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CHAPTER 1:
Cruising to Atlantis
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500 KMs off the coast of Miami

A gentle breeze rustled the azure waves as Seth Gannon, leader of the Seth Gannon Investigators, stood pensively on the deck of his opulent yacht, “The Goddess.” This vessel, a testament to luxury and elegance, had been his prized possession for the past two years, christened in honor of his beloved Delaney. 

Delaney Sullivan approached, her sunlit, dark, wavy hair cascading over her shoulders, and gently placed a hand on his arm. ‘Sethy, are you okay?’

‘I’m okay...’ Seth said. He gazed at her. ‘Just having one of my moments.’

‘Darling...’ Delaney whispered, her voice filled with warmth. Her magnetic blue eyes locked with his. ‘You’re doing so much good. The world needs you.’

Seth managed a smile, taking in her radiant face and the concern etched in her features. ‘I worry about you and the danger you’ve been put in because of my chosen career. We’ve already been through so much. I question why I ever became a private investigator more and more all the time.’

Delaney's slender fingers intertwined with his. ‘You don’t need to think about that right now. We’re on vacation. There are no criminals aboard this boat. Only loved ones.’

Together, they joined the rest of the SGI team on the main deck, where the inviting turquoise waters of the swimming pool mirrored the clear skies above. Laughter and light-hearted banter filled the air as team members relaxed, some accompanied by their significant others. Among the guests were John Luger, a wealthy friend from Malibu, and his ever-dedicated butler, Rhodes.

Rhodes, a middle-aged gent, spoke in a cultured British accent. ‘I was never much for sailing, but there was this one time in Bosnia where my regiment had to sail across the sea to our drop off point.’ He placed a tray of cocktails down on a table and stood beside Luger, his hands on his hips. ‘However, the weather was not quite as glorious as it is here this afternoon, in fact, quite the opposite. The seas were choppy. If I was to be specific, they were quite horrendous and most of the men were seasick well before we landed.’

Set took two cocktails and handed one to Delaney. ‘Sounds like fun.’
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‘It wasn’t. As you can well imagine, when we finally hit the beach, most of the regiment were in no condition to go into battle. We had to remain on the beach and rest for several hours first. I was the one who—’

‘Rhodes,’ Luger interjected. ‘I’m sure all these people, especially the ladies aren’t interested in hearing how your regiment threw up all over the beach.’ He picked up a cocktail. He was a tall man – six foot three, in good shape, wearing a Hawaiian shirt and a baseball cap.

Rhodes peered at him with disdain. ‘Really, John we did no such thing. We were just—’

‘What do you call this cocktail, Rhodes?’ Luger asked, wiping moisture from his bushy moustache. ‘I think it’s a bit light on the vodka.’

‘It doesn’t have vodka,’ Rhodes said. 

‘A cocktail without vodka?’ Luger grinned, showing dimples on his cheeks. ‘I should have replaced you years ago. A good cocktail always has vodka.’

‘It’s a Screaming Viking. Screaming Vikings do not have vodka!’

Rhodes chuckled. 

Seth observed the exchange with amusement, knowing that despite Luger's jesting, Rhodes was an irreplaceable fixture in his life, having been the family butler ever since John was a child. It was a little like Bruce Wayne and his Alfred. Or perhaps in this case, more like Arthur and his Hobson. 

Hugh Collins, one of the SGI's stalwart members and second in command, took a hearty swig of his cocktail. ‘This is the first drink I’ve ever tried that has cucumber juice in it. Surprisingly very nice and I don’t even like cucumbers.’

‘Technically,’ Rhodes interjected, ‘the Vikings would never have eaten cucumbers. Cucumbers originated from India and spread to Western Asia, but wouldn’t have made it to Scandinavia until much later on well after the Viking Age ended.’

Luger moaned, ‘Geez, Rhodes, we don’t need a history lesson.’ 

‘Oh leave him alone,’ Delaney said. ‘I’ve been enjoying hearing his stories and all his little facts and figures.’

Rhodes smiled. ‘Thank you. It’s good to know that there are people who appreciate these little known facts.’

Ash Josephs lifted his glass and eyed it suspiciously. ‘If you ask me, no drink should ever have cucumber juice in it. It’s just wrong.’ Ash was an athletic Maori who had been involved in a couple of earlier SGI cases but was based in New Zealand so they saw little of him. Seth was pleased to have him with them on this trip as they hadn’t seen him in so long.

Something rolled across the deck and came to a stop at the foot of Rhodes. It was a glass marble. The large figure of Taffy Pycroft sat on the deck not far away, scratching his short curly hair. 

‘Marbles?’ Rhodes asked. ‘Really? A grown man?’

‘That’s Taffy for you,’ Ash said, placing his glass back on Rhode’s tray. ‘I think I’ll just have a beer.’ Ash folded his sinewy arms and peered down at the solitary marble before them. ‘Funny... I thought he’d lost them all over the edge.’

Taffy hauled himself to his feet with considerable effort, his ample frame swaying slightly as he steadied himself. He meandered over, scratching his brown curly hair, a puzzled look on his face. ‘I can’t believe it. I’ve lost my marbles!’

The group erupted into laughter 

Ash chortled. ‘So you finally realised the truth after all these years?’ 

Taffy's cheeks reddened and he stooped to retrieve the solitary marble that had settled near their feet. ‘It's not funny!’ he protested, holding up the tiny orb as if it were a precious gem. ‘They all rolled under the railing and fell into the ocean. Most of them anyway.’

‘Wow.’ Hugh shook his head with a snort. ‘And it’s taken you all these years to realise you’ve lost them?’

‘I just lost them now!’ 

‘They were too small anyway,’ Ash said. ‘So I wouldn’t worry. With the type of head you have it’s no great loss. Face it, Taff, they’re gone for good. I’d suggest you get yourself a marble transplant, how about that?’

‘A marble transplant?’

‘It’s when you get somebody else’s marbles and replace yours with them. Like someone who’s died or something like that.’

Taffy stuck out his chest. ‘My marbles were fine! They rolled nicely all over the place.’

Rhodes raised an eyebrow. ‘My word... You say this man is a private investigator? Why would the SGI employ someone like him?’

‘He’s useful,’ Hugh said as Taffy continued his search around the deck for more lost marbles. ‘Makes the crooks underestimate us. When criminals meet him and see what a bumbling fool he is, they think we’re all incompetent so take stupid risks. Then we nail them.’

‘Mmmmmm, quite.’ Rhodes nodded. He headed back inside. 

An hour later, they arrived at their destination. 

The sun hung low on the horizon, casting a warm, golden hue over the gently rolling waves. The Goddess creaked softly as it cut through the water, its sails billowing with the evening breeze. Seagulls cawed overhead, their silhouettes darting against the amber sky.

The atmosphere aboard buzzed with anticipation. They gathered along the starboard side, peering ahead. The ocean stretched endlessly, but amidst the vast blue, clusters of boats dotted the area.

They prepared their scuba gear to go down. 

Delaney, her dark hair now tied back in a ponytail, leaned on the railing beside Seth. ‘Do you think there’s any chance of finding ancient artefacts?’ 

Seth adjusted his diving mask, his gaze fixed on the horizon. ‘Who knows what’s buried down there. I’m figuring if they do some excavating they’ll find a lot of stuff, but I’ll warrant anything obvious would have been picked up by now. But you never know your luck.’

Hugh, already half into his wetsuit, grinned broadly. ‘Can’t wait to get down there. It’s gonna be amazing.’

‘I’m not going down,’ Taffy insisted. ‘You don’t know what’s down there.  There’ll be sharks, jellyfish, stingrays, megalodons, whales... maybe even Lochness monsters!’

Hugh rolled his eyes, zipping up his suit. ‘You can’t go down anyway. We don’t have a wetsuit fat enough.’

Seth placed a reassuring hand on Taffy's shoulder. ‘You can remain up here on deck.’ 

Taffy’s eyes lit up. ‘Hey yeah! I can be the captain while you guys are down there.’

Hugh smirked, adjusting his oxygen tank. ‘We already have a captain. Jim Reynolds, the guy who’s been captaining the vessel since we left the USA.’

Taffy puffed out his chest. ‘Yeah, but he’s not an SGI. I am. So I’m the man in charge and everyone will refer to me as Captain Blighcroft, the most feared pirate on the seven seas!’

‘I’m not doing anything you tell me,’ Delaney said.

Taffy adopted a mock pirate accent, waving an imaginary cutlass. ‘Ye will, ye land lover unless ye wish to walk the plank!’ 

Seth delivered him an evil eye.

Taffy quickly backpedaled. ‘Except for you, Delaney. You don’t have to.’

One of the other women on board, adjusting her flippers, chimed in. ‘You can forget about me obeying your orders too.’

‘Same,’ said another.

‘Then who can I captain?’

Delaney smirked, securing her diving knife. ‘Yourself!’ 

Seth's heart raced with anticipation as he descended into the cool embrace of the Atlantic.  The world above faded away, replaced by the serene silence of the deep. Sunlight filtered through the water, casting dappled patterns on the submerged ruins below.

The city sprawled beneath him, a testament to a civilization long lost to time. Marble columns, now draped in seaweed, stood sentinel over crumbled archways. Statues, their features softened by centuries underwater, gazed blankly into the abyss.

Seth swam through the remnants of what appeared to be a grand plaza - the stone tiles cracked and worn. Schools of colourful fish darted around him, weaving through the ancient structures. It seemed to him like it had been destroyed by some natural disaster, most likely an earthquake or volcanic activity, which had resulted in the island sinking into the ocean forever.

Another diver drew closer. He expected it to be Delaney who had been with him a minute earlier. Instead, it was Andrea Miscati, an aspiring actress friend of hers. She was there as Adam Warren’s date, although Adam never struck Seth as Andrea’s type. 

Andrea's eyes sparkled through her goggles, her uniquely arched eyebrows giving her an intriguingly intense expression that Seth found captivating. She swam gracefully towards him, her movements fluid and confident. Taking his hands, she initiated an underwater dance, their bodies swaying in the gentle current. It was just harmless fun and he joined her with similar antics and even spun her through the water. Andrea leaned back into his chest, guiding his arms to encircle her.

Gently, he loosened his embrace, so she turned to face him. She drew nearer, their masks almost touching, her intentions clear. However, with Adam waiting above deck, Seth couldn't let the moment progress. He offered a regretful smile, softly shaking his head.

Andrea's expression shifted to disappointment. Seth mouthed "sorry" and gave a slight shrug. She nodded in understanding, then gracefully propelled herself away, directing her attention to a cluster of ancient statues nearby.

Sighing, Seth redirected his focus and swam towards another section of the ruins, keeping an eye out for Delaney. There, he spotted Ash examining a crevice between some rocks. Emerging, Ash held what looked like some
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