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RANSOM

Chapter 60

Connor shouted a warning to Brad, but the repeated blasts 

of the shotgun had temporarily deafened him. Leaving 

Kieran to tend to Jordan, Connor ran to the rail. A pirate 

was attempting to scale the knotted rope, the bucking skiff 

making his progress slow, but certain.

Connor pulled the flare gun from his hip pocket. He 

took aim, then realized it was unloaded. He fumbled for 

another flare from the clip, but in his hurry he dropped 

them. They scattered across the deck. He frantically 

retrieved one. Snapping open the breach, he pushed the 

flare home then clicked it shut. Just as he went to take aim 

again, the chef rushed on to the deck, wielding a flaming 

bottle of vodka.

‘My own special pirate cocktail!’ he shouted as he 

launched it at the skiff below.

The bottle shattered across the bow, spreading a sea of 

flame along the wooden skiff. The pirates screamed and 

scrambled away from the blaze. In his panic the pilot 

veered sharply, jerking on the grappling rope and 

catapulting his comrade into the ocean. 
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Then a wave broke over the skiff, dousing the fire. The 

pirates, quickly recovering from the shock attack, made 

another approach. They powered towards the Orchid, 

leaving their fellow pirate to drown.

But the chef had plenty more bottles where that one had 

come from and reappeared moments later with two more 

Molotov cocktails.

On the starboard side, Brad fired his shotgun again. This 

time he hit his mark. The outboard engines of the targeted 

skiff sputtered and choked, smoke spewing from their 

exhausts. But the pilot had also been caught in the hail of 

buckshot. He slumped over the tiller of his outboard and 

sent the boat swerving off-course.

‘Two down!’ said Brad grimly as he sheltered behind the 

gunwale.

Despite their losses, the pirates refused to give up. Two 

of the skiffs now made simultaneous attacks on the 

Orchid’s bow. The crew up front called for help and Brad 

and Chef rushed to their aid. But, with everyone committed 

to the port and starboard attacks, no one noticed the stern 

assault by the third skiff.

Only Connor heard the clang of a grappling hook on the 

rail. He spun round to see a colossal pirate, an assault rifle 

strapped across his back, standing on the skiff’s bow like a 

figurehead. The ease with which he rode the turbulent waves 

was unnerving. Beckoning his pilot to move closer to the 

Orchid’s stern, the pirate was preparing to make his leap.

Connor had only one shot. He couldn’t afford to miss 

this time.
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The flare rocketed the short distance and struck home. 

Just as he had planned, it landed beside the fuel canister for 

the outboard. The pilot shouted in terror and jumped over 

the side as a spark ignited the diesel. Showered in flaming 

fuel, the other pirates leapt for their lives. The skiff then 

exploded in a massive fireball, a plume of black smoke 

rising into the air like a mushroom cloud. Connor shielded 

his eyes from the blast. And when he looked again the skiff 

was sinking rapidly beneath the waves.

But the pirate who’d leapt from the bow still clung on to 

the rope. Like some monster of the deep, he hauled himself 

up through the rushing water towards the Orchid’s stern. 

Connor couldn’t believe the man’s strength, or his crazed 

determination. 

The hook was pulled tight against the rail and Connor 

had no hope of wrenching it free. He raced through the 

salon to the galley. There, he grabbed a fire extinguisher 

and snatched the carving knife from the block. By the time 

he’d sprinted back, the pirate had reached the stern and 

was now clambering up the tender garage’s huge bay door.

Pulling the safety pin from the extinguisher, Connor let 

loose a jet of white foam, turning the hull slick and oily. 

The pirate scrambled to make purchase with his feet and 

thumped hard into the fibreglass hull. Foam glistened off 

his rippling torso and rivulets of water ran down his 

smooth bullet-shaped head. 

Yet still he held on.

Discarding the empty extinguisher, Connor took up the 

knife. The pirate snarled like a wild beast when he saw 
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Connor furiously sawing at his rope. With grim 

determination, the pirate climbed hand over hand. The 

rope started to fray, but Connor knew he’d never cut 

through in time. The pirate was already halfway up. Then 

the Orchid struck the swell hard, the pirate lost his footing 

again and slipped down to the waterline.  Only his 

Herculean strength prevented him from losing all grip on 

the rope.

The pirate heaved himself back up as Connor continued 

to slice frantically at the fraying fibres. The pirate’s fingers 

reached for the deck. The rope finally parted .  .  . and 

Connor watched the man tumble back into the foaming 

sea.
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