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Enjoying a semi-retirement lifestyle in paradise, Logan Dodge is spending an afternoon fishing
in the Lower Keys when a runaway boat crashes into a nearby island. After discovering two
injured scientists on board, it soon becomes evident that it was no accident.The smart thing to
do would be to stay out of it. But the former Navy SEAL and mercenary has never been good at
standing by and minding his own business while evil plans unfold. It isn't long before Logan and
his friends are swept up in a fight against a ruthless enemy and a race against the clock. If they
fail, South Florida could experience the worst environmental disaster in its history.In order to
come out on top, they'll have to beat a corrupt billionaire, a beautiful and powerful former enemy,
and a team of highly trained killers. The clock is ticking for Logan in this car chasing, fists flying,
parachuting, heart pounding romp in the Florida Keys.

From Publishers WeeklyGriffin already has a high profile in Berkley paperback; his six-volume
Brotherhood of War saga, a Green Beret epic spanning WW II to Richard Nixon's presidency,
has more than three million copies in print. With The New Breed, the series segues into
hardcover, but this is not so much a sequel as a lengthy missing chapter from volume six. In late
1963, Col. Sandy Felter, formerly JFK's private Ollie North, returns from secret missions to
Vietnam and the Congo and persuades new president LBJ that the Congo is as volatile as
Southeast Asia. Felter's longtime friend, Manhattan banking scion Lt. Col. Craig Lowell, helps
secure a crew that can combat any rebellion. Among the cast of characters: Jack Portet, an
Army private who grew up flying planes in the Congo; Marjorie Bellmon, an officer's daughter for
whom Jack goes "Top Gun"; Karl-Heinz Wagner, an East German who escaped through the
Berlin Wall with his sister, Ursula; and Geoff Craig, Lowell's young Army cousin and Ursula's
husband. The novel moves quickly, if somewhat disjointedly; Griffin's short-chapter, staccato
style hampers continuity. He is also so entrenched in military jargon and lifestyle that the civilian
reader may sometimes be confused. Those who have had some exposure to the service,
however, will experience jolts of recognition in the hard-hitting narrative. Literary Guild and
Doubleday Book Club alternates; Military Book Club selection.Copyright 1987 Reed Business
Information, Inc. --This text refers to the paperback edition.About the AuthorW. E. B. Griffin is the
author of six bestselling series: The Corps, Brotherhood of War, Badge of Honor, Men at War,
Honor Bound, and Presidential Agent. --This text refers to the audioCD edition.
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website:PROLOGUEMiami, FloridaApril, 2009Judge Quincy Hargrove strode down the white
marble steps outside the Miami-Dade County Courthouse. The career lawman was in his early
sixties, with thick gray hair and unnaturally tanned skin. His walk was strong and confident, his
eyes focused and drawn forward. He glanced at his wristwatch, then picked up his pace a little.
The two bodyguards at his side followed suit, staying right on his heels.It was late afternoon, and
a few pedestrians passed him by on the sidewalk as he headed along the front of the building.
He cut a left, loosened his tie and headed for the parking lot closest to the courthouse. His eyes
diverted momentarily to a guy wearing torn-up, dirty clothes and sitting on a flattened cardboard
box on the edge of the sidewalk. The guy held out an open palm to Quincy. The judge reached
into his pocket, but instead of his wallet, he grabbed his smartphone and kept his eyes glued to
the screen as he walked by. He wrote a quick note to remind the courthouse security, yet again,
that loitering was not permitted outside the building.The guy sitting on the cardboard box
watched the judge intently. Just seconds after the three guys walked by, he pulled off his
raggedy blanket and rose silently to his feet. In his right hand, the guy held a Ruger suppressed
pistol. He took one step toward the judge, raised his weapon, and sent a .22 LR round exploding
into the head of the bodyguard to his left.Quincy gasped, then whirled around. He hadn’t heard
anything except the grotesque sound of lead mutilating flesh. He watched in horror as one of his
bodyguards collapsed to the ground with a bloody hole in the back of his skull. Bodyguard
number two reached for his weapon. Before he could grab it, a guy who only seconds earlier had
been hunched over, tying his bike to a rack, leveled his weapon and sent a round through the
muzzle. The .22 LR struck the bodyguard in the forehead, causing blood to spew out and his
body to fall backward, slamming hard onto the pavement.Within fractions of a second, the two
big bodyguards were on the ground. Quincy could only watch in shock as the two attackers
closed in on him. They grabbed him forcefully and practically dragged him toward the road. A
white van with tinted windows pulled into view, its tires screeching as it braked to a stop right



against the curb. The side door slid open. A black mesh bag was thrown over Quincy’s head and
he was forced into the van. The door slammed shut, the driver hit the gas, and the van took off
down the street.~ ~ ~Two hours later, Carson Richmond stepped out from the backseat of her
blacked-out Maybach and into the humid evening air. Three guys walked beside her as she
headed through the side door of a large industrial warehouse. It was quiet and empty. Smelled of
rusted metal and oil fumes. Only the moonlight through rows of broken windows allowed her to
see where she was going. The click-clack of her high heels echoed across the massive space
as she moved down two flights of metal stairs, down a hallway, and into a corner room.The room
was small and dark aside from a bright work light near the back. It shone upon a man who stood
with his arms bound over his head, his mouth gagged, and his body limp. He was shirtless and
had jumper cables attached to his nipples; the other ends were attached to a car battery on a
metal workbench.There were three other guys in the room when Carson and her men entered. A
couple of guards standing in the shadows, and a man wearing a black suit right on the edge of
the light. Tall and imposing, he had dark hair with gray patches and a clean-shaven face. Despite
being almost sixty years old, he was handsome and still carried himself like a much younger
man.He held a pair of needle-nosed pliers and set them on the metal bench when he saw
Carson walk in.“Miss Richmond,” he said, smiling as they made eye contact. “You have arrived
just in time.”He had an articulate and authoritative voice. His tone and mannerisms were relaxed,
despite the nature of the situation.“Always a pleasure, Richard,” Carson said in her Southern
accent.He strolled over, grabbed her by the hand, and kissed both sides of her face.“You’re
looking exquisite as always,” he said, eyeing her up and down. “A very beautiful dress.”She was
wearing an expensive red sheath dress, though it was mostly covered by a black double-
breasted peacoat.Before she could reply, he turned his head back and added, “Where are my
manners? I believe you know Judge Hargrove?”He led Carson across the room. They stood right
in front of the judge. He lifted his head and stared back at them with wide, frightened eyes. He
tried to speak, but the only sounds he could manage with his mouth gagged were groans.“I told
you I’d take care of it,” Richard said to Carson. He stepped toward the judge. “Now, Your Honor.
Where were we? Ah yes, you were about to come to your senses, I believe.” He took a deep
breath and sighed. Moving close to the judge, he spoke right into his ear. “Miss Richmond will
walk free from this, do you understand?”Ever since Carson’s illegal activity had been exposed a
month earlier, she’d been consumed by a swarm of legal proceedings. The court dates were still
months away, but that wouldn’t stop her from doing everything she could to keep her hands
clean. As a last resort, she’d gone to her old mentor, Richard Wake, a man far more powerful,
wealthy, and corrupt than anyone she’d ever met.The judge groaned, struggling to speak with
the gag.Richard grabbed the bundled-up cloth and pulled it from the judge’s mouth. He coughed
a few times and breathed heavily.“I…” he said, fighting to get words out. “I can’t control
that.”Richard nodded, shoved the gag back into his mouth, and stepped over to the car
battery.“Have it your way, Quincy.”He flipped a switch, allowing current to flow through the jumper
cables and course painfully through the judge’s body. His body shook and his eyes bulged. He



groaned and wailed like a dying animal, his sounds echoing across the room and out into the
main portions of the warehouse. Richard kept the power going longer than usual, longer than
many men could handle. Watching the judge with meticulous attention, he finally flipped the
switch off and watched as the man sagged forward, his body staying vertical only because of his
bound hands.“Now, Quincy,” Richard said. “I’d hate to kill you in front of a lady. But I will. You
know that I will. If you don’t play ball, I’ll have you cut to pieces, and then I’ll kill you.” He paused a
moment, then grabbed the judge by the tuft of his hair and looked into his weary eyes. “But not
before I do the same to your wife, son, daughter, and your three grandchildren.”He groaned, his
eyes welling with tears. Richard removed the gag a second time.“What’s it gonna be?”“Okay,” he
said, struggling with his words. “I’ll do it. I’ll do it.”“If Carson goes down,” Richard said, raising his
voice, “you’re dead. Understand me? Dead. You do whatever you gotta do.”The judge nodded
painfully. “Yes. Yes. I understand. Just please don’t hurt my family.”Richard nodded sadistically,
then yelled at his men in the shadows, ordering them to bring the judge down. He then walked
casually over to the metal workbench, grabbed his black overcoat, and threw it on. Placing a
hand on Carson’s shoulder, he led her out of the room, down the hall, and into a room with a
black Bugatti Veyron parked in the middle.They climbed into the luxury sports car, and Richard
roared the 1000-hp engine to life. Dim silver light poured in from the other side of the room as a
garage door lifted open. Richard put the car in gear and hit the gas, flying from zero to sixty in
two and a half seconds. He weaved his way expertly in between rows of warehouses, passed a
security gate, and screeched onto the main road.Two minutes later, he pulled the Bugatti into a
narrow opening that led into the bowels of a skyscraper. Rolling down his window, Richard
reached out, scanned his thumb on a small stand, then punched in a code. The security gate
opened, and Richard rumbled the car through a pair of metal doors into a room barely bigger
than the vehicle. Just as he killed the engine, the doors shut smoothly behind them. Braces
locked the tires in place, a light flickered green, and metal machinery clicked. Carson felt her
heart drop deep into her chest as the elevator lifted them with a low hum.Within seconds, the
elevator stopped. Richard and Carson stepped out as doors in front of them opened. The two of
them strolled into an immaculately furnished living room with gold-plated appliances, marble
floors, and priceless artwork hanging from the walls.Richard led Carson into the kitchen and
popped open a bottle of champagne. After filling each of them a glass, he looked out through the
floor-to-ceiling window, scanning the city lights below. His penthouse was at the top of his eighty-
story skyscraper, just a few floors above where the words WAKE CORPORATION shone in
white neon lights.Richard turned to Carson, holding his glass in the air. “To avoiding prison.”They
clinked glasses and each took a sip.“Richard, I can’t thank you enough. You—”“Shh,” he said,
placing a finger on her lips. “You can thank me enough. In fact, there’s something that I want from
you.” He grazed his hand down her dress, felt her curves. “Well, two things actually,” he added
with a whisper.“You think I don’t enjoy good sex?” she said with a seductive smile.He chuckled.
“No, I know you do. All too well. But I also need you for something else. Something that will
require the utilization of Darkwater. I have business in the Gulf that must be executed according



to plan. By whatever means necessary.”Carson kissed his neck, loosened his tie. She slid the
straps of her dress off her shoulders, pulled him in close.“You turn me on when you talk like that,”
she said. “I am at your every service.”ONEKey WestOne Week LaterI awoke before the sun and
stepped barefoot out onto the deck of my forty-eight-foot Baia Flash. Looking out over the Conch
Harbor Marina, I reached my hands high above me and stretched my body while filling my lungs
with fresh ocean air. I’d always enjoyed waking up early, seeing the world while most are
sleeping and taking it all in without being distracted by the activity of other people. Admiring the
quiet world for what it is, and nothing more.Scanning over the rows of boats and the opening of
the harbor beyond, I let my mind drift to the rhythm of the swaying deck beneath my feet. I
thought about the usual things. The things I’d done, the places I’d been, and the people I’d met
along the way. I thought about my time living in the Keys and all the surprises that have come my
way.A smile materialized across my face as I thought about the past couple of days. April 23 is a
special day for people living in the Florida Keys. Back in ’82, the city of Key West declared a
tongue-in-cheek secession from the United States, calling their micronation the Conch Republic.
Over time, other islands joined in and today the republic includes all of the Florida Keys.In honor
of their “independence,” the people of the Conch Republic celebrate every April with a weeklong
festival of activities that includes a parade, a staged harbor battle, art shows, live music, and
even a conch-blowing contest. It’s a wild time in paradise, and every day ends with a sunset
celebration at Mallory Square, just a short stroll down the waterfront from my mooring.The calm
of the quiet morning was disturbed as a pelican splashed into the water less than fifty feet off the
port bow. Raising its dripping gular pouch out of the water, it tilted its head back to swallow a
fish, then rose up from the still harbor and soared gracefully along the waterfront, looking for
more breakfast.As the pelican flew out of sight, I felt an unnatural sway of the boat that was
followed moments later by the salon door swinging open beside me. Angelina Fox stepped out
wearing one of my long gray tee shirts and presumably nothing else. Her long blond hair was
brushed behind her ears, giving me a clear view of her heart-stopping face and captivating blue
eyes. She was tall, slender, and beautiful. She held a mug in each hand and smiled back at me
as I tilted my head and watched her over my shoulder.“Enjoying the calm after the storm?” she
said in her sexy Swedish accent.She was referring to the late night we’d had on the town,
enjoying the live music, festivities, and local refreshments that had persisted until well past
midnight.She handed me one of the mugs, and I moved in for a long kiss. Every time I kissed her
—hell, every time I looked at her—I had a hard time believing that she’d said yes. That just a
month earlier, this incredible woman had agreed to be my wife. One of life’s great mysteries, I
guess.I kissed my way up the side of her face, finishing up at her forehead, then thanked her for
the coffee.She nodded, then turned her beaming face to look out over the water. I took a sip of
the warm liquid, savoring the taste as it traveled across my tongue and down my throat.
Wrapping an arm around Ange, we both looked out over the eastern horizon as the sun began
its grand entrance. The view, even from the marina, was incredible. I could watch a tropical
sunrise every morning for fifty years and still be just as mesmerized as the first time.A moment



later, I heard the familiar sound of paws trotting up onto the deck. Atticus, my yellow Labrador
retriever, moved toward us and squished his way between our bodies. I laughed when I saw his
steel bowl held firmly in his mouth. He looked back and forth between us, eyes wide.“Alright,
boy,” I said, turning and grabbing the bowl from his mouth. I petted him behind the ears, then
headed for the salon door. “You want something from the galley?” I added, looking back at
Ange.Ange shifted off the port gunwale and sprang over to me.“I found a new recipe,” she said.
“You can help me,” she added with a wink.Ten minutes later, Ange and I plated a unique version
of eggs Benedict. In addition to the usual poached eggs on English muffins, we added a few
strips of bacon, Key West pink shrimp, and special Key lime hollandaise sauce. We ate it up on
the topside dinette while the sun continued to rise and watched the marina come to life.“This is
delicious,” I said after taking my first bite.Ange grinned.“Got the recipe from Blue Heaven,” she
said. “They sure know how to make a good breakfast.”After we finished, we cleaned up,
showered, and got dressed for the day. I sported my usual: a pair of navy-blue cargo shorts, a
Salty Pete’s tee shirt, and sandals. Ange wore a long-sleeved button-up over a tank top and
shorts.Since moving to the Keys, I’ve had anything but a routine schedule. The money I made
working as a gun for hire allowed me to buy my boat, Dodging Bullets, when I moved and I was
fortunate enough to “stumble” upon the Aztec treasure over at Neptune’s Table near the
Marquesas Keys. I, along with Ange and a few of my friends, received a substantial finder’s fee
that has allowed me to be essentially unemployed for the past year. With crystal-clear water,
excellent diving, great fishing, warm weather, an adventurous history, and white sandy beaches,
I can’t imagine a better place in the States to live a semiretirement lifestyle.“We should probably
go check on Jack,” Ange said. “See if he’s still up for going out on the water today.”I chuckled as
my mind drifted back to the night before and how we’d ended up practically carrying my old
friend to his boat. Ange plated the leftover breakfast, and we headed up the dock toward Jack’s
boat with Atticus right at our heels.Jack Rubio was one of my oldest friends. He’d lived in the
Keys all his life, loved the islands as much as anyone alive, and spent most of his time above or
under the water. When he wasn’t taking people out on fishing and diving charters, he was
exploring the many reefs, cuts, channels, and islands surrounding Key West.As we approached,
I saw his Conch Republic flag raised high above the pilothouse of his 45 Sea Ray and barely
moving in the soft ocean breeze. I climbed aboard, then offered a hand to Ange. Inside, we found
Jack in the exact place we’d left him: sprawled out facedown on the main cabin bunk. Jack was
just a few inches shorter than my six foot two, but he was much leaner, only weighing about a
hundred and seventy pounds. He had tanned skin from a lifetime under the twenty-fourth parallel
sun and curly dirty-blond hair.“Jack?” I said, nudging his shoulder. “You alright?”When he didn’t
budge, I moved into the galley and ran some cold water over my hand from the faucet. With my
hand dripping, I stepped back into the cabin and flicked a sprinkle of cold drops on his face. He
jerked his head sideways, brushed his hair out of his face, then looked at me with drowsy
eyes.“What time is it?” he said after a long sigh.“Time to make wake,” I said. “I guess those
fritters beat you after all,” I added with a grin.The previous evening, Jack had competed in the



Keys annual conch fritter eating contest. The fifteen-minute ordeal had brought challengers from
across the state, including a massive lineman from the University of Miami football team as well
as a former professional wrestler. Conch fritters are a specialty in the Keys. The colossal sea
snail is deep-fried in a secret blend of seasonings to create a delicious ball of flavor that’s
crunchy on the outside and chewy on the inside. Jack had managed to toss thirty-two of them
down the hatch, defending his title for the second year in a row as the crowned king of the
Conch Republic.“It wasn’t the frits, bro,” he said. “It was what came next.”I laughed as I recalled
the countless people who’d offered him free drinks all night. The more you have, the harder it
gets to say no, and I’d never seen my old friend so plastered.“You still down for some
spearfishing?”He nodded, then glanced at Ange.“Ange, be an angel and toss me a coconut
water from the fridge?” He propped himself up on his elbows and added, “You think anything
could keep me from the ocean, bro?”Ange was about to toss a chilled can over to him, but I
intervened, stopping her and snatching it from her hand.“Not the best time to test his hand-eye
coordination,” I said, stepping over and handing it to Jack.Ten minutes later, Jack met us over on
the Baia. He held a speargun and a six-foot-long wooden pole with a net attached in his right
hand and a plastic grocery bag in his left. His brown backpack was slung over one shoulder.My
22 Robalo, a center-console that I usually kept stowed over a channel in the backyard of my
house, was tied off to the starboard side of the Baia. I usually opted for my bigger and more
comfortable boat, but we’d decided on the Robalo since we were heading to a place where the
water was shallow.Once we had all our gear aboard, I started up the 200-hp engine. Jack and
Ange took care of the lines, and I eased us away from the fenders, cruising slowly toward the
opening of the harbor. Once clear of the no wake zone, I eased the helm to starboard and
brought us slowly up on plane. We cruised north into Man of War Harbor, passing Wisteria Island
off the port bow and Fleming Key off starboard.Our destination was Snipe Point, on the Gulf
side, and we reached it in forty-five minutes. It was a nice day out on the water. There was very
little wind, and though it was barely past 0800, the temperature was in the low seventies.I killed
the engine and dropped anchor on the leeward side of the point. Snipe juts out into the Gulf,
spearheading a cluster of small, flat mangrove-covered islands between Turkey Basin and Waltz
Key Basin. Most of the islands are surrounded by shallow patch reefs, so we had to anchor a few
hundred feet from shore.The three of us assembled our gear on the deck.“Alright, I have to ask,”
Ange said, looking over our gear. “What exactly are you boys planning to do with a net, a coil of
rope, and chicken legs?”Jack and I both looked at each other and laughed.“Just something we
used to do when we were kids,” I said.“Yeah, you’ll like it,” Jack added. “But for now, we’ve got
muy bueno conditions, so let’s spear some lunch.”Jack had been wearing nothing but a pair of
swim trunks since we’d left the marina. He quickly slipped his mask over his head, put on his
fins, then grabbed his speargun and saluted us with two fingers. Without another word, he
dropped backward and splashed into the water.Ange looked over at me skeptically.“Should I be
worried?” she asked with a smile.I waved her off.“Not in the slightest.” I threw off my tee shirt and
grabbed my mask. “Come on, we can’t let him have all the fun.”I petted Atticus and told him to



stay put. He’d be fine on the boat. I had water and food set out, along with the Bimini top
extended for shade.Ange and I donned our gear, then dropped down into the water, her on the
port side and me on the starboard side to keep the Robalo stable. I relished the feeling as I
splashed into warm, clear water. It was only about five feet deep, so I sank down to the sandy
bottom, turned around and finned smoothly under the hull of my boat and alongside Ange.My
eyes grew wide as I took in the colorful marine life surrounding me. Tiny fish intermixed with the
patches of coral, anemones, sea urchins, sponges, and jagged limestone beneath us. Looking
ahead, I saw Jack swimming effortlessly over a patch of tall sea grass, his eyes trained on his
first quarry of the day. Though I’ve always loved scuba, rebreather, and surface-supplied air
diving, there’s something about freediving that makes me feel more in tune with the underwater
world around me. Add to it the excitement of tracking and spearing delicious prey and you get
one hell of a way to spend an afternoon.Ange surfaced after a little over a minute, but I stayed
down. I can hold my breath for four minutes but usually stay down for around two to minimize
surface intervals. I watched as Jack snuck up behind an unsuspecting grouper and sent his steel
spear piercing just behind its eyes. The fish shook violently for a few seconds before going
lifeless. Less than a minute later, I had one of my own, a mutton snapper I estimated to be
around fifteen pounds.We spent a few hours swimming along the cuts and channels, through
deep and shallow water, enjoying each other’s company and hauling in enough fish to last us for
a week. By early afternoon, we gutted and filleted a few of the best-looking ones, then cooked
them up on my portable propane grill. Adding some salt, pepper, fresh lemon juice, and cocktail
sauce, we had a meal that was as good as you could get at any seafood restaurant in the
world.After lunch, the wind picked up a little, so we grabbed our gear and waded to shore. We
found a good spot near the channel where the shore dropped off into slightly deeper water. Ange
and Atticus watched with quizzical expressions as Jack and I cut into the drumsticks, then tied
one end of the nylon rope around the narrow part of the bone. Once secured, Jack grabbed the
other end of the rope with a tight grip, then coiled it up and flung the chicken leg far into the
water. As it sank, we both looked back at Ange.Her eyes narrowed as she looked at the water
and I held a hand in the air.“Wait for it,” I said.After about thirty seconds had passed, I grabbed
the net and Jack pulled in the rope. The white meat appeared at the surface along with two
freeloading crabs, their blue claws pinched to their too-good-to-be-true meal.In an instant, I
stepped to the edge and scooped them up with the net. Ange smiled as I stepped back, flipped
the net inside out, and shook them both free into a bucket of seawater.“Very ingenious,” she
said.“Logan and I used to do this for hours,” Jack said. “There are far easier ways to catch blues,
but pots just aren’t as satisfying.”Ange reached into the bucket and grabbed one of the small
crabs, holding it by its two rear swimming legs.“You guys know it would take about a hundred of
these little guys to fill us up, right?”“More like two hundred,” I said. “Especially for His Highness,
the king of conch over here. But dip their meat in melted garlic butter and they make a tasty
appetizer.”As Jack and I continued to haul in crabs, Ange grabbed her fishing rod, tied on a lure,
and walked down the beach while casting off into the channel. A few minutes later, I saw that



she’d snagged on something and was about to cut the line with her dive knife.“Hold on, Ange,” I
said, my voice raised enough for her to hear me from down the beach. I snatched my mask from
the sand, rinsed it out, then held it in the air. “I’ll get it.” I set the net on the ground and turned to
Jack. “It’s getting hot out here anyway. I could use a dip.”After strapping my mask over my face, I
dove headfirst into the water and swam parallel with the seafloor. Rising to the surface, I
freestyled smoothly across the channel.“My hero.” I could barely hear Ange’s voice as she spoke
over a soft gust of wind.I could see the taut glistening fishing line extended down into a patch of
mangroves. Taking in a deep breath, I dove down, grabbed hold of the roots to stable myself,
and carefully pulled the hook free. As I turned around, I heard the unmistakable rumble of a
motor and a propeller cutting through the water. Sound travels much better in water, so it was
probably farther away than I thought it was. The only problem is that sound travels so fast that
your ears and brain can’t work together effectively to distinguish where it’s coming from.Keeping
my body close to the mangroves, I kicked for the surface. When I reached it, I took in a breath,
slid my mask down to hang around my neck, and looked around. The sound was quieter above
water, but I could tell that it was coming from out in the Gulf and that it was getting louder.
Looking out that direction, I spotted a small boat rocketing across the water. Seeing boats in this,
or any, part of the Keys isn’t abnormal. But this one was heading full speed over shallow water,
straight for a patch of tiny islands across the channel, about a quarter of a mile southwest of
me.TWO“That boat doesn’t stop soon, it’s gonna be shredded to hell!” Jack yelled.Without
replying, I yelled at the top of my lungs, trying to get them to slow or turn. I waved my hands as
high as I could and splashed in the water, trying to get their attention. Jack joined in, and Ange
whistled with such intensity that I felt discomfort in my ears a few hundred feet away from
her.Despite our desperate attempts to get their attention, the boat didn’t slow or turn in the
slightest. In fact, as it stormed closer, I couldn’t see anyone’s upper body rising over the bow or
gunwales.Is there anyone aboard?Though the thought jumped into my mind, I kept yelling just in
case. The roar of the engines grew louder and louder, propelling the boat at well over thirty knots
over the shallows. My eyes focused as it rocketed over less than a foot of water, its speed
keeping its draft minuscule and saving the hull from catastrophic damage. Seconds later, the
boat crashed into a patch of sandy beach. The propeller caught on the ground and the entire
engine was ripped free of the transom. It whined and roared violently as the boat’s momentum
hurled it over the sand. The boat continued to slide over the sand and rock at a quick pace
before crashing into thick mangroves. The hull cracked and moaned and the entire boat spun
around. But somehow the boat managed to stay upright, though it jerked partly onto its side as it
finally came to a stop.Without a second’s hesitation, I slid my mask back over my face and swam
as fast as I could back toward Jack and Ange on the other side of the channel. I bolted out of the
water, grabbed my booties from the mesh bag, and slid them over my feet.“There could’ve been
someone on board,” I said, jumping to my feet. “We need to go help.”“I’ll get the first aid kit,” Ange
said, heading toward my Robalo. “Your sat phone in your bag?”I nodded, then turned to Jack,
who’d already slid into his booties as well. Atticus was barking and jumping with excitement, and



I told him to go with Ange. He froze a moment, then turned and chased after her as she
whistled.Jack and I dove side by side into the channel and swam ferociously, quickly reaching
the other side. There was no easy route to the wrecked boat. Thick mangroves covered almost
every inch of the islands, so a beeline was out of the question. Instead, we splashed around
through the shallows and swam across two more channels before reaching the small island
where the boat had crashed.As we ran, my mind raced, wondering what we might find. I’d heard
stories of boats running away on their own before but had never witnessed it firsthand. The story
usually began with an inexperienced crew or a little too much alcohol, and rarely ended well. A
boat without a pilot will keep cruising until it either hits something or runs out of gas.As we ran, I
heard the Robalo’s engine start up. I watched as Ange piloted it out into the Gulf, sweeping
around the shallows and swooping back into the cut closest to the wrecked boat. She’d still have
to drop anchor a few hundred yards from shore, but her cruising the Robalo over was a lot easier
than running a quarter of a mile over sand, limestone, and overgrown mangroves. She’d made
the smart choice and managed to reach the wrecked boat at the same time as us.The three of
us navigated through the thick foliage and caught our first glance of the boat up close. It was a
Horizon Sunrunner, and aside from the damage, it looked pretty new. Its aluminum hull was
dented and scratched to hell, but it’d managed to remain intact. In the torn tangle of roots left in
the boat’s wake, I spotted a black duffle bag and a handful of small plastic containers.The boat
rested on its side, propped up with the hull facing us. As we maneuvered around, we saw the
inside for the first time. My eyes grew wide and I let out a quick breath. It wasn’t empty.“Shit!”
Jack said.There were two women resting motionless inside. One lay sprawled out against the
starboard gunwale. The other was wedged between the two cockpit seats and curled into the
opening under the bow. There was also another backpack on the deck, as well as a hardcase
and a few scattered poly bottles. At the stern, there were two large spare gas tanks with bungee
cords holding them in place.I climbed over the starboard gunwale and crouched down beside
the closest body. Hovering my ear just a few inches over her mouth, I placed two fingers softly
into the side of her neck. Moments later, I let out a soft sigh of relief.“She’s alive,” I said.I could
feel and hear her exhalations, but her pulse was weak.Ange moved to the other side, and we
carefully flipped the woman over onto her back, keeping her head braced. She was bruised and
battered, and her forehead was bleeding. She looked young, maybe early twenties.“Guys!” Jack
said.He’d crawled up toward the bow and was kneeling beside the other body. He looked over at
us and held his right hand in the air. It was covered in blood. Glancing down at the woman
beside him, I saw that her shirt was stained dark red.I grabbed the backpack Ange had carried
over, pulled out the first aid kit, and clicked it open. I wasn’t a trained medical professional by any
means, but I’d been around and experienced enough violence to know the basics. Grabbing a
few bags of Quick Clot, I stepped over to Jack and helped him straighten out the other body.
This woman was older, maybe mid-fifties. It was clear by the amount of blood and the wound to
her abdomen that she’d been shot.Carefully, I slid up her shirt, then used my teeth to tear open
one of the bags of Quick Clot. She’d lost a lot of blood. Her body and the deck under her were



covered in dark red. I wasn’t sure she could make it, or even if she was still alive. I prioritized
stopping the flow which was still steady out from her abdomen.In seconds, the blood stopped as
I pressed the gauze. Checking her pulse, I found that she was still alive, but barely. Her breathing
was shallow. It was evident that if she didn’t get medical attention soon, she’d be gone.“Ange!” I
said, looking over my shoulder. “Call the Coas—”But she was already on it. She snatched my sat
phone from my backpack and quickly punched in a few numbers. She’d also grabbed my
portable GPS, and she checked our position while she waited for the line to come alive.“This is
Angelina Fox,” she said clearly and confidently. This wasn’t her first rodeo. “There’s a wrecked
boat one klick southwest of Snipe Point. Two females, both injured and unconscious. One with a
gunshot wound to the abdomen. Request immediate medevac. I have the exact coordinates
when you’re ready.”A second later, there was a muffled reply on the other end, followed by Ange
reading off the latitude and longitude of our location. I looked around and spotted a clearing of
sand near the shore that looked large and flat enough to land the bird.“Ange,” I said, pointing at
the spot on the beach.She looked over, nodded, and relayed the information to the
dispatcher.“ETA ten minutes,” she said, still holding the sat phone in her right hand.I nodded.
Coast Guard Sector Key West is just a short walk up the waterfront from the Conch Harbor
Marina. The airstrip is roughly ten miles southwest of our current position, so a ten-minute
response time would be impressive, even for our nation’s coastal defenders.After setting aside
the sat phone, Ange grabbed the first aid kit and stepped over to us. She grabbed a roll of gauze
and we tightened it around the woman who’d been shot to keep pressure on the Quick Clot.
Then Ange put on a pair of rubber gloves and went about disinfecting the younger woman’s
wounds and applying bandages as necessary.I thought about moving both of them over to the
beach so they could be loaded into the helicopter faster. I had my dive knife and figured I could
cut the Bimini top loose and we could use it to carry them. But my situational awareness put
those thoughts to rest. We didn’t know the extent of their internal injuries and couldn’t risk
making things worse, especially if one of them had spinal damage.Rising to my feet, I stepped
aft and grabbed the sat phone. After making a quick call to the Key West Police Department to
fill them in on the situation, I turned my attention back to the two women.Suddenly, Atticus
started barking over and over again. I glanced over at him and saw that he was standing behind
the stern of the Sunrunner. He was looking out over the water in the direction where the
renegade boat had come from. I followed his gaze and spotted a second boat cruising straight
for us. It wasn’t far off, maybe a quarter of a mile. From that distance, I could see the dark outline
of a few guys standing, holding what looked like rifles across their chests.I darted across the
boat, dug into my backpack, and pulled out my monocular and Sig. Ange was busy helping the
older woman, but Jack glanced up at me, confused. I jumped onto the ground beside Atticus,
placed a hand on his head, and zoomed in on the approaching boat. I’d been right—two of the
four guys I spotted had rifles slung across their chests. And one of the others had a pistol in his
hands. From a moment’s glance, it was easy to see that these weren’t a bunch of buddies out
fishing.Within seconds of looking at them through my scope, one of the guys pointed straight at



me and they opened fire. The sound of automatic gunfire tore across the air as bullets exploded
into the dirt and sand around me.“Get down!” I yelled as I dove on top of Atticus and rolled us
both behind the cover of a small sandbank.Rounds spat up sand around me, and a few struck
the stern of the Sunrunner. During a brief pause in the relentless hailstorm of gunfire, I contorted
my body and took aim just over the sand. One of the guys had jumped out of the boat and was
heading toward us with his rifle raised. I put him right in my sights and pulled the trigger in rapid
succession, sending two 9mm rounds into the center of his body. He jerked back on contact,
blood spewing out as he lost control of his body and splashed into the shallow water.The other
three quickly provided cover fire. I dropped back under the sand, and when I peeked up, I saw
two of the guys hauling the one I’d shot back into their boat. I watched as, within seconds, they
had his bloody body aboard and the engines roaring. I popped up and fired off a few more
rounds, but they quickly turned around and took off back into the Gulf.The incident had lasted
just a few minutes. With their outboards still loud over the horizon, I wrapped an arm around
Atticus.“I owe you one for that, boy,” I said, petting him briefly before rising to my feet.He glanced
at me, then stepped up onto the sandbank and stared down our retreating foes.“Who the hell
was that?” Ange asked, rising from inside the boat.I shrugged. I hadn’t a clue who they were. As
their boat grew smaller and smaller far out over the water, I climbed back into the Sunrunner and
grabbed the first aid kit.“Good thing your Sig was in your bag, bro,” Jack said. “We would’ve been
toast.”I tried my best to throw the incident out of my mind. There would be time to wonder about
who those guys were and what they were up to, but we needed to focus on doing whatever we
could to help the women.As I examined them, I noticed similarities in their features. The younger
of the two had a slender build, dark red hair, and a pretty face that was covered in freckles. The
older woman also had red hair, though it was lighter, and an attractive face with freckles and
sunspots. They both had emerald-green eyes.Jack found a bag with their wallets inside and
pulled out their IDs.“Maggie and Charlotte Fletcher,” he said. “They’re from Texas.”Ange glanced
at the IDs, then leaned over the older woman.“Hold on, Maggie,” she said tenderly. “Help is on
the way.”Just as we finished cleaning the wounds and bandaging them up, I heard the low
thundering sound of helicopter rotors echoing across the water from the south. A familiar orange-
and-white Jayhawk helicopter roared into view. Glancing at my dive watch, I saw that it had been
only seven minutes since Ange had spoken to them.In less than a minute, the expert pilots
swung the bird around and brought her down softly on the flat sandy beach a few hundred feet
from the wreck. Wind from the rotors blew into us, gusting up sheets of sand and stray branches.
As the engines slowed, the side door slid open and three Coast Guardsmen jumped out. Ange
stayed with the two women while Jack and I ran over and helped them carry their two stretchers
through the thick mangroves.I recognized one of the guys and filled him in with as much
information as I could provide. Within minutes, they had both women secured and we all hauled
them back to the helicopter. After loading them aboard, I handed the women’s bag, which had
their wallets and IDs inside, to one of the guardsmen. They told us to stay on scene, then slid the
door shut. We stepped back and watched as the rotors quickly picked up speed, lifting the



rubber tires off the beach. We turned as sand stormed into us and within seconds, the bird was
up and thundering back toward Key West.As the sound faded into the distance, I couldn’t keep
my mind from racing.Who are Maggie and Charlotte Fletcher? And how in the hell did they end
up in this situation?THREEThe three of us stood side by side, with Atticus at our feet, as the
Jayhawk quickly became nothing more than a dark speck on the southern horizon.“What do you
think happened?” Ange asked.I shrugged. “We don’t exactly have a lot to go on.”I glanced over
at Jack, who’d been silent since we’d carried the women to the helicopter.“Hey,” I said, patting
him on the shoulder. “You alright?”He looked back at me, his eyes still wide.“This is bad, bro,” he
said. “I don’t think the one who got shot is gonna make it.”I was surprised by his words. Jack was
usually the light-hearted, optimistic one of the group.“We did everything we could for them,” I
said. “I’m hopeful they’ll be okay.” Glancing back at the boat, I added, “Come on. Let’s go see
what we can figure out before the police arrive.”Since the place was technically a crime scene,
we did our best not to disrupt anything any more than we already had. We moved back over to
the wrecked boat and peeked inside over the gunwales. Along with the bags and poly bottles, we
noticed a broken microscope, two hardcases, a rugged laptop, and what looked like a camera in
a waterproof housing.“Hardcases, poly bottles, a microscope. These women scientists or
something?” Jack said.“Sure looks that way,” I replied.Ange knelt down alongside the starboard
gunwale and wiped a thin layer of mud off the hull.“Hey, check this out,” she said. “Isn’t this the
place you rented from?”Jack and I hovered over her and read a row of words she’d
revealed.“Sure is,” I replied.“Mike’s Coastal Adventures” was painted in bold blue letters, along
with the company logo. Mike’s was the company Kyle Quinn and I had used to rent a few kayaks
from a month earlier. Kyle was an old comrade who’d been in a bad situation, and we’d used the
kayaks to sneak up close to a retrofitted fishing trawler and take down the ruthless Russian
mercenary Drago Kozlov.Half an hour after the Jayhawk disappeared over the horizon, a police
boat motored alongside the Robalo. It was an RHIB, or rigid-hull inflatable, and it was painted
gray everywhere aside from its bright orange pontoons.Chief Charles Wilkes, the former sheriff
and newly appointed head of the Key West Police Department, had been standing on the bow
and approached our position, flanked on either side by fellow officers. Charles was a tall, lean
black man who moved like a man much younger than his late forties. He’d spent a career in the
FBI before migrating south, and we’d helped each other out a handful of times since I’d moved to
the Keys.He quickly took over the scene along with a detective. We told them everything that
had happened as they took pictures and put everything they could find in evidence bags. I liked
Charles but wanted to get away from there as quickly as possible.“Did you get a good look of the
attackers?” he asked.I shook my head. “They were far off. Cruising in what looked like a blacked-
out RHIB. Maybe thirty feet long. I counted four and hit one with two shots to the chest.”
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R Janitch, “Corruption in the Keys. I continue to really enjoy Matthew Rief’s writing style. It helps
that I’m familiar with the Keys and Florida Straits. But what”s I like even better is his ability to grab
your attention from the beginning of each of his books and throw in so many unforeseen twists
and turns. Moving on to the next book in the series.”

Allen S, “Good silly adventure story. You must get past the rough and tumble style of Logan
Dodge, he fights bad guys and always prevails, leaving in his wake a string of dead highly
trained mercenaries.It's a quick read, the plot is silly but the lifestyle of Key West and the boating
in the area make it worth reading. Fix a Margarita, and enjoy.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “A good read.. This series is well written. Each book recaps the previous
ones for a clean start. I highly recommend the complete series.”

tom, “Outstanding*************. Once you start, you won't put it down!! Amazing action and non
stop twists and turns.You will actually feel like you are right there with Logan!!! Hot book waiting
for you to read!!!”

Jdubz, “Good Series Continues. The Logan Dodge series is just one fun read after another. It is
always interesting to see how the characters attack an impossible task. Fun action reads that
seem to fly by.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Another Great Logan Dodge Adventure. Logan ends up in a battle to save
the keys from a nemesis they thought was finished but ends up on a oil rig not far off the coast of
Florida.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “First of the series I've read.. Yah the first one I've read and pretty damn
good. Recommend and hope to be able to read them all in the coming future..”

Nelda, “Awesome read!. Logan and gang never cease to thrill and awe!Matthew knows how to
spin a story to keep you spellbound and entertained. Looking forward to the next book and
where it may lead.”

The book by Matthew Rief has a rating of  5 out of 4.6. 774 people have provided feedback.
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