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Robert O’Leary is a family man now, happily living in Thailand
with his two sons and wife Mina – and his extended adopted family.
Fishing and teaching the boys baseball occupy most of his leisure
time.
It’s been several years since he found himself in the middle of
a bloodbath to avenge the mistreatment of his wife, and later to take
down a psychopathic serial killer. The ghosts of his past rarely make
an appearance in his dreams now, and the killing beast has not
overtaken him in a long time. However, when his friend Bruce
Broderic calls on him for assistance in a new mission, despite Mina’s
objections, Robert feels obligated to at least hear Bruce out before
he refuses his request.
Bruce’s plan to declare war on the Muslim extremists
increasing their attacks in Thailand seems legitimate. However,
Robert can’t help but distrust his friend, even though they fought
side by side to bring down the German and Romanian presence in
Bangkok to deliver justice and closure for Mina, and to take down
the vicious Angel of Death. Robert knows that Bruce, a former CIA
operative, keeps secrets from everyone and never tells the whole
story. To get involved in another of Bruce’s schemes would mean
getting in over his head and destroying the trust he has built with
Mina. He’d have to let loose the beast inside him to kill again, and
he knows he can’t afford to do that. It almost took him down in a
death spiral last time, and he has too much to live for now. He has
promised Mina the beast will never come out again.
But then Bruce gets in serious trouble when a rogue CIA
agent double-crosses him and puts a death sentence on Robert and
all those he cares about. Robert knows he has to come to Bruce’s aid
and protect his family. No matter what his friend is mixed up in, he
owes him a debt of honor that must be paid, and in the process
chances losing his family. The stakes have never been higher, and
failure is not an option.
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__________O N E__________
Tida was born to a wealthy family in Pattani,
Thailand. Unlike the majority of Thailand, Pattani has a
Muslim majority. Tida was raised to be Muslim. Her father
believed in education and was a moderate Muslim. Tida was
sixteen when her father died and, with his death, her world
changed.
After his death, Tida’s mother more and more sought
the advice of Mosque elders and the imam. Soon she was
remarried to Hasan Nathcharin, a man whose views were
extreme. Tida was required to wear the traditional robes
and a hijab. Tida’s stepfather treated women like servants
and believed that women should never be educated. Tida’s
dreams of going to the university were shattered when he
announced that he had found a suitable husband for her.
Tida, after pleading with her mother for help, only to be
refused, ran away from home.
Tida found herself in Bangkok, Thailand, with little
money and no one to turn to. As luck would have it, the
bus ride to Bangkok had been a long ride. She had time to
make friends with a fellow passenger, an elderly woman
who liked to talk non-stop. Tida had explained that she
wanted to go to the university to study medicine, and
become a doctor. Her new friend told her about her cousin
who owned several businesses. Her new friend told Tida she
need only ask, and for sure she would get a job. Tida
thought that things were finally looking up.
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Tida learned in a hurry that she needed to get rid of
her Muslim clothes. After Muslim attacks in Bangkok
several months previous to her arrival, people didn’t trust
Muslims and were actually hostile towards her. Tida didn’t
mind dressing like her peers; she no longer wanted to be a
Muslim anyway.
Her new friend had been telling the truth. Tida was
given a job the next day. It didn’t pay much, but it was
enough for food and a room. Tida found a second job that
allowed her to save for her schooling.
Tida never dreamed that her stepfather would search
for her. The man never liked her and did everything he
could to get her out of the house. Tida’s friend from the
bus ride, who was also a Muslim, had let it slip to too many
people that she had met Tida coming from Pattani. Word
found its way back to Hasan Nathcharin.
*****
Hasan Nathcharin was an angry man. He had married
an ungrateful woman with a useless adult daughter. He
quickly found a suitable man willing to marry his
stepdaughter, but she ran away. He lost a very large bride
price, but the loss of face this caused was unforgivable. It
reaffirmed his conviction that women should not be
educated. They would never be qualified to make decisions
for themselves. The girl has no discipline and no honor.
Unknown to his new family, Hasan was heavily
involved with GMIT, a radical Islamic movement that was
responsible for recent bombings in Bangkok. A good part
of his hard-earned wealth had already been funneled into
the movement. He was using the newfound wealth to
elevate his own position in the organization. Like many
greedy, power hungry men he was a coward. He had never
been in battle and never intended to be either. What he did
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know was that in running away before the wedding, Tida
had cost him one hundred thousand baht. She would need
to be punished.
Finally, months after she disappeared, he heard that
she was working in Bangkok – in a bar of all places. When
he got her back, he would beat her until she understood
her place. Hasan beat her mother daily for failing in her
duties. Hasan had three wives and, of the three, this woman
was the worst. The others were used to working and serving
their husband. This one seemed to think that she was
above such duties. His friends were sympathetic and offered
advice, but Hasan knew that they secretly laughed behind
his back. Who wouldn’t laugh?
Hasan had worked hard to elevate his status. He had
funded much of the efforts taken in Bangkok to further the
cause. Now this waif Tida threatened to ruin his name. He
hated his stepdaughter with all his heart. He could still
claim a bride price – were it not for that, he would have
gladly had her killed. He still might do it, and by his own
hand.
He had sent word through the Muslim community
that her family was worried and wanted her to come home.
Finally someone responded, and she was found. He would
have her soon, and she would discover that there are worse
things than marriage to good Muslim men. He might make
her mother watch; it would be a good lesson for that lazy
cow to see what can happen to her as well.
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__________T W O__________
Robert O’Leary sat in his friend Bruce’s office,
reading a book. He had discovered the series by accident
and was hooked. As he read, he couldn’t help himself and
laughed out loud.
Bruce looked up, irritated. “What the fuck are you
reading? Do you just come here to fart in my office and
annoy me?”
Robert looked over at his friend and sniffed. “Smells
like popcorn to me. I am reading this series about the
future of our military, America’s Galactic Foreign Legion.
It’s written by a guy named Walter Knight. The guy is one
funny son of bitch. In the future, ATM machines are
recruiters, and the enemy is a bunch of greedy spiders. You
will be happy to know that the Cock In Ass types haven’t
changed a bit. I don’t see any mention of ladyboys, so you
would be out of luck, but the main guy likes to have sex
with aliens. He actually reminds me of you. I’ll loan it to
you when I finish it.”
Bruce and Robert had been friends for over seven
years and had gone to war together. Robert made trips into
Bangkok just to spend time with his friend. An added
benefit was that Bruce had a store that catered to
westerners. He sold real coffee and always stocked
American beer. Bruce also stocked Levi Jeans in standard
sizes, which was the primary reason Robert was in the city
today.
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Bruce shook his head and warned Robert, “Cindy’s
downstairs. If she hears you busting my balls about
ladyboys, she will remind you about Mona.”
On a mission several years ago, Mona had been
Robert’s guide in Pattaya. While showing Robert some back
alleys, they had been spotted by the bad guys. Mona had
taken advantage of the moment, and Robert cried victim.
They had since become friends, and Mona was often a guest
on holidays at Robert’s home. She was part of his family.
Cindy chose that moment to walk in. Cindy was tall
and looked very passable. Cindy was living proof that
Thailand had some of the finest gender reassignment
surgeons in the world. Cindy was well educated and spoke
fluent English. Sitting down next to Robert, she playfully
kicked his leg. “I heard you, Mr. Macho Man. I remember a
night when you didn’t seem to mind the company of an
attractive ladyboy. Rumor has it that you did more than
hold hands too. Don’t even try to deny it; you were the talk
of the town. I could have Mona come up and give us the
play by play account. She seems to enjoy telling the story.”
Robert had always been defenseless against Cindy and
her undeniable charm. She was his sons’ favorite aunt. She
spoiled them rotten. “No need for Mona to do her recap,
besides she always adds to the story.”
Bruce and Cindy both laughed. What had started as a
forced partnership had blossomed into a close friendship.
Some might say a friendship forged in fire.
Robert looked at Cindy and became serious. “Cindy, I
need a favor. Mina wants to redo the downstairs. The boys
are older now, so the walls are safe. Could you come over
for the weekend and help her? She loves your house, and I
promise not to ruin your work like the big dummy did with
a widescreen TV.”
“Robert, you know that you don’t even need to ask.
Besides, I miss the boys, and Bruce needs a break from
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business, even if it is only for a few days. Mona can run the
store without him, and we have capable people in Pattaya.
He just hates it when he can’t micromanage everything.”
Bruce grunted and arched an eyebrow, a clear
indicator that he was annoyed. “We pay them well enough,
they should be capable. Right now is a bad time. Those
Muslim assholes are blowing shit up left and right. I’m not
managing the stores or the hotel or the damned rentals. I
am trying to figure out how to protect our investments. In
case you have forgotten, we are prime targets. They are
focused on killing westerners, prostitutes, oh yeah, and
ladyboys too.”
Robert cringed. Ouch! Bruce had just crossed the line
by about a mile.
Cindy stood up, glaring at Bruce. “Robert, would you
mind if I came home with you today? I think that I would
like to start right away. Oh wait, I’m sorry. I’ll be risking
your family and your assets. Maybe I’ll stay in a hotel
tonight, one owned by a stranger.”
Cindy was beginning to cry. This was obviously not
the first conversation or argument on the subject. Robert
felt awkward and wished that he was anywhere but in the
room. “I’ll be downstairs, Cindy. Let me know what you
want to do. You are always welcome in my home. So is the
big dummy.”
Bruce attempted to explain to Cindy what he really
meant, but she was having none of it.
“You might talk that way to the help, but don’t you
ever raise your voice to me, Mr. Big Boss.”
Cindy turned to Robert. “Oh, and in case you were
wondering, Mr. Big Boss macho man likes the bottom.”
Robert thought, Ouch! Note to self: Ladyboys hit low
when you piss them off.
“Thanks, Cindy, but I already assumed that. His walk
gave it away.”
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Both of them glared at him, and he took that as a
clear sign it was time to leave.
Robert stopped to say goodbye to Mona. He had
learned long ago that the old adage, ‘no fury like a woman
scorned,’ didn’t hold a candle to a ladyboy scorned. Mona
was a bit busy but took a moment to hug him goodbye.
Robert grabbed his bags and went out the back door.
As he opened the door to his car, he was nearly
knocked down by a girl running through the alley. She fell
to the pavement and lay where she had fallen. She looked
up at Robert and pleaded, “Please help me. They are trying
to take me.” Robert looked up the alley in the direction
she had come from and saw three men running towards
them. Robert hauled her to her feet and told her to go in
the store and yell, ‘Bruce, Robert needs help.’ Robert
pushed her towards the door and turned to face her
attackers.
The three men were Thai, and they obviously didn’t
like farang who interfered with their business. Today was
not going to be a good day for them.
The men yelled in Thai, “Move, white man!” Robert
feigned ignorance and pretended not to understand. He
wanted them to move on him first so that he had a valid
excuse for kicking their greasy little asses. As they
attempted to step around him, he moved in their path.
They kept looking at the door the girl ran through. Robert
knew they were in a hurry to follow, and he enjoyed
frustrating them. He also knew that he was breaking one of
Gunny’s cardinal rules – Don’t get involved.
Finally one of the men stepped up to the plate and
challenged Robert with a shove. Robert now knew who the
leader was. The shove resulted in Robert stepping back into
a back stance and firing a side kick into the pusher’s right
knee, breaking it. Surprised, the two remaining men
paused. This allowed Robert to execute a spinning back
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kick into the chest of the man on his left. The man on his
right was pulling a knife when Robert closed in and
punched him in the ear. He kicked him in the back of his
knee, dropping him to the ground. He finished with a kick
in the chin. The man he kicked in the chest was attempting
to crawl away. Robert made like a place kicker and kicked
his balls like a field goal...
Bruce burst out into the alley and stopped to look at
Robert’s handiwork. The fight was over, and Bruce looked
like he was pissed because he missed out. “What the fuck is
going on? What are you? Some kind of magnet for
trouble?”
“Hey, dickhead, I never saw them before, and they
attacked me. They were chasing that girl and then came
after me when I wouldn’t move fast enough. I didn’t think
that you wanted them running around in your store.”
The girl was looking at them from inside. She was
terrified.
Bruce looked at them, then called inside to Mona.
“Mona come here a minute.”
“Okay, let’s drag them inside and find out what the
hell is going on. See that necklace Mr. Knocked Out is
wearing? He’s Muslim, and I’ll bet his friends are too.”
Bruce had a room in the basement. This was the first
time that Robert had ever seen it. One look told Robert
what Bruce used it for. Two of the walls had eye bolts
screwed into the concrete. In one corner stood a filing
cabinet. Against the end wall sat a small desk. The floor
was stained, and the room smelled like a dirty bathroom.
Bruce looked at the girl and told her wait upstairs with
Cindy. There might be more men coming. The girl didn’t
need to be told twice and followed Cindy to Bruce’s office.
Mona came out and surveyed the carnage. “Robert,
why you always need to beat people?”
Bruce grunted “I was wondering the same thing.
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Mona, watch the third guy. He’s a Muslim. If he tries to
move, kick his ass.”
Ladyboys might look like women, but they fight like
men. Muslims radicals had made a point to target ladyboys.
Mona would take kicking his ass as a personal favor.
Especially since Robert already had him about beat to
death. Ladyboys don’t exactly believe in fighting fair.
Looking for witnesses, Bruce was satisfied that they
still hadn’t drawn any attention. Once they had the thugs
in the basement, Bruce wire tied them and gagged them.
“Let’s go talk to your new best friend.”
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__________T H R E E__________
Cindy had the girl calmed down and drinking a soda.
Bruce looked at the girl, then Cindy. “What’s her story? I
already know that those guys are Muslims.
Cindy sat next to the girl and put her arm around her
shoulders. “Her name is Tida, and she ran away from her
village. Her stepfather arranged for her to marry an elder in
the Mosque. Evidently she doesn’t want to marry an old
man who already has a few wives. She was forbidden to
attend university, so she ran away. Those men downstairs
are from her village. She says that they were sent to bring
her back. She is terrified of her stepfather. She says that he
is an evil man.”
Bruce nodded his head. He was sympathetic, but none
of this was any of their business. He had three wounded
Muslims in his basement. “What is your stepfather’s
name?”
The girl hesitated before answering. “Hasan
Nathcharin.”
Bruce snapped his head around to look at the girl
more closely. “Would you say his name again?”
Both Robert and Cindy looked at him in confusion.
He began to smile.
“Bruce,” Robert said, “That’s the first time today I’ve
seen you smile. You’re scaring me.”
“Robert, how many of our friends have been killed
since the GMIT started bombing Bangkok and Pattaya? Her
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stepfather happens to be a ranking member in the GMIT. I
am thinking that the assholes in my basement are also
members of that group. You were saying that someone
needed to do something about them. Well, brother, we
might be able to.”
Robert looked at the girl. “Little one, do you have
somewhere safe that you can go?”
Tida shook her head no and began to cry.
Robert looked at Cindy then Bruce. “Cindy, she trusts
you. Come home with me, and we’ll bring her with us.
Better still, take my car, and you two go to my house. I’ll
call ahead so Mina will expect you.”
Robert sat next to Tida and took her hand. “Tida,
you’re in a tight spot right now. You need to try and trust
us. We won’t hurt you, and no one will find you at my
house. I have a nice family, and they will be good to you.
We know who your stepfather is – or at least know about
him. We won’t let him take you back or force you to do
anything. Trust us, Tida, we know what we are doing, and
we want to help you.”
Tida looked at Cindy, then back at Robert. Bruce
knew exactly what was going through her mind. The scarylooking farang had just beaten three men and acted like it
was normal. “Why you help me? I am a stranger.”
Robert shrugged. “It’s what I do, and it’s what we
do.”
Bruce knew Tida had no other choice. She was alone.
She accepted Robert’s offer.
*****
After Cindy and Tida left, Bruce led Robert back
downstairs. Mona had already closed the store. Robert had
the feeling that she had been through this a few times
already. Mona was in her apartment with the music playing
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loud. She knew the drill. After all these years, Bruce still
had his secrets.
The three men were awake and in a lot of pain. They
were about to learn a new meaning of pain.
Robert asked if Dr. Jekyll was coming.
Bruce shook his head. “Let’s wait and to see if we’ll
need him. These assholes ain’t going anywhere. Besides,
the good doctor is getting on in years. I don’t know if he’s
up to the challenge, and he has been getting a little weird
lately.”
Robert frowned. Getting weird? The fucking guy is
certifiable.
Bruce walked up to the first guy inside the door and
kicked him in the ribs. Turning to Robert, Bruce asked him
in Thai to go to the cooler and grab some bacon and some
pork chops. He wanted the thugs to know exactly what he
sent Robert for.
When Robert got back with the bacon and pork
chops, he had a pretty good idea what was coming. Muslims
feared being touched by a pig or anything to do with pork.
Allah wouldn’t let them pass go if they were contaminated.
Bruce was staring hard at the three prisoners.
Walking over to the cabinet in the corner, Bruce opened
the top drawer and pulled out a pistol with a silencer
screwed onto the barrel. He made a point to verify it was
loaded. From another drawer he took out some wicked
knives and a hand-held torch. Bruce had learned a few
tricks from the master. Often presentation alone loosened
tongues. Go slow and let the imagination do the work. A
hardened vet or a zealot will ignore it. A new recruit or
someone who has never seen it before will panic.
“Which one of these assholes is the leader?”
Robert pointed at the one with a broken knee. “I
would say that he is. He took the lead when they tried to
get past me.”
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Bruce shot the man in his good knee. The man’s
screams were muffled by the gag.
Bruce looked at the other two and asked his first
question. “How many of you are here in Bangkok? Blink
your eyes.”
Sore balls blinked his eyes three times.
Bruce nodded his head. “You get to lie to me only
once. If you lie to me again, I’ll shoot you in the ankle.
After that, I’ll put pork in the bullet wound.” Bruce had
their attention. “I’m going to ask you questions, and I want
answers. No lies, or I’ll make you suffer for many hours.”
The three men were beginning to understand just
how bad their day had turned.
Bruce took Robert out in the hall. “I think these guys
can deliver some good intel. I am thinking they can deliver
at least one safe house or more. We need to start killing
these assholes. I know this is your brother-in-law’s back
yard, but you and I both know the Thai police can’t handle
this.”
“Bruce, I am retired from the killing game. I
promised Mina no more missions, and I intend to keep that
promise. I’m sorry brother, I need to keep her happy, or
else you and I will be sharing a room. I think we both know
we would kill each other inside a week. Bruce this ain’t our
fight, and we don’t have the tools or the manpower to fight
it. You and I both know that Som won’t play the game
anymore. Mike is about to get married to Fawn, so he isn’t
going to play. Oh, and remember Fawn? I don’t know about
you, but I am not about to piss her off by taking Mike on a
hunt.”
Bruce had the raised eye brow thing going on again.
“Look, chicken little, I am not talking about going to war
in Pattani. I am talking about kicking their asses right here
in Bangkok. Okay, fine, just help me with these assholes,
and then you are free to go. You can go home and clean

13

DEATH SPIRAL 3

James Boedeker

your pussy before you get a yeast infection. Jesus, you have
turned into such a wimp in your old age.”
Robert stared at Bruce like he was looking at a
stranger. “Bruce, what the hell is the matter with you? I
am supposed to be the reckless nut case, not you. What
would Gunny say about this? Brother, this is crazy. Talk to
me, Bruce. What’s going on?”
Bruce shook his head. “It’s a long story, and I don’t
have time to go into it. The clock is ticking on these
assholes. They are going to need to check in. If they don’t,
then their buddies are going to bug out. I want to catch
them and get more intel. This might be Thailand, but this
is my home. The people that are being killed are my
people, my friends, and it’s about time we returned the
favor. Maybe if these assholes find out what it’s like to live
in fear, they might think twice before they start blowing
people up.”
Bruce turned and went back in his torture chamber.
“I want to know which one of you has information for me.
Who has the addresses of your safe houses? Now, before I
ask you any questions, I will tell you what will happen.
Everyone knows you’re all dead men. What can be changed
is how you die and how I dispose of your bodies. If you lie to
me, I will cut you up and feed you to pigs. I will make sure
none of you goes to heaven, and you can forget about your
virgins. Now, where do I find your safe house?”
Both lackeys looked at their leader.
Robert stepped in and grabbed the gag off the
leader’s mouth. Opening the pack of bacon, he pulled a few
strips out. “Talk, motherfucker, or you’re going to eat
some pig.”
The leader was in a panic. “Phom mai lui, phom mai
lui.” I don’t know, I don’t know.
Robert slapped him hard. “Yes, you do know.” Robert
checked the man for a wallet. Looking at Bruce in disgust,
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Robert held up the wallet. “We are old and sloppy, and you
think we still have what it takes?” Robert found an ID and
some family pictures. “Fortunately we ain’t the only sloppy
ones here. Now we have leverage.”
Robert showed the man his family pictures then his
ID. “Look at me, look in my eyes. I will go visit your family,
and what we do to you, I will do to them, unless you start
telling the truth. One more time, I want names and I want
addresses.” Robert stomped on the man’s mutilated knee
to make sure the man understood his position.
After screaming and somewhat recovering from the
pain, the man started talking and turned out to be a
warehouse of information. Months of success had made the
organization careless. One man was trusted with so much.
Robert was angry – angry at himself and angry at
Bruce. “Tell me again, how we are any better than they
are? Let’s get this over with so I can go home and shower
this business off me. I wouldn’t want my pussy to get a
yeast infection.”
Bruce slammed the door shut and locked it. “Let’s go
hunting, I have some men that will check out the other
addresses. You did well in there. I know you don’t like that
kind of work, but you’re good at it.”
“Yeah, and somehow that makes it right? Bruce, I
hate a rabid dog, and I am happy to put it down. That
doesn’t mean I will torture it first. These guys are scum; I’ll
be the first to say it. They deserve to be killed too. Ask me
to kill them; don’t ask me to do that shit that we just did.
The fact that you have that room bothers me. The fact that
Mona is acting like it’s business as usual makes me wonder
about you. Bruce, you’re supposed to be retired from the
game. You have more money than god. What are you doing
here? You are selling yourself down a road you can’t come
back from. Do you want to end up like your Dr. Jekyll? How
much of this shit does Cindy know about? What is Mona’s
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angle in all this? Jesus, brother, you have wandered off the
reservation. This shit isn’t you – or maybe it is, and you had
me bullshitted all these years.”
Bruce stared at Robert, confused. “Robert, I watched
you hack a man to death with a KA-BAR, and now you’re
worried about an interrogation? I’m not sure what got you
in this mood, and I’m not even sure I want to know.”
He shook his head, looking angry. “Either you’re with
me, or you’re not. Make up your mind. I won’t beg you to
come with me, and I don’t have time to argue the point
with you. Every time it’s the same thing with you. If I do it
will I be a bad person? Robert, you are a bad person either
way. The question is, are you a bad person who hunts even
worse people, or are you a bad person who pisses and
moans about what he is? Jesus, Robert, you know you’re
going with me, and you know what we’ll do when we get
the bastards. Why make this into a pissing contest? Accept
what you are. You are a stone-cold killer with a bit of a
martyr complex.”
Robert looked at the man he had called friend, gone
into battle with, and for whom his first born was named.
“This is my last hop with you, Bruce. After today. we’re
through. I’ll shop for my coffee somewhere else. Let’s go
see the safe house, then I am going home.”
Robert got in to Bruce’s car without further
comment. As far as he was concerned he had nothing else
to say. He was seeing a part of Bruce that he didn’t like. It
had always been there, but he kept it under wraps.
*****
Bruce had seen his friend pissed off before, and they
had their share of arguments. This was the first time since
that hop so many years before that Robert called an end to
their friendship. Hell it had never even come close this. As
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usual, Robert’s timing sucked.
Bruce drove in silence; he didn’t want to hear
anything Robert had to say. They had been friends a long
time. Bruce knew how Robert was when he was in this
mood. The guy was a walking contradiction. On one hand,
he would hack a man to pieces to make him suffer. Then,
on the other hand, he had a moral problem with torturing
the same kind of man for information. The older Robert
got, the more fucking twisted he got. If it weren’t for the
fact that Robert also happened to be one of the most
skilled killers Bruce had ever met, he would have left him
at the store.
“Robert what is your problem? When the bombings
started, you said that you wanted to kill these fuckers. Now
is your chance, and you act like we are killing nuns.”
Robert looked at Bruce, then turned away and
ignored him.
Bruce hated when Robert played this game, and it
was lame the first time he did it. “Fine, act like a five year
old.”
It took another twenty minutes before they arrived.
Robert read his book while Bruce drove. Whatever the book
was about, it made Robert laugh out loud repeatedly. Bruce
kept glancing over to see if his friend was in a better mood.
If he was, he hid it well. Bruce tried to make small talk.
“What’d you say the book was about?”
Robert ignored him, mumbled something about
fucking spiders, and laughed again.
Bruce parked a few blocks away from the suspected
safe house. Opening the center console, he took out a
compact 1911 pistol and offered it to Robert.
Robert looked at it and got out of the car without a
word. Robert didn’t wait for Bruce; he started walking
toward the building. Bruce shook his head in frustration
and hurried to catch up. Bruce hissed “Hey dickhead, you

17

DEATH SPIRAL 3

James Boedeker

going to take the whole building by yourself?”
Robert entered the building through the front door
and took the steps two at a time. Trying to keep up, Bruce
was on his cell, telling his men to hit their targets. Robert
exited the stairwell on the fourth floor and went directly to
the first door on the right. This was the alleged apartment
being used by GMIT operatives.
Luck was with the bad guys. It was a painted steel
door, and kicking the door in was not an option. Bruce
stepped next to Robert. Robert knocked on the door and
put his thumb over the peephole. Someone inside asked
who was there. Then Robert stunned Bruce by whispering
in a near perfect imitation of the man he had tortured in
Bruce’s basement, “Open the door. We have the girl.
Hurry, before someone calls the police.”
The locks clicked and, as the door started to open,
Robert kicked it in. From his belt he pulled a small combat
knife. The blade was no more than a few inches in length.
The man who opened the door lay flat on his back, his face
bleeding.
Bruce scanned the apartment – it was small with no
more than three rooms, counting the bathroom. Robert
turned to sounds coming from the room to his left. Bruce
closed the door behind them and locked it. He quickly
taped the injured man’s wrists and feet together as Robert
moved toward the sounds coming from the other room.
*****
Whatever Robert might have imagined, it was not
what greeted him when he looked in the room. The room
was filled rolls of silk cloth. But there was something else –
an odor he knew well. Fucking Semtex. No missing that
almond smell. In the corner, the rolls of fabric were
moving. Robert walked over and kicked the rolls aside. A
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greasy little prick was trying to hide. The smell of Semtex
had Robert’s blood boiling. How many people dead and how
many maimed for life? Robert screamed and kicked the
terrorist in the face.
Robert turned and went to the bathroom, finding a
naked boy tied to a toilet. This was getting worse by the
second. Robert untied the boy. “Where are you from?”
The boy was terrified and ashamed. He was
attempting to hide his naked body, and Robert handed him
a towel. “Don’t be afraid. I won’t hurt you, I’ll help you get
to safety. First answer some questions for me, and then we
can get you out of here.”
The boy nodded his head. He had a dark tan;
obviously he came from a poor family. He started crying
when he explained that he had been sent to go to a Muslim
school by his father. Shortly after starting school, these
men had brought him here. The boy didn’t know where he
was. All he knew was that he wanted to leave.
The problem was what to do with the boy. Robert
knew that he needed to call Alak and get the Thai Police
involved. Alak had been promoted and was the third
highest ranking cop in Bangkok. He had the resources and
the power now to do what was right.
*****
After hearing Robert’s scream of anger, Bruce
hurried into the room, knowing that once Robert
surrendered to his beast, it would get messy in a hurry.
Bruce saw the unrolled fabric imbedded with thin sheets of
the clay-like material and understood immediately how the
terrorists were smuggling explosives into the city. Roll
after roll and more of the Semtex sheets lay scattered
about the room.
Bruce went to the bathroom and saw Robert had
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found a boy. “Jesus, you are a magnet for lost causes and
children. What are we going to do with the kid? You can’t
just take him home like a stray dog.”
Robert ignored Bruce and called Alak. Bruce was
about to explode when Robert held up a finger, warning
him to silence. The conversation lasted only a few minutes.
Robert grabbed the boy and carried him out of the
bathroom. “Son, do you have clothes here?”
The boy nodded his head and pointed to a bag on the
table. An old plastic shopping bag held what appeared to
be the boy’s only possessions. Robert allowed the boy to get
dressed and then carried him out of the apartment. Robert
ignored Bruce all the way down to the street. Finally, after
rounding a corner, Robert turned around and confronted
Bruce.
“Okay the hop is done, and I am out of here. I kept
my word. Now I am going home. Alak will give me a ride.
Bruce, if I were you, I would get the fuck out of here. The
cops will be here in a few minutes. Like I said, we are done.
I am retired and have no desire to become one of your
men. Jesus, you have Mona in on your shit now. Worse still,
you and Mona are doing the nasty, and you can’t even hide
it from Cindy. Do you think everyone is stupid and blind?
Bruce, I might be stupid and I might be insane, but that
doesn’t mean I need to swallow your shit. You want to
come over for a beer, that’s fine. You want to come do
some fishing with me and the boys, great. Don’t bring your
spy shit to my door, or I’ll be kicking your ass.”
Bruce didn’t know what to say. Robert had just ruined
any opportunity to gather any useful intel. He was also
declaring the end of their friendship. Bruce didn’t
understand what triggered the meltdown, but with Robert,
one never could be sure. Bruce knew that the middle of the
street was not the place to hash it out either, especially
with Robert carrying a Thai boy around in his arms.
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Bruce turned and walked away from Robert’s latest
cluster fuck. Robert flagged down a taxi, and he and his
new friend got in as the police started arriving from all
directions. Robert was to meet Alak a few blocks away. Alak
would know what to do with the boy, and this bust on a
terrorist cell should help his status on the force. Alak’s
only problem would be explaining how the bad guys were
found tied and gagged at the scene. Fortunately this was
Thailand, where such explanations to the press were not
required. He still had bosses to answer to, though.
Bruce was in his car talking to his men who he had
raided the other safe houses. They found a few items of
interest. The biggest find was a list of targets. Bruce wasn’t
sure that he was prepared to release this information to
anyone just yet. What he did know was that he had three
assholes in his basement that might have more to say.
Robert didn’t want to help, but Mona was turning into a
very effective interrogator. She was a natural at it. She was
a natural at many things.
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