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This novel is for all those in the military, law enforcement, and Intelligence Community who toil against the endless threats our country faces. Your perseverance, dedication, and sacrifice keep us safe and preserve our way of life in these dark times. Never yield to those who wish to do us harm and replace liberty with totalitarianism and fear. Your fight is a good and just one. Semper Fi.



PROLOGUE

Akutan Island, Gulf of Alaska

The 130-foot research boat rocked back and forth in the frigid water as the sky darkened and the last remnants of dusk vanished. Rain fell nearly horizontally, battering everything it touched. An occasional wave from the winter storm crashed over the railing, spraying the deck with frost and foam.

Anchored only a few hundred yards off the north side of Akutan Island, its captain had wisely chosen to seek shelter as the gulf side of the island succumbed to a relentless pounding. Unfortunately for the crew, the storm wasn’t the only force of nature stalking the prototype research vessel.

From a perch nestled among the nooks and crannies of several large, craggy rocks on the severe slope of a cliff, a pair of night-vision, military-grade binoculars was trained on the boat. Their owner stared through the lenses and looked at the illuminated dials on his watch.

A few more minutes and visibility will be less than twenty yards. Almost time to go.

The team commander wasn’t comfortable on American soil, but his orders had been issued from the top of his chain of command, a chain that didn’t exist in any operational publication. His team operated outside the conventional services which his country boasted and was only called upon to execute missions in the most extreme circumstances.

He didn’t question his orders. Assuming command of his elite team years ago, his first order of business had been the removal of all questions of morality and objectivity. The success of each individual mission was all that mattered, and he had yet to fail. Tonight would be no different.

There were no signs of life on deck. The crew of six, including the captain and the two researchers, was riding out the storm below deck or in the wheelhouse. It was an advantage for him and his team—the weather would mask their movement.

The commander spoke quietly in English into a slim, waterproof microphone that wrapped around from his ear to his mouth. “We go in two minutes. Conduct one last gear check to ensure no loose items. Radio silence until we make contact. And no matter what, the rules of engagement must be followed. No deviations.” He knew there wouldn’t be any, and although he’d never had to reiterate his instructions before, his superior had emphasized the point to him. Above all else, he followed his orders to the letter. “Wolverine, out.”

The rain gathered in intensity as the final vestiges of light slipped away. Moments later, four dark figures nimbly crept down the steep slope toward the churning water below. Wraiths in the night, they vanished into the gulf waters.

———

Onboard the oceanic research vessel Arctic Glide

“Jack, how long is this shit supposed to last again? I thought I was getting used to this boat, but I guess not. I feel fucking awful,” said Colin Davies, a research scientist on loan to North American Oil. Rumor on the boat was that he was some sort of mad scientist for the government, but he’d refused to confirm or deny it. He stood in the wheelhouse and tried to maintain his balance as the boat swayed back and forth.

A satisfied smirk spread across the captain’s face. He’d spent a lifetime in and around these waters. He never tired of watching a land walker—as he referred to anyone not from the Aleutian Islands—get seasick on his boat. Although this baby isn’t really your boat now, is it, Jack? he told himself.

“Supposed to pick up steam over the next twelve to eighteen hours. After that, should dramatically drop off in intensity. I’d say we’re back out in open water within twenty-four hours.” And if it weren’t for your weak constitution, we’d still be out on the water.

After years of running a crab boat out of Dutch Harbor, Jack Dawson had retired, only to be hired by North American to skipper their latest research vessel built with cutting-edge oil and satellite exploration technology. It carried self-contained, stand-alone servers and closed networks. It was designed especially for these frigid waters, with a reinforced hull and a sloping bow to force ice down and away from the ship.

Its current mission was to test the communications, navigation, and satellite research capabilities onboard in all weather conditions. The captain knew that Colin Davies had developed some of the software—thus, his required presence—and he was also reported to be close friends with one of North American’s CEOs, which was why Jack enjoyed giving him so much grief. A land walker and a suit in disguise.

Colin nodded and started to speak, but a sudden gust of wind rattled the wheelhouse as a wave crashed into the side. He slipped on the shifting floor. As he fell, he grabbed the back of the copilot’s chair. The chair turned on its pedestal and—as if mocking him—shook off his hand, spinning him to the deck. He slammed down on his haunches, his legs splayed out in front of him.

Jack laughed out load. “Are you having fun yet?”

“Goddamnit!” Colin shouted. He struggled to his feet. “I’m going down to the galley with Tom and the rest of the crew. Enjoy the storm.” As Jack watched in bemusement, Colin turned and carefully exited down the steep stairs from the bridge to the main deck.

“Blessed silence,” he muttered to himself. He sat in his chair and stared out the window. Night had finally fallen. He watched the swirling rain envelop his boat. He turned around to look back at the stern, intending to confirm that the minisub had not shifted on the open deck aft of the wheelhouse.

A sudden movement on the main deck just below his observation window caught his attention. He was certain he’d seen a dark figure vanish under the overhang near the hatch to the main structure. Who the hell went outside on the deck without telling me?

As Jack Dawson moved to the staircase, he heard the hatch open, followed by a loud whooshing as the wind fought to enter the boat. It was followed by a dull thump as the hatch was secured behind the reckless crew member.

“Hey, which one of you guys is that?” he called out. “Next time you get suicidal and decide to take a stroll outside, you better friggin’ let me know, okay?”

No answer.

“You hear me down there?”

Still no response.

The sound of quickly moving soft footsteps echoed up the stairwell. What the hell?

Jack walked over to the head of the stairs and peered into the darkness below. What he saw froze him in his tracks, and his mind took a snapshot in time.

A black shadow in the shape of a man stood on the stairs, its right arm pointed accusatorily at him. The whites of the eyes blazed at Jack out of the darkness. But it wasn’t the eyes that grabbed Jack’s attention—it was the black pistol in the man’s hand, a menacing shape that ended in a long cylinder with a tiny opening. Oh no . . .

He heard a soft thwap as the weapon fired point-blank into his body. A heavy punch hit his chest, and he staggered backward, as much from the shock as from the pain. He fell against the stack of radio equipment behind his chair and slumped to the floor. As his attacker stood over him, Captain Jack Dawson’s last thought was Who the hell are you? And then . . . nothing.



PART I


THE LAST FRONTIER


UNALASKA, ALASKA
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CHAPTER 1

Khartoum, Sudan

Namir Badawi absently studied the Nile River through his office window, lost in his thoughts. A midafternoon storm was building to the south.

A statuesque figure with a slim build and bald head, he watched the roiling clouds move toward the Republican Palace. But his thoughts were focused on a different type of storm, one aimed directly at the heart of his suffering country.

After nearly four decades of fighting, the rebellious southern region was holding its crucial referendum next month. The outcome was a foregone conclusion. There was no doubt in Namir’s mind that the people would vote for independence. They always do, even when it’s against their best interests, he thought.

John Garang, the deceased leader of the Sudan People’s Liberation Army, would finally achieve his goal, albeit from the grave. I hope you’re burning in Jahannam for all the pain you caused from your self-righteous, sanctimonious belief in independence, he thought. After all the fighting, it’s a helicopter crash that wipes you from the face of the earth.

Namir knew better than to think that the South would declare its independence and stop fighting, not with everything at stake along the border. Treasured oil was buried in the territory over which they fought. No peace agreement could prevent further atrocities and bloodshed. It was naïve to believe otherwise. And I am not naïve.

Independence would be declared, but unimaginable human suffering had become a staple for the Sudanese people in those contested regions.

In addition to the war with the South, his government had faced an uprising that started in 2003, when members of the Sudan Liberation Movement, supported by the Darfur Liberation Front, attacked the al-Fashir airfield in western Sudan. They’d destroyed four Hind attack gunships and killed most of the soldiers living on the base.

Khartoum’s response had been swift and severe in the form of a ruthless genocide. They’d recruited the Janjaweed militias to exact revenge upon anyone unlucky enough to be associated with the rebels in any way.

Namir had personally planned several operations that had resulted in tactical successes—with an intentionally large amount of collateral damage and civilian deaths. His methods had pleased his leadership and, ultimately, the president himself. His reward had been his selection to lead the Al Amn al-Dakhili, the organization responsible for Sudan’s internal security.

Unfortunately, the meddlesome international media had leaked images of the horrors to the United Nations and other intrusive organizations, and Namir had been forced to scale back his aggressive assaults. The UN indictments were jokes to the president and his advisors, reminders of the ineffective bureaucracy and hypocrisy institutionalized in luxurious office buildings in New York City.

Neither politics nor moral condemnation from others mattered to Namir. Things had quieted down after the 2005 Comprehensive Peace Agreement with the South and the 2006 agreement with the Sudan Liberation Movement in Darfur.

As the director for internal security, his singular responsibility was clear—protect the Republic of Sudan and preserve the Islamic way of life. And it was those two duties that had him concerned as he waited for his next appointment.

A knock at the door was followed by the sound of creaking hinges as the large, ornate panel to his second-floor office swung inward.

“Sir, your two o’clock appointment is here. Shall I bring him in?” asked a young female voice.

“Yes, please, Alya. Thank you.” He smiled at his secretary and nodded.

He turned back toward the enormous double-paned window and noticed that the storm clouds had darkened. So fast. A storm is rare indeed for late December. He stepped away from the view, intending to seat himself behind his desk before his visitor entered. He stopped midstride. His visitor was already here.

Standing motionless before him was a young Chinese man who looked no older than twenty-five. He wore dark gray trousers, a white short-sleeve polo—well-defined muscles bulging under the sleeves—and a pair of black dress shoes tightly laced and impeccably polished.

Impressive. I should’ve heard him, Namir thought to himself. After years of training and field experience, his senses were sharp. The last person that had surprised him like this had ended up in a Kenyan river with a knife through his rib cage. He smiled at the memory.

“Major Lau, I presume,” Namir said in English and moved toward the young man, hand extended. Major Lau immediately placed both feet together. He extended his right hand in a fist and covered it with his left hand. He nodded slightly and spoke.

“Director Badawi, it is my distinct honor to make your acquaintance.” His delivery and enunciation were as crisp as his appearance.

“Major Lau, while I appreciate your show of respect, please, have a seat. We have much to discuss.” His English is as good as any American’s I’ve met, Namir thought.

The young man relaxed slightly and sat down in a high-back leather chair that faced the window. His posture was purposeful, intended to display a sense of professional confidence. Namir settled into a second chair across from him.

He studied the trained soldier and killer, a man who’d risen quickly through the ranks of the Ministry of State Security of the People’s Republic of China. The MSS was legendary for its ferocious, methodical training. It had recently produced some of the most ruthless and successful undercover intelligence agents in the world. The one in his office was supposed to be one of the best they’d developed. He would tread carefully.

“Major Lau, your terms have been agreed to. The only question I have left is the time line. How soon can it be done? The referendum is only a few weeks away, and I’d like to advise my president as soon as this joint mission is complete. He’ll never know the details—just the end result. But it has to be soon, or we won’t be able to control it. Do you understand?”

“Sir, I completely—” was all Major Lau uttered before Namir interrupted him.

“Please, call me Namir. This partnership is unofficial. There is no record of this meeting, of my phone conversations with your government, of any of this. If there were and were we to be discovered, we’d both end up indicted by that worthless International Court at The Hague. I’ve been doing this a long time. I know what you are, and I assume you know what I am. We’re both professionals. Agreed?”

Major Lau exhaled and released some of the tension in his frame, a dangerous but genuine smile gracing his features. “As you wish, Namir. Please call me Gang, and I do have a time line. If all goes as planned—although you and I both know it hardly ever does—we will have confirmation and positive control well before the referendum. Once we do, it should provide you with guaranteed security, no matter what the South does.”

“How soon can you begin?” Namir inquired quietly.

“My men are here, and I’ve been informed that the software and equipment should be acquired within the next twenty-four hours. Once they have it, it will be shipped to a safe location, transported over land in our control, and flown here directly via private charter,” Gang said.

Namir raised his eyebrows, an unspoken question forming on his lips.

“There is no electronic trail of the shipment,” Gang said, reading his subtle expression. “I assure you. I’ll have a team I personally selected accompany it the entire time once it reaches Europe. I should have it in my custody in no more than five days.”

Gang hadn’t told Namir about the second team in the US—a team with a different but related mission—that had gone dark, and he didn’t need to. It was that part of the operation that had him concerned. The upcoming American holiday season and the general focus on other threats to their homeland were weaknesses he intended to exploit. Once he gave the order, there would be no turning back.

“If this operation succeeds,” Gang said, “and there’s no reason to believe it won’t—I’ve secured additional measures just in case—the prosperity of our countries will be guaranteed for decades to come, our financial fates sealed and intertwined.”

Gang was confident they’d be successful, but success was not enough. He wanted to humiliate the United States on the global stage. American arrogance would wither under the Chinese technological and industrial heel. A new world order was barreling toward the globe, a freight train of change and equality. He felt the fury rise in his stomach, a feeling he experienced at every glimpse of the American flag, a hypocritical symbol of opulence and superficiality.

Namir nodded thoughtfully. The plan was sound and compartmented. The president and the first vice president had plausible deniability if things went wrong. And with as many moving parts as this operation had, things easily could go awry. Glory is reserved only for those willing to seize it.

The stage was set, the actors in place, and it was time for the curtain to open. “In that case, Gang, let’s begin.” He grinned broadly, his own smile as cunningly lethal as the young killer’s.



CHAPTER 2

Unalaska, Alaska

Logan West stepped off the FBI’s Gulfstream jet and onto the tarmac of Unalaska Airport. His green eyes struggled to adjust to the bright glare from the recent snowfall.

The storm had exited the area and moved south, but the temperature had dropped twenty degrees as a consequence. With the windchill factor, it felt closer to zero than eighteen, but his short brown beard provided a thin barrier to the cold. The beard also covered up the long scar down the left side of his face, a memento from the events of two years ago.

So much for skiing in Colorado. His and Sarah’s trip had been abruptly cut short by work, and he’d been forced to leave her in Aspen. He smiled at the thought. Rather than fly back to Maryland, she’d chosen to stay there for the rest of the week.

“If Dutch Harbor turns out to be another wild goose chase, tell the FBI to send you back here, and we’ll finish our vacation. I don’t need to go back for a few days yet.” She’d smiled wryly and added, “And I don’t always need you to have a good time.”

He loved her deeply for that independence. The attack on their home two years ago that had nearly triggered another war in the Middle East—this time with Iran—had driven them closer. It’d also solidified his sobriety. He hadn’t had a drink since that fateful day. And today’s another one-day-at-a time like any other. Just keep moving forward.

His reflection was interrupted by a shout from his left. “What the hell is this? The FBI sends me commercial with a lousy turboprop connector from Anchorage, and you get their Gulfstream? This favoritism thing sucks, brother.”

Logan grinned at the swiftly moving, athletic figure of John Quick. “Yeah, well, as I keep telling you—next time, you can almost get killed by a megalomaniac with a nuclear suitcase.”

“Whoa. Whoa. Whoa, killer,” John said, putting his hands up in exaggerated protest as he reached Logan. “You seem to forget I was blown up and out of my house—literally. I’m worried about your selective memory. You’ve been hit in the head too many times.”

“Tell me about it,” Logan said, shaking his friend’s hand. He spotted the police vehicle, a Ford SUV that looked as rugged as the windswept, barren terrain. “I see you already introduced yourself to the locals,” he said, nodding at the SUV.

“It’s the police chief’s. He’s a good guy. Charlie Phoenix, if you can believe it. It’s a freaking fantastic name. Suits him, too. All he knows is that he’s been ordered to assist ‘two FBI officials’ any way he can. I couldn’t tell him anything since I don’t even know what the hell’s going on myself. So what is it this time?” John asked.

After the horrific attack in Washington, DC, that had killed several innocent civilians and Cain Frost, the founder of the largest private security company in the world and the man responsible for the near global catastrophe, Deputy Director Mike Benson, Logan’s close friend and one of the few people on the planet he trusted completely, had created a specialized FBI task force, and Logan and John were the lead investigators.

Task Force Abel—named at John’s suggestion after the biblical son of Adam killed by his brother Cain—had pursued multiple leads. Every turn in unraveling the convoluted case had led to disparate revelations about the organization behind the conspiracy to attack Iran, until the already-tangled leads suddenly dried up. It’d been six months with no progress, and the Department of Justice was no closer to uncovering the truth than on the day of the attack. Even the Intelligence Community had stumbled into a proverbial brick wall.

All-source reporting indicated several international ties—a possible link to a foreign embassy in Brazil, an arms dealer in the Ukraine, and even a rebel leader in Uganda. But each lead had evaporated, leaving no physical trace or virtual fingerprints. All evidence had been magically wiped away, a conspiracy theory whispered about in the halls of Congress and the White House. There was nothing to show for twenty months of solid investigation, at least until two days ago.

“You remember that assassination in the Ukraine a few years ago?” Logan began. “A Russian dissident who spoke out against the president of Russia? He was killed with some crazy radioactive material. They never caught the assassin, but everyone thought it had to be an agent of the FSB.”

John raised his eyes doubtfully. “So what does that have to do with us on this beautiful, isolated landscape?”

“Check this out,” Logan said. “Two days ago, an NSA analyst got a hit on a cell phone number, a number he’d received from a CIA report after that assassination. Apparently, when the dissident was killed, our embassy in Ukraine had a walk-in informant who claimed he was a former KGB officer and knew who was responsible for the hit in Ukraine. Our guys vetted him, but he was an alcoholic, and he didn’t pass any of their tests.”

“You never can trust an alcoholic,” John injected, patting Logan on the shoulder in a brotherly way.

“Uh-huh,” Logan said. “Anyhow, the chief of station took the report, and it made its way around the IC. The number ended up on tasking somewhere in NSA’s databases. By the time it popped up in this analyst’s queue and he got around to looking at the call two days ago, he realized it was coming from the coast of Akutan Island, the next island northeast of here. He knew it had to be on a boat, but he couldn’t figure out which one. So he called the boys at Langley, and after some legal wrangling since the number was now on US soil, they did their own research. They discovered that the number was associated with multiple HUMINT reports about a secret Russian black ops team. These reports read like spook legends. Mike told me that one of the reports was linked to that South American trip we took last year.”

John shook his head, remembering Task Force Abel’s deployment to Brazil to uncover an alleged smuggling ring connected to an Eastern European weapons network. “So it’s the Russians I have to thank for this vacation?”

“Not sure, my friend, but here’s the best part—the last HUMINT report indicated this team was pursuing some sort of new technology that the US government possesses. I wasn’t given the details, but apparently this phone number got someone’s attention in DC, and the next thing Mike knows is he’s getting a phone call from his uncle asking him to send us up here to investigate.”

John looked around and then returned his gaze to Logan. “Brother, this is an island. The locals would immediately spot anything out of the ordinary. If there’s so much as a new boat in town, any of the fishermen or crab boat captains will know about it.”

“And where do you think we might find those types of people in a place like this?” Logan asked.

John immediately knew the answer. Still, he waited a beat before he sarcastically replied, “Great. I fly all the way to Alaska, home of the grizzly bear and bald eagle, and you want to take me to a bar. How long you been sober again?”

“Really? You want to go there?” Logan asked, laughing. “Fuck you,” he said.

“No, thanks. You’re not my type. Your hair’s too long.” He slapped Logan on the back. “Now let’s go get that drink.”



CHAPTER 3

The Broken Bones

One of only three bars in Dutch Harbor, the Broken Bones was aptly named, as it all too often delivered on its sign’s promise. Though the town was a famous tourist destination as the result of documentaries and reality TV shows filming the frontier way of life, it was the only establishment avoided by tourists, as well as producers and cameramen from the Discovery Channel. It was renowned for three things—violent fistfights, drinking escapades that would make any practicing alcoholic proud, and a particular distaste for outsiders. An unofficial policy by the police allowed the mayhem to continue, except in the most extreme cases. The last visit by the chief had followed a fight between two deckhands that had escalated wildly to the point that one of the men broke the other’s jaw with a fish bat, only to have his right hand smashed by a crab hammer.

The only silver lining was the bar’s location on the harbor side of Gilman Road, across the street from the dental clinic, which profited from the steady influx of patients. A percentage of those charges went right back into the Broken Bones’s coffer.

Chief Phoenix had delivered Logan and John to the Grand Aleutian Hotel shortly after Logan’s arrival. He’d offered to drive them around the island. They’d declined, instead choosing to rent a pickup truck from the hotel, which offered the service for its guests since the island wasn’t large enough for a car rental agency. They’d also been provided directions to the island’s three bars. The Broken Bones was first on their list.

Logan and John walked through the double set of glass doors and into a different era. As the door shut behind them, all conversation stopped. Logan thought, Just like a scene out of the Wild West. This is going to be fun.

Even in the middle of the afternoon, the number of patrons was surprisingly large. They occupied at least half of the establishment.

The main bar to the left of the entrance ran the entire length of the space. The opposite wall was solid glass from floor to ceiling. The central floor had several high tables with bar stools randomly positioned, and a set of stairs at each end connected to a lower level with several hardwood booths scattered along the picture window.

Beyond the glass was a gorgeous view of Dutch Harbor’s largest bay. Two main waterways served as entrances to the harbor, and fishing boats of all sizes were moored to pylons and piers along the water.

Logan and John ignored the silence and maneuvered their way through the tables and astonished stares of several patrons. Logan’s peripheral vision picked up a man in his sixties with his jaw agape at the sight of the two interlopers. Logan nodded at him and kept moving.

They reached the bar, to be greeted by a small, wiry man with thinning white hair that hung from the back of his head to his shoulders.

“Listen, guys, it’s obvious you’re not from around here. So let me be blunt,” the bartender said. “This place is not for you.”

“Logan,” John said, “do you mind if I handle this situation and educate our new friend?”

“Be my guest,” Logan said, and motioned for John to continue. He stood back and crossed his arms over his chest, smiling at the bartender.

The bartender grew uneasy. Something in the man’s green eyes set his nerves on edge. This is not going to go as I thought.

“Sir, what’s your name?”

The man answered, “Will, but everyone calls me Willy, like the killer whale.”

“That’s great, Willy. My name’s John, and this here is my partner, Logan. And believe it or not, we’re with the FBI investigating a possible threat to national security, as crazy as that sounds.”

Willy’s eyes grew wide. “You’ve got to be kidding me. Nothing goes on up here except that TV show and tourists who want to see where it’s filmed. Are you talking about some kind of terrorist attack?” he asked incredulously.

“Willy, I can’t really tell you much more than that, but what I really need to know is if you or any of your guests here have seen anything unusual since the storm.”

Logan watched John cajole the bartender as he observed the patrons behind them in a large mirror behind the bar. At a table near the middle of the floor, two large men quietly stood up.

Great . . .

“What do you mean by ‘unusual’?” Willy asked.

The two men slipped through the tables, covering the distance quickly. They were almost directly behind Logan and John.

“By unusual, I mean any—” John continued before Logan cut him off.

“We have company,” Logan said quietly, nodding at the mirror.

“Always has to be one or two, doesn’t it?” John said, a wicked grin on his face.

“With us? Of course it does,” Logan replied, and both men turned around.

John opened his arms wide, welcoming the newcomers, who now stood in front of them. The man in front of John was close to six foot four inches tall and weighed more than 240 pounds, an unhealthy combination of fat and muscle. His black hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and he wore a beard that reached a burly chest covered by a black Harley-Davidson T-shirt.

The second man was Logan’s height and more physically fit than his partner. His brown hair was slicked back in homage to the 1950s, and he was clean-shaven. It was also obvious he’d been drinking for several hours. He looked like a cliché, an angry man looking for any excuse to fight for a temporary distraction from his empty and frustrated life. Logan had felt that way once, before sobriety had finally clicked and slowly filled that lonely void in his soul.

“Gentlemen, I’m going to make this as simple as possible for you both,” John explained. “We’re with the FBI, and we’re trying to have a private conversation with this fine, upstanding citizen. So, do you really want to do this right now? I strongly advise against it; however, if that’s what you really want, then I guess I can use the sparring practice. It’s your call.”

John stared up at the bearded man, all emotion drained from his expression. It was a hardened look Logan knew well.

The giant of a man turned his head to his left but kept his eyes on John. “You believe the bullshit coming out of this guy’s mouth?” He looked John squarely in the eyes and leaned down into his face. He growled, “You’re going to regret walking through those doors. As Willy said, we don’t take kindly to outsiders, especially tiny specimens like you.” The last words were spat with contempt.

It was all John needed. The time for talking had passed. At 180 pounds and five feet ten inches, he was incredibly fast. He and Logan acted simultaneously.

With blinding speed, John reached out and grabbed the big man’s beard with his left hand. He yanked forward viciously and pivoted on his left foot as he lowered his center of gravity. He completed the turn and pulled even harder. The momentum he created sent the man crashing headlong into the front of the bar.

A loud crunch stunned the other patrons as the man’s nose was crushed by the rounded corner of the marble countertop. Blood splashed onto the bar and down his shirt. He seemed to bounce backward, and as he did so, John stuck out his left leg, almost casually. The man tripped over John’s ankle and fell to the floor. The impact knocked the wind out of him, and he lay on the ground, dazed. He stared at the ceiling as blood continued to flow from his shattered nose.

Logan’s actions were less graceful but no less effective. He delivered two quick jabs squarely to his opponent’s face and split both upper and lower lips. The man reeled in surprise and raised his hands in self-defense.

Logan used the sudden distance between them to deliver a spinning back kick that landed on the man’s sternum with tremendous force. The kick launched the man rearward, and he flew into a table, which caught him squarely in the middle of the back. He seemed to scream in pain as his arms flailed, but there was no air left in his lungs to make a sound.

Logan was mildly amused to see the guy stagger forward once more, somehow still on his feet. Oh well . . .

Logan stepped forward and delivered a powerful punch to the man’s midsection. There was an audible gasp from around the room as the second aggressive local fell to the floor, facedown.

Silence engulfed the Broken Bones, the patrons shell-shocked at the vicious display of precision violence. Two of their own had just been dispatched with what seemed like completely effortless action. They stared at the intruders. John Quick didn’t wait for them to recover before he spoke.

“As I tried to tell these two gentlemen, we’re with the FBI looking for anything unusual. A new crew none of you have ever seen before, a new boat in town, anything at all. . . . Now I don’t want to have to repeat what just happened, and if you want us to get out of here quickly, someone’s going to have to tell us something.” John looked around the room, making eye contact with each man.

“Why do you think we came here first? We know who you are, what you’re about. Hell, when I’m not doing this, I live in Montana in the middle of goddamn nowhere so I can hunt and fish in seclusion. I respect your lifestyle.” John could feel a change in the room, a softening of the hostile atmosphere. He continued.

“We know that you’d know if somebody new was on the island, someone not from around here.” He paused to let the words sink in to their dazed psyches. “Believe it or not, guys, we’re on the same side. So I’m going to ask one more time—no bullshit—does anyone know anything that can help us out?”

The assembled men looked at each other. Logan saw comprehension, fear, and respect all at once. Logan and John had made their point and proven their mettle and determination.

It was why he’d insisted to the police chief that they do this alone. He knew that with men like these, there was often only one way to gain their trust. Dutch Harbor men were hard. They valued toughness and resilience.

A rumble of approval reverberated through the bar, even as the two locals lay on the ground.

After a few moments, a man in his late twenties sitting in a booth along the window quietly said, “The Arctic Glide.”

Logan walked over to the railing at the edge of the main floor and looked down at the man. “I’m sorry. I could barely hear you back there. What did you say?”

The young man gained confidence at the sound of his own voice and repeated, “The Arctic Glide. I think that’s what you’re looking for.”



CHAPTER 4

Timothy Lawrence, also known as Tough Tim around Dutch Harbor, sat across from Logan and John. He was a deckhand and engineer on one of the local crab boats, and his endurance was legendary, even at the young—but veteran in crabbing years—age of twenty-seven.

“I did several trips on Jack Dawson’s boat over the past few years. My current job is almost up, and even though I like the captain and the crew, I never made more than I did as the engineer on the Glide when they were testing her up here last year.” He took a sip of the half-finished dark ale in his mug and studied the former Marines.

“When I saw Dawson’s boat come back and dock in the main bay after the storm two days ago, I went to see him. There was some tough-looking guy working on the deck. I asked him where Jack was, and he told me—and I quote—‘Something got him in the back of the head during the storm. He’s fine, but he’s resting down below.’ I didn’t think anything about it. Shit like that happens all the time out here. The guy didn’t give me his name. He just told me he’d been hired on last-minute out of Anchorage and asked if he could take a message. There was something about him—an edge, kind of what you have,” he said, nodding at Logan. “So I let it go and didn’t think twice, until you two showed up.”

Logan pulled out a tourist map of Dutch Harbor. He’d grabbed it from the hotel as they’d left. “Where’s the Glide docked?”

Tough Tim straightened the map out and pointed at a thin, mile-long piece of land jutting out into the middle of Iliuk Bay. “In the last slip here,” he said, gesturing to the west side of the land. “The guy on deck told me they broke a prop and were waiting for the replacement. He said they’d hopefully be back out on the water sometime today, I think.”

“You see what I see?” John asked. Logan nodded. “If they’re still here,” John went on, “they’ve got a clear line of sight in all directions. They’ll see us coming.”

“Which is why we approach as casually as possible, as if we belong there. The more obvious, the better, and I have just the idea how,” Logan said, smiling at John.

“Logan,” John said, shaking his head, “I really, really hate it when you get ideas. People seem to die and things usually explode, often right next to me.”

“There might be a bit of truth to that, but usually they’re bad guys,” Logan responded wryly.

“Exactly!” John almost shouted. “Usually . . .”

Tough Tim sat quietly at the table and listened to the exchange. Who the hell are these guys?

———

Logan and John left the bar. The afternoon was growing colder, seemingly by the minute. The skies had darkened to a dull gray. “Looks like snow,” Logan said.

“I agree. But hey! We’re cold-weather warriors, hombre. We can put all that cold-weather survival training from MWTC to good use,” John said, referring to the Marine Corps’s Mountain Warfare Training Center in Bridgeport, California. “We like this shit.”

Logan pulled out his cell phone. He dialed the police chief’s personal number. When Captain Phoenix answered the call, he said, “Chief, we think our boat is the Arctic Glide. It’s docked in the main part of the bay in the last slip at the edge of that thin peninsula.”

John heard a voice reply, and Logan nodded.

“I understand. No worries. We should be able to handle this ourselves. Just meet us there when you can. Hopefully, we’ll know more by the time you get there. Hope everything turns out okay on your end. See you in a bit.”

John looked at Logan quizzically. “What’s up with our local law enforcement?”

“There was an accident at one of the World War Two bunkers on the main island a few miles south of here. They’re evacuating a man who fell from the top of the bunker. Spinal injury. It’s going to take some time to get him out due to the rocky terrain. He said he’d get there as soon as he could.”

“Great,” John exclaimed. “So once again, we’re on our own.”

“Would you have it any other way?” Logan asked.

“Actually, no,” John answered.

“That’s what I thought. So let’s get moving before these assholes get a chance to leave. We’re burning daylight,” Logan said, and hopped into the driver’s side of the pickup truck.

“Always in a hurry,” John said, as he opened the passenger door. “You know you’re gonna give yourself a heart attack one of these days. You’re getting old. You need to slow down.”

Logan looked at John grinning at him through the cab of the truck. “Just get the fuck in the truck.”



CHAPTER 5

The Arctic Glide

The Wolverine was in a hurry to leave. He stood on the deck near the stern and surveyed the harbor and its surrounding terrain. A man unaccustomed to sentiment, he felt a fleeting emotion, a brief nostalgia for his homeland.

The terrain was rugged and severe, forged by unforgiving elements. He related to the transformative and relentless powers of Mother Nature. Getting soft in your middle years? he asked himself. He shrugged off the thought and concentrated on the task at hand—preparing the ship to depart in the next few minutes.

Even though they were the only ship on the peninsula, he’d felt exposed for the last two days, a floating target. Of course he’d chosen this precise location because it afforded him the luxury of a clear field of view in all directions.

What he’d told the inquisitive young fisherman was true—the Arctic Glide had sustained a broken propeller, and he’d had to wait for one to be flown in from Anchorage. Once it arrived, his team had used the diving equipment on board and replaced the part earlier in the day.

While waiting in plain sight for two days had not been part of the plan, the delay had provided a plausible cover story for his men to ship their newly acquired equipment from a local carrier to Anchorage. The Pelican cases containing “research equipment” had arrived safely in Anchorage, where they’d been transferred to a commercial carrier to be flown across the United States and beyond. He’d checked the tracking number provided by the carrier, and the current status was “in transit.” The freight was currently over the Atlantic Ocean. Unless the plane crashed, its cargo would reach Europe shortly, and then it would be someone else’s problem. His mission was almost over. It was time to clean up.

Once they left the harbor, the plan was simple—take the Arctic Glide to an isolated location near one of the other islands, send her to the bottom of the Bering Sea with her crew on board, and head to the offshore rendezvous point, where a stealth submarine awaited their return.

He untied the line from the port side of the boat and stepped onto the dock, dragging the heavy rope and coiling it on the ground for the next vessel. Finished, he started walking toward the other dock line when he heard someone shouting from behind.

He turned and spotted a man in a dark blue coat and khaki cargo pants running toward him, waving his arms wildly. Approximately fifty yards behind the running figure was a blue-and-white Chevy pickup truck with Al’s Marina Repairs & Services painted on the side. Another figure waited in the driver’s seat. “Hey, mister! Hold on a second! I need to talk to you about the propeller! Hold on a sec!”

The engine shop where we purchased the propeller? What now? The Wolverine’s senses immediately transitioned into a heightened state of alertness, and he stared hard at the approaching figure, mentally evaluating the man for any threat. Obviously athletic, moves quickly and with ease . . .

The man reached him and bent over at the knees, breathing hard and looking up into the Wolverine’s face. The Wolverine noticed a scar down the left side of his face, partially concealed by a short beard. Intelligent green eyes met his gaze.

“Thank God! I thought you guys were going to take off, and then I’d have to deal with my asshole boss back there in the pickup truck,” he said sheepishly, glancing over his shoulder. “Sorry about the dramatic entry. Just didn’t want to miss you.” He paused and seemed to catch his breath again. He stuck out his hand, “I’m Tom Mackey from Al’s Marina where you guys bought the prop.” He motioned over his shoulder with one hand. “And I hate to tell you this, but there’s a problem with the credit card your man used.”

The Wolverine shook the man’s hand. Firm, confident . . . “Problem? What kind of problem?” he asked in perfect, unaccented English.

“We thought that the card went through initially when you guys picked it up and paid, but it turns out that due to the storm, all transactions weren’t actually getting processed. They got stuck in transit somewhere and never made it to the credit card company. I’m not surprised, really. Those companies know how to fleece a man to death. Anyhow, they called us less than an hour ago and told us they need to rerun the card. I hate to do this to you—and I completely apologize—but is there any way I can get that card again? I even brought the reader with me,” Tom said, smiling and holding up an iPhone with an attached credit card reader.

The Wolverine’s mind raced through the probabilities. Tom seemed sincere. Other than his physical fitness and alert eyes, his story was plausible. He realized he had two options—kill Tom on the spot and try to stop the man in the pickup from fleeing; or play along, provide the credit card, and leave as soon as Tom and his friend left. He made his choice.

“Tom, I’m Martin. Please come aboard. We’ll head up to the wheelhouse, and I’ll get you the card. And then when we’re done—and I don’t mean to be rude—we need to get back out. That storm put us behind schedule by a couple of days.”

“Fair enough. I’ll get out of your hair as quickly as possible,” the man said as he stepped aboard the Arctic Glide.

The two men crossed the flat deck, and Tom studied a submersible submarine suspended by a crane over the middle of the deck. It was painted a bright yellow in the tradition of deep-sea exploratory vehicles.

“Nice sub,” Tom said. “What are you guys using it for, if you don’t mind me asking?”

The Wolverine glanced back, saw genuine interest on Tom’s face, and said, “Not at all. And honestly, I couldn’t tell you all the details. The oil guys have been using it for underwater research. They’ve got so much gear on this boat it makes my head hurt thinking about it. I’m just hired help,” he added, smiling at Tom.

“I hear you,” Tom said, and continued to look around the deck at the other pieces of machinery and equipment. “You sure do have a lot of gear,” he agreed, spotting three Quadcon industrial containers near the stern of the boat.

The two men reached the entrance to the wheelhouse. The Wolverine lifted the handle up and opened the heavy door. He walked through the entrance and began to climb the metal stairs. Tom trailed close behind him.

A loud clang resounded through the tight, enclosed space. The Wolverine whipped his head around and looked down at the man on the steps below.

Tom still held the iPhone in front of him. It wasn’t that device that had made the sound. And then the Wolverine saw it. A bulge on the right hip, concealed by the dark blue Al’s Marina jacket. Gun, his mind screamed at him. He examined the man’s face and saw something even more alarming in the green eyes that now stared back at him. Predatory alertness, cold and calculating.

Without hesitation, he acted, and the desolate landscape of Dutch Harbor, Alaska, quickly turned into a battleground, an eventuality for which the islands had prepared during World War II but had never experienced—until today.



CHAPTER 6

After what felt like a lifetime in this business, Logan West had seen the man for what he was—a trained operator that stood over him in the stairwell, ready to react. Murphy, ever the saboteur, Logan thought, the image of a wall-mounted poster of Murphy’s Law flashing in his head.

The stairwell was tight, and he’d turned too quickly. The butt of his Kimber Tactical II .45-caliber pistol had struck the steel bulkhead.

Logan watched Martin’s face for his reaction to the sound. The man’s blue eyes skittered to Logan’s hip, then back to his face. Recognition dawned as the true threat was revealed.

Logan sprang into action first. His right hand shot under the blue jacket and grasped the handle of the Kimber. He was fast—Wild West gunslinger fast—but the man above him reacted almost as quickly.

As Logan pulled the pistol from its holster, the man he’d just met as “Martin” moved into action and screamed something in Russian. He lashed out with a kick that connected squarely with Logan’s chest. The impact sent Logan sprawling down the two steps behind him, and he crashed to the floor. He pulled the trigger of the Kimber, which was now aimed up the stairwell.

Bam! Bam!

The shots were deafening in the confined space. Sparks flew off the ceiling inches above his enemy’s head. Martin retreated to the safety of the wheelhouse above as Logan cursed to himself. He’d just lost all tactical advantage. Great . . .

Things grew worse as Logan heard the sound of running footsteps from the twenty-foot passageway to his right. Three men appeared at the end and moved toward him with military precision. The man in the lead held a short, black submachine gun in front of him, aimed toward Logan.

Logan rolled to his left toward the open hatch as the point man opened fire. Bullets ricocheted off the floor and metal frame, showering him with sparks and steel fragments.

Christ! Move! Move! Move! He finished his combat roll and dove through the opening. He landed on the rough nonskid surface of the deck and scrambled to his feet. He searched for cover in the few seconds he had before the gunmen reached him.

In addition to the submersible suspended above the deck, a crane operator’s station was to his immediate right. Several small wooden crates were to his left. No good—bullets will go right through those. He needed something solid. He sprinted across the deck and never looked back.

As he ran, outgunned and outmanned, he prayed, Please, God, just give me a fighting chance.

———

John had observed Logan through the windshield of Al’s pickup truck. Al had been in the shop, and as a veteran of Operation Desert Storm, he’d been more than happy to help them in any way possible. He was a realist and understood that evil still existed in the world, posing a serious threat. He even threw in these snazzy jackets, John thought.

When Logan reached the man untying the Arctic Glide, John had grown uneasy. He recognized the way the man carried himself, self-assured and physically powerful. There was no doubt in John’s mind the man was a practitioner in the deadly profession with which he and Logan were intimately acquainted.

Following his instincts, he’d called Captain Phoenix and told him that they’d found the Glide but would know more in a few minutes. He knew they’d need backup, and he’d told him to hurry.

So it was no surprise to John that moments after Logan disappeared, he heard the distinctive sounds of gunfire from inside the wheelhouse. Even as Logan tumbled out the opening and scrambled to his feet, John leapt out of the pickup truck and sprinted for the boat. His M1911 .45-caliber pistol was in his right hand as he ran across the gravel road.

John had reached the halfway point to the boat when three men holding PP-2000 submachine guns exited the main structure and fanned out across the deck. They fired and moved as a cohesive unit. Only years of training could produce that kind of synchronicity, he thought.

He saw Logan slide behind two all-steel Quadcon containers near the stern.

John knew he only had a few more seconds before the men saw him. He had two choices—try and get closer to get a better shot at the small assault team or take a shot now. As the team closed in on Logan, he realized the clock had run out.

He slid to a stop on the loose gravel and dropped to one knee, his right leg extended behind him. He heard shouts in Russian and glanced at the wheelhouse. The man Logan had approached, the one who had to be the leader, was screaming and pointing at him. A little too late for at least one of your guys, asshole . . .

He sighted on the man closest to him just as the other two attackers turned and pointed their weapons at him. John pulled the trigger quickly but smoothly as the two men opened fire. His first shot struck the man in the side of the neck, but John didn’t wait to see the results of his handiwork. Instead, he dove for cover behind a stack of thousand-pound crab pots.

Enemy bullets ricocheted off the enormous cages and careened into the Alaskan air or impacted the ground on either side of John’s crouched figure.

At least I got one . . . I think. And then more bullets forced him further down.

———

Logan hid behind the eight-foot, dark-green Quadcon container. Even as he assessed the full gravity of his situation, he couldn’t help but wonder what an oil exploration vessel was doing with military-grade cargo containers.

As grateful as he was for the temporary protection, the Quadcon containers were the only cover near the stern. There was no place left to hide, and the assault team now had him boxed in. If he tried to run for the dock, he’d be torn apart by automatic gunfire. He thought about jumping overboard, but the frigid water temperatures would immobilize him in minutes without a wet suit on under his clothes. He didn’t feel like dying cold and wet. That left one option—fight until he ran out of bullets and then reassess his options. If you’re still alive, that is.

He peered around the corner of the Quadcon just in time to see two of the gunmen point their weapons toward the dock. The third man still had his weapon trained on Logan’s location, and Logan saw he was about to pull the trigger. I looked too soon. Rookie mistake, he thought, and realized the tactical error might be his last.

The left side of the man’s neck suddenly spurted blood as a bullet tore through his throat and carotid artery. The man staggered, but he managed to pull the trigger of the PP-2000. His body seemed suspended for a moment, a dying dancing puppet, surrounded by an explosion of sparks as the rounds struck the deck all around him. But then the magazine emptied, the gun out of ammunition, and he fell forward, dead.

Logan focused on the other two gunmen, who now concentrated their fire toward John’s position, which Logan saw was approximately fifty yards away behind a stack of crab pots. At least now it’s a fair fight, unless their leader joins in on the fun.

Logan heard more screams in Russian and more gunfire directed at John. Then—to Logan’s horror—the boat’s engines started.

Logan glanced at the wheelhouse as the Russian commander slid open the window and pointed a PP-2000 in Logan’s direction. He barked short instructions to his men and opened fire.

Bullet holes appeared above Logan’s head in the Quadcon’s surface. He’s got armor-piercing rounds. Fantastic.

Logan flattened himself on the deck and out of sight, hoping to remain unscathed from the intense attack. John would have to fend for himself. He had bigger issues to worry about, especially if the remaining two men flanked him from both sides.

An image flashed through his head—a memory of a soccer stadium in Haditha. He’d subdued Cain Frost, the CEO of the largest private security company in the world turned international terrorist, only to have two insurgents surround him as he used Cain’s body as a human shield. Had it not been for John’s timely arrival, Logan would have died. The difference now—thank God—was that John was already here, and both sides were relatively matched in manpower, if not in weapons.

Logan’s face was inches from the deck. The gunfire from the wheelhouse stopped, and Logan briefly peeked around the corner.

The man in the middle was no longer focused on Logan. Instead, he ran across the deck, and Logan watched as he leapt over the widening gap between the boat and the dock. He landed on his feet and kept moving, never losing stride. He’s going for John.

Instead, the man ran toward a stack of crates parallel to John’s position as the remaining shooter on deck provided covering fire. The hail of bullets kept John pinned down behind the crab pots. The second man disappeared behind the large stacks. What the hell?

More bullets tore through the Quadcon, and Logan squirmed his way backward on his belly, eager to minimize his target profile. The boat moved further away from the pier as the team leader expertly turned it toward the opening of the bay.

Logan’s options had dwindled to one—stand and fight. At least now it was only two on one, but I think I can even those odds. His last glimpse of the deck beyond the Quadcons had given him an idea, one that would require perfect timing.

He knew he couldn’t risk a direct assault on his attacker. A submachine gun in the hands of a trained professional was lethal, no matter who the target was. Instead, Logan smiled and rotated his body on his stomach. He quickly slithered across the rough surface toward the other end of the adjacent Quadcon.

———

John was frustrated. The sustained fusillade of bullets had kept him pinned down for the last minute of the gunfight. He was irate, suffused with a cold fury he wore like armor. Okay, motherfuckers. You better pray one of those bullets hits me, because if not, I’m going to kill all of you, one way or another.

The onslaught stopped. Silence shocked his senses, and he shook his head as if to clear it. I’m not sure if that’s a good sign or not.

John looked around the edge of the crab pots and saw the Arctic Glide pull away from the pier. From his vantage point, he saw Logan crawl on his stomach toward the left edge of the Quadcon. Something was wrong, and then he realized what it was—there was only one shooter. Where’s the other one?

A loud engine roared to life behind a huge stack of crates forty yards ahead of him. A moment later, a dark-blue Ford F-350 pickup truck accelerated around the corner of the crates. It gripped the gravel for traction and rocketed toward John. The driver aimed his PP-2000 out the driver’s window and opened fire.

John dove toward the ground to avoid the bullets, careful to keep the crab pots between himself and the rapidly approaching pickup. He scrambled to his feet and shuffled around the large stack of steel traps. The Ford passed his location, and the driver fired his remaining rounds toward John.

The pickup gained momentum as it sped away. Its driver was now obviously intent on a secondary objective. One which apparently doesn’t involve killing me. Guess I’m not that important after all.

John glanced back at the boat. It was already more than 150 yards from the pier, and Logan was no longer behind the Quadcon. Whatever was happening on the boat, he couldn’t do anything for his friend from here.

He turned and sprinted toward Al’s pickup. He jumped behind the steering wheel and turned the ignition, keeping his foot on the clutch. The engine growled, and John released the clutch, shifting through the gears and accelerating after his new target. Don’t worry. I’m going to catch up to you, and then we can sort this whole thing out. He cracked a smile. On second thought, I’m not really in the mood for conversation.

He floored the gas pedal and caught a quick glimpse in the mirror of the boat behind him. His own burning, intense eyes stared back at him, and he redirected his gaze toward the road and focused on the Ford, which was now a quarter mile ahead of him. He was gaining ground already.

———

Neither of his attackers had seen Logan low-crawl to the other end of the stack of Quadcons. Bullets struck his previous location and tore through the sheet metal where he’d been moments before.

Logan couldn’t see his attacker from this angle, but it didn’t matter. If he’d calculated correctly, the man would be where Logan needed him in just a few seconds. He waited. Five . . . four . . . three . . . two . . .

Logan moved from behind the Quadcon into a steady crouch on one knee and aimed the Kimber .45. He fired three quick, precise shots.

Bam! Bam! Bam!

Logan was a world-class marksman, an elite shooter among the best anywhere, and all three bullets struck his target. Sparks scattered across the deck and were followed by a high-pitched zzzzzzzz!

The yellow submarine suspended thirty feet in the air suddenly plummeted to the deck below. As it fell, Logan stepped around the front corner of the Quadcon, his pistol up and ready to engage the last attacker.

Though he knew it would be a great diversion, he was still pleasantly surprised when the submarine crashed to the deck with a tremendous boom! that shook the boat.

The gunman had been closer to the sub than Logan had anticipated. He’d realized what Logan’s target was and had tried to dive out of the way, only a moment too late.

The submarine’s front left ballast tank crashed down on top of the shooter’s legs. The tremendous weight crushed his knees and pinned him facedown on the deck. He screamed in agony and tried to wriggle free from under his own personal paperweight.

Logan quickly combat-walked toward the fallen man with the intent of disarming him and keeping him alive. Unfortunately, like a desperate, caged animal, the man roared in pain and outrage, spotting Logan. The man glared at him with a fury and hatred Logan recognized—he’d seen it in the faces of men about to die, men intent on going out with one last gasp of violence in accordance with the lives they’d led.

The man pushed himself up. He reached out for his fallen PP-2000, which lay inches from his outstretched right hand.

Logan looked the man squarely in the eyes, aimed, and fired. The bullet struck his adversary in the right temple and snapped his head back. Blood sprayed a bright-red mist across the nose of the yellow submarine. The dead man slumped back down to the deck.

Logan looked toward the wheelhouse. He saw the team leader watching him. There was a look of puzzlement on his face, perhaps mixed with professional admiration. Logan thought he saw a small smile, but at this distance, he wasn’t sure. He didn’t have time to consider it because suddenly the man disappeared from sight and slunk into the shadows.

Now it’s your turn, Logan thought as he moved determinedly toward his final target.

———

John concentrated on the road and kept the Ford in sight. The other driver expertly maneuvered the pickup along the peninsula till he reached the island and turned left. John accelerated after him.

Moments later, John skidded around the corner onto the main thoroughfare that ran along the waterfront. Boat repair shops, warehouses, and other businesses that catered to the fishing trade lined the right side of the road. To the left was the open water of the bay.

Fortunately, the road was empty. I doubt there’s ever traffic here. My kind of place, he thought.

He pushed the pickup truck harder and reached seventy miles per hour. He picked up Logan’s phone and pressed the speaker button. He dialed Captain Phoenix’s number and was relieved when the police chief picked up on the first ring.

“Mr. West, how goes it?” the police chief asked.

“It’s John Quick, Chief. It turned into a gunfight at the dock. Logan’s on the boat right now, which just left the pier, and I’m in pursuit of another suspect in a dark-blue Ford pickup. We’re on the main road along the waterfront. He’s a pro, but I’m slowly gaining on him. Where are you?”

A moment of silence passed as the police chief processed the information. “It’s just me and one of my men. The other had to go to the hospital with the injured tourist. And that’s Ballyhoo Road you’re on. We’re still on the other side of the island. Heading in your direction. Be there in five minutes.”

John heard sirens in the background. Storefronts flashed by in his periphery. Suddenly, the Ford’s brake lights illuminated, and the vehicle slowed. It fishtailed as it turned right off the main road.

“Shit,” John said. “Chief, he just turned right up a small road that leads up into the hills.”

“That’s Ulakta Drive. It goes to the World War Two Historic Area. There’s nothing out there but old bunkers that overlook the water. It’s steep, rugged terrain, especially at the waterline.”

John thought for a moment. Why would the boat leave? Their commander had to know he couldn’t come back to the bay. And this guy was risking capture by fleeing in a pickup. Both vehicles had to be headed somewhere specific, someplace where they could link back up. But why send one man across land? He didn’t know.

“Chief, are there any caves, grottos, any place you could hide a small boat? This guy has to be going somewhere. They’re not the type to go on a suicide run. These are pros. He’s going to have to link up with the rest of his team somewhere.”

Silence. “The Lookout,” the police chief said, almost in disbelief. “It’s an abandoned bunker built into the side of a cliff a hundred feet above the water. There’s a small tunnel about a hundred yards long that leads to it, but it’s off-limits to tourists because the tunnel has some structural issues.”

“What’s below it?” John asked.

“Nothing but jagged rocks, although there is a small area that curves under the cliff where I guess someone could hide a boat. It’d be concealed by the rocks. But there’s no way to get from the bunker to the water.”

“Chief, these guys are good. I guarantee they found a way.” The Ford had disappeared in front of him as the curve of the winding road masked the vehicle. Shit. “Where’s the entrance to the tunnel?”

“You can’t miss it. When you get close to the water, the road splits. Go left. It dead-ends a short ways after. You’ll see a chained gate and the entrance to the tunnel beyond.”

“I bet it’s not chained anymore. I’m going in after this guy when I get there. He’s in a hurry, which concerns the hell out of me.” He paused, and added, “When you get there, park and wait outside. I’m sure I won’t have a signal in the tunnel. When I come back out, I’ll make sure you know it’s me. If you see anyone else, light ’em up,” John said matter-of-factly.

“Understood. Be careful. It’s dark in there.”

John smiled. “That’s just the way I like it,” he responded, and concentrated on the winding road in front of him. The Chevy came around a hairpin curve to the right, and John saw the Y-intersection in front of him.
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