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Main Characters
Out of bounds is a gripping novel of Corporate Finance, Drugs, and Politics, told in a backdrop of a highly competitive Golf Tournament. What starts out to be a two-day, 36 hole Match Play club championship between former friends, becomes a high stakes, life and death struggle with far-reaching consequences. The author has created a cast of intriguing, real life characters and themes.

Dave Bradford was an 18-handicap player when he moved to Florida five years ago. His current 6-handicap and spot in the finals of the Club Championship is a testimony to hard work, and the tutelage of his friend and mentor, Ken Reed.  Buzz Peters, his opponent, is a self-confident and sometimes arrogant, four handicap golfer. Many believe he is closer to a scratch golfer. Once good friends, Dave and Buzz are now bitter rivals. The reader gains insight into the mind games that are part of a match play tournament.

Bradford is a CPA by background, and uses this training to develop a highly profitable Equipment Leasing and Commercial Mortgage business. This expertise is key to Mario’s plan to finance construction of a resort and casino in Mexico, particularly when a $90M drug shipment is mysteriously lost and Mario needs a new financing source. Dave hires Ken Reed and Chris Lewis, a Harvard MBA, to work on Mario’s projects. They find group of investors based in Zurich Switzerland who will lend the money. Sven Johansen heads up the Swiss group assisted by Dagfin Jensen, his Chief Financial Officer. Hector Armas of the FBI works with the DEA to uncover the source of the Swiss money.
Mario Hernandez lives the good life in Miami with a beautiful home, yacht and money. Mario is business partners with Fred Shelton in a string of “Shells Restaurants”, but also is partners with Columbian drug figure, Romano Montayo. Romano and Mario have plans to build a string of Casinos and Resorts as a way to hide their massive drug profits. Joe Martinez, Florida D.A., interrupts these plans with the help of DEA agent Steve Wilson and an unknown informer. Bill Martin, a successful businessman and long time friend of Joe Martinez, uses all means available to finance Martinez’ campaign for Governor.

Mary Bradford, Dave’s wife and mother of their two children, Peter and Lisa, helps out in the business and is the backbone of the family. They are good friends with Fred and Judy Shelton; Buzz Peters and his fiancée, Jill; Mario and Gigi; and Bill and Ginny Martin. These friendships are put to the test when Mary is taken hostage.
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Part One
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Club Championship
Day One
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CHAPTER 1

PAR 4, 380 Yards

NERVOUS
[image: image9.wmf]Dave Bradford stood over the ball and fought to control his emotions. A myriad of thoughts raced through his mind. Perspiration beaded on his forehead and soaked into his glove. Every noise was amplified and every movement registered in his brain. He wanted to scream, “stand still and shut up,” but knew it was just nerves. He couldn’t concentrate. This was the finals of the club championship, but all Bradford could thing about was Mary.
Two weeks from today Bradford and Mary were scheduled to exchange wedding vows on Captiva Island, one of the most idyllic spots on Florida’s East coast. Everything was set. They had reserved 125 rooms at the Tween Waters Inn from Wednesday through Saturday; the Chapel and Old Captiva House restaurant had been reserved, wedding favors had been ordered and a myriad of other details had been addressed. All that was missing was the bride. Mary was having second thoughts.
Bradford needed to focus. What would Tiger do?  He smiled inwardly, as he visualized Tiger sweating over a 36 hole, club championship match. Better yet, what would his friend and mentor, Ken Reed, tell him to do when the golf demons crept into his mind?

Ken would say; “clear your mind and trust your routine.” Ken had hammered this into Bradford at every practice session. “Dave, develop a routine and do it before each shot; every shot, even on the practice range.  Something that you can use to block out everything but the shot in front of you; a routine that allows your muscles to relax and your mind to focus; a routine that allows you to block-out the golf demons.”

He stepped away from the ball and noticed a slight smirk on his opponent’s face, but paid no heed. Bradford executed the routine that he had practiced every day for three months; step behind the ball and visualize the shot; clear his mind and address the ball; take one easy practice swing and let it rip. The result was beautiful.

Okay, maybe he didn’t get it all. The drive was off the toe of the club, and from the high, left-to-right trajectory, his body was probably way out front when he made contact. But, to Dave, it was beautiful; 220 yards and in the fairway! Life is good!
Bradford smiled as his thoughts drifted back to that day three years ago when he moved to Tampa to begin a new life.  He was only 35 and had just started a new business. His two kids, Peter and Lisa, didn’t want to leave Milwaukee, but had adjusted well. Bradford’s parents lived close by and helped immensely. It was tough being a single dad. Their mother had passed away two years earlier after a long, losing battle with cancer. It had been a tough five years for everyone and they couldn’t have coped without his parents support.

Bradford met Mary Cadence at the club a year later and she made an immediate impression on him – literally, she made an immediate impression upon him. It was a semi-final match in a mixed doubles tournament. Dave had been paired up with a Susan, a 55 year old woman with a pretty good serve. Dave considered himself a pretty good player although he hadn’t played much since he lost his wife. Saturday they had breezed through their first match and won a close match to reach the semis. Sunday morning they were paired against Mary and her partner.
It didn’t take long to see that they were overmatched. The man aced Dave twice in the first game and his partner, Mary, was dynamite at the net. She also had a kick serve that Dave’s partner couldn’t handle. Bradford lost the first set 6-1 and was trailing 4-2 in the second when it happened. Dave’s partner was serving to the man at 30-15 when Dave decided to poach on a low, cross-court return. He lunged and got there just in time, and saw his volley veer directly at Mary’s chest. He was momentarily afraid he had hurt her, and was caught off guard as the volley came back across the net for an apparent winner. Dave lunged again and was lucky to get a racquet on it, popping the ball weakly into the air, barely clearing the net.
What happened next is a matter of interpretation and to this day, a continuous bone of contention.

“You just stood there, like a deer in headlights,” Mary argues. “Then at the last second you moved to your left.”

“You were just mad because you thought I tried to hit with you that volley. You were head-hunting,” Bradford responds.

“That may be true, but I wouldn’t have hit you if you hadn’t moved, at least not there.”

Nobody disagrees about what happened next. It might have been a solid overhead mixed with a little revenge, but the ball caught Bradford square on his forehead leaving an imprint of a Penn 2 logo. He fell with a thud and for 30 seconds saw nothing but stars. Bradford regained full consciousness and looked up at Mary who was standing over him with tears in her eyes.
“Are you okay?”

Bradford tried to make a joke, but all he could do was mumble incoherently and realize how beautiful this woman was.
“You got me,” he said sheepishly.

The following week Dave asked Mary to a movie. They have been dating since. Pete and Lisa took to her immediately and love her almost as much as Dave. That is very important to him. Two years Dave and Mary got engaged.
[image: image10.wmf]Buzz Peters strutted confidently to the tee and set up for his drive.  He looked like a golfer. At 6’-2”, 220 pounds, he could nail a golf ball.  Club champion for the last two years, plays to a four handicap, but always seems to shoot 70 or 71 if there was money on the game.  There was a “Buzz” at every club.  But to his credit, he was quite a golfer. Bradford had played with him several times in a Saturday foursome, and was always impressed with his game. He seemed to have every shot.  The last time they played together Peters shot 73 despite taking two penalty shots, eight strokes better than Bradford’s 81. If Peters had a weakness, it was his supreme confidence in his ability; some club members thought of it as arrogance.  No shot was impossible.

Buzz took little time over his tee shot; one small waggle and launched a long draw that landed near Bradford’s drive, and took off. Florida fairways are hard in October. The summer rainy season with almost daily afternoon thundershowers is over.  The ball must have rolled 60 yards. The advantage of a draw versus a slice, he thought, but in the back of his mind knew it was more than that. However, it was no time to get negative.

Buzz high-fived his friends as he walked off the tee and said something that Bradford couldn’t quite pick up. A couple of them laughed and glanced his way. That was Buzz.
Bradford, got into his golf cart, alone with his thoughts.  Mary wasn’t here today; she was playing Buzz’s fiancée, Jill, in the finals of the club tennis championship. He did have a dozen friends in the small crowd; mostly club members that were pulling for him. Their support was appreciated.

On a golf course, you are alone.  Pros have a caddie to help them read putts, calculate yardages to the pin, and provide support. Caddies even make sure that there are only 14 clubs in their bag, although Ian Woosman found out the hard way that isn’t always the case. He was assessed a 2-stroke penalty at the British Open for a 15th club. He had taken two drivers to the practice tee and the extra club was not removed. Does anybody need a caddie that can’t count?

The pro-caddie relationship will differ with each player, but there is one constant; SUPPORT. Watch the caddies on TV, and notice the last thing they say before the pro hits the next shot.  It’s a positive comment, isn’t it; Yep, I agree; an easy nine-iron will do it; and so on.  I have yet to hear something like; Good Luck; Watch out for the water on the left, remember last week when you sliced it into the woods, don’t over swing.  Don’t look up too soon.

If the caddies don’t say it, why does every 14 handicap “think it” before each shot?  Sure, part of it is that the 14-handicapper gets a lot more negative feedback than a professional. “If they hit all the bad shots that we do, their caddies would warn them too.”  That’s our rationale.

That’s our excuse.  Ken would say; it’s a self-fulfilling prophecy.  Think negative thoughts and they will happen.  “Clear your mind and trust your routine.”  Today will be a major test of this philosophy.  I wanted so much to be positive and enjoy the day, but so much was happening in my life.  It was difficult to concentrate.  This afternoon I had a 4:00 flight to Cabo San Lucas for a critical meeting. I hope Ken was successful in Zurich. 
“Hey Dave, I do believe you are away,” someone shouted, and brought me back to the task at hand.  It was Buzz, who was standing near his drive, which was at least 50 yards closer to the green. “We can measure or ask for a ruling, but I do think you are away,” Buzz continued sarcastically.  Part of me wanted to reply in kind, but I knew that would be playing into Buzz’s hand.  The constant needling was his way.  In fact, he probably didn’t even realize how irritating it was to most people; this type of humor was so much a part of him. Stay focused!
“I’ll play,” Bradford replied, and proceeded to evaluate his options.  Luckily this was a short 380-yard hole and the short drive had not hurt too much. The white, 150 yard, fairway marker, was approximately 20 yards ahead. The pin placement was “front-left”, leaving approximately 160 yards to the pin. Despite a slight left-to-right wind, the bunkers on the right should not be in play, unless he hit a bad slice. “There I go again, thinking bad thoughts.”
Although Bradford had reduced his handicap from 15 to six in the past year, he was still not a good long iron player. The Wilson fat shafts had helped, but he still tended to “pick” the ball off the fairway rather than hit down and through the ball. He selected six iron and went into his routine, part of which is to visualize a successful shot.

Half way into of the back swing, the golf demons took over.  Instead of a clear mind, there was a conflict between “slow-slow-slow” and “do you have enough club” and “trap-on-the-right.”  The result was an abbreviated back swing and a quick downward move to the ball. He came out of the shot early and the result was all too familiar; short and right. He was lucky it was short of the sand trap, about 10 yards short of the green. He still had a chance for par.

Buzz had 110 yards to the pin, and selected a wedge, probably a sand wedge.  He struck it cleanly, creating a divot that pros would be proud of.  The ball landed 10 feet long, took the spin, and curled back towards the pin.  For an instant it looked good but the ball missed the pin by inches and ended up five feet below the hole; a makeable birdie putt. Wow, he is good!
Bradford’s attitude improved after that shot. He realized that all he could do was play his own game; if Buzz was on his game, good for him.  He was the better golfer and would probably win.  However, this was match play not total score “stroke play.”  Bradford only needed to win more holes, not beat his total score.  Match play is a great equalizer.  Higher handicap golfers hit more bad shots, and end up with a seven or eight.  In this format this only costs you one hole. In stroke play, a triple bogey might cost you the match.

The chip was from about 40 feet, and relatively easy.  With the pin up front, Bradford decided to land a pitching wedge just over the fringe and let it run to the hole.  Up and down for par.  This was the strength of his game.
He executed the shot perfectly and for a moment it looked like it was going in. The ball landed perfectly, released and stopped inches short of the hole. He tapped in for his par 4 and some polite applause from his friends.  As I waited for Buzz to putt, he wondered; “did I hit a good “chip shot” because I was confident, or was I confident because I have hit so many good chips before?  Ken says that golf is at least 80% mental.  He might be right.”
Buzz’s had a straight in putt for birdie. It would be a surprise if he missed.  He didn’t.  Bradford was “down one,” with 35 to play as the small group made their way to the second tee. Bradford’s thoughts drifted. “ I wished Ken were here.”

[image: image11.png]


The tall American gave the hostess their names and asked for a table for four with a view of the marina.  He was dressed poorly for a Friday night in the nicest restaurant in Cabo San Lucas, even for an American. Blue jeans, golf shirt and tennis shoes were not acceptable. A sport jacket didn’t change his overall, grungy look. The young lady was dressed well and was quite attractive, but he… shabby was the word.

The hostess was about to inform him that it would be at least a 90 minute wait when the man placed a crisp, $50 bill on her reservations book.

The hostess hesitated, but reacted predictably. “We can have a table within 15-20 minutes; would you care to wait in the bar?”

“That will be fine.” The man turned to the attractive lady. “Come on Chris; let me buy you a drink and bring you up to date.  We have something to celebrate.”

The hostess watched the couple head for the lounge and hoped she had made the right decision. The $50 was nice, but she had an uneasy feeling.

Chris followed him to the lounge. She wasn’t sure this was a good idea. “Ken, let’s be careful.  I suggest we keep a clear head and see what Alberto and Pedro have to say. They might have more bad news. There will be plenty of time to celebrate later.”

“Double-Scotch and water, bartender, and a glass of Chardonnay for the lady. We’ll be at the table in the corner.” Ken wasn’t listening.

As they waited for the waitress to bring their drinks, Ken pulled a two-page outline from his briefcase. “Chris, relax; there is nothing to worry about. Take a look at this. Our friends in Zurich have given us everything we asked for, and more.  Mario will be ecstatic when he sees this.”

Chris looked over Ken’s summary of the meeting while the waitress served the drinks. She couldn’t believe what she was reading.  Ken had just returned from a 2-day meeting with Mario’s financial partners in Zurich, people that our firm had brought to the table. The project was two months behind schedule and over budget. We needed more money and more time to repay the original loan. Without the additional funding, the Phase Two would need to be aborted. There would be hell to pay with Mario and his Miami partners.

“Ken, this can’t be right. Are you telling me that they will give us the $240 million to complete the three Phase Two projects plus another $200 million to start Phase Three? Wowl.”
“That’s right, and all they are asking is to increase their stake in the deal from 33% to 49%. Mario’s group keeps control. By the way, our 1% commission is a cool $4.4 million; not a bad weekend’s work for a small-town country boy.”
Chris ignored Ken’s small-town country boy description; she knew better. Ken was raised in Chicago and had a Wharton MBA. Still, she couldn’t believe what Ken was saying. She had been working with the Swiss auditors the entire week and there had been nothing but bad news. After three months of operations the Casino was making money, but it appeared someone was skimming money off the top. The Swiss audit team would recommend tomorrow that all future funding be delayed until they did a complete audit. Dinner tonight with the Casino people was initially intended to be a glum evening, providing an opportunity to devise a strategy for tomorrow’s meeting. Ken’s information changed everything.

“Was Sven aware of the audit results when he made this commitment?” Chris couldn’t help remembering how adamant Sven had been that evening at Petermann’s Kunststuben in Zurich; “no more funding until we see some results.”

“Yep, that’s why I asked Alberto and Pedro to join us tonight. They’ll have a chance to present the offer to Mario before tomorrow’s 2:00 PM Meeting.  In fact, speak of the devil, here they are now.”

“Alberto, Pedro, Buenas Noches amigos. It’s great to see you again.”

“Your Spanish still needs a little work Ken, but as long as you bring the beautiful Senorita with you, we don’t mind. They shook hands and gave Chris a warm hug.

At that moment the hostess appeared and informed them their table was ready.  Chris was fond of both Alberto and Pedro, but was still apprehensive as they walked to the table. It struck her that Ken wasn’t as happy as he should have been after coming back with such great news. He had not shaved and it was clear that something was bothering him. She wished she had the opportunity to talk with Ken privately.

Chris would never get that opportunity.

CHAPTER 2

Par 4, 430 yards

Dinner at the Country Club


[image: image12.wmf]The sleek, 38’ fiberglass Cigarette Racing boat, equipped with 750 horsepower Twin Chiefs engine, glided smoothly across the calm seas and warm, tropical Atlantic waters. The night was overcast and a storm was due tomorrow, but waves were less than two feet. There was no moon and a thin layer of clouds blanketed the stars. The boat was virtually invisible from prying eyes and orbiting satellites. It was a perfect evening.

Juan was nervous. This would be his last trip. For eight months, he had made this trip without any problems. It was time to quit and go back to being a fisherman and guide. The money helped support his wife and seven small children, but he did not like these people. He clutched the cross of Jesus which he always wore under his shirt, and said a silent prayer.
“How much longer?” his passenger asked. He was nervous too. They were carrying over $40M of heroin as cargo. This was wholesale. After it was cut, it would sell for over $200M on the street. This was their largest shipment to date and would make him a rich man.

“Those lights on your right are Key West. We are in the Gulf and should be at the drop point in 20 minutes.” Given the 10 minutes to unload the cargo, and two hours to get back, he would be home with his beloved Maria by dawn.

The plan was always the same.  The heroin was packed in watertight canvas bags and attached to buoys that would float just under the water surface. They left the small fishing village around 10:00 PM and made the 80-mile trip in a couple hours, depending upon the weather. Once underway, the man received a phone call giving them the drop point. Juan locked the coordinates into his state-of-the-art Loraine navigational system. Rain, fog, whatever; he would find the drop point.

“Okay, Juan. I’m going to start bringing up the bags. Let me know when we are close. Make sure you check for traffic. We have eight bags this trip.” Each bag weighed only twenty pounds, making them easy to handle and reducing their loss if a bag was lost. No bags had ever been lost.

The man checked each bag to make sure the buoys were securely fastened and the transmitters were working and calibrated to the right frequency. Everything looked good. The pick-up boat should have no problem locating the bags.

The boat was slowing. “We are almost there, senor; two minutes or less. There are no other boats in the area.”

The radar did not detect the Scuba diver swimming lazily toward the drop point at a depth of 10 feet.
The honeymoon was over. The golf course begins to show its teeth. The 2nd hole is tough; a 430-yard dogleg right to a well-bunkered green. Protected “wetlands” line the right side of the fairway; an automatic one-stroke penalty.  Local rules prohibited golfers from entering “wetlands” even if they can see their ball. Two deep fairway bunkers approximately 230 yards from the tee, protect the corner of the dogleg.

There are three options off the tee. Long hitters can drive the bunker leaving a short iron to the green if successful. This was not an option for me. Shorter hitters, and the more conservative longer hitters, can either lay up short of the bunkers or hit a power fade around the dogleg.

A perfect lay-up still leaves almost 210 yards to the green. Bradford pulled driver and decided to be aggressive.  The hole set up well for him. His natural ball flight is left to right which fits the contour of this fairway.

Buzz had “honors” as a result of his birdie on one. He was a long hitter and could carry the bunkers with a perfect drive, although the penalty for missing was severe.  Today a slight wind was in our face, only about five MPH, but still a factor.  Buzz’s natural draw would not serve him well on this hole. He would need to start his ball over the “wetlands” and let his draw bring it back to the fairway.  His overspin would only help if he flew the bunkers.  He was undecided.

As Bradford waited for Buzz to make his decision, he wondered whether Ken had been successful in Zurich. They needed the money by Monday or… heI didn’t want to think about it but knew it would be bad. “How did I ever get into this position? Greed and stupidity were part of it.  I should never have accepted Mario’s offer; but it sounded so good at the time.”

Part Two
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The Long Week
Sponsored by Bonefish Grill
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Part Three
Saturday

Tragedy
I was in a great mood as I walked off the green. I had picked up three holes on the back nine and was now one-up with a realist chance to win next Saturday. My mood quickly changed as I spotted Mary running towards me. It was obvious she was upset and had been crying.

“What’s wrong, Mary? Are the kids okay?”
“The kids are fine, but I have horrible news. There is no easy way to say this.”

“Just tell me, Mary; what is it?

“ Ken’s dead.”

“What! It can’t be. Are you sure?” I knew I wasn’t making any sense and struggled to get my emotions under control. “I’m sorry Mary, tell me what happened.” I put my arms around her and we hugged until she regained her composure.

“Chris called about two hours ago, just after you teed off on the back nine. I didn’t want to bother you so I just waited. I know this tournament is important to you, and Chris said there is nothing we can do right now. Was that okay?”

“That’s fine, honey, the match isn’t that important. I would have stopped playing, and you know, I bet Buzz would have wanted to stop too. He and Ken are, were, pretty good friends. But that doesn’t matter now. Tell me what happened.”

“Chris just said he fell from the restaurant balcony in Cabo last night. They had dinner with Pedro and Alberto. Everything was fine. She and the others were tired and left about midnight, but Ken stayed to have a nightcap. She said Ken had a few drinks but not that many.”

“Ken could hold his liquor. He wouldn’t get that drunk to fall over the railing. Did Chris say what happened in Zurich?”

“Chris said everything had gone well. Ken got the financing and was in a pretty good mood although something was bothering him. She called again an hour ago and asked that you call her as soon as possible.”

“Does anyone else know?” I asked as we put my clubs away and walked to the clubhouse.

“Yes, I called Judy. I was such a wreck that I had to tell someone. She and Fred are waiting inside. Fred also thought Bill should be told right away. I don’t think anyone else knows. We thought you might want to break the news to Ken’s friends.”

I was numb as I walked into the clubhouse. The news was starting to sink in. I tried to smile my appreciation as a number of club members offered their congratulations on a good round, and wished me luck next week.

Buzz was sitting at the table with Bill and Fred. It was clear that he had not been told. He congratulated me once more and got up to leave the table. “Hold on, Buzz. There is something you need to know.”

Fred and Bill stood and offered me their sympathy. Judy and gave me a warm hug and kiss. She had been crying too. I returned their expressions of sympathy. They were Ken’s friends too. Buzz was trying to figure out what was going on, but the beers were getting in the way.

“Bill, I have a message to call Chris. Let me call her and she if has anything new. Why don’t you bring Buzz up to date? When I get back, we can make an announcement to the others.”

Chris picked up on the first ring. “Dave, I’m glad you called. Mary told you what happened, didn’t she?”

“She did, Chris, a few minutes ago. I’m still numb. How are you holding up?”

“Not well, Dave, not well. I have only felt this way once before, when my brother died. Ken was special. Are you still planning on coming down here tonight?”

“I’ll be there, Chris.” Her voice told me that I was needed down there even if the meeting was cancelled. “Have the police told you anything?”

“The police just say they are looking into all possibilities, including foul play. I get the feeling they know something.”

“I’ll see you later, Chris. Try to get some rest. Maybe tomorrow we can go to church together.”

Buzz was completely sober when I returned and offered me his sympathy. He was visibly upset and close to tears.

“Dave,” Bill suggested, “Why don’t you make an announcement? Ken worked for you and was your friend. I feel guilty watching people celebrate when a friend of theirs just died. When you are done, I would like to say a couple words.”

“Hey, quiet down,” I need your attention? I have some bad news.” The room became deathly still when they saw the expression on my face. “Last night Ken Reed fell to his death from a 12th floor restaurant balcony in Cabo San Lucas, Mexico.

“What happened, Dave,” someone asked?

“We’re not sure. All I know is that the Mexican police are looking into it, but right now they assume it was an accident.” There were murmurs of disbelief, and then silence as they waited for me to continue.

“Today’s golf match with Buzz doesn’t mean much now, except to provide an example of how much Ken meant to Mary and me. I was a 16-handicap three years ago when I met Ken, and you all have witnessed the improvement. Ken deserves the credit. He also was a great friend and business associate. Mary and I will miss him on and off the golf course.”

“Buzz, would you like to say a few words?”

“Ken was my best friend. I feel terrible having played golf today and not knowing he was gone. But you know, that’s what he would have wanted.” Buzz was close to tears as were most of the men in the room, especially me.

Today’s round of golf seemed like a distant memory.

Part Three
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Club Championship

Day Two – Showdown
Sponsored by Reeves Auto Import 
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	 Hilton Head Island Golf Vacations


	So what makes us official? We are the only organization on the island that comprises of a partnership between the Lowcountry Golf Course Owners Association, the Hilton Head Chamber of Commerce Visitors & Convention Bureau and Golfer's Guide Marketing Solutions. What makes our partnership unique is that we strive to provide you with the best service, value and golfing experience. Our staff of golf travel coordinators WORK and LIVE on the island, play golf and regularly check out the conditions on each golf course. In addition, our staff takes routine trips to the lodging properties that we offer to ensure that they meet the standards that we know you have come to expect from a golf vacation to Hilton Head Island & the Lowcountry.   

A golfer's paradise, Hilton Head Island offers more than 20 premier golf courses situated on Hilton Head Island and the surrounding Lowcountry including Bluffton, Daufuskie Island & Fripp Island. So, if you love golf - really outstanding golf, played on some of the world's great golf courses - you've come to the right place, Hilton Head Island's official golf web site complete with online quoting functionality. 
Call Today and Book Your Golf Vacation Getaway


Chapter 33,

Par 4 – 380 Yards

Nervous Again

[image: image19.wmf]Bradford walked to the 1st tee and reflected on how much had changed in just seven days. It seemed like a year ago. Last week his focus was remembering the lessons Ken had taught him about handling pressure. His only worry was hitting his drive into the fairway. Seven days later Ken is dead and buried, and he was on his own. The match seemed unimportant
The grounds supervisor advised the players that the pin positions were set up tough. Tees were back, greens were cut tight and the flags would be hard to get at. The back tees would give Buzz an advantage, but fast greens and difficult pin placements would reward good course management and patience. They would have to wait to see who would handle the pressure.

Bradford was 1-up and had honors as a result of his birdie on the 18th hole last Saturday. There were large fairway bunkers on either side of the fairway about 240 yards. Dave’s 3-wood drifted a little right and stopped 15 yards short of the bunker. Buzz’s drive split the bunkers perfectly and rolled almost to the 100-yard marker. The match was on.

[image: image20.wmf]A large amphibious plane lumbered slowly North towards Naples, Fl before turning east into the Everglades. The Seastar’s top cruising speed was 266MPH but today it was bucking a slight headwind and was carrying two people and 2,300 pounds of heroin. With and extra fuel tank, it had a maximum range of 600 miles; more than enough to drop deliver its cargo and return to the small airstrip in the Caribbean.

The flight controller in Miami noticed the change of course and mentioned it to his supervisor. “I’m tracking a Seastar that filed a flight plan for Naples, but just changed course and is heading east. Should I call Naples and ask them to follow up?”

“Don’t worry about it Chad. It’s not unusual for the pilots of these seaplanes to change their mind and just drop in on any old lake that draws their attention. It’s not like they need an airport to land.”

The SeaStar Amphibian was noted for its ability to land on a dime and the pilot had been warned that the landing area was tight. They cruised at about 300 feet until they finally spotted the smoke flares that they were looking for. A flyover confirmed the landing would be tricky, but not impossible.

The pilot came back around to turn upwind and landed the aircraft smoothly. Four men were waiting in a Tornado Airboat. Twenty minutes later his cargo was offloaded and the seaplane was back in the air heading to Naples. The Naples controller gave him clearance and reminded him to lower his wheels. The pilot was not offended. He knew the statistics of how many amphibian pilots forgot to lower their landing gear on dry landings.

The Tornado Air Boat had a 350 Cubic Inch Chevrolet engine with a 325 HP engine. Maximum speed of was 60 MPH as it skimmed over the top of the water. Its shallow draft, maneuverability and large cargo area made it ideal for this operation.

It was only a 35-minute ride to the private dock where Sam and Ron were waiting with two 20-ton semis already loaded with Florida navel oranges. Each truck had a concealed storage area that was quickly filled with the cargo from the seaplane.  By 9:00 AM the trucks were on Alligator Alley heading west to Naples.

Sam called the cell phone number they had been given and reported their position to an answering machine. “Everything is going like clockwork,” Sam reported as I-75 turned north towards Tampa where the exchange was to be made. “We should be in Tampa by noon. I’ll call back in a couple hours to get the final location.”

Sam hung up the phone and called Ron on the 2-way radio. “Let me know if you have any trouble, Ron, but I’m not planning to stop unless there is an emergency. We have a full tank and from the size of those crates, we are toting a 
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Chapter 1

The Celebration

It was a strange celebration. The club members congratulated us on a great match, but obviously wanted to know more about the shooting. There was a collective gasp when the golfers raised their shirts and proudly displayed their wounds.

“Order us some drinks while we get cleaned up,” Buzz proclaimed. “I’m buying.”

“No he isn’t. The drinks are on me.” 
Epilogue

“It’s sad,” Mary said as the newlyweds relaxed on the Cabo San Lucas beach. “This is such a beautiful place, but not for us. There are too many bad memories associated with this place.”

“You’re right, Mary. But I’m glad you came with me this trip. It kind of provides some closure to a violent chapter in our lives.”

The lay silent and listened to the waves crashing onto the beach, looking up at the skyline of Cabo San Lucas. We had a good view of the restaurant balcony where Ken had fallen to his death. I thought back to the events surrounding the golf tournament and the two-day match with Buzz. Was that only nine months ago?

	
	


	
	


	


Tween-Waters Inn, Captiva Island, Florida


[image: image25.jpg]



I
[image: image26.jpg]



GEMCO LEASING

 Golf Course Financing

Specialists

We will customize and print 100 copies of this book- FREE

For golf courses that lease equipment through Gemco:

Allow us to provide you a quote on your next lease! 
813-968-6867

OUT OF BOUNDS is a gripping novel of Corporate Finance, Drugs, and Politics, told in a backdrop of a highly competitive Golf Tournament.  What starts out to be a two-day, 36 hole Match Play club championship between former friends, becomes a high stakes, life and death struggle with far-reaching consequences. The author has created a cast of intriguing, real life characters and themes.

· “The character development is excellent.”
· You don’t need to play golf to enjoy this book, but it helps.”

· “I skimmed the corporate financing sections, but they are important to the plot.”
· There are so many twists and turns; very much like golf.”
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Jim Plautz is a businessman, avid golfer and tennis player and father of three. Originally from Wisconsin, Jim now makes his home in Tampa, Florida with his lovely wife, Rosann. He has written four, novels all with a sports theme.
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