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        Provide additional security detail

      

        

      
        For the premier’s planned visit to Cairns in far north Queensland, the Feds call on national security agency NatSec to provide assistance with the protection detail. Agent Jo Modeen is assigned the task, what she considers to be a ‘babysitting’ job ... that is, until an attempt is made on her own life.

        Modeen’s old unit converges to take on what becomes a complex mission.

        One with dangerous links to the past….
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      ASIO agent John Dylan pulled into the Rous Head carpark at Port Fremantle in Western Australia. Under the cloudless sky of a perfect summer morning passengers bustled about, dropping off luggage and jostling for positions on the jetty.

      From the rear of the carpark, Dylan sank low in the seat of his government-issue sedan and eyed his target through binoculars while pressing his mobile against the side of his face. Lowering the binoculars, he ran a hand over his receding hairline.

      Hurry up and wait … that’s what this job’s all about.

      He heaved a sigh as his call was answered. Putting the binoculars to his eyes again he barked, ‘Dylan, reporting in. Washington has purchased a ticket and appears to be taking the nine-thirty ferry to Rotto.’ After listening for a few moments, he clicked off the phone and slipped it back into his shirt pocket.

      Donning dark sunglasses and pulling a cap down over his eyes, he got out of the car to stroll nonchalantly across the carpark to the ticket counter, where he joined the queue. When it was his turn to be served, he tipped his cap at the large woman seated behind the counter. ‘Ticket for the next ferry, thanks love. Oh, and a copy of today’s paper.’

      The woman took a hasty sip from her paper cup. Wishing the customers would stop coming so she could take a proper break, she pulled a face at the coffee’s luke-warm temperature and eyed the tall, solidly-built man smiling across the counter at her. Dressed in blue denim jeans and floral Hawaiian shirt, he looked like every other ferry traveller. But when she glanced down to check for carry-on luggage, his black business shoes caught her eye. Most people taking the ferry wore holiday-type footwear – sandals, thongs or even bare feet. With a mental shrug and thinking each to his own, she put down her cup, took his proffered money and handed him a ticket and the newspaper.

      Nodding his thanks, he moved to the far end of the boarding area and took a seat away from the other waiting passengers. Shaking open the newspaper, he lifted his gaze to just above the pages and scanned for his target, locating the fit-looking, twenty-something African-American loitering by the jetty fence. As he watched, the man ran a large hand over his military-styled buzz cut before bending to lean both arms on the top railing and stare out to sea.

      When the boarding call squawked from the speakers mounted around the waiting area, Dylan lowered the newspaper and watched his target join the queue preparing to board the scrubbed and gleaming Egret Express bobbing gently beside the jetty.

      As he rose to join the queue himself, Dylan heard his target exchanging pleasantries with the crew like he was a regular commuter to the island.

      ‘Hey Eli, you’re in for a treat this morning,’ one of the crew members called from where he was busy loading luggage in the hold. ‘There’s a Yankee aircraft carrier moored just outside the heads.’

      ‘I know,’ Washington called back in a noticeably American accent. ‘She’s the Carl Vinson, a Nimitz-class aircraft carrier.’

      ‘Oh yeah?’

      ‘Yeah, she arrived last night after six months in the Arabian Gulf. Will be heading back to San Diego next week.’

      ‘You sure know your shit, man.’ The crew member threw him a grin before hurrying astern in response to the captain’s insistent gesturing.

      From where he stood back in the queue, John Dylan watched his target wave a nonchalant hand at the crew member before making his way up the inner stairs. The man moved with ease, the long limbs of his dark-skinned body working smoothly together like a well-oiled, muscular machine. Taking his usual seat on the top deck, he leaned back in the chair, kicked off his thongs, and rested his feet on the deck railing.

      

      The Egret Express gave the Carl Vinson a wide berth as they passed, while passengers on both decks of the ferry craned their necks to get a better view of the aircraft carrier.

      From his perch on the top deck, Eli Washington slouched in his seat, shaded his eyes and squinted at the carrier until it was left behind in the ferry’s frothy wake. Powering through the channel at twenty-eight knots, the Egret Express arrived at the island half an hour later, where it docked smoothly at its usual mooring in Thomson Bay.

      Amid the rush of crew members tying up the ferry and preparing to unload holiday makers, luggage, bicycles and provisions onto the small jetty, Washington made his way down the stairs and off the ramp.

      He strolled down the jetty, whistling, and took the first road to the left, taking care to dodge a family of tourists wobbling down the road on hired pushbikes.

      Feeling his phone vibrate with an incoming call, he took it from the side pocket of his cargo pants, tapped on the screen and put it to his ear.

      ‘You’re being followed,’ a female voice purred.

      Washington’s broad lips tipped into a smug grin. His pace didn’t slow as he drawled, ‘Tall guy, red Hawaiian shirt, cap and dark sunnies?’

      ‘Yes.’

      ‘Should I take him on a tour?’

      ‘No, lead him back to base.’ The voice paused. ‘Looks like our cover’s blown. Time to move camp again.’

      ‘Damn! I liked it here.’ Washington scowled. ‘He’s gonna pay for makin’ me leave.’ Tapping his phone to end the call, he took up whistling again as the road led him southward. At the Kingstown Barracks turn-off, he left the bitumen and made his way to the front of the compound.

      The austere red-brick barracks complex, built in the 1930s to accommodate the thousands of troops stationed on the island in WW2, was dominated by a clock tower that overlooked the parade ground. A salvaged six inch BL Mk XI gun barrel from Bickley Battery had been mounted in pride of place at the entrance to the ground.

      Adjacent to the barracks, a cluster of buildings that had housed the officers’ mess, canteen, married quarters, and offices of the Royal Australian Artillery and Royal Australian Engineers, sat empty and silent.

      After the army handed the site over to the state government in the 1980s, the barracks had been partly refurbished for use as holiday accommodation. But when the restoration work ground to a halt after funding ran out, the accommodation option was reduced to special occasion bookings only. Being situated away from the main shopping and entertainment precinct meant visits to Kingstown were limited to the occasional camera-toting, cycling tourist. But as the sun’s heat intensified during the day even the most avid tourist sought cooler activities, leaving the site eerily deserted by all but the ghosts of the past.

      Stopping on the side of the road a hundred metres back from the barracks, John Dylan pulled out his phone and was about to put it to his ear when a female voice hissed, ‘I’ll take that.’

      He felt a sharp poke in the back and froze. Turning his head slowly to look over his shoulder, he saw a shapely olive-skinned woman standing behind him.

      ‘Hand it over.’ She prodded him again, between the shoulder blades this time so he could see the nine millimetre jet black Glock she was holding. Her grasp on the gun was easy, familiar. Here was someone well acquainted with its use.

      He passed his phone to her without speaking and raised his hands in surrender.

      Knocking his arms back down, she hissed, ‘Keep ’em down, and don’t attract any attention or it’ll be the last thing you do.’ With a quick scan to left and right, and finding the road behind and ahead of them clear of all but a few mildly inquisitive quokkas, she dropped his phone to the bitumen and stomped it with the heel of her boot.

      ‘Now start walking.’ Seeing Dylan wince at the sound of shattering and glance down at the innards of his mobile – his only means of communication – lying crushed on the bitumen like mechanical viscera, she smirked and gave him another sharp prod with the pistol. ‘Move.’

      Washington strode through the main hall behind the clock tower, his footsteps echoing on the wooden floor boards.

      Polished to a dull shine by the purposeful tread of numerous army boots over the years – marching, snapping to attention, occasionally dancing – the boards were now covered in a gritty layer of sand and dust.

      As he made his way through the spacious room, the old air stirred and the faded Army curtains still hanging in the windows twitched, only to fall back into morose stillness when he exited to the barracks’ rear wing.

      On reaching the six foot high security fence, erected during the restoration work to restrict access by the public, he met the woman by the chained and padlocked side security gate. She stood with one hand on Dylan’s arm and the other pressing the muzzle of the Glock against his neck.

      Throwing the woman a half-smart smirk, Washington pushed the gates apart and squeezed through the gap allowed by the slack in the chain. The woman rolled her eyes at him while shoving Dylan forward.

      They followed Washington through a set of solid double doors and into the empty structure. Its interior had been gutted. New plasterboard covered most of the walls, but the ceiling joists lay bare.

      Their footsteps echoed hollowly on the jarrah floor as they passed empty rooms before stopping at a small storage alcove at the end of the corridor.

      Going to the back wall, Washington lifted the lump of two-by-four hardwood resting there and used it to tap three times on the floor. The sound of timber against timber still reverberated in the room when a metallic clunk came in reply.

      Kneeling, Washington pulled open a trap door and gestured with his hand while giving their prisoner a smarmy smile. ‘Down you go.’

      Dylan hesitated and glanced sideways at his female captor. This earned him another sharp prod, this time in the back of the neck, and a snarled, ‘Move.’

      He stumbled forward and then gathered himself to descend a set of concrete steps. These led to a subterranean bunker that spanned the full length of the building. A solitary table and chair sat in the middle of the room, illuminated by a single light bulb suspended directly above. The rest of the cavern was shrouded in darkness, the only sound the rasp of human breathing.

      ‘SIT DOWN.’ The man’s command rumbled from the inky blackness of the far corner.

      The woman pushed Dylan into the chair, as she and Washington took positions on either side of him. Taking a plastic wire tie from the table, Washington reefed Dylan’s wrists behind his back and bound them.

      ‘Who are you, and why are you following us?’ The man’s voice once more echoed out of the darkness.

      ‘My name’s John Dylan. I’m a field officer with the Australian Security Intelligence Organisation. I had orders to check out a lead.’

      ‘What lead?’

      ‘Look, I’m unarmed, and as far as I know you guys aren’t wanted for anything. I’m a federal officer, but if you let me go I won’t press charges.’

      Pulling a ten inch bowie knife from a scabbard hanging on the wall behind them, Washington leaned in to press the blade against Dylan’s throat.

      ‘What do you know about us?’ the voice snarled.

      ‘I have no idea who this woman is,’ Dylan replied, lifting his chin to the right and then sucking in a breath and stiffening when the knife blade tightened against his neck. ‘But old mate on my left here goes by the name Eli Washington. And I’m guessing you’re Kyle Davidson … although they aren’t your real names, are they?’

      ‘What are our real names?’ The voice resonated with quiet menace.

      ‘I don’t know, and right now, I don’t care.’ Feeling added pressure against his throat and the sting of the blade as it broke through the first layer of skin, Dylan grimaced and said in a strangled voice, ‘A-All I know is that you’re s-supposed to be dead.’

      At that, the man emerged from the dark corner and walked toward the chair, where he stood staring down into Dylan’s face, his expression tight. ‘Let’s keep it that way.’

      Dylan blinked back at him, eyes widening as he was struck with a bleak realisation and a sudden onset of gut-wrenching fear.

      A thin trail of blood oozed from beneath the blade’s edge at his throat, and mounting terror emanated from his every pore. The man staring down at him gave a derisive sniff, and then turned to nod curtly at Washington before once more melting into the darkness.
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      Luke Jackson dropped the dumbbell and picked up his NatSec phone. Placing it to his ear, he puffed, ‘Williams.’

      ‘It’s Ben, Spook.’

      ‘Hey Ben.’

      ‘I need you to follow up on an ASIO agent who went missing twenty-four hours ago. I’ve cleared it with your team leader. You’re to be at Garden Island naval base by twenty-one hundred.’

      ‘I’ll be there. So what’s the go?’

      ‘The agent’s name is John Dylan and his last known position puts him just outside of Kingstown Barracks on Rottnest Island. A patrol boat, the HMAS Albany, will take you to the island, and four clearance divers will assist you. They’re members of a tactical assault team that operates out of the naval base. I’ll send you the details and a schematic of the barracks.’ Ben paused. ‘Dylan was following up a lead on two missing persons and could’ve met with foul play. So watch your six.’

      ‘Always do.’ The call ended and Spooky checked the time on his phone.

      Nineteen ten.

      From his apartment in Fremantle it would take roughly an hour to get to Garden Island naval base. Putting away his gym gear, he nipped into the bathroom for a quick shower and then packed his duffel and made his way to the basement.

      Unlocking the boot of his black Toyota Aurion, he lifted the floor cover and transferred a Glock17, MP5SD6 assault rifle, and ammo into his bag. Throwing the duffel onto the back seat, he jumped behind the wheel and set off southward on Marine Terrace. His phone chimed with an incoming message and he glanced at the screen.

      Event 0739 – 4 attachments.

      Focusing his attention on the road ahead, he left the highway and made his way through Rockingham and on to Point Peron. A dual lane bridge spanned the five kilometres connecting the Royal Australian Naval Base to the mainland. Turning right onto the Garden Island causeway he was stopped at the main checkpoint. It was brightly illuminated and stood out like a beacon in the gathering darkness.

      The guard eyed Spooky’s NatSec ID which displayed his operational alias, and then leaned down to peer into his face before announcing, ‘They’re expecting you, Mr Williams.’ He pointed down the road. ‘Keep to the causeway. About six clicks down, turn right at the first barracks you come to.’ He straightened. ‘Welcome to the HMAS Stirling naval base. Have a good night, sir.’

      ‘Thanks.’ Giving the guard a lazy salute, Spooky eased the car away and cruised down the causeway, which ran straight as a die for three kilometres before veering slightly left. The road was flanked on both sides by the Indian Ocean, and Spooky found the moon’s light reflecting off the rippling water mesmerising. He was abruptly snapped out of the trance when the car bumped as the  bitumen spilled out onto the island.

      Thinking, not a bad night for a cruise, he turned right at the first barracks. The car’s headlights illuminated a Hawkei 4WD vehicle parked beside the barracks, with four naval seaman dressed in camouflage gear leaning against it. When Spooky pulled up beside the vehicle, one of the seamen waved him over.

      ‘Jump in, mate.’

      Glimpsing an emblem on the man’s right shoulder, a crown on top of a diving helmet with a bold capital C beneath it, Spooky recognised it as a Senior Clearance Diver’s badge. He grinned. ‘We’re not going to be doing much diving, you realise?’ Getting out of the Aurion, he reached into the back seat and hauled out his duffel, slinging it over a compact but muscular shoulder.

      ‘Huh,’ the Lieutenant grunted. ‘We don’t just dive.’ At Spooky’s amused snort, he went on. ‘I’m Anton Hessler, and this is my team; Chief Petty Officers Mansel Cummings, Ralph Dargaville, and Leading Seaman Mike Ellis.’

      Spooky studied Anton’s face while shaking his hand. ‘We’ve met before … Afghanistan wasn’t it?’

      It was Anton’s turn to peer at the newcomer, and after a second his frown turned into a grin. ‘That’s right, at the Multi-National Base at Tarin Kowt, in Urozgan. You were in Ben Logan’s unit if I remember rightly, and were just bugging out as I arrived.’

      Spooky nodded. ‘Right,’ and clapped his hands together. ‘Okay, let’s get this show on the road.’ He threw his duffel into the back of the Hawkei and all five climbed aboard.

      Anton drove around the barracks and pulled up at pier one, alongside the fifty-seven metre long HMAS Albany, an Armidale class patrol boat. Standing at anchor on its port side, the hundred and eighteen metre HMAS Toowoomba frigate dwarfed the patrol boat. On the Hawkei’s arrival, the Albany’s twin V-sixteen diesel motors fired up, and as soon as the five were on board it motored out of Careening Bay.

      Anton gathered them in a small briefing room in the forward hull, and spread a map of Rottnest Island on the meeting table. The other four team members moved in close as he tapped a finger on the map.

      ‘The Albany will drop us off here, on the lea side of Twin Rocks, approximately two hundred and fifty metres from the island. We’ll take a Zodiac and beach here,’ and he tapped another spot on the map, ‘at Bickley Bay.’ He looked up at Spooky. ‘Of course you’ll be in charge of operations, Mr Williams. I believe our target is Kingstown Barracks?’

      ‘Correct.’ Spooky glanced up at the fifty-two inch monitor attached to the wall of the bulkhead and took a moment to sync his phone to it via Bluetooth. Bringing up the picture Ben had sent him of John Dylan, he went on. ‘We’re looking for this missing ASIO agent. He’s been out of communication for the last twenty-four hours, and his last known location was just outside the barracks.’

      He tapped on his phone and a schematic of the barracks appeared on the screen. ‘We need to sweep the complex and surrounding area, under cover. As you know, this is a holiday destination and we’re likely to encounter some wayward civilians even at this hour of the night. So stealth at all times, people.’

      He pointed to a spot on the map just above the barracks. ‘Cummings, I want you to cover the north. Dargaville east, and Ellis the west side of the barracks. When you’re in position, Anton and I will move in from the south. The separate wing at the rear of the main building is under repairs and has been fenced off from the public.’

      He turned back to the monitor and zoomed in on the rear barracks. ‘Our schematic shows a bunker running under the entire length of this wing. If our man’s being held captive, this would be a likely spot for them to stash him.’

      Cummings spoke up. ‘Captive by whom?’

      Spooky glanced at him. ‘Unknown. He was following up a lead on two missing persons and could’ve met with foul play, so we may encounter hostiles.’ He swept a glance over the group. ‘Any other questions?’ When they shook their heads, he straightened. ‘OK, let’s suit-up.’ Unzipping his duffel he pulled out the MP5, removed the magazine, checked the breech and placed the rifle on top of the table.

      ‘You heard the man,’ Anton barked. ‘Let’s move.’
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      The HMAS Albany’s radar, GPS and other instrumentation cast an eerie green glow around the bridge and over the captain, standing silently at the controls.

      As he throttled back on the approach to Twin Rocks, the rumble of the motors dwindled to a low hum.

      At the rear of the boat Spooky and the assault team climbed into the Zodiac, a seven metre, rigid-hulled inflatable, cradled on the starboard deck. Anton distributed comms units and then nodded to the crewman at the davit controls.

      As the Albany slowed to a stop the Zodiac was lifted off the deck and lowered smoothly into the water.

      In position at the centre console, Anton fired up the three hundred horsepower Yanmar diesel engine and eased the Zodiac’s controls forward. The craft responded instantly, lifting its bow as a rooster-tail of white water gushed from its rear jet. Assisted by the on-board DGPS and radar, Anton snaked the inflatable around Twin Rocks, skilfully navigating between an expanse of limestone reef and into Bickley Bay.

      The crew fitted their night vision goggles and braced themselves as the boat surged up onto the sand. Anton cut the motor and hastened to secure the anchor, while Spooky led the rest of the team up the beach and into the thick heath bushes of the sand dunes.

      Keeping low, they followed a narrow sandy trail to the top of a ridge overlooking Kingstown Barracks, where a solitary floodlight cast a faint glow across the parade ground in front of the main building. There was no sign of movement anywhere, the place appeared deserted.

      Spooky pointed a finger at Ellis and indicated the western side of the boundary, then waved Dargaville and Cummings to the east. Without a sound they peeled off and circled round to take up position.

      Anton met Spooky at the top of the ridge and checked his watch.

      Twenty-two thirty.

      The team sounded off over the comms, their voices harsh whispers.

      ‘Cummings in position.’

      ‘Dargaville in position.’

      ‘Ellis ready.’

      Slinging their rifles across their backs, Spooky and Anton crawled on their stomachs and then slid down the sandy trail toward the rear of the barracks. When they reached the security fence, Spooky took a quick scan of the metal mesh and then pulled a small pair of bolt cutters from out of his vest. He wasted no time cutting a single strand and unravelling it from the mesh to make a large enough hole for them to slip through. Clearing the fence, they braced their backs against the side of the building and took a moment to check for noise or movement.

      Nothing.

      Spooky bent low and led the way to the front of the main wing, followed closely by Anton. When they reached the entrance he raised a halting hand and then inched forward to test the solid double doors. Feeling movement at his tentative tug, he paused, realising they were unlocked.

      Carefully opening one side of the door a crack, he leaned back holding his arm at full stretch. Half expecting a booby-trap, he used the barrel of his rifle to thrust the door open. It gave a silence-shattering creak as it swung on its hinges and he froze, holding his breath. But there was no explosion, no responding sound at all, and no sign of movement anywhere.

      Inside the building the silence was thick, almost palpable, and the air held an ominous stench, one he had smelled too often before. Anton moved up to cover him as he hastened through the doorway, and then followed him inside. Through their night vision goggles the new plasterboard walls were a bright green haze, in contrast to the galvanised sheets and exposed joists of the inner roof.

      The two men moved silently in unison as they passed empty rooms down each side of the hallway, and came to a stop at a small storage alcove. Pointing the muzzle of his rifle at a trap door latch, Anton made to move toward it when Spooky pulled him back. Holding up a hand and giving a vigorous shake of his head, Spooky disappeared down the hallway to return seconds later carrying a ball of carpenter’s string wrapped around a piece of scrap wood.

      After unwinding a good five metres from it, he tied the end of the string to the trap door latch and then threw the remaining roll over one of the ceiling joists. Bending to collect it again, he indicated to Anton to follow him and made his way to the far side of the alcove, where they both hunkered down behind a storage partition.

      Pulling the string, Spooky took up the slack and the trap door slowly began to lift.

      It wasn’t until the door was half open that it exploded off its hinges, shattering the silence. The men ducked as splintered wood ricocheted around them and a plume of dust engulfed the alcove.

      ‘Lieutenant?’ The anxious voices of Dargaville, Ellis and Cummings broke comms silence.

      Anton couldn’t speak at first over the dust in his throat.

      ‘Lieutenant?’ Dargaville’s voice was more urgent.

      Anton coughed, spat and barked hoarsely, ‘Hold your positions.’

      Spooky waited for the dust to settle before creeping forward to the trap door opening where he lay flat on his stomach. Keeping a firm grip on his night vision goggles, he hung his head over the edge and peered into the void.

      Rising to his feet, he waved Anton over, before climbing down the cement stairs into the bunker. After first checking they were still alone, Anton followed Spooky down and found him standing over a man’s body seated at a table in the centre of the room. The man’s hands were bound behind his back and he’d slumped forward onto the table. His face rested in a pool of congealed blood – his own, judging by his wounds – which had also soaked into his collar and stained the front of his Hawaiian shirt.

      Anton stared down at the bloodied corpse and frowned. ‘The agent?’

      Spooky nodded and put a hand on the dead man’s back. ‘Rigor mortis has well and truly set in.’ Grimacing, he withdrew his hand. ‘Judging by that and the smell, my guess is he’s been dead for well over twelve hours.’

      ‘Do we take him back to the Zodiac? We’ve got a body bag on board.’

      ‘No.’ Spooky stepped away from the table and turned to Anton. ‘Ben’ll want to send in a forensic team. I’ll call it in, and meet you back at the Zodiac.’ As he spoke, he pulled his mobile from the side pocket of his black cargo pants.

      Nodding, Anton pressed a finger to his comms piece. ‘Rendezvous back at the Zodiac. Whatever went down here, we’ve missed it.’ He turned and disappeared up the stairs.

      Spooky tapped a number on the screen and put the mobile to his ear. After the first ring, he heard Ben bark, ‘Report.’

      ‘We found Dylan. He was still in the bunker, bound and with his throat slit.’ Spooky waited, but the only sound from the other end of the line was a heavy sigh. He imagined Ben shaking his bent head. ‘There’re no visible signs of bruising,’ he went on, ‘or any indication he’d been tortured in any way.’

      ‘How long has he been dead?’ Ben’s voice was flat, unemotional.

      ‘Twelve hours at least, and the bunker’s been stripped clean.’ Spooky paused. ‘Poor bastard was unarmed … didn’t stand a chance. When is ASIO going to allow their agents to carry weapons?’

      ‘May not have made any difference,’ Ben said solemnly. ‘This was only supposed to be a  surveillance mission. He shouldn’t have made contact under any circumstances.’ He sighed again. ‘I’ve got a clean-up team and chopper on stand-by. They’ll be there within the hour.’

      ‘Right. Well, there’s nothing more I can do here. The perps are long gone now, I’d reckon. But I’ll check for tracks outside the barracks before I bug out with the tactical team.’

      ‘I want you back on the island in the morning. I’ve been in contact with Dylan’s operations manager and he confirmed the ID of one of the suspects. I’ll send you some photos to flash around. See if you can get a positive ID on his accomplice, and dig up any info you can get on them.’

      ‘Roger.’ Spooky tapped End Call and made his way back up the bunker’s concrete steps.

      

      The tactical team was huddled around the front of the Zodiac peering into the sand dunes when, from out of the gloom, Spooky sidled up behind them. Sensing a presence at his side, Anton gasped and whirled around.

      ‘What the— Where did you come from?’

      Spooky grinned and then sobered. ‘I followed their tracks across to Thomson Bay on the eastern side of the island. It looks like they left by boat.’

      Anton frowned. ‘You tracked them in the dark?’

      ‘It’s not that difficult in the sand dunes. Judging by the tracks there were three insurgents, two of fairly heavy build and one smaller or lighter weight.’

      With a bemused shake of his head, Anton turned to put both hands on the front of the Zodiac. ‘Let’s get back to the Albany.’

      The others joined him in pushing the boat off the beach and into the dark, still water of Bickley Bay. Once back on board, they removed their night vision goggles as Anton took up the controls at the centre console.

      He turned to Spooky. ‘By the way, how’d you know that trap door was wired?’

      Throwing him a grin, Spooky said, ‘Let’s just say Modeen’s radar has rubbed off on me.’

      Anton gave a puzzled frown. ‘Modeen’s radar?’

      Spooky patted him on the back. ‘Another story for another time, my friend.’
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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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