
[image: images]


        
            [image: Image]

            ATAC BRIEFING FOR AGENTS FRANK AND JOE
                    HARDY

            MISSION:

            Look into the disappearance of Kathy Boutry, a
                    college reporter who was hot on the trail of several huge stories.

            LOCATION:

            Atlanitc City, NJ.

            POTENTIAL
                    VICTIMS:

            The longer Kathy’s missing, the more danger
                    she’s in. And if one of you gets too close to the truth, you could be the
                    next target.

            SUSPECTS:

            Kathy was about to reveal secrets that would put
                    a number of very important people in serious hot water—seems like everyone
                    in Atlantic City has something to hide!

            THIS MISSION REQUIRES YOUR IMMEDIATE
                    ATTENTION.
THIS MESSAGE WILL BE ERASED IN FIVE SECONDS.
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        One Brother in
            Danger…

        I pulled out my cell and hit Joe’s speed-dial number. He’d
            been AWOL all morning.

        “Hello?” a voice answered. A gruff, deep voice.

        Not Joe’s voice.

        I hung up immediately, my heart pounding in my chest. Why was some other
            dude answering my brother’s phone? Where was Joe?

        My cell phone rang. I checked the number—Joe’s phone.

        “I’m not that stupid,” I muttered, hitting end.
            Obviously whoever had Joe’s phone wanted to know who was calling him.… What
            was going on?

        Where was my brother?

        What had happened to Joe?
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        #3 Boardwalk Bust

        #4 Thrill Ride
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        This book is a work of fiction. Any references to
            historical events, real people, or real locales are used fictitiously. Other names,
            characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination, and
            any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely
            coincidental.
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        Smackdown at Sea

        “Ouch,” I said when I came to. I thought about it for a
            moment. “Ouch,” I said again.

        How was it possible to be so uncomfortable? I tried to stretch—and I
            couldn’t. I couldn’t move at all, in fact. I was trussed up like a calf at a
            rodeo. My hands and feet were tied together and then to each other, forcing me to stay
            hunched over in a fetal position, lying on my side.

        No wonder I was uncomfortable.

        Okay, think, I told myself. How did I get here? From the pain in my head, I guessed that someone had
            jumped me. I couldn’t quite remember. Thinking made my head hurt more, so I
            decided to concentrate on just looking around.

        It was dark. Pitch dark.

        And there seemed to be a wall less than an inch in
            front of my face. And one next to my hands. And next to my legs.

        I’m in a box, I realized. Or maybe a trunk. Not a large trunk, given how bent over I was.
            Definitely very mid-sized. I’m not claustrophobic, but this bothered me.

        “Tied up,” I muttered. “In a trunk. With a headache. And
            no idea how I got here.” That pretty much summed it up. “Could be
            worse.”

        The big question was, where was Frank?

        If I was trapped in a box, my brother couldn’t be far away. Because
            the only reason something like this would happen to me was if an ATAC mission had gone
            bad. And I don’t do ATAC missions alone. Whatever the mission is, Frank and I are
            in it together.

        We had been recruited together by American Teens Against Crime. And we
            worked together for them. No matter what, I knew Frank had my back.

        Unless I was supposed to have his back. If only I could remember.

        “Frank?” I grunted as loudly as I could. News flash to me:
            When you’re bent over with your face mashed against a wall, you can’t make a
            very loud sound. Not a chance anyone was going to hear that.

        Once I gave it more thought, I realized I probably
            shouldn’t try yet, anyway. Whoever tied me up could still be out there and not
            know I was awake yet. Talking would just tip them off. And I’d lose whatever
            strategic advantage I had.

        That’s Frank’s term. I don’t think he uses it right. He
            likes to plan ahead, so he thinks “strategic advantage” means having
            something that might help him, something other people don’t have. Like his stupid
            boots. His ugly black combat boots that he has to lace up around his ankles. I hate
            those boots. We had a bet about who could get up the cruise ship’s climbing wall
            the fastest. Frank swore the boots were going to help him win. He was totally wrong
            about that.

        Wait, I thought. The cruise
                ship!

        Frank and I aren’t usually on cruise ships.

        And that’s what finally made it all snap back into place. Frank and
            I were onboard the Queen o’ the Marina cruise ship on a
            mission for ATAC. We were posing as deck waiters while we investigated a string of
            thefts on this ship over the past several months. Along with the typical jewelry, cash,
            and other valuables, the thieves had gotten their hands on some sensitive documents. A
            few of these had shown up on the black market, so ATAC wanted to know more about who had
                taken them. They figured that a couple of teenage waiters would
            be inconspicuous enough to fly under the radar and catch the crooks.

        Apparently they were right. Frank and I figured out who the thieves were
            and got close to them . . . too close.

        Suddenly I heard a tapping sound. It was faint, but I could just make it
            out. I concentrated, every muscle in my body tense. That tapping didn’t sound
            random. I felt a grin break across my face. It was Morse code—taps with short and
            long pauses strung together. That had to be Frank. No one else I knew would use
            something that old. About a year ago, he made me learn how to decipher Morse code before
            we went on an ATAC assignment.

        And now it was a strategic advantage.

        “Hey Joe. R U there. Getting out soon. Thanks to boots.”
            Boots? I was pretty sure that I had gotten the taps right. Maybe “boots”
            meant he had his feet free?

        I wriggled around and got my finger to the side of the trunk. I tapped
            out, “Here. Tied up. Boots?” At least I think that’s what I said.

        “Boots kick butt” was all I got in response. Maybe Frank got
            hit over the head harder than I did. Dylan and Rosie were big dudes. They could hit
            pretty hard.

        Dylan Krause and Roosevelt “Rosie” Lincoln.
            The names flooded back into my head. Those were the guys we needed to catch. They were
            the thieves. Dylan was one of the ship’s engineers. Tall and lean, he looked more
            like one of the bridge crew, until you looked in his eyes. He knew gears, switches, and
            fuses, but not too much else. He was the kind of guy who would be fine if he
            didn’t fall in with the wrong crowd.

        Rosie was the wrong crowd. He was huge. The other waiters said he had been
            a college football star but had gotten into too much trouble for the pro football scouts
            to want him. Rosie had an ax to grind with everyone. Onboard, he was just a hired
            hand—security for casino night, broad back for lugging trunks around. Nobody
            suspected him of the burglaries. No one usually thinks of the big guy as the mastermind,
            but Rosie was it.

        Pretty soon after we got onboard, Frank and I knew it was Dylan and Rosie.
            It took us two stops at idyllic little coastal towns and many sleepless nights of
            snooping to prove it. But we did. We had a folder full of evidence on them. We
            couldn’t pass it off to ATAC until we got close to shore, but we were only a day
            away from the next stop, St. Yves.

        One day too long. The details were still fuzzy in my scrambled egg of a
            brain, but Rosie and Dylan were waiting for Frank and me when we got
            off work that night. Right before I went down, I remember seeing …

        The folder! They got the folder of evidence. I frantically tapped out a
            message to Frank: “The folder. Who has it.” I waited for a response. And
            waited some more.

        Tied up and in the dark, I didn’t have much of a sense of time. Was
            it five minutes since I’d heard from Frank? Fifteen? Was he still out there at
            all?

        Wham. Wham. Wham. Crack.

        That didn’t sound like Morse code. Had somebody heard us messaging
            each other? I waited, worrying.

        “Joe.” Frank’s voice sounded close by. “Get as far
            back from the banging as you can.”

        “Banging?” I asked.

        Wham! The whole side of the trunk rocked with
            the impact. “Oh,” I said. I inched as far from that side as I could, which
            was all of about three inches. I hoped it was enough.

        A little bit of light appeared as Frank plunged the saw tool on his Swiss
            Army knife through the side of the trunk. He did this four or five times, weakening the
            area around the lock. Then, with light streaming in, he hit the lock one final time and
            it fell off.

        The trunk lid opened.

        “You okay?” Frank asked as he cut the ropes around my wrists
            and ankles.

        I stood up, stretching my back. “Peachy. Were you in a trunk
            too?” There was a lot of splintered wood lying around. “How did you get
            out?”

        “It’s all about the boots!” he bragged. I was so happy
            to see him and be un-pretzeled that I didn’t even mind his gloating tone.
            “When they tied my legs together, they did it over my boots. So my feet could
            still move inside the boots. All I had to do was keep wriggling my feet out of them and
            I could kick the side out of my trunk.”

        I looked down at Frank’s feet. There they were. The ugly black
            boots. Laced loosely up his ankles like always.

        “You put your boots back on before you got me out of the
            trunk!” I cried, hitting him in the shoulder. “First save your brother, then
            put your boots back on.”

        “You weren’t going anywhere.” Frank looked me up and
            down. “Where’s the folder?”

        “I don’t have it,” I said. “Dylan and Rosie have
            it.”

        “We must be coming up on St. Yves,” Frank said. “I guess
            we’ve been in the trunks all night. I think we’re in the luggage
            holder—look at all the suitcases.”

        “They didn’t want to hurt us, but they
            needed us out of the way long enough that they could get away with the folder,” I
            guessed.

        “What are we waiting for, then?” Frank asked. “We have
            to find them before they get off.”

        “Let’s do it.” I tore out of the luggage holder, with
            Frank right behind me.

        “The Exercise Deck,” I yelled over my shoulder to Frank. We
            ran through the long corridors of the passenger cabins, up some stairs, and through
            another set of corridors to get to the decks. We were pretty far down into the belly of
            the ship.

        Before this assignment, I never knew the amount of fun they crammed onto
            the decks of big cruise ships. Above the passenger levels, there was a ton of
            decks—the Sun Deck, the Fun Deck, the Lido Deck, and so on. They ranged from
            serene oases where passengers relaxed with a drink and a book, to action-adventure
            settings with rock-climbing walls and water-park slides. Frank and I worked on the quiet
            decks and played on the exciting decks.

        Right now, though, we were heading to the Exercise Deck, which included a
            jogging track that ringed most of the other decks. I figured we stood the best chance of
            seeing Dylan and Rosie from up there.

        “Over there,” Frank yelled to me, pointing up toward the start
            of the jogging track. “If we don’t see them right away,
            we’ll have a really good view of them getting off on the dock at St.
            Yves.”

        We dodged around the champagne pool, which had warm water with little
            light bubbles floating up from the bottom. I took the stairs two at a time up to the
            Exercise Deck. I didn’t see Rosie and Dylan anywhere. I heard my brother pulling
            in air. After being stuck in a box for hours, we were both a little winded from the
            sprint. There were people all around, the same passengers we had been waiting on all
            week. But not the two people we were looking for.

        “Frank!” One of the dancers from the onboard Broadway revue
            waved up at us from the Sun Deck below. Shanie. She was hot. And right now she was
            wearing a bikini and had her hair up in ponytails. Superhot. “What are you
            doing?” she called.

        Frank looked flustered. Busting out of boxes, fighting bad
            guys—these things he could do. But talking to girls was beyond him. He’s
            such a dork.

        “Hey, Shanie!” I jumped in.

        “Oh. Hi, Joe.” She hadn’t even noticed me.

        “Any idea where Dylan and that big guy Rosie are? Have you seen
            them?” I asked.

        “I think I saw them over by the reading lounges.”

        Frank and I turned to each other in concern. “The reading
            lounges…,” I started.

        “That’s over by the lifeboats,”
            Frank finished. “They’re not even going to wait for St. Yves. We’ve
            got to run.” He took off toward the stairs.

        “No, not that way!” I yelled after him. “We need to go
            to the wall. It’s faster.”

        The climbing wall ran four stories up from the first open-air
            deck—which was also the deck with the boats. I ran to the top of the wall just as
            a pair of passengers successfully stepped off. The teen worker holding the safety ropes
            tried to stop me.

        “Dude. You have to start down there.” He pointed to the bottom
            of the wall, where a couple who wasn’t going to make it to the top was about to
            bail on the whole thing. Frank and I would be safe going down once they were out of the
            way.

        Frank jogged up behind me. “Good call. It’s the fastest
            way.”

        “Seriously, dude. You can’t just go down there,” the
            worker said.

        “We have to,” Frank told him. “Don’t
            worry—we work here.” He stepped out onto the climbing wall and started
            down.

        “We’ve got an urgent drink order that has to get in, so
            we’re going down the fastest way possible,” I added.

        “Oh. Well, if you work here, why don’t I just rappel you
            down?” the dude suggestion.

        “Cool. Thanks.” He handed me the ropes and
            helped me get strapped in. Frank had already disappeared down below our feet.

        I looked over the edge of the platform. Frank was moving well until his
            foot slipped out. I told him those boots wouldn’t work for climbing. The front was
            too square to use for toeholds. Frank was hanging by one hand!

        “Frank. Hold on!” I yelled.

        My brother looked up at me, sweating from the effort of hanging on with
            just one hand. He swung his boots around, trying to gain purchase. It didn’t look
            good. He was facing a three-deck fall!

        “Don’t drop me,” I told the worker. I stepped off the
            platform—and dropped like a stone. My heart skipped a beat. If I fell, I would
            probably take Frank with me.

        The ropes pulled taut, and I stopped falling. “Sorry,” the guy
            called down. “I’m used to pulling people up and there’s no extra rope
            when you do that….”

        “It’s fine. Let’s go,” I called back. The guy
            began lowering me again, slowly this time. As I got closer to Frank, his feet slipped
            out again. His body dropped, and his hand only just barely held on to the handhold.

        I kicked off the wall, making myself swing out on the
            rope. This way I could get behind my brother. I threw my arms under his, hugging him
            from behind. “Gotcha,” I said.

        Frank breathed a sigh of relief. “Thanks,” he said. “I
            guess the boots are one out of two for life-saving feats.”

        “We’re good to go,” I called up to the dude at the
            top.

        He lowered us the rest of the way to the bottom, and we took off toward
            the reading lounges—and the lifeboats.

        It was easy to spot Rosie. He was just about to lower a lifeboat into the
            water. Frank didn’t even slow down. He just launched himself at Rosie… and
            bounced off, landing on Dylan. Dylan took a swing, and Frank ducked.

        I turned my attention to Rosie. The big guy leaned down to grab a lockbox
            near his feet. I figured it held today’s haul and the folder we’d
            accumulated on them. He would want to dispose of that properly to make sure it
            didn’t fall into the wrong hands.

        “Not so fast, Rosie!” I ran toward him and jumped up, landing
            a nice straight kick in his chest. He fell back a little, but not enough. His giant mitt
            of a hand grabbed the back of my neck while his other moved under my arm. He was going
            to throw me off the boat!

        “Stay out of my business, spy boy,” he
            growled.

        I twisted around, but I couldn’t get any purchase. Luckily, Frank
            saw what was happening. With Dylan’s hand wrapped around his ankle, trying to pull
            him away, Frank grabbed one of the lifeboat oars and smacked Rosie in the side of his
            knee.

        Rosie bellowed in pain and let go of me. I fell, slamming hard on the
            deck. Rosie grabbed the front of the oar to pull it from Frank’s hands. Meanwhile,
            Dylan ran to the lockbox, picking it up.

        I flipped myself to my feet and used a low roundhouse kick to sweep
            Rosie’s feet out from under him. Big guys fall hard. Or at least that’s what
            it looked like when he landed on Dylan. Dylan squawked and let the lockbox go. It slid
            across the highly polished wooden deck, right to a security officer who had come over to
            stop the fight.

        Frank and I stood up as the officer pulled his gun on the four of us. I
            wasn’t worried. Once they opened that box up, they would know it was Rosie and
            Dylan they wanted, not my brother and me.

        I grinned at Frank. “Nothing like a relaxing cruise vacation,”
            I said.
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        College Life

        “Frank, honey, will you get the paper?” Mom asked the next
            morning. She was sitting at the kitchen table with a huge mug of coffee, looking just as
            tired as she did every other day of the week. She’s not a morning person.

        “Of course,” I said, giving her a smile. Every morning, she
            asked me to get the paper, and every morning, I did. It was like a little ritual or
            something.

        I pushed open the door and stepped out into the crisp early autumn air.
            The sun was shining, the leaves on the maple tree had just started to turn red, and the
            sky was impossibly clear and blue. I grabbed the newspaper from the grass, and
            stopped.

        Something was wrong.

        The plastic bag wrapped around the newspaper was
            intact, but it was blue. It’s usually clear. And the paper was folded into more of
            a square shape than usual. I kept my back to the door and took a look. I couldn’t
            put my finger on it, but something was bothering me. So I grabbed the end of the plastic
            and pulled it open.

        A folder fell out from inside the newspaper. It was black, with a big neon
            green question mark in the middle.

        I opened it up, looking for a disk. And there it was. I grinned.

        “What’s that?” asked a voice in my ear.

        I jumped, and turned to see Aunt Trudy standing about two feet away. I
            couldn’t believe I hadn’t heard her come outside. I guess she’s pretty
            stealthy for an old-ish lady.

        “Oh, it’s a—”

        Aunt Trudy didn’t let me finish. She just snatched the disk from my
            hand. My stomach gave a nervous lurch—I knew what the disk was. It was a mission
            assignment from ATAC. They had hidden it in the paper because they knew I was the one
            who picked it up every morning. But now Aunt Trudy had it in her hands, and if Aunt
            Trudy discovered that Joe and I were ATAC agents, well, we wouldn’t be ATAC agents
            for long.

        “Kidnapped?” Aunt Trudy said, squinting at
            the disk.

        I glanced at the thin cardboard cover wrapped around the mission disk. It
            matched the folder, with the big question mark in the middle. But the disk had the title
                KIDNAPPED floating over the question mark.

        I grinned. ATAC always manages to hide its identity.

        “Cool—I’ve been wanting to try that game.” I
            reached for the disk.

        Aunt Trudy frowned. “Somebody put a game in the newspaper? For
            free?” she asked suspiciously.

        “It’s probably a trial. Yon know, for one-use only,” I
            explained. And I wasn’t even lying. ATAC’s mission disks did destroy
            themselves after one use. That way, no one could track them.

        “What’s in the folder?” she asked.

        I shrugged. “All the promotional stuff to get you to buy the
            game.”

        Reluctantly, Aunt Trudy handed over the disk. I brought the paper inside
            to Mom, then headed straight upstairs to Joe’s room.


OEBPS/images/back-1.jpg
NDERCOVER BROTHERS™





OEBPS/images/back-2.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0014-01.jpg
\ FRANK








OEBPS/images/9781442472266_cover.jpg
THE] 7112D) £]:(0) () ssomes=







OEBPS/images/copy.jpg






OEBPS/images/f0001-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f00ii-01.jpg
EI'IIY','n‘!ZT'ij






OEBPS/images/title-image.jpg
UNDERCOVER BROTHERS®

Super Mystery

#2  Kidnapped at the Casino

FRANKLIN W. DIXON

Aladdin Paperbacks
New York London Toronto Sydney





