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CHAPTER 1:
Pirate’s Island
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Somewhere in the Caribbean

A large luxury yacht was moored just off the shore of a secluded tropical island in the West Indies, one of the many privately owned islets scattered throughout the Caribbean. The midday sun shimmered on the turquoise water, waves lapping rhythmically against the pristine white sand. Palm trees swayed in the warm breeze, their fronds rustling above the calls of exotic birds perched high in the canopy. 

Delaney Gannon stood on the shore, her tanned skin glowing under the Caribbean sun. Dressed in a flimsy blue knee-high dress with a bikini underneath, she clutched an overhanging rock in the sandy cove, her dark hair flowing freely in the sea breeze. She inhaled deeply, letting the salty air fill her lungs, but her mind remained restless. She turned towards her husband, Seth Gannon, a tall and athletic man with deep blue eyes that held the intensity of the ocean itself

God, he looked so hot standing there on the shoreline.

‘So this is it, huh?’ Delaney mused, scanning the pristine beach and dense jungle beyond. ‘An island owned by a pirate. It sounds like something out of an old legend.’ Her gaze flicked back to her husband, who was dressed in shorts and a muscle T, his strong arms and chest just itching to be stroked. ‘Do you really think there could be ancient treasure buried here?’

Seth’s eyes sparkled. ‘I guess we’ll find out soon enough. I just hope we can find some time to ourselves, but somehow I don’t think that’s gonna happen.’

He reached for her, pulling her close, and kissed her slowly. Delaney melted into him, feeling the familiar surge of warmth. She wanted more, as she always did, but this wasn’t the time, not with their colleagues milling about just a few metres away.

‘Hard to believe...’ remarked Baker Deans, their longtime friend, his arms crossed as he surveyed the island. Short but sturdy, Baker had been part of their lives since high school. 

‘Hard to believe what?’ Delaney asked?’

‘That a modern-day pirate chose to bury his treasure on an island in the middle of the Caribbean. I thought that thing only happened in movies or back in the days of swashbucklers. Whoever heard of modern-day pirates burying treasure? It all seems too good to be true, but then again, we’ve heard some pretty whacky stories in our time.’

‘That’s for sure,’ Seth said. ‘But this here is Bjorn Van Quinn II’s logbook.’ He held it up in the air.

Baker snorted. ‘And we’re just supposed to believe the riddles in it lead to buried pirate treasure here on this island.’

‘Well...’ Seth said. ‘I’m not sure if I believe it, but from previous experiences with the Van Quinn clan, it wouldn’t be so crazy an idea.’

‘It’s not a crazy idea.’ A buck-toothed, slightly plump man, in his early 30s, stepped forward. ‘My father told me he had treasure hidden, but he never told me where any of it was...’ Suddenly he spoke twice as loud, ‘Carrots, carrots, eat nothing but carrots!’ Then returned to his normal tone of voice as if he’d said nothing unusual. ‘Where do you think we should start searching, Seth?’

Seth studied the buck-toothed face of Bjorn Van Quinn III for a few seconds before he spoke. ‘Let’s take a look at the logbook again.’

He turned to the middle of the book and read a passage from it.

The Union Jack it’s not. It’ll make you pale. Rabbits, rabbits, rabbits.

‘Surely it’s talking about a pirate flag?’ said the slightly overweight but broad-shouldered Hugh Collins.  ‘The skull and crossbones. Now that’s definitely not the union jack and whenever one of those was seen it made entire crews turn pale.’

Adam Warren, the burly bruiser of their team, flagged his hand dismissively. ‘Yeah, but there won’t still be one erected here on this island.’

‘Why not?’ responded Hugh. ‘He could have one flying on the island somewhere. Why couldn’t one still be flying after eight years?’

Delaney leaned into Seth, savoring his warmth. He wrapped an arm around her waist, his fingers tracing small circles on her hip. He never pushed her away, never told her it wasn’t the right time. She adored that about him. She was also grateful he’d agreed to bring her along on this adventure. Even Eva, a model friend of theirs from Germany, had been allowed to tag along.

‘There won’t still be a flag here now.’ Adam flicked his long rocker hair over his shoulders. ‘Someone would have taken it down by now.’

Hugh rubbed his chin. ‘It’s possible no one has been on this island since then. It’s not exactly a tourist resort and there are hundreds of uninhabited islands around here.’

Bruno Gannon, Seth’s cousin, spoke up. ‘Adam’s right. There’ll be no flag there.’ He had the Gannon athleticism and the good looks, but had slightly more feminine features with long eyelashes and a small nose. ‘Van Quinn would have been taking a risk putting up a flag and writing a riddle about it, expecting to stay here for years.’

Baker snorted. ‘Well with all due respect to Bjorn’s father, he was a total goose brain. He would have considered a carrot a landmark.’

‘Or even a rabbit.’ Seth chuckled, running his fingers through Delaney’s long dark hair. ‘A live one for that matter.’

‘I hope he didn’t choose rabbits as a landmark,’ grumbled Adam. ‘He seems to consider them important in his riddles. He mentions rabbits and carrots throughout them.’

Van Quinn spoke up. ‘Perhaps he had a carrot garden and some rabbit hutches here on the island? If he’s anything like me, he’s bound to.’

Blake, Seth’s fifteen-year-old son, spoke, ‘For all we know there could be rabbits all over this island. We could be looking for a needle in a haystack.’ He was with Seth on holiday and normally lived with his mother. Seth had only learnt about him a couple of years earlier.

Blake let out a deep sigh as Seth kissed Delaney’s neck.

‘Ah shit, Dad... Delaney, will you guys stop? If you keep doing that, next thing you’re gonna be wanting to sneak off somewhere for a shag and then we’ll be waiting around for ages waiting for you. I wanna do some treasure hunting.’

Delaney didn’t want him to stop but Blake was right. ‘We could always let you guys do the searching while Sethy and I go back on board the yacht.’ She winked. 

Blake delivered her a cheeky smile.

‘Okay, okay.’ Seth grinned. ‘I guess we should all do a scout around the island. See what’s here. We’ll keep an eye out for pirate flags, buildings, carrot patches, rabbits... anything. Even carrot cakes.’ He winked. 

Taffy Pycroft gasped. ‘Carrot cake? Where?’

Nobody replied. 

Bruno peered into the jungle, stroking his square jaw. ‘Do we know anything about the terrain? Swamp? Mangrove?’

‘We don’t know anything,’ said Van Quinn. ‘Should we split up? Carrots, carrots, eat nothing but carrots!’

They turned and gazed towards the island. Beyond the rocks and the beach was bush and parts of it looked thick. Thankfully, they’d come prepared with plenty of equipment including a couple of machetes.

Taffy groaned. ‘Surely we’re not going hiking through all that?’

Delaney couldn’t help but chuckle. Poor Taffy was so overweight, even just a walk along the beach took it out of him. 

Taffy’s twin brother, Irwin, replied. ‘Yo bubba. You’re a wimp, Taffy.’

Irwin had recently been introduced to the SGI. Taffy didn’t even know he had existed until a couple of years ago. The story was that Irwin was deemed so sickly when he was born that he was thrown into the rubbish bin soon after birth. However, a kindly woman rescued him and brought him back to health, raising him as his own. 

Even though they were twins, they looked nothing alike. Irwin was a lot taller and athletic, although over the last few months he’d packed on a bit of weight thanks to hanging out a lot with his brother.

‘You need to get on an exercise program like me,’ Irwin said with his trademark scowl. ‘Then you too can have an awesome body like mine.’

‘My body is awesome!’ Taffy slapped his flabby arms. ‘Muscle like this is far superior to the type you have.’
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Irwin shook his head, unsmiling.

‘I’ll tell you what,’ Seth said. ‘You lot make you’re way around the coast and try to find an easier route through. There’s a cliff over there. I’ll scale it and get a bird’s eye view of the island. I’ll catch up.’

‘I’ll come with you,’ Delaney said.

Seth grinned. ‘Very tempting, but if you do, you know we’ll just get distracted and we won’t get the job done.’

‘Of course! That’s what I was hoping.’ She laughed. ‘But someone should go with you. Wayne maybe?’ He pointed to their blonde companion, Wayne Bass, a guy who was really good at scaling tall heights. He was an old high school friend of their’s who’d only recently join up with the Seth Gannon Investigators. Or maybe Mad Dave. Sounds like his cup of tea. He finds danger fun.’

Seth laughed. ‘It wouldn’t be dangerous enough for him.’ 

‘Damn straight, sir,’ said Mad Dave Harris in a distinct English accent. ‘But I’d be happy to come along.’

‘It’ll be faster if I just go up myself. Don’t worry, Laney, I’ll be fine and won’t be gone long.’ Leave markings on the trees for me. If I don’t catch up with you in fifteen minutes come look for me.’

‘Okay.’

Seth hurried off into the bushes. Delaney turned and joined the rest of the team as they made their way along the beach. Several minutes later, they found a track. Delaney drew a red marking on a palm tree so Seth would know where to follow them.

A few minutes later, they came to a fork. 

Delaney gazed back down the track. ‘Seth should have caught up by now.’ 

‘Give him a little more time,’ Bruno said. ‘He may have found the climb harder than he expected.’

‘What if something happened to him? He could have had a fall.’

‘Seth?’ Bruno said. ‘No, not Seth. That climb would be nothing for him. It looked reasonably safe anyway.’

‘We should wait for a bit,’ Delaney said. ‘In fact, a couple of us should go back now.’
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Eva, Delaney and Seth’s sultry blonde german friend stepped up beside her and put her arm around her. ‘Don’t worry. We can always go back if he doesn’t arrive soon.’

‘We should at least take a break,’ Delaney insisted, determined to come up with some excuse not to go too far without her man. ‘Maybe have something to eat.’ She turned her eyes to Taffy. ‘Right, Taffy?’

‘YES!’

‘Yo, ubba!’ Irwin said. ‘Sounds good. Even I’m a bit peckish.’

‘You seem to be peckish quite a lot lately, Irwin,’ Baker said. ‘You’re starting to put on weight.’

‘I am not!’ 

Delaney had certainly noticed it but she didn’t say anything.

Hugh, who was in charge, relented and they sat down for a little, expecting Seth to return any time.  It wasn’t long before they heard footsteps coming and Delaney’s heart leapt. Then she frowned, as it wasn’t just one person, but a group.

They rose to their feet. Hugh and Wayne gripped their machetes as they faced the approaching figures. Seven men appeared along the path and came to a halt when they saw them. The strangers showed no sign of surprise.
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A man stepped through from the back, and Delaney’s blood ran cold. The guys with her gasped. They recognised him too. The man was dressed in a colourful outfit with long billowing hair of multi colour, with face paint to go along with it. He looked like something straight out of an 80s hair band.  

Of all the people to turn up here on the island. this was too much of a horrible coincidence.

‘So...’ Hugh scowled at the man. ‘Dr Dream. We wondered when we’d run into you again. Didn’t expect to see you here though.’

Dr Dream gave a haughty laugh. ‘That’s what he said.’

Delaney shuddered, panic welling up inside her. ‘What did you do to him? Where is he?’

Dr Dream laughed again. ‘I did to him what I’m about to do to you all.’

He then drew a strange gun from his jacket, something that looked a bit like a hairdryer, but smaller. He pointed it at them.

‘What?’ Hugh asked, his manner defiant. ‘Are you gonna blow dry us to death?’

One of Dr Dream’s men, a big burly guy with a moustache, stepped forward. ‘Doctor...’ His eyes were fixed on Delaney. ‘We should take her.’

‘What?’ Dr Dream glared.

‘We could have some fun with her. Delaney Gannon man. Wow, she is so hot!’

‘And the other woman!’ said one of the other men. ‘She’s hot too.’

‘Do you mind?’ Dr Dream snarled. ‘We are not here for that sort of thing!’

‘Ah, shit, we can have some fun, can’t we?’ the first man asked. ‘They don’t need to remain with them.’

Delaney tensed, her instincts flaring. She poised herself for action, ready to take down anyone who came too close. She had trained for years, honing her self-defence skills, and she had put them to use more than once. If these bastards thought she was an easy target, they were in for a rude awakening.

‘She stays with them!’ Dr Dream growled. ‘It’s part of the plan! You don’t mess with the plan and if you want to argue that with me, then prepare to suffer the consequences!’ 

Dr Dream’s eyes burned with an unsettling fire, and the man who had spoken up blanched under his gaze. The bravado drained from his face.

‘Alright, boss... whatever you say...’

Dr Dream turned to his men. ‘I’m serious about this! We’re not here to screw around. I don’t care how long it’s been since any of you had a bit, I don’t give a fuck! We are here for a reason and that reason is to find this treasure and it’s also to conduct an experiment. Anyone who tries to fuck with my experiment is going to be sorry. You hear me?’

All the men nodded vigorously. 

‘Now...’ Dr Dream turned back to the SGI. ‘I—’

‘Tell me what happened to Seth!’ Delaney blurted. 

Dr Dream laughed. ‘There’s no point because as far as you’re concerned there is no Seth Gannon.’ He laughed maniacally and then pulled the trigger of his gun. 

A fine mist erupted from the barrel, sweeping over Delaney and her team like an eerie fog. At first, it felt like water, cool and damp, but within seconds, her body betrayed her. A strange lethargy crept into her limbs, making them heavy and unresponsive. Her vision blurred. A woozy, dreamlike sensation overtook her mind.

She fought to stay upright, but her knees buckled. Around her, the others were faring no better. She saw Taffy collapse, his body hitting the earth with a dull thud. Baker stumbled before crumpling like a rag doll. Eva reached out, her fingers trembling, before she too succumbed to the overwhelming force of whatever was in that mist.

Delaney struggled to stay conscious, but the world tilted, shadows swirling at the edges of her vision. Her breath hitched in her throat. She tried to will herself to move, to fight, but the darkness was relentless.

Then everything went black.
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​​​CHAPTER 2:
A Tale of Treasure
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Two weeks earlier, the Seth Gannon Investigators agency received an intriguing request. A man named Bjorn Van Quinn III had reached out, seeking their help for a treasure hunt. Had it been anyone else, Seth would have dismissed it as a wild goose chase, but the name Bjorn Van Quinn carried weight. He had encountered it twice before.

‘First time was during one of our early cases,’ Seth told the two new recruits of SGI as they lounged in the estate’s common room, drinks in hand. ‘We called it The Mystery of the Moving Statue. He captained a modern-day pirate ship, although his leadership skills were crap. His crew mutinied, claiming he was incompetent. Eventually, we ended up working with him to locate a hidden treasure, but he didn’t live to enjoy the spoils. The booby-trapped chest got him in the end.’

‘Sounds like he was incompetent.’ Bruno smirked, stroking his cleanly shaven chin. ‘I remember you telling me about that guy. But it was the second story you told me I found hard to believe.’

Seth chuckled. ‘I still find it hard to believe.’

‘Why?’ asked Wayne, scratching his curly blonde hair.

‘It was nearly two years ago.’ Seth shook his head in bewilderment. ‘This Bjorn Van Quinn was a pirate too but was the original Van Quinn. The one that was around in the 17th century.’

Wayne snorted. ‘What? How’s that possible? Surely it can’t have been the real deal?’

‘I can’t explain











































	The Union Jack it’s not. It’ll make you pale! Rabbits, rabbits, rabbits.

	Go with the flow - Carrots, carrots. Up with the birds - Rabbits, rabbits.

	It’s a test... Alan Border Bowls to Rodney Marsh. HOWZATT!! RABBITS!!

	Westside kids go underground. Beware the crazy man. Rabbits, Rabbits and more rabbits.

	Let it snow with carrots, carrots and more carrots. Grab a fork and eat what’s left.

	Follow the rabbits, follow the rabbits, go where the carrots go, carrots lead the way.

	Watch your step.
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