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 Chapter One 

The World, French Polynesia – Present Day

 The sea was deceitfully placid on the night of the tragedy. 
 A glance across the tropical waters of the Tuamotu Archipelago revealed its tranquility. The flat sea reflected like a mirror the bright glow of the rising blood-red moon, where the still water gave way to The World – the largest privately owned residential yacht on earth – as it cut a silhouette of silver along the horizon. 
 The ship offered 165 privately owned residences aboard to the tune of some seven million US dollars apiece – extraordinarily luxurious apartments that were constantly transported to exotic and historical locations around the globe. It was the epitome of luxury for its stately guests and residents.   
 The average occupancy of residents and their guests hovered around the 150 mark, while their every whim was catered to by a crew of 300, making it roughly two crew for every passenger afloat.  Although some chose to live aboard full time, the majority used it periodically.  
 Flying the flag of The Bahamas, The World had a gross tonnage of 43,188 tons. It was 644 feet 2 inches in length with a width of 98 feet, and a draft of 22 feet. The ship had 12 decks and a maximum speed of 18.5 knots. The ship was the idea of Knut U. Kloster, whose family had a long history in the marine industry. Her hull was built in Landskrona, Sweden, by Öresundsvarvet, and it was then towed to Fosen Mekaniske Verksted in Rissa, Norway, for completion. The vessel was launched in March 2002 and purchased by its residents in October 2003.  
 The management company was responsible for the operation and administration of the ship, including hiring the employees. The residents, through their elected board of directors and a network of committees, provided guidance to the management about the ship's itinerary, finances, and lifestyle. The ship had a large lobby, deli and grocery store, a boutique and showroom, fitness center, billiard room, golf simulator and putting greens, a full-sized tennis court, jogging track, a spa, swimming pool, and cocktail lounges.  
 There were six restaurants for dining that supplemented the kitchens or kitchenettes in most of the residences. For on-board entertainment there was a movie theater, library and music performances. In addition to shore excursions, various classes were offered onboard. 
 In addition to the long list of facilities, the ship offered an equally impressive array of activities – both onboard and offshore – to its guests and residents. These ranged from tours in the ship’s private submersibles, helicopters, fishing boats, along with highly customized tours with local guides, and talks from various experts in any field that take the fancy of the ship’s wealthy guests. 
 It was because of this last activity that Sam Reilly had found himself on board giving a speech tonight. The ship was on its way to Australia. And as such, one of its directors had championed the idea of bringing in a notable maritime archeologist to come and discuss his discovery of The Mahogany Ship from a few years back.  
 The speech was well received and Sam Reilly was rewarded with a standing ovation. His eyes scanned the auditorium. It was a small crowd of fewer than thirty people. Not many of the total guests on board the cruise ship and much less than he expected given the exorbitant fees and effort the operators had gone to get him and Tom on board.  
 Sam stepped down from the lectern and mingled with the crowd, feeling like a minor celebrity. It was a black-tie event and he wore a sharp tuxedo by Bottega Veneta that looked every bit as glamorous as its eye-watering price tag. Growing up as the son of the wealthy Global Shipping mogul, James Reilly, Sam was used to such events, and slipped into the role with ease. His face was set with the habitual insouciance of which he was well known, as he went around the room meeting people, shaking their hands, and getting to know his audience.  
 The guests were a unique assembly of people. 
 Every one of them had once been the top of their field – and almost without exception – that field had been the creation of wealth. Some were born into it, others earned it the old fashioned way, some inherited it, but a simple glance at them revealed that they all shared one common attribute… 
 Power.  
 They were used to getting their own way in life. They were used to being the best and most important people in whatever room they occupied. And despite this being a talk about maritime archeology, a casual glance around the room, showed Sam that for the most part, these were not merely arm-chair wannabe treasure hunters. A significant portion of those here, probably possessed a master’s degree in archeology or an honorary doctorate, after having funded some major dig or expedition.  
 Among the crowd was Ajax Montgomery, retired British Navy Officer and proud captain of The World. Beside him was Airlie Chapman, a senior director on the management board of the cruise ship as well as an heir to a large fossil fuels exploration company. It was at Airlie’s request that Sam Reilly was on board The World tonight. Sam Reilly found Airlie Chapman easy to talk to. At 45 years of age, she was young to be the CEO of a large oil company and he’d assumed that it was a matter of her being an heiress, but within minutes of speaking to her, he could easily have accepted that she was otherwise capable of earning the position on merit alone. She was tall and attractive, with an air of authority that he found enjoyable rather than snobbish. She had a porcelain face, framed by long brown hair, with blue eyes and minimalistic glasses.  
 He made his way through the crowd and met Michael Westgate, a billionaire telecommunications mogul with a sharp tongue and quick wit, who confided that he’d always loved the Indiana Jones franchise. Sam spent some time with him before moving along and meeting several more guests that consisted of retired CEOs, tech entrepreneurs who’d struck gold during the dot-com boom of the late 90s, and a couple of wealthy philanthropists who were determined to rid the poorest communities of the world of preventable diseases through their extensive vaccination program.    
 On the opposite side of the auditorium Tom and Genevieve made their way through the crowd, greeting their esteemed guests. Tom looked uncomfortable and out of place in a Brioni tuxedo, his broad shoulders and massive frame designed for maritime salvaging rather than a black-tie event. Beside him, Genevieve wore a red dress by Carla Zampatti, hugging her slim and muscular figure – a slit up the hem of the dress revealed her shapely thighs. She looked sexy as hell and surprisingly well at ease in her evening dress.  
 The night wore on and the stories of maritime archeology, lost worlds, long forgotten cultures, adventures, and legends being regaled became more and more grandiose and outlandish. Sam, along with the rest of the guests, continued to drink the expensive whiskey being endlessly offered, that he had no doubt cost more than his Italian designer tuxedo. Through the course of the night, he slowly made his way through the group of esteemed guests. Socializing and interacting with them, he found himself enjoying their conversations with surprising, yet genuine, interest.


 It was rare for him to enjoy the company of the ultra-rich. Not that he had any personal prejudice against them – after all, it was of their class that he’d had the good fortune to have been born – and not that rich were by definition any more selfish than those who were poor or middle-class… just that for those affluent enough to afford an apartment on board The World, it was often difficult to see, or even imagine the perspective of those who survived on under a million dollars a year. But as Sam glanced around the auditorium, he found himself surrounded by surprisingly down to earth people, without any of the regular miasma of greed that seemed to forever shadow the billionaire class. 

 The after party continued long into the night, with guests only beginning to retire after midnight. The remaining guests sat around a small series of leather lounge chairs, appearing to settle in for the long haul. Sam followed Tom and Genevieve to the door, catching them to thank them before they left for the night.  
 Sam, determined not to be the one to end the party, turned to return to the remaining guests, but was stopped by Airlie Chapman, who placed a hand on his shoulder and said, “Do you mind if I discuss a discreet matter with you before you return to the party?” 
 He met her eye and smiled with a mixture of curiosity mingled with a touch of concern about whether she’d misread their lively conversation with flirtation. “Sure. What’s this about?” 
 Airlie’s eyes darted toward the remaining guests, before landing on him. She lowered her voice. “Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 “Ah…” Sam replied, feeling relieved. “What do you want to know?” 
 Her lips parted in a half-grin. “Everything.” 
 Sam considered what he knew about the story. “Some say it’s a myth.” 
 “I heard the same thing once told of Atlantis... and of the Mahogany Ship.” She let a winning smile creep across her lips. She leaned in close to his ear and whispered. “You proved them all wrong about those, no reason you shouldn’t find Alexander’s Treasure, too.” 
 “True.” Sam spread his hands in a gesture of acceptance. “Then again, I can’t just wave a magic wand and transform a legend into fact. You might need to meet me halfway there… with something concrete.” 
 “What are you after?” 
 He suppressed a smile. “Some sort of evidence Alexander’s Treasure exists would be nice.” 
 She retrieved a felt satchel from her handbag and placed it in his hand. “I wonder if this might help convince you?” 
 Sam could feel the weight in his hand and instinctively knew whatever was inside had been made from solid gold. Or lead. He untied the leather string and opened the satchel. Gently, he poured the single item onto his hand.  
 It was a gold coin. 
 He examined the ancient coin. It was a Greek tetradrachm depicting the face of Alexander the Great – the Macedonian king and most revered conqueror in history. He turned it over. The obverse depicted an image of Zeus, perched on a throne holding an eagle in one hand and a scepter in the other. It was a common mintage, struck roughly 2,300 years ago in silver. They were valuable… somewhere in the range of 2-3 thousand US dollars, but nothing special. 
 Only this one had been struck in gold, not silver.  
 Legend had it, that Alexander the Great, fearing assassination, had his hoard of treasures secured over years of conquests, melted down and minted into coins – a treasure to be buried. Coins were traditionally set using a die, which was set in an anvil. A blank metal disk was placed on top, warmed to make it slightly soft. The minter then held in his hand the other die and hammered it on top of the blank disk. The strike would then leave an impression on both sides of the coin.  
 Alexander had access to the die casts traditional used for silver tetradrachms. Only his treasure was secured entirely in gold. Thus, he produced the only golden tetradrachms of the era depicting his face and that of Zeus. Drawings and letters had suggested that nearly ten thousand of these coins had been minted, but until now, and despite numerous searches for the hidden treasure, none had ever been found. 
 Sam expelled a breath. His face twisted into a mask of curiosity and disbelief. “All right, I’m interested. Where did you get this?” 
 “At the bottom of the sea, during a routine oil exploration search…” 
 Sam’s lips curled with incredulity. “You accidentally discovered Alexander’s Treasure?” 
 She shook her head. “No. A shipwreck. One of the sailors was carrying the gold coin. The only proof that Alexander’s fabled treasure even existed.” 
 Sam asked, “Where?” 
 “Hmm… that’s a secret.” 
 Sam frowned. “Did you want my help or not?” 
 She shrugged. “All right. The coin was found somewhere within the Black Sea… I can get you the exact coordinates if you want to take a look?”  
 “Yes, of course!” Sam said, “But I meant, where did the Hellenistic sailor obtain it?” 
 She grinned. “That, Mr. Reilly, is what I would like you to find out.” 



 Chapter Two  
 Sam caressed the coin in his hand, turning it over, so that he could examine it more closely. “Have you considered that it might be a fake?” 
 She let herself laugh at that. “Unlikely.” 
 His eyes narrowed. “How can you be so sure?” 
 “Because no one knew where we were set to drill for oil, let alone the existence of an ancient Greek shipwreck… or the skeletal remains of its Hellenistic sailors.” 
 “Okay,” Sam said, taking a breath. “I’ll bite. What would you like from me?” 
 She met his eye. Her voice low and almost seductive. “I’d like to hire you to find it.” 
 “You want to hire me to find one of the largest, and up until now, suspected fake hoards of treasure ever gathered?” 
 “Yes.” She made an unabashed smile. “That’s precisely what I’m talking about. What do you say?” 
 Sam grinned. “If an analysis of this coin turns out to show Alexander’s Treasure exists, I’d say you’ve just become my new found best friend.” 
 She expelled a breath of relief. “So, you’ll take the job?” 
 “Take it…” Sam said, his ocean blue eyes wide with pleasure. “You won’t be able to keep me away from it.” 
 He went to hand her the coin back.  
 She shook her head, pressing the leather satchel into his hand. “Keep it. Run some tests.” 
 His eyes narrowed. “Are you sure? I don’t have the facilities here. I’ll have to wait until we’re back on board the Tahila.” 
 “It’s fine. I trust you.” 
 “All right,” Sam said, still admiring the coin. I’ll get on to it as soon as I’m back on board the Tahila.” 
 The last two remaining people at the lounge stood up and approached as if they’d suddenly taken interest in Sam and Airlie’s lively discussion on treasure hunting. One was Shireen Doyle, a fifty-something year old widow and renowned collector of fine arts and rare antiquities from Sydney. She had blonde hair and a slim figure and wore a confident expression that suggested she was in charge, no matter what the situation. The other, was Ashton Gray, a seventy-odd year-old retired stock broker from London, known for his uncanny luck in market predictions. He was a thin man with a face like a skull, and a protruding jaw like the prow of a Viking ship. The man spoke with a commanding baritone that reminded Sam of Sean Connery. 
 Sam pocketed the coin in a secret compartment sewn into the inside of his tuxedo, not wanting to broach the subject of its origins with other people. If Airlie Chapman wanted to reveal her new found knowledge, she would. If not, he wasn’t going to give away her secret.  
 Gray said, “I’m sorry, I have to know what it is that you were talking about that has young Miss Chapman looking so animated?”  
 Sam smiled. “Gold.” 
 “Gold?” Gray beamed with a broad and amiable smile, revealing a surprisingly nice set of teeth that seemed at odds with his otherwise wraith-like face. “What about it?” 
 There was a glint of wonder in Sam’s eyes. “Nothing has managed to capture the imagination of the human mind like the luster of gold.” 
 Knowing that Sam was intentionally trying to fob him off on a side story Gray turned his attention to Airlie. “What were you really talking about with our esteemed adventurer?”  
 Airlie grinned. “Gold, Mr. Gray. I was speaking to Sam Reilly about my desire to fund a genuine treasure hunt.” 
 “Ah, a treasure hunt!” Realization dawned on the man’s face with renewed interest. “Any one in particular?” 
 Airlie spread her hands open in a gesture that suggested that she’d been caught out in a lie and had decided to reveal the truth after all. “I was suggesting Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 Gray licked his dry lips, as they tightened into a devilish grin. “And what did Mr. Reilly have to say on that topic?” 
 Sam shrugged. A coy smile forming on his parted lips. “To be honest, I was just in the process of telling Miss Chapman that Alexander’s Treasure was a myth, nothing more than a legend of unimaginable wealth, buried away throughout the centuries.” 
 Gray laughed. It was a big, boisterous, and genuine laugh. “That’s just the sort of treasure hunt I’d like to go on. Count me in.” 
 Mrs. Shireen Doyle smiled, showing a set of evenly spaced, white teeth. “If he gets to come along, I’m in too.” 
 Sam laughed. “All right, we’re all going hunting for Alexander’s Treasure… just as soon as one of you can find me evidence that the thing ever existed.” 
 Airlie smiled. “I’ll drink to that.” 
 One of the waiters, dressed in The World’s livery, approached carrying four glasses. Two with whiskey, one with an exotic cocktail, and one with Baileys on the rocks. The waiter already knew what each of them had been drinking and had come prepared in case anyone wanted another one. “Care for a drink?” 
 Sam said, “Sure, thank you.” 
 All four of them removed their glasses.  
 Airlie raised her glass of Baileys and said, “To finding Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 Sam bit his lower lip, suppressing a grin.  “Hey, I was talking about a treasure hunt, who said anything about finding it?” 
 They all laughed at that, and then downed their respective drinks. The stories, adventures, and over the top anecdotes continued, followed by more drinks.  
 It was well into the early hours of the morning when Sam Reilly noticed his last drink had pushed him well past his limit.  
 His head began to spin and despite a lifetime at sea, he found himself feeling uneasy and unbalanced on board the cruise ship.  
 Sam’s legs faltered and he almost took a tumble.  
 Airlie braced him with her hand on his arm. “Are you all right?” 
 Sam tried to blink away the haze that was quickly shrouding his vision. “Fine. Thank you. I’m afraid this whiskey might have been too much for me.” 
 Her eyes narrowed and her face showed friendly concern. “That’s all? You don’t need some sort of medical attention?” 
 Sam dismissed her concern with the wave of his hand. “No, not all. I’ve just drunk more than I should have. That’s all. I think I’ll call it a night.” 
 Airlie persisted. “Okay, do you need help getting to your room?” 
 Sam thought about his absent girlfriend, Catarina. In his inebriated state, Airlie was the last sort of temptation he needed. He shook his head. “No thank you. The cool air outside will wake me enough to reach my room.” 
 Her lips opened, her tongue resting between her teeth. “We’re still in the tropics, I’m afraid it won’t be that cool outside, despite the hour.” 
 Sam shrugged. “I’ll be fine.” 
 “All right,” she said, taking the hint. “Good night.” 
 “Good night,” he said. 
 Airlie stopped him with the palm of her hand pressed on his chest, a lascivious smile on her parted lips, and leaned in close in an almost intimate embrace. Sam thought she was going to steal a kiss. But instead, she whispered in his ear, “Things are about to get very strange for you. You’re going to feel as though your entire world has disappeared, but I promise you, it’s for your own protection – and I would never let any harm befall you.” 
 The oddity of her statement seemed to shock him out of his torpor. His eyes suddenly opened wide, locking onto hers. “What did you say?” 
 Airlie backed away, ignoring his question, her lips pursed tight as though she had been rejected. “Good night Mr. Reilly.” 
 Sam opened his mouth to ask, “What the hell was that all about?” But she had already disappeared down the ship’s grand stairway.  
 He said his good nights to Shireen and Ashton, and all three of them parted their ways. Sam headed out onto the main promenade that wrapped around the ship, and made his way toward the stern. 
 Despite the calm waters, The World seemed to sway. 
 Sam tried to balance, but the open spacing of the deck meant his hands didn’t find purchase on any nearby railings.  
 His heart began to race.  
 Something was really wrong with him.  
 This was more than being overly drunk. He wasn’t a big drinker generally, but he’d been young once and had gone through college, it wasn’t like he hadn’t ever consumed too much alcohol. He knew what it felt like.  
 And this was different. 
 Big time. 
 He felt his hands go sweaty. His tongue felt numb and dry in his mouth and he heard the beat of his heart pounding in the back of his ears, as it drummed on in a rapid staccato sounding his impending demise. Out the corner of his eyes, he thought he spotted shapes and monsters in the shadows. His eyes were the next to go. His sight turned from a blur into darkness. He was progressing into a state of delirium.  
 Sam opened his mouth to call for help.   
 He began to tumble. His hands suddenly caught purchase on a railing. He gripped it and hung on for dear life.  
 Beside him, the darkness gave way to a vision. 
 There was a large wave coming up to greet him. He wanted to scream, but he felt paralyzed. Like a bad dream, nothing made sense. Somehow, he was on the wrong side of the railing. He needed to get back on board The World, otherwise he’d be washed out to sea when the crest of the wave hit him.  
 He took a deep breath.  
 There was no time to waste.  
 Gripping the railing, he jumped back on board The World. 
 Only instead of the teak deck upon which he’d expected to land, his feet found nothing but thin air. He kept falling. His mind, affected as it was, struggling to grasp the realities of what he’d done. All he could do was wonder, where had the ship gone… 
 As he free-fell all the way to the sea far below. His feet struck the water first, before he submerged deep below the water.  
 Where darkness swallowed him whole. 





 Chapter Three 
 Tom Bower stirred from the depths of sleep.  
 He rolled on his side and sat up. His eyes blurred into focus and he gazed out the expansive glass windows at the sea below. He slept without a shirt on. The muscles of his massive chest tapered into a slim waist, casting a silver shadow in the moonlight. It was still the middle of the night. He blinked the fog from his mind. Something had woken him. It was unusual. He was a deep sleeper and rarely woke by accident. Before his sleep disturbed mind could come up with a reasonable answer, he was interrupted by three long rings blaring over the ship’s PA system. 

Something’s happened, he thought without too much consideration, before laying back down in bed again. He covered his head with a pillow, and considered going straight back to sleep. After all, it was impossible to hit an iceberg in the tropical waters of French Polynesia. And besides, he’d met the captain, a Mr. Ajax Montgomery. The man seemed infinitely competent and Tom was sure he would be capable of dealing with whatever problem had arisen.   
 Beside him, Genevieve began to wake, giving an almost feline stretch of her arms. Tom smiled at the sight of her near naked body. She often reminded him of a pixie, with a kind face, short brown hair, blue eyes and an impish grin. Of course, that’s where the similarities ended. Behind her mask of innocent beauty, was one of the most intelligent, strong, and deadly women he’d ever known. Being in the warm tropics, she had gone to bed with no more than her underwear on, leaving him a welcome view of her athletic figure, full of lithe muscles. 
 Her eyes opened. “Good morning.” 
 “Can’t sleep?” he asked, pulling her comfortably into his arms. 
 “Not with that siren blaring.” 
 Tom shrugged. “It will stop soon enough and we can get back to sleep.” 
 She smiled at him, an impish and lascivious grin spread out across her parted lips, the tip of her tongue just touching the spacing between her white teeth. “I have a better idea.” 
 Tom suppressed a grin. “You think we should order room service?” 
 She ignored that, put her arms round his neck and kissed him.  
 It was a sweet moment. Her lips on his were soft and mobile. He closed his eyes for a second and inhaled the scent of her skin. He gazed lovingly at her body. Still amazed at his good fortune to have her in his life. The warmth of her breath on his lips, she opened her mouth, and resumed kissing him passionately.  
 A few seconds later, the captain’s voice came over the internal PA system. It was calm and collected, as one would expect of a gentleman who had probably spent his life in charge of seagoing vessels.  
 Genevieve pulled back from Tom. “Something’s really wrong.” 
 Tom’s ear pricked up, straining to make sense of the problem. “I’m sure it will be all right. See, listen to him! That’s not the voice of the captain of a sinking ship.”  
 “Still, it’s not the voice of someone willing to wake up his rich and powerful guests, all hundred and fifty of them, at…” Genevieve glanced at her wristwatch. “At two-thirty A.M.” 
 Tom gave an indifferent nod, pulling her in close to him, and enjoying the warmth of her arms wrapped around his body. “Whatever it is, I’m sure they will have it under control. We’re here to give a talk about the Mahogany Ship, and to have an all-expenses paid, 7-star, luxury vacation – and that’s what I plan to do.” 
 “You’re right,” she said, pulling herself in close and kissing him passionately. 
 The captain’s voice continued to drone on, and suddenly, something about it caught Tom’s attention.  
 “This is not a drill. Someone has fallen overboard. We’re in the process of turning around. We’re sorry for the delay.”  
 There, in the back of his mind, Tom remembered the ship’s warning that three sharp siren rings over the ship’s PA system meant there was a man… or woman, overboard… 
 Tom sat up. His back, ramrod straight, his mind immediately on the task at hand. In seconds, his mind, working like a computer, had considered all the possibilities. The person could be killed just by the fall, they could be struggling to swim, maybe they couldn’t swim altogether, cold exposure wouldn’t be an issue – at least not for the immediate time being – given the warmth of the tropical waters, the cruise ship would have to call in the coastguard – it would come from Tahiti – they were too far away to get a helicopter in the air… 
 Then his mind clicked on the ship’s helipad, stocked with The World’s luxury helicopter, used to fly the various billionaires who owned apartments on to the ship.  
 They should get the chopper in the air.  
 It would be the best way to get eyes on the water. The only way to find someone. Every hour in the water the person’s chance of survival dwindled away. 
 Tom said, “Come on, we need to go.” 
 Genevieve frowned. “Go… Where?” 
 Tom was already out of bed pulling on a pair of shorts. “I don’t know, they’ll need all the help they can get.” 
 “This ship must have three hundred staff who are trained and ready to assist in the event of a person overboard!” 
 “Yeah, and none of them with the same experience as Sam, you, or I!” Tom pulled a shirt over his barrel chest. “Besides, the best way to save someone in the water is to get eyes on them.” 
 “How do you plan on doing that?” 
 Tom grinned. “I’m going to ask the captain if we can commandeer one of those expensive helicopters up on the top deck.”  



 Chapter Four 
 Tom banged loudly on Sam’s cabin door.  
 There was no response. He tried once more. A quick, sharp, loud rap. Still no answer. Genevieve glanced at him. She wore a singlet and tan shorts. Her brown hair was tied back. Her blue eyes were tired, but awake. She’d slipped on a pair of shoes. All in total, it had taken her less than a minute to get ready. And she was beautiful.  
 Tom frowned. “Maybe Sam hasn’t gone to bed yet?” 
 She folded her arms across her chest. “Or, maybe he’s already with the captain?” 
 “That makes more sense,” Tom acknowledged. “Come on, let’s go to the bridge.” 
 Outside on the promenade there was a hive of activity. More than a dozen crew members were stationed at equal points along the deck, keeping a lookout, while others moved about, talking on their radios and waking people up to join the search. 
 Genevieve stopped one of the crew who was walking past. “Excuse me, do you know what’s happened?” 
 “I’m not sure, Ma’am,” the sailor replied. “Someone’s fallen overboard. That’s all I know. We’ve just turned around.” 
 She nodded. “Thank you.” 
 Tom exchanged a glance with her. “Shall we go see the captain at the bridge?” 
 “I think they’ve got enough people here to help, but I’m happy to go offer.” 
 They made their way to the forward deck, before climbing the external stairs up to the bridge on the top of the 11th deck. The door was open and they stepped in. Various crew members were working quickly and efficiently at their allotted tasks, but the place seemed surprisingly calm. Everyone knew what their role was, and there wasn’t much more to be done until they reached the location where someone had fallen overboard. 
 Tom spotted Captain Ajax Montgomery who was standing with his arms crossed next to the helm, his face solemn and pensive. They approached the captain, who he and Genevieve had met earlier in the night, and asked if there was anything they could do to help. 
 Montgomery thanked them and brought them up to speed, pointing to a digital map of the area, he showed them where they were when the passenger went into the water. It was roughly twenty minutes away. The sea was calm, there was a full moon and clear skies, meaning that their search conditions couldn’t have been any better. If the passenger survived the fall, he would almost certainly be found. 
 At the end of it, the captain said, “There’s something else you should know…” 
 The lines around Tom’s face hardened. There was something about the way the captain had said, “Them.” A sense of impending doom seemed to follow those simple words, as though the captain was about to reveal something truly horrible. “Yes?” 
 Montgomery set his jaw firm. “We just played the CCTV from the amidships deck.” 
 Tom held his breath. “What did you see?” 
 “A man in his late thirties appeared intoxicated, and stumbled over board.” 
 “Okay,” Tom said, his voice non-committal. So far, he hadn’t been told anything new or more distressing. It was unfortunate, but it happens. It’s a cruise ship after all and people are entitled to get a little drunk.  
 The captain sighed heavily. “We believe the unfortunate passenger was Mr. Sam Reilly.” 



 Chapter Five 
 Tom didn’t allow any time for emotions to set in. 
 Instead, he went straight toward definitive action. To the captain, he asked, “Is the helicopter in the air?” 
 “Afraid not.” Montgomery shook his head. Then, as though expecting Tom’s recrimination, said, “The pilot was taken ill earlier tonight, so despite having a perfectly good helicopter we don’t have anyone to fly it.” 
 Tom asked, “What sort of helicopter is it?” 
 “An Airbus H160,” the captain said. “Why do you ask?” 
 Tom turned to Genevieve. “You ever flown anything like that?” 
 “Big and corporate… like a luxury limousine made for the sky?” Genevieve shook her head. “I can’t say I have, but it can’t be much different than anything else I’ve flown.” 
 Tom said, “All right, that’s good enough for me.” Then, to the captain, he said, “We’ll take it.” 
 Montgomery’s eyes flashed anger mixed with fear. “You can’t just take the damned thing. It’s worth twenty million and the insurance won’t cover anything if you’re not certified to fly it!” 
 Genevieve met the captain’s eye with a penetrating gaze. “Then, given the circumstance, as of this moment, I’m certified to fly the damned thing.” 
 The captain’s eyes narrowed. “Are you sure?” 
 Tom grinned. “Does she look like she’s kidding?” 
 The captain took one glance at Genevieve’s face, which was a mask of defiant hostility and made his mind up. “Okay, the bird’s all yours.” 
 Genevieve smiled. “Much appreciated. Can someone show us where to go?” 
 Montgomery turned to one of the officers on the bridge. “Carmichael, can you please take Tom and Genevieve up to the helipad. They’re going to commandeer the Airbus H160.” 
 “Understood,” the officer opened his arm outward and said, “Right this way.” 
 They followed the man aft of the bridge, along a series of external gangways before reaching the helipad. Unlike the hangar on board the Tahila, in which the helicopter could be lowered beneath the deck for protection, this helipad was protected by a retractable bi-fold winged hangar. The officer pressed a remote button and the wings opened outward like those of a butterfly or the doors on a half a million-dollar supercar.  
 Inside was a brand-new Airbus H160.  
 It was the corporate helicopter king of the skies. An exclusive design, the highest standards of luxury and the most technologically advanced Airbus helicopter model combined to produce a chopper for the jet-set, celebrities and billionaires. The H160 was the very first all-composite, lightweight passenger helicopter, with a top speed of 185 miles an hour and a range of 300 miles without refueling. The cabin was one of the quietest of all choppers, and over one billion was spent on research and development before the new H160 was launched. 
 The helicopter was massive. Its luxurious interior could accommodate twelve passengers inside a lush interior of upholstered, high-quality leather with wood finishes, and accented with chrome metal.  
 Genevieve jumped into the pilot’s seat, and Tom took a seat next to her. The cockpit was spacious, with enough bells and whistles to make one think they were inside a passenger jet, instead of a helicopter.  
 She flicked the starter switches, and the Turbomeca Arrano turboshaft engines started. They were capable of creating over 1,300 shaft horsepower. The new high-tech Blue Eagle blades were built in such a way as to reduce the noise levels generated by the interaction between the edge of the blades and the vortex.  
 Tom inputted the latitude and longitude coordinates into the GPS of where The World was when Sam Reilly fell into the sea. He watched the rotor blades pick up speed, quickly disappearing into a near silent blur.  
 He exchanged a glance with Genevieve. “You sure this thing’s running?” 
 “Yes,” she confirmed with a suppressed grin. “Her engineers have made her whisper quiet. I’ll give them that.” 
 A few seconds later, a green light came on confirming the rotor blades had reached the RPM required for take-off. 
 Genevieve confirmed the RPM was in the green, and a second later, adjusted the controls, and the Airbus H160 took to the air. The helicopter took off slowly, moving with the determined confidence of a flying bus.  
 Genevieve lowered the nose, and they set off in Sam’s direction.  
 Tom exhaled a deep breath. From the air, he had a good vision of the sea. There was a full moon directly overhead, which shone down like a powerful flashlight across the glassy water, as still as a millpond. They couldn’t have asked for better conditions. 
 It didn’t take long to reach the coordinates where Sam fell in.  
 Tom swallowed. “See anything?” 
 Genevieve slowed the Airbus to a slow hover. “Not yet.” 
 He ran his eyes across the GPS and confirmed that they were directly overhead of the spot. “We’re at the right place. But just remember, The World is a little over five hundred feet in length, that means Sam fell in somewhere within that five hundred feet. Allowing for drift, he should be somewhere within a one to two thousand square foot radius.” 
 “Agreed,” she replied, her eyes setting on the sea below.  
 Tom stared out the cockpit windshield.  
 The sea was glassy without the single crest of a wave to hide a person floating. Tom naturally had excellent vision and right now, he could see for miles. He scanned the water, but there was no sign of anything. Not even any flotsam or something to suggest someone had recently been in the water.  
 A somber shroud of disbelief surrounded the cockpit. Both Tom and Genevieve could feel it, but neither accepted it. The facts just weren’t matching up with any reality they could accept. Sam Reilly, no matter how intoxicated he might have been, couldn’t have drowned in such perfect conditions. Hell, the man could probably tread water in his sleep.  
 After a few more minutes, Genevieve commenced circling the location in a counter-clockwise grid search pattern.  
 Not long after that, The World arrived. Life-rafts and speed boats were lowered into the water and quickly joined the search. 
 But after an hour, one thing was certain, there was no sign of anyone in the water. 



 Chapter Six 

The World drifted lazily at its anchor. 
 The gray of pre-dawn broke the horizon, and slowly, one by one, the myriad of stars that pierced the velvet darkness of night, disappeared. Nearby, more than a dozen small boats scoured the calm waters, their powerful spotlights flickering across the imperceptible ripples of the sea. A melancholy silence seemed to envelop the scene, despite its hive of activity.  
 At 5:14 A.M. the first slither of sunrise finally pierced the sky.  
 Tom’s eyes drifted upward as the Airbus H160 was being refueled. It was the beginning of a clear sky. Another beautiful day in paradise. And with it, the impossible certainty that his friend, Sam Reilly, wasn’t ever coming back. It had now been a little over three hours since Sam had entered the water. Tom had no doubt that Sam could comfortably tread water for that time – even if he was heavily intoxicated – and hypothermia wasn’t likely to be a problem given the French Polynesian sea temperature was currently 83 degrees Fahrenheit. In reality, Sam could probably survive for more than forty-eight hours in such conditions.  
 But there was only one explanation as to how Sam could have disappeared in such a short time. With every hour of the expanding search grid, the explanation became more and more likely, almost irrefutable. It was unacceptable and impossible, yet Tom knew with certainty, it was the only possible answer. And still, he refused to acknowledge the fact… 
 Sam Reilly was most likely dead. 
 There were more than a dozen explanations that could have led to his death. Maybe he was really just so intoxicated that he couldn’t stay afloat. Hell, Tom hadn’t watched the clip, but from what he’d been told, Sam was struggling to walk. Other theories included the fact that Sam had fallen the height of four decks – roughly 52 feet – into the water. Landing in the water from that height would be like hitting concrete. If he landed badly, he could have broken his neck, or even just hit his head in such a way to render him unconscious. If he was really unlucky, Sam could have been picked up by a shark, and dragged under… of course, the unlikely chance of that was astronomical.  
 Yet, with each horrendous possibility, Sam Reilly’s probability of survival deteriorated.  
 Genevieve interrupted his thoughts. Pointing to the helicopter’s fuel intake pipes, she said, “Her dual tanks are full. Are you ready to go again?” 
 “Yeah, let’s go,” Tom said, climbing onboard the helicopter.  
 This time the passenger compartment that formed the fuselage was filled with crew from the cruise ship, every one of them equipped with binoculars and ready to act as spotters.  
 Genevieve took off and quickly resumed flying their previous search pattern.  
 While the Airbus H160 was being refueled a Forward-Looking Infrared Camera was attached to the nose. The device was typically used on military and civilian aircraft to produce a thermographic camera that senses infrared radiation. The sensors installed in Forward-Looking Infrared Cameras, as well as those of other thermal imaging cameras, use detection of infrared radiation, typically emitted from a heat source – thermal imaging – to create an image assembled for video output. 
 Tom switched the FLIR on and a gray screen lit up with the image of the sea below. He adjusted the camera and several human bodies lit up brightly over each of the rescue boats. But in the water, there was nothing but gray. Genevieve continued to fly the search pattern, and Tom scanned the display from the FLIR, diligently analyzing every square of its grid.   
 The hours stretched by and still they found nothing. Their second flight rewarded them with nothing for their efforts, but only fifteen minutes into their third flight, one of the spotters identified something black in the water.  
 Genevieve hovered the helicopter low for a closer inspection. It looked like a dark shirt or possibly even a jacket. Either way, there wasn’t anything they could do about it from the air, and she was reluctant to bring the Airbus H160 any closer to the water for fear that the downdraft would sink the jacket or they’d lose it entirely.  
 Tom radioed one of the rescue boats, and had them pick it up. They moved immediately and it didn’t take long to get an answer. 
 It was a tuxedo. 
 Inside, there was a brand name. Bottega Veneta. That confirmed it. Sam Reilly was wearing that jacket when he went into the water. It was good news and bad. It suggested that Sam was conscious when he landed in the water. Otherwise it was unlikely the jacket would fall off. More likely, Sam, having fallen into the water, had removed the jacket to make treading water easier and less cumbersome.  
 They resumed their search, focusing on the areas immediately surrounding their finding. It was a good sign. The jacket had managed to drift nearly ten miles over night. Proof of just how powerful the sea drift and currents could be despite the water’s outward appearance of stillness. Somewhere, in the back of his mind, Tom felt as though something was wrong about its location. Even given the possibility of an almost invisible sea-current accounting for its drift, it seemed impossible that the tuxedo should have floated so far away. Tom sighed, feeling hopeful for the first time since he’d woken up. If they were wrong about the sea drift, there was every chance they were wrong about everything.  
 It meant they would need to refocus their search and rescue efforts based around the new hydrographic projections. It wasn’t much, but it was a chance, and Tom was willing to take it.  
 Back on board The World someone handed Tom the tuxedo that was pulled from the water. He picked it up, immediately noticing the weight of the waterlogged tuxedo in his hands. His eyes ran across the expensive garment. 
 He read the brand inscription, Bottega Veneta. Expensive as all hell. It was designed for Sam. The shoulders looked roughly the right size for him, too.  
 Tom was about to hand the tuxedo back to the sailor and tell him to add it to the pile of flotsam and debris recovered from the water that may or may not have belonged to Sam Reilly. But as he held the tuxedo in his outstretched hand, he stopped.  
 It was the weight that had given him pause. At first he had assumed it had to do with being waterlogged, but the expensive garment was made of expensive natural materials that were naturally hydrophilic – meaning they resisted water – making it almost completely dry. Meaning that there was another cause for the jacket’s heaviness.  
 Tom ran his hands along the insides of the jacket, and came across a small, round indent that came from an almost imperceptible crease in the dark material. He turned the tuxedo inside out and examined the outline of what appeared to be a coin, searching for a hidden zipper. There was none. Or certainly nothing so crude.  
 He spread the material out, searching for a slight crease that might indicate a hidden opening. He was ready to use a knife on the tuxedo, but restrained himself, because there, at the upper end of the jacket he found the opening to the hidden pocket.  
 Two opposing pieces of material slid together to form an invisible latch.  
 Tom unclipped it, and retrieved the sole content inside.  
 His lips curled upwardly, as he examined a solid gold coin. He recognized it immediately. How could he miss it? The coin was a golden tetradrachm with the face of Alexander the Great on one side and Zeus on the other. The ancient Greek tetradrachms were always made of silver. Except this one wasn’t. As far as Tom was aware, only one mint of golden tetradrachms was ever produced. And even those were nothing more than a myth… nothing better than a legend.  
 The legend of Alexander’s Treasure.  
 Tom held the coin up to the light and stared at the face of the ancient Macedonian king – Alexander the Great – one of the most successful military commanders of all time.  
 If the stories were to be believed, the man had collected one of the greatest treasures of the ancient world, only to have the bulk of his wealth minted into golden tetradrachms – a wealth beyond anyone’s dreams – that disappeared upon his death.  
 Tom shook his head.  
 Suddenly, things were beginning to make sense. Many people would be willing to kill for such a treasure. The question that stood out most in his mind was, if Sam Reilly knew where Alexander’s Treasure was hidden, what would someone do to find it? 
 Would they be willing to kill for it? 
 Hell yes they would. 
 Forty-Two hours later, the search was officially called off, and Sam Reilly was presumed dead.  



 Chapter Seven 
 The Tahila arrived on the scene the next morning.  
 Tom and Genevieve took a runabout across from The World to greet the crew. Their faces were a mixed mess of incredulity and profound loss. Matthew’s usually reserved expression was shattered, all his tears spent, leaving him simply looking broken. Veyron’s eyes appeared glazed, and he responded automatically, like a zombie, not quite ready to take in the new world in which he’d awoken. Caliburn, the genetically engineered golden retriever, sat on the deck resting his head on his outspread paws, his tail tucked tight between its legs. The dog’s large brown eyes were forlorn, staring at Tom as if to beg him to tell them all that the news wasn’t true.   
 Elise openly cried.  
 It had been a hard day for Tom. Already he’d had to break the news to Sam’s girlfriend, Catarina Marcello, Sam’s father, and the US Secretary of Defense. But somehow watching Elise’s usual mask of emotional steel fracture so completely, seemed to affect him the worst. He’d never seen Elise lose her composure before. Sam and Elise had met during CIA training, when she was still a kid. Somehow, in the process, Sam had always been somewhat of a father figure to her, and one glance at Elise, and Tom knew that she felt like she’d just lost her father.  
 Elise crossed her arms. Her wide mouth that usually smiled so broadly was now turned down at the corners in an expression of grim determination. She met Tom’s gaze with the defiance of someone who needed to know the whole truth of a tragedy. “How did this happen?”  
 Tom’s lips formed a firm line as he suppressed the urge to cry. “I have no idea.” 
 Elise persisted. “What did the CCTV tapes show?” 
 Tom spread his hands in a gesture of supplication. “I don’t know. Not much. Sam was obviously heavily intoxicated. He was struggling to stand upright. In fact, he almost looked like he was hallucinating at the end, he braced onto the railing as though a giant wave was about to strike him, and then, looking terrified, he jumped overboard.” 
 Elise ran her fingers across her face, wiping away tears. Grief was replaced by confusion and incredulity. “That doesn’t sound like Sam.” 
 “Which part?” Tom asked, “Getting so drunk that he would willingly jump to his death, the part about being unsteady on his feet, hallucinating, or actually jumping to his death?” 
 “None of it,” Elise agreed. “But I’m talking about being that wasted. We’ve all seen Sam drink. He’s not a big drinker, but he knows his limits. He doesn’t like to lose control of any situation. He naturally reigns himself in well before that happens, especially when he’s out in public at a conference or a speaking arrangement, so what went wrong this time?” 
 Tom shrugged. “I don’t know. Maybe he just got carried away telling stories of his adventures with people who were infinitely keen to listen. They were serving expensive whiskey. The sort of stuff Sam’s dad would have drunk. I suppose Sam might not have realized how much he was having?” 
 Veyron shook his head emphatically. “No, I’m with Elise. That’s not Sam. I’ve had my fair share of alcohol with him over the years. He can’t handle a lot, but he knows when he’s had enough, and even in the comfort of the Tahila in port, he would never allow himself to go past that point. So why in God’s name would he do so when he’d been hired to give a speech to a bunch of rich, armchair archeologists?” 
 Tom said, “I can’t answer that.” 
 Elise asked, “What about the tapes from the auditorium?” 
 “What about them?” Tom replied. 
 Elise, returning to her usually composed self, focused in on their next steps, like a detective. “Have you watched them?” 
 “No. Why?” 
 “They might be important. At least they will show what Sam was like on the lead up to the tragedy. If it shows him drinking excessively through the night until he finally loses control, and stumbles out onto the deck, we know that’s how it all ended – as ridiculous and tragic as that may be.” 
 Tom’s eyes narrowed. “And if it shows that he wasn’t drinking that much?” 
 Elise licked her lips. “Then we know someone’s been lying.” 
 “About what?” 
 “I don’t know. Let’s review the tapes and find out.” 
 “Okay,” Tom agreed.  
 Tom picked up his phone and contacted Captain Montgomery. They spoke for a few minutes. The inflection and tone of Tom’s voice slowly getting harder, until he eventually ended the call without saying goodbye. 
 Elise met his eye. “What did the captain say?” 
 Tom crossed his arms. “That those CCTV security tapes are restricted.” 
 “Restricted?” A puzzled look crossed Elise’s face. “A man’s dead. Their star guest! They must be nuts to try and cover it up.” 
 That was the word that hit home to Tom. “They’re trying to cover something up, aren’t they?” 
 There was a general consensus among the crew of the Tahila that it was the right conclusion to make.  
 Genevieve was the first to voice the next question. “But what are they trying to cover up, and how are we going to find it?” 
 Elise grinned. “I suggest I hack The World’s security system.” 



 Chapter Eight 
 Elise worked at the round table – the technological hub at the heart of the Tahila – her fingers tapping a sharp staccato on the keyboard of her laptop in a complex game of cat and mouse, as she tried to access The World’s security mainframe. It turned out, unsurprisingly, that The World had invested some serious dollars into their cybersecurity. Apparently, billionaires as a demographic, are exceedingly secretive about their activities. As the hours went by, only Tom and Caliburn remained. Both, holding an equally inflexible resolve to wait and see what the truth had to offer them.  
 The rapid exchange of keys being tapped came to an end. 
 Tom looked up and saw a look of triumph plastered across Elise’s face. “You did it?” 
 She nodded. “I did it.” 
 Tom stood up and walked around the table, so that he could look at the computer monitor over her shoulder. “What can you access?” 
 “Everything.” 
 “Really?” 
 “Anything that’s been digitally recorded onboard The World.” Elise grinned. “Where do you want to start?” 
 “The auditorium on the night of Sam’s death.” 
 “Okay.” She brought up the digital video and pressed play. 
 It started early in the night, while Sam and Tom were still setting up the displays for their discussion about the Mahogany Ship.  
 Tom said, “Too early. Bring it forward about an hour or two. Nothing much happened until after the speeches. And I remember Sam nursing his one glass of whiskey on the rocks until the speeches were over.” 
 Elise slid the time stamp a couple hours farther along and pressed play. They made notes of people that Sam talked to, and made notes of every time someone replaced Sam’s empty drink with a full one. There were several hours of recordings. Elise increased the speed, so that they could get a basic idea first about how intoxicated Sam had gotten himself. By the time they reached the end of the night, Sam’s tally ended at four small glasses.   
 The edges of Tom’s lips curved downward. “I’m not saying that four glasses of whiskey aren’t plenty, but spread out across nearly seven hours, shouldn’t have really affected someone Sam’s size – certainly not to the extent that I saw when he fell into the water.” 
 “I agree.” Elise brought up a few snap-shots of various frames she thought had been telling of his state of mind throughout the party. They showed that he was enjoying himself, but was still in control. There was no sign that he was getting drunk and disordered. She played a five-minute allotment just after he consumed his fourth drink. “Look at this…” 
 It showed Sam’s cognitive behavior collapse dramatically within minutes. 
 Tom said, “I’ve heard of everyone having one drink… somewhere around the 8th one I guess, that just pushes them over the edge and they end up unconscious. But I don’t see a single glass of whiskey pushing Sam over that quickly. I mean, look at him, his speech goes from normal and coherent to slurred and indecipherable within a matter of minutes.” 
 “He might be suffering from an acute medical problem?” 
 “Such as?” 
 “Any number of things. It’s unlikely, but not impossible that he had a minor stroke. His speech difficulties, struggling to balance and walk, his delirium, are all symptoms of a stroke. Maybe people simply dismissed it all as signs he’d had way too much to drink?” 
 “But Sam’s fit and healthy and still under forty! Why the hell would he have a stroke?” 
 “It’s unlikely, but not unheard of. Besides, Sam was SCUBA diving only a couple days before he flew to Tahiti. There’s a chance his luck just ran out and he got an air embolism or something?” 
 Tom dismissed the idea with the wave of his hand. “No way. Sam’s pedantic about these things. He takes risks, but not with acute decompression sickness. He follows the US Navy’s strict guidelines for repeat dives, decompression stops, and residual nitrogen levels. No chance he would have flown if there had been a risk.” 
 She arched a well-manicured eyebrow. “You’ve never known Sam to take risks?” 
 “Never with dive tables!” His voice was emphatic. “What else have you got?” 
 Elise thought about it for a second. “His fourth drink was spiked.” 
 “With what?” 
 “I don’t know. A barbiturate mixed with a hallucinogenic. There are any number of things easily obtainable by those on board.” 
 Tom nodded. “That’s possible. So now we just need to know why?” 
 Elise returned to the section where Tom and Genevieve had left for the night. From what Tom could recall, there was nothing unusual about the party and Sam had been mostly sober throughout the night by the time they’d left. Elise pressed play, and they watched Sam say goodbye to Tom and Genevieve, before being stopped by Airlie Chapman. 
 Elise paused the video, freezing on a frame where Airlie had her hand on Sam’s arm, in an affectionate, if not firm grip. It was obvious she was trying to tell him something of great importance to her, quietly. Elise asked, “What do we know about this woman?” 
 “Not much. Airlie Chapman is on the board of directors for The World and also a prominent heiress to a global oil exploration company. It was at her specific request that Sam ended up on board The World that night.” 
 “Does she have any special interest in archeology?” 
 Tom shook his head. “No, according to Sam she read an article about the Mahogany Ship in a travel magazine and it simply piqued her interest.” 
 “You’re kidding me.” Elise almost smiled. “She paid a fortune to have you and Sam come give a speech because she randomly read an article about the Mahogany Ship in a travel magazine?” 
 Tom gave a shrug and turned the palms of his hands skyward. “Hey, the billionaire class… what are you gonna do?” 
 “I guess…” 
 Elise kept playing the recording. It showed Airlie handing him a gold coin. Sam’s eyes were wide with rapt attention. His breathing erratic. If he’d been a poker player, he would have just lost. It was clear that whatever he was looking at consumed his full attention and desire.  
 Sam examined the ancient coin. 
 Elise took a screen shot of each side of the coin. It was a Greek tetradrachm depicting the face of Alexander the Great – the Macedonian king and most revered conqueror in history. The obverse side depicted Zeus, perched on a throne holding an eagle in one hand and a scepter in the other. It at least answered the earlier question about where the gold coin that was found in Sam’s tuxedo had come from. 
 Elise asked, “Any clue what’s so important about this coin that it has Sam all up in a whirl?” 
 Tom glanced at the coin. “It’s a common mintage, struck roughly 2,300 years ago in silver.” 
 Elise suppressed a grin. “Only this one appears to be made of gold.” 
 “Exactly,” Tom said. “Which is what makes this so special.” 
 Elise said, “Why? What does that mean?” 
 Tom held his breath. “It means it might have come from Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 “Alexander’s Treasure?”  
 “Yeah,” Tom said, his voice taking on the tone and inclination of storyteller. “Legend has it, that Alexander the Great of Macedonia, fearing assassination, had his hoard of treasures secured over years of conquests, melted down and minted into coins – a treasure to be buried.” 
 “Sure, so why is this coin made of gold instead of silver?” 
 “Alexander’s wealth was accumulated in pieces of gold that he’d stolen – or appropriated – as he raged war throughout much of the known world. When he began to run from his own people, he had access to the die casts traditionally used for silver tetradrachms. Only his treasure was secured entirely in gold. Thus, he produced the only golden tetradrachms of the era depicting his face and that of Zeus. Drawings and letters had suggested that nearly ten thousand of these coins had been minted, but until now, and despite numerous searches for the hidden treasure, none had ever been found.” 
 “I can see why Sam’s interested.” 
 Elise pressed play and they watched as Airlie propositioned Sam, trying to employ him to lead an expedition to locate and retrieve the fabled treasure of Alexander the Great. By the expression on Sam’s face, she would be hard pressed to convince him not to take the job. 
 At the lounge, the remaining two guests, Shireen Doyle and Ashton Gray seemed to take a sudden interest in what was occupying Sam and Airlie’s attention so vividly. Elise performed some digital magic in order to focus on their conversation. The clarity of the sound was a little distorted. She was only getting every second or third word.  
 Elise’s lips pursed together as she tried to listen. “Did you hear that?” 
 Tom asked, “What?” 
 She scrolled back the time-stamp by about thirty seconds and pressed play. “Listen.” 
 It was Ashton Gray. “…I do believe she just tried to enroll Mr. Reilly in her hunt for Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 Tom paused, taking in its possible meaning, and subsequent ramifications. “Ashton knew that Airlie was trying to hire Sam to search for Alexander’s Treasure!” 
 “Yes,” Elise fast-forwarded another few seconds until the video showed Shireen and Ashton interrupting Sam and Airlie’s conversation. It clearly showed Ashton asking about what they were talking about and then, appearing to have never heard of Alexander’s Treasure. “Look at that! Ashton lied! He damned well knew about Alexander’s Treasure!”  
 “Which makes you wonder, what else did he lie about?” 
 “Indeed.” 
 Tom tried to put it all together. It was like a giant jigsaw puzzle and right now they were only getting tiny fragments of the whole picture.  
 And nothing made any sense.  



 Chapter Nine 
 Tom took a deep breath, exhaled slowly. “So, who’s responsible?” 
 Elise made a half-shrug, bringing up the image of each of the three people left in the auditorium on the night of the tragedy. There was Airlie Chapman, Shireen Doyle, and Ashton Gray. Her eyes narrowed on the last name on the list. “My money says Ashton Gray is behind this.” 
 “No way,” Tom replied, dismissing the idea emphatically. “He didn’t have time to plan this sort of abduction. This was a well-orchestrated, highly professional job that would have taken some significant time to put into practice. And most people didn’t know that Sam would be on The World until a few nights beforehand.” 
 “Maybe he knew something beforehand?” Elise suggested. 
 “How? Sam only agreed to give a speech a few days earlier and he didn’t know anything about Alexander’s Treasure until Airlie handed him the gold tetradrachm.” 
 “I don’t know.” Elise tilted her head to the left, her eyes distant and glazed, as though searching for a solution. “Maybe Ashton already knew about Airlie’s discovery?” 
 “It’s a possibility. What about Shireen Doyle?” 
 “The arts dealer?” Elise said, considering the rich widow’s background. “Conservative estimates place her personal wealth in the vicinity of one point two billion dollars. She certainly has the financial means to pursue such an elaborate scheme. But where’s the motive?” 
 Tom’s face hardened. “You mean, why would someone so rich go to such lengths to find treasure?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “We could say that about all three of them. Ashton’s the poorest of all three, but his fortune is still somewhere around the three hundred million dollar mark, so there’s no reason he’s searching for Alexander’s Treasure to get rich.” 
 “It’s a matter of personal pride, isn’t it?” 
 “I suppose so. And all three of them are highly competitive. If they have gotten it into their heads to find this treasure, I suppose any one of them would be willing to go to great lengths to find it. And there is always the matter of the luster of gold…” 
 Elise let the words drip off her lips and hang in the air. “The luster of gold?” 
 “It drives people insane. Show someone a bank account with a long list of zeroes at the end and they get excited, but let them look at gold, touch it, feel the weight in their hands, and they’ll go insane. It’s human nature. It triggers the primal and very embodiment of greed. For the amount of gold lost in Alexander’s Treasure, I’m certain people would kill to get their hands on it.” 
 “Okay, I’ll accept that,” Elise said, the tone of her voice suggesting that she didn’t understand the nature of human greed anymore than a professional writer might naturally grasp astrophysics. “So, what do you think about Shireen Doyle?” 
 “I doubt it,” Tom said. “Of all three of them, she appeared to be the least interested. In fact, if I had to hazard a guess, watching the way she flirted shamelessly with Sam, I’d say she was more interested in him physically than his treasure hunting abilities.” 
 She suppressed a smile. “All right, which leaves just one person as a possible suspect – Airlie Chapman.” 
 Tom considered that, his head naturally nodding with agreement. “Exactly, she was the one to organize Sam to come in the first place.” 
 “But that still leaves one major thing that doesn’t make sense…” 
 “What?” 
 Elise said, “Why did Airlie bother to show Sam the coin in the first place?” 
 Tom shrugged. “Maybe she wanted to be sure that Sam was the right person for the job?” 
 “You think if he wasn’t able to spot the connection with the coin being gold, Airlie would have second thoughts about bringing him in on the expedition?” 
 “Wouldn’t you?” 
 “Maybe.” Elise pondered this for a moment. Then said, “There must be millions of pieces of lost treasures out there, no reason why someone like Sam should know all about every last one of them. So why bother? At the end of the day, she’s not after what Sam already knows about the treasure, but his ability to find the next clue in the puzzle required to finally locate it.”  
 At that point, Genevieve stepped into the mission room and took a seat next to Tom and Elise at the round table. Tom showed her the small section of the tapes and brought her up to speed with what they had found.  
 Afterward, Genevieve said, “You believe that if someone thinks Sam Reilly might know the truth, they could have had him killed to prevent him finding the treasure?” 
 “No,” Tom said, closing his eyes, as though he were trying to imagine what happened. “I think it’s possible any one of these billionaires in that room would love to add finding ancient treasure to their list of sizeable accolades – and the best way to do that would be to kidnap one of the best, bona fide treasure hunters in the world.” 
 “You think Sam Reilly was kidnapped to find the treasure of Alexander the Great?” Genevieve asked, without hiding the skepticism from her voice.  
 Tom said, “Don’t you?” 
 “It’s a possibility,” Genevieve admitted.  
 Elise said, “What other possibility is there?”  
 Genevieve frowned. “There’s always Occam’s razor.”  
 “Come again?” Tom said.  
 Genevieve said, “Occam’s razor suggests the most likely theory is generally the best.” 
 Tom shook his head, refusal in his eyes. “You think Sam Reilly drowned?” 
 “It’s a strong possibility. You watched the video. Sam was so drunk he could barely stand up. You know he’s not a big drinker.” 
 “No way!” Tom’s voice was emphatic. “Not Sam! He could have been unconscious and he would have comfortably treaded water for those thirty minutes – in his sleep!” 
 Genevieve had grown up working as a local enforcer come-assassin in the Russian mafia, of which her father was a head figure. She knew more about death than anyone else alive, and had simply learned to accept it. “Don’t you think it’s possible that Sam, for all his good fortune over the years, might have simply run out of luck?” 
 Tom didn’t buy a word of it. “No. I think he’s been kidnapped.” 
 Genevieve nodded, squeezing his hand sympathetically. “All right, let’s just say, for a moment that we’re going to entertain your theory. Give Sam Reilly the benefit of the doubt that only someone like him might deserve.” 
 “He is alive!” Tom’s voice was hard.  
 “Okay, he’s alive. Now what do you suggest we do?” 
 Tom grinned. “That’s easy. Isn’t it obvious?” 
 Her eyes looked surreal. “Not really.” 
 Tom grinned. “We have to find the treasure of Alexander the Great.” 
 Genevieve let that sink in for a second. “You want to find the ancient, potentially mythical, treasure of Alexander the Great.” 
 “That’s right.” 
 Genevieve continued to play this out in her mind, as though listening to it out loud might make Tom realize just how crazy it sounds. “Something that no one has been able to do since his death, some two and a bit thousand years ago.” 
 “Yes,” a smile spread out across Tom’s face. “And what’s more, we need to beat Sam Reilly to it.” 



 Chapter Ten 
 Airlie Chapman picked up her cell phone and dialed a number by memory. A few seconds later, she heard the receiving phone begin to ring. It could have been any random cell phone, used by any of the billions of people who used them on almost every part of earth. With one exception. This one went through an encryption system making it nearly impossible to tap into and listen.  
 A man answered it immediately.  
 Neither person spoke for a few seconds. Then, Airlie said, “Well, you mind telling me what the fuck went wrong?” 
 She could feel the tension in the air. The man swallowed. “Someone beat us to him.” 
 A puzzled look crossed her face. “You were meant to have a boat in the water!” 
 “We did!” the man tried to argue. 
 Airlie didn’t let him. She was used to being in charge, particularly with something as important as this, and she wasn’t going to let him dictate the conversation. “You promised me that you could be there within seconds and wouldn’t let him drown! He’s no good to me drowned!” 
 “We were in the water and ready to go after him as soon as he hit the water.” 
 Her voice raised a notch. “So what went wrong?” 
 “I have no idea.” 
 “Did you see him in the water?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 Airlie’s eyes flashed anger, her porcelain face suddenly taking on a new hardness, as she bit down her frustration. “So what happened? How did you lose sight of him?” 
 The man recovered his composure. “He looked happy enough in the water. He wasn’t drowning. That’s for sure. If anything, I’d say he was laughing… as though the whole thing was just one big joke to him. The bastard probably thought he could swim to Tahiti from where he’d fallen in if the worst came to it.” 
 Tahiti was only two miles away. Airlie’s lips parted into a half-grin. He probably would have succeeded too if it had come to it. “So what happened?” 
 “He disappeared under the water.” 
 She exhaled through pursed lips, as incredulity reared its ugly head again. “You think he drowned?” 
 “No way.”  
 “What then?” 
 The man paused, as though taking the time to consider his train of thoughts. “If I had to guess, I’d say they took him from right under our noses.” 
 Airlie took a deep breath. This was the problem when you competed against people who had unlimited funds and means to achieve their goals. They were naturally competitive. They worked quick and were willing to take risks. She was almost impressed they had gotten the better of her. “I can’t believe it would come to this…” 
 “Miss Chapman… what would you like us to do?” 
 Her face took a violent and hardened stance. “I suggest you move forward, and complete the job for which you’ve been paid – and snatch Mr. Reilly right back!” 



 Chapter Eleven 
 Sam Reilly knew he was still asleep. 
 His dreams were filled with the same recurrent nightmare. And yet, despite this knowledge, he somehow knew that it was impossible to break free from them. The dreams felt real. He even knew what was coming, and yet, he couldn’t prevent it.  
 His head was still spinning. 
 Drugs, whatever he’d been given, were still running rampant in his system, challenging his mind to find any grounding in reality. Like the worst of nightmares, this one was impossible to shake. It was a mixture of Ground Hog Day and Nightmare on Elm Street.  
 He blinked… 
 A moment later, the crest of a wave splashed across his face. And once again, he was back at the beginning… 
 Where it had all started. 
 He fell into the water with a large splash. He kicked with his legs, but somehow couldn’t quite reach the surface. Above him, his eyes could see the obtuse blur of moonlight penetrating the surface. It wasn’t far, yet it might as well have been a mile away for all his chance of reaching it. He kept swimming, burning up the last of his energy, trying to survive. Something kept pulling him down. The water was turbulent. Filled with whitewash, and he kept being dragged under.  
 A moment later, his head broke the surface.  
 His lungs burned and he gasped for air. None of it was real. He knew that by now, but it didn’t change the fact that he felt the pain of holding his breath for so long. It was everyone’s nightmare. That indescribable feeling of being submerged and unable to reach the surface to take another breath. Being forced to hold one’s breath indefinitely challenged millions of years’ worth of evolutionary mammalian dive reflexes and instincts developed to keep us alive.  
 It was hard to break. Even if it was just a dream.  
 Sam kept kicking to stay afloat in the discombobulated waters. He quickly wiped the saltwater off his face, where it stung at his eyes. The water was warm and in the distance he could tell that the sea in the distance was deceptively calm. He looked up. To his right, he spotted the source of his troubles. A large cruise ship was steaming by, casting a massive wake, and disturbing the otherwise calm waters. 
 The ship had now passed, but he felt himself caught in the artificial current created by the ship’s massive propellers.  
 Sam didn’t try and fight it.  
 Instead, like a swimmer caught in a dangerous tidal rip, he knew the only way to survive was to go with it. He forced his hips upward, with his arms out to increase his surface area – and with it, his natural buoyancy. Floating on his back, he allowed the current to drag him away. On his back, he grinned. The water felt warm, the sea air pleasant. Hell, he was in the tropical waters of French Polynesia – where else would he rather be? 
 Sam watched The World continue on along its southeasterly direction on its way to Sydney, Australia and wondered how long it would take them to realize he was missing? People knew he’d been up late with the rest of the guests, drinking in the auditorium. No one would expect him out of his luxurious apartment until late in the afternoon. Even Tom and Genevieve would most likely let him sleep.  
 That meant twelve to eighteen hours minimum before anyone even questioned where he’d gone. Even if someone checked the ship’s CCTV and discovered the accident, and the ship’s location at the time of it, that still meant he would be in the water for a total of twenty-four to thirty-six hours – best case scenario.  
 The turbid water eased and he eventually settled into the stillness of the night. Sam let his feet drop, kicking his legs in an eggbeater type fashion as he fought to remove his tuxedo jacket to make it easier to swim. Not that he planned to do much swimming. He rotated onto his back again, hips up position, so that he could rest on his back. 
 Sam opened his eyes and stared up at the myriad of stars that spread across the inky blackness of the night’s sky. He’d sailed across the Pacific Ocean multiple times throughout his life, and every time he’d been amazed by the grandeur of the starlight, unencumbered by the ambient lights of civilization.   
 The water had done little to counter the effects of whatever damned drugs someone had spiked his drink with. Sam was certain by now that the feeling of intermittent insanity he was experiencing was a lot more than alcohol. He’d been badly drunk before, but it didn’t have a thing on whatever the hell had happened to him now. His head kept spinning. The world was going round in every direction except the one that it was supposed to go.   
 A little under twenty minutes later, his luck all changed.  
 Far in the horizon he saw the cruise ship begin to turn around. Sam started to laugh at his good fortune. Someone must have seen him fall. A flickering of lights blurred the deck of the glowing cruise ship and Sam imagined the dozens of passengers and crew working high powered spotlights, raking the sea in search of him.  
 It was only a matter of time before he was rescued.  
 Only the cruise ship didn’t appear to be returning toward him. Instead, it seemed to be heading in a diagonal motion, to a completely different set of coordinates. Sam watched, confused, as it came to a stop about two miles away from him. In the sky there was a helicopter in the air. Here comes the Cavalry. Only, they were off by about two miles.  
 That seemed impossible. 

The World utilized a state-of-the-art satellite navigation system that would have plotted its location constantly. If the captain knew there was a man overboard, he would have set a reciprocal course, back the way they had come. Surely not a separate location roughly two miles away.  
 It didn’t make sense to Sam.  
 Still. The fact was, someone would find him. Now that they knew he was missing, it was only a matter of time, before the search party’s search grid expanded and he was found. He almost considered trying to swim to the cruise ship, but quickly dismissed the idea as reckless and foolhardy at best. In his current state he was more likely to drown than reach it.  
 Behind him, something caught his attention, as it approached from the opposite direction. He kicked his feet and righted himself, so that he could bring his head just that little bit farther out of the water to get a better look.  
 It was a high-speed motorboat.  
 The vessel was lined up perfectly to meet him, its dark bow set like the cross-hairs of a rifle, lined up to greet him. Even from this distance, Sam recognized it as a Mark V Special Operations Craft – the same one the US Navy SEALS used for high speed insertions and extractions. It was manufactured by VT Halter Marine Inc at Gulfport, Mississippi. Sam Reilly had been to the factory and could still picture it. The Special Operations Craft featured a hull made of layers of carbon fiber, a foam core and an outer layer of Kevlar for additional strength. It could travel at speeds above 65 knots. 
 A crooked smile played on Sam’s lips. At a guess, the vessel was approaching him at speed, using every one of those knots. They were in a hurry to rescue him, that was for sure. Two men, in dark clothing – more akin to military special forces than a rescue operation – stood at the forward deck, a life ring tied to a rope at their ready to help him. The vessel had its running lights switched off and nobody on board held even a single flashlight.  

Who are these people? Sam wondered. Whoever they were, there was no way they were a normal rescue party. The whole idea of a search party was to be bright and seen, not hidden behind camouflage and darkness.  
 The boat slowed. A man on the deck cupped his hand around his mouth and shouted, “Just hold tight, Mr. Reilly – we’ll have you out of the water in a minute.” 
 Sam nodded. Relief spread across his face. He dismissed his original fears regarding his rescuers. Perhaps they were Navy SEALs out on a nearby training mission who had been brought in to help while they were in the area. Either way, it didn’t matter. They were here now. “Thank you.” 
 Someone threw him a life-ring. 
 Sam grabbed it, thankful for its buoyancy. His muscles naturally relaxed. He’d been treading water for under half an hour. It wasn’t particularly difficult, but the drugs were still having their affect on him and, what would have normally been a walk in the park, seemed to have drained him of all strength. 
 The man who threw the lifebuoy to him began to draw in the rope that it was attached to. Sam felt himself slowly pulled toward the vessel. 
 His eyes lifted up toward the man. He mouthed the words, “Thank you.” 
 Once again, he’d defied the odds and had survived. He would be out of the water within seconds. He was safe.  
 And then something grabbed his right leg – and pulled him under. 



 Chapter Twelve  
 It all happened fast. 
 Water rushed against Sam’s face like the ripples of a jet. Sam’s mind simply couldn’t make sense of what was happening. He was like a fish, suddenly caught, and being dragged out of its environment as an angler reeled in the hook. Only, fish didn’t try to capture fully grown men.  
 For an irrational moment, Sam wondered whether a shark had defied the astronomical odds, and managed to get him out in the middle of the open ocean. The chances were miniscule, and the fact that it had happened seconds before being brought out of the water by his unlikely rescuers seemed even more impossible.  
 Sam didn’t believe in the concept of accepting his fate. Giving up wasn’t in his nature. His internal fight or flight mode kicked in, and he threw all the strength he could muster into it. Kicking with both legs, he tried to fight off whatever the hell had snatched his leg. 
 Within seconds, he’d been dragged at least thirty or more feet underwater. More than one atmosphere. The sudden change in pressure made his eardrums feel like they were going to rupture, as they fought to equalize with the new found pressure. He instinctively opened his jaw and tried to swallow to relieve the tension. But it was a secondary problem.  
 He knew he needed to escape. 
 From what, he had no idea, but he could work that out later, if he lived. Without a facemask, he could see little more than a misshapen blur under the water. He tried to focus on his legs, but couldn’t see anything. Definitely nothing that might have dragged him under. He ran his fingers down his legs and stopped. The wire was so thin, he barely felt it with his hand, although now that he thought about it, his leg hurt from the taut wire. 
 There was a wire, hooked around his ankle like a lasso. 
 He fumbled to free it.  
 As soon as he had, the wire – heavily weighted by something – quickly disappeared as it raced to the bottom of the sea, and Sam was free to make his way to the surface again. He looked up and began to kick his was to the freedom.  
 On the surface, Sam could see the flicker of spotlights raking the water. Whoever was up there, was still trying to find him. All he had to do was reach them. He made long, slow, purposeful movements with his legs, trying to reach the top. 
 The surface appeared deceptively close. 
 All the same, he knew that he would make it. Until something caught his leg again. He tried to kick it off, only to see the crisp beam of a SCUBA diver’s flashlight.  
 He blinked and the light disappeared.  
 Sam twisted his body, trying to free himself from the vise-like grip of his opponent. Sam imagined someone’s fingers trying to hold on. Anyone who’s tried to drown someone from below would tell you it’s harder than you’d think to keep a person underwater. They had to overcome a person’s innate desire to live. To make matters more difficult, the ankle provided a poor grip to a hand. 
 He swung his arms around, pivoting his entire body and with his free leg he kicked downward with as much force as he could muster. The kick connected with something hard. He jerked his leg up and brought it down again with increased momentum, but it landed on an empty void of sea. The first kick must have worked, because he was free.  
 Sam turned to continue his race to the surface, his chest burning, and every single piece of mental stamina was required to fight the urge to take a deep breath despite being submerged. He kicked his legs and headed upward, making his ascent.   
 A strong beam of light swept across Sam’s face. It was coming from below and paused on the void just beyond him for a moment, and then continued – finally landing directly on him. The light shined straight into his eyes. 
 He turned around and came face to face with another SCUBA diver.  



 Chapter Thirteen 
 The diver punched him in the gut.  
 It was a swift movement, expertly placed on Sam’s solar plexus. It would have winded him if he’d had any air left to lose. Despite its speed and professional placement, there wasn’t a lot of force. Water prohibited most hand-to-hand combat.  
 Sam summoned up what strength he had left to position himself close to the diver, preventing him from making another hit with any force. He gripped the back of the SCUBA tank, holding on tight, preventing the diver from being able to reach him. The diver turned around, spinning quickly to try and remove him, but it was a difficult position – a calculated position, where Sam was nearly impossible to reach with any force. 
 It meant he was safe for the immediate future, but not for long. He’d been holding his breath for roughly ninety seconds and already his vision was starting to fade.  
 Sam yanked on the black hose that led to the diver’s back up regulator, placed the mouthpiece into his mouth, and stole a quick breath. The cool air tasted delicious. He forced himself to take a couple of slow, deep breaths, until his vision started to return. 
 Beneath him, the frustrated diver kept turning around. 
 Sam took another breath in and stopped. A sense of panic raged as adrenaline surged through his veins. 
 The diver took a novel approach to the problem. 
 Talk about cutting off your nose to spite your face. The SCUBA diver, gripped his knife, his arms bending backward toward the top of his air cylinder. Sam breathed easily. There was no way the diver could reach him with the knife. A moment later, he realized what the diver was trying to do. Incredulity flashed across his eyes. A mingle of fear and respect for his attacker as the diver’s intention crystalized. 
 The diver jammed his knife into the small device where the primary regulator valve attached to the air cylinder. The aluminum tank and nozzle were strong, but the little rubber O-ring that formed the seal wasn’t. The point of the titanium dive knife found its purchase, the diver twisted the knife, and the O-ring split.  
 Compressed air, now freed, rushed to the surface in a haze of whitewash.  
 Sam’s vision turned to a white, impenetrable blur of bubbles as his air supply dried up instantly. He swallowed, holding his breath again, and kept hold of the diver.  
 In the process, the diver began to turn around, thrashing to relinquish his unwanted guest. Sam saw his opportunity in the total blindness, kicked off the diver, and began to swim toward the surface. It almost worked, too. 
 But in a last-ditch attempt by the diver to keep him, the man caught his leg once again, and pulled. The diver released his buoyancy control device and with it, the dive tank and his entire set up, which immediately floated to the surface.  
 Sam noticed the man had an auxiliary air supply, via a small pony-bottle, attached to his mouth. It made sense. The man wasn’t just gambling that he could hold his breath longer than Sam, he had rigged the rules, and had a secondary supply of air.  
 Now, the diver was trying to hold him down long enough to drown him. 
 His attacker had assumed the only way to kill him was to drag him down long enough to drown him, or at least get close enough to him to drive the knife somewhere where it had the potential to kill him. The man probably guessed that Sam, in his hypoxic state, would be unable to concentrate on anything but trying to reach the surface. 
 It was a mistake.    
 Instead of fighting to reach the surface, Sam turned his energy to pulling – driving himself downward, to meet his attacker.  
 With his right leg, he kicked hard – and it connected at the space between his pursuer’s dive-mask and face. It wasn’t strong enough to do any real damage, but the man relinquished his leg as he tried to fix his mask. 
 It only took a second, but it was enough for Sam to kick the man’s head again. This time, there was enough force to send his opponent off to see stars. 
 Sam didn’t wait to see how much damage he’d inflicted, but instead swam to the surface. His mind struggled to focus, and in his disoriented state, he felt like he was never going to reach it. He felt as though both his legs had been attached to something heavy, which was dragging him under, time and time again. He could see the slight ripples of the water lapping on the surface only a few feet above him – but it may as well have been a mile. 
 Sam turned to swim toward the surface.  
 And came face to face with another SCUBA diver. This one was a woman. Beneath her dive mask, she wore an expression of deadly certainty. Like a card player who knew she held the winning hand. There was something about her that seemed familiar to him. Like he’d met her before, but he couldn’t quite place her. 
 Sam tried to push past her and make his way to the surface.  
 The woman merely placed a small metal device on the back of his chest. A second later, he felt his entire body convulse, as the woman depressed the taser. 
 It was lights out for good. 





 Chapter Fourteen 
 Sam opened his eyes. 
 He was lying on a narrow bunkbed. The sort of thing found in ships or army dormitories. It had an ultrathin mattress that rested on a steel alcove that was surrounded by a series of heavy steel bulkheads. 
 There was a distant hum of an electric engine, but he couldn’t quite place it. His head ached, but for once the delirium seemed to have finally abated. This was reality. No longer was he reliving the nightmare of how he’d reached this point. Somehow, after hours or even days of fluctuating in and out of consciousness as the concoction of drugs and sudden volts of electricity played on his perception of reality, he felt as though he’d finally been grounded.  
 Everything seemed louder, as though his sense of hearing had somehow heightened overnight, making him acutely aware of every sound. In fact, he wasn’t imagining it. His hearing had improved. It was an evolutionary quirk. 3.7 billion years of evolution on earth, meant that most creatures – big and small – survived better during times when their lives were at risk, if their sense of hearing was better.  
 He took a deep breath, exhaled, and looked around the dark confines of the steel hulled room in which he’d awoken. But the question remained, where exactly had his sudden grounding taken place?  
 He looked around, trying to orient himself. 
 The room was mostly dark, with the dull ambient fluorescent lights outside barely providing enough light to see. There was no door, and he wondered if he could leave if he tried to. Sam touched the metal wall next to the bed he’d woken up in. It vibrated, just slightly. And an image in his mind of a turbine spinning matched the constant drum he’d heard since waking.  
 I must be on board a ship. 
 The realization was no surprise. He was out at sea. They’d taken him from the water in the Pacific Ocean. No reason he wouldn’t still be there. Although he wouldn’t have been surprised to find himself waking up on one of the nearby islands of French Polynesia.  
 He carefully stood up and looked at the floor below. It was metal. More like a steel grate on a working ship. Although he’d only just clambered out of the bed, his feet felt stable. Sam caught his balance, expecting the slightest movement as the ship rolled, pitched, and yawed in even the flattest of swells. He closed his eyes, removing one of his main senses and heightening the vestibular response of his middle ear. 
 It confirmed what he was beginning to suspect.  
 There was no swell or movement of the waves. Even in a flat sea, he knew there was a certain amount of movement. 
 He was in a submarine. 
 Sam let that thought play out in his head. It made sense. What better way to abduct someone who had fallen overboard than with SCUBA divers and a submarine?  
 He ran his eyes across the room, over the array of large electric batteries, giant turbines, and pumps, before landing on a wall of pressure gauges. In an instant he knew where he was. He was inside the engineering compartment of a submarine. 
 He glanced at the electric powerhouse, and other vital parts of the machine, and wondered if he had the guts to sabotage them. It was kind of like playing Russian roulette. If Veyron was there, he could have manipulated the equipment so that a malfunction sent them straight to the surface. But although Sam had a fundamental understanding of the equipment, any attempt at sabotage would just as likely send them plummeting to the seabed, where they might just implode under its depth. No, he decided he didn’t want to take that risk. Not yet. Wait and see. There would be more time to escape, he felt certain.  
 At the end of the room there was a small passageway that appeared to lead out of the engine-room. He looked for anything that wasn’t bolted to the walls that could be used as a weapon. There was nothing. But that didn’t matter. He was trapped inside a submarine. He wasn’t going anywhere. Whoever had abducted him was obviously well funded, which meant that the people in charge were most likely highly trained mercenaries. It was highly unlikely he was going to take them out while he was trapped inside the submarine.  
 Accepting there was no way he was going to fight his way out of it, Sam decided to crawl through the low-lying passageway, and find out what he was doing there. 
 The passageway was low enough that he needed to get down on his hands and knees to get through it. He shuffled through, feeling like he was making his way through the narrow constriction of a cave and came out to the open expanse of a moderate-sized tourist submersible, with large windows revealing the sunny rays of daylight through the water. 
 The room, dappled in sunlight, was open – feeling more like the cabin of a large airliner than the torpedo shaped coffin of a submarine – and Sam could take it all in with a glance. There were rows of comfortable leather seats beside each of the large windows. The submarine was clearly designed for the tourism industry, with its large windows specifically manufactured to provide an optimum viewing platform in shallow waters in exchange for its ability to achieve structural strength at depth.  
 Sam kept looking, scanning the room. Along the center was a small basket of food with an assortment of warm and cold lunch meals. Next to it, was an accompaniment of fine liquors, teas, and coffee. At the opposite end of the table was a small minibar fridge, presumably full of soft drinks and sugar-filled sweets. Sam imagined a dozen or more tourists sitting down and enjoying their food while watching the reef go by. 
 But right now, he was alone in the viewing room.  
 His eyes darted forward, where a steel door barred his way to what was presumably the submarine’s cockpit. It seemed abrasive. Like the sealed hatch into the cockpit of a commercial jetliner, designed to prevent terrorists from gaining access to the pilots and the controls during flight. 
 He tried the latch. But it didn’t budge. Again, like the commercial jetliner’s, it was secured from the inside, preventing unwanted intruders – or in this case, abductees – from gaining entry.  
 Sam drew a breath and exhaled, as he stared at the hatchway, examining it with the scrutiny of a prison inmate trying to plan his unlikely escape. It was a submersible bulkhead, designed to withstand the extreme pressures of the ocean’s water at depth in the event of a hull breach. No way in the world was he breaking through it. 
 That left one solution. He swallowed and rapt on the steel door with the back of his knuckles. It made a loud clanging sound that echoed within the confined hull of the submersible. There was no response. He tried it again. Still no response.  
 Sam stepped back.  
 His eyes locked onto a small ring of what appeared to be a camera at the top of the door. It looked like the peephole on a hotel door and he imagined someone on the other side watching him, waiting to see what his next move would be. 
 Sam exhaled. He wasn’t going to play anyone’s game. His eyes locked, defiantly on the camera lens, and he said, “All right, you’ve gone to some lengths to bring me here, you might as well tell me why.” 
 Still no response. 
 Sam shrugged. “Okay, suit yourself.” 
 He turned and took a seat next to the lunch basket. He breathed in the scent of fresh sandwiches, grilled cheese toasties, and warm tomato soup.  
 Sam’s stomach rumbled with approval. He had no idea how long he’d been out for, but one thing was certain, he was hungry now. He reached for the grilled toasty, with all its high calorie, melted cheese filled goodness – devouring it with the greed of a condemned man. He opened the minibar fridge – as expected, it was lined with soft drinks and sweets. Grabbing a Diet Coke, he popped open the can with a loud snap, and took a big drink, washing down the oily aftertaste of his first meal, before reaching for another. When he was finished, he grabbed a Butterfinger for dessert.  
 Having nothing else to do, and with his stomach full and feeling contentedly satiated, Sam reclined one of the leather chairs, stretched out and let himself drift into a peaceful sleep. It was an old military motto – rest when you can – and his body still needed to regain its energy. 
 He had no idea how long he had slept, but it was dark by the time he was awoken by the sound of the steel door opening. 

A hard man, tall and thin and hunched with age, stepped through. In his left hand, the man gripped a Glock, keeping the barrel fixed on Sam with the casual indifference of a professional killer. The man’s receding salt and pepper colored hair, and deep lines around his eyes, gave him a weathered, and worldly appearance. At a glance, Sam knew this wasn’t the man to try and overpower.  
 The man’s lips curled in a malicious smile. “Ah, good… you’re awake.” 
 “I’m up,” Sam said, making a pronounced, feline stretch of his arms. “Where am I?” 
 The killer’s eyes drifted across the steel hull, with its large windows leading to the clear water outside, before landing on Sam – taking him in, trying to measure him up. He made a wry grin. And Sam could almost imagine the man trying to picture why they had bothered going to such great lengths to abduct him. “Isn’t it obvious? You’re in a submarine.” 
 Sam grinned. “I gathered that much. I mean, where are we?” 
 The man shrugged. “Somewhere in the Pacific Ocean… I’m afraid I can’t really get much more specific than that for the time being.” 
 “Why have you taken me here?” 
 Again, that same stupid grin. It was like, really, we’re going to play stupid again? “That’s obvious, isn’t it?” 
 The fine muscles in Sam’s face crunched together in confusion, as though he might have somehow neglected something that should have been clear. “Afraid not.” 
 The man drew a breath. “You’re here to help my employer find Alexander’s Treasure.” 





 Chapter Fifteen 
 The Tahila drifted restlessly on its anchor, as though it too was waiting eagerly to be freed of its restraints to meet its next adventure. Inside, Tom Bower placed the single gold coin on the Round Table. The table’s 3D scanner took a digital recording of the coin, before weighing it.  
 13.2 grams. 
 It was an exact match for a gold Tetradrachm, of which, ancient Greece had produced many. But none with the head of Alexander the Great on one side and Zeus perched on a throne holding an eagle in one hand and a scepter in the other. 
 On his laptop he searched for the name of a New York coin dealer, who specialized in ancient Greek numismatics. He typed Coin Dealer New York in his browser. A long list of gold, coin, and jewelry dealers came up. He added the additional criterion to his search – ancient Greek numismatics. Another long list of websites and addresses was returned referencing various experts in the discipline of currency collection and valuation.  
 He scrolled down, his eyes running across a series of names, before finally landing on what he was looking for. Tom clicked on the name. The website opened up, revealing the erudite and weathered face of a man in a gray beret and a checkered suit that looked like it belonged to a different era entirely.  
 Tom stared at the man’s face. 
 He had a receding chin, a sharply pointed nose, with twin white marks either side of the bridge where spectacles had probably rested for some forty odd years. The man was holding a rare gold Stater and wearing a boyish grin that Tom predicted probably hadn’t changed since the now leading expert in ancient Greek currency had worn on the day, he first took up coin collecting. At the bottom of the image, was the name, Dean Potter along with his contact details.  
 Tom pressed the icon and copied the man’s cell phone number to his own. 
 A moment later he made the call. His cell phone utilized the Tahila’s satellite system to make a call while he was below decks, and its own satellite system when he had a direct line of sight to the sky. The phone made the connection and went straight to voice mail, recorded in Dean Potter’s baritone voice.  
 Tom left a message that he was a friend of Sam Reilly and needed help identifying the authenticity of an ancient Greek coin and that it was urgent he contacted him as soon as he’d seen the coin. Afterward, Tom texted the image of the coin to Dean Potter, along with all of its details, such as size and weight.  
 With there being little more he could do until he heard back from the numismatists, Tom continued scrolling through the website, looking at the various other Greek coins out of curiosity. He reflected that the Greeks appeared to have no shortage of mythological creatures on their ancient coins, as he stared at a tetradrachm with a hippocamp – a mythological creature depicted as having the upper body of a horse with the lower body of a fish – on board a Phoenician galley, and a lion attacking a bull. According to the website the coin came from the ancient city of Byblos, which is Greek for the Phoenician city of Gebal, located in modern Lebanon.  
 The coin itself was valued at over 10,000 US dollars.  
 He ran his eyes across a series of Ancient Greek coins, including various Drachmes, Tetradrachm, and Octadrachm, which were all dated 500BC to 100AD. The basic measure of gold and silver in ancient times was the drachme which is the name still used in Greek coinage today. Many ancient coins are designated by their weight of gold or silver, with the drachme weighing approximately 4.4 grams. Other coins, more or less valuable than the drachme, are given names with multipliers, so tetradrachm is a coin which weighs 4 drachme. Kenya's octadrachm weighs 8 drachme.  
 Tom didn’t get much further before his cell phone rang. 
 He answered it, “Hello, Tom Bower speaking.” 
 “Mr. Bower, this is Dean Potter… I believe you tried to get in contact with me a few minutes ago.” 
 “Yes, that’s right… I was going to ask you about a coin.” 
 Dean’s voice was breathless. “You’ve found Alexander’s Treasure!” 
 Tom suppressed a smile. “Just a single coin so far, but we might have a few leads. How confident are you that this thing isn’t a fake?” 
 “Well, I won’t know for sure until I examine the coin in person…” Dean Potter struggled to suppress his disappointment. “But based on the images I’ve seen, and its weight, I’d be very surprised if it wasn’t.”   
 “You seem very certain of yourself?” 
 “I am. There are specific markings that one would expect to find if this was really one of the coins from Alexander’s lost treasure.” 
 “Such as?” 
 “It all has to do with the way these coins were made.” 
 Tom held his breath, trying to recall what rudimentary knowledge he had of the process, imagining what Dean Potter had seen that he’d missed. He exhaled. “What does this have to do with how the coins were made?” 
 “Everything.” 
 “Go on.” 
 Dean Potter paused, like a professor giving a lecture, unsure just how far back he needed to go. “All right, what do you know about the process of ancient coin minting?” 
 “Not a lot,” Tom admitted. “Ancient coins were made by casting in molds or by striking between engraved dies. The Romans used to cast their larger copper coins in clay molds carrying distinctive markings, not because they knew nothing of striking, but because it was not suitable for such large masses of metal. Casting is now used only by counterfeiters.” 
 “Yes, that’s about right,” Dean confirmed. “The oldest coins were cast in bullet-shaped or conical molds and marked on one side by means of a die which was struck with a hammer. The "blank" or unmarked piece of metal was placed on a small anvil, and the die was held in position with tongs. The reverse or lower side of the coin received a "rough incuse" by the hammer. Later a rectangular mark, a "square incuse", was made by the sharp edges of the little anvil, or punch. The rich iconography of the obverse of the early electrum coins contrasts with the dull appearance of their reverse which usually carries only punch marks.” 
 Tom asked, “What about the shape?” 
 “The shape and number of these punches varied according to their denomination and weight-standard. Subsequently, the anvil was marked in various ways, and decorated with letters and figures of beasts, and later still the anvil was replaced by a reverse die. The spherical blanks soon gave place to lenticular-shaped ones. The blank was made red-hot and struck between cold dies. One blow was usually insufficient, and the method was similar to that still used in striking medals in high relief, except that the blank is now allowed to cool before being struck. With the substitution of iron for bronze as the material for dies, about 300 AD, the practice of striking the blanks while they were hot was gradually discarded.” 
 “Okay, so what were they doing during Alexander the Great’s time?” 
 Dean said, “In the Middle Ages bars of metal were cast and hammered out on an anvil. Portions of the flattened sheets were then cut out with shears, struck between dies and again trimmed with shears. A similar method had been used in Ancient Egypt during the Ptolemaic Kingdom, but had been forgotten. Square pieces of metal were also cut from cast bars, converted into round disks by hammering and then struck between dies. In striking, the lower die was fixed into a block of wood, and the blank piece of metal laid upon it by hand.  
 The upper die was then placed on the blank, and kept in position by means of a holder around which was placed a roll of lead to protect the hand of the operator while heavy blows were struck with a hammer. An early improvement was the introduction of a tool resembling a pair of tongs, the two dies being placed one at the extremity of each leg. This avoided the necessity of readjusting the dies between blows, and ensured greater accuracy in the impression.” 
 “So how can you tell that the image of the coin I sent you wasn’t a fake?” 
 “As you’re aware, gold and silver have long been esteemed as the king and queen of metals, for good reason. No other members of the mineral family surpass these two metals in nobility.” 
 “Noble metals?” 
 “A noble metal is one that doesn’t oxidize or corrode easily. Gold is the most noble of all metals. It is resistant to air, water, salt, and most acids. Heat does not destroy gold, allowing it to be melted and re-melted. Nearly all the gold ever mined is still in existence today, in one form or another. Silver is second only to gold in its nobility.” 
 “Is that the only reason gold is more valuable?” 
 “Not quite. It has other attributes that are sought after. Metal that can be hammered into thin sheets without crumbling or breaking is called malleable. Ductile metals may be stretched under pressure into thin wires without breaking. Gold is the most malleable and ductile of all metals, silver the second. Gold can be pounded into sheets less than four millionths of an inch thick. An ounce of gold can be drawn into a wire more than 40 miles long.” 
 Tom returned to the point in case. “So, how does this apply to Alexander’s tetradrachm?” 
 “Gold has a melting point of 1,064 C and Silver 961 C.” 
 “Okay…” Tom raised his eyebrows. “And that makes a difference to the coin?” 
 “It did with these.” 
 “A visible difference?” 
 “Yes. You see, the higher temperature meant that Zeus’ scepter melted slightly differently, forming the imprint of two instead of one.” 
 Tom found himself inadvertently holding his breath as his eyes immediately ran back to the gold coin, still on the Round Table. They locked on the image of Zeus on the obverse side. There where his scepter should have been, there appeared to be a second, much less noticeable one.  
 He swore. 
 There it was. 
 The definitive tell-tail sign of a second scepter. 
 Tom’s ecstasy was replaced by the uneasy certainty that it all seemed too easy. They were missing something. He paused.  
 On the other end of the line, Dean Potter said, “Mr. Bower, are you still there?” 
 Tom nodded to himself. “Yeah… I just had a question for you and I was trying to work out how to put it.” 
 “Go ahead.”  
 “You obviously knew about this tell-tail sign of a Zeus’s double scepters. Otherwise, you wouldn’t have been so certain on the outset.”  
 “That’s right,” Dean Potter confirmed. 
 “Answer me this, then,” Tom said, his lips curling inward with incredulity. “How would anyone know about the double scepters if I’m the only person in the world in possession of the only golden tetradrachm from Alexander’s Treasure that’s even been found?” 
 Dean Potter let out a laugh. It was warm and welcoming. Like someone who was happy to let you in on a secret joke. When he stopped, he said, “That I can answer.” 
 “All right, I’m all ears.” 
 “I believe some tests were conducted some years ago.” 
 “Tests?” 
 “Yeah. Someone took the molds and die casts for silver tetradrachms and, using the same forging techniques that Alexander the Great’s men had used, molten gold was poured. And the result?” 
 Tom smiled. “Zeus holding two scepters on the obverse side.” 
 “Exactly. But not many people know that, which is why I’m so certain this wasn’t a fake.”   
 Tom was already Googling the word tests and Alexander’s Treasure trying to see the research for himself, but found nothing.  “Interesting. Really interesting, Mr. Potter. Tell me, you wouldn’t happen to have a copy of these tests, would you? I tried to find them, but the internet doesn’t seem to be relinquishing anything on the topic.” 
 “I wouldn’t. The research was never published. I believe I’ve got a copy of the photos from the tests that I can send to you.” 
 “That would be great, thank you very much for your help.” 
 “No problem, I’m glad to help in any way I can.” 
 “Just out of curiosity, how did you hear about the tests?” 
 Dean Potter said, “Well, to be honest, I conducted them myself.” 





 Chapter Sixteen 
 Elise stepped into the mission room and placed a thin dossier on the Round Table in front of him. Tom picked it up and thanked her. Inside, it contained the bulk wealth of the knowledge regarding Alexander the Great’s life and known searches for his lost treasure – all extracted via a global search of internet archives, and by using an Artificial Intelligence system to collate the information into relevant and reliable data.  
 It was unusual for Elise to print anything, but she knew that Tom preferred to work with paper in cases like this. It made things easier. Particularly when he was trying to jam together all the missing pieces to create the map of an ancient jigsaw puzzle. 
 He met her eyes. “I don’t suppose this contains any answers?” 
 “Not that I could see,” she admitted, turning her palms outward in an apologetic gesture. “I’ll save you a fair amount of reading. Basically, Alexander the III of Macedonia rose to power, and conquered vast lands throughout Egypt, Asia, and Europe. He was clever, ruthless, and lucky. By the time he died he’d accumulated a vast fortune of gold stolen throughout his campaigns that amassed what should have been the largest accumulation of gold on earth. But despite many searches since, no one has ever found this treasure. Or any evidence the treasure existed.” 
 Tom nodded. “Until recently, when Sam was handed a single coin that confirmed its existence.” 
 “Until then.” 
 Tom opened the dossier, determined to extract whatever background information he might find inside.  
 Elise said, “What’s the next step?” 
 “Genevieve and I will return to The World and interview Airlie Chapman. See if she will divulge anything, given that we now know that she was the one who gave him the gold coin.” 
 “How long are they staying in the area?” 
 “Not much longer. I spoke with Montgomery, their captain, earlier. He’s agreed to stay for another twenty-four hours so that we can finish speaking with the rest of the people on board, but after that they’re going to continue on their voyage.” 
 “All right. That seems fair.” Elise took a breath. “Anything else I can do to help?” 
 “Yeah,” Tom said, answering without hesitation. “As a matter of fact, I need you to find a submarine.” 
 “A submarine?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 Elise looked at him, waiting for more of an explanation. When one wasn’t forthcoming, she asked, “Any particular type of submarine?” 
 “Sorry,” Tom replied, distracted. “Yeah, think about it… if someone has abducted Sam while he was in the water, how would they do it?” 
 “By a boat?” 
 “It’s a possibility. A small boat, particularly a rubber boat, like a Zodiac, could quickly come in and pluck Sam out of the water long before The World returned. But I don’t think that’s what happened.” 
 “Why?” 
 “Because when Genevieve and I flew across the region where Sam had allegedly hit the water, there was no sign of any ship – or even small motor boats – anywhere nearby.” 
 “Which brings us to the possibility of a submarine.” 
 “Exactly.” 
 Elise said, “So we’re looking for a submarine?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “That might be a little difficult.” 
 “Why?” 
 “Given that submarines remain submerged, trying to locate one in the Pacific Ocean might be… a little more than tricky.” 
 Tom grinned. “I wouldn’t be quite so sure.” 
 “How so?” 
 “These people are rich, sophisticated, but they’re not as powerful as a small country. We’re not dealing with a nuclear submarine here. Probably more along the lines of a tourist boat… a submarine designed for sightseeing. And that means, it won’t be able to travel far. In fact, it probably only has a short submerge time – which means its motoring on the surface as we speak… or its returned to a mothership.” 
 “Find the mothership, and you’ll find the submarine!” 
 “Exactly.” 
 “What exactly should I be searching for?” Elise asked, pulling up the few scatterings of satellites in the region, used predominantly for GPS used in maritime navigation, rather than espionage.  
 “You’re looking for a fairly large ship that was in the region on the night… something that stopped or had been heaved to when Sam fell into the water.” 
 “All right, I’ll see what I can find.” 
 “Thanks, Elise. Let me know the second you find something. Every hour we lose that submarine, our chances of finding Sam alive diminishes.” 



 Chapter Seventeen 
 Tom stared at the open dossier. 
 Who are you, Alexander? 
 He began reading from the beginning. Alexander III of Macedon – commonly known as Alexander the Great – was born July 356 BC and died June eleven, 323 BC. He succeeded his father, Philip II to the throne at the age of 20, becoming king – basileus – of the ancient Greek kingdom of Macedon, and a member of the Argead dynasty. 
 Several legends surround Alexander's birth and childhood. According to the ancient Greek biographer Plutarch, on the eve of the consummation of her marriage to Philip, Olympias dreamed that her womb was struck by a thunderbolt that caused a flame to spread "far and wide" before dying away. Sometime after the wedding, Philip is said to have seen himself, in a dream, securing his wife's womb with a seal engraved with a lion's image. Plutarch offered a variety of interpretations of these dreams: that Olympias was pregnant before her marriage, indicated by the sealing of her womb; or that Alexander's father was Zeus. Ancient commentators were divided about whether the ambitious Olympias promulgated the story of Alexander's divine parentage, variously claiming that she had told Alexander, or that she dismissed the suggestion as impious. 
 Alexander spent most of his ruling years on an unprecedented military campaign through western Asia and northeast Africa, and by the age of thirty, he had created one of the largest empires of the ancient world, stretching from Greece to northwestern India. He was undefeated in battle and is widely considered one of history's most successful military commanders.  
 During his youth, Alexander was tutored by Aristotle until age 16. After Philip's assassination in 336 BC, he succeeded his father to the throne and inherited a strong kingdom and an experienced army. Alexander was awarded the generalship of Greece and used this authority to launch his father's pan-Hellenic project to lead the Greeks in the conquest of Persia. In 334 BC, he invaded the Achaemenid Empire (Persian Empire) and began a series of campaigns that lasted 10 years. Following the conquest of Anatolia, Alexander broke the power of Persia in a series of decisive battles, most notably the battles of Issus and Gaugamela. He subsequently overthrew Persian King Darius III and conquered the Achaemenid Empire in its entirety.  
 Alexander endeavored to reach the "ends of the world and the Great Outer Sea" and invaded India in 326 BC, winning an important victory over the Pauravas at the Battle of the Hydaspes. He eventually turned back at the demand of his homesick troops, dying in Babylon in 323 BC, the city that he planned to establish as his capital, without executing a series of planned campaigns that would have begun with an invasion of Arabia. In the years following his death, a series of civil wars tore his empire apart, resulting in the establishment of several states ruled by the Diadochi, Alexander's surviving generals and heirs.  
 Alexander's legacy includes the cultural diffusion and syncretism which his conquests engendered, such as Greco-Buddhism. He founded some twenty cities that bore his name, most notably Alexandria in Egypt. Alexander's settlement of Greek colonists and the resulting spread of Greek culture in the east resulted in a new Hellenistic civilization, aspects of which were still evident in the traditions of the Byzantine Empire in the mid-15th century AD and the presence of Greek speakers in central and far eastern Anatolia until the Greek genocide of the 1920s. Alexander became legendary as a classical hero in the mold of Achilles, and he features prominently in the history and mythic traditions of both Greek and non-Greek cultures. He was undefeated in battle and became the measure against which military leaders compared themselves. Military academies throughout the world still teach his tactics.  
 Alexander began his reign by eliminating potential rivals to the throne. He had his cousin, the former Amyntas IV, executed. He also had two Macedonian princes from the region of Lyncestis killed, but spared a third, Alexander Lyncestes. Olympias had Cleopatra Eurydice and Europa, her daughter by Philip, burned alive. When Alexander learned about this, he was furious. Alexander also ordered the murder of Attalus, who was in command of the advance guard of the army in Asia Minor and Cleopatra's uncle. 
 Taking over the invasion project of Philip II, Alexander's army crossed the Hellespont in 334 BC with approximately 48,100 soldiers, 6,100 cavalry and a fleet of 120 ships with crews numbering 38,000, drawn from Macedon and various Greek city-states, mercenaries, and feudally raised soldiers from Thrace, Paionia, and Illyria. He showed his intent to conquer the entirety of the Persian Empire by throwing a spear into Asian soil and saying he accepted Asia as a gift from the gods. This also showed Alexander's eagerness to fight, in contrast to his father's preference for diplomacy. 
 After an initial victory against Persian forces at the Battle of the Granicus, Alexander accepted the surrender of the Persian provincial capital and treasury of Sardis; he then proceeded along the Ionian coast, granting autonomy and democracy to the cities. Miletus, held by Achaemenid forces, required a delicate siege operation, with Persian naval forces nearby. Further south, at Halicarnassus, in Caria, Alexander successfully waged his first large-scale siege, eventually forcing his opponents, the mercenary captain Memnon of Rhodes and the Persian satrap of Caria, Orontobates, to withdraw by sea. Alexander left the government of Caria to a member of the Hecatomnid dynasty, Ada, who adopted Alexander.  
 From Halicarnassus, Alexander proceeded into mountainous Lycia and the Pamphylian plain, asserting control over all coastal cities to deny the Persians naval bases. From Pamphylia onwards the coast held no major ports and Alexander moved inland. At Termessos, Alexander humbled but did not storm the Pisidian city. At the ancient Phrygian capital of Gordium, Alexander "undid" the hitherto unsolvable Gordian Knot, a feat said to await the future "King of Asia". According to the story, Alexander proclaimed that it did not matter how the knot was undone and hacked it apart with his sword. 
 In spring 333 BC, Alexander crossed the Taurus into Cilicia. After a long pause due to an illness, he marched on towards Syria. Though outmaneuvered by Darius' significantly larger army, he marched back to Cilicia, where he defeated Darius at Issus. Darius fled the battle, causing his army to collapse, and left behind his wife, his two daughters, his mother Sisygambis, and a fabulous treasure. He offered a peace treaty that included the lands he had already lost, and a ransom of 10,000 talents for his family. Alexander replied that since he was now King of Asia, it was he alone who decided territorial divisions. Alexander proceeded to take possession of Syria, and most of the coast of the Levant. In the following year, 332 BC, he was forced to attack Tyre, which he captured after a long and difficult siege. The men of military age were massacred and the women and children sold into slavery. 
 When Alexander destroyed Tyre, most of the towns on the route to Egypt quickly capitulated. However, Alexander met with resistance at Gaza. The stronghold was heavily fortified and built on a hill, requiring a siege. When "his engineers pointed out to him that because of the height of the mound it would be impossible... this encouraged Alexander all the more to make the attempt". After three unsuccessful assaults, the stronghold fell, but not before Alexander had received a serious shoulder wound. As in Tyre, men of military age were put to the sword and the women and children were sold into slavery. 
 Alexander advanced on Egypt later in 332 BC, where he was regarded as a liberator. He was pronounced son of the deity Amun at the Oracle of Siwa Oasis in the Libyan desert. Henceforth, Alexander often referred to Zeus-Ammon as his true father, and after his death, currency depicted him adorned with the Horns of Ammon as a symbol of his divinity. During his stay in Egypt, he founded Alexandria-by-Egypt, which would become the prosperous capital of the Ptolemaic Kingdom after his death.  
 Tom quickly skimmed past the long list of battle accomplishments. 
 His attention landed on Alexander’s death and the Prophecy of Calanus. 
 Calanus was a Hindu Naga sadhu, whom Greeks called gymnosophists – or philosopher. He had accompanied the Greek army back from Punjab, upon request by Alexander. He was seventy-three years of age at that time. However, when Persian weather and travel fatigue weakened him, he informed Alexander that he would rather die than live disabled. He decided to take his life by self-immolation. Although Alexander tried to desist him from doing so but upon the insistence of Calanus, Alexander relented and the job of building a pyre was entrusted to Ptolemy. 
 The place where this incident took place was Susa in the year 323 B.C. Calanus is mentioned also by Alexander's admiral, Nearchus and Chares of Mytilene. He did not flinch as he burnt to the astonishment of those who watched. Before immolating himself alive on the pyre, his last words to Alexander were "We shall meet in Babylon.” Thus, he is said to have prophesied the death of Alexander in Babylon.  
 At the time of the death of Calanus, Alexander, however, did not have any plan to go to Babylon. No one understood the meaning of his words "We shall meet in Babylon.” It was only after Alexander fell sick and died in Babylon, that the Greeks came to realize what Calanus intended to convey. 
 Tom looked at the notes regarding the death of Alexander the Great.  
 Alexander died 323 BC in Babylon. There has been much debate of the cause of his death, with some historians saying that it was secondary to typhoid fever, while others referred to an infection from injuries sustained in recent battle. Either way, it was in Babylon the greatest warrior finally succumbed to death. 
 By the end of Alexander the III’s reign, he had become the Basileus of Macedon, Hegemon of the Hellenic League, Shahanshah of Persia, Pharaoh of Egypt, Lord of Asia – and in short, the greatest leader of the entire known world.  
 Tom put down the dossier. 
 It made for an interesting read, but had done little to help him locate Alexander’s Treasure or Sam Reilly. He stood up and found Genevieve in the armory, cleaning and oiling weapons – as though she was already preparing for a full-scale war. The sight made Tom smile. They all dealt with grief in different ways. Each and every one focusing and fixating on what they could do to help.  
 Naturally for Genevieve, the solution was a full-scale war. 
 She put a gatling gun down on the table. She met Tom’s eye, seeing immediately that he needed something. “Where are we going?” 
 “Back to The World.” 
 “All right, what’s on The World?” 
 Tom said, “Answers.” 
 “Okay,” she said, noncommittally. 
 Tom continued. “Airlie Chapman doesn’t know Elise hacked into The World’s security footage system. I want to show her the coin and see what she has to say about it.” 
 “She’ll lie.” 
 “Of course, but even in that we might find the truth.” 
 Genevieve’s expression showed that she wasn’t convinced it would be that easy, but she was happy to go along for the ride. “Sure, what do you want me to do?” 
 “Airlie Chapman’s our prime suspect. If she didn’t abduct Sam, I’m willing to bet my retirement trust that she knows who did. Either way, it’s going to be interesting to see how she reacts to the news that we know she gave Sam Reilly that coin. You’ve interviewed plenty of people in the past, I want you to keep an eye on her reactions, see if you can tell what game she’s playing and if there’s anything we can pick her up on.” 
 “Understood.” Genevieve’s lips parted in a smile. “You don’t think she’ll play ball?” 
 “Not a hope in hell,” Tom said, his lips forming a defiant line. “She’ll clam up tight, probably lawyer up and start telling us we have no legal jurisdiction – especially given that The World flies the flag of The Bahamas, and was sailing in international waters at the time of the alleged accident.” 
 “All right, let’s see if we can make her talk.” 
 Tom exhaled slowly. “Airlie Chapman’s never going to admit to having anything to do with Alexander’s Treasure.” 



 Chapter Eighteen 
 Airlie Chapman stared at the gold tetradrachm. 
 If she was surprised by its sudden appearance, she didn’t show it. Her eyes met Tom’s with more than undeterred defiance. There was something else there, too. Call it insouciance or simply innocence. She stood up and closed the door to her office. As director of The World, she had access to a small office at the center of the ship, along with a security room, and boardroom.  
  She said, “I suppose you’re wondering where Sam Reilly got that coin?” 
 “Ordinarily I would have guessed it was something that Sam had kept on himself as a souvenir or a reminder of something he was working on, but he hasn’t ever mentioned it to me, so that made me assume – hope, more realistically – that perhaps someone on board The World might have given it to him.” 
 “That I can at least explain,” she said, her hands held outwardly in a gesture of apology. “I gave it to Sam Reilly, and I’m afraid, it’s because of me that he got killed.”  
 It was Tom’s turn to look surprised.  
 Airlie’s piercing blue eyes caught him. There was a flash of recognition in them, and for a moment Tom cursed himself for being able to be read like a book. A wry smile came across her parted lips. Part mischievous. Part intrigued and accusatory. “You don’t think he’s dead!” 
 Tom exhaled. “No.” 
 She read him quickly. The realization striking her like lightning. Instinctively, and politely, covering her open mouth with her hand as it formed the shape of a large “O.” “You think someone’s kidnapped him to find Alexander’s Treasure!” 
 Tom nodded. “The thought had crossed my mind.” 
 Her face paled. “Holy shit! I did get him killed…or at least abducted, didn’t I?” 
 “It’s not your fault,” Tom tried to reassure her. 
 “No, but I could have been more discreet when trying to enlist Sam Reilly’s help to find Alexander’s Treasure.” She paused, swallowed hard, and said, “If I had, he would still be here right now.” 
 Tom said, “You can’t know that for sure. Maybe whoever’s behind this already planned to abduct Sam? Maybe there is no connection to the search for Alexander’s Treasure?” 
 Her eyes narrowed. “You don’t believe that, do you?” 
 “No, I don’t.” 
 Genevieve kept silent, her face impassive as she watched Airlie, studying her reactions like a detective, or an expert interrogator – something that she had once been in a former life. 
 Airlie gathered whatever composure was temporarily lost after learning of her involvement in Sam Reilly’s disappearance. Her sharp mind turning to the immediate problems and solutions. “Okay, working on the assumption that Sam Reilly didn’t drown, he’s still alive, where do you think he went, and what can I do to help find him.” 
 Tom said, “We’re working on it.” 
 “How did they even kidnap him?” 
 “SCUBA divers.” Tom’s gaze turned distant, as though picturing the night Sam Reilly fell overboard and disappeared as The World motored on into the tranquil waters. “I would have divers in the water. As soon as Sam landed I would drag him under.” 
 “But where would they take him?” She clarified her question further. “I mean, you were in the air within twenty minutes. There were no boats around. And even SCUBA divers can’t stay underwater indefinitely. So how did they do it?” 
 “Most likely a submarine.” Tom’s face twisted into a mixture of frustration and genuine curiosity. “If not a submarine, there’s always the possibility that they used underwater sea scooters to whisk him away to a boat on the horizon.” 
 “What will you do?” 
 “We have people searching for a ship or a submarine via satellite imaging. It’s a long shot, but we might get lucky. We normally do. Someone will make a mistake and we’ll pick up the slack. That reminds me, there’s something else I have to ask of you…” 
 “Go on,” she said, without hesitation. “Anything I can do.” 
 “I need to ask you not to mention to anyone our theory that Sam Reilly is still alive, abducted so that he could be used to find Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 “Okay…” she appeared to be about to ask why, but a split second later, understanding flashed across her intelligent eyes. “You’re hoping they will make a mistake because they won’t be worried. Why would they be? No one is coming looking for Sam Reilly – they already believe him to be dead.” 
 Tom nodded. “Exactly.” 
 Airlie turned to practical matters. “You have my full support. Access to The World’s surveillance cameras, records of the discovery of that damned coin, any financial assistance I can offer… hell, if it would help, you’re welcome to have one my team take you down to see the shipwreck where the tetradrachm was found and my interest in Alexander’s Treasure first inflamed.” 
 Tom exchanged a glance with Genevieve. It was imperceptible, but like most lovers, they intuitively knew exactly what each other were thinking – Airlie wasn’t acting like someone guilty of abduction. 
 Tom said, “We might just take you up on most of those offers. Thank you.” 
 Airlie closed her eyes, took a deep breath and exhaled slowly, like someone who practiced yoga and meditation regularly in times of stress. “I mean it. Anything you need, you have it.” 
 “Thanks. We appreciate it.” Tom said, “Can you remember who else was around when you showed Sam that coin?” 
 She thought about it for a second. “Yes. There were two people still in the auditorium. I meant to wait, but the night was getting late, and they appeared to be so engrossed in their own conversations that I didn’t think it would matter.” 
 Tom pressed her for answers. “Who were they?” 
 “Shireen Doyle and Ashton Gray.” 
 “Can you introduce us?” 
 “Sure.” She picked up the phone on the desk and dialed 9 to connect to security. “Hello. This is Airlie Chapman, I need you to locate Shireen Doyle and Ashton Gray for me and bring them to my office. I have some people who would like to interview them in regards to Sam Reilly’s tragedy.” 
 A few seconds later, she put the phone back in its receiver. 
 Tom asked, “Any luck?” 
 “Yes and no.” 
 Tom raised his eyebrows. “What’s happened?” 
 “Shireen Doyle will be here in a few minutes, but I’m afraid you won’t be able to speak to Ashton Gray.” 
 “Why not?” 
 “Ashton Gray left The World twenty minutes ago via helicopter.”  



 Chapter Nineteen 
 The news jolted Tom into action. 
 “Was Ashton Gray’s departure today expected?” he asked, folding his solid arms across his chest. 
 Airlie answered without hesitation. “No. He booked a pilot to fly him to Tahiti just after the two of you came on board The World.” 
 “Where’s he heading from there?” 
 “There’s no record. No reason he should have to provide one. He’s probably arranged for his private jet to meet him there.” 
 “Is that normal?” 
 She raised her eyebrows. “That one of our millionaire owners should take it into their head that they want to be somewhere else on the planet at a whim?” 
 Tom shrugged. “Well. Is it?” 
 “Yeah. There’s nothing unusual about that.” 
 “All right,” Tom said, accepting the reality of what they were dealing with. “I’ll contact someone on board the Tahila, who can track the helicopter’s movements and find out where Ashton’s heading once he gets to Tahiti.” 
 Tom made the arrangements with Elise to find out where Ashton was heading. If they got lucky, the man might lead them straight to Sam Reilly. It might even be the break that they really needed.  
 No sooner had he finished making the arrangements than there was a knock on the door and one of the security officers brought a woman into Airlie’s office.  
 Tom recognized the woman as Shireen Doyle from the CCTV of the auditorium. She wore a floral dress that hugged her slim, and shapely figure of a much younger woman than her chronological age.  
 Airlie stood up and said, “I’ll leave you some privacy to talk.” 
 Tom said, “Thank you.” He offered his outstretched hand to Shireen. “Hello. My name’s Tom and this is Genevieve. We’re colleagues of Sam Reilly and we’re trying to get some information from you about the night of the tragedy.” 
 She rejected his handshake. Folding her arms across her chest with the indifference of someone who instinctively knew they were the most important person in the room. With the certainty that her time was more valuable than theirs, she got straight to the point. “What can I do for you?” 
 Tom said, “We’re just trying to fill in a few gaps from that night.” 
 She gave a half-shrug as though she didn’t care. “What do you want to know?” 
 Tom said, “You can start with whether or not that was the first time you ever heard of Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 Shireen’s face was impassive and blank. Her eyes met his, but were devoid of any recognition. “Alexander’s Treasure… What’s that?” 
 Tom thought if she was faking it, she was damned good at it. His lips curled into a grin. “You don’t remember Sam Reilly talking about Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 She smiled, revealing a nice set of evenly-spaced white teeth. “Sam Reilly talked about a lot of things that night. Archeological legends, myths, ancient civilizations that might or might not have been made up for all I could tell. A shipwreck found more than a hundred miles inland that the Australian government still denies existed. To be honest, I switched off about halfway through his talk.” 
 Genevieve gave an incredulous smile. “You’re not a fan of archeology?” 
 “Not really,” Shireen admitted. “I specialize in fine arts and rare antiquities.” 
 Genevieve asked, “Aren’t those the same things?” 
 “They’re really not,” Shireen replied, without bothering to explain why.  
 “Okay,” Tom said, “So what made you go to Sam Reilly’s talk?” 
 She smiled broadly and without restraint. Her mouth set with an expression that suggested the answer was obvious. “To socialize with other wealthy people. Why not?” 
 Tom stared at her face through narrowed eyes. “And you’ve never heard of Alexander’s Treasure?” 
 “No,” she said without hesitation. Her crisp tone and inflection suggesting that she wasn’t interested in finding out either.  
 “Have you ever heard anyone else mention it?” Tom persisted.  
 “No. Like I said, I’d never heard of that treasure until you mentioned it today. So, that includes not hearing anyone else mention it. Unless you’re calling me a liar?” 
 “Not at all. Just trying to get some facts straight. All right,” Tom said with his hands held outward in a gracious gesture of apology. “If that’s the case, then I apologize for wasting your time.” 
 “Very good,” Shireen said, turning to walk out the door.  
 Genevieve stepped forward to stop her, but Tom lifted his hand in a gesture indicating they let her go, and Genevieve moved out of her way.  
 He watched Shireen leave without saying goodbye. 
 When the door closed, he turned to Genevieve. “Well?” 
 “I think she’s a bitch.” Genevieve grinned. “But I don’t think she’s the one who abducted Sam Reilly. Not that I wouldn’t put it past her, simply that I don’t think she knows about Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 Tom said, “Come on, let’s go get copies of those security tapes.”   
 All in total they spent a little over two hours retrieving data and security footage from around The World on the night of Sam Reilly’s disappearance. Most of it they already had access to, but it was an important step in legitimizing any information they were to find and without it, they would need to keep pretending they didn’t know about anything they were yet to discover via Elise’s hacking efforts. It also made it easier to see if anything had been altered or doctored on the official security tapes, that might indicate someone trying to cover up the truth.  
 When they were finished, Genevieve asked, “You want anything else while we’re here?” 
 “No. I’m happy to leave this ship and get back to the Tahila. There’s still plenty of work to do. We need to find out what Ashton Gray is involved in.” 
 “Agreed. He’s our most likely suspect at this stage.”  
 “Not that we’re going to get a chance to talk to him. He’ll probably be on the other side of the planet before we can reach him.” 
 “Probably.” 
 “Yeah, one thing’s certain… if Ashton Gray’s gone to ground, with his resources, we’re never going to see him again.” 
 They stood up to leave the security room and the main door opened inward.  
 An older man walked through with an outstretched hand. He wore a congenial grin, and said, “My name’s Ashton Gray, I believe you were looking for me.” 



 Chapter Twenty 
 Ashton Gray was an elderly man with a completely bald head, and a face like a skull. In contrast to his wraith-like features, his teeth seemed unnaturally white, making his smile seem somehow crooked.  
 Tom took his hand in his. It was hard. More like what you would expect from a manual laborer than a retired stockbroker. His grip, full of strength, his skin abrasive and heavily callused. Tom shook his hand, meeting Ashton’s eyes. They were dark green – almost an emerald color – and deep-set giving him a somewhat sinister appearance.  
 “Yes, we were looking for you, Mr. Gray,” Tom said, releasing the man’s hand. “We’d heard you’d taken a helicopter to Tahiti and weren’t expecting you back so soon.” 
 Gray gave an apologetic wave of his hand. “I’m sorry. I wouldn’t have gone if I knew you were looking for me. I assume you want to talk to me about that night Sam Reilly had that terrible accident?” 
 “That’s right,” Tom said in acknowledgement. “Purely out of curiosity, why did you go to Tahiti?” 
 Gray grinned. “To get good coffee and a croissant.” 
 “Are you serious?” 
 The old man merely smiled. It was broad and without restraint or hesitation. “Sure, why not?” 
 “You probably spent several thousand dollars in aviation fuel just to get a good coffee and some French croissants.” 
 Ashton shrugged with regal indifference. He spoke with a deep baritone voice that made him sound like a professional storyteller. He could easily have been narrating a classic audiobook. “It was very good coffee. And besides, I enjoyed the view and the company of my French waitress.” 
 Tom didn’t like Ashton at all.  
 The man appeared to be the poster child for every negative stereotype of the ultra-rich, old, white guy. Money meant so little to him that he could squander what might have been a year’s wages for some people, to get a coffee and croissant, while at the same time it was easy to imagine the man flirting shamelessly with a young waitress, who found herself in the near impossible position of telling him his advances were unwanted. But none of that surprised Tom and none of that, on its own, suggested Ashton was guilty of orchestrating the abduction of Sam Reilly.  
 Tom drew a breath. “You’re serious, aren’t you?” 
 Ashton’s gaze turned from Tom to Genevieve, leveling directly on Genevieve. An unrestrained and lascivious grin forming on her lips. He shrugged. “I could take or leave the coffee and croissant, but the waitress…” His eyes returned to Tom’s. “Well, I can tell you know a thing or two about beautiful women… their company are worth more than all the money in the world.” 
 Tom bridled at the implied inflection that Genevieve was a beautiful object, but refused to get drawn into the sexual fantasies of a lecherous old man. He only hoped that Genevieve could maintain equal restraint, just long enough for him to draw out any information about Sam Reilly’s disappearance, before she put the man in the hospital for any unwanted advances. A waitress serving an obscenely rich customer might try hard to politely deflect a man’s unwanted advances, but Genevieve was a totally different kettle of fish, and – if left unchecked – he had no doubt she would make him pay dearly for his indiscretions. 
 Ashton, having noticed the sudden rise in tension, returned to the topic on hand. “How can I help?” 
 “We believe that you, Shireen Doyle, and Airlie Chapman were the last three people in the auditorium with Sam Reilly on the night of the accident?” Tom said, his inflection on the word, accident – no reason to make Ashton believe they suspect anything more than an accident. 
 “That’s right, the four of us were drinking heavily.” 
 Tom asked, “Do you remember why?”  
 “Why?” Ashton laughed boisterously. “Did we need a reason? We’re in the middle of the Pacific Ocean, cruising along with some of the richest people on earth – certainly the richest retired people – we don’t need a lot of excuses to drink.” 
 “That’s fair enough,” Tom admitted. “Do you remember, at the end of the night where the conversation went?” 
 Gray ran his fingers through his hands. “You want to know what we were talking about at the end?”  
 Tom had seen the footage. He knew Ashton had been interested in joining the hunt for Alexander’s Treasure. The question was, would the man lie? He persisted. “Can you?” 
 “Sure. I wasn’t that drunk,” Gray said. “As a matter of fact, we were talking about Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 So he wasn’t going to lie. Tom wasn’t willing to give away anything. He asked, “Alexander’s Treasure?” 
 “Yeah, according to legend, Alexander the Great – probably the most successful military leader to have ever lived – conquered vast lands estimating more than three thousand square miles from Macedonia into Asia, Europe, Egypt, and North Africa.” Gray’s eyes widened as he became enamored by the mystery of the story, his voice deepened, and once again, Tom was reminded of a good narrator. The voices of Neil Gaiman, Jeremy Irons, and David Gilmore came to his mind. “Like all conquerors, he stripped the towns and cities of those he overthrew of anything of value, until his own coffers were bursting with gold.” 
 “What happened to the gold?” Tom asked, keeping the story alive. 
 Gray’s bony face became animated. The old man looked rejuvenated, like a kid in his youth, searching for… well, treasure. “Toward the end of his life, and fearing a betrayal, Alexander had his vast wealth smelted into gold coins – Greek tetradrachms to be exact – and buried at a secret location.” 
 “Where it was never found?” 
 “Exactly. Many believe it is nothing more than a legend, a myth to tell gullible old fortune hunters.” Gray’s eyes beamed with wonder and his lips curled upward with desire. “But Airlie Chapman has found one of those gold coins.” 
 “Has she?” Tom asked, playing along with the story. 
 “She has…” Gray was boasting now. “One of her oil exploration vessels retrieved it along the seabed of the Black Sea.”  
 “So, Alexander’s Treasure has been found?” 
 “No. Not his treasure. Just a single gold coin.” 
 “Really?” Tom licked his lips, allowing a puzzled frown to set. “How does one find a single gold coin in the middle of a vast desert of the Black Sea?” 
 “Ah… to be honest… it wasn’t found on the seabed.” 
 “No?” 
 “No.” Gray lowered his voice conspiratorially and placed a single finger to his lips, as though what he was about to say was a secret that needed to be kept. “Airlie Chapman’s not as good a person as you may have been led to believe.” 
 “Go on.” 
 “Her oil exploratory company has found a vast new oil reserve somewhere in the Black Sea, but an ancient Greek shipwreck has hindered her rights to gain licenses to drill for oil.” 
 Tom met his lowered voice. “You seem particularly well informed, Mr. Gray?” 
 “In my world, I’m exposed to plenty of stories. You see, I have one of those faces that people tend to forget about and when they do, they feel free to talk in my presence, erroneously assuming that I’m either too old, or disinterested to listen.”  
 Tom doubted it. He smiled, thinking about Gray’s ghost like skull and evil grin. He looked like every damned villain out of the early Ian Fleming novels. He said, “And what do they say to you?” 
  “I like to listen when lips are loose. And I recall everything!” 
 “Okay, so what does Miss Airlie Chapman’s nefarious oil exploration company have to do with Alexander’s Treasure?” 
 Gray’s voice returned to a milder tone. “Well… that’s the thing, they sent a team of archeologists down to explore the shipwreck, hoping to discredit its age and value before anyone found out about it – and presumably, worst case scenario, simply remove it before they applied for drilling rights.” 
 “And that’s where they found the gold coin?” Tom asked. “Alexander’s golden tetradrachm?”   
 “Ah-huh.” 
 “But only one?” 
 “Yes. According to Airlie Chapman, it was found inside a purse on the deck. Its owner, long since perished, his or her bones scattered throughout the seabed.”    
 Tom’s eyes narrowed. “No other coins were found?” 
 “Some.” Gray’s tone was measured and a little more reserved, as though now he was getting to the nitty gritty of it all. “There were silver tetradrachms, didrachms, diobols, even a couple Egyptian gold staters, some Persian darics, and a scattering of the tiny and common silver hemitartemorion coins. But only one had come from Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 Tom was following now. “One of the sailors had been paid out of Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 “Precisely what Airlie Chapman believes!” 
 Tom could picture it now. “Alexander the Great, fearing for his life, decides to bury his treasure at a secret location. He hires a ship and a crew to bury it on some distant and unknown lands – on an island, or inside ancient sea-caves – and in the process, he pays the captain or the owner of the ship a single gold tetradrachm, probably worth more than a year’s pay.” 
 “Probably,” Ashton agreed. 
 Tom drew a breath. “And somewhere afterward, the sailor, along with his ship, suffers the tragedy that plagues all sailors, and is lost in the Black Sea, where her hull and much of her inner workings have been left untarnished by the Black Sea’s unique hypoxic state.” 
 “So I have been told.” 
 “The question remains, was the ship just coming back from its voyage with Alexander the Great’s treasure… or had that happened years earlier, before the ship sunk?” 
 Gray steepled his fingers. “And that is the very question that Airlie Chapman was trying to hire Sam Reilly to discover.” 
 The story was matching up with the one Airlie had told him, but he wasn’t about to tell Gray that. “Airlie Chapman tried to hire Sam Reilly on the night that he died?” 
 “Yeah. She wanted him to help lead an expedition to locate Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 Tom took in a deep breath and slowly exhaled as though he wanted to consider what he’d just heard, taking in the revelation and all its severe complications. “Wow…” 
 Ashton Gray’s smile took on a curiously malicious appearance, as though he’d suddenly found some sort of morbid fascination by being struck with a new idea. “Say, you don’t think someone tried to kill Sam Reilly because they thought he was close to finding Alexander’s Treasure?” 
 “No, definitely not!” Tom’s words were a little too emphatic and inwardly, he reproached himself for playing his part too dramatically.  
 Ashton nodded. “You’re right, that’s not what they would do at all…” 
 “What?” Tom asked. 
 “I mean, if someone thought Sam Reilly was onto something on the hunt for Alexander’s Treasure, no one in their right mind would try and kill him. Of course, they would abduct him and coerce him to find the treasure for them.” 
 Tom felt a shadow of fear crease over him. Ashton Gray had come to the very same conclusion as himself. He needed to shut it down. “Mr. Gray, I think you’ve read too many crime thrillers. As much as I want to believe it, the simple fact remains that we’ve seen the security footage of that terrible night and Sam Reilly, heavily intoxicated, stumbled overboard where he almost certainly drowned.” 
 Ashton Gray appeared to realize the somber turn of the conversation. He dipped his head out of respect. “I understand. You’re probably right. Is there anything else I can help you with?” 
 “I think that’s it. I just wanted to close any gaps in Sam Reilly’s history on that night. Thank you for your help, Mr. Gray.” 
 “You’re welcome. I’m sorry it happened. It’s a terrible way to end such an extraordinary man’s life.” 
 Tom nodded and lowered his head in subdued silence. “Me too.” 
 They watched Ashton Gray leave. When the door closed and they were on their own, Tom said, “What do you think?” 
 Genevieve shrugged. “I think the guy’s a misogynist pig and an asshole, but I doubt that he orchestrated the abduction of Sam Reilly.” 
 “Yeah, that’s what I’m thinking.” Tom met her gaze. “So that’s it. We’re in agreement, Airlie Chapman, Shireen Doyle, and Ashton Gray weren’t involved?” 
 “I doubt it. Even so, it wouldn’t hurt to have Elise go through their digital histories and find out if any of them were lying about their past. Maybe they’re better actors than we give them credit for?” 
 “Agreed.” Tom opened the door to leave. 
 His cell phone started to ring. He glanced at the name on the incoming call list and smiled. “It’s Elise now, I’ll let her know.” 
 He hit the green button, and answered the call. “Hey Elise.” 
 Elise said, “I found the mothership!” 
 Tom’s heart raced. “You found it! Are you sure?” 
 “Pretty sure.” Elise didn’t work in rough estimates. Her mind worked like a computer. If she was saying pretty sure, she was near a hundred percent certain. She explained, “It’s a fishing vessel. But satellite images of the ship indicate that the rigging is all wrong. It looks perfect on the outside, but anyone who has ever stepped foot on board a fishing vessel could tell you the winches for the dragnets hadn’t been turned in a decade.” 
 “Good work. Where is it?” 
 “Eighty miles south of here, heading southwest – possibly onward to New Zealand or even to Australia.” Elise drew a breath. “It was anchored just three miles south of The World on the night Sam Reilly fell overboard. There’s something else too.” 
 “What?” 
 “Satellite images show a distinct ripple and a dark, elongated cloud about a hundred feet behind the faux fishing trawler.” 
 Tom tried to picture the image.  
 The realization struck him like a rock. It was jarring and manifestly clear.  
 The fishing vessel was towing a submarine… 



 Chapter Twenty-One 
 The pilot gracefully eased the submarine to a stop.  
 Sam Reilly fidgeted in the confines of his makeshift seat. He tried to shift his weight and lean forward against his cuffs to get a better look out the large viewing porthole. Bursts of sunlight speckled the clear water at a diagonal angle, suggesting something directly above was casting its shadow across the submarine. His eyes drifted downward, expecting to see the white sands of a tropical island, but instead, found nothing but infinite sea. No fish were visible, suggesting that they were still a long way out from land. 
 A moment later, his ears pricked up, listening to the familiar sound of metal connecting to metal, before a series of pressured airlocks were triggered, indicating the privately owned submarine had finally reached its dock. Its docking mechanisms clasping together with a crisp, rasping sound to form a watertight seal on the underside of a private jetty on a secret island… or even the hull of a mothership.  
 Sam glanced at his wristwatch and calculated the time and date difference from when he’d first fallen into the water. He shook his head. It had been fifty-one hours since he’d been drugged and fallen overboard into the sea, where upon he’d been captured and held hostage, so that some sick billionaire could get his or her kicks out of being a wannabe treasure hunter. It was a ridiculous concept, kidnapping him so that he could locate Alexander’s Treasure – a task that he would have happily performed had he even known where to begin.  
 Fifty-one hours…  
 Sam considered the time that had passed and tried to mentally picture where the submarine could have taken him by now. The World had been passing somewhere nearby Tahiti around the time when he’d fallen into the sea. The submarine was designed to showcase the underwater world – more like a tourist platform – with large viewing windows, rather than achieving high speeds or great depths. Even so, Sam doubted that they were traveling anywhere at speeds greater than ten knots. Even taking into account the time it took for his captors to bring him down to the submarine, it still allowed for forty-eight hours – times that by ten knots – and they were dealing with a possible range of 480 nautical miles. 
 That could place him somewhere near any number of Pacific islands. To the northeast, they were well within the Marquesas Islands. In the opposite direction, they could well and truly be in any one of the many Cook Islands. To the north, they might have even reached the island of Kiribati. To the south, the Pitcairn Islands. And scattered throughout the entire region were hundreds of tiny atolls, forming a constellation of white sands upon a canvas of azure waters.  
 Sam shook his head. There was little point even trying to guess where they had taken him. One thing was certain, no one was going to find him there. Even if they had been looking for him, which was unlikely, given everyone on board The World, including his friends, would by now believe him to be dead.

 Up ahead the forward bulkhead door opened.  
 It was the same man who’d visited him earlier and forced him to put on handcuffs. Hard, tall and thin. He stooped to fit through the bulkhead door. The man’s previous composure and casual indifference had been replaced by a new sense of urgency.  

The man carried a handgun. It was a Glock 9mm handgun. Common in police enforcement. Highly reliable and deadly.  
 The man flicked Sam Reilly a key. “You can take those cuffs off.” 
 “Thanks,” Sam said, catching the key in his right hand, and setting about unlocking the cuffs on his hands.  
 When he reached his feet cuffs, the man lowered the barrel of the Glock so that it was level with Sam’s chest. He shook his head. “Not the ones on your feet. I don’t want you running off anywhere.” 
 Sam opened his mouth to protest, but one glance at his abductor, and he knew now was the wrong time to piss him off. He surreptitiously pocketed the key and said, “Okay.” 
 The man wasn’t amused. “I’ll have the key back too.” 
 Sam withdrew the key and threw it underarm toward his abductor. The man took it without saying anything. Someone from the cockpit entered the main cabin. It was a young man with a solid chest and muscular frame of a professional soldier. Sam recognized his face as one of the SCUBA divers who had attacked him. His face was clean shaven and on his right forearm was a tattoo of a shark and a parachute. Sam recognized the image as the unofficial emblem of the French Commando Frogmen. In Afghanistan he’d seen his share of French Special Forces with similar ink. 
 The Frogman spoke quietly into the ear of the man with the Glock. Then turned and said, out loud, “How much time have we got?”  
 “Not long,” the Frogman replied, speaking English, and no longer trying to conceal his voice. “They’re on their way now!” 
 There had been a dramatic change in the man.  
 Something was wrong. 
 And things were getting worse for them. 
 “I’ll have no more trouble from you, Mr. Reilly. We don’t have time.” 
 A broad smile creased Sam’s lips. “Why? What’s happened?” 
 “There have been some changes. People are asking questions that they’re not supposed to. We need to get you out of here now…” 
 A moment later, the entire submarine began to move again.  
 This time it was vertical. Sam’s lips parted in a brief smile. The submarine was now being lifted out of the water, via some sort of purpose-built elevator. They were being swallowed whole by the mothership where it was to be housed.  
 Up ahead, Sam noticed the pilot switched off the submarine’s main power supply, and the dim red glow that had previously lit up the dashboard and controls, turned to darkness. There were two more people in the cockpit, but despite being able to hear them move in their chairs, neither spoke, and he couldn’t see either of them.  
 The abductor grabbed his handgun, pointed it at Sam, and said, “It’s time to go.” 





 Chapter Twenty-Two 
 Sam’s handcuffs clanged on the steel rungs of the vertiginous ladder as he followed the Frogman up and through the open hatchway. He stepped up onto the landing platform that ran the length of the submarine, to where an open set of stairs led.  
 His eyes swept the enclosure, taking in his new environment with a glance. They were inside the storage locker of a large ship. The external partition of the elevator must have formed the bottom of the ship’s hull, meaning that the submarine was now housed in a complete dry dock. It was a similar setup to the one they used on board the Tahila, only in this case, it was a hell of a lot bigger.  
 The man with the Glock pointed to a staircase. “That way.” 
 Sam glanced at the steel stairs. “Where am I going?” 
 “Just follow my directions,” the man cautioned. 
 Sam shrugged. The man neglected to mention that he was ill advised to try and make a run for it. But those words would have been superfluous. He had decided long ago that this was not the man to trifle with. “All right.” 
 He followed the stairs upward, onto a landing platform, before opening a heavy steel door, which led into a series of narrow corridors. Following his abductor’s directions, he kept going straight ahead, before turning right. Fluorescent lighting lit the corridors where no natural light permeated. The omnipresent smell of diesel enveloped his senses and it was obvious that this was the bowels of the ship, where engineers and workers manned the ship’s heavy machinery and diesel powerplant. 
 At the end of the long corridor, Sam opened another door to reveal in the darkness what would become his place of residence for the foreseeable future until he was capable of locating Alexander’s Treasure, or his capturers lost interest in him and most likely had him shot and his body permanently disposed of in the ocean.  
 Sam switched on the light.  
 His eyes gazed around the room, expecting to see a prison cell. Instead he was met by grand indulgence in every way. It set a luxurious contrast with the sparse practicality of the engine room through which he’d just traveled.  
 The downlights were a soft LED glow.  
 The room was quite large. More like a studio apartment than a single room. Inside was a large oak desk – upon which, sat a laptop and a cell phone. On the wall behind the desk was an image of the modern world roughly five feet tall. Beside it, and of the same dimensions, was another image of the world – only this one was of the ancient world – dated roughly 330 BC – the same time Alexander III of Macedonia ruled.  
 A fridge and bar lined a small dinette at the end of the room, a dining table large enough for several people, a king-sized bed with what appeared to be Egyptian thousand thread bedding, and a large flat-screen TV.  
 The creases of Sam’s lips twisted upward. If he was going to be held prisoner, he could think of worse places to be. The room seemed to have all the comforts of home. On the far side of the room, he spotted a large window with its black-out curtain drawn. He found a switch for it and pressed the open button. He heard the whine of the electric motor, as the dark, black-out curtains separated, revealing a sunny outlook across an azure sea that disappeared into the horizon.  
 He stood at the window and took note that he was probably about three stories up. Not that it mattered, the window was to allow light into the room, and didn’t offer any means of opening or escape.    
 Sam turned to his captor. “This is to be my home until I find Alexander’s Treasure?” 
 The man nodded. “That’s right.” 
 Sam took a seat at the oak desk. There were several books on the topic of Alexander the Great, ranging from his military escapades, family tree, and theories regarding the loss of his infamous treasure.  
 He picked one of the books up. “Light reading?” 
 The man sneered. “In case you want to wind down after a long day’s work.” 
 “Right,” Sam said, putting the book down.  
 He opened the laptop. It started up without a password. On the desktop were several files relating to Alexander the Great and known expeditions, along with a digital video of the shipwreck in the Black Sea where Airlie Chapman’s oil exploratory submarine had first located the single golden tetradrachm.  
 For a moment he wondered if he was Airlie’s prisoner. It seemed unlikely. If he was to be her prisoner, why did she bother showing him the coin in the first place and asking to hire him? He’d already told her that he would gladly clear his schedule to go on the hunt for Alexander’s Treasure. No. He wasn’t trapped at Airlie’s demand. 
 Sam turned to the cell phone. He switched it on. There was no password and the screen showed full bars of reception. His eyes darted toward his captor. The man either didn’t notice what he was doing or didn’t care. As if to prove the point, the man turned and closed the door. Sam heard the slide of a heavy deadlock bolt sliding into place behind him.  
 He was trapped and alone. His heart raced. All right, let’s see what we really have here. Sam pressed the phone symbol on the cell phone.  
 Seven preprogramed contacts came up.  
 Project Manager 
 Historian 
 Maritime archeology 
 Oceanographer 
 Researcher 
 Numismatics 
 Food  
 Sam tried to dial the number for the bridge on board the Tahila. All he got was a busy signal. He tried his girlfriend’s number, but got the same response. He tried the Secretary of Defense’s private number. No response.  
 He returned his eyes across the six preprogramed numbers. His heart raced. He pressed Historian and the phone immediately connected.  
 The voice than answered was digitally garbled so that it sounded like Dr. Stephen Hawking’s. “Hello Mr. Reilly, what can I help you with?” 
 Sam exhaled and grinned. “I don’t suppose you could put me through to my girlfriend? She might be wondering where I’ve gotten to.” 
 “I am afraid that is not possible,” came the computer-like reply. 
 “Yeah, figures…” 
 Sam hung up without saying goodbye.  
 He tried the Project Manager. 
 It was answered by the same Dr. Stephen Hawking’s voice. “Hello Mr. Reilly. Are you ready to get to work now?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Good. Because we’re not the only interested party. Do I make myself clear?” 
 That gave Sam pause. “Not the only interested party? What the hell do you mean?” 
 The robotic voice seemed somehow more sinister and threatening. “Know this, Mr. Reilly. You are on a race to locate Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 “All right,” Sam said.  
 “And the price of losing this race, is your life.”  



 Chapter Twenty-Three  
 Tom placed an image of La Serena on the round table.  
 She was a large, steel hulled, ocean going fishing trawler. But he doubted very much that she had done any fishing for a very long time. Flying a Chilean flag, she was being used to tow a submarine called an underwater drug barge. Only this time, Tom didn’t believe there were any drugs inside. The contraband in this case, was Sam Reilly, who had been abducted off The World. Genevieve had already planned the boarding party, and in an hour’s time, the Tahila would catch up with La Serena, and they would find the truth.  
 Gaining permission to legally board and raid a ship in international waters was a complex task. Difficult, but not impossible. The U.S. Coast Guard has the unique capability to gain authority to seize a foreign ship in international waters if it believes that ship is carrying contraband drugs. Since the early 1980s, the Coast Guard, which is a division of the Department of Transportation and the primary maritime law enforcement agency of the United States, has been engaged in missions specifically to intercept drug smugglers on coastal waters. Under federal law, the Coast Guard’s mandate includes arresting traffickers even if they are on the high seas – that is, far outside any country’s territorial boundaries.  
 Toward this effort the United States has cooperative agreements with many other nations to intercept drug activity. And several U.S. federal agencies, including the Department of Defense and the Customs Service, are charged with monitoring possible drug trafficking far outside the U.S. borders. In this case, the trawler La Serena raised suspicions when it appeared to be a fishing vessel that lacked operable fishing equipment, and satellite imaging showed it to be towing what appeared to be a submarine. 
 When a suspicious vessel is identified at sea, the Coast Guard notifies the State Department, which then gets permission from the vessel’s flag nation for the Coast Guard to board. In this case, it was Chile and they had already granted approval. The Secretary of Defense had pulled strings and the Tahila was officially listed as the latest ship commissioned for the US Coastguard, her crew granted honorary commissions.   
 In the mission room there was a mixed sense of anticipation and fear. Tension was in the air and people were strung taut like piano wire. Similar to boxers before a fight, it was the waiting that was difficult. Once La Serena came into view and it was all action to board her, it would be a different matter. 
 Tom’s eyes drifted across the faces of those sitting at the round table.  
 Veyron gripped his M870P shotgun and wore the hard and determined expression of someone who knew that all their hopes and dreams would be won or lost in the next fifteen minutes. Genevieve wore a makeshift US Coast Guard uniform, that gave her the rank of a Boarding Officer Captain. She carried an M4A1 Carbine with a Close Quarter Battle Receiver – a replacement upper receiver developed by the US Navy.  
 The CQBR features a barrel 10.3 inch in length, similar to the Colt Commando short-barreled M16 variants of the past. This shorter barrel makes the weapon significantly more compact, which makes it easier to use in and around vehicles and in tight confined spaces. Special units such as commandos boarding ships and bodyguards for senior officers have found such shortened weapons very useful and use the CQBR. As a backup, she carried a Beretta M9 semiautomatic 9mm pistol.  
 Caliburn, their genetically enhanced golden retriever wore an official boarding vest, that identified him as a drug sniffer dog. His eyes eventually landing on Elise, who was somber as she methodically went about her business of disassembling and checking the working mechanisms of a pair of Israeli Uzis.  
 The sight brought a slight smile to Tom’s face. He wondered what the crew of La Serena would think about an officer of the US Coast Guard carrying a pair of Uzis. It might give them away. So what? Consequences be damned. They could lodge a formal complaint with the State Department. It could be an international public relations nightmare. But if it brought Sam Reilly from the dead, it was worth it.  
 The ends justified the means. 
 Only Matthew was missing. He wouldn’t be part of the boarding party. Instead, he was at the helm, closing the gap between the Tahila and La Serena. 
 Genevieve asked, “Why are they towing the submarine?” 
 Tom replied, “You mean, what’s the need for a ship if you have a submarine?”  
 “Yeah,” Genevieve said. “Why not just use the submarine?” 
 Tom said, “They’re called drug barges. And the reason drug traffickers use them is predominantly the cost. A working, fully functioning submarine easily costs millions upon millions of dollars. And that all eats into a drug king’s bottom line. By towing an underwater barge – basically the shell of a cheap submarine – they can shift large amounts of contraband without anyone knowing via routine satellite imaging of observer planes – both of which, the real US Coast Guard utilize to track suspected drug ships. What’s more, if things ever go wrong and they’re boarded, they can lower the submarine so that the boarding teams don’t find it – and worst-case scenario, they can always sever the connection, and send the faux submarine to the bottom.” 
 Elise said, “Destroying all evidence of anyone’s wrongdoings.” 
 “Exactly.” Tom scanned the lively faces of his crew – Sam’s crew. They looked like they were ready to go into battle. Which might very well be exactly what they were about to do. He asked, “Is everyone ready?” 
 There was a resounding assertion of agreement.  
 Tom said, “All right. Genevieve’s in charge. Matthew will notify them of our intention to board for a drug inspection. They will be expecting a few minutes to prepare while we get the zodiac in the water, but instead, Matthew will bring the Tahila alongside La Serena and we should be able to step across. If they’re cooperative, our first priority will be to secure the ship, and then bring the submarine to the surface.” 
 Genevieve raised her eyebrows. “And if they’re not cooperative?” 
 Tom shrugged. “If they want a fight, I’m sure the four of us can give them one they won’t forget.” 
 The internal ship’s phone next to the round table rang. 
 Tom picked it up. “Yes?” 
 Matthew said, “We’re in position.”  



 Chapter Twenty-Four 
 The radio remained silent.  
 At the helm of the Tahila Tom and Matthew stared at the marine radio. This was it. Either the crew of La Serena played the game or they didn’t. Matthew tried again. Still no answer. Either the skipper of La Serena couldn’t hear them, or more likely, was refusing to acknowledge them. Matthew tried again, identifying the Tahila as a US Coast Guard vessel authorized to board and search their vessel.  
 After the failed third attempt, Matthew turned to Tom. “I guess it’s your show now.” 
 Tom shook his head. “Not my show. This one’s Genevieve’s specialty.” 
 “Okay, I’ll bring the Tahila around and come in on their starboard side. Our decking is a similar height so you should be right to jump across. I’ll get you as close as I can.” 
 “Agreed.” Tom turned to the rest of the team. “All right, I guess this is Genevieve’s way.” 
 Genevieve removed the safety from her M4A1 Carbine. A disturbing grin forming on her parted lips, revealing a sadistic pleasure that Tom found hard not to be concerned about. “My way it is.” 
 The team moved quickly up through the bowels of the ship until they were standing on the open deck. The Tahila’s powerful engines began to turn at full power, and the ship picked up speed, sending a trail of whitewash aft where her powerful waterjets projected forward, accelerating like a racecar until her bow lifted out of the water and she began to aquaplane.  
 Half a nautical mile up ahead, La Serena tried to pick up speed to escape. It was a futile race. The faux fishing trawler was no match for the lithe, and streamlined, heavily engineered Tahila. What’s more, La Serena was towing a submarine, which acted more like a drogue sea-anchor.  

La Serena, little more than a speck on the horizon, quickly came into view.  
 Down below, at the helm, Matthew cut the power to the engines. It was a perfectly timed maneuver, expertly placed. The waterjets came to a stop and the Tahila dropped off the aquaplane, coasting sluggishly in the water, before coming to a stop directly on the starboard side of La Serena.  
 Over the onboard loudspeaker, Matthew said, “La Serena, this is the captain of the US Coast Guard vessel Tahila. You are suspected of transporting contraband. Prepare to be boarded.” 
 “I think that’s enough of a warning,” Genevieve said as she raised the barrel of her M4A1 Carbine and like all good commanders, she led the boarding party.  
 A void of roughly three feet separated the two ships. Genevieve was the first to jump it, followed by Tom, Veyron, Elise, and Caliburn. They landed on the starboard side, aft of La Serena, taking cover behind the bogus rigging for the dragnets.  
 Everything was silent on board La Serena for the next minute. The Tahila’s engines fired up again, and Matthew moved the ship away, to avoid any accidental collision.  
 Tom’s eyes scanned the steel deck of the fishing trawler. He heard muffled footsteps pressing on the metal. Genevieve lifted her hand to indicate everyone wait. A few seconds later, someone with a pump-action shotgun stepped out through the trawler’s doghouse.  
 All weapons aimed at the man. 
 The man took one look at the boarding party, cursed in Spanish, and said, “Don’t shoot!” 
 Genevieve shouted, “Put down the shotgun.” 
 The man’s eyes darted between Genevieve and the rest of the boarding party, all armed to the teeth. His decision was already made for him. “Okay… I’m going to put down my weapon.” 
 “Slowly,” Genevieve directed.  
 “Okay. I’m putting it down. Nice and slow.” 
 Tom watched as the man lowered the shotgun to the deck, nice and slow, as he’d been directed. There was fear in his eyes, but there was something else there, too. His gaze kept shifting, furtively looking past them, and across the portside of the coiled dragnets. There was something in his expression that worried Tom.  
 Genevieve said, “Now raise your hands high above your head where we can see them. Do you understand?” 
 “I understand,” the man replied, dutifully following her orders.  
 Genevieve asked, “How many people are on board?” 
 “Three,” the man replied without hesitation. 
 Genevieve nodded. “Okay. If we find that number changes once we finish our inspection, I’m going to shoot you in the head. Understand?”  
 The man made an arrogant grin. “That doesn’t sound like something the US Coast Guard are allowed to do…” 
 “No. I’ll admit, it’s frowned upon on the international arena.” Genevieve’s lips curled into a look of genuine pleasure and for a moment, Tom wasn’t sure that she was acting anymore. “But I’ll let you in on a little secret. We’re not really the US Coast Guard and you can’t make a complaint if you and the rest of your crew are dead, and your vessel scuttled and resting, along with all evidence of our murder, at the bottom of the Pacific Ocean.” 
 A shadow of fear flicked across the man’s face as he paled. There was something in her voice that could terrify the bravest of men. The man drew a breath and said, “There’s five people on board. Including myself.” 
 Genevieve shrugged as though she really didn’t care if he was lying or not – if she had to kill him or not for that matter. “We’ll see.” 
 She turned to the rest of the boarding party. “Elise. You can go handcuff him. The rest of you, secure the ship.” 
 Elise quickly moved forward and handcuffed the guy with his arms in front of his lap with the speed and efficiency of someone in professional law enforcement. She then searched him. Finding nothing but a pack of cigarettes and a lighter, she pushed him to the floor. “You can have a seat here.” 
 In a voice used to command, loud and clear, Genevieve said, “All right. Shows over. The rest of you can come out. Hands up. No weapons.” 
 More silence.  
 After nearly a minute, Genevieve said to their prisoner, “Maybe you were lying after all?” 
 “No, no…” 
 Her eyes narrowed. “Is it just you on board?” 
 “No, I’m not alone.” 
 “There’s three people?” she asked, just checking if he was keeping track of his lies. 
 “No. Five in total.” 
 “That’s right. We’ll see.” 
 The prisoner shouted in Spanish. “For God’s sake! Come out!” 
 A few seconds later, three people, two men and one woman, stepped out from the doghouse and onto the main deck. Their hands were above their heads. Tom couldn’t see any of them carrying any weapons.  
 All of them had wary and furtive eyes.  
 Genevieve returned to the prisoner. “Where’s the fifth person?” 
 There were beads of sweat on his pale forehead. “I don’t know…” 
 Genevieve grinned. She handed Tom her M4A1 Carbine. Tom put his Glock into its holster and took the weapon.  
 The prisoner watched her, his mouth open, his eyes wide. His face took on an expression of defiance mingled with fear, but there was something else there. Something Tom didn’t like. The man’s dark brown eyes kept furtively darting toward the portside.  
 Tom instinctively tracked where the man was looking, but couldn’t see anything. 
 Genevieve removed her Beretta M9 semiautomatic 9mm pistol. Unlatched the safety, flicking it to double action. 
 She asked, “What’s your name?” 
 “Juan.” The man took a couple quick breaths. “Juan Rojaz. I’m just the skipper. Please. I do this to feed my family.” 
 Again, she shrugged. “Okay Juan. Just so we can be sure we have this right… how many people did you say were on board La Serena, including yourself?” 
 “Five, including me,” he answered immediately and with the certainty of someone who knew he were facing death if he lied. 
 Genevieve drew a deep breath, pointed the 4.9-inch barrel of the Beretta at the man’s head. “So then, Juan… do you mind telling me why there’s only four of you here in front of me?” 
 Juan swallowed hard. He drew back, making a placating gesture with his handcuffed hands. “I swear I don’t know.” 
 Behind them, Caliburn gave a short bark. 
 Genevieve turned. 
 And the fifth crew of La Serena cut the cable connected to the submarine.  
 Veyron and Genevieve moved quickly to subdue the fifth person. Tom raced to the edge of the railing, his eyes scanning the water… 
 Where the submarine, no longer being towed, began to sink rapidly into the deep abyss of the Pacific Ocean.  





 Chapter Twenty-Five 
 The disaster unfolded quickly, revealing its deadly truth.  
 Working submarines cost millions of dollars. That’s why drug traffickers use inoperable ones. What they were looking at was little more than the shell of a submarine. It was more like a trailer than a moving submarine. A means of towing large quantities of contraband close to shore without being detected. If the coastguard boarded, the crew could sever the cable, sending their illegal substances to sink to the safety of the seabed far below. Right now, someone had just severed the cable, sending the submarine on its way to the seabed far below.  
 And a shell of a submarine couldn’t survive long at depth… 
 It would implode long before it reached the seabed.  
 Tom glanced at Veyron who, as an engineer and expert on submersibles, knew right away what was going on and said… “I’ll get the winch cable ready…” 
 Both men turned to see that what remained of the original cable was now too short to be attached to the rapidly sinking submarine.  
 Tom urgently searched the deck. Several coils of chains were fixed to the dragnets, giving authenticity to the trawler’s ruse, but a single glance at them forewarned Tom that they had been rusted through and would never uncoil. Still, if the ship regularly towed a submarine, they must have another means of towing. A second winch. A backup coil of chain.  
 He just needed to find out where it was kept.  
 And he needed it right now.  
 Tom grabbed his Glock and pointed its barrel at Juan. The drug smuggler’s eyes mirrored his own fear. “I need a coil of chain strong enough to bring up that submarine.” 
 “You people are fucking nuts!” Juan said, holding up his cuffed hands in a placating gesture. Their eyes met, and he seemed to sense that Tom wasn’t the sort of person to try and manipulate. He sighed. “Inside the doghouse. Second doorway on the left. There’s a storage locker. You’ll roll it out and then attach it to the winch.” 
 Tom didn’t acknowledge the man. Instead he turned to Veyron. “Quick, help me with the chain!” 
 They ran into the doghouse, entered the second room on the left and found the chain spool right where Juan had said it would be.  
 It was on a long spool, wrapped around two large wheels.  
 The thing weighed about a hundred and fifty pounds. He and Veyron rolled it on its side and then rolled it out of the doghouse and to the back of La Serena’s deck. 
 Tom said, “Help me lift this over the railing!” 
 Veyron placed a hand on his shoulder. “Hold up! We need to attach the other end to the winch first!” 
 Tom rolled out about ten feet of chain. “Here, you go sort out this end… and for God’s sake, don’t drop it!” 
 There wasn’t enough time to get dive gear on. Elise, who had already caught on to what Tom was planning on doing, brought him a life-jacket. It was an older model. The type that didn’t automatically inflate on immersion. Instead, this one manually inflated by releasing compressed carbon dioxide from a canister, when the deployment ring was pulled by the wearer.  
 Tom slipped it over his head, ensuring that he tightened the straps and locked the single carabiner clipped at his chest – drawing the final chain link from the coil, and threading it through the carabiner before locking it tight. The last thing he needed was for it to come undone – both his and Sam’s life depended upon it.     
 A moment later, Tom heaved up the massive spool of chain and stepped to the edge of the aft deck. In the water far below, he could still see the dark cloud – the last remnants of the submarine.  
 It wasn’t exactly sinking like a stone, but it was moving, and the deeper it got the faster it would sink…  
 Veyron’s eyes were incredulous. “What are you doing?” 
 Tom took a few deep breaths. He met Veyron’s eyes. “This.” 
 And, holding the heavy spool of steel chain at his chest, he stepped into the water. 



 Chapter Twenty-Six 
 Tom hit the water feet first.  
 In total, there was more than a hundred and fifty pounds of steel rolled up in its reel. All this weight dragged him down fast, like the diving sled used by free-divers, he was shot toward the seafloor. 
 Tom held the reel of two and a quarter inch marine grade steel chain as he descended like a rocket. Gripping each end of the wheels, the spool uncoiled rapidly, and he just hoped to hell that he had enough to reach the submarine.  
 He raced straight down…  
 Bubbles rushed past his face as he kept descending… 
 He worked hard to equalize his ears, but the speed at which he dropped made it hard to keep up. The submarine, already more than sixty feet below the surface, was starting to pick up speed on its descent.  
 Tom gripped the handles of the reel, allowing the chain to uncoil at speed. For a moment, he just hoped to hell that he had enough to reach the submarine. Down below, the dark shadow began to take shape. Even as an unpowered hull, the submarine’s elongated shape made it look like a vicious predator.  
 Seconds went by and Tom caught up with the submarine, landing feet first onto the aft deck, just behind the small conning tower, which housed the submarine’s only hatchway.  
 He needed to reach the prow. If he attached the steel cable to the midsection, it would try and drag the submarine up vertically – a feat impossible for the cable to handle – and thus, he needed to reach the prow, where the submarine could be pulled naturally toward the surface.  
 Tom kicked his feet and moved along the submarine’s narrow deck. More than two thirds of the chain spool had been run out. He needed to get the end of it attached to the submarine before it did or all of his efforts would amount to nothing. 
 With the spool attached to his chest, he pulled himself along the submarine’s deck, pulling himself along, hand over hand, along a series of iron support bars that lined the deck – using them like a makeshift ladder. 
 The spool kept unravelling – rolling past the final ten-foot marker.  
 Tom’s heart pounded and his chest burned. He was almost there. Gripping the deck with both hands, he pulled hard, shooting across the deck.  
 And reached the prow. 
 Tom quickly wrapped the end of the chain around the cleat. 
 His lungs burned, but he dared not reach for the surface until he was certain the cable had caught and held.  
 The nose of the submarine caught, and the cable went taut.  
 It was enough of a signal – like the fine jolt an angler might notice when a fish latches onto the hook – that Veyron – still on the surface on board the drug ship – was able to kick the winch into gear. 
 Like the predator fish it was, the submarine fought against the cable, jolting side to side, as it tried to continue its natural movement toward the seabed far below.  
 Tom’s chest burned.  
 It was time to go. He couldn’t wait any longer to see if his crazy scheme had worked to save Sam Reilly’s life.  
 His dive watch showed a depth of 125 feet. 
 Tom pulled the red emergency toggle on his life-vest. The carbon dioxide canister opened, and the jacket inflated in an instant. He pushed off the deck of the submarine, and the now inflated life-jacket sent him racing to the surface.  
 He reached the surface with so much speed that his whole torso broached the surface like a whale, before landing with a splash. Genevieve was prepared for him, and threw him a rope with a steel O-ring at the end. He clipped the carabiners from his life-jacket to the O-ring, and Genevieve and Veyron pulled him aboard La Serena. 
 Tom was still breathing hard. Every muscle hurt, where lactic acid raged throughout his body. In the background, he heard the constant thump of the diesel motor, turning the winch. Caliburn came over and licked his face offering a sympathetic paw.  
 He grinned. “I’m all right Caliburn.” 
 Caliburn’s tail wagged. But then he nuzzled Tom’s torso and gave an almost muted whine. Tom exhaled. “I know… I’m worried about Sam too.” 



 Chapter Twenty-Seven 

La Serena was motoring along at a slow, steady pace with Elise at the helm. At Veyron’s suggestion, it was decided that the hydrodynamics of bringing the submarine to the surface worked better while La Serena was moving. 
 It took several minutes for the movement and the winch to bring the submarine to the surface. As soon as it broached, Tom jumped onto the submarine’s deck, and secured ropes between the two vessels. The last thing he wanted was to lose the submarine now that it was on the surface. Confident he had it secured, he ran to the small conning tower and banged on the hatch. 
 There was no response. 
 There was always the possibility that something had gone wrong and the submarine’s water-tight hull had been damaged. Or its air supply had failed. Maybe Sam Reilly was unconscious. Or dead.  
 He didn’t wait to find out. 
 Tom began to turn the wheel lock to open the QAWTD – Quick Acting Water Tight Door. His heart pounded. There was no way he was going to lose the battle after getting so close. Genevieve came and stood next to him. The M4A1 Carbine with its 10.3-inch Close Quarter Battle Receiver pointed straight down at the hatch. 
 Tom said, “Whoa… what are you trying to do, blow Sam’s head off?” 
 Genevieve’s voice was cold and hard. “We don’t know who else is in there.” 
 Tom swallowed. Still turning the wheel lock. “All right, all right. Just don’t shoot Sam.” 
 She suppressed a retort. They were all feeling the stress since losing Sam. She put the M4A1 Carbine away and drew her Beretta. She was a deadly markswoman. “If I squeeze the trigger. I promise I’ll put each and every shot on the enemy, so there’s no chance of a stray round ricocheting and hitting Sam.” 
 Tom exhaled. He knew she was like a machine. If she planned to put each bullet into someone, without any loose rounds, she would do it. “Okay.” 
 He turned the wheel one more round, and felt the watertight seal give out. The hatch was unlocked. It was time. He exchanged a glance with Genevieve. It meant, I’m going to open this. You clear it. She nodded. On the underneath of the barrel of her Beretta, she switched on her TLR-1S rail-mounted tactical flashlight. 
 Tom opened the hatch upright.  
 The beam of the tactical flashlight shone down into the first chamber of the submarine. It was empty.  
 Tom shouted, “Sam… are you down there?” 
 No response.  
 He met Genevieve’s eye. She nodded, still taking the lead. “My name’s Genevieve. I’m a boarding officer with the US Coast Guard vessel, Tahila. If anyone’s down there, you need to identify yourself now.” 
 Still no response. 
 Genevieve said, “All right. I’m coming down. I’m taking it that there’s no one down there. If I’m wrong in this deduction, I suggest you make it clear to me now.” She paused, counted to three, and then said, “No. I’m armed and I intend to shoot anyone I find.” 
 Tom wondered how much she was bluffing versus being deadly serious, and about to kill drug smugglers in cold blood. Ordinarily, he would have tried to intervene, but with Sam Reilly’s life at stake, and every second counting, he didn’t care whether she killed half a dozen people in the process, he just wanted to get into the submarine. 
 Genevieve ducked down into the first chamber. She slowly turned around, sending beams of light flickering across the steel walls of the hull. After thirty seconds, she looked up at Tom and said, “It’s empty.” 
 Tom grimaced. “Empty! What do you mean?” 
 She was already clambering back up. “I meant empty. Sam’s not there.” 
 Tom didn’t get into an argument with her. He jumped down into the first chamber and looked for himself. The submarine was smaller on the inside than he was expecting. Nothing like a modern submarine, or even the shell of a modern submarine. If he had to guess, he was inside the remnants of an old World War II submersible. He switched on his flashlight, and shined the light across the main chamber. The light danced across steel walls. There was nowhere to hide anyone or anything.  
 Beneath the walls, there were rows upon rows of sealed plastic bags. Each one filled with a white powder. Most likely cocaine. He clambered through the length of the internal hull, throwing several of the sealed bags to the ground, in the hope that he might find another hiding spot. By the time he’d searched both ends of the submarine, he was certain that Sam Reilly wasn’t on board. No one had been on board.  
 And if they had been, they would be dead. 
 Tom fixed his flashlight on the row of gauges. They showed the oxygen tank was empty and the CO2 scrubbers probably hadn’t been replaced since World War II.  
 Rage boiled up inside.  
 Tom climbed out of the submarine, grabbed the handcuffed prisoner and violently slammed him against the wall of La Serena’s doghouse. “Where the hell is Sam Reilly?” 
 The man’s face was a mask of terror and genuine confusion. “Who’s Sam Reilly?” 





 Chapter Twenty-Eight 
 Tom handed custody of La Serena and her crew over to the captain of the USCGC Mellon, which had been on its return from a joint training exercise in Antarctica with an Australian Navy vessel and New Zealand Navy vessel, when Tom had advised the Secretary of Defense that they’d located the faux-trawler. USCGC Mellon was immediately diverted from where it was refueling in New Zealand and ordered to rendezvous with the Tahila to add legitimacy to their mission. 
 The discovery of cocaine was a big win for the US Coast Guard, although Tom doubted it was any more than a drop in the ocean in terms of illegal drug smuggling. The White House would promote it as a big win for the good guys, the drug lords and cartel bosses would flaunt it as a reason to increase the price of their contraband, and more systemically poor and desperate people like Juan from around the world would continue to take extraordinary risks to deliver the drugs to every port on the planet. Drug addicts, like all addicts, who were physically and mentally dependent on their vice, would resort to increasingly violent crime to pay for the hiked up price increase.  
 It was a vicious cycle and Tom felt cynical about the value of his involvement in it today. Not that he had time to concern himself about the moral and ethical judgements of such a complex issue. Right now, his mind was still entirely focused on finding Sam Reilly. Leave the solutions of a global drug pandemic to somebody else.  
 He picked up his satellite phone and called the Secretary of Defense. 
 It was her private line and she answered immediately. “Do you have him?” 
 Tom drew a breath. “I don’t know what to tell you Madam Secretary. They were drug smugglers, not kidnappers.”  
 He was greeted with silence.  
 After a good ten to fifteen seconds, he asked, “Are you still there, Ma’am?” 
 “I’m here, Tom.” He could hear the tension in her voice. There was strain where ordinarily one could hear nothing but her crisp authority. Her speech was slightly more raspy and throaty, and for a moment, he wondered if she was about to cry. “I’m sorry… if we find out who did this… if we find out who abducted Sam Reilly…” 
 “Yes, Ma’am?” 
 Her voice took on its ordinary tone of absolute command and authority. “We’re going to be sure to rain down hell on every single one of them.”  
 Tom let out a sigh. “Yes, Ma’am. We will be sure to do that.” 
 After a few moment’s silence to take in everything, the Secretary of Defense asked, “What are you going to do now?” 
 Tom said, “We’ll keep looking for Sam Reilly.” 
 “He might not be capable of being found,” she warned, and Tom didn’t like her thinly veiled euphemism for, Sam might be dead. 
 “I know, but we’ll keep going. We owe him that much.” 
 “Agreed.” Her voice softened. “Where will you go?” 
 “I’m not sure yet. I think it’s fairly safe to say that whoever abducted Sam will be long gone by now. So there’s very little point staying here searching for him.” 
 “Which means?” 
 “We’ll have to find Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 “Do you have any leads on that course?” she asked. 
 “No. We’re heading back to The World now. Airlie Chapman said that we were welcome to take a look at this ancient shipwreck in the Black Sea – the one where this all began, with the discovery of a single gold tetradrachm. I’m going to talk to her about taking her up on her offer of complete access to her notes on Alexander’s Treasure, as well as access to the shipwreck.” 
 “Good luck, Tom. I hope you find Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 “Thank you, Madam Secretary.” Tom grinned. “I just hope we can find it before Sam Reilly.”  



 Chapter Twenty-Nine 
 Sam Reilly stared at his notes. 
 They were already becoming a jumbled mess. He had taken several notes from the underwater video footage taken of the ancient shipwreck in the Black Sea. There wasn’t a lot to go on. In fact, there wasn’t anything to go on. The discovery of the single gold tetradrachm meant that someone on board that vessel had been in contact with Alexander’s Treasure.    
 He picked up the cell phone. Scrolled down the preprogramed list of seven approved numbers until he reached the one labeled, Food, and pressed the call button.  
 Stephen Hawkins robotic voice answered. “Hello Mr. Reilly. What food would you like?” 
 Sam grinned and his stomach rumbled. “What have you got?” 
 “Anything you like, sir.” 
 He considered the most exotic foods, and wondered whether there was anything he could use to his advantage, but his mind was coming up short. Could he make a weapon out of crayfish… or something? He dismissed the idea as soon as he had it. Probably not… 
 “All right, I’ll just have a steak. Medium rare.” 
 “Very good sir. Anything else?” 
 “Could you add some shrimps and a creamy garlic sauce?” He asked, thinking of the Australian classic of Surf and Turf. 
 “Yes, of course, sir.” 
 Sam continued chipping away at his work. 
 About twenty-five minutes later, there was a perfunctory knock at his door.  
 Sam said, “You can come in.” 
 Lunch was brought into the room by an Italian waiter in his mid-twenties. The man was naturally short and diminutive, which only seemed to emphasize the fact that he appeared nervous as all hell. Sam almost felt sorry for the man. It was obvious he was just there to deliver lunch, and wasn’t part of the abduction. Certainly not one of the mercenaries. 
 Sam asked, “Can I give you my order for dessert?”  
 The boy shook his head. “No.” 
 “Do I just call the Food number again?” 
 “Yes.” 
 Sam smiled, kindly.  
 Big talker… 
 Sam asked, “Can you tell me where I am?” 
 The boy turned to leave, trying to pretend that he hadn’t heard Sam’s question. He looked uncomfortable.  
 Sam persisted. “What ship is this?” 
 The boy’s eyes darted furtively toward the exit. “I’m sorry.” 
 Sam waved him off with an apologetic gesture and a smile. “It’s all right. Thanks for bringing me lunch.” 
 He watched the waiter leave, noting the Frogman was standing guard at the door. The man had his pistol out and aimed, not so casually, toward Sam Reilly. He drew a breath and forced himself to stay relaxed. After all, they wanted him to find Alexander’s Treasure, and that would be quite difficult if they killed him. 
 Sam recognized the weapon as a Manurhin MR73, French-manufactured, high-end double-action revolver chambered in .38 Special. The weapon confirmed that the man had almost certainly once been part of the elite French special forces unit, who, despite using an array of semi-automatic and machinegun weapons, still liked the classic revolver as their preferred pistol.  
 He made a mental note. There was always a guard at his door. Most likely either Frogman or the Quasimodo. Both men were ex-special forces. There was something about the hunchback that frightened him. Both men were killers, but in the hunchback, Sam saw something in addition. The man had a mean streak. Sam had seen it before in Afghanistan. All soldiers were trained to kill and capable of it. There was no moral quandary. It was kill, or be killed. The rules of war. But in some men, they killed for the sheer joy of it.  
 Quasimodo was that sort of man. 
 Sam sat down at the dining table and looked at his meal. It looked great. He was ravenous and the smell made him salivate. He found the small wine cellar. It was one of those built into the dining table – an expert show of craftsmanship, intricately constructed into the main table – and stocked with an extraordinary set of expensive wines. The whites were kept cooled in their place by a shallow refrigerator and the reds were stacked at room temperature.  
 He pulled out the first red to go with his steak. Sam read the label. Penfolds Grange 1955. The bottle probably cost about $10,000 US dollars. He grinned and dug in the corkscrew, unceremoniously opening the bottle. He poured himself a glass, savoring the smell. Whoever had abducted him, at least they had good taste. 
 Sam began to eat his lunch.  
 The steak was perfectly cooked, the shrimp deliciously buttery in the cream sauce, and the wine… well, he wouldn’t have paid $10,000 for it, but so long as someone else had, he was happy to enjoy it.  
 While he ate, he decided that if he had to, he’d rather overcome Frogman than Quasimodo. Sam finished his meal, picked up the cell phone and ordered dessert. He grinned, because he’d just worked out how he was going to overcome Frogman.   
 And turned on the faucet to run the bath.  



 Chapter Thirty 
 For the second time in two days Tom greeted Airlie Chapman in her office on board The World. She was expecting Tom and met him with a warm smile and a manila folder with all the information her team had gathered on both the shipwreck and Alexander’s Treasure.  
 She brought him through the known expeditions to find the treasures. All of which had failed to reveal the final resting place of the 2,300-year-old treasure trove. They discussed the shipwreck found in the Black Sea.  
 Tom ran his eyes across a series of photographs taken by an ROV submersible. The images were good and it was amazing to see how well preserved the ancient vessel was, but despite that, they failed to tell Tom anything more to go on.  
 The corners of his mouth turned downward. “One gold coin. It’s not a lot to go on.” 
 “Sorry, it’s all we’ve got.” 
 Tom nodded. “I think it’s time we go back and get something more.” 
 “Like what?” 
 Tom said, “A treasure map would be nice.” 
 She met his eye, not sure if he was being serious or not. “Really?” 
 He gave a half-shrug. “Sure, it would be great. Highly unlikely, but great.” 
 “What are you really after?” 
 “I don’t know yet. Something… anything. I’ll take a sample of the wood so we can carbon date it and confirm that it sunk around the time of Alexander’s death.” 
 She asked, “Is that important?” 
 “Yes. Because if we’re off by a hundred years or more we know that the shipwreck can’t possibly reveal anything of value regarding Alexander’s lost treasure.” 
 Airlie gave that some thought and nodded. “That makes sense.” 
 “Also,” Tom said, “I’d like to see if we can find anything that identifies the ship better. Maybe we’ll get lucky and be able to match it up with historical records. If we’re really lucky there will be some sort of record where it sailed before it sunk.” 
 She suppressed a grin. “That sounds like finding a needle in a haystack.” 
 Tom drew a breath. “Yeah, right now we’re still looking for the haystack. I’ll let you know if we close in on it, then we can start work on finding that needle.” 
 “Okay,” she said, taking it all in. “What do you need from me?” 
 Tom held his breath. The next part was going to take a little more trust on her part. “Well. I’ll need the GPS coordinates of that shipwreck.” 
 “It’s on the seabed somewhere in the Black Sea.” 
 Tom grinned. “The Black Sea’s a big place.” 
 She spread her hands in an apologetic gesture. “I don’t have those records on me, I’m afraid.” 
 Tom was about to argue that seemed unlikely given how much interest she’d had on the discovery of one of Alexander’s gold tetradrachms and the fact that she’d put together a small dossier on her own search for the ancient treasure.  
 She dispatched his arguments before he made them, with the wave of her hand. “It’s okay. I have a ship in the area, Explorer II – it’s an oil exploration vessel, fully equipped for deep sea surveying, including a submersible and ROVs.” 
 He arched his eyebrow. “This was the crew who originally found the shipwreck?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “Is there a number I can contact someone on board to discuss the location of the shipwreck?” 
 “Yes, I can get you that. But I can do more than that.” 
 “More?” 
 “I can contact the director in charge of the ship’s operations and advise him to assist you to survey the shipwreck.” 
 “You’re relinquishing control of your own ship, to aid my investigation?” 
 “Sure, why not?” She smiled. “I assumed that you didn’t want to wait to get the Tahila all the way to the Black Sea?” 
 “You’re right. The sooner we can start the better. I can fly out today and be there tomorrow.” He met her eye and smiled. “Thank you. I really appreciate it.” 
 “You’re welcome.”  
 Tom said, “I promise to take good care of your sub.” 
 Airlie smiled. She was a beautiful woman when she did. But there was something telling about it, too. “Why, Mr. Bower… didn’t you know, I’m coming with you?” 
 “With me?” 
 “I’ve been looking for this thing all my life. If you’re going, I’m coming too.” 
 A wry grin creased his lips. “Coming where?” 
 She beamed. “To find Alexander’s Treasure.” 



 Chapter Thirty-One 
 The extravagant bath overflowed like a waterfall. 
 Sam Reilly watched with satisfaction as the water swept out through the bathroom, into the studio apartment, flooding the Persian carpet. He let it keep running until the entire floor was soaking wet in deep water.  
 Sitting at his oak desk, he began to write the most painful letter of his life.  
 To whoever should find me – 
 Please contact Tom Bower. He will be most appropriate to give my apologies to my family and friends. I have had an extremely privileged life and for that I have always been grateful. It was not my intention that my life should end this way. But one must maintain our convictions. I would rather die with integrity than live, as someone else’s slave. 
 Signed, Sam Reilly  
 He then climbed onto the oak desk. Using a towel that he’d cut into multiple strips and tied together to create a makeshift rope, Sam threw one side over a support beam on the ceiling and pulled it through. He secured the top with a figure eight knot, leaving a trailing tail that hung a couple feet off from the roof. On the bottom of which, he folded the rope into a large loop, before taking the tail end upward and forming eight tight coils before completing the classic hangman’s knot. 
 Sam studied the knot, making sure that he had done it correctly. The consequences of such a mistake were horrifying and he didn’t even let himself imagine things going wrong. He stared at the row of eight coils, and the tell-tale knot at the top. It somehow looked different on the towel rope, but he wasn’t still certain he’d done it right.  
 He drew a satisfied breath and exhaled.  
 Everything was ready and exactly as it should be.  
 He picked up his cell phone, scrolled through, found the number titled, Project Manager, and pressed the call button.  
 “Yes?” came the robotic voice. 
 “The lunch was good.” Sam paused, letting his non-sequitur hang there for a moment. licked his lips, and took a moment for himself. “The apartment’s okay too. Not bad wine. I might have had too much. And if I’m to be entirely honest, I sometimes do some pretty stupid things when I drink too much. But you already know this, or else, you never would have gotten lucky and caught me.” 
 Stephen Hawkins’ robotic voice seemed to carry the speaker’s disdain surprisingly well. “Mr. Reilly, is there something I can do for you?” 
 Sam slurred his speech. “Yeah… there is…” 
 He didn’t finish explaining what it was. Instead, he let the sentence finish in silence.  
 “What is it that we can do for you, Mr. Reilly?” 
 “Sorry,” Sam replied. “Were you speaking to me?” 
 “You called about something. What do you need?” 
 “Ah, yes…” Sam responded, raising his voice a couple notches. “Look. I figure if you’ve gone to all this trouble to abduct me, you’ve probably put some extensive resources into researching my history. So you know me. Or at least, you think you do. Would you say that appraisal is correct?” 
 “Sure,” the project manager replied, his robotic voice somehow capturing the frustration. 
 “Good.” Sam’s voice seemed to clear up. No longer slurring his words, his speech seemed to take on a colder, somehow harder, crisp layer. “Then you know I don’t like to play games.” 
 “Okay. We know that.” There was a brief pause. Then, “What do you want, Mr. Reilly?” 
 “To be released.” 
 “And you will. Just as soon as you find Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 Sam shook his head. “That’s not going to work for me.” 
 “I’m afraid that isn’t going to happen.” 
 Sam said, “I don’t like to play games… 
 “All the same. We’ve told you the rules. You might as well play the game.” 
 “I’m changing the rules today.” 
 “No, you’re really not. We still hold your life in our hands. We decide what happens. Not you.” 
 “That’s where you’re wrong.” Sam’s voice was emphatic. “I’m in charge.” 
 “No, you’re not.” 
 “Yes, I am. In every circumstance, I’m in charge. I decide what happens. And right now, I’m telling you how this will play out.” 
 “Go on,” the robotic voice seemed to manifest a certain inflection, as though its speaker was thinking, this ought to be good. “Tell me, how will this play out?”  
 Sam spoke slowly, carefully annunciating every syllable. “In five minutes’ time, I’m going to walk out that door. That’s not for negotiation.” 
 “I’m listening, Mr. Reilly. So what is on the table for negotiation?” 
 “One of two things will happen. You will be the one opening the door and telling me this whole thing has been a royal fuck up on your part, and I’m free to go.” Sam paused for dramatic flair. “Alternatively, you don’t and I walk out of here, and I promise you I will hunt down and kill every single person who was involved in my abduction.” 
 The robotic voice of Stephen Hawkins began to laugh. When it finally stopped. The voice said, “Well, they said you were a confident fool. At least it’s nice to see that some of our research paid correct dividends.” 
 “I’m confident because I’m in charge of the situation.” 
 “No. In that respect, I assure you, you’re wrong. We control your every move. You are utterly powerless.” 
 Sam grinned. “Not every move.” 
 The robotic voice said, “Every one that matters.” 
 “You think?” 
 “No. I know.” 
 “Okay.” Sam suppressed a smile. “I’m going to kill myself.” 
 More silence. 
 “You’re lying.” 
 “I’m not.” 
 “You’re not that kind of man. You don’t give up.” 
 Sam laughed. “You have it all wrong. I don’t like to lose control. I make the decisions. Better to die with integrity than to live as a slave.” 
 With that, Sam sent a text with his suicide note, and a selfie of him with the noose around his neck. 
 He wrote – GAME OVER. I WIN. 
 Sam ended the call before the project manager could reply. 
 Slowly, ever so gently, he let the noose take its deadly hold. 
 In his hands, behind his back, he gripped something that would either save his life, or bring forth its ending. 



 Chapter Thirty-Two 
 The Frogman opened the door seconds later. 
 In his right hand he gripped his Manurhin revolver, its level barrel pointing outward, scanning the room, ready to fire. His eyes were wide with adrenaline as they scanned the studio apartment. He had a strange expression on his face. A mingled mixture of shock and morbid curiosity. He was intrigued to hear Sam had tried to commit suicide, but the warning bells were going off in that part of his brain that had been acutely sharpened and honed during his time in special forces. His eyes locked onto Sam, who appeared to be hanging by the noose. 
 The Frogman swore. “Don’t die, you bastard!” 
 Sam waited. He was quite the actor. Holding his breath for good measure, he knew his face would have taken on the mottled view of someone choking. 
 In his hands, behind his back, he grasped something that would change everything. His key to escape and revenge.  
 Wait for it.  
 Be patient.  
 Let him come to you… 
 Sam watched as the Frogman holstered the revolver, quickly replacing it with a long-bladed knife from his belt. The transition was almost instantaneous. One instant Frogman was ready to shoot him, expecting a ruse, and the next, he was terrified that his captive was going to die – and by the look in his expression, that was almost as bad as him escaping. 
 Sam suppressed the urge to act.  
 He waited. His heart thumping in his chest. Behind his back, he gripped the electrical wire in his hand – an extension cord, plugged into the mains. It was meant to be for the portable heater. And now it was about to become a deadly weapon.  
 Sam let his knees buckle. 
 The hangman’s noose quickly took his weight. For a split second he thought he’d made a mistake. As pressure was applied to the top of the coiled loops, the final knot – what appeared to be a stopper knot, but was in fact a slip-knot – performed its task admirably. 
 The thread pulled through, and the entire thing unraveled.  
 Sam fell to his knees on the desk.  
 Frogman stopped. His face morphing from an expression of vacant confusion, through to fear, before finally landing on some sort of understanding of the truth – Sam Reilly had outmaneuvered him.  
 Sam grinned. 
 Frogman recovered fast, reaching for his revolver.  
 But Sam was faster. He dropped the end of the electrical cord into the water on the floor beneath the desk.  
 Frogman’s eyes darted to his feet. It was the first time he’d noticed the sloshing of water around his boots. They were military boots. Lots of rubber. But lined with strands of copper to help discharge static electricity, which could be deadly on board a submarine. Now, they were about to do their job with equal diligence, sending electricity from the ground, across his rubber boots, and up into his body where it could provide the maximum amount of damage.  
 In a split-second Frogman saw the entire plan. Plastered across his face was abject fear and something Sam hadn’t seen before – defeat. Realization struck Frogman. His eyes widened and he tried to escape by jumping backward. But it was too late. He was already standing in water. No way to get out of it.  
 The electrical cord hit the water.  
 It was powered by 240volts via a standard frequency of 50 hertz. Enough to kill a grown man within seconds. Frogman opened his mouth to scream, but the electrical current that leaped up his leg caused every muscle in his body to contract and spasm. The muscles of his diaphragm jolted uncontrollably, preventing him from taking a breath or from crying out in pain. He dropped to the floor. His entire body violently convulsing like someone having an epileptic seizure.  
 The whole thing lasted little more than ten seconds, before Sam flicked the electrical switch to off and Frogman finally stopped moving. At a glance, Sam couldn’t tell if the man was breathing. He suspected he was dead. After all, he’d just been electrocuted, but he’d heard of people surviving it before. Either way, he wasn’t going to be waiting around to find out. Sam removed the extension cord from the wall socket for good measure, and then ran to grab Frogman’s revolver.  
 It was equipped with a silencer.  
 That seemed odd. Why would someone need to silence a pistol on board a ship that they owned? Unless, they weren’t on a ship they owned? Unless, they wanted to keep Sam’s abduction a secret? 
 The thought only raised Sam’s excitement. His chance of survival just went up another notch. Maybe he wouldn’t have to kill everyone on board in order to escape? 
 He turned to leave. 
 And Frogman’s eyes opened.  
 The elite mercenary’s primal survival instincts kicked in.  
 The man lunged forward at Sam with his knife. Sam was only a few feet away. Too close to make any other move. Kill or be killed. The question didn’t even register in his mind. At that range, he could hardly miss. He squeezed off two shots in rapid succession. Each one hitting Frogman in the money shot – right in the middle of the chest at the sternum. 
 It stopped him in his tracks.  
 He lay on the ground for a second, and then his eyes opened, and he lunged again. 
 Sam adjusted his aim, and fired once more, straight between Frogman’s eyes. The revolver chambered in .38 Special – powerful enough to just about blow the man’s skull clear off. No need for a second shot. This time he was dead. 
 He searched Frogman’s body and retrieved a packet of .38 special. He manually loaded three more shots into the chamber, until all six cylinders were loaded.   
 And stepped out the door. 



 Chapter Thirty-Three 
 Sam closed the heavy steel door behind him.  
 He backtracked through the small maze of narrow corridors through which he’d arrived. The scent of diesel filled his nostrils, and the fluorescent lights flickered in the dark quarters, where maintenance engineers kept the ship moving. Sam moved quickly, not worried about the sound of his footsteps being heard over the incessant drum of the large diesel powerplant, which filled the corridors. 
 Sam pushed through another heavy door, and entered the main engine room. Signs of the door noted the need for hearing protection, safety helmet, and boots to be worn. He kept going. His eyes darting furtively across the entire room. Three workers oiling one of the main turbines as it spun, glanced up at him, their faces registering a wry expression of surprise and mild curiosity – but there was no sign of them going to stop him. If Sam had to guess, they were simply there to work, and didn’t know anything about his abduction.  
 For a split second, he considered going to them for help, but he couldn’t risk it. Another man entered the door at the end of the hallway. He was carrying a paper pad, and looked to be checking off points on a maintenance list.  
 The man looked up and spotted Sam. “Hey, you’re not supposed to be…”  
 Sam didn’t say anything. He didn’t have to. The revolver held in his outstretched hand, was enough to give the maintenance worker the idea to step out of his way.  
 Sam smiled as he stepped past the man. “Much obliged.”  
 He kept moving. 
 On the other side of the door, it split into a perpendicular passageway. Left or right? Sam glanced both ways, before spotting a series of steel stairs to the right. He imagined himself deep in the bowels of the ship, far below deck. That meant the only way out would be to climb. He turned right and ran toward the stairs. 
 Sam took them two at a time. The stairs folded in on themselves, like a set of fire stairs, heading upward in a confined space. In total, Sam climbed five levels, before he reached another steel door. He was breathing heavily through pursed lips. His heart pounding. Fear and the exhilaration of freedom nearing, jamming in his head in equal proportions.  
 He paused, took a breath, and opened the heavy door. 
 Undappled sunlight glared in. Sam stared outside, running his eyes across the teak deck of a large cruise ship and swore. The ground fell away beneath him. He felt his world begin to shatter. Out there, the truth stared back at him. The realization hit him with a jolt.  
 He had been confined on board The World.  
   
 Sam stepped out onto the promenade. Coming up from the stern, he spotted the Hunchback. The man was carrying a handgun, but Sam guessed the man would try his best to avoid using it. Even with a silencer, the shot would be hard to conceal on board the cruise ship.  
 He yelled out. “Help! Help!” 
 Sam began running in the opposite direction, heading toward the bow. He needed to reach the bridge, or the heart of the ship, where shops, restaurants, and other places would be – somewhere people would be hard to miss. He stepped off the deck, moving fast, and entered the internal esplanade. The shops were all shut, the restaurants closed. Or had someone intentionally had them shut to protect their secret? 
 Up ahead, he spotted the shadow of a man disappear behind an internal doorway. It wasn’t much, but it was something. He needed to get out of the open now. He followed the man through the door. 
 And came face to face with Ashton Gray. 
 The man’s head, bald with its skin taut, giving him the impression of a skeleton, appeared sinister as he met Sam’s gaze with a malicious grin. “Well, well… I was wondering when they’d get you. Welcome back Mr. Reilly. Aren’t you in a world of trouble?” 



 Chapter Thirty-Four 
 Tom Bower was about to board the Eurocopter when he heard the cry for help. 
 The sound echoed from the distance. The words imperceptible. But from their tone, he knew instinctively that they were for help. He tilted his head, listened. Down on the promenade, several security officers were running hard. They were all armed, weapons drawn. They were obviously in pursuit of somebody dangerous. 
 His eyes returned to Airlie Chapman with a frown. “Everything okay?” 
 She gave an unpretentious shrug, as though it was part of any ordinary day. “I’ll find out.” 
 Tom watched as she made a quick call. She stepped away from him and spoke with the sort of quiet authority he was learning came natural to her. She appeared casual and indifferent regarding the scene from the promenade, but there was something about her stance that suggested the news had unhinged her somehow. 
 Airlie ended the call and returned to him.  
 He asked again, “Everything okay?” 
 There was a jolt. Tom saw it. A small one – the smallest of tells on Airlie’s otherwise impassive face. But it was there. A slight widening of her eyes. She had recovered in less than a second.  
 She smiled, trying to suppress something she wanted to conceal. “Yeah, it’s just there’s been an incident.” 
 Tom cocked an eyebrow. “An incident?” 
 Her eyes turned away, avoiding his gaze. She was holding her breath. The muscles of her face tightening into a grimace of indecision. Should she lie or tell the truth? She exhaled. It appeared the truth won out. “Someone from our cleaning staff got caught stealing.” 
 Tom said, “From one of the guests?” 
 “Yeah. An owner’s diamond necklace. The cleaner was in the process of trying to get off The World with it.” 
 Tom thought about the small army of security personnel who had been in hot pursuit. A smile creased his lips. “It doesn’t look like he’s had much luck.” 
 “No, he won’t.” Airlie shook her head, somehow recovering her composure. “Where were we?” 
 Tom said, “I’m going to head to the Black Sea and go take a look at that shipwreck… see if I can spot something that your people might have overlooked.”  
 “Yes,” Airlie agreed, as though she was finally able to return to the original conversation. “You can take your time. It will be at least ten days until my exploration vessel can be in position.” 
 “That’s okay. It will take that long for the Tahila to reach the Black Sea. I’ll head out that way and wait for them.” 
 “I won’t be far behind them.” 
 Tom smiled. “So you still want to be involved in this treasure hunt?” 
 “For Alexander’s Treasure?” She grinned. “I wouldn’t miss it for all The World.”




 Chapter Thirty-Five 
 Sam met Ashton Gray’s piercing gaze with the barrel of his revolver.  
 Ashton instinctively stepped backward, putting both hands up in a placating gesture. “Woah, no need for that.” 
 “Isn’t there?” Sam asked, his eyes wide, his expression a little sardonic.  
 Ashton shook his head. “No, no… You’ve got it all wrong!” 
 “I have it wrong?” 
 Ashton lowered his voice. “Everybody’s after you. You won’t get off this ship without my help – that I can promise you!” 
 Sam met his eye. “Who’s everybody?” 
 “Airlie Chapman, Shireen Doyle… there are others too… everyone’s involved in this thing. Surely you must realize that by now.” 
 “What about you?” 
 Ashton turned the palms of his hands skyward. “Hey, what about me?” 
 “What do you want?” 
 Ashton grinned. “I want to find Alexander’s Treasure as much as the rest of them… but I stopped short of abduction. I wanted to bring you in on your own free accord. I figured someone like you, with your reputation, would have trouble saying no to following the first thread of a lead on Alexander’s Treasure in nearly 2,300 years.” 
 “All right,” Sam said, a heavy dose of skepticism and distrust plastered across his face. “Let’s say I believe you. Everyone on board this ship is behind my abduction…” 
 “They are,” Ashton’s voice was defiant. 
 “Okay, now what?” 
 “You want to know how to get off the ship, don’t you?” 
 Sam swallowed. “You can get me off the ship?” 
 Ashton touched his chin. His British nonchalance coming through. “Uh huh.” 
 His eyes narrowed. “What do you want?” 
 “The same thing everyone else wants on board this ship.” 
 Sam grinned. “You want me to help you find Alexander’s Treasure?” 
 Ashton spread his hands. “Sure. Is that so hard to believe?” 
 “Why should I work for you?” 
 “Because, unlike the rest of the people on board The World, I’m interested purely for an archeological stand point. Once you find the treasure, I’m happy for it to be donated to a museum – the British Museum ideally.” 
 Sam cocked an eyebrow. “You’re not interested in the money?” 
 “Son, I’m seventy-eight years old. I’m worth a little under half a billion dollars. What in God’s name would I want with more money?” 
 A thin smile creased Sam’s lips. “All right. So how do we get off this ship?” 
 Ashton swiped his pass on a door behind him, and said, “Just follow me.” 
 Sam’s eyes darted between the dark confines of the internal passageway and the bright opening of the promenade back the way he’d come. There was no way to be certain he could trust Ashton Gray. Then again, he still held the revolver. So he held all the cards. Still, somewhere in the back of his mind, an alarm bell rang out, warning him – he looks like every villain from a Bond movie.  
 He’d almost decided to leave him, when he heard the sound of various security guards running in the distance. He grimaced. It was enough to push him over the edge. There was no way to trust Ashton Gray, but staying behind wasn’t an option.  
 “Okay, I’ll follow you.” 
 “Good.” Ashton smiled, revealing the whitest teeth Sam had ever seen. He spread his hand outward, indicating Sam should get out of sight first.  
 Sam stepped into the internal passageway.  
 Behind him, Gray closed the door. Sam could hear its magnetic locking mechanism closing the door firm. Sam turned to face Ashton. There was something about the man’s expression he didn’t like. It was as though he were guarding the door. But it was more than that. It looked like he’d won. 
 Sam asked, “Now where?” 
 “Just up ahead, we can take a private elevator down to my sports boat.” Gray exhaled. “Once we’re on the water, we can use my sat-phone to call your ship… what’s her name, the Tahila?”  
 “All right, sounds good.” 
 Sam kept walking until they reached the elevator. 
 Gray swiped his card and pressed the down button. He waited. The man looked suddenly nervous. There was a slight twitch in his face. Tiny beads of sweat rose from his forehead. “Have you eaten?” 
 “Yes.” 
 “I suppose you just used your cell phone to order lunch?” 
 “Something like that.” 
 Gray’s faced seemed to tense, as though he’d made a mistake.  
 Sam asked, “What is it?” 
 “Nothing.” 
 It wasn’t nothing. Sam was certain of it. Ashton Gray was guiding him in somewhere. Somewhere in the back of Sam’s mind, more alarm bells rang off.  
 He hadn’t told Ashton Gray about the cell phone. 
 Sam pushed him over, and started running. He reached the end of the narrow passageway, opened the door, and came face to face with someone.  
 There was someone waiting for him and they were holding the double forked prongs of an electric taser.  
 Sam’s face turned into a wry expression of puzzlement. “It’s you!”  
 But before he could even say the person’s name, the taser connected with his chest. The sudden jolt of electricity caused every muscle in his body to spasm.  
 In an instant, he was out cold. 



 Chapter Thirty-Six 

Six days later

 Somewhere over the Black Sea 
 The JetRanger swept across the cerulean blue sky at 120 knots. Its rotor blades whipped through the air, beating the crisp wintery atmosphere like a whisk, as the helicopter cast a shadow on the still waters of the Black Sea far below. Sam Reilly heard the whine of the turbines change pitch as the pilot banked. It was enough to wake him out of his rest, and open his eyes.  
 He glanced out the window, his gaze sweeping the water that was so flat it reflected like a mirror. The JetRanger banked again, coming almost full circle on itself, as its pilot reduced their altitude. Sam kept looking out the window and was rewarded by the first sight of the ship, which was to become his home for the foreseeable future.  
 It was a working ship. With a thick steel hull and high freeboard, it was designed to operate in any waters, under the most inhospitable conditions. The forward bridge rose four stories above the deck, with its fishbowl-like windows spreading allowing clear vision for its occupants around a full three-hundred-and-sixty-degree arc. The bridge was lined with an array of radar, GPS, and navigational equipment – behind which, stood a small helipad. The aft section of the ship was mostly a working platform, with a large derrick crane that stretched high above the bridge on the opposite side of the ship.  
 Along its portside, written in large, green lettering, was the ship’s name. 
 Explorer II   
 Something about the ship’s name triggered an internal warning in Sam’s mind, but he couldn’t quite place it. The name meant something, but he’d be damned if he could think of what it was. He didn’t recognize the ship, had never seen it before, and didn’t even know of any ships currently searching for oil reserves within the Black Sea. 
 That wasn’t entirely right. Airlie Chapman owned an oil and natural gas exploration company. She sat on the board of directors for that, as well as The World. It was during routine exploration that one of her ships… perhaps even the Explorer II had discovered the ancient shipwreck and the gold tetradrachm. He frowned as he considered the possibilities. None of it made sense. He knew now that Airlie Chapman wasn’t involved in his abduction. Could it be possible, that whoever was, would be brazen enough to hire one of Airlie’s exploration vessels? Sam dismissed the thought, putting it away on the back burner of his mind.  
 The JetRanger made its final descent, landing on the helipad behind the bridge of the Explorer II. Sam Reilly felt the chopper’s skids connect to the deck, before the pilot altered pitch of the rotor blades, planting the helicopter to its landing site. He listened as the pilot switched off power to the engine and instruments – the constant mechanical drone that had filled his ears since leaving Istanbul finally abated, leaving the rotor blades coasting in whispery silence.  
 It had been a long journey. Sam Reilly had been flown by helicopter to Tahiti, then from Tahiti to Puerto Rico for a layover while the private Gulfstream G650 was refueled for their long journey across the Atlantic, before finally boarding a JetRanger out to the drilling exploration vessel. All in total it had been forty-two hours of travel. He’d slept poorly, and intermittently throughout the entire trip. 
 And now he was ready. 
 Sam Reilly grinned. He was ready to get to work. Despite being a hostage, held against his will and forced to locate Alexander’s Treasure, the simple fact remained – he was eager to see the shipwreck that started it all, to get on with the search, and despite his better judgement, he wanted to find Alexander’s Treasure. 
 He glanced at the man on the opposite side of the helicopter who had been tasked with the job of keeping him from escaping. The man wore dark sunglasses throughout the entire journey since leaving The World and Sam hadn’t ever been able to determine whether the man had his eyes open or shut. As far he could tell the man was inhuman. Never asleep. Always ready. Always fully alert. His mind crunching every possibility like a machine. The few times Sam experimented by sitting up and threatening to make a move, the man reacted instantaneously.  
 Sam’s lips creased into a somber grin. He wished he’d chosen to electrocute this man, instead of the Frogman when he had the chance on board The World. Frogman was tough, but this man was inhuman. He was relentless, and Sam knew with certainty that he had a naturally violent and uncompromising streak that made him dangerous. Sam knew with equal certainty, that this was not the man to take risks with. Better to do as he says, and wait for a better opportunity to escape.  
 Sam had taken to calling him Quasimodo – as in the Hunchback of Notre Dame. It wasn’t particularly original and certainly far from politically correct, given the man’s obvious disability. He’d obviously had serious spinal surgery after an accident a long time ago. But, since, the man refused to offer him any other name with which to go by, Sam took the liberty to name him. 
 One of the crew from the Explorer II opened the JetRanger’s sliding door. “Welcome aboard,” the man said.  
 Quasimodo stood up. He removed his sunglasses, met Sam’s eye, and said, “It’s time you showed us why everyone’s gone to so much trouble to keep you alive.” 



 Chapter Thirty-Seven 
 Sam Reilly was quickly introduced to his team.  
 There were five in total. Adam Copeland, the Explorer II’s skipper. Althea Hammond, the pilot of their submersible. James Mannion, a lanky and geeky looking man in his late thirties with long hair and thick glasses, operated the submersible ROV. Michael Gallagher and Ray Alford, their two deckhands, who managed the heavy machinery and kept things running.  
 Sam had read a report on the crew. They had all worked together for nearly ten years, which meant they were close or at least they worked well enough together and the conditions and pay of the company were worth staying. Either way, he had no doubt they were a professional lot and would be capable of assisting him with what he needed.  
 At least with their investigation of the ancient shipwreck. As he went through the process of meeting and greeting each of them, his mind still worked on how he could convince someone from the crew to help him escape or at least get a message to Tom Bower. It was going to be difficult. He knew now that his abduction wasn’t the random attack by opportunistic thieves. It was well funded, and ran deep, with many people involved. It was impossible to know who he could trust and who he couldn’t. Then there was Quasimodo. He had made it abundantly clear that while the crew of the Explorer II didn’t know the truth, he would make Sam Reilly pay for any indiscretions, by killing the individual crew members. The freak then grinned and pointed out he might still sink the ship after they were finished, just to be sure that no one lived long enough to spill the truth. 
 When the introductions were over, Quasimodo said, “What do you think of your new crew?” 
 “My crew?” Sam asked. “They look great, but they’re hardly mine.” 
 Quasimodo shrugged. “They are now. At least for the next three days. My boss, the person who is financially backing this operation has hired the Explorer II and her crew. Big dollars have been spent. Every one of them will provide you with whatever assistance you need.” 
 Sam raised his eyebrows. “Just three days?” 
 “Yeah. That’s all the time you have.” Quasimodo shrugged. “Why? Are you expecting to need more?” 
 “Maybe,” Sam said, noncommittally. “Sometimes these things work the first time around and then sometimes they don’t. Either way, we’ll need to make several dives down to the shipwreck to try and pry out her secrets.” 
 “Then I suggest you get started right away.” 
 “Just three days?” 
 “That’s all you get.” Quasimodo crossed his arms. “The Explorer II is already booked to be used by someone else after that, so you’re on a strict timeline.” 





 Chapter Thirty-Eight 
 Sam Reilly watched as the crew got the submersible ready for the first dive. 
 The sub was aptly named, Oil Finder. It was housed next to a moonpool inside the hull of Explorer II. He was awash with a sense of déjà vu. The entire setup reminded him of his original salvage vessel, the Tahila. And as he listened to the jovial banter between the crew, it reminded him of his friends. He could just imagine Tom giving Veyron a hard time about something in the sub’s setup.  
 Althea, the sub’s pilot, greeted him. “We’ll be ready to make the dive in about fifteen minutes.” 
 “Great, thanks,” Sam replied. “Do you need anything?” 
 She shook her head. “We’re good. You can just come along for the ride and tell us what you want to look at. Then, James over there will send Spot to go fetch it.” 
 Sam arched an eyebrow. “Spot?” 
 Althea suppressed a smile. “It’s what he named the ROV.” 
 “Right,” Sam said, with a grin.  
 Althea said, “I have to finalize the pre-dive checks. James will answer any questions you might have while you wait.” 
 “Okay, thanks.” Sam turned to James, who appeared engrossed in something, staring at his ROV like a kid might a remote-controlled car. Sam asked, “What are you doing?” 
 James kept working – placing the final screws on the ROV’s external manifold. Without looking up, he answered, “Replacing the battery for Spot’s emergency locator beacon.” 
 “Spot has his own EPIRB?” 
 “Yes, something like that.” 
 Sam’s eyes narrowed. “Do you expect it to ever reach the surface if you lose it at 2,000 feet?” 
 “Yes,” James replied, matter-of-factly. Then, as a way of explanation, he said, “Spot has an inbuilt surfacing system. If things go wrong and he doesn’t receive any radio transmissions from his pilot – that’s me by the way – then a pair of CO2 canisters mounted to his frame will deploy, inflating twin lift bags that will bring him to the surface.” 
 “That’s a good idea.” 
 “And the EPIRB…” Sam said, trying to conceal his obvious interest. “Does it work on a radio frequency or satellite?” 
 “Both. The satellite returns to the main office, where some big-wig in a suit will crunch the numbers and work out who should get fired for losing very expensive company property. Whereas the radio will notify all nearby ships of its location, but not what it is.” 
 A puzzled expression creased Sam’s face. “Not what it is?” 
 “No. We actually really don’t want anyone else knowing what it is. The last thing we want is for someone else to get their hands on Spot. Despite its looks, this little ROV is worth 1.2 million dollars.” 
 “Right.” Sam held his breath. “So what do people see?” 
 “Other ships you mean?” James asked.  
 “Yeah, what will they see?” 
 “Nothing. Just a ping, followed by an ID number.” 
 “Interesting,” Sam said, in a way that tried to show that it was anything but. He lodged the new information in the back of his mind, knowing that he would have to mull it over, and work out a way to use the information to alert Tom Bower somehow. “I’ll let you get back to it.” 
 “Thanks. We won’t be long now.” 
 “No rush.” 
 James closed the automated latch that housed Spot toward the aft of the submersible, before climbing into the submarine. 
 Sam was about to follow him, when his captor came downstairs. He tried to skip the confrontation, by making to climb into the sub, but one look at his guard, and he knew that wasn’t an option. 
 Quasimodo said, “Sit down, Sam.” 
 Sam noticed he’d stopped using his formal, Mr. Reilly title. Something was wrong. The man was hardly the height of sociability, but even he had somehow managed to drop it a few notches. He wondered what had happened. Quasimodo wasn’t forthcoming, and Sam certainly wasn’t going to ask.  
 Instead, he took a seat.  
 Quasimodo placed a hard device on Sam’s ankle. It was a combination of metal and plastic and contained a couple green lights, which flashed intermittently.  
 Sam stared at the device. Waiting for an explanation, he turned his gaze at his captor.  
 Quasimodo said, “It’s a GPS tracker.” 
 “Right,” Sam replied, looking out through the portholes at the sea that engulfed the horizon in every direction. “I’m a good swimmer, but even I know I’m not going to make it to the shore.” 
 “It’s water-proof to a depth of 1000 feet. If you try to tamper with it, it will discharge enough electricity to render you unconscious, if not dead. If you fail to return to a location where it can log onto overhead satellites. It will shock you… if you’re anywhere you’re not supposed to be, or if I randomly get the shits with you and decide I don’t like your attitude…” 
 Sam grinned. “Let me guess… it will shock me.” 
 Quasimodo matched his grin. “I’m glad you’re finally listening to me.” 
 Sam stood up. “All right, well, if you want me to do my job, you’d better stop trying to chat me up, and let me go.” 
 “Go. The clock’s ticking. Find that treasure.” 
 Sam climbed into the submersible, taking the third and only remaining seat, left. The sub had a large borosilicate dome that allowed the three occupants an ample view across a three-hundred-and-sixty-degree arc.  
 Althea flicked the power on and gave the final all clear to Ray Alford who manned the internal crane. She then turned to Sam. Her eyes drifted down to his ankle. “I like your new bracelet.”  
 Sam smiled. “Don’t ask.” 
 “I wouldn’t dare.” 
 “No?” 
 She shook her head. “I don’t know who you work for, but they’ve made it abundantly clear to those who I work for, that you’re in charge, but we’re not to ask any fucking questions.” 
 Sam exhaled. “It’s probably for the best.” 
 “But, if I had to guess…” 
 Sam’s lips thinned. “Don’t.” 
 “I wouldn’t.” She smiled. “But if I did, I’d have to say… you’re in a world of trouble if you fail to find Alexander’s Treasure.” 



 Chapter Thirty-Nine 

Sam watched as Althea expertly piloted the Oil Finder in a direct line to the bottom. His eyes wandered through the borosilicate glass dome, sweeping the rich and vibrant world outside. The Black Sea might have been anoxic and inhospitable to all living organisms once it reached the depths below 300 feet, but everywhere up from there to the surface, was teaming with life. Exotic and colorful schools of fish swam by. A pair of hammerhead sharks took an interest in their little submarine, slowly circling the craft, until they  instinctively knew they were getting too deep.  
 The depth gauge read 300 feet. 
 The submarine kept falling. The water started to become almost crystalline, absent of life, its clarity perfect, more like distilled water than any other sea in the world. They had begun to penetrate the denser, more saline water from the Aegean as it flowed into the Black Sea underneath the less dense, fresher outflowing water from the Black Sea. This creates a significant and permanent layer of deep water which does not drain or mix and is therefore anoxic – meaning that it was completely devoid of all oxygen, and with it, life.  
 James placed his hand on Sam’s shoulder. “We’ve just entered the anoxic zone.” 
 Sam nodded. “So I see.” 
 Althea said, “It’s really something, isn’t it?” 
 “Yeah, it sure is,” Sam agreed, not mentioning that he’d taken a submarine to the depths of the Black Sea’s seabed previously.  
 He waited in silence for a few minutes, as the Oil Explorer continued its descent. 
 Watching the pristine layer of anoxic water go past, he asked, “Is there much oil in the Black Sea?” 
 Althea turned to face him, her lips curled in a mischivious grin. “Because it’s called the Black Sea you assumed it’s full of oil?” 
 Sam shook his head. “No. I was just saying that I was just curious, because how the industry is going, given that you’ve been searching in the area.” 
 “Really?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 Her faced reddened. “Oh, sorry. I thought you were playing on the name.” 
 “So, is there much oil down here?” 
 “Heaps. Until recent years, countries showed little interest in the sea that sits between South East Europe and Western Asia, but due to a rapidly evolving energy landscape, diversification is moving to the top of the agenda.” 
 “Why?” 
 “The same old same old. Fluctating oil prices. Security. You name it. But right now, it’s big business in the region. As you know, the sea is surrounded by Romania, Bulgaria, Turkey, Ukraine, Georgia and Russia; all of which have started explorations in different regions. Turkey and Russia have previously supplied other surrounding countries with reasonably priced oil and gas, but technological advances mean that more countries have the opportunity to search for their own resources – and that means security.” 
 “Right.” 
 The Oil Explorer passed the 2,000-foot depth mark. 
 Althea adjusted the buoyancy controls, and the submarine began to level out. Turning to Sam, she said, “Are you ready to look at this thing?” 
 Sam nodded. His eyes were wide and his jaw set firm, with a slight glint of a smile that betrayed his wonderment. Some things, he would never get bored of.  
 Althea flicked on the powerful floodlights, which hung out from above the dome like a pair of giant bug-eyes.  
 The ancient shipwreck lit up in front of them. 
 Sam gasped. “I’d heard about the salinity, but had no idea how much it would preserve the wreck.” 
 “Told you that you needed to see some things in person,” Althea said. 

In front of them the ancient vessel stood upright in the silty seabed. The individual planks of wood that made up her hull were undamaged. Its single mast remained almost intact, listing to its portside. Parts of its rigging were still in place.  
 Althea took the submarine in for a closer look. 
 The intricate wood carvings of the helm flickered in the light, as though a restless ghost was commanding her through the dark. The wood was so well-preserved that chisel and tool marks were still visible on individual planks. Rigging materials, coils of rope, tills, rudders, and even carved wooden decorative elements had survived. It was conceivable the ship might have been sunk a year or two ago, but 2,300 years? 
 The concept was absurd, and yet that made it no less true. 
 Sam said, “I heard the high levels of salinity preserved some of these ships, and have seen some with my own eyes previously, but even so, every time I do, I’m blown away.” 
 James spoke with the confidence of a man who’d been studying the Black Sea and her depths for the past two years. “During the last Ice Age the Black Sea was really the Black Lake. As the planet warmed and sea levels rose, saltwater from the Mediterranean began spilling over a rock formation in the Bosporus Strait. This meant the Black Sea was now fed by saltwater as well as freshwater rivers, resulting in two distinct layers of water – an oxygenated upper level with less salt and a lower level with plenty of saltwater and no oxygen.” 
 Sam said, “That’s amazing. In most seawater, wood and rope are among the first things to decay. But here they look entirely untouched. All right, James, let’s get Spot out and see what he can find.” 



 Chapter Forty 

Spot’s motors gave a whine as the little ROV powered up and came alive. 
 Sam Reilly stared at the twin monitors that showed the vision from the ROV’s point of view. The first one showed the primary view, while the second one was split into five barely visible images – above, below, left, right and behind. Any of them could change the primary view so that the larger image was the one they viewed. 
 Sam watched as James switched the machine’s main systems on, and the sound of its multiple propellers spinning suddenly whirred. The ROV was stored facing outward, in the same way you would park a car in a garage so that the exit was easier than the entry. The view on the primary screen was set to the frontal camera so it even looked as though you were peering through the windshield of a car. 
 James navigated the ROV toward the shipwreck. His right hand made minor adjustments to the joystick like a kid playing a computer game. That was James though – a kid through and through, playing a game. The only difference was his toy was worth nearly 1.2 million dollars, and the stakes were life and death.  
 James looked over his shoulder and asked, “Where to?” 
 Sam said, “Let’s run the length of the ship. Starting aft, I want to get a firsthand visual of the entire deck, all the way through to the bow.” 
 “Okay, you’re the boss…” James made a surreptitious glance toward Sam’s ankle bracelet and shrugged. “Sort of.” 
 The little ROV roamed across the deck of the ancient shipwreck. James maneuvered it slowly, checking various points.  
 The ship was a trireme, which, in Latin meant, with three banks of oars. An ancient vessel and a type of galley that was used by the ancient maritime civilizations of the Mediterranean, especially the Phoenicians, ancient Greeks and Romans. 
 By the beginning of the Archaic Age – 800 to 480 BC – the Greek trireme was the most common ship of the ancient Mediterranean world, employing the propulsion power of oarsmen and sail. Based on archeological evidence this ship was a true technological innovation of the times. The ship in front of them, was 120 feet in length with a beam of 40 feet. It would have needed approximately 150 men just to pull the oars. There would be three files of oarsmen on each side. Sam knew that the oarsmen would initially start out as slaves, but would become free men after service. The trireme sailing boat dominated the Eastern Mediterranean for more than 1.000 years, through the Classical and Hellenistic Ages. 
 The ROV focused on a series of splintered planks. 
 Sam said, “It’s been carbon dated?” 
 Althea answered, “Yes. Somewhere between 300 and 350 BC.” 
 “That’s about as close as we’re going to get. It’s in the window of Alexander the Great’s death.” Sam turned to James. “Okay, let’s keep going.” 
 The ROV made its way to the bow. James made a large circular movement with the joystick, sending the ROV in a slow, three-hundred-and-sixty-degree arc, until the primary camera lens, came into focus on the prow. 
 There was a figurehead carved into the prow.  
 It depicted a large horse. 
 Sam said, “Stop there.” 
 James held the ROV in position.  
 Althea asked, “What is it?” 
 Sam exhaled. “I thought you said this was a Greek ship?” 
 “It is… or so we believe it is.” 
 “Why?” 
 Althea gave a half-shrug, as though it really didn’t matter. They were, after all, in the business of oil exploration, not ancient archeology. Still, there was something in her expression that seemed to raise to the challenge. “It’s a trireme, which as you know was commonly used by the Greeks.” 
 Sam grinned. “As well as the Phoenicians and Romans. Anything else?” 
 “Sure,” she countered, not yet ready to concede defeat. “Inside the hull we found large stores of olive oil and wine. Both of which, the Greeks were known to export during the time.” 
 Sam shrugged. “That doesn’t mean anything. Ships’ captains during that time would have picked up different cargoes from different ports. For example, it might transport purple cloth, glass trinkets as well as copper ingots from Phoenicia to Greece, before picking up olive oil and wine to take to Egypt. The same as merchant ships do today at a larger scale.” 
 Althea drew a breath, considering what Sam had said. “Okay, so who’s ship do you think it belonged to?” 
 “It’s Phoenician,” Sam said, his voice firm with certainty.  
 Her eyes narrowed. “How so?” 
 “Look at the figurehead on the prow.” 
 She gave a wry and incredulous smile. “The horse? What does it mean?” 
 “It means the ship’s Phoenician.” 
 “Really?”  
 “Painting and ornamentation by putting carvings of their deities on the bow of their ships has been around since early galleys were used by the ancient Greeks nearly 800 years BC.” Sam took a breath and made a dramatic sigh. “But every nation had its own deity. For example, the menacing appearance of toothy and bug-eyed figureheads on Viking ships were considered a form of apotropaic magic, serving the function of warding off evil spirits. The Egyptians placed figures of holy birds on the prow. The Ancient Greeks used boars' heads to symbolize acute vision and ferocity while Roman boats often mounted a carving of a centurion representing valor in battle. In northern Europe, serpents, bulls, dolphins and dragons were customary and by the 13th Century, the swan was used representing grace and mobility.”  
 Althea said, “While the Phoenicians used horses representing speed.” 
 Sam grinned. “Exactly.” 
 “So it’s a Phoenician ship… does that change anything in your quest to find Alexander’s Treasure?” 
 “No, but it might.” 
 “How?” 
 “If we can track down the name of this ship, we might be able to find out the ship’s history. If it sunk in a storm, we might even find out where it had come from.” 
 “Seems like a lot of luck.” 
 Sam spread his hands. “Hey, sometimes finding treasure just takes a little bit of luck.” 
 James said, “Although this is all very interesting, our bottom time isn’t unlimited. The clock’s ticking, as they say, so where do you want to send Spot now?” 
 Sam’s eyes widened. “Now, I want to see inside the hull.” 



 Chapter Forty-One  
 Sam watched the little ROV’s propellers whine as it reached the damaged hatch. 
 There was something about its eager maneuvering that made Sam think about an overactive, and overly excitable puppy. His flat eyes turned to James, and he decided Spot had taken on the youthful enthusiasm of his master. 
 James noticed his expression. “What?” 
 Sam bit his lower lip. “It’s nothing. Just enjoying the show of a professional.” 
 “Yeah, watch and learn,” James said, his mouth set in dogged determination to remove what remained of the hatch.  
 Sam watched as James made careful, delicate movements with the joystick, and the ROV’s mechanical arm moved outward. Its twin pincers slowly closing their gap until they gripped the hatchway.  
 James paused. 
 He was unintentionally holding his breath as though he knew the next movement was the crux of the matter.  
 James turned his wrist outward, and the mechanical arm rotated.  
 The hatchway opened outward, lifting just a few inches off the deck, before the 2,300-year-old wood crumbled. 
 James swore.  
 Sam said, “Good try. I’m amazed you got that far given the age of the wood.” 
 “Yeah, it’s not going to be easy,” James replied. 
 “How did you get in last time?” 
 James looked blank. “Last time?” 
 Sam persisted. “Althea said that inside the hull you found olive oil and wine. I assumed Spot had been for a look inside?” 
 “Uh huh,” James said. “You’re right, Spot has. But I wasn’t the pilot that day.” 
 Sam said, “You weren’t?” 
 “No,” James confirmed. “There was a different ROV pilot on the team. Max Cardwell. He was the one who found the golden tetradrachm.” 
 Something clicked in the primitive, lizard part of Sam’s brain. Part of the story wasn’t making sense. He searched his mind, replaying everything he knew about the original discovery of the shipwreck. Everything that Airlie Chapman had told him. Until, it clicked. “You said you’ve worked with the team for nearly five years?” 
 James shuffled uncomfortably in his chair, his eyes fixed on Spot’s primary monitor, which focused on the wooden hatchway. He said, “That’s right.” 
 A wry grin crossed Sam’s parted lips. “But you weren’t the pilot that day.” 
 “No…” James’ eyes darted furtively toward Althea. 
 Sam’s gazed followed them, landing on Althea’s pale gray eyes. “You want to explain what’s going on?” 
 Althea swallowed. “Not really.” 
 Sam held his gaze. “What happened?” 
 “I’m really not supposed to say…” 
 Sam exhaled. “What’s the damned secret?” 
 Althea leaned in closer to him, so that she could whisper in his ear, as though someone might be listening – keeping track of them, all the way down there, more than 2,000 feet beneath the Black Sea. Her eyes glanced furtively around the tiny cockpit, landing on the communication box, which held a communication link, via an umbilical cord attached to the Explorer II on the surface. In a split-second decision, she looked defiant, as she knew exactly what she needed to do. Althea reached in and pulled the power plug out of the socket of the communication box, ending all transmissions to the mothership above. 
 Sam stared at her, letting the silence of the cockpit linger, while Althea collected her thoughts and James returned the ROV to begin its search of the outer hull for another means of entry into the shipwreck’s internal hull. 
 About thirty seconds later, Althea spoke. Her words, a little more than a whisper. With a tremble and a slight quiver on her lips, she said, “We didn’t make the dive.” 
 Sam’s eyes narrowed. “You didn’t?” 
 “No.” 
 “Then who did?” 
 “Max Cardwell and Nicole Dimmock.” 
 Sam drew a breath. “And they would be?” 
 Althea held her breath, mulling over how much to say, before finally exhaling. “They would be the other dive team.” 



 Chapter Forty-Two 
 It was an easy conclusion to make. 
 The second dive team had penetrated the hull with Spot the enthusiastic ROV. Ergo, there must be another entrance or breach in the wooden planks somewhere on the shipwreck, through which to enter. They just needed to find it. James set about directing Spot to find this opening, taking the little ROV along the edge of the hull, and beginning a circumnavigation of the wreck, in a clockwise direction. 
 Sam watched the screen for a few seconds and then turned to Althea. “There are two dive crews?” 
 “Uh-huh,” she nodded. “Normally. Yeah. Exploration is a twenty-four hour a day job. Thus, two teams, two twelve-hour shifts. Dive team A and B. You will be happy to know we’re the A-team.” 
 Sam smiled. “Great, so what happened to the B team?” 
 “That’s just it.” 
 “What?” 
 “The B team disappeared after they surfaced.” 
 The lines around Sam’s eyes seemed to darken. “Disappeared… where?” 
 Althea shook her head. “We don’t know. Airlie Chapman flew out to come pick them up herself after they submitted the first report about the discovery of the golden tetradrachm. It was all hush, hush. Then, we were immediately tasked to another project on the other side of the Black Sea and advised it was in our best interest to forget everything about that damned shipwreck.” 
 Sam asked, “Was that pretty unusual?” 
 Althea nodded. “Yeah, but not unheard of in this business.” 
 Sam took his eyes off the monitor, to look at her. “Really?” 
 “No, it really isn’t.” She sighed and spread her hands. “You have to understand, in this business, we don’t want to find a shipwreck or anything else of historical significance.” 
 Sam feigned surprised. “You don’t?” 
 “Hell no. We don’t because we’re here to find oil and gas reserves. But as soon as we find something like this shipwreck, we need to wait until the maritime archeologists get through with it.” 
 “So it wasn’t exactly surprising after the B-team submitted their direct report, that Airlie would come out herself and shut the whole thing down?” 
 Althea said, “Exactly.” 
 Sam mulled that over for a while. It was unethical, but hardly surprising given the dollars that they were talking about with the discovery of a new oil field. It would be naive to assume that big oil and gas would be interested in preserving artifacts of historical and cultural significance to the detriment of their bottom line. He persisted, “Where did Airlie take them?” 
 “No one knows.” 
 “Has anyone tried to make contact with them?” 
 “Sure. Of course, we’ve tried contacting them on their cell phones, through their families, their emails, and through social media.” 
 Sam tilted his head to the left. “And nothing?” 
 “Nothing,” she said.  
 “Did you ask Airlie Chapman?” 
 “Yeah…” 
 “And?” 
 “She shut me down.” Althea shook her head. “Said that Max Cardwell and Nicole Dimmock had handed in their resignations, and left the company.” 
 Sam arched his eyebrow. “Did she say where they went?” 
 “No and she wouldn’t entertain the idea of a forwarding address.” 
 “Right. So, as you said, she shut you down.” 
 “Yeah, and in this business, you don’t bite the hand that feeds you.” 
 “I understand.” 

Spot came around the prow of the shipwreck, made a sharp turn to the right, and came face-to-face with a large opening in the hull.  
 The ROV’s powerful spotlights flashed a beam of light on the inside of the hull. It was a narrow opening, but large enough for Spot to penetrate. 
 James glanced at Sam, asking for permission to enter. 
 Sam gave a curt nod. “Take us inside, James.” 



 Chapter Forty-Three 
 Spot’s propellers whirred churning up more than 2,300 years of silt and debris. 
 Sam watched as the ROV slowly entered the dark confines of the ancient shipwreck, his eyes permanently glued to the visual monitor. It was murky and difficult to make much out. Althea exhaled slowly, as she watched James cautiously, and expertly maneuver Spot through the tight space near the prow, before rotating to the left, and entering the main storage hull. This was where the art of piloting came into effect. Even the smallest mistake, and the ROV would become permanently stuck.  
 The ROV edged forward, its lights shining on the ancient cargo.  

Sam’s eyes narrowed, trying to find something to focus on within the haze of disturbed silt. Then he spotted it. Not it. Them. Hundreds upon hundreds of ancient Greek clay vessels, used to store wine, called amphorae. They were two-handled pots with a neck that was considerably narrower than the body. It was used for the storage of liquids and solids such as grain. The containers had a pointed bottom and characteristic shape and size which fitted tightly against each other in storage rooms and packages, tied together with rope and delivered by land or sea. The size and shape have been determined from at least as early as the Neolithic Period. 
 James slowly crept the ROV forward, toward the shipwreck’s aft. To Sam, he asked, “What exactly are you looking for?” 
 “I don’t know yet,” Sam replied honestly. 
 James adjusted the orientation of the ROV to bring it around the base of the mast that was fixed with the keel. His eyes widened with wonder. “What are you hoping we’ll find?” 
 Sam grinned. “Alexander’s Treasure would be convenient.” 
 James and Althea laughed.  
 When they stopped, Althea said, “That might be a little unlikely. The B-team apparently sieved the storage compartments, keel, and upper decks with a metal detector – stripping it of anything that even resembled metal.” 
 Sam turned his palms skyward. “Hey, it was worth a try.” 
 The ROV reached the stern – or at least as close to the stern as James was willing to navigate. He turned Spot around on its axis, leaving it facing toward the prow again. It was neutrally buoyant, and didn’t require any movement from its propellers to maintain its position.  
 James waited. “See anything?” 
 Sam sighed. “Nothing that we haven’t already known about.” 
 “What do you want me to do?” James asked. 
 “Let’s make another round. See what comes shows up.” 
 “Okay, you’re the boss.” 
 James took the ROV in toward the prow, before turning it around and making another loop. As Spot reached the section where the bottom of the mast was fused with the keel, Sam stopped him, with the wave of his hand. 
 James brought the ROV to a halt. “What is it?” 
 “You went around the port side last time,” Sam said. “Do you think you could squeeze around the starboard side.” 
 James looked at the gap between the mast and the starboard-side hull. There were a pile of amphorae blocking most of their passageway. “Are you sure?” 
 Sam shrugged. It wasn’t his damned ROV. His captors could fork out 1.2 million to buy another one if he got the thing permanently stuck. “Yeah, go ahead.” 
 James glanced at Althea for guidance. His face was plastered with incredulity, questioning if Sam Reilly was for real. 
 Althea gave a curt nod. “You heard the briefing. Sam Reilly’s in charge and we’re here to offer assistance.” 
 Sam smiled. “Good briefing. I should try that on my own crew, although I suspect they would tell me in not so polite terms where to go.” 
 James said, “So you want me to try and take this starboard section?” 
 Sam said, “Yes please.” 
 James eased Spot through the shallow section, going around the starboard side of the mast boot. He gently rotated the ROV on its axis, so that they could get a clear 360-degree view. It showed more piles of amphorae stacked in rows upon each other. Some of the clay pots had been shattered, but most were still intact. 
 There was a barely perceptible shift in the joystick and Spot turned to keep going, slowly rounding the edge of the starboard side, before making its way back toward the center of the hull. The area appeared to narrow again. A pile of amphorae created an impassable barricade, even for the little ROV. 
 James paused, taking his hand off the joystick. “End of the road.” 
 Sam leaned forward, as though he might be able to see something that was missing. He couldn’t. James was right, even if the ROV had been half its size, it wouldn’t have made it through the narrow constriction.  
 He shrugged. He’d seen enough. “All right, you bring Spot home. We’ll make another dive tomorrow.” 
 “Agreed,” James said, his voice softening with relief.  
 The ROV made an about-face, and James slowly guided it back the way it had come. The beams of light reflecting off the clay pots revealed an array of depictions of ancient Greek warriors doing battle, with spears.  
 The ROV was just about around the mast boot when Sam spotted it. “Stop right there.” 
 James cut the power to the propellers and the ROV became stationary. His eyes narrowed, searching for whatever it was that Sam had spotted, and he asked, “What is it?” 
 Sam leaned in close to the monitor, finding himself unintentionally holding his breath. His eyes tried to focus on the mast boot, but too much disturbed silt from Spot’s first pass had made it nearly impossible. “I’m not sure.” 
 Althea leaned in closer. “What is that?” 
 Sam’s eyes zeroed in on it like a laser. “There are letters etched into the mast.” 
 “Any idea what it says?” James asked. 
 Sam said, “It’s ancient Greek and if I had to guess, I would say it’s the name of this ship.” 
 Althea said, “Greek? I thought you told us this was a Phoenician ship?” 
 “Yes, that what I said,” Sam acknowledged, without revealing why a Phoenician ship would be named using Greek lettering. 
 Althea frowned. “Why would a Phoenician ship use Greek lettering for its name?” 
 Sam said, “That has very little to do with ancient seafaring and everything to do with Alexander the Great.” 
 The crease of a smile broached Althea’s parted lips. “Okay, I’ll bite. What does this have to do with Alexander the Great?” 
 Sam said, “The Persian Empire, including modern Lebanon, eventually fell to Alexander the Great, king of Macedonia. He attacked Asia Minor, defeated the Persian troops in 333 BC, and advanced toward the Lebanese coast. Initially the Phoenician cities made no attempt to resist, and they recognized his suzerainty. However, when Alexander tried to offer a sacrifice to Melqart, Tyre's god, the city resisted. Alexander besieged Tyre in retaliation in early 332 BC. After seven months of resistance, the city fell, and its people were sold into slavery  
 Despite his early death in 323 BC, Alexander's conquest of the eastern Mediterranean Basin left a Greek imprint on the area. The Phoenicians, being a cosmopolitan people amenable to outside influences, adopted aspects of Greek civilization with ease.” 
 Althea said, “Thus, this ship, owned by Phoenician seafarers was given a Greek name.” 
 Sam gave a supportive nod of his head. “I believe so.” 
 “So, what’s the ship’s name?” James asked.  
 “Ancient Greek – AKA Hellenistic ships always had female names.” Sam paused for dramatic effect. “And this was no different.” 
 Althea said, “The name, Sam. What’s the ship’s name?” 
 Sam grinned. “Her name was Pandora.” 



 Chapter Forty-Four 
 Airlie Chapman swiped her security card and entered her password.  
 A few seconds later, there was the familiar sound of the electronic locks unfolding. The grand door, made of steel with a façade of birchwood, opened outward, revealing an opulent condominium. It was her very own place of residence on board The World. The thing had cost her a cool 20 million, making it – size for size – one of the most expensive pieces of land on earth. Only it wasn’t land, it was a part-ownership of one of the grandest, stately, cruise ships in existence. It brought the term trophy home to a whole new level. It was a status symbol for success unlike any other. Think property in Monaco and then making so that it constantly moved to different exotic locations throughout the year.   
 In her case, Airlie’s condo was one of the best of the best.  
 There were four bedrooms, spread across three levels. At the heart of which, an ebony Bechstein grand piano stood as a centerpiece to the sprawling living room, surrounded by a set of palatial, marble stairs.  
 Airlie entered the room, closed the door behind her, and waited. She didn’t have her bodyguards with her this time. She didn’t have to. She already had all the leverage she needed to ensure they were obedient.  
 Thirty seconds later two people came to greet her. They moved with the subservient stride of disciplined dogs, meekly greeting their master.  
 Airlie smiled at the two members of dive team-B. She said, “Max Cardwell, Nicole Dimmock…” 
 “Yes?” they answered in unison.  
 “Pack your things. It’s time to go to work.” 
 Nicole asked, “Where?” 
 Airlie grinned. “Pandora, of course… to pry out her secrets.” 
 Max said, “You found Sam Reilly?” 
 Her lips thinned into a hardline. “No. His friend, Tom Bower, is going to help us locate Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 Max tried to suppress his smile. “I thought you were getting Sam Reilly?” 
 She shook her head. “There were complications. It doesn’t matter. Tom Bower’s a smart guy. He’s highly motivated to find Alexander’s Treasure. He’ll see this thing through to the end.” 
 Max, throwing caution to the proverbial wind, laughed out loud. It was sardonic. Like a madman on death row who knew he no longer had anything to lose. “They got to him first, didn’t they?” 
 Airlie turned to walk away. A stubborn streak crossed her face. “It doesn’t matter.” 
 Max laughed again. “How does it feel?” 
 She turned on him with vehemence. “How does what feel?” 
 He stood his ground. “To lose.” 
 She stepped close to him. So their eyes were level. “I don’t lose. You’re going back to Pandora and Tom Bower’s going to pick up the scent where you two left off… he will find the next step in the hunt for Alexander’s Treasure and I will find this thing… that, I promise you.”  
 Max cowered, his voice tentative. “And then what?” 
 “Once I have found Alexander’s Treasure?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 Airlie smiled. “Then you’re free to go.” 
 His voice remained firm. “And our families?” 
 She smiled, like she didn’t have a care in the world and this was all just a big game to her. “They’re free to go too.” 



 Chapter Forty-Five 
 Sam Reilly stared at the photo of the 2,300-year-old shipwreck. 
 He sat down at his small desk on board Explorer II – what had become his makeshift office during his stay. He squeezed his eyes shut tight and pictured the vessel afloat in the prime of her day. There would have been some 150 men – mostly slaves – working her powerful oars across three decks, giving the ship its Latin name of trireme, meaning three banks of oars. It would have been a beautiful ship. His mind quickly drifted to the ship’s name. 

Pandora. 
 It seemed like a fitting name given all the firestorm that her discovery had brought. 
 Pandora, meant all gifts in Greek mythology, the first woman. According to Hesiod’s Theogony, after Prometheus, a fire god and divine trickster, had stolen fire from heaven and bestowed it upon mortals. 
 Zeus, the king of the gods, determined to counteract this blessing. He accordingly commissioned Hephaestus – a god of fire and patron of craftsmen – to fashion a woman out of earth, upon whom the gods bestowed their choicest gifts. In Hesiod’s Works and Days, Pandora had a jar containing all manner of misery and evil. Zeus sent her to Epimetheus, who forgot the warning of his brother Prometheus and made Pandora his wife. She afterward opened the jar, from which the evils flew out over the earth. Hope alone remained inside, the lid having been shut down before she could escape. In a later story the jar contained not evils but blessings, which would have been preserved for the human race had they not been lost through the opening of the jar out of curiosity.  
 Sam picked up his satellite phone and pressed the call button for the pre-programmed name, Maritime Archeologist.

 Like the rest of the contacts, this one was polite, and quick to respond, albeit in Stephen Hawkins robotic voice. 
 Sam said, “I need any information you can find on a Phoenician ship that sailed roughly 2,300 years ago.” 
 “That’s unlikely, you do realize Alexander the Great conquered most of Phoenicia around that time?” 
 Sam sighed. “Yeah, I happen to know some of the history.” 
 “It will make it hard to find any records of the Phoenician ships.” 
 “All the same, can you see what you can find?” 
 “Yes, yes… of course.” The man, or woman paused. The Stephen Hawkins robotic voice revealed nothing about the person. “Do you have anything else for me to identify this particular ship.” 
 “Its name is Pandora.” 
 There was silence.  
 After about thirty seconds, Sam said, “Did you hear me?” 
 “Yes, I’m sorry. I was just looking something up.” 
 “Pandora. There’s something about the name that seems familiar. I can see it in my memory somewhere distant. It’s like two pieces of an intricate jigsaw puzzle that I know go together, but I just can’t quite remember why.” 
 Sam’s lips curled with incredulity. “You mean, Pandora sounds familiar?” 
 “Exactly.” 
 “So it should. It’s a very famous part of Greek mythology… it means…” 
 “All gifts, I know…”  
 “Then what are you confused about?” 
 “I’m not talking about the Greek mythology. I’m talking about the ship, Pandora. It did something extraordinary.” 
 “Really?” 
 “I’m almost certain of it. Look. I have to go. I’ll work this out and get back to you as soon as I do.” 
 Sam gave a shrug. “Okay. I look forward to it.” 
 “Pandora,” the robotic voice said, “Mark my words, that ship’s the key to everything.” 



 Chapter Forty-Six 
 Sam Reilly began making preparations for a second dive.  
 The submarine’s gas tanks were refilled and its batteries fully charged. The Explorer II’s moonpool was housed in a substantial cargo bay that looked like a cross between a modern mechanic’s workshop, filled with tools and heavy machinery for working on submersibles, and a clandestine lair from any of the nefarious villains right out of the Bond franchise.  
 He ran his eyes across the various workstations trying to find something that could prove valuable to his cause. There was plenty, but nothing that was going to allow him to remove his GPS tracking ankle bracelet. 
 Sam stopped at the main board showing dive locations and exploration results. There were roughly three columns and roughly twenty rows in total and not one of them had any writing, or even any signs of previous writings.  
 The entire board was blank.  
 Something seemed strange about that. He turned to Althea, his eyes searching for some sort of answer in her face. He caught her gaze, and held it.  
 After a few seconds she smiled and turned away. “What is it?” 
 “The mission board’s blank.” 
 She spread her hands. “So?” 
 He shrugged. “So, either that board’s brand new, or you haven’t achieved a lot in the five years you’ve been working on that sub.” 
 “Oh…” Her mouth was a straight line that accentuated her already too-prominent jowls. She looked undecided. Like some sort of internal battle was being raged inside her head. Lie or tell the truth? In the end, the truth won out. “That’s because the mission board’s kept secret.” 
 “Secret?” Sam asked, “From who?” 
 “Everyone.” She exhaled. “Listen, we’re searching for oil and gas reserves worth billions of dollars. Some of that data we’re collecting is worth more than most people will earn in a dozen lifetimes.” 
 Sam nodded. That much he understood. “Sure, but what I don’t understand is how keeping a blank mission board helps keep anything secret.” 
 “Because it’s anything but blank.” 
 “What?” 
 “The entire thing is written with a UV pen.” 
 “Uh-huh.” Althea smiled.  
 Sam asked, “How do you read it?” 
 “We don’t.” She folded her arms across her chest. “It’s above our pay grade.” 
 “You’re kidding.” 
 “No. We perform our missions, secretly assigned to us, and then report on the board. That way, Team-A and Team-B never know what each other have searched or found. Neither of us are able to put much together on our own. It’s like having individual pieces of a giant puzzle.” 
 “So, who puts it together?” 
 “Airlie Chapman.” 
 Sam smiled and let that name linger for a moment. “Airlie put it together?” 
 “Yes,” she confirmed. 
 “Is she any good at it?” 
 “Look.” Althea unfolded her arms, spreading her hands open in a gesture like she was going to let him in on some big secret. “Some people in this industry are gifted the top jobs because of who they know – or at least, who their daddy knew – others are just that damned good, or lucky I guess, I don’t know which, and in some cases, some people know people and their damned good they could have earned the position on their merit alone.” 
 Sam’s lips curled into a wry grin. “Which one is Airlie?” 
 “She’s the most gifted geologist I’ve ever met. She’s also the heir to the company, so I suppose that was in her favor.” 
 “Interesting,” Sam said, running his eyes across the invisible board and the UV pen. “Who has the UV light?” 
 “They’re stored at the company’s headquarters.” 
 “There’s none on board the Explorer II?” 
 “No, that would defeat the point, wouldn’t it?” 
 “True.” Sam said, “I’d better let you get back to work, it will be time for dinner soon.” 
 “Thank you.” 
 Sam watched her leave. 
 As soon as she was gone, he pocketed one of the UV pens. He kept walking through the tool station, searching for something. Halfway along the workbench he spotted something that would work. It was a piece of titanium – most likely a spare part for Spot. He grabbed the titanium and took it to where Spot was resting on a bench.  
 Sam glanced over his shoulder, until he was certain he was still alone, and then he searched the back of the ROV for its EPIRB. It was covered in high visibility reflective orange, and along the side was what he was looking for – the EPIRB’s unique identifying number.  
 He drew a breath, feeling his heart race. Now was the dangerous part. He was close, but he could get caught at any moment. He grabbed the UV pen, and tried to still his shaking hand, as he quickly jotted down the EPIRB’s number onto the piece of titanium.  
 When he was finished, he placed the titanium into the ROV’s storage compartment – a small titanium bucket about a fifth of the size of the entire ROV. The titanium with the secret note almost looked like it belonged. More like a part of Spot’s external hull. He might even get away with it and have the thing not noticed. But that didn’t answer the question of how he would extract it from the bucket when the time came. No, to do that, he would need to pilot the ROV. 
 And for that, he would need to first get rid of James. 



 Chapter Forty-Seven 
 It was a terrible thing Sam was going to do. 
 What made matters worse, was that Sam liked James, which only served to make him feel guilty. It was six-thirty P.M. and they were scheduled to make their next dive in twelve hours. That didn’t leave much time for James to become incapacitated so that piloting an ROV at depth wasn’t even going to be an option. Somehow, Sam needed James to get sick. They were heading to dinner shortly and it would probably be the last time he’d get a chance to influence the poor man’s health. Sam felt guilty about what he was going to do, but at the same time, it wasn’t like he had a lot of options, either. 
 Sam knew exactly what he needed, and what’s more, he knew where to find it. He walked slowly around the edge of the moonpool, his eyes scanning the ground nearby, searching for it. He got down low so that he would recognize it when he saw it. 
 He frowned. They kept a tight workshop and the floor looked like it had been cleaned regularly. He glanced around at the work benches, ducked down to see through the small gap beneath them, and grinned – because the space around all moonpools were the same.   
 They had fish. 
 Sam reached under and grabbed it. It was a small jack mackerel. By its smell, the fish looked about a week old. One whiff and he knew the thing was filled with more bacteria than anyone would ever want to get near. He put the fish into a sealed plastic bag, the sort used for keeping specimens in an airtight container.  
 He walked upstairs. 
 In the galley, he found Ray, one of the deckhands starting to serve dinner – a spicy fish chowder. There were seven bowls all laid out. In the next room, he could hear everyone chatting in the main common room, which served as a dining area as well as social room. By the sounds of things, everyone was already there.  
 Sam looked at Ray and pointed at the bowls. “You want me to bring these out?” 
 “Yes, please.” 
 Sam picked up the first three. “No problem.” 
 He walked to the common room and found Quasimodo, Michael, Adam, Althea, and James all sitting down. They were all bantering, making bets about something or other. Their voices hushed, as Sam walked in. 
 Sam smiled. “No need to clam up just because I walked in. What’s going on?” 
 Althea lowered her eyes, James pretended to find something interesting on his iPad, Michael laughed like a kid who’d been caught with his hands in the cookie jar, Adam took his seat, and Quasimodo looked like his pugnacious self.  
 “Anybody?” Sam suppressed a grin. “Quasimodo?” 
 Quasimodo gave an indifferent shrug. “We’re just taking bets on whether or not you can find Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 “Uh-huh,” Sam said, his habitual insouciance coming through. “How am I looking?”  
 Althea said, “The odds aren’t in your favor.” 
 Sam nodded. His voice full of confidence. “I don’t have my wallet on me, but if anyone’s willing to spot me for it, I’ll put a grand on me winning.” 
 Everyone laughed, and no one offered to take him seriously. 
 Sam said, “Who’s hungry?” 
 “I am,” said James.  
 Sam caught his breath. That wouldn’t work. He smiled. “Ladies first.” 
 He handed out the bowls, starting from Althea, Adam, and Michael at the other end of the table. Then, turning to James, he said, “I’ll be right back.” 
 Sam returned to the galley. Ray was at the sink, with his back turned to Sam, in the process of washing up. 
 Sam said, “I’ll take the last of these out and see you out there.” 
 “Sounds good. I won’t be long.” 
 Sam held his breath. He needed to put the bacteria laden fish into one of the bowls. Ideally, he would have liked to find somewhere to do it alone, but if he moved any closer to the common room he would be seen, which meant now was his only chance – the only chance at all that he might get to take James out of the next dive.  
 He took it. 
 Sam opened the sealed bag, quickly poured its contents into one of the bowls of chowder, and stirred it in quickly. 
 Ray looked over his shoulder, his eyes zeroed in on the bowl Sam was stirring, and his face reddened. “Hey, what are you doing?” 
 “Sorry, I just wanted a quick taste.” 
 Ray went to smack his hand. “Get out of here… didn’t your mother ever teach you to wait until everyone was at the table to eat?” 
 “Sorry,” Sam said, and picked up all four bowls, and carried them to the dining table.  
 He carefully handed the bacteria laden bowl to James, thankful of the rich spicy aroma for concealing the additional smell. “As promised.” 
 James said, “Thanks.” 
 He handed Quasimodo the next one, left one for Ray, and placed the remainder square in front of him. 
 He took a deep breath in through his nose. It smelled good. He glanced at the rest of the table. Despite Ray’s warning, it appeared nobody else got the memo. 
 James dipped in his spoon and took the first mouthful. 
 Sam asked, “How is it?” 
 James smiled. “Tastes really good.” 



 Chapter Forty-Eight   
 Sam woke the next morning to Althea’s gentle voice. 
 He rolled over. “Good morning. Is it time to get ready for the dive?” 
 She shook her head. “It’s not happening.” 
 “Not happening?” Sam rubbed the haze from his eyes. “Why not?” 
 “James is sick.” 
 Sam shrugged. “That’s unfortunate. Tell him he can rest all day after we make this dive.” 
 “No. I mean, really sick.” 
 Sam frowned. “Why? What’s wrong with him?” 
 “I don’t know. He’s got some sort of gastro bug. By the sounds of things, his body’s trying to get rid of everything in his stomach via both directions.” 
 “What about the rest of the crew?” Sam asked, genuine concern in his voice. “We all ate the chowder, is anyone else affected?” 
 “No. Just James.” 
 “Weird.” Sam sat up, and started to get dressed right in front of Althea. “All right. So, James is out. It looks like it’s just you and I today.” 
 She turned to give him some privacy. “It’s not going to happen.” 
 The lines around Sam’s mouth hardened. His voice was firm. “We still need to make another dive.” 
 Althea shook her head. “Not today and not without an ROV pilot we won’t.” 
 Sam bit his lower lip. He hadn’t even considered the fact they might cancel the dive. “We need to make another dive. I can pilot Spot. I’ve been doing this sort of work longer than you’ve been out of grade school.” 
 “My boss won’t like it.” 
 Sam shrugged. “Airlie won’t have a choice. I’ll talk to Quasimodo and he’ll fix it up.” 
 “Quasimodo?” she asked, then, getting the picture of Sam’s guard, she smiled. “Your… ah… manager?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 She paused, taking what Sam had said in, mulling it over. “I’ll make the call and see what we’ve got. Let’s reschedule the dive for 8 A.M.” 
 “Agreed.” 
 A few minutes later, Sam’s cell phone buzzed. He picked it up, glanced at the screen. Caller ID showed, Maritime Archeologist. 
 “I have it,” Stephen Hawkins said, his robotic voice somehow managing to raise its pitch and inflection so that it came out breathless and excited.  
 Sam felt his heart skip a beat. “You found it?” 
 “I did,” the robotic voice continued. “And what’s more, if there was anything valuable stored on board, I can tell you exactly where to find it!” 
 Sam said, “There was a secret storage compartment?” 
 “Yes, one built for a king.” 
 “A king?” Sam was incredulous. “Which one?” 
 Stephan Hawkins said, “Azemilcus, King of Tyre.” 



 Chapter Forty-Nine 
 Sam listened as the robotic voice of the maritime archeologist told him about the Siege of Tyre. 
 The Maritime archeologist said, “The Siege of Tyre was orchestrated by Alexander the Great in 332 BC during his campaigns against the Persians. The Macedonian army was unable to capture the city, which was a strategic coastal base on the Mediterranean Sea, through conventional means because it was on an island and had walls right up to the sea. Alexander responded to this problem by first blockading and besieging Tyre for seven months, and then by building a causeway that allowed him to breach the fortifications. 
 “It is said that Alexander was so enraged at the Tyrians' defense of their city and the loss of his men that he destroyed half the city. According to Arrian, 8,000 Tyrian civilians were massacred after the city fell. Alexander granted pardon to all who had sought sanctuary in the temple, including Azemilcus and his family, as well as many nobles. 30,000 residents and foreigners, mainly women and children, were sold into slavery.” 
 Sam said, “Figures.” 
 The maritime archeologist asked, “What?” 
 “That the king, his family, and the rich nobles were all granted pardon, while those of the lower class – the peasants and workers – were sold into slavery.” 
 “Time’s haven’t changed that much in the past 2,300 years.” 
 “No, I’m afraid they haven’t.” 
 The maritime archeologist continued. “Tyre, the largest and most important city-state of Phoenicia, was located both on the Mediterranean coast as well as a nearby island with two natural harbors on the landward side. The island lay about a mile from the coast in Alexander’s days, its high walls reaching 150 foot above the sea on the eastern, landward facing, side of the island. As Alexander could not attack the city from the sea, he built a mile-long causeway stretching out to the island on a natural land bridge no more than two meters deep. 
 “This causeway allowed his artillery to get in range of the walls, and is still there to this day, as it was made of stone. As the work came near the city walls, however, the water became much deeper, and the combined attacks from the walls and Tyrian navy made construction nearly impossible. Therefore, Alexander constructed two towers 160-foot-high and moved them to the end of the causeway. Like most of Alexander’s siege towers, these were moving artillery platforms, with catapults on the top to clear defenders off the walls, and ballista below to hurl rocks at the wall and attacking ships.  
 “The towers were made of wood but were covered in rawhide to protect them from fire arrows. Although these towers were possibly the largest of their kind ever made, the Tyrians quickly devised a counter-attack. They used an old horse transport ship, filling it with dried branches, pitch, sulphur, and various other combustibles. They then hung cauldrons of oil from the masts, so that they would fall onto the deck once the masts burned through. They also weighed down the back of the ship so that the front rose above the water. They then set the ship on fire and ran it up onto the causeway. The fire spread quickly, engulfing both towers and other siege equipment that had been brought up. The Tyrian ships swarmed the pier, destroying any siege equipment that hadn’t caught fire, and driving off Macedonian crews who were trying to put out the fires.” 
 Sam pictured the defeat in his mind. “What did Alexander do?”  
 “After this set back, Alexander was convinced that he would not be able to take Tyre without a navy. However, his previous victory at Issus and subsequent conquests of the Phoenician city states of Byblos, Arwad and Sidon had meant that the fleets of these cities, which had composed most of the Persian navy, came under his banner. This immediately gave him command of a fleet of 80 ships. This development coincided also with the arrival of 120 war galleys sent by the king of Cyprus, who had heard of his victories and wished to join him. With the arrival of another 23 ships from the Greek city states of Ionia, Alexander had 223 galleys under his command, giving him command of the sea.” 
 Sam said, “That’s a lot of naval power given the age.” 
 “It was indeed,” the robotic voice acknowledged. “With his new fleet, Alexander's forces sailed on Tyre and quickly blockaded both ports with its superior numbers. Alexander had several of the slower galleys and a few barges refitted with battering rams. Finding that large underwater blocks of stone kept the rams from reaching the walls, Alexander had them removed by crane ships. The rams were then anchored near the walls, but the Tyrians sent out ships and divers to cut the anchor cables.” 
 “How did our fearless conqueror get around that?” 
  “Alexander responded by replacing the cables with chains.” 
 “That would do it.” Sam grinned. “And then he succeeded with his siege?” 
 “Yes, but it still took time. Alexander started testing the wall at various points with his rams, until the rams made a small breach in the south end of the island. He then coordinated an attack across the breach with a bombardment from all sides by his navy. Alexander is said to have personally taken part in the attack on the city, fighting from the top of a siege tower. Once his troops forced their way into the city, they easily overtook the garrison, and quickly captured the city. 
 “Those citizens who took shelter in the temple of Melqart were pardoned by Alexander, including the king of Tyre. According to Quintus Curtius Rufus 6,000 fighting men were killed within the city and 2,000 Tyrians were crucified on the beach. The others, some 30,000 people, were sold into slavery. The severity of reprisals reflected the length of the siege and Alexander's response to the Tyrians having executed some of his soldiers on the walls, in sight of the attackers.” 
 Sam asked, “Where does Pandora come into this?” 
 The maritime archeologist said, “According to legend, Azemilcus’s oldest son, took Pandora, one of the fastest ships afloat, to escape with the kingdom’s treasure in a secret storage compartment on the ship.” 
 “Do you know what the treasure was?” 
 “No.” 
 Sam asked, “I don’t suppose you know where it was hidden, do you?” 
 The robotic voice said, “As a matter of fact, I do…” 



 Chapter Fifty 

Oil Explorer completed its descent. 
 Althea flicked on the powerful floodlights and the ancient wreckage of Pandora came into view. Nothing had changed. How could it? Not in an anoxic environment that had failed to destroy its woodwork in the past 2,300 years. 
 And yet, to Sam Reilly, the ship had changed since he’d last set eyes on her. 

Pandora was no longer the Phoenician cargo ship he’d left behind. She seemed much more regal. Somehow her lines appeared sleeker, her carved woodwork, further defined and intricate. He smiled. Now that his brain had been primed, he saw it immediately.  

Pandora was a king’s ship. 
 He thought of Azemilcus, King of Tyre, and wondered what the ancient king would have thought about his ship being intricately tied with Alexander the Great, who had wreaked such a brutal and bloodied siege on Tyre. 
 Althea adjusted the buoyancy tanks and the Oil Explorer leveled out thirty feet above the seabed. She turned to Sam and said, “We’re here. Time to see if you’re as good an ROV pilot as you say you are.” 
 Sam nodded. “Yeah, I’m interested to see how I go. I mean… I watched James yesterday, and I don’t think it looks that hard. You just use the joystick thingy, right?” 
 Her open mouth straightened into a hard line. “You’re kidding!” 
 Sam grinned. “Yeah, I’m kidding.” 
 He switched on the ROV’s power and Spot’s propellers whirred into life. Sam concentrated on the primary monitor screen, his back tense, as he gently eased the little ROV forward, out of its pod. Sam danced with the controls, testing the ROV’s maneuverability in the safety of open water. Spot responded well and he found himself relaxing.  
 Althea noticed his posture relax. “How are you doing?” 
 “Good.” Sam licked his lips. “Just like riding a bike.” 
 She drew a breath, folded her hands in her lap, and exhaled. “How long has it been?” 
 “Since I piloted an ROV?” 
 “Uh-huh.” 
 Sam gave a half-shrug. “I don’t know. About a decade, if I’m being honest.” 
 “A decade!” 
 “It could be more.” Sam adjusted the controls, moving the ROV toward the shipwreck for the first time. “Hey, I generally have other people do this sort of thing for me. I’m more of a project manager than a worker…” 
 “One point two million dollars,” she said, her voice firm. 
 A wry smile graced Sam’s lip. “Say what?” 
 “That’s how much you owe the company if you wreck that thing.” 
 “Sure. Just send the bill to Quasimodo.” 
 Sam slowly piloted the ROV across the upper deck of Pandora, before descending across the prow, past the intricate carving of a war horse, before reaching the damage to the hull through which they had entered previously.  
 He paused at the opening, his eyes narrowing on the damage to the planks of cedar, of which the ancient Phoenicians were renowned in their shipbuilding. It was the first time he noticed that the splintered shards and fragments of cedar were in an outward cluster.  
 Althea noticed his sudden interest. “What is it?” 
 “See those splinters?”   
 “Yes?” 
 “They seem to protruding outward.” 
 She spread her hands. “So?” 
 “So, if Pandora went down because of that damage you would assume she had the misfortune to strike a rock or something… maybe she limped for a while, trying to make it back to shore, before eventually her hull flooded and like so many before her, she went to the seabed.” 
 “Yeah, that makes sense. Why not?” 
 Sam licked his lips. “Because if Pandora had indeed struck a rock or another ship, those splinters would all be turned inward. You know, like a car accident, the damage at the point of collision is pushed inward, not outward.” 
 “Sure,” she said, in a voice that told him she was anything but. “What are you suggesting happened?” 
 “I can tell you what happened 2,300 years ago to make this ship sink, I just can’t tell you why.” Sam grinned. “But I can tell you my theory.” 
 “Go on.” 
 “Judging by the damage in the hull, that damage was all produced from the inside.” 
 “Someone tampered with the hull?” 
 “Tampered… yeah, if you call taking an axe to the hull tampering, I’d say you’re right.” 
 “Why?” 
 “I don’t know, but if this ship carried Alexander’s men somewhere to hide his treasure, maybe he didn’t want to risk anyone on board telling the truth about it.” 
 “And dead men don’t tell any stories.” 
 “No. Or at least, that was true 2,300 years ago. I just hope it isn’t still true, otherwise, we’ve just come a long way for nothing.” 
 “Speaking of that, we don’t have an infinite gas supply. Maybe it’s time you got a move on, searching for King Azemilcus of Tyre’s secret hold.” 
 “Agreed.” 
 Sam felt his heart race. He needed to drop the piece of titanium in a place that Tom – if he was even following him at all – would never fail to recognize. And the most certain place for anyone searching the wreck to identify something that didn’t belong, was at the entrance to the wreckage.  
 His eyes glanced furtively at Althea. Her eyes were fixated on the screen. The same place he was looking. Sam swallowed. He’d found the perfect location – an upright row of amphorae, all tied together to form a solid platform.  
 Using his left hand, he gripped the articulating grappler arm. The pincer head was already locked onto the piece of titanium with the secret message. Now, all he had to do was release it so that it fell onto the amphorae.  
 There was just one catch.  
 Althea.  
 He drew a breath.  
 Sam could feel Althea’s watchful gaze, as though she too knew that he’d become tense, worried about something. She probably suspected he was nervous piloting the ROV into the confined spaces of Pandora’s internal hull.  
 He breathed out, mentally mapped out his next set of movements in his head, running it through twice.  
 Then, with his right index finger, he switched the ROV’s bug-eyed lights off.  
 The monitor went completely dark. 
 Sam made the movements and dropped the titanium, before fumbling with the light switch again. He gently cursed and regathered his thoughts.  
 “What happened?” Althea asked.  
 Sam shook his head. “I don’t know. I just bumped the light switch I guess.” 
 “Okay, well, don’t do that again!” The pitch of her voice went up a notch. “What’s that?” 

“What’s what?” 
 “There’s metal on that amphorae.” 
 Sam slowly turned his gaze onto the second monitor which revealed the rear-ward view of the ROV. The ambient light casting a little shadow on what he knew to be his piece of titanium with a secret message written on it. 
 “Wasn’t it there before?” 
 “That’s steel of some kind!” she said, pointing out the obvious anachronism. “I’m pretty certain the Phoenicians, skilled shipbuilders that they were, didn’t know how to make sheet metal.” 
 Sam nodded. “So it must have come off one of the earlier ROVs.” 
 “Or, it came off this one, when you bumped into something in the dark.” 
 “Hey,” Sam said, his voice turning firm. “There’s no way I hit anything. I would have known if I had.” 
 She crossed her arms. “All right, but we’re going to check Spot out as soon as we’re topside and if anything’s missing…” 
 Sam grinned. “Let me guess, you’re going to bill me for it?” 
 “You bet your ass we will.” 
 Sam gave a curt nod and returned to his primary task at hand.  
 He gently, but confidently, piloted the ROV in toward Pandora’s stern. Once there, he rotated the ROV in a slow arc, from left to right, so that its lights could cast a clear view of the end of the internal hull.  
 If he’d measured the distance between the internal hull and the outer hull, it would have told him that there was a three-foot discrepancy in length. None of that was in the prow. The planks of cedar ran all the way to the figurehead of the Phoenician horse. It was here, in the stern where an artificial bulkhead was housed, Sam knew he would find the hidden container.  
 That was, if his Maritime Archeologist was right and Pandora really did once belong to Azemilcus, King of Tyre.  
 Sam pushed the faux stern bulkhead with the ROV’s articulating arm. The twin pincers dug into the soft wood, but nothing happened. He edged the joystick to the right, shifting the ROV over a little and tried again.  
 Still nothing.  
 He moved across a third time. 
 This time, when he extended the mechanical arm forward, the twin pincers broke through the ancient cedar. He opened the pincers outwardly to form a lock on the inside of the cavity. He then pulled the joystick backward. 
 The ROV’s propellers gave a sharp whine as it tried to break free.  
 The ancient wood held. 

He adjusted the pitch of the ROV’s eight propellers to gain maximum power. Then, slowly, he increased power, until the pitch of the propellers rose to a sharp whine. Sam kept it there for a full thirty seconds, before the cedar finally gave way. 
 Revealing a hidden cavity. 
 The ROV’s powerful flood lights fixed on the darkness, where a mahogany box with intricate carving all over it shined back at them.  
 Sam grinned. “Paydirt!” 
 Althea asked, “What is it?” 
 “I don’t know…” Sam grinned. “But I can only imagine what we’ll find inside when we open Pandora’s
Box.” 



 Chapter Fifty-One 
 Sam Reilly placed Pandora’s Box in a bucket of fresh water.  
 It was a delicate task safely retrieving the contents of a wooden box after being submerged for roughly 2,300 years at the bottom of an anoxic sea. Change anything too quickly and the entire contents of that box would be quickly destroyed.  
 A dark room was set up below decks on board the Explorer II. It was the kind of thing where they used to develop photographs, back in the days before digital cameras took over rendering film all but obsolete. The room was spartan, with a single work bench at the center and a few large rectangular buckets filled with fresh water, some tools of the trade, including a low and high-pressure hand-held water jet. Red lights provided the only ambient, and non-damaging, glow by which to see.  
 He placed the mahogany box on the table. It was made from a mixture of dark mahogany and red cedar. It was heavy, but easily manageable between two people. And most of that weight, Sam knew was probably the water trapped inside. One thing was certain, it wasn’t anywhere near big enough to be Alexander’s Treasure.  
 Inside the room only Quasimodo stood guard at the door, his arms folded across his chest, and his eyes wide with greedy interest. If there was any chance Pandora’s Box was going to reveal the location of Alexander the Great’s legendary treasure, he wasn’t going to let any of the crew find out.  
 Sam met his eye. “Well, shall we find out what we’ve got?” 
 Quasimodo nodded. “Go.” 
 Sam inserted a screwdriver into the brass lock and turned it to the left. The entire mechanism broke under the strain. He tried to lift the lid, but the metal internal hinges had deteriorated and fused together, prohibiting any movement. Sam drew a breath and gently inserted the flathead screwdriver into the almost invisible gap in the joinery between the lid and the main frame of the wooden chest. He pushed it as far in as possible, until he felt enough resistance that he worried that any further pressure would break the valuable contents inside.  
 His eyes darted toward Quasimodo. “Are you ready?” 
 “Enough!” Quasimodo commanded, “Open the damned thing!” 
 Sam made a small nod of his head, held his breath, and pried open the entire lid. The weak wood gave way, splintered and came free from its hinges. With gloved hands, he gently lifted the lid away from the chest. 
 He put the lid down in the bucket of fresh water next to him and stared at the darkness inside. With the low ambient red light, it was hard to see much at all. He used a gentle suction device to siphon out the seawater.  
 Sam waited until the water was drained. It was slow, and cumbersome work, and he realized taking a look at Quasimodo’s face that it was much less awe and shock factor than he was expecting.  
 The chest was split into two sections with an internal divider. The top section housed more than a dozen seafaring maps made out of papyrus and a single journal made out of vellum. It would take time and patience to remove the silt and debris that stained the waterlogged maps and journal, but at a glance, it looked possible. For now, Sam placed each one in their own individual fresh water bucket to remove the excess salt, without drying them out.  
 In the second section, the lower one, Sam found a series of leather pouches. He removed the first one. It was heavy and filled with coins – silver and copper, not gold judging by the weight. He laid the coins out in their own freshwater container. 

 They came from the Phoenician city of Tyre, proving the vessel most likely belonged to King Azemilicus. Azemilcus was mostly known by his coins, small 18mm silver staters featuring Melqart riding a hippocamp over the waves on one side and an owl with a crook and the Phoenician letter Ayin for Azemilcus surrounded by a series of Phoenician numbers indicating the year of his reign. There are at least 15 known years that these coins were minted between 347 BC and 332 BC, and are some of the earliest dated ancient coins that can be ascribed to a particular ruler. 
 He emptied the remaining bags of coins into their respective containers. There was a bag of ancient Greek coins. Sam spread them out. He could see the three most important standards of the ancient Greek monetary system, including the Attic standard, based on the Athenian drachma of 4.3 grams of silver, the Corinthian standard based on the stater of 8.6 grams of silver, that was subdivided into three silver drachmas of 2.9 grams, and the Aeginetan stater or didrachm of 12.2 grams, based on a drachma of 6.1 grams. Next was a bag of Egyptian gold staters.  
 All in total, it was a small fortune in numismatic treasures, but nothing to excite those who had funded his abduction so that he could locate Alexander’s Treasure.  
 Next, he began to examine the papyrus maps. 
 The first one was Phoenician, showing the detailed delineation of the Phoenician coast and harbor of Tyre. The second was an Egyptian map that depicted parts of the Mediterranean Sea, including the coast of North Africa, through to undetailed sections of the Bosporus Strait and Black Sea, which was labelled under its original Latin name, Euxine Sea. There were various names of ports and places, but mostly a vague bit of naval cartography, which probably meant more to Pandora’s captain, than anyone else. 
 The next set of maps were all Greek.  
 Ancient Greeks created the earliest paper maps that were used for navigation, and to depict certain areas of the Earth. Anaximander was the first of the ancient Greeks to draw a map of the known world, and, as such, he is considered to be one of the first cartographers. Hecataeus, Herodotus, Eratosthenes, and Ptolemy were other well-known Greek map makers. The maps they drew were based on explorer observations and mathematical calculations.  
 The ancient Greek maps are important to the history of cartography because they often showed Greece as being at the center of the world and surrounded by an ocean. Other early Greek maps show the world as divided into two continents – Asia and Europe. These ideas came largely out of Homer’s works as well as other early Greek literature. 
 Many Greek philosophers considered the Earth to be spherical, and this knowledge influenced their cartography. Ptolemy, for instance, created maps by using a coordinate system with parallels of latitude and meridians of longitude to accurately show areas of the Earth as he knew it. This system became the basis for today’s maps, and his atlas "Geographia" is considered to be an early example of modern cartography. 
 They were detailed, giving emphasis to the geographical location of Athens and Sparta, the most important ancient Greek cities in the classical times, as well as Corinth, Pella and Thebes, three cities that played a significant role through the historical course of Greece. Sam could also spot the location of ancient sanctuaries, such as Olympia and Delphi, that are included today among the most important archeological sites to visit in the Greek mainland. 
 Sam slowly worked his way through each of the maps, which mostly depicted the same bodies of water in varying degrees of details. They all told a story.  
 But the last map, seemed out of place.  
 It appeared to have been hand drawn, and of a much lower quality. For a moment Sam had no idea what he was looking at. There was the outline of various coasts, but whoever the author of the map had been, appeared to lack enough knowledge of the region to depict the full side of any islands or coasts.  
 Sam frowned, his eyes narrowing on the images. 
 A smile broke free and his eyes widened when he realized the markings showed the coasts where the ship had sailed – the sort of things that one might have recognized as they sailed, as opposed to a cartographer making a detailed map.  
 Sam studied the map with renewed interest. 
 There were no names, but at a glance he could guess the rough location of the map. On the right-hand side, it loosely followed the coastline from modern Portugal, Spain, France, Germany, before entering what appeared to be the North Sea. At the top of the map, with much more details, was a small island. This was the only one fully depicted. 
 He grinned.  
 Could this be the secret location of Alexander’s Treasure?   
 Afraid that the recent changes in saltwater might inadvertently damage the maps, he quickly took digital photos of each of them. 
 Sam turned his attention to the vellum journal. Taking digital photos of each page, before moving on to the next one. All in total, there were twenty pages.  
 He put the images onto his laptop and began to scan through them. 
 The words were written in ancient Greek. Sam knew a fair amount of it, but it would take time to decipher and accurately translate. Instead, he put the entire document through a program designed to specifically translate ancient Greek to English.  
 He scrolled through the new, English version of the journal on his laptop.  
 It appeared to be a cargo manifest, showing various items for shipment. Greek olive oil, Phoenician glass works, Egyptian grains, gold, papyrus, and linen.  
 But the second last item caught Sam’s attention. 
 There was a date in the year 323. 
 It was a more personal note from the captain or owner of Pandora, rather than an item list on a cargo manifest.  
 Sam kept reading. There was a description of sailing to an unknown island and offloading a series of heavy chests at the end of a deep sea cave that extended nearly 2,200 feet into the mountainside.  
 It even went into the fact that Alexander was certain his own men were plotting to kill him. Thus, he faked his death. It refers to an island in the north, with large sea caves, that he initially thought of hiding his fortune. 
 Sam grinned at the irony. 
 It appeared the captain had delivered Alexander’s most trusted soldiers, along with his fortune, to a secret location on the northern side of the Black Sea, and upon discovering the contents of his precious cargo had decided to make a treasure map to use to plunder. Of course, either through bad luck, karma, or deceit, he never reached the foreign island again.  
 Quasimodo turned the palms of his hands outward. “Well, did you find anything?” 
 “Yeah.” Sam grinned. “I know the exact location where Alexander buried his treasure.” 





 Chapter Fifty-Two 
 At 6:30 A.M. the day was already shaping up to be pristine. There were no clouds and no wind at all. The tide was slack and the normally fast flowing entrance to the Dardanelles appeared calm with the dark blue of aquamarine. The Tahila motored up the Aegean Sea, through the Dardanelles – the narrow and natural strait that separates Europe and Asia Minor in what was once known in Classical Antiquity as Hellespont, or the Sea of Helle – and into the Sea of Marmara. Once there, the ship motored slowly to the other end where the city of Istanbul lay nestled on the edge of the Bosporus Strait and entrance to the Black Sea. It was dark before the Tahila finally came to rest at her anchor, off the coast of Istanbul.  
 Tom Bower stared at the seemingly millions of lights which illuminated the shores of Istanbul. His eyes followed the ancient castles which spread out along the foreshore of the Bosporus Strait, up to the ancient walls of Constantinople, erected in the 5th Century by the Emperor Theodosius II to protect the city from invasion, and standing strong even today. Massive domed buildings glowed golden in the lights. He was taken in by the city’s rich architecture which came from a melting pot of Byzantine, Genoese, Ottoman, Roman, Greek and modern Turkish sources.  
 There was no doubt why the city was known worldwide as one of the greatest cultural and ethnic melting pots. Haggia Sophia, once the largest masonry dome in the world, and the Topkapı Palace – once the main headquarters of the Ottoman Sultans – stood proudly near the Bosporus Strait, while the Sultan Ahmed Mosque, known as the Blue Mosque, rose grandly over the skyline.  
 Matthew approached and interrupted his momentary thoughts. “Are you ready?” 
 “Good to go,” Tom said, climbing into the Eurocopter next to Genevieve. “We just need to stop by Istanbul to pick up Airlie and her submersible pilots.” 
 Matthew said, “Good luck.” 
 Genevieve and Tom exchanged a glance. 
 They were ready to go.  
 She pulled the Eurocopter up, and took to the skies.  



 Chapter Fifty-Three 
 Quasimodo pointed the pistol at Sam Reilly.  
 If anyone had doubted before who was in charge, that doubt was now alleviated. The scowl across the man’s face seemed somehow more sinister, his back more hunched, and his head down as he ushered Sam and the rest of the crew of the Explorer II into the storage room at the end of the workshop.   
 “Why are we being locked down below?” Althea asked. 
 “It won’t be for long,” Quasimodo replied. “Maybe a couple hours.” 
 “That doesn’t answer why?” she persisted. 
 He shrugged. “If you must know, it’s because the man with the gun pointed at you is asking.” 
 Althea swallowed hard. “Okay. Good answer.” 
 “Now, we’re going to be having some visitors.” Quasimodo licked his dry lips. “Apparently everyone wants to see Pandora today. Let’s just say it will be better for everyone all around, if the two parties don’t meet.” 
 Althea’s voice rose a pitch. “Someone’s commandeering my sub?” 
 “The company’s sub, I believe, and yes… someone is going to be using it while the rest of you get to have the morning off.” 
 Quasimodo opened the door to leave. He put his finger to his lips and said, “Remember, not a word to anyone. Or people will die. Understand?” 
 “Yes,” came the resounding response. 
 “Good,” Quasimodo replied, closing the door, and slamming the external lock shut. 
 A few seconds later Sam heard the sound of the helicopter. 
 The downward whoop, whoop, of the machine’s rotor blades echoed inside the steel hull of the Explorer II. Even down below decks, he instinctively recognized the sound of the twin 621 hp Pratt & Whitney Canada PW206B turbojet engines, and that those engines belonged to a Eurocopter EC135 P1. 
 And why shouldn’t he? 
 They were identical to the one he owned. The one housed and used on board the Tahila. He felt his heart race. It meant Tom and the rest of his crew hadn’t given up on him. Tom had probably reviewed the CCTV tapes and discovered that someone had abducted him and was making him find Alexander’s Treasure. Tom, or someone on board the Tahila had made the connection and were working fast. 
 At this rate, they were bound to catch up with him by the time he found Alexander’s Treasure.    



 Chapter Fifty-Four 
 The Eurocopter landed on the helipad. 
 With its rotor blades still spinning, Airlie Chapman, Max Cardwell, Nicole Dimmock, and Tom Bower climbed out. Airlie was greeted by someone Tom assumed was the skipper. The man was tall and thin, and hunched over with age. He had receding salt and pepper colored hair, and deep lines around his eyes gave him a weathered, and worldly appearance. The man seemed polite, bordering on obsequious to Airlie, which wasn’t surprising given that she was the director of the oil exploration company that owned the Explorer II. 
 Afterward, Tom followed Max and Nicole down to the ship’s moonpool where the submersible was housed. As requested, the sub’s batteries were fully charged, its gas tanks full, and the ROV ready to go.  
 Tom clambered down the hatch, folding his large frame into the small cockpit of the submarine. Inside Max was at the controls and Nicole sat ready to pilot the ROV. The hatch was sealed from above, and the submersible craned into the moonpool. 
 As the sub made its descent, Tom watched as Max expertly piloted the Oil Finder in a direct line to the bottom. His eyes wandered through the borosilicate glass dome, sweeping the rich and vibrant world outside.  
 The submarine kept falling.  
 The water started to become almost crystalline, absent of life, its clarity perfect, more like distilled water than any other sea in the world. They had begun to penetrate the denser, more saline water from the Aegean as it flowed into the Black Sea underneath the less dense, fresher outflowing water from the Black Sea. This creates a significant and permanent layer of deep water which does not drain or mix and is therefore anoxic – meaning that it was completely devoid of all oxygen, and with it, life. 
 In front of them the ancient vessel stood upright in the silty seabed. The individual planks of wood that made up her hull were undamaged. Its single mast remained almost intact, listing to its portside. Parts of its rigging were still in place.  
 Max took the submarine in for a closer look. 
 The intricate wood carvings of the helm flickered in the light, as though a restless ghost was commanding her through the dark. The wood was so well-preserved that chisel and tool marks were still visible on individual planks. Rigging materials, coils of rope, tills, rudders, and even carved wooden decorative elements had survived. It was conceivable the ship might have been sunk a year or two ago, but 2,300 years? 
 The concept was absurd, and yet that made it no less true. 
 Nicole powered up the ROV. She gave the throttles a gentle burst and the propellers gave a little whine as the ROV came out of its house. Tom stared at the twin monitors that showed the vision from the ROV’s point of view. The first one showed the primary view, while the second one was split into five barely visible images – above, below, left, right and behind. Any of them could change the primary view so that the larger image was the one they viewed. 
 The ROV made a quick reconnaissance of the top deck of the ship, before heading to the outer shell of the hull. It came around the prow of the shipwreck, made a sharp turn to the right, and came face-to-face with a large opening in the hull.  
 Tom grinned. “What have we got there?” 
 Nicole smiled. “This was how we entered the shipwreck last time.” 
 “All right, let’s have a look.”  
 Nicole took the ROV inside. Its powerful spotlights flashed a beam of light on the inside of the hull. Tom’s eyes narrowed, trying to find something to focus on within the haze of disturbed silt. Then he spotted it. Not it. Them. Hundreds upon hundreds of ancient Greek clay vessels, used to store wine, called amphorae. They were two-handled pots with a neck that was considerably narrower than the body. It was used for the storage of liquids and solids such as grain. An amphora is a type of container with a pointed bottom and characteristic shape and size which fit tightly against each other in storage rooms and packages, tied together with rope and delivered by land or sea. The size and shape have been determined from at least as early as the Neolithic Period. 
 Nicole adjusted the pitch of the ROV’s eight propellers as it clambered through a narrow section of the cargo hold, heading toward the stern. As the ROV reached the stern, a beam of light caught the newly splintered remains of the ancient cedar. 
 Nicole grinned. “Well, that’s different.” 
 Tom stared at the opening, revealing a once hidden cavity. 
 The place was empty. 
 Tom cursed. “It looks like Sam Reilly beat us to it.” 
 Nicole made a further reconnaissance of the area, but there was no mistake about it, Sam Reilly had found something, but whatever it was, there was no longer any evidence of its existence.   
 Nicole retraced the ROV’s steps back to the entrance. 
 The ROV approached the opening.  
 Tom spotted something metallic flicker and reflect the beam of light from the ROV. He placed a hand on Nicole’s shoulder and asked, “What is that?” 
 Nicole licked her lips. “What’s what?” 
 “There’s metal on that amphorae.” 
 Nicole zeroed in on the metal plate. It looked just like the one used as part of the ROV’s outer shell. She used the grappling arm to retrieve the metal. “What do you want me to do?”  
 Tom’s lips parted into a smile. “Let’s take it home. If I had to guess, I’d bet Sam Reilly was leaving us a secret message.” 



 Chapter Fifty-Five 
 Tom returned to the Tahila with Airlie Chapman, while Max and Nicole were flown to the international airport in Istanbul for their commercial flights home.  
 Inside the mission room, Tom worked at the Round Table, trying to analyze the piece of titanium sheet metal. He wasn’t having a lot of luck. There were no markings, no model or reference number, nothing to indicate it was anything more than a piece of useless metal that had fallen off something of value.  
 He frowned. If that was the case, they were in serious trouble, because it meant Sam Reilly hadn’t left them a clue, and now they’d reached a dead end in the search for Alexander’s Treasure.  
 Elise came into the room. “Find anything?” 
 “Not much,” Tom admitted. “It’s a bit of metal. The type of metal is titanium. An alloy that certainly didn’t exist 2,300 years ago.” 
 “So we know it most likely came from an ROV used by the only other person to see that shipwreck this millennium.” 
 “Right.” 
 “That’s got to help, doesn’t it?” 
 Tom shrugged, his jaw set in a wry expression. “Does it?” 
 “It must. There can’t be a lot of ROVs being used globally. That looks like a standard part of a specific brand of ROV. Find that and we might be able to track down whoever was looking for a replacement part.” 
 Tom smiled. It was always good to get Elise’s point of view. She approached things from a lateral direction, thinking way outside the damned box. “All right. I’ll take a copy of the dimension and find out what part it is, and for what model ROV it belongs.” 
 “Thanks.” 
 Airlie stepped into the room. “Any luck?” 
 “Not a lot,” Tom admitted. “We’re still working on it. We know it’s a titanium part most likely used on an ROV. There’s no marking or model numbers to work with no secret note written on the metal, indicating our next move. If Sam Reilly left it for us as a clue, it’s a horribly deceptive one.” 
 She picked up the piece of titanium. Studied it for a few seconds and put it back down again. Her lips parted in a knowing smile. “It’s a side panel for a NEXXUS ROV.” 
 “Really?” Tom asked. “You’re certain?” 
 “Yes, really. I should know. We use the exact same type of ROV on board our exploration subs.” 
 Tom let that thought sit there for a minute. He let out an exasperated, almost theatrical sigh.  
 Airlie spread her arms. “What is it?” 
 Tom swallowed. “That doesn’t help us.” 
 “Why not?” 
 “Because it means by all likelihood that piece of metal came from one of your ROVs!” 
 “Mine?” she asked, an incredulous look on her face. “But Max and Nicole are the only people who have dived the wreckage.” 
 “Exactly. Which means, we’re chasing our tail. That piece of titanium came off your ROV. It was probably lost there when Max and Nicole last dived that ancient shipwreck.” 
 “No, no… that’s not possible.” Airlie’s voice maintained her habitual air of authority, but there was a slight weakening of her conviction. “Something like this is bolted to the ROV. There’s no way it could accidentally fall off.” 
 “Even if the ROV bumped into something?” 
 “Not down there, there isn’t. Hell, there’s nothing inside that wreckage that’s stronger than my ROV.” 
 “So then, what do you suggest?” 
 “Sam Reilly intentionally left that note.” 
 Tom picked it up again. “But there’s nothing written on it.” 
 “You might be wrong about that.” 
 “How?” 
 “I don’t know. That depends on whether you have a black light.” 
 Tom licked his lips and smiled. “A UV lamp?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “Sure, why?” 
 “Because I have a hunch that piece of titanium came from my own ROV, only it wasn’t Nicole or Max who were piloting it at the time.” 
 Tom said, “Could someone else have made the dive?” 
 “Yeah, there’s a second dive team. We always keep two, so that the exploration program can run twenty-four hours a day.” 
 “That’s good.” 
 “It gets better. To maintain strict secrecy. The A and B dive teams wrote the results of their mission using a UV pen, meaning neither team could see the results of the other one.” 
 “You’re kidding me!” Tom said, excited. He grabbed a black light and switched off the overhead lights.  
 He waved the black light wand across the piece of titanium. 
 The first side was still blank. 
 He turned it over. 
 A long series of numbers glared back at him. 
 Tom asked, “Any ideas what those numbers might mean?” 
 Airlie smiled. “I can tell you. That’s a radio frequency.” 
 “For what?” 
 “An EPIRB.” 



 Chapter Fifty-Six 
 The Explorer II headed north, into the North Sea. 
 Sam was still only ninety percent certain that he was on the right track. The ancient maps matched up, but one thing still bothered him. 2,300 years ago, just about no one from the Hellenic League had even traveled so far north.  
 So how in the world had Alexander the Great known about the island? 
 He’d contacted the maritime archeologist programmed into his cell phone and the man or woman on the other end had assured him that they would do their best to find some proof that Alexander the Great might have known or at least heard about the island. 
 It had taken nearly twenty-four hours, but now his phone rang.  
 He picked it up. “What have you got?” 
 “Alexander knew about the island.” 
 Sam drew a breath. “You’re certain?” 
 “Absolutely.” 
 “How?” 
 “Pytheas of Massalia.” 
 “Who?” 
 “Pytheas of Massalia was a Greek geographer and explorer from the Greek colony of Massalia. He made a voyage of exploration to northwestern Europe in about 325 BC, but his account of it, known widely in Antiquity, has not survived and is now known only through the writings of others.” 
 “The question is, did Alexander know about the voyage?” 
 “Yes. He sponsored the thing. He and Pytheas were close. If Alexander was fearful of his life, there was a good chance he would have entrusted such knowledge with his friend, Pytheas.”  
 “What about the timeline?” 
 “You want to know if the dates match up?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “They do. Pytheas completed his journey in 325 BC while Alexander allegedly died in June 323 BC.”  
 “All right. Thank you for your help.” 
 “You’re welcome.” 
 Sam’s heart raced. He was finally getting somewhere. Alexander’s Treasure was in his grasp. The thought excited and terrified him in equal proportions. As soon as he succeeded, his life would be over. Without any knowledge to trade, his value would diminish in an instant. That thought made his mind return to the ROV. He’d triggered its EPIRB a few hours ago and was expecting to see the Tahila materialize on the horizon any minute now. To make matters worse, every minute that went by the crew of the Explorer II were likely to receive a call from the International Maritime Organization notifying them that they’d received a ping from their ROV.  
 Once that happened it wouldn’t be much of a stretch of Quasimodo’s imagination to discover that Sam had been the orchestrator of such deceit. The question remained, did Sam still have enough treasure hunting knowledge to keep him alive, despite Quasimodo’s wrath. 
 Right on cue, the door opened to the workstation.  
 And Quasimodo came storming inside.  
 In his hand, he held a GPS transponder for the ROV’s EPIRB. It was smashed and no longer transmitting. 
 Sam looked up and faced the music. “Hello Quasimodo.” 
 “Cute,” Quasimodo said, his expression suggesting he thought Sam’s trick was anything but. “Next time you try a trick like that I swear to God I’m breaking both your hands. We need you for your investigative ability. Not your fucking hands. You can live without those.” 
 He stared at Sam waiting for his response. When Sam gave him none, Quasimodo asked, “Do I make myself clear?” 
 Sam nodded. “Crystal.” 



 Chapter Fifty-Seven 
 On board the Tahila Tom watched the EPIRB beacon disappear.  
 He turned to Matthew. “What happened?” 
 “I don’t know,” Matthew replied, increasing power of the receivers, without success. “It’s gone. Someone’s shut it down.” 
 Tom nodded. He knew this would happen. Whoever had Sam Reilly must have found out about the ruse. “Any guesses where they were heading?” 
 Matthew spread his hands outward. “No idea. But I’m willing to make a guess.” He stepped over toward the navigation station and opened up the digital mapping of the region. There were no islands or anything for fifty miles. He frowned and expanded the map. Still nothing.  
 Tom asked, “What’s here?” 
 “The Faroe Islands.” 
 “What’s there?” 
 “Nothing.”  
 Tom Googled the island.  
 His mouth opened, his lips parted into a smile. 
 Matthew asked, “What?” 
 Tom pointed to the number one fact about the island. “They’re made out of volcanic basalt.” 
 Matthew spread his hands. “Is that supposed to mean something to me?” 
 “Yeah… no… I guess not.” 
 “What?” 
 “It’s very porous. Which means I’m willing to bet a year’s wages that the island is riddled with sea caves – and the perfect place to hide Alexander’s Treasure.” 



 Chapter Fifty-Eight 

Láturgjógvin Sea Cave, Faroe Islands

 The Explorer II weighed anchor off Láturgjógvin. 
 The Faroe Islands were a self-governing archipelago, part of the Kingdom of Denmark. It was comprised of eighteen rocky, volcanic islands between Iceland and Norway in the North Atlantic Ocean, connected by road tunnels, ferries, causeways and bridges. Hikers and bird-watchers are drawn to the islands’ mountains, valleys and grassy heathland, and steep coastal cliffs that harbor thousands of seabirds. 
 The Faroe Islands are made up of an approximately six-kilometers-thick succession of mostly basaltic lava that was part of the great North Atlantic Igneous Province during the Paleogene period. The lavas were erupted during the opening of the North Atlantic Ocean, which began about 60 million years ago, and what is today the Faroe Islands was then attached to Greenland.  
 The islands were riddled with sea caves, known as littoral caves, a type of cave formed primarily by the wave action of the sea. The primary process involved is erosion. Sea caves are found throughout the world, actively forming along present coastlines and as relict sea caves on former coastlines. Some of the largest wave-cut caves in the world are found on the coast of Norway, but are now 100 feet or more above present sea level.These would still be classified as littoral caves. By contrast, in places like Thailand's Phang Nga Bay, solutionally formed caves in limestone have been flooded by the rising sea and are now subject to littoral erosion, representing a new phase of their enlargement.  
 Some of the best-known sea caves are European. Fingal's Cave, on the island of Staffa in Scotland, is a spacious cave some 70 m long, formed in columnar basalt. The Blue Grotto of Capri, although smaller, is famous for the apparent luminescent quality of its water, imparted by light passing through underwater openings. The Romans built a stairway in its rear and a now-collapsed tunnel to the surface. The Greek islands are also noted for the variety and beauty of their sea caves. Numerous sea caves have been surveyed in England, Scotland, and in France, particularly on the Normandy coast. Until 2013, the largest known sea caves were found along the west coast of the United States, the Hawaiian islands, and the Shetland Islands. In 2013 the discovery and survey of the world's largest sea cave was announced. Matainaka Cave – located on the Otago coast of New Zealand's South Island – has proven to be the world's most extensive at just under a mile in length.  
 Littoral caves may be found in a wide variety of host rocks, ranging from sedimentary to metamorphic to igneous, but caves in the latter tend to be larger due to the greater strength of the host rock. However, there are some notable exceptions as discussed below.  
 In order to form a sea cave, the host rock must first contain a weak zone. In metamorphic or igneous rock, this is typically either a fault as in the caves of the Channel Islands of California, or a dike as in the large sea caves of Kauai, Hawaii’s Na Pali Coast. In sedimentary rocks, this may be a bedding-plane parting or a contact between layers of different hardness. The latter may also occur in igneous rocks, such as in the caves on Santa Cruz Island, California, where waves have attacked the contact between the andesitic basalt and the agglomerate. 
 The Láturgjógvin – AKA The Seal Cave – is around 2,200 feet long which makes it the fourth or fifth longest cave in the world. It is an amazing sea cave with three entrances, three stony beaches, two pillars and one eye-shaped opening. The entire thing formed a sort of triangle. There were three entrances – A, B, and C.  
 On Sam’s laptop, he pulled up the current, detailed map of the Láturgjógvin and then superimposed the second map – the ancient taken from Pandora’s Box. 

 The two maps didn’t match. 
 Quasimodo glanced at the images from behind Sam’s shoulder. “They don’t match! You’ve taken us to the wrong place.” 
 “That’s not true,” Sam said, working on the mapping program to highlight sections of each map that mostly correlated. “Check this out.” 
 He clicked enter.  
 The entire Láturgjógvin triangle caves matched with the one from Pandora’s Box. In the original map there were three entrances – A, B, and C. The difference in the second map was that it had the addition of a fourth tunnel. This one split off from the A tunnel, in a southern direction, before extending another 1,100 feet due west, and opening up to a large stony beach. 
 Sam pointed to the fourth tunnel, which he’d named, tunnel D. “The original Láturgjógvin had four tunnels, with this one extending all the way out to here.” 
 The lines in Quasimodo’s face deepened, his eyes betraying incredulity. “Are you telling me modern seismic studies and mapping technology failed to identify a fourth tunnel?” 
 Sam spread his arms. “No, I’m suggesting the soft basalt at this point here,” indicating the A tunnel, “gave way sometime in the past 2,300 years, crumbling into the sea, and burrying our hidden tunnel, sealing Alexander’s Treasure for good.” 
 Quasimodo smiled. He licked his lips. Something about it looked malicious. Like, as though, now that Sam’s value was about to be rendered useless, he was ready to perform his final task and eliminate him. “You’re good, Mr. Reilly. I’ll give you that.” 
 “Thank you,” Sam said. 
 “So, now what?” 
 “Now…” Sam grinned. “We open this tunnel and see what we can find.”    



 Chapter Fifty-Nine 
 Sam took the rubber Zodiac in through the eye shaped opening of Láturgjógvin.  
 On board with him was Quasimodo, Althea, and James. The outside water turned from a natural turquoise through to a dark blue, before turning to the velvety blackness of the internal cave. They soon passed the large cylindrical pillar, keeping to the western tunnel, Sam flicked the beam of a large flashlight across the walls. They were irregular and chunky, reflecting an erosional process where the rock is fractured piece by piece. 
 It was a testament to how a littoral cave was developed by wave action. Erosion is ongoing anywhere that waves batter rocky coasts, but where sea cliffs contain zones of weakness, rock is removed at a greater rate along these zones. As the sea reaches into the fissures thus formed, they begin to widen and deepen due to the tremendous force exerted within a confined space, not only by direct action of the surf and any rock particles that it bears, but also by compression of air within. Blowholes (partially submerged caves that eject large sprays of sea water as waves retreat and allow rapid re-expansion of air compressed within) attest to this process. Adding to the hydraulic power of the waves is the abrasive force of suspended sand and rock. However, some caves have portions where the walls are rounded and smoothed, typically floored with cobbles, and result from the swirling motion of these cobbles in the surf zone. 
 Sam kept searching the southern wall of the tunnel with the beam of his flashlight, looking for any telltail signs of damage of a collapsed ceiling. About 150 feet from the end of tunnel A, he found what he was looking for. 
 He signalled to Althea to cut the Zodiac’s engine to idle.  
 Over the course of the next twenty minutes, Sam went overboard with SCUBA gear and laid the foundations for TNT, before eventually running a detonation cable all the way out of the cave. 
 After confirming the entire Láturgjógvin cave system was free of visitors, he flicked the detonator. The explosion, trapped by the confines of the littoral cave, echoed throughout. The water inside the tunnels rose like a mini tsunami and Sam was thankful that they had made the decision to detonate from outside the cave. 
 When the explosion finally settled and the sea returned to its normal activity, Sam said, “Well, shall we go see what we can find?” 



 Chapter Sixty 
 They stared at the sight of the explosion. 
 The dust settled and revealed a previously hidden fourth tunnel, just as the map from Pandora’s Box had predicted.  
 Althea motored the Zodiac through the new opening, wary of the sharp edges of the fractured basalt cave. The tunnel continued for a few more minutes before opening up to a large stony beach and glowing grotto. They pulled the Zodiac up on to the shore of the stony beach 
 Up high above the surf was a series of treasure chests.  
 Sam felt his heart race. He’d found them! The remains of Alexander’s Treasure. They quickly opened each of them up. 
 Only to find they were all empty. 
 Except one. 
 Which had a letter.  
 Sam picked it up. 

I’m not dead yet and now I know who betrayed me.

 Signed, Alexander of Macedonia 




 Chapter Sixty-One 
 The Tahila dropped its anchor in front of Láturgjógvin. 
 Tom Bower had narrowed the search area down to the Faroe Islands, a place consisting of more than a dozen large sea caves. But six hours ago, all that had changed. Seismic monitors on the nearby islands detected a large explosion originating inside the Láturgjógvin sea cave. The seismologist report indicated the blast was consistent with a man-made detonation, followed by a cave in.  
 It wasn’t hard to put two and two together. Sam Reilly was hunting for a hidden grotto inside the Faroe Islands. Now there had been a man-made explosion inside one of the largest known sea caves. It wasn’t hard to connect the dots. He was willing to bet everything that Sam was the one who made that explosion.  
 That meant they were close. But the question still remained, would they reach Sam in time? They weren’t taking any chances. Every second counted. The F470 Combat Rubber Raiding Craft, known as the Zodiac – referring to the boat’s manufacturer – was dropped into the water.  
 Tom clambered in and started the 55 horsepower, two-stroke engine. Genevieve, Elise, and Veyron all followed seconds later. Each of them armed with submachineguns. Last, Caliburn, their genetically engineered golden retriever jumped in with an eager bark, sliding slouched down forward on his paws until he rested at the very front of the Zodiac.  
 Tom shifted the engine into gear, and the pumpjet propulsor, which consists of a shrouded impeller, engaged, sending the Zodiac racing toward the eye-shaped entrance of Láturgjógvin. The turquoise water quickly darkened as they penetrated the cave, and Veyron switched on the powerful floodlight that adorned the boat’s bow.  
 They zigzagged through the narrow passageways of tunnel A, before reaching a large cylindrical pier that rose some thirty feet into the air. The tunnel broke into three directions. Tom slowed the Zodiac and glanced at Elise who held a digital map of the known cave system. She pointed straight ahead and toward the right without saying anything. Tom nodded, opened the throttle a little more, and they took off toward the end of tunnel A.  
 Roughly 150 to 200 feet from the stony beach at the end, Elise put her hand on Tom. “Stop!” 
 Tom cut power to the throttle and kicked the gear to neutral. “What have you got?” 
 Elise pointed toward a small offshoot to the left. “Just have a look at that!” 
 Tom’s eyes raked their surrounding cave system. Veyron was onto the floodlights, casting powerful beams of light across the tunnels. Most of the stone walls were smooth and well-rounded after centuries upon centuries of erosion from waves and tidal movements, but the opening to the left was filled with jagged edges that looked particularly out of place.  
 “It looks like someone blasted this one out of here,” he said. 
 Elise grinned. “Yeah, and what’s more, my digital map doesn’t show a tunnel here, so my guess is that Sam made that one.” 
 “Agreed,” Tom said, dropping the engine back into gear, and opening the throttle once more.  
 The Zodiac raced through to the very end of the hidden passageway. Caliburn barked multiple times, his tail suddenly wagging energetically. It was obvious the dog’s expert sense of smell had picked up on Sam’s scent. The crew became energized. Their weapons all out, ready for the suspected firefight that would ensue.  
 At the end of the tunnel, the seawater gave way to a stony beach in a small grotto. Ambient light from a small opening above, allowed a single beam of sunlight to dapple the highest point, some fifteen feet above the water’s high tide point, where several treasure chests rested. 
 Tom motored the Zodiac up onto the shore.  
 It was obvious they were too late. There was nobody else inside that grotto with them. And a cursory glance at the treasure chests indicated their lids were open, and their contents empty, with the exception of one chest.  
 Tom opened the remaining chest.  
 Inside was a note. 
 He opened it and found a note from Sam Reilly.  

Alexander the Great’s death was a ruse. Find his lost tomb and you find the treasure. Return to The World. Trust nobody. Nothing is what it seems. Good luck, Sam Reilly.




 Chapter Sixty-Two 
 After more than a day’s travel, Sam Reilly finally returned to his luxurious room, and prison cell, on board The World. The Frogman’s body had been removed and the waterlogged carpet cleaned, but apart from that, the place looked just like it had when he’d left it.  
 He spent the first six hours of the night sleeping fitfully. It wasn’t that he’d feared what his captors might do to him now that he’d failed that kept him awake. Instead, it was his excitement for the discovery that Alexander the Great had faked his own death to discover who had betrayed him. By about 4 AM he couldn’t take it anymore. He needed to get started.  
 Sam opened up his laptop and brought up all known information of Alexander’s death. Reading through a variety of simplified notes, he saw that the exact cause of Alexander's death had always been unknown. Historians have debated the issue for centuries, attributing it to poison, malaria, typhoid fever or other maladies. What is agreed upon is that the Macedonian king died in early June 323 BC while suffering a high fever that had lasted ten days.   
 Proposed causes of Alexander's death included alcoholic liver disease, fever, and strychnine poisoning, but little data support those versions. According to the University of Maryland School of Medicine report of 1998, Alexander probably died of typhoid fever (which, along with malaria, was common in ancient Babylon). In the week before Alexander's death, historical accounts mention chills, sweats, exhaustion and high fever, typical symptoms of infectious diseases, including typhoid fever. 
 One ancient account reports that the planning and construction of an appropriate funerary cart to convey the body out from Babylon took two years from the time of Alexander's death. It is not known exactly how the body was preserved for about two years before it was moved from Babylon. In 1889 E. A. Wallis Budge suggested that the body was submerged in a vat of honey, while Plutarch reported treatment by Egyptian embalmers. 
 Egyptian and Chaldean embalmers who arrived on June 16 are said to have attested to Alexander's lifelike appearance. This was interpreted as a complication of typhoid fever, known as ascending paralysis, which causes a person to appear dead prior to death. 
 On its way back to Macedonia, the funerary cart with Alexander's body was met in Syria by one of Alexander's generals, the future ruler Ptolemy I Soter. In late 322 or early 321 BC Ptolemy diverted the body to Egypt where it was interred in Memphis, Egypt. In the late 4th or early 3rd century BC Alexander's body was transferred from the Memphis tomb to Alexandria for reburial (by Ptolemy Philadelphus in c. 280 BC, according to Pausanias). Later Ptolemy Philopator placed Alexander's body in Alexandria's communal mausoleum. Shortly after the death of Cleopatra, Alexander's resting place was visited by Augustus, who is said to have placed flowers on the tomb and a golden diadem upon Alexander's head. By the 4th century AD the resting place of Alexander was no longer known; later authors, such as Ibn 'Abd al-Hakam, Al-Masudi and Leo the African, report having seen Alexander's tomb. Leo the African in 1491 and George Sandys in 1611 reportedly saw the tomb in Alexandria. According to one legend, the body lies in a crypt beneath an early Christian church. 
 Sam kept reading, following a list of prominent archeologists and people who had searched for Alexander’s tomb. 
 One name stuck out. 
 Cleopatra VII. 
 In 48 BC Alexander's tomb was visited by Caesar. To finance her war against Octavian, Cleopatra took gold from the tomb, but no mention of any golden tetradrachms. Shortly after the death of Cleopatra, Alexander's resting place was visited by Octavian, who is said to have placed flowers on the tomb and a golden diadem upon Alexander's head. According to Suetonius, Alexander's tomb was then partially looted by Caligula, who reportedly removed his breastplate. In AD 199 Alexander's tomb was sealed up by Septimius Severus during his visit to Alexandria. Later, in 215 some items from Alexander's tomb were relocated by Caracalla. According to chronicler John of Antioch, Caracalla removed Alexander's tunic, his ring, his belt with some other precious items and deposited them on the coffin. 
 The long-lost tomb of Antony and Cleopatra, the burial crypt of Mark Antony and Cleopatra VII, from 30 BC, remains unknown somewhere near Alexandria, Egypt. According to historians Suetonius and Plutarch, the Roman leader Octavian (later renamed Augustus) permitted their burial together after he had defeated them. Their surviving children were taken to Rome, to be raised as Roman citizens. 
 Sam Reilly sighed.  
 All he had to do now to find Alexander’s Treasure was find his tomb, or that of Cleopatra VII. 
 All of which hadn’t been seen for nearly 2,000 years. 



 Chapter Sixty-Three 
 The Tahila lay at rest at her anchor off the coast of the Island of Capri. It positioned them in the Mediterranean, allowing them to make their next move as soon as they found it.  
 Elise walked in, her face radiant with her discovery. 
 Tom’s mouth parted into a wide smile. “What have you got?” 
 “I looked into everything and anything I could on board The World…” 
 Tom held his breath. “And?” 
 “Ashton Gray lied to us.” 
 “How so?” 
 “Gray told us he’d barely heard of Alexander’s Treasure before Airlie mentioned it on the night that Sam died.” 
 Tom arched an eyebrow. “Yet he had?” 
 She grinned. “More than just heard of it. He financed an expedition of leading archeologists to locate it, spending to the tune of five million on an expedition to find Alexander’s Treasure almost two years earlier.” 
 Tom whistled. “That bastard lied to us.” 
 “Afraid so.” 
 Tom asked, “Where is he now?” 
 Elise shrugged. “We don’t know. It looks like he’s gone to ground, but I’ve got a search out for him, if he tries to move we’ll take him.” 
 “All right, good work.” 
 “There’s something else that you might want to know.” 
 “What?” 
 “Captain Ajax Montgomery is in on it.” 
 Tom frowned. “Montgomery? Are you sure?” 
 “Yeah. I managed to retrieve satellite data from the night Sam Reilly disappeared.” 
 “And?” 
 “It showed The World sailing south east, before heading due west.” 
 Tom pictured the navigational error, plotting it in his mind. It seemed impossible. He asked, “Do you have the course plotted?” 
 “Here,” she said, handing him a tablet. “Have a look for yourself.” 
 He ran his eyes across the plotted course of The World. It revealed the captain had taken the ship nearly two miles away from the point where Sam Reilly had fallen overboard. A mistake impossible using a sextant, and entirely impossible using modern GPS.  
 He shook his head. “Captain Montgomery was involved.” 
 Elise said, “It’s like Sam said, trust no one, nobody is who they seem.” 
 Tom’s mind kept racing. “Airlie Chapman.” 
 “What about her?” 
 “We don’t know whose side she’s on. Let’s get her off the Tahila. I’ll spin a story that we’ve run out of leads. It’s not far off the truth anyway.” 
 “Agreed.” 
  Genevieve walked into the room. Her face flushed.  
 Tom looked up. “What is it?” 
 “I just found something.” 
 “What?” 
 “Cleopatra the VII raided the Great Library of Alexandria just before it was burned to the ground in 48 BC.” 
 “Why?” 
 “She was obsessed by gaining ancient secrets that might further progress her reign. But it was more than that, she was fascinated by Alexander the Great, who was her biological great descendant. In a letter to Caesar, she noted that she would like to be buried in a tomb next to Alexander. In the note, she documents where Alexander was buried. Find that, and we find the tomb.” 





 Chapter Sixty-Four 
 The answers lay in the Great Library of Alexandria.  
 Tom said to Elise, “Cleopatra VII was obsessed with the Great Library of Alexandria and besotted by the idea that its knowledge would bring the same level of power achieved by Alexander the Great.” 
 “Right,” Elise agreed, noncommittally.  
 “We know that Cleopatra spent hours meditating beside Alexander’s Tomb, trying to seek guidance and knowledge to rule her people.” 
 Elise smiled patiently, accepting that Tom was going somewhere with this. “Agreed.” 
 “So all we need to do is follow Cleopatra and we’ll find Alexander’s Tomb.” 
 Elise spread her arms.  “Okay, I was following you up until that point. But that’s where your plan seems to come unstuck. Especially given that she’s been dead for nearly two thousand years.” 
 “Uh-huh,” Tom said, dismissing her argument with the wave of his hand. “That’s not quite what I mean. I have another plan entirely.” 
 “Go on,” she said. 
 “We have thousands upon thousands of archived pages of Cleopatra VII’s movements, of letters between Cleopatra VII and her lover, the Roman general and statesman Mark Antony, letters regarding her new found knowledge gathered in the Great Library, along with any other known documents written by her.” 
 A slight upward grin permeated her lips. “You’re right. We have data.” 
 “And you can do anything with enough data.” 
 “I can set up a program to scan all the known data to extract anything related to a tomb or burial site and Alexander the Great.” 
 “Right,” Tom said, getting excited. “How long would that take?” 
 “Not long. It’s a simple program with a relatively basic search algorithm applied. We’ll start by looking at specific words and refine it until we can extract something relevant from the data. What exactly are you hoping to find?” 
 “The exact GPS coordinates for Alexander’s Tomb would be nice.” 
 Elise laughed. “I’ll see what I can do.” 



 Chapter Sixty-Five 
 The Great Library of Alexandria in Alexandria, Egypt, was one of the largest and most significant libraries of the ancient world. The Library was part of a larger research institution called the Mouseion, which was dedicated to the Muses, the nine goddesses of the arts. 
 The Library of Alexandria was not the first library of its kind. A long tradition of libraries existed in both Greece and in the ancient Near East. The earliest recorded archive of written materials comes from the ancient Sumerian city-state of Uruk in around 3400 BC, when writing had only just begun to develop. Scholarly curation of literary texts began in around 2500 BC. The later kingdoms and empires of the ancient Near East had long traditions of book collecting. The ancient Hittites and Assyrians had massive archives containing records written in many different languages. The most famous library of the ancient Near East was the Library of Ashurbanipal in Nineveh, founded in the seventh century BC by the Assyrian king Ashurbanipal. A large library also existed in Babylon during the reign of Nebuchadnezzar II (c. 605–c. 562 BC). In Greece, the Athenian tyrant Peisistratos was said to have founded the first major public library in the sixth century BC. It was out of this mixed heritage of both Greek and Near Eastern book collections that the idea for the Library of Alexandria was born. 
 The Macedonian kings who succeeded Alexander the Great as rulers of the Near East wanted to promote Hellenistic culture and learning throughout the known world. Libraries enhanced a city's prestige, attracted scholars, and provided practical assistance in matters of ruling and governing the kingdom. Eventually, for these reasons, every major Hellenistic urban center would have a royal library. The Library of Alexandria, however, was unprecedented due to the scope and scale of the Ptolemies' ambitions; unlike their predecessors and contemporaries, the Ptolemies wanted to produce a repository of all knowledge. 
 The Library, or part of its collection, was accidentally burned by Julius Caesar during his civil war in 48 BC, but it is unclear how much was actually destroyed and it seems to have either survived or been rebuilt shortly thereafter; the geographer Strabo mentions having visited the Mouseion in around 20 BC and the prodigious scholarly output of Didymus Chalcenterus in Alexandria from this period indicates that he had access to at least some of the Library's resources. 
 Despite the widespread modern belief that the Library of Alexandria was burned once and cataclysmically destroyed, the Library actually declined gradually over the course of several centuries. This decline began with the purging of intellectuals from Alexandria in 145 BC during the reign of Ptolemy VIII Physcon, which resulted in Aristarchus of Samothrace, the head librarian, resigning from his position and exiling himself to Cyprus. 
 In 48 BC, during Caesar's Civil War, Julius Caesar was besieged at Alexandria. His soldiers set fire to some of the Egyptian ships docked in the Alexandrian port while trying to clear the wharves to block the fleet belonging to Cleopatra's brother Ptolemy XIV. This fire purportedly spread to the parts of the city nearest to the docks, causing considerable devastation. 
 On July 21, 365, a powerful earthquake off the coast of Greece caused a tsunami that devastated the city of Alexandria, Egypt. Although there were no measuring tools at the time, scientists now estimate that the quake was actually two tremors in succession, the largest of which is thought to have had a magnitude of 8.0.  
 The quake was centered near the plate boundary called the Hellenic Arc and quickly sent a wall of water across the Mediterranean Sea toward the Egyptian coast. Ships in the harbor at Alexandria were overturned as the water near the coast receded suddenly. Reports indicate that many people rushed out to loot the hapless ships. The tsunami wave then rushed in and carried the ships over the sea walls, landing many on top of buildings. In Alexandria, approximately 5,000 people lost their lives and 50,000 homes were destroyed. 
 The surrounding villages and towns suffered even greater destruction. Many were virtually wiped off the map. Outside the city, 45,000 people were killed. In addition, the inundation of saltwater rendered farmland useless for years to come. Evidence indicates that the area’s shoreline was permanently changed by the disaster. Slowly, but steadily, the buildings of Alexandria’s Royal Quarter were overtaken by the sea following the tsunami. It was not until 1995 that archaeologists discovered the ruins of the old city off the coast of present-day Alexandria. 
 Tom clicked through to a pair of images. One was a hand drawn rendition of Alexandria before the tsunami of 365 AD and the other a modern satellite image of Alexandria. The first one had a possible location of Alexander’s Tomb notated. Tom superimposed the two images onto each other digitally. Using the Round Table to filter and propagate heights and locations, he brought up a 3D rendition of the ancient and modern cities on the Round Table. 
 He looked at it and grinned. To Elise he asked, “Any luck with your program?” 
 “Nothing yet. I’m still getting thousands of hits on Cleopatra and Alexander the Great, but nothing that might highlight the location.” 
 Tom grinned. “I have an idea.” 
 Elise said, “Shoot.” 
 “In several of these writings that I’ve read Cleopatra refers to wanting to make something substantial, something lasting…” 
 “Go on…” 
 “She writes that Alexander the Great needs a tomb that will stand the test of time.” 
 “Sure.” 
 Tom spread his hands out, showing the 3D rendition of ancient Alexandria. “But look at the location of the royal tombs.” 
 Elise ran her eyes across the ancient depiction. “What about them?” 
 “With the benefit of hindsight, what’s your first thought about their permanency?” 
 Elise smiled. “They’re in the wrong place.” 
 “Why?” 
 “They’re too low down on the flood plain. Cleopatra would have known this and despite it being nearly four hundred years until the tsunami that would eventually drown all of ancient Alexandria, she must have known that anything built there would ultimately be impermanent.” 
 “Exactly!” Tom grinned. “So, where did she want to be buried?” 
 “Next to Alexander the Great. She already said so in several of her writings.” 
 “Yes, but glancing at this, where would you put it?” 
 Elise glanced at the map of ancient Alexandria with the benefit of hindsight and an image of the modern-day city. A smile parted on her lips. “The catacombs.” 
 Tom nodded. “That’s what I’m thinking. She created a large tomb for herself and Alexander deep in the catacombs – somewhere that would still be standing two thousand years later.” 
 Elise beamed. “I’ve been going about this all wrong. We need to change the search terms.” 
 “To what?” 
 “We need to remove the term Alexander. If she built a special tomb for him in secret, she never would have noted his name!” 
 She ran the program again.  
 This time only one reference came up. It was a communication between Cleopatra and Mark Antony. Tom stared at the letter, transcribed into English… 
 I visited him today. 
 I’m sorry for the secrecy, but others would raid his tomb for centuries otherwise. I fear he wouldn’t have liked it. He would consider nothing more beneath him than to be buried in the common catacombs. 
 It then went on to describe the entrance… 
 At the front of the tomb chamber there is a temple-like façade consisting of two columns topped by papyrus, lotus, and acanthus leaves of Egypt and supporting an architrave with a relief of a central winged sun-disk flanked by Horus falcons. A carved Agathodaemon in the form of a snake is flanking both sides of the entrance to the inner tomb. Each snake wears a Roman Caduceus and a Greek Thyrsus as well as the Egyptian Pschent and is topped by a shield showing a Medusa. Figures of a man and a woman are carved into the wall. The man's body has a stiff hieratic pose typical of Egyptian sculpture, with the head carved in the lifelike manner of the classic Hellenes. The woman's figure is also rigidly posed but bears the Roman hairstyle.  
 All in total there are eighteen snakes in the tomb chamber. There is an ingenuous mechanism that makes it possible to move each snake to the left or right. Individually, and to the casual observer, these appear as nothing more than a mistake made by the mason, but if all of the snakes are set to point inward toward the medusa, the entire tomb may be moved.  
 It is in here, that I hope we shall rest for all eternity. 
 Tom felt a rush of interest. They were getting close. “Elise, can you put those details into the system and see if you can find any tomb, anywhere with such a description?” 
 “Sure.” 
 She tapped at her keyboard, including several criterions, and hit the search button. The program ran for a few minutes, analyzing the data of thousands upon thousands of archived images of tombs from around the world. 
 The program stopped. 
 It revealed three ancient tombs.  
 One in Athens, Beirut, and Alexandria.  
 Elise brought up information on each of them, via three separate tabs. The one in Athens was built in 520 AD – hundreds of years after people had lost track of Alexander’s Tomb. She clicked through to the one built in Beirut. It was older, built in 240 BC. That made it too old. The history books knew Alexander was buried in Alexandria at that time.  
 She held her breath and opened the last one. The one in Alexandria. It showed an image of a tomb in Kom El Shoqafa Catacombs. 
 Tom stared at the image. “That’s it! Could it really be that simple? All these years, it was hiding in plain sight?” 
 Elise shrugged. “It appears so.” 
 Tom said, “Any idea where The World is now?” 
 Elise said, “I’ll have a look. Why?” 
 “We know someone on board is behind this. So the question is, are we ahead of them or are they ahead of us?” 
 Elise brought up The World’s unique identifier and pressed enter.  
 She swallowed hard, because… 
 It showed The World at anchor off the coast of Alexandria, Egypt. 





 Chapter Sixty-Six 

Kom El Shoqafa Catacombs, Alexandria, Egypt

 Sam Reilly and Quasimodo approached the site of the ancient catacombs.  
 The ancient necropolis was dry and full of dust. At 8 A.M. an oppressive heat from the Egyptian summer was already beginning to permeate everything. Sam moved with a strange sort of ambivalence that came from the fact that he wanted to find Alexander’s Treasure, but knew with equal certainty, that if he did so, his life would be over.  
 As they walked, his eyes darted left and right, furtively trying to determine his next move.  
 His electronic ankle bracelet weighed heavy on his mind. There was a chance, albeit a slim one, that he might overpower Quasimodo, but even then, what would he do? He still had an ankle bracelet that could be remotely triggered to electrocute him. The ancient city had plenty of places to hide from satellites overhead, but would that stop the communication between his abductors and his bracelet? Probably not. Something that high tech probably uses a combination of GPS, Wi-Fi, and radio transmission.  
 There was no way he could be certain to get rid of all three. 
 To make matters worse, he could feel that he was being watched. Some of it was his imagination, but some of it wasn’t. Every person he walked by, a street vendor, a tourist guide, a priest making a pilgrimage, any one of them could have been watching him. It all made sense. There was no way whoever was behind this whole thing would entrust the fortune of Alexander’s Treasure to Quasimodo.  
 Which meant, they would have people watching him. 
 Sam swallowed. That meant there was no way he was escaping. He steeled himself for whatever eventuality, and walked with pride, through the valley of death – entering the ancient necropolis.  
 The catacombs of Kom El Shoqafa, translated to “Mound of Shards,” is considered one of the Seven Wonders of the Middle Ages. The necropolis consists of a series of Alexandrian tombs, statues and archaeological objects of the Pharaonic funeral cult with Hellenistic and early Imperial Roman influences. Due to the time period, many of the features of the catacombs of Kom El Shoqafa merge Roman, Greek and Egyptian cultural points; some statues are Egyptian in style, yet bear Roman clothes and hair style while other features share a similar style.  
 A circular staircase, which was often used to transport deceased bodies down the middle of it, leads down into the tombs that were tunneled into the bedrock during the age of the Antonine emperors (2nd century AD). The facility was then used as a burial chamber from the 2nd century to the 4th century, before being rediscovered in 1900 when a donkey accidentally fell into the access shaft. To date, three sarcophagi have been found, along with other human and animal remains which were added later. It is believed that the catacombs were only intended for a single family, but it is unclear why the site was expanded in order to house numerous other individuals. 
 The catacombs lie in the western necropolis of Alexandria and consist of three levels cut through solid rock, the third level being now completely underwater. The catacombs have a six-pillared central shaft which opens off the vestibule. On the left is a triclinium, a funeral banquet hall where friends and family gathered on stone couches covered with cushions, both at the time of burial and also on future commemorative visits. 
 Sam Reilly entered the first level through a breach in the rotunda wall, which was made at an unknown date. This leads to the Hall of Caracalla in which the bones of horses and humans were found. They had bribed a local guard, who had allowed them to enter a full hour before the ancient burial city was open to tourists.  
 Quasimodo said, “Remember, I have the ability to electrocute you any time I want.” 
 Sam nodded. “I remember.” 
 “Also,” he said, parting his jacket just enough that Sam could see his Glock, “I can shoot you.” 
 “I get it,” Sam said. “I have to play nice until the end. What I don’t get is why I bother waiting until then? Let’s face it, we both know I’m only alive until we find Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 Quasimodo bared his teeth in a malicious grin. “True, but if you make me, I will make you beg for death.” 
 Sam let the shadow of death pass over him. “All right. I get it. Let’s get this over with.” 
 They continued down, deeper into the catacombs. 
 The catacombs were named Kom El Shoqafa, meaning Mound of Shards, because the area used to contain a mound of shards of terra cotta which mostly consisted of jars and objects made of clay. These objects were left by those visiting the tombs, who would bring food and wine for their consumption during the visit. However, they did not wish to carry these containers home from this place of death so they would break them. At the time of the discovery, heaps of these broken plates were found. 
 They descended into the second level, where three huge stone sarcophagi with non-removable covers were along the sides of the chamber. It's assumed that bodies were inserted in them from behind, using a passageway which runs around the outside of the funeral chamber. There is a hallway with 91 inch deep walls in the central tomb chamber, with carved recesses, each providing burial space for three mummies. The sarcophagi are decorated with garlands and heads of Greek mythology gods. Each sarcophagus has associated a relief panel. The central panel shows the wolf-headed Anubis wearing Roman soldier garb, who mummifies a body lying on a lion bed. Below the bed are three canopic jars. The lateral panels show the Apis-bull receiving a gift. 
 At the front of the tomb chamber there is a temple-like façade consisting of two columns topped by papyrus, lotus, and acanthus leaves of Egypt and supporting an architrave with a relief of a central winged sun-disk flanked by Horus falcons. A carved Agathodaemon in the form of a snake is flanking both sides of the entrance to the inner tomb. Each snake wears a Roman Caduceus and a Greek Thyrsus as well as the Egyptian Pschent and is topped by a shield showing a Medusa. Figures of a man and a woman are carved into the wall. The man's body has a stiff hieratic pose typical of Egyptian sculpture, with the head carved in the lifelike manner of the classic Hellenes. The woman's figure is also rigidly posed but bears the Roman hairstyle.  
 All in total there are eighteen snakes in the tomb chamber. Sam began to turn each snake to point inward until they were all fixed on the Medusa.  
 When the very last snake was in position, an audible clicking sound began to resonate within the hollowed walls of the tomb. The sound continued for a full minute before coming to an abrupt stop. Sam stepped back and watched, listening to the sound, and waiting in expectation for the entrance to Alexander’s Tomb to finally reveal itself. 
 When it didn’t, Quasimodo said, “Now what?” 
 Sam shook his head. “I have no idea.” 
 They waited another full minute, but nothing happened. 
 Sam said, “Come on, see if we can move this column.” 
 Quasimodo’s eyes glanced toward the column on the left. “It must weigh more than a ton!” 
 “We have to try.” 
 “I doubt it. If we needed to move a giant pillar, we should have brought some heavy machinery to do the lifting.” 
 Sam said, “Just give it a go.” 
 They heaved on the column, but it didn’t budge. Sam took a deep breath. “Come on… on the count of three.” 
 “One, two, three…” Sam pushed the column.  “Heave!” 
 Nothing happened.  
 Quasimodo crossed his arms and leaned back against a single sarcophagi. “You were wrong Reilly… about everything. You’re no great treasure hunter. You’re a waste of time…” 
 And he stopped. 
 Because the entire sarcophagi that he was leaning against began to slide to the side. 
 Revealing a secret passageway.  
 Sam switched on his flashlight, casting a beam of light down the stairs. It was a long way down and the light disappeared in the void far below. 



 Chapter Sixty-Seven 
 Sam Reilly slowly descended down the secret passageway. 
 The beam of his flashlight flickering on the walls, casting long shadows across the ancient vault. The passageway was steep and narrow. It reminded him of the Củ Chi Tunnels used by the Vietcong. There was no chance of them both going through it together.  
 Quasimodo paused, his hard face filled with indecision. “Wait.” 
 Sam did as he was asked. “What?” 
 “You go down first and let me know if you find the gold.” 
 Sam shrugged. “Why? Are you afraid of the dark? Or just claustrophobic?” 
 “Neither. Just not stupid.” 
 Sam said, “Okay. Suit yourself.” 
 Happy to be free, even for a few minutes, Sam moved quickly down the ancient passageway into the tomb far below.  
 The narrow passageway opened up into a large domed vault. 
 He waved the beam of his flashlight across the ceiling, before bringing it down to the middle of the room, where two vaults lay open. 
 Sam’s heart skipped a beat. 
 Someone had reached the place before him.  
 Each vault was made of rosemary-colored marble.  
 He stepped forward. The first tomb had the words, Cleopatra VII inscribed on the tomb. Inside, were the bony remains of who he assumed to be Cleopatra, the last Egyptian Pharaoh.  
 Placed at the center, where her chest had once been, was a single book made of velum. He removed the book and glanced at it. Inscribed on the front cover were the words, Knowledge of the World. He opened the first page and found pages of ancient text. He couldn’t decipher much of it, but one part he could recognize.  
 He read it out loud. “These are the notes saved from the Great Library of Alexandria.” 
 Sam turned to the next tomb.  
 This one had the words, Alexander III of Macedonia inscribed.  
 He expelled an audible sigh. His lips turning upward in a giant grin. He’d found it.  
 On the opposite side, he found a secret compartment had been broken, and the contents of a hidden vault removed.  
 Sam swallowed hard. He was too late. Someone had stolen it before him. 
 Sam shined his flashlight across the room, hoping to find something – anything – else that might help him. 
 When the beam of light landed upon a human face. 
 Tom Bower grinned. “It looks like I finally got the best of you with something.” 



 Chapter Sixty-Eight 
 Sam looked at the relieved faces of Tom and Genevieve and smiled. 
 Genevieve went to speak, but Sam silenced her, bringing a finger to his lips.  
 He pointed to the passageway above. “I’m not alone.”  
 “How many?” she asked, her voice no more than a whisper. 
 Sam gave a helpless shrug. “I don’t know. There’s one guard. I call him Quasimodo. He’s a ruthless killer. But I believe he’s being followed by others… I couldn’t tell you how many there are.” 
 “Okay, so we fight our way out,” Genevieve said. 
 The lines around Sam’s eyes deepened and his jaw set a hard line. “It’s not going to be quite that simple.” 
 “Why not?” 
 Sam shined the flashlight on his ankle bracelet. “If Quasimodo gets wind of betrayal, he can signal the ankle bracelet to electrocute me.” 
 Genevieve nodded. “Elise warned us that you might be wearing something like that.” 
 Hope rose at the mention of Elise’s name. “Did she have a solution?” 
 Genevieve nodded and grinned. “As a matter of fact, she did.” 
 “What is it?” 
 “I’ll show you, but it’s still going to take some help from your friend, Quasimodo.” 



 Chapter Sixty-Nine 
 It was a simple plan. 
 There was a good chance it might have even worked.  
 Sam looked at the bags of gold tetradrachms. At a glance, he guessed there were more than ten thousand in total. Each cast with the image of Alexander the Great’s likeness on the front with Zeus on the back. Tom and Genevieve had placed them all in a row. He lifted up the first two bags and began walking toward the entrance. 
 He didn’t get far before he came face to face with Quasimodo.  
 The man looked at him with a malicious grin. His eyes darting down at the bags of gold. The luster stirring something primitive in his greedy eyes. “Well done, Mr. Reilly.” 
 Sam swallowed. “So that’s it then?” 
 “That’s it,” Quasimodo confirmed, picking up the radio transmitter for Sam’s ankle bracelet.  
 “Can I ask for a favor?” 
 “Sure. You’ve been so helpful. Why not?” 
 Sam held his breath. “I think I’d rather be shot than electrocuted.” 
 Quasimodo tilted his head to the side, as if considering his request. “You know, I think I would too. But I’m afraid the report of gunshot fire might sound alarms that I’d rather keep silent.” 
 “Okay,” Sam said. “Then I guess this is good bye.” 
 From the darkness behind the vault, came Tom’s voice as he stepped out into the light. “This isn’t over. Not just yet.” 
 Quasimodo stepped back. “You?” 
 Tom grinned. “Me.” 
 Genevieve said, “Me, too.” 
 Both of them were holding Heckler and Koch MP5 submachineguns, the barrels aimed right at the man. 
 Quasimodo said, “One move and I press this button and your friend becomes fried.” 
 Sam said, “Go ahead.” 
 Quasimodo glanced at him, searching for the cause of his confidence. He flicked the switch.  
 And Sam Reilly stepped forward. 
 In his hand, he carried what appeared to be a copper wand.  
 The strange device was attached to the ankle bracelet via a pair of gold covered alligator clamps, which fed into electrical wire, and up to the wand in his hand. 
 Sam depressed the wand on Quasimodo’s chest. 
 The transmitter triggered the electrocution function. 
 And roughly 3,000 volts of electricity raged through Quasimodo’s body. The monster jolted until the ankle bracelet, like every other battery-operated device, eventually ran out of power. 
 When it was done, Quasimodo lay still on the floor – dead. 



 Chapter Seventy 
 They sealed the entrance to Alexander’s Tomb and left the necropolis unscathed. 
 Despite the fact that Sam Reilly was certain he and Quasimodo had been tracked when they entered, they were allowed to leave unhindered. Back on board the Tahila everyone questioned Sam about his experiences and tried to determine who was responsible after all. He filled them in on everything that he could remember, from being drugged, to jumping overboard, and being dragged under the water into a submarine. How he was kept hostage on board The World, working on the Explorer II, and how he eventually worked out the location of Alexander’s Tomb in the catacombs.  
 Genevieve asked, “What about faces… did you recognize anyone?” 
 Sam said, “I never saw the person involved. It was always through intermediaries, like Quasimodo, who always referred to the person as their employer.” 
 “Never?” Elise asked. 
 “Wait. When I first fell into the water, I remember seeing a woman… one of the diver’s who had dragged me under.” 
 “That’s good,” Elise said, her voice softening. “Who was that?” 
 “I don’t remember. I think it was the drugs. I was pretty spaced out at the time and the woman wore a dive mask. But there was something in her eyes I recognized.” 
 “Anything else?” 
 “Actually, when I was trying to escape The World, I remember seeing Ashton Gray. He said that he would help me, but I think he might have betrayed me.” 
 “Ashton Gray,” Genevieve said, making a note. 
 Sam said, “There was one other person who I recognized.” 
 “Go on,” Genevieve encouraged him. “What did he look like?” 
 “Not a he, but a woman. For some reason I can’t for the life of me remember who it was.”  
 “But you knew them?” 
 “Yes, I remember being surprised… as though the answer was so unlikely that my brain couldn’t even accept it.” 
 “It was definitely someone I knew…” 
 “Was it Airlie Chapman?” Tom asked.  
 “No. It couldn’t be her. She asked me to find her Alexander’s Treasure and I happily acquiesced.” 
 “That’s good. It will be easier to get approval to board The World if Airlie’s on our side.” 
 Genevieve suppressed a smile. “I still don’t trust anyone on board The World.”

 Tom made a quick call to Airlie.  
 When he was finished, he said, “Ashton Gray’s in his apartment on board The World. Airlie’s given us permission to come aboard.” 



 Chapter Seventy-One 
 In the Alexandria Port, The World rested at anchor.  
 Alexandria Port is one of the oldest ports in the world, originally built in 1900 BC in the then-village of Rhakotis, to service coastal shipping and supply the island of Pharos. Positioned on the West Verge of the Nile Delta between the Mediterranean Sea and Mariut Lake in Alexandria, Egypt, and is considered the second most important city and the main port in Egypt. Alexandria port consists of two harbors – East and West – and separated by a T-shaped peninsula. The East harbor is shallow and is not navigable by large vessels. The West harbor is used for commercial shipping. The harbor is formed by two converging breakwaters. 
 It was at the West harbor where The World rested now and where Sam and Tom had come to seek justice. They had flown over from the Tahila and were met by Airlie Chapman and her small security force, ready to confront Ashton Gray. 
 Sam knocked on Ashton Gray’s door.  
 There was no answer.  
 He and Tom carried Glocks, concealed in their waist holsters. After all, there was only one man, and he was old and fragile. No reason for machineguns or additional resources. They considered whether or not they could trust Airlie and her security force, but agreed there was no way that she would risk killing both of them after it was documented that they had come on board to speak to Gray. No, even if she was involved, her goal would be to conceal her involvement from the authorities.  
 Sam knocked again.  
 A crisp and sharp rap on the door. After the third attempt, Airlie Chapman swiped her director’s all access security card on the digital reader, and the door opened up.  
 They stepped in quickly.  
 And found Ashton Gray sitting on the couch, his dead eyes, staring up at them.  
 At a glance, Sam knew that the man was dead and probably had been for at least a day or more. He walked over and found him sitting with his right, dead hand clenched into a fist, along the left side of his chest.  
 Sam was no doctor, but he could picture the scene easily enough. The man, under huge amounts of stress of possibly being found out, suddenly having an acute myocardial infarction – AKA, a heart attack.  
 It was an easy narrative to believe.  
 Wrong, but easy to accept.  
 Ten minutes later, Airlie Chapman retrieved the video footage of the night before, which revealed Shireen Doyle sharing cocaine with Ashton Gray.  
 Airlie sighed at the obvious waste of life. “The poor bastard looks like he had a heart attack after taking cocaine.” 
 Sam shook his head. “What a stupid way to go. The man had everything, but it wasn’t enough… and now he’s dead.” 
 He picked up his cell phone and called Elise, filling her in on the new information. 
 Elise said, “That just proves it.” 
 Sam frowned. “Proves what?” 
 “Shireen Doyle murdered him.” 
 “Murdered?” he asked, “What makes you say that? Maybe they both just like cocaine?” 
 “No. It’s not that. She killed him.” 
 “Are you sure?” 
 “Yes, of course.” 
 “Why?” 
 “Because I looked into Shireen Doyle’s past. Her husband – the ultra-rich one, who left her everything – died in the exact same way. The coroner put it down as an accidental overdose, but the dose looked like it was ten times the regular amount.” 
 “Did anyone suspect Shireen Doyle then?” 
 “Yes. The coroner queried it, but didn’t have enough to convict.” 
 Sam drew a breath. “Where she has done so again.” 
 “Exactly.” 
 Sam pictured the blonde woman manipulating the older, less confident man. He recalled her subtle confidence. There was something about her poise that suggested she was in charge of the very room, no matter what was going on.  
 Her image flashed in his memory banks. 
 And Sam cursed.  
 “It was her!” he said, “I remember now. Shireen Doyle was the diver who tried to drag me down… she was also the woman who stopped me when I tried to run from Ashton Gray – she had a taser and knocked me out.” 
 He turned to Airlie. “We need to find Shireen Doyle!” 
 “I’m on it,” Airlie said, calling the head of her security team. “I need to locate Shireen Doyle, now!” 
 She waited, listened, thanked the person on the other end of the line, and then ended the call about thirty seconds later.  
 Sam asked, “Any luck?” 
 “Yeah, she’s at the storage locker four – a sort of artificial beach and extendable play area – it’s positioned midship.” 
 “What the hell would she be doing there?” 
 “I don’t know. There’s a number of vehicles – you know beach toys for the ultra-rich – stored there.” 
 “Like what?” 
 “Jetskis, submarines, hovercrafts… you know.” 
 Tom glanced across the side of The World. The massive hydraulic arms were opening up, and the extendable beach, was opening. 
 Sam and Tom exchanged a glance.  
 Sam said, “Quick! We have to get her before she escapes!” 



 Chapter Seventy-Two 
 They raced down the internal stairs. 
 Sam spotted Shireen Doyle climbing onto a Ninja green Kawasaki STX-15F Jet Ski. It was housed on an inflatable pontoon. She wore a wry expression across her face and a big grin, like she had already won the game Sam had no idea he was playing. 
 “Stop!” he shouted. “It’s over Shireen! We know the truth.” 
 She lifted a hand to wave good bye, bringing it down to press a red button on the side of the pontoon. The entire platform tipped downward, spitting her out into the harbor. Shireen kicked the Jet Ski into gear, and large bursts of hydro jets shot into the air as she raced toward the shore.  
 Sam reached the row of Jet Skis. There were four in total. The keys were all missing. He turned to Airlie, who was catching up, breathing hard. “Where are the keys kept?” 
 “They should be in the ignition.” 
 Sam ran his eyes across the Jet Skis. Their ignitions were all empty.  
 Tom pointed toward the harbor. “Look, there, floating in the water.” 
 Sam spotted what Tom was pointing at. Four small keys, attached to their floating keyrings, were bobbing up and down in the harbor far below. They could get them but it would take time – time they didn’t have.  
 Tom said, “I’ll go get the keys, you see if you can find anything else.” 
 “Agreed.” 
 Sam glanced around the storeroom.  
 There was a hovercraft with its large spray skirt, a couple motorcycles, and a min-submarine. None of which were any use to him. At the back of the room was something he’d never quite seen before. It was a sort of motorcycle without any wheels. Instead, it used four vertical propellers like a quadcopter. The thing looked like it belonged straight out of the set of Star Wars – Return of the Jedi. The sort of thing you see flying about past a group of angry Ewoks.  
 Sam’s eyes widened. “What is that?” 
 “That’s the Scorpion-3 HoverSurf Hoverbike,” Airlie answered. 
 “Okay…” Sam said, a grin forming on his lips. “I’ll take it.” 
 “Oh, no…” she said, “This thing’s brand new. No way you’re taking it. Besides, do you even know how to fly?” 
 Sam shrugged, climbing aboard. “It looks simple enough.” 
 He flicked the on switch and four propellers began to spin. The hovercraft gave the slightest of wobbles until its blades reached their base RPM, and the machine lifted off the ground. It balanced exceptionally well, feeling more like rising on an elevator than flying. The platform was rock stable.  
 Airlie shouted, “Wait! You don’t know what you’re doing.” 
 Sam grinned, kicked the gear lever into forward, and opened up the throttle. “I’ll work it out.” 



 Chapter Seventy-Three 
 Sam eased the hoverbike out of Storage Locker 4. 
 He dipped forward and flew across the extendable sandy beach and onto the harbor. Flying roughly six feet above the water, he increased the throttle until the electric motors whirred at their maximum speeds and the hoverbike raced across the water. 
 The hoverbike offered a heads-up-display with the bike’s fuel, speed, direction, and GPS mapping. The satellite navigation offered a detailed view of what was up ahead and throughout their surrounding locations. If he wanted to increase or decrease the size of the mapping, he could do so by expanding his left hand just above the handlebars, the same way one does to expand a touchscreen.  
 Now that the hoverbike was under way all of its maneuvering abilities relied on the rider’s positioning, similar to a motorcycle. If he wanted to turn, he just leaned into it, and the bike turned. If he wanted to go higher, he leaned back and to go lower, he leaned forward. Sam made a few minor adjustments, quickly gaining control over his machine.  
 The Jet Ski sped south east, before turning south past the international container terminal. A large cargo ship, with containers stacked five high on its deck, approached. Shireen dodged the ship easily, the Jet Ski racing over the ship’s bow wave, sending her high into the air. Sam grinned as he watched her land the Jet Ski like some sort of extreme sports professional.  
 He leaned back, and the hoverbike rose higher in the air, clearing the bow wave as the bike rounded the container ship. On the straight and in the open, the Jet Ski had a faster maximum speed, but Sam was counting on the hoverbike’s improved agility to see him reach her. 
 The Jet Ski zipped past a couple pleasure cruisers, before darting inward, under the Al Max bridge and into the Al Mahmoudeya Al Bahri canal. Once again, Sam was impressed by Shireen Doyle’s expert riding skills, as she weaved in and out through the small pleasure cruisers on the canal, along with the serpentine movements of the canal. 
 Up ahead, the canal banked to the left at a ninety-degree angle. Shireen didn’t slow the Jet Ski down whatsoever. She hit the corner, sending a spray of water on diners on the waterfront restaurants, before disappearing around the bend. 
 Sam expanded the sat-nav, until he could gain a clear picture of the canal up ahead. It showed that the Al Mahmoudeya Al Bahri snaked around in a large U-shape. Sam could halve his distance by cutting his way across through the middle.  
 He leaned back and rose up over the bank of the canal, turning into El-Hag Elissa and cutting through the city. Cars lined the street, honking their horns at him. Sam darted left and right, weaving in and out of the traffic. 
 Up ahead, the traffic lights turned red. 
 Sam suddenly remembered he could fly. He leaned back and the hovercraft rose high up into the air, before levelling out and crossing the red traffic light at an altitude of forty feet. From that height, he could gain a good visual of the Al Mahmoudeya Al Bahri up ahead. 
 There was no sign of the green Jet Ski.  
 He frowned as he lowered the hovercraft and slowed it to a near stop at the distant end of the U-shaped canal. His eyes scanned the waterway up ahead and to the right.  
 Nothing.  
 How did he miss her? 
 He turned his gaze to the left, and spotted the Jet Ski racing along, passing him a few seconds later. Sam opened up his electric throttle once more, and the hovercraft lurched ahead.  
 They raced along the Al Mahmoudeya Al Bahri canal as it curved in a long, slow, arch past the Catacombs of Kom el Shoquafa. 
 Heading northeast, Sam struggled to keep up with her.  
 Then, up ahead, a small procession of motor boats began to approach. All in total, there were about twenty of them. They weren’t big. May twelve to fifteen feet long and slow moving. But they were creating an obstacle for Shireen, and despite her lightning fast reflexes and admirable skills on the Jet Ski, they were beginning to slow her down. Sam pulled the hoverbike up, clearing the boats, and allowing himself to ride high. 
 That’s when he saw it. 
 There were two motor boats coming through a tunnel up ahead as they passed a large mosque, both heading straight for them. Sam kept on her tail, while Shireen tried to swerve left and then right, in an attempt to visualize a gap, anything, anywhere, in which she could pass.  
 There weren’t any. 
 By the time Shireen knew the reality for certain, it was too late. Both motor boats had blocked the entire canal as they made their way under an upcoming bridge. Sam pulled the hoverbike up high so that he could watch the scene unfold from the safety of the sky.  
 Sam’s eyes narrowed and he watched Shireen increase the speed on her Jet Ski. Sam swallowed. What the hell is she thinking? Then he spotted it. The Zaki Ragab bridge. It was low, only seven or eight feet above the canal.  
 He bit his lower lip.  
 And saw exactly what Shireen was going to attempt to do.  
 The Jet Ski and the two motor boats raced to greet each other.  
 Shireen didn’t slow. 
 The Jet Ski hit the wave of a motor boat as it ricocheted off the walls of the canal. The effect was to create a jump. Shireen stood up, with her knees bent – like a professional motor-cross rider performing a giant jump – and the Jet Ski flew into the air.  
 For a moment, Sam thought she was going to make it. 
 She certainly had the height and speed to carry her right across the Zaki Ragab bridge.  
 Shireen passed the first two lanes. 
 Her trajectory had her on the downward arc. It looked good. Like she was going to make it. As she crossed the third lane, she was hit by an 18-wheeler truck carrying two shipping containers.  
 The damage was instantaneous. 
 It was Newton’s second law of motion in effect. A big mass hits a small mass equals a bad day for the little mass.  
 Sam pulled the hoverbike over to the side of the road.  
 Where Shireen’s lifeless body remained an unrecognizable mess.  



 Chapter Seventy-Four 
 Three weeks later, Sam Reilly made a call to Dean Potter. 
 The numismatics expert greeted him cordially. “Hello Sam. It’s been a while. How are you?” 
 “I’m good, Dean.” 
 Quick to the point, Dean asked, “What can I do for you today?” 
 Sam smiled. “I need you to value something for me.” 
 “Sure, what is it?” 
 “Twenty thousand gold Tetradrachms.” 
 There was a pause on the phone. 
 Sam waited. “You still there, Dean?” 
 “I’m here,” the man replied. “Are you for real?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “You found it?” Dean asked, without trying to conceal his incredulity. “You found Alexander’s Treasure?” 
 Sam smiled. “You bet I did.” 
 “When can I see it?” 
 “I’m in New York now. Just flew in. I can meet you at your place shortly.” 
 “What?” Dean asked. “Just like that?” 
 “Yeah. I’ll see you soon.” 





 Chapter Seventy-Five 

Central Park, New York

 The sky was a crisp, cerulean blue.  
 The park was filled with the sounds of birds chirping, kids playing, and New Yorkers jogging in the park. It was a warm day. Tom Bower was infinitely content. And why shouldn’t he be? He was sitting at a park bench, with an ice cream in one hand and Genevieve’s hand interlaced in his other. He leaned in and affectionately stole a bite of her ice cream.  
 She made a face. Her lips pursed, her blue eyes piercing. “I’ve killed people for less than that you know.” 
 Tom did his best to make a sheepish gesture. “I’m sorry. Can you forgive me?” 
 She lifted her chin up, tilted her head as if she was weighing it up. “Maybe.” 
 Tom leaned in and stole a kiss.  
 She opened her mouth. Her lips mobile and eager, responding passionately. He pulled away. Their eyes met.  
 Genevieve grinned, licking her lips. “All right, you can have a reprieve. At least for today, anyway.” 
 Tom said, “Geeze, thanks.” 
 A few seconds later, Tom’s cell phone rang. 
 He glanced at the caller ID, tempted to let it ring through to voicemail. The ID showed Elise. He was still tempted to let it ring through to voicemail, but something told him not to. 
 Tom answered it. “Hey, Elise. What’s up?” 
 Elise said, “I ran a check on the database of every owner of property on board The World.” 
 “Uh-huh?” 
 “Dean Potter, the numismatic expert that Sam Reilly uses. He’s listed as an owner.” 
 “Okay, that doesn’t necessarily mean anything, right?” 
 “For years, Dean was a guest on board The World, before he decided to buy a place of his own.” 
 “Sure,” Tom said, noncommittally.  
 Elise sighed. “You want to take a lucky guess whose guest he was?” 
 “No idea.” 
 “Shireen Doyle.” 
 A shadow of fear crossed his face. “Dean Potter was working for Shireen Doyle?” 
 “It would appear so. What’s more, he had a meeting with Ashton Gray, Shireen Doyle, and Airlie Chapman two years ago. Shortly after that meeting, all three of them began to finance expeditions to locate Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 “We got it all wrong,” Tom said. “This was never about the rich owners on The World playing treasure hunters, it was about Dean Potter. He set them up. Unable to finance his own expeditions, he set the spark of greedy desire in those who could most likely help him. Airlie Chapman, an heiress and director of an oil and gas exploration company, who could use her resources to scour the sea for clues. Ashton Gray, a retired stockbroker with plenty of funds to expend, and complex about growing old, who was in desperate need for adventure. The man had connections and had tried to fund his own private expedition. And then there was Shireen Doyle, a ruthless woman, capable of pulling the strings to make it happen.” 
 Elise said, “Is Sam with you?” 
 “Sam? No. He’s…” Tom stood up. “Oh shit! Sam was going to stop in and see Dean Potter today to value Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 Elise said, “Quick!” 
 Tom said to Genevieve, “We need to go.” 
 “Where?” 
 “To stop Sam Reilly from making one hell of a mistake.” 





 Chapter Seventy-Six 

432 Park Avenue, Manhattan, New York

 The Black Range Rover SUV passed Carnegie Hall, turning right into 57th St.  
 Its dark, tinted windows reflected the sunlight like mirrors. Sam ran his eyes across the massive skyscrapers that gave the street the nickname of Billionaire’s Row. One thing was certain, life had been good to Dean Potter. Sam recalled the man had come from a banking family. He could imagine Dean’s father being furious when he found out that he wasn’t interested in going into the family business. Then, there was nothing wrong with numismatics, especially when someone like Dean was capable of reaching the echelon in the business.   
 On his left he spotted what he was looking for at the intersection between 57th and Park Avenue. He pulled into the exclusive underground parking lot for 423 Park Avenue, descending several stories below ground before being stopped by a security team. They greeted Sam, checked his ID, and then made a cursory scan of the SUV’s underside for any signs of explosive materials, before pointing him in the direction of the elevator.  
 Sam knew he should have been using a security truck – the sort of thing used to move money around for banks – but in his experience, sometimes the unobtrusive, unsecured worked best in these circumstances. No one would ever expect him to be driving a coin collection that would probably value well into the tune of 100 million dollars. Besides, it wasn’t like he was getting out anywhere. 
 Alexander’s Treasure was safe. 
 He drove into the elevator. A guard called up to Dean Potter, who confirmed that Sam Reilly was expected and to send him up. The man closed the gate, reminded Sam to leave the SUV in Park with the engine off until the elevator came to a complete stop. Sam nodded and did as he was asked.  
 A few seconds later, the elevator began its journey upward. 
 Sam grinned at the grandiose ridiculousness of it all. Who needs a damned elevator for their cars in a Manhattan apartment? What the hell did his friend use it for? Somewhere to park their Lamborghini or Rolls Royce? Why? Sam liked cars as much – if not, more – than the next guy, but he’d never felt the particular need to sleep with his car collection.  
 The elevator came to a stop, opening up in the middle of Dean Potter’s exclusive 96th story penthouse. Sam gently put the Range Rover into gear, and eased forward into the main living room. The view of Central Park all the way through to the Hudson River filled his panoramic vista. He put it into Park, and switched the engine off.  
 Dean Potter greeted him warmly. “Hello my old friend.” 
 Sam smiled. His eyes taking in the sights from more than 1,400 feet up. “This is quite a place you have here.” 
 Dean arched an eyebrow. “You like?” 
 “Sure. What’s not to like? It’s stunning. Numismatics must be doing well.” 
 Dean gave a noncommittal shrug of his shoulder. “Hey, you and I both know this is all inherited wealth. I’ve done well with numismatics, I have, don’t get me wrong. But it would take ten lifetimes as the best coin dealer to afford the deposit on something like this.”  
 Sam said, “I didn’t mean to imply…” 
 Dean stopped him with a curt wave of his hand. “It’s okay. I don’t mind. You of all people know what it’s like to be born into great wealth and yet… want to do something for yourself, make a name for yourself on your own merits.” 
 “Talking about merits…” 
 Dean’s eyes lit up. He patted Sam on his shoulder. “I still can’t believe you actually found it! Alexander’s Treasure,” he said the words, almost wistfully.  
 Sam’s eyes narrowed. “You want to see it?” 
 “Yes. Absolutely.” 
 Sam walked to the back of the Range Rover, pressed the remote key, and the tailgate automatically lifted up. They walked around the back of the SUV and stared at the bags of gold coins. There were eight in total. Sam had left the coins in their original satchels. He hadn’t cleaned them or tried to protect them. That wasn’t his specialty. He was happy to leave that to an expert in numismatics, which was why he was here today. 
 Dean took a tentative step toward the first satchel. His eyes meeting Sam’s. “Do you mind?” 
 Sam spread his arms. “Not at all. Go ahead.” 
 Dean picked up the coin, gently turning it over, his fingers caressing it with the diligent tenderness of a besotted lover. He turned it to the obverse side, confirming the tell-tail mark of a second scepter in Zeus’s hand, noting the coin’s die cast had been designed for the use of silver, not gold.  
 His lips twisted into a mask of pure joy. He patted Sam’s shoulder again. “You did it, my friend!” 
 “Yeah… it wasn’t the easiest thing I’ve done and the methods were… unorthodox to say the least, but I found it.” 
 “Do you want a drink?” 
 “Sure.” 
 Dean poured some whiskey for them both. He didn’t ask what Sam was having. He didn’t have to. That’s not how people their class worked. It was a Glenrothes, single malt scotch whiskey, 40 years edition. 
 Sam lifted the glass enjoying the rich smell of deep copper. The aroma wavered to and fro, from sweeter notes of fresh prunes, dried apricots and candied orange peel to drier scents of leather handbag, cocoa and light prickles of alcohol. Early oak and baking spice flavors develop before dates and wisps of vanilla. 
 Dean held his glass up. “To Alexander’s Treasure.” 
 Sam said, “To Alexander the Great.” 
 They both had a little to drink. 
 Something about the taste seemed familiar to him. Whatever it was, Sam couldn’t quite place it. He felt certain it wasn’t part of the fermenting process vintage Glenrothes used. It was entirely different.  
 That’s when it hit him. 
 The dizziness.  
 The confusion. 
 His head whirled in the exact same way as it had when he was drugged on board The World. Sam tried to fight it, but that was impossible. Just as anyone who’d ever had an operation and tried not to fall asleep after the anesthesiologist gives the sedation.  
 Sam lifted his eyes to meet his old friend. A curious expression written across his face. There was no accusation, simply a mixture of sorrow and betrayal. “It was you.” 
 Dean nodded and made a shrug. “I’m sorry old friend.” 
 “Why?” 
 Dean tilted his head. “Why did I do it? “The same reason anyone does anything. Money.” 
 “But you’re already rich?” 
 “True, but Alexander’s Treasure really is an awfully large amount of money. Plus it will provide accolades as a coin collector that will surpass my every dream.” 
 “You’ll never get away with it!” 
 Dean smiled bringing out a Glock and aiming it at Sam Reilly’s chest. “But I already have.” 
 “How will you justify my death?” 
 “Who’s to say you’re dead?” Dean spread his hands outward. “Nobody needs to ever find the body.” 
 Sam grinned. His world was spinning, but the drugs made him feel good. No reason to take anything seriously. “So, I’m just trying to help you work this out…” 
 “What?” 
 “The body’s going to be easy enough to get rid of, but how are you going to justify where you found Alexander’s Treasure – you know I wasn’t on my own, right?” 
 “Oh, yes… I almost forgot.” Dean passed him a bill of sale for the entire collection of golden tetradrachms from Alexander’s Treasure. “I’ll need you to sign here.”   
 “Ah, that makes sense,” Sam said, trying his best not to sign the document, but doing it anyway. “So, it was you all along, wasn’t it?” 
 “Yep. Every bit of the way. I had Airlie, Shireen, and Ashton all suckered in to do their own parts. Each one believing that they were in charge, that they were pulling the strings to make it happen, when all the time, it was me.” 
 “Clever…” Sam was really slurring his speech now. “You were so good… I’m impressed… really impressed, you know?” 
 Dean smiled. “Yeah, I impress myself. I mean, you did well to find Alexander’s Treasure, but you wouldn’t have even looked if it wasn’t for me.” 
 “That’s right,” Sam admitted.  
 He finished his glass and started to laugh.  
 And like all intoxicated, and in this case, drug affected, people, he couldn’t stop.  
 When he finally settled, Dean shook his head, and said, “I have to ask, what’s so funny?” 
 Sam tried to talk, but his laughter got in the way again. He was trying hard to focus, but the drugs were really having their way with him now.  
 Dean slammed his fists into the table. “Damnit, what the hell is so funny.” 
 Sam suddenly sobered up. His jaw set with determination. “You nearly got away with it, too!” 
 “Got away with what?” 
 “Everything!” 
 A shadow of fear flashed across Dean’s face. His eyes narrowed. “I did get away with it!” 
 “That’s where you’re wrong, but I’m glad we let it play out so well, that I now know the full extent of your betrayal.” 
 “What are you talking about?” Dean asked, pointing the Glock at him. “I won! Who’s going to stop me?” 
 “That would be us,” Genevieve said, a Beretta 9mm in her hand aimed at Dean’s chest. 
 Dean’s eyes darted toward the open back doors of the Range Rover. His face twisted into a mask of incognizant fury mingled with incredulity, as they landed on Genevieve and Tom – both armed, both with the barrels of their pistols pointed at him. 
 Sam tried to restrain himself, but he couldn’t. He continued to laugh. It was a big, boisterous, and carefree laugh. “You should see your face, Dean… priceless!” 
 Dean made his one and only move. 
 He aimed the Glock at Sam. 

Bang, bang!

 Dean dropped his weapon. His eyes drifted down to the two bullet wounds in his lower gut, his hands instinctively reaching to protect himself.  
 Genevieve shook her head. “Sorry, he wouldn’t let it go.” 
 “It’s all right,” Tom said, grabbing a kitchen towel to help cover the wound. To Dean, he said, “Here, hold this tight and you’ll live long enough to go to jail.”  
 Sam kept laughing. “That was great timing! Really, it was. You know, I don’t know what I’d do without the two of you, I really don’t!” His words were slurred, but there was genuine affection in them, too. 
 Dean said, “You will never find a jury to convict.” 
 Sam’s voice became hard and sober for a moment. “Why not? He pulled out his cell phone, which was switched on and had an open line. I have the Secretary of Defense on the line. She has a personal involvement in this case, and wanted to hear everything you had to say.” 
 Dean just stared at him, mute incredulity thundering across his otherwise calm face.  
 “Madam Secretary, what do you think?” Sam asked, “Could we find a jury to convict?” 
 The Secretary of Defense spoke with her crisp authority. “Mr. Reilly… in a case like this, I believe certain rules don’t apply. But I can tell you, that when people try to hurt someone close to me, they will feel the full wrath and weight of the US Defense Service… and may God help them, because I sure as hell wouldn’t want to be in their shoes.” 



 Chapter Seventy-Seven 
 Two days later, and having flown half way around the world to get there, Catarina Marcello knocked on the door to Sam Reilly’s hotel suite. 
 Sam opened it slowly, knowing fully what was coming.  
 This wasn’t the first, or even the second time since he’d started dating her that he’d nearly been killed. The last time, after he’d been shot and neglected to mention it to her, she had promised it would be the final time she’d stay around. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to. Just that she couldn’t live in that sort of fear that she might lose him forever on any given day, simply because of who he was, and what he did. 
 She stepped through the door and wrapped her arms around his neck. Her face was a solemn mask of mixed joy and loss. She didn’t speak at first. She didn’t have to. Sam knew what was coming. He couldn’t ask any more of her. And despite still loving her, he knew it was all that there could ever be.  
 It was no one’s fault. 
 Just life. 
 Sometimes you just had to let these things play out and eventually live with the hand that you’re dealt. He knew what was coming. There was nothing he could do to prevent it, but that didn’t make it feel any less painful. And, even if he could, he wasn’t sure he would have wanted to. It seemed too unfair. 
 She stepped back and held his hand. It was a small, and simple embrace, but it gave way to a sort of emotional release, of a far more underlying, and irrepressible passion.  
 They met each other’s eyes.  
 Their faces so close, they shared each other’s breath.  
 She blinked away the pain.  
 Her lips parted, and their lips met.  
 They kissed passionately. There was a hunger in her touch. A desperation that no amount of time would ever heal. Neither one wanting it to stop. Both terrified they would lose control. Neither willing to give it up. 
 When they eventually pulled away, Sam asked, “Are you going to be okay?” 
 Tears welled in her silver, gray eyes. She drew a breath. A thousand wattage smile plastered across her lips. She wiped away her tears and exhaled slowly. “Yeah. It will take time, but I will be okay.” 
 “I wish…” Sam said, his tongue choking on the dry coating of his mouth as he struggled to find the words. “I wish our story finished differently.” 
 She nodded. “Me, too.” 
 “But I am, so, so very grateful for the time we had and the fact that I got to share some of my life with you.” 
 She squeezed his hands, kissed his lips once more. Her lips lingered, tentatively, savoring their last moments as lovers. “If I live to be a hundred, I’ll always remember our time together as some of the happiest in my life.” 
 “Good bye,” Sam said, kissing her one last time. “I will always love you.” 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   



 Epilogue 
 Sam Reilly sat down to wait in the private wing of LaGuardia Airport. 
 Next to him, Tom read a new Harlan Coben thriller, while Genevieve flicked through a hunting magazine. They were waiting for a commercial flight to Texas, where the Tahila was being serviced.  
 Sam Reilly sat down and began to skim through the digital translation of the vellum journal they had found in Cleopatra VII’s tomb. It contained a compilation of facts, history, and knowledge that she’d saved from the Great Library of Alexandria, before it burned in 48 BC. 
 It was just the sort of distraction he needed.  
 There was a note by Cleopatra VII. 
 Alexander the Great’s legacy was the culture of learning that he spread throughout his empire, leading people to make important discoveries. 
 Sam stared at the words. 
 They seemed equally valid to great leaders of our times as they were 2,300 years ago – spread a culture of learning, and the world will live in enlightenment. Suppress education, or limit it to the rich, and the world reigns in darkness.  
 He read several pages of important inventions and advancements in knowledge. Thales, one of the first true mathematicians used math to calculate the height of the pyramids. He also was the first known person to study electricity in earnest. 
 Sam ran his eyes across the works of Pythagoras, whose mathematics idea haunt school children even today, Anaximander, who theorized that all life comes from earlier life forms, Aristarchus, who determined the Earth revolved around the sun and the universe was huge, and Erasistratus, who founded the Alexandria School of Anatomy, discovering the pulse, that the heart was a pump, and that the brain was where thoughts originated.  
 There was Hipparchus, who invented trigonometry and Euclid, who invented geometry. Eratosthenes, who calculated the circumference of the Earth. Sam checked his calculations against Google, and discovered the man was only off by 200 miles! He kept reading, skipping the complex mathematical equations. There was Archimedes, who invented numerous engineering machines, such as the Archimedes Screw, and compound pulley. There was a description of an Archimedes Ray – a reflective mirror capable of harnessing the power of the sun to blind and burn invading ships.  
 There were stories of Alexander’s conquests, which Sam flicked past without reading. He’d had enough of Alexander the Great for the time being. His eyes kept scanning for something that took his interest, before landing on an interesting story… 
 A fleet of Hellenistic Greeks, in triremes powered by sail and oar sailed across an icy sea to reach a distant land far beyond the great sea, far beyond anywhere in the known world. They set colonies and mined gold, which seemed to be plentiful. Some made recurrent trips, while others stayed to live out their lives, trading the warm Aegean for the cold waters of the Distant Land. 
 Sam kept reading, his eyes wide with rapt attention.  
 Of the great fleet, two people were continuously referenced for their valor. Their names were Odin and Thor. They had fiery red beards and led their fleet of triremes, filled with warriors, to the distant lands, returning with gold and stories of easy conquests. The stories of Odin and Thor’s victories became legendary. They ransacked distant villages, and built a sacred grotto and filled it with their treasures as a reward and testament to the dead who died valiantly in battle. The two men, with their fiery red beards, drove fear into the heart of their enemies. 
 Sam Reilly grinned as he read Cleopatra’s notes. 
 Tom, who had been reading silently over his shoulder, met Sam’s eye. He asked, “What are you thinking?” 
 Sam put the digital tablet down on his lap. “I’m thinking we need to go.” 
 “Go?” Tom asked. “Where?” 
 Sam laughed. “To find Odin and Thor, and the origins of Valhalla.” 

The End
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