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Chapter 1
The Decoy

Planting both feet securely on the deck of the swaying boat,
Anna skillfully focused her 35 mm camera on the group gathered around
the stern.

“Ican’t hold it! It's going to get away!” Christian Murphy
shouted, pulling back on his deep-sea rod. The twenty-pound test
line screamed off his Penn reel, as the fish dove deeper into the salty
sea, bait in towChristians line zigzagged in his valiant fight, prompt-
ing his father to put out a hand to help. He knew Christian wouldn’t
give up without a fightVith his right foot braced against the side of
the boat for leverage, Christian leaned back—holding on desperately
Anna recorded every movement with her camera.

In jean shorts and a Jars of Clay T-shirt, Christian was now
drenched with sweat from the tug of war with the monster fish. Anna
swung around and shot pictures of her proud, petite mother who
clasped her straw hat firmly over top of her dark brown hair as she
shaded herself from the blazing Florida sun. Seeing Andy jump in
mid-air with excitement, Anna quickly snapped her little blond-haired
brothets photo. She then returned her focus to Christian as he pitted
his strength against the fish and victoriously landed his catch.

Captain Slate Horne had implemented a loran, an electronic
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fish finder which sent out sonar waves to detegidachools of fish.
Now stationed in the middle of a feeding frerimes were dropped
from the blue and red striped deep-¥é&dnoo Racer and immedi-
ately hooked.

“Hurry, Dad!” Christian shouted, trying to maintain his grasp
on the squirming twenty-pound red snapper

“Okay, Son, take it eagyDr. Murphy replied, attempting to
work the hook out of the fist’'mouth A noted photographghe
smiled at the picture his sixteen-year old son made with such intense
facial expressions. “Anna, | hope you're capitalizing on these photo
opportunities!”

“Don’t worry, Dad—I am,”Anna rejoinedTaking a step
back, she focused on her tall, lean father whose blond hair gleamed in
the sun and showed no signs of gkégygrinned as the shutter tripped
once more. “l guess | deserved that,” he said, laughing.

Vacationing dfthe southeast coast of Florida on a popular
Florida Keys island, the Murphys were enjoying another beautifully
clear hot dayThey were just dfKey Largo, the island closest to the
bottom tip of Florida. Only two other boats were in sight. The ocean
surrounded them, and land was just beyond the horizon. The blue-
green water reflected the sparkling sun, and the salty sea spray of-
fered a fragrant backdrop for what could only be described as a beau-
tiful day.

“What an extraordinary catch, Christian!” Andy exclaimed
while standing on his tiptoes and craning his neck for a better look.
When the fish flopped onto his sandaled foot the blond-haired boy
jumped back, causing everyone to laugh. Smiling sheepistdy
made more room for Christian and his father who were grappling with
the energetic fish.

After snapping another shot of her fanslghticsAnna low-
ered her camera. “This is so great!” she marveled. “I still can’t believe
we got this trip for free!”

A few days ago, the family had been at the right place at the
right time. Having walked down to the docks one evening after din-
ner, they watched boats unload their caittere they met Slate Horne,
captain of thewahoo Racerwho invited the family for a
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complimentary ride and deep-sea fishing trip on his charter boat. It
was a sales promotion. If the family enjoyed the boat trip, they would
hopefully encourage others to use the chatighat was required

was the filling out of a questionnaire at the end of the trip and allowing
their names to be used in advertisiiger a few preliminary ques-
tions and clarifying of details, the Murphys agreed.

“I can’t believe we got this free trip eith&his is so cool!”
Christian reiterated, echoing his si&gerarlier sentiment. During his
wrestling match with the snapphis eveipresent hat had fallen to
the deck but was quickly retrieved by his brottiEinanks Andy!”
Christian smiledWith his prize catch now unhooked and buried un-
der ice for filleting at dag end, Christian felt he could relax. He baited
his hook and tossed it in. “What could possibly be better than this?”

Anna wasn quite in agreement with her brotheenthusi-
asm for fishing, but was enjoying time on the boat. Having tried her
hand at casting, she abandoned the task upon learning they planned to
actually eat the fish. She would rather stick with catching photos.

Beginning the day by photographing her far#ilgna shot
pictures of the boat, the sceneapd finally the crewDressed in
faded denim shorts afteshirt with theWahoo Racer logo imprinted
in the upper left corngiirst mate Lauren intriguedhna. She looked
more like a petite sales lady than a ship hand. Similarly attired was
Captain Slate, although he was weathered and wrinkled from many
years in the sun. Donning the traditional capsatap, he was busy
checking crab traps from the previous.day

Taking pictues of the two @wmembers is almost impos-
sible Anna thoughtlt seems as though they purposely turn away
just as | ty to take the shots. Backs of headstdoake for good
pictures Anna hufed. She wouldn'give up easily

As long as she could rememfganna had loved taking pic-
tures. Having a father who was a professional photographer as well
as an archaeologist didn’'t hurt. Her father called her a shutterbug and
encouraged her budding talent. She mostly enjoyed photographing
people, and the walls of her room gave evidence to this.

A flicker in the distant sky caughAnna’s attention as sun
glintedoff metal An aircraft was progressively moving clo&eadying
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herself against the slightly pitching vessel, she held onto the rail and
squinted against the bright si8he couldr’quite make out the type

of aircraft approaching. Pushing her short, silky brown hair out of her
eyes, Anna squinted into her camera and used the zoom to focus.

“Hey, look at the 'copter!Andy announced, also noting the
swiftly approaching craft.

“We all see itAndy,” Christian retorted, more interested in
fishing.

“Well, I didn't know it was a helicopt@rAnna emphasized,
smiling to counter Christiamremark. “Can you tell what type it is?”

“No, I cant tell this far away Andy replied, looking long-
ingly atAnna’s camera.

“I think it’ s some kind of government ‘copteknna com-
mented, adjusting her zoom before handing her camera to Christian
who had now reeled in his line.

“Really?” Andy asked, “Can | look next?” He loved helicop-
ters and made it his lifgambition to read everything he could get his
hands on about aircrafts in general.

“Absolutely! Once Christian is—"

“Hey! Something huge just hit my bait!” their father shouted
from the far rail.

Everyone hurried to DMurphy’s side, and in the excite-
mentAnna momentarily fayot about the helicopteChristian handed
Anna back her camera.

“My goodness! Look at the waysttaking your line, hongy
exclaimed Mrs. Murphy with net in hand. She extended over the rail
as much as her generous form would alleven though eight months
pregnant, she was as active as.ever

Hanging back yet ready to help was first mate Lauren. “Y’alll
are doing just great,” she drawled with approval.

“I'll take some pictures, Dad!” Anna exclaimed, leaning over
the rail for a better looK-his is so amazing; | canwait to get this
film developedAnna thought.

Several pictures were captured by the time Jack Murphy
hoisted a fair-sized mahi-mahi onto the deck. The shimmering bluish-
green and silver fish, also known as a dolphin, was still putting up a
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struggle. Slate pushed off from the rail where he had been lounging,
watching from a distance. He hurriedly glanced over his shoulder be-
fore moving closer to help.

“Oh Jack! This is my favorite fish!” Kathy enthused. “l can’t
wait to have it prepared tonight!” Mrs. Murphy knew some restau-
rants on the Keys encouraged patrons to bring in their fresh fish and
have it prepared any way they desired.

In the middle of unhooking the dolphin, everyaratention
diverted to the helicopteas its whooshing blades grew increasingly
louderThe boat began to rock precarioualyd all on board struggled
to remain upright.

Hastily tossing the mabhi into the ice chest Nlurphy foigot
the barbed hook was still embedded in the fish. The trailing rod and its
line entangled itself around Slatéet and he fell with a thud. Hunkering
down, Christian attempted to help Slate. Lauren beat him to it and
whipped out her pocketknife. The blade flashed in the sun as she cut
Slate free.

“Awesome!’Andy shouted, staring wide-eyed at the heli-
copter He felt a sudden rush of excitement as it hovered overhead,
making a deafening noise and rocking the boat wildly

What in the world is going orChristian wondered.

Anna tried to capture it all on filnNo ones ever going to
believe this without pictes!she thought to herself.

A commanding voice boomed over the loudspedkbis is
the FBI! Prepare to be boarded!”

Dr. Murphy quickly ushered the startled family toward the
stern. Huddled close, they held on to keep from falling. Bringing up
the rear were Lauren and Captain Slate. Christian subconsciously
held his breath as he stared up at the helicopter—and the automatic
weapons being trained on them.
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