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NOTES TO MY READERS

Firstly, thank you for reading Quinn, Book 3 and the final story in The Kumul Cartel Mafia Trilogy, written in AUSTRALIAN ENGLISH. 

 

Thank you to Simona from Bologna, Italy, for verifying the Italian translations.

 

In PNG, during our time there, many of us switched back and forth between the Metric and Imperial systems of measurement even though Metric was the recognised system. Many villages and destinations were named in miles for their distance from the capital—e.g., 8 Mile, and remain so to this day.

 

My husband and I, along with our sons, aged six and two, spent from March 1980 to November 1984 living in Papua New Guinea. He was posted as the Naval Officer in Charge of the Trade Training Unit at Murray Barracks. During our time there, we got to know the island very well. I have set this story during this period as it is what I know.

 

NATIONALS were how Papua New Guineans were referred to by ex-pats (non-Nationals) and how many referred to themselves. Highlanders and Chimbus were from the highlands areas of the country. 

 

RASKOL is a generic term for a criminal or group of criminals in Papua New Guinea, primarily in the larger cities, including Port Moresby and Lae and the time.

PUKPUK is Tok Pisin for Crocodile. I have limited the use of Tok Pisin as there is no Google translation for the language and husband and I have forgotten a lot of it.

 

PMV is a small bus. Most had twenty-two seats but people were often seen riding on the roof or hanging onto the windows on the sides. 

A haus win (House Wind) allows 'wind' to blow through and is  a gazebo type structure made from bamboo or wood with a thatched grass roof. They were very popular in PNG and were in many back gardens. They were used for gatherings and most hotels used them as outside bars. 

The BOTTLE DUMP was an area in the harbour where over decades bottles were dumped. It was a short distance, about 200 metres, off the Naval Base, HMAS LANCRON. It was always referred to as the bottle dump and many dived or snorkelled in the area finding some bottles dated up to three hundred years old. My husband found a fragrance bottle antique dealers believed was one hundred and fifty years old and which still had the stopper.

 

Tok Pisin was the most widely spoken language with Motu also spoken by many. Apart from these languages, there was Place Talk which was unique to individual villages. In all, there were 850 different languages spoken throughout PNG. Most Nationals we spent time with spoke English, Tok Pisin, Motu, and two local village languages.

 

Many place names in this book are authentic, and the descriptions are accurate for the time. However, others are purely fictional. 

 

The corruption is strictly fictional as I had no experience of any during our time in PNG.

 

The cartels are also purely a figment of my imagination and do not exist to my knowledge.

 

This book is to be regarded as a work of fiction even though there are some facts throughout.

 

During the time we were in PNG, it was common knowledge witchcraft, including the Puri Puri men, was a factual occurrence in many villages and one I actually witnessed.

 

Some of our experiences in the country are written into this book, and others will be included in Jake and Quinn’s stories. If you would like to ask about any of these experiences, you are welcome to contact me at: 

horsnells@yahoo.com.au 

 

Recipes at the back of the book are some dishes I enjoyed cooking and our family enjoyed regularly.

 

Kokoda Track (rather than Kokoda Trail) was the most common reference by Nationals and Australians in the early eighties when we were in PNG. For further information about the difference in track/trail visit— 

https://www.awm.gov.au/articles/blog/the-kokoda-track-or-trail 
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QUINN

Port Moresby

Papua New Guinea Capital

 

Present day

I’d arrived in Moresby mid-morning for a meeting with Eddie Samson arranged for later in the evening. He’d agreed to introduce me to a couple of men he thought could help me expand our business into Irian Jaya. It had been due to take place a few weeks earlier, but when Jake had been badly injured, Connor had postponed and left me in charge of New Britain until our brother recovered. I was looking forward to being responsible for an arm of our business on my own, to be able to make decisions I felt benefitted our family, like Jake did with New Britain. 

It was now late afternoon, and I relaxed in a well-padded leather chair which was positioned not far from the entry door of the Aulani Sports Club. I sipped at a whisky dry while watching the lakatoi races off Ela Beach. 

Waigi and Mala sat at a table nearby, both with an SP Lager on the table in front of them. Connor had insisted they accompany me, and after what had happened to Jake a few weeks earlier, I wasn’t going to object. The men were watching a replay of a rugby league football match being shown on a huge television screen. At the moment the Parramatta Eels were running rings around the Penrith Panthers. It was what league fans considered a local derby. I was an Australian Football League or AFL fan and knew nothing about league, but it was popular in PNG and was played by hundreds of Nationals. 

My thoughts drifted to how close I’d come to losing my brother, and it brought a tear to my eyes. I’d never seen a man so brutalised and it had broken my heart, knowing how badly he’d suffered.

An ear-piercing scream snapped me out of my head. I leapt to my feet, spun around, and was body tackled by a young girl throwing herself against me. Instinctively, my arms wrapped around her waist. The thin waif barely reached my shoulders and couldn’t have been more than fifteen-years-old.

The dress she wore, if you could call it one was tattered and torn, revealing her golden brown skin. Her long black hair was a matted mess, and when she tilted her head back to look up at me, her deep brown eyes were glazed over. When I attempted to push her away, she clung to me like her life depended on it.

“Please help me,” she whispered before collapsing into my arms. 

Waigi and Mala stood close, wondering, like me, about what the hell was going on and who the girl was. They were alert, and although not concerned, their eyes repeatedly scanned the club. The girl posed no threat but someone with her might. 

“Quinn.” Mala reached forward, touched the girl’s back, and held up his fingers covered in blood.

He moved to take a closer look. “Gunshot wound.”

“Fuck. Call Connor and get the plane back here. Tell him we have an injured girl and to send Barry. It’s obvious she can’t go to the hospital here because whoever attacked her would be expecting exactly that. We’ll have to take her back to Popondetta. Barry can look after her on the way. Tell Connor to postpone the meetings and ask him to tell Logan to call the hotel when he arrives at Jackson Airfield.”

I could have stayed in Moresby but the girl had me intrigued. I had an overwhelming urge to stay where she was, to protect her and find out her story.

Mala headed to the bar where a telephone sat on the end of the polished wooden top while I swept the unconscious girl into my arms.

“I’m going to take her to the hotel.” I didn’t wait for a response before starting toward the door.

“I’ll come with you.” Waigi gestured to Mala who lifted his arm in response. He would have understood what we were doing.

We headed from the club and into the hot, humid air of the capital. The Tarvois Hotel was located directly across the street, so after dodging traffic in both directions, we jogged up the steps leading into the hotel and made our way through the lobby. Carrying the unconscious girl attracted more than a few glances but I didn’t give a shit. Bypassing the lift, which I knew from previous experience was slower than a whore’s orgasm, I took the stairs to the second floor with Waigi following close behind. 

Waigi dug in my pocket for the key, unlocked the door, and once inside, I lowered the girl onto the bed.

Her dress was filthy, and lay open to the waist, revealing numerous bruises and small cuts. The evidence suggested the girl had suffered a brutal beating before being shot. A shiver of anger prickled my spine. I pushed her long hair back from her face and it was then I caught the tattooed symbol on the side of her neck—crossed arrows inside a pentagon.

Waigi’s eyes widened. “Sangumala,” he whispered.

Fuck. 

What fucked up situation had this girl escaped from? 

What fucked up situation had I stumbled into?

 


CHAPTER TWO
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QUINN

Popondetta

Oro Province

Papua New Guinea

 

One Week Earlier

With long paces, I strode down the hall to Connor’s office and pushed the door open to find him seated behind his desk with Tania straddling his lap. Her hands were on his shoulders, and from the way she was moaning, I had a pretty good idea of where my brother’s hands or dick were if the panties next to the desk were a clue. They were devouring each other’s faces like it was their last meal.

“For fuck’s sake, you two. Can’t you keep your fucking hands off each other for more than an hour?” 

The pair had been all over each other since they’d become engaged a few months earlier. No, scratch that. The pair had been all over each other since shortly after Tania had reduced my big brother to a sniffling wreck with a knee to the balls. 

Connor had gone in for a kiss, and when he’d gripped her neck, Tania’s reaction had been hard and fast. Jake and I had forced her to explain to Connor why she’d done what she had and he hadn’t hesitated to forgive her. Turns out the reason for her reaction had been a rape in her past, but only Connor knew of the details. 

They both stopped their face sucking and pinned their eyes on my face. 

“Do you not know how to knock, Quinn?”

“I guess I’m gonna have to learn, ’cause it sure don’t look like you’re gonna change your behaviour any time soon, and Jake is just as fucking bad with Natalie.”

Natalie was Tania’s best friend and she was being watched like a hawk by some of Don Bonello’s men and ours. 

Don Bonello was Tania’s father but Natalie had spent most of her time in their home and had become like a second daughter to the man. Apparently there was the possibility someone called Pierre Oriole might have a vendetta against her and a contract couldn’t be ruled out. Like with Tania’s assault, I didn’t know the whole story concerning Natalie. 

Sometimes I felt like my brothers treated me as if I was still the fifteen-year-old I’d been when we’d first arrived in PNG, and I was convinced I lived under a fucking rock with the way information was drip fed to me piecemeal. Did they think I couldn’t handle the truth? And why was it my brothers were attracted to women with such fucked up pasts?

I subconsciously shrugged. My decision to remain single made more and more sense every day. 

Connor ran his hands over Tania’s back. “You jealous little brother?”

“Really? You’re asking me? A man who has sworn he’ll go to his grave single.”

Connor laughed. “We’ll see, little brother, we’ll see. What did you want?”

“We need to talk about Tate Palmer. Word is, he’s looking at bringing some of his porn operation to this side of the island.”

I knew Connor wouldn’t want Tate Palmer anywhere near the whores in his brothel. They’d be lured by the promise of big money, seeing their name up in lights, although it was unlikely to occur where half-decent people would see them. Once he’d lured the girls in, they’d be branded, drugged, and put on display for the highest bidder to torture and rape. 

His operation was insanely secretive, and he had both police and other officials in his pockets. Word on the streets was the girls were as young as ten-years-old and had no hope for escape. Now and again, a newspaper article would report the death of a girl who’d been found with unimaginable injuries, but no one had ever been arrested or charged with the murder. It made my blood boil, especially after Jake had told us about what he’d gone through at the hands of his torturers. 

Jake wasn’t ashamed to admit the pain he’d suffered had been horrendous and he hadn’t coped. He’d been convinced he wouldn’t escape alive, and said he’d screamed for death to take him more than once. If my brother, a big man who could endure more than most people I knew, hadn’t been able to cope with such treatment, how the fuck did the little girls Tate kept prisoner deal with it all?

Connor kissed Tania and helped her onto her feet. I didn’t miss the glimpse of her shapely bare arse before she adjusted her skirt. Connor reached for her panties, and after taking them, she left his office, spinning the garment on one finger. I grinned and shook my head as she passed.

“Jake!”

I almost jumped out of my skin when my brother shouted. “Jeez, Connor, I would have gone and fetched him.”

Jake appeared at the door, his zipper down, belt undone.

“Jesus-fucking-Christ, it’s like the place has become a second brothel.”

Jake hurriedly zipped his pants, fastened the belt, and dropped into the seat beside where I sat.

“What did you want, Connor?”

Connor nodded at me to speak.

“One of my Moresby mates called earlier. Word on the street is Tate Palmer is looking to bring his operation over here to Popondetta where he won’t cop so much heat from Australian officials he can’t pay off.”

“Fuck.” Jake raked his hands over his head. “We can’t let it happen, Connor.”

Connor leaned forward, his elbows on the desk and hands clasped. “Just how do you propose we stop him, Jake?”

“Fucked if I know, but you’ve heard what he does to his girls and some of those at Zaras are sure to be lured into his web.”

“My feelings exactly,” I agreed. “Connor’s girls are treated well and make good money, but being on film, their names in lights, will be a big draw card. They won’t know the hell they’ve entered into until it’s too late.”

“So I’ll ask again, how do you propose we stop him?” Connor lifted an eyebrow.

We all remained silent for a moment, thinking. Then, I had an idea.

“Let him come here.”

“What? Are you loco?” Jake was confused.

“No, hear me out. If we wait for him to come here, he’ll be on our territory. Between us and Bonello we have pretty much everyone in authority on our payrolls. They’re loyal to us, and I have no doubt they’ll give us anything they find out.”

Connor nodded. “Makes sense so far.” 

“Moresby is more densely populated, he can hide there, but here, he’ll be more exposed. This is our ground, we know it like the backs of our hands. We can finish him once and for all and make sure the girls are safe.”

“What if he gets to my girls and boys?”

Connor had both males and females working at Zaras to ensure he catered to all lifestyle choices.

“Be honest with them. Explain about Tate Palmer and warn about how they’ll be treated if they accept any offer put to them. They’re loyal to you Connor, I doubt any would be lured by him if they know the truth.”

“I’ll arrange a staff meeting first thing tomorrow.” Connor settled back in his chair. “How do we deal with Tate?”

“Give him some of his own medicine, but make sure he stays alive so he’s aware of crocodiles tearing him apart.” Connor and Jake grinned at my suggestion.

“You have an evil streak, little brother,” commented Jake.

“Only when it comes to those who deserve to suffer,” Quinn replied.

Connor nodded. “We’ll eliminate the bastard and his crew and send those girls back home where they belong.”

“Thanks, Connor.”

“You on for Moresby tomorrow?” Connor continued.

“All arranged. Logan and Daly will drop us off at around one and our meeting is scheduled for seven at The Oyster Bar as you and Eddie suggested. The place is frequented by businessmen from both Australia and New Zealand so we shouldn’t be of any interest. Waigi and Mala will take a table a few over from where we sit. Close enough if needed but not close enough to arouse suspicion from the men I’m meeting.”

“Remember what we spoke about. Don’t waiver from your demands because if you do, they’ll swoop in like vultures and you won’t know which way is up. They’ll treat you as if you’re inferior because of your age. Show them you’re not to be messed with, and remember, if they try and screw you over, walk away. We can always try with someone else.”

“I won’t back down. We’re presenting a good deal, Connor. If they can’t accept it, I won’t hesitate to tell them we’re not interested.”

“Good man.”

“Good luck tomorrow, Quinn.” Jake pushed up from the chair. “Now, can I get back to Nat?”

I shook my head in mock disbelief and followed him out.

***

Present day

Earlier in the morning

Leaning back, I settled in a seat at the front of the aircraft. Mala and Waigi chose to sit near the small room we used for private discussions at the rear. I’d asked them once why they always chose to sit up back and Mala had quipped, “You never hear about planes backing into a mountain, Boss.” Waigi had agreed wholeheartedly with the statement. I’d laughed and tried to explain their logic didn’t make a lick of sense because if the aircraft ran into a mountain, nothing and no one was likely to survive regardless of where they were seated. They didn’t argue, but still chose to sit towards the back. It brought a smile to my face every time they headed along the aisle.

The intercom crackled and Daly instructed us to fasten our seatbelts in readiness for take-off. The flight from Popondetta to Moresby would take a little over half an hour. Logan often grumbled, “By the time you get airborne, it’s time to come down.”

After speeding along the short runway, the plane lifted into the air and I watched through the window as the ground below fell away. As Logan and Daly propelled the aircraft forward, the mountains of the Owen Stanley Ranges came into view. A few patches of stubborn snow on the highest peaks sparkled in the morning sun.

The small aircraft bounced as we were caught in the thermals swirling in the mountainous terrain, but it was nothing to be concerned about. Unless you were Jake. He wasn’t a fan of flying at the best of times. Throw in some turbulence and his fingers dug into the seat so hard his knuckles turned white.

Bored with watching the scenery fly by—no pun intended—I opened the manila folder in my hands to again read the details about the men Eddie had organised for me to meet.

Eddie Samson was a politician and about as crooked as they came, he would do anything for the highest bidder. Fortunately, Connor had heard about the man, and after a meeting involving bodily threats, Eddie agreed to be our exclusive contact. To date, he’d kept us informed on unusual comings and goings through Moresby. Although we rarely ventured into the capital, it was the main entry point into the country and Eddie would keep us informed of any person or people of interest.

Until…

A few months earlier, Don Bonello and his daughter, Tania, had managed to not only enter the country but purchase land on the edge of our territory to set up a cocaine empire. 

Eddie had not breathed a word about the pair and Connor had been ready to tear him a new one. 

Fortunately for Eddie, he was able to show proof he’d been in Australia for two months, caring for a sick mother who’d ended up dying. He’d had no knowledge of Bonello and even though we had a handful of other contacts in the capital, none could be considered loyal.

Although I’d been over the information in the folder numerous times in the past couple of weeks, I wanted to ensure I had the details firmly implanted in my head for when we met.

The first image was of a man of strong Indian appearance. I read the details on the sheet attached.

 

Name: Reyansh Aranid.

Age: 38

Height: 6’3”

Build: Slender.

Hair: Black.

Eyes: Dark brown.

Markings: Large scar, left side of face -  

corner of eye to edge of lip.

Hometown: Kakinada, on the Bay of 

Bengal, India. 

Currently Residing: Merauke, Port of 

Merauke, Irian Jaya.      

Closest Known Associates: Gemi Fadhlan, 

Harto Solei.

Family: Vikal Drug Cartel.

 

The picture of the next man showed he could have passed for a PNG National. I studied his face before reading the information.

 

Name: Gemi Fadhlan.

Age: 27

Height: 6’6”

Build: Muscular/solid.

Hair: Black.

Eyes: Black.

Markings: Tribal tattoo left forearm.

Hometown: Merauke, Port of 

Merauke, Irian Jaya.      

Currently Residing: Merauke, Port of 

Merauke, Irian Jaya.      

Closest Known Associates: Reyansh

Aranid, Harto Solei.

Family: Vikal Drug Cartel.

 

The final image showed another man with the features of a PNG National. 

 

Name: Harto Solei.

Age: 26

Height: 6’2”

Hair: Black but cropped military style.

Eyes: Brown.

Markings: Intricate tattooed sleeves both

arms.

Hometown: Merauke, Port of 

Merauke, Irian Jaya.      

Currently Residing: Merauke, Port of 

Merauke, Irian Jaya.      

Closest Known Associates: Reyansh

Aranid, Gemi Fadhlan. 

Family: Vikal Drug Cartel.

 

I read the final sheet as the plane began descending towards Jackson Airfield. 

 

Name: Vikal Drug Cartel.

Business: Dealing in heroin and cocaine

throughout Asia, including China and

India.

Years in Business: Unknown.

Major Entities: Reyansh Aranid, 

Gemi Fadhlan, Harto Solei.

Number of Other entities: Unknown but 

estimated to be around sixty.

Cartels Currently Dealt With: Unknown.

 

When Daly asked us to prepare for landing, I closed the folder and fell into thought as we descended.

Connor’s concern had not only been about the lack of information about the drug dealers, but more so their business. It was one of the reasons he’d kept reminding me not to change the location for our meeting. 

We usually chose to conduct business in hotel rooms, or in the case of Popondetta—at the compound, where it was out of view of prying eyes. They were with men we’d known for years though, men who could be trusted. 

Connor still didn’t fully trust Eddie and the men I was meeting with were unknown to The Kumul Cartel. Since what had happened to Jake was still fresh in his mind, he’d made the decision for this one to be held somewhere more public. I hadn’t objected. Jake’s kidnap and brutal beating had left me shaken and wary.
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