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CHAPTER ONE

‘Ow!’ Zac groaned, rubbing his head. His skateboard had just fallen right on top of him. Hard!

Zac Power was down at the skate ramp. He was practising a super tough skate trick, the vert ollie with kickflip indy grab. First, Zac had to get air off the ramp, then spin the board 360 degrees and catch it with both hands. As a super spy, Zac was good at all sports. No-one at Zac’s school could even do a kickflip indy yet.

I want to be the first kid to get it, thought Zac, determined. I’ll need practise!

Zac climbed to the top of the ramp to have another go. From this high up, he could see the entire park. No-one was around. He looked at his watch – it was 10am on a Sunday! Most other kids were home watching cartoons.

Awesome, Zac thought. No-one to see me practising!

Zac took a deep breath and launched himself off the ramp and into the air.

He popped a perfect ollie. The wind whipped through his hair. His baggy shorts flapped around his legs.

He kicked his board so it spun all the way around.

Now, if I just nail this grab, he thought.

He reached for the nose of his skateboard. It was centimetres away. Then… 

KER-RUNCH!

The board spun out of Zac’s grasp. He landed on his bum at the bottom of the ramp. Again!

Disappointed, Zac shook his head. Bits of shaggy hair fell into his eyes, but Zac didn’t care. He liked his hair messy.

Zac’s mum didn’t. She was always nagging Zac to do things, like get a haircut and go to the dentist. He had a dentist appointment the next morning at 10am. Zac’s mum would be super angry if he missed it.

No top spy wants to be bossed around, Zac thought.

Zac worked for the Government Investigation Bureau, or GIB for short.
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Aged 12, he was one of GIB’s youngest spies. But he’d already completed heaps of dangerous international missions.

Zac’s mum and dad were GIB spies, too. Even his geeky older brother Leon worked for GIB, in the Tech Support division. He spent heaps of time designing spy gadgets and fiddling with computers.

I’m not going home yet, thought Zac. I’ve still got to nail this trick!

So, for what seemed like the millionth time that morning, Zac launched himself off the skate ramp.

His take-off was perfect. I’m definitely going to make it this time! Zac told himself. 

Zac was concentrating so hard, he didn’t notice a massive shadow move across the skate ramp. Or the eerie wind that blew leaves and chip packets all over the park.

Steady, Zac, he coached himself. Keep your balance and… 

‘HEY!’ Zac yelled.

Zac wasn’t falling down to earth with his board in his hands like he planned. Instead, he was hanging motionless in the air!

What was going on? He looked up.

There, hovering just above his head, was a glossy black jet plane. It had the sleek body of a stealth fighter jet, except in miniature. Sticking out at the front was a grabbing claw. The claw gripped the neck of Zac’s T-shirt.

It’s like one of those skill tester games, Zac thought. And I’m the prize teddy bear.

Then Zac heard a rumble, and the Grabber Jet shot straight up into the air. Zac was dangling from the claw! He kicked his legs and wriggled, but it was pointless. The grabbing claw held him tight. He wasn’t going anywhere.
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MINI GRABBER JET 
High-speed Retrieual Uehicle



There was a soft whirring sound. A trapdoor swung open at the nose of the Grabber Jet. The claw retracted inside the jet, taking Zac with it.

Am I even going to fit through that pointy nose? thought Zac, rolling himself into a ball just in time.

With the sound of a champagne cork popping, he squished through the jet’s nose and hurtled out the other side. He found himself in a gleaming cockpit.

Well, someone wanted to wreck my skateboard practise, thought Zac. But who?



CHAPTER TWO

‘Hello, Agent Rock Star,’ said a woman in a black jumpsuit. She was sitting in the Grabber Jet’s pilot seat.

‘I’m Agent Earhart, GIB Air Transport Division. You’re needed on an urgent mission.’

What’s happened? Zac wondered. GIB hasn’t been busy recently.

There was a rumour that things were quiet at GIB because Dr Drastic had retired from evil-doing. Dr Drastic was one of GIB’s biggest enemies.

Dr Drastic was definitely old enough to retire, Zac thought. Zac had never forgotten the creepy white-haired man with the glass eye he’d met on earlier missions. But would he ever give up being evil? After all, as Zac’s granny always said:
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A loud dinging sound interrupted Zac’s thoughts.

‘Attention Agent Rock Star!’ said a voice over the PA system. ‘Your mission will drop from a compartment above your head.’

‘Ouch!’ yelped Zac.

For the second time that day, a heavy object hit him on the head. This time it was a removable hard drive, not a skateboard. 

‘Couldn’t you just hand me the mission?’ Zac asked crossly.

‘Just following orders,’ shrugged Agent Earhart.

Zac plugged the hard drive into his SpyPad, the cutting-edge mini-computer all spies carried. His next mission popped up on the SpyPad’s plasma screen. Reading it, Zac fell into a horrified silence.

CLASSIFIED
 FOR THE EYES OF
 ZAC POWER ONLY

MESSAGE SENT : 11.09AM

 Agent Coconuts works for GIB's Tropical Division.

Approximately an hour ago, Agent
Coconuts' unmarked sub disappeared
from GIB's radar. The sub was last
seen 30 degrees north of the equator.
This area is known as the Black Triangle. 

Your mission: Search the Black Triangle
for Agent Coconuts' sub. But hurry - GIB
calculates Coconuts' air supply will run
out within 24 hours.

                                                            SHIPWRECK
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Zac remembered Agent Coconuts from the Annual GIB Code-Breaking Convention. Now Coconuts was missing. 

That means I’ve got to find Coconuts by 10am tomorrow, Zac calculated. As well as making it to the dentist… 

‘Even at supersonic speed, the flight to the Black Triangle will take five hours,’ said Agent Earhart, reading Zac’s mind. She throttled the engine and the Grabber Jet picked up speed.

Zac frowned. If he had to spend time travelling, he should make the best of it.

Connecting to the internet on his SpyPad, Zac searched for ‘Black Triangle’. There were millions of hits. Zac settled into his reclining leather seat to learn as much as he could.

TRIANGLE OF TERROR 

The mysterious Black Triangle has claimed hundreds of ships over the years. And recently, more ships than ever have disappeared. According to myth, the region is cursed. Strong winds stir up powerful freak waves in the area, which could explain the countless shipwrecks. Or are toxic gases from deep-sea volcanoes responsible? No-one knows for sure. But one thing is certain. Only the most daring and skilled sailors are brave enough to try and find out.



Zac was totally lost in the world of curses and shipwrecks. He almost forgot that he was on a jet, flying over the ocean.

‘Earth to Agent Rock Star,’ said Agent Earhart, several hours later. ‘Come in. Do you read me?’

Zac hadn’t even noticed they’d finally arrived at the Black Triangle.

‘A mini-sub is waiting exactly 50 metres below sea level,’ said Agent Earhart crisply. ‘You will reach it with a pin drop.’

Zac nodded casually. But inside, his brain was screaming, Pin drop?!

Zac could do a normal pin drop, no worries. A pin drop just meant putting your arms by your side, jumping feet first and slicing cleanly into the water – like a pin falling. At least, that’s how Zac did them from a diving board. A pin drop from a Grabber Jet was another matter entirely… 

Agent Earhart kept talking. ‘Based on your weight and net speed, if you perform the pin drop precisely 100 metres above sea level, you’ll drop 50 metres below – exactly where your sub is waiting.’

Then, without warning, the Grabber Jet nose-dived towards the ocean.

‘Just taking us into the Drop Zone,’ called Agent Earhart over the roar of the engine. She slid the Grabber Jet’s side door open and pointed to a tiny red speck in the sea below.

‘Aim for that red buoy,’ said Agent Earhart. ‘Your sub is attached to it with a guide rope.’

Zac stepped towards the door to have a look.

‘Oh, and did I mention you’ll be jumping without a parachute?’ asked Agent Earhart.

‘What?’ Zac began indignantly. ‘I’m not – ’

 But before he could finish, Agent Earhart shoved him out the door. Zac just had time to grab his backpack full of gadgets.

Zac was free-falling. FAST!



CHAPTER THREE

Freezing wind slapped at Zac’s cheeks. He tucked his arms close to his body and pointed his feet straight down.

The red buoy was far below. Zac was heading directly for it.

But then a powerful gust of wind hurled Zac sideways. He felt like someone had picked him up and chucked him like a frisbee.

UH-OH, thought Zac, looking down. The wind was blowing him off course!

There was nothing Zac could do. A split second before his feet hit the water, he took a gigantic breath. Then he plunged into the water.

My pin drop was perfect, Zac thought. The only problem is, I’m miles away from the buoy! 

The water was warm as a bath, but Zac was far from relaxed. He bobbed to the surface, gasping. The Tropical Sea stretched endlessly in all directions.

Treading water, Zac spotted the buoy way off in the distance. There’s only one way to reach that buoy – to swim! he thought.

Swimming wasn’t Zac’s favourite sport. It wasn’t just boring, it was exhausting! And no matter how fast his arms churned, the buoy didn’t seem to be getting any closer.

Gotta rest, Zac thought, after swimming for ages. His whole body ached. It felt like someone had tried to rip his arms off.

Zac lay on his back and floated. The sea rose and fell, rocking Zac up and down. He was too exhausted to notice it was getting rougher by the moment.

It wasn’t until the sea picked him up like a rubber ducky that Zac’s eyes snapped open. A huge wall of dark blue water was heading straight for him!

A freak wave! he thought, suddenly alert.
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Just like the article said.

The freak wave rushed towards him. It was as tall as an office building, tipped with white foam. It reminded Zac of the surfing posters on his bedroom wall.

Hmm, Zac thought. Surfing… 

He flipped over onto his tummy. You can’t out-swim a freak wave, he thought. But no-one said anything about body surfing it… 

The wave curled over the top of him. The water swelled underneath. Zac was about to surf the biggest wave of his life.

WOO-HOO! yelled Zac, catching the wave.

Like a lift, it lifted him 30 metres into the air. Foam splattered as the wave raged beneath him. The rush was huge.

Zac knew freak waves could travel kilometres through the open sea. That would be perfect – Zac could cover the distance between him and the buoy easily. In fact, he made it there in seconds!

Zac filled his lungs with air. He plunged from the towering top of the wave deep underwater. It was his best chance to dive down far enough to reach the sub.

Got to find the guide rope on the buoy, Zac thought. Precious seconds disappeared as he groped for the rope. Water rushed over the top of him, whipping up foam.

I need air…Zac thought woozily.

At last, his fingers closed around a rope. His head whirled. He couldn’t hold his breath much longer.

Not…going…to…make…it…he thought, using the rope to pull himself deeper and deeper under water.

Then he hit something metallic. The sub! Zac felt around desperately for the door. He tugged it open and hurled himself into the airlock.

Gulping down air, Zac slumped to the ground. That had been way too close.

He slid open the door to the main cabin and squeezed through.

Cool, thought Zac, shaking himself dry as he looked around the tiny cabin. GIB had got Zac the latest in mini-subs – a 
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Junior Aquatic Waterproof Submersible, or JAWS!

With a fin on the back and a powerful tail-like rudder, the JAWS could dive hundreds of metres in seconds. It had a clear, capsule roof for 360-degree visibility. And like its namesake, the JAWS was totally silent.

Zac jumped into the driver’s seat. An instruction manual lay ready on the dash. Shrugging, Zac tossed it over his shoulder. The manual landed in the rubbish disposal.

Can’t be that hard to work this thing, Zac thought. He turned the key and the engine fired. He hit a bright red button labelled ‘DIVE’.

The JAWS leapt forward and plunged downwards. The force nearly knocked Zac out of his seat!

Actually, maybe I should relax after my stressful morning, thought Zac. He flicked the sub on auto-pilot and put his feet up on the dash.

Then… 

CL-LUNK-LUNK-LUNK 

Zac sat bolt upright.

Stealth subs aren’t supposed to make loud clunking noises! he thought. Something is wrong. Then Zac caught sight of the sub’s digital clock.
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Coconuts’ air supply is running out fast, Zac thought. This is no time to break down.

Zac had no idea how to fix the sub. And the instruction manual lay shredded in the rubbish disposal.

What now? he asked himself.



CHAPTER FOUR

I might not be a submarine mechanic, but I am a top spy, Zac thought. Spy skills will help me solve the problem.

Gently, he pressed the joystick to move the sub forward. This time, Zac noticed something other than the clunking noise. He was steering straight forward, but the sub was drifting to the left.

Zac knew the JAWS had a rudder on the back to control steering.

The sub’s drifting to one side, so that must mean there’s a problem with the rudder! Zac figured, leaping up and almost bashing his head on the clear roof.

The Lightning Scuba Suit with helmet and air tank was stowed under Zac’s seat, ready for use.

Sharp, thought Zac, stroking the suit’s spongy silver material. It had a lightening bolt on the front. There were silver boots to match, each fitted with in-built battery operated foot massagers.

Even a super spy needs a little comfort, thought Zac, slipping on the suit. He fitted his silver air-tanks and adjusted his mask.
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G.I.B LIGHTNING SCUBA SUIT 
Deep-sea Exploration Apparatus 

Zac stepped through the airlock with a swishing sound. Once the lock was full of water, Zac opened the sub’s external door.

He swam out. Immediately, Zac saw something snagged in the rudder! He reached for the weird, glowing object.

‘Ouch!’ Zac yelped, his words coming out as furious bubbles. Something had bitten him.

Zac found himself holding a monstrous glowing purple fish. About 50 centimetres long, the fish had rows of needle-sharp teeth. A bony rod jutted from its head. A glowing ball dangled from the end of the rod, like a lure on a fishing line.

A Fierce Angler fish! thought Zac, remembering all the times Leon had told him about creepy animals. Leon was like an encyclopaedia!

They live in the very deep ocean, where there’s  no light at all, Zac remembered. So what’s this one doing here?

Even stranger, the Fierce Angler had a white plastic disc attached to its tail.

Zac examined the tag.
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Marine biologists use these kinds of tags, Zac thought. Funny – I didn’t know there was fish research going on in the Black Triangle… 

Zac knew from glancing through Leon’s Biologists’ Monthly magazine that most researchers kept well clear of the dangerous Black Triangle.

Who’s doing secret research out here? thought Zac. He’d never heard of DD Inc. His spy senses were tingling.

Zac released the Fierce Angler and checked his waterproof watch.
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Time was getting away! Zac swam straight back onto the sub. If Coconuts was still in the Black Triangle, his air supply would be getting smaller by the second.

Back in the cockpit, Zac yanked the joystick to maximum acceleration.

If Coconuts’ sub was wrecked, it shouldn’t be hard to spot on the sea bed, thought Zac as he piloted the sub directly down.

The deeper the JAWS dived, the gloomier the water became. Finally, Zac had to flick the headlights on.

He gasped. The sea bed was directly below him. And there was not one shipwreck, but thousands! Submarines, yachts and cruise ships…Zac even spotted a wrecked replica of an old-fashioned ship, the kind tourists travelled on.

The curse of the Black Triangle, thought Zac, a cold dread creeping over him.

Zac didn’t actually believe in curses. But the scientific explanations in the article he’d read had sounded dodgy. Freak waves couldn’t cause that many wrecks. They were freaks, which meant they were rare. There had to be a logical reason why these ships were all wrecked in the one spot. Zac hadn’t forgotten the mysterious DD Inc or the suspicious fish research. Could there be a connection?

It’s up to me to find out! Zac thought. It might be the only way to help Coconuts.

But there were so many shipwrecks! Any one of them could hold vital clues.

I’ll have to search every single shipwreck… but where do I start? Zac wondered.

Zac raced to the airlock and swam out of the JAWS again.

Directly below Zac lay a sleek sub designed to look like a manta ray. Black on top and white underneath, the sub had two flexible hydrofoils on either side to propel it through the water. He decided to search that one first.

Zac boarded quickly. It wasn’t hard – the airlock was open. Like Zac’s sub, the door had a high-tech electronic alarm system. But the alarm was disabled on the manta ray sub. Other than that, the sub looked completed undamaged. There was no hole or obvious reason why it would have sunk. The wreck wasn’t even filled with water.

Zac took out his scuba mouthpiece and yelled,‘Hello? Is anyone here?’

But the sub was eerily silent. The instrument panel was dark, and the clock had stopped at 5.05am.

The clock in the sub’s DVD unit had also stopped at 5.05am. In the tiny galley, the microwave clock read 5.05am too.

Every clock on the sub stopped at exactly the same time!

Zac shivered. This mission was getting creepier by the second.



CHAPTER FIVE

Zac knew that modern ships always had battery back-up in case the electronics fail. Yet the manta ray sub had experienced total system failure.

Puzzled, Zac hurried back out into the water to search the next sub. The nearest was the replica old-fashioned tourist ship.

Again, the ship was completely intact. Zac examined a brass clock set into the dash. It stopped at 9.10pm, he noticed.

A cuckoo clock hung on the wall behind him. It had also stopped at 9.10pm.

Looks like another wreck with total system failure! thought Zac.

Something weird and seriously technical was going on. Zac’s needed some of Leon’s nerd power. He quickly swam back to his own sub.

As soon as he was through the airlock of the JAWS, Zac grabbed his SpyPad and punched in Leon’s number.

‘Ya-loo!’ chirped Leon.‘Just fooling with some algebra problems. How about you?’

Zac described the total system failures he’d discovered.

‘Listen carefully,’ said Leon seriously. ‘Only one thing causes total system failure like that – an EMP.’

‘You mean an electro-magnetic pulse?’ said Zac. He’d heard of EMPs. They were powerful electronic signals that instantly shut down anything in their path.

‘Yes,’ Leon continued. ‘The damaging electrical currents can last in the area for two hours or more.’

If EMPs caused the system failures, one thing was certain. The Black Triangle wasn’t cursed. Someone was to blame for those shipwrecks. But who was responsible? And why?

Then another thought occurred to Zac. EMPs could be fired from guns, planes or even ships. They could happen anywhere. And Zac was surrounded by ships that had already been struck!

‘Couldn’t my sub be struck too?’ Zac asked Leon urgently.

‘Very likely,’ said Leon gravely. ‘That’s why I’ve been remotely installing an EMP detection program onto your SpyPad while we’ve been talking.’

Zac hung up without saying goodbye. He grabbed his SpyPad’s Kevlar case, which was tough enough to survive a nuclear blast, let alone an EMP.

Just as Leon promised, the new EMP program appeared as an icon on the SpyPad’s desktop. Zac double-clicked it.
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EEE-AH! EEE-AH! EEE-AH!

Almost immediately, an alarm rang out. The SpyPad flashed a message:
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Zac looked frantically around the sub. The mains power was right behind him. Just then an idea popped into his head. It was simple – almost too simple to work.

I’ll turn off the power. With everything off, there’s nothing for the EMP to damage.

Hitting the power switch plunged Zac into darkness.

It’s all good, Zac told himself. When I switch the power back on, my sub will work perfectly. I hope… 

Zac had never felt so totally alone. Trapped below sea level, adrift in the cursed Black Triangle… 

There’s no curse, remember? Zac told himself crossly. Now was no time to freak out.

Zac checked his SpyPad again. The EMP detection program would give Zac the all-clear when it was safe to turn his instruments back on.

Didn’t Leon say an EMP could cause damage two hours after it was released? Zac thought. This is going to be a long wait.

Zac grabbed onto a door-frame and practised his chin-ups. Anything to keep his mind off the wait! He flipped through a stack of magazines he found in a cupboard. It was too dark to read, so Zac snapped a glow-stick.

In the spooky green light, he skim-read a few of the articles. Zac couldn’t believe how stupid they were.

Your guide to staying young!
Get that youthful glow!
Eternal youth – an impossible dream? 

Growing old is just what happens, Zac thought. Anyone who thinks otherwise is crazy.

The minutes crawled by. 8:45pm. 9:27pm. 9:58pm.

Then… 

Bleeeeeeeeep!

Zac’s SpyPad gave the faintest beep. A message flashed onto the screen:
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At last! thought Zac, his finger hovering over the power button.

He hesitated. This better work, he told himself. Otherwise I might never find Agent Coconuts. Or nail that kickflip indy… 

He flipped the switch… 

Nothing.

The sub was as dark and still as ever.



CHAPTER SIX

Zac slumped in his seat, head in his hands. No power to his sub meant Zac was trapped, deep under the sea. Alone. With no chance of escape!

Then he heard a buzz. The sub’s lights flickered on. The instrument panel lit up!

‘Yes!’ Zac yelled, dizzy with relief. His system was online – it just needed a minute or two to warm up!

But the EMP crisis had wasted hours. Zac checked his watch.
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I’ve got to save Coconuts, Zac thought. But there’s no way I can search all those subs in time.

It would be much quicker for Zac to stay in his sub. He could scan the wrecks below and hope he spotted Coconuts. The problem was Zac wasn’t even sure what Coconuts’ sub looked like. It was unmarked.

For several hours, Zac roamed across the sea bed in search of Coconuts’ sub.

This is hopeless! he thought, finally. I’ll never…HEY! What’s that?

It was a Pegasus 3. That’s the sub GIB recommends for tropical waters, thought Zac, remembering the sub identification unit from his spy school days.

Zac piloted the JAWS down to the wreck. But when he got close, Zac saw the Pegasus 3 was a navy sub.

He felt deflated. But then Zac noticed a squat little sub next to it, lodged right on the edge of a sandbar. It had a logo on the side.

GENERAL INDUSTRIAL BUSINESS

Somehow, the name was familiar…

 ‘The initials! G-I-B!’ yelled Zac, leaping up in excitement. ‘That must be Coconuts’ sub!’

Zac piloted his JAWS towards the little sub. Moments later, he was aboard.
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‘Agent Coconuts?’ yelled Zac, not really expecting Coconuts to be there.

No answer.

‘Anyone here?’ called Zac.

Not a word.

On one hand, Zac was elated. Coconuts isn’t here, which means he wasn’t trapped in his sub when the air ran out!

On the other hand, Zac felt a bit depressed. But am I ever going to find him?

Zac combed the sub for clues. In the galley, he found a half-eaten cheese burger.

Coconuts left in a hurry, figured Zac. No sane person would ever leave a cheese burger unfinished.

I’ll check the clocks, Zac thought.

He rushed to the front of the sub. The clock on the dash and on Coconuts’ GPS had both stopped at 10:02am.

That fits! Zac thought. Looks like Coconuts was struck by an EMP at around the time he disappeared from GIB’s radar.

He glanced at his watch.
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Then… 

CR-EEEEEEAK!

The sub began to tip!

I shouldn’t have run to the front of the sub  like that, thought Zac. The sudden movement must have tipped the sub off the sandbar!

Maps and log books slid off the shelves. Glasses smashed. The cabin was turning sideways! Any second now, the sandbar would block the exit door and Zac would be trapped inside.

Zac struggled into his air supply pack. With the strength of a professional wrestler, he hurled himself towards the door.

The sub was tipping…tipping… 

Zac landed with a thud. He slid across the floor on his knees. And…

 Zac escaped out the door just in time to see Coconuts’ sub roll completely off the sandbar.

Like an oversized bath toy, it sank further into the water, smashing into the Pegasus 3. Then the Pegasus 3 rolled over and slammed into the schooner next to it. 

The crash sounded like a million thunderstorms all rolled into one.

Cool, thought Zac, as a gigantic cloud of sand and seaweed rose from the sea floor. 

Then, when the sand settled, Zac spotted something. The dark, gaping mouth of a massive underwater cave!

That’s convenient – an entrance hidden by shipwrecks, thought Zac.

Zac didn’t know what he’d find in the cave. But he was going to find out!



CHAPTER SEVEN 

That cave would be the perfect place to hide something you didn’t want found. Or someone, Zac added silently, thinking of Coconuts.

Just then, a shiny object the size of a small car shot out of the cave.

An unmanned utility sub, thought Zac, recognising it straight away.

A hatch at the rear of the utility sub opened. Hundreds and hundreds of dull purple fish streamed out!

Using the telescope function on his GIB diving mask, Zac zoomed in on the mass of fish. Each one had a white disc-shaped tag hanging from its tail.

Fierce Anglers! noted Zac. Why aren’t they glowing like the one caught in my rudder?

The Fierce Anglers swam lazily in circles.

They look tired…or old somehow, thought Zac, his suspicion building.

Then just as suddenly as it appeared, the utility sub closed its hatch and sped off.

It’s heading back to the cave! thought Zac. He decided to follow it in the JAWS. Luckily, Zac was wearing his Rocket Feet. The rocket-powered flippers let him zoom through the water without kicking. In no time, he was back aboard his JAWS, gunning the engine.
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G.I.B ROCKET FEET
Rocket-powered Flippers 

I can’t let that utility sub get away! Zac told himself.

The utility sub disappeared inside the cave’s gigantic mouth. Zac’s JAWS zoomed after it, a little way behind.

The gloomy cave was filled with water. Rock formations jutted from the roof like daggers. Everything about the cave signalled danger.

And I’m speeding directly into it, thought Zac, his heart hammering.

At last, the utility sub stopped. It hovered in front of one of the cave’s thick, rocky walls. Then the rock wall started splitting apart!

The utility sub disappeared through the yawning crack in the rock. Then the crack closed up again.

Whatever’s hidden behind that rock wall must be super top secret, Zac figured. His fingers and toes began to tingle, the way they often did when a mission break-through was close.

I’m guessing there’s a lock behind that wall, Zac thought. A lock was a chamber where the water level went up and down and allowed one boat in at a time. If I wait till the utility sub clears the lock, I’ll be able to pilot my sub in there, too, Zac thought.

But how long would water take to drain from the lock? It could take ten or twenty minutes. There might be ground crew lurking around.

To make sure I’m completely alone, I better wait a while, thought Zac.

Zac settled back to wait. Time passed so slowly because Zac felt anxious about Coconuts, so a second felt like a day. But at last, Zac felt confident the lock would be clear.

The JAWS made no noise as it drifted towards the rock wall. Zac was banking on the rock wall having a motion sensor. That meant it would open automatically no matter what vessel was waiting outside.

He held his breath. Then, just as he’d hoped, the rock wall cracked open. Zac steered the JAWS into the lock behind. With a grinding of gears, the rock wall slammed shut.

Immediately, water began to drain from the lock. Scanning around, Zac saw a submarine dry dock. Beyond that, a long, white tunnel stretched into the distance.

Looks like I’m alone, thought Zac, relieved.

But then the dank lock flooded with red light. There was a head-splitting siren. At once, Zac realised what was going on.

I’ve triggered an alarm!

Red-hot lasers shot down from the roof, blocking the exits on both sides. Zac was locked in.

He tore open the JAWS’ storage cupboard and swept the contents into his backpack. There was all kinds of handy stuff in there. There was even a jumbo tub of SpyFood.

SpyFood was a grey, nutrient-dense porridge that tasted like sweaty tofu. It was supposed to sustain spies if they found themselves without food on a mission. Normally, Zac would retch at the sight of it.
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But right now, it’s just what I need! he thought.

Grabbing a spoon and the tub of SpyFood, Zac lifted the JAWS’ roof and jumped out. He scooped a massive glob of SpyFood onto the spoon. He aimed, then flicked the SpyFood at the lasers.

With any luck, the SpyFood will clog the lasers! Zac thought.

The plan was totally gross. But that didn’t matter, as long as it worked!



CHAPTER EIGHT

The lasers spluttered. Then they flickered out. The disgusting SpyFood had clogged them completely!

Zac’s JAWS shot out of the lock. Zac remembered the gadgets he’d stuffed into his backpack. The new generation Chameleon Suit! Just what he needed to look around without being spotted.
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G.I.B. NEW GENERATION CHAMELEON SUIT 
Seamless Disguise Transition

This Chameleon Suit was a full bodysuit. Made from flexible polymer implanted with liquid crystals, the suit worked like a giant, wearable TV screen. Thousands of tiny cameras filmed everything around Zac. The footage was projected all over the suit, so Zac blended with his surroundings perfectly.

Safe in the Chameleon Suit, Zac slipped away through the dry dock and into the white corridor.

What is this place? he wondered, on high alert for any sign of Coconuts.

Coming to a door, Zac stopped to read the sign attached.



PROJECT EVERYOUNG
TOP SECRET 
DO NOT ENTER 



Do not enter? thought Zac. That usually means there’s something interesting on the other side.

Slowly, Zac pushed the door open a crack. Squinting through, Zac saw men and women in lab coats clustered around a bench. They were deep in conversation.

Zac crept closer.

‘Our latest test subject is not responding well,’ said one woman, sounding worried.

Another scientist frowned. He was holding a beaker full of glowing purple liquid.

‘Not surprising. He’s been here 20 hours and he’s already had 6 units of this prototype serum,’ the scientist said. ‘At least it’s only temporary.’

20 hours? That’s about how long Coconuts has been missing, Zac calculated.
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‘The subject hasn’t even eaten recently – nothing but half a cheese burger,’ the woman said.

There was a half a cheese burger on Coconuts’ sub, Zac remembered. The scientists must be talking about Coconuts!

‘Using so much serum will make the subject regress in behaviour as well as appearance,’ said the female scientist.

‘But Doc demands results quickly, so what can we do?’ the male scientist cut in, shaking the glowing purple liquid.

Regress meant to ‘go backwards’, Zac knew. How could a serum make someone do that?

Thinking hard, Zac looked at the glowing purple liquid the scientist was holding. Then he realised.

The serum is exactly the same colour as a Fierce Angler!

Then Zac remembered the Fierce Anglers released by the utility sub. They didn’t glow. And they were too exhausted to swim.

These scientists are harvesting something from those Fierce Anglers, Zac guessed.

He shivered, although the Chameleon Suit was thick and warm. The serum might be temporary, but it sounds dangerous. And Coconuts is the guinea pig, he thought.

As quietly as he came in, Zac backed out of the laboratory. Finding Coconuts was now more urgent that ever!

Zac raced along the white corridor, stopping at every door he came to.



STOREROOM 
ELECTRICITY SUPPLY



None of them looked promising, except… 



GYMNASIUM 



Inside was a gym crammed with kids. They were chasing each other, yelling and bouncing energetically on mini tramps.

It’s Phys Ed crossed with feeding time at the zoo, thought Zac. He snuck past the uniformed security guard on the door and into the gym.

A boy of about thirteen ran past Zac. Then he turned a perfect backflip. Then another. And another. Without even puffing!

What’s got into these kids? Zac wondered. They’re so healthy, they’re glowing… 

The kid doing the backflips sped right past Zac. Thanks to Zac’s Chameleon Suit, the kid didn’t even see him. Zac got a close-up look at the kid’s bizarre outfit.

White flares and jacket decorated with gold medals, plus a white hat.

What kind of teenager dresses like a sea captain? Zac wondered. It was hard not to burst out laughing.

Heaps of the kids in the gym were dressed in captains’ uniforms. And all of the uniforms were way too big.

These kids are too young to really be sea captains, thought Zac.

Then Zac spotted a strangely familiar kid. He wore an oversized navy blue jumpsuit with a cloth badge sewn onto the chest. Zac crept closer so he could read it.

GENERAL INDUSTRIAL BUSINESS

He looks exactly like Coconuts, only 30 years younger, thought Zac, a thrill shooting through him.

But that’s impossible. Isn’t it?



CHAPTER NINE

Zac could only come up with one way to explain the teenage Coconuts.

The purple serum those scientists were testing on Coconuts…could it have been a youth serum? Zac wondered.

It sounded too crazy to be true. But there was quite a lot of evidence when Zac added it up.
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The Fierce Anglers had their glow harvested. And the kids here certainly have a youthful glow!

Plus, the scientists had said the serum made people regress or ‘go backwards’.

And that can also mean ‘get younger’!

Even the name on the door of the science lab seemed to fit.

Project Ever Young – of course, thought Zac. Suddenly, Zac was sure he was right about the youth serum.

This kid doesn’t just look like Coconuts. He IS Coconuts, under the influence of the serum!And the other kids – they’re not dressed like sea  captains. They actually ARE sea captains, just made heaps younger.

There was one thing left for Zac to do. He ran up behind the young Coconuts and tapped him on the shoulder.

Immediately, Coconuts turned around. But since Zac was invisible, it looked to Coconuts like no-one was there.

Coconuts scowled.

‘Psssst!’ hissed Zac.

‘Where’s that stupid voice coming from?’ Coconuts said. He sounded exactly like a moody teenager. Only sulkier, if that was possible.

‘Coconuts?’ whispered Zac.

‘Who wants to know?’ demanded Coconuts, hair falling in his eyes. ‘Mr Nobody?’

Zac sighed in frustration.

‘It’s Agent Rock Star,’ whispered Zac. He took off his hood so Zac could see his face.

‘You are, like, so lame,’ spat Coconuts. ‘There’s no way I’d be caught dead talking to a weird floating head.’

‘You’re under the influence of a temporary youth serum,’ said Zac, as calmly as possible. ‘I’m here to save you.’

‘As if a loser like you could save me!’ laughed Coconuts, folding his arms across his chest.

Zac thought back to the scientists’ conversation. The serum wasn’t finished yet. Too much made subjects regress in looks and the way they acted.

Coconuts looks like a teenager, Zac realised. But he’s acting like one as well!

Somehow, Zac needed to convince Coconuts to go with him. But how, when Coconuts was in such a foul mood?

‘Hey!’ a voice suddenly yelled. ‘What’s that head doing floating all by itself?’

Zac had taken off his chameleon hood and his head – the only part of him that wasn’t invisible – had been spotted by the security guard.

‘You have to come with me!’ Zac told Coconuts quickly.

‘Listen, dude…’ Coconuts began.

‘Run!’ Zac yelled, grabbing Coconuts by the arm.

The security guard lumbered straight for Zac and Coconuts. But the gym was full of other rowdy teengers who kept getting in the guard’s way. Being young, Zac and Coconuts could dodge around the guard.

Zac and Coconuts streaked out of the gym and down the corridor.

‘WHOA,’ said Coconuts suddenly. ‘INTENSE.’

‘What?’ Zac shot back.

‘There’s a little kid chasing us,’ said Coconuts. ‘He’s got a seriously freaky glass eye.’

A glass eye? thought Zac. Zac knew of only one person with a glass eye. Dr Drastic! But he’s retired, and he’s certainly not a kid.
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But when Zac turned to look, he saw an eight-year-old sprinting down the corridor. He looked exactly like Dr Drastic!

It’s Dr Drastic under the influence of the youth serum! Zac realised. He didn’t really retire. He liked evil too much to give it all away… 

Zac stopped running and turned to face Drastic.

‘You may be young, Rock Star,’ squeaked Drastic, ‘but thanks to my serum, I’m even younger.’

Zac snickered. It was hard to sound evil with a high-pitched voice.

Drastic got even madder. ‘So my serum’s not quite perfect. I couldn’t be bothered waiting for those jerks to finish their tests!’

Drastic stamped his foot, exactly like an impatient child.

Dr Drastic has always been evil, thought Zac. But now he’s taking the dodgy youth serum and has the energy of a kid, who knows what he might do?



CHAPTER TEN

Zac dug in his pocket and pulled out a huge pack of Flavourberries.

Flavourberries were a chewy raspberry lolly coated in sugar that all kids loved. Zac grabbed a gigantic handful. He hurled them all in Drastic’s direction.

‘Nyah, nyah, nyaaaaaah…’ Drastic was yelling. But when he saw the Flavourberries, he suddenly stopped.

‘Flavourberries!’ Drastic shrieked. ‘I want them. They’re mine!’
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Drastic dropped to his hands and knees and scooped the lollies straight into his mouth.

But Drastic didn’t know that Zac’s lollies were new Flavourberry Sours. The chewy centre was as sour as sucking a lemon dipped in acid.

Drastic’s lips were stained bright red from too many lollies. His tongue was coated in red goo. Moments later, he dropped to the floor. The lollies were so intense, Drastic was out cold!

‘Let’s go, Coconuts,’ said Zac, as Drastic slumped to the floor.

‘Want to make me?’ said Coconuts.

Teenagers are SO annoying, thought Zac.

‘If you come with me, you can listen to Axegrinder’s new album,’ Zac told him. ‘I just downloaded it. It’s awesome!’

Axegrinder was Zac’s favourite band. All kids with good taste loved them.

‘Cool,’ said Coconuts, running after Zac.

Zac and Coconuts turned a corner. There, still sitting in the lock, was Zac’s JAWS.

Relieved, Zac ran towards it. Coconuts followed. They climbed aboard.

Just then, Zac heard footsteps. Dr Drastic had recovered from the Flavourberry Sours already!

Zac fired up the JAWS. It spluttered for a moment then suddenly died.

Come on! thought Zac desperately. It sounded like Dr Drastic was getting closer.

Zac turned the key again. Nothing.

‘Hunk of junk!’ smirked Coconuts.

Scowling, Zac turned the key again. Finally the engine spluttered to life.

Zac slammed his hand on his sub’s joystick. The rock wall slid open automatically and Zac and Coconuts shot out into the open sea.

‘What are you going to do about the little terror?’ asked Coconuts. He jerked his head in Drastic’s direction.

Through the rapidly closing crack in the rock wall, Zac saw Drastic throwing a full-scale eight-year-old tantrum.

He’s right, Zac thought. I can’t just leave. Drastic might escape. Plus, there are all those other people affected by his serum. I’ll need back-up to help them.

There was only one thing for it. Zac hit a button on the sub’s control panel. Two sleek mini torpedoes shot out of the JAWS. Then… 

KA-BOOOOOOM!

The torpedoes slammed into the lock, blowing it to pieces in a shower of metal and sand. With the lock exploded, no subs could leave Drastic’s underwater HQ. Zac could order immediate GIB back-up to rescue the kids and capture Drastic.

‘That was so, like, awesome,’ said Coconuts, breaking into a smile for the first time.

Zac shrugged but he was secretly pleased. The explosion was pretty cool.

Just then, Zac’s SpyPad buzzed. A text message was coming through.
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Zac blushed. He hated it when his mum tried to sound cool.

‘Who’s it from?’ said Coconuts.

‘No-one,’ said Zac quickly.

‘I reckon it’s from your girlfriend,’ snorted Coconuts

 Zac glared at him.

‘Rock Star’s got a girlfriend. Rock Star’s got a girlfriend,’ Coconuts chanted.

Zac groaned. He called Leon on his SpyPad.

‘Don’t worry, Zac,’ said Leon.‘The youth serum will wear off soon. GIB agents are on their way to rescue the other stranded sea captains.’

‘Thanks, Leon,’ said Zac.

How long before Coconuts grows up properly? Zac wondered.

With a teenager on board, it was going to be a very long trip home!

THE END
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