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The air in Singapore was not merely hot; it was a living, breathing blanket of moisture, pressing down on the city like a wet hand. Benny Fong, enshrined in the sticky vinyl driver’s seat of his ageing ‘White Hurricane’ (Benny’s sometime nickname for it) taxi, felt every degree of it.

His shirt, a faded blue uniform relic, clung to his back like cellophane. Benny, fifty-something, with a face permanently set in a worried grimace that betrayed his constant battle with outstanding loans and rising COE prices, muttered an encouraging word and patted his dashboard.  ‘Hurricane’ he wheezed, wiping sweat from his brow with a damp handkerchief. “Surely there is a big fare for Benny today. Surely, we cannot end the week $40 down.”

The air conditioning in the Cab was struggling, offering only a lukewarm sputter of vaguely cooler air. Benny preferred to think of it as ‘therapeutic

weight loss’.

It was 10:45 PM. Most of the legitimate tourist traffic had cleared. Benny was contemplating switching off the meter and heading home when a sleek, matte-black Mercedes S-Class pulled up just ahead of his stand at the waterfront. A chauffeur, immaculate and imposing, stepped out, and walked straight toward Benny’s dilapidated cab.

“You, Uncle,” the chauffeur stated, his voice flat. “My principal requires a discrete vehicle. Cash only. Sentosa.”

Benny’s heart did a little jolt-start, like a weak battery. Sentosa fares were good, but this smelled like trouble—the kind that required anonymity. But the sound of a promised wad of currency settled his conscience instantly.

The principal was a pale gaunt man. He looked less like a tourist and more like a human sculpture carved from expensive granite. He was immaculately tailored in a light grey suit that somehow managed to defy the humidity; he looked crisp where everyone else looked wilted. He smelled faintly of alpine herbs and old money.

The passenger slid into the back, his movements precise and un-settlingly silent.

“Do you know the private docks on the western tip of Sentosa, near the golf course boundary?” The mans voice was a low, transatlantic rumble.

“The Cove. Restricted area, sir. Very, very rich people,” Benny replied, trying to sound professional despite the tremor in his hands.

“Precisely. Discretion is paramount, Mr... Fong, is it? I will pay you $1,000 in cash, now, simply to drive me there and wait for fifteen minutes. No questions. No speaking unless spoken to.”

Benny’s struggle instantly evaporated. A thousand dollars was three days’ worth of gruelling, sweaty work. He snatched the bills—crisp, new Singapore hundreds—and shoved them into his front shirt pocket.

“Done, sir. My taxi is yours.”

The drive across the causeway to Sentosa was tense. The passenger spent the entire time hunched over a satellite phone, speaking in clipped, rapid sentences involving numbers and acronyms Benny didn't recognize. Terms like "firm asset verification," "transfer protocol 7," and "secured escrow" buzzed in the cramped cabin.

Benny focused on the road, trying to ignore the mounting anxiety he felt radiating around him. The guy wasn’t stressed; he was concentrated, like a predator lining up a victim.

As they passed the last resort hotel and the landscape shifted into the manicured, silent privacy of the ultra-wealthy, Benny felt his stomach clinch. This was not a regular drop-off.

“Stop at the guard post here, Mr. Fong,” was the instruction, pointing to a severe, black boom gate marked with Private Property signs and monitored by three glaring CCTV cameras.

“Sir, they will not let a local taxi past this checkpoint,” Benny warned.

The passenger simply pulled a heavy metallic pass card, the color of gunmetal, from his jacket. “They will let us past. You will not stop unless the boom is down. Drive precisely to the rear loading dock of the warehouse adjacent to Marina Berth 3.”

Vance leaned forward and flashed the card against the reader. The boom gate hesitated for a fraction of a second, then swung up with a heavy electronic sigh.

The guards inside the small booth, clad in sleek, dark security uniforms, stared at the battered white taxi with utter disbelief. One guard, bulkier than the others, raised a hand to stop them, but Vance pressed a button on the card, and a synthesized voice crackled over the guard post intercom: "Authorized access confirmed. Vehicle SGK7331Y."

The guard slowly lowered his hand, his eyes tracking the car as Benny nervously drove deeper into the restricted zone.

The air here was cooler, thanks to the massive, sound-dampening walls, but the atmosphere was thick with unease. The surrounding buildings were low-slung, high-tech storage facilities—clearly for yacht parts and specialized, expensive equipment. There were no lights, except for the high perimeter floodlights spaced fifty meters apart, casting stark shadows.

Benny pulled the Mercedes to a stop exactly where Vance indicated: a non-descript loading dock door painted industrial grey, illuminated by a single, harsh fluorescent lamp.

“You will wait precisely fifteen minutes, Mr. Fong,” the passenger said, opening the door. “Keep the engine running.”

Taking his briefcase. He stepped out, adjusting his suit jacket. Before the door had even fully closed, he took three rapid steps toward the loading door, pressed his thumb to a biometric reader, and the steel door hissed open.

Then, the vanishing act.

It was not a smooth exit. Benny was watching, counting the seconds, when the guy briefly paused, not at the door, but looking toward the dimly lit jungle path twenty feet to the left. He froze. His head snapped back toward the taxi.

“Drive!” the man barked, but the command was cut short.

A split second later, He was gone. Not into the door, but simply gone.

Benny stared, bewildered. The massive steel door was still open a foot, light spilling onto the tarmac. But the man in the flawless grey suit was nowhere in sight.

“Sir?” Benny called out, his voice thin in the empty space.

He looked around frantically. Had he stumbled? Passed out?

Benny unbuckled, ignoring the earlier instruction, and stepped out into the humid air. The taxi engine idled meekly behind him.

He walked to the open door, peering inside. The interior was dark, vast, and smelled faintly of brine and expensive oil.

“This is not funny, sir!”

He was about to step inside when a noise split the silence—the high-pitched whine of tires on asphalt, rapidly approaching from the direction of the main gate.

Benny froze.

The lights hit him like a physical blow. Two dark, armored security SUVs, their spotlights blinding, screeched to a halt, boxing Benny in. They were not the same vehicles as the guards at the boom gate. These were faster, more aggressive.

Four men spilled out, two from each vehicle. They wore tactical vests, carried sidearms visible on their hips, and moved with military precision.

“Hands up! Driver, put your hands on the hood where we can see them!” A heavy voice boomed, amplified by a megaphone.

Benny, paralyzed, instinctively did as he was told, leaning against the blistering hood of his taxi.

"I am just a taxi driver! I only drop off!” he shouted over the idling engine.

“Which one did you deliver?” the lead man demanded, approaching cautiously but rapidly. He was tall, mid-thirties, with cold eyes and a headset mic. He ignored Benny's protests.

“I—I delivered a man! He disappeared! He paid me to wait!”

“The passenger is irrelevant,” the guard sneered, pulling a flashlight and sweeping the beam over the loading dock. “Where is the package? Where is the exchange item?”

Benny’s mind raced, trying to reconcile the $1,000 fare with the sudden, terrified realization that he was an accidental accomplice in something far more dangerous than simple corporate logistics.

“There is no package! I swear! I just drive!”

“Shut up!” The guard grabbed Benny, slamming him against the cab’s roof with unnecessary force. “We have confirmation of the vehicle type and location for the hand-off. You are the only one here, driver. The transaction must have occurred.”

The guard nearest the loading dock shouted, “Entry point secure! No sign of the subject or the asset!”

The lead guard’s face darkened with frustration. He looked Benny up and down. “You drove him. You know where he went. Who did he meet here?”

“Nobody! He went inside, and then—poof! Gone!” Benny felt the hot Singapore humidity returning, slick and overwhelming, mingling with cold dread.

“Check the cab. Tear the seats out if you have to,” the leader ordered, turning his back on Benny for a crucial second.

Tear up Benny’s pride and joy! No chance! This was Benny's cue. He wasn’t a fighter, but he had spent thirty years maneuvering his car through the labyrinthine streets of Singapore. He knew speed, and he knew geometry.

He saw the keys dangling in the ignition, engine humming.

With a sudden burst of panicked adrenaline, Benny shoved himself off the hood, ducked under the lead guard’s arm, and scrambled back through the open driver’s side door.

“He’s loose!” someone yelled.

Benny didn't bother closing the door. He slammed the gear selector into 'D' with a terrible grind of protesting transmission parts and mashed the accelerator.

The Mercedes, powered by decades of necessity and sheer willpower, lunged forward.

The maneuver was reckless. He was boxed in by the two SUVs. He had maybe eight feet of clearance.

Don’t fight. Drive. The mantra of a thousand near-miss accidents flashed through his mind.

He spun the wheel sharply to the right. The back bumper of the taxi grazed the fender of the nearest SUV with a sickening CRUNCH, earning him a shout of rage from the guards, but the heavy plastic bumper of the taxi held.

He had cleared the box in. Now he had to run.

The chase was frantic and absurd. A battered white taxi, engine wheezing and tires squealing, tearing through a billionaire’s private enclave on Sentosa, pursued by two tactical SUVs that looked like they belonged in a war zone.

Benny risked a glance in the rear-view mirror. The guards were already in hot pursuit, gaining ground rapidly. They were faster, heavier, and clearly enjoying the adrenaline of the hunt.

“Come on, Hurricane,” Benny whispered, gripping the wheel so hard his knuckles were white.

He approached a T-junction that led either back toward the main gate (guaranteed capture) or down a narrow, unpaved service road marked "Utility Access Only."

Benny slammed the brake, the vehicle skidding sideways in a cloud of dust and burning rubber. He cranked the wheel left and plunged the taxi down the service path.

The ride instantly became brutal. This path was designed for slow, heavy utility vehicles, not a lightweight city cab. The Mercedes bounced violently, its ancient shocks protesting with every pothole. Benny was thrown against his seat-belt, the $1,000 in his pocket now feeling like a lead weight.

The moment he entered the scrub, the tactical SUVs were hesitant. They couldn’t risk their heavy suspension on the rough ground at full speed. This bought Benny vital seconds.

He was passing thick, humid jungle growth, the air smelling of wet earth and night-blooming flowers. Just as he thought he’d gained distance, the driver’s side window exploded.

POP-CRACK!

A bullet. They weren’t trying to capture him; they were trying to disable the vehicle.

Benny yelled, ducking his head low, the broken glass scattering onto the sticky vinyl seat. He pressed the accelerator harder, urging the hurricane past its self-imposed limit.

He knew this path! Decades ago, before this area became fully developed, it was a shortcut used by construction workers. It had an obscure exit point near the old coastal battery remnants.

He rounded a bend and saw it: a rusted, secondary chain-link fence, partially obscured by overgrowth. It was the absolute last escape route.

The security vehicles were right behind him now, blinding his mirrors with their spotlights.

Benny took a deep breath. Sentosa was an island. This fence led to the sea wall.

He aimed directly at the fence. It was a suicide run, but his options had run out.

“Hold on!” he shouted, to himself and the car.

He hit the fence at about 50 km/h. The impact was deafening—scraping, screeching metal, and the groan of ripping chain link. The fence tore away from its rusted posts, wrapping around the front bumper and the grill with a metallic shriek.

Benny kept driving.

He burst through the remaining wire and rubble onto a narrow, paved stretch overlooking the dark expanse of the Singapore Strait. The lights of the mainland twinkled dangerously close.

He looked back. The SUVs had stopped at the torn fence. They weren’t pursuing further; they were already shouting into their radios, locking down the island.

Benny had escaped the immediate threat, but he was trapped on Sentosa.

He had to blend in.

Benny drove the ravaged Mercedes—missing a window, carrying a ragged fence like a strange hood ornament—toward the busiest, most brightly lit area he could find: the Resorts World complex.

He pulled into a dark corner of a multi-story car park, far from the main entrance alarms. He killed the engine. The silence was horrifying.

Benny was soaked through. His heart was hammering a frantic rhythm against his ribs. He was alive, he was free, but he was now a wanted man associated with a "delivery" he never made.

He reached into his shirt pocket. The $1,000 was still there, damp with sweat. It felt like blood money.

He needed to think. He couldn't call the police; he was already involved in the transaction, however innocently. The guards had specifically mentioned "firm asset verification," suggesting this wasn't drug trafficking, but perhaps high-stakes industrial espionage or financial fraud.

He had to find proof that he was just the driver.

He looked around the cramped, hot interior of the cab. That's when he saw it, jammed between the seat cushion and the transmission hump of the passenger seat.

The passengers sleek, expensive satellite phone.

Benny snatched it up. It wasn't just a phone; it was a secure communication device, heavy and thick. He wiped the sweat from his palm and pressed the power button.

The screen flickered to life, showing only a complex series of encrypted contact names and a single, blinking alert on the main screen.

The alert was a text document, automatically opened, titled "Protocol 7 Failure."

Benny quickly scanned the document, his eyes widening as he deciphered the technical jargon. It was a pre-written message, clearly intended for someone else, detailing the failure of the transfer.

...Vehicle confirmed on site. Driver (local civilian) confirmed compliant. Asset was not at the location.  Confirmed exfiltration required due to early security breach. Asset location is now compromised. Primary target must be moved to secondary rendezvous point (Bali).

And then, the critical line: Driver is extraneous. Do not engage unless necessary.

The guy hadn't disappeared into the warehouse; he had seen the incoming security
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