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The Master Sergeant‟s Mission 

 

Stepping out the helicopter felt like stepping into a furnace. The air shimmered 

with heat. Distant fires gave the air an unpleasant, smoky tang. A fine layer of desert 

sand coated everything include the Marines stationed in the Iraq desert.  

The pilot had dropped Jared and his fresh-from-training spotter in the middle of 

nowhere. The dust cloud stirred up by „copter‟s rotors made breathing hard. Jared 

jogged north, out of the dust. Slower to react, Lance Corporal Butler to joined him a 

moment later. “Do you ever get used to the dust, sir?” 

Terse and unflappable, Jared was a man to rely on. The steel in his spine masked 

his soft heart. “Never. Sometimes, though, a dust cloud can be your best friend. Once 

that stuff settles, we‟ll grab our stuff and head east toward the reported terrorist camp. 

Intelligence said Chemical Kasim is due in tomorrow to test his latest batch of nerve 

gas.” 

As a Master Sergeant and a top class Marine sniper, Jared had trained to work in 

different terrains, but he‟d always choose a jungle over a desert. Not that he had any 

choice in his postings.  

Breaking in a new spotter, especially since this was Jared‟s last mission before he 

returned to civilian life, wasn‟t something he‟d planned. Potter, his regular spotter, 

understood his get in, make your shot, and get out mentality. The greenhorn kid 

wanted to save the world.  
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Not that, Chis “Rhett” Butler was a bad kid, just excited by his first tour of Iraq 

as a spotter. Jared had been here before, of course. His second term finished in two 

weeks. After that, he‟d done killing to order—no matter how many innocent lives his 

missions saved.  

Once back in civilian life, he‟d put the business degree he‟d studied for in his 

down time to good use. Naturally aloof and dominant, he planned to set up his own 

business. He loved working with his hands, designing and polishing wooden furniture. 

His first thoughts had been to make high-end bespoke carpentry business, but his 

research showed that didn‟t pay well. Instead, he‟d set up an individually designed, 

handcrafted kitchen business.  

Butler, the young Lance Corporal, kept up a steady stream of chatter. Back home, 

if one of Jared‟s subs went on like that, she‟d earn a bare-assed spanking. Since his subs 

were always female, Jared just tuned the youngster out and thought about the sub he 

planned to scene with one he returned to civilian life. Slender and blonde, she‟d worn a 

pale-blue, Lycra catsuit, and a mask with pointed ears. He‟d fantasized about pulling 

down the zipper on the front of her catsuit and slowly revealing her slender breasts. 

Once he‟d run his tongue over her nipples, he‟d strip her naked.   

His lips twitched into a tight smile as he remembered his last visit to his masked 

BDSM club about two years ago. He‟d not spotted his kitty-kat until the club was 

shutting down for the night. Before that, a willing woman had lain over his knee last 
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time and let him spank her until her butt had turned a beautiful shade of red. Funny, he 

couldn‟t recall her name, but he‟d recognize her peach-shaped ass anywhere. 

Still, his spotter droned on. Jared couldn‟t remember ever being as annoying or 

as eager as Lance Corporal Butler. Without a word, he shouldered his pack and set a 

brisk pace. A two-hour trek through the desert came easy to them. There was no time 

for fantasies now. One wrong move, one slip in their concentration, and they could die 

out her. The terrain and the terrorists would see to that. The two Marines stilled when 

they spotted a carelessly constructed stockade at the mouth of an enormous cave.  

Metal shutters blocked the entrance but a small metal door cut into them allowed  

easy access. A flattened track curled through the high rocks and sand dunes toward the 

door. It‟s pack down surface showed how much heavy traffic had come this way 

recently. The sentries were lax, smoking cigarettes and swapping dirty stories rather 

than expecting an attack in the middle of nowhere. 

Jared spoke his first words in over an hour. “Call it in. Tell them to have artillery 

on standby for after I‟ve made my shot. Bringing down that cave roof will put any 

weapons, chemical or otherwise, out of commission.”  

The greenhorn nodded. “I gotta take a leak first, but I‟ll fall back and check in.” 

Jared dropped to his belly and crawled forward. Enjoying the silence, he 

considered possible places to take his shot. The small hill about a quarter of a mile from 

the cave entrance had possibilities. He and young Butler could make their way around 

to it once the kid emptied his bladder. 
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He didn‟t have long to wait. When Butler returned, he shoved a woman in front 

of him. He‟d twisted one arm behind her back as he propelled her forward. “Sarge, we 

got a problem.” 

Jared gave Butler a long, hard look. The woman beside him made no effort to 

run, just fidgeted in Butler‟s hold and dropped her gaze. “I‟m sorry. I didn‟t mean to… 

Look, I just need to get to my grandfather‟s hut. The elders sent a message saying he 

needed a doctor. That‟d be me. I brought antibiotics. Please, just let me go to him.” 

Black fabric swathed every inch of her body, but she spoke with a US accent. 

Jared could only see her blue eyes. “You don‟t sound Iraqi, ma‟am.” 

She lifted her gaze and studied his face. “Pop‟s American. I trained at UCLA but 

my mom‟s Iraqi. I‟m Doctor Miriam Lewis. Once I qualified, I came out here to put my 

training to good use.” 

She sounded like a preppy, all-American girl.  

Jared wondered what she looked like beneath her niqab. “That explains the eye 

color. Butler‟s right, ma‟am. You‟re a problem. If we let you leave, you might alert 

others to our presence even if you don‟t mean to. Besides, blue eyes and an American 

accent don‟t make you trustworthy.” 

Her gaze more challenging than appeasing. “My grandfather lives in the 

foothills, tending his goats and occasionally going into the village to trade goat‟s cheese 

for bread.”  

Jared thought fast. “He‟s alone? You‟re sure?” 
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Beneath her all-concealing niqab, she nodded. “I swear it.” 

Lance Corporal Butler kept his grip on her arm, holding her motionless. “What 

we gonna do, sarge?” 

Jared‟s cold stare never left their captive. “Semper Gumby, kid. Sorry ma‟am, 

that‟s Marine speak for always flexible. Butler, take her to her grandfather. Make sure 

they stay isolated overnight. If they give you any trouble, shoot them. I‟ll take out the 

target and meet you in twenty-four hours at the rendezvous point.” 

Their captive gasped. 

Butler‟s jaw dropped. “I can‟t shoot them in cold blood.” 

God knows how this kid slipped through the psyche tests for sniper school. Jared 

gave him a you-have-to-be-kidding-me stare. “If it comes down to them or us, choose 

us. Son, when we finish the mission, you might want to reconsider your career path 

within the Marines. For now, watch your back and stay out of trouble.” 

Butler released the woman‟s arm. “Lead on, ma‟am. Stay quiet, and keep a look 

out for terrorists.” 

Jared watched them leave. Without a spotter, he‟d have to be doubly alert, but he 

had a bad feeling in his gut. He hoped the youngster had the sense to stay safe. Butler 

should never have let the damn woman find him in the first place.  

Staying low, he circled the enclosure, avoiding sentries and making his way to 

his preferred location. Jared set up his hide, checked and assembled his rifle, and stared 
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at the cave entrance through the telescopic sight. Finally, he chewed some combat 

rations and hunkered down for a long wait.  

At first glance, the stockade puzzled him. No one moved inside it. No sentries 

guarded it. Terrorists moved in and out the cave, but they ignored the compound. Jared 

could have taken them out without a thought, but they weren‟t the target he‟d come out 

here to eliminate. 

Laid beneath his tarpaulin shelter, Jared settled for a watchful night. The stars 

seemed closer here, almost within touching distance, but the night air chilled him. 

Snuggled beneath a foil blanket, he waited and watched. Patient and still, he could lay 

here without sleep for days if necessary. 

* * * * 

Dawn broke in red and gold rays that filled the landscape with mystical beauty. 

A small squad of ISIS soldiers burst out the cave, laughing and joking as they headed 

into the barren landscape. Whatever they were up to, it couldn‟t be good. 

Still, Jared waited. 

Two hours later, the soldiers returned, herding captive Bedouins and a few local 

men and women before them. One of the leaders opened the compound, waited while 

the others herded the captives inside, and secured the gate with a padlock and chain.  

Now Jared understood the compound. It was a killing ground. His instincts 

demanded he run down the hillside and free the prisoners, but he needed to stay 
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focused. Taking out Chemical Kassim could save dozens of villages from gas attack. 

Besides, if he waited, he might get a chance to do both.  

He needed to stay patient and still to take out his target, but he couldn‟t lay here 

and watch fifteen people die. One of the Bedouins walked the interior perimeter, 

stopping occasionally and testing the wooden walls. He finally found a loose board. A 

woman called the others captives over, and they surrounded the prisoner, blocking him 

from their captors‟ view. The way that woman moved looked familiar. 

Damnation, it’s Miriam Lewis. The woman Butler found yesterday. So where the hell 

was his spotter? Jared imagined the youngster, eyes open and staring at the sky, a bullet 

through his brain. Cold rage filled him. Marines didn‟t leave their dead behind, but he 

had a mission to complete and mass murderer to kill.  

Sentries fired over the heads of captives, yelling for them to move away from the 

wall. The prisoners moved slowly, giving the white-robed, red-turbaned prisoner a 

chance to mask whatever he‟d done to the fence. As he followed the others, Jared 

whistled in a breath.  

Butler. In the stockade in native dress. The others had protected him as he‟d almost 

pried the plank free. The kid sure made friends fast. 

No way could Jared stay here and let terrorists massacre his fellow Marine. He 

stared down his rifle, lining up his first shot on the padlock locking the prisoners in the 

compound. This last mission sucked. He‟d planned to retire back into civilian life, not 

go out in a blaze of glory.  
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Before he pulled the trigger, he heard the distant purr of a vehicle‟s engine. A 

camouflaged Army Ute tore down the road and skidded to a halt. A suited figure with 

swarthy skin and a hooknose stepped out the passenger door. A man in a makeshift 

military uniform shook the newcomer‟s hand. 

Target sighted. 

The cold smile Chemical Kasim turned on the prisoners didn‟t bode well. Jared 

adjusted his aim. Unblinking, he stared down the rifle sight and lined up on his target‟s 

heart. After taking a deep breath, he emptied his lungs and squeezed the trigger in a 

gentle, lover‟s caress. The bang of the bullet shattered the desert peace. The smell of 

cordite surrounded him.  

Chemical Kasim dropped to the ground, his white shirt stained red. He‟d never 

moved again. 

Jared‟s next shot shattered the padlock holding the prisoners in the stockade. 

Five more shots. Five dead guards. Terrorists flooded from the cave. Jared took out the 

first three then calmly took a moment to reload.  

Butler led the charge from the compound. He snatched up Chemical Kasim‟s 

semi-automatic, spun, and fired. Isis soldiers dived for cover.  

The former prisoners took the fallen men‟s weapons and piled into the Ute. They 

hung from every upright or crammed into the rear seat. Miriam Lewis took the wheel 

while Butler squashed in beside her, nursing a bullet wound in his left arm.  

Jared calmly radioed back to base. “We need an air strike, now.” 
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He took aim again, making five quick shots. Five more terrorists died. Once the 

overcrowded Ute shot out of sight, Jared slung his rifle over his shoulder, grabbed his 

ammo, and jogged away from the cave.  

The shriek of an incoming missile had him dropping to the ground. A moment 

later, the missile impacted with a huge explosion. Sound waves almost shattered Jared‟s 

eardrums. The cave roof crumbled. A fireball erupted from the entry point. The ground 

shook. Rocks and debris rained on the desert.  

Jared sprang upright. Rifle over one shoulder, he abandoned the rest of his kit 

and ran. Like a tear in a sheet of paper, a crevice opened in the earth. Behind him, Jared 

heard the dust and scree tumble into it. He ran harder, swerving toward the road. 

Another missile shrieked overhead. It exploded into the rock face, sending more 

debris through the air. Small pebbles and tufts of grass pelted Jared‟s back. The rock 

crumbled like an avalanche, depositing tons of debris over the door. The air smelled of 

chlorine, or maybe onions. It made him want to sneeze. 

He pumped his legs hard, pounding over the terrain. Like a scene from a horror 

movie, the ground split at lightning speed—the crevasse heading straight toward him. 

He swerved and ran faster. His chest heaved, but he forced himself onward. If he fell 

into that crevasse, he died 

Another swerve and he found solid ground. Screams alerted him to the man 

who‟d climbed out the collapsed cave, his clothes on fire. Without stopping, Jared drew 

his semi and fired. The man‟s tortured howls stopped as a bullet entered his brain.  
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Jared raced to the road. The Ute, minus the escaped captives, sped toward him. 

The other occupant, the old man with leathery skin and tired eyes grinned a toothless 

grin and patted the rear seat beside him.  

Jared leaped in the back and sat unspeaking. Miranda Lewis made a handbrake 

turn and raced away from the mayhem. 

Butler turned and gave him a sheepish look. “I took Miranda to her grandfather, 

and thankfully he insisted I wear native dress.” 

Miranda pulled over, climbed out, and beckoned Butler to her side. She rolled up 

his sleeve of his robe and inspected his wound. “The bullet missed the bone. It still 

needs a good clean and stitching, but my bags back in granddad‟s hut.” 

Butler dropped his uninjured arm around her shoulder the turned to Jared. 

“We‟d just settled for a breakfast of goat‟s cheese and hard bread when the terrorists 

arrived. I managed to pass as the world‟s dumbest local, but my act kept Miriam and 

her grandfather alive.” 

As always, Jared kept up his unflappable stare. When they returned to base, he‟d 

suggest the youngster trained as a liaison officer. He‟d blended in with the Bedouin and 

they‟d protected him. Not many people could manage that. 

Miriam‟s eyes shone behind her niqab. “Chris is an absolute hero.” 

One day, Jared wanted one his subs to look at him the way Miriam looked at 

Lance Corporal Chris Butler. He‟d reward her with a spanking that made her nerve 

endings jangle, but he‟d take care to hit her sweet spot and keep going until she 
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orgasmed at his touch. Afterward, he‟d love her until her muscles trembled and her legs 

failed her. 

Finding a woman who responded to him like that seemed like an impossible 

dream. He belonged to masked BDSM club in North Carolina, determined to stay 

anonymous, and not mix work with pleasure. Besides, until he‟d established his 

business, he‟d no time to build a relationship. The best he could hope for was the 

occasional scene with a sexy sub who caught his fancy, but a man could dream. 

 


