” She demanded. Darla and Josh were on
their knees beside them.

Shelly was out. She had blood flowing
from her shoulder and the side of her temple. “Ah, Shell!” Sam
fussed as she tried to clean her off.

Shelly started coughing. “Hey
Sam…You’re a mess!” Shell chuckled as she tried to struggle into a
sitting position.

“Hold still!” Darla
demanded as she quickly cleaned and bandaged the wounds that the
rocks had inflicted.

“Hey, I’m okay! How are
the others?” Sam finally let her up. Shell limped over to the long
picnic table. Thank God they made these break rooms big down here.
The others had methodically laid one victim after another like an
assembly line down the picnic tables. Jones was sitting up and
Shell hurried to help Cathy into a sitting position.

Shell looked back to see Alan holding
Sam close. They had almost not made it to the break room. That was
scary. Shelly hadn’t even looked back when she heard the rumble and
the shaft shake.

Darla had found a plastic tub and
poured one of the containers of water in it. She handed Shelly soap
and Shell scrubbed as good as she could. They quickly checked out
Jeffers. He had a dislocated shoulder, fractured ribs and a broken
tibia. He was beat up badly. Shell splinted, treated and moved on.
They put the last bottle of oxygen on him.

“Package him, Darla. We’ve
got to get back.” She moved on to Cathy.

“How are you doing,
Sugar?” She asked as she checked her out. Cathy was cut up and had
a cut and a swollen area above her right ear. She treated quickly
and moved on assessing the medics’ injuries.

“I’m just beat up a bit,
Shell. You look like crap.” Cathy whispered.

“You know I have been told
that a lot today. I’m about to get a complex.” Shelly flashed that
bright white smile than looked kind of funny with her soot-streaked
face.

“Think you can walk out of
here?” Shelly asked and Cathy nodded.

Shell moved to Ranger Jones. He had
cuts, abrasions, bumps, and a fractured ankle. Shell cleaned and
treated wounds and splinted his ankle the best that she
could.

“That’s gonna smart, no
matter what we do. You won’t be able to bear weight on that foot.”
She told him softly.

Darla brought Shell a bottle of water
and a protein bar. “Let’s all sit down and regroup a minute. Then
we’ll decide what the hell we’re going to do.”

Darla was beat. If someone had told
her the next mission was going to get stuck in a coal mine, she
would have called in sick.

 


__________

 


Shelly had laid her head down in
Darla’s lap and fell soundly asleep. Sam looked down at
her.

“We have to let her rest
some. She’s been through hell today…and yesterday.” Sam looked at
her watch and realized that from point of entry to now, they had
been down here forty-two hours already.

Darla stroked the hair out of Shelly’s
face. “Katie and Annie are probably already at Bobbie’s parents.
What are their names?”

Sam thought for a moment. “Robert and
Lee Anne Bates…He’s a doctor and she is a science professor at the
college. Yeah, I bet family is gathering quickly. I wouldn’t doubt
that my folks are here too.” She frowned. She hated to put their
poor families through this.

Darla watched her face. “We’ll get out
of here, Sam.”

“I have no doubt. I’m just
hoping we all make it out. Darla, Shelly scares the hell out of me.
The stupid rattle snakes would have got me….but mountain lions,
Cavanaugh, a double barrel shotgun…and this?” She was shaking her
head.

“She shouldn’t have come
back in.” She said quietly.

“That’s not in her makeup,
Sam. You know that. Here, have another protein bar. We have to
start back soon or Mike will be marching back here.” Darla said
quietly.

She got up to check on everything.
They quietly packed their bags and secured their load. Darla nodded
at Sam.

“Shell, we have to go.”
Sam said quietly as she stroked the exhausted agent’s hair. “Come
on kiddo, wake up.”

She smiled when she saw the long
eyelashes flutter and the brilliant blue eyes stare back at her.
“We have to try to make it back, Shell. Do you think you can move,
honey?”

Shelly groaned as she rolled onto her
side. Gradually, she got up to her hands and knees and then pushed
herself the rest of the way up. She swayed for a moment and then
stood straight. “Okay, I’m good.” Shell grinned and hurried to
recheck the other’s status.

“Let’s try not to bring
down any more rock, okay?” She was smiling again.

Sam and Alan took the gurney. Darla
supported Jones and Shelly helped Cathy. They carried most of the
supplies to let the others move freely. The small group filed
single file, straight down the middle of the shaft.

“Shelly, how do you guys
do this? You go from one thing after another, always putting your
life on the line to bring back criminals and your friends. Why? You
could be a doctor.” Cathy asked.

She had seen how expertly Shelly
handled the wounded.

“Someone has to do it.”
Shell grinned. “I don’t know why, Cathy. I just wanted to protect
our citizens from the bad guys, I guess. Being a doctor just didn’t
seem to be enough.”

“You’re crazy!” Cathy said
quietly.

“That’s what I’ve been
told.” Shell replied and trudged on. They heard more of the shaft
collapse behind them. “Ah man, pick up the pace, troops! This shaft
is going down and I don’t want to be in it when it does.” They
hurried forward.

Shelly didn’t mention that she was
already seeing circles and dulling vision around the edges. She
just wanted to get back, quickly.

 


__________

 


“Shelly, what’s your
status?” She heard Josh’s troubled voice over the radio.

“We’re on our way back,
Josh. We have everyone with us. Jeffers is on a gurney with
multiple injuries. The other Rangers have minor injuries. Jones has
a fractured ankle. The shaft is collapsing behind us. We’re
hurrying as fast as we can. How are Bobbie and little Josh?” She
asked.

“They are fine. Mike’s
freaking out.” He said.

“Tell him we are on our
way. We have about thirty minutes to go before we get there.” Shell
wheezed. She hated the stale air down here.

They kept walking. Ssssssssssss
“Shelly? What’s your vision like?” Bobbie was on the radio. Bobbie
was afraid of head injuries where Shelly was concerned—old or
new—Shell’s brain couldn’t take much more.

“What? Why? Bobbie chill
out and keep the troops together, we are on our way in, okay?”
Shell was swaying a bit.

“How far are you out now
Shell?” Bobbie asked.

“Twenty minutes.” Shelly
answered and staggered forward.

They continued forward. No one noticed
that Shell was getting paler by the moment and that her feet were
getting a little unsteady. Cathy finally saw Shelly staggering and
stopped her. “Give me your bags!” She demanded. Shell kept
walking.

“Shelly stop! Let me carry
some of that stuff.” Cathy cried. They heard another section of the
shaft collapse.

“Keep moving! Faster!”
Shell cried out and they all sprinted ahead. Shelly was falling
back as the others ran ahead. Dust was flying everywhere as section
after section went down.

“Run Cathy!” Shell cried
and Cathy took off with Shelly trying to run after her. Shell was
light headed. Her legs felt like lead.

Cathy was ahead of her now; the others
had already made the turn to the cavern. They were going to make
it.

Cathy cleared the shaft into the huge
cavern behind the rest of the crew. She whirled around to find
Shelly and she wasn’t there.

“Shelly!” She yelled. A
tall good-looking man passed her up. Darla came and got
Cathy.

“Come on, you need to sit
down and let Maggie check you out. Josh went to get Shelly. It’s
going to be okay.” She said gently.

Their unit worked diligently on the
Rangers while Maggie assessed and Bobbie advised. They all watched
the entrance.

Mike had had it.

“Mike!” Bobbie yelled
after him but he was already in the shaft. Bobbie eased herself off
of the cot to help the wounded. They all watched the shaft and
could hear rock still falling—echoing through the shaft.

 


__________

 


 


Josh fell to his knees where Shell had
fallen face first. He gently turned her over onto her
back.

“Ah Shell.” He moaned. He
gently washed her face and checked the head laceration that she
must have received when she had fallen this time. He covered it
quickly to slow the bleeding. He assessed for breaks and found
nothing.

He scooped Shelly up in his arms and
bent to pick up her packs. Mike was there, grabbing more than his
share.

Everyone was staring at the shaft now.
The mountain rumbled and they watched in terror. Finally at the
last huge cave in, the saw the two soot-covered agents running out
with Shelly in Josh’s arms.

They ran into the middle of the room
and looked behind them. Rock and dust flew. It took several minutes
for the chaos to settle and then they all stared at the completely
closed in passage.

Josh carried Shelly over to the first
aide station that they had set up. Mike was on his knees at her
side. Bobbie checked Shelly out quickly from head to
foot.

“She’s exhausted, Mike.”
They stripped her clothes off and Maggie scooped up Shelly and
carried her into the underground lake. Darla joined her. They
washed her hair and all of the soot and blood off of her body while
the guys looked away.

Sam had quickly taken Cathy in and
they washed off. As soon as they were out, Sam grabbed a towel and
they handed Shelly to her to carry over to the first aide
station.

It took a couple of hours to treat
everyone’s wounds. There were enough medical supplies to stabilize
fractures and extra oxygen tanks were standing in the corner. They
were bigger tanks and most of them were at least half
full.

Charlie assessed the food supply and
the water supply. They would be okay for a couple of days if
necessary. Surely, they would have them out by then.

Mike sat with Shelly’s head in his
lap. She had remained unconscious. They weren’t sure just why. They
didn’t have x ray machines down here. Shelly had enough head
injuries that anything could have happened in there.

He was worried. Tears streaked down
his cheeks. Josh stopped and put a hand on his shoulder. Shelly
always looked helpless and vulnerable when she was sleeping or
unconscious. She looked like a child.

Bobbie had sat back with her feet up
to feed the baby. “Mike, she’s exhausted. Give her body a chance to
catch up.” She watched Shell in fear.

Shelly opened her eyes and smiled.
“Can’t a body get any sleep around her?”
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