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      To returned Australian service men and women - you are appreciated more than you know.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            She’s beautiful, noble … and deadly
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        Decorated soldier Josephine Dakota Modeen, the first woman to be accepted into Australia’s elite SASR, finds life after the Army unfulfilling.

        When contacted out of the blue by her old CO, she knows it’s not a social call. Hearing from Ben Logan VC means a mission, no exceptions….

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      At the mission briefing they were given the settlement’s coordinates, not its name. Murmuring to Wolf, ‘Not a need to know, I guess,’ she received a grunt in reply.

      Later, as they left the briefing, he threw her a half-smart glance and drawled, ‘You bringin’ Walt on this one, Modeen?’

      ‘Always.’ She patted the Walther PPX concealed beneath her jacket. ‘Someone’s gotta keep Gator safe, he still owes me twenty bucks.’

      

      Trooper Jo Modeen rested the muzzle of her assault rifle, an H and K MP5SD6, on top of the sand-covered stone wall. The Special Forces squad had been kitted out with the silenced version of the MP5 before being dropped near the outskirts of a derelict village on the edge of the desert. Their assignment – to neutralise the armed insurgents entrenched in an old stone dwelling and causing trouble for advancing troops.

      From her position behind the wall, Modeen covered the backs of squad members Ben, Wolf and Gator as they entered the rear of the crumbling building some twenty metres away. She waited the prescribed thirty seconds and was about to emerge when three guerrillas, armed with AK47s, appeared around the side of the dwelling. Ducking back behind cover, she risked a peek over the wall and saw the guerrillas saunter to the rear entrance, weapons slung over their shoulders. After a brief pause by the doorway, they vanished inside.

      Cursing through tight lips, she ran through the scenario in her head.

      Close quarters and stealth.

      Slinging the MP5 over a shoulder, she sprang to her feet and, keeping low, raced toward the building. Yanking the PPX from beneath her vest as she ran, she pulled back and released the slide and heard the reassuring sound of the first round slamming into the chamber. She was five metres from the entrance when another guerrilla appeared around the corner to her right. He propped on seeing her and then slumped to his knees, before falling face-first into the sand with a neat entry hole in his forehead.

      Keeping ‘Walt’ at the ready, Modeen slid to a stop beside the building’s rear entrance. With her back pressed hard against the wall, she peered around the doorway’s splintered timber frame. The dwelling’s interior was almost as rough as its exterior. There were no internal doors, and the floors were bare, compacted earth beneath bullet-ridden walls. After a hasty glance around to check for more advancing guerrillas, she pushed off the wall and strode with purpose into the first room, scanning left to right and holding Walt ahead of her, finger poised on the trigger.

      As expected, the room was empty.

      Clear.

      She moved into the next room, once again checking left to right.

      Clear.

      As she entered the third, the hair on the back of her neck stood on end. Her PPX hissed and flashed twice in the dimly lit room, dropping two of the insurgents to her right. Before she could engage the third on her left, Wolf had spun around and strafed the man with two short bursts from his MP5. As he slammed against the wall, the rebel let out a scream and slid to the floor, releasing a spray of bullets into the already cracked ceiling.

      Lowering her head so the dislodged rubble and dust fell on her combat helmet, Modeen sighed as all hell broke loose inside the dwelling.

      So much for stealth.

      From the commotion, she estimated there were at least ten insurgents in the fourth, front room. Ben was backed against the wall near the doorway with his MP5 in his left hand. At the sound of advancing feet, he yanked the bayonet from its scabbard and in one fluid movement, drove the seven inch blade deep into the throat of the first rebel to rush into the room. Gurgling, the man fell backward, momentarily blocking the doorway.

      At a nod from Ben, Gator yanked two grenades from his vest, pulled the pins and rolled them into the front room.

      With urgent hand signals to his squad members, Ben laid down suppressing fire as all four raced out of the building. They had just cleared the rear exit when the front room exploded. Keeping their heads down, they sprinted across the heavy sand toward the wall. Modeen reached it first and wasted no time in turning and raising her MP5 to cover their retreat.

      When an insurgent appeared in the building’s doorway and aimed his rifle at them, she let loose a single shot … just as Gator unknowingly ducked into her line of fire. He gave a yell as the bullet grazed his shoulder making him jerk violently sideways. Behind him, the insurgent’s weapon slipped from his hands as he dropped to his knees and then toppled face-first to the ground.

      Clenching his teeth, Gator regained his balance and ran to the safety of the wall. Once behind it he fell to his knees clutching his shoulder, swearing under his breath and glaring at Modeen. She merely shrugged and maintained her watch as Wolf dug out a dressing and applied it to Gator’s bleeding shoulder.

      They stayed hunkered down there, silently waiting and watching for stragglers, until Ben declared it safe for them to proceed to the evac point.
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      To Josephine Modeen, that final tour of duty felt like a long time ago and a world away as she cruised along the Princess Motorway on a typical Australian morning. Under a cloudless expanse of sky, she sat at ease and comfortable behind the protective faring of her GTR 1400cc motorcycle.

      The bike suited her lifestyle. A single woman, she travelled light. In contrast, she ‘lived heavy’ by her own standards, although the small penthouse apartment on the Gold Coast wasn’t of her choosing. It had been an unsolicited gift, intended to provide a civilian base where she could live a ‘normal’ life … or so they said when insisting she accept it. But she knew what it was, this generous gift. It was one of the so-called perks of being an only child of wealthy, controlling parents.

      High court magistrate John Modeen and wife Freda, the daughter of a wealthy South African plantation owner, had emigrated to Australia in the early 1970s to settle in Sydney. When their defiantly tomboyish daughter announced her intention to enlist in the Australian Army, the well-to-do couple was none too pleased, to say the least.

      Her father had glared at her from his impressive height, making her feel like a child again. ‘And just what do you intend to do,’ he demanded in his best magistrate’s voice, ‘once you’ve finished dancing to the erratic tugs of the puppet master’s strings?’

      Not waiting for her to answer, he’d raised a hand to announce loftily, ‘You’ll soon become disillusioned with political capriciousness, or you’re no daughter of mine. And what sort of civilian job will soldiering qualify you for, hmm? A pig shooter? A snoring security guard?’ He tugged on his lapels and stuck out his chest. ‘Now as a lawyer, you’d have the justice system’s upper echelon to aspire to. But what career path does military service offer? Do you hope to rise through the ranks?’ Staring down his nose at her, he gave a disdainful sniff. ‘How many female Army generals do you know?’

      

      Through the tinted visor of her full-face helmet, Modeen read Lawrence Hargrave Drive Exit 500 metres on a fast-approaching green highway sign. The bike gave a smooth growl and surged forward as she accelerated to change lanes. Taking the exit ramp, she abandoned the busy motorway in favour of the scenic route that snaked along the ocean. Glancing every now and then at the passing vista, she crossed Sea Cliff Bridge and motored through Scarborough.

      Returning to her previous train of thought she sighed, recalling her naive assumption that being successful in her chosen occupation would change her parents’ attitudes toward it. But instead of easing into resigned tolerance, their resentment, her father’s in particular, had only intensified with each of her achievements. While her mother had secretly congratulated her on being selected as the first female to try out for, and be accepted into, the elite Special Air Services Regiment, her father had chosen to disparage the hard-won distinction as he did all her military awards.

      She clicked her tongue. The strained relationship with her father was like a burr under her blanket.

      And now I’ve had time to wind down from active service, time to think about my future, I actually AM wondering what there is for an ex-Special Forces soldier to do that’s worthwhile, satisfying, and mentally stimulating. I ’spose I could re-train and become an accountant, or a legal secretary … or maybe a barista?

      A wry grin tugged at the corners of her mouth as, keeping to the coast, she followed Memorial Drive south. It would take her through Wollongong and on to Batemans Bay, where she’d booked into the Esplanade Hotel for the night.

      As the bike ate up the miles, her thoughts turned to the reason for the road trip, and the invitation that was more like an order from her old CO, Ben Logan. On leaving the force almost two years ago, she’d followed tradition and promised to stay in touch with her SASR mates, but life, as it has a habit of doing, had put distance between them.

      That was why it came as a surprise when, out of the blue, Ben had called….

      

      ‘JD, I need you to come to a wedding.’

      ‘Is that you, Ben?’

      ‘It’s next Saturday, in Melbourne. I’ve arranged for you to stay with Jen Walters, one of the bridesmaids.’

      ‘Nice to hear from you too, Ben. Still got no time for small talk I see.’

      ‘Jen’s expecting you to arrive on the Friday at her place on Toorak Road West – said you’re welcome to stay the week if you like. She thinks you’re just a friend of the family attending the wedding.’

      ‘O ... kay.’ Modeen knew it wasn’t a social call. Her old CO didn’t ‘do’ social calls, at least not to his old squad members. ‘So what’s the mission?’

      Ben gave an amused snort and then sobered. ‘I need you to do some recon, on the quiet. I have suspicions about Jen’s other half.’

      ‘What sort of suspicions?’

      ‘Reckon he might be mistreating her.’

      ‘And if he is, surely that’s a matter for the police?’

      ‘I’ll handle it JD.’ His words were clipped, precise, his deep voice unwavering. ‘The police can’t do much in domestic violence cases, and tickling him with a feather won’t cut it. If my suspicions are confirmed, I want his “activities” stopped.’

      ‘Ooh.’ She grinned wickedly, ‘I’d hate to be in his shoes.’

      ‘You in?’

      ‘You bet.’

      ‘I’ll text you the details. See you in Melbourne.’
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      Pulling into the hotel car park, Modeen switched off the GTR’s ignition and removed her helmet, raking fingers through her closely cropped platinum-blonde hair and running a hand over her face. Out of habit she fingered the scar on her cheek. It was only a slight indentation, courtesy of a bullet that got close enough to graze her.

      The second and last one to get that close.

      With a roll of her left shoulder she got off the bike, stretched, and looked around, giving her ears time to adjust after hours of big motor hum. Taking a deep breath of the salty coastal air, she bent to unclip the GTR’s roomy panniers containing her gear. Slipping her helmet over her arm, she picked up the two panniers and strode into reception to check in, her snug-fitting black leathers creaking as she walked.

      The thought of a warm shower, followed by a cold drink to wash away the highway dust and dinner, was more than inviting. Grateful to find herself the only guest at the desk, she greeted the receptionist and handed over her credit card.

      ‘Modeen, for one night. I’ll be making an early start in the morning so I’ll settle the account now, thanks.’

      An early start … to finish the last eight hour leg of the journey to Melbourne.

      

      When the alarm on her smart phone chimed at just before five am she was already awake. With military precision she showered, dressed, threw the last few things into the panniers, and left the room, soundlessly locking the door behind her. The need for caution and stealth had been ingrained in her, and she had no desire to exorcise the useful skills in her kitbag of talents.

      Making her way through the deserted lobby, she deposited the room key in the early departure security box. Once outside in the early morning chill, she fastened the panniers onto the GTR, locking them into place, and pulled her black helmet over her still-damp hair.

      The instant she inserted the key and hit the start button, the bike’s motor roared into throbbing life and subsided to a throaty purr. Settling herself on the wide, padded seat – long trip comfort was one of the reasons she’d chosen that model – Modeen kicked the GTR into gear, pulled out of the car park, and re-joined the highway.

      Two and a half hours later her stomach told her it was time to stop. At the next set of golden arches she pulled in for a late breakfast. After collecting her loaded tray, she headed instinctively for a corner table where she could sit with her back against the wall. From there, she watched the comings and goings of the busy takeaway while she ate.

      Seeing a man in camouflage cargoes stroll past her table got her musing on the last mission of her Special Forces unit. She took another bite of her bacon and egg muffin, recalling how Gator had ribbed her about grazing him on purpose. He’d accused her of getting back at him for failing to cough up the twenty bucks he owed her from their last poker game.

      Thinking wryly, and I still haven’t seen a cent of that money, she drained her coffee cup and rose to make her way out to the waiting bike.
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      After cruising along Toorak Road West checking house numbers, Modeen nosed the GTR to the curb outside a Victorian-styled terrace house. Sitting on the bike with the engine running, she took in the well-maintained paintwork on the gracious old building, lacy metal fretwork on the upper and lower balconies, and the cottage garden surrounded by a high wrought iron fence.

      Certain she was at the right place, she idled the bike into the narrow driveway and parked on a patch of lawn in the front garden. She was dismounting when a slender young woman opened the front door and stepped onto the porch.

      ‘Jo?’

      Modeen removed her helmet, smiled and nodded.

      The young woman came down the stairs. ‘Hi, I’m Jenny.’ She made her way along the cobbled path, eyeing the GTR. ‘Hey, nice wheels! Ben said you’d probably be on a bike.’

      ‘OK to park it here?’

      ‘Fine.’

      Modeen inclined her head toward the terrace house. ‘You’ve got a lovely home.’

      ‘Thanks.’ Jenny flicked it a backward glance. ‘When we inherited it the place needed a bit of work, but it’s been a labour of love.’

      As the two women shook hands Jenny winced. ‘With a grip like that, you’re one of Ben’s ex-Army mates alright.’

      Hastily releasing her hand, Modeen murmured, ‘Sorry.’

      Jenny stretched her fingers as she went on. ‘But he didn’t mention you were so tall, and pretty.’ She gave a shy smile. ‘How tall are you?’

      ‘Five eleven.’

      Jenny nodded. ‘Right. Well, come on in. Would you like a cup of tea?’

      ‘Thanks Jen, but could you make it a coffee?’

      ‘Sure.’

      After unclipping the panniers from the bike, Modeen followed Jenny along the path to the house. ‘And I could do with a visit to the little girls’ room?’

      ‘Of course.’ Jenny held the front door open for her. ‘The bathroom’s the last door on the left at the end of the hall. Just leave your gear near the stairs. Oh, and how do you like your coffee?’

      ‘White with one, thanks.’

      

      Modeen pulled up a chair at the shabby chic kitchen table and watched as Jenny made their drinks.

      ‘Help yourself to the sugar.’ Jenny placed a mug of coffee in front of her. ‘So, Ben tells me you’re a security guard up in Queensland?’

      ‘Thanks. Yeah, that’s right.’ Modeen gave an amused snort. ‘Ben sure keeps his finger on the pulse.’ She blew on her mug and took a thoughtful sip. ‘We haven’t seen each other since I left the Army two years ago.’

      ‘His knowing stuff is just … Ben being Ben,’ Jenny said with a smile, ‘or so his sister tells me.’ Bringing her cup of tea to the table, she took a seat opposite Modeen and fixed her with a penetrating gaze. ‘You must be brave to be a security guard.’

      ‘Most of the time nothing much happens that requires bravery.’ Modeen took another sip of her coffee. It was hot and strong, just the way she liked it. ‘In security work, you’re on your own for hours on end. It can be awfully boring.’

      ‘Right. But if something did happen…?’

      ‘I’d deal with it.’ Modeen sat back to gaze at Jenny from over the rim of her mug, taking in the paleness of her cheeks and the shadows around her almond-shaped eyes. She shrugged. ‘After all, that’s what I’m there for.’

      ‘Right, right.’ Jenny looked out the window, pensively chewing her bottom lip, while Modeen took another mouthful of coffee. After a bit Jenny turned back, saying, ‘So … what does JD stand for?’

      ‘Josephine Dakota. But I prefer Jo or Modeen. That’s what most of the guys in the force used to call me. Only Ben calls me JD.’ She drained her mug.

      ‘Jo. Right. Now, I guess you’ll want to freshen up?’ At Modeen’s nod in reply, Jenny rose to her feet. ‘Okay, I’ll show you to your room.’

      Modeen collected her gear and followed her host up the polished timber staircase and along a short hallway. They passed what looked to be a sizeable master bedroom and then Jenny opened a door into a smaller, sunlit room.

      ‘You’re in here, Jo.’

      Modeen took in the tall brass bed, antique wardrobe and dressing table, and the tasteful pictures adorning the pastel-coloured walls. Striding to the lace-curtained window, she looked down into the front garden and out to the busy street.

      She turned to Jenny. ‘This is really nice.’

      ‘Thanks. I’ve put a towel in the downstairs bathroom for you. If there’s anything else you need, just sing out. Peter won’t be home ’til about eight-thirty.’

      The crease in Jenny’s brow at the mention of her husband’s name wasn’t lost on Modeen, nor was the unsteadiness of her host’s hands. There was something bird-like about the young woman, as though she ran on nervous energy.

      ‘On Fridays he likes to spend a few hours at the pub after work, to unwind.’ She gnawed her bottom lip and then realised Modeen was watching. Her expression cleared and she said brightly, ‘I figured you’d be hungry after the long trip, so dinner’s at six. I’ve made beef bourguignon.’

      ‘Sounds great. So where does he work, your Peter?’

      ‘At the steel mill. He’s a fitter and turner by trade.’ A bevy of emotions crossed Jenny’s face as she turned to leave, saying over her shoulder, ‘Anyway, make yourself at home, Jo.’

      

      Jenny’s beef bourguignon was delicious, as was the sticky date pudding that followed it. Savouring her last mouthful, Modeen was silently thanking Ben for arranging such agreeable accommodations when her conscience pricked her with a reminder of why she was there. Chastising herself for being lulled by the pleasant surroundings and good-natured host, she re-focused her attention on the purpose of her visit.

      After they’d cleared the dishes and stacked the dishwasher, the two women retired to the living room to finish the bottle of wine Jenny had opened with dinner. They’d only just settled into the comfy armchairs when they heard someone staggering up the back stairs.

      ‘That’ll be Pete.’ Jenny sprang to her feet and went to greet him at the back door.

      When she ushered him past the living room and into the kitchen, Modeen rose and moved closer to the doorway, ostensibly to examine the oil painting above the fireplace. But it was her ears, not her eyes, that were on alert … for what transpired in the kitchen. She could hear Jenny fussing over her husband while serving him his meal, and his occasional grunts in response.

      When Jenny came back into the room, she found Modeen peering at the photographs on the mantelpiece. In pride of place was a gold-framed picture of a beaming Jenny in bridal garb, standing beside a smug-looking, well-built man Modeen assumed was Peter. Next to it in a more recent picture, Jenny was easily recognisable as the blushing bride of the earlier photo, while a pudgy, balding Peter looked very little like his younger self. The supercilious expression was the same, however, only more blatant.

      A shout echoed from the kitchen. ‘Haven’t we got any beer?’

      With a nervous start, Jenny called, ‘Coming, Love.’ As she made to dash out, Modeen said quietly, ‘Look Jen, I’ve had a big day and feel like an early night. Think I’ll turn in. See you both in the morning. And thanks again for a lovely dinner.’

      ‘You’re welcome, Jo,’ a distracted Jenny threw over her shoulder. ‘See you in the morning.’

      

      After slipping into a pair of soft cotton tracky pants and cropped tee-shirt, Modeen retrieved a Macintosh tablet from one of her panniers and climbed into bed. She was checking her messages when she heard heavy footsteps on the floor below. Sitting still, she listened and heard a distinct thud, followed by the squawk of the TV being turned on.

      Focusing her attention back to the tablet, she finished reading her emails. At around twenty-three hundred hours when the house fell silent, she closed the tablet, rolled onto her side, and gave her heavy, travel-weary eyelids permission to close.

      At one of their early sorties, Gator had told her with gruff admiration, ‘Reckon you sleep with one eye open, Modeen.’ He had dared a big-noting private to steal the pack of cards she kept in her boots, while she was sleeping. With the other squad members looking on, the cocky young private had crept over to her swag. Squatting and reaching for her boots, he’d frozen mid-reach when the tip of her knife’s blade pressed against his throat.

      ‘Lookin’ for something?’ she’d enquired coolly, to the great amusement of Gator and the other members of the troop.

      Yes, in her line of work, being a light sleeper certainly had its advantages….

      

      Rising early the next morning, Modeen jogged down Toorak Road toward the Royal Botanic Gardens, admiring the war memorials as she passed. By the time she was heading back to Jenny’s on the last leg of her ten kilometre run, the city had come alive with the rattle of trams and other early morning commuter bustle.

      Once back in her room, still warm from the run, Modeen finished her morning workout with sit-ups and push-ups, and then took a shower and got dressed. Not long after, she heard Jenny stirring and smelled the aroma of coffee. Stepping out of her room, she eased the door closed behind her and made her way to the kitchen.

      Peter didn’t surface until ten. The steps creaked under his weight as he made his way downstairs. Shuffling into the kitchen he barked, ‘Coffee, Love.’

      ‘Right here.’ Jenny put a steaming mug on the table in front of him. ‘Would you like another one, Jo?’

      ‘Yes please.’ Modeen addressed her response to Jenny but was staring at her husband, sizing him up.

      Seeing that, Jenny said in a rush, ‘Jo, this is my husband Peter.’

      Modeen rose and extended a hand. She and Peter were the same height, but that was where their similarities ended. While she was tall, slim and athletic, he was tall, flabby and unfit.

      He took her compact, capable hand in his meaty one. Muttering, ‘Not a bad grip,’ he sniggered, showing cracked, nicotine-stained teeth. ‘Could use you down at the mill, we need another tea lady.’

      And there it is, she thought cynically. Didn’t take him long to descend into idiocy.

      Letting it slide, she sat down again as Jenny piped up, ‘Jo’s a security guard.’

      ‘Really, a female guard?’ Peter shot her a doubting look and scoffed, ‘Well, I’m sure that’s fine if you’re up against a gang of smurfs. But what if a real crim fronted up to you, say a man my size?’

      Fixing him with a disdainful gaze, she replied evenly, ‘Haven’t met anyone that couldn’t be stopped by a bullet.’

      ‘Oh! So a pretty thing like you plays with guns?’

      ‘They’re standard issue for the work I do.’

      An apprehensive Jenny interrupted them. ‘You should see her motorbike, Pete. It’s a beauty.’

      ‘Let me guess,’ he sneered, ‘a little pink Vespa?’

      Unruffled, Modeen eyed him levelly.

      I’ve got your measure, pal.

      Jenny’s brittle smile dissolved and she threw Modeen an apologetic glance. ‘No, it’s that big blue one out the front.’

      Rising to her feet, Modeen went to the sink and rinsed her mug. ‘Don’t worry about the second cup for me, Jen, I’m going to hit the shops. What time are we leaving for the wedding?’

      ‘It starts at four, so I’d like us to leave here around three. Because I’m in the bridal party, I need to be there well before the guests start arriving.’

      ‘No worries, I’ll be back in plenty of time.’

      

      For part of the way Modeen retraced the route she had taken earlier that morning, except this time she walked diagonally through the park and across the Yarra river into the bustling inner city. Turning down Bourke Street, she followed the aroma of freshly roasted coffee beans to a quiet, softly-lit café.

      As she savoured her barista-brewed flat white, her froth-tipped mouth stretched into a grin. She recalled Ben telling her at the awards ceremony of the battle he’d had with his wife’s treasured espresso machine, one from which he hadn’t emerged victorious. For a man of few words, he’d been unusually chatty in the lead-up to the award presentations. But when his turn came, and with his jubilant loved ones looking on, he stood tall, broad-shouldered and proud while receiving the prestigious Victoria Cross, the highest award for any member of the Australian Defence Force.

      Modeen’s own family had declined her invitation to attend the ceremony, despite the fact that she too received an award, the Star of Gallantry for ‘heroism in circumstances of great peril’. It was clear that time hadn’t dimmed her father’s contempt for his daughter’s choice of military service as a career. Refusing to let her parents’ snub spoil the day, Modeen had instead focused on celebrating Ben’s award for efforts ‘above and beyond the call of duty’ during Operation Slider.

      The award presenter had described how, when deployed by helicopter into a nest of enemy machine gunners, Ben and his unit had been pinned down. After they’d managed to neutralise one of the enemy machine guns, Ben dispatched two of the insurgents by hand and exposed his position to draw fire away from the other troops. He then single-handedly stormed two more of the remaining machine gunners, defeating them both at close quarters, while the squad overpowered the third.

      Yes, that VC was well deserved.

      Modeen smiled at the memory of Ben’s muscular six foot four frame towering over everyone else at the gala occasion. But he’d projected only cool composure amidst all the pomp and ceremony.

      Just another walk in the park for Corporal Ben Logan….
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      After exploring the city and touring the old Melbourne Jail, Modeen found a cosy spot for lunch in an Irish-themed pub. She sat listening to the Irish music issuing from the wall-mounted speakers and watched the other diners chatting, flirting, eating, or growing increasingly wobbly on their bar stools courtesy of copious amounts of Stout.

      After lunch, she headed back to the terrace house to find Jenny upstairs, getting ready for the wedding. A dinner-suited Peter was in the lounge room having a beer in front of the TV. Seeing his dour, less than impressed expression, brought on by the tightness of his suit she decided, Modeen skirted the room and skipped upstairs. Grabbing her wedding outfit and toiletries bag from her room, she went back down and headed to the bathroom.

      After shedding her clothes, she stepped into the shower and went to task with the soap and shampoo. At one stage she thought she heard the bathroom door rattle and pulled aside the shower curtain to check, but all was well in the room. All the same, she was glad she’d locked the door out of habit.

      Emerging from the bathroom she found Jenny, all made up and gorgeous in a figure-hugging satin gown and with her hair piled in glossy waves on top of her head, doing twirls in front of her husband. When she came to a stop after the last twirl, Modeen glimpsed a bruise on her shoulder. She’d obviously tried to cover
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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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