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Deception . . . Dishonor . . . Treason . . . When American covert operative Chase Fulton finds
himself aboard a luxury mega-yacht off the Florida Keys with a dead Russian billionaire on deck
and the beautiful SVR officer he loves standing over the body with a bloody knife in her hands,
he believes his life could never become more complicated. But he is wrong. A vow to a mentor
and beloved friend sends him on a tumultuous quest through the criminal underworld of South
Florida to rescue an innocent young woman who represents not only Chase’s painful past, but
also may be his only hope for psychological survival in the future. After suffering the agony of
loss and ultimate betrayal, Chase learns that loyalty is a veil behind which deception, dishonor,
and treason often lurk.

"I don't even like sea adventures and I love this book and series!" - Susan1 Ebook Tops Top
1000 Reviewer."Amazing thriller that will keep you guessing and loving every chapter and
detailed character" - Anamission."Fasten your seatbelts and put your tray table in the upright
position. This is a wild ride!" - Artsyone."Pure Enjoyment!" - Julie West."Amazing story line with
jaw dropping twists!" - JandJFrom the Back CoverWhen American covert operative Chase
Fulton finds himself aboard a luxury mega-yacht off the Florida Keys with a dead Russian
billionaire on deck and the beautiful SVR officer he loves standing over the body with a bloody
knife in her hands, he believes his life could never become more complicated. But he is wrong. A
vow to a mentor and beloved friend sends him on a tumultuous quest through the criminal
underworld of South Florida to rescue an innocent young woman who represents not only
Chase's painful past, but also may be his only hope for psychological survival in the future. After
suffering the agony of loss and ultimate betrayal, Chase learns that loyalty is a veil behind which
deception, dishonor, and treason often lurk.
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THE BROKEN CHASECHASE FULTON NOVEL #2CAP DANIELS** USA **The Broken Chase,
Chase Fulton Novel #2Copyright © 2018 Cap DanielsAll rights reserved. No part of this book
may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical,
including information storage and retrieval systems without written permission from the
publisher, except by a reviewer who may quote brief passages in a review.This is a work of
fiction. Names, characters, places, historical events, and incidents are the product of the
author’s imagination or have been used fictitiously. Although many locations such as marinas,
airports, hotels, restaurants, and buildings used in this work actually exist, they are used
fictitiously and may have been relocated, exaggerated, or otherwise modified by creative license
for the purpose of this work. Although many characters are based on character traits, physical
attributes, skills, or intellect of actual individuals, all of the characters in this work are
fictitious.Library of Congress Control Number: 2018946373Cover Design: German
CreativePrinted in the United States of America** USA **This book is dedicated to . . .Anna, the
real life “Skipper,” who has overcome challenges that would have left a lesser person in tears.
You are a constant reminder of how determination, drive, and self-discipline can conquer all.
You’re inspirational, frustrating, brilliant, beautiful, and fearless. Never stop ignoring limits and
stretching boundaries . . . those are for the people who accept mediocracy, not you.Special
thanks to . . .My phenomenal editor:Sarah Flores – Write Down the Line, LLCHer dedication to
this series and to making me a better writer is not only remarkable, but invaluable. Her heart-of-a-
teacher and spirit-of-a-cheerleader drive me to push myself beyond what I ever imagined
possible in the creation of intriguing story lines, fascinating characters, and dramatic action. She
makes everything I write immeasurably better. I hope I never have to write without
her.Inspiration:Everyone who crossed my path in my five decades on Earth and provided the
inspiration for countless characters who have been set free on the pages of this and other works
of fiction. I hope my readers feel and hear themselves in my writing. I lack the imagination to
create characters so full of life, energy, and passion, as the people in my life who constantly
demonstrate that normalcy is never acceptable.PrologueIt was Christmas 1981 when my
missionary father told me we were going to Mar del Plata, Argentina, to help nuns care for
children living in an orphanage. He told me it was important to make sacrifices to help people
who weren’t as fortunate as we were in the U.S.I was terrified. I didn’t want to go. It wasn’t
because we were going someplace I’d never heard of—Mar del Plata sounded like a very cool
place to a bilingual, six-year-old boy from Georgia. And any place called Sea of Silver had to be
magical. I wanted to see it, just not at Christmastime. How was Santa Claus going to find me?
How would he know where to bring the bicycle I’d been begging for all year?The sea wasn’t
silver. It was gray and I hated it. It wasn’t even Christmastime there; it was the beginning of
summer. How could it be winter in Georgia and summer in Mar del Plata? I was never getting
that bike.I don’t think there was an orphanage either. If there was, I never saw it. I saw navy ships
and a lot of soldiers with guns. My parents didn’t seem surprised there was no orphanage. I
guess the whole point of being missionaries is to help whoever needs help wherever you are.My



mom stayed with me most of the time. We practiced our Spanish with the locals, and many times
they wanted to practice their English with us. I liked that part, but not everything was fun. Some
of it was horrifying.The last night we were in Mar del Plata, my dad said, “Chase, you need to go
to bed early. Your mom and I need to talk to Santa Claus.”Of course I couldn’t sleep. Like any
excited, curious boy, I pretended to go to bed then snuck into a little closet beside the kitchen. I
hid behind a mop and broom and some old boxes and watched through the gap in the door.
Santa Claus never came. Instead, my parents argued with an angry group of men, specifically
one named Admiral Anaya.Dad told him it was “un plan mortal,” a deadly plan, to invade some
place called the Falkland Islands.Admiral Anaya drew his knife, held it to my father’s throat, and
growled in terrifying Spanish. “It would be a shame for your beautiful wife and little boy to wash
up on the beach because you and your American masters were meddling in the affairs of
Argentina. Now get out of my country before I am forced to feed you to the sharks.”Three months
later, Argentina invaded the Falkland Islands, but we weren’t there to see it. The morning after
the meeting with Admiral Anaya, we were on the next plane out of Mar del Plata. I’d asked my
dad if Santa Claus was an admiral in South America, but he never answered me.We arrived
home on Christmas day, and my new bike was waiting for me on our front porch. I’d never forget
that Christmas, and looking back now, it should have been clear, even to a six-year-old, that my
dad was no missionary.1What Now?I watched Anya, the woman I loved, bury her knife into the
chest of the man who’d cut her mother’s heart out twenty years earlier. Anya stood over the body
of Dmitri Barkov, billionaire Russian oligarch, and reveled in the knowledge that her face was the
last one he’d see before stumbling through the gates of Hell, and her voice was the last voice
he’d ever hear.She collapsed to the deck of the yacht and sobbed as her fury and realized
vengeance poured over her.I knelt beside her and pulled her close, hoping to find the right
words. “It’s all over now, Anya. It’s done, and now it’s time for you to have the life and freedom
you want. It’s time for you to have everything you want.”Dr. Robert “Rocket” Richter, former fighter
pilot turned American covert operative turned psychology professor—and Anya’s father—
scanned the horizon for approaching boats. “I hate to break this up, kids, but we’ve got
company.”Anya wiped her tears and leapt to her feet. “What do you see, Papa?”“It’s some of
Barkov’s yacht crew, and they’re in our dinghy. Here, Chase. Take the binoculars. Your eyes are
younger than mine.”I trained the binoculars on the approaching boat. It was our dinghy all right,
and they were pushing her as fast as she’d go and approaching our port stern quarter.“There’s
five of them, and they appear to be unarmed. We shouldn’t have much trouble repelling five
unarmed men, but I have no idea what they’re planning.”“They’re planning to take back their
boat,” said Dr. Richter, “and we’re not going to let them.”Anya had already retrieved her rifle and
taken up a firing position across the stern rail. I heard the report of the massive rifle and watched
her absorb the punishing recoil without taking her eye from the scope. Through the binoculars, I
saw only four of the five men in the dinghy. The one who’d been on the bow was meeting his
maker.Dr. Richter headed for the interior of the yacht. “Keep holding them off. I’ll get us headed
somewhere deep so we can put a little distance between us and them and get rid of Barkov’s



body.”Anya cycled the bolt of her rifle to eject the fired shell casing and send another round into
the chamber.“Der'mo! on zastryal!” she grunted.The rifle had jammed, failing to eject the fired
shell casing.“Give me pistol,” she demanded, laying her rifle on the deck.I handed her my pistol
and went to work on the jammed rifle, but it was no use. The shell wasn’t coming out.The
massive yacht slowly picked up speed as Rocket added power, but the dinghy was still closing in
on us. Anya squeezed off two rounds from my pistol. I looked over the rail, hoping to see two
more dead Russians, but shooting with a pistol and expecting to hit a target moving at twenty-
five knots is a fool’s faith.“Save your ammo. You can pick them off as they try to board.”“Tell Papa
to slow down. I will sink raft.”I ran to the bridge and told Dr. Richter her plan. He pulled the
throttles back, slowing the yacht to just under twelve knots. When I made it back to the stern
deck, Anya was squeezing off rounds toward the dinghy as it advanced ever closer. I saw a
bright flash and a puff of white smoke.What was that? Did Anya hit the engine?“Flare!” I yelled.
“Get down!”The signal flare left the dinghy, winding and soaring toward us. The burning
phosphorous flare struck the bulkhead just above the door to the main salon behind us and fell
to the deck. It ricocheted like a pinball. The brilliant orange fire racing across the deck and the
white smoke filling the air caused me and Anya to stumble and collide with each other in a
desperate attempt to evade the flare. Finally, it came to rest against Barkov’s body and
continued to burn.I was blind from staring at the burning flare. I called out, “Anya, are you
okay?”“I cannot see,” she said, “and I cannot find pistol.”Almost nothing worse could’ve
happened to us at that moment. We had no weapon to fend off the four remaining Russians
advancing on us. Even if we had a weapon, neither of us could see to fire it. We were sitting
ducks. Blind ducks.“Can you get to Papa?”“I don’t know,” I said. “I can try.”“We must go fast
again. We are in serious trouble.”That may have been the understatement of the century. I
fumbled and stumbled my way through the yacht, trying to remember and feel my way to the
bridge. I found the stairs and crawled up them as fast as I could, yelling “Full speed, full speed,”
as I went.The yacht picked up speed, but I feared it was too little too late. I found my way back
toward Anya, hoping she’d regained at least some of her vision. When I reached the aft deck, I
could barely make out her silhouette. From the sound and smell, I could tell she was emptying a
fire extinguisher toward what was left of the burning flare. The fire died, and I could make out
vague shapes and detect movement in front of me.She put her hand on my arm. “Are you
hurt?”“I’m not burned, but I’m still blind. How about you?”“I am same. I do not know what to do,
Chase. This is very bad.”I thought about what I’d do if I were in a dinghy chasing a mega-yacht.
“There’s only one way aboard. They’ll have to come across the swim deck, and only three of
them can make the jump while the driver holds the dinghy as close as he can. We’ve got to get
down there and try to hold them off.”We stumbled to the starboard side and found the ladder
leading down one deck. We clumsily traversed the ladder and worked our way aft. Minute by
minute, my vision was returning. I hoped the same was happening for Anya.At the swim deck,
we took up positions behind a pair of columns, hoping to ambush the Russians as they leapt
aboard.“How are your eyes?” I yelled.“Is not good, but is getting better.”“Mine, too.”We appeared



to be at top speed, and I could vaguely make out the outline of the approaching dinghy. It was
going to be a challenging jump for the men, even if the driver could maneuver the dinghy through
our wake and to the swim deck.“They are almost here,” Anya yelled.Through my distorted vision,
the dinghy appeared to be gaining on us at an alarming rate. They were plowing through the
turbulent water and closing in quickly. The men were yelling orders at each other, but I couldn’t
make out what they were saying.Anya shouted, “They are going to run raft up onto yacht.”Their
plan was a good one, and it worked flawlessly. As my eyesight improved, I saw the dinghy’s bow
lunge over the edge of the swim deck and continue forward until three quarters of the dinghy
was aboard the yacht. All four men leapt with practiced confidence, landing unbalanced on the
deck.Taking advantage of our ambush position and their lack of balance, I leapt forward and
landed a front kick in the first man’s chest, sending him tumbling backward into the turbid water. I
heard Anya engage another of the men but couldn’t see anything out of my peripheral vision. A
fist I hadn’t seen coming landed squarely on my left jaw and sent me staggering back toward the
interior of the yacht. I was dazed and still only able to make out shapes directly in front of me. I
turned my head wildly, trying to make the most of my limited vision. I caught a glimpse of a man
racing toward me, so I threw my best right jab at what I hoped was his face. He ducked the
punch and plowed into my gut with his shoulder. Knowing there was a bulkhead behind me, I let
his force propel me backward, hoping his head would hit something solid before mine did. It
almost worked, but our heads crashed into the bulkhead simultaneously, sending both of us to
the deck, dazed.As I tried to gather my wits, I could see Anya in silhouette fighting desperately
for her life. I had to finish off the man who’d driven me into the wall and get to Anya before the
other two men overcame her. I scrambled to my feet and powered forward toward my opponent,
throwing punches as I went. Some of them landed, but most were wasted effort. He grabbed my
wrist and twisted away from me with such speed he ripped me off my feet, leaving me sprawled
across the deck, vulnerable. His boot landed solidly in my left kidney, and I yelled in pain. By
some miracle, I’d captured his foot immediately after his kick, so I jerked as hard as I could and
felt him land on the deck beside me. He threw two more punches that landed perfectly in my
ribs, knocking the breath from my lungs.I was in the fight of my life, but Anya was battling two
men while I only had to deal with one. I hoped she was doing better than me. My aggressor
wasn’t getting up very quickly, so I took advantage of my position and threw an elbow at his face,
hoping to break his nose. I missed and landed my elbow in his throat, crushing his airway.
Although he wasn’t unconscious, I’d taken away his ability to continue. Not willing to risk the
chance of him rejoining the fight, I threw a right cross to the side of his head, knocking him out
cold.I blinked, trying to focus on Anya’s fight. My vision was better, but still not back to normal. I
could see that one man had Anya in a vice-like grip from behind, while the other tried to advance
on her from the front. She was kicking like a wild animal and thrashing violently. It didn’t appear
either of her attackers saw me dispatch their partner, so I had a momentary advantage. I
capitalized on it and drove my left arm under the chin of the man holding Anya. I secured the
choke hold while Anya kept kicking, holding the other attacker at bay. The headlock did its job



and the man in my arm collapsed. Anya dropped to the deck, landing on her left hip, and thrust a
thundering side kick to the remaining aggressor’s groin. It doubled him over just feet in front of
her. As the man bent forward, I forced my palm into the back of his head and sent him
accelerating toward the deck. When the collision of face and deck occurred, the man’s body
turned to pudding, and he also collapsed in an unconscious heap.“You are okay, yes?” she
breathed.“Yeah, I’m good. How about you?”“I am not hurt, and eyesight is coming back. We must
push bodies into water now.”Although I was uncertain about dropping three more Russians into
the Florida Straits, I followed her directions, and we slid the bodies into the foaming water behind
the yacht.We felt our way into the interior of the yacht and headed for the bridge.“It’s about time
you two showed up. Did you roll out the red carpet for our guests?”“Oh yeah,” I said. “We made
them feel right at home, and now their new home is somewhere on the bottom of the
ocean.”“Well done,” he said. “Now we have to send Barkov to join them.”Anya and I returned to
the stern deck where Barkov’s flare-burnt corpse lay.She found a pair of diving weight belts in a
locker and held them up. “This will send him to bottom forever, yes?”I loved Anya’s Russian-
accented English.“Yeah, I think forty pounds should do it.”We strapped the weight belts to the
body of the man who’d caused Anya so many years of pain. After learning that the man she'd
known and worked for had been the animal who murdered her mother, Anya had finally avenged
the woman whose death had haunted her for two decades.We wrestled Barkov’s bulk across the
stern rail and watched him disappear into the turbid water in the yacht’s wake.Anya placed her
hand atop mine on the rail. “Zakonchennyy.”Indeed, it truly was finished.Anya, born Anastasia
Burinkova, had been a Russian SVR officer until her mission to capture, interrogate, and
possibly kill the American assassin who’d killed the legendary Russian assassin, Anatoly
Parchinkov, aka Suslik the gopher. Suslik had turned out to be three men—identical triplets
who’d roamed the globe for a dozen years, killing at the behest of the Russian mafia. I was the
American assassin Anya had been dispatched to find. She found me all right, but when she and
I fell in love, instead of delivering me to her Russian master—Dmitri Barkov, who now lay dead at
the bottom of the Atlantic Ocean—she joined forces with me to find and kill the remaining
Parchinkov brothers.After I’d killed the first Parchinkov brother in Havana Harbor, through
serendipity, fate, or the hand of God, I’d introduced Anya to my mentor, Dr. Richter, and we
discovered he was Anya’s father. That revelation led to Anya learning that Dmitri Barkov had
killed her mother, Katerina Burinkova, by cutting her heart out in a jealous rage over her
relationship with Dr. Richter. Anya had killed one of the three Parchinkov brothers in Gibraltar.
She, Dr. Richter, and I had killed the third and final brother minutes before we’d come aboard
Barkov’s yacht, where Anya had exacted her lethal revenge on her mother’s murderer.Will I ever
know the feeling Anya’s experiencing? Will I ever get to send my parents’ killers to Hell?We
returned to the bridge to find Dr. Richter at the helm and holding his arm at his chest. He’d
suffered a gunshot to his shoulder during the gunfight that seemed somewhere in the distant
past, but had only happened less than an hour earlier.“How is shoulder, Papa?” asked Anya.“It’s
all right, but I’m going to need a doctor pretty soon. I’m not sure if the bullet’s still in there or



not.”“We’ll get you to a doctor as soon as possible, Coach, but for now, why don’t you go lie
down? I can manage the boat.”Years before, I began calling him Coach accidentally, but it soon
became a moniker he appreciated.Dr. Richter scoffed. “It’s just a gunshot wound, my boy. I’ve
survived worse.”Anya wore a look of distress. I wondered how someone so deadly as her could
feel bad for killing Barkov and defending us from the crew determined to kill us and retake their
boat.She caught me staring at her. “From moment Papa told me story of mother and Dmitri, I
begin planning how to kill him. Now is done, and I do not feel, um . . . otomshchennyy. I do not
know English word for this.”“Avenged,” I said. “You thought you’d feel avenged, but you don’t.
Feeling guilty is okay.”“No,” she demanded, “I do not feel guilty. I am happy he is dead and I am
happy I killed him. I am sad it will not bring back my mother. You said to me is time for me to have
everything I want, but I cannot have back my mother. What do we do now?”“That’s what I’ve
been wondering. Here we are on Barkov’s yacht. America’s over there. Cuba’s that way
somewhere. And straight ahead are The Bahamas. I guess we need to decide where to get rid of
this boat and get back into the States without getting arrested.” I peered out over the endless
blue expanse of the Florida Straits where I’d watched Aegis, my beloved home, burn and
disappear into the depths. “Everything I had was aboard my boat, Anya. Everything was on
Aegis. Now it’s all gone.”“No, Chase. Not everything you have was on Aegis boat. You have me,
and you have Papa. You can buy again everything else.”I sighed. “Of course, you’re right . . .
you’re always right.”2Found Money“We’ve got a pretty big problem,” I said. “Sooner or later, the
Coast Guard is going to find what’s left of Aegis.”“I’ve already taken care of that,” said Dr. Richter.
“I talked with the commander at the Coast Guard station. He’s an old friend of mine, and he
assures me there’ll be nothing in tomorrow’s paper about the fire and sinking of a sailing yacht
off Key Largo.”“It’s nice to have friends in high places,” I said, relieved, “but you’re still hurt, and
we have to get you to a doctor.”“We have some options,” he said, “but all of them have their own
set of problems. If we head to a hospital in the States, they’ll have to report a gunshot wound.
There’s almost no way around that. And that’ll lead to police involvement and a whole lot of
questions we don’t want to answer.”“How about The Bahamas?” I asked. “Can’t we duck into
Freeport and pay a local doctor to patch you up? It can’t be more than a hundred miles.”“That’s
an option, but there’s a couple little problems with that plan, too. First, we don’t have any cash,
and second, we’re on a big boat that somebody is going to recognize if we pull into Freeport. We
don’t need the locals talking about the two Americans and the Russian woman on the big, flashy
yacht.”“There is money on boat,” said Anya.That caught our attention.“How do you know?” asked
Dr. Richter.“I have been on Barkov’s boats many times. He always has money. All we must do is
open safe.”I locked eyes with Dr. Richter, then he turned to program the navigation system. “I’ll
get us headed to Freeport. You two find the safe and get it open.”Anya and I ran down the
stairs.“You start on the lower deck and work up. I’ll start up here and work down toward you,” I
said. “Finding the safe can’t be too hard.”“No, Chase. I know where is safe. Come with me.”She
led me through a doorway and into the luxurious master stateroom.I couldn’t believe my eyes.
“This looks like something that should be in a five-star resort, not a stateroom on a boat.”“Dmitri



is”—Anya paused—“Dmitri was very wealthy man. He lived like king, even on boat.”“You know,
Anya, we have to work on your English now that you’re going to be an American girl. You’ll have
to start using articles like the, an, and a. Dmitri lived like a king, even on the boat.”Anya frowned
and placed her hands on her hips. “I will make deal with you. First, you put my toe back on foot,
then I use English articles. Is deal?”During our first face-to-face confrontation, I’d shot off Anya’s
little toe on her right foot to stop her from drowning me off the beach in Charlotte Amalie. The
wound healed, but she’d never stop teasing me about it.Anya opened a locker beneath the
portside dressing table. “Safe is in here.”Inside the locker was a solid steel door with a digital
keypad and short chrome handle. Anya drew her knife from its sheath and stared at the drying
blood that coated the blade before prying the digital panel from the front of the safe. When the
panel finally fell into her hand, she went to work on the circuitry. I leaned in to watch her work.
She probed carefully with the point of her knife, shorting almost microscopic circuits on the
complex circuit board until a green light illuminated, and she turned the chrome handle. The
door swung open.“You’ll have to teach me that little skill.”“I will teach many things for you,” she
said coyly.Inside the safe were stacks of banded cash from all over the world. Anya pulled twenty
thousand dollars from the shelf and tossed it to me.“This will pay for a doctor in The Bahamas
for Papa, yes?”I kissed the top of her head and walked back to the bridge. “She’s got skills,
Coach. She cracked a digital safe in less than two minutes. How’s it possible she knows so
much? She’s no older than I am.”Dr. Richter cocked his head. “Can she catch a ninety-mile-per-
hour breaking ball and gun down a runner sliding into second?”“Come on, Coach. You know
what I mean.”“Yes, Chase, I know exactly what you mean, but you’re not hearing what I mean.
While you were learning to catch breaking balls and gun down runners, she was learning
tradecraft. She was a gymnast or a ballerina or a swimmer or a who-knows-what—maybe all
three. But while she was learning to flip or dance or do the breaststroke, she was also being
taught a staggering assortment of ways to kill a man, and how to pick any lock ever made. If
you’d started training when she did, you’d have the same skill set. She had a few years’ head
start. That’s all. Learn from her, my boy. Let her teach you things, and you teach her the things
you learned here in America while she was being programmed in the Rodina—good ol’ Mother
Russia.”I wrinkled my brow. “What could I possibly teach her? She’s a much better operator than
I am. She has skills I’ve never dreamed of having, and she already knows everything I know.”“I’m
not talking about teaching her tradecraft, son. Take her to a ball game, and teach her how to eat
a chili dog and drink warm beer from a plastic cup. Teach her to surf and sail and scuba dive.
Teach her how to be alive, Chase. Life isn’t always about the cloak-and-dagger bullshit.
Sometimes it’s about dancing in the rain and counting the stars together. I’ll bet no one ever
taught her how to do that behind the Iron Curtain.”Before I could reply, Anya came bounding up
the stairs and onto the bridge. She pointed to the stack of money lying on the console. “That is
enough to pay for a doctor, yes?”Dr. Richter patted the bills. “Yes, of course, my dear. It’s more
than enough, but the problem of this recognizable boat still remains. We need to come up with a
plan to jump that hurdle.”“I know what to do,” I said. “I know exactly what to do. Coach, can you



make it through the night without a doctor?”Dr. Richter placed his hand over his wounded
shoulder. “Yes, it’ll be fine as long as it doesn’t get infected. What are you thinking?”“Trust me.
Head for Miami, Coach. I need a phone.”“There is phone in main salon,” Anya said.I leapt down
the stairs, three at a time. I made my phone call and rushed back up the stairs, but I stopped
near the top when I heard Dr. Richter and Anya talking about me.“What do you think he is doing,
Papa?”“I have no idea, but I trust him. Don’t you?”“Da,” she said. “I trust him, and I will like for him
to teach me to eat chili dog and go to ball game.”Dr. Richter laughed. “Do you know your
boyfriend there was one of the greatest collegiate baseball players to ever play the
game?”“Papa,” she said, “I do not know this game, American baseball.”“Ha! You don’t need to
know the game to understand that Chase Fulton was one of the best. The game defined him
once. He would’ve been a professional player if he hadn’t suffered that damned injury in the final
game of his life while winning the College World Series. I wish you could’ve seen him play. He
was fearless.”Anya turned to see me topping the stairs onto the bridge.“Head for Fowey Rocks
Light,” I said. “It’s just southeast of Key Biscayne.”He frowned. “Yeah, I know where it is, but why?
There’s nothing up there except rocks and shallow water. That’s no place for a boat like
this.”“You’re right, Coach, but trust me on this one. I’ve got it all figured out.”Dr. Richter turned to
the console and programmed the chart plotter for the Fowey Rocks Lighthouse. The autopilot
brought the yacht around and she settled on her new course.* * *“Okay, Chase. It’s time you let
us in on your plan,” said Dr. Richter as the Fowey Rocks Light came into sight.“We’re trading
down,” I said. “I called Dominic Fontana in Miami, and he’s coming out to meet us. He’s bringing
us a less conspicuous boat, and he’ll be taking this one back to Miami where it won’t draw as
much attention. It’ll still be a big yacht, but in Miami, it won’t be the biggest.”“Chase, you can’t
start calling in favors like that. Involving more people in this only makes our situation worse.”“I
know, but it’s Dominic. He’s one of us, and he’s the best boat guy I know. Getting him involved
isn’t like bringing in an outsider.”“You’re right, but you have to let the rest of us in on these
decisions. They affect all of us. Not just you.”“I understand. I’m sorry, but I knew Dominic could
help.”“Who is Dominic Fontana?” asked Anya. “His name does not sound like name of real
person.”“He’s an old friend who helped build Aegis. Remember Aegis, Anya? Aegis was my
home, my boat. The boat you sank with a very nice shot with an incendiary grenade a few hours
ago.”“Yes,” said Anya. “I remember Aegis. That is where I tied you up and cut your tongue in half
because you would not answer questions.”Anya had snuck aboard my boat in Charlotte Amalie,
tranquilized me, and tied me to my bunk with piano wire. The interrogation that followed left me
with a nasty tongue wound from her knife.“Yeah,” I said, “you got lucky that time. But as I was
saying, Dominic’s meeting us at the lighthouse. Let’s get outside and get some fenders
overboard.”Anya and I went to work hanging fabric-covered rubber fenders over the starboard
rail so Dominic could lay alongside without damaging either boat. When the fenders were in
place, I found four sections of line and prepositioned them for tying the boats together. A
gorgeous, fifty-foot sailing catamaran came alongside. I tossed the lines to the deckhand
standing on the bow of the cat, and soon the two boats were secured together.Dominic Fontana



strolled from beneath the hardtop of the catamaran and looked up at the much larger yacht as I
leaned over the rail.“Well, Chase Fulton, as I live and breathe. Where have you been, sailor?”I
smiled at my old friend. “It’s good to see you, Dominic. Come aboard. We’ve got a lot to
do.”Dominic disappeared beneath the hardtop, then returned with a bag thrown over his
shoulder and three other men in tow. The four of them leapt aboard the yacht and headed for the
main salon.Dr. Richter welcomed the group aboard but cautiously surveyed the three men he
didn’t know.Dominic introduced the trio. “These are captains Egan and Bellamy. They’re here for
the boat, and this is Doctor Cribb. He’s here for you, old man.”Dr. Richter surveyed the group, but
didn’t speak. He and Doctor Cribb left the main salon and headed for the galley where the light
was much better. The two captains set about surveying the yacht, familiarizing themselves with
the layout and controls. Anya, Dominic, and I stayed in our seats.“So, Chase, who’s this beautiful
young lady?”“Dominic, meet Anya. She’s one of us now, and she’s the reason I need a new boat.
I’ll tell you all about it sometime soon over a bottle of scotch, but for now, suffice it to say we’re
extremely happy to see you.”Dominic kissed Anya’s hand. “It’s truly a pleasure to meet you,
Anya. If you’re running about with this bloke, I may have my doubts about your sanity, but it’s still
a pleasure.”Anya smiled, obviously taken by the charming older man. “Is pleasure to meet you,
Dominic, but I’m not running about with Chase. I’m looking after him because he keeps getting
himself in trouble.”Anya and Dominic laughed at my expense.“Okay, enough picking on me for
one day. We’ve got a lot to do. First, Dominic, you need to know a little about this boat. Until a few
hours ago, she belonged to Dmitri Barkov of the former KGB, and most recently of Russian
mafia fame. Currently, if the sharks haven’t made a buffet of him yet, he’s a couple thousand feet
beneath the Florida Straits with a nice little knife wound in his chest, courtesy of the lovely Anya
here. She’s pretty handy with sharp objects, and she isn’t a bad shot either.”Dominic gazed
admiringly at Anya, expressing his newfound respect.“So,” I went on, “what you do with the boat
is up to you. I suspect there will be a few people looking for her, so a paint job and some exterior
remodeling might be in order. We’ll get your catamaran back to you as soon as possible. As I told
you on the phone, Aegis suffered a similar fate to Barkov, so I’m a little homeless at the
moment.”“No,” he said, “the catamaran is yours, Chase. We can’t have you living under a bridge,
now can we? She’s well-equipped, but purely non-tactical. She was a hurricane salvage, but we
put her back together, polished her up a bit, and set her back afloat. You’ll want some upgrades
if you decide to keep her, but she’ll make a fine honeymoon suite for the two of you.”“What is
honeymoon suite?” asked Anya.“I’ll explain later,” I said.Dr. Richter came back into the main
salon with his shoulder bandaged and his arm supported by a sling. He wore a grim look.Anya
ran to him. “Papa, what did doctor say? You are okay, yes?”He kissed Anya’s cheek. “No, my
dear. Unfortunately, I’m not okay. It doesn’t appear the bullet’s still in there, but there’s damage
that needs to be repaired. I’m an old man and not as bulletproof as I was thirty years ago. I’m
going back to Miami with Dominic and the good doctor here. Our friends there can get me fixed
up without involving anymore unnecessary folks in our little adventure.”“Oh, Papa, I will go with
you.”Dr. Richter took her hands in his. “No, Anastasia. You belong with Chase. I’ll be fine, and



we’ll be together again soon. We still have a lot of paperwork before we officially make you an
American, but it won’t take long. I’ll be in touch in a few days, and we’ll go from there. In the
meantime, you go with Chase. Somebody has to keep him out of trouble.”Anya didn’t protest.
She hugged her father and kissed his cheeks. “YA lyublyu tebya, Papa.”“I love you, too, my child.”
He brushed Anya’s long blonde hair out of her face and tucked it behind her ear. “Now, go. You
two make your way toward where you first met Aegis, and I’ll make sure someone meets you
there with what you’ll need. Go on. We don’t have time for long goodbyes.”I rose from the settee,
shook Dominic’s hand, and thanked him for everything.Dominic looked at Dr. Richter, then at
Anya, and finally back at me. “He’s her father?”“It’s a long story, but I’m sure Dr. Richter will fill
you in on the trip back to Miami. Take good care of him, okay? He’s one of the last remaining
good guys left on Earth.” I turned to Dr. Richter. “We’ll see you soon, Coach. You do what the
doctors say. And no flirting with the nurses.”“I’d rather die than live by those ridiculous rules. Now
get out of here.”I chuckled, knowing Dr. “Rocket” Richter would be the star of the orthopedic
ward in a day or two.I reached for Anya’s hand and walked away from my mentor. Once again, I’d
set out on the ocean with the woman who both terrified and thrilled me beyond my wildest
imagination.3HoneymoonI stepped from the deck of the luxurious yacht onto the portside hull of
the smaller catamaran and offered my hand to Anya. Not surprisingly, she ignored my offer and
leapt gracefully aboard, landing soundlessly on the deck, and then she went into the cabin.I
started both diesel engines and watched the gauges come to life. I then went to work casting off
the lines that held my new boat to Barkov’s former yacht. Once clear of the yacht, I turned the cat
into the southerly wind and set about getting some sails in the air. There was a bit of a learning
curve as I mentally labeled each halyard, reefing line, and sheet. With the sails aloft, I let the cat
bear away from the wind onto a northeasterly course, and watched the enormous white sails fill
with the fifteen-knot breeze. I trimmed the sails and shut down the engines, then reveled in the
near silence of the majestic sailing cat as she accelerated and settled on ten knots.After
savoring the first setting of the sails on my new boat, I set about learning how my new chart
plotter and autopilot worked. Soon, I could plot a course and have the boat steer herself in the
direction I wanted. With the boat sailing true and my sails trimmed to perfection, I headed for the
interior to find Anya, but I didn’t have to go far. She came bouncing through the doorway from the
main salon and onto the aft deck wearing the smile of a child on Christmas morning.“Oh,
Chasechka, it is beautiful and so big. I love it. I love it so much and we are not flipping over.”She
threw her arms around me and made a sound that would perhaps be a normal woman’s squeal
of delight, but I’d never known Anya to squeal.“Yes, these are beautiful boats, and they don’t flip
over, as you put it.”Anya climbed onto the captain’s chair behind the wheel and peered over the
controls. It was nice to see her relaxing and finding joy in being alive. Her life had been constant
work for people who demanded her constant perfection. Those days were gone, and it pleased
me to be the reason she could start living, rather than merely existing to serve her domineering
masters.“Come. Come.” Anya grabbed my hand and pulled me to the trampoline that made up
the foredeck of the cat. She jumped and giggled like a schoolgirl before lying facedown and



staring at the water through the mesh.I watched the rise and fall of her shoulders as she
breathed. I remembered the first time I’d watched her breathe. I was peering through my
binoculars from a half mile away, and she was poised behind a rifle on top of a water tower in
Elmont, New York. I knew so much more about her than I had back then, but I was still just as
fascinated and smitten. I admired the curve of her back and the toned, long muscles of her legs.
I sat in awe of her until her shrill scream pierced the air.“Chase, look! Look!”I peered through the
trampoline to see a pair of bottlenose dolphins swimming millimeters beneath the surface of the
water, perfectly matching the speed of the boat.Anya wouldn’t look away. “Is this really our boat
now?”I gazed across the deck of the beautiful sailing cat. “I think it is.”Anya rolled onto her side
and pulled me toward her until we were wrapped in each other’s arms and kissing
passionately.The emotions the two of us had experienced over the previous twelve hours were
more than any normal person could’ve endured, but the minds and bodies of two well-trained
assassins are far from normal.I wanted to surrender and make love with her right there on the
trampoline, but I couldn’t. Not yet. I was consumed by a tsunami of thoughts that wouldn’t let me
give myself to her.If Dr. Richter doesn’t survive, can we still keep Anya in America and grant her
citizenship? What will become of Barkov’s yacht? How will I replace everything I lost aboard
Aegis? Oh shit, it’ll be dark soon.“Anya, listen.” I took her perfect face in my hands. “There’s
nothing I’d rather do than make love with you, but we have to get ready for nightfall.”“Yes, Chase,
I know. Time for this will come later.”We rose from the trampoline and made our way back to the
cockpit where I went to work on the chart plotter.“Tell me what you are doing,” Anya said.“I’m
looking for a place to anchor. It’ll be dark soon, and we’re going to collapse from exhaustion.
Neither of us has the stamina to sail through the night.”“I do,” she said confidently, “but I do not
know how to sail this boat. You will teach me, yes?”“Yes,” I said, “I’ll teach you, but now is not the
time for a sailing lesson.”I scanned the chart for several minutes. “Here it is. We’ll run across to
Bimini. Honeymoon Harbor is a great anchorage. We’ll run in there for the night and head north
again tomorrow after we get some sleep.”Anya wrinkled her brow. “There is that word again,
honeymoon. Tell me what this means.”“It’s just the name of the harbor. It doesn’t mean
anything.”Anya made a disapproving face. She wasn’t going to let me get away with that
answer.“Okay, okay. A honeymoon is a vacation people take right after they get married, but
really, in this case, it’s just the name of the harbor . . . really.”“We will have honeymoon someday,
yes?”I tried to ignore the question. “It’s about thirty miles to the Great Bahama Bank. We’ll make
that in less than three hours, and we’ll be sound asleep a few minutes after that.”Anya was still
grinning at me, waiting for an answer, but I wasn’t going to play her game—at least not yet.“Let’s
check the lights to make sure they all work. We don’t want to have to deal with the Coast Guard if
we don’t have to. We don’t have any identification.”Apparently, she wasn’t interested in checking
lights because she walked off and left me alone on deck. I flipped the switches for all of the
navigation lights and found them to be working perfectly. The anchor light, deck lights, and
spotlights were also in working order. Satisfied with the light check, I programmed the
destination into the chart plotter and let the autopilot bring the big cat around on her new course.



I retrimmed the sails and settled into one of the large, cushioned seats in the cockpit.Anya
emerged from the main salon, carrying a tray, and wearing a Miami Dolphins t-shirt and a pair of
shorts drawn tightly around her waist.“Where’d you get that outfit?” I tried not to laugh at how the
baggy clothes hung from her thin frame.“They were inside boat, and I like dolphins, so I take. You
like?”I laughed, “Yes, I like.”Anya placed the tray beside me on the cushion. It held two
sandwiches, an apple, and two Diet Cokes.“Where’d you get the food?” I asked.“It was also
inside boat. Now eat.”I did as I was told and devoured the sandwich and one of the drinks. I
watched Anya open the Diet Coke, sniff at it, and then take a reluctant sip.She wrinkled her
nose. “I do not like. Is terrible.”“It’s better with rum.” I pointed off to the west. “Look at that
gorgeous sunset.”She sighed. “It is. I never look at sun going away until you show me this on first
Aegis boat.”I remembered the first sunset she and I watched together before we knew we could
trust each other, before we knew our lives would become perfectly entangled with each other’s.
As we approached the Great Bahama Bank, I motioned for her to join me in front of the chart
plotter. She hovered over my shoulder to get a view of the screen.“Now watch the depth
sounder. It’s the big number in the lower left corner,” I said.“Three hundred twenty meters?”
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Susan1, “Russian SVR Meets The Russian Mafia. I don’t even like sea adventures and I this
book and series! Please enjoy book 1 first, but if you can’t, the author gives you the backstory at
the beginning of “The Broken Chase”. Chase is a specially trained assassin (and so much more)
for protecting the freedom and democracy of the U.S.; he’s not CIA or FBI, because they have
“too many rules to follow”. (Really?) Anyway, Chase is in love with Russian SVR Agent Anya, and
she has defected to be with him. Chase lives on a yacht which she blew up to save their lives.
Now he has a new 50 foot Catamaran. This is where the sea adventure comes in. Chase and
Anya are helping a friend of his by sailing to the Florida Keys to find their missing 19-year-old
daughter, Skipper.Spy Chase does not have as much experience as spy Anya, so he makes
some rookie mistakes. These mistakes have grave consequences which I would call huge
surprises! Again, a complex, masterfully imaginative, and suspenseful read! The tutorial on
sailing a catamaran is actually understandable and interesting. Lots of “nautical knowledge” is
related. Book 3 appears to be set up at the end, but this is not a cliffhanger and it does stand
alone well. I’m looking forward to the next book in this series!”

David Thatcher Wilson, “A magnificent Caribbean thriller. I don’t know if Amazon is going to let
me do this. I want to use one review for seven books. In the past two weeks, I have read seven
books in the CHASE FULTON NOVELS series by Cap Daniels. The series is so tightly knit
together that even when I have other books waiting on my Kindle, I have to read the “next” book
in the series to keep up with the action. They are addictive. For those of you totally unfamiliar
with the series, Chase is a young “troubleshooter” who works as a contractor for shadowy
governmental agencies. Mostly he has been operating in the Caribbean, but he’s gone from the
heat of the Panama Canal to an operation in wintery Russia that made me cold just reading
about it. At present he is living on a 50’ catamaran which he homeports in St. Augustine,
Florida.I’d like to tell you more, but I really don’t want to be a spoiler. I will say this: if you are a fan
of the Caribbean thriller genre, you will love these books. If you are not … then what the heck is
wrong with you? Too snooty?Buy these books. Read them in order. Sign up for Cap’s newsletter
to get the painfully short freebie backstory book. Do it. NOW!David Thatcher Wilson,
authorSmith Beach Press”

cougarmeat, “Major plot twist - Where is this going?. There are so many surprises in this one
that it’s difficult to describe without spoilers. So I won’t.Daniels does a good job of handling the
chore series writers have. As the series moves on, the is more and more “back story”. That
becomes a real burden - like when a computer OS has to support old code for backward
compatibility. It slows things down a bit. Those who read the books one by one will have to
tolerate a bit of repetition.But my ancestors came over by covered wagon and had to eat
possum and squirrel. So I think I can handle a few more descriptions of chase’s



relationships.This one will propel you forward - eager for number 3.”

Jill R., “Another gripping tale.. A very good book2. Book1 was a hard act to follow. This is a real
page turner, lots of plot twists and turns.”

Lee Harvey, “Enjoyable read. Not a bad series to read in order, as it makes more sense. But
every book does explain what has happen previously...constantly. It gets annoying.....very. But
the stories are enjoyable.”

Brian Wells, “Its a great book,. The story was very good, kept you on the edge of your seat the
whole time.”

The book by Cap Daniels has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 1,157 people have provided feedback.
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