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Prologue
Kai saw the swell building on the horizon, a set of three head high waves marched towards the reef where he was positioned like the cavalry of an army hungry for war. His heart raced as the first wave approached…he was too far inside and Stu had noticed this.
‘Kai move back you fuckin’ goon, you’re gonna eat reef if you don’t get back.’
Stu bellowed over the surf as it jacked up and broke over the coral. Kai had responded just in time and paddled furiously climbing the face of the monster just before it broke, once over the lip he saw the next leviathan as it jacked up, and he knew this was the moment. This was what he had been moving towards his whole life. He pushed Amber far out of his mind as he dug deep and paddled hard.
The spray stung his eyes as he picked up speed and begun to drop down the face of the wave, it was almost a vertical take-off and as he dropped to the bottom of the beast he dug in a rail, and the board sang as is began to plane. The wave walled up as it broke behind him, the huge thick lip spewing out over his head as it engulfed him like a whale would a shoal of fry. Time seemed to slow down although he was shooting down the line of the barrel desperate to make his escape from the teeth of the hungry beast. The sound was deafening and he watched helplessly as the light escaped him. The wave had taken him down.
Twisting and pulling each limb over and over as it rolled him on to the reef, and he tried to remember to stay calm. He could feel his pulse inside his head beating like the drums of the head hunters tribe, the third wave of the set then took him further down, he had made contact twice with the reef which had pierced his helpless body, its razor sharp barracuda like teeth raggedly tearing his flesh. Amber drifted in to his mind like a fog, her wry smile gazed at him filling him with guilt, he couldn’t leave her like this and he wouldn’t.
The power of the surfs hold-down recessed but things were getting darker and this was a tell-tale sign that Kai’s body was beginning to shut down. He needed air and he needed it now. He blew a bubble to gain a bearing of the surface, his weary body ragged with fatigue was slow and heavy, and each stroke burned as he swam for his life. He broke the surface filling his lungs with the warm salty air, it was then that the pain of his lacerations began to kick in. Adrenaline is a powerful drug and it was beginning to wear off as he searched for his board, which he could see was on the inside of the lagoon with a gash on the deck.
It took Kai a while to register that Stu was screaming at him. Maybe it was the concussion from the massive wipe out or the copious amounts of ocean that had seeped into his head. But the words eventually cut through him like a knife.
‘Kai…dude…the boat…it’s GONE…’
It took only a second to scan the outer reef area for their yacht which had been moored with a double reef anchor to secure her against the Indian swells.
‘What the fuck man…..Where? How?’ his words screeched with fright as he knew this was an island you didn’t want to be marooned on. The tales had made Kai and Stu plan meticulously for months as the island chain was unchartered and hid dark secrets of murderous tribes. Something had gone badly wrong and the dream of finding the perfect wave had turned in to a nightmare which he feared they may not survive. 




Chapter 1

Dragging Anchor
As the northerly breeze blew down the valley it drove a distinct earthy autumnal hum which filled Kai’s nostrils. He stared out over the bay towards the granite reef known as the bench. In the grey early morning light lines of swell were beginning to become visible as the breeze started to lift the morning mist. Bubbles of excitement fluttered in his stomach as he imagined riding the lonely green swells that swept down the channel from the Atlantic. Kai’s phone brought an end to this wet dream as it buzzed on the bonnet of his rusty estate.
‘Where are you?’ the text read. It was Amber, and he would probably have normally replied but this swell wasn’t going to hang around.
Amber just didn’t get it. She supported Kai but he could tell the dawn patrol missions and moonlit forays were taking their toll on their relationship. And he didn’t blame her, it was this selfish desire that Kai just couldn’t shake, his passion for travel and adventure was so strong it dominated everything, and committing to work and a home life was becoming impossible. Their relationship was beginning to strain as the tide of Kai’s passion grew stronger. The irony was that this was what had attracted Amber in the first place.
He flicked the phone and towel into the car, zipped up his suit and stashed his keys under a rock. Kai splashed water over his face to accustom his body to the icy waters. At sub twenty degrees it made every inch of his body ache as it seeped through the zip and neck seals, like a sorcerers spell. There was no escape. He dug deep as he paddled across the bay solely focussed on the waves ahead. They broke ferociously on the reef, peeling down the point with the offshore breeze caressing their face, making them hollow. Kai made the art of wave riding look easy, his style crafted as a teenager, self-taught and inspired by the glossy surf magazines of the 90’s.
Kai was in his element alone here on the reef with just the gulls as company and machine gun fire in the background. He would pick the largest set wave and take off so late, that he would free fall down the face until he set the rail to make the section. He applied slashy turns using his board like a weapon, cutting each beast until it was defeated. His signature move was to speed down the line just as the wave was beginning to close out and hit the section flying skyward flipping end over end. The sound of an outboard engine spelled the end of his session and he knew what was coming next, sure enough the R.I.B appeared from the near shore, complete with two men dressed in military uniform.
‘This is an M.O.D Firing Range, the ranges are open and you need to get back to shore immediately…oh for fucks sake Kai this is your last chance, get in the boat we’re taking you back’ spat the Marine.
‘Come on guys, just let me have one more wave?’ Kai jested, throwing his middle finger in the air and paddling for another wave. The boat quickly sped ahead of the swell, cutting him off before he could take off.
‘Not this time,’ the tall thickly built marine grabbed Kai’s leash and hauled him into the boat.
‘Kill joy… suppose it saves me a paddle back to the beach though, so cheers!’ He proceeded to get a good old fashioned military bollocking on the way back to shore, and as the boat skipped along seas lumpy face he smiled envisioning his next session and how gutted Salty must be having missed the first great autumn swell.
Salty’s face said it all he was slumped on Kai’s bonnet complete with spliff in hand, staring out over the bay at the bench where Kai had just been ripping.
‘I can’t believe you scored it solo again, you jammy fucker!’ he said in a high pitch almost childlike tone. ‘How long did you get before the scum pulled you out of there? And where’s Amber?’
Kai took off his leash and grabbed his towel he was slightly breathless and cold. ‘I took off before she woke up again! She wanted me to go to fucking IKEA!’ He spat on the gravelly floor of the car park. His mouth was salty from the sea, he took a drink of water and quickly stole the spliff off Salty much to his disgust.
‘I only managed 25 minutes roughly, three or four decent waves man.’
‘Well at least you got out, I woke too late and there’s no chance of getting in at the bench now the marine patrols are all over it, plus I’ve got work.’
Salty and Kai shared the same passion for living and enjoying the moment, and had traversed many great waves together. It was a relationship and friendship built on trust, knowing each other’s limitations and how to sometimes push them. Salty had Kai’s back and would follow him to the ends of the earth, little did he know that may be too far.
Kai’s head buzzed with the warmth of the car heater and as a result of the marijuana he had smoked. He was nervous about how Amber was going to react when he arrived home. He had let her down again, and he was sure there was only so much further she could be pushed until their ride was over. It made him feel sad and subdued, and as he drove back through the dreary, dank country lanes the end of season colours almost mimicked his gut feeling of his relationships conclusion.
They had been together for five years now, from the moment they met there was an instant electric connection which they both buzzed off, but in recent months though Kai had felt a hunger like no other to continue his pursuit of chasing wild surf, and Amber just didn’t feel the same. She was a strong, intelligent and beautiful being, her drive and lust for life was as intense as Kai’s, but it seemed that it was differing paths that they were destined for.
There was no other way to describe Amber other than stunning. She had a petite and slight figure with pretty green eyes that drew Kai into a dreamlike state every time she looked over. Her wavy blonde hair fell just above her breast and Kai loved watching it blow in the wind when they watched the surf together. She had a natural, elegant beauty of which she was totally oblivious too. Her character was just like Kai’s and her mood was visible from a distance, so when Kai finally got back to the flat he knew that Amber was as angry as the forthcoming storm.
‘I’m sick of all of this, when are you going to grow up and stop treating me second best to the bloody ocean?’
Kai knew he had to tread carefully here as he had a habit of being way too honest. ‘What do you mean all of this? All I did was go for a surf, you knew it was the first good swell…’
Amber instantly cut him off, ‘Kai, I’m serious, we had plans, there’s always going to be another swell. You need to put me first for a change you’re not fucking twenty anymore. It’s called commitment or maybe you just don’t care.’
‘Don’t care? I emigrated back for you, I’m stuck in this shit hole, no swell channel for you, and you say I don’t care?’ Kai was angry, his body shivered with a mix of rage and lactic acid build up courtesy of not warming down properly. His red mist persona was perfect when committing to extreme sport situations, as a fight or flight was sometimes the only option, however it was possibly the worst personality trait when dealing with an angry partner.
Amber’s tears rolled down her flushed cheeks, she had recoiled at his statement so full of disgust and it was all directed at her. She loved him, but this was the moment she realised, that like an albatross, Kai would take to wing again, and she would be left behind.
‘Amber……I’m sorry that wasn’t cool I...’
‘Just go Kai, you know you want to’
‘Why do you always presume to know what I want?’ asked Kai flushing red in the realisation of the situation he had put them in.
Amber turned away and looked out of the window, the wind had switched south west and rain was beating against the glass. As quickly as this autumn depression had set upon the coast, it seemed that their relationship had met the same fate. He grabbed at her waist and tried to pull her round to him, she stiffened and pushed his advances away.
‘Fine’ he said pecked her on the cheek and went in to their room quickly packed his rucksack and padded out.
‘Amber don’t let it finish like this, it’s stupid.’
‘No Kai, you’re stupid thinking that you can chase the surf forever.’ 




Chapter 2

Turning Tides
The Volvo’s aged diesel engine groaned under the force of the acceleration that Kai applied as he raced away from the flat. A mixture of feelings flooded through Kai’s mind like the channels surging tide, fear of being alone entwined with elation of freedom perplexed him. He grinded through the gears heading to Salty’s pad. He could do with offloading and a place to stay for the night whilst he figured out what to do. Salty was high when Kai pulled up in and it was only midday.
‘Dude what happened to work?’
‘They binned me man’ Salty shrugged.
Salty, as can be imagined, was not a role model for the youth of today. He was always late, rarely lasted past probation periods and was banned from most of the pubs locally. Not for being violent or a drunk, but for his knack of always getting caught with illegal substances.
Kai explained his predicament about Amber giving him his marching orders, and Salty laid it out as plain as day. ‘Dude you’ve been pushing this self-destruct button for a while now and it was bound to amount to something, you now have two choices… Sort your shit out and grovel, as she is a killer chick that any dude would be happy with, or, split that inheritance money with your best pal and hit Europe for the winter storm season!’ he said with a grin. For a stoner there were no wiser words and Kai would ponder this whilst having a beer. He wasn’t really sure how things had manufactured over the evening, but it was the piercing tone of a text message from Amber that delivered Kai’s fate the following morning. It took a while for the message to sink in, but it was done, he was going to be on a ferry to France that very afternoon.
The garage at Amber’s flat was Kai’s place of solace, the small brick building was a waterman’s Aladdin’s cave filled with all sorts of wave riding vehicles, tools and bikes. As he snuck in one last time to reclaim his surfing gold for the trip, Amber shouted from the window ‘sneaking out one last time eh Kai?’
He knew he owed Amber an explanation and headed upstairs. He was going over the conversation in his head, confident that a break from each other would do them the world of good. But it didn’t really go to plan. The moment the words “France” and “surf” tumbled from his lips, he received a slap to the face, promptly followed by the rest of his belongings being tossed out the door in a heap, which wasn’t too dissimilar to the state of their relationship. He packed what he needed into the Volvo, topped up the oil and headed to the ferry terminal in Poole harbour. As he drove his IPOD shuffle flicked on “The Getaway” by the Red Hot Chilli Peppers, ‘how apt’ he thought.  
Salty was attempting to chat up the check-in staff when Kai arrived at the terminal, Salty was dressed in his usual bohemian attire and seemed to be attracting way too much attention from security in the corner of the room, which he seemed completely oblivious to.
‘Salt man, you better not have any shit stashed, you’re gonna get searched for sure’ Kai whispered, eyeing up the burly security guard.
‘Easy big fella, it’s in my fin bag stashed within a tub of Vicks vapour rub. The dogs don’t stand a chance!’ he spoke with such confidence that it made Kai laugh out loud.
Sure enough Kai and the wizard made it through security and loaded the battered car on to the ferry. The crossing took twelve hours, so they headed to the bar to secure a couple of beers before heading out to the deck. The glassy smoothness of the water broke away at the mouth of the harbour as the ferry slowly trudged out into the open sea, and as she gently begun to list and rise with the groundswell Kai felt an unfamiliar sensation flutter into his mind. Though he had felt it a long time ago, it was a mixture of regret and awakening. It was the same feeling he had experienced when he first got with Amber. Salty slapped him vigorously on the back as they stared out across the sea and it brought Kai back to the moment. Salty held his beer bottle high and whispered into the wind, ‘and so it begins…’
They had arrived in St Malo early and soon got to grips with navigating the foreign roads. The Volvo was perfectly suited to long haul missions and as long as Kai didn’t push the engine, she would trudge on like any noble steed should. La Souze was the first port of call, a granite reef that offered hollow a-frame peaks perfect for shredding, and that was all Kai and Salty frothed over as they covered the 250 miles to their destination. As they pulled into the car park it was clear that they wouldn’t be alone in the water.
Salty acknowledged this, and grunted ‘time to show the blue crew how we roll Kai! So are you ready to rip?’
‘Easy Salt man, lets hang out on the shoulder, feel the situation and pick a couple when we can’. Kai’s response was his classic assessment of the situation and it would prove to be invaluable when travelling foreign shores, where respect is earnt and not easily given.
The three locals were clearly tuned into the spot. They took turns on the best set waves catching tubes in the afternoon sun the wind blowing the spray high into the sky as it transcended into something else. The duo paddled out to the reef with a sense of purpose. With strong powerful strokes, they were asserting a presence. As they got to the line-up they were met with a barrage of French that they obviously didn’t understand, and this was quickly recognised.
‘Where are you from’ the guy spoke with a thick French accent. He was of medium build with a scar above his left eye. He rode goofy footed (which means right foot forward), Kai had spotted this on the way out. He rode well and was clearly the alpha of the group.
‘England’ Kai offered ‘it’s a great swell today guys, some impressive waves’ he added. The mood in the water had changed as quickly as the autumn light was fading, Salty shifted uncomfortably on his board as they sat perched waiting for the next set.
‘You are not welcome here,’ sneered the marked guy. Kai was about to protest but an eight foot plus set had appeared out of nowhere and he figured he would let his riding do the talking. He pushed past his attacker using deep fluid strokes, and turned his board as the wave approached from behind. He felt it pushing him forward, the surge of water walling up as his board roared to life, and as Kai effortlessly glided down the line, the lip broke over the top of him and he suddenly became enclosed within the barrel. It was a cavernous green room he had entered, and he made his escape before it churned him on to the unforgiving reef. It exploded, blowing him out and into the channel. The small crowd, now far away, hooted and punched the air, and he knew he had gained their respect and hopefully a few more waves on this phenomenal reef.
The strangers became brethren and they surfed together until dusk before sharing a few beers and stories in the car park. Sleep came all too easy for the duo as they camped out in the Volvo. The cars suspension creaked with the gusts of wind that blew from the sea, and Kai woke up just before dawn haunted by the feelings of what he had left behind. As he sat on the bonnet staring into the darkness, Salty appeared with a much welcomed spliff and sat down next to his friend.
‘The stars don’t have the answer my amigo’ he said sparking the joint. They sat in silence for a while and smoked.
‘Salt, do you think I will always be running away?’
‘No man but I think you will always be searching, and that’s not such a bad thing’.
They both lay back against the windscreen just as dawn was beginning to show her warming face, a shooting star grazed over the blue horizon. Below the cliff, the surf crashed against the reef sending shockwaves through the earth. It was going to be another magical day. They turned and smiled at each other in the dingy light.
‘Dawn patrol’ they said in unison.   
Amber was gutted about Kai leaving, but she was making every effort to get on with things. She could easily afford to stay in the beach side flat they had rented together, but although she missed him terribly, life went on. She had a great bunch of friends that were trying to get her out all the time, and she would occasionally oblige. The house party was never going to be a good idea as it was at Kai’s nemesis, Grants place, but why fucking not. He was the one that had just given up on everything and discarded their relationship, like child with an unwanted toy. She was going to make sure that Kai knew what he had left behind. It didn’t take much effort for her to glam up as Amber was naturally a stunner. Apply a short skirt and low cut top and there wasn’t many that could resist this siren.
The evening went without hitch, and as usual the boys seemed to get far too drunk to annoy her, and this is exactly what she wanted.  Numerous photos to flood social media, scores of selfies of her draped across good looking young men, many within Kai’s extended social circle. She wasn’t ready to move on but she knew jealousy was part of Kai’s Achilles heel, and she was right.
Kai and Salty’s adventure saw them head south past Bordeaux to the famous surf town of Hossegor. The area offered a wealth of waves, budget accommodation and bars. It was a wicked combination that would lay the foundation of Kai’s future, and lay waste to Salty’s.
Kai hadn’t bothered with being connected since he’d left the U.K, he’d turned his phone off and hadn’t hooked up with his crew. As a consequence his blood boiled once he had discovered the various photos splashed across social media that lay in wait for him like a coiled cobra ready to strike. This wasn’t like her, every time he scrolled down the page, there she was with another guy, looking like she was having a great time. Salty had tried to offer his pearls of wisdom that this was Kai’s green light to start playing the field and score with the French chicks that were all clearly interested in him. But this had no effect on him, deep down he was utterly gutted and the only score that Kai was interested in was getting wasted.
The boys were hitting the Desperados and shots at Rock Food Bar which was set right on the beach, where Kai could drink like the fish he was. This only posed one problem. He could become a little lairy, which mirrored the way he rode waves and his stance on life in general. By 9pm the well-oiled pair had attracted a couple of the local girls to their area of the dance floor and things were going smoothly- that was until the boyfriends of the two girls had appeared without warning, and weren’t too happy with the English boys making moves on their chicks. It was unclear who threw the first punch. What was clear was that Salty hit the deck within seconds of that punch! Kai could hold his own but the thickly set Frenchie’s had numbers and sobriety on their side. Stu came out of nowhere and his left hook caught the bigger bloke off guard and sent him crashing into the bar and on to the floor. He then set his attack on the second guy who was clearly a skilled fighter but could not combat the stranger’s blows to the head. Their victory was short lived as the bouncers surrounded them and threw them crudely out the back door with a good kicking to boot.
Kai made sure Salty was comfortable on the floor as he was still a little woozy from the clean knockout punch, and then turned his attention to the random bloke who had helped them out.
‘Hey man thanks for stepping in, what’s your name?’
‘No worries those goons weren’t playing fair and your mate clearly wasn’t gonna last. My names Stu, I saw you out the other day man, you rip!’ he slurred, also slightly drunk.
‘Cheers man! You been here a while? What’s your plans for the rest of the season?’
‘This is just the beginning my friend, my training ground for the next step’, Kai noted Stu’s broad shoulders, Californian tan and smooth American accent. 
It was this line of conversation that zapped away the feelings of loss towards Amber and sent his mind racing on images of distant shores and perfect waves.
The following morning was a clouded affair, mostly due to the amounts of alcohol and cannabis consumed the previous night. Couple this with the battle scars of their encounter with the local heavies, it might be considered that this was not the best day to hit the waves, but Kai was not one to disappoint and the south westerly swell was not one to be missed. Salty had decided to sit this session out. Partly due to the injuries he had sustained from the fight, but mostly because the surf was too large and he was simply outclassed by Kai and Stu’s skills. He watched them from the shore and felt pangs of jealousy as they caught the unforgiving waves that crept from the horizon, intent on destroying anything that lay in their path.
Kai felt good and for the following weeks he rode world class surf with someone who enjoyed pushing the limits just as much as him. Kai and Stu felt the same drive and passion and Stu was someone they could run with and escape the past that he wanted to forget. Back on the beach the trio began planning the next phase of the trip. The temperature was dropping now both on land and in the water, and it seemed like the only logical destination was the warm waters of North Africa. The only problem was Salty knew he was out his depth and that he couldn’t compete at the next level.
The wind had switched onshore and the clouds bubbled up from the west threatening rain, Salty had just cracked another Desperado and took a gulp of the cold elixir.
‘Hey Kai, I’ve been thinking Bro, I reckon its time I head back to the U.K’
Kai was visibly taken back by the words that tumbled from Salty’s mouth and the beach bonfire spat and cracked as if to mimic his thoughts.
‘Salt what do you mean, you’ve always wanted to go to Morocco, Stu say’s its epic, the place is dirt cheap, riddled with hash and a true wave-rich nation. It’s the adventure we’ve always dreamed of man’
‘No brother that’s your dream, plus I’m not ready for that man, you guys are way out of my league when it comes to style and ability’
Stu felt obliged to try and entice Salty by the offer of training him, and binding the group together, but it was no use, and Salty had made his mind up right there on the beach. The rain came down quickly and dampened the fire, and their moods collectively followed suit.
The following day they all mounted the trusty Volvo for the final mission south to Biarritz. This would be the ultimate destination for Salty, as Kai had entrusted the Volvo to him and a small kitty of two hundred euros to secure his new adventure home. Kai couldn’t understand Salty’s decision, it was so knee-jerk and out of character that he had to investigate it further while they consumed their farewell beers at the notorious Newquay Bar, which also happened to be Stu’s favourite local haunt.
‘Salty you’ve had my back since I can remember, we could both tear up Morocco with Stu… what’s the deal?’
‘Bro it’s cool, I just finally realised, sat there watching you dudes ripping it up, that I was your stepping stone. And now you’ve crossed on to the higher plane and there’s no point in me trying to pretend.’
Kai was dumbfounded by this statement almost to the point of anger. He felt that he had now not only used his girlfriend, but played his friend for a fool as well. He quickly sunk his shot of tequila and settled in to his chair. The music was so loud it was a relief that he didn’t have to converse as he contemplated his emotions that brewed within his mind like an unfolding storm. The alcohol had its desired effect, and some Irish girls had taken quite a shine to the boys from Dorset along with their Californian compadre. Kai had led the pretty blonde outside and was headed back to hers in a daze when suddenly he found himself alone walking aimlessly into the night. The moons glow illuminated the rugged headland before him where he and Amber had spent many an evening, admiring the last throws of summer exquisitely finished in a sunset’s lusty glaze.




Chapter 3

The Kalima
It was an emotional scene at Biarritz airport and one that would remain raw in Kai’s memory for a considerable amount of time. Salty had one last offering of wisdom and as they embraced for the final time he whispered to Kai “watch your back and trust your instincts”. Kai then saw his trusty steed carry Salty off into the distance and his final words resonated around his skull like a shamans preaching. Kai found himself reaching for his phone as he entered the airport. He felt like he owed it to Amber to let her know where he was heading and what had happened with Salty.
Amber was surprised to see Kai’s number pop up on screen and she suddenly found she was filled with an immense feeling of warmth, like he was there with her. Her tone was smug at first as she thought her plans of jealousy had taken root and were working their magic. Her bubble was quickly burst and she could feel the tears rolling down her flushed cheeks as Kai mentioned the next destination which he intended on visiting.
‘So me and Stu are hitting Taghazout just north of Agadir, it has a killer point break which is world class!’ Kai paused almost stuttering the next sentence…
‘And…I would really like to see you down there…with me? What do you reckon?’
‘What do I reckon? I reckon you should have realised what you had before you tossed it away Kai, you can’t expect me to come running every time you call’
Although all she really wanted was to be swept up into his arms and held tight. She was going to be in control this time.
‘Enjoy your trip Kai.’
Amber hung up the phone and smiled to herself. It could only be fate that had led to her best friend Marina booking their yoga retreat in the exact same village in southern Morocco only two days earlier. She looked out of the window, the light had lifted with her mood and she truly glowed with the anticipation of being back with him again.
Kai was numb from the conversation. He felt a tide of emotion sweep over him. It was his turn to feel loss, Salty and Amber were gone and he was travelling to a new continent with someone he barely knew. It was Kai’s turn to quiz Stu a little as the plane was in taxi before take-off. Stu, or Stuart Schumacher, was the youngest son of an oil barren, and was living the American dream of never having had a job, aside from scouring the planet looking for potential surf, and this made Kai extremely jealous. It was difficult to determine his age as his face bore the scars of repeated sun and salt damage and past wounds of battles won and lost.
Stu did clearly enjoy the company of the younger female and couldn’t help but try, and fail, to hit on the airhostesses who were clearly paying Kai far more attention.
‘Ah to be the stallion again’ he sniped and tipped the vodka and coke down in one. ‘Just wait till we hit those warm waves man! It’s gonna be killer’. He grinned and kicked back in his seat and closed his eyes.
‘I just hope I’m ready for what’s in store for us man, I feel out of shape’ Kai’s ego had shrunk somewhat and he was hungry to have his confidence built a little.
‘You’re ready brother, you’re like a pit bull, you lack hesitation and that is very rare in this world’ he paused ‘it’s kinda why I chose to ride with you.’
‘Thanks man, I’m stoked to be heading into the void!’ Kai was elated to be in the company of someone who shared the stoke as much as he did, this was what life was about. Kai felt that discovery and passion were intertwined. Not too many people strayed from the path and chose this life, and he was going to make sure he lived for every second that he existed. The turbulence going over the Atlas Mountains disturbed Kai’s from his dreams of Amber and he woke with a stream of sweat trickling down his temple. Stu was awake too, busy sending a WhatsApp. He looked shifty, as though he had been busted doing something he shouldn’t be when he noticed Kai was awake and quickly placed the phone in his bag, blurting ‘only an hour till touch down my friend, and then the fun begins!’
Little did Kai know what was waiting for them both in the dusty city below. The sun was just rising, casting shadows of the protruding hills over the Atlantic that was alive with a new swell pushing down the coast from the north. By the time they had collected their boards, tussled with immigration and found a suitable hire car, the sun was high in the sky but was beset with an orange glow that engulfed the heavens all the way to the horizon, as though there had been a volcanic eruption. ‘Kalima’ spat the taxi driver wiping the desert dust from the battered Mercedes windscreen that was parked next to their battered Suzuki jeep. “Kalima” was the term used when desert storms blew strong easterly winds from the Sahara, dragging with it a course of orange dust, and on fiercer gusts sometimes carried swarms of locusts which evoked the feelings of something biblical or otherworldly.    
Stu was first to navigate the chaotic roads that skirted round the city of Agadir, and he took the barrage of erratic traffic in his stride like a true ex-pat veteran. The potholed roads were filled with every type of vehicle imaginable from ancient HGV’s to horse drawn cart all making deranged manoeuvres that were only inches away from collision. Kai lodged himself in his seat and braced, wincing every time a car overtook head on straight into their path. Somehow, the boards remained on the roof and the traffic begun to thin as they finally broke free from the southern capitals dusty grip. Kai at last caught a glimpse of the blue ocean that unrolled through the vista before him, and he felt the warm assurance that only the sea could give him. It settled his nerve and he once again began to smile.
Taghazout suddenly came into view, nestled against the point that jutted into the ocean. The pretty fishing village was a quaint tumble down affair that can only be described as a hippy frontier settlement. Its long cove sheltered by the point was strewn with traditional wooden fishing boats that religiously set out at dawn, braving whatever conditions the Atlantic threw at them. The main street was like stepping back in time, the dusty souks and shanties selling spices, fish and trinkets, while goats and stoned travellers casually sauntered out into the African sun. Stu parked the jeep and set about removing the boards from the roof. Kai was taking his time, drinking in the eccentric scenes before him which nearly got him run over by rickety old bus. This quickly snapped him back to reality, and Stu beckoned him over the road.
‘Welcome home bro! This is gonna be our pad for as long as we want, its only 30 euros a week man’
‘Stu! That’s an absolute bargain! But I don’t see a hotel man?’
‘Well, actually it belongs to a very good friend of mines, you’re gonna love it!’
Stu was right. He knocked on the bulky wooden door, which was opened by a very cheerful Moroccan gent. He seemed to embrace Stu like family and quickly turned his attention to Kai ‘Salam’ (translates: welcome, peace be with you) he beamed and hugged him.
‘What is mine is yours my friend, anything you need tea, tagine, spliff! Just say’ Abdulla spoke through a toothless grin and Kai immediately warmed to him. ‘That’s very good of you, thanks again’
They were led inside the white wash crumbling home which offered cooling shade from the midday sun. It was like a hobbit hole and both of them ducked as they were led around the labyrinth of Abdulla’s home. He rented out the top floor which consisted of two rooms and a basic toilet and shower room, which was a plastic hose pipe. The middle floor was fitted with a communal lounge and kitchen. Their new abode was complete with a sea view that covered the point that was famed world over for the breath taking surf that trundled down the coast, offering world class waves. Kai was in dreamland.
Abdulla introduced them to his entire extended family. He had named his fledgling surf hostel business after his son Ilya and he was immensely proud. Kai and Stu were to be treated as one of the family anytime they wanted food or drink they just had to ask. The boys quickly stashed their belongings and made their way onto the beach to grab some waves, the water was obviously significantly warmer and only a summer wet suit was now necessary. They made the six hundred metre paddle out to the head of the point look easy, and this is where the swell made contact with the shallow reef and began to break fiercely all the way to the inside of the bay. The sun shone on Kai and Stu that day and nothing could extinguish the fires of joy that burned within them.
‘Stu, bro, this is unreal’ he beamed as a new set of waves appeared to trundle down the point ‘It is my friend! And do you realise this is what you should be doing for the rest of your days?’
Kai absorbed the wise words that tumbled from Stu’s lips and watched him pick up a wave and shred it! Kai held his hand up and punched the air ‘yeeeeeeew’ he screamed as Stu flew past.
The vibe out in the surf was different too, people were mellow and the stoke was real. The village seemed to emit a collective calm, and as the fishing boats returned at the end of the day and made their treacherous dash through the breakers, they were met by villagers and travellers alike who would pull the laden vessels up the beach in the late afternoon sun. Pungent aromas of baking tagines, fruity hashish and today’s catch of the day filled the air. Kai sat there as the sun set, perched on his board, rolling in the currents, contemplating life and enjoying the rewards of going against the grain. He almost had everything he ever wanted.
The next two weeks seemed to merge into a sedate routine of an early breakfast which consisted of eggs, unleavened bread and left over fish from the previous night’s catch. The days surfing was completely tide dependant which was exciting as Kai and Stu ventured up and down the coast, discovering little hidden gems of unridden peaks. Evenings were spent fishing in the moonlight, or stooped around the campfires sharing joints and stories of the day’s watery conquests. Stu however began to spend an increasing amount of time out of Taghazout, and Kai often wondered where his new found friend was. His secrecy and avoidance only led Kai to probe Stu further for information, he was often met with a torrent of tall tales or abuse, depending on Stu’s volatile mood. Kai was worried about his American enigma who he desperately sought approval from. Kai bit the bullet one afternoon as he was sat on the floor of the lounge, escaping the midday sun sipping Moroccan whisky (peppermint tea- Southern morocco is mostly dry) and smoking a well-deserved joint.
‘Stu man… what’s going on? I know your hiding something from me and I want to know what the deal is?’
‘Kai, Kai, it’s a little tricky. You see my anglicised friend my pops money ran out, or should I say stopped hitting my bank account a while ago, so let’s just say I’ve been finding other means to fund the endless summer!’
‘So what’s the source man? What’s your plan?’
Stu took a large toke of the spliff and pondered his response, he then exhumed a number of large smoke rings into the room and calmly discussed his next move.
‘So… I have been negotiating with a farmer in the Atlas to secure a large amount of high grade marijuana, that I am going to ship to the Canary Island on my yacht, which is berthed in Agadir’
Kai took a couple of seconds to take in and digest what Stu had just casually blurted out. He grabbed the joint back off his pal. The idea was clearly insane but after Stu had explained the detailing a little more it was apparent that the only major risk was the 140 nautical mile crossing to the Canaries with the obvious threat of the Guardia civil gun boats that patrolled them.
‘So how much are you gonna make if we pull this off? You need concrete planning. No fuckups’
Stu patted Kai on the back, ‘We need a concrete plan. So, are you in?’
Kai grinned.
‘Kai, I knew you were next level brother but this is gonna be huge… I’m talking thirty thousand each, in pounds!’
The pair became locked in conversation discussing sea charts, the potential buyers, the Guardia civil and ultimately where their next surf destination would be. It was a venture that was laced with risk, jail, and even death, but if they could pull it off it would be at least a decade before Kai would even have to think about working or returning to the real world. His only immediate problem had just touched down in Morocco and was making her way through the arrivals hall to the air conditioned yoga bus bound for Taghazout.
Amber was glowing with excitement as she and Marina made the rickety journey towards the fabled village. She knew how small the place was and how it was only a matter of time before she would bump into Kai. Marina had expressed her excitement of how random, but romantic it was that fate would lead them back together again.
‘Do you think I should have told him I was gonna just turn up? He might think I’m desperate or the dreaded clingy ex!’
Marina brushed her worries aside instantly.
‘Amber he adores you, and he makes you happy! I know he’s a live wire and a dreamer but he’s the one! Plus he’s hot, and all this surfing he’s been up to recently I bet he’s even more buff than ever! Let’s just hope he’s got a friend for me!’
The girls giggled in unison as their ride pulled into town, narrowly missing a stray dog that bolted out of the adjacent souk.
It wasn’t long before the star-crossed lovers became entangled once more. The sun had slunk below the horizon at hash point just north of the town. The sky was filled was filled with the electric blue glows that appeared a split second before darkness ensued and the stars made their debut. The bonfire fizzed and popped, laughter and poorly played guitar slurred through the air. Kai was enjoying the sound of the waves peeling down the point when he heard a familiar voice that pulled him from his trance in seconds. It was Amber. His heart beat fast as he stood and scoped around the fire…was he hearing things? What the fuck was going on?
Through the mezze of people she appeared, the fires sullen glows illuminating her pretty face. Their eyes met over the throng of people and they shared a moment where time slowed down, and for just one second, they were alone on the African sands. Words were few and far between as their long overdue embrace overtook them, and as they kissed under the Arabian skies, a vivid shooting star skimmed the skyline.
Back at Kai’s room Amber ached for Kai’s next touch, each caress and kiss sent ripples of pleasure through her body. Kai delicately removed the remainder of Ambers clothing and she begged him to enter her. He easily slipped inside and spasms of elation ignited and she moaned as the lovers became intertwined once again. The ocean roared beyond their window as the new swell crashed on to the point which almost shook the ground, mimicking the shuddering climax they experienced between the sheets.
The noisy two-stroke engines of the local boats departing for sea awoke Kai before dawn, and he sat up and watched Amber sleeping in the early light. He was mesmerised by her beauty and realised how much he had missed her over the past month. The delicate tapping at the door released him from his vex and he carefully padded out the room to see who it was. Stu greeted him with a vigorous slap on the back!
‘Get lucky last night my amigo?!’  
‘Shhhh! Yeah well it’s Amber! I can’t believe she trekked all the way here man!’
Stu looked slightly less pleased as suddenly his business partner may have been poached by the competition.
‘No way! Dude make sure you don’t let slip the situation, I’ve got to go to the highlands for a bit and sort out the final negotiations. I should be back within a week. Get this chick out of your system and have a great time. I think the tides are looking good for making the crossing within the next 10-12 days weather permitting’
Kai was about to protest but realised he had given Stu his word and that if the duo succeeded he would be a rich man, but would he be richer in other ways if he left with Amber before Stu returned? Things were beginning to spiral out of control, he had everything he wanted right there in the room. The allure of adventure was once again threatening his ideal, and a decision needed be made.
Kai quietly climbed back into bed and pretended the previous conversation never happened. He was desperate to remain with Amber but knew that she wouldn’t buy into the foolish plans that lay ahead and with good reason. Amber unconsciously snuggled into his chest and smiled briefly before resuming her slumber. Kai would keep the plan a secret for now, as he would have to make the ultimate sacrifice if he was to take up Stu’s crazy offer. For now he pushed it out of his mind, he would enjoy their time together, ride some waves and take in all that the docile country had to offer.   




Chapter 4

Close Hauled
Kai, Amber and Marina made the most of the next few days, exploring the quaint villages north of Taghazout. They were welcomed with open arms throughout the small enclaves of civilisation. It was a surreal experience that they all savoured, enjoying the tastes of exotic spices infused in their meals and pungent aromas that drifted through the markets. The small sun baked country had truly cast its spell on them and life was good. It seemed they were blessed by the ocean as the swells continued to trundle down the coast like a non-stop camel train. The two girls would sunbathe and watch from the shore as Kai showed off his artistry, dancing on the waves. By night they would enjoy Taghazout’s sedate night life of songs by the campfire, accompanied by the delights of Morocco’s finest marijuana. Kai and Amber’s relationship seemed well and truly back on track and their sex life was as fiery as the climate. Kai was seriously doubting his involvement in Stu’s profitable plan and was contemplating breaking this news to his pal that he could no longer commit, when his new found partner in crime suddenly appeared as the trio were having lunch, and put a stop their fun.
Stu casually sauntered up to their table as they dined in a small scruffy back street café that offered an exquisite tagine, scuffing his flip flops as he went
‘Kai what’s up brother? And you must be Amber, a pleasure to meet you! You’re just as hot as Kai said you were, and who’s this, your sister?’
Stu certainly could make an entrance as he pulled up a chair and started to chat up Marina with his usual bullshit. The food arrived and they all tucked into the delicious fayre. Marina had a yoga session booked and made her escape or it could have just been an excuse to get away from Stu’s zealous advances which left the three of them conversing over some peppermint tea. Kai asked for the bill and nipped to the toilet for a quick piss. There was no way he could have realised that Stu could completely wreck his relationship in the time it took him to drain his lizard, but when he had returned to the table it was obvious what he’d done. Amber was flushed, her smile had disappeared and as the water from her glass that was now flying through the air in slow motion reached his face he knew something was terribly wrong.
‘You bastard Kai! All those other women!
‘Amber what the fuck….Stu what have you said!’
‘The truth Kai… and he’s shown me the photos of you and those Irish girls in Biarritz. We’re done’
Amber walked out of the café, and seemingly out of his life. She disappeared into the crowd hearing his desperate pleas but ignoring them all the same. Kai turned his attention to his backstabbing so called friend. Before he could open with his attack of questions Stu smugly laid out his defence.
‘I had to do it man. I saw the look in your eyes. The fire was gone bro! I need you to help me do this. She will forgive you’
Kai saw red and lunged across the table swinging his fist which met Stu’s jaw with a loud crack. Stu swooped like the winds of the sirocco and restrained Kai like a professional doorman and Kai was unable to move. He calmly and collectively whispered into Kai’s ear.
‘You can have that one for free amigo. Next time I will crush your skull, you understand? Now I’m gonna hit the waves for a spell, I suggest you sort your shit and calm yourself’
Kai immediately backed down, he knew he was outclassed in this fight which enraged him further as he didn’t like to lose.
‘You’re a fucking liar Stu, why did you do that?’
‘Am I man? I mean you saw the photos! I just let her imagination do the rest … I told you, I need you dude. You could have a different chick every day on the next leg of our journey, and just in case you’re thinking about bailing your funds are now all tied up in our ‘joint’ venture! Oh the irony’
Stu then stood up, flung fifty dirham on the table to cover the meal and took off down the road. Kai was left reeling from the chaotic scenes that had just unfolded, had this been Stu’s plan the whole time or was this a result of his gung-ho carefree lifestyle and a sudden switch of karma? The tide had once again turned in Kai’s life and he suddenly found himself single, skint and embarking on a crazy mission with someone he didn’t trust.
He strolled quickly through the bustling streets desperate to find Amber and convince her of his innocence, although he was pretty pissed that she would take Stu’s words over his own. However those photos appeared to portrayed a different story from the actual outcome. The security guard at the little boutique hotel was nothing more than a jobsworth prick. Even a one hundred dirham bribe would not gain him entry, and so Kai was forced to wait on the street with only a friendly stray dog for company. The standoff continued and Kai sparked a joint to pass the time. An hour later he took off down the street once more with his tail between his legs.
‘Fuck it’ he blurted out loud ‘if that’s the way she wants it, then so be it’.
The ocean was his church and he spent the rest of the afternoon paying his odd homage by destroying the bursts of Atlantic swells that came within reach. He seemed to surf better when he had pent up aggression and his expression was so much more fluid, even the surrounding wave riders were impressed with his skills. He finally paddled in and found Amber and Marina on the beach.
‘Kai we’re leaving. Our flights tomorrow but we’re going to Agadir for the night as there is more than just a bunch of lame ass surfers singing round a campfire.’ Amber was trying to tempt a further rise from him but he wasn’t having it.
‘Cool with me Ams, you seem to have made up your mind based on the assumptions of someone you met for like two minutes, go for it. I’m done.’
‘You tell me then that nothing happened and actually fight for a change instead of running off into the sunset.’
Kai shrugged his shoulders and picked up his board ‘nothing happened Amber, but I won’t fight for something I don’t think is gonna last. Go home.’ He waited for a reply to whistle through the wind but it never came and he once again trudged the lonely road.
That evening, his weary stoned eyes struggled to focus on the stunning sunset as it was swallowed by the sea. Kai had even managed to source some alcohol from a taxi driver and was busy mixing the concoction of cheap brandy and weed when Stu appeared on the balcony. Stu was the first to break the silence, ‘Dude if I said I was sorry would it actually help? I’ve done you a fucking favour.’
Kai slurred his next sentence ‘you don’t know what I need man, you don’t really know me.’ He settled into his seat and toked on the spliff, its effects made his head floaty and his mind drifted with the stars above. Stu grabbed the half-drunk bottle of brandy and poured himself a large glass.
‘I know that you are meant to do more than just coast through this life and not achieve that much. I think you and I could be destined for great things.’
Kai couldn’t quite find the words to describe what he was feeling he just smiled. He took another drag on the magic leaf and stared out across the bay ‘to the next step’ he murmured and saluted the moon.
Kai contemplated going to the airport the next morning to chase after Amber but realised that the flight would be boarding by the time he woke up. Instead he knocked on Stu’s door and together they drew up the crossing on the tatty sea charts that Stu acquired in Agadir. Kai had spent his childhood sailing small dinghies and crewing for his old man on the various fishing boats he owned. He had then gone on to complete his day skipper license, which made him a fairly competent seaman. His partner was more a self-taught and wing it kind of sailor! Once they had plotted the final course to Lanzarote Kai discussed time frames
‘I reckon it’s only a two day sail if the wind maintains its current direction. Even if it switches further south it will only add a day or so.’
‘That’s cool, once we have land on the horizon and we come within a couple of clicks I can call the buyer, then it’s go time’
Kai looked nervous, this was potentially a game-over move if they got busted, but if they succeeded, the world literally was their oyster! ‘Stu how well do you know the buyer?’
‘Put it this way Kai, they always paid when I took it via plane, this is just a bigger amount!’
‘I guess that settles it then!’
Stu smiled ‘The boats ready we just need to stock her and get the merch on board then its go time!’
Kai seemed to have forgotten the previous day’s woes and finished his peppermint tea. ‘Let’s hit the waves one last time and then get the ball rolling.’
‘My man!’ Stu said as they high fived and headed to the beach.
The next stop was the foothills of the Atlas Mountains. Kai had never seen such a large amount of cannabis before and it showed, as he stared open mouthed at the four large sacks of weed that lay before him!
‘How much is it exactly?’ he gasped, wiping the sweat from his brow.
‘Around twenty five kilos’ Stu smirked. The farmer was clearly happy with the transaction that was about to be completed, as Stu handed him a large amount of cash. All Kai could think about was how the hell were they going to get it on board the boat without being busted, and this chilled him to the core. The sacks were loaded into the back of the jeep and Kai and Stu climbed aboard and fired the engine.
‘Here we go then bro’ Kai said through gritted teeth as he hit the accelerator and headed back through the twisting hill tracks of the Atlas. There wasn’t much conversation during the hour’s journey to the harbour, although subdued gasps could be heard as the pair went through the numerous police road blocks which they passed without consequence. As they pulled into the marina car park Kai breathed a sigh of relief and looked across at Stu who for once had lost some of his bravado.
‘Stage one complete.’
‘Thank fuck’ said Kai, his t-shirt was drenched with nervous sweat, he hopped out the jeep scanning the pontoon for the yacht. ‘She’s over there’ Stu pointed out across the water to where she was moored.
‘Joint Venture?’ Kai turned to Stu ‘you’re kidding me right?! You fucking legend Stu!’ he laughed.
“Joint Venture” was a thirty-three foot Sigma, Kai had sailed one previously and found them to be a really quick and responsive in most conditions. Stu said she was built in 1980 and the diesel Volvo Penta inboard engine was completely rebuilt in 1999. Kai had to admit she had nice lines and he stroked the hull as he walked down the pontoon. He couldn’t wait to get her out on the water, but this was no sailing trip. It was potentially a life changing voyage that was riddled with threat. They quickly and discreetly loaded the bails of weed on-board and hid them in the specially modified fresh water tank.
Then Kai left Stu to look after the boat while he headed to Agadir to purchase the remainder of the supplies. As he drove the battered jeep towards town he couldn’t help but wonder if Stu would even be there on his return, and how this was all going to end. He had lost Amber, he was sure of it this time, and he hoped she could move on without him. A moped suddenly swerved into his path which pulled him out of his thoughts as he hammered the spongey breaks, narrowly missing the young rider. He made it into town without a further hitch and ticked off his list. He acquired 35lt of water, food rations, fishing gear, sun cream and some spiced rum.  The last item was his own little personal secret that he would savour for the lone night watches and if they pulled it off, a celebratory toast.
As Kai pulled the rusting hulk into the marina car park he felt numb as he saw the police vehicle parked next to the pontoon. Kai almost shifted the gear stick in reverse as he could easily make his escape and let Stu take the rap, but instinct told him to play it cool and head on down to the boat. The mood on the boat was not as he’d expected. Stu and the officers were clearly laughing and as Kai approached he was introduced to Mohamed and Kareem. They shook hands and Stu bid them farewell.
‘Salam Stuart’ they said and sauntered back to their car.
‘Stu please explain what the hell the fuzz were doing here?’ Kai was pissed off with his friends’ secrets, his random little anomalies and wanted to know if any more surprises lay in their path.
‘Simple bro, we got busted. The fucking backstabbing farmer dobbed us in to the law.’
Kai couldn’t really believe what he was hearing, he stumbled back a little and sat down near the wheel house. ‘W…w…well?’ He stuttered ‘what do we do now?’
Stu moved some of the gear into the forecabin in order to displace the weight along the ship’s hull, and cracked a beer, taking a gulp of the ice cold brew before he spoke. ‘It’s all taken care of my man, now let’s get our shit rolling we have to catch the evening tide.’
Kai erupted with anger at his response ‘How do you mean taken care of? Stu if you want me on-board with both the trip and the deal I need to know exactly what’s going on, end of!’
‘Ok chill bro, I’m sorry, so I figured the two bit farmer dude would screw us, so I made sure that we had a couple of extra grand to offer should the law come sniffing around. And it’s a good job I did!’
Kai didn’t answer. He went below and grabbed himself a beer and emerged. ‘Stu, let’s get the rest of the supplies on-board. We’re leaving in ten minutes and there is no chance we are returning to this marina anytime soon. No more mistakes, no more chances.’
Stu heard the alarm in his voice but also the sense that Kai made. ‘That’s why you’re on my team Captain Kai, cheers dude.’
They both downed their beers and begun the final checks before they cast off and went to sea.




Chapter 5

Sealing the Deal
On the way out of the harbour, Kai was prepping the last of the sheets towards the bow and was far too busy to notice his mobile buzzing near the stern. Stu however had seen the intrusion and also that it was Amber calling. He looked over at Kai who had his back to him and without a second thought tossed the handset overboard.
‘That’s the end of that little problem’ he said just about audibly.
‘What was that Stu?’ Kai shouted over the mumble of the diesel engine.
‘I said it will be good to get out there and gain some momentum’ he smirked.
Once out of the harbour they hoisted and set the sails, the first line of course was South West and Kai took the helm heading directly for the southern tip of Lanzarote. The wind was favourable and they were making around ten knots. Kai felt right at home as he held the wheel and smiled to himself as he followed the sun as it was sinking towards the horizon. Stu appeared from the cabin boasting a ridiculous hat from the 1980’s and a couple of well-deserved beers. Kai grabbed one and cracked it taking a swig. ‘Just me you and the big ole blue’ he said.
‘Damn straight’ said Stu ‘and don’t forget the copious amount of marijuana below deck!’ he jested.
‘How could I forget? While we’re on the subject, why don’t you roll a spliff?’ Kai replied.
As the sun bid its farewell beneath the flattening sea, the wind dropped off to nearly nothing and the boats speed tumbled down to two knots. Kai was on the dusk watch while Stu cooked a humble meal below and was releasing the main sail when he noticed the fins cruising just off the bow. ‘Dolphins!’ he shouted. Kai had a wash of feelings as he watched them glide and surf their bow waves. It was something Amber would have loved to watch, along with the mystic sunset he had just witnessed. He realised right there, bobbing along through the Atlantic, that he dearly missed her by his side, sharing these wonderful moments. When Stu reappeared with their evening meal Kai discussed the future plan if they were to succeed.
‘To be honest Kai we could go anywhere! All we need to do is get the cash out of Morocco and into Madrid without getting rumbled’.
The first part of the night went without a hitch. Stu had taken the graveyard shift up on deck, he sat mindlessly rolling cigarettes to store in his “lucky” box. Kai had a restless night, he was still finding his sea legs and the anticipation of the coming days ‘deal’ was playing on his mind. He woke suddenly as the hull heeled right over, throwing him from his bunk. He was disorientated and confused to why this had happened and scrambled to his feet deafly finding his way through the darkness to the light that was streaming in from the cockpit. As Kai got on deck he realised that the wind had picked up to at least thirty knots and Stu was battling the forthcoming storm that had appeared out of nowhere.
‘We need to reef the main sail’ Kai screamed into the enraged night, the howling gale strangling his words. He could see Stu was struggling just holding course at the helm. It was up to Kai to reduce the main and stop the boat from broadsiding again. The deck was as slippery as ice underfoot as he made his way over the lurching deck to the mast where he had to release the mainstay. He was hurled over just before he reached the mast, and was thrown helplessly into the roaring sea that wanted nothing more to swallow him whole and take him down into the abyss. The waters chill shocked him into action. As he blindly struggled in the dark waters, he felt a line as he leaned up straining to grab the rail of the boat. He grabbed at it furiously knowing that it would save his life if he managed to hold on. Once he found it was secure, he pulled with all his dwindling strength and heaved himself back on deck. Stu bellowed something that he couldn’t understand but he guessed it was a cheer to see him alive. Kai managed to find his feet and release the mainsail. The boats hull immediately responded and levelled much to his delight. Kais adrenaline was making his body shake and he found himself convulsing, followed by a bout of sickness which mostly consisted of the sea water that he had consumed. Kai composed himself and crawled to Stu.
‘Dude set a course to just keep the hull up wind and tie off the wheel, let’s head below and ride this out!’
‘You got it Captain!’ Stu joked although Kai could see the alarm in his face and reckoned he was glad that he had taken control.
‘Dude where the fuck did that come from?’ Stu stuttered trying to get warm as the hull floundered in the drunken swells.
‘God knows, the charts said the front was gonna pass way north. I’ve checked the G.P.S and we are still on course though now we’re riding it out, we will drift east a little’. Silence filled the cabin as they both pondered their predicament. Kai broke it by joking about how good the surf would be.
‘It must be well over head high back on the mainland.’ Stu had gone pale and Kai knew that sea-sickness was beginning to take hold.
‘Stu try and get a little rest, I’ve got this.’ Stu for once had no smart ass response. He did as he was told and curled up in his bunk. Kai felt a little more empowered inside and was proud that he had taken control of a situation that could have easily cost them both their lives.
As dawn broke, the storm passed and the swell and wind had dropped to a manageable and safe level. Kai was soon back on deck and the “Joint Venture” was once again back on course and heading for its destination. He watched as the sun rose from the east and the hull glowed orange in the dawn light. Kai wrapped up warm, and sparked up a joint. They were only a day away from the rock and he wondered how it was all going to pan out. Not just the drug deal, but his life in general. His thoughts were broken by the inevitable sound of Stu hurling his guts out below.
‘Hey Stu, don’t get any on the gear’ Kai chuckled to himself murmuring ‘fucking amateur’ before he went below to help his stricken friend.
Kai passed the next few hours by casting a line. The wind was so light that the boat trundled along at around six knots which, when maintained, was perfect for trolling for tuna. It wasn’t long before the reel started to scream as the line poured off the spool. The fish dove down deep and Kai struggled to control the beast which he estimated to be well over one hundred and fifty pounds. Stu’s only input was to keep Kai hydrated as the long fight was taking its toll on both combatants. The great fish broke the surface about one hundred feet from the stern and Kai squinted in the harsh light to identify his opponent.
‘It’s a yellow fin tuna Stu! And a bloody big one! If I manage to swindle it to the side of the boat you need to gaff it- we only get one chance at this!’
‘No worries Governor! Just talk me through it!
The shark came out of nowhere to take its prize, effortlessly gliding though the water and locked on to its target like a heat seeking missile. Kai saw it coming but could only protest as nature took its course. His fishing rod bent over violently as the tuna became engulfed in the shark’s jaws followed by a sickening ‘ping’ as Kai’s line parted and the fight was lost. Kai stood up and threw out his middle finger towards the ‘man in the grey suit’ who had just stolen his fish.
‘It was only a matter of time before the blood from the tuna attracted something, but fuck me that was quick!’
Stu responded by patting him on the back. ‘You gave it a good go brother! I’m just glad we’re not in the water with it man!’ Stu then glanced down at the G.P.S. ‘Anyway Captain Kai! Enough messing around, based on our current position its only two hours before we become sixty thousand pounds richer!’ he grinned.
‘Sounds good to me man! I’m gonna grab a quick nap before we make the rendezvous, oh and hey have you seen my phone?’ Kai asked.
‘Na man must be in the jeep back at the harbour, no signal out here anyway!’ Stu lied.
Kai was awakened by Stu shouting from above and he wiped his eyes and made his way out of the cabin and on to the deck. He donned his shades and looked out across the bleak waters and suddenly he spotted a familiar shape on the horizon. ‘Land ho!’ he shouted. He had that strange feeling erupt inside again as the anticipation and fear of the hand-over bubbled within.
‘What’s our speed Stu?’ Kai enquired.
‘We’ve been holding eight knots for a while now buddy’ Stu said spitting over the side. His eyes were glazed and Kai reckoned his co-pilot had been smoking a fair amount of the profits while he had been asleep below.
‘Well, I reckon give it forty minutes or once we’re round the head land where that light house is, and then you make the call’
‘Exactly what I had in mind brother’ Stu replied.
Kai was happy with their entry into the Spanish owned waters and felt obliged to fly the Dorset flag which was hastily constructed from his favourite old beach towel. A number of vessels passed them as they neared the coast and they waved innocently at them, knowing full well that their elicit cargo could have them banged up for a long time. Once they rounded the headland to the south of the island towards the bay where they were going to meet the buyer, the swell had picked up considerably and the “Joint Venture” was once again being pitched and tossed as she soldiered on.
‘The exchange won’t be easy in this sea bro, we may need to float the merch over!’ Kai had a tone of reluctance in his voice and Stu picked up on this.
‘Kai don’t worry man, the guys know the drill. I will make sure that the cash is ready and they can throw it on a line once they have the ganja’ Stu made the call using his best pigeon Spanish but in the end gave up and just spoke in English. Kai was laughing at him when they suddenly got broadsided by a rogue wave of ten feet which sent Stu over and into the guard rail, his hand-held VHF flung out of his grasp and in slow motion, Kai somehow managed to lean out and catch it mid-air.
‘Hola….hello...Joint Venture… come in friend’ came the nervous reply over the radio from the prospective buyer! Stu grabbed the radio off Kai and thanked him.
‘Sorry Carlos man, yeah I’ll let you know when I have eyes on your boat’.
Kai had a feeling that the world was conspiring against them but brushed off the freak wave as a random act of nature. They both heard the high powered two stroke engines before the rib came in to view, it was on!
Kai pointed the boat into the wind and swell as the buyer approached. When they were almost within spitting distance, Stu hollered his greeting to the two thick set Spaniards on board. Kai’s heart was beating like a freight train as he pondered the possible outcomes if this was to go wrong. Did they have concealed weapons? Could they be Spanish police? What if they took the merch and ran? Luckily his fears were eliminated as Carlos tossed over the first sports bag filled with cash. This was what Stu had stipulated in order for the transaction to take place. Kai then sent the large bails of weed over on the line, much to the gratitude of the boys who were clearly pleased as they cut the bags and took a smell of the potent herb that lay within.
‘Muy bueno’ they shouted over the roar of the motor. They tossed over the final bag of cash that Stu nearly dropped in the sea. With that, the final bale sailed from the “Joint Venture” to the happy Spaniards and that was it, the deal was done.
Carlos and his companion didn’t hang around and they bid their farewells, opened up the throttle on the twin outboards and sped away towards shore. Kai unzipped the bag that sat at his feet and stared at the tightly packed notes that were concealed in the bag.
‘Fuck Stu, we’ve hit the big time here chief!’ He then quickly zipped up the bag before Stu got chance to reply.
‘What’s with the hurry brother? The deal is done’ he quizzed.
‘That’s what I’m afraid of Stu’. As Kai swung the wheel and tacked the yacht round he hissed ‘we need to get our asses back in to international waters just to be on the safe side.’
Stu understood from the urgency in Kai’s voice that all hands were needed on deck to get the vessel up to optimum speed. The wind was in their favour and Kai was at the helm. They would be safe in just over two hours if they maintained their current speed and the wind remained behind them. Kai wasn’t going to have his celebratory shot just yet, he would however share a joint with his friend as he doubted he would ever be in this situation again, making a break for freedom with two bags full of cash.
Kai looked down at the G.P.S. They were approximately 23 miles from the island, and only one mile from relative freedom. He smiled to himself. For once it wasn’t just the wind that had his back, it appeared that luck was favouring him as well. He quickly slipped below to fetch the spiced gold rum that he had been saving for this precious moment when Stu’s cries brought him back on deck like a bolt of lightning.
‘What’s the score Stu?’ But as the words tumbled from his lips, he knew the score. He followed the line of sight that Stu was directing his binoculars, and saw the menace that was approaching from the west. Kai heart beat fast. He had that hot feeling that was consuming his body and made his throat tight. He had to think logically, and drew a plan in his head.
‘Right, Stu, get below stash both cash bags inside the fresh water tanks and get any remaining weed in the sealed bags and hide that in the chemical toilet.’ Stu didn’t say a word and scrambled straight below.
Kai pointed the boat a little more downwind to gain more speed. The boat that was approaching was coming in fast but still had a large amount of water to cover, and if Kai’s G.P.S readings were correct they could still make it. His feelings were made certain when the vessel got a little closer and the horror of the situation became apparent when he read the words “Guardia Civil”. He squirmed at the helm. He was willing the wind to pick up as they inched towards the invisible line that was their only defence. The fearless sound of the diesel engines roared like a lion behind them, carried on the winds from their assailants, who weren’t far away now. Stu appeared on deck after what felt like an eternity. He was carrying two shotguns.
‘Stu what the actual fuck?’
‘What? You think I’m gonna go into battle with just my dick in my hand? He retorted. Kai calmly stood in front of Stu and the weapons that he brazenly had on show.
‘Stu, slowly place the guns inside the cockpit, you can use them if we need to but if they see you carrying arms they will split us and this boat apart with the fucking machine gun they have mounted on the bow’. Stu did as he was told and stashed the weapons. Kai feverishly looked at the G.P.S and the sight he longed for appeared on screen. Finally 24.1 miles was their current position away from the Spanish island which rendered them in international waters, and free from Spanish law as they were flying the British flag.  
The sound of gunfire is unmistakable, even more so when emitted from a high calibre weapon and directed towards your location. The bullets sprayed across the water ahead and over the bow which mesmerised Kai. A concoction of adrenaline and endorphins were released into his blood stream and he acted without hesitation. His body hit the deck like a heavy stone and he remained flat as a pancake as the next barrage of fire headed off the bow.
‘Stu’ he screamed ‘stay down! They are just trying to stop us they have zero jurisdiction now, we just need to maintain this heading,’ his sentence was cut short by a stray bullet that clipped the mast. The sound of ricochet seemed to enrage Stu and he grabbed at the shotgun that Kai was lying on.
‘Stu! If you return fire they will sink us. Do you understand? Stay the fuck down.’ The short burst of fire seemed to be dissipating and Kai looked over the gunnels to see their oppressor positioned half a mile away and still within Spanish waters.
‘I think we’re home free’ Kai whispered, Stu got to his feet making his way towards the bow to investigate any damage. Kai had protested that he should stay down but the pig headed American ignored his requests. No sooner had he reached the bow than another burst of gun fire filled the air, the bullets again sprayed close to the bow and clipped the hull. Stu had dived for cover behind the roof of the cabin but took a hit, letting out a blood curdling scream in a tone Kai had never heard before. Blood gushed from Stu’s wound and covered the fore deck in a thick red glaze. Kai had stripped off his T-shirt and applied it to the top of his shoulder where the bullet had struck its cruel blow. After a quick assessment, it was clear to Kai that the bullet had cut straight through Stu’s arm luckily on the fleshy part and exited cleanly. Kai strapped the wound as best he could, and helped Stu back towards the stern where he offered the alcohol that he had been concealing for their victorious return. When he had the patient comfortable, he glanced to port to make sure that their assailant had given up chase. To his relief, the coast guard had indeed realised the distance was too great and was returning to their home port.
‘Fuck Stu, that was too close. It was only a matter of inches for that bullet to finish you and that could have been your last surf trip my friend!’ Stu looked pale and dishevelled and was slipping into shock. Kai ducked below and wrapped the injured sailor in blankets. ‘It’s gonna be sweet Stu, we’re home clear and fairly rich!’
Stu finally responded ‘Dude that was close! I heard the fucking bullet rip out of me and hit the deck, something that will stay with me forever. Thanks for patching me up bro, I didn’t realise that you were a field doctor!’ It was the first remark that had Kai on his feet and in to the forward berth of the cabin. His fears were realised as he stepped through the door and into water. It wasn’t a lot but it wouldn’t take much water to make the hull list dangerously. Kai set about changing the boats course slightly to lift the hulls damaged area above the water line. His next move was to apply the bilge pump, and remove the excess ocean that had penetrated the hull. All the while he made sure that Stu hadn’t lost too much more blood. He had almost become a master of disaster management. Darkness wasn’t far away and he knew he had to patch the hole with epoxy resin and a fiberglass patch, or it meant a night of uncertainty that could be filled with further complications. He only had one chance to make the patch stick properly. Kai tacked the boat round and tightened the sheets so that the boat heeled over to his advantage. He leaned over the side of the boat to apply the bandage to their war horse. He caught a glimpse of himself in the waters reflection and almost didn’t recognise his watery image that stared back at him. His hair was impossibly blonde and his skin dark. He chuckled to himself Amber would think he looked like Tarzan! He shook himself back to reality in a split second as he got to work fixing the hull. Ten minutes later the resin had gone off and set and the patch looked good.
‘Only time will tell’ he said out loud and returned to his stricken friend.
That night the wind was kind to the crew of the “Joint Venture” and she limped on towards home like faithful hunting dog. Though Kai didn’t sleep a wink. He spent the whole night checking the water level in the forward berth and bailed when necessary. Combine this with Stu’s gunshot wound, which had fortunately clotted fast, he was very grateful when the first throws of light flung from the east. The wind was favourable that morning and the sea state was light, so Kai rewarded himself with a joint to settle his nerves from the hellish previous day. He was confident that the temporary fix would hold and later that day they would be close to a suitable harbour to dock. He had mentioned to Stu that the likelihood of the police waiting back at the marina would be high, and that a new plan was needed to get to the jeep. When Stu became a little less delirious from the drug mixed stupor that Kai had concocted for him, it was time for that discussion.
‘The only thing that will work is if you sneak us in close to the marina entrance, I’ll jump ship and make for the jeep. If we get back at the time I’m thinking, we will have darkness on our side. Then you head further up the coast past the Kings palace and anchor off. I’ll flash the headlights from the beach and you can float back to shore’ Kai suggested.
‘That’s a cracking plan’ Stu said wincing as he moved. ‘I will have to come in close man, my arm is done.’ Kai knew that his friend would struggle with the swim, but this was their only chance. He tried to boost Stu’s confidence by saying that he would be back out on the water in no time. They both knew this was a lie.
By the time they had reached the coastline of Morocco the darkness had indeed set in which was exactly what Kai had wanted, to conceal their dodgy entry back into the country. As the boat drew closer, the embrace of the twinkling lights of the marina was almost luring them into a false sense of security and they only just realised to shut off the navigation lights, before Kai dived into the sea a mere fifty metres from shore. He made the swim look effortless as he powered through the marina entrance with the stealth of a royal marine. The plan was simple. Stu was to continue north to the rendezvous point and Kai would be waiting. It was a relief to be inside the jeep and Kai fired the trusty diesel engine and sped away into the night. His hand scoured the passenger seat for his mobile. He was eager to see if anyone from home had made contact, especially Amber. He quickly gave up as he nearly veered off the road sliding in the African dust. He swore out loud gave himself a pep talk and drove on towards Banana Beach which was where they were to retrieve the money, get Stu to shore, and sink the boat. 
Things didn’t look promising when the “Joint Ventures” navigation lights came into view. The tide was low and the swell was grinding onto the shore like the blows of a heavy-weight boxer. When the boat looked to be position, Kai gave the signal by flashing the headlights three times. The boat slowed and its bow was pointed out to sea. Then it was the waiting game, and Kai strained his eyes against the remaining light protruding from the horizon and only the moon seemed to be on their side, as its beam illuminated the shore break. Kai heard Stu spluttering as his body was being forced under the water by the menacing waves. He waded through the water, desperate to pull his friend from the unforgiving ocean that could easily suck him into the darkness with its savage grip. He caught a glimpse of Stu and dove forwards into the water. The hypnotic glows of the phosphorescence became disturbed as he fought against the current. He felt something deafly touch his fingertips but was quickly torn away from him. As he dove deeper, he again felt the object and grabbed at it, feeling an arm and a shoulder. It was Stu, they broke the surface in unison and gasped hungrily at the sweet air.
Stu spluttered and cleared his lungs before he managed to spit out a sentence. ‘Mission accomplished’ he croaked.




Chapter 6

Bro’s before Ho’s
Amber and Marina’s exit from Morocco couldn’t have been more problematic. Amber was in a foul mood, their flight had been delayed due to engine issues and the male security guard had been a little over familiar with them both which almost lead to them being ejected from the terminal for trying to fight him off. By the time Marina had dropped Amber back at the flat, it was getting dark and the rain was pouring.
‘Good old Blighty’ she said, and struggled up the stairs with her bags. She flung open the door and was instantly assaulted with a photo of her and Kai locked in each other arms. She quickly disposed of the photo frame, sending it crashing to the floor. She sat there contemplating how they had got to this as the rain came down harder, hammering at the windows. She decided to finish the bottle of Seychellois rum that they had got on one of their adventures together, and as she poured herself a large glass she toasted herself and her dickhead of an ex, and sipped at the fiery liquor. There was a knock at the door and Amber was happy that Marina was probably back to collect some of her clothes that she had packed in her case. She was surprised to see a very awkward looking Salty standing there, and looked over his shoulder desperately hoping that Kai was behind him. 
Salty had come by to drop off the Volvo and to explain what had unravelled in France. Amber listened intently to Kai’s best friend and his crazy stories, told in the quirky manner that only Salty could. She smiled thinking of the dynamic duo living the boyish lifestyle on the continent. Salty’s demeanour darkened when he mentioned how Stu came on the scene.
‘I don’t know’ he said, shaking his head, ‘it was like the dude had some magical hold over him, and that Kai needed to push himself further and harder to impress him’.
Amber shrugged her shoulders and poured another drink and one for Salty too, she pondered before she spoke ‘he never could be tamed, god knows I’ve tried for years. He’s an enigma Salty… I guess that was part of the attraction. The thing is I always thought I could tame him, and that maybe, just maybe, he would grow the fuck up.’
Salty instinctively grabbed her hand as she started to sob. ‘Look Amber he’s an idiot and he loves you deep down, he’s just a little lost’.
Amber stood and looked out of the window, winter was starting to cast its shadow over the south coast now and the lone tree being buffeted in the garden below was desperately holding on to the last of its foliage. She wondered how long she was going to hold on for before she had to let Kai go. The two shared more stories and the bottle of rum was slowly consumed. Talk turned to their past and the adventures that the three of them had together. It was a special time, their heyday and it made Amber sad knowing finally that this era was ending, and the chapter was to be closed forever.
‘Salty’ she slurred ‘you ever wonder if I made the right decision?’
‘What do you mean? Decision about what? Coz if you’re talking about your choice of beverage this rum is killer!’ They both burst into laughter and this lightened the mood. She did notice that Salty had held his gaze possibly for a little too long and this made her feel good inside. It was nice to be noticed again and maybe even to be fancied. She realised that Salty, although not the best looking of Kai’s crew was definitely the most loyal and she had always suspected that he had a secret thing for her. Tonight she may just push this a little further, she knew it wasn’t the right thing to do but she was drunk, hurting, and quickly losing her inhabitations.
Salty didn’t stand a chance against the allure of Amber’s siren like charms, and as the alcohol took its desired effect he found himself being drawn to her cat-like movements. She was stunning and he knew better than to make a move on his best friend’s girl, but Amber was playing this game well and she knew how to push a horny guy’s buttons.
She padded out to the bathroom and looked at her reflection in the mirror, she still had it, that was for certain and she delicately applied a little more lip gloss and undid a couple of buttons exposing her cleavage.
‘Salty, do you fancy another drink’ she said knowing perfectly well that he would. A slurry reply confirmed her suspicions and she poured the final dregs of the illicit liquor into their glasses. She sat back down and made it so she was perched only inches away from Salty. Again they chatted about the good old days and Amber made subtle moves to put a hand on Salty’s knee, all the time playing with her hair, and staring into his eyes. Talk led back to their break up and Amber began to get upset, or at least appeared to.
Salty offered his comfort and wrapped his arms around her, her breast pushed against his chest. He could smell her hypnotic perfume and longed to kiss her. She stroked his chest slowly and looked up and into his eyes. It was only seconds before their lips locked and they began to kiss passionately. He pulled her on top of him and she felt his arousal and begun to rub herself up and down on him as she removed her top and bra exposing her pert round breasts. There was a moment where they both realised what they were doing was wrong, but neither of them protested as their animal instincts took over. Salty lifted her clean in the air her legs wrapped around his waist and they clumsily made their way to the bedroom, never once unlocking their embrace but once on the bed Amber suddenly became very aware of the situation she had put herself in, and in a final attempt to dissuade his advances she pulled the sick card and made her excuses fleeing to the toilet in tears.
Once again she was alone with her mirror image and she was not happy with who was staring back at her. Smeared makeup, ravaged hair and the general demeanour of the common, drunk slut she had almost become, and with his best friend too. Now she really did feel sick with the feeling of utter disgust and remorse. She scowled at her reflection as she removed the dregs of her makeup wondering if the witty Americans pictures of Kai with that girl really were somehow fabricated, and that she had nearly slept with his friend, purely out of spite. The room began to spin and Amber made her way to the bedroom only to find Salty asleep. He looked peaceful enough and harmless to boot so she crawled in next to him and closed her eyes. As she slipped off into a rum based coma Salty stirred and suddenly became aware of Amber asleep by his side and stared at the sleeping vixen that was nestled against him. She was perfect and Kai just let her slip away like a wave he deemed not perfect enough to ride.
He knew exactly what he was doing as he pulled the covers down exposing her breasts and posing with her sleeping beside him. His right arm outstretched with his phone taking numerous selfies. Amber stirred and quick as a flash Salty rolled over like a child being caught doing something he shouldn’t. Amber muttered in her sleep but quickly drifted back off. He scrolled back through the images and smiled to himself. He would show Kai exactly what he had lost and what he had gained by him leaving and chasing his dream. Drunk, he selected the best image to destroy Kai’s world and sent to him via private message. Just like that, the wheels were set in motion to push Kai’s existence to the limit, and determine his and Amber’s fate once and for all.
The morning light tumbled through the window, although it was shrouded by the dank misty winter that had well and truly took hold. Ambers head was banging from the night before, the rum’s poison was clearly still diluting her blood. She rolled over and saw Salty lying there asleep and her heart sank to new depths she had never experienced before. It was only the final realisation of the clouded images that drifted back through her consciousness that released her from the grips of remorse. To validate her broken memory she peeked under the duvet and was pleased to see that they both were still wearing underwear.
‘Thank fuck’ she muttered. How the hell was she going to explain all this to Kai, let alone face Salty? It was her turn to quietly slip away in to the morning drizzle to ponder what had gone on, and also what she was going to do to ensure Kai knew how she felt.
Amber quickly left the flat dressed in her finest hippy getup, baggy Indian trousers, hoody and a bobble hat to conceal as much of her hung-over brokenness as possible. She would normally have the radio cranked up to the max and be singing her heart out, but today was not a day for rejoicing. In essence, she felt like a total skank, but had he driven her to this, or was it just an easy way out to start again. Her vibrant orange Suzuki Swift tore through the quiet streets of a sleepy Southbourne as she tossed these thoughts over in her mind. One thing for certain was that a good strong coffee and a chat with her bestie would offer some light to her dilemmas.
Amber couldn’t actually believe the very words that were tumbling from her lips with the ferociousness of a river that burst its banks. The more she spoke, the more she couldn’t stop its flow. All the while Marina stood there open jawed, not really comprehending the drastic nature of the previous nights shenanigans, and how they could affect her future.
‘So you didn’t fuck him then? So what’s the problem?’ she offered whimsically.
‘The problem is I was so close to doing it! The problem is its Kai’s best friend and I still love Kai’
Marina then went on a mass offensive of how Kai had constantly let her down, ripped her heart out and put her life on hold while he lived it up in dream land.
‘Marina, he does love me though, he always has. I just need to find a way to let him grow. I know we will be together again.’
‘Amber, your always making excuses for him. Maybe this was a sign? And even if it’s not, it’s not like he’s going to find out that you and Salty nearly did it! Christ that makes me want to hurl!’ she laughed.
‘That’s not the worst bit! How am I ever going to face Salty? He is so sweet and I know he really likes me…’ Marina was laughing now, imagining the lewd scenario in her head.
‘Listen Amber, on a serious note, I think you know the answer to all of this. Put Salty straight, he will hurt for a while but he’ll come round. Kai is a completely different animal altogether. I would be honest with him and tell him the situation. Then it’s up to him’.
As Amber digested this barrage of constructive abuse from her friend, a few thousand miles away the Moroccan sun was also making its debut, as it creeped over the Atlas Mountains, bringing with a lot more than the cold light of day to the traveller who lay sleeping in the village below.    




Chapter 7

Salt in the wound
Kai woke to the familiar and comforting sounds of the fishing boats departing ritual, and he rolled over and continued to snooze safe in the knowledge that he was not at sea, and that he was now a relatively rich man. The previous night the pair had emerged from the Atlantic unscathed and had celebrated with their faithful landlord Abdulla in the traditional Moroccan way through feasting and smoking the finest hashish. Kai had decided that a small investment within his host’s fledgling business would not only secure him a small profit, but more importantly secure him a place where he could always stay in the village that he had fallen in love with.
Kai and Stu headed over to their favourite breakfast establishment to discuss their next move. They sat overlooking the street and ordered some pancakes.
‘So brother, what’s your next move?’ Kai offered.
‘Our next move should be to head to somewhere with potential, somewhere tropical where I can just wear board shorts! I’m sick of my balls getting chafed in my wetsuit!’
Kai laughed out loud as ironically just as Stu had mentioned this a stray dog had tentatively started to lick himself next to the table. It felt strange to Kai as he pondered his future journey, as deep down in his gut all he wanted to do was go home to his girl. He ate a mouthful of pancake and savoured the crisp pure sweet taste of the African honey drizzled on the top before he finally answered Stu.
‘Well first things first, I’m heading into Agadir to get a new phone or get online as I need to make contact with the motherland. I can pick up a fresh bottle of rum, and we can get some waves...’
Kai stopped short as he had one ear on the conversation on the next table between two Australian guys. ‘It’s fucking perfection mate, the waves just peel down the reef for over five hundred metres, hollow as fuck’ said the blonde Australian.
‘Excuse me fellas’ Kai said strolling over and pulling up a rickety stool ‘where exactly are you guys frothing over?’
The two guys looked at Kai and smirked ‘This place will chew up a pommey like you and spit you out in pieces, that’s if the locals don’t do it first!’ Kai was used to taking abuse from their colonial cousins, but it pissed him off that these primates had no respect. He felt the red mist building like a flooding tide, but managed to relax and be tactful with his next move.
‘Well if you two goons had been here longer than a couple of days you would realise that me and my good friend Mr Schumacher over there owned the peak on some of the biggest days in recent weeks, so wind your necks in boys and share the love, who knows we may even give you a few local spots that are classed as secret too’.
To witness this scenario from outside the world of a surfer it would look like some shady back street drug deal. A bunch of guys offering slithers of limited information leading to a shared passion of waves hurling themselves at the shore. The Australian tourists reluctantly gave in, and told them the name of this faithful left-hand point break. Its name was Tamarin and it was located on the island of Mauritius. It was shrouded with mystery as it was fabled to be protected by a group known as the “White Shorts” who would fight with increasing vigour to keep this place secret, and it appeared to be working. Kai smiled to himself and felt the embers of discovery re-ignite within him. This was now the goal and his next destination.
Once Kai and Stu had settled their bill, Kai decided to make the pilgrimage to Agadir to pick up some supplies and a new phone. He drove through the twisting coast road with increased vigour happy in the knowledge that he soon would become connected to the outside world, and that meant being able to speak to Amber. Once he found a parking space he made his way to Unix Pris and picked up a case of lager, some cigarette papers and a Samsung s7 phone which was the newest model in the shop. Instead of heading straight back, he hit the strip and found a nice air-conditioned bar out of the creeping African sun, and ordered a beer, a plate of couscous and took advantage of the plug socket to charge his phone. Once it was sufficiently charged he was instantly online and on Facebook, on which he noticed numerous missed messages and notifications that he begun to plough through. He enjoyed being unplugged from the outside world and western society but it was nice to dabble and occasionally hook up with friends. After about ten minutes of faffing he came across a message from Salty, which surprised him as the Salt rarely used social media, but none the less he was stoked to see anything from his bro.
No sooner had he clicked on the message than he wished the world would swallow him up. He spat his beer out and gasped. His eyes and mind found it difficult to process the image in front of him and he felt an immense pang of sadness and hatred building within. All the time the words written with the photo of his so called friend in bed with his woman, became ingrained in his mind ‘Your loss is my gain’. He played the scenario over in his head of the two of them fucking in his bed and it made him physically sick. He was driving like a madman fuelled with sheer fury, narrowly missing roadside trader who dived for cover as his jeep skidded sideways round a bend he had navigated far too quickly. ‘Fuck’ he screamed out loud and hammered his fist against the wheel. His mind was adrift with lewd images of the pair. He was desperately trying to grasp control of his demons within, as he knew the red mist would inevitably only end with him or someone else getting hurt. Once he parked the jeep, or rather slung it in to a space via use of the handbrake spraying gravel on to a protesting goat, he made his way back to the house where Stu was waiting for him. Kai unleashed a ferocious verbal assault that Stu had to endure like a punch bag.
‘How could he sleep with her of all people? And why did she want to fuck him anyway?’ Kai was seething with anger. His body was shaking with rage, and all the while Stu listened intently and kept the beers flowing. When the torrent of abuse began to ebb Stu offered his response, knowing full well that Kai would swallow it up like a shark with blood lust.
‘Let’s just say this is where that chapter has closed and our new one begins. Think about it man, we have crazy amounts of money, and a perfect destination where we can really hone our skills. And trust me, the place will be dripping with fine young hotties!’
Kai was numb but nodded along with Stu’s plans, it really was a great proposition and it seemed like nothing was holding him back anymore. Kai rolled a spliff and took solace in a stroll along the beach. Its expanse at low tide really put things into perspective of how small we really are, in a world so full of wonder. He found himself alone on the point staring out to sea, the light offshore wind caressed the approaching swells and suddenly it became apparent that the only constant thing in his life was the surf, and she would never let him down. His day dream was shattered by the unfamiliar buzz of his new phone, and he was shocked to see Amber had sent him a Facebook message. He reluctantly opened it and cursed himself for doing so.
‘Hey stranger! Long-time no speaks! I tried to call you a few times and noticed you had been on Facebook, give me a call when you can! I’ve missed you….xx’ Kai read, and re-read the message over and over. Was she actually for real, was she messing with him?
He paused only for a moment before he dialled the number she had offered him. He could feel the blood pulsing in his head as the phone rang on the other side of the world, it didn’t take long for Amber to answer.
‘Kai! It’s so great that you called…’
He cut her off immediately, ‘why is it great Amber? So you can gloat about fucking my best friend?’
There was a short pause before she responded ‘uh…err…’ she stumbled, ‘what the hell Kai? What are you talking about?’
‘Cut the bullshit Amber, I’ve seen the slutty photos of you two in bed together so don’t try and wriggle out of this. Before I hang up the phone and never speak to you again, I just want you to know that you were the one for me, and you chose to do him.’
There was no time for Amber to protest as no sooner had the words left his lips than his brand new phone was sailing through the air where it met its fate beneath the waves. He didn’t feel any better having spoken to her, and he felt like jumping in after the phone and not coming back up for a breath. He didn’t have a chance to make a reckless decision as a familiar hand was placed on his shoulder.
‘Come on Kai, it’s not the end of the world brother! There is so much more out there for you, you just need to go out there and get it’.
Kai knew that the only way to move on was to escape and this was the perfect plan. He and Stu spent the evening meticulously structuring the next phase of their trip, this included flights back to Madrid where they could bank some of their cash and then a flight on to Mauritius. Once they arrived they pre-booked an apartment, not far away from the fabled surf spot that they had heard rumours of only days before. By ten o’clock that night it was all booked. They had one more week in Morocco before they embarked on the next step of their journey.
‘I love the fucking internet!’ Kai slurred as he poured himself another rum, trying to etch away the image of the woman he loved that was engrained in his soul.




Chapter 8

New Horizons
Kai’s last week in Morocco went quickly and it was soon time for the pair to bid their farewell to Abdulla and his family. Kai had mixed feelings as he shook his host and friends hand for the final time. Abdulla looked directly into Kai’s eyes as the pearls of wisdom flowed from his lips, they would remain with him forever.
‘Good luck my friend and remember, a man who chases fairy tales will sometimes miss his own happy ending. Choose your path wisely and enjoy the journey.’ As the door closed, Kai knew it would be a long time before he trusted anyone again, but he was determined to live each day with purpose, and enjoy each new discovery that lay in his path. Stu was eerily quiet on the journey to the airport and Kai picked up on this.
‘Bro what’s up man? I’m the one that’s supposed to be contemplating life!’
‘Well my friend it’s just I’ve been thinking. I’ve been a bit of a dick recently man. I kind of helped fuck things up between you and Amber and I feel responsible. Plus you pretty much saved my life out there on the yacht, and I never really said thanks.’
Kai responded in jest, ‘fuck me Stu. Anymore of this lame ass gratitude and I swear I’m going to smack you in the face!’ Deep down Kai knew that this offer of thanks was in fact, a shift in power within the duo as he recognised that Stu held him in such high regard. It felt good to be respected again as a person, and not just for being a warrior of waves.
As Kai approached the airport he suddenly realised that the only hurdle that stood in their way was the movement of cash between continents. They had concealed their stash with care, depositing wedges in various spots in their cases and hand luggage. Before they left the sanctuary of the hire car, Kai told Stu to stay calm and follow the plan. Stu nodded and they both walked out of a country that had given them much more than amazing waves and fine people. Morocco had given Kai purpose, strength and a whole new outlook on life that he could utilise chasing his dreams.
Passing through security was a tense affair and Kai was grateful for the air conditioning that subdued his nervous perspiration. They did however access the departures hall without consequence, and headed straight to the bar to toast their success.
‘Dude we are only one step away from paradise!’ Kai said swigging his bottle of lager.
‘I know brother, all we have to do is bank the remainder of the cash, and we’re done with the shadier side of the law!’ They both beamed at each other.
‘Can you imagine the waves we are going to be riding in two days?’ Kai said, conjuring up the image in his head of a mutant left hand reef being pummelled by an endless supply of Indian Ocean swells. He was almost salivating at the thought when their call to the gate came over the tannoy.
The short flight back to Europe went without a hitch as did their entry through Spanish customs, and soon the intrepid travellers were pacing the streets of Madrid in search of their lodgings. They soon came across their budget accommodation and Kai was happy they had booked separate rooms. He dumped his board and bags and made for the town centre. He had two things on his mind as he strolled through the bustling streets, find a suitable bank, and eat some tapas. The latter would be a lot easier than subtly depositing twenty five thousand euros in cash! Banco Santander was the sensible choice and Kai entered with his head held high, dressed in his finest non-surf attire.
‘Hola!’ he stuttered. ‘Hablo ingles?’
‘Yes Sir, I speak English. How can I help you today?’ The gentleman behind the counter was called Maurice, and Kai could see that he was instantly being visually interrogated and he couldn’t blame him. Kai was now a very dark brown in colour and his hair was sun bleached white and even with his best efforts he still resembled someone from a retro surf film.
He took a deep breath and got down to business, ‘I would like to open an account please and make a cash deposit.’
‘Certainly’ came the reply, ‘I will need the correct identification and home address.’
They both went through the necessary paper work and approximately eighteen minutes after he had strolled into the bank, he was walking out with a spring in his step and twenty five thousand euros lighter. Even Maurice the clerk didn’t batten an eyelid at the amount, must be small fry Kai thought considering they were in the Spanish capital.
Kai found a little tapas place in a central square and settled in for the evening.  He ordered himself a selection tapas and rioja, and drank in the scenes that lay before him. He enjoyed the hustle and bustle of city life and an increase in pace that Madrid offered. The couple next to him couldn’t keep their hands of each other and Kai could almost smell Ambers perfume as her image drifted into his mind. He would hold this thought until it became tarnished with Salty’s photograph of them, draped over each other, naked in his very bed. He scowled to himself and ordered another carafe of red. He had assigned himself to a night of drunken solace when his American compadre appeared and pulled up a seat next to Kai.
‘How are the meatballs brother?’ he said lighting up a cigarette.
‘You know what man, it is so nice to have a tomato based sauce and some wine with dinner! I’ve missed Europe’
‘Well enjoy it while you can my friend! I hear that Mauritius has an eclectic mix of creole cuisine infused with Indian and Chinese influences!’
Kai laughed out loud spitting out a little of his wine over the adjacent horny couple who glared at him. ‘Dude you actually sound like a walking talking guide book! I can’t wait to get there and get stuck in to some proper surf.’
They spent the rest of the night drinking their way through the city. Kai woke in a room that seemed to spin. It took him a while to gain his bearings and when he sat up, the red wine hangover literally smacked him in the face as his head pulsed with pain. He shuffled his way over to Stu’s room and knocked on the door. His partner in crime answered and was instantly diagnosed with the same ailment, an acute hangover.
‘Stu you do realise in less than eight hours we have a ten hour flight to deal with?’
‘Yeah man fuck, this is why I hate being inland, I really need to jump in the ocean and clear this hang over!’
‘Amen to that’ Kai said. ‘I’m heading to the bakery for some croissants and coffee, you want anything?’
Stu shook his head and muttered ‘just a new head! If you could fix that I would be eternally grateful!’  




Chapter 9

Soul Surfing
Even at twenty thousand feet, the water was so clear, that Kai could see the various breaks and gaps in the barrier reef that fringed the island below. He could just make out the swell lines that were drawn toward the reef, like a bee to nectar. His mind ran with images of a perfect set of Indian Ocean swells surging into the shallow water, and its metamorphosis into a glass faced wave that would break unforgivingly on to the corals.
‘Excuse me? Sir, the captain has illuminated the fasten seat belt sign,’ said the pretty brunette airhostess, bringing Kai back to reality.
‘Of course’, he said, winking at her. He noticed over her shoulder that Stu was also checking her out and staring at her ass, ‘why not take a photo Stu! It will last longer!’
Stu actually looked a little embarrassed and protested ‘Thanks Kai! Hey man, you seen the surf down their?’
‘Yeah man it’s gonna pack a lot more punch than the Atlantic swell, and that coral is going to be savage if we end up on it!’
Kai realised that Stu was in no fit state to be taking on the unforgiving surf that lay waiting for them. The massive trauma that he had received to his body only fifteen days before required a slow recovery and training process, and Stu would be only able to face the Indian wave challenge with dedication and perseverance. The plane was almost touching down when Stu piped up, almost reading what Kai was thinking.
‘Dude you know I can watch out for you from the beach, but on the reef you’ll be alone’. Kai knew that he was going to receive a lot of grief from the local surf population. It was well documented that the “White shorts” protected their left hand point break with ferocity and violence, and Kai would have to approach with sensible but strong demeanour. He wouldn’t be bullied off a wave, but he also didn’t want to get stabbed in shark infested water.
After collecting their boards and successfully passing immigration, they emerged out of the arrivals hall and into hot and humid island territory. Within seconds they were drenched with sweat, and rejoiced as they climbed into the sanctuary of the air conditioned taxi, that would deliver them to the west coast of the Black River District where they had rented their apartment. Kai didn’t talk much on the ride through interior of the island, as he became drunk on the images that flashed by as they drove through the jungles rich in flora and fauna.
‘It’s like being in Jurassic Park’ he muttered open jawed, as the sharp features of the land intoxicated him with its beauty. Once they had cleared the interior the vista of the ocean opened up before them as the taxi emerged from the jungle, and Kai couldn’t hide his excitement.
‘Stu we’ve just found paradise!’
‘You’re not wrong brother, I’m just gutted I won’t be able to hit that surf with you.’
The taxi pulled into the village which was a maze of old colonial buildings, luxury apartment blocks and makeshift shanties which literally made use of any and all scrap material that lay around. The thing which really caught Kai’s eye and filled him with unease was the amount of “LOCALS ONLY” graffiti which covered the walls and street signs that led to the beach. His suspicions were confirmed as the taxi driver, once they paid, told them to “stay away from the main bay” as dangers were not just in the water, but on the palm fringed beach too. The cab pulled away back on to the road spraying them both with gravel and dust and Kai coughed and rubbed his eyes.
‘I can see it’s going to be an interesting few months here dude’ he said, grabbing his board and bag as they headed over to their new pad. Once inside, they were stoked to find their accommodation was comfortable and most importantly, had a sea view. Kai didn’t hang around though, he was desperate to get a look at the reef which lay beyond the jungle just a little further west. ‘I’m going to check it out man and grab some supplies while I’m out’ he said grabbing his wallet.
‘That’s cool, I’m gonna kick back. My shoulders twinging like a bitch. Be careful brother, and keep a low profile.’
Kai was glad to get a little time out from his and Stu’s growing bromance. The hot sun beat down hard on his skin and he praised the dwindling shadows from the scant trees that lay along the roadside, which provided a little sanctuary. A side alley took him down to towards the beach and he passed a couple of bars and cafes where all the occupants seemed to stare, but not smile. He ventured on unphased. His attention was drawn to the sounds being omitted from the thunderous surf as it impaled itself on the coral reef. Kai quickened his pace, like a lion would when entering chase with its prey. He kicked off his flip flops and sped through the hot sand as he left the palms that fringed the beach. It was a sight that couldn’t be equalled. A vision that he would hold within his soul until he expelled his final breath. Beyond the beach which drew away from the river mouth, were visible lines of waves that continued to trundle down the coral point with such perfection that Poseidon himself would be proud.
Kai was torn back to the moment from someone shouting behind him, ‘you can look but you can’t touch brother,’ Kai spun round to see a small group of guys emerge from the tree line. The guy who led them was short but broad with a clear athletic build. His tattoos covered his chest and were intricate in detail, portraying creole tribal markings. Kai held his ground as the pack circled round him.
‘What you doing here?’
‘Just admiring the view and thinking how nice it would be to slice up a few of those beauties’ he said defiantly.
‘Well keep dreaming’ a younger guy grunted. Kai was sizing each individual and developing a plan of attack within his mind when she emerged from behind a palm. His focus was immediately diverted to her slim tanned body which hypnotised him as she slowly paced over.
She spoke with a husky charm that cut the atmosphere in half and his opponents down with delicate fury. ‘Really guy’s six on one? Not really promoting us as a tourist friendly destination’
‘Back off Celeste, this is our beach’.
She laughed and brushed her hair away from her face. ‘Just let the guy off, he’d probably drown out there anyway!’
Kai took this statement as his release from the situation and slowly backed away from the group. ‘She’s right’ he said giving her a cheeky wink ‘I think I will try somewhere further up the coast’.
‘You do that blondie! And stay away from here’
‘Not fucking likely’ he muttered under his breath. Once he made the tree line, he glanced back at the surf break that was shrouded with the bunch of Neanderthal brethren that upheld the rites of passage. He almost laughed out loud. He was damned if he had flow to the other side of the planet not to ride those waves. The girl, Celeste, was a diamond in the rough. She had saved him from a beating, that was for sure, and he was going to make it his mission to get to know her, and hopefully gaze into those dark brown eyes once more.
Kai arrived back and was grateful that Stu had the air-conditioning fired up to the max.
‘Dude where have you been man? I thought you had got a kicking for sure! So how was the break? Was it all we imagined it would be?’
‘Oh yes! It relentlessly peels down the reef, it’s fast too! I think you could be barrelled for huge sections at a time!’ Kai’s elation seemed to drain away from his face as he took breath and composed his next statement, and he knew Stu could see it coming. ‘The only down side is, I have already met a few members of the white shorts and let’s put it this way, they weren’t too happy that I just rocked up…’
Stu cut him off, ‘dude I told you to keep a low profile, you’re going to be out there alone for the foreseeable, and now they know your face and hair! It’s not like you blend in!’
Kai sat back in his chair and cracked open a nice cold beer that he had purchased earlier from the local store and grinned. ‘Well actually bro I think I may have an ally out there and the bonus is she is smoking hot!’
Stu retorted with his usual jealous dismissal ‘Yeah right man! Be careful this chick doesn’t take you for a fool bro.’
Kai couldn’t be bothered dignifying this with a response. He knew how stressed out Stu was due to his injury. It was not just a physical ailment, it was a mental blow for his friend too knowing that the honey pot was just out of reach, and he could smell its sweetness. Kai was pleased as the sun began to sink towards the horizon, casting its recessing glows against the huge cumulus nimbus clouds strewn across the sky. A sudden flash on the horizon spelled the arrival of a tropical storm, and Kai knew it wasn’t going to be the only trouble brewing in the ocean this week. He turned to Stu who was frying up some noodles in the galley style kitchen.
‘I’m going to head out there at first light and see if I can get a few waves without them catching me. If they’re anything like the goons we’ve met on the road, with all this wave consistency and frequency of swell I think they will be lazy.’
‘That’s true my friend, but we have a rule in America and anywhere with this water temperature, which is, never surf at dusk, dawn or after a downpour, as that’s the best time to get eaten by a shark’. It was the only word that could cut through Kai’s bravado like a knife through butter. It was a risk that was for certain, but a risk worth taking.
As the dark of the night drew in and the storm rumbled around the bay, Kai and Stu admired natures show from the comfort of the balcony. Only the occasional fruit bat marred the view with their haunting vampire like bodies slicing and swooping through the humid air.
‘I feel like we are in another world’ said Kai finishing his second beer.
Stu paused before he responded and wiped the sweat from his brow. ‘Indeed my friend, this is a world where you could be crowned king of the waves and just as easily be cut down. I think you should play it with caution until you get the number on these white short guys. I’ve got a bad feeling.’
Kai looked at his feet, which were getting attacked by a number of mosquitos. It appeared that the general locality was trying to take him down. ‘If I don’t go, I will never know! And on that note, I’m going to crash’.




Chapter 10

Tropic Thunder
The alarm on Kai’s phone rang out through the sparsely decorated apartment and echoed around the walls. Combined with a poor night sleep and general disorientation, Kai was not on his best form as he fumbled in the darkness for his board shorts. To top things off he stubbed his toe against the wall as he was about to leave and let out a yelp.
‘Fucks sake’ he whispered through gritted teeth. He opened the door to find Stu was already waiting outside the apartment and adding a fresh layer of warm water wax to Kai’s board.
‘Sup chief?’ he said as Kai stood there looking in slight bewilderment. ‘What, you thought I was going to just let you go out there alone? No way bro! I’m gonna wait on the beach and make sure those goons don’t gang up on you!’
Kai was grateful for the company and wasn’t going to argue. They slipped on to the beach and made their way around the coast, hugging the line of the palms, just in case they were being watched. All the while, Kai kept an eye on the break line which was just becoming visible as the first rays of dawn burst from the east. When they were directly opposite the reef pass where Kai could easily paddle through and access the forbidden wave, he strapped on his leash and crept into the ocean. It was a pleasure to be immersed in water that was so warm, it not only kept his heart rate down, but it also eliminated the cramps that the icy Atlantic brought on with its frigid grip. Kai felt like a king as he paddled out, he only looked back to gain a bearing of land where he could just make out Stu loitering under the palm trees. Every now and then he would stiffen up as he passed over a coral head which loomed ominously out of the crystal clear waters. It felt so sharky and suddenly as he left the sanctuary of the lagoon and headed out on to the break line he felt very alone and vulnerable to the ocean, and the hidden beasts that lay beneath.
‘Calm the fuck down’ he said out loud to himself. He had to concentrate on the waves, they were the ultimate threat as they surged in from the deep only to erupt onto the reef. Kai took ten minutes just to figure out the correct positioning and the swell period in which he could time every set that came through. It was roughly a seventeen second lull in between sets, and this would give him time to compose himself for the potential ride of his life. His first wave was a beauty, he took off fairly late and caught a rail in the face just before the wave curled over and sucked him on to the coral. He became lodged in the pocket of the barrel and the speed became immeasurable, the spray almost transcended into something else as the sunrise lit up the wave. As he shot out of the barrel with great pace, the wave had bent slightly round the reef line and offered a ramp to which Kai took off, arching his body and spinning an aerial reverse spin. He crashed off the back and hooted loudly in the morning air.
It was only then that he realised he had travelled well over two hundred meters on the wave and was really far inside, which made the paddle back to his original position a bit of a trek. He paddled on now aware that dawn was well and truly breaking as the sun saluted him. He could still make out the pass through the spray and thought he could see Stu on the beach. He decided on one more wave as the entire process on the reef had taken thirty minutes just to find his feet, and he knew he was pushing his luck already. The next set of Indian swell seemed to take an age to arrive and Kai sat motionless in the flat spot perched on his board. His hairs instantly pricked up on the back of his neck and his heart raced as he saw the fin gliding through the water, no more than ten metres from his position. The images of teeth and death came thick and fast in his mind, his heart pounded and he became frozen with fear. He scanned the near waters for the shark and its impending attack. The dolphin broke the surface just metres away and Kai’s fears began to melt into the waters surrounding him. ‘Jesus Christ’ he said out loud. He turned and paddled toward the incoming set wave eager to make his escape back to the lagoon. He took off with ease and sliced the face like a knight in battle, and quickly remembered to pull off earlier so he could make it through the pass. It was then he saw the figure paddling toward his position. At first he didn’t know how to react. He could paddle quicker than most and could make his escape, but ‘why run?’ he thought.
As the figure came closer Kai was pleased to see it was a female form and one that he recognised. Celeste paddled with a strong elegance and as she came closer, Kai was able to admire her stunning body which was only scantily clad in a pink bikini. No more than a metre away she paused and popped in to a seating position. She remained smiling before she spoke and the motion of the waves that pushed through the pass gently moved her tanned breasts which Kai was drawn to.
‘You just couldn’t take no for an answer then?’ she said in a teasing manner.
‘When I want something really bad I just have to go for it’ he said in a corny response.
‘Well it won’t be long before the rest of the crew head down so you better make yourself scarce. Those were some nice moves by the way!’ Kai took the compliment in his stride and decided to push things a little.
‘It’s Celeste isn’t it? Do you fancy a drink later?’
Celeste laughed out loud ‘whoa! You really do want to get in trouble don’t you! Look you’re really sweet, but you need to get out of here now and if by chance you happen to be in the ‘The Bay’ bar later around ten, then maybe we’ll meet again!’
Kai winked and paddled off back into the lagoon. He paused for a second to look back and check out her arse as she crept over the next incoming wave. This distraction had cost him dearly, as the noise of shouts and hoots drew his attention back toward shore.  
There was nowhere to hide as he paddled toward the beach, the calmness of the lagoon made his movements clearly visible to the pack of angry locals who lined the shore in wait. Kai knew he was in for it, but paddled on at a consistent and strong pace. His pulse rate had quickened and he could feel the endorphins being released as the fear built within. As soon as he reached the shallows he released his leash, and let his board float clear of the impending brawl. He didn’t really hear the shouts from his attackers as time seemed to once again linger. He hadn’t realised that he had reached into the clear waters and grabbed a large lump of coral. However he did witness the first blow he drew down on the assailant’s head quickly drawing blood and sending him into the water. Kai managed to get three more hits in before a kick to the face had rendered him temporarily disabled. The darkness of concussion threatened to set in like a tropical cyclone brewing on the horizon and temporary blindness or the blood seeping into his eye meant he could only hear Stu bellowing at the top of his lungs, ‘you fucks call this a fight? Bring it on!
Kai wiped his brow to see Stu wielding a large lump of driftwood, viciously swiping at any of the mob that came within range. He had taken down three of them before Kai made it out of the water and together they managed to warn off the last guy who glared at them as he went to aid his fellow downed crew members. Kai and Stu both took this vague victory and turned to flee. And as they made their retreat they could hear the mixture of groans and future threats being carried away on the steady offshore wind.
‘That didn’t go exactly as I had planned,’ Kai spat breathlessly as he continued to run. ‘I may have scored with that chick though!’
‘Fuck me Kai, you nearly get killed and you’re still thinking about your dick!’
Kai grinned and they continued their escape. They didn’t pause until they made their way down the palm fringed path that led to the house. ‘Maybe I need to get a new hobby!’
‘No dude I think we do need to find a new spot though, this shits getting out of control’
Kai was cursing the air as he realised his board had probably been snapped in two by the psycho locals. ‘No chance man, I mean effectively we won and they won’t expect us to return.’
Stu looked dumbfounded by Kai brash response.
‘Plus you know the saying,’ he said cleaning the wound he had sustained.
‘What’s that then?’ Stu said inquisitively.
‘If you can’t beat them, join them!’  
Kai and Stu spent the rest of the day at a more sedate pace. Lounging in the burning sun and taking frequent long distance paddles within the lagoon to build stamina. There was an element of training that Stu had begun teaching his apprentice that was an old Hawaiian tradition, it involved holding down a large rock or boulder and running over the seabed. It instilled confidence underwater and also extended the capacity one could be beneath the big blue. Kai managed to control his heart rate and stay under for four or so minutes. As the sun began to take its sunken position under the horizon it was time to vacate their training ground as it was not advisable to be around when sharks returned to the shallows to hunt, and Kai also had to get ready for his late night rendezvous.
The monsoon style rains returned to the island with a dark vengeance and the landmass soon became masked in a huge electrical storm, the warm rain beating down turning the dry river beds into raging torrents. Kai sat on the balcony sipping a cold beer when he suddenly realised it was time to head out.
‘Don’t wait up Stu!’ he said, as he ventured into the night.
The air was hot and dense as he walked toward the fabled drinking hole and the electricity could be felt and heard as it rumbled around the tropical hills behind him. Kai was drenched when he finally stumbled upon the bar, and he was almost turned away at the door by the local bouncer until he produced a one hundred rupee note which gained his entry. Kai sauntered straight to the bar and scoped the place to see if Celeste had already arrived. He couldn’t see her anywhere and ordered a beer, he was just cursing himself on the inside as he was late when he noticed her at the door. She truly was a sight to behold, dressed in a short denim skirt and low cut top, with her deep tan and hair flowing over her shoulders which was dampened from the storm. Kai wasn’t the only guy to notice her, in fact every bloke in the bar pretty much checked her out.
She casually walked towards him with a playful smile on her face, every step she took closer to him increased his heart rate until he felt like he was going to explode. She stopped just short of him and took a seat at the bar ordering a spiced rum and orange.
‘I told you that you would get hurt if you hung around the bay’ she said, taking a sip of the fiery liquor.
‘I’m sure it wasn’t just me that got hurt’ Kai responded grinning smugly.
‘That’s true, but you realise the whole gang are now baying for your blood and they know you’re staying locally’
‘Anyone would think your trying to get rid of me! We are just passing through trying to get some waves. And if I could just have a session with you I would be stoked!’
Celeste laughed out loud and tussled with her hair. ‘I hope you mean out on the water! I don’t even know your name?’
‘It’s Kai, and yes a surf would be good too!’
She leaned in close and whispered in his ear sending the hair on the back of his neck straight up.
‘Be careful what you wish for Kai’ she said as her hand glanced his knee and drew up the inside of his thigh stopping just short of his manhood. She then got up and walked off to the toilet, purposefully not looking back instilling the sexual suspense further. Kai took a swig of his beer and contemplated his next move. He fancied her, that was for certain and she was definitely up for it, but what about Amber. Her clean cut image quickly lifted from his mind like the mist rising in the dawn’s warmth. She had betrayed him with his best friend, it was time to move on. Kai didn’t have another second to analyse the situation as Celeste had returned to her seat, and drank the remainder of her drink. Kai couldn’t take his eyes off her. The lack of air conditioning meant her clothing was drawn in on her slender body. She had a sultry glow and kept purposefully touching his leg. The drinks flowed, as did the conversation which was becoming increasingly sexual. Without warning she stood up and motioned for him to follow. She led him by the hand on to the warm sand, her face was lit up by the occasional flashes of fork lighting which struck the horizon. She pulled him close and begun to kiss him fiercely. Kai grabbed her tight ass and pushed her against the fishing boat that lay beached. She drew her thigh up and he quickly discarded her thong, slipping his fingers inside her. She moaned with pleasure, her voice was husky as she willed him on further. She suddenly stopped and fell to her knees removing his shorts so savagely he almost fell to the ground. Kai braced as she took him in her mouth and as he looked up at the heavens a shooting star raced across the sky. He then grasped her shoulders and pulled her back up to him not wanting to finish the proceedings early, and delicately bent her over the upturned hull. They carried on their lewd affair as the electric storm raged around them, ferociously climaxing together as the thunder came echoing around the bay.    
Celeste quickly pulled up her pants and leaned back against the boat and pulled Kai close.
‘This shouldn’t have happened you know…’ she said in her usual smug demeanour.
‘I think you enjoyed it just as much as me Celeste’ Kai responded breathlessly.
‘I need to get back home now but let’s do this again sometime’ she said casually, as she fled off into the night. Kai was left stood on the warm sand slightly bewildered by the fierce encounter. A fruit bat suddenly swooped inches from his face as it soared into the surrounding matt of fruit trees nearby, making him jump. He then glanced around for his flip flops and made for home.




Chapter 11

One Eye
Kai woke just before dawn and lay motionless, watching the gecko as it began its ritual hunt for mosquitos above his bedside lamp. He took heed of the precision and patience the small green reptile took in targeting its prey, it was a similar procedure when targeting new surf breaks. And when Kai had been researching the island, many of the fabled spots drew stories of heavy localism and a threat of sharks. He pondered his next move on the island, today he would take Stu to the southern tip of the island and not rush into things at Tamrin, although he really wanted to see Celeste again, maybe it was a good idea to play the waiting game. The gecko sprung its lightning attack and engulfed its target in a millisecond as if to cement Kai’s thoughts. Stu had organised their new ride, a less than majestic Ford pick-up. They quickly saddled up their mule before the wind switched onshore and headed out of town. The roads quickly became nothing more than a potholed track shaking them down to the very bone, as the truck’s leaf spring suspension struggled with the ruts. The jungle literally jumped out at them as they drove on towards Le Morne. Platoons of macaque monkeys fringed the roadside making progress slow, this combined with the numerous stray dogs and kamikaze local drivers made Kai and Stu very grateful to see the coast again, as the jungle diminished and the fine white of the coral sands became visible.
The lagoon was deeper and wider at this point of the island and Kai was nervous about making the one kilometre paddle to the reef pass. The crystal clear waters cloaked numerous potential enemies including the venomous lionfish, scores of sharks and torrent like currents that could rip you from the safety of the pass directly into the path of huge closeout swells which would drag a body through the coral like meat through a grinder. After much debate in the baking heat formulating their plan of attack, a local fisherman was passing close enough to shore for them to attempt to score a lift to the break they intended on surfing. Hand signals, a little confusion and four hundred rupees eventually secured their lift out to ‘One Eye,’ a left hand slab reef that Kai and Stu had marvelled over in their bible- ‘The Storm Rider Guide to the World’. The wooden dug out powered by a forty horsepower outboard steadily took the passengers and boards out across the lagoon, and through the pass. The open ocean had a different side to her. Her face was lumped with a ten second period swell that doubled in size as it drew out of the depths and onto the unforgiving reef. Kai felt the pangs of both fear and adrenaline return to his body as he became hypnotised by the precision that nature had crafted in this particular wave. It appeared that the mass of water was so clean and perfect in form that not one molecule of water was out of place. The sound of the explosive impact roared above the two stroke engine and shook within his very soul. Stu turned to Kai and looked shaken by the monstrosity that was in front of them.
‘Kai are you sure you’re ready for this?’ he said with a shaky alarm in his voice. Kai didn’t respond and slipped on his three millimetre wetsuit top and slid into his potential watery tomb.   
Kai focused on the task ahead and paddled to where the wave took shape over the coral, ignoring the distant shouts coming from the boat. His heart was beating so hard his hands throbbed, it was the same mixture of adrenaline and fear that he normally felt, but this time the fear weighed heavier on his mind. He sat on the shoulder of the peak and watched as the first three sets appeared and broke over the reef with such ferocity, that he could hear the air explode as the ocean dumped its irregular load on to the coral. The next set appeared, Kai paddled in to its path like a gladiator entering the colosseum. Something felt instantly wrong, Kai was too far inside and hesitated with his commitment as the wave begun to take shape. He dropped down the face, his board slipping away from beneath him. It felt like an eternity before he landed into the perilously shallow sea. A split second after, the wave pummelled down on top of him, expelling the air from his lungs and spinning his torso over the reef until he lost count. When the waves power eventually receded, Kai could see the crimson streams of blood passing from his body into the surrounding water which sent him into a frenzy to make for the surface. The sense of relief when he broke the surface was immeasurable. The air tasted like an elixir sent from the stars and Kai took in a huge lung full and then processed his position, and where his board was, as the leash had snapped.
The boat, although well offshore, was racing toward his location with great speed and Kai wondered what the rush was, as he had taken far worse beatings from waves that were a lot bigger. The answer came in the form of a large grey fin that was circling no more than ten feet away from him. A sense of impending doom overtook his body and Kai froze as the fear crippled his muscles. He couldn’t take his eyes off his assailant as it edged closer with each circular pass. Out of his peripheral view he suddenly realised his board was drifting towards him in the current, and this could be his only life line. However it seemed time was running out as the shark suddenly shot toward him and only withdrew its attack, changing its course at the last second, passing within centimetres and Kai felt the wash of water sent from its tail fin. Kai screamed out loud and stiffened waiting for the inevitable blow and bite that was to come. The commotion meant that Kai only realised his board was so close when it clipped the back of his head. He climbed on top and swiftly paddled toward the shallow water where the reef was, as he knew the shark wouldn’t be able to manoeuvre in the receding waters. He saw the shark coming in fast from the right and upon its final approach, time again seemed to slow down, meaning he could see its mouth open and displaying the pearly white armoury intent on ripping him apart. Kai felt the ferocity of the attack but was fortunate to have his board between him and his nemesis. He was knocked into the air as he was punted by the shark which sunk its teeth into his board. Again in the water and consumed with fear, he knew this could be his last moment on earth. There was only one person on his mind. He was desperate to tell her how sorry he was for treating her as second best, and how much he loved her.
‘Kai…grab my arm!’ Stu was suddenly above him, leaning over the side of the boat with outstretched arms. Kai immediately obliged and Stu pulled him clear of the horrendous dangers that lay beneath the waves. He lay back on the fishing net that filled the bow. He was pale with fear as they trundled to where his crippled board lay bobbing in the lagoon. It bore the scars of the attack with a twelve inch bite mark in the deck. No one spoke as they headed for shore and the boatman even refused payment once they had reached the beach.
Stu broke the silence, ‘you know what Kai, I think someone is trying to tell us that we shouldn’t be here!’
‘What makes it worse is these things normally happen in three’s’ Kai responded, as he started to dress his various wounds.  
The ride back to Tamarin was a silent affair, only interrupted by the screech of the pickups brakes as Stu swerved to avoid stray dogs. Kai was contemplating the crazy events of his near death experience as they rounded the final corner towards the apartment, and he noticed a familiar female figure at the top of their drive. It was Celeste. As they pulled up Kai didn’t even have time to acknowledge her before the vehicle became surrounded by the local surf mob whom they had encountered at the point. Stu instinctively gunned the throttle the 4x4’s bull bars deflecting two of the posse and leaving the rest of the group in a cloud of dust and smoke. ‘I guess the secrets out’, Stu shouted over the roar of the engine as they sped away from the dangers that seemed to cling to them like a rash vest.
‘How did they find us? Celeste didn’t even know where I lived!’ Kai responded.
His mind was riddled with a swarm of question about what had gone down. They decided it was best to leave the village for a while and headed north to the small town of ‘Flick en flack’. Stu didn’t hold back with his interrogation of the previous evenings events, and picked at Kai like a vulture over a carcass.
‘So you drank, fucked and now she wants your balls’ he said frankly.
‘Stu! You would have done the same as me in my situation. The only difference is you would have tried to bed her sister too!’
Stu snorted, ‘that’s a fair point, but man we’re screwed! I swear if we make it out of town tonight it will be a miracle. Those dudes want you dead! I bet you she is with one of them too’.
Kai sat nervously in the passenger seat, nursing his bruised ribs and lacerations from where the shark had hit. He realised it was again time to leave, and this time it was his mistake that had led to paradise being sucked out of their reach, like a viscous rip current.
They spent the rest of the day hiding from the sun under the palms, discussing their next move. It would be wise to head back under the cover of darkness, and they agreed to leave the jeep at a distance and return on foot. Then it was a case of grabbing the gear and making their getaway. Kai decided the next destination, and only really feasible option was to head to the closest large land mass which happened to be Madagascar. He had always dreamed of being immersed in the rich flora and fauna that the country had to offer, it was also famed for its great surf and unfortunately, the abundance of sharks. Just saying the word provoked the image of the flesh ripping pearly jaws that had so nearly tore him apart, and left him feeling cold and clammy. Stu returned to the jeep with a couple of beers and curry wraps known as roti’s and Kai was grateful for the intrusion as it broke him from his dark thoughts.
‘So here it is, we get back on the road, get fit and head off in search of the next level! You game amigo? Stu offered in his usual enthusiastic manner.
‘Definitely brother, but I think Tamarin and the fuck nuggets we encountered on the point will be reluctant to let us off that easy! But all is fair in love and war.’
They sank their beers for courage and fired up the V8 and headed into the evening light, the crimson skies mirroring the blood that was about to be shed.      




Chapter 12

Running for the border
Tamarin was eerily quiet as their jeep rolled into town. It was like they were in a western film about to duel with the bad guys. Kai’s heart was in his mouth as they pulled up two roads short of their apartment, and the sky once again threatened rain as Stu shut off the engine and they set about making their plan.
‘If we head through the orange grove and end up on the shore line we can gain access from the beach, there is no way those dudes would expect that, if they are still waiting for us, they will be road side. Plus we have keys to the gates on the beach’ Kai spat with a tone of nervousness.
‘Agreed man and there is virtually no light polluting the beach either, so we will have the element of surprise, as long as we are silent like the ninjas we are!’
Stu was clearly getting in to character and Kai had to reign him in a little.
‘Dude, this isn’t going to be easy, I think I fucked someone’s girlfriend on their patch, not to mention the fact that we weren’t welcome in the first place!’
‘True that brother! Let’s ditch the flippies and get going’.
Thunder cracked around the bay as they made their way to the foreshore. The occasional fork of tropical lightening lit up the path before them, and Kai was thankful for the illumination in the otherwise surrounding darkness. The fringes of the beach were alive with the hum of cicadas, and tiny geckos scurried along the walls of the neighbouring houses targeting their prey with deadly precision. The chorus helped camouflage the noise the pair made as they edged closer to the apartment. They made it to the gates without cause for concern and stealthed up past the pool to their door, which was thankfully still on its hinges. Kai whispered for Stu to enter while he kept watch road side to see if the assailants were nearby. His eyes strained in the darkness when suddenly a flash of lightening lit up the back of the hills like a strobe in a night club, and Kai was grateful that he saw only a sole fruit bat cruising back to its roost.
Once inside, they feverishly worked collecting their belongings and grabbing their boards. They kept the light off as not to attract attention from outside and within ten minutes the place was bare. It was Stu who noticed the slice of paper that had been slid under the door, and they took it to the enclosed bathroom to read it as the light wouldn’t give off the fact that they were inside. It was written in English and they both fell silent as the words tumbled off the page.
“We know what you have done, you disrespected our homeland. You slept with my girl. You will pay and I will follow you till the end of the earth”
Kai was the first to speak as he could see Stu was becoming irate.
‘Look dude we have flights booked, as long as we get back to the jeep it’s an hour to the airport then we’re fucking out of here!’
‘I realise that Kai, but in that hour we could get killed. These guys mean business!’
‘Agreed, let’s get moving!’
Kai stood up and extinguished the light and headed out to where their bags lay. Fortunately Kai’s boards were already in the truck and Stu decided to leave his behind as it would hinder their exit. They slipped into the night once again and back on to the beach. They both nearly jumped out of their skin as suddenly someone cheered from a nearby apartment as their favoured team scored a goal. Kai peered across at Stu in the dark and could barely make him out as they entered the grove. This time the place was silent and each step taken crunched on the leaf matter below. Kai was sweating profusely and he swiped at the mosquitos that were ravaging any bare flesh that was on display. The tree line spelled the end of their cover and the street light menacingly lit up their vehicle which lay just out of reach. Kai glanced at Stu to signal it was ok to make a run for it when a set of headlights flicked on a hundred metres behind their truck.
‘Fuck Stu! Run man I’ve got the keys!’
They covered the final 10 meters in seconds but Kai struggled, fumbling to get the keys into the ignition. As Kai finally fired the engine their jeep was struck from behind which took them by surprise, Stu shouted at Kai to drive and they screeched down the road with the posse in chase.
‘Fuck dude this is heavy! I can’t believe they rammed us man!’ Kai shouted over the roar of the engine as he climbed the gears.
‘Believe it’ Stu replied as he dove into the back sliding open the rear windows.
‘What are you doing now man’ Kai said barely holding on to the wheel as they slid round the corner narrowly missing a goat who was sat on the road soaking up the last of the radiated heat.
‘Buying us some time. Slow down a little, let them gain some distance on us’.
‘Are you fucking crazy Stu? If we take another hit the chassis will be buckled and we’ll get our throats slit’
‘Just trust me dude, I have a plan!’
Stu grinned as he held the anchor up in his arms. He had found it the previous day on the beach and thought they could use it to mark reef passes by attaching a buoy to the top. But now it had a different purpose and Kai had to agree this could very well save them tonight. It wasn’t long before the car was upon them flashing its lights and revving up close to their bumper. Without hesitation as they tried to pass Stu launched the missile with tremendous power directly into their windscreen and in an instant the chase was over. Kai shouted a mixture of expletives as he watched in horror through the rear view mirror as the car careered into the brush, flipping end over end and finally coming to a standstill.
‘Kai just drive, it was either them or us man.’
Kai was immersed in regret and felt as though he couldn’t breathe. He drove on and the silence consumed the vehicle. The sound of the tyres screeching and the dull thud as the assailant’s car flipped would remain with Kai forever.
Stu had a mechanical way about him in situations like this, and Kai was jealous of the way he could just shut off with no remorse. As they neared the airport, his panic set in and Kai became entangled as his mind flooded with the hard fact that they had murdered the guys who were following them.
‘Maybe we should call the police and report the vehicle on the roadside…they would send an ambulance…’ Kai stammered in desperation.
‘Sure and let them find the car with an anchor draped across the bodies. Kai if we do that we’re as good as here for life. They will throw away the key on two tourists like us. It’s time to man up and get out of dodge!’
Kai reluctantly agreed and they left the truck in the car park and collected their gear, making their way to check in. It seemed that luck was finally on their side again as they passed through security and into the departures lounge without a hitch.
They were even given the obligatory ‘Thank you for visiting our paradise island, we hope you return soon’ by a particularly pretty Franco-Mauritian girl that reminded Kai of Celeste, and demons that she had released.
‘Not fucking likely’ he murmured and they sauntered off towards duty free.
They were soon airborne and Kai was pleased to be able to shut off and not talk to Stu. He closed his eyes and drifted into a torrent of nightmares that engulfed his very soul. The scenario of the evening’s events were set on replay in his brain, with each scene of the vehicles interior displaying various contorted bodies, caved in skulls, and cries for help. A sudden drop in altitude signalled heavy turbulence and Kai was shaken out of his sinister slumber to the stark reality that he would have this on his conscience forever,[KL1] the was an accomplice in murder.
‘Hot towel sir?’ Kai gratefully accepted the offer from the stewardess, wishing he could wipe away the last three hours along with the sweat. 
The short two hour flight passed quickly and they were soon making their final approach into Ivato International Airport. Kai decided it was best to grab a hotel locally, and then discuss their next move. The taxi ride was a silent affair as they both contemplated how out of control their final hours on Mauritius had been. Kai felt lost and the torment was twisting his guts with such ferocity he felt sick, and combined with the pangs of guilt he was feeling aged, his body ached. Once checked in, the dishevelled pair went up to the room and sat on the balcony overlooking the alien vista that lay before them.
It was Stu who broke the silence, ‘Kai did you really think that it was going to play out any other way? We were not welcome in the first place and then you made the crucial error with Celeste. All I did was make sure we got out of there in on piece.’
‘I get it brother it’s just the fact that we don’t even know what happened to them, we should have gone back’.
‘Back to what? Dead bodies? Get a grip man it was them or us, the sooner you get that into your blue sky thinking head the sooner we can move on’.
Kai stood up, his blood boiling within and almost swung at Stu.
‘Stu you’re a fucking Neanderthal, don’t you realise that if they are dead and we fled the country there is going to be an international hunt for us’ he hissed. ‘They know where we flew to, they know where we were staying, and they know we checked out early…’
‘That’s true Kai, but they will be zero evidence that it was us who did this, we are just two surfers who decided to leave the island. You need to move on from this bro, it will only eat you from the inside out. I’m going to grab some beers and food. Try and relax man, focus on the future, and devise a plan- which country are we going to conquer next?’
Kai sat drenched in sadness wishing it would all just go away.
As Stu made for the door Kai shouted ‘this is all a big fucking game to you isn’t it?’
Stu smiled and replied, ‘life’s a game Kai, and we just won that round!’
As he walked out the door, Kai could feel the tears stream down his face. He longed to be safe at home and wondered if Amber was happy.     
After a long sleepless night, the next morning Kai realised that it was no use holding on to the past and the only way out of this predicament was to move forwards. He spent the morning exploring the city which was a world away from the economic affluence of Mauritius. The ethnicity was dramatically more African, the street food stalls exhumed a peppery and spicy aroma that drifted on the warm urban air. Kai purchased a new phone to reconnect with the outside world and to catch up with the crew at home. He also made sure he trawled the Mauritian news pages to see if any information had come to light of the accident that had happened yesterday. To his relief there were no reports to be found. This filled kai with hope and as he crisscrossed his way through the city blocks back towards the hotel, he felt ten stone lighter as the feelings of guilt lifted from his mind. Maybe they were ok, and just crashed the car he thought? Kai was going to stick with this train of thought as he planned the next leg of their journey. It was clear that Stu’s care-free take on the world was beginning to rub off on Kai as they drank a couple of ice cold beers on the balcony whilst studying the world map.      




Chapter 13

Vacation
It became apparent as the pair argued about where to visit next, that neither of them were in a fit state to be wave riding. Kai had fractured ribs and Stu was still having issues extending his arm from the gunshot wound.
‘Well let’s just hit Thailand for a couple of months to get a bit of rest and recovery!’ suggested Stu. Kai laughed out loud. He knew what the concept of Stu’s rest and recovery would entail. He envisioned lots of parties, drugs and young Thai girls! How could he not indulge? Fast forward seventeen hours, Kai and Stu found themselves landing in Bangkok. If this great city resembled a rotting carcass then Kai and Stu were just another couple of maggots chewing on the rotting flesh. Bangkok was an assault on the senses. The humidity seemed to engulf every orifice of Kai’s body. The general buzz of traffic and busy metro life was deafening to his soul. Kai was glad to have a brief escape as they caught a cab to the city centre and their home for the next few nights, the famous Koh San Road. The two hour commute saw them thread painstakingly slowly through the heave of urban deluge, passing every form of transport known to man on a road network with seemingly no rules. Kai was in awe and couldn’t help but think how much Amber would have enjoyed this leg of the adventure.
The intrepid duo checked in to their hotel, complete with roof top pool located just off the main drag. Kai was set to adjust to the time difference with a couple of quiet beers and a selection of the local cuisine. Stu had a different idea however, and protested profusely.
‘Kai for fuck’s sake stop being such a fanny! Let’s hit the town get a little lit and see what this place has to offer! We can chow on a load of street food to build our power levels! What do you say? The first night is on me!’
Kai was thinking of a good excuse not to indulge but couldn’t.
‘Your right Stu! We need this shit man! It’s time to forget the past and embrace the future!’
Kai was admiring the view of the insane city below while Stu walked over and chatted to a couple of hippy looking gents. The city smog made the sunset’s hazy glow even more dramatic as it drenched the urban skyline. Stu suddenly appeared with a couple of joints.
‘Kai my man I have been assured that this is the most sought after strain of Thai stick in the city, and what’s more, it cost me less than five euros!’ Kai grabbed the spliff and sparked it up taking a long drag of the intoxicating fumes into his lungs. He exhaled catching an instant buzz from the drug. Kai grinned at Stu.
‘I think we’re going to like it here man! Let’s hit it!’
The Koh San Road was what can only be described as a portal where west meets east. A place where tourists and poser backpackers on a gap year, funded by mummy and daddy, can be ripped off in an instant. As Kai and Stu sauntered down the street taking in the exquisitely random scenes that lay before them, they were offered all manner of fake merchandise, girls, drugs and more. As it was only eight o’clock, Kai persuaded Stu that a meal should be the first port of call and they headed into a rather scruffy looking restaurant down a side street and away from the insane hubbub of the frantic city. Kai was hungry and tired and needed a piss. By the time he had returned from the poor excuse for a toilet Stu had ordered a couple of vodka red bulls and two bowls of pad Thai The sedate pace of the evening seemed to vanish as quickly as the first drink and soon the pair had left the back streets and headed out into the heaving hustle and bustle of city life. Kai found it difficult to process the images that were emerging from each street that they passed. Elephants walked alongside shirtless moped riders and lady boys casually touted for business among the throng of tourists and locals going about their business. They visited numerous bars and met many people also set upon the same self-destructive path, all craving an escape and the city had an obliging method of compliance. Kai was busy trying to roll a spliff on the side of the road when an English voice interrupted the ritual.
‘Hey man, I don’t suppose you have a lighter I could borrow?’ Kai offered his clipper to the stranger and noticed his tee shirt had an interesting logo, “Phuket yacht charters”.
‘You work for those guys bro?’ Kai probed.
‘Yeah it’s my company, I’m just meeting a couple of clients here and then heading back down south in a couple of days’
‘You guys get any surf on that side of the coast? Or is it shadowed by Sumatra?’
‘It’s pretty fickle to be honest brother but the Andaman Islands and beyond show some great potential. And if you really want to push the limits there is one place that could blow your mind! My name is Ali by the way!’
‘Oh sorry dude, I’m Kai and that dishevelled Californian geezer over there is Stu. You fancy a beer?’
The next few hours seemed to blur into a mezze of trippy images most likely brought on by the illicit concoction of mind altering substances that they had consumed as Kai was eager to forget his troubles. At one point they were in a strip club where Stu had been led away by a throng of young girls only to return minutes later screaming ‘Kai, run dude they all have cocks!’
The more Kai got to know Ali the more he wondered if there was any truth in his stories of virgin surf spots shrouded in mystery, or was it just the drink talking. The local police didn’t really take a shine to Stu who was being sick inside the temple grounds but Ali managed to persuade them to holster their weapons and dragged Stu away. This spelled the end of the evening and they went their separate ways. The Tuk Tuk’s two stroke engine revved hard and struggled to accelerate through the early morning traffic which never seemed to dissipate at any period of the day. Kai was leaning against the steel roll cage his body being shaken to the core getting wafts of varying pungent aromas that kept him from falling asleep. He longed to dream of Amber again but the wave wouldn’t let him up and he couldn’t breathe. An angry Thai voice brought him back from his comatose state as he demanded the fare for the ride back to the hotel. Kai dove his hand into his pocket and produced the one hundred baht to pay the bill and also found a crude slice of paper. On it and barely legible read “Ring Ali to find out if you really are as good as you say you are! 033567666555” Kai smiled to himself and dragged Stu out of the tuk tuk, into the hotel lobby where he watched Stu throw up violently on the floor.   
Kai wished he had stumped up the extra cost for the air conditioned room as he lay in pool of sweat, whilst the room casually span. Stu was making various audible sounds from the adjacent bed, of which he only understood two words- ‘Need pills!’
Kai decided to aid his broken friend and headed out into the humid city. The air was so dense he almost had to swim to the seven eleven store to purchase the necessary medicine and the ice-cold cup drinks that were like heaven in a cup. He also grabbed some satay skewers of unidentified meat that were being served on a roadside BBQ being casually fanned by a scruffy but smiley teenager. Back at the hotel, Kai had devised a plan and while Stu was perilously close to throwing up again. Kai studied the ripped but functional tourist map of Thailand, ignoring his own hangover.
‘So, if we head south on the train we can visit the islands in the South China Sea, though I expect there will be little surf as the monsoon swells won’t have arrived yet, but the notorious full moon parties will be in full swing. However’ he grinned ‘if we head straight through the heart of the country we can head straight to Phuket where Ali is, and take a yacht to see these awesome waves?’
Usually, the hedonistic American would have opted for the first trip of island hopping, but whether it was the lady boy scare or the stream of drugs still within his system, Stu gruffly replied
‘Man I don’t know how much more partying my body can take! Let’s hit Phuket and train there before we move on to Indo. Who’s Ali anyway?’
Clearly the previous night had been a lot less memorable in more ways than one! Kai had a feeling that Ali could be the one who held the key to some serious waves which with the right training and destination preparation could be what he had been searching for, for his entire existence. He just hoped that the demons of fear would remain pushed down inside long enough to take the plunge down one of these virgin faces, and prove to himself that he could take on any challenge. Stu interrupted this exquisite day dream by throwing up into a bin.
‘Christ man, I’m never drinking again’ he whimpered and pulled the sheet over his head.
The train was nearly two hours late as it chugged into the station which was a hive of activity. Street vendors were as numerous as the vermin that resided at the scruffy platforms, densely packed trains were full to the brim of commuters and weary eyed travellers. It was a relief that Kai and Stu managed to squeeze in to the second class carriage. The journey out of the city centre was one Kai would remember for the rest of his days. He felt very guilty as the train passed through the many shanties that clung to the railway track, like a remora fish to its host. The daily struggle of people’s lives here were being portrayed right in front of his eyes, and as he sat in his relative luxury and air conditioned carriage he pondered his life choices up to this point. These feelings prompted him to break radio silence and he rummaged through his back pack and found his phone. He logged into Facebook and trawled through all the posts and messages that he had missed over the last few months. He had numerous messages from Amber and each time he saw her name or face in a photo he felt those familiar warm bubbles begin to form within. She was still as beautiful as ever and he longed to hold her in his arms. His homesick day-dream was broken by the buffet cart hitting his leg which made him whimper, Stu laughed and ordered some noodles.  
The journey south became a blur of jungle entwined with ramshackle stations and shanties, which gave off a stench of hopeless failed westernisation. Kai managed to contain his excitement from Stu as he processed the multiple messages from Amber, stating her (almost) innocence from the desperate situation between her and Salty. Although the anger still breathed within him like a dragon’s fire, he was able to understand a little of the hurt he had put her through, he thought of Celeste and how mistakes can be made. As the train slowly trundled into Chumphon station mimicking an asthmatic buffalo, Kai had made up his mind to call Amber once he had reached his final destination of Phuket.
Phuket had become another high rise human cess pit which revolted the intrepid pair as they made their way to Ali’s humble residence. And as the tuk tuk hurled it way through the urban squalor, it was hard to imagine the quaint frontier town that had spawned this tumour of a resort. Kai couldn’t understand the need to carbon copy everything and slap it in paradise.
‘I just don’t understand why you would fly thousands of miles to watch T.V in a western bar, eating western food’ Kai protested open jawed as they neared the beach.
‘People fear what is different Kai, it’s drummed into us from birth to dull us down and make us conform’. The music coming from the adjacent bar was so loud that Kai could feel the base lines pulse through his chest like an emerging swell. He smiled to himself knowing that he would soon be immersed in his salty playground once more. Ali’s smile shone like the moon as he beamed over toward them.
‘Dudes! I never thought I would see you actually make it here! Especially you Stu! I though you would be either dead, or riddled with a Bangkok hookers STI!’
Stu laughed and the pair were led inside the house.
Kai was in awe as Ali led them around his house. His nostrils breathed in the warm aromatic fumes that drifted from the oil burners. The walls were awash with photos and handicrafts obtained from Ali’s previous adventures. Kai scanned each image and imagined himself being behind the lens, or the one dropping down the face of the wave.
He stood in awe and muttered ‘I wish I could do something like this.’
‘So do it…’ Ali retorted, gently placing his hand on his shoulder and leading him on to the terrace which overlooked the palm fringed sands. He produced a couple of beers and they set about making a plan. Kai grilled Ali for information on this seemingly impossible wave. Where was its location? Why was it off the radar? And more importantly, why had nobody surfed it.
Ali was cagey at first and came across a little coy with the information, and as he reeled off the various tales of how the wave was discovered, his voice became shaky and almost nervous, as if the story itself was shrouded with an evil not yet understood.
‘We had chartered the waters before and knew not to stray too close as the island is protected, and the reefs have no official charts to proficiently navigate. The last thing I wanted was to lose tide and be the wrong side of the reef, especially with guests on-board. But this time was different. The deep depression at the base of the Indian ocean had sent a swell of such a long period, that a set of waves would only appear every thirty seconds to a minute, and I could see in the distance to the west of the island this mass of water funnelling through a trench, and heaving up on to the reef creating this wave. As we got to a point where the boat could be safely moored I grabbed my stick and jumped in to get a closer look. Man… it was a sight that would stay with me, with similar shape to peak at Teahpoo but shallower and faster. I sat on my board taking it in, each wave exploded with so much ferocity the sound was deafening, and the light offshore breeze muffled the shouts and then screams that were coming from the guys on the boat behind.’
Kai was literally on the edge of his seat open jawed like a child learning about Christmas! He drank the end of his beer and pressed Ali to finish the tale. Ali looked dishevelled and uneasy as he pressed on.
‘As I glanced over to the boat to see what all the fuss was about, something caught my eye beyond the reef pass. Four or five canoe shaped vessels armed with four bare chested men were driving their oars with such ferocity, I could make out they were covering at least eight knots and closing the gap between them and my boat. They were hostile too, armed with spears which were not far from hitting their mark. I made it back just as one of my team drew anchor. The chants and drumming echoed over the water and one of my guest was hit by a missile which turned out to be a lump of dead coral. It was super sketchy and I can safely say I haven’t been back since. All I know is, it exists, it’s heavily guarded…’ he paused, ‘and they don’t like outsiders.’
Stu and Kai quizzed him further which prompted the same response.
‘Guy’s look it’s like this, it exists and the swell season is nearly upon us. But let me give it to you straight. You need to be invisible and I mean super stealth to even make it to the line-up. The wave is so fast it will chew you up and spit you out. If things go bad you need an exit strategy that the likes of James Bond could only execute.’
Stu smiled at Kai and beat his chest like the primate he was.
‘Fuck! After what went down in Mauritius I think we should train for a month or two and have a crack at it! Hell- I could even call you James Blonde!’
Kai didn’t laugh this time, his mind was wandering between set waves and the beating of the war drums that crept across the breeze. Kai was already on the wave entwined inside the barrel locked in combat with survival. It was Ali that shook him back to reality.
‘I’ve seen that look before Kai, be careful where that train of thought leads! And who says you can charter my boat anyway?’
The sun descended once again on a different shore, ending the day, but giving birth to a whole new adventure.   




Chapter 14

Tapping the source
The payphone was in poor condition and Kai could barely hear it ringing through the battered handset. And when the husky familiar voice answered Kai was on a precipice of emotion. His voice became stuttered as the waves of joy pulsed from deep within.
‘Am...Amber it’s me, Kai, how are you?’
Her response came in the form of a barrage of tears, screams of elation and the curses you would only hear from a drunken sailor. Kai took the abuse as he figured he deserved it. Once the primary torrent had ceased, Kai managed to explain why he decided it would be best for them to just be friends. Too much water had passed under the bridge, he even owned up to his night of passion with Celeste. Amber was understandably upset and he secretly enjoyed making her jealous as he figured she needed to feel the same pain as she and Salty had administered when he found out about their affair. Amber was in no fit state of mind to be dealing with this abrupt finale and became almost incoherent as she tried to juggle the processing of her man trying to dump her and at the same time telling lewd tales of his latest conquest. When he returned the handset to the booth. Kai felt the grip of his shackles of guilt and responsibility release. It was now time to focus on the job in hand. Quit smoking, repair his body and get fit.
Phuket was an ideal place to train, the beaches out of town were ones that sold paradise to the western world. Crisp white coral sand, palms and clean, clear seas. Kai and Stu spent three hours per day swimming and rock running on the sea bed. After a seafood lunch they would tow surf the small waves that caressed the point to keep their skill set up to par. The evenings were spent on the veranda eyes straining in the dwindling light as they went over the charts of the fabled archipelago. It was only the high pitch of the descending mosquito’s that spelled the end of their ocean mapping.
‘Kai it’s time for a beer,’ Stu said as he packed the gear away. Kai would always linger alone in the dark for a spell searching the skies for shooting stars. When he caught a glimpse of the illuminating tail as one graced the horizon, he felt a glow within as he knew his wish was finally going to come true.
Ali was fond of Kai and it was apparent as his took his mentoring to a new level. It almost resembled scenes from the original karate kid as they went through video analysis of each other’s wave riding.
‘Kai, I think you could go far with what you’re doing, your fluidity and stoke is so strong. Yet you are humble enough to realise your limits. The real question is how far you should push past those limits?’
Kai pondered a while before responding his attention focussed on a moth caught in a spider’s web in the corner of the room.
‘I feel a bit like that moth,’ he said pointing to the flailing creature only seconds from death. ‘Fighting for a chance that might never come!’
Ali stood up and walked over to the web and flicked the moth free.
‘Sometimes bro you just need a nudge in the right direction! There is a swell coming Kai and if you’re in the right place with the right mind-set the possibilities are endless’.
It became clear to Kai over the forthcoming weeks that he was addicted to the search, the search not only for the perfect wave but the euphoric feeling you can only get from pushing your limits. The concoction of endorphins and adrenaline cannot be gained through tapping a vein or snorting a line of the finest Columbian marching powder. It was also obvious that the gap between what he and Stu were searching for was broadening. Stu was only out to get radical, and the story was portrayed in the way he rode a wave with such aggression. Kai watched his blasé attitude with pity, and was a little gutted that it seemed that their paths were eventually going to different realms. Stu took a long drag from the spliff as they sat on the beach and blew a giant smoke ring.
‘You know Kai, we were always meant to be here. This wave we’re going to find and ride, it’s only going to be us that will do it!’
He smiled in the late day sun and drew another toke of the Thai stick. Kai smiled and while he seemed to concur inside, he somehow knew it was only going to be him that would conquer the dream of this elusive venture. 
The journey was carefully plotted on the charts over several weeks, and would cover 760 kilometres and take around 7 days, with a one day stopover in the Thai Similan Islands. The boat was going to be rigged light. Enough provision to make it to Port Blair, basic fishing gear and the correct wave riding utensils. The boat herself was a 28ft classic slope sailing yacht. Ali had sailed her down from Brixham where she was built in 1960. She was a well maintained fifty year old vessel with 5 berths. Perfect for Ali’s business. Kai was on deck checking the rigging for wear when the call came in. He could see from Ali’s tone of voice that there was a problem. He looked deflated as he passed the foredeck and walked towards Kai.
‘Dude, you’re not going to like this. The trips a bust. I’ve got to go and renew my working visa in Bangkok. The swell charts are starting to come to life and the window of opportunity is closing. Combine this with the tides and wind direction, you guys only have one shot at this, but unfortunately it’s without me’
Kai felt the sinking feeling within when that one glimmer of happiness is snatched away from you and you’re brought down to earth with a deafening blow.
‘Ali, I can’t take your boat and head off into the unknown without you. I don’t know the waters enough.’
Ali cut in with a guiding tone, ‘yes Kai, you can do it. If you don’t, it will be one regret you will forever possess. This is your time my friend… just bring her back to me in one piece’ he joked.
Stu didn’t need much convincing as Kai explained the scenario. Kai knew Stu would be a bit happier to have his sidekick back as their relationship had gained distance since Ali took Kai under his wing. The plan was set and the duo were to sail at dawn to catch the tide. As they left the dock for home, in order to return in the morning, Kai gazed out to sea. He could feel the air thicken as the humidity rose and tropical rain threatened the coast. The familiar bubbles of apprehension and excitement rose from within, although this time the risk was so great he wondered if he would be returning at all. With this in mind he decided to call Amber and bid her farewell.




Chapter 15

The Final Destination
Phuket was a completely different animal as dawn began to break. A few dishevelled revellers zigzagged through the somewhat calmer streets dodging tuk-tuks. Kai actually winced as one stepped in front of Ali’s pickup. Stu leaned out of the window and gave them hell. Leading down to the harbour Kai was taking in the scene, the throng of traders busily setting up their stalls, fires smouldered as all types of rubbish burned in the morning haze. Everything and everyone seemed to have a purpose and he wondered if this voyage was his purpose. With the gear stowed and a final check of the charts it was almost time to bid Al farewell. Kai embraced Ali like a brother and it was Ali’s parting words that gave him the reassurance he needed.
‘Good luck boys, if you guys get this right history will be made… and if you don’t remember it’s just a wave. The sun will always rise and set and another swell will come. I will see you in ten days and don’t forget, stay well clear of the reef- you’ll only have one shot.’
Kai watched Ali’s silhouette until his being just became another blur of the coastline as the boat chugged offshore. Stu was at the helm as they made sail and their first heading was north west, to the Similan Islands which would be their final landfall before heading out into the ocean in search of the forbidden island. Two hours in and a pod of dolphins joined the pair and took turns in riding the bow waves. It was a beautiful sight and was only marred by the vast amount of litter that the boat cut through, like an ice breaker.
‘Stu, it’s fucking insane, plastics are literally sucking the life out of everything in front of our very eyes yet we just go with it, no question?’
‘Of course it is bro, the corporations don’t care and while there is money to be made and oil to be burned this will continue. It’s sad.’
Kai smiled at the irony, Stu’s father had made his fortune from oil, and funded Stu’s carefree lifestyle for over two decades, but for once his overzealous American friend made a lot of sense. Kai couldn’t help think that may be the tribe on the island had the right idea, distancing themselves from the cancerous outside world. Twelve hours later they made sight of land and there first port of call that offered safe anchorage. Once they had tied off on a guest mooring, Kai quickly went about organising dinner. He baited a hand line and popped it over board. No sooner than it had reached the reef below than a familiar tapping hit the line and Kai struck!
‘Fish on!’ he shouted, as he brought the flailing creature towards the surface. It was a plump ruby red snapper of just over three pounds.
‘Perfect’ Stu concurred as he drew down the gaff and hooked the fish over the side of the gunnels. Then he quickly snatched at the line. ‘My turn!’ he said, but for once Kai cut him down.
‘No dude, let just take the one, the flesh will only spoil in this heat and its plenty big enough for dinner! Plus the more fish we have in the chiller the less room there is for the beers! While you’re down there grab us one! I’ll cook dinner!’
The pair spent the remainder of the daylight frothing over the waves they were yet to ride and a hearty meal of fresh fish, rice and beer.
The winds were favourable and Kai could feel the boat shifting on her mooring lines before the sun had even made her debut. He woke Stu and he groggily agreed that it was time to make sail and head off to the island. The breeze steadily increased throughout the morning and Kai could smell the various aromas as they cruised further from land. At first there were notes of diesel and suncream that drifted from the hundreds of snorkelling and day trip vessels that scoured the famous reefs. It was followed by pungent fishy fumes from the long liners hunting tuna further into the deep. Stu then took over before the mid-day sun burned in the sky, the wind suddenly dropped out and the boats progress ground to a halt. This scenario was not uncommon in this part of the world so they decided to cast a line and try for lunch. But like the wind the fishing was poor too and even Kai could not get a nibble. Stu mumbled under his breath as he went below and Kai could make out that he was referring to the previous evening when he had wanted to carry on fishing.
The hours ticked by, and the wind still managed to elude them. Stu scanned the charts and plotted their position.
‘So although we were steaming this morning, if it stays like this we’re going to miss that swell Kai, unless you want to burn a bit of diesel?’
Kai scanned the seas around them and the skies above. It was a fruitless search as he could see by the pressure on the barometer, that they were well and truly becalmed.
‘Fuck it, let’s fire her up and plod for a few hours, we have plenty of fuel and it can’t remain like this forever’ he said optimistically.
The engine spluttered to life and their moods were instantly lifted as the vessel lurched forward in the response to the mechanical propulsion. Kai was at the helm and Stu was fiddling with the trolling gear when they both heard the tone of the engine change. Kai didn’t have time to reduce the throttle before the damage was already done. The sound of gear box failure is never a pleasant hymn. Especially when you are offshore and at the mercy of the sea. A closer inspection of the engine bay confirmed their worst fears.
They sat in the eerie silence that engulfed the situation, it was Kai who broke it ‘listen its make or break. If the wind returns we have two options, the prevailing direction of the wind can either take us home or onwards to our destination. We pass the island and go on to a larger Nicobar for repairs.’
Stu smiled and said ‘you know me Kai, always up for a challenge!’
Like a switch being flicked, the wind shortly returned, and although the small crew wouldn’t admit it, so did their morale. Soon the hull began to heel over as the sails feasted greedily on the wind. They managed to cover some one hundred kilometres over the next 12 hours. Whether it was the right decision or not they plodded on towards the archipelago. With each nautical mile that they passed, Kai was praying for the wind to remain favourable and he was secretly hoping for the one single chance to attempt the impossible. The days passed and the wind howled, driving them on at a respectable pace and their anticipation grew. The boat was in good shape and she sliced through the translucent waters like a hot knife through butter. Kai was on deck when he swore that he could hear drumming pulsing through the gusts that motioned from the north west.
‘Stu’ he shouted as his friend was making tea below. Stu emerged from below deck complete with a brew and cigarette, ‘can you hear that?’
They both paused and strained to pick out any tone that wasn’t the slap of the chop on the bow, or the wind in the rigging.
‘Hear what bro? All I hear is progress! According to the G.P.S we are probably 8 hours or less from North Sentinal Island.’
They had decided to steam past Port Blair and on to the island. If they managed to make a secure anchorage they would have an attempt at the wave. If not, it would spell major disappointment, and back to Port Blair for repairs and to contact Ali.
The final leg was done in darkness and Kai was going through the swell charts. It was almost implausible but everything seemed to be coming together. The swell direction was near perfect, the winds were steady and would hopefully be offshore on their arrival. It was just down to the tidal state when on the reef itself. Sleep came easy to Kai that night and so did the dreams. Like a flooding tide of emotion, strobing images of both waves and spears bombarded his mind. The grip of the torment didn’t release until he was broken from it as Stu bellowed from above.
‘Kai, land ho!’
As Kai broke out of the cabin and dusted the sleep from his weary eyes, he had to strain as he finally locked his eyes on the prize. In the morning haze, the light was only beginning to caress the horizon, and it seemed to place an emphasis on the island as the pot of gold at the end of the rainbow. It became unmistakable as the sun rose from its slumber. The drums began to sound and this time both Stu and Kai could not escape its haunting drone. A look of panic was strewn across Stu’s weather beaten face and Kai quickly tried to diffuse the concern.
‘I can’t quite get a clear view but the settlement appears to be on the north shore. Which means if they are focussed on village life we can sneak a wave or three!’ Stu still had a look of caution, but agreed to take a closer look. He didn’t however agree to commit to taking the plunge.
The swell was indeed misleading as they neared the reef. It was at such a long period it could be seen as being none existent, then like a sniper waiting in ambush, mother nature would deal her deadly blow. A swell would funnel through the ocean trench before rearing up on the reef. Like a grizzly bear going into attack the wave would jack up, trebling in size and explode onto the coral. Kai watched with a dripping thirst. His heartbeat mimicked the war drums and he was seething to enter the water and live his dream. When they had found a safe anchor point and lowered the sails, they only had a window of about thirty minutes before the tide would drop out too far, and the reef would become dry making any escape from riding a wave impossible. Kai scanned the lagoon and beaches to see if he could make out any potential threat to his approach. After a short discussion and stale mate it was Kai who made the final decision.
‘Listen bro we’re here, we have made it this far. I have to at least attempt one wave.’
Stu grudgingly agreed and vowed to follow him into the line-up. They both nervously stretched their static muscles and entered the water.




Chapter 16

Taking the plunge
The currents that surged around the barrier reef were fierce, and they both struggled to try and remain in the best position to take a set wave. Combine this with the lengthy time between swells, even an Olympic athlete would soon run out of energy. It was difficult to communicate as crashing waves surged with such explosiveness it would temporarily render Kai shell shocked. He spent his time constantly scanning the horizon for the right wave whilst taking fleeting glimpses of the shoreline, desperately hoping that they would catch a wave and escape without detection. Kai smelt the smoke carried on the steady offshore wind way before he saw it. It was coming from the jungle behind the beach, and he paddled over to Stu to come up with a plan. Stu was visibly nervous with a look Kai hadn’t witnessed before. He was almost pale with fright and Kai knew he had to reassure his friend if he were to get a shot at pushing the limits. He didn’t have time to open his mouth before Stu had shouted.
‘Kai, outside set! It’s fucking huge!’  
Kai paddled into the path of the oncoming set with complete disregard for his safety. He wanted this more than anything and was almost delirious with the intent on completing the mission.
‘Kai move back you fuckin’ goon, you’re gonna eat reef if you don’t get back.’
Stu bellowed over the surf as it jacked up and broke over the coral. Kai had responded just in time and paddled furiously climbing the face of the monster just before it broke, once over the lip he saw the next leviathan as it jacked up, and he knew this was the moment. This was what he had been moving towards his whole life. He pushed Amber far out of his mind as he dug deep and paddled hard.
The spray stung his eyes as he picked up speed and begun to drop down the face of the wave, it was almost a vertical take-off and as he dropped to the bottom of the beast he dug in a rail, and the board sang as is began to plane. The wave walled up as it broke behind him, the huge thick lip spewing out over his head as it engulfed him like a whale would a shoal of fry. Time seemed to slow down although he was shooting down the line of the barrel desperate to make his escape from the teeth of the hungry beast. The sound was deafening and he watched helplessly as the light escaped him. The wave had taken him down.
Twisting and pulling each limb over and over as it rolled him on to the reef, and he tried to remember to stay calm. He could feel his pulse inside his head beating like the drums of the head hunters’ tribe. The third wave of the set then took him further down, he had made contact twice with the reef which had pierced his helpless body, its razor sharp barracuda like teeth raggedly tearing his flesh. Amber drifted in to his mind like a fog, her wry smile gazed at him filling him with guilt, he couldn’t leave her like this and he wouldn’t.
The power of the surfs hold-down recessed but things were getting darker and this was a tell-tale sign that Kai’s body was beginning to shut down. He needed air and he needed it now. He blew a bubble to gain a bearing of the surface, his weary body ragged with fatigue was slow and heavy, and each stroke burned as he swam for his life. He broke the surface filling his lungs with the warm salty air, it was then that the pain of his lacerations began to kick in. Adrenaline is a powerful drug and it was beginning to wear off as he searched for his board, which he could see was on the inside of the lagoon with a gash on the deck.
It took Kai a while to register that Stu was screaming at him. Maybe it was the concussion from the massive wipe out or the copious amounts of ocean that had seeped into his head. But the words eventually cut through him like a knife.
‘Kai…dude…the boat…it’s GONE…’
‘Fuck...Fuck…’ words began to elude Kai. He was consumed with panic but managed to stop his voice shaking enough to converse with Stu. ‘We have to get to shore, we need a vantage point. Maybe the boat has slipped anchor and drifted further round the island. With the tide on the ebb she will be drifting west.’
Stu shot Kai a look that confirmed his worst fear.
‘Kai, I don’t think we slipped anchor…..’ Kai followed his line of sight to a pair of dugout canoes that were making their way to shore. Stu seemed to suddenly become enraged with the situation, flailing wildly in the water and muttering an in audible barrage of abuse directed at Kai.
‘So we’re proper screwed now and all because you wanted the ride of your life! Well I hope you got it Kai! Somehow I don’t think we’re going to paddle out of this!’
Kai was numb to the torrent of abuse tumbling from his friend’s lips. Survival mode had been engaged in his brain, and he was trying to construct a plausible plan of how not to die, when he felt a sharp tapping on his wound. There were suddenly a number of small reef fish taking small chunks of flesh from his leg. In an instant Kai began to take charge of the desperate situation his lust for danger had placed them in.
‘Stu, shut the fuck up’ he hissed. ‘It’s no time for panicking. Personally I don’t wanna end up butchered to death. But if you keep up that racket, I guarantee that your own personal hunting party will be out here like a shot. We clearly haven’t been seen yet as they would have killed us already. We need to get out of the water. I need to dress my wound with something and then find some cover? Got that?’
Stu didn’t need any convincing as he dove off the dry reef and into the lagoon, feverishly scanning the peripheral as if he was a fox trying to evade the pack of hungry hounds. Kai followed suit. Each stroke toward shore stung his ragged body, and he realised that the wave had taken more than his breath and confidence, it had almost ripped him limb from limb.
They were soon on the coral white sands and straight up into the shelter of the jungle. The contrast of sounds from the ocean to plant canopy was deafening. Kai addressed the primary problem of blood loss by ripping a section of his thermal neoprene top and applying it to the wound. He tied it off with a section of leash and was satisfied that he had stifled the flow. They were both doubled up under thick bush when they heard the spine tingling sounds of tribe members heading their way. Kai shot out to the beach, sweeping the sand with a palm throng to remove any trace of their foot prints. He quickly dived back into the bush with only seconds to spare before a group of three or so young armed men appeared on the foreshore. The language was of an ancient tongue and sounded primal in its own right. They seemed to be arguing and shouting when a large millipede crossed over Stu’s leg making him wince. Kai grabbed at his shorts and mouthed at him to be still.  
The group moved away with cat like stealth. Kai realised he had been holding his breath for the best part of two minutes. He gulped for air and knew they needed a plan.
‘Stu we need to get to higher ground and see if we can locate the boat’, Stu agreed and also offered the desperate need to find some fluids. The thickness of the jungle canopy restricted light, and it took a while for their eyes to adjust. Kai’s eyes stung from the salt water and the occasional shards of light which pierced through the canopy blinded him further. The undergrowth was dense and progress was slow. Each breath was laboured in the humid and sticky jungle canopy. They found what is best described as a game trail, and followed it to higher elevation. Kai was conscious of the amount of noise the clumsy pair were making when he stopped dead in his tracks. He held up his palm signalling to Stu to cease movement. Up ahead strung from a tree were human remains. Kai’s breath quickened as did his heartbeat, which by now was almost jumping out of his chest. His first instinct was to bolt in the opposite direction. The air stank of death and the more he studied the surrounding clearing, it became apparent they had entered a burial ground or some kind of sacrifice temple.
Stu had gone quiet and visibly shook at what he was witnessing before him. Kai grabbed his arm making him jump.
‘Dude we have to move to higher ground, we have to keep moving!’
Stu responded in a hushed but desperate tone, ‘Kai, we’re fucking dead men, these are forbidden lands with actual head hunters!’
Kai shook him and squared up to the thick set American. ‘Go ahead Stu give up! But I tell you one thing I’m not going to die on this island’, he turned on his heel and made his way up to what appeared to be the base of a hill. Stu sheepishly followed. After trekking through the rough terrain where every plant had its own method of inflicting pain, they finally made it to a view point. The view would have been one they admired, a scene of picturesque beauty had it not been for the fact that their salvation and only means of escape, was drifting far offshore.
A sinking desperate feeling of helplessness struck Kai deep in his guts, and he collapsed to the floor in a heap of despair. Stu would have joined him but was gazing further down the beach.
‘Kai they’re on the beach!’ He pointed at the tribes’ makeshift canoe that lay on the sand.
Kai found a little spark of hope that flickered and grew in his mind. ‘If we could get out beyond the reef and head east, we would have a chance at hitting the island traffic coming from Port Blair. It’s our only chance bro.’
Stu smiled sheepishly for the first time since they had landed on the cursed island.
Kai led the pair back down through the jungle. They even managed to find a fresh water source, and they spent a couple of minutes guzzling down the cool nectar. Kai stood up quickly as he heard an unnatural sound that seemed to put rest to the jungle chorus. He saw movement in the distance heading back from where they had come from. He dropped to the floor and beckoned Stu to follow suit. On all fours, they scrambled for cover and managed to conceal themselves before the group arrived. It was three young bare chested boys who appeared to be gathering water for camp. Kai cursed himself for not realising that they had probably stumbled on the only water source on the island. The pair remained silent as the boys went about filling containers made from animal stomachs. And after a little horseplay they begun to move off. Stu shifted a little too early as a cramp took hold of his leg. Although the boys were some distance away, the noise of potential prey instantly caught their attention. Realising the game was up, Kai climbed to his feet and faced the potential threat slowly moving backwards and putting a finger to his lips as if to tell them to keep quiet. The boys stood in awe at the strange beings before them. First silence, but in an instant they began to scream piercing tones that awoke the whole jungle.
‘Stu! Run!’ Kai yelled.
As they made their retreat it was as if the jungle itself wanted to imprison them. Stu whimpered as the spikey vines ripped at his flesh.
Kai beckoned him onwards, glancing backwards screaming ‘run! We can make it!’
Ahead the brightness of the coral white sands became visible through the tangled abyss of jungle that seemed to despise them as much as the native tribe. Kai broke through the last of the brush like a stampeding animal evading capture. In timely coincidence a fierce drumming erupted from behind, followed by chants and whistles. This made them pick up pace as they sprinted down the beach which was blisteringly hot underfoot, even though the sun was beginning to return to the horizon. The salvation of the dugout boat was now only two hundred yards away when a new sound filled the air. A high pitch whine that grew louder, it was a sound that would haunt his dreams.
Crude arrows struck the earth around them in a torrent from above. One graced Kai’s cheek, slicing a three inch gash. Kai strode on oblivious, jumping over the canoe. Using the hull as a shield, Stu manoeuvred behind and they began to slide the vessel down the beach and on to their potential watery salvation. All the time arrows and missiles of rock and dead coral filled the skies above, narrowly missing their human targets but hitting the canoe with a clatter. Two groups of warriors spewed on to the beach from the north side of the island, and from the south Stu pointed and shouted that a sea born party had joined the attack, as two canoes were cutting through the waters toward them.
Kai knew they only had one shot, as he barked the orders to Stu.
‘Get in the fucking boat and give it all you have!’
On their knees they both dug deep and drove the paddles into the clear waters with a force fuelled by adrenaline, only known to someone fighting for their life. They had one thing in their favour, the wind was aiding the pair whilst hindering the boats coming from the south. For a brief moment Stu let a familiar smile return to his face as they neared the reef pass. That was before the first arrow struck Stu’s calf. He swore, momentarily stopping his rhythmic paddling. He then was struck again, and again, screaming now and Kai could only watch in vain as Stu acted as his shield covering the barrage coming from shore. Kai realised their pace was beginning to slow as the swells started to reach the dugout.
‘Stu’ he bellowed, ‘just a little further bro!’
‘I don’t think I have a little further in me Kai’ he coughed and wheezed and Kai turned to see blood pouring from his mouth.
‘No!’ Kai screamed, as the first wave of the set reared up and the canoe began to lift before finally piercing the great mass of water. Stu was slumped forward now and breathing in a heavy and hagged manner. The deck of the boat was covered in blood, but it was no time to survey the scene, they still had one more obstacle to overcome. The second wave was easily passible but the third wave was a monster. A sheer wall of water careered toward them while behind he could see the soulless eyes of his attackers manoeuvring in for the kill. He shouted again at Stu to paddle and miraculously, he regained consciousness and gargantuan strength fuelled by pure desperation and adrenaline. They both strained hard at the oars and positioned the bow toward the mountain of water that was now on top of them. As the vessel rocketed up the face, it began to lose traction and get pulled back towards their ultimate doom. In the last second, the weight of the great hulk of wood broke the swell like a spear cutting down a mammoth and Kai rejoiced and spun round to congratulate his accomplice. Stu however was nowhere to be seen. In the white wash behind, blood boiled up from an eddy and Kai felt numb as he saw the hunters claim their prize, pulling Stu’s almost lifeless body onto their boat.
Kai was torn, if he turned back to help his stricken friend, it was to turn towards his certain death. If he carried on moving out to sea, the odds were that he would either sink and drown, or slowly die from dehydration and be burned alive in the tropical sun.
‘Just cut and run Kai, I’m a goner…Go!’ Stu shouted from the enemies’ boat and Kai paddled on.




Chapter 17

Tranquil seas, restless mind
Kai was in a state of shock, and he became robotic in his movement. Each stroke of the paddle took him into deeper water and soon the island disappeared from view in the failing light. He didn’t know how long he was asleep for, or whether it was unconsciousness from fatigue. After surveying the situation he began to break down. The hopelessness of his position and the feeling of guilt from the loss of his friend came at him like the barrage of tribal arrows he had just escaped from. He screamed at the empty ocean that lay before him, tears strewn down his sunburnt cheeks and his fists beat down on the bloodied wooden hull that would soon become his tomb. It took him a while to calm down, to see if he had any options. He spoke out loud as if to assure himself further.
‘Right Kai, It seems I’ve been at sea for over 14 hours already as it now appears to be mid-morning. I last hydrated over 12 hours ago. I reckon I have around three days at a push unless it rains this evening, fuck it, I’m going to die’.
He was suddenly aware of a shadow cast over him and out of nowhere a frigate bird landed on the bow of his canoe. A wash of emotion came over him as his mood instantly lifted. Was this a sign that land was near? Or had Stu sent it to reassure him that he was ok? He dismissed both and enjoyed its company. He stared at the bird and the bird stared back, finally it took to wing and Kai desperately tried to grab it as it flew by. ‘Wait…comeback’ he followed the bird’s path as it flew into the sun and off to freedom. His mood then darkened, and he lay in a heap in the bowels of the boat trying to escape the heat of the day. It was futile and he wished that death would come quickly, as the sun and salt made his skin begin to crack.
Kai was unclear if the dreams were real or not. Sometimes he would have a full blown conversation with Amber until he couldn’t speak anymore, as his tongue began to swell. Sometimes it was Stu he saw, and occasionally Salty came to visit. The days took an eternity to end, a magical noise suddenly began to rumble in the distance. Kai pulled himself up the side of the splintered canoe, and sure enough in the distance storm clouds had begun to bubble up, darkening the sky. Kai felt empowered by the sight and began to paddle towards the storm. It didn’t disappoint, and soon the heavens opened. Kai lay on the deck with his mouth skyward absorbing every millilitre that heavy clouds offered him. Not only was it hydrating it soothed the sunburn and sores he had accumulated from being static in the hot sun for too long. Instantly invigorated Kai went about trying to store the life giving fluid before the rain stopped. Within the canoe he’d found a coconut husk and a spear. He filled the coconut and found a secure place to jam it in the hull. The spear, if no use for the hunting of prey, could provide an exit from the hideous thought of starving to death.
A cold and dark night commenced. Kai struggled to contain his demons. The images and hallucinations were so graphic it repulsed him to his core. Stu looked in bad shape, he was laughing and joking as usual but his face was swollen and bloodied and upon closer inspection, he appeared to have three fingers missing. He then got right in his face and begun to scream ‘what’s the matter bro? Was the perfect wave not worth losing me for?’ Kai began to wail and speak in a hushed and gibberish tone. Nobody could hear his torment as he bobbed around the ocean and if help didn’t arrive soon, nobody would know what had happened to him.
Two days passed in similar fashion. His dreams and visions got darker and he would frequently argue with an apparition of Stu who came to him with sinister and evil accusations. Kai also spoke to Amber. She came and comforted him and he could only cry and consistently apologise for always letting her down. He cursed himself for not being able to lift his body to impale himself on the spear. That time had come and gone, and he now only had two options. Slide overboard and into a watery grave becoming at one with the one thing that drove him to this selfish voyage, or rot in the base of the canoe. Kai was giving up hope and he quietly took stock of his short life as he accepted that death was coming on the next tide. He was proud of who he was and what he had achieved. He knew that Stu had known the risks involved, and they were headed in the same direction from the moment they met. Amber was his next thought and he was eternally grateful he had spent some of his existence with her, and he hoped and prayed, cowering in the putrid vessel, that she would move on and lead a full and happy life.
He inhaled the salty air for the last time, filling his swollen chest. It had a strange aroma of diesel fuel. He could make out an alien sound. At first a tapping that grew louder in his mind until it became unmistakable, it was the sound of an engine. Kai could no longer lift his battered body, he managed to extend an arm to the heavens and to open his left eye. His canoe began to rock violently and the sound became unbearable. He was convinced it was the jaws of death itself about to engulf him and his soul. He heard the sound of his salvation, a phrase that he repeated over and over in his head…
‘He’s alive, he’s alive!!!’
It was a tourist boat that had found him. A small flotilla of vessels had joined the hunt after his stricken yacht had been recovered drifting alone in the waters just west of the Andaman. Ali had confessed to the press about the quest and it had sparked both outcry for the foolishness of disturbing the indigenous tribe, and bravery for tackling such an obscure wave. Kai was taken to Port Blair for a stint in hospital, mainly to rehydrate. The Authorities quizzed him over the disappearance of Stu and what had happened on the island. As he recounted his tale, he shuddered at the thought of what could have happened. Kai felt pangs of guilt for his lost partner in crime, he also knew that he would have given his life had the tables been turned. It wasn’t long before a familiar face was at his bed side.
‘Ali! I’m sorry I lost your boat,’ Kai was close to tears.
‘You didn’t she’s right here at the dock. Completely unscathed. Did you see the wave?’
Kai grinned ‘See it! I ripped it to shreds! Before being eaten alive by it!’ the statement made him wince as a sharp cramp returned to his chest.
Ali then probed a little further, ‘what happened to Stu?’
Kai offered little information and was concise with his reply ‘he gave his life so I could survive.’ They sat in silence for a while before Kai recounted the entire story of the island. He was soon discharged and bound for Phuket on Ali’s boat. It felt strange being on board without Stu, and Kai kept expecting to see him in his bunk, filling up his “lucky” cigarette box, or smoking a joint on deck. The winds were kind and the swells gently pushed the boat home. Kai spent a lot of time alone during the short voyage. Going over the next chapter in his head, toying with his next destination, and wondering if he should just go home. Ali had offered him a job and he had accepted to increase his travel fund.
As the dock neared, it was visible that the news of his safe arrival had hit the press. Ali warned him of what to expect and as the boat docked. A mob lay in wait and cameras flashed as Kai set foot on terra firma. An onslaught of questions came in rapid fire and Kai disregarded all but one.
‘Kai, can you tell us why you went out their knowing you would die?’
Kai drew breath and offered his answer ‘I didn’t, I went out there to live,’ he then shifted through the group with Ali at his side and was about to climb into Ali’s pick up when a voice he never thought he would hear again called his name. It was Amber, she walked toward him, beaming in all her beauty and Kai knew what he had to do. He turned and began to get into the car. Amber looked alarmed and started to move quicker.
‘Kai? It’s me! I’m right here!’
‘The trouble is Amber, I’m…I’m not’ he stammered his response and shut the door, ‘let’s get going Ali’. The jeep sped off through the circus of media folk, and Kai watched Amber in the rear view mirror.
As she slipped away from him he was able to finally draw a line.
He had faced his fears and now he was going to live his dreams.
The End


Coming soon…
What path will Kai take next?
Dark Tide
The sequel to Cut and Run
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