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PROLOGUE: COPPER SHADES
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(Over Five Months Ago – Isolated Greek Islands – Shark Infested Waters)  

The green glider slowly circled above the sunlit cliffs before curving out towards the Aegean Sea. Victoria admired the incredible view for a full minute as she steered while sitting comfortably in the harness.  

Her watch beeped. It was time to head back and she carefully turned the glider towards the nearest island’s secluded sandy beach.

The glider descended right on course until a gust of wind suddenly struck from the left. Before she could react another gust hit from the opposite direction. The glider rocketed from side to side for a second but she expertly regained control. But as the beach drew close she looked down at the passing sea... to see her expensive digital camera hitting the water and sinking from view. It must have broken away as the glider was shaken. She sighed in disgust at herself for not having taken the time to properly and safely secure the camera.

She then quickly remembered the camera was waterproof. Plus the light coloured Aegean waters were still and peaceful giving the impression that diving to recover the expensive camera would be easy. 

But she knew better. These waters were shark infested.

She shook her head in defeat and quickly put the thought of the lost camera out of her mind. Within moments her feet touched down and she slowed the glider to a comfortable stop fifty feet from her purple jeep.

Victoria Desmond was a native of Greece and professional wildlife photographer. With her short curly brown hair, sun tanned skin and freckled face, it was clear the twenty-five year old had spent thousands of hours in the sun trying to get that perfect shot.

Her boyfriend was waving to her on the beach. She saw him and jumped three feet into the air and right into his arms. They had only been dating for two months but it had been the happiest two months of each of their lives.

“Something fell from your glider, you should check your gear to make sure it’s nothin’ important.”

“Only my camera Maddox.”

“Ain’t that one waterproof? You can still fish it out.” 

“I’ll get a new one!”

“But what about the photos for your contest?”

“If there was a memory card in it, they would be older pictures I don’t need.”

She looked out at the sea and her beautiful smile vanished before she continued, “You know the waters around here are the most dangerous for sharks in Europe. I don’t want you scuba diving trying to find that camera just for me.”

Maddox Tarver shook his head and smiled, “I won’t.”

She then pointed to a white yacht with blue trim two hundred yards offshore, the words Wild Adventure painted on the hull.

“Or Travis and Amber. They won’t either!”

“They won’t.”

She turned away from the water and pointed at his face, her smile returning.

“One other thing.”

“What?”

“You look much more handsome with sunglasses.”

He grinned and threw the cheap plastic shades with the dark green rims into the sand, revealing his intense yet cheerful blue eyes. “No way. Already tired of them.”

She kissed him then replied, “I don’t blame you. When all those reporters take your picture it would be a shame to hide those handsome eyes.”

“All they will want to take photos of will be the treasure.”

Together they then dismantled the glider and put it into the back of the old jeep. Victoria then jumped into the front seat and looked out again towards the Treasure Rebels’ yacht.

“They’re picking you up here?”

He pointed to a small dinghy pulled ashore. “I’m to meet them in ten minutes.”

She closed the driver’s door and asked, “See you Friday at our spot in Crete?”

“Then to the press conference.”

“Great! I can’t wait to see those Greek statues made of silver!” 

She blew him another kiss then spun the jeep away, beeping the horn and waving goodbye through the driver’s window. Maddox waved back and watched the off-roader leave the beach.

He walked over to the dingy and pulled it into the clear turquoise water, then grasped the engine cord. 

He hesitated. 

Maddox knew the “Greek Gladiator Shark” waters were a four mile patch of the Aegean Sea amidst a stretch of small isolated Greek islands. No-one dared to swim or scuba dive in the area due to over thirty shark sightings in the last ten years and multiple stories of sailors being attacked in days long gone by. Maddox knew the actual number of shark attacks in the Mediterranean region was actually small, especially around Greece. He believed only a couple of the “Gladiator Shark” stories were true, and the rest fabrications.

He looked away and pulled the cord. On the second try the engine crackled to life.

But he kept thinking about the camera.

His instincts told him to let it go. He’d buy her an even better camera, the best one money could buy, and surprise her with it at the cliffs in Crete in a few days.

But...

He killed the engine, grabbed a snorkel, and jumped into the warm water. He kicked effortlessly and did his best to estimate where he had seen the camera sink. The sandy seafloor was only twenty feet down and he hurriedly searched.  After two dives he had found nothing but a corroded pop can and a rusty propeller.

He resurfaced and took a deep breath. One more dive he told himself.

He reached the bottom in two seconds and scanned in every direction. There. Ten feet away he spotted the camera resting in the soft sand inside a twisting maze of four foot tall coral.

He knew the type of coral was not poisonous or sharp, and could see the only way to grasp the camera was to reach down from above. So without bothering to peer inside he swam up and reached down till even his head disappeared from view. His eyes were focused only on the camera as his hand gripped the black frame, pulling it free from the dark coloured sand.

He never saw the white serrated teeth of the blue shark until the last second.

The shark savagely bit into Maddox’s snorkel mask as it cut through the water, the deadly teeth easily puncturing through the plastic and slicing into his face.  The ocean predator quickly let go before spinning back and disappearing into the jumble of coral.

All Maddox could see was dark red in the water as he kicked wildly for the surface. He climbed frantically into the dinghy, started the engine and rode as fast as he could for the Rebels’ white yacht.

Moments later he grasped the metal stair rungs and hastily climbed up towards the yacht’s deck. The moment his face became visible Amber Monette and Travis Jagson rushed forward to help him up.

His face was a mess. Only his intensely angry blue eyes were visible. Everything else was covered in blood.  

He crumpled to the deck in despondent exhaustion. He quickly studied the camera for a second then threw it across the deck until it cracked against one of the rails on the far side. No one bothered to pick it up.

Amber immediately began cleaning the blood away while Travis had already disappeared inside the expansive glass cabin to call for medical help. 

She kept working and asked, “What happened?” 

Maddox painfully grimaced at the brutal pain and replied, “Blue shark. Swam right into the bite.”

“How did you get into the water?”

“Trying to save Victoria’s photos.”

She wiped another blotch of blood away and looked directly into his face, studying his eyes closely.

“Can you still see me?”

“Clearly.”

She sighed in relief.  

A couple moments passed and then Maddox eyed the mangled remains of the snorkel mask streaked with blood on the deck. He then looked back at her and asked the obvious question.

“How does the face look?”

She pretended not to hear him.

A sad silence set in until a minute later Travis re-emerged from the glass cabin carrying a duffel bag filled with safety gear, maps, and pilot notebooks.

“The nearest island that has a hospital is only a forty-five minute ride by helo from here. They’ll be ready to see Maddox when we land.” Without another word he ran to the other end of the yacht where their small Robinson R44 helicopter was securely tied down.  

Amber helped Maddox to his feet and together they walked towards the chopper where Travis was finishing the pre-flight check. In moments Maddox was seated beside his Hawaiian friend

while Amber stepped back and waved all clear. Travis waved back, the rotor blades began to cut through the air, and the R44 left the deck. 

As the four-seater disappeared into the sky, Amber ran back inside the expansive cabin to keep in touch with her friends and pilot the Wild Adventure towards Greek land.

Exactly forty minutes later the R44 settled onto a brightly painted helo pad three hundred yards from the hospital’s revolving emergency room doors. Travis cut the engine and before Maddox had even opened the bubble shaped passenger door two medics had appeared by the small aircraft.

Travis lifted his headset off and said, “Amber will be pulling into the docks soon. We’ll be back in a couple hours to see you.”

Maddox opened the door a centimeter then looked back at his friend, a look of intense alarm in his eyes.

“Don’t tell Victoria.”

“We won’t. We’ll keep the press in the dark too.”

“Thanks man.”

Maddox then stepped out and was immediately rushed towards the emergency room entrance. Travis uneasily watched his friend disappear inside, then replacing his headset he began to power up the R44 once again.

Fifteen minutes later the small helicopter softly landed atop the Wild Adventure’s helo pad, mere minutes after Amber had docked the ninety-foot craft in the island’s harbour.

As Travis powered down she locked and secured the yacht’s cabin.

They met at the ship’s rail where Travis pulled out a handful of Euro bills. “We’re lucky. I spotted a bunch of cabs waiting for customers at the front of the harbour when I flew in.”

“Good. I’m read-”

She stopped and noticed the damaged camera resting against the rail. Curious she scooped it up. 

“He said he was trying to save Victoria’s photos.”

She then handed it to Travis who examined the expensive camera closely, carefully opening it to check the memory card compartment. 

It was empty.

He then spat in disgust and shook his head in seething disappointment.

“No wonder he’s angry...he just wrecked his face for nothing.”

========================================

(Two Days Later – Crete Cliffs) 

The taxi rolled to a crunching stop atop the pebbled stones of the old cliff-side road. Victoria hurriedly paid the driver then stepped out, rushing up the tree lined path until she was standing atop the cliff itself.

She didn’t notice the incredible view of the Aegean Sea stretched out far into the distance, or the burning Greek sunlight which brightly lit up the blue waves and the surrounding island countryside. She only noticed one thing. 

Maddox was missing.

Half a mile away Maddox pulled to a stop, his Triumph Street Scrambler motorcycle crackling with noise as he revved the engine. There was no one else on this small dirt road and he paused to think. There were only two ways he could ride. Forward to the press conference miles away in the town of Sitia, or he could turn left...which was the pebbled road which led up to the cliff where Victoria was waiting.

He hesitated then flipped the visor on his helmet up, looking sadly at his reflection in the motorcycle’s side mirror. He didn’t see himself; all he could see were the bloodied bandages around his eye sockets and the obscured form of the chewed damaged skin beneath them. 

He slammed the visor closed and drove towards the press conference.

========================================

Thirty minutes later he pulled to a stop on the edge of Sitia in Crete. The entire town seemed alive with excited anticipation and he could see the stage for the press conference set up on a platform on the docks overlooking the water. Surrounding the platform were thousands of people who were either lining the boardwalks and streets or watching from the balconies of the nearest buildings.

Surrounded by their fans Travis and Amber were signing autographs atop the platform while the tv crews were setting up their gear. Meanwhile other members of the press were taking snapshots of the Greek artefacts the Treasure Rebels had recovered from the Mediterranean. There were fifty items in all beneath the stage, every ancient piece of treasure lit up by the never ending flash of digital cameras. This was the second time the Rebels had discovered a shipwreck in Greek waters, and it felt as if every news agency in Europe was there to interview them.

But Maddox didn’t drive towards the stage. Instead he spun the wheel and headed towards the other side of the harbour.  He reached the boardwalk and drove right onto it, driving past yacht after yacht until coming to a stop beside the Wild Adventure. He jumped off the Scrambler and walked up the gangway onto the quiet deck.

The glass cabin was full of scuba equipment, sonar devices, and a dozen pieces of a strange looking chainsaw on the centre table that hadn’t been put together yet. He ignored all of it and instead walked to the far corner where a large wooden crate sat covered in diver wetsuits. He tossed the suits aside and opened the lid, finding what he was looking for stored safely in the bottom corner. 

It was a small case made of carved wood, roughly twice the size of a pack of cigarettes.  

He opened the strange wooden box then measured the object inside with his hand. Then looking at his reflection in one of the cabin windows, he grabbed a pair of scissors and snipped away at the edges of the bandages which stuck out, leaving only the essential patch around the eye sockets. Satisfied he closed the crate, kept the small wooden case, and ran back outside.

At the other end of the harbour Travis and Amber took their seats. They tried their best to ignore the empty seat beside them, but couldn’t. Covering the microphone Travis whispered, “The island’s only so big, wherever we say he is it won’t take the media long to figure out we’re lying.”

Before she could answer the roar of a motorcycle could be heard and everyone turned excitedly to see Maddox’s Scrambler roll to a stop below the platform. The crowd cheered wildly as Maddox climbed the steps, every person eager to see the world’s greatest treasure hunter.  

Maddox then began to undo his helmet while Amber and Travis looked at the mass of people in all directions with dread. 

How would the world react to seeing Maddox’s bandaged face?

The helmet dropped away and Maddox waved at the crowd in appreciation. There was no gasp of astonishment, no frenzied flurry of cameras at an unexpected sight.

Travis and Amber looked at each other in disbelief.  Why wasn’t anyone in the crowd shocked? Then they looked at Maddox and understood.

The leader of the Treasure Rebels was wearing copper coloured sunglasses which just covered the bandages around his eye sockets. The shades had a unique design which vaguely looked like sunglasses a surfer would wear. The lenses were also heavily tinted and mirrored, so all anyone could see was the rich copper colour and nothing behind the lenses. 

The moderator began speaking and addressed the crowd, politely asking Maddox to take his seat. To the moderator’s annoyance Maddox instead waited an extra couple seconds to continue thanking and acknowledging his mob of fans.

But had the cameras zoomed in closer the press would have caught that Maddox was now barely smiling. And if anyone had been able to see his eyes, they would have realized he wasn’t even looking at a single person in the crowd. Instead from high atop the stage his eyes were now looking towards the cliffs in the far distance which overlooked the Aegean Sea.

And the whole time his eyes reflected the pain he felt. But not the pain from the shark bite.

The pain of regret. 
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PART I: THE SAFE
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(Present Day – Aegean Sea – Isolated Greek Islands)

The brutish howl of a large guard dog echoed across the sapphire blue waters of the Aegean Sea towards a secluded beach. The beach’s only occupants were a small herd of wild goats that looked up at the frightening sound. But instead of spotting a fierce dog all they could see was a large super yacht sailing slowly past.

The multi-million dollar yacht Blue Flower soon left the island behind and the drooling beast on deck gave one last bark at the goats. The Rottweiler/Boxer cross then effortlessly pulled his paws off the guardrails and began quickly padding across the painted deck. Two men patrolling the yacht stopped to say hello, carefully slinging their uzi machine guns behind their backs as they bent down to pet his head. He barked cheerfully to them then disappeared down the nearest stairwell. He smelled rich food.

He passed a waiter carrying a tray of empty beer bottles and wine glasses, and the Captain’s twenty-something daughter Tamla, nervously smoking an e-cigarette and heading to the surface for some fresh sea air. He entered the central cabin filled with food trays, cigar smoke, a large bar, and an even larger poker table set up in the centre. The large dog ignored the bartender and the eight poker players, instead focusing his attention on a silver food tray sitting near the door. Hungrily he began chewing down eight hundred dollars’ worth of cooked gourmet fish and
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