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      The Nimrod Sanction is a gripping tale of brotherhood, betrayal, and global shadows that reach the red dust of home.

      Three former Special Forces operatives have built quiet lives operating a commuter airline—anchored by family, a little romance and the hope that old battles would never find them again.

      But the squad is forced back into a world of deception and ruthless operations. Old scars are reopened and old skills learned in the fire of close combat are called on when an Interpol field operations unit uncovers a multilayered criminal conspiracy stretching from Perth to the capitals of the East and Europe.

      A mask operation reveals deep ties of brotherhood that force the old Special Forces team to confront a ruthless enemy who operates in the dark.
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        * * *

      

      A tightly plotted contemporary thriller about former Special Forces operatives called back into covert action as an international criminal conspiracy intersects aviation safety, arms and drug trafficking, and tests loyalties forged in battle.
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      Colonel Bill Templeton adopted the motto for his new SOFTIES Commando Unit - In Periculus Audax - from his wife’s Irish family crest.
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        In Periculus Audax means audacity in times of peril
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      A well-thumbed photograph lay on the table in a cone of light from the desk lamp. Jim Hunter stood shoulder to shoulder in dress uniform, medals neat, face composed. It was an official portrait. At first glance, there was nothing unusual—regulation posture, half smiles for the camera, the shadow of command behind their eyes. Every SOFTIES commando knew not to have their photographs taken in uniform or on a mission. They each knew the possible cost of blown cover. It could cost lives.

      His attention went to their wrists. Five watches. Identical.

      Not civilian watches, not regulation military issue. Matte casing, no brand, no shine. The kind of metal that swallowed light. Jim leaned closer, adjusting his magnifying glass. He knew them well, him, Colonel Bill Templeton was their commanding officer. Next to Bill was Andy Tyrell, then Mike Tyne, and then Charlie LeStrange and Jim Hunter. They wore medals on their uniforms that they could not wear anywhere else—given for heroism under fire in a combat zone on mission-critical assignments. A squad of elite commandos who could disappear and make any enemy target disappear.

      Jim had seen one before on the wrist of a man in a crowded train who moved silently. That watch had burned into his memory, not for beauty, but for what it meant. The wearer was part of another elite SOFTIES squad of four or five specialist commandos destined to be brothers for life. The code was strong.

      It was months later, in a dim room thick with tungsten dust and paper-thin dry air, that he saw it again.

      The man across the way adjusted his sleeve. Light from an open window grazed the metal. It was dull grey, seamless, scarred at the edge. Jim’s breath stopped.

      When the man turned, their eyes met—brief, assessing.

      ‘Long time,’ the man said, conversational.

      ‘I didn’t think you⁠—‘

      ‘Neither did I.’ The man’s gaze dipped to his own wrist, then back. ‘Funny, the way time brings things back. Good to see you, Major. I have your mission.’ He handed Jim a small card. ‘For Colonel Bill Templeton. Get the squad together. This one is urgent. Operation Damascus.’

      Jim nodded. ‘Biblical - Understood.’

      ‘Keep us in the loop. We will contact you from time to time until the mission is done. Touch your watch if you have something for us, otherwise don’t see us.’

      And then he was gone. It was as if a clock had started, one they alone could hear.

      In his apartment that night, his mind wouldn’t settle. Days passed so much for urgent. The watch began appearing elsewhere—on another train passenger, a stranger in a café queue, an unremarkable man on a street corner. Each time, the same matte finish, the same three‑notch clasp, the same hollow in the air after the agent disappeared.

      Jim had left the military for a life as a Chief Pilot, and his watch met its fate under a single blow from a large hammer as it lay on a metal plate of tank steel.

      Then the envelope came—no return address. Inside: a new watch, face down. A small card said ‘Urgent: Active Recall’.

      It was heavier than it looked, colder than it should be. When he turned it over, the blank dial moved without ticking, hands shifting in ways that had nothing to do with hours.

      He left it on the table, but it pulled his awareness like a magnet. In its stillness, it felt as if it might be listening.

      Jim squeezed the small detente at the base. The code was sent. Somewhere, someone marked its receipt. Mission accepted. In a bare room across the city, a man in a coat pressed the laptop lid shut after the special military courier’s status message changed to ‘delivered’. Four other watches lay face down on the table before him, their hands frozen in differing alignments. He calibrated one with a quarter turn of the crown, muscle memory disguised as ritual. The next one went to Colonel Bill Templeton. The next one went to Mike Tyne, then one went to Andy Tyrell, and the last one went to Charlie LeStrange. Mission accepted.

      The man in the long coat handed each of them a camouflage passport, designed to look like a real passport, issued in the name of the non-existent country, New Portland, with a plausible coat of Arms embossed in gold on the deep blue cover. They were each given matching documents —international driver’s licenses, club membership cards, insurance documents — and a small envelope of similar supporting identity papers, each with an innocuous backstory. It was a call to arms.

      For two days, they travelled in the belly of a C-47.

      The C-47 Observer plugged in a skin-coloured earpiece and wrote down impossible ‘times’. His watch displayed. 03:17; 22:04. Coordinates, not hours. At each mark, he pressed the dial, and each time he felt the click.

      They were now in the mountainous terrain of the Hindukush.

      When the knock on the door came, the man didn’t check who it was.

      Across the street, his neighbour paused mid‑watering her balcony plants, watching the moment unfold. She watched ‘the tenant’ - that was his code name - open the door to a man in camouflage khaki. Neither smiled.

      The neighbour typed a high-level security message: All on board.

      The sun had gone. The smell of the desert changed in the night air.

      The place was a corrugated warehouse by the harbour, perfumed with the smell of cargo, sea salt, steel, and oil. A figure emerged from the shadows inside the warehouse—long dark coat, ‘You’re on time,’ the man said.

      Beside them, a metal crate stood open. The weatherproof cover came away with a rasp, revealing cold, compartmented foam. ‘Your kit,’ was all he said. Components lay inside like sleeping metal—matte grey alloys, black fittings, edges shaped for endurance. Precision without insignia. Purpose without explanation. Major Jim Hunter knew exactly what to do with the parts.

      One slot in the foam casing was the exact shape of his watch.

      He slid the watch free from his wrist. The clasp opened easily, as if it remembered. When he fitted it into the cradle, there was a soft, definitive click.

      The device built itself in his hands. Muscle memory guided each motion, locking plates, seating joints, and aligning a sightline. He didn’t need instructions; the knowledge was already there. Bill Templeton, Mike Tyne, Andy Tyrell, and Charlie LeStrange each did the same thing in turn.

      When Charlie had constructed his weapon, a thin green line lit the dim air, extending through the open door. The man gave him the target coordinates he’d written down. Charlie didn’t ask what it targeted.

      When his stance settled, finger curling in, holding his breath, slow release as he squeezed the trigger. There was no gunshot—only a soft, deep, resonant thrum and what sounded like a quiet puff of compressed air. Out in the distance, a signal tower’s red beacon went dark mid‑pulse. The enemy was blind.

      The man in the coat checked his watch. ‘Right on time.’

      He said in a low voice, ‘Bill has your next mission. You can begin now. You will need these weapons and the kit. We will clean up here.’

      The squad stepped into the street and was swallowed by darkness—five quiet figures disappearing into the night in Tarinkot, once described as the roundabout of the modern world and the graveyard of empires. It was located at a strategic point along the ancient Silk Road. It was hell. Operation Damascus was the worst yet.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            TWO

          

          
            PUDDLES ON THE TARMAC

          

        

      

    

    
      Jim Hunter’s six-foot-two frame ached with tiredness as he stood in the doorway of the Lestrange Airways hangar. Rain lashed against its corrugated-iron skin. He gazed at the lights of arriving and departing aircraft. Green and red wing-tip navigation lights bounced off puddles on the tarmac, flashing and flaring into the night.

      They evoked moody images floating past his mind of close nighttime combat in Afghanistan.

      It smelled different. Avgas and fresh clean rain and distant lightning filling the sky over Jandakot airport. The commuter field sat on Perth’s southern fringe, a working airport where light aircraft shared the circuit with twin-engine turboprops and the occasional charter jet. At night, in weather like this, the taxiways gleamed like wet slate under the apron lights. The smell was different from the acrid odour of burning and weapons fire in the stormy air of Tarinkot, but it made the memories sharper. Like tonight, there was no moon to light up that firefight that night in March 2011.

      Jim’s Special Services squad were in the middle of the bazaar of little shops outside the walls of the provincial governor’s compound. It was impossible to tell who were Tareen tribesmen and who were Ghilzai tribesmen. The Pashtun resistance against the Taliban was still playing out. The Taliban were still trying to give Karzai a bloody nose for their defeat there in November 2001.

      Kandahar was at the top of the Taliban’s strategic significance list. They wanted it back. Darkness was their friend. It was clear to Jim and everyone there that they intended to overrun the Governor’s compound.

      Jim Hunter’s hand went to his neck. He whispered the single word, ‘COVER’ to his camouflaged deep penetration team. Four men vanished into the night at the exact moment a hail of fire came in where they had been standing a moment before. They were pinned down, taking fire from a distant knoll on some farmer’s field, and it was getting more accurate. He signalled to Charlie Lestrange to come on target. Charlie aimed at the next weapon flash, eased his breath, steadied, and fired – one shot.

      Jim looked down through the infrared beam of his own rifle scope at the fighter Charlie had just taken out. It filled him with regret. He was looking at someone who’d just tried to kill him - a kid, always a kid. Where were the cowards who sent kids into combat? Probably some kid who thought he was protecting his goats. Too young to even have a clue about what seventy-three virgins in the afterlife meant. He wouldn’t know the difference between a virgin and a worn-out sandal. The powerful filled the simple minds of these peasants and farmers with garbage. The goat herders died while the elites lived in palaces. They were never on the battlefield. Jim had not seen much karma on the battlefield. War was a one-sided affair.

      He ducked as another shot rang out and pinged off a wall behind Mike Tyne. The three-man team took cover behind a stone wall.

      Rain was lashing his face in Tarinkot. It was lashing his face now as he looked out of the hangar door of Lestrange Airways. The pungent smell of AvGas broke into the memories of combat, and the same kind of exhaustion dragged at every muscle in his body. That was then, and this was now, and tiredness gnawed at his bones. The same instinct that had kept him alive in Kandahar was whispering now: something’s wrong.
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        * * *

      

      It had been a long day flying in this wild equinoctial weather. It would be a while yet before he could take his bones to bed.

      He took a deep breath, more a sigh than a breath, and he reminded himself he was a civilian pilot now with other responsibilities.

      Then why were his combat instincts triggered?

      He turned and walked back into the cavernous hangar. His spirits lifted at the thought of having his brother’s kids stay during the school holidays. For two weeks, he would get to be a proper uncle to the two kids he loved most in the world.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            THREE

          

          
            LESTRANGE AIRWAYS

          

        

      

    

    
      The engines were still warm as Jim walked by. He headed for the office and customer corner, where Charlie Lestrange, solid and athletic, stood at the end of the table. Charlie was dressed in mechanic’s overalls with a Lestrange Airways patch stitched on the pocket. He had a nearly empty can of beer in his hand.

      Charlie Lestrange’s lifelong interest inspired the decor of the Lestrange Airways office, featuring World War II memorabilia. He had read all of his real father’s Biggles books and those his mum got for him, and he listened to Winston Churchill’s speeches recorded during the Battle of Britain. Charlie had escaped into every one of Captain John’s novels when he was a boy. He even had a couple of ragged-edged volumes on his office desk; all first editions, according to Charlie, and Jim had never heard Charlie lie.

      Charlie Lestrange had decided to do some interior decorating ‘To tizz the place up for the customers,’ he said. It was a perfectly realised reconstruction of an officer’s mess straight out of a Biggles story. Flying and aircraft were in Charlie’s blood. WWII posters covered one wall, along with a WWII Spitfire variable pitch propeller that his father had left him. His dad had told Charlie several times how precious it was, how it came with one of the first Spitfires from Castle Bromwich in 1941 that had joined 303 Squadron. It oozed atmosphere. Every choice was his, and he had style. Every choice was deliberate and designed. A long trestle table served as a mess bench and an office work desk. ‘One of Charlie’s better ideas,’ Jim thought.

      In the day, Charlie was a brilliant sniper. Jim reckoned he could hit a moth at a thousand feet in a force ten gale with a one-second sighting window. He could relax with shells coming in. He could relax under fire. He never got flustered. Exactly what you needed to be a top-notch sniper. Charlie owned and managed Lestrange Airways and occasionally covered a roster position if one of his pilots was unavailable or he had overbooked a flight, or if he added a charter he didn’t have a pilot to cover, which he did often these days.

      Jim sat down at the table opposite Mike Tyne. He, Mike, and Charlie had forged strong friendships as Special Forces buddies. They shared a loyalty that can only be earned in the forge of battle.

      Mike was a couple of years younger than Charlie and Jim Hunter. Like Jim, he was also in his flight captain’s uniform, filling out forms and drinking hot coffee, debriefing his flight for that day, glad to be out of the wild weather and a bucking aircraft. ‘Glad that’s done,’ he said.

      A light aircraft flew over the hangar as it headed for the runway. ‘Listen,’ Charlie said. ‘You can hear Sopwith Camels coming in to land after another sortie over the front.’

      Jim and Mike knew the only aircraft coming into land at Jandakot were regular commuter planes carrying passengers and mail, and the closest thing to a Sopwith Camel was an occasional yellow Tiger Moth on a joy flight if the weather was OK. Still, Charlie could imagine and happily mix up images from both great wars. Only Charlie could put up a squadron of Sopwith Camels, Spitfires, and Aero Commanders at the same time.

      Jim thought it was a gift. Mike wished he had that kind of imagination.

      Charlie’s mum thought he saw movies in his head. Probably why he became a ‘Plumber’, one of the most respected men in any Special Ops unit. He could visualise an entire Black Ops operation in his mind and ‘lay the pipe’ so everything that was needed was to hand. You were never short of kit if Charlie had set up the sortie.

      Charlie glanced at his watch, stood up and headed to the fridge, ‘October roster’s up. You guys want a beer?’

      Charlie’s phone rang. He looked at the screen and checked his watch. He looked back at his old buddies, ‘Gotta take this.’
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            LAYING PIPE

          

        

      

    

    
      Charlie ambled to the bar with the phone to his ear.

      An angry, resonant Russian voice, used to command, was swearing at him on the phone. Jim and Mike could hear the voice on the other end quite well. Jim’s Russian was not fluent, but he understood. He interpreted in a whisper, ‘Nо́хуй, по́хуiо́ - don’t care, don’t give a fuck,’ he said.

      Charlie snapped back to the voice on the phone, ‘You heard of weather?’ More Russian swearing in his ear.

      Jim whispered to Mike, interpreting, ‘Xуйня́ - garbage, bullshit.’

      Charlie was in no mood for what he was hearing: ‘Use FedEx; you don’t like what I do,’ trying to keep his voice under control. He listened for a moment, and his mood darkened, ‘When?’

      Charlie clicked off his phone, and then he went over to the bar. He leaned on the counter.

      Three runs. That’s what he’d agreed to. Three runs and he’d have enough for his mother’s treatment. Just three. This was number two.
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        * * *

      

      ‘Jesus,’ Jim said quietly to Mike, recognising the moves. ‘The plumber is back on the game.’

      Mike picked it up at the exact moment and let out a sigh, ‘He’s laying pipe for something.’

      Charlie turned around and smiled as he caught them looking at him.

      They saw right through him. They knew him better than he did. A secret they had both kept with honour.

      They got up and walked over to the roster pinned to the wall. Every day, like before, routine, filling out paperwork, at ease, doing what they did.

      Charlie took himself into his office. Jim and Mike saw him through a partition window separating Charlie’s office from the hangar interior. He was filing paperwork into half a dozen open metal filing cabinets.

      Charlie turned around and clocked Jim and Mike watching him. He smiled, then turned back and inspected a Civil Aviation Safety Authority document. He pulled a small notebook from his shirt pocket, opened it and made a note. Then, he filed the document and put the notebook back in his shirt pocket.

      Mike ran his finger down the October roster and said, ‘Charlie’s got problems.’

      ‘Yeah,’ Jim replied. ‘He’ll tell us if he wants to. Tell me, am I buying the cigars yet?’

      Mike said, ‘Not long. She can balance a cup of coffee on it now.’

      Mike waited for the roar of an aircraft as it flew overhead. He ran his finger over the roster pinned to the wall, stopped on his name and mouthed a silent, ‘Damn’. He pointed to his name. Mike TYNE - Saturday the 8th of October. BE 008, Eastern: Jandakot - Northam - Kalgoorlie, Return.

      Charlie had given Jim two clear weeks to be with his niece and nephew.

      ‘You up for a swap, Jim? Gotta be at this birth or Alice’ll kill me.’

      Jim’s finger ran down the roster, and he tapped on Friday 13th, Flight LE 013, Broome. ‘The kids go back on the 13th. I’d like to see them off. Yeah, OK. I’ll do your Saturday 8th if you’ll do my Friday 13th flight. It’d suit me if you’re OK with that.’

      Mike hesitated. ‘Sorry, I’d completely forgotten about Rose and Harry coming to stay.’ He was going over something in his mind. ‘Mmm, Yeah, OK. Sorry. They will deliver it on Saturday if it hasn’t arrived by then. I’ve got to be there.’

      Jim noticed Mike’s hesitation. He let it pass, grabbed his briefcase, and headed to the hangar door. He turned back, about to say something, but let it go.

      When he thought about it in the weeks ahead, it kept coming back to him as a decision that changed all their lives forever.

      If he’d known what Charlie was planning, he would have called it off right there. But Charlie had mastered the art of silence—plumber’s trick number one: never let anyone see the whole operation.

      Charlie knew, they all knew, if they were captured and they did not know how the operation was put together, they could never reveal anything.

      Jim left the hangar, pulling up the collar of his flight captain’s uniform against the rain, and went out into the night and headed to the carpark.

      Charlie wrapped up his work in the office and called out to Mike as he was leaving, ‘Gotta see Mum. Catch you later, mate. Mind locking up before you go?’

      Mike noticed he was carrying a book. He wondered what his mother would ask for to fill her days. She had kept him supplied with his vast collection of Biggles books when he was a kid and money was hard, but Mike knew she had other tastes. He caught an image of a boy on the cover, and he thought the title was something like ‘Timethreader’ and something like ‘Chronic’.

      ‘OK, will do. All the best to your mum.’ He called back.

      Then Charlie was gone.

      Mike thought it seemed a good time to do a quick ‘readiness check’ of the aircraft he was going to be flying. It took longer than he expected.
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Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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