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CHAPTER 1:
Baker Does some Digging
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Seth and Delaney Gannon lounged on the sprawling grounds of the Seth Gannon Investigator’s Estate, the warmth of the afternoon sun casting a golden glow over the landscape. They sat at a wrought-iron table, sipping chilled orange juice while their eighteen-month-old daughter, April, played on a soft blanket spread over the grass. She made raspberry noises while shaking a rag doll.  

Seth watched her with a contented sigh, still savouring the joy of having finally married Delaney two months ago. After thirteen years together, it felt so good that she now officially shared his name.

Their table overlooked a meticulously maintained flower garden, where vibrant blooms swayed in the breeze, and a clear, bubbling stream wound its way through the estate. The water sparkled like scattered diamonds, and the soft rustling of trees added to the tranquil atmosphere. It was their sanctuary, a place they cherished.

‘Blake should be here in half an hour,’ Seth said, his gaze shifting from April to Delaney. ‘Are you sure you’re okay, him coming to stay for a few weeks?’

Delaney snuggled closer, resting her chin against his chest and drawing lazy circles on his arm.  ‘Of course I am. He’s your son.’

Seth exhaled heavily. ‘I know, but I feel bad for you. It should have been you that mothered my first child.’

Delaney reached for his hand, lacing her fingers through his. ‘Darling, it’s okay. We have our first child together and it doesn’t matter that there’s another one. And he’s a lovely boy. He’s exactly like you were at his age.’

Seth chuckled. ‘He is, isn’t he? And has the girls running after him. He sighed. ‘I was silly for not using protection.’

‘Hey! She was your girlfriend before me. And it’s not your fault that her parents made her keep it a secret. Convincing her the baby would be better off having nothing to do with you.’

Seth shook his head. ‘Nearly fourteen years and finally she shows up. “Meet Blake. He’s your son.” Damn, I just wish she’d contacted me sooner. I would have been willing to support the kid.’

‘I know. But you can do that now. And you can make up for all the time you’ve never had with him.’

Seth studied her expression. ‘Are you sure you’re okay with that?’

‘Yes.’ She nodded with a smile and drank from her juice. ‘None of this is his fault and he’s still your son. And it doesn’t change anything between us. And it doesn’t change how special April is to us.’

Their eyes drifted back to their daughter, her long dark hair cascading over her shoulders, big blue eyes glistening with joy. If Blake was a little Seth, then April was for sure a little Delaney.

The sound of heavy footsteps interrupted their peaceful moment. Taffy Pycroft barrelled across the grass, his round frame bouncing with each step. 

‘He’ll be here in five minutes.’ He plonked himself into a chair at their table, which creaked under his weight.

‘Blake?’ Seth asked, wondering how Taffy would know. 

‘No! Irwin!’

Taffy’s long-lost twin brother. 

Seth couldn’t help but see the irony. His own son he never knew about had been introduced to him for the first time six months earlier. Taffy, although he’d known about his brother for two years now, had only ever met him twice. Now Irwin was also coming to stay as a guest at the estate. 

Taffy reached for the last scone on the plate, loaded with cream and jam, and shoved nearly half of it into his mouth. He swallowed it down like a python devouring its prey. ‘Finally, you’ll get to meet him. I’m telling you, guys, you won’t be able to tell us apart.’

While Taffy engulfed the other half of his scone, Seth had to hold back a laugh as Delaney mouthed a horrified scream. 

When Taffy glanced back up, she quickly smiled again. ‘Identical twins,’ she said. ‘Two Taffy Pycrofts. Watch out world.’

‘You bet!’ Taffy grinned, grabbing a cracker and slapped a chunk of cheese on it. ‘We’re gonna be partners in crime. It’s gonna be great!’

‘I’m not sure I’m ready for it,’ she teased. ‘So tell me again, what was the story? Why were you separated at birth? I did hear it from Baker, but I think he was grossly exaggerating.’

Taffy waved a hand dismissively, as if what he was about to say was the most normal thing in the world. ‘Irwin was a really sickly baby. Like, really sick. The doctors were sure he was gonna die.’

‘A-ha. I heard that bit. Believable so far but—’

‘He was so bad they just chucked him straight into the rubbish!’

Delaney winced and exchanged a horrified glance with Seth. ‘Okay, now that’s the bit I was sure Baker was joking about.’

‘No joke. It really happened. A nurse took pity on him, pulled him out of the rubbish, nursed him back to health and took him in as her own kid.’

Delaney shook her head. ‘And this all happened in a New Zealand hospital? A kid being dumped into the rubbish?’

‘I don’t think it was a hospital.’

‘You don’t say!’ Delaney downed another mouthful of orange juice. ‘Are you sure it wasn’t a doorstep rather than a rubbish bin? I’d buy that maybe.’

Taffy shrugged. ‘Nup. Not what Irwin tells me.’

Seth chuckled. ‘Well, if Irwin is anything like his twin brother, I’d probably take that story with a grain of salt.’

Delaney burst out laughing. 

‘Huh? What?’ Taffy asked mid-chew, crumbs escaping from the corner of his mouth. 

‘Never mind,’ Seth said. ‘I guess we should go inside. Especially seeing as Blake will be here soon too.’ 

Seth stood. 

‘I’ll deal with April,’ Delaney said. ‘See you guys in there.’

Taffy grabbed the plate of crackers and they made their way past the estate’s pool and into the party room, where Baker Deans sat hunched over a laptop, surrounded by books and magazines. Baker wasn’t one for study and, as far as Seth was aware, he wasn’t going for any qualifications. He was content to be part of the Seth Gannon Investigators, working on cases. 

Taffy was the first one to comment and stepped up behind their short, spikey-haired colleague. ‘What the hell, Baker? Is that a history book? What a lame-ass.’

Baker shot him a glare. ‘Since all the news recently about piracy I thought I’d do a little research.’ He turned to Seth. ‘I just can’t believe it’s started up again. I thought we’d done away with that shit years ago.’

Seth nodded. It had been all over the news - modern-day pirates, and not just small-time crooks. Something big was brewing.

Baker tapped at one of his magazines. ‘They’re saying that a submarine of some kind is involved this time. We should investigate.’

Seth chuckled. ‘Leave it for the cops... or the coast guard or the marines or whatever.’

‘Ah come on, Seth. It’s been about two years now since you got involved in a case. You know Fingers McGraw is still out there somewhere.’

‘It was bad enough that Delaney was put in so much danger in our last big case. And that Fingers could have so easily got to us. I have a daughter now... and a son I never knew about before. I’m not sure about getting involved in any more cases. I’m happy to let Hugh run the show.’

‘But it’s not just Fingers on the run. Now Tiny Flynn too. He’s loose, having escaped custody when being transferred to another prison. And other creeps we put away who were in that transfer.’

‘Which is why I’d rather leave this to the FBI.’

Taffy grumbled. ‘Seems we lock these guys up and they escape.’

‘That’s half the problem,’ Seth said. ‘The system can’t seem to keep them confined. And then the odd few like the Fingers McGraws and Tiny Flynns of this world all want to come looking for revenge. I don’t want that anymore. I have too much at stake now.’

‘But we’ve seen neither hide nor hair of McGraw or Flynn. Maybe this time they’ve decided just to remain hidden and avoid the consequences of having to deal with you.’

‘I’d love to think that’s the case, but I’m not holding my breath. But I gotta put my new family first. Delaney is the most precious thing in my life and she’s happier than ever with me not working causing her stress. Especially now she’s a wife and a mother.’

‘I get it,’ Baker said. ‘Delaney lights up the entire place just by her presence. The Delaney who makes everyone smile just by being there. But even she says you should get back into detective work. Even she says the world needs Seth Gannon.’

‘She’s a darling,’ Out of the corner of his eye, Seth noticed another of their colleagues enter the room and head in their direction. ‘She knows how much being a detective means to me, but she means more to me than that and so do my kids.’ 

Mad Dave Harris stepped up to them and rubbed his goatee. The tall skinny Englishman had joined the Seth Gannon Investigators, after having been involved in the mob all his life. Now, instead of working on the dark side, he was fighting against it. 

‘Gordon Bennett, Baker, I didn’t see you as the studious type.’

Baker grunted. ‘Don’t you start. I’m just doing a bit of research for a possible case we could take on. Taking down those modern-day pirates who have been terrorising the oceans recently. We did it before with that crew pretending to be a tour operation in England. I reckon we can deal with this lot too.’ 

Mad Dave grinned. ‘From what I heard, you guys really did a great job of bringing down that lot.’

Baker chuckled, shaking his head. ‘You should have been there, Dave. One of the ships was this ridiculous cruise liner done up with masts and sails that didn’t work. It was captained by some lunatic who genuinely believed he was a 16th-century pirate. Called himself Bjorn Van Quinn.’

He flipped open a thick, timeworn book and tapped a passage with his index finger. ‘Funnily enough, I’ve just been reading about his ancestor, the original Bjorn Van Quinn. A real pirate. They say he was ruthless - the kind who never left survivors. If he took your ship, you were dead. He amassed a fortune in treasure.’

Taffy leaned forward. ‘Which we found when we busted that pirating operation in England.’

‘Yeah,’ Baker said, nodding. ‘And it cost the Bjorn Van Quinn we knew his life. The guy was reckless. Set off a booby trap and got himself impaled.’ He glanced back at the book, his brow furrowing. ‘It says here that Van Quinn attacked a ship loaded with doubloons. Forced the captain to walk the plank, but before he went over, the captain cursed him and his crew.’

‘So, what happened to him in the end according to that book?’ Seth asked.

‘No one knows for sure. But according to this, everything started going wrong for him after that. His crew got sick, scurvy wiped out half of them, and the rest turned on him. They wanted to abandon ship, but Van Quinn and his loyalists put the mutiny down - executed every last traitor. But things kept spiralling. Their water ran out. The only thing left to drink was rum.’

He glanced up. ‘Eventually, the remaining crew had enough. One night, while Van Quinn was passed out drunk, they took a small boat and fled. They survived to tell the tale. But Van Quinn and his ship? Never seen again.’

Seth exhaled sharply. ‘That’s eerie. But what does that have to do with anything going on now?’

‘Well,’ Baker said, his eyes gleaming, ‘I did some digging. Turns out, thirty years ago, some guy claimed he’d found cryptic clues leading to Van Quinn’s final stash of treasure.’

Seth’s eyebrows shot up. ‘Really?’

‘Yeah! But the guy was electrocuted in his kitchen and no one has ever been able confirm his claim about the riddles. But we know ourselves that Bjorn Van Quinn had a habit of writing clues to the whereabouts of his treasure rather than drawing maps.’

‘Yep. That’s how we found that stash of treasure in those underground tunnels beneath Prindle’s Square.’

‘So, this could be legit.’

Seth rubbed his chin thoughtfully. ‘Wow. Did the Internet say who the guy was?’

‘Some guy named Jackson Priestly from Southampton, England.’

Seth pondered on the possibility of finding that riddle but, in the end, snorted. ‘Nah! It’s too much of a long shot. The clues are probably long gone. If they were still in his house, someone would have picked them up by now and probably disposed of them.’

‘Maybe not such a long shot.’ A gleam was in Baker’s eyes. ‘I did some further investigation. The original house Priestly died in is still owned by his family. His son lives there now.’

‘Still seems like a long shot to me.’

‘Still...’ Baker said. ‘It might be worth checking out, right?’

Seth slowly nodded his head. ‘Sure. Why not?’​

A few minutes later, in the communal living room, Seth sat with April, bouncing up and down on his lap. Delaney sat beside them. 

Taffy walked in with a tall man of around 6 feet 6 in tow, trailing a suitcase behind him. ‘Hey, meet Irwin!’

Seth blinked, struggling to reconcile the man before him with the mental image he had formed of Taffy’s twin brother. Irwin’s long, dark hair cascaded past his shoulders, and his build was lean but athletic. He wore a black trench coat with a matching calico hat. Shades of former WWE wrestler, the Undertaker.
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He surveyed the room with a detached, almost glacial expression, his piercing gaze sending a brief chill down Seth’s spine. Yet, as unsettling as he seemed, the resemblance to Taffy was evident in his eyes and mouth.

Seth rose to shake his hand, as did Delaney. 

‘Great to meet Taffy’s brother at last,’ Seth said. ‘You weren’t quite what we expected.’

A wry smile appeared on Irwin’s lips. ‘Hard to believe we’re twins, huh?’

Delaney spoke up. ‘Taffy did exaggerate a tad. He tried to tell us you were identical.’

‘We are!’ Taffy growled. ‘I’m just a couple of inches shorter.’

‘Only a couple?’ Delaney snickered.

Irwin tipped his hat. ‘I was the one with the good genes.’

‘Yet the one who was supposedly rejected by his biological mother,’ Seth said as April grabbed a hold of his ear, tugging at it.

Irwin smiled wryly. ‘Knowing what I know about my so-called mother, I’d say that was a good thing.’

‘Can’t argue with you there.’

Irwin smirked and bobbed his eyebrows. ‘Yo, bubba!’ He glanced around. ‘Can’t believe the size of this place. But I’m really tired right now. The flight took it out of me. I reckon I could sleep like the dead.’

‘No worries,’ Seth said. ‘Taffy can show you to your room.’

‘Yep, no worries,’ Taffy said. 

‘Good,’ said Irwin. ‘I’ll be sure to rest in peace.’

‘Err...’ Set responded. ‘We’ll look forward to talking to you some more later.’

Irwin gave a curt nod before following Taffy out of the room, his suitcase rolling noisily behind him.

As soon as they were gone, Delaney exhaled, shaking her head in disbelief. ‘Wow... Where did Taffy dig that guy up from. Can you believe he’s really his twin brother?’

‘I’m struggling!’

They sat back down and Seth playfully ruffled April’s hair, causing her to giggle.

‘It’s baffling alright,’ Seth said. ‘I guess a lot of it’s to do with upbringing, right? Irwin clearly got the better deal when it came to parenting. Nurture over nature.’

‘Nurture doesn’t make you tall.’

‘True.’

Delaney tapped a finger against her chin. ‘Pale skin too. Like he doesn’t see a lot of sunlight. Maybe his parents kept him locked up in a wardrobe.’

‘He’s an odd one,’ Seth said as April cooed, back to bouncing up and down on his lap. He had to stop her from falling off. ‘And it’s not just the pale skin.’

Delaney nodded. ‘Maybe he was locked up in a wardrobe for a while.’

Baker entered the room from the other entrance, excitement in his eyes. ‘Seth! I’ve done a little more research on the Priestly family and come up with some interesting information. This Jackson Priestly guy may have been onto something.’ 

He dropped into an easy chair, flipping through a stack of printouts. ‘Turns out, he was in the English navy and spent years sailing all around the Pacific Islands. Apparently, he was stranded for two weeks on a particular island about 300 kilometres west of the Cook Islands.’

Seth leaned forward, shifting April from one knee to the other. ‘And?’

Baker’s eyes gleamed. ‘Captain Bjorn Van Quinn was known to frequent that area. The history books say it was around there that his luck took a turn for the worse. What if that island was where he stashed his final fortune of doubloons?’ He handed the printouts to Seth.

Seth scanned the pages, his brow furrowing. ‘Interesting. If this code actually existed, maybe it led to something real...’

‘Dadda!’ April tried to touch his eyes.

Seth gently pulled her fingers away. ‘But there’s still no reason to believe it still does.’

Baker grinned. ‘I did some more digging and found the address of Priestly’s son. We could pay him a visit.’

Seth lifted an eyebrow. ‘We could.’

‘But we should move fast.’

‘Why?’

Baker’s expression turned serious. ‘I had to hack into the police databases to track down this guy’s address. Our system detected an unauthorised access attempt. Someone else hacked into the system looking for the exact same information.’

‘That’s quite the coincidence,’ Delaney said. ‘It suggests to me that someone else may have the same idea about that code.’

Seth’s mind worked quickly. ‘This story on the Internet. How long has it been there?’

‘It was only posted about a week ago,’ Baker said. ‘By one of the Priestly family themselves.’

‘Which would explain the sudden interest in wannabe treasure hunters.’

Baker nodded. ‘So shall I make contact? We can go over and visit these Priestlys.’

Seth examined Baker’s expression for a few seconds, then nodded, loving the idea of a treasure hunt even if it turned out to be a wild goose chase. ‘Sounds like a plan. But we better get onto it straight away. If someone has the same idea as you, we might be up against some competition.’​
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CHAPTER 2:
Devilish goings-on at the Priestly manor
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Seth and Baker arrived at the doorstep of the Priestly mansion two days later to visit Jackson Priestly’s son, Ron. The mansion itself was an imposing sight, a grand structure with towering columns, immaculate brickwork, and expansive grounds meticulously maintained. Rows of shrubs lined the pathways, flower gardens bloomed in vibrant hues, and trees stood tall, casting shadows over the cobblestone driveway. 

The heavy wooden door stood ajar. Seth reached for the doorbell but hesitated, his instincts flaring. Just inside, a mahogany desk had been upturned, its contents strewn across the polished marble floor. Papers fluttered slightly in the breeze.

Seth frowned, his senses on high alert.

‘What’s the matter?’ Baker asked, his voice low.

‘Shhhh. Something’s up.’

Baker’s eyes widened. ‘What is it?’

‘Stay here. Guard the door.’

Without waiting for a response, Seth stepped inside, moving quietly. He advanced cautiously down the grand hallway, scanning every detail. Ornate paintings hung along the walls, depicting stoic ancestors with piercing eyes that seemed to watch his every move. 

Seth wondered what had become of Ron Priestly himself and whether the culprits of this act were still in the house somewhere. 

He reached the entrance to the lounge and peeked in, his breath catching at the devastation before him. The once-luxurious room was in ruins. Cushions had been slashed open, their stuffing spilt like entrails across the floor. Ornaments lay shattered, shards glistening under the golden chandelier. Papers, books, and various objects had been tossed about in a frenzied search. A burglary? Or something far more sinister?

Behind an overturned couch lay a motionless figure. Seth’s pulse spiked as he stepped closer, his stomach twisting at the sight before him. Ron Priestly lay in a dark pool of his own blood, his throat slashed in a single, brutal stroke. The blood was fresh.  

Seth hurried back to the main entrance to Baker. ‘Call the cops,’ he hissed. ‘Priestly’s dead, on the floor, his throat cut. Whoever did it may still be here. I’m gonna look around.’

Baker nodded and pulled out his phone.

Seth darted back down the hallway, heading for the grand stairwell. Near the base of the stairs, a storage cupboard had been ransacked - cleaning supplies, rags, and a broom lay in disarray. He snatched up the broom. It wasn’t much, but it would serve as a weapon if needed.

He stopped when he heard a bang from upstairs. Something heavy, slamming against something.  Then he heard an irritated voice. 

‘Come on, Skunk, it must be here somewhere. We’ve got to find those riddles.’

‘Ah shit, this is such a long shot. There’s no way it’s still in this house after all these years.’

‘Keep looking!’

For a few moments there was silence then...

‘Wait!’ Skunk exclaimed. ‘What’s this at the back of the closet? A hidden compartment!’

‘Open it!’

So, it seemed these men were after the riddles to Van Quinn’s treasure, just like he and Baker were, except these guys were willing to murder a man in cold blood to find them. 

Seth crept up the staircase, keeping to the edges to avoid making noise. As he reached the landing, he peeked into a bedroom where the voices came from. Two men were hunched over an old shoebox, their appearances as bizarre as they were unsettling.

They were dressed like pirates.
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One was filthy, his hair greasy and unkempt, his clothes stained with grime. Seth pegged him as Skunk. The other, a heavily tattooed brute with a dark bushy beard had and a nasty scar across his cheek and the evillest eyes Seth had seen in a long time - piercing, with low dark eyebrows. 

‘This is it!’ the scarred man said. ‘Wow!’ He lifted a coin into the air between two fingers.

‘A doubloon!’ Skunk gasped.

The scarred man nodded. ‘And there’ll be many more like it. The riddles. Are they there? Is there any paper or notebook?’

‘Hold on...’ Skunk rummaged deeper and pulled out an old pistol. ‘Whoa, check this out.’ He rotated it. ‘Empty.’

‘Who the fuck cares about that?’ the scarred man snarled. 

‘It might be worth something.’

‘Let’s hope s— Jackpot!’ The scarred man pulled out a folded sheet of old brown parchment. ‘This must be it!’

Seth watched as he unfolded the document, his fingers running over the faded script.

‘What does it mean?’ asked Skunk.

‘I don’t fucking know, it’s a riddle, isn’t it? We’ll have to figure it out.’

‘She sails beneath a sea of green... mmmmm.’

‘There’s no time for that now. We need to get the fuck out of here. We’ll give it to Tiny Flynn. He’ll figure it out.’

Seth nearly lost his footing. Tiny Flynn? These guys were working for him? That meant this so-called treasure hunt was about to become a lot deadlier.

The two men stood, Skunk clutching the shoebox. 

Seth stepped into the room. ‘Put that box down, assclowns. I’m placing you both under arrest.’

The two men gasped and spun towards him. 

The scarred man’s lip curled in a snarl, and in a flash, he pulled a flick knife from his coat. ‘Come on, asshole! You mess with us and we’ll fucking teach you. Skunk, get that box to the car.’

Skunk hesitated, but then advanced towards Seth, as if expecting him to move out of the way. Seth didn’t. Instead, he swung the broom like a baseball bat, slamming it into Skunk’s face. The greasy pirate crashed backward, sending the contents of the box scattering over the floor.

The scarred man lunged at him with his blade, but Seth smashed the knife from his hand with the head of the broom and then drove the other end into his attacker’s gut. The thug doubled up and Seth swung it again, catching him in the side of the head, sending him backwards into a dresser mirror, causing it to shatter. Glass rained down upon him. 

Skunk grabbed the broom’s head, but Seth yanked the handle free and spun it, cracking him across the jaw. Skunk flew into a desk with a thud.

The scarred man staggered upright, fury in his eyes. He charged, but Seth jabbed the broomstick into his solar plexus, knocking the wind from his lungs. With a final, powerful strike, he smashed it over the man’s back, sending him careening through the open window. The thug let out a strangled yell as he plummeted two stories down.

Seth turned, but Skunk had bolted through the door.

Seth was about to pursue Skunk when an enraged shout rang out from outside.

‘Gannon!’

Seth turned towards the window and peered down at the scarred man. Despite his two-story fall, the thug stood tall, his piercing eyes burning with hatred. Blood trickled from a gash on his forehead, but if the fall had hurt him, he didn't show it.

‘Yeah, I know who you are and I’m gonna fucking kill you!’

Seth shouted back down at him. ‘Many have tried, asswipe. All have failed! You’re the dead man, asshole. I’ll see you put away for life!’

With a guttural snarl, the scarred man whipped his arm forward. Seth had expected something like that, so ducked out of the way just in time. The glint of metal flashed past his face and a blade lodged itself into the wall behind him with a thunk.

‘Lousy throw, douchebag!’ Seth growled. ‘I’ve heard it all before and I’m getting sick of idle threats.’

‘This one’s not idle!’ The scarred man spat on the ground. ‘Nobody lives forever, Gannon! We’ll meet again. When we do, I’ll fucking kill you and that’s a promise!’ 

He turned and ran.

Seth hesitated for only a second, considering leaping from the window, but it was too high. Instead, he spun and dashed for the stairs.

He found Baker sitting dazed on the floor, rubbing his jaw.

He flinched. ‘Sorry, Seth. He just came at me and got in a lucky punch.’

Seth ran to the front door and caught a glimpse of Skunk and the scarred man disappearing through the iron gates. He charged after them, but by the time he reached the estate entrance, the two thugs had jumped into a waiting car. The tires screeched as they tore down the road.

‘Shit!’

Baker stepped up beside him, still nursing his jaw. ‘I’m really sorry.’

‘It’s okay. Are you alright?’

‘Yeah.’ Baker grunted. ‘Just bruised pride. Who were they? They were dressed like pirates.’

‘I’m not sure, but they’re working for Tiny Flynn.’

Baker gasped. ‘What?’

‘I overheard them talking.’

‘What about the riddles? Did they have the riddles?’

‘Thankfully not. They’re upstairs. Let’s go back up and get them.’

*           *          *
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Two days later, back in Hollywood, the SGI team gathered in their meeting room around a large mahogany table. The air was thick with the aroma of fresh coffee, and a tray of snacks sat in the center. Seth leaned back in his chair, arms folded.

Hugh Collins cleared his throat and set a folder on the table. ‘I visited the navy. I found out more about Van Quinn’s island. Presuming it’s his island. The one Jackson Priestly was stranded on.’

Seth leaned forward. ‘Go on.’

Hugh pushed some stray strands of brown hair from his eyes. ‘The island is known as Tangati. It’s not on any maps as it’s too small and it’s quite a distance from any larger islands. I found out that someone else had been in the navy offices earlier that morning asking for the same information.’

Seth arched an eyebrow. ‘Let me guess. A guy with a scar on his face and some scruffy douchebag who hasn’t bathed in about a year.’

Hugh smirked. ‘The security cameras picked them up. The scarred guy is Frank Deutch.’

‘Douche...’ Seth snickered. ‘How appropriate.’

‘The other one is Dick Hannigan. Both have criminal records as long as your arm. Hannigan is nicknamed Skunk, due to his poor hygiene.’ 

‘Yeah, I figured that one out. So, we’re gonna have a bit of competition if we want to get to this treasure before they do.’

Baker’s eyes lit up. ‘So, we’re going?’ 

Seth grinned. ‘Oh yeah. I’m thinking it’s time
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