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Diego Figueroa and his crew are stealing cargo containers on the storm-ravaged island of
Puerto Rico. At first, they did it to feed and clothe a desperate population. Now, they’re doing it
for profit. Dark Water Research discovers the police are being paid to turn a blind eye to the
situation, they call in their troubleshooter, Ryan Weller. When Ryan finds a repainted DWR
container about to be shipped off the island, he devises a plan to track it with GPS. However,
Diego springs his own trap, a near deadly ambush that leaves a cop wounded and Ryan on the
run. There’s only one way for him to stop the thieves and that’s to run headlong into trouble no
matter what the consequences.
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Fernandez swung down from the semi-truck and glanced around the crowded dock space.
Shipping containers stood in long rows, stacked four high all along the waterfront of the Luis A.
Ayala Colón San Juan Terminal. Phillipe consulted his paperwork and checked the number of
the container against the manifest. Satisfied he had the right container, he stowed the paperwork
on the seat of his truck and pulled on a pair of leather gloves, then walked around the container,
which sat on a trailer chassis. He took comfort in the routine. It made this job much easier. The
repetitive actions calmed him as he tried to control his heart rate through his breathing. Blood
thundered in his ears, eyes darting around furtively.Phillipe knew many of the workers at both the
Colón Terminal on the mainland and the Isla Grande Terminal on the Isla Grande isthmus, the
two facilities forming the San Juan Port Authority. Standing on the shore of either facility, a
worker could look across the sparkling Bay of San Juan and see the giant gantry cranes of the
other. The Colón facility was twice the size of Isla Grande.The web of freeways right outside the
Colón’s gates would allow Phillipe to make a quick escape.He kicked the tires on the trailer and
peered through the small holes in container corner castings to see if the twist locks securing it to
the trailer were engaged. Satisfied the container was secured to the chassis, he backed his
tractor under the trailer until the fifth wheel locked onto the trailer pin. Then, climbing out of the
cabin, he held onto the chrome grab bar on the side of his aging red Kenworth T800B day cab
and swung himself back to the tractor’s rear frame. He shoved in a lever to lock the trailer king
pin into the fifth wheel, then plugged in the various air lines and harnesses.This had become
Phillipe’s standard routine, ever since he’d lied about his age to get his commercial license at
sixteen. Driving trucks was his dream job.After Hurricane Maria had struck the island in 2017,
he’d been one of the first drivers to show up for work. He understood the vital importance of
distributing the supplies being shipped in from the United States. There had been more



containers at the port facilities than he’d ever seen before. Some companies couldn’t access
their normal shipments because of the relief supplies flooding into the country. During those
desperate weeks and months after the hurricanes, he’d contended with diesel shortages,
proposed driver labor strikes, and the lack of electricity and food.Phillipe dropped to the ground
and used the hand crank to raise the trailer’s landing gear and when fully retracted, locked it in
place. He took more deep breaths while walking back to the truck cab. The breathing exercises
calmed him before he had to face the scrutiny of the security guards. He swung into the seat and
checked his dash to ensure everything was functioning properly. Then he shoved the gear shifter
into first and idled through the yard before stopping at the gate.Phillipe rolled down the window
and handed over his paperwork to the guard. He felt like his heart would beat out of his chest.
Sweat peppered the back of his neck and trickled down his back. How many times had he done
this in the past few months? His skin still crawled like someone had eyes on him and they knew
his secret.“Buenos dias, Phillipe,” the guard named Emanuel said in greeting.“¿Como estas?”
How are you? Phillipe asked, his tongue thick in his dry mouth.“Bien, ¿y tú?” Good, and you?
Emanuel replied.Phillipe grinned, fighting back his anxiety. “Bien, bien.” He’d been dealing with
the guard for years, and while they joked like old friends, Phillipe didn’t think Emanuel would look
the other way when it came to stealing containers. Phillipe’s conscious screamed at him to stop
his crimes, but the devil on his other shoulder urged him to continue. He needed money for his
family.Emanuel handed the manifest back and returned to his guard booth. He reached inside,
and Phillipe drew a deep breath. Was he calling port security? Or the State Police, what the
Puerto Ricans called La Uniformada? Did Emanuel know he was stealing the container?Open
the gate, Phillipe willed silently.The gate swung up, and Phillipe let out the breath he’d been
holding while easing off the clutch. The truck rolled forward, wheels pressing down the spike
strip embedded into the black top. The tiger teeth clinked and rattled as they popped down and
up when each tire rolled over them. Phillipe watched his rearview mirrors to see when the trailer
cleared the gate.He turned onto the on-ramp for John F. Kennedy Expressway and sped away
from the port. He’d cleared the biggest hurdle. Now he needed to snake his way over the
mountains to the south side of the island and deposit his cargo container at the Rafael Cordero
Santiago Port of Americas in Ponce. After dropping the trailer, he would haul another load back
to San Juan.Such was his life as a bandit. He collected a manifest from his contacts and hauled
a trailer to a different port or dropped it somewhere on the island. To him, it made little difference
where the containers went or what they held, as long as he received the thick white envelopes
full of cash.Phillipe smiled as he downshifted for the long climb up through the mountains, his
favorite part of the drive. From the top, he could see the ocean stretching to the horizon, an
endless rolling mass of blue. Tomorrow, he’d do it all over again.Chapter TwoShawn Lindowel
pulled a hand-rolled Don Collins cigar from his shirt pocket and lit it with a match. He stared
down the expansive fairway of the fourteenth green of the Bahia Beach Golf Course. This was
his favorite hole at his favorite course in Puerto Rico. He loved to break out the driver and swing
big. He liked to believe his fifty pounds of extra girth helped him flow through the swing and drive



the ball deep down the fairway.“Think you can clear the water and land it on the green?” Dan
Foose asked.Shawn ran a hand through his sandy blond hair. “Nah, I’ve tried it before, and I
can’t make it. That’s like five hundred yards.”Dan, Shawn’s business partner, was a slim man
whose brown hair was close-cropped to ease the pain of losing the battle with male pattern
baldness. “Let it eat, big dog.”Shawn balanced his cigar on the edge of the golf cart and
extracted his Callaway driver from the bag. Stepping into the tee box, he planted a ball and tee
and took his stance over them, wiggling the club and grinding his feet into the turf. In the silence,
he could hear the ocean crashing onto the beach. An iguana eyed him with curiosity. Then he
wound up and smacked the tiny ball two hundred and twenty-six yards.“Hooked it,” Dan said,
holding a hand up to shade his eyes as he watched the white orb soar through the air.“Don’t
gloat,” Shawn replied, still in his follow-through stance and tracking the ball.The ball landed in
the tall grass beside the lake edging the fairway.“You’re in the rough,” Dan said.Shawn grunted
and stepped back to the cart, slid his club into the bag, and picked up his cigar. He drew deeply
on it and watched Dan take his time to line up his shot. “Any day now, princess.”“Shut your pie
hole,” Dan said, staring at the ball and taking a few practice swings. He set his feet and drove the
ball just shy of two hundred yards.“Nice shot,” Shawn said.“A rare compliment, but I’ll take
it.”Shawn sat down in the cart’s passenger seat. “Let’s go chase our balls.”Dan slid into the
driver’s seat, but just as he put his foot on the pedal, Shawn’s cell phone rang. “This better be
good,” Shawn said to the caller as he answered the phone.“Mr. Lindowel, this is Erik Salazar. I’m
at the port to pick up the container for Dark Water Research, and it’s not here. I had the port
check their records and they found a forged manifest showing the container went out last
night.”Shawn punched the roof of the golf cart. This was the fifth container stolen from the port in
the last two weeks. DWR wasn’t the only company losing containers. The shipping companies
built cargo losses into their models, but this blatant theft right from the docks was
unacceptable.Shawn let out a long breath to control himself. “Thanks for letting me know.”“¡No te
preocupes!” Don’t worry!Shawn ended the call without responding and muttered, “But I am
worried about it.” Containers were turning up missing at all nine ports on the island. During the
glut of shipping after the hurricanes, the thieves had stolen everything they could get their hands
on for either resale or to distribute to the hardest hit areas while the governments argued with
each other. Now that shipping had returned to normal, the thieves had become more creative in
their approach. To Shawn, the thefts were another symptom of the problems plaguing the U.S.
territory.He remembered when it wasn’t like this. When he’d first come to Puerto Rico on a golf
vacation following his divorce in 2001, the island was thriving. He’d fallen in love with the slower
pace of life and the lush green mountains surrounded by a color wheel of watery blues. Instead
of going back to the freezing temperatures of Wisconsin and the business he ran with his father,
he’d stayed on the island. He loved his dad, but they rarely saw eye to eye, and the constant
pressure to perform to impossible standards had driven him to drink and cost him his marriage.
His drinking had slowed after his move to the island, but he still got hammered. He knew his
alcoholism was affecting his health, but he couldn’t pass up the delicious rum.He’d seen his



buddies off at the airport and made a friendly bet with them about how long it would be before he
was back shuffling paperwork for dear old Dad. Shawn vowed he’d never go back, and he’d
prove to his father, his friends, and to his ex-wife that he could make it on his own.With his
background in shipping, Crowley Marine had hired him to work at their terminal on Isla Grande.
After a few years of midlevel management, he was running the whole Crowley terminal. Then a
few years later, he left to start L&F Logistics with Dan. His income had dropped, but he was his
own boss, and if things worked as planned, they would sell out and retire to the golf course for
good.The 2008 American recession and the two devastating hurricanes in 2017 had put a crimp
in his plans, pushing back retirement by a good ten years. But the island was making a slow
comeback. The Puerto Rican government had pushed through reform bills to reignite the
stagnant economy and were in talks with Washington on how to mitigate their debt. A spark of
enthusiasm was burning for the reforms, which would push Puerto Rico toward becoming the
Singapore of the Caribbean. If that were to happen, it would line Shawn and Dan’s pockets with
cash.Until then, they needed to find a way to combat the cargo losses and end the freight claim
lawsuits being filed by cargo owners for the non-delivery of their shipments. L&F Logistics and
several other cargo carriers had been jointly sued for lost profits.Dan let off the throttle and the
cart rolled to a stop. He left Shawn sitting in the cart as he went to get his ball. Shawn puffed on
his cigar. Dan wasn’t a great golfer. He could hit the long ball, but his short game left room for
improvement. Shawn watched as his partner centered himself and drove the ball a meager one-
hundred yards. He was on his way to shooting well below par.Dan returned to the cart and
shoved his club into his bag, muttering unintelligible expletives.Shawn took another draw on the
cigar. With his buoyant mood now gone, he didn’t care about finishing the round. He had a
phone call to make, and he was dreading it. He pulled the cigar from his lips. “Let’s call it a
day.”“We only have four more holes,” Dan protested.“You and I both know who will win this round,
and I’ve lost my enthusiasm for the game.”“The missing container?”Shawn nodded and rubbed
the bridge of his nose. “That makes three DWR containers they’ve stolen.”“We need to call
them.”“Unfortunately.”Dan raised a brow. “You serious about quitting?”“Let’s go to the club
house,” Shawn said. “I need a drink.”Dan shook his head and drove the cart to where Shawn’s
ball was nestled in the rough. He picked it up without getting out of the cart and then continued
down the fairway to where his own ball rested in the grass between the sand trap and the green.
“I had a decent lie for once.”Shawn grinned. “You still won’t beat me.”“Probably not.” Dan
shrugged. “I don’t know why I bother playing with you.”“You’re a glutton for punishment.”“A
freaking sadist is more like it,” Dan grumbled. “I’m always getting my ass kicked, first at golf and
now at sporting clays.”Shawn smirked. Several years ago, Dan had introduced Shawn to
shooting sporting clays, and Shawn knew it irked him that he was a better shot.At the spacious
club house, the two men took seats at one of the restaurant’s outside tables and ordered locally
made rum and their usual lunch. After Shawn had belted down the first drink, he pulled out his
phone. The waiter brought another shot, and Shawn kicked it back before dialing Greg Olsen,
DWR’s owner and logistics manager on the island.When Greg answered, Shawn introduced



himself. He had met Greg only once before, when he’d dropped by Shawn’s office to discuss the
first missing container.“Don’t tell me we’ve lost another shipment,” Greg said.The waiter had
returned with the bottle of rum. Shawn cleared his throat and pointed at the shot glass. He
wanted to feel the warmth of the liquor sliding down his esophagus and spreading across his
belly. Once the waiter filled the glass, Shawn motioned for him to leave the bottle, then shooed
him away with a gesture. “You’re not the only one losing containers. There’s been a rash of thefts
since the hurricanes.”“Are they targeting us or is it random?”“So far, it seems random. My theory
is that they’re getting a look at the manifests and picking what containers they want. We know
they’re forging manifests to get the containers out of the port facilities. From there, I suspect
they’re changing the container numbers and creating new manifests to ship them off island. The
police have also found repainted containers.”“This puts a crimp in our deadline, Shawn.”“I know,
Mr. Olsen,” Shawn said. “We can try to source the supplies locally.”“I’ll probably do that. Getting a
new container shipped here will take too much time.”“I’ll do what I can to expedite it.” Shawn
spun the shot glass on the table. Three shots were a warmup for him. He could kill the bottle over
the afternoon.“I knew I should have loaded a supply vessel with everything we needed,” Greg
said. “I was trying to use just-in-time shipping to minimize costs and better allocate DWR’s
resources.”“I understand, Mr. Olsen, and I promised you I would do everything in my power to
keep this from happening, but it’s beyond me now. We should ask the police to investigate.”“With
all the missing containers, aren’t they investigating them already?”“Not that I know of,” Shawn
said. He would have kept track of such an investigation—not just for DWR, but for all the
shipping companies he dealt with.“When are you back at the office?”“Monday.”“Good. I’ll come
by in the morning.”“See you then.” Shawn hung up and laid the phone on the table. He poured a
shot and spun the glass. He’d been fifteen when he’d had his first beer, and he couldn’t
remember a day since when he hadn’t had at least one drink. His stomach rubbed the edge of
the table, preventing him from getting closer. Too many carbs had packed on the pounds. Shawn
drank the rum. Its fire flared in his belly, tamping down the withering sarcasm he wanted to hurl
at his partner. The waiter arrived with their food, and they dove in. Shawn used it to avoid the
topic at hand.The golf course manager, Andrea, approached the table. Shawn looked up at the
young woman. He was in no mood for her bubbly cheerfulness. He somehow resented her for
being so young and beautiful and already a manager of a golf resort. She wore her normal
uniform of a golf skirt and polo shirt bearing the club’s logo on the left breast pocket.Andrea
paused under the shade of the umbrella. With a smile, she said, “Buenas tardes, señores.” Good
afternoon.Dan smiled back. “Buenas tardes.”Shawn ignored her.Andrea inclined her head. Her
forceful stare made Shawn glance up. With a sweetness that made Shawn want to puke, she
asked, “¿Cómo estás?” How are you?How was he? He stared at his sandwich and mumbled,
“La piña está agria.” Times are tough.Chapter ThreeRyan Weller leaned on his shovel and
watched the excavator dredge its bucket through the mud, roots, and water of the old canal
before depositing the overburden in the back of a truck. Shirtless like most of the Haitians he
was working with, sweat ran down his broad, tan back. At six feet tall, he stood a good six inches



above his average Haitian contemporary. He wore khaki cargo shorts and desert tan combat
boots. To keep his head cool he’d trimmed his shaggy brown hair back to a “number three all
over.” He dragged the back of his hand across his forehead and looked at the sweat puddled on
his skin.The men around him chatted in Creole, eager to return to their farming. The canal, when
opened, would provide irrigation to their fields from the Grande Rivière du Nord. He watched the
people mill about. Their jubilant attitude was infectious. Even though many of them suffered from
abject poverty, they were a joyous people. The simple things in life made them happy. For them,
getting water to their crops was one of the best things to happen to them in a long time.A month
ago, Ryan and his crew on the salvage vessel Peggy Lynn had recovered twenty-five-million
dollars in gold from a sunken freighter. Haitian warlord Joulie Lafitte had provided them with
protection, and in exchange, they’d returned half of the gold to her. The gold had been payment
for an arms transaction between Joulie’s former fiancé, Toussaint Bajeux, and international arms
dealer Jim Kilroy. Both men were now dead, and Joulie was putting her portion of the gold to use
by helping the locals rebuild from the damaging hurricanes of Maria and Irma.Joulie’s residence
was in Cap-Haïtien, and she controlled large portions of the island state’s northern peninsula. To
date, she had built a facility that converted plastics to fuel oil, rebuilt houses and schools,
endowed grants to the local colleges, planted orchards and scores of trees to help combat
deforestation. She employed hundreds of people to scour the beaches, riverbanks, and city
streets to collect plastic trash to feed the fuel oil plant. Men removed sunken vessels from Cap-
Haïtien and Fort-Liberté Bay before dismantling them on the beaches. She’d ordered derelict
homes torn down, the usable material salvaged for future projects, and the debris burned or
discarded.Thousands of vehicles crowded the junkyards around Cap-Haïtien. An obscure
Haitian law allowed for the importation of vehicles, regardless of operational status or age. The
shippers, often family members in the U.S. or local businessmen, packed the vehicles with
everything from canned goods to car parts to bicycles and clothing before sending them to Haiti.
For many, it was a cheap way to transport goods into the country.The Haitians stripped all the
valuable parts from any vehicles that didn’t run before abandoning them in the streets and
woods on the outskirts of the city. Joulie hired a towing company to transport the broken vehicles
to a crusher she’d set up near the fuel plant. Then she sold the crushed vehicles and other scrap
to a Chinese recycling company, which shipped the metal overseas. Not only was she providing
jobs, Joulie was making money cleaning up the country. She put the money back into rebuilding
the economy, like this canal project.Ryan watched as a young boy leaped off a mound of dirt into
the canal. His parents scolded him, and he climbed from the water, coated with mud. Despite the
reprimand, he grinned from ear to ear, and Ryan laughed.James, another young boy ran up to
Ryan. “Meyse Ryan, mambo Joulie wants to speak with you.”Ryan smiled down at the kid who’d
been his shadow since he’d arrived at the dig site three days ago. “Yeah? What’s she want to talk
about?”James held his hands out, palms up, and shrugged. Then he pointed toward the tent
used for a headquarters. “She call on the telephone.”“All right, chief, let’s go.”James raced ahead
of Ryan, who handed his shovel to one of the other workers and made his way across the field to



the tent.The boy had taken to sleeping outside Ryan’s tent until Ryan had caught him, and
James had explained that his parents had died, and he lived with his uncle. Ryan had set up a
cot for him in his tent. James carried messages between the foreman, Jonas Ineus, and Ryan.
Having learned English in school and by watching television, he acted as an interpreter when
Ryan had trouble understanding the Creole language or the heavy accents. The workers were
deferential to Ryan. They knew the nèg blan—white man—had a special relationship with the
mambo—vodou priestess—who financed their projects.Jonas pointed at the satellite phone
sitting on a desk and left the tent.He picked up the phone and sat in the canvas chair. “This is
Ryan.”“Hello, mennaj mwen.” My lover.Her sultry purr was intoxicating, even over the sat phone.
He pictured the mahogany-skinned woman with jet-black hair falling in waves to her mid-back.
Her blue eyes were a genetic anomaly that she claimed were a gift from the loa. They’d also
blessed her with above average height and a commanding presence which she’d cultivated with
a bit of ruthless aggression to take Toussaint’s place. Ryan had seen her be both the caring
visionary and a cold-blooded bitch.“What’s up?”“Your boss called for you.”“I know.” He grinned.
“What can I do for you, boss?”Joulie giggled. “No, mennaj.” Her tone became more serious.
“Your other boss, Greg Olsen.”Ryan nodded, watching the excavator through the tent flaps.
“What’d he want?”“He didn’t tell me. He just said to have you call him. You left your satellite
phone at Roi Christophe.” The King Christophe had once been a summer home for Henri
Christophe in the 1800s. Now it was a hotel in the heart of “the Cap,” as the locals called their
city, and Joulie’s home.“Yes, I did.” Ryan smirked. He’d done it on purpose. Despite the abject
poverty and the supposed security risks, he enjoyed helping with the infrastructure projects
Joulie was implementing. It was a nice break from his normal underwater salvage and
troubleshooting gig. If Greg couldn’t reach him, Ryan didn’t have to go back to work. “How’s
everything in Port-au-Prince?”Joulie sighed. “Not so well. Have you not heard?”“Heard
what?”“The people of Port-au-Prince are rioting in the street and demanding Prime Minister
Lafontant and President Moïse step down. President Moïse tried to institute a fifty-percent price
increase on both diesel and gasoline, higher for kerosene, all to balance a budget.” She sighed
again, sharper this time. “The people are angry because a liter of petrol would cost seven
dollars. How can my people afford fuel when they make less than three dollars a day? What
started as protests has turned into looting and burning stores. They’ve put up roadblocks and
have killed several people. We’re trapped in the hotel.”“Are you all right?”“I’m fine.”Ryan
recognized the weariness in her voice, both from the strain of being trapped and from the
desperation she felt for her country. “Why are they burning the stores? They’re only hurting
themselves.”“They say they have nothing left, so burning the stores doesn’t change their lives,
but in many respects, it doesn’t. At the same time ….” She let out another long sigh. “Those
stores provide the goods they need to survive.”Joulie paused and spoke to someone else, her
muffled voice impossible to make out. Then, she came back on the line.“David Pinchina is
coming to get our delegation. Jean-Claude Duval needs to get back to the Cap to help stabilize
things there.”Ryan had met Cap-Haïtien’s mayor and thought he was doing a fair job under



Joulie’s tutelage. “Are they rioting there, too?” he asked.“Yes. The fuel hike would affect the
whole country.”Ryan watched the excavator work, water streaming from each bucket of mud it
dragged out of the canal. Little waterfalls cascaded from holes in the truck bed as it drained and
ran in rivulets back to the canal. A line from an old Desert Rose Band song sprang into Ryan’s
mind. One step forward and two steps back / nobody gets very far like that. It could be the
country’s theme song.Joulie interrupted his thoughts, her frustration palpable over the phone.
“I’m afraid our mission to lobby Parliament and the UN for money for a desalinization plant and a
waste-water treatment facility is a failure.”“I thought President Moïse’s Change Caravan was
trying to address those issues.”“He was. As you can see, it hasn’t gone well.”“I think you should
do what we talked about and build a Civilian Conservation Corps. Like Roosevelt did during the
Great Depression.”Joulie sighed. They’d been over this before. The idea was that the population
would get training in a variety of skills, and the country’s infrastructure would receive a much-
needed facelift. “I am trying. It is difficult to win over the minds in Port-au-Prince. The government
is not always cooperative. I thought we might find common ground … maybe after they sort the
fuel crisis out.”“When will you be back?” Ryan asked.“David is landing the helicopter on the roof
in a few minutes. I need to finish packing.”“All right. Greg probably wants me to do some
troubleshooting.”“I felt the same. The loa will bless you.”Ryan smiled. Joulie often consulted the
many vodou gods of her religion, believing they assisted the God of the Catholic Church. “I’ll call
you after I find out what’s going on.”“Please do,” Joulie said. “You will need to arrange for
alternate transportation off the island. All the airlines have stopped flights in and out.”“Can David
fly me down?”“I think we can arrange it. We’ll stop to pick you up. It would not be safe for a lone
white man to drive through the city. I must go. I will see you soon.”“Wi, madam.” They said
goodbye and disconnected.He stretched his legs out and crossed them at the ankles. The
country had experienced an illusionary feeling of peace. Underneath the beautiful Caribbean
exterior lay a current of resistance and unease. It had been that way since the Spaniards had
first arrived on the island, named it Hispaniola, and enslaved its residents. Ryan reached into a
cooler and pulled out a bottle of water.He wondered what the crew of the Peggy Lynn was doing.
After they’d received a cash payment from Joulie for the gold salvaged from the sunken freighter,
Santo Domingo, they’d scattered. The Peggy Lynn herself was in dry docks in San Juan, Puerto
Rico, for a refit of both her engines and running gear.Travis Wisnewski, Peggy Lynn’s trained
commercial diver, and his girlfriend, Stacey Coleman, had flown back to the States to visit their
respective parents and continue to cement their relationship. Don Williams, the boat’s
mechanical engineer, had gone back to Texas City to spend time with his girlfriend, Ashlee
Calvo, a computer technician at DWR. Captain Dennis Law, Peggy Lynn’s owner, and his
octogenarian first mate, Emery Ducane, had elected to stay in San Juan to oversee the
refit.Ryan had stayed in Cap-Haïtien with the beautiful warlord. He’d been sharing her bed since
he’d first come to the country to retrieve the gold. He’d given her his share of his salvage profits
to invest in infrastructure projects with a promised return. Not only was he doing something
worthwhile with his money, he was able to keep his profits and dividends hidden from the prying



eyes of government tax collectors.Although, he had doubts now about seeing a return. He was
thankful he didn’t need the money. He’d squirreled away over a million dollars after he and his
then-partner at DWR, Mango Hulsey, had split a bag of cash they’d taken off a gunrunning ship
in the Gulf of Mexico. He considered it hazardous duty pay after having his sailboat shot out from
under him and enduring two long days floating in the open ocean before being picked up by a
Mexican fishing vessel.In Haiti, Ryan was acting as a day laborer and construction consultant.
He’d grown up working for his father’s construction company and had tried to make it his life’s
work after a ten-year stint in the U.S. Navy as an explosive ordnance disposal technician, but
he’d missed the adventurous life he’d led, sailing around the world when he was eighteen, then
working with the military’s elite bomb squads. When Greg Olsen had offered him a position at
DWR as their Homeland Security liaison, Ryan had jumped at the chance to get back into the
action.The first mission to hunt down pirates in the Gulf of Mexico had resulted in Ryan seizing
the gunrunning ship and killing the leader of the Aztlán Cartel. Jose Luis Orozco, the cartel’s new
leader, had placed a two-million-dollar bounty on Ryan’s head. Undeterred, Ryan tracked down
the international gun dealer, Jim Kilroy, who had sold weapons to the Aztlán Cartel.Kilroy had
coerced Ryan and Mango into transporting a shipload of weapons to Toussaint Bajeux in Haiti,
but a rival warlord sank the shipment along with Toussaint’s gold payment. Ryan and Mango had
gone down with the ship, swimming to shore using rebreather diving equipment. His mission had
been unsanctioned by his Homeland handler, which had led to Ryan’s unofficial disassociation
with both DWR and Homeland. Mango and his wife had sailed off on their sailboat, and Ryan
had hidden in the Florida Keys, teaching scuba diving.But the gold had called to him, and he’d
convinced Captain Dennis to use his vessel to help salvage it. Now, Ryan was an independent
contract troubleshooter for DWR and in a complicated relationship with Joulie.Ryan drained the
last of the water in the bottle and tossed it into a nearby recycling bin. He wished he had a
cigarette. Two weeks ago, he’d smoked the last of his American Camel Blues and had vowed to
quit. He wasn’t sure if he was glad that he had stopped or if he just missed the repetitive action
of bringing his hand to his mouth.He dialed Greg Olsen and put the satellite phone to his ear.
When Greg answered, Ryan asked, “How’s life in Puerto Rico?”“Better than yours, I can tell you
that.”“Is it?”“Air conditioning and ice-cold beer. I hear you’re sweating in some old tent in the
middle of nowhere while the natives burn down their country.”“Pretty much,” Ryan said.“Get your
ass to San Juan. We have a job.”“What’s going on?”“Someone is stealing cargo containers from
the terminals,” Greg said. “Three DWR containers have disappeared in the last two weeks.”Ryan
sat forward, intrigued. “An inside job?”“I don’t think so. We’re using a local company with a good
reputation. How soon can you get here?”“I’m not sure. David Pinchina might have to fly me down.
The airlines have stopped all flights in and out of Haiti.”“We’re scheduled to meet with the
shipping company execs on Monday morning. That’ll give you three days to get here.”“What day
is it?”“Friday,” Greg said. “Have you been in the bush that long?”“We’re digging an irrigation
canal.”“Sounds romantic. Now get a move on. I’ll see you in a few.”“Aye, aye, Skipper,” Ryan said
and hung up the phone. With a sigh, he shoved himself out of the chair and walked out of the



tent.James came running up, drenched to the skin. His wet, baggy shorts outlined the thinness
of his legs and his bare chest heaved with excitement. Pointing at the canal and a group of boys
sliding down the muddy bank, he exclaimed, “We made a slide.”Ryan smiled. The boy had a
huge grin on his face, like most children worldwide despite their circumstances. They enjoyed
the simple pleasures in life before what Ryan liked to call Adult Worry Syndrome set in. “Glad
you’re having fun.”“Wi.” James grinned. “Do you want to jump in?”Ryan laughed. “No, I’ve got to
get going.”James stuck out his bottom lip and hung his head.Ryan squatted beside him. “Don’t
worry, kid. I’ll be back before they finish this project.”The boy nodded solemnly. “Can I come with
you?”“Afraid not, buddy. I have to go to Puerto Rico. Did you know they lost all their power after
the hurricane?”James shook his head. How could he know? The boy didn’t have access to
newspapers and what television he did watch consisted of soccer matches.“They have
problems with their food and electricity just like you guys do. I’ll help them for a little bit and then
I’ll be back.”One of the nearby men yelled at James. Ryan caught a few words, some of them not
too kind. The man laughed, and James ran into the woods. Ryan wanted to run after him and tell
him everything would be okay, but he didn’t. He couldn’t make such a promise.Ryan walked
down to where Jonas Ineus stood with a group of men beside the now silent excavator. They
were staring into the trench and discussing something in rapid Creole. Ryan motioned the
foreman away from the group.When Jonas walked over, he said, “They are arguing whether to
dig another canal to a small village nearby.”“Tell them to finish dredging the existing canal, and
then talk about making changes.”“Yes, sir,” Jonas said.“I have to go to Puerto Rico, but I should
be back in two weeks. Joulie expects the canal to be completed by then.” He’d lied to James. He
didn’t know when he’d return to this tiny village, if ever. He was being called back to his life in a
world much different from this simple way of existence.Jonas bobbed his head. “It will
be.”“Good,” Ryan said.“When will you go?”“Soon. Joulie is coming to pick me up.”Jonas moved
closer to him and lowered his voice. “I would recommend you stay in your tent until she arrives.
The people are rioting against the government’s increase in fuel prices. There is much anger and
there are men here who want to take it out on you.”“I had nothing to do with it.”“This, I know. They
only see you as a wealthy white man who represents the evils of the UN and the United States,
you understand?”“Yeah, I get it,” Ryan said, glancing around.“Good. Go quickly, now, to the tent.
Remember what I showed you there?”Ryan nodded. There was a rust-pitted Beretta M9 in a
footlocker.The foreman said, “Keep it handy.”Chapter FourThe excavator started as Ryan walked
to the tent. He kept a wary eye on the armed guards hired to protect the dig site. There were six,
rotating in shifts of two, each bearing either an AK-47 or a pump-action shotgun and a side arm.
Several had sheathed machetes dangling from their belts. One guard sat on the catwalk of the
excavator’s cab, gun laying across his knees. The other smoked a cigarette near the tents.Inside
the tent, Ryan opened his backpack and pulled out his Walther PPQ 9mm. There was a round
locked in the chamber and fifteen more snub-nose hollow points in the magazine. Out of habit,
he press-checked the slide just enough to see the cartridge. He slipped the inside of the belt
holster between his shorts and underwear, inserted the pistol, and pulled his shirt over the butt.



In his right pocket was a tactical folding knife. He was preparing to run if things went loud, but he
hoped the loonies left him alone. He was here to help people, not hurt them.Just as he finished
zipping his bag closed, he heard angry shouts outside. The noise of the excavator’s engine died,
and the shouting grew louder. Cautiously, he peeled back the tent flap to peek outside.A mob of
men, bared to the waist and shiny with sweat, crowded around the excavator. Several carried
rifles and shotguns while others brandished thick clubs or garden implements.Jonas climbed up
to the cab of the excavator and beseeched the crowd in Creole. Ryan picked up parts of the
man’s speech. He railed against the government for raising fuel prices but insisted that Joulie
and Ryan were helping them by digging the canal.A rustling at the rear of the tent startled him.
Ryan swung around, left hand sweeping his shirt away, right hand pulling the Walther. He trained
the gun on the moving canvas.James poked his grinning head underneath.The grin disappeared
when James saw the gun pointed at him. He scrambled backward.“Stop,” Ryan hissed.James
froze, but when Ryan holstered the pistol, he wiggled forward. Ryan ran to him, grabbed him
under the armpits, pulled him under the tent wall, and stood him on his feet in one swift
motion.He knelt by the boy. “What’s going on?”“They …” James’s voice quivered.“They can’t see
you or hear you. Whisper if you want.”“The men are angry about the fuel prices and want to know
who is paying for the digger. They think you are. You are a rich man, non?”“No,” Ryan said.
“Everyone knows mambo Joulie is paying for the excavator.”“They think you are using her. That’s
what the man said before I ran away.” Tears welled at the corners of his eyes.“It’s okay.” Ryan put
a hand on the boy’s shoulder.James wiped tears from his cheeks with the back of his hand, but
the comforted look on his face changed to one of terror.“What is it?” Ryan asked. He understood
a moment later: The crowd was surging toward the tent, chanting his name. “Go, James. Run
and hide.”“Please don’t leave me,” he whispered. His lower lip quivered, and Ryan hoped the boy
didn’t have a sobbing melt down on the earthen floor of the tent.“Run—go now,” Ryan
pleaded.James shook his head and stood his ground.Ryan rose to his feet. He had to protect
this brave little boy and keep him safe from the angry crowd. He wanted to know what the crowd
was chanting, to understand their grievances, but Ryan knew a mob ran on fear. It would be
difficult to rationalize with them.Right outside the tent flap, Jonas’s voice boomed above the
crowd. “Sispann!” Stop!The crowd did not listen. Their chanting filled the tent with a noise so
loud it caused James to cover his little ears. Ryan reached for the reassuring grip of the pistol as
the tent began to shake. If they were coming for him, he’d take a few of the bastards with him.He
smelled smoke before spying the flame licking at the rear corner of the tent’s canvas. He
shouldered into his backpack and drew James to him, squatting again as he placed both hands
on the boy’s shoulders.“We’re in trouble, buddy. If they come in, I’ll hold them off. You’re young,
kid, but you need to get away. Go to the Roi Christophe in Cap-Haïtien. It’s a hotel.”The boy
nodded.“Find mambo Joulie and tell her I sent you. Tell her …” He tried to think of the right words
to get Joulie to take the boy in. “Tell her you worked for me and tell her that she has a scar on the
back of her thigh. Right here.” He pointed at the spot just under the buttocks on his right leg.
“She got it when she was a little girl, climbing through the rubble of a landslide to find her



parents. She fell and sliced it open on a piece of glass. Tell her I told you and I said she is to take
care of you.”Tears left trails through the dust on James’s face. Snot bubbled from his left nostril,
but he nodded. Outside, the crowd grew louder. The flame had spread up the walls, opening a
hole in the wall.When Ryan glanced up, the angry faces of the mob stared back.Ryan shook the
boy’s shoulders to bring his eyes back from the gnawing flames. “Repeat it to me.”“Go to the Roi
Christophe. Tell mambo Joulie she has a scar, here.” James pointed. “She cut her leg on glass
when her parents died in an earthquake.”“Exactly.” Ryan stood, gripped James’s shoulder, and
steered him toward the burning hole. He held the Walther out in front of him.Chapter FiveJoulie
Lafitte stared out the window of the dark green Bell 212 helicopter, a civilian version of the
Vietnam-era Huey. Below, a crowd encircled a smoking tent. Flames fed on the sides, curling
away the canvas. A slight wind lifted ash and still smoldering pieces of tent into the air and
swirled them into the thick, black smoke pouring off the fully engulfed excavator. The wind from
the helicopter’s rotors fanned the flames of both the tent and excavator.“Can you land near the
tent?” she asked the pilot, David Pinchina.“Wi,” he said, angling the machine toward the open
field on the far side of the flaming tent.Her throat burned with bile and her heart lurched when
she saw Ryan. He’d stepped out of the burning hole, pushing a small boy with one hand and
swinging a pistol back and forth with the other. The crowd did not part. Men with guns pressed
the crowd closer to them.Ryan pulled the boy tight to him and pointed the gun at the head of a
man holding a shotgun at port arms. The man tried to stumble backward, but the roaring crowd
pushed him forward. Ryan put his pistol’s muzzle between the smaller man’s eyes. The man
dropped his gun and spread his arms. He moved backward, parting the crowd.Joulie’s whole
body thrummed with her heartbeat. She felt lightheaded and clammy. Seeing her lover fight with
her people was tearing her apart.“I’m going to set it down right on the crowd,” David said calmly
into the headset.Joulie looked up at him and nodded.“Throw open the door as soon as I’m down.
Don’t let anyone on but Ryan and the kid.”“Okay,” Joulie replied.“He must mean something to
Ryan. Looks like he’s protecting him.” David turned back to the controls and lowered the aircraft
toward the crowd, bringing it to hover a mere ten feet off the ground. Smoke roiled in the rotor
wash. Sand, grass, and loose debris pelted the mob. They scattered and ran for cover as the
tent blew over and flapped along the ground.Joulie placed her hand on the door handle, ready to
slide it open. Just as the skids touched the ground, a hole appeared in the door’s plexiglass
window, and a crack formed between the hole and the bottom of the window’s steel frame.She
fell back, eyes fixed on the hole. Her breath caught in her chest. No air came in through her
windpipe despite the automatic flexing of her jaws.“Open the door!” David screamed at her.She
couldn’t make her limbs move. Everything was in a haze except the bullet hole.“Open the door,
Joulie! Open the door!”The helicopter lurched a foot off the ground. For Joulie, the relief of
leaving the danger buoyed her spirit, but the skids settled back onto the ground, flexing under
the weight of the helicopter.A hand clamped on her arm and shook her. Looking up, she saw
David twisted around in the seat. He released her arm and put his hand on the flight controls.
Behind her, someone pounded on the starboard door. The door behind Joulie rattled and shook



on its track as people tried to jerk it open. She was thankful David had instructed her to lock
it.Adrenaline shot, raw and hot, into her veins. She had killed men, looked them in the eyes and
watched them die, but being trapped in the helicopter while the crowd surrounded them had
triggered an irrational terror.With a new determination, she scrambled forward on the slick steel
floor, reaching for the door handle. Before she could grab it, the door slid open and a small black
boy tumbled into the cabin, followed by a familiar white man.David threw full power to the twin jet
engines, which shrieked in protest. Thunder roared off the rotors. The air flow rocked and
buffeted the airframe. Dust and dirt whipped the air. Lost in the machinery’s scream was the pop,
pop, pop of small arms fire and the cries of the crowd. Several rioters jumped onto the skids.
Ryan fought them off as they tried to crawl through the open door.Suddenly, the helicopter shot
into the air. Joulie’s stomach, raw from the bile and adrenaline, seemed to slide down to her
knees as centrifugal force plastered her to the floor. She saw two wide-eyed men clinging to the
door frame. She glanced at Jean-Claude Duval, Cap-Haïtien’s mayor, but he was ashen faced
and remained belted to the seat beside her, fear palpable in his rigid body.One rioter lost his grip
and wheeled his arms to keep his balance on the skid. Ryan lunged for the man and grabbed his
hand. The man hung in midair; the only thing connecting him to the helicopter was the tenuous
grasp Ryan had on his wrist.She sat up and the little boy stumbled into her lap, his bare chest
pressed against her. She attempted to cover his eyes, but he pushed her away. She tried to
cover them again, but he crawled out of her lap.Strangely, in his absence, she felt cold and
alone.“We’ve got a problem,” David said. His dry voice didn’t belie the seriousness of the
issue.Chapter SixRyan’s upper body hung out of the helicopter’s passenger compartment; feet
hooked around a passenger seat brace. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw the smoke trailing
from the engine compartment. There was little he could do about it even if his hand wasn’t
locked around the dangling man’s wrist.Ryan looked into the man’s dark eyes. He was no longer
the fearsome rioter, pillaging and looting. He was a frightened man about to die, and Ryan
couldn’t hold on to him forever. His grip was weakening. Sweat slicked his cramping and
spasming muscles. Ryan squeezed his legs tighter around the brace and reached down to grab
the man’s wrist with both his hands. He tried to pull up, but the man was a dead weight.Without
warning, the rioter slipped through his weakening grasp, flailing his arms and legs as he fell.
Ryan stared after him until he disappeared into the trees. Dropping his head to the cool metal
deck, he closed his eyes. He wished he’d looked away and wondered if he could ever forget the
image of the man falling, the protuberance of his eyes, the inaudible scream escaping from his
gaping mouth.The other rioter who still clung to the outside of the helicopter edged along the
skid and climbed into the cabin. He stepped over Ryan and sank into a seat beside James.
When he caught sight of Joulie, his fear of the warlord replaced his fear of falling off the
aircraft.When he rolled over, Ryan noticed the man staring at the vodou priestess. Even
crumpled on the floor, the woman looked radiant. Her eyes glared daggers back at the
unwelcome interloper. Beside her was Jean-Claude Duval, a balding, reed thin man dressed in a
rumpled black suit, who averted his gaze as well. He dabbed at the sweat glistening on his high



forehead with a white handkerchief.Ryan scrambled to his feet and slid the door closed, partially
muting the wind and rotor noise. A whistle filled the void as wind rushed over the bullet hole. He
extended a hand to Joulie and helped her to her feet, then donned a headset.David strained to
maintain control of the dying bird. Warning lights flashed across the control panels.“What can I
help with?” Ryan asked.“I need a second pair of hands up here,” David said.Ryan climbed over
the center console and settled into the left-hand seat.“You ever flown a helicopter?” David asked
through gritted teeth. The whine of the turbines had changed. Someone had perforated one with
gun fire.“I’ve had a few lessons,” Ryan said, scanning the dashboard clusters and warning lights.
He pointed at the blinking indicator for the port engine. “Want me to shut that off?”“Yes.” David
glanced out the side window and then at the ground ahead, his eyes continuously scanning the
dash, horizon, sky, and ground.Ryan punched the button with the tip of his right index finger. The
engine indicator light and several others winked out.“Are we going to be okay?” Joulie
asked.Ryan glanced over his shoulder. She was standing between the two pilot seats, hands
and knees braced against their steel backs. Behind her, James had a headset on and was seat-
belted in beside their unknown passenger, who looked like he was about to shit his pants. James
used his hands to push the earmuffs tight against the sides of his head, beaming a million-watt
smile. He gave a thumbs-up when he saw Ryan looking at him.The kid’s calmer than the rest of
us, Ryan thought as he turned back to the console. They were losing altitude. He took a minute
to buckle his harness. Turning to the priestess, he said, “Better strap yourself in.”She met his
eyes. He raised his eyebrows and motioned toward the back with a jerk of his head. Joulie stared
at him for a moment longer before she pushed away and sat between James and their uninvited
guest, buckling her seat belt.David said, “We’re not going to make it to the airport.”
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David Thatcher Wilson, “What are you waiting for?. Just finished reading last night. Again Graver
has spun a wonderful tale. Being in Haiti and Puerto Rico has added another exotic flavor, but
having been to PR and having written of Haiti, it's all good ... all believable. Evan and I have
much in common -- both retired military, both paralyzed, both authors, both living in south
Florida. I'm just glad we aren't both writing in the same genre or I'd have to give up. He's too
good. And with each book he gets better and better. If you've not yet discovered this author, do
so now! If you have, and you have not yet bought this book, WHAT THE HECK ARE YOU
WAITING FOR?David Thatcher Wilson, authorSmith Beach Press”

S I P, “Make a Great TV Series?. Considering the five books -- including the Prologue novella
Dark Days -- I think they would make a great 4 x 1.5 hour TV series, perhaps to be streamed by
a well-known company. The director would need to ensure there is adequate description of the
various weapons in the dialogue.That stated, I liked Dark Shadows, which brings the Haiti
storyline to a finale, but also in Puerto Rico. Nicely done.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “Another great book. I would like to give a big shout out to Evan Braver for a
great series of these books Thank you”

Brian J.Connell, “Fast read. Very good!”

Serenity..., “~~Fast paced thriller~~. Found this to be a fast paced thriller and will find other
books by this author. This is the first one I have read by him and will not be my last.This one
contains a lot of action and thrills. And, the location of this novel is set in Puerto Rico.Please
note that I borrowed this with my KU subscription.Well done to this author.Highly recommended.”

ditch, “Solid Series That Continues to Improve. A well done escapist read. Stumbled upon this
series via kindle recommendation. Graver’s protagonist isn’t the standard infallible ex spec ops
guy thankfully. The characters are fleshed out well over the sequence of novels and the action
never gets in the way of a good narrative.Looking forward to continuing through the series.If I
had one request ; I’d like to get a first person narrative from Weller somewhere down the line.”

Cynthia S 989484981, “Ryan Weller wins again, and looses him woman again. the trouble
shooter for DWR manages to get into, and out of, more trouble than the law allows. Makes
friends with the local police investigator, falls in love, and has to leave her behind. the intricate
details of Evan Graver's stories keep me in full suspense until I reach the end..... Were will Ryan
go next?”

A. Percival, “Great read. Fans of Dirk Pit will love these books! Highly recommend if you want a



great adventure read.  Looking forward to the next one!”
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