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A flower grows 

   Soft 

      Lovely 

         Daring 

In the middle of a battle zone 

Harmless in its tenacity 

Ruthless in its compassion . . . 
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Chapter 1 

Kidnapped 

 

 

Saturday  

 

“Where in the blazes am I?” Phoebe mumbled under her breath, afraid someone 

might be listening. “And how in the world did I get here?”  

She crept along the cold stone wall, carefully placing one foot in front of the 

other. The last thing she remembered was saying goodnight to Lunah outside 

the club. Her head was splitting.  The pain dulled her normally sharp mind. 

Dazed and confused, she dropped to her hands and knees and crawled in 

pitch-black darkness.  

Shivering in the damp cold, she waved her hand in front of her eyes but 

couldn’t see a thing. She felt drugged, hung over, and everything in her wanted 

to lie down. Fear growled in her belly, threatening to explode into unbridled 

terror. But Phoebe wasn’t the type to cave in the face of danger. If she were ever 

again to see the light of day, she knew she had to pick up the pace.  

“Get up, you fool!” she whispered emphatically. “You’ve no idea what might 

be lurking in this damned snake pit.”  

She tried to ignore the throbbing in her head. She tried to shrug off feeling 

she was captive in the lair of some hungry beast. She forced herself to stand, 

despite feeling lightheaded and dizzy. Guiding herself with one hand pressed 

against the wall, she walked slowly and paid close attention to every step. She 

didn’t want to make a sound.  

Just when she started to rebound, something damp prickled her fingers 

from between the stones.  

“Damn!” Startled by the sound of her own voice, she cupped her hand over 

her mouth as she lurched backward. The jolt cleared her mind. She was in a 

cave or underground tunnel.  
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“I’ve got to find a way out of this hellhole!” she murmured, too frazzled to 

whisper. She couldn’t help giving voice to the menacing panic.  

Frantically trying to figure out what to do next, thoughts raced through her 

mind too quickly for her to comprehend. Then the pause button clicked and a 

thought settled. The little flashlight! She grabbed at her hip, relieved to find her 

purse still strapped across her shoulders. She groped around inside until her 

fingers felt the cold metal of the slender tube. Pulling it out in a rush, she 

almost dropped it.  

“Get a grip, Pheebs,” she whispered.  

Her trembling fingers promised to let go of the object if she didn’t steady 

herself while turning it on.  

“Holy crap!” slipped unthinkingly from her mouth when she saw what lay 

before her.  

The crevices between the wall’s large gray stones were filled with wet black 

moss. It glared at her, winking sinisterly as the light reflected off its surface. 

She couldn’t stop shaking but knew she had to keep moving. Taking in a deep 

breath, she straightened her back and bolstered her determination. 

She continued on, slowly and cautiously, until she heard a squishing 

sound. Shining the flashlight downward, she saw a grey stone floor, damp and 

peppered with algae.  

“Yuck!”  

She was careful to whisper this time, unwilling to let fear get the better of 

her. Yet the air seemed to get thinner with each step. She wondered if the 

tunnel might be getting smaller. Looking toward the ceiling, she gasped when it 

loomed and retreated, loomed and retreated right before her eyes. 

Claustrophobia took hold, crushing her very breath. The panic was suffocating.  

“Noooo . . . Noo . . . NO . . . I’ll . . . have . . . none . . . of . . . THIS!”  

Petrified and breathless, each word forced its way out in a squeaky 

whisper.  

She forced herself to keep going, in a futile attempt to keep the phobia at 

bay. But it resolved to have her in its greedy clutches. Barely able to breathe, 

her mind flooded with profanities, and escalating terror insisted on having a 

voice.  

“Dammit!” squeezed its way out as she panted and broke into a sweat.  

She couldn’t help repeating the obscenity until it echoed down the corridor, 

eerily and with telltale foreboding. Unnerved and confused, she didn’t 

understand why sound would reverberate under such a low ceiling. Somewhere 

up ahead, the ceiling must be higher or the tunnel must be wider or . . .  

Her head was pounding. She felt as if she were spinning round and round 

on some horrific amusement park ride. Yet she knew she hadn’t drunk enough 
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alcohol to cause such nauseating vertigo. She lost her balance and fell back 

against the wall, gasping for air and fighting to stay conscious. Her body slid 

down until she sat with her hands braced flat on the ground. The feel of the 

cold stone against her skin helped her catch her breath.  

“Snap out of it, Pheebs; you’re stronger than this,” she whispered, mindful 

the darkness might be concealing something deadly. She repeated the reproach 

until she finally heard herself.  

When the panic lifted, she grasped the flashlight with her teeth, leaned 

back against the wall, and slowly pushed her body upward until she stood. 

Although trembling and lightheaded, she managed to maintain her balance.   

She brushed her hands together to remove the grit, but instead of falling to 

the ground, it rolled across her wet palms and stuck to her fingers. Aiming the 

flashlight downward, she saw something red covering her hands. Frantic to get 

rid of the nasty stuff, she rubbed her palms across the wall until they were 

chafed. But the red slime seemed to penetrate her skin. When she realized 

what it was, a sickening horror struck and dared her to regain composure.  

“Oh my god, it’s blood!”  

Shrieking, the flashlight dropped from between her lips and broke as it hit 

the ground. But Phoebe was too spent and disoriented to notice.  

“Pull it together, Pheebs. C’mon. You’re not a wimp, for god’s sake. You’re a 

warrior.”  

Hearing the word “warrior” calmed her down and steadied her breathing. 

She leaned back against the wall, closed her eyes, and recalled a simple 

relaxation technique her friend Fei had taught her.  

Taking in three deep breaths, she imagined herself lying in a verdant 

landscape, cradled by nurturing trees. The scent of fragrant flowers soothed 

her. A warm breeze caressed her skin, siphoning away the panic. The chirping 

of nesting birds replaced the pounding heartbeat shelling her eardrums. 

Sunlight imbued her entire body and instilled its vibrant energy. Her life force 

began to surge. She took in three more deep breaths and came to her senses in 

a rush of power. When she opened her eyes, she felt relaxed and refreshed.  

Something brushed against her arm but didn’t unsettle her. Instead, she 

wondered if a nurturing presence had come to her rescue. The fluttering wings 

of an angel, perhaps? She didn’t embrace a religious practice yet couldn’t help 

musing. She managed to find the packet of wipes in her purse and cleaned her 

hands as best she could in the darkness. 


