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PROLOGUE: HIDDEN CAVE
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(Bay of Bengal – India – One Month Ago)

The screeching bellow of a mighty Indian elephant echoed across the dark waters of the Bay of Bengal.  The powerful creature stomped its immense feet in the mud along the riverbank, nervous and fearful.  The forty year old beast refused to move away from the water’s edge and instead continued to stare out into the dark gloomy night.  Its owner, a young man in his early twenties ran up to the upset elephant and tried to calm it down.  Soothingly he patted the creature’s thick hide and spoke reassuringly, “It is alright Koby! It is alright!”  

He paused and looked out at the quiet Bay. The surface of the dark water and the black night sky were impossible to tell apart due to the thick clouds blocking the moon and stars. The only thing visible were a handful of small lights coming from three immense container ships thirty miles away, each one headed out towards the Indian Ocean. Happily he took a long breath and enjoyed the peaceful moment until the lights finally disappeared from view. He then turned back to Koby and finally convinced his five ton friend to follow him back up the beach to where the other elephants and their owners were spending the evening and waiting for him.

“See my friend, there is nothing out there but the seagulls.”

But the young man was wrong.

A couple miles away floating atop the smooth rolling waves was a small ship, every one of its on board lights eerily turned off.  The only lights in fact were below the water, not above it.  Two faint lights twenty feet below the ship grew in intensity and size until they too were turned off.

Two scuba divers came out of the water like ninjas, both silent and invisible in the swirling shadows of mist across the Bay.

Dressed completely in jet black suits the two divers were carrying a large case, roughly the size of a large modern suitcase, and made out of bulletproof material. The two men silently kicked their fins until they were inches from the ship’s blue hull.  His face still completely hidden from view, one of the men whispered into a microphone inside his mask.

“Ready now.”

Silently a rope ladder was dropped down from above until the bottom rung slapped the water’s black surface.  A second later an empty metal basket was lowered beside it.  The divers carefully set the mysterious case inside, then as the basket was quickly pulled back up they climbed out of the water until they stood in the eerie darkness on the deck above.  There was no-one to greet them.

They quickly took off their fins, tanks, and masks then hurriedly disappeared down a flight of aluminum stairs lit only by a few light bulbs that had been turned on seconds before.  At the bottom was a very small cabin only half the size of a car garage. There were no portholes for anyone to see in from outside.

In the centre was an emaciated and intense looking Indian man in his sixties dressed in dilapidated sailor’s clothes and nervously chewing tobacco.  He was sitting by himself and studying the contents of the black case.

“You can turn the rest of the lights on now Dheeraj.”

The old sailor tapped a cell phone in his skinny right hand and immediately the hold was filled with bright LED light from three fixtures in the ceiling. Dheeraj looked up from the case and grinned, every one of his fake white teeth reflecting the bright light.

“You got it Mr. Bombet! It is all here!”

He then jumped up and left the open case to shake hands with the youngest of the divers, a twenty-five year old Indian man with short cut black hair, warm brown eyes, and a very thin long scar that ran from his chin to just below his right ear.  The scar suggested a violent past, but Darsh Bombet was no hoodlum, but in fact one of India’s most proficient (and honest) treasure hunters.  The thin scar had come a year before not from the pocketknife of a criminal but instead humorously from the sharp nail of a baboon that had scratched him during one of his expeditions into the Indian jungle.

Beside him Rhyce Tucker laughed and shook his head like a wild dog to rid his long hair of the saltwater from the dive.

“You’re famous now mate! We’ll be holding pirate treasure tomorrow!” 

Pushing forty, born in New Zealand and already famous, Rhyce was a good friend of Darsh’s and a tv celebrity. He specialized in creating travel documentaries with a focus on extreme climates and searching for archaeological treasures.  While Darsh was humble and enjoyed the quiet hours of research needed to plan a treasure hunt, Rhyce preferred being in front of a camera and enjoying the fame that came after finding a treasure.

All three men quickly examined the open case. There were only three objects inside, each one covered in a velvet cloth.  A ship’s logbook sealed inside a glass case, a mysterious looking pirate axe pistol from the 1700’s, and the preserved skull of a dangerous prehistoric creature.

A happy silence followed as they simply stared in awe, each man wondering how the world would react when the existence of the mysterious contents became public.

Darsh broke the silence and closed the case lid, snapping the locks back in place.

“Not safe yet.  We can’t relax till New Delhi.”  He then turned to Dheeraj.

“Is the speedboat ready?”

Dheeraj grinned back, his smile genuine despite the artificial teeth.  “Yes Mr. Darsh! And fully loaded for the flight.”

He then tapped his smartphone screen twice before raising it to his ear and speaking, “Take-off five minutes.”  Up above in the small wheelhouse his forty-something younger brother Arnav began to start the engines, and another series of lights came to life illuminating a passageway out of the small cabin.

“You two prepare in your cabins while me make your speedboat ready.”

Two minutes later Darsh and Rhyce carefully stepped back onto the main deck wearing hiking gear and having left their scuba equipment behind. They shook Dheeraj’s hand then climbed down into the speedboat where Arnav was storing two backpacks filled with supplies beside the bulletproof case. Arnav then climbed back up onto the wooden deck after which Darsh pulled the outboard motor to life and steered the small aluminum craft towards the muddy shore.  

The weather had suddenly become a little colder and a light rain began to fall.  Both treasure hunters shivered in the sombre weather, but neither man wasted a second worrying about the discomfort.  

Darsh increased the throttle while Rhyce continuously scanned the dark Bay with night vision goggles.  A half hour passed until the isolated beach materialized out of the cold rain.  Rhyce tossed the goggles into the bottom of the boat and pounded his arm happily against the boat’s side.  “Triumph mate! Triumph!”

Darsh grinned but he didn’t share the long haired adventurer’s enthusiasm.  His instincts told him it was too soon to relax.  

As they approached the sand he killed the engine and took his eyes away from the shore for a second to look back.  Just then sheet lightning flashed over the Bay and Darsh’s heart skipped a beat as he saw what appeared to be three speedboats a mile away skimming the water’s surface towards them.  The lightning passed and the three objects disappeared again into the dark rain of the night.

“Grab the goggles!”

“What?”

“I think we have chasers!”

Rhyce tossed the rope aside and lifted the goggles back to his face.  He studied the Bay for a full ten seconds.

“It’s just some fishing trawlers mate!  They’ve already stopped...they’re casting their nets!”

He stuffed the goggles into his backpack then jumped out to secure the speedboat.

“It’s all good mate! Triumph is still ours!”

Darsh instead waited, scanning the water for any sign or sound his friend was wrong.  Nothing materialized out of the dark and the only sound was the splattering of the cold rain against the aluminum boat.  Begrudgingly he turned away from the Bay for good and strapped on his own backpack, his eyes and ears having confirmed they were safe.  But as he grasped the bullet proof case and stepped onto the wooden pier his sharp instincts still told him otherwise.

Putting on a brave face for Rhyce he slapped his friend on the shoulder.

“To the Pirate Cave!”

Rhyce laughed, his wild hair almost completely covering his face in the growing night wind.

“To the Pirate Cave!”  

They walked out of the “beach” and reaching a small town hailed a taxi to drive them to a West Bengal train station. The driver was busy eating a late supper of butter chicken but was happy to toss the food aside for the large fare.

Over an hour later the taxi pulled into the station and Darsh and Rhyce stepped onto the dimly lit platform to wait. Nervously Darsh watched the fifty other men and women also waiting to board. Five minutes later the old but sturdy train flew into the station on time. They hurriedly boarded and took seats opposite one another. The overhead lights in the narrow car skipped a moment then came back to full power as the train lurched forward and pulled away from the bright lights of the town and sped into the dark countryside.

Darsh watched the platform disappear into the night and finally began to believe that Rhyce had been right all along. There just couldn’t be anyone following them.

Three more hours passed quietly, except for two peddlers who wandered through the cars trying to sell books, water, newspapers, and sandwiches.  Hoping to finally be left alone the two treasure hunters gave in, Rhyce buying a two day old sandwich while Darsh bought the last copy of a daily newspaper.  The elderly peddlers thanked them and politely left, eager to find new customers in the forward cars.

Rhyce tossed the sandwich out the window into the darkness and instead lit a cigarette grinning impishly.

“I love the Indian rail system mate...they let ya smoke!”

“Not anymore.”

Rhyce angrily snuffed the cigarette out just before a security official could be seen entering their car. “Right mate. Health and safety and all that nonsense.”

Darsh turned back to the window and his mind drifted wondering how his life would change once their discovery became public.  Movie deal? Book tour? Those were the things Rhyce wanted. What he wanted was for the world to know the Yeti Pirates were real. 

He turned back to the newspaper which seemed to contain nothing but cricket and field hockey scores, weather predictions, interviews with politicians, and ads for Bollywood.  He reached the last page and realized it was just another ad for an upcoming film, depicting an incredibly beautiful red head trekking through the jungle with the headline: LOST IN THE AMAZON RAINFOREST. 

He sat up in his seat and realized it was no movie ad but a real life news article.  And the woman was none other than Amber Monette, one of the world famous Treasure Rebels.  He furiously scanned the article which stated that she and fellow treasure hunter Travis Jagson were diligently searching the Amazon to find the renowned Maddox Tarver who had disappeared days before.  He finished reading and wondered whether the leader of the Treasure Rebels would ever be found. He then pushed the thought out of his mind and settled in for what would be an agonizing long journey.

Fifteen more hours later the sturdy train hissed to a stop for the last time, having covered almost fifteen hundred kilometres. They were now in New Delhi, India’s capitol and home to over twenty million people.

Impatiently they were amongst the first passengers off the train. They quickly spotted a taxi and Rhyce handed the Sikh driver a very generous amount of Rupees and directions.  The driver happily grabbed the money and sped through a handful of narrow streets narrowly avoiding parked scooters and the occasional sad looking stray dog, the windshield wipers working to clear off the afternoon rain. Thirty minutes later the taxi rolled to a stop at a small airplane hangar on the outskirts of the city.

They knocked on the old office door until the manager with tired bloodshot eyes let them in. He handed them a series of papers to sign then led them to a small room where a table covered in food had been laid out, with two chairs and a small flat screen tv.

“Everything is as you ordered, yes Mr. Bombet?”

“Everything looks fine. We leave at midnight.”

“Midnight it is.”

When the clock finally hit twelve a.m. they jumped up and followed the manager outside where a white twin engine private plane sat fuelled and ready for take-off. They were ready to see the Himalayas.

“We’ve modified it to carry extra fuel as you ordered.”

The manager then handed Darsh a rare looking key.

“Your special car will be waiting for you at the base of the mountains sir.”

Rhyce laughed as they jogged towards Darsh’s plane.

“488 GTB?”

“F12 Berlinetta. It was a gift from my father.”

In minutes they were airborne, Rhyce in the pilot’s seat with Darsh in the co-pilot’s chair studying the mysterious contents of the black case.  He carefully lifted the axe pistol and pulled the flintlock safety back. It still worked. He replaced the safety then examined the curved edge of the axe blade then the large and pointed emerald green jewel at the base of the handle.

“The axe edge is gone. But the rest of the pistol looks strong.”

Rhyce looked at the nasty looking axe blade and grinned.

“But just think what it could still do if chopped into bone!”

Satisfied at the overall quality of the axe pistol Darsh returned the old weapon to the safety of the case and with a loud snap he locked the lid before closing his eyes for a two hour rest.

They each took turns flying and in nine hours the mighty tops of the Himalaya Mountains could be seen in the far distance sticking through the clouds and early morning mist.

The white plane slowly descended until it coasted over a small road then dropped another couple hundred feet until the wheels touched the grass of an empty field below a gravel roadway.  Rhyce cut all the power while Darsh lifted the two backpacks and the black steel case out of the back. Darsh then carefully pulled out a small revolver from a cabinet between the back seats. He snapped it open and looked inside. Unsatisfied with what he saw, he snapped the gun back together and left it in the plane.

Rhyce locked the plane doors then tossed the keys to Darsh who threw the tv personality his backpack. Together they then jogged towards a grove of nearby trees. 

Barely visible beneath a thicket of tree limbs and brambles were fifteen containers filled with gas to be used for the return flight, and the edges of a dull grey tarp. Together they each grabbed a side and with a snap of their wrists the tarp and branches pulled away...to reveal a beautiful red Ferrari F12 Berlinetta.  They quickly loaded their backpacks and the metal case into the surprisingly large cargo compartment in the back then jumped inside.  Darsh inserted the key then hit the red start button on the bottom of the wheel and the 731 horsepower engine came to life.

He hit the accelerator pedal and drove the car up the grassy hill and onto the dilapidated road.  But once the wheels left the grass he kept the mph speed low.  With a rough road surface and a forty foot drop on each side, he didn’t want to risk a spin out or tear up the wheels.

Then he saw the two dirt splattered pickup trucks eerily following behind.  It was not suspicious to see trucks on the road at this early hour, but whenever Darsh slowed down or sped up the two dirty pickups did the same. 

“Rhyce! We aren’t alone!”

His friend looked
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