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      Praise for Nick Brownlee’s previous novels:

      ‘Fast-moving and thought-provoking, with a nail-biting climax, Bait is
a vivid and intense read’
      

      Guardian, Laura Wilson’s Choice
      

      ‘A captivating debut’

      Daily Mirror

      ‘Bait will have you hooked’
      

      Mark Billingham

      ‘Bait is an intriguing debut, brimming with action, memorable
characters, and a fascinating Kenyan setting. Jouma and Jake are
         a pair
to watch’
      

      Jeff Abbott

      ‘Bait is a fresh debut by a writer of exceptional promise who brings a
confident and vibrant slant to the crime genre. Set in the
         shadowy
world of expatriate Kenya … if you thought that African detective
novels are all about bush tea, gossiping and large
         women, think again
as the violent opening sets the scene for a tale that will disturb and
haunt. People are murdered brutally
         with no apparent motive, but it
will take all of Jouma and Jake’s survival instincts not to become one
of the fallen. I have
         no fear that this is the start of a powerful new
series from a new and vibrant voice’
      

      Ali Karim, Shots Magazine

      ‘Gripping and action-packed’

      Company

      ‘A winning combination of high-octane drama and sympathetically
likeable heroes … Highly recommended to those looking for
         cliff-
hangers, ruthless megalomaniacs’
      

      Big Issue

      ‘A cast of characters who could have come straight from an Ian
Fleming novel. The dialogue is crisp, the settings vivid and
         the pace
swift’
      

      CNN Traveller

      ‘Excellent opener from Mr Brownlee’

      Daily Sport
‘Nick Brownlee’s debut novel is a pacy thriller set under the searing
African sun … sensational plot twists and hard-boiled
         narrative make
this unputdownable’


      Newcastle Evening Chronicle

      ‘It’s action-packed and keeps you guessing and looks to be the first in a
great new series’

      Love Reading – November 2008 Book of the Month

      ‘Offers a different take on the continuing assault on civilisation … It
speaks volumes for the issues currently facing contemporary
         society’
      

      Irish Sunday Independent

      ‘Executed with an energy and vigour lacking in much crime fiction.
Vividly depicting a society on the verge of collapse and
         the struggle of
the few to hold on to decent values amidst mayhem, it’s a brutal but
undeniably thrilling ride … A fresh spin
         on the African crime novel’
      

      The List

      ‘As a resident of Kenya myself, the locations and the various references,
for example to the post-election violence that swept
         across the country
in late 2007 and early 2008, were things with which I could easily
identify and made the novel all the
         more real. Mixing violence,
glamour, wealth and poverty, Bait is an extremely interesting
novel and makes a welcome change to the libraries of thrillers
set in the United Kingdom or the
         United States’
      

      ReviewingTheEvidence.com

      ‘This lively debut thriller is set in Kenya, and I’m hoping that we will
see an increasing number of crime novels that give
         an insight into
contemporary Africa. Nick Brownlee’s people inhabit a very different
world from that familiar to readers of
         Alexander McCall Smith or the
late Elspeth Huxley … The various strands are pulled together neatly
at the end and the final
         scenes, in which Jake takes centre stage, are
very well done – something you often don’t find in a first book’
      

      Martin Edwards, Shots Magazine

      ‘If you are a fan of this style of fiction this should definitely be on your
reading list. Brownlee’s writing is accessible
         and communicates immediacy
and a sense of urgency that makes it difficult to stop reading’
Good Reading Magazine (AUS)
      

      ‘Engaging and authentically-staged crime thriller’

      Your Choice
‘Bait is an example of how settings for works of crime fiction have
turned increasingly exotic, and to a certain extent have become
something of a platform’

      The Rap Sheet

      ‘A rollicking adventure’

      Tangled Web

      ‘A lively page-turner’

      Esquire Magazine

      ‘Nick Brownlee is on terrific form in his second thriller as he ratchets
up the tension. In boiling Kenya, former British
         bobby Jake Moore
teams up with local cop Daniel Jouma to face a
ruthless developer as bodies start piling up in the morgue.
Unearthed in the process are the remains of a deadly
inferno and an even deadlier secret’
      

      Daily Mirror

      ‘In Daniel Jouma and Jake Moore, Brownlee has created a team so
different – so compelling – those who pick this novel up will
         be
delighted at how reluctant they will be to put it down again. Deftly
crafted prose with a superb range of characters and
         these vivid
descriptions all help to create an electrifying pace in a second novel
that is sure to follow up the success the
         author enjoyed with his
Mombasa-based debut. Without question, Nick Brownlee is fast
establishing himself as one to watch’
      

      Chris High, Tangled Web/Shots

      ‘Once again, Brownlee has produced an intriguing story, brimming
with action and memorable characters in a fascinating Kenyan
         setting
… A stream of hidden secrets throughout the book keeps Jouma and
Jake on their toes and the reader totally hooked.
         If you enjoy being
constantly at the edge of your seat, then get your hands on this!’
      

      RTE Guide

      ‘Burn is a fast-paced and exciting novel that brings the dark and dirty
streets of Mombasa alive. Brownlee has succeeded in
establishing
         the same sense of place that was so powerful in Bait. There
is no doubt in my mind that, with each successive novel, Nick
Brownlee’s stock is rising’
      

      Luke Croll, Reviewing the Evidence

      ‘Superb … a fast-paced thriller that brings the real Kenya to life’

      www.bookbag.co.uk

      ‘Absorbing and entertaining’

      The Times
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      To A.W.C. and J.H.B.

      The original storytellers.




      
      
I would like to thank Ed Jardine, aka The Scotby
Assassin, for his invaluable assistance with all things
weapon-related and
         for sharing his shady contacts in the
world of international maritime security. Proof indeed
that old soldiers never die.
      




      
      

      
      When the crack of the gunshot had faded, and the dead man had finally stopped twitching on the deck, his executioner hawked
            with a noise like bubbling tar and spat contemptuously into his startled face. Now there were just two men on their knees
            waiting to die in the broiling midday sun: the men from the fishing boat – and from his perch high on the superstructure of
            the ship the boy called Jalil waited to see which of them the great Omar Abdulle would choose to kill first.

      Others were waiting, too. The crew of the Kanshish had emerged like rats from the vessel’s hold and the tarpaulin shanties on deck to watch the executions, and a frantic exchange
            of dollar bills had already begun. Jalil could hear their excited jabbering, had been deafened by the firing of their weapons,
            and he knew that the smart money was on the Kenyan policeman. He shifted uncomfortably on the baking asphalt roof. It was
            all very strange. Not for the first time, he wondered what had gone so terribly wrong that morning that meant they had to
            die.

      Below him on the blood-soaked deck, Omar stood in front of the two men, his face impassive, moving his gun from one hand to
            the other as he decided who to kill first. The crew began agitating excitedly, and Jalil, no stranger to violence in the short
            time he had been aboard the Kanshish, felt his heart thudding in his chest.

      He was eight years old and short for his age, with a palsied left leg that he’d had from birth. Normally he would wear a calliper,
            but he hated the unwieldy leather and metal contraption and took it off at every opportunity. Not only was it uncomfortable
            to wear, it drew unwelcome attention to his disability. Jalil knew he could not walk unaided without it, yet when he wore
            it he felt like a cripple. Up here, on the highest point of the ship’s superstructure, fifty feet above the freighter’s deck,
            was the one place he felt free from constraint.

      He looked down at the two men again. How different they were, the white-skinned English skipper and the quietly-spoken little detective from Mombasa. It seemed strange that they should be friends when they appeared to have so little in common,
            and Jalil wondered how they had met.

      One thing they shared was courage. Neither man had been reduced to begging for their lives. Their eyes were fixed defiantly
            on the deck as they waited to die; and as the crowd began to bay and the great Omar Abdulle levelled his gun Jalil hoped that,
            when his time came, he would face death in the same way.

   



      The First Day




      
      
      1

      
      Early morning – nine-fifteen to be precise – and Captain Stelios Aristophenedes, master of the 300,000-tonne North Korean-registered
         freighter Arturet, had already downed one bottle of ouzo and was well into his second. But this was in no way unusual. In fact the fifteen-man
         crew of the rusting vessel would have found it odd if their Greek skipper had been sober, because Aristophenedes was drunk
         pretty much all of the time. It was, quite simply, how he functioned.
      

      
      The second man on the freighter’s bridge was trying to put this out of his mind. It was easier to label Aristophenedes as
         an alcoholic and, in doing so, despise him for it. Trey Stewart was a former US Marine lieutenant who was now in command of
         a four-man team of ex-military personnel working for a private security company called Yellow Canyon Global Inc. Furthermore
         he was a Mormon who did not drink alcohol, and found even the smell of it to be offensive – which was bad news for him, because
         booze fumes were emanating in thick, sour waves from every pore of Aristophenedes’ body.
      

      
      ‘Whereabouts you come from in America?’ the Greek said, suppressing a belch.

      
      ‘Santa Barbara, California, sir,’ Stewart said crisply. He was staring with a fixed expression through the rattling window, because even the sight of Aristophenedes was an abomination
         of everything his religion stood for. Ahead of him, the Arturet stretched for a quarter of a mile to its blunted bows. The ship was low in the water, its upper cargo deck laden with neatly
         stacked rectangular metal containers. Inside the containers were automobile parts from the Far East bound for Cape Town.
      

      
      ‘Santa Barbara – nice place?’

      
      ‘Extremely.’

      
      ‘And the women? They nice too, I bet.’

      
      ‘Yes, sir.’

      
      The Greek smiled ruefully. ‘You know, I was great friends with your Jackie Kennedy when she was fucking that pig Onassis.’

      
      ‘That’s interesting, sir,’ Stewart said through gritted teeth.

      
      ‘Yes. I worked on his yacht for two years.’

      
      Aristophenedes did not tell him that he had been sacked for drunkenly goosing JFK’s widow during a cruise of the Dodecanese.

      
      ‘She was a beautiful woman.’

      
      ‘She was indeed, sir,’ Stewart said. The thought of the overweight Greek, with his sweat-stained vest and hair-matted shoulders,
         coming within a hundred feet of the former First Lady of the United States made him shudder.
      

      
      Through his Ray-Bans he saw his own features reflected in the pitted glass of the bridge window. He was thirty years old,
         lean and clear-skinned thanks to a regimented daily fitness regime and a lifetime of clean living. Beneath his baseball cap
         his hair was straw-coloured and thick, and although he had not been a serving officer for eight months he still wore it in
         a military-issue buzz cut. He was wearing neatly pressed khaki combat pants and a crimson polo shirt with the Yellow Canyon Global Inc logo stitched unobtrusively to the left breast. There was a Glock 9mm
         handgun in a holster fixed to his belt.
      

      
      ‘You think they will come?’ Aristophenedes said, scanning the empty expanse of the Indian Ocean through red-veined eyes. ‘You
         really think these thieving niggers give a damn about car parts? I thought they preferred oil tankers.’
      

      
      Stewart clenched his jaw again. ‘They don’t care what the cargo is as long as they think someone is prepared to pay a ransom
         for it, and as long as the ship is easy to board.’
      

      
      ‘Then they will have no worries here,’ the Greek snorted. ‘It will be like taking candy from a baby.’

      
      Perhaps, Stewart thought. But the Arturet was now approaching the relative safety of Kenyan waters and her scheduled stop-off at Mombasa, and it looked like her long
         trip south from the Gulf of Aden through the pirate-infested waters of the Indian Ocean would be drama-free. It was mission
         accomplished as far as the company was concerned, of course – but Stewart couldn’t help feeling a twinge of disappointment
         that there had been no action.
      

      
      Aristophenedes muttered something indistinct and went across to the map table. He glanced momentarily at the sea chart, which
         showed the ship’s position twenty nautical miles north of Kenyan waters; but he was more interested in the bottle of ouzo
         positioned over the vast teardrop of Madagascar. He poured himself a measure into a shot glass and fired it down in one. Dah, this was nonsense, he thought. Car parts? What self-respecting nigger pirate would hijack a ship full of car parts, for God’s sake? They were
         cutthroats, not motor mechanics. He poured himself another drink. Earlier he had offered Stewart a glass, but the look the
         American had given him had made him break out in a cold sweat. What was it with this new breed of Yankee? Whatever happened to hard-drinking heroes
         like John Wayne and Ernest Borgnine? Clark Gable and William Holden? Those guys were real men.
      

      
      The walkie-talkie on Stewart’s right hip crackled.

      
      ‘What is it, Chief?’ Stewart said into the receiver.

      
      ‘Bogeys approaching, sir,’ a voice replied.

      
      Stewart’s eyes glittered. ‘Profile?’

      
      ‘Two small vessels. Look like skiffs.’

      
      ‘Speed?’

      
      ‘I’d say thirty-five knots.’

      
      Stewart nodded and tried to remain aloof despite the fizz of excitement in his veins. ‘I’m on my way.’

      
      ‘Roger that, sir.’

      
      Stewart looked across at the Greek and there was a grim smile on his face. ‘Looks like somebody is interested in your cargo
         after all, Captain Aristophenedes. I suggest you and your crew stay out of sight until this is all over.’
      

      
      He left the bridge, and Aristophenedes, alone now with his bottle of ouzo, found himself fuming at the arrogance of these
         so-called security advisors. Who did they think they were, strutting around his ship as if they owned it, looking down their noses at him as if he was an unsightly stain on the deck? Could any of them pilot a 300,000-ton freighter? Could they hell! In fact this
         whole Yellow Canyon Global Inc scenario was an irritation that was rapidly turning into a full-blown sore as far as the Greek
         was concerned. Had he been consulted about their presence on board the Arturet? Had he hell! This was an arrangement that had been imposed upon him by the ship’s owners in Pyongyang. Fucking slant-eyed
         communist bastards. Redistribution of the wealth was all very well until you landed a contract to transport thirty million
         dollars’ worth of cargo four thousand miles through one of the world’s most treacherous shipping routes. Then it was every
         man for himself, and fuck the rest.
      

      
      Well, to hell with them, Aristophenedes thought, swilling directly from the bottle now as he staggered towards the staircase
         leading to his cabin on the floor below. He would show them who was master of this ship.
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