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  For Mam and Dad,


  For Everything


  SIXTEEN



  Baek Dong-gun sat at the huge wooden table in the dining room of his seafront mansion enjoying his afternoon coffee and doughnuts. The profits from years of lucrative smuggling had enabled him to buy the grand, white house in which he sat, along with the surrounding land. Once, that is, those profits had been meticulously laundered through his various legitimate businesses. On paper, the salvage vessel he owned was almost continuously at sea working. Likewise, according to his accountants, his Korean restaurants and gentlemen’s club welcomed in excess of a thousand paying customers every night.


  The doors and windows to the balcony were open and gauzy white curtains were rippling in a cool ocean breeze. All the scents of the coast drifted in, the smell of the trees and the tropical flowers in the manicured gardens, the sharp tang of the sea, and from closer to hand, the tantalising aroma of yet another light snack being prepared. Under normal circumstances all these scents would have pleased Dong-gun inordinately, but these were not normal circumstances. There was trouble in paradise. Trouble by the name of Brannan. A westerner who seemed to be singularly gifted in the art of spoiling his appetite; not an easy task.


  A figure silently entered the dining room from the balcony; a man in his mid-thirties, brawny and muscular with the barrel chest of a bodybuilder. He was the foreman in charge of Dong-gun’s fleet of powerboats and he stood in respectful silence waiting for his Korean boss to acknowledge him. Daily exposure to the sun had burnt his skin a deep bronze, while sea salt had bleached the tips of his dark hair to yellow. Bright black eyes and a wide grin announced that he was the bearer of good news.


  Baek Dong-gun’s ball bearing eyes swivelled towards him.


  “Annyeonghaseyo.” Bobbing his head, the man spoke the respectful Korean greeting before he began speaking. “Brannan is alone aboard his boat. He is heading out to sea.”


  



  *


  



  The sharp prow of the Betty cut the surface of the water as fast as her motors could drive her. Clear of the coast and any prying eyes, Joe once again helmed the big motor cruiser from her flying bridge. Dressed in T-shirt and jeans with his grimy captain’s cap perched on the back of his head, he was feeling a lot more optimistic. He even managed a thin smile as he glanced around at the light emerald-green sea, sliding past almost unwrinkled. He had nearly cleared the offshore islands and had plotted a course that would take him across the Gulf of Thailand to the town of Hua Hin. He planned to arrive there in the early hours of the morning and rest up, before continuing south down the coastline.


  Movement on the horizon caught his eye. He snatched up the binoculars from the bin next to the control panel. Half turning in his seat, he focused the lenses on the spot where the sea met the sky. He swung the glasses back and forth until he picked up a leaping powerboat. It was painted bright green. Shifting the glasses, he scanned further along the line of the horizon and picked out more of the sleek, planing shapes, all bearing down on his position. The sight caused dread to seep through him like icy water.


  Muttering to himself, he lowered the binoculars. “We didn’t have you fooled for a minute, did we?”


  Heart quickening, he looked around the wide ocean, searching for an escape. It was past five in the evening and the glare had lifted from the sea revealing, off the port quarter, the low shape of Koh Klung island. Without hesitation, he pushed the throttles to their stops and wrenched the helm hard over. The Betty responded immediately, sending a wall of spray high into the air as she made a one-eighty-degree turn. Joe knew that Koh Klung was girdled by rocky outcrops and that there were hidden bays and inlets scattered amongst them. It would be dark in a couple of hours, so maybe he could hide out until then. A glance back over the stern caused fear to shoot through him, he counted six of the powerboats now. They were closing fast, each one throwing up a great rooster tail of water. Joe knew he couldn’t outrun them. Their double, big block engines could hurl those wedge-shaped hulls across a calm sea at over one hundred miles an hour. The Betty was no slouch, but she was way outclassed. In the US those same boats were known as cigarette boats and were the smugglers preferred ride for running illegal contraband. They were fast, seaworthy, very difficult to intercept using conventional craft and hard to detect by radar.


  



  The Betty, her deck listing over dangerously, roared around the tip of Koh Klung’s northern headland with no check in her speed. Joe felt his buttocks slide on the helm seat. He leaned away from the cant of the deck, holding on to the wheel. Now out of sight of his pursuers, he cut back on the throttles. His eyes moved slowly under the brim of his cap, carefully searching the numerous rocky pinnacles that rose sheer out of the sea all about him. In places the pinnacles were split and riven with shallow gullies and gorges. There was one in particular that he was interested in, which he knew had a narrow fissure cut into its western side. It was just a deep gash in the rock face, but big enough to accommodate the Betty. He shaded his eyes, seeking out its familiar shape. His ears could now pick up the muted thunder of diesel engines, as his enemies drew closer. He didn’t have a lot of time. His gaze sharpened when he thought he recognised the pinnacle he was looking for and without hesitation he pushed the throttles back up to full revs. The big, white motor cruiser climbed effortlessly on to the plane and swept towards the granite outcrop. Slipping the engines into neutral, he allowed the Betty’s momentum to carry her around the base of the rock tower. He scanned the outcrop carefully and almost missed the narrow opening in its flank. There it was, hard to spot if you didn’t already know it was there. Moving the starboard throttle up a notch, he turned the boat towards it. When he was directly opposite the darkly shadowed opening, he began using the bow thrusters to line up the Betty’s stern on to the gap. He wanted her bows to be facing out towards the open sea, ready for a quick getaway. A thunderous wall of sound suddenly vibrated the air all around him, announcing that the powerboats had rounded the headland. Knowing that for the moment he was still out of sight, he fought down a feeling of escalating panic and began reversing the Betty carefully into the tight channel. Towering rock walls hugged the motor cruiser on either side, as she eased deeper into the cut. Looking up, he could see only a thin slice of sky high above where the sheer rock faces almost converged. The temperature dropped as deep shadow enveloped the boat and Joe cut the motors when he judged that he was deep enough within the inlet to feel moderately safe from discovery. The Betty was now enclosed in a sea-girt cavern.


  Jumping out of the helm seat, he descended the stairs to the afterdeck and entered the saloon, wincing when his damaged ribs reminded him that he was injured. Knocking open the hidden compartment built into the bulkhead by the door, he took out the H&K USP Tactical pistol Leading Petty Officer Garcia had given him. Right thumb working the release, he dropped the magazine into his hand to check the load then slapped it back into the butt, before jacking back the slide and upping the safety. Stuffing the weapon into the waistband of his jeans, he went back outside and swung up on to the narrow port side deck. Making his way forward, he noticed that the Betty’s immaculate white hull was scraping up against the surrounding rock walls. He grimaced, but kept on moving. There wasn’t time to rig the fenders and he certainly wasn’t going to drop anchor. Reaching the bow he hunkered down by the pulpit rail, positioning himself to observe the entrance to the inlet. He tugged his cap down more firmly on to his head and stared straight ahead with sweat beading his brow, even though it was cooler in the concealing shadows.


  A deep rumbling grew ever louder. Then a long, blade-like prow came gliding into view. Tensing, Joe forgot how to breathe. The powerboat was crossing the thin mouth of the inlet. Passing to his front she was moving slowly and he could see a general-purpose machine gun, bipod mounted, belt fed, set up on the stretched narrow foredeck. The crewman lying prone behind the gun was craning his neck to peer ahead. The machine-gunner passed out of sight as another section of the boat slid into view; a cockpit brimming with armed men. They looked a desperate bunch, all tattoos, wild hair, broken noses and facial scars. Bad bastards. Dong-gun’s usual collection of thugs, every one of them armed with an M-16 assault rifle and various automatic handguns. Joe kept on holding his breath, but none of them looked in his direction as they passed by. Last of all came the boat’s low stern with the high-mounted twin motors. Even at low revs the noise of those brute engines reminded him of a Formula One starting grid. The vessel slid from view, leaving churning water and a haze of exhaust fumes as the only signs of its passing.


  Joe sagged against the rail. He breathed out, relieved. Maybe he could remain hidden until dark. Maybe he could slip away unnoticed. It was a big maybe. The enemy hadn’t really started combing the area yet. They were just making sure he wasn’t waiting for them in plain sight. Once they were satisfied he had gone to ground they would start a more meticulous search. While the hiding place he had chosen was a good one, it was not invisible and he knew that a thorough search would flush him out sooner or later. He looked up at the sky, estimating that it would be another hour before darkness fell.


  



  *


  



  As slow as syrup in winter, the shadows stretched and joined and turned to night around the Betty. A light swell pushed into the cave, gently swaying the big motor cruiser. Joe could hear the fluctuating hum and roar of engines all around as the boats searched for him. Deciding it was time to go, he rose to his feet and tried to relax his cramped muscles, held tight for too long. Then he made his way up to the flying bridge, his movements slow and deliberate, being careful not to make any noise. As he sat down in the helm seat the pistol in his waistband dug into him. Taking it out, he slotted it into a cupholder on the console to keep it within easy reach. Bracing himself like a man about to neutralise an unexploded bomb, he leant forward and turned the switches.


  He had no real delusions about escaping, but he was not going to give up easily.


  “This could be our final voyage together, my darling,” he murmured, before punching both engines into life. The Volvos turned over and caught, their growling echoes bouncing back at him from the surrounding rocks.


  Inching the throttles forward, he crept the Betty out of the cut. Once clear of the hidden inlet, Joe was dismayed to see his boat’s gleaming white hull shining like a beacon under the light of a full moon. It was a clear night and overhead, the stars and the moon gleamed against a pitch-black backdrop. All around, the surface of the ocean was a sparkling silver plate. He pounded his fist against the wheel, realising it might just as well be daylight. There was no obvious way of escaping undetected, it would just be a matter of luck if he managed to remain unseen until he got clear. He cocked his head listening. A low throbbing came to him across the moon-touched water. He spun the wheel steering the Betty away from the sound, picking a route through the rocky islets. One advantage he had was that his boat was quieter than his enemies. They would never be able to hear him over the noise of their monster engines. Also they couldn’t approach him stealthily, because he would always hear them coming first.


  He continued threading his way between clumps of sea-washed boulders, becoming more confident as the sounds of motors faded away behind him. In the distance he could see the lights of Pattaya winking in the dark. The Betty’s passage caused small waves that lapped and sucked at the rocks, and the slurping and gurgling reminded him of the way a girl he once knew ate her noodles. He smiled to himself. The world lit up as bright as noon. An amplified voice yelled.


  “Heave to! Cut your motors now or we’ll open fire!” A spear of ice pierced his gut. He sat frozen at the wheel, naked under the pitiless white glare, his mind numb with shock. Close by, appallingly close by, engines burst into life. The echo of the twin motors crackled back from the rocks, like the sound of a battle tank firing up for action.


  Joe piled on the power. The Betty dug her stern in and leapt away. Straining his eyes he picked a route through the islets, grateful now for the moon’s illumination. The throaty roar of powerful engines split the night behind him, bright light flooded the flybridge. Sparing a glance behind, he saw a powerboat tearing after him, her long, thin hull bouncing over the silvered water. As he watched, an orange flame stabbed out from the bow. They had opened fire with the machine gun he had spotted earlier. Bullets snapped over his head, so he crouched lower in the seat, heaving the wheel over and cutting the port throttle to spin the Betty on her axis. Slamming both throttles forward again, he launched the boat at a gap between two outcrops. Jagged rock walls whipped past, seemingly a hand’s breadth away. His pursuer turned hard to follow him. More shots kicked up geysers of water. Once through the gap Joe repeated the manoeuvre, sending the Betty into another gut-wrenching turn that put another pile of rocks between him and the machine-gunner. Bullets sprayed the granite, ricochets buzzed in all directions. He pushed the Betty up to full revs and she jumped up on to the plane.


  The snarling powerboat twisted into line behind him, her powerful spotlight pinning the fleeing white motor cruiser in its glare. Both boats were now powering along a deep-water channel, hemmed in by rocks on one side and a long low sandbar on the other. The machine-gunner had stopped firing; perhaps waiting until he could get a decent shot. The channel widened. Joe stuck his head up looking for an escape route. A second powerboat, engines throttled forward to the shrieking pitch of a jet engine, came out of nowhere to hit the sandbar from the far side. The long, sleek boat leapt high into the air, clearing the narrow sandbank, to miss the Betty’s radar arch by scant inches. Joe reflexively ducked, looking upwards, open-mouthed, at the airborne hull passing over his head. All rational thought was dashed from his brain by the numbing unreality of what he was witnessing. The flying boat plummeted down in great sprays of water, wallowing as though stunned, while the racing boats sped on uninterrupted.


  Joe blew out a breath. These guys were crazy. A ripping, shattering din started up, more bullets tore up the water alongside the Betty.


  In an attempt to throw off the gunner’s aim he began recklessly zigzagging, which slowed him down but also blocked the channel with the Betty’s bulk, thus preventing the faster craft from overtaking. Then the channel came to an abrupt end and the three roaring boats shot out into the open sea: not good.


  His pursuers caught up with him effortlessly and began closing in on either side. Joe flung the wheel over, smashing the Betty’s hull into one of the crowding boats. The smuggler’s boat never even flinched; its combination Kevlar and carbon-fibre hull, shrugged off the Betty’s fibreglass side with contemptuous ease. The powerboats edged closer in a coordinated move, until they were scraping along either side of the motor cruiser’s white hull. In the distance Joe noticed more spotlights sweeping across the water, heralding the arrival of the rest of the pack. Ugly faces were confidently grinning up at him from the cockpit of the starboard powerboat, their eyes locked on to him in icy, murderous anticipation. Hands were reaching out to grasp the Betty’s rails.


  Pulling the pistol from the cupholder, he leapt to his feet and fired a fast volley of shots at the starboard boat. The boat veered sharply away and Joe saw at least one man fall into the water. Then in one swift move, he cut the throttles and the Betty checked. Both powerboats overshot. Joe, hurtled forward against the wheel by the abrupt deceleration, recovered and swung the Betty around in a sharp turn, heading back towards the island. He had to get in amongst the islets again.


  A shadow rose from the head of the steps leading up to the flybridge. Joe’s head whipped around, just as a powerfully built man stepped up on to the deck. Unruly yellow-tipped hair covered a large head, which was set into massive shoulders with scarcely any neck at all. Beneath the mop of hair, black eyes glittered either side of a flattened nose, above a thin-lipped mouth set in a wide, dark face. Sausage-like fingers curled into clubbing fists, as the intruder raised big, scar-knuckled hands and rushed him.


  Joe threw himself out of the helm seat and took a rolling dive across the deck, quickly regaining his feet to stand with legs braced. His attacker threw a terrific right, but Joe ducked under it and hooked a left to the body. For all the effect it had he might as well not have bothered. He followed it up with a whipping right uppercut that staggered the man. Better he thought, but the man grabbed him and threw him across the bridge. Joe crashed into the chart table. As he was struggling to his feet the intruder kicked him viciously in his already injured ribs. Agony seared through him, taking his breath away. When he looked up, his pain-filled vision fastened on the rocky headland that the Betty was about to pile herself up on. He gesticulated wildly and turning quickly, his assailant also saw the danger. Leaping at the wheel, the man hauled the speeding motor cruiser around so that she missed the rocks by mere inches. The Betty’s deck canted over at a sharp angle, sending Joe sliding into the scuppers.


  When she righted herself, Joe scrambled to his feet and jumping forward, hooked the smuggler in the kidneys, following it up with a slamming right to the body. Letting go of the wheel, the man spun around snarling. A right cross came out of nowhere to send Joe backwards. Steadying himself to face his attacker, Joe wiped the back of his hand across swollen and bloody lips. Narrowing his eyes, he took stock of his opponent. He did not doubt that the man could take a lot of punishment to that gym-toned body but his head; well, that was a different matter. He recalled with satisfaction how his uppercut had staggered the man.


  The smuggler stepped in and hooked hard to the head. Joe’s knees wobbled, but his uppercut flashed up and landed flush. The man’s whole frame shuddered. Joe went after him with a volley of rights and lefts to the head that sent him reeling back against the control console. In disorganised retreat, the smuggler kept his chin tucked into his chest and his elbows high. Joe kept at him, piling on the punishment, trying for that one solid shot. Suddenly the man reached out and jerked the handgun out of the cupholder.


  



  *


  



  Lounging in the shuddering cockpit of a speeding, bouncing powerboat, his bulk barely accommodated by an entire three-person wrap-around couch Baek Dong-gun was enjoying himself. He breathed deeply, filling his lungs with the salt-laden slipstream, while glancing around him at the flotilla of racing boats. Screaming like avenging demons, they were half flying, half planing across the water, their keels barely touching the surface of the ocean. He smirked, confident that they would rid him of the highly irritating Joe Brannan in a fashion that would restore any loss of face he had suffered.


  It would not only be a pleasure to watch Brannan come to a bad end, it was also very much a necessity. He knew that the loss of prestige, brought about by the westerner’s actions, would act like a slow poison amongst his criminal colleagues. It would be seen as weakness, a weakness that could be exploited by them, emboldening them to the point where they would eventually attempt to bring him down. He sighed irritably. There was only one antidote. He would make an example of Brannan, a demonstration to all those who sought to test his strength. The white man’s death would be recorded and the images distributed across his network of operations. Let them all see the consequences of challenging Baek Dong-gun. In that at least, Brannan would at last prove useful.


  A crewman brandishing a handheld radio approached him. Stooping forward, the man shouted a situation report over the roar of the engines. Dong-gun listened intently with a thin smile on his lips and a hard look in his eyes. The westerner had apparently lost control of his boat when Gouba, his foreman, had climbed aboard. The motor yacht’s course was wildly erratic now and the powerboats were coordinating to trap the vessel in a deep-water cove further along the island’s coastline. The chase would be over soon.


  The Korean nodded his satisfaction and barked an order to prepare the digital cameras.


  



  *


  



  Joe’s fist locked around the wrist of the hand holding the pistol. There was a shot, the pistol licking a tongue of orange flame into the night sky. Helmless, the Betty was moving in a wide, bouncing circle in the water, cutting across her own wake, lurching up and down and from side to side. The two men struggled against each other, trying to keep their balance. The pistol discharged again, a bullet ripping into the helm seat. Joe sprawled backward, his assailant lurching over him, his right fist still curled around the man’s right wrist. The smuggler’s left fist hammered out again and again. But then Joe’s legs moved, and his attacker sailed over him to smash up against the flying bridge’s rail. Joe was up, throwing himself against the man, the handgun discharging again into the air. He straddled the smuggler, his knee grinding down on the gun arm, his fists lashing out, crossing the man’s jaw again and again, snapping his head from side to side. Then suddenly Joe fell back, face twisting in pain, both hands clutching at his crotch as he rolled to the port side of the flying bridge’s deck.


  Both men climbed unsteadily to their feet and faced each other. The smuggler’s hands were empty, he’d lost the gun. Joe advanced on him, his left fist pumping into the centre of the man’s face, then his right fist, then his left, then his right to the abdomen, doubling the stocky man over. His right knee smashed up into the smuggler’s face and the man sprawled back across the deck.


  Joe looked groggily around him and saw the pistol lying by the control panel. On wobbly legs, he crossed the deck and retrieved it. The smuggler was up on his knees. Joe shakily pointed the gun at him. The man watched him, blood dripping to the deck from his battered face. Chest heaving, Joe brought his other hand up to steady the pistol. His finger curled around the trigger, but he couldn’t do it. He couldn’t put a bullet into a defenceless man and look into his dying eyes. Maybe he was getting old.


  “Jump,” he rasped. “Over the side!”


  The man understood and grasping the safety rail, hauled himself upright. Without hesitating, he vaulted over the railing to be swallowed up by the night.


  



  Joe staggered to the rail to make sure his attacker had truly gone. He leaned there for a long moment, dizzy with pain, covered in blood, trying to get his breath back and slow the hammering of his heart. He was suddenly jolted back into an awareness of his situation by the wildly bucking motion of the boat beneath him. He slewed around to half fall against the controls. Reaching out he cut the throttles, slipping the Betty into neutral before she could smash herself up on the rocks. The erratic motion ceased as the boat slowed, her momentum lost, so that she began to rock on the easy swell. A blinding flood of light blazed out to illuminate the motor cruiser along with the entire deep-water cove she was now floating in. Shielding his eyes, Joe reared back.


  An amplified voice boomed across the water. “Cut your engines now!” Assault rifle fire made loud thudding sounds in the water.


  Joe felt his guts loosen as he cut the switches. The throb of the diesel engines weakened and died. He turned his back to the glare, to find himself squinting up at a wall of solid rock that rose sheer out of the sea. The high granite cliff curved away as far as he could see in both directions. Trying to blink away the blast of light imprinted on his retina, he slowly turned towards his pursuers. The powerboats were fanned into a rough arc across the cove’s seaward side, blocking any escape route. He was penned in; with the cliff’s grey wall providing a dramatic backdrop for the theatre of Dong-gun’s revenge. The idling engines of the predatory-looking vessels growled across the water, adding to their menace. Spotlights mounted on their bows swept across the natural auditorium of the cove, turning the scene into an event.


  As Joe watched, the unmistakable bulk of Baek Dong-gun heaved himself up off a couch and lumbered across the central boat’s cockpit to raise a megaphone to his lips.


  The metallic voice rang out. “Captain Brannan, you are a shit!”


  Hurting all over, Joe collapsed into the helm seat. Noticing his cap lying on the deck, he picked it up and placed it on the back of his head. A deep and utter lethargy was beginning to take him over. Its stupor infiltrated his muscles, seeping through him. He fought against it and, commanding his arm to lift, gave Dong-gun the finger.


  “You will not die good,” Dong-gun spluttered on, his meticulous English deserting him in the passion of the moment. “I will make the manner of your death an example to all pig westerners who think they can stick their big noses into my business.”


  Joe felt a near hysterical laugh bubbling up into his throat as the double entendre registered. But he bit it off. He didn’t want them to think he was crazy.


  “Get on with it you fat bastard!” he managed to yell back through mangled lips.


  Lowering the megaphone, Dong-gun made a forward motion with his hand. Crewmen shouldered M-16s, others raised cameras. Massive engines snarled and the sharp prows began closing in like the teeth of a colossal shark.


  



  What happened next was at the same time the most spectacular and the most disturbing event Joe had ever witnessed. A hissing, heaving upswell of displaced water rushed out of the darkness, as something fast and submerged entered the cove. There was a tremendous crash and one of the boats exploded out of the water, engines howling, its keel shattered. Tons of suddenly energised water were being pushed aside, as an invisible underwater attacker surged along the line of powerboats, hurling vessels, spotlights, weapons and human bodies in all directions with appalling force. Joe looked on in shock and awe as the Kevlar and carbon-fibre hulls disintegrated in separate bursts of unimaginable violence. Each impact was followed by terrible screaming and the sight of men struggling in the water. Then it was gone. The phantom destroyer left as quickly as it had arrived, leaving in its wake a wide swathe of destruction and roiling water.


  Joe caught his breath.


  “Wassup Skipper,” said a voice behind him.


  Joe’s heart leapt up into his throat as he sprang to his feet and spun around, raising the automatic pistol. A vice-like grip clamped on to his wrist, while the gun was twisted expertly out of his hand.


  “I see my parting gift came in handy.”


  Joe’s wrist was released and he found himself almost nose to nose with Leading Petty Officer Garcia.


  “Where the hell did you spring from?” he spluttered.


  In answer, Garcia nodded towards a low, sleek craft that was picking its silent way through the wreckage-filled cove. Packed with combat armour-clad figures, Joe recognised the Seal assault boat. The ocean still bubbled and churned, and as they watched, a figure broke the surface coughing and hacking, his arms flailing to keep him above the water. Leaning out over the assault boat’s inflated side, a couple of the Seals grabbed the survivor and began hauling him in. They were having difficulty, so more men moved to help. The big RIB began to tilt, her freeboard dipping as the survivor’s whale-like bulk was heaved inboard.


  “That’s a keeper,” muttered Garcia.


  The raiding craft turned and headed towards the Betty.


  “Let’s go see what the Lieutenant caught,” Garcia grinned happily, leading the way down to the afterdeck.


  Joe arrived in the cockpit just as the big RIB nudged up against the Betty’s side. He recognised Lieutenant Hunter standing upright in the bows.


  “Captain Brannan, good to see you again sir,” the lieutenant greeted him. “Sorry we couldn’t get here sooner,” he added, when he noticed Joe’s injured face.


  “No apologies necessary Lieutenant. I’m just happy that I memorised the CIA number Agent Baxter entered into my phone.”


  “I guess the man figured he owed you after all,” Hunter said shrugging. “Whatever the reasoning behind it, this mission has worked out for everyone. We rescued you, landed a big fish and the navy got to give their new torpedo, missile, underwater drone or whatever they’re calling it now, a workout.”


  “Scary,” Joe remarked, looking out over the carnage where the moonlight glittered white on the upturned faces of corpses floating in the water.


  “Deterrents have to be,” sighed Hunter.


  Garcia caught a thrown kitbag and took it into the main cabin. Sprawled like a beached whale across the assault boat’s open deck, Baek Dong-gun opened his eyes and began flopping around. Then the water in his lungs caused him to cough and retch agonisingly and it took him a minute to recover sufficiently to register Joe’s presence. When he did, the fat face hardened into bitter implacability.


  Joe maintained eye contact for a moment then turned to Hunter.


  “Will I be seeing him again?” he said, nodding towards the sodden gangster.


  Hunter turned a cold gaze upon the Korean. “Not likely. The CIA want to talk to him. My guess is he’ll be taken to an undisclosed location where the man’s interrogators will turn him inside out.” He shrugged then added. “Powerboat racing is a dangerous sport. Especially in the dark.”


  “Tell me about it,” Joe smiled.


  Hunter returned the grin. “We’ll get back to the Albany now. Needless to say, we were never here.”


  Joe held up his hands. “Never saw a thing.”


  “We appreciate your discretion Captain.” Raising a hand in farewell, Hunter signalled to the helmsman and the long, dark boat slipped silently away into the darkness.


  Joe stood watching it leave. “You were wrong Sook-Joo. I got my Hollywood ending after all.”


  “What’s that Skipper?”


  Joe turned quickly to see Garcia standing there dressed in Hawaiian shirt and jeans.


  “You miss your ride?” Joe asked.


  “Hell no. The navy owes me some R & R, so I’m taking you up on your offer of a free dive trip.”


  “Well OK then. Welcome aboard the Betty Chief Garcia,” Joe slapped him on the shoulder. “How about we go and get properly drunk and let a few women tell us how amazing we are?” he suggested cheerfully.


  Their laughter echoed around the cove.


  



  THE END
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