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      The helicopter circled the sky high over the aqua waters of the Indian Ocean before descending toward the helipad located atop the research station.

      The facility was a large hexagonal cement block connected by a long pier to a small, postcard-perfect island. This was Saint-Aventin, an island less than half a mile in diameter, inhabited only by those who worked at the private research station that had been built there. Scientists, maintenance staff, and even a Michelin-star chef made up the tiny population, all employed by Dr. Maurice Moreau, the exorbitantly wealthy owner of the facility.

      Shane spotted the research station first. Sitting in the back of the chopper being flown by Moreau’s pilot, he gestured with a nod of his head for Jake to look out the window as the chopper pitched left and began its descent.

      “Why do I get a bad feeling about this?” Jake asked in a voice low even for Shane to hear but not the pilot.

      “Why do you ask?” Shane replied in his Texan accent, one eyebrow raised in mock suspicion. “Is it because Dr. Moreau’s lab looks kinda like a villain’s lair from an old spy movie?”

      “In a word, yes,” Jake nodded. “Are you sure this is such a good idea?”

      “Relax, would ya? Everything’s going to be fine. Dr. Moreau is one of the leading geneticists on the planet. He’s also a fanatic when it comes to ancient apothecary. You put his profession and his hobby together, and he’s the one person in the world who knows the truth behind the Tomb of Heaven.”

      “I’ve still got a bad feeling. We should have brought Luca and Will along, just as back-up.”

      “We’re simply here to ask a few questions. And if I remember correctly, you were the one who put your hand up first for this trip. You said you needed the distraction.”

      “I do,” Jake said, looking away in frustration. “I feel useless sitting there watching over Eden, just waiting for him to get better. I want him back.”

      “He’s gonna be okay,” Shane said, reaching out and squeezing Jake’s shoulder reassuringly. “Eden’s gonna be back on his feet in no time, I promise.”

      It wasn’t until they had returned from China that Shane and the others began to truly notice the moments between Jake and Eden. All of them were concerned for Eden after his fall at the Zhang Diamond Tower in San Francisco, but Jake had taken it particularly hard. On the long journey back to the island of San Sebastian he had held Eden’s hand, stroked his brow, and talked to him even when he wasn’t conscious as though he believed his words could be heard.

      But Eden’s recovery was slower than anyone anticipated, and Jake had been a lone wolf too long to withstand the feeling of helplessness any longer.

      The moment Professor Fathom told them of the incident surrounding the Keys to Rasputin’s Riddles, Jake knew it was his chance to get away and do something—anything—to keep his mind off Eden’s rehabilitation.

      Now, however, as they descended toward the bunker-like research facility below, Jake was questioning whether this was the kind of distraction he needed.

      “Relax,” said Shane, feeling the tension in Jake’s shoulder. “Before you know it we’ll be back on San Sebastian and Eden will be feeling as good as new. All we have to do is meet with Dr. Moreau, find out who might have stolen the Keys to Rasputin’s Riddles, then we’ll be on our way back home.”

      “You sound so eager to enter the secret laboratory of Dr. Doom down there,” Jake said with more than a hint of sarcasm.

      “I’m sure the good doctor doesn’t appreciate being called names. Besides, he’s probably a lovely old man…”

      “…with a scar down one side of his face and a purring cat on his lap,” Jake tacked on.

      As the chopper settled on the helipad, Shane and Jake both looked with trepidation at the enormous Polynesian man in a tuxedo, awaiting their arrival.

      Jake shot a glance at Shane. “Let me guess, this guy’s straight out of Henchmen School.”

      Shane grimaced in agreement. “By the looks of it he graduated top of his class.”

      The Polynesian man opened the door to the chopper and gestured for the two visitors to disembark. “Gentlemen,” he said loudly over the whir of the helicopter blades. “Welcome to Saint-Aventin. Doctor Moreau is expecting you in the Aquatorium. Please, follow me.”

      Jake and Shane walked briskly behind the large-framed man who led them to a set of stairs descending into the hexagonal structure.

      Leaving daylight behind, Jake and Shane followed their guide inside the facility and along a series of metal walkways that weaved through a kaleidoscope of blues and greens dancing on the surface of two enormous water tanks on either side of the men. There were no handrails on the walkways, and with more than just a little trepidation both Shane and Jake noticed a large, ominous fin gliding through the waters.

      “Is that what I think it is?” Jake asked nervously as the fin followed menacingly alongside them.

      “You might like to watch your step,” was the only response given by the Polynesian.

      Jake couldn’t take his eyes off the fin… and the colossal dark shape to which it was attached, moving slowly through the blue waters. Shane was looking in the opposite direction at the two other huge fins moving silently through the water a short distance away.

      “Are you still sure this is such a good idea?” Jake asked Shane again in a low voice.

      “Remain alert, not alarmed,” Shane whispered back. “And whatever you do, don’t trip.”

      When they reached the end of the walkway and left the tanks behind, Jake and Shane both let out an audible sigh of relief.

      “Dr. Moreau is this way,” said the large Polynesian as he began to disappear down a metal spiral staircase leading to a lower level.

      Jake and Shane followed him deeper into the facility.

      This time, they descended into a circular, light-filled room lined with plush blue curtains and decorated with enormous coral sculptures of all colors. Chandeliers like ornate, crystal jellyfish hung from the ceiling. Several tables adorned with candles and flowers made it feel more like a restaurant than a room in a research lab. Interspersed throughout the table were tall cylindrical glass cabinets, each filled with what looked like the relics of ancient laboratories: centuries-old chemistry sets and measuring beacons; leather-bound books dedicated to body parts and poisons; barnacle-covered medicine bottles from old shipwrecks.

      At a table in the middle of the empty restaurant sat a small man in a white suit with a rather large cranium. He wore a pair of thick, white-rimmed glasses and a white bowtie to match, and had been sipping soup from a bowl until the moment his guests arrived.

      After quickly patting his lips with a cloth napkin, he rose to greet them.

      “Ah, gentlemen. Welcome to Saint-Aventin. I see you’ve met Jupiter.” The man in the white suit gestured to the large Polynesian man. “My name is Dr. Maurice Moreau.”

      “I’m Shane Houston. And this is Jake Stone.”

      “I know who you are. The reputation of Professor Fathom and his men precedes you all. Don’t take that as a compliment, you have a tendency for meddling in things you shouldn’t and a certain knack for creating chaos wherever you go. I can’t imagine how high your insurance premiums are. Needless to say, I would appreciate a little care and respect while you’re here. This room we’re standing in is my haven, my sanctuary from the world. This… is my Aquatorium. The world’s only underwater 5-star restaurant set inside a research facility.”

      With a clap of the doctor’s hands, the blue curtains lining the room slid open to reveal a large glass wall—which was all the separated them from the tanks they had passed above… not to mention the three Great White sharks now circling the room, intently watching the humans inside the glass restaurant.

      “Gentlemen, you’re just in time for lunch,” Dr. Moreau informed his guests.

      “Please tell me we’re not on the menu,” Shane said with a nervous laugh.

      The doctor laughed in response… then simply said, “Won’t you join me at my table?”

      Dr. Moreau led the men to his table, where Jupiter pulled out a chair each for Jake and Shane then took a seat beside them.

      “I trust you don’t mind if Jupiter joins us,” Dr. Moreau said. “Just for security reasons, you understand. One can never let one’s guard down.”

      With that, Jupiter opened his suit jacket, pulled a pistol from his shoulder holster and placed it on the table, leaving his hand resting on it.

      The largest of the three sharks glided by the floor-to-ceiling glass separating the men from the water tanks.

      Shane glanced from the shark to Dr. Moreau. “Haven’t you heard the saying, people in glass restaurants shouldn’t shoot bullets?”

      “If there’s any need for Jupiter to fire his weapon, he won’t be aiming at the glass,” Dr. Moreau said with a polite smile. “No offence.”

      “None taken,” Jake smiled back. “But please be assured, we’re not here to cause any trouble. We just have a few questions.”

      “Yes, you’re here to ask about the Tomb of Heaven. Herr Schroeder informed me that Professor Fathom wants to know if the legend is true, which begs me to ask the question… why?”

      A cautious look passed between Jake and Shane.

      Dr. Moreau noticed, then smiled as though a realization had just dawned on him. “Someone has stolen the Keys to Rasputin’s Riddles.”

      “Is that a question or a statement?” Jake asked.

      “Take your pick. It was only a matter of time before someone’s curiosity got the better of them. But are they wasting their time trying to find the Tomb of Heaven?”

      “That’s what we’re here to ask you,” said Shane.

      Dr. Moreau raised one eyebrow. “Isn’t that something we’d all like to know. What precisely is inside the Tomb of Heaven? If the historians and scientists are correct, then the tomb will be nothing more than an empty chamber, if it even exists at all. But if the writings and ramblings of the mad monk’s disciples are correct, then the tomb could hold the answer to immortality itself. The elixir of life. The concoction that made the monk Rasputin almost superhuman, enabling him to miraculously survive one assassination attempt after another so that he could flee to his unknown hiding place. A place they call the Tomb of Heaven.”

      For a moment, the doctor watched the sharks circling the restaurant, his mind pondering the enormity of the conversation. “Do you know why it’s called the Tomb of Heaven?”

      Jake and Shane shook their heads.

      “Because if the elixir of life does exist… if Rasputin created a potion that would grant eternal life… if he actually managed to bottle immortality… then there’s no need for heaven anymore.”

      “Does it exist?” Jake asked matter-of-factly.

      “If you’re asking me if I stole the Keys to Rasputin’s Riddles, the answer is no. I prefer to search for immortality via more scientific methods. For me the answer is right here.” With a wave of his hand, he gestured to the three giants ominously swimming around them, watching them.

      “These creatures are not simply my life’s work. They are my world. My children. They are the epitome of perfection—nature’s grand design, created more the 420 million years ago and still they rule supreme over seventy percent of our planet. Unlike humans, their actions are
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