

    
        
          Deep Trouble

        

        
        
          Clayton Boys Mysteries, Volume 2

        

        
        
          J.T. Brock

        

        
          Published by J.T. Brock, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      DEEP TROUBLE

    

    
      First edition. January 30, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 J.T. Brock.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233968297

    

    
    
      Written by J.T. Brock.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by J.T. Brock

	    

      
	    
          
	      Brendan Starr Sci-Fi Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Rogue Station

          
        
          
	          The Time Tunnel (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Clayton Boys Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Terror Trail

          
        
          
	          Deep Trouble

          
        
          
	          Deadly Deception

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Justin Macdonald Mysteries

          
        
          
	          Terror On Tour

          
        
          
	          The Vanishing Game

          
        
          
	          The Deadliest Stunt

          
        
          
	          Sabotage At Sea

          
        
          
	          Enemy Match

          
        
          
	          Secret Of The Sunken Treasure

          
        
          
	          Danger In The Extreme

          
        
          
	          Game Plan For Disaster

          
        
          
	          Life On The Line

          
        
          
	          The Cryptic Symbol Mystery

          
        
          
	          The Iron Statue

          
        
          
	          Mystery Of The Missing Prince

          
        
          
	          The Misty Lake Monster

          
        
          
	          Trial And Terror

          
        
          
	          Marked For Terror

          
        
          
	          Cold As Ice

          
        
          
	          Out Of Bounds

          
        
          
	          Racing To Disaster

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Justin Macdonald Teen Agent

          
        
          
	          Nowhere To Run

          
        
          
	          Line Of Fire

          
        
          
	          Over The Edge (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Running On Empty (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Against All Odds (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Theo Tanner Case Files

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Sinister Shadow

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Comic Book Crime

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Disappearing DJ

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Mausoleum Mummy

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Creepy Caretaker

          
        
          
	          Case Of The Rock N Roll Renegades

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By J.T. Brock

Deep Trouble (Clayton Boys Mysteries, #2)

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Sign up for J.T. Brock's Mailing List


When the Clayton brothers arrive in Tahiti, they expect sun and surf—not a perilous mission. 

Tasked with retrieving a top-secret device for their scientist parents, Josh, Ben, and Cody are thrust into a world of danger, deception, and international intrigue. 

As the device falls into the hands of ruthless criminals and terrorists, the brothers must use their wits and courage to track it from tropical beaches to the depths of the Mariana Trench. 

Facing shootouts, kidnappings, and betrayal, their bond is tested like never before. 

Can they outsmart their enemies and save the world before time runs out?
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JOSH

“The man’s breath smelled of garlic and something else—onions, maybe. He also hadn’t bathed in probably a year, give or take a month. 

“You will tell us where your brother is,” he grunted in my face, showing broken, stained teeth. 

“I don’t know where he is,” I said between gritted teeth. “I told you, we’re looking for him. We don’t know where he is,” I repeated.

The man backhanded me across the face—that hurt! “Liar,” he spat. “You will tell me where your brother Cody is and where the device is, or I will—.”

Just then, the door to the small room burst open. The ugly man’s companion, the even uglier one with the shaved head, barged into the room. He spoke to his companion in French—something so quick that I could barely understand (I spoke fluent French). But it was something about Cody. I heard them say his name as they glanced at me.

He had been found!

I didn’t know whether to be relieved or sick to my stomach. If they had Cody, then they likely had the device. That wasn’t good news. We had been so close to getting to safety with the device.

The first guy turned back to me, stroking his thick moustache and glaring at me. “We don’t need you anymore,” he said slowly. “We now know where your brother is, and we will have him soon, and that means we will also have the device back in our possession.” He reached into his pocket and took out a gun. 

A pistol.

I gulped. Was this the end? I hoped not. I had a science project to hand in next week and wanted to get a good mark on it. Hey, I worked hard on that thing for weeks.

The man raised the gun, a twisted grin on his ugly face. I did feel sick now. I couldn’t believe it had come down to this. I wished I had never come to Tahiti. Some paradise this was. 

A second later, a shot rang out.

Two days earlier I stepped off a small jet at the airport just outside Papeete, Tahiti, with my two younger brothers. Cody was just sixteen and Ben a year and a half older at seventeen. 

“Whew! It’s hot,” Cody muttered, wiping his brow. His blond, spiky hair was now plastered to his head. 

“It’s 34 degrees Celsius,” Ben remarked, checking his watch, which had a digital display of the weather.

“Thanks, bro,” Cody muttered. “You could have just agreed with me and said it’s hot.”

I glared at my youngest brother. He was always giving Ben a hard time. The two couldn’t be more apart in personalities. Cody was outgoing—the life of the party. Like right now he was dressed in board shorts—pink and orange — with a bright orange tank top. And bright orange flip-flops. Perfect attire for this weather.

Then Ben, who probably did some research on Tahiti before we left home and had probably checked the weather reports, was dressed in jeans and a button-up black shirt. He was probably dying in this heat. He did look like he was about to collapse.

I was more like Cody personality-wise, but being the oldest brother, I felt I had to keep the peace and set a good example. But I could have fun as well. I glanced at my own getup: cargo shorts, and t-shirt, and sandals. And I was sweating. 

“Dude, why are you wearing jeans?” Cody said as we headed across the tarmac to the small customs building. Hopefully, it had air conditioning.

“I dunno,” Ben grunted. “I like my jeans.”

Cody glanced at me and just shook his head. We went inside with the other passengers and welcomed the cool air. Once through customs, we hailed a taxi to take us into Papeete and to our hotel. 

Our driver was a young woman who eyed Ben skeptically in her rear-view mirror. “Have you gentlemen ever been to Tahiti before?” She asked with a slight accent. “I can tell you haven’t,” she said to Ben with a grin. 

Ben just glared at her, and she turned her head back to the road.

“No, we’ve never been here before, but my brother here will be changing into more appropriate attire once we get to the hotel,” I said.

“Don’t think so,” Ben said, turning back to look out the window. “Just leave me alone, will you guys. I’m fine.”

I glanced at Cody and winked. We had a plan.

The trip to the hotel passed quickly, and soon we were alighting in front of the Grand Palms Hotel. It looked like it was out of an old-style movie, with pillars and a small waterfall out front. We headed into the lobby after paying our fare and went to the desk. 

“The Clayton brothers have arrived,” I announced to the desk clerk, another young woman who smiled at our approach. She had long blond hair pulled back in a ponytail and bright green eyes. “I’m Josh Clayton,” I said, “and these gentlemen are my younger brothers, Cody and Ben.”

“Well, welcome, Clayton brothers,” the clerk said. “I’m Alicia and I’m here to help you with whatever you need. Let’s get you checked in.”

Once we were registered and our luggage stowed on a trolley, I asked Alicia where the pool was. 

“I'm not sure,” she said sheepishly. “This is my first day on the job. Let me check.” She dialled a number, then spoke for a moment, then hung up. She pointed to a sliding door at the back of the lobby that led out into the sunshine. “Just out there,” she said, and I nodded thanks, and Cody and I headed in that direction. 

“Let’s get to our rooms,” Ben said, moving towards the elevator. 

“Let’s check the pool out,” Cody said, glancing at me. 

“Come on,” I said to Ben. “Let’s just have a look. Then we’ll go up to the room and get settled.”

Ben sighed and followed us out the sliding doors. A large deck was beyond with a kidney-shaped pool, the water glistening in the midday sun. A few guests were seated around the edge on loungers, but no one was in the pool. Cody and I moved closer to the edge, but Ben stood back.

“Oh, look,” I said, pointing to the bottom of the pool. “What’s that?”

“I don’t know,” Cody remarked. “Maybe Ben knows. Hey bro, come have a look at this.”

“What is it?” he grunted, moving to stand next to us. 

According to our plan, I grabbed Ben’s phone clip off his belt as Cody gave him a shove. With a splash, Ben went headlong into the water. His head bobbed above the surface a few seconds later. 

“You idiots!” he roared as Cody and I howled with laughter. Ben swam to the edge of the pool and launched himself out onto the deck, dripping all over the concrete. He glared at us as he pulled off his sneakers and shook the water out of them. “Very funny, guys.”

“We thought it was,” I said, glancing at Cody, who was still grinning his goofy smile. 

“Yeah, well, I’m going up to change,” he added, pulling off one wet sock then the other, and then wrung them out. He strode off, still dripping water. 

“You must admit, you probably feel refreshed, right?” I said as we headed back into the lobby. He just glared at me.

*
[image: ]


UP IN OUR ROOM, OUR luggage had arrived. Ben changed into cargo shorts and a button-up tan shirt, then proceeded to pack his clothes away in the drawers. 

“We are supposed to be meeting Mr. Devlin at 4:00,” I said as I finished stuffing my underwear into a drawer. Everything I brought could fit in one drawer. Ben took up three drawers. Mr. Prepared.

Ben and Cody both nodded. We knew this was serious. Our parents, Thomas and Cordelia Clayton, were scientists—very well-known and well-respected scientists back on Storm Island, off the coast of British Columbia, Canada. They ran Clayton Corporation, a front for a secret government facility on the island, and it was because of one of their ‘secret’ experiments that we were here in Tahiti, so it wasn’t going to be all fun and relaxation. 

Though my brothers and I were still in high school, we had shown a knack for handling danger—recently we broke up a smuggling ring that had been going on right under our noses on Storm Island. Because of this, Mom and Dad were trusting us with more dangerous assignments to help them out.

“Do you have any idea what this is about?” Cody said, grabbing the TV remote and turning on the TV. “Who is this Devlin guy, anyway?”

“He’s the CEO of Mirotech Industries,” Ben said. “Dad gave us some literature to read up on it. You might want to try that sometime.”

“Why?” Cody said. “You’re the designated literature reader in the family. I just want to know the bare minimum of what we need to know. I don’t need to read 10 pages of background info.”

“Fine,” Ben said. “Devlin wants to work with Mom and Dad—he, of course, doesn’t know the full extent of the research we do, but Clayton Corp has attracted some attention in the South Pacific, hence why Devlin wants to talk to a ‘representative’ from the company.”

Cody nodded. “OK, so why would this be dangerous?” He turned to me. “Do you know why?”

I just shrugged. “Not really. Ben?”

But he just shook his head. 

“All righty then,” Cody said, flipping channels and finding nothing interesting. 

“Wait!” I blurted, looking at the TV screen. A man was talking to a reporter outside a building that looked like it had been on fire. “Turn up the volume,” I said.

Cody complied. Thankfully, the people on the TV were speaking English. 

“—A fire at the Mirotech Industry head office on the outskirts of Papeete,” the reporter was saying. “I’m speaking with Troy Devlin, President and CEO of Mirotech, who says that all employees managed to escape the blaze and no injuries have been reported.”

Troy Devlin was a young man, not much older than us, clean-shaven with spiky dark hair and wearing a grey suit with a pink shirt and a purple striped tie. 

“Right,” Devlin said to the camera. “We have reason to believe this was set deliberately and will be involving the police to investigate. So, if the perpetrators are out there, make no mistake, you will be caught and punished to the full extent of the local laws,” Devlin said with conviction, staring hard at the camera. He looked like a guy you wouldn’t want to mess with. 

The newscaster moved on to another local story, and Cody turned off the TV. “Wonder if Devlin still wants to see us?” Ben said.  

As if on cue, my cell phone beeped an incoming message. “It’s from Devlin,” I said, looking up. “He still wants to meet at 4, but in a location that will be sent to us once we are in the taxi on our way.”

“Pfft!” Cody said. “This is all just a little too much James Bond, isn’t it? Why the ‘secret’ meeting?”

I just shrugged. I glanced at my watch. It was just past noon, so we had a few hours. “Who’s for a power nap?” I suggested. Ben nodded, but Cody shook his head. 

“Are you guys kidding? I want to go for a swim. Meet you two later,” he said, jumping up from the bed and grabbing his swim trunks and heading to the bathroom to change. A minute later, he was back. He grabbed a towel and headed for the door. “Have a nice nap,” he said with a snort, then headed for the door. He opened it and let out a sharp ‘whoa’.

“What is it? I asked, jumping up and heading to the door. Ben followed. Tacked to the door was what looked like a shrunken head with a safety pin stuck through the eye socket. It was hanging on the doorknob. 

“What the—?” Cody said, reaching for it.

“Wait!” I said. “Look, there’s a note attached to it.”

Cody grabbed the piece of paper and turned it so we could all read it.

“Go back home, Claytons. You’re in danger here in Tahiti”
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