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      CHRISTOPHER HUNTER: Five Years Ago. Crashing

      ‘Mayday, mayday,’ I say into the radio com. ‘This is Christopher Hunter, and my plane is going down…’

      Smoke pours from the ruined engine, and my aircraft descends through the clouds of the storm towards the crashing waves below. Lightning strikes in all directions, and I struggle to keep the controls steady as the aircraft is buffeted by high winds and turbulence.

      ‘This is some storm!’ a voice cries from behind in the plane, surprising me at the same time as filling me with dread.

      ‘Aaron? What the hell are you doing here, lad?’

      ‘I followed you,’ the young man—just twenty years old—says as he pulls himself into the co-pilot’s seat. He’s youthful and excited for the adventure, with blonde hair and wide-open green eyes. ‘Charles and I knew you were up to something!’ he explains quickly as he fastens his seatbelt and looks out towards the raging storm around us.

      ‘Charles sent you?’ I bite out.

      ‘He warned me away.’ Aaron laughs but falls silent as a bolt of lightning cracks the sky right in front of us. ‘Woah, that was close!’

      ‘Charles warned you, yet you came anyway?’ I laugh, shaking my head. Impulsive as always. ‘You shouldn’t be here. We shouldn’t be here!’

      In the distance ahead of our aircraft, we see a flash of dim light accompanied by a low drone that builds and approaches until the cockpit is briefly illuminated and deafened. It passes as quickly as it arrived, but in its wake, I realise something is terribly wrong. The aircraft’s power has failed, and every dial, instrument, and control fails too. Even the second engine grinds to an abrupt halt.

      ‘What was that?’ Aaron asks, confused.

      ‘Nothing good,’ I say, trying to mask my panic.

      ‘We’re going down?” For the first time in a long time, I hear fear in his voice.

      ‘I’m sorry.’

      He looks at me with hope, but I can offer him none. Despite my best efforts, the plane continues to fall, and we will soon hit the water.

      ‘I’m sorry, Aaron.’

      ‘Thank you,’ he replies, forcing a smile as he ignores my apology. ‘Thank you for everything.’

      ‘Get that lifejacket on. When we hit the water, we need to get out of here quickly.’

      ‘Done.’

      ‘Brace yourself,’ I order. ‘Cursum perficio. Finish the race.’

      ‘Finish the journey,’ he replies.

      ‘Here we go,’ I warn as our plane falls lower and lower through the storm. ‘Here we go… here we go… HERE WE GO!’

      We yell together in unison. They are cries of fear, dread, and daring. We dare the elements to take us now for we will fight with every ounce of strength in our bodies. We yell together, master and student, one last time.

      We impact amongst the water and deadly walls of rock with the crunching metal of the aircraft around us. The cockpit windows shatter on impact, and water surges in. I’m still strapped to my chair and fight with the restraints for release. Rain and lightning fall from the heavens, and the ruined plane, still afloat, is thrown against the rocks with a sickening crunch of metal and machinery. We are then plunged into the darkness of the storm and the ocean.

      ‘Aaron…’ I call out, but I can’t see him, nor does he reply. ‘Aaron, are you…’

      My words falter as I’m blinded again. This time, it’s not lightning that takes my sight, but the blazing sun high above. The storm clouds are gone, and in their place is a perfect dawn sky. I’m stunned by the natural beauty for a moment, before realising that ahead, the waters of the ocean end in a sudden, inexplicable and terrifying drop.

      I look at my co-pilot and see Aaron unconscious beside me.

      ‘You’ll be glad you didn’t see this,’ I say as the sinking plane drifts towards the edge of the ocean. I take a final deep breath as the ruined aircraft plunges down, falling further and further, as if towards the very centre of the earth.
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      CHARLES: Alpha Team Operations Room. The British Museum, London.

      ‘Has there been any update on Aaron?’ Elizabeth demands, her dark eyes staring straight into mine.

      We stand in the team’s operations room, surrounded by equipment, monitors, research stations, and volumes of aged texts. Photographs cover a board on the wall, memories of our team in happier days. I am the curator and overseer of all activities within the British Museum, but now I must answer the questions of my partners, Elizabeth and Alastair Bowen.

      I catch my reflection and realise how incredibly tired I look. I haven’t slept since Christopher and Aaron’s plane went missing, and our searches of their last known coordinates and heading have revealed nothing.

      ‘The Greek doctors have confirmed nothing yet,’ I say. ‘There is evidence of severe wounds that have rapidly healed, but no explanation as to how this occurred. Aaron was found on the beaches of the coastal village of Methoni in southern Greece. We won’t know any more until Aaron awakens.’

      ‘Advanced healing!’ Elizabeth cheers. ‘Aaron was found on the coast of Greece! It cannot be denied. Christopher found it!’

      ‘We can’t know that for certain,’ Alastair says, attempting to reel in his wife’s assumptions. He moves to say more before doubling over and coughing. He gasps for breath as his wife helps him back into his seat. His condition has worsened, and already, he appears pale and sickly. ‘We don’t know what happened to Christopher,’ Alastair says when recovered. ‘Has there been any word or any sign of him?’

      ‘None,’ I reply gravely.

      ‘Tell us everything, Charles,’ Elizabeth implores. ‘Where has Christopher been these last few weeks? Did he leave any information or clues as to how to find At…’

      ‘He left me nothing,’ I interrupt. ‘He left without a word. I didn’t even know Aaron was with him until…’

      ‘That can’t be,’ Elizabeth argues. ‘We all know what Christopher has been hunting. You two are partners. He couldn’t have left without your help.’

      ‘I was kept in the dark, as you were,’ I tell her, though I suspect it was for this very reason.

      ‘Can’t you see that we need this?’ Elizabeth says as she glares at me. “If there is any chance that what Christopher found can save…’ Elizabeth begins before her husband stops her.

      ‘Listen to Charles,’ Alastair urges. ‘He is our friend…’

      ‘No. No, I don’t believe him,’ Elizabeth says.

      ‘I’m sorry, but I can’t help you,’ I tell them. ‘Christopher left me no signs, no clues. Nothing. If he did, I would tell you.’

      ‘I don’t believe you!’ snaps Elizabeth as she pushes me back and draws a handgun from the holster at her hip.

      ‘What are you doing, Beth?’ Alastair says with shock.

      ‘Let’s talk,’ I implore, my hands raised in surrender.

      ‘Tell us where Christopher went!’ she demands. ‘No more secrets! Tell us now!’

      ‘Stop this, Beth,’ Alastair says as he rises from his seat and approaches his wife cautiously.

      Tears run from Elizabeth’s cheeks. ‘Why are you doing this?’ she asks me.

      ‘I wish I could help,’ I reply. ‘I truly do, but I…’

      Alastair reaches for the gun, knocking it down, but the trigger is pulled and the noise is deafening in the small room. I notice nothing at first, before a sudden piercing agony tears at my thigh. My legs buckle, and I collapse to the floor as blood pours from the gunshot wound on my leg. I grip at the wound, but blood seeps through my fingers.

      ‘What have you done?’ Alastair says as he tears the handgun from Elizabeth’s grip and then hurries to my side, applying pressure to my wound. ‘Call an ambulance, now!’

      Elizabeth shows no sign of remorse, screaming in fury before kicking a projector off the table to smash on the floor nearby.

      ‘This isn’t over, Charles,’ Elizabeth declares. ‘You condemn yourself with your lies. You condemn all of us.’
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      ABBEY: Five Years Later. Everything Is Changing. The British Museum.

      Winterbourne moves in like an army conquering a city. They have access to everything, every floor of the British Museum, and they take anything of worth and value. Every relic, every item of historical importance, and every weapon and tool used by our teams of hunters is claimed. All of it is boxed up and removed, despite protests by my friends and colleagues. With Emma and Dave at my side in the training hall, all we can do is watch. I wish Adam and Matt were here. None of this feels right, but even more so without them.

      I take off my glasses, wipe the rogue hairs from my face, and then bury my head in my hands.

      ‘I’m twenty years old,’ I moan. ‘I should be studying at uni or nursing hangovers, not dealing with military generals and the United Nations.’

      ‘How has it come to this?’ Emma Lovell, my best friend, says with dismay. In her hand, she is tightly gripping a pencil, one of the many she uses for sketching, until it snaps and she lets the pieces clatter to the floor. From amongst her purple and red hair, she pulls another pencil and impatiently begins to twirl it between her fingers.

      ‘Nothing will be the same now,’ Dave Conway, former combat medic and our no-nonsense northerner, grimaces. He stands with his tattooed and scarred arms crossed, shaking his head.

      Elizabeth Bowen, General Walcott of the U.S. Army, and Joseph Brackenridge of the United Nations Security Council oversee everything. They, at the orders of the Security Council, have conquered the British Museum. Our home now lies in the hands of our enemies, and all we have fought for is lost.

      Maybe not all. As we watch Winterbourne strip our home down and move in more of their operatives and mercenaries, I hear their leadership receive bad news.

      ‘Nothing?’ General Walcott gasps in disbelief. General Blake Walcott, standing in full US military uniform with ribbons and medals on display, paces towards the messenger with a quickly reddening face. ‘What do you mean, nothing? Bowen, you promised that in the lower levels of this place were their most prized and powerful artefacts. Where are they?’

      ‘Gone,’ I answer under my breath. The burial protocol.

      ‘Very clever, Charles,’ Elizabeth Bowen replies with a cold smile on her lips. She stands in a smart suit, her long white hair hanging loose and dark, her almost black eyes narrowing in contemplation.

      ‘Where is he?’ Joseph Brackenridge, suited, with slicked back hair and a sly look, demands. ‘Where is Charles Lovell?’

      ‘Gone without trace,’ Elizabeth says. She strides towards us, eyeing those of the British Museum who remain with those terrifying dark eyes of hers. ‘This is a warning to all of you,’ she addresses us. ‘Charles Lovell is a wanted man. If any of you have information on his whereabouts or activities, declare it now. Keeping secrets from us will earn you no favours.’

      Her announcement is met with silence.

      ‘That goes the same for Adam and Matthew Hunter,’ Elizabeth states coldly. ‘Any aid given to these individuals will not be tolerated. Do not test me or General Walcott. We have methods of ensuring obedience.’

      At her side is General Walcott, who simply looks at us with the foul grin of a victor. Behind them, the black armoured commander of the Winterbourne mercenaries approaches. In his late twenties with blonde hair, a hardened face, and a scar running from one of his green eyes down a cheek, Hawke receives his instructions and then looks towards us with a knowing grin.

      ‘What do we do?’ I ask.

      ‘What can we do?’ Emma replies with desperation. Dave simply looks to the ground and shakes his head again.
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        * * *

      

      ‘Miss Abbey,’ the voice greets me on my private phone. The number is only known by a select few.

      ‘Miss Diouri?’ I say with surprise. I sit alone in the Echo Team Operations Room but check to see that no one is near or listening in. Miss Diouri is a secretive contact of ours. A proprietor of rather less legal items who also has access to a lot of off-record information. This is the first time she has ever contacted me by phone, and her sultry, dulcet tone is unmistakable.

      ‘How did you get this number?’ I ask.

      ‘I have my methods. I’m calling you now as I need your help for once, as do two brothers I believe you know quite well.’

      ‘Where are they?’

      ‘In the lands of Zeus, Apollo, and Aphrodite.’

      Greece.

      ‘This is a strange time for a holiday,’ I reply.

      ‘They hunt for the lost member of your Alpha Team.’

      Their father.

      ‘How can I help?’ I ask without hesitation, before realising something. ‘Hang on. They came to you for help before they came to me? What the hell?’
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        * * *

      

      Winterbourne is mobilising. Dozens of their soldiers and mercenaries, fully armed and equipped, with Hawke at their lead. Elizabeth Bowen is going with them, and I’m certain I see a sword at her side.

      I watch them from the operations room via the camera feeds throughout the museum. I can’t believe it. I used to watch as my friends and colleagues geared up and set off on our expeditions, but now I can only watch as our enemies set out to hunt down my friends.

      ‘You seeing this?’ Emma asks as she enters the operations room.

      ‘Afraid so.’ I still can’t believe all this and how much everything has changed.

      ‘You know they’re going after Adam and Matt,’ she says with concern. ‘We need to warn them.’

      I nod in agreement, though I try not to meet her gaze as she looks at me. I never was any good at lying, especially to Emma.

      ‘You have the worst poker face,’ she says. ‘I know you’ve been helping them.’

      ‘Who?’ I reply innocently.

      ‘Adam and Matt!’ she says, too loud for my liking.

      ‘Ssh!’ I yell at her, checking that we haven’t been overheard.

      ‘How are you getting messages to them?’ Emma asks.

      ‘Miss Diouri.’

      ‘Of course. They need to be warned. They need to know what’s heading their way.’

      ‘It’s okay, Em. It’ll be okay.’ I try to reassure her, seeing the worry all too clearly.

      ‘I’m scared something really bad is going to happen to them. I can’t shake the feeling. If anything happens to Matt or to… to…’

      ‘…Adam,’ I finish for her. I know her feelings for Adam must be making this all so much worse.

      ‘Where are they?’

      ‘Coming down from Mount Olympus,’ I say quietly.

      ‘And where are they heading next?’

      ‘The Gates of the Underworld.’
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        * * *

      

      ‘I’ve had it with this,’ Emma says with frustration. ‘We can’t just sit here and do nothing.’

      ‘What would you have us do?’ Dave replies. ‘We can’t go up against them. Winterbourne, Walcott… the United Nations! We can’t fight that!’

      Emma, Dave, Tristram, Judith, and I sit in a small huddle in the training room. Gabriel was with us for a time, but he made his excuses and headed out for a bar to drink away his worries.

      Tristram, our scruffy, pierced, tech advisor, sits close to me to offer comfort. He taps his lighter on his pack of cigarettes until it gets on Dave’s nerves, and he snatches and throws them into the nearest bin. Instead of arguing with the burly former combat medic, Tristram takes my hand in his and kisses it gently.

      ‘How are our boys doing?’ Judith Westmore, our sole remaining operative of the museum’s Charlie Team, asks.

      ‘They evaded Winterbourne at the Amphipolis Tomb,’ I explain quietly. Winterbourne and Walcott’s army personnel are still swarming the museum, using it as their new base of operations, and our safe places to meet and talk in private are dwindling.

      ‘The Gates to the Underworld?’ Emma questions.

      ‘Yep,’ I reply. ‘I just heard through the grapevine that they dodged Walcott’s Crimson Knights at the Labyrinth in Knossos too. The General is furious.’

      ‘They’re doing well,’ Emma says, pleased, though clearly still concerned.

      ‘It’s all thanks to my training,’ Dave jokes proudly.

      ‘They can’t keep this up,’ Judith says, bringing us back down to earth. ‘I know they’re good, but Adam and Matt are going to find themselves cornered and unable to slip away eventually. Even they can’t stay on the run forever.’

      ‘Those Hunter brothers have been through hell before, and I’m sure they will again many times over,’ Dave says. ‘They’ll come through this. They always do.’

      ‘We need to help them,’ Emma declares.

      I remain silent, not wanting to reveal to anyone else the aid I’ve already been giving the brothers.

      ‘I hate to burst your bubble. guys,’ Tristram says, ‘but Winterbourne and Walcott have access to all of our databases and files. They know everything about every one of you. Residences, families, and friends. We know the type of people they are.’

      ‘And we all heard Bowen speak of her methods of ensuring obedience,’ Dave adds despondently.

      ‘I can’t believe you’d admit defeat so easily,’ Emma says. ‘Adam and Matt are our family too.’

      ‘As is my daughter,’ Dave says. ‘I can’t risk her, not for anything. I’m sorry, but for now, the boys are on their own.’
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        * * *

      

      ‘I have to go,’ I tell Adam over the phone. ‘I’m sorry. Be careful, Hunter, please. Be safe and keep fighting.’

      ‘Are you okay?’ he asks with concern. ‘Abbey?’

      I can’t answer him, as I have to hang up the phone quickly when I see the pale-skinned figure of Joseph Brackenridge of the United Nations Security Council approach. He is suited smartly with his ever-present clipboard in hand. It was great to hear from Adam and to aid him in tracking down the Spear of Achilles, but I can’t be caught helping the Hunter brothers.

      ‘I’m sorry to disturb you, Miss…’

      ‘Abbey. Just Abbey,’ I say quickly as I hide the phone in my pocket.

      ‘Abbey. Right,’ Joseph says as he checks a listing on his clipboard. ‘You are the historian support for Charlie Team, is that right?’

      ‘Echo Team,’ I correct him a little too eagerly. ‘Historian, linguist, and anything else they needed.’

      ‘A useful person to have around,’ he says with too big a smile on his lips. Is he trying to flirt with me?

      ‘Some think so,’ I reply nervously.

      ‘You haven’t had any contact with Adam or Matthew Hunter, by any chance?’

      ‘None,’ I lie, trying my absolute hardest to look him in the eyes and give nothing away.

      ‘Good,’ he replies as he heads away. ‘Let me know if that changes.’

      With that, he’s gone, and I let out a massive sigh of relief.

      You Hunter brothers are going to get me killed.
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        * * *

      

      ‘You need to tell them,’ Tristram says yet again.

      ‘You know I can’t,’ I argue. ‘Adam and Matt have been cut off from everyone. I can’t just abandon them too.’

      ‘It’s too dangerous, Abbey. If they catch you…’

      ‘They won’t,’ I say, though my voice is less than certain. I have used every means possible to cover my tracks. Burner phones, hidden accounts, encoded messages, couriers dressed up as food delivery and taxi drivers, and a whole score of locals eager for a coin or two. Miss Diouri has proven very resourceful and useful in sourcing all of this and ensuring my support of the brothers continues.

      ‘If Bowen and Walcott find out and they come for you, I won’t be able to protect you,’ Tristram says.

      ‘I know.’

      ‘Where are they now?’ he asks. ‘Matt and Adam…’

      ‘I can’t tell you. I’m sorry, but…’

      ‘Doesn’t matter,’ he replies, cutting me off. ‘It seems our friends already know.’

      He points to a monitor that has a live feed throughout the museum, my way of keeping tabs on what’s happening. I focus on one of the cameras, its display showing Emma and Dave in full operational gear, following Winterbourne’s army as they head out in pursuit of Adam and Matt.
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        * * *

      

      A great commotion ripples throughout the museum and its many levels. Via the monitors, I see armed personnel, Winterbourne mercenaries, Walcott’s Crimson Knights, and even the UN Security Council rush to converge on one location. What surprises me is that the location is not even within the museum, but across the road at a pub called The Tavern. We have one camera located at the pub, installed at Charles’s request to keep an eye on Gabriel. As expected, Gabriel, dishevelled and unshaven with creased clothes and dark rings around his eyes, is propping up the bar, but he’s not alone. Seated beside him is our long-missing curator and overseer, Charles Lovell. He’s suited as always, moustache and appearance as British as ever, and his walking cane propped against the bar.

      Panic seizes me. Surely Charles must know that it’s a tremendously stupid risk to visit so close to the museum and those enemies who are seeking him out. Surely, he hasn’t forgotten the camera that was installed inside.

      I can only watch as the first armed soldiers enter the Tavern and approach my boss. He doesn’t acknowledge or even look at them at first, until one pushes him in the back and then tries to grab him. That was his mistake.

      Charles draws the soldier in, grabs him, and then pulls him, sending the mercenary crashing into the bar. The second soldier, caught by surprise at the sudden assault, is struck twice by Charles’s walking stick before my boss’s fist catches him under the chin. The third is sent reeling as Gabriel throws a bar stool at him and then rugby tackles another onto the pool table.

      The Tavern quickly fills with more adversaries, and Charles and Gabriel, unarmed, fight off more before they are finally surrounded with guns held to their heads. Hawke then enters the pub, laughs at the mess made by the pair, and orders my friends to be taken into custody.

      I can only watch as Charles and Gabriel are dragged back into the museum and taken down to the lower levels that were previously our Containment & Storage levels. They do not return once entering, and I can only fear the worst.
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        * * *

      

      They’re coming for me. I lock the doors to the operations room, and I call Adam and Matt immediately, hiding in the far corner of the room. I hear footsteps outside and then banging on the door.

      ‘Let us in, Abbey!’ a voice demands before more banging sounds out.

      ‘Hello.’ Matt answers the call.

      ‘Matt... Adam!’ I call out to them urgently. ‘It’s Ares. The last symbol is Ares! The last constellation is in…’

      The door crashes open and they storm the room, grabbing for me and pulling me away. The phone drops from my hand, but I scream out to them.

      ‘HISARLIK! GO TO HISARLIK!’

      ‘You have made a very grave error,’ Joseph Brackenridge tells me as my hands are bound in cuffs.

      As I’m dragged away, I look back to the room and see Elizabeth Bowen and Hawke with my phone. Both are smiling wickedly before calling out orders to mobilize. I pray I’ve done the right thing before I’m pushed on and into the waiting lift, my armed escort taking me down to the Containment & Storage levels.

      ‘Thank you, Abbey,’ Hawke tells me. ‘Your aid of the Hunter brothers was not easy to track down. Once we burned Miss Diouri’s Emporium to the ground, we found evidence of your activities. Thank you for the final location too.'

      I swear, long and loud at him, telling him exactly where he can go.
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        * * *

      

      The glass cabinets that once housed our rare collection of mythological and, in some cases, powerful relics are now our prison cells. I sit on the floor of mine, my eyes clamped shut. The events of the last few days play over in my mind time and again, and I question the choices that have led me to this point. Although I was warned, I still know that I would help the Hunter brothers.  I would do it all again if given the chance. Now, boredom is my only enemy.

      Gabriel sits in the glass cell next to me, his struggle with boredom even worse than mine. Charles is in the cell across from us, but I cannot bring myself to look upon him. He has suffered the worst of us in these cells, beaten by the Winterbourne thugs for information. I am pleased that my former boss has given them nothing, though even now Joseph Brackenridge is pressing him again for answers.

      ‘Mr Lovell, if you would only cooperate we can make all of this a lot better for you,’ Brackenridge calls from outside Charles’s cell. ‘Tell us what happened to the artefacts you stored in this very hall. What is the burial protocol?’

      ‘Leave off would you,’ Gabriel mutters. ‘Your mates have already done a number on him without getting a headache from you too.’

      ‘What are you insinuating?’ the Security Council official asks. ‘That his condition was caused by my colleagues?’

      ‘Well, he certainly didn’t look like that when we were dragged down here,’ Gabriel accuses, ‘and he didn’t exactly do it to himself.’

      I open my eyes and see that Charles is in the corner of his cell, lying on its floor with his eyes closed. Anger flares within me as I see the bruising and cuts covering his face.

      ‘I doubt your Security Council condones torture!’ I snap at the official.

      ‘Well… I…’ Brackenridge stammers as he backs away. He looks to the armed guards around him but none offer an explanation, and some even smile.

      ‘What was done to this man?’ he demands, though his tone is not convincing in the face of the armed guards. None answer him, nor pay him any attention until the doors to the lift suddenly open.

      Out of the lift steps Hawke, along with several of his mercenaries, dragging a limp body with them. As they near I see that the prisoner is a young woman, unconscious and wounded, leaving a trail of blood in her wake as she is dragged on. Tribal tattoos cover her bare scalp and her patched filthy clothing has bullet holes and burn marks.

      ‘We don’t need to question Charles anymore,’ Hawke sneers as he throws the woman into her own glass cell and seals it shut. ‘We have our own guide now. She will show us the way.’

      ‘The way to where?’ Brackenridge questions.

      ‘Atlantis,’ Hawke replies with determination and certainty. ‘We go to Atlantis.’
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      ALAINA: Returning Home. The Waters of the Aegean Ocean. The Time of Gods and Heroes.

      The waters are calm and the winds fair. The Gods smile upon us, Poseidon leading us to our true home.

      Our ship, the Hydra, is our home upon the seas and leads what remains of our fleet. Our warriors rest whilst they can, exhausted from the war and our flight from the burning ruins of Troy. We did not rest until we were certain the Greeks were not pursuing us. Even now, I have scouts keeping watch for any sight of foes upon the distant horizon. Thankfully, we have seen none since our escape from the doomed city.

      Our voyage takes us to the only safe haven in this world. Our home, Atlantis.

      ‘The winds and tide are with us,’ Phaedra, the ship’s elder and our most experienced warrior, says from beside me at the helm of the ship. ‘Poseidon’s blessing is upon us.’

      ‘I feel less than blessed this day,’ I reply, looking upon our ship and its occupants.

      We carry our warriors and oarsmen, men and women, all equal. We carry our many wounded from the campaign upon the lands of Troy. We were originally one of the many Greek nations fighting for the return of Helen of Sparta from the clutches of the Trojans. We fought side by side with the wise Odysseus of Ithaca, the madman Ajax of the Salamineans, Diomedes of Argos, Nestor of Pylos, and the legend Achilles of the Myrmidons.

      Now, we escort the last survivors of our former enemies. Those few we could help escape their home of Troy. The Greek commander and self-proclaimed King of Kings, Agamemnon, betrayed us in the worst way possible, murdering my brother, Prince Calix of Atlantis. This outrage forced my hand to break oaths sworn before the Gods. We joined the Trojans but could do nothing to save them from Agamemnon’s treachery and rage. We left Troy burning behind us.

      ‘We return this night,’ I say with a whisper. ‘Thank the Gods.’

      ‘Indeed,’ Phaedra agrees. ‘Our supplies will last a day more, two at most. We were not prepared…’

      ‘None of us were.’

      The use of the Greek’s wooden Trojan horse to infiltrate the city of Troy and its fall to flame, blood, and death has shaken all of us. All aboard my ships, my biremes, still carry the scars in some form. I am haunted by the loss of so many of my brethren. So many were cut down in our final stand, and it shames me that I was able to escape whilst so many fell to never rise again. I brought them to the Trojan lands. I led them, and I failed them.

      By my reckoning, more than half of the warriors and fleet that sailed out to Troy have been lost. Among them were my uncles Yannis, Takis, and Romanos, my second in command, Dion, and of course, my brother, Calix.

      ‘Damn the Greeks,’ I curse under my breath.

      ‘Not all of them were bad,’ Phaedra says gently.

      She is right, of course. I have told no one of my final moments with Odysseus within Troy as it fell. It was he who dragged me from the Trojan palace and led me to escape. The memory of his lips on mine as all of Troy burned around us lingers. My thoughts are conflicted as Odysseus did save me, but he was also the key to Troy’s downfall, and so many lives were lost by his actions.

      ‘Our people will be relieved to return home,’ I say, changing the subject. ‘Our crew, yourself included, has not seen Atlantis for many years.’

      ‘Our guests will be glad to return to solid ground,’ Phaedra adds, speaking of the Trojans. ‘Do you think our King and Queen will accept them?’

      ‘I wish I had the foresight to know,’ I reply. ‘They will offer sanctuary to most, but of those two, I cannot be certain.’

      The pair I speak of are amongst the wounded, shown no favour or importance above any other. Paris, Prince of Troy, lies sick and suffering from his wounds in battle with Menelaus, the true husband of Paris’s partner, Helen. He is young and strong, but his illness has left him pale and feeble, his veins darkening with every passing day. Even his golden hair has become white and brittle. We have done what we can for Paris, but his wounds fester and his blood is tainted by the poison wielded by his foe. At sea, his condition has worsened, and it is only by the Gods’ will that he still lives. He needs a healer, and only Atlantis can save him now.

      His carer is the reason for this entire war. She is a beauty unlike any other, even now, sorrowed and guilt-ridden by the horrors we have all witnessed, dressed in tattered and filthy clothes. Her kidnapping led all of Greece to unite in its oath to protect her marriage with Menelaus of Sparta. Her kidnapping led Troy to war and the deaths of many thousands of men and women.

      Looking at the pair and how Helen is caring for Paris, it is clear to me once again that her flight from Menelaus was driven by love, not force. Troy fought to protect their love, and now Troy lies in ruins. We carry the doomed pair, but I am uncertain if they will find safety within our destination. After all, Father was sworn to the same oath as all the others to protect Helen’s marriage to Menelaus. By spiriting them away, I am breaking that oath.

      ‘I do not believe they will receive as warm a welcome,’ I say.

      ‘We will know soon enough,’ Phaedra replies. ‘For now, let us focus on our return.’

      ‘We arrive soon?’ Briseis asks as she joins us. The young girl is another refugee of Troy. She was captured by Achilles in the first days of the invasion and grew close to the famed warrior as lovers, I believe. Her heart was broken when she saw Achilles fall, and these are her first words since escaping the city.

      ‘The coming day,’ I reassure.

      ‘Thank you for what you have done,’ Briseis says. ‘You take a great risk in escorting us to your homeland.’

      ‘It is the honourable course. It is just.’

      ‘It is dangerous. Agamemnon’s fury will be sure to follow.’

      ‘A fate, I fear, was always destined,’ I reply. The King of Kings mentioned Atlantis many times during the campaign of Troy, warning of his knowledge of our riches and threatening to strike at us once the Trojans were but a memory. Helen’s arrival will be all the excuse he needs to continue his war.

      ‘Atlantis has lived and prospered for a thousand years,’ I vow. ‘Our existence will not end in our lifetimes.’

      ‘That’s what King Priam of Troy said,’ Briseis replies sadly.

      And now Priam is dead.

      ‘Halt our voyage here!’ I order, Phaedra repeating the command for all to see and raising the signal to the rest of our fleet.

      ‘What do we wait for?’ Briseis asks.

      ‘The stars,’ I reply as I gaze at the sky above.
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      ADAM: Aboard A Leaking, Stinking, Barely Afloat Tub Entering the Biggest Store I Have Ever Seen. Utterly Terrified. The Walls of Poseidon.

      ‘Couldn’t you have flown us by plane and faced your fear instead of mine?’ I ask my brother at the helm of the wheelhouse.

      I grip the railing beside me, hand and knuckles turned white by the tightness, the fear remaining with me and growing every time this old tub is rocked by another wave. Get me on dry land and I’m just your typical seventeen-year-old college dropout, but on this stinking rust bucket, I’m terrified. Our father’s faded grey leather jacket is zipped up as high as it will go, providing little comfort against my torture.

      ‘You think I know how to fly a plane?’ Matt replies with a chuckle. His old, frayed baseball cap is firmly fixed upon his head, our father’s journal of notes, maps, and scribbles laid out on the boat’s console ahead of him. Scattered nearby are maps and printouts of our surrounding area and heading, but none of them show anything but open, empty water.

      ‘I didn’t know you could do a lot of stuff before I found out about you and the British Museum,’ I say, at the same time thinking of how much has changed since then.

      Nearly a year ago, I discovered that my brother worked for a secret team within the British Museum. A team that investigated myths and legends. A team that hunted for hidden treasures.

      Now, Matt and I journey alone, in search of our lost father, Christopher Hunter. We have hunted down clues from across Greece and beyond, and now we follow our father’s footsteps in the hunt for one of the greatest myths ever known… Atlantis. There, we hope to find him, or at least discover what happened to him.

      We know that Winterbourne, a vile mercenary group who seek the world’s riches and artefacts for their own gain, is on our tail. They have the support of the United Nations Security Council, who have taken over the British Museum and all its activities. The Security Council is led by General Blake Walcott and Elizabeth Bowen of Bowen Inc., a global giant who operate in a vast variety of industries. Elizabeth Bowen was an ally, the mother to my best friend Duncan, but she has shown her true colours in seeking the British Museum’s destruction. We have managed to thwart Winterbourne, Walcott, and Elizabeth Bowen so far, but in Hisarlik, Turkey, amongst the ruins of the famous city of Troy where we found the final clue to Atlantis, Winterbourne had us cornered, with their commanders at the lead.

      To our aid came most unlikely allies. Three warriors of Atlantis fought off a full company of Winterbourne soldiers, wielding weaponry and technology I had never imagined. They had been tracking our progress and were set to warn us away until they learned the nature of our search and the name of our father. The elder of the trio, Sironos, was gravely wounded in the battle, and with his dying breath gave us a heading; the last piece of information we needed.

      ‘True west of the island of Gavdos,’ I repeat as our small fishing boat proceeds on its course, headed straight for the greatest storm I have seen.

      To the north and south of us, as far as I can see, are bolts of lightning rippling through the clouds and down to the waters below. A constant boom and crackle of thunder grows until it echoes all around us, the blinding lightning bolts appearing yellow and purple this close. The closer we approach, the greater the waves that attempt to beat us back.

      ‘Glad I brought my sunglasses,’ I joke as I pull them on, but they do little against the flashes of lightning. ‘You think this piece of crap can survive those waves?’

      ‘You haven’t seen that film Perfect Storm, have you?’ he asks me with a false grin.

      ‘No, why?’

      ‘Nothing,’ he answers with a forced chuckle. ‘Just hold on tight. I’m guessing you don’t want to go for a swim.’

      ‘I can’t think of anything… anything in this world or beyond that is worse,’ I utter as I look briefly out to the rising and crashing waves. My heart pounds, and I struggle to breathe, head swimming for a moment before I clamp my eyes shut and force myself to steady.

      ‘Hey, it’s okay,’ Matt says, seeing me struggle. ‘We’ll be okay. Just stay with me, okay, bro?’

      Years ago, when I was only ten years old, I fell into a river and drowned. I died, my heart needing a restart twice. It was Matt who jumped in and dragged me out, nearly losing his own life in the attempt. He saved me, but my crippling fear of water was born that day.

      ‘Yeah,’ I reply, forcing my eyes open and focusing on the rapidly approaching storm ahead of us. ‘I’m with you. Just don’t expect me to put on any of that diving gear you hired.’

      ‘You’d better.’ Matt laughs. ‘It cost a fortune in insurance, as they didn’t believe we’d be coming back.’

      ‘No trust these days,’ I joke before shuddering as another large wave rocks the boat.

      ‘They knew where we are headed,’ Matt replies grimly.

      Huge thunderstorms all year round, electrical problems with passing vessels and planes, and what the fishermen called the Ships Graveyard, somewhere none of them dared traverse. On one of the boat’s consoles is a display similar to a GPS, outlining the depths, sea bed compositions, and contours ahead of us. What draws my attention is dozens of references that suddenly appear ahead of us.

      ‘Any idea what they are?’ I ask, having to shout now to be heard over the waves and thunder.

      ‘Shipwrecks,’ Matt replies. ‘Marked by other travelling vessels. I bet there are a lot more wrecks down there beneath the waves than are recorded. We’re getting close.’

      ‘The Walls of Poseidon,’ I say, eyes fixed on the monitor and its grim display. I hate to even think how many sailors lost their lives here, forever entombed in these waters.

      ‘The stars are with us.’ Matt looks at the darkening sky and the stars shining through the clouds.

      ‘The constellations give us a path to navigate, but where to start? Ahead of us is just shipwrecks. I don’t know about you, but I don’t want to sail where they sank.’

      ‘Me neither,’ Matt says, holding the wheel firm and looking at the monitor with me. ‘Look at that. All depth and contours vanish beyond the shipwrecks.’

      ‘Because no one’s gone beyond them. Uncharted waters.’

      ‘Zoom out that display,’ Matt says, and I hit the required buttons. The image displays a greater area ahead, and around us are more of the shipwrecks.

      ‘Look,’ says Matt. ‘The further you zoom out, the more circular the pattern. The wrecks are showing a barrier.’

      ‘The Walls of Poseidon.’

      ‘Exactly,’ Matt says with excitement. ‘The symbol we keep seeing. The symbol of Atlantis, its concentric circles.’

      ‘Remember what Miss Diouri said. Circular defences that surrounded Atlantis?’ I recall. ‘What if this is what those legends mean? Defensive walls surrounding the island amongst the waters.’

      ‘Only navigable with a route…’ Matt says, looking at the sky above.

      ‘…in the form of constellations,’ I finish.

      ‘You know the one thing we’re missing, though, don’t you?’

      ‘The way in,’ I reply, but I have an idea for that. ‘We can use the Ships Graveyard. Follow the wrecks until we find a gap. Then the stars will lead us on. Seven constellations. Seven course corrections.’

      ‘That’s brilliant!’ Matt declares as he turns the ship hard to port so we can follow the wrecks from a distance. ‘We just might pull this off!’

      ‘You didn’t think we could before?!’ I yell at him.

      ‘Didn’t want to jinx us.’ Matt smiles back before the largest wave yet hits our fishing boat and nearly capsizes us. ‘Spoke too soon,’ he yells as he struggles to keep our heading true. ‘Any luck on the monitor?’

      ‘Nothing,’ I reply, voice lost in the constant crack and boom of lightning and thunder.

      ‘What?’

      ‘Nothing! Just more shipwrecks and… hang on… there… right there! It’s a gap!’

      ‘How big?’ Matt asks.

      ‘It’s gonna be tight, but we can make it.’

      ‘Then that’s our heading,’ my older brother declares. ‘I will need your eyes above us, Adam. I need you keeping watch for the stars to lead us in.’ He throws me Father’s journal, the pages already open with seven constellations, all linked to Greek mythology; the Gods and Goddesses.

      ‘Let’s see this done,’ I say, summoning all my courage in the face of my worst nightmare. ‘The Death Waters. That’s what the locals of Gavdos called this place. Let’s test the name, shall we?’

      ‘Let’s find Dad,’ Matt replies. ‘Hold on!’

      Matt steers the fishing boat wide of the entrance so as not to risk striking any of the sunken ships nearby, but then turns us to head straight through the gap in the Walls of Poseidon. A creaking and low grinding sounds from beneath us, toppled and broken masts scraping against our hull.

      ‘Hold together,’ Matt says to our boat. ‘Please.’

      ‘Here we go,’ I whisper, eyes already to the clouds above, looking for the first of the clues we found, the Aquila of Zeus.

      The waves rock us harder now, and the recorded shipwrecks are no longer visible on the monitor. Now we just have the stars to guide us.

      ‘There it is!’ I shout out and cheer as I see a star constellation shine brightly above us, penetrating the dark storm clouds as lightning continues to ripple through them and strike down around us. ‘Aquila, Zeus. Right… I mean, starboard!’

      Matt turns the wheel as quickly as he can, struggling as the waves continue to rock our boat. The wind is howling and rain pours from the sky, striking our vessel as hard as hail. My eyes focus on the sky above, forcing them open despite the blinding flashes of lightning.

      ‘The Hydra!’ I call out again as another constellation illuminates above. ‘Hades! Starboard again!’

      Matt makes the correction just as another hard wave strikes us, knocking me and my brother back from our controls and sending equipment tumbling from its shelves and storage compartments behind us.

      ‘The Cetus of Poseidon!’ I cry out as the stars ahead shine, continuing to lead the way. ‘Starboard… I mean, port!’

      ‘Left?’ Matt shouts to double-check.

      ‘Left!’ I confirm.

      Matt fights with the wheel again, the boat turning and meeting another crashing wave, this one smashing the windows to the left of the wheelhouse. Water and glass fly towards us, and we duck for a moment. We are both left unharmed but soaked through. Several of the electronics around us spark and blow, but still, we remain afloat and push ever onwards.

      ‘I don’t think they want us in!’ Matt yells.

      ‘That’s never stopped us before!’

      Ahead, we see a series of stricken masts, sails torn and fluttering in the wind of the storm, wrecks likely dashed upon the stone walls of Poseidon.

      ‘Stars?’ Matt asks. ‘Adam? Any stars?’

      ‘Not yet,’ I reply, as I urgently scan the sky.

      ‘We have to turn or we’re gonna hit,’ Matt warns as we near the shipwrecks.

      ‘Not yet,’ I reply before suddenly seeing the Centaur of Athena. ‘Starboard! Hard starboard!’

      Matt frantically turns the wheel, and I grab onto it to lend my strength as we almost strike the shipwrecks, our hull grinding again, but somehow, we emerge still afloat. We both laugh, from relief more than anything, but by the time I look back to the dark sky above, the next constellation is already shining; the crow of Apollo.

      ‘Port. Port!’ I cry out. ‘Turn!’

      The hull strikes something hard that makes the entire boat tremor. There is a horrible creak, and yet again more grinding as alarms blare from every control and monitor.

      ‘That’s not good,’ Matt says.

      ‘Doesn’t sound it!’

      ‘We’re okay… we’re okay.’

      ‘Are you reassuring me or yourself?’

      ‘Both! I’m going to need…’

      His instructions stop as our attention is brought to the horizon. A flash of dim light unlike the many bolts of lightning around us shines, accompanied by a low drone. The light and sound build and surge towards us, blinding and deafening for a moment as we are struck. The light and droning are then gone, but the loss of another sound is far more worrying. The humming of the engine suddenly falls silent, and every light, dial, instrument, control, and monitor within the wheelhouse cuts out, lifeless.

      ‘The engine’s gone,’ Matt says in panic as he attempts to restart it, but there is no life to anything.

      ‘EMP,’ I mutter in shock before seeing the next constellation shine above. The Cygnus of Aphrodite.

      ‘Port,’ I say and see Matt fight with the controls, struggling to turn the wheel.

      I grab on too, desperately trying to turn us before the entire boat tremors as it strikes hard against something solid. The fishing boat groans horribly as we hit again before the largest wave yet rises and strikes us head-on. The windscreen ahead of us smashes, and Matt and I are thrown to the back of the wheelhouse by the oncoming water. I cough and splutter, fighting my way back to the lifeless controls in time to see the seventh and final constellation shine above us.

      ‘The Draco of Ares,’ I say. ‘Starboard.’

      ‘C’mon, you rustbucket!’ Matt yells as he returns to the wheel, and again, we use all our strength to try and steer, but it’s not enough. We strike hard yet again, the groan from the hull growing into a guttural tear. Already, the ship begins to tilt to the left. The boat is sinking.

      ‘We’ve got to be taking on water!’ Matt yells as he looks at me, desperation in his eyes. ‘I’m sorry, Adam. I’m so sorry…’

      I look beyond him, seeing all the water, the waves crashing all around us. I feel the terror rise within me like never before. My hands begin to shake and my vision begins to blur as my heart thunders in my chest… but then I see it. Not far from us, the storm suddenly ends and there is light. The sun.

      ‘There!’ I cheer loudly, ‘There! That’s it!’

      ‘We just need to stay afloat a little longer!’ Matt says. ‘We’re so close now,  but…oh, no. No, no, no, no!’

      ‘What?’ I ask in confusion. ‘Are we sinking too quickly?’

      ‘No,’ Matt says, his voice broken in defeat. ‘It’s not just the storm that ends. The water… the water ends too!’

      He’s right. The water comes to a complete stop ahead of us, nothing but a sheer, endless drop.

      ‘Turn, turn, turn!’ we both yell as we try to steer the broken, sinking fishing boat away, but the tide has us and is dragging us closer to the edge. Matt tries the engine again, but still, there is no response. The boat doesn’t turn and we’re helpless .

      ‘Could we jump?’ I ask.

      ‘We’d be dragged down anyway,’ Matt replies. ‘Either by the storm or over the…’

      I take his hand as we near the edge of the water, unable to see anything beyond the fall.

      ‘Whatever happens,’ I say, still gripping his hand, ‘I’m glad we tried.’

      ‘Me too,’ he replies with a squeeze of my hand. He then closes his eyes and whispers the names of his wife and children. ‘Kat, Zack, Zoe…’

      Departing the storm, the sky is a beautiful blue, with beaming sunshine. Matt looks at me and we both nod in agreement. This is it. The end of the road. The end of our journey. We yell and scream in defiance of our fate as the boat edges over and then plummets down… down.

      Forever down.
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      ALAINA: Guided by the Stars. The Seven Walls of Poseidon.

      Dolphins have joined our fleet as we travel through the night. They leap from the waters and circle us like this is a game. We Atlanteans have always seen their greeting as luck for the voyage to come, and I hope it’s true once more as we make this final perilous step of the journey.

      I give the order and our biremes form up one behind the other, my command ship, the Hydra, leading the fleet. Looking out across the ocean, nothing but water can be seen. That is the first of Atlantis’s defences, hidden from sight. The second is its walls. Unseen are the rings of jagged rocks that would tear through the hull of even the mightiest of ships. These are dangerous waters, built by Poseidon himself to protect Atlantis, so the story is told. Even the dolphins in the waters around us know this and back away as we continue in the darkness.

      Few words are spoken, with all the crew concentrating on our course. Though we have sailed these waters more times than can be counted, it is still a perilous journey. I have seen entire fleets smashed upon these rocks due to a crew’s failings. I will not make the same mistake.

      ‘Aquila!’ I call out for all to hear. All know of what I speak and react to the command by instinct, correcting our course and turning the bireme. I do not look to the waters around us but to the stars above. Aquila, the eagle of Zeus and the retriever of his thunderbolts is the first of the star constellations that will lead us home.

      As expected, as we pass the first wall, the rain begins to fall. Dark clouds cover the sky, but the stars’ light shines through.

      ‘Hydra!’ I cry. The name-sake of our ship, the many-headed water snake slain by Hercules. The course correction is made, and then another when I call out Cetus, the sea monster slain by Perseus, and the name of my brother’s ship.

      The rain has become a downpour, and in the distance is the rumble of thunder. Each constellation is a dedication to the Gods. The Aquila is named for Zeus, the Hydra for Hades, and the Cetus for Poseidon. We honour the Gods and are judged by them with our journey. We will know soon enough if we are found unworthy. Still nothing can be seen of the dangers around us, and as is my own ritual, I do not look back to see the path taken. Not yet.

      ‘Centarus!’ I call, the centaur and symbol of Athena. Over halfway now. ‘Brace yourselves!’

      Lightning strikes the waters around us, blinding us before the sudden crack of thunder deafens.

      ‘Hold fast!’ Phaedra calls out as waves strike our ship hard. ‘Hold fast as we are judged by the Gods!’

      ‘Corvus!’ I yell as loud as my voice will allow. Corvus, Apollo’s crow sent out in search of water. Despite the treacherous conditions, my crew works hard to correct our course and lead us on. Despite the growing storm, I hear the faint scratching of rock against our hull. As always, I make a dozen vows to the Gods to see us on to safety.

      ‘Cygnus!’ I shout, the swan, Zeus in disguise and the symbol of Aphrodite.

      The Trojans aboard cry for safety and mercy. I did warn them all of this passage, and that if there was another course, then we would gladly take it, but this is our only route home to Atlantis. I asked them to trust me.

      ‘Hold fast!’ I call out, joining my voice with Phaedra’s as the bireme is hit by wave after wave. ‘Hold fast for we are almost through!’

      I look to the stars, and at last see it. The final course and entrance to Atlantis.

      ‘Draco!’ I cry as lightning continues to strike around our ship.  Draco, the dragon known as Ladon, guard of the tree of golden apples, and slain by Hercules. It is the symbol of Ares and the last of our guiding stars.

      A crescendo of lightning strikes ahead of us, forming a wall of blinding white. Our course takes us straight towards it, and our ship smashes through, untouched. When my vision slowly returns, I see that the dark clouds, heavy downpour, and bolts of lightning are gone, and once again, the sea is calm. My crew and I roar with cheers and laughter. We have been judged by the Gods and found worthy, permitted passage.

      I look behind us and see one after another of our biremes emerge from the storm and join us. As I gaze at the course taken, I finally see the dangers we navigated. There are rings of concentric jagged rock walls that could easily tear through the hulls of any of our vessels. The gaps between the rings of rocks are barely large enough to fit a single ship. Their danger is proven by the remains of wrecks smashed upon the walls of rock and the skeletons that remain a grim reminder of the fate of their victims. The gaps are where the stars guide our voyage, navigating us safely if used correctly. Atlantean ships and Greek traders have used the constellations to reach Atlantis since the birth of our home. If the course is not adhered to…

      When I was young, I tried to count the number of ships dashed upon the rocks, fascinated by the horror that defends my home. Never could I count more than forty before they had passed from sight.

      I remember Calix was almost lost to the rocks when he commanded his first ship through the passage. He mistook the last of the stars and their vessel, its hull torn open and sinking fast, limped back to the Atlantean waters. Calix was lucky that my father’s flagship, the Throne, was near to rescue him and his crew. My brother never made that mistake again.

      ‘What was that?’ Helen, drenched from head to toe, asks me. She has left Paris in Briseis’s care for the first time since leaving Troy.

      ‘The seven walls of Poseidon,’ I reply. ‘Guilt and given by the god himself.’

      ‘Truly?’ Helen asks

      ‘Who knows?’ I reply, but all that matters is what lies ahead.

      I point to the horizon, to the slowly rising sun and the distant land ahead of us. I point to home.

      I point to Atlantis.
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      CHRISTOPHER: Alive or Dead, I Don’t Know. Where? I Don’t Know.

      Crashing waves, walls of rock, flashes of lightning, a burning plane. Flashes of memory come to me as I begin to wake. The sun blazes high above in a cloudless sky. Falling. Falling further than I ever thought possible. I don’t remember the landing.

      ‘Chris… Chris…’

      A distant voice calls to me. Aaron. Yes, Aaron was there. He was aboard the plane. He disobeyed orders, as he always does. He followed me and I led him to his death.

      ‘C’mon, old man,’ his voice calls. ‘Time to wake up now.’

      A cool breeze greets my skin, and I feel the waves washing over me and the sands beneath where I lie. The heat of the sun is upon me, and though pain wracks my body, I realise I’m still alive.

      My eyes flutter open, stinging in the bright light. Aaron stands over me, smiling and laughing. He always was a cocky troublemaker. That’s why I took him under my wing.

      ‘You’re not dead yet,’ he says, offering me a hand. ‘Despite your best efforts!’

      I take his hand, and on uncertain, wobbling legs, I rise. We stand upon a golden beach, the remnants of our battered and destroyed aircraft nearby.

      ‘You okay?’ I ask him. He appears unharmed but for cuts, likely bruises, and some torn clothing.

      ‘Nothing that won’t heal,’ he replies. ‘You look worse.’

      ‘I feel it,’ I say, everything aching. ‘How did we survive?’

      ‘No idea,’ Aaron says as we look at the wrecked plane. The right wing is gone, both engines lost, and the fuselage has been torn to pieces. Strangely enough, the cockpit looks relatively intact but for the smashed windows.

      ‘A decent pilot, I guess,’ says Aaron.

      ‘A decent pilot wouldn’t have crashed.’ I chuckle, though I regret the jest as pain burns in my ribs. ‘I dragged you from the wreckage, but, Chris… where are we? Where have you brought us?’

      Only when he asks that question do I dare look at our surroundings. Out beyond the waves, I see waterfalls encircling the waters, their peaks high above us and barely in sight. We fell a great height and were washed up on the shore. From what I can see, the only way back to the oceans above is ascending those great waterfalls.

      I turn toward the land behind us. Beyond the sands of the beach, I see ruins, temples, and metropolises; pillars I recognise instantly as Greek. Many of the buildings are still whole, and even those in ruin still appear in better condition than those you would find in Athens. A civilisation once lived here.

      ‘A Greek kingdom?’ Aaron asks.

      ‘Something like that,’ I say as a smile flickers across my lips.

      My memory returns to me. The clues, the stars, and their route. The island sought by so many over an untold number of years. What was thought of as only a story and myth, we now stand upon. My smile spreads as my pains disappear and elation floods me. I cannot conceal the smile that now beams, tears of joy threatening at my eyes.

      Whistling sounds in the air, and red feathered arrows thud into the sand around us. Aaron and I retreat into the water and take cover behind the wreckage of our plane, both of us searching for a weapon to defend ourselves.

      ‘Who are they?’ Aaron asks in excitement, eager for a fight as always.

      ‘Locals,’ I reply, a smile still on my lips.

      ‘You are surrounded!’ a woman’s voice calls to us as figures approach from within the island. ‘Emerge and surrender and you will not be harmed! Engage us in combat and Ares himself will strike you down!’

      ‘Ares?’ Aaron questions.

      ‘Greek God of war,’ I reply, like an over-eager schoolboy.

      ‘There is no escape,’ another voice calls, this time from amongst the water surrounding us.

      ‘Not much choice,’ I say as I leave cover and stand.

      ‘Why are you still smiling?’ Aaron asks me as we both raise our open hands in surrender.

      ‘I hope you will see soon enough.’

      The figures emerge around us, standing in stunning bronze armour and helms. They carry bows, spears, and shields, though I can see there is technology embedded within the ancient weaponry. My gaze is drawn to their shields and the emblazed crest of a trident. I know it to be the symbol of Poseidon.

      ‘Kneel!’ we are ordered by their lead warrior as they pace closer with raised spears.

      ‘I bow for no one,’ Aaron says.

      ‘You will kneel,’ we are told as the warrior lifts their spear and activates its trigger. Electricity crackles along its staff as the spear head splits into the three points of a trident.

      ‘Halt!’ a new voice calls as another party approaches. At their lead is a woman dressed in robes and a steel breastplate that shines brightly in the dawn sunlight. It is the crown on her head that draws my attention. She is quite beautiful, with hair of white, green eyes, and bronzed skin. She nears me, inspecting me closely before looking deep into my eyes, her guard of crimson and bronze armoured soldiers always nearby.

      ‘Are you invaders or spies?’ she asks.

      ‘Spies?’ Aaron laughs. ‘We didn’t even mean to crash here.’

      ‘Impetuous pup.’ The woman laughs. ‘You are his father?’

      ‘Mentor,’ I explain. ‘He stowed away aboard our plane. He did not mean to come here, but I did.’

      ‘Invader or spy?’ she asks me, stepping closer and taking a trident from her guard.

      ‘Explorer,’ I reply. ‘I have been searching for this place for longer than I can remember.’

      ‘The world still knows of us?’ she asks with wonder.

      ‘You are legend,’ I reply with amazement, again unable to contain my smile. ‘Children wonder at your myth, and there are those who have dedicated their lives to proving your existence and searching for you. You are a story told to every generation.’

      She smiles at that before casting one final glance over Aaron and me.

      ‘Names?’ she asks.

      ‘I am Christopher Hunter,’ I say. ‘This is my protégé, Aaron Cantwell.’

      ‘Christopher Hunter, Aaron Cantwell. I am Queen Lyria. Poseidon has seen fit to bring you to us, and I will not act against the Gods’ wishes. You will be the first guests to set foot upon our lands for many a century. Welcome to Atlantis.’
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      ADAM: Panicking. Drowning.

      My world is a tumble of water and ruined boat. I can’t see Matt anywhere, and already my lungs are beginning to scream at me. Instinct takes hold and I kick as fast and hard as I can. I swim blindly, forcing myself through the devastation of our vessel. My lungs continue to burn, and in my hurried attempt to escape, something tears across my right arm, drawing a cloud of crimson amongst the dark water. This is my worst nightmare come true.

      Panic takes hold of me. I can’t breathe, my lungs desperate for air, and dizziness begins to overwhelm me. I try to force myself through a window, but my way is blocked by fallen equipment and my hand cuts horribly on the broken glass. There’s no way out… I’m trapped…until a hand suddenly grabs onto my shoulder, fingers digging in as I’m pulled away and through a gaping hole in the side of the boat. I kick with renewed hope as I and my rescuer, who I quickly recognise as Matt, squeeze through the wreck and rise towards the light of the surface.

      As we break through, both gasping for air, I’m overwhelmed by relief. Tears run from my eyes, and I cheer in elation, unable to believe we survived the fall. Looking down into the water, I see the fishing boat continue to sink and then disappear into the depths. The sun beams down onto us as the towering waterfalls, higher than skyscrapers, rumble close by, the storms still raging at their top. In all directions, the waterfall continues in one massive perfect circle, the storm clouds and lightning ceasing where the waterfalls begin. The walls of Poseidon, the concentric circles of stone, storm, and immense waterfalls. It is the perfect defence, and it’s only by a miracle that we both survived.

      As we tread water, we turn towards the centre of the vast region encircled by the waterfalls, an island whose shore is not far from us.

      ‘You okay?’ Matt asks.

      ‘No… not even close,’ I pant.

      ‘You’re alive, little brother.’ Matt laughs. ‘Just keep swimming and you’ll stay like that. Wait… your arm?’

      I look to my right arm and see that my father’s leather jacket is torn from elbow to wrist, and my flesh beneath is badly ripped. There is no pain, the wound numb, but my arm is still usable.

      ‘I can still swim,’ I promise.

      ‘You got enough in you to reach the sand?’ Matt asks.

      I don’t answer him, instead swimming desperately for the shore. I’m tired, and it’s a struggle. I’m soon gasping for breath.

      ‘Just take it steady,’ my brother tries to reassure me as he pulls up next to me and leads the way, clearly the stronger swimmer.

      Away from the waterfalls, the calm waters make it an easy swim. Thankfully, it doesn’t take us long until we can almost touch the sand.

      ‘Woah, you see that?’ Matt suddenly shouts out in warning as he slows ahead of me.

      ‘What?’ I reply as I continue to struggle behind him.

      ‘I thought I saw something in the water.’ Matt peers around him. ‘Something big in the…’

      I see it then, near to the surface on my left, close to me. A body, moving quickly in the water, large and endlessly long, almost like a…

      ‘SNAKE!’ Matt screams, as away to his right rises the body and then the head of a massive serpent. Dark green and violet skinned, a fin across its head, large black fangs, and yellow eyes that look down upon my brother. Its barbed tongue flickers towards him.

      ‘Hey!’ I call out, trying to distract the serpent. It briefly looks at me, eyes narrowing. A wave rocks me as the snake’s body rises close, but to my horror, I realise it’s not the body, but a second set of eyes. A second set of fangs… a second head.

      ‘SWIM!’ Matt yells. ‘GET TO THE SHORE!’

      I don’t need telling twice, and with renewed energy and terror, the pain of my injuries forgotten, I swim as fast as I can. Matt is ahead of me, and quickly, he’s standing in the shallow water. The first serpent closes in and lunges for him, barely missing as my brother leaps away. The second serpent then comes for me and, despite every instinct telling me not to, I dive down into the water. The snake’s head cuts through the water above me, jaw snapping perilously close to my kicking legs, but I too quickly reach the shallows and the sand beneath my feet.

      ‘C’MON!’ Matt yells as he grabs my arm and tries to pull me on, but we are both sent sprawling into the water as the powerful body of one of the snakes collides with us. I am submerged again and struggle to my feet, coughing and spluttering. As I rise, I’m horrified to see that both snakes have converged on me, rising high out of the water. Their bodies are joined, revealing themselves to be one animal with powerful, clawed limbs emerging from the water.

      ‘Hydra…’ The word stumbles from my mouth in disbelief. I have no weapons, no bow and quiver, and my pocket is empty where my trusty penknife should be, so I frantically try to back away. No matter my urgency and panic, the beast is quicker, and its twin heads loom over me with tongues flickering and jaws opening wide.

      Whistling sounds over my head, and suddenly, a dozen arrows strike the hydra, their impacts crackling with electricity. The snake heads of the beast screech in agony and defiance, again looming towards me before another dozen arrows strike, the pain proving enough to scare the hydra back and away as it retreats into the water.

      ‘You okay?’ Matt asks as he hurries over to me.

      ‘We made it, Matt,’ I say with disbelief as the sand of this island clings to my hands. ‘This is Atlantis.’

      ‘We’re not alone,’ my brother warns as figures with drawn bows approach us. We raise our hands to show we mean no hostility.

      ‘Thank y…’ I begin to say, but my words stop as my body is hit by dull impacts, one at my chest, and another in my stomach.

      I look down and see blue and yellow feathered arrows protruding from me that then crackle with electricity. My body writhes and is instantly numb as I fall to the sand. The last I see is my brother forced to his knees and then slumping forward before darkness claims me.
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      ALAINA: Home. The Coast of Atlantis.

      Tall stone towers manned by Atlantean warriors greet our emergence from the storms and rocks of the walls of Poseidon. Horns sound out from the towers, signalling our return, and the message is repeated all the way back to our homeland. The oarsmen, drained by the storms, find renewed strength with the prospect of home, and each ship of our fleet races onwards.

      We arrive north of the island, the capital city of Atlas our aim. The rocks and storms can be breached from many directions around the island, but Atlas was always our intended destination. As we approach the harbour of Atlas, two towering stone statues loom over the ocean and greet us. Both statues are Poseidon, God of the Sea, standing tall in glorious armour with trident raised high above, triumphant. With the island behind them and the sun rising beyond us, they are a glorious sight to behold and always welcome us when we return home.

      ‘It is a beautiful land, Princess Alaina,’ Helen says with wonder as she continues to stand beside me.

      ‘It is home,’ I agree.

      ‘Tell me of it. Tell me of your home and your people.’

      I am glad of the distraction and, again, I’m reminded of my brother. When we were young, Calix would often ask me to tell tales of the Gods.

      ‘Poseidon received as one of his domains the island of Atlantis,’ I explain. ‘He established dwellings for the children he had fathered of a mortal woman. From them, our people came to be. You see, Helen of Troy, we Atlanteans are descendants of Poseidon himself.’

      ‘A proud boast.’

      ‘A proud truth,’ Phaedra retorts.

      ‘I meant no disrespect,’ Helen says, realising her words were taken wrongly. ‘Please, continue.’

      ‘There are nine cities on the island of Atlantis,’ I continue. ‘Each providence governed by one of my uncles. We are bound for the capital city to the north of the island, Atlas, named after the first king of Atlantis.’

      ‘What are those tall spires within the city? There are so many of them, shining like crystals, each twisting as if entwined and reaching into the sky.’

      ‘They are homes,’ I reply. ‘All house their own communities of families, over a hundred strong. At the heart of the city is the royal palace, and there rule my mother and father.’

      ‘The Queen and King of Atlantis,’ Helen says.

      ‘They rule equally, as one, unlike all other Greek and Trojan nations. All men and women are equal, as you can see by my warriors and crews.’

      ‘And you take no slaves?’ Helen asks.

      ‘It is outlawed,’ Phaedra says. ‘Though prisoners can be held if needed.’

      Helen falls quiet for a moment and looks out to the lands ahead of us. I describe it for her, knowing it will be a welcome distraction from the ever-present guilt I know claws at her heart.

      From the ship, we can see Atlantis’s forests and plains as the lands rise towards the hills and mountains in the heart of the island. There is life and greenery all across the island, a far cry from the sands and plains of Troy. There are gardens, orchards, trees, rivers, lakes, and waterfalls. It is a fertile land, with mines of precious metals, abundant food, and many creatures; livestock, wild boar, deer, and stags. There are more besides those. Mountain cats, tigers, snakes, monkeys, antelope, and even elephants have been seen on occasion. There is a network of crafted canals carrying water to the crops across the plains. The soil has always gifted a rich bounty, and the animals and mines ensure that Atlantis never wants for anything. Even the waters around the island offer a variety of fish, mantas, sharks, dolphins, and whales. We have few needs from the rest of the world but know well enough that the world may want what we possess.

      Smoke rises from the highest mountain in Atlantis, an ill omen of the Gods’ anger. I hope it is not our journey nor or passengers that have roused such fury. Deep down, I know the true cause of the rising smoke and the Gods’ wrath, but I will not dwell or speak on the matter. It causes my family enough grief without it clouding my mind too.

      We pass Poseidon’s statues and enter the vast harbour of Atlas. From the waters, we can see the city beyond, homes to thousands of people rising high above us in a vast metropolis of majesty. Tallest and highest among them is the Royal Palace, home of our rulers, my parents. It stands like a beacon, welcoming us as we return home.

      Clear to see are the many temples and statues of the Gods throughout the city. Zeus, Apollo, Hades, Athena, Aphrodite, Hermes, and more are represented, with Poseidon chief among them.

      ‘I have never seen such dedication to the Gods,’ Briseis marvels, ‘nor the temples in such impressive condition. Those in Greece and Troy are often forgotten and fallen into disrepair, yet these appear newly built.’

      ‘Trust in me that they are not,’ I reply. ‘Greece may have forgotten its heritage, but we have not.’

      ‘And your people have not forgotten you,’ Helen says as we all hear the cheers.

      People have massed in the harbour to welcome us. They cheer, and my crew and those of my fleet return the applause with the strikes of tridents upon the decks of our biremes. The beat signals our return and honours our people.

      Our people, they cheer for us, but they do not know our actions in the war. They cheer to see us return, but they do not know of our losses nor the passengers we carry. I fear now, looking up to the burning mountain in the distance, that I am making a grave mistake returning us here.

      ‘Atlantis welcomes it princess home,’ Briseis says cheerfully.

      ‘Only because it does not know it has lost its prince,’ I reply.
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      ADAM: Still Alive. Falling Again.

      I wake, falling, and can barely catch my breath before I hit water again. Struggling back to the surface, I gasp for air, but I’m quickly forced down again as a grating of bronze metal lowers down towards me. It stops at the surface of the water, gaps only big enough for my head to squeeze between with no chance of escape. I force my arms through the grating, using it to hold me afloat, but it takes effort to keep my head above the surface. This is my nightmare prison cell. A torture unlike any other and, to make matters worse, I realise that, beneath the water, I’m butt-naked.

      My vision adjusts to the dimly lit room, light provided only by two aflame torches on either side of the stone chamber. I quickly realise I’m not the only occupant in the room as others cough and splutter close by.

      ‘Adam? Adam, you there?’ my brother calls to me.

      ‘Here,’ I reply, and we cross the watery cell until we can grab each other’s hands.

      ‘Water… again!’ I moan.

      ‘At least we have something to hang onto this time,’ Matt says as we cling to the bronze bars of our cells.

      ‘Looks like we’re not the first guests here.’ point to a nearby hand still clutching onto one of the bars, the flesh long rotted away and the bone ending just below the wrist above the water’s surface.

      ‘Charming place, this,’ my brother replies. ‘Not quite what I was expecting.’

      ‘What happened? The last I saw, both of us were hit by arrows. We should be dead.’

      ‘Agreed,’ Matt says. ‘Unless this is the afterlife.’

      ‘Hell. This is hell.’

      ‘Hades will have far worse in store for you,’ a voice warns us, that of another prisoner in the water far across from us. In the dim light, I can make out an older man, skin darkened by the sun, ringlets in his long dark hair and beard. Despite his age, he appears strong, with a  broad chest and arms that hold on firmly to the cell bars. Regret is heavy in his voice. He speaks in Greek, but Matt translates for me.

      ‘You’re from here?’ Matt asks. ‘You’re Atlantean?’

      The man doesn’t reply but merely looks away into the darkness, unmoving.

      Time passes in that terrible cell of deep water. My arms and legs begin to ache from the effort needed to keep afloat, and though I’m trying to force the pain to the back of my mind, it continues to grow.

      ‘You okay?’ Matt asks with concern. ‘I know this must be the worst for you.’

      ‘It’s… it’s just the pain,’ I say as I realise that my heart isn’t racing, nor has the usual dizziness threatened that always does when I’m near water, let alone close to drowning.

      ‘I thought as much,’ our fellow prisoner sneers. ‘You’re outsiders, aren’t you? Atlanteans are born to the sea. We could survive for days in the water if needed. At this rate, you’ll both be lucky to see nightfall.’

      A drumbeat sounds above us, the water tremoring for a moment before all is still and silent.

      ‘What was that?’ I ask. ‘Not another Hydra?’

      ‘Quit your talking,’ our fellow prisoner cautions. ‘Judgement approaches.’

      ‘Judgement is quite right, Vimose,’ a young woman’s voice announces, as three figures emerge from the darkness. Two guards are flanking the third figure, both equipped in bronze armour and helms, spears and shields their weaponry. Though the armaments appear dated, they flicker, hum, and occasionally crackle with energy and technology. Their crescent moon shields are emblazoned with the image of a trident; the symbol of Poseidon.

      The third figure remains in the shadows, her attention upon our fellow captive for the moment.

      ‘What is your crime?’ the interrogator asks. Matt continues to quietly translate from Greek for me.

      ‘I gave into temptation,’ the man, Vimose, confesses. ‘It called to me. The Box called…’

      ‘Enough!’ The woman silences him. ‘We do not speak of that in the company of outsiders. Do you understand why you languish here, in the waters of trial?’

      ‘Because I am guilty,’ Vimose says with certainty and bravery. ‘I await whatever judgement Poseidon decides, my life forfeited if required.’

      ‘You know what happened when temptation last overwhelmed sense?’ the interrogator asks.

      ‘Of course. We descended.’

      ‘Do you regret your actions?’

      ‘Yes. I brought this upon myself and my family.’

      ‘Who have pleaded for your release. You forsake your own bloodline for greed.’

      ‘No,’ Vimose argues, voice tremoring with emotion. ‘It was for my lost son.’

      The interrogator is silent for a time, quiet with contemplation.

      ‘You are not the first, nor will you be the last to suffer so,’ the woman declares, her voice softer. ‘You will be released to your family. There is no shame in your actions, but be warned, this cannot happen again.’

      ‘I swear by Zeus and all the Gods, it will not,’ Vimose vows.

      ‘Who are we?’

      ‘WE ARE ATLANTIS!’ the prisoner and both guards cheer in unison.

      ‘And so we remain,’ the interrogator says as her focus shifts to Matt and me. ‘Now, our two outsiders.’ The guards edge closer, spears lowered towards us, points crackling with electricity.

      ‘Adam, unemployed, six-six-six,’ I say name, rank, and number, the same answer I always give when captured.

      A charge of electricity soars from the tip of a spear and strikes the water in front of me, shocking me for an instant and making every muscle in my body flare in pain.

      ‘Rude…’ I pant as I recover.

      ‘Ssh,’ Matt says, he too feeling the shock of that charge.

      ‘You arrived on our shores, uninvited,’ she declares, speaking English this time. ‘How did you travel here?’

      ‘Your guards shot us and dropped us here,’ I reply, earning another electrifying shock that wracks my body and leaves me gasping.

      ‘That was not my question,’ she says, but there is a hint of humour in her tone.

      ‘We travelled by boat,’ Matt tells her.

      ‘And you just happened to stumble upon us?’ The interrogator chuckles. ‘We watched you navigate our walls. It was not simple luck that brought you to us. You came here with intent and purpose. Now, I will ask again. How did you travel here?’

      ‘The stars,’ I say. ‘We found the clues and followed the constellations.’

      ‘Though the journey cost our boat,’ Matt adds. ‘And nearly our lives.’

      ‘We do not take lightly to outsiders. Many have tried to seek us out over the centuries we have remained hidden.’

      ‘We saw that by all the shipwrecks out there beyond your Walls of Poseidon,’ I add, earning another jolt of electricity from the guards. This time, my grip slips from the bars, and my head drops into the water before I emerge, coughing and spluttering.

      ‘You seek riches and glory, I am sure,’ she replies.

      ‘No. No, we…’ I begin but fall silent as the guards’ spears threaten again. I look at them with contempt but hold my tongue this time.

      ‘Why should we not remove your containment and see you sink to the depths of Poseidon, joining Hades in the afterlife?’

      ‘We did not come here for riches and glory,’ Matt says.

      ‘We came here for our father,’ I add with frustration and anger.

      ‘And your father is?’

      ‘Christopher Hunter,’ Matt and I say.

      The figure takes a step back for a moment, caught off guard.

      ‘You are the sons of Christopher Hunter?’

      ‘We are,’ I reply.

      ‘Release them,’ the woman orders as she steps forward and into the light. Likely no older than I am, dressed in robes with a bronze chest plate and gauntlets, all engraved with the trident of Poseidon. She is very beautiful, with darkened skin, green eyes, and short white hair. A crown of bronze rests upon her head and a purple-petaled flower is tucked behind an ear.

      ‘My Princess,’ Vimose declares with bowed head.

      ‘Princess?’ Matt and I ask.

      ‘Let them out, now!’ she orders her guards, who hurry to raise the bronze grating. She then turns her gaze to us. ‘I am Princess Seraphina, and we have much to talk about, Matthew and Adam Hunter.’

      ‘We didn’t give you our names,’ Matt says with confusion.

      ‘No. But your father did.’
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      ALAINA: Awaiting Judgement. The Royal Palace.

      Upon docking at the harbour, I’m greeted by an escort of royal guards. Their bronze and crimson armour is unmistakable as it shines brightly in the dawn sunlight. There is no sign of the king or queen, and so this summons has been sent. Phaedra remains with the Hydra and the rest of the fleet as each takes its turn docking at the harbour. Orders are given for the sick and wounded to be cared for, including Prince Paris, whilst my uncle Philos, Helen, Briseis, and I are escorted through the city to the Royal Palace.

      As we walk the streets of Atlas, the citizens welcome and cheer for our return and call for news of the campaign and of loved ones. The people in the streets part to allow us past, many offering flowers and wine for the returned warriors of Atlantis. Surprise ripples through the crowds at the sight of the two women, a Greek and a Trojan, among our numbers, some assuming they are captives.

      Once beyond the harbour and the first crowded streets, we are led to horses who will carry us to the palace. It is not a long ride, but it helps traverse the many people who are still massing in the city. We pass the towering spires, each housing a hundred families in each, the horserace track that occupies the city’s outermost ring, and the numerous canals and tunnels that pass water and irrigation through the city and the neighbouring lands. These are just some of the advancements Atlantis holds over the rest of Greece.

      Beyond the streets, we cross one of the seven bridges that lead to the central island of the city, home to the Royal Palace and the magnificent Temple of Poseidon. Both structures tower over the metropolis with vast columns at their entrances and domes across their roofs. The Temple of Poseidon and its high tower are recognisable to all the people of Atlantis. I will need to attend the temple and organise the burial rites for those lost when Troy fell to ruin, but our destination now is the nearby royal residence.

      The palace sits in the centre of a large orchard, thick with trees bearing pomegranates, pears, figs, apples, and olives. Alongside the orchard is a prosperous vineyard, where grapes dry on large wooden racks in the sun. Two tall springs cascade and provide plentiful water to all life in the gardens.

      We are led through the gardens before dismounting the horses at the entrance of the Royal Palace. Statues line the entry, each representing a king or queen of our people through the ages. The bronze and crimson guards escort us up the marble steps past the white columns before halting at the sealed doors that normally are always open.

      ‘Wait here,’ orders one of our escort.

      ‘Why?’ I ask, but before an answer can be spoken, the doors creak open.

      A single man emerges, his snow white hair and hunched form a welcome sight.

      ‘My dear Princess,’ Vasilos, the aged advisor to my mother and father greets. ‘I feared you and your brother would never return to us. Tell me, where is Prince Calix? I wish to welcome him home also.’

      ‘Calix… is not with us,’ I say, and though my words do not say it, I know my face betrays the truth.

      ‘I am… sorry,’ he says, his voice shaken. He looks at Helen and Briseis with apprehension before his eyes turn to my Uncle Philos.

      ‘Philos, I am pleased to see you returned to us unharmed.’ Vasilos stops then as he realises there should be four of my father’s brothers standing before him.

      ‘I’m sorry,’ he repeats. ‘It seems we have all lost a great deal.’

      ‘Mother and Father?’ I question.

      ‘Princess Alaina and Commander Philos, only you are granted audience for the time being,’ Vasilos informs, eyeing me with warning.

      ‘Helen, Briseis, you are safe here,’ I tell them. ‘We will return shortly.’

      Both have worry in their eyes as they stand alone in this new, unknown land, but nod with understanding.

      ‘Follow me,’ Vasilos instructs as he leads us on through the Royal Palace. Once out of earshot, the advisor whispers to me, ‘Am I to assume that Helen is the Helen of Sparta?’

      ‘Helen of Troy now,’ I reply.

      Vasilos merely shakes his head as he leads on.

      We walk through the palace before entering the banquet hall. I don’t know why I expected to meet elsewhere, my parents’ private quarters perhaps, but this is where all arrivals and guests to the island are greeted. We pass rows of tables and benches and see the mounted and displayed armour and weaponry of Atlantis upon the walls as we approach the centre of the hall. There, a vast central table of dark, ornately sculpted wood with high-backed throne-like chairs awaits. This is the throne of Atlantis, unlike any in all other Greek kingdoms where kings sit above their people.

      Upon seats at the central table are King Aegeus and Queen Kallista, my father and mother, both rising to stand as we approach. The queen hugs me tightly with tears in her eyes before my father gently kisses me on the forehead. Both wear bronze armour scarred by battle and war, with circlet crowns upon their heads. Both appear to have aged since we last met before the outset of the war with Troy. Mother’s greying hair is now almost white, alike Vasilos, and father is hunched over, gritting his teeth with every pained movement. Something drains the life of them both; something I fear to talk of. The news I must speak will bring nothing but more grief for them.

      ‘I am relieved to see you returned to us, daughter,’ Queen Kallista says as she wipes away a happy tear.

      ‘You also, brother,’ King Aegeus greets Philos. ‘Tell me, where are the rest of our foolish kin? And of course, where is my beloved son Calix?’

      ‘We assume your return heralds the end of this war with Troy and our oaths fulfilled?’ Queen Kallista asks.

      I have gone over this moment in my head a hundred times. What I would say and how I would say it. Now the time has finally come, I find that I am lost, and the words will not come to mind or mouth. All I can do is lay Calix’s trident upon the table.

      ‘No…’ Queen Kallista utters. ‘No. It cannot be.’

      My mother takes a step back before falling to her seat. I see her break before me, a trembling hand at her heart as if it had been stabbed with a dagger.

      ‘What happened?’ King Aegeus demands, his voice rising. ‘What happened to my son and brothers?’

      ‘Our brothers fell in battle,’ Philos explains. ‘They fought and died honourably. The memory of their actions, and all Atlanteans lost upon the lands of Troy, will forever live on in the hearts and souls of our people. Brother, they…’

      ‘Enough!’ Father roars. ‘What happened to my son?’

      ‘He and I led our warriors at every battle,’ I explain, finally finding my voice. ‘He fought with the spirit and strength of the Gods. He…’

      ‘How did he die?’ Mother asks.

      ‘He was murdered,’ I state, my anger rising as I say the words.

      ‘His murderer?’ King Aegeus demands. ‘Who killed my son?’

      ‘Agamemnon.’ I spit his name with hatred.

      ‘Tell us everything,’ my parents ask in unison.

      I, with the help of my uncle, speak of our landing on the Trojan beaches and our early victories. The death of Vivara, my brother’s second in command and lover, at the hands of Ajax. Our vow to cease fighting until justice was done and our forced defence of the Greek camp and our ships. We speak of the death of Prince Hektor at the hands of Achilles, and the pact of peace made with Priam. We speak of Agamemnon plunging the dagger into my brother’s chest. It is then that we pause for a moment, letting the grief settle. Atlantis has lost a prince, but my parents have lost a son.

      ‘What did you do?’ Mother asks.

      ‘What honour and the Gods demanded,’ I reply. ‘Agamemnon murdered our prince, my brother. We knew that the Greeks were no allies of ours and that we had been fighting the war for the wrong side.’

      ‘So you sided with the Trojans?’ King Aegeus asks with confusion, his voice rising again. ‘Did you care nothing for the oath I swore in full sight of the Gods?’

      ‘They killed my brother! Your son! I wanted Agamemnon’s heart torn out! We all did!’

      ‘You agreed to this, Philos?’ my uncle is asked.

      ‘Both Yannis and I believed the Princess was right,’ my uncle states. ‘I still believe she is right.’

      ‘Does Troy now stand as an ally?’ Queen Kallista asks.

      ‘Troy is gone,’ I say. ‘Infiltrated by Greek treachery and damnation of the Gods. We were lucky to escape with the warriors we have.’

      ‘Our losses?’ the queen asks.

      ‘Dead and wounded, more than half.’

      ‘Is the war over?’ my father asks. ‘Has Helen of Sparta been returned to her husband or killed during the fall of Troy?’

      ‘No…’

      ‘Helen… of Troy waits at our entrance,’ Vasilos explains for me.

      ‘We protected her and escorted the survivors of Troy to our shores,’ I say. ‘They seek sanctuary here in Atlantis.’

      Father turns and paces away. He buries his head in his hands, body trembling.

      ‘You have doomed us all,’ he mutters before turning on Philos and me. ‘YOU HAVE DOOMED US ALL!’

      ‘Calm, my husband, please,’ Queen Kallista calls to him.

      ‘You betrayed the oath I swore in sight of the Gods!’ our king rants. ‘You let my son and brothers die in a foreign land far from home! You made Atlantis traitors and then stole the very thing Agamemnon and all of Greece is seeking! You have angered the Gods with your damned foolishness!’

      ‘Father…’

      ‘Agamemnon and Menelaus will lead all of Greece against us in pursuit of their prize!’ King Aegeus yells. ‘You have doomed Atlantis! You have doomed all of us!’

      With those final words, a great tremor seizes the palace. We struggle to stand, and my mother falls from her chair. The floor beneath us, the walls and ceiling around us, the great central table, and all the chair shake before falling calm and still.

      ‘I saw the smoke rising from the mountain,’ I say as I regain sure footing. ‘Was that…’

      ‘Yes,’ Father interrupts me. ‘We will not speak of it. The Gods’ fury, likely summoned by your actions.’

      ‘Husband, enough,’ Kallista calls. ‘No good can come of further anger. No words can change what has already happened. All we can do is decide our future.’

      ‘It is already decided,’ I say. ‘Atlantis will give safety and sanctuary to all Trojans, including Helen. They will join us as people of Atlantis. If Agamemnon and Menelaus come seeking their prize, then they will face the defences and warriors of Atlantis. You know this is the right thing to do, and Poseidon will stand with us.’

      ‘Spoken like a true ruler,’ Father concedes. ‘You are right, of course. The actions you took, though misguided, were right. We will give shelter to the Trojans, all of them. Show them to us, Vasilos. I would see this woman who so many seek and so many have died to claim.’

      ‘Prince Paris of Troy is also among the Trojan survivors,’ I add. ‘He was gravely wounded and sick, but our healers should see him live on.’

      ‘We are to shelter the kidnapper of Helen?’ Queen Kallista questions.

      ‘There was no theft or kidnap,’ Philos says. ‘It is clear to see that love drove their actions.’

      ‘Aphrodite strikes again,’ Father says, sharing a glance with his wife. ‘The Gods can be cruel in their machinations.’

      ‘One last element remains that we must discuss,’ I say before Helen and Briseis join us. ‘Father, Mother, I must tell you this. Agamemnon knows of what we keep hidden here. I am certain that he wants it.’

      ‘And you have given him the perfect chance to seize it,’ Father utters as Helen and Briseis enter the banquet hall.
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      CHRISTOPHER: Living A Dream. Atlantis.

      We stand upon the balcony of the Royal Palace, looking out over the lands of Atlantis. I can barely believe my eyes as I see a legend, alive and real. More than that, this is no ruin to unearth and excavate, but a living, breathing metropolis with lands, forests, rivers, and lakes beyond it. The island is home to thousands, and it is protected by the depths of the ocean and encircled by the waterfalls above. The city itself, alike everything else I have seen of this island, is a perfect union of ancient, mythological Greece, and a technology and lifestyle advanced beyond the world as I know it.

      Five days have passed since we crashed upon the shores, and still I wonder if this is all just a trick of the mind or a dream. I raise the wine cup to my lips and drink, savouring the sweet nectar once again. It is unlike anything I have tasted before.

      ‘You have further questions?’ the queen asks of me.

      ‘I fear I have asked far more than I should,’ I reply, for I have quizzed the royalty of Atlantis every waking hour with query after query. My journal, recovered intact from the wreckage of the plane, has pages now filled with notes on the Atlanteans, their people, and their customs. I could write a dozen books based on the notes I’ve recorded and still have plenty more to tell.

      ‘I have asked just as many questions about the outside world,’ Lyria replies. ‘Athena herself could not have learnt more. It is true that our worlds intrigue one another, but I fear they must never meet.’

      ‘I understand your reasons,’ I say. ‘We will leave soon. You have my word that we shall never speak of what we have seen here.’

      ‘There are those among my people who do not believe we should let you leave,’ the ruler of Atlantis confesses.

      ‘Death or imprisonment?’ I ask.

      ‘Both. There is another option. You could stay here. Remain in Atlantis as one of us.’

      ‘You know I must leave,’ I reply.

      ‘A loving wife and sons,’ Lyria says as she edges closer to me. ‘Of course. It is a shame, Christopher Hunter of the British Museum, for I have grown quite accustomed to your presence since you fell to Atlantis from the sky. There is still much we could learn from each other.’

      ‘I’m sure there is,’ I say, ‘but for now, I must leave and return home. I swear upon the lives of my sons that the secrets of your people will die with me.’

      ‘I fear that your protégé may not be as guarded,’ the queen says. ‘You know he trains with our young warriors? He has earnt himself quite the reputation.’

      ‘So I hear,’ I say with a laugh. Aaron, like my sons, is always finding some way to get into trouble. He trains and fights with the warriors of Atlantis, challenging their best and proving himself worthy in their eyes. It hasn’t stopped a fair number of them deservedly knocking him on his arse, though.

      ‘Our people have named you. It is quite the honour.’

      ‘Depends on the name,’ I joke.

      ‘You name yourself hunters for your museum,’ the queen says. ‘Artemis is the God of the hunt. My people have named you for our hunting birds. They name you both as Hawke.’

      ‘I like it,’ I say, humbled. ‘You are right. We are honoured, by that and so much more. Thank you for your welcome and the access you have given us to your home.’

      The queen smiles for a moment, but then a tremor rocks the ground beneath my feet. I seize the wine cup before it falls as the palace and the surrounding land quakes for a moment before falling still.

      ‘What was…’ I begin before seeing the dread on Lyria’s face. ‘Queen of Atlantis, what troubles you?’

      ‘I cannot,’ she says, though I can tell she is deeply concerned.

      ‘If I can help in any way, I will try. I have been told by my wife many times that I have a good ear and will listen without judgement.’

      ‘There is a reason why my people have remained hidden here all this time,’ Lyria tells me. ‘There is an evil we guard from the world. This is our service to Zeus to save mankind.’
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      ADAM: Not Quite Believing Where I Am. Atlantis.

      We are pulled out of the watery prison cell and escorted naked to a chamber where we’re provided robes as clothing. Vimose was quickly escorted away to his freedom, and the man bared a grin missing several teeth in thanks.

      Once alone, Matt and I struggle to pull the provided robes on and keep them secured, helping each other as if we’re children. Both of us see that injuries from our navigation of the Walls of Poseidon, escaping the sinking boat, and then our capture have been healed, leaving barely a scar where once had been ruined and torn flesh.

      Our personal belongings are returned to us, but all are in a state of ruin. Matt’s baseball cap and father’s journal are gone, sank with the boat, but our father’s battered and scratched silver lighter survived in his pocket and still works. My own token of our father, the leather jacket, fared much worse. It is torn in several places, one arm severed but for a few threads. I feel loss and sadness to see its ruin and realise I will never wear it again, the jacket being one of the last things I still have of my father. He would have been glad, though, that it protected me this long.

      As we look over our returned belongings, I hear the arrival of heavy footsteps belonging to a tall, commanding figure we both recognise instantly. Long auburn red hair that hangs just below his powerful shoulders. Muscular and strong with olive skin darkened by many years under the sun. Tribal patterns mark his arms and neck, and a silver hoop pierces to the right of his bottom lip. His eyes, as blue as the ocean, stare at us with a hardened glare, just as they did on our first meeting. His clothes are robes and a bronze breastplate, along with a slender bronze spear we’ve seen him wield before.

      In the ruins of Hisarlik, the fabled site of Troy and the Trojan War, the Atlanteans Stelios, his sister Alexio, and the elder Sironos intercepted Matt and me in our pursuit of the clues to the path to Atlantis. In the midst of our confrontation, we were ambushed by Elizabeth Bowen and Winterbourne, commencing an intense battle in the pouring rain. Sironos fell defending us, but we didn’t see what fate befell Alexio and Stelios.

      ‘Stelios,’ I greet him.

      ‘You should not be here.’ He glowers at us both. ‘You were warned, and in your attempts to find access to our hidden paradise, I lost two of my brethren.’

      ‘We can only apologise,’ Matt says. ‘We didn’t mean for any of this.’

      ‘Sironos gave us the starting point,’ I say. ‘He was brave to the end and brought honour to you all.’

      ‘Thank you,’ the Atlantean commander says awkwardly.

      ‘What happened to Alexio?’ Matt asks. ‘Is she here or still on the mainland?’

      ‘I do not know what happened to her,’ Stelios admits, fists clenched in anger. ‘I searched everywhere for my sister, but when your foes, Winterbourne, withdrew, she was gone with no sign or tracks to follow.’

      ‘I’m sorry,’ I say. ‘If there was anything we could have done…’

      ‘Enough,’ Stelios says with steel in his voice. ‘We will not speak of that again. I have already warned my people of the threat of your Winterbourne, and we will take steps to prepare. Now, you are here and formerly announced as guests by our princess, and by extension, our queen. Our people may look strangely upon you, for it has been quite some time since they have seen mainlanders, especially ones dressed as ridiculously as you.’

      ‘I’ve never worn robes before,’ I admit, feeling stupid.

      ‘Clearly,’ Stelios grunts. He then signals for aid from two attendants who bring us cups of water and wine.

      ‘Not for him,’ Matt says, as he takes the cup of wine from my hands and drains it himself. ‘You’re still under age.’

      ‘And you must be thirsty,’ I remark.

      ‘It’s been a long day already.’ My brother grimaces.

      The servants assist us with our robes, showing us how they should be properly fastened. Mine were not just backwards but upside down too.

      Once properly dressed, we’re escorted into the courtyard of the building, blinded by the high sun in a cloudless sky. When my eyes adjust, I see ranks of soldiers at training and quickly realise this prison is part of a garrison building. Upon seeing Stelios, an order is given, and everyone in the courtyard comes to attention.

      ‘Commander Stelios!’ one voice calls out, and in response, all voices reply in unison, ‘WE ARE ATLANTIS!’

      ‘CARRY ON!’ Stelios salutes in reply.

      ‘Commander?’ I say in surprise.

      ‘Be warned. Say the wrong thing and there’s an army not too far away,’ Stelios says with a proud grin.

      We cross the courtyard and see the soldiers training, many in full armour of bronzed helms, breastplates, and gauntlets, sweating in the heat of the sun, but their efforts are no less diminished. Spearmen form a wall of crescent moon shields, taking formations at the order of their commanders. Warriors, men and women in full armour, are locked in combat, testing their skills and pushing each other as far as they can. Archers loose arrows down a range, one after another, entire quivers emptied in fast volleys. I look at the bows in particular with interest and envy, eager to test one out for myself.

      Though the weaponry appears archaic, it’s equipped with advanced technology. Power and electricity crackles from spear tips and arrowheads, curved shields that extend from devices at their gauntlets, and blue, crackling energy fires from the deadly points of their tridents.

      ‘We were hit by those arrows,’ I tell Stelios. ‘We should be dead, but…’

      ‘Our medical facilities far exceed your primitive methods on the mainland,’ the general simply replies. ‘Those that hit you were meant to incapacitate, not kill. That’s why they were utilised against the Hydra, who sought you as a supper.’

      ‘I still can’t believe that thing exists,’ Matt says with wonder.

      ‘You were lucky there were only two heads. The adults have five.’

      ‘The one that attacked us was a baby?’ I ask.

      ‘They come much bigger and fiercer. They were trapped here with us during the descent, along with certain other unique species to Atlantis.’

      ‘The descent?’ Matt asks.

      ‘Other species?’ I question, although instantly, I spot one of them. At the entrance to the garrison and prison are two big dogs closer to the size of bears. Both have three heads.

      ‘They’re… they’re…’ I stammer.

      ‘Cerberus,’ Stelios names them.

      ‘The hound of Hades?’ Matt questions.

      ‘Yes,’ the general says as he approaches the nearest of these hounds, its three heads bowing as he reaches out to pet it. ‘Vicious and dangerous, though quite friendly when they recognise a friend.”

      Though I know I shouldn’t, I try to pet the three-headed dog, and of course, have to recoil as all three heads rise, bark, and attempt to bite me. Their master struggles to hold them back until Stelios calls out for them to calm.

      ‘Hush now,’ Princess Seraphina says as she emerges from the entrance to the garrison, flanked by her ever-present guard. She reaches out to the growling Cerberus and calms it, the three heads cuddling against their princess and the dog sitting in obedience.

      ‘You’ll have to show me that trick,’ I say as I bow awkwardly.

      ‘You can practice on that one,’ she says, pointing past me. I turn to see the second Cerberus snarling at my back. I quickly retreat, much to the hilarity of Stelios and the princess.

      As they laugh, I look beyond the prison and its garrison to the city of Atlantis, Matt at my side, both of us wide-eyed. It’s unlike anything we’ve seen before.

      ‘Welcome to Atlantis,’ Seraphina says as she catches our gazes of wonder.

      Towering structures of crystal and glass, rivers running along white marble trenches, impressive temples, and shrines. Tall, colourful statues of the Gods and Goddesses that would be ruins anywhere else in the world line the streets. Crystals provide light, warmth, and power; a technology far more advanced than what we know on the mainland, as they call it.

      We see homes, businesses, blacksmiths, saddleries, and bakeries. The clearest water I have ever seen is drawn from simple pumps. People, all attired in robes in a variety of colours pass us by on the busy streets, many bowing in the presence of the princess and several pointing at Matt and me and whispering. It seems talk is already spreading of our presence.

      ‘Here, you will find no hunger, no homelessness or begging,’ Seraphina explains. ‘All are born equal, and all die equal. If any fall on hard times, our people rally and support. We only have each other, and no one is left behind. All provide, and all contribute.’

      ‘We are Atlantis,’ Stelios adds proudly.

      ‘A utopia,’ Matt murmurs with an undeniable smile.

      ‘If all are equal, then why was one of your kin in the prison cell with us?’ I ask.

      ‘He was drawn to something that was forbidden and will not be talked of,’ Stelios says sternly, with a glare. Princess Seraphina looks on knowingly but adds nothing.

      ‘These statues of the Gods, Zeus, Hades, Ares, Athena…’ I say in wonder to quickly change the subject. ‘The only place that has anything like this is Greece, and what they have is broken and tarnished by age.’

      ‘Greece may have forgotten its heritage, but we have not,’ Seraphina says proudly.

      Along with the statues, we pass gatherings of people, all silent as they are led in prayer by priests. Again, the prayers are to those Matt and I know as the Greek Gods, the very beings whose clues and constellations we tracked down to find our way here. Now I’m looking, I can see people wear on their clothes and jewellery the very symbols we hunted; the Aquila of Zeus, the Corvus of Apollo, the Cygnus of Aphrodite, and so many more.

      ‘Your people are still followers of the old Gods,’ I say.

      ‘You mean the Gods,’ Seraphina replies with absolute certainty. ‘Yes, we have heard of your deities on the mainland, but we hold true to the ways and beliefs of our ancestors, passed down through generations. To you now, they are merely stories, I suppose.’

      ‘Yes,’ Matt admits. ‘But so is Atlantis. Every child around the world knows of this island, its disappearance, and… well… it’s a myth. A story told millions of times over, passed down through generations, alike the tales of your Gods.’

      The princess smiles at that, but Stelios snorts in derision.

      ‘General Stelios, you have met our guests before?’ Seraphina queries as she leads the way into the city.

      ‘When Sironos, my sister, and I were attacked whilst defending Atlantean secrets, the sons of Christopher Hunter came to our assistance,’ Stelios explains with a hardened gaze towards us. It’s not a look of trust, but respect maybe.

      ‘You honour us with your aid, and I can only apologise for your treatment since your arrival,’ Seraphina says with a slight bow of her head. ‘We have maintained our secrecy here for generations. Our discovery would be a great risk to the much wider world, but all will be explained. We are bound for the palace. I am sure my mother, the queen, will be very interested in meeting you. I am, for I have never met a mainlander before.’

      ‘And we have never met a princess before,’ I say.

      ‘I have,’ Matt murmurs.

      ‘Full of secrets, you,’ I reply before turning back to Princess Seraphina as she speaks again.

      ‘When your father arrived, I was but a girl…’

      ‘He was here?’ I ask quickly, head racing with a hundred questions. ‘Where? When?’

      ‘Is he still here?’ Matt asks.

      Stelios and the princess’s guards eye us with warning, having interrupted royalty .

      ‘Apologies,’ Matt says quickly. ‘It’s been years since we last saw him before he set out in search of this very place.’

      ‘What happened to him?’ I ask.

      ‘My mother will answer all of your questions,’ Seraphina explains, though the hint of sadness in her voice is clear.

      Our discussion is ended as a young girl no older than ten approaches and bows. A collection of flowers with bright pink, yellow, and blue petals in her hands is offered to the princess.

      ‘Thank you, my dear,’ Seraphina says as she beckons her guards back and steps closer to the girl, taking the flowers and smelling them. ‘They are as beautiful as you are, young one.’ The Princess gives her a warm smile.

      The girl blushes and smiles brightly before hurrying away back to her family, all of them bowing in the presence of their princess. It is a touching sight and certainly heart-warming.

      We continue to walk the streets, passing a harbour housing many fishing ships, all with pristine white hulls. There are many workers. Men and women, young and old, all working together to haul in fresh catches and make preparations for further expeditions.

      ‘Do the Hydra not attack your fishing boats?’ I ask.

      ‘We know well where the Hydra nesting grounds are,’ the princess explains. ‘We leave them alone and they leave us alone. Co-existence has been key to our survival down here.’

      ‘What are they?’ Matt asks, pointing to a pair of ships much larger and imposing than any of the others in the harbour, though still with white wooden hulls and masts. The sails have been lowered, but the masts are unlike any I have seen before, split diagonally.

      ‘The Kronos and The Hyperion,’ Stelios says proudly. ‘Named after the mighty titans of legend. Atlantis was once the greatest power in all the oceans of the world…’

      ‘And we still retain some of that,’ Seraphina adds. ‘Even if it is but a fraction of our former might. The greatest sadness is that they will never be seen upon the open waters beyond our Walls of Poseidon.’

      ‘But there are those of you who venture out beyond your walls,’ Matt says. ‘Like Stelios and the scouts.’

      ‘How do you even venture out to the mainland?’ I ask as I look beyond the harbour and see the waters, and even further beyond, the vast towering waterfalls that surround the entire island and its city. Descent is the right word, for the entire island appears to have fallen below the ocean.

      ‘How has the ocean not swallowed this entire place?’ I ask.

      ‘Can planes or satellites not see you when they pass overhead?’ Matt asks. ‘Or is there some kind of interference?’

      ‘So many questions.’ Seraphina laughs. ‘My, you are a curious pair.’

      ‘You cannot blame them, Princess,’ Stelios intervenes. ‘The world of the mainlanders is ignorant to our survival and prosperity. To them, Atlantis is a story told to entertain children.’

      ‘And that is how we would like to remain,’ Seraphina says sternly. ‘But you have reached us with questions to ask. Here is someone who will give you your answers.’

      The princess indicates to the vast structure ahead of us. Pristine white marble steps lead to what I can only assume is the Royal Palace. Levels of crystal and glass, all framed by white marble. Above these initial levels, white pillars tower high and support a dome of shining crystal. It reminds me of St Peter’s Basilica in the Vatican, only much larger and far grander.

      Before the entrance are twelve beautiful fountains, water sprayed high, and again, the images of the Gods. It’s only in passing that I realise the fountains are displayed and arranged in that concentric circular fashion that is Atlantis’s symbol.

      We pass the entrance, the posted guards in shining armour, bowing as Princess Seraphina approaches. Inside are staircases that lead to the upper levels, but beyond them, we are led to an arena; a semi-circle amphitheatre with row after row after row of seats ascending as far as I can see.

      ‘This is our Great Forum, where we host and convene,’ the Princess explains. ‘All have a voice here, young and old, head of a noble family or simple carpenter providing for his family.’

      ‘Reminds me of Rome,’ Matt comments. ‘Only a lot bigger.’

      ‘Where do you think the Romans stole the idea from?’ Seraphina remarks. ‘Atlantis was first in a great many things. Besides, the Romans only allowed what they viewed as the elite to convene. We are very different.’

      ‘We are Atlantis.’ A warm and invitingly noble voice beckons as it approaches. Seraphina, Stelios, and the guards all bow low the moment they hear it.

      There, flanked by a dozen armoured soldiers, stands a woman with faultless bronzed skin, long white hair, and emerald eyes. There is a strength to her, but certainly a beauty too. She stands in simple robes, no jewellery or finery but for the simple bronze crown on her head. Matt and I bow instinctively.

      ‘Matthew and Adam Hunter,’ Seraphina states fondly, ‘I introduce my mother, Lyria, Queen of Atlantis.’

      I remain bowed, having no idea how long I’m meant to stay like that. If it’s too short, it could be seen as disrespectful. If too long, it may be seen as mocking. I look at Matt, but he simply stares back, equally as uncertain. Thankfully, Lyria resolves our issue.

      ‘Please, rise,’ the Queen beckons in English. ‘You are guests here in Atlantis, especially after all the trials you have endured to get here.’

      Matt and I rise as the Queen edges near, gazing first into Matt’s eyes and then mine.

      ‘I see Christopher Hunter in both of you,’ she says, before offering an arm forward in greeting, first to Matt as the elder, and then to me. The guards and Stelios watch closely, ever ready to protect their monarch.

      ‘We are honoured, Queen Lyria,’ Matt says.

      ‘And thank you for your welcome,’ I add, before realising what I said.

      ‘I’m not sure your welcome was quite how it should have been,’ Lyria says with regret. For that, I can only apologise. You must understand that our very survival here is reliant on the outside world forgetting us. Mainlanders are very rare here, thanks to the defences constructed by our ancestors.  Now, I’m sure you have a great many questions, but first, let us make amends for the welcome you received. Food, wine, entertainment, whatever you desire… it will be yours as recompense.’

      ‘We only want one thing,’ I quickly say. ‘It is our entire reason for being here. We do not mean to disturb you, your people, or your way of life, but we need to know something.’

      ‘Where is Christopher Hunter?’ Matt asks.

      ‘Where is our father?’ I add.

      ‘I will show you,’ the queen says solemnly. ‘Let us walk, for he is not far.’
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      ALAINA: Honouring The Living. The Harbour of Atlas.

      Less than half my command that left Atlantis to sail to war in Troy now stands before me. Since returning home, we have unloaded the ships and made them ready for travel again. As always, our first duty is to our fleet, repairs and restocking of supplies taking precedence over all other wants. Each man and woman, my warriors and crews, have family on the island, but each knows their duty. Now our bireme warships are ready to sail again and my command can return to their homes for a time. After all the battles and time at sea they have endured, they still stand tall, proud, and unwavering in their ranks.

      Each of my warriors wears the same bronze armour and grieves as I, all marked by the trident of Poseidon and our kingdom and home. Their weapons and armaments are scarred by battle, a sign of all we have endured, but still my warriors stand strong.

      ‘Brothers and sisters,’ I greet them. My Uncle Philos stands with me, as do Phaedra and Spiro, my brother’s second-in-command. ‘You have travelled across the Aegean with me. You have fought and bled with me. Upon the lands of Troy, you seized glory and brought honour to Atlantis. We lost brothers and sisters, warriors and brethren, but it was not in vain. Nothing we do in this life is in vain. The Gods smiled upon us because you did not once fail in your duty. Not one of you fled from battle or questioned orders, even when we faced insurmountable numbers and our allies betrayed us. You protected the innocent and gave everything, even your lives, in the name of your home, Atlantis.’

      A beat ripples across the docks as the warriors under my command strike the butts of their tridents to the ground. The beat builds into a rhythm, a thunder of warriors blooded but not beaten.

      ‘Now we have returned home,’ I call out over the beating tridents, ‘I have no doubt that there will be more battles and more blood in our future. Soon, I fear we will have to fight to protect Atlantis itself, but know this. I have no doubt that you, the brave warriors of Atlantis, will stand tall, proud, and unmoving in the face of whatever evil threatens our lands!’

      ‘Who are we?’ a voice I know all too well calls from behind our ranks. I turn and see Mother and Father, Queen and King of Atlantis, standing with us.

      ‘I said, who are we?’ King Aegeus asks.

      ‘WE ARE ATLANTIS!’ Every warrior in the harbour roars with raised tridents.

      By the looks of them, one would think that they had won a great victory, but in truth, we were fortunate to escape a doomed, burning city. We failed, but to each of them, to return home alive is their own victory. The gaze of my parents is upon me, and despite our last heated words of the doom I may have brought to our island and the death of my brother, they look at me with pride.

      ‘Now,’ I call out as the cheers begin to quieten, ‘you are to return home. See your families, rest, recover, maybe even grow new families if that be your choice.’

      A cheer comes from the men and women.

      ‘You have earned it and so much more. I thank each and every one of you and all those who have fallen in battle beside us for the honour and courage you have displayed. No commander has ever had the fortune to lead such an army.’

      ‘Nor has any army known such a leader!’ Philos yells, drawing roars of agreement from all.

      ‘Go now, sons and daughters of Atlantis,’ I tell them amidst the cheers. ‘Go to your homes.’
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      ALAINA: Honouring The Dead. The Shores of Atlantis.

      We wait upon the sands of the Atlantis shore. The sun has long since set, and the stars and moon shine in the night sky above. Families and loved ones gather across all the beaches of the island; every man, woman, and child affected by the war. Five days have passed since our return, and we gather to honour the lost and fallen. Those that have been laid to rest and those whose bodies we were unable to recover from the burning ruin of Troy. All of Atlantis gathers to pay homage to those I was unable to save.

      The priests, priestesses, devouts, and seers of every temple in the city line our shores, leading us in prayers to the Gods. They stand where the water meets the sands, their robes honouring the Gods now soaking by the incoming tide. The priests and their followers hold candles and lanterns filled with burning incense in their hands, the aromas soothing and comforting. Demetra, the High Priestess of Atlas and leader of the Temple of Poseidon, leads the proceedings. She is an imposing woman; tall, broad-shouldered, strong-willed, and certain in all matters that the will of the Gods will guide us. Her dark robes are marked with the trident of Poseidon

      I wait upon the sands with my mother and father, a small wooden boat in my hands. I carved it myself, marking it with the name of my brother on one side of the hull, and on the other, with the names of family and loved ones, Vivara prominent among them. Beside me, King Aegeus holds our queen’s hands tight in his, bringing small comfort to each other. They wear no crowns nor armour, only simple robes. They stand not as rulers, but as parents bidding farewell to their son. No parent should suffer the grief of losing a child.

      With us upon the sands are dozens of families, the people of Atlas. Near to us are the wife and sons of Dion, and the father of Vivara. I know there are similar gatherings at each of the nine cities of Atlantis. The families of my uncles, Yannis, Takis, and Romanos will be ready with their offerings too, uniting with all the people of our island.

      I see Prince Paris standing near on the sands, his own wooden boat in his hands. He appears well, much improved since his arrival in Atlantis where he was feared near death. Our healers, miracle workers in the eyes of many, have once again proven their skill. Across the hull of his wooden craft are the names of his brother, Hektor, and his parents, Priam and Hecuba, all lost to the war and fall of Troy. There are many more names on the boat, but I recognise only the family of Paris. Looking back, I see Helen and Briseis watching along with all the survivors of Troy as their prince awaits with his offering.

      Archers from the city’s garrison wait patiently behind us, bows at hand and ready to carry out their duty as honour guard. Each man and woman among the archers bows their head in honour of the fallen and the duty they must undertake.

      ‘People of Atlantis!’ calls out Demetra, the High Priestess. ‘My friends, we are gathered here upon our shores, as all our people are upon this island we call home. We gather to honour the lost and fallen. Sons and daughters, fathers and mothers, brothers and sisters, husbands and wives. They all honoured us and the Gods in their duty to Atlantis. May Charon guide their souls across the river Styx and to their waiting loved ones in the realm of Hades. May they live on forever in the afterlife. We honour them.’

      ‘We honour them,’ all upon the beach say in unison.

      This is the moment we have been waiting for. With a final loving glance to my mother and father, I walk across the sands to the water’s edge. Memories of Calix flood my mind. Thoughts of his life and death overwhelm me, and though I thought, having already said my farewells, that this moment would not affect me, I find tears rising in my eyes. Love for my brother, grief for his passing, and rage at his murderer overwhelm me. I wade into the cool ocean until it’s at my waist.

      ‘I honour you, dear brother,’ I whisper, with tears upon my cheeks. ‘Goodbye.’

      I release my small boat onto the waters, beginning its one and only voyage. Out across the waters are hundreds of the small boats, thousands of them around the island of Atlantis, each one dedicated to a man or woman lost in the war for Troy.

      Slowly, I walk back to the sands of the shore, my eyes always on the boat and the dedication to Calix.

      ‘We honour them,’ Demetra says aloud again once the fleet of small boats has travelled far enough from the sands.

      This is the moment the archers have been waiting for. As one, they raise their bows, each lined with a flaming arrow, and let them fly into the night sky. The arrows rise high over the water and fall upon the boats, igniting the wooden vessels. They burn brilliantly, releasing bright embers that drift high into the night sky.

      ‘We honour them,’ all upon the beach say in unison.

      As I walk across the sands, I look at my parents and see them holding each other close. For a moment, I think I see another figure standing with them, a man perhaps, but when I look again, the sight is gone.

      ‘Alaina…’ I hear a voice call, though in the darkness, I cannot see who speaks. I walk on but hear it again, my name uttered by a voice I recognise.

      ‘It cannot be…’ The words escape my lips, for I am certain the voice calling out belongs to Calix.
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      CHRISTOPHER: Preparing to Leave The Myth Behind. Atlantis.

      ‘It’s time we return home,’ I tell Aaron once again. He trains with the student warriors of Atlantis, clashing tridents with a woman several inches taller and broader than him.

      ‘Why?’ he asks. ‘Why should we leave when there’s so much still to learn?’

      ‘Because it’s time,’ I urge Aaron across the training yard. ‘We must not outstay our welcome.’

      Aaron continues his duel with the Atlantean, neither gaining a victory over the other, though I suspect my protégé is holding back. He has caught the eye of many of the islanders, and I can see why he’s unwilling to leave. He likes adventure, girls, and glory, and made for a perfect recruit to the museum and our hunters.

      We met almost four years ago in an excavation of a tomb deep in the city of London. Aaron was just a kid, sixteen years old, and a thief. He had broken into our dig site and we discovered him midway through his theft of the prize, a priceless artefact of the Knights Templar. Of course, Aaron ran, and I saw his skill, speed, and resourcefulness. It took all I had to pursue him and finally corner the boy, and it was then that he truly surprised me, displaying a keen knowledge of the artefact he had stolen. Aaron liked history and was only stealing because he was homeless and didn’t have any other way to survive. Charles argued with me against the appointment, but I argued louder, and Aaron became our latest recruit.

      For almost four years, I trained Aaron. I was and still am his mentor, but we’re more like friends, or even family now. Together, we have travelled across the globe and seen and protected marvels and wonders of the past. I have tried my hardest to focus him, but sometimes, like now, he struggles against my command and won’t listen to reason. He can be too much of a free-spirit, and in that way, he reminds me of my youngest son, Adam.

      ‘Aaron,’ I call to him, taking an arm and pulling him close. ‘It’s time.’

      ‘The world won’t believe us,’ he replies with a boyish grin. ‘We need evidence. We need proof of their advancements.’

      ‘We need nothing. We hold their secrets to our graves. I swore that…’

      ‘You’re wrong,’ he argues, pulling away from me. ‘I’m sorry, but I can’t promise I will keep secret something the world deserves to know. I will stay here until I have the proof I need.’

      ‘Aaron, listen to me,’ I say, anger flaring within until, suddenly, I pause.

      Across the courtyard, I see them. Unmistakeable and all looking at me. I see my wife, Jane, as beautiful as the day we married. Matt and Adam are with her, no different than the last time I saw them before setting out on my journey to this place. My oldest friend, Charles Lovell, stands close by, a smile of approval on his lips. Alastair and Elizabeth Bowen stand with him, old friends and colleagues.

      ‘It cannot be…’ I barely say before the ground beneath my feet shakes.

      An earthquake seizes the city, and I struggle to stand, staggering to a low wall and holding on. The tremors grow, and when I look across the courtyard, I see that my family and friends are gone.

      ‘Another earthquake?’ Aaron calls out in shock.

      I know why the tremors have taken hold of the island, Queen Lyria’s warning still echoing in my mind. I have not told Aaron, nor will I ever speak of it.

      ‘This one is worse,’ I warn as the quake continues and grows in magnitude.

      Cries of fear and horror sound from the city around us, and just as the earthquake begins to die and settle, we hear a great explosion in the city not far from where we stand. We follow the Atlantean warriors out from the training yard and see dark smoke rising from amongst the metropolis of tall crystal spires. Instinct takes hold, and Aaron and I run with the people of Atlantis towards the fires to help where we can.

      We find buildings of glass and crystal have fallen to ruin and strange blue and purple fires that continue to burn. A deep grinding of machinery booms across the streets, along with the crackle of electricity. Gushes of steam rise from the vents in the streets and billow out from one of the crystal spires.

      ‘What is this?’ Aaron asks me.

      ‘It doesn’t matter,’ I reply. ‘Help the people.’

      From the rubble and ashes of the fallen buildings, we find trapped citizens calling for aid. Together with the Atlanteans, we pull pillars and debris away from those in need of rescue and carry the injured to the healers arriving at the scene. We work fast as the grinding of machinery and crackle of electricity grows louder, drawing fearful looks from the citizens and their rescuers.

      Aaron works with me, our argument forgotten in the face of disaster. Blood and ash stain his clothes, hands, and face, and he saves person after person without slowing or stopping once. In this moment, he reminds me why I chose him as my student. His capacity for good and focus on protecting and saving what is important.

      ‘C’mon, old man,’ he calls to me. ‘There’s plenty of work to do. No slowing down!’

      ‘THE CRYSTALS ARE FRACTURED!’ a voice suddenly screams out in warning. ‘RUN! FLEE THIS PLACE!’

      I turn and see my friend carrying a young boy free of the wreckage. I shout a warning, but it’s too late as a sudden explosion of fire and crackling electricity erupts with blinding light.

      ‘AARON!’ I call out to him, before the blast engulfs us both.
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      ADAM: Walking A Beach Graveyard. Atlantis.

      Queen Lyria leads the way along the shore, Matt and I close behind. The sands are warm beneath our feet as the sun begins to set in the distance. Across the waters, fishing boats return, and beyond them, the endless waterfalls that encircle the entire island. At their tops, storm clouds can be seen with brief flashes of lightning, but all end in blue sky once clear of the Walls of Poseidon.

      Princess Seraphina, Stelios, and the Royal Guard follow but keep their distance respectively as we approach our aim. This stretch of coastline is littered with the wrecks of small boats, larger ships, and planes of every variety and age; biplane, jet, and fighter plane. Torn apart and scattered, rusting and lost to time, many likely still housing their final passengers and crew. It is a graveyard to all those who dreamt of Atlantis but fell in the attempt to reach the myth and legend.

      Queen Lyria tells us that the elders of the island watch over and tend to this area, ensuring those who are laid to rest here will never be disturbed. I barely register what she says as my mind slowly begins to comprehend where we are being taken. I feel the despair build, crushing me with every step we take.

      Amongst all the wrecks is a small twin-engine aircraft, the right wing missing, the fuselage utterly destroyed and missing a sizeable portion of the tail. It is before that plane that the Queen comes to a stop.

      ‘Here…?’ I say, stepping back with uncertainty as tears rise in my eyes.

      ‘No,’ escapes Matt’s lips as he shakes his head.

      From her robes, the Queen hands us a small parcel, wrapped tight in a navy cloth.

      ‘He left this for you,’ Lyria explains. ‘For his sons, if they ever followed in his footsteps.’ She then takes a careful step away and bows her head in respect.

      We unwrap the parcel of the cloth, and within, we find a beaten, battered, and partially burnt book—a journal that we both recognise as one of our father’s.

      ‘The final page,’ Queen Lyria says.

      We flick through the pages of notes, sketches, codes, and more before reaching the final entry. On its pages lies a small silver medallion on a silver chain. The medallion has the emblem of a man carrying a child across a raging river, the symbol of Saint Christopher, the patron saint of safe travel. Dad never went anywhere without it around his neck.

      Holding the journal between us, the book shaking in our trembling hands, we read our father’s final words.
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      CHRISTOPHER: Enjoying A Sunset One Last Time. Atlantis.

      ‘I wish there could be another way,’ Queen Lyria tells me with sadness deep in her voice and tears in her eyes.

      ‘You have done enough,’ I reply, sitting on the warm, golden sands and watching the sun set beyond the waterfalls above. ‘It is simply my time.’

      Around us are the ruins of the old world and the wreckage of the plane that brought me here. Once woken at the temple and told of my fate, I asked to be brought here, to walk where my first steps upon the island were taken and the realisation that the myth—the legend—of Atlantis was real. I was a boy looking on in wonder in those moments, and only at the birth of my sons and the wedding of my loving wife have I felt such pure joy and elation.

      In my hands is my journal. How it survived the blast with little more than a few charred pages is a mystery, but it is at my side as always.

      ‘I wish I could give you more time,’ Lyria says.

      ‘How long do I have?’ I ask, though deep down, I already know the answer.

      ‘Minutes,’ she says. ‘An hour at most.’

      ‘You will save Aaron, won’t you?’ I ask, ignoring my own fate. ‘You will return him home?’

      ‘He remains asleep, but our medical techniques will see him recover,’ Lyria promises me. ‘We will return him to your world once it is safe to do so. I give you my word.’

      ‘Thank you,’ I say.

      I know I should feel pain, agony, but I feel nothing. The blast should have killed me, Aaron too, but the Atlantean advancements in medicine, equipment, and sciences saved us. Lyria will see Aaron returned home, but I’m not so fortunate. The injuries to my heart and lungs were too severe for a lasting recovery. All the priests and healers could do was prolong my life for this short while longer. A vest of advanced medical technology is strapped around my chest and is the only thing keeping me alive. Soon enough, even that will not be sufficient to keep me from death’s door.

      ‘You saved many of my people,’ Queen Lyria says. ‘I wish with all my heart that we could save you. Is there anything we can do for you?’

      ‘Help me into my plane,’ I say.

      Lyria herself and one of her guards help me to stand and cross the beach to the wreckage. Though it is far from easy, they aid me in navigating the ruins of the plane before helping me back into the pilot’s seat.

      ‘Is there nothing else?’ the Queen of Atlantis asks me.

      ‘No, I am quite comfortable,’ I reply. ‘Thank you for letting me live out my dream of finding your homeland. Thank you for everything.’

      ‘Take this,’ she says, pressing a bronze coin into the palm of my hand.

      ‘For the boatman?’ I guess, remembering the ancient Greek rites of death and burial. The queen nods.

      ‘Goodbye, Christopher Hunter,’ Lyria whispers as she kisses me on the forehead. ‘May Hermes guide you and the Gods greet you as you enter the afterlife.’

      Once the Queen and her guard are gone and I am alone, I take a final look across the island of Atlantis through the shattered cockpit windows. I open my journal, and from inside the cover, take out photographs of my wife, my children, Aaron, and my friend, Charles. I place them over the plane’s ruined controls, surrounding me with my family.

      I find a fresh page in my journal as tears grow in my eyes. From around my neck, I pull my Saint Christopher medallion and place it between the pages. I then put pen to paper one last time and write a final message to my family.

      My dearest Jane, Matt, and Adam,

      I am so sorry I broke my promise to you and did not return home. I am not even sure if you will ever see this, but fate can play a part in our lives that we never expect. I know I have left letters for you, but this is my true goodbye.

      Jane, I am sorry I’ve left you alone to raise our boys. That was never my intention, and I hope you understand my reasons. You knew from the moment we met that I would always answer the call of adventure and mystery. What greater a mystery than Atlantis? I’m so sorry that this pursuit took me from you. I hope you know that the adventure of life with you gave me the happiest of memories. I love you and have since the first time I saw you. Together, we were unstoppable, and we created two fantastic boys. Know that when I pass, my final thoughts will not be of regret or fear, but of the truly amazing memories we created. You, me, and our boys. I love you with all my heart and I always will.

      Matt, Adam, look after your mother for me. I know she pushes you hard sometimes, but it’s only with your best interests at heart. Like me, she sees that you both have so much potential. You could do anything you want and be anything you want. She loves you, and that is all that matters.

      Look after each other. The pair of you bring out the best and, at times, the worst of each other. You are brothers, and you must support and trust each other. Together, you two can accomplish anything. You are stronger together. I am certain you will both make me proud. There’s a spark in you, both of you, and I’m sure that whatever you decide to do with your lives, it will be great.

      It’s a big world out there, my sons. There is so much to see and do. By now, you will know what my true line of work was. Through this, I was able to experience and witness far more than I ever thought possible. I implore you to do the same. The world is waiting for you.

      See the world, experience it and all it has to offer. Have adventures and take risks. As young children, neither of you could sit still for five minutes, and I know that restlessness and eagerness for activity will take you far. Make noise and do things how you think and believe they should be done.

      I am so proud of you, my sons. I have watched you through your early years, and it pains me so much to think that I will not see you grow into the men I know you will become. Men who will change this world. I’m sorry I won’t be with you to see it.

      I will always be with you.

      Your loving husband and father x
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      ADAM: Heartbroken. Atlantis.

      My knees buckle, my legs failing me, and I fall to the sand. The world spins, and I feel as if I’m about to be sick. He can’t be gone… he can’t. Inside, I feel broken, crushed, and tormented to have come so far, and yet… he died here alone, hundreds of miles from his home and family.

      ‘How… how did it happen?’ Matt struggles to ask, our father’s journal still in his hands.

      ‘Was it… was it in the crash getting here?’ I ask, my voice broken as I fight back unending tears.

      ‘No, no,’ Queen Lyria says. ‘Your father reached his goal. He spent several days in my company, walking the city and asking endless questions. He was a good man and did not deserve his fate. He wanted to return to you, his heart set on it, but your father was gravely injured protecting and saving the lives of my people.’

      She pauses for a moment, turning away from us briefly before continuing.

      ‘At his request, he saw out his final moments in his own craft, looking out at the sunset, much like that we see today.’

      ‘Were you with him at the end?’ I ask, to which she simply nods, tears glistening in the queen’s eyes.

      ‘Thank you,’ I say.

      ‘If it is your wish, you may enter and pay your final respects,’ Lyria offers.

      For a few moments, we remain silent, both looking to our dad’s plane, until finally Matt turns to me and offers a hand up.

      ‘I don’t know if I can,’ I say, unable to take his offered hand. ‘I… I can’t see him. Not like this.’

      ‘It’s okay,’ Matt reassures me. ‘I won’t force you. I just want to say goodbye properly.’

      Matt turns back to the ruined aircraft, taking a deep breath and steadying himself before entering the already open cabin door just behind the cockpit. I wait for what feels like an eternity and feel the growing sense that I’m making a mistake. Matt is right. This would be a proper goodbye. That which we were robbed of when he first went missing.

      On uncertain legs, I rise and slowly pace towards the plane, carrying the torn leather jacket that had once belonged to my father. Though parts of me are yearning to turn and walk away, the sense that this is the right thing overwhelms me, and I push on, entering the crippled and mostly destroyed aircraft. I enter the cabin, ducking beneath the caved-in roof and clambering over wreckage. At the door to the cockpit, I stop, hearing Matt speaking.

      ‘We're Hunters now, just like you were,’ my brother says, his voice broken and distant. ‘I'm married... and… and you're a grandad too, to twins. Zoe and Zack. You’d love them, Dad. You really would.’

      He pauses for a while, and I can hear him fighting back tears before speaking again. This is like all those times we visited his gravestone back in England, but so much harder, and it’s taking everything I have in me not to turn and run.

      ‘Mum... she… she misses you,’ Matt says. ‘We catch her talking to you sometimes, forgetting you're not there. We all miss you. I miss you… so much…’

      Matt falls silent again. I wait for a few moments, summoning all the courage I have in me. Facing tyrants, traps, monsters, and myths is all so much easier than this.

      With one final deep breath, I pull myself further through the wreckage and into the cockpit. There, Matt is sitting in the co-pilot seat, tears in his eyes and running down his cheeks as he stares at the pilot.

      There I see him, in the pilot’s chair and perfectly preserved with his face turned away from us and his eyes closed, as if he is merely asleep. He’s just as I remember him; big and strong, blonde-haired, with stubble at his chin where he hadn’t shaved. He hasn’t aged a day or decayed at all, preserved perfectly beneath a thin glass crystal surface placed by the Atlanteans. A single bronze coin rests in his hand.

      Even though he's been gone for five years already, this hits so much harder. I remember him waiting for me after school, full of questions about my day. I remember all those family trips, getting lost, and keeping all of us awake with his foghorn snoring. I remember the four of us playing games, watching movies… and so much laughter and more. I remember him never leaving my side the entire time I was in hospital after I nearly died in the river.

      The child in me wants to shout at him to wake up. To climb onto his lap and hug him tight and feel his big warm arms wrap around me. I would give anything to hear his voice right now. Tears flow freely, and there is no stopping them. My eyes fall to the rest of the cockpit, the controls utterly smashed, but on top of them are Dad’s wallet and over a dozen scattered photos of me, Matt, and our mum. He died amongst his family.

      I reach towards the crystal surface around him and see that it can be unfastened. Without thinking, I lift it open, and though I want to reach out for him, I don’t. Instead, I lower his leather jacket, laying it over him, as he had pulled a blanket over me whilst I slept so many times before.

      ‘Sleep well, Dad,’ I struggle to say. ‘I love you. Goodbye.’
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        * * *

      

      We stay there for a little while longer, silently in the company of our father before finally departing the plane. As we clamber out of the cabin, we are greeted by Stelios and his guards as they raise spears and tridents high in salute before bowing their heads, Queen Lyria and Princess Seraphina doing the same. They are honouring the fallen.

      I walk past them all but don’t get far before my legs fail me and I fall to my knees, looking out across the water. Matt slumps down beside me and puts his arms around me, pulling me close and our heads together as tears once again begin to fall. No words are spoken between us. We are brothers who have just said farewell for the last time to our dad; no words are needed.
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      ALAINA: Alone. The Ashes of Troy.

      Every footstep is slow and laboured, my strength drained. My vision is clouded, ash falling like rain upon the city. The last embers of the fires are dying, Troy fallen, and its people slaughtered. Bodies cover the ground; women and men, the elderly and children, Atlantean warriors and Trojan citizens. None were spared. My gaze lingers upon them, horrified as their lifeless eyes look back at mine.

      ‘Sister,’ his voice calls to me. ‘Sister, you have found me.’

      He stands before me, wearing his armour and looking the same he did that fateful night.

      ‘Calix?’ I question with disbelief. ‘What is this? Where are we?’

      ‘You know where we are,’ Calix says. ‘We stand where you abandoned so many to die.’

      ‘I could not save them…’ I try to argue, to make him understand.

      ‘You could not save me,’ he states coldly.

      I see it then, the dagger deep in his chest. Blood seeps from the wound, leaving a crimson trail in his wake.

      ‘You can save me,’ he utters, blood running from his lips as he speaks. ‘You can free me from my prison.’

      ‘You are lost, my brother. This… this is not real.’

      ‘It is you who is lost, Alaina!’ he roars, charging me and running me through with his deadly trident.
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        * * *

      

      I wake, trembling, as sweat covers me and soaks the sheets of my bed.

      ‘Has madness finally taken me?’ I cry, burying my head in my hands.
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      ADAM: Recovering. The Royal Palace. Atlantis.

      In a daze, we are escorted from the graveyard beach back to the Royal Palace. Matt and I are taken to adjoining chambers and left in peace, neither of us saying a word. We stand on the balcony and look out across the city and island beyond. We should be excited, overjoyed to be standing where we are, upon a place very few on the mainland truly believe exists. The view and the place, none of it brings joy as those moments of reunion play over again and again in my head. I look at Matt, and from his distant and detached gaze, I can tell he is likely thinking much the same. His hands absentmindedly turn over our father’s lighter between his fingers.

      ‘You okay?’ he finally asks me, breaking the long silence between us.

      ‘Just thinking,’ I reply before having to clear my throat. ‘Do you remember the last time you saw him? Back home, I mean.’

      ‘Yeah,’ Matt replies with a strange grin. ‘I don’t remember the details, but I wish I did. I remember him saying he was going on a trip and that he would be back soon. Even then I knew something was different.’

      ‘How?’

      ‘He asked me to look after you,’ he explains with a pained look on his face, ‘and to look after Mum.’

      ‘She doesn’t need anyone to look after her,’ I joke. ‘She sets the world to rights with any given chance and would take no crap from anyone.’

      ‘That’s why I knew there was something wrong. You, I get. Her, that was something new. How about you? What was your last moment with Dad?’

      I grin as I recall the memory, something I haven’t thought back to for a long time.

      ‘He found me in his study,’ I say with a wide smile.

      ‘He didn’t like us being in his study.’

      ‘Exactly,’ I reply, my cheeky grin unmoving. ‘He caught me trying to break into his desk drawers. No, that’s not quite right. He watched me break into his desk drawers using the skills he taught me.’

      ‘Picking locks,’ Matt said.

      ‘You were always better with the codes and decryptions, but I could crack a lock, even at eleven, twelve years old. He watched and then clapped when the drawers finally opened. I was looking for the penknife he confiscated from me, the same one he gave me on my birthday that year. Twelve. I was twelve years old. Dad took the penknife from me after I accidentally cut myself with it, but he gave it back that day, making me promise to take better care… and to look out for my brother and mother.’

      I instinctively place a hand to where pockets would be, but my robes have none, and the penknife was lost in the fall over the waterfalls beyond Poseidon’s Walls.

      Matt slaps a hand on my back before pointing out to the scene before us, the vast city and the island of Atlantis. The stars are already shining in the night sky, and the city below, the city of crystal and glass that surrounds us, is illuminated brilliantly. Light flickers in the distance in every direction, lightning from the endless storm atop the waterfalls.

      ‘Dad would be proud of us,’ Matt says. ‘For getting here. For getting as far as he did.’

      ‘At least we got to say goodbye,’ I tell him. ‘Properly, I mean.’

      A bell chimes at the door of our chambers, and as we walk back inside from the balcony, I feel the warmth of the room welcome me. There are small slits in the floor, heat rising through them with no sign of electricity or fuel to power it. The room itself is illuminated by crystals secured into the walls, providing a soft glow, again without an external source of power.

      At the door, we’re greeted by an older man with darkened skin marked by intricate, detailed tattoos across his face, arms, and bare chest. He is accompanied by a pair of retainers, carrying a change of robes and jugs of water and wine.

      ‘Greetings to Hunters Matthew and Adam,’ the elder states in Greek, with Matt translating for me. ‘I am Envio Massius, aide to the royal family of Atlantis. You are formerly invited to join our highnesses Queen Lyria and Princess Seraphina at a feast held in the courtyard of our palace grounds. It is both to welcome you and to honour your father.’

      ‘I really don’t fancy…’ I begin to reply before Matt cuts me off and speaks with the royal aide. The retainers walk into our chambers, laying down the drinks and a pair of robes, one crimson and one navy blue. All three of our guests then bow before departing and closing the door behind them.

      ‘What did you say?’ I ask my brother.

      ‘That we would be honoured and will join when ready,’ he tells me.

      ‘I’m really not hungry…’ I begin, but he stops me.

      ‘Me neither,’ he says. ‘Nor is this something I particularly want to go to, but who are we to turn down royalty? C’mon. It’ll be good for us.’

      ‘This is Atlantis,’ I grudgingly agree. ‘It’d be good to see a bit more of the life here before they kick us out.’

      ‘That’s the spirit. Now, help me figure out how on earth to put those robes on.’

      ‘Shotgun the navy blue,’ I reply.
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        * * *

      

      Once ready, we emerge from our chambers, Envio Massius greeting us and then looking confused by the state of our attire. The royal aide quickly orders the retainers to assist, much to the amusement of the three Atlanteans, until we finally look presentable. Envio Massius then escorts us through the palace down many staircases, where dozens of people pass us in a hurry to make the feast ready. They pay us no mind, focusing solely on their duty to their queen.

      Beyond the palace, we enter gardens where there is a courtyard surrounded by orchards. There await almost a hundred people, all gathered at tables arranged in concentric circular patterns, just like the symbol of Atlantis. More of those strange crystals provide warmth and light from within bronze and glass lanterns. A band plays with lyres, harps, and drums, their singer leading a gentle, pleasant melody.

      All in attendance rise to stand, the band falling silent as we are led towards the centre of the assembly and one circular table. At that table stands Queen Lyria and Princess Seraphina, both dressed in robes of white and gold.

      ‘We are gathered to welcome brothers Matthew Hunter and Adam Hunter,’ Queen Lyria announces as we come to a stop before her table. ‘They have travelled far and overcome much to join us from the mainland, our first visitors in five years. We welcome them and must this night honour their father, Christopher Hunter, who gave his life in defence of our people. We honour his sacrifice and honour you, sons of Christopher. We are Atlantis, and we welcome you.’

      ‘WE ARE ATLANTIS,’ the assembly announces with one mighty voice.

      With that, everyone is seated, the band and singer recommence, and Matt and I are ushered towards our seats at the queen’s central table. Plates of food and jugs of drink are brought out to the tables as Princess Seraphina attempts to introduce the royal advisers and nobility sitting at the table alongside us. I don’t hear a word, my focus solely on the feast being assembled. Although I said I wasn’t hungry before, my stomach is now roaring in response to the incredible smells of the food. Apparently, my gaze does not go unnoticed.

      ‘Tuck in, my dear boys, for you must be hungry,’ the queen advises.

      ‘Thank you, Your Majesty,’ I quickly mumble before filling my plate and then my mouth.

      There are grilled meats and fresh fish, fruits, newly baked bread, cheeses, bowls of honey and olives, and rich, brightly coloured sauces. There are a lot of things I couldn’t name, but I try them all. All but the octopus.

      ‘I will if you will,’ Matt dares me.

      ‘It’s very chewy,’ I reply as I take a mouthful of an octopus tentacle, drawing laughter from almost everyone at the table.

      ‘I’m impressed by how many of your people speak English,’ I address the table after forcing myself to swallow the tentacle.

      ‘All Atlantean children are raised on the languages of the world,’ Princess Seraphina explains. ‘We learn those most commonly spoken, even if we don’t walk the world.’

      ‘Learning languages helps to shape and develop young minds,’ Queen Lyria adds. ‘Is it not the way with your education?

      ‘Certain languages are taught, but I was never a good student,’ I admit. ‘For that, you would have to look to my brother. Golden boy here was always the smart one.’

      ‘Golden boy?’ the queen queries.

      ‘A poor attempt at humour,’ Matt tries to explain with an elbow to my belly below the table.

      Bottles and vessels of fine wines are served into crystal chalices, my own half-filled before Matt stops the server.

      ‘Only a small glass for you,’ Matt intercedes again.

      ‘If languages are not your talent,’ Seraphina says as she rises from the table and approaches me, ‘then perhaps footwork is.’ When stood beside me, the princess extends a hand, the musicians pausing for a moment and awaiting her command.

      Oh, no. I look at Matt, who simply smiles, and in my head, I hear his words from before. Who are we to deny royalty?

      ‘I warn you, I’m no better at dancing than I am with languages,’ I advise as I take her hand in mine.

      ‘I will be the judge of that,’ the princess says as she gently pulls me away from my seat and towards the singer and musicians.

      ‘I never did learn how to lead,’ I confess as the band commences, and I mimic Seraphina in bowing towards each other.

      ‘No one leads here.’ The princess smiles as she takes my hand again and guides my other to her back. ‘As with all, we are equal.’

      All eyes fall upon us as the music begins to play and our dance begins. Though Lyria states we are equal, I am so eternally grateful that she guides us in time with the melody.

      ‘I am truly sorry for the loss of your father,’ Seraphina says to me quietly, her saddened eyes meeting mine. ‘I hope you understand why I could not tell you of his fate. Only you could discover that for yourselves.’

      ‘I understand,’ I simply reply, though much of my focus is centred upon trying not to step on her feet. ‘And you were right. That moment upon the beach is something I will never forget.’

      We continue in our dance, and I fear that my words have troubled the mood, but when our eyes meet again, I see the wonder I had seen before has returned.

      ‘I know you must have a great many questions for us,’ the princess says, ‘but I have a great deal of my own for you. Although I would never be permitted to leave our home, I would know more of the greater world beyond. I do hope you and your brother will stay at least a little while.’

      ‘I hope so too, but there are those we must both return to. My brother has a family of his own, and I…’

      ‘You have someone waiting for you?’ Seraphina asks.

      ‘I… I hope so. It’s complicated.’

      I see a flicker of disappointment in her eyes, but her smile is unwavering.

      ‘Love is complicated,’ Seraphina says. ‘Aphrodite is mischievous in her ways. Whoever she is, she is a lucky woman, despite complications.’

      ‘When my brother and I left to come here, a great deal of wrongs had been done to friends of ours,’ I explain. ‘Our journey to find this place, to find our father, was not without difficulties. We have to return to put all of that right.’

      ‘Then I will make the most of the time I have with you.’ Her gaze is drawn away as another pairing approaches us. I’m surprised to see that Queen Lyria is joining us in this dance, her chosen partner none other than my brother, who looks as bewildered as I am. Lyria calls to those around us to join in the dance, and we continue for several songs. During them all, I answer Seraphina’s questions; what Gods are honoured? What great accomplishments have been achieved and turned into song? What corners of the world are yet to be explored, and what is known of Atlantis by the mainland?

      After her third song, Queen Lyria calls an end and everyone claps before returning to their seats to continue the feast. I’m so very close to my seat when my path is blocked by Stelios. Alike other commanders in attendance, Stelios wears formal robes with his shoulders adorned in leather and marked with bronze symbols of the concentric circles.

      ‘I wonder if mainlanders can fight better than they can dance,’ the Atlantean soldier taunts.

      ‘You have already seen us fight,’ I reply.

      ‘That doesn't count,’ Stelios retorts with laughter. ‘And from what I remember, my brethren and I saved you several times.’

      ‘What do you have in mind, Stelios?’ Matt intercedes.

      ‘He is challenging you,’ Seraphina tells us, though the smile on her face shows this is nothing to fear but something to embrace.

      ‘A welcome distraction,’ my brother says, and I nod in agreement. I know we’re meant to be mourning, but this is certainly something our father would have encouraged.

      ‘Give me a bow and I will prove a mainlander’s worth,’ I say, rising to the challenge.

      ‘A contest beckons,’ Queen Lyria announces with a gleeful grin. ‘Who would be our champions?’

      ‘Tasia, descendent of the mighty Amazons and our finest archer,’ Stelios declares, and a woman, strong, with piercing blue eyes and short, cropped hair rises from her table.

      ‘Screw it. I’ll also join the challenge,’ Matt says. ‘I’ll take you on, little brother.’

      ‘You?’ I ask with surprise.

      ‘Our father taught me to use a bow too,’ he replies. ‘It’s about time we tested each other, though it has been a while.’

      ‘Summon Vasilos,’ Stelios commands, a runner sent to bring us the chosen man.

      The band and their instruments are moved aside to create the space as targets are brought forward. The nearest table is cleared and an array of strange rods, quivers filled with brightly feathered arrows, and leather arm guards are laid out to choose from.

      ‘Dancing with royalty and now an archery contest,’ I say to my brother. ‘Quite the evening.’

      ‘And you just wanted to stay in our rooms,’ Matt teases.

      A young lad in guard armour, fourteen or fifteen years of age, hurries towards the tables, bowing before the royal assembly, and then stands at salute, awaiting orders.

      ‘Ah, Vasilos, welcome. You are to join this contest,’ Stelios says. ‘This will prove that even the newest of recruits to the Atlantean Guard is more than a match for a mainlander!’

      Many voices around us cheer, but I ignore them, pushing through to the table where our tools await. Matt is with me, looking upon the strange rods, the quivers of arrows, and lastly to the arm guards, the protective leather that defends the arm from the lash of the bow’s cord. The better and more skilled the archer, the smaller the guard.

      ‘This’ll do nicely,’ I say proudly as I pick up the smallest guard and secure it to my arm.

      ‘Large for me,’ Matt replies with a grin.

      Next, I look at the quiver of arrows, each identical but for the feather flights. The flights are a range of twin colours and I choose for myself the black and blue ones, whereas Matt goes with red and purple. I draw one of the arrows, inspecting the shaft and then the narrow and deadly arrowhead, its point wickedly sharp.

      ‘They are reinforced and difficult to break,’ Seraphina explains from beside me. ‘They will tear through armour if loosed in anger.’

      ‘So I’ve seen,’ I remark, remembering their impact so recently.

      ‘A hearty Atlantean welcome.’ Stelios laughs loudly.

      ‘And what about these?’ I ask as I pick up one of the rods. To the touch, it is metal, five inches long with grooves for fingers to hold.

      ‘I guess this is the grip, but where is the rest of the bow?’ I ask.

      Princess Seraphina takes the rod from me, and with one smooth, clean motion, thrusts it forward and activates it. The ends of the rod extend and a cord is released and tightened. I reach for the bow, but the princess warns me away.

      ‘This is mine. Perhaps this one for you.’

      The princess picks another of the rods, the same size and length as all the others, but this one is engraved with flames. It reminds me of the design on Emma’s body armour, a smile appearing on my lips at the thought of her.

      ‘You like it?’ Seraphina asks.

      ‘I like the memories it brings to mind,’ I reply before thrusting the bow-grip forward and extending the bow to its full length. The cord is released and tightens of its own accord, and I draw it back, the action smooth and requiring no effort at all.

      ‘It’s flawless,’ I say with wonder as I inspect the flames now along the entire length of the incredibly lightweight bow.

      ‘Tasia and Vasilos of Atlantis, Hunters Matthew and Adam, are you prepared for the challenged?’ Queen Lyria asks to a great cheer from those watching on.

      ‘Is there room for one more?’ Princess Seraphina asks as she inspects the quivers and takes one with feathers dyed bright yellow and green. ‘I am a descendant of the great and wise Queen Aliana of Atlantean legend, commander in the wars of Troy and leader of Atlantis during our descent from the world. I am daughter of Lyria our great queen, and I will see these mainlanders beaten!’

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            22

          

        

      

    

    
      ALAINA: Haunted By The Lost. The Royal Palace.

      Though I am home and safe, I find little rest when I try to sleep. For the third night in a row since the rituals upon the beaches, I have been plagued with nightmares of my brother. He speaks to me, calling me to him and urging action. The ghost of Calix warns of doom approaching. A horror I cannot escape. He implores me to seek him out and release him, but I understand none of it.

      I do not sleep this night, choosing to let strong wine overwhelm my senses and carry me to oblivion. All the palace and the city beyond is at rest as I begin my second cup.

      ‘Alaina,’ calls the voice that haunts my dreams. ‘Sister, I know you can hear and see me.’

      ‘It cannot be,’ I reply, keeping my gaze to the floor at my feet. ‘You haunt me when awake too?’

      ‘I am always with you,’ he says. ‘Look and you will see.’

      I relent and raise my gaze toward him. In the doorway of my chamber, he stands, no longer in armour or bloodied, but clean and in the robes worn the last time I saw him in Atlantis. He smiles as our eyes meet.

      ‘What do you want?’ I ask. ‘Your soul should be at rest in the afterlife.’

      ‘It is, but I can be returned to you.’

      ‘Madness has truly taken me,’ I say, raising my wine cup to my lips and drinking deep.

      ‘My life and cause is unfinished,’ Calix says. ‘I long for freedom.’

      ‘Freedom?’

      ‘Come,’ he urges. ‘Let me show you.’

      I follow my brother, knowing not if I am awake or if this is another dream. He walks ahead of me, staying ahead no matter my pace. Calix looks back only when I pause or slow, beckoning me to follow.

      ‘Come, sister,’ he beckons.

      The palace is quiet with most at rest or slumber, and we walk on without passing a single person. We leave the palace, cross the orchards, and pass the fountains to the entrance of the Temple of Poseidon.

      ‘Let me show you,’ Calix repeats as he climbs the stone steps. I follow dutifully, entering the temple and walking its vast halls.

      Again, there is no one to be seen, No priests or priestesses at prayer, nor any person of Atlas seeking guidance. The temple is cold and dark; no fires or flames to provide light or warmth. I can barely see my brother leading the way through the darkness. We pass the central hall, its magnificent towering marble statue of Poseidon at its centre; a true wonder of the world.

      ‘Up,’ he tells me as we reach the open doorway at the base of the temple’s tower.

      ‘It is forbidden,’ I say. ‘These doors should be locked and secure.’

      ‘Let me show you.’ Calix walks up the stone spiral staircase leading high into the tower.

      ‘Stop, brother. We should not be here,’ I implore as we climb the tower’s steps, forbidden by our laws. He does not heed my warnings and instead rises higher and higher until we reach the door to the tower’s uppermost chamber. In all my life, I have never set foot in this tower, nor have any but rulers of Atlantis and the high priests of the temple. As a wild and curious girl, I was struck hard by a mentor just for reaching the door that led to these stairs. The penalty for trespassing is death.

      ‘We can go no further,’ I say. ‘This door is sealed shut by the High Priestess herself.’

      Calix looks at me and smiles. In that moment, I see that it is not my brother who stands before me, but something else. Something far more dangerous. The figure in the guise of the Prince of Atlantis raises a hand, and at once, the sealed door shudders and opens.

      ‘Inside,’ Calix tells me. ‘You will find the answers you seek. You can free me of my torment.’

      ‘Who are you?’ I ask before Calix vanishes from sight as the thunder of footsteps sounds from the staircase behind me.

      ‘Alaina, what are you doing here?’ my father asks in bewilderment.

      ‘This is a sacred place, Princess,’ High Priestess Demetra says in shock as she, with aflame torch, joins us. ‘Entrance is forbidden by our laws.’

      ‘Daughter, how did you get here?’ King Aegeus asks. ‘Only the High Priestess holds the keys. How did you open that door?’

      ‘I… I do not know,’ I say, utterly shaken as I realise the spectre of my brother is gone. ‘Father… I…’

      ‘It calls to you, does it not?’ Demetra asks. ‘Tell me, have you seen spectres? Lost family or loved ones in your dreams?’

      Tears rise in my eyes as relief floods me.

      ‘Calix… in dreams and this very night,’ I confess. ‘He guided me here. He was real… he was here.’

      ‘My dear girl, Calix is gone,’ Father tries to comfort me. ‘What you saw was merely a trick.’

      ‘How?’ I demand. ‘How am I seeing him? He was right here, right where you now stand. He was real.’

      ‘No, Princess,’ the High Priestess says. ‘Perhaps, with the king’s blessing, I can show you the truth of this.’

      Father looks at me with utter sadness in his eyes before slowly nodding his head. ‘She is my heir. She should know.’

      ‘You must never speak of what you see this night, Princess,’ Demetra warns.

      ‘You have my word,’ I say, still shaken.

      The High Priestess, with torch in hand, leads us inside the chamber and lights candles around the circular room. Iron chains cross the chamber, from wall to wall and ceiling to floor. The chains converge at the room’s centre, holding a single object tightly suspended in its grasp. From a distance, the item appears to be nothing but a common container. A large storage jar sealed shut by a rounded lid. As we step closer, I see more chains and locks keeping the lid of the jar secure and ensuring no man or woman could ever open the container and release its contents. Painted and chiselled cross the edges of the jar, those that can be seen beneath the iron chains, are symbols of sickness, pain, and death.

      ‘I am sure you know the story, but I will tell it anyway,’ the High Priestess says, Father and I remaining silent. ‘Hundreds of years ago, before our past was truly recorded, a young woman, some say the first queen of the Atlanteans, climbed to the top of the tallest mountain on our island. In that long lost era, Atlantis was not an island, but a vast continent that could eclipse Greece itself. Once at the top of the mountain, the rock parted and opened to reveal fires burning within. There, emerging from the fires, she found a container. This very jar.’

      Demetra pauses for a moment, breathing deeply before continuing.

      ‘It is believed that Zeus placed the container there for the woman to find. A gift for her to open. Zeus had deceived the woman, wanting to punish the world of men after Prometheus stole the gift of fire. Within the container, Zeus placed the many evils of the world. Rage, murder, lust, disease, strife, and despair. Beasts or all manner of demons that even Hades and the underworld could not contain. Zeus knew that the woman’s curiosity would lead her to open his gift.’

      ‘And the woman’s name was Pandora,’ I say.

      ‘The container was opened, and out poured all the evils Zeus prepared as his punishment. The oceans boiled and rose as great walls of destruction. The ground shook, the sky filled with lightning, and fire descended from the stars. It took an army of Atlantean warriors, almost all slain in the effort, to finally drive back the evils. When the container, or Box as the tale is now told, was finally sealed, a great doom fell upon Atlantis and our land was reduced to the island we now live upon. Generations were lost in the tragedy and Pandora was never seen again. Attempts were made to destroy it, to cast the container into the fires of the mountain where it was born. All efforts failed, and here, within the Temple of Poseidon, Atlantis has hidden and kept contained the greatest evils of this world.’

      ‘It is a story told by parents to scare children,’ I say. ‘I thought, all this time, that father was just retelling the tales the blind seers and prophets told him. Yet it is true. This is Pandora’s Box.’

      ‘And we must do all in our power to keep it out of the hands of monsters like Agamemnon,’ King Aegeus says. With those words, I see a great strain upon Father; a weakness that seems to grow with each passing day.

      ‘The tremors of the ground,’ I say. ‘The smoke rising from the mountain. Forgive me, but your frailty, Father, it is all caused by this curse?’

      ‘Yes,’ Demetra confesses. ‘Its power and reach grows. Before, it rarely threatened, but now, each day there are those tainted by the evils within. You are not the first to try to reach it, tempted by the spectres of the lost.’

      ‘Something within wants release,’ Father explains. ‘It is all we can do to ensure that tragedy does not come to pass and doom our world.’

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            23

          

        

      

    

    
      ADAM: Competing Against Royalty. The Royal Palace. Atlantis.

      A great chorus of cheers sounds from everyone at the great feast, the Atlanteans encouraging their three contenders, their princess most of all. Five targets are prepared for us at the far end of the courtyard, and with guard, quiver of arrows, and bow, I stand ready, as does my brother.

      ‘Bet you a fiver I beat you,’ I tease him.

      ‘No deal. My bet is on you to win this whole thing,’ Matt says confidently.

      ‘Five arrows for the first round,’ Queen Lyria instructs. ‘The top two challengers will then proceed to a final round of three arrows. The prize, glory for Atlantis… and the mainland, I suppose, if the Hunter brothers are lucky.’

      The queen looks to us and winks as many of the growing crowd laughs.

      ‘Challengers,’ Queen Lyria announces, ‘begin!’

      Matt and I approach our targets, sharing glances of disbelief. Here we are, standing in the palace grounds of Atlantis, about to participate in an archery contest in which one of our rivals is a princess. I can’t take the smile from my face.

      We take it in turns, each loosing an arrow one by one. Princess Seraphina is first, her arrow striking near perfectly in the centre of the target to great applause. Vasilos is next, his arrow hitting far left, the young lad overwhelmed by the nervousness of the occasion. Next, is the Amazon descendant, Tasia. Her arrow hits centre left, again to applause. Next is Matt, and as he begins to draw his bow, the crowd boos and mocks, making me and my brother laugh. Matt’s first arrow strikes to the right of the target. Not bad, but not great either. The crowd continues to boo and laugh, and my brother jokingly bows in thanks. Lastly, it’s my turn.

      I approach the target and pull an arrow free of the quiver, lining it up on the bow and drawing back on the cord. Again, I’m amazed at how effortless it is to wield this bow. The crowd heckle and jeer, louder this time for me, but my vision is only on the target. I take a long, slow breath, the noise of the crowd fading away before loosing the arrow. Dead-centre of the target.

      The crowd hushes in surprise, and a few clap in appreciation. To them, I make my own bow, before looking up and seeing the eyes of my three Atlantean rivals upon me. The young recruit smiles, impressed, but the Amazonian sneers with contempt. It is the princess’s reaction I like best. A nod of appreciation followed by the words, ‘Now, we have a contest!’

      Four more rounds follow, the crowds jeers and boos slowly turning into encouragement for Matt and me. Of course, their cheers are nothing compared to those for their compatriots, but it shows that we are slowly winning them over. Even Stelios applauds, though I’m certain it’s begrudgingly so. The queen’s reaction is the best of all, excited and cheering us all on, simply enjoying the contest.

      After the first round of five arrows, the leader is Princess Seraphina, with me coming a close second. Tasia comes third, scoring well, but not as well as the Princess and me. Matt comes a respectable fourth out of five, though it’s clear from his unmoving smile that he’s not disappointed in the slightest. Lastly is Vasilos, who, despite his low score and placing, still earns a loud round of applause.

      ‘Extra training for you in the morning, my lad,’ Stelios instructs, ‘but for now, be proud.’ Stelios hands the lad a gold coin and a large cup of wine before he receives a kiss on the cheek from Princess Seraphina for his efforts. His smile is the biggest in all the courtyard after that. Tasia is very different, the Amazonian kicking a chair from her path as she storms away, seizing a bottle of wine on her way out.

      ‘Pay no mind to her,’ Queen Lyria remarks. ‘Her bruised pride will heal by morning. Her head may be a little sorer after that wine, though.’

      Matt claps back towards those applauding, and I hug my brother.

      ‘I told you I wasn’t as good as you,’ my brother says. ‘But now it’s on you to win this thing.’

      ‘I don’t know. The princess is pretty good.’

      ‘I believe in you, though,’ Matt replies with a hand on my shoulder.

      ‘We now come to the final of our contest,’ Queen Lyria announces. ‘My daughter, the skilled and much-loved Seraphina, and… some boy from the mainland.’

      She receives cheers that I play up to with my arms raised in excitement.

      ‘Three arrows each,’ Queen Lyria states, very much enjoying the occasion. ‘Three arrows to decide the victor. Glorious Atlantis or… some barren, Godless land across the waters.’

      ‘Let’s do this,’ I say to Seraphina.

      ‘Good luck,’ the princess replies with a wink as she collects her three arrows.

      ‘You too, Your Highness,’ I reply with a grin.

      ‘No pressure at all,’ Matt reminds me quietly as the people of Atlantis continue to cheer.

      ‘At the order of Commander Stelios,’ Queen Lyria says as Seraphina and I approach our targets, ‘you will loose your arrows simultaneously.’

      ‘Contenders ready!’ Stelios booms loudly. ‘First arrow, loose!’

      I take a deep breath, steadying my nerves and attempting to slow my racing heartbeat. I draw back on the bow, hands calm and balanced, and let my first arrow fly. It soars straight and true, striking the target dead centre. Looking at the target beside, I see Seraphina’s has struck just to the lower right of the centre.

      ‘Second arrow,’ Stelios commands, ‘loose!’

      I draw back on the bow again and release, instantly realising I’ve rushed my shot. My arrow strikes to the upper right of the centre of the target, whilst Seraphina’s has hit dead centre.

      ‘Contenders are at a draw preceding the third and final arrow,’ Queen Lyria announces. The crowd cheers loudly for both archers, but it is clear the reverence being shown for their princess. I look at her and briefly see doubt and concern in her eyes before they meet my gaze. She wants to win for her people, that much is clear.

      ‘QUIET!’ Stelios bellows until everyone falls silent. ‘Third arrow, loose.’

      I share a brief final glance with Seraphina before turning back to the target and drawing my final arrow. I take a deep breath, draw back on the bow, and then loose. The arrow soars straight and true again, striking exactly where I was aiming.

      The final arrows loosed, Queen Lyria and Stelios march to the targets, inspecting them closely as they converse before finally turning to the assembly.

      ‘Princess Seraphina struck centre left,’ Stelios announces. ‘And the mainlander, also centre left.’

      ‘Meaning the contest is a draw,’ Queen Lyria declares. ‘Glory is shared by Atlantis and the mainland!’

      The crowd applauds, at first for the princess, and then for me, the mainlander. My brother is quickly at my side, and with an arm around my head, he hugs me and yells encouragement I can barely hear. I am offered congratulations, drinks, and seats at tables, but amidst it all, I return to the table of equipment, unshouldering the quiver and removing my arm guard before collapsing down the bow.

      ‘Did you miss the centre deliberately?’ Princess Seraphina asks me quietly so as not to be heard by others.

      ‘Did you?’ I reply. Both of us knowingly smile.

      ‘Why don’t you keep them? The bow, the quiver. All of it.’

      ‘You sure?’ I ask in surprise as I retrieve the closed bow again.

      ‘You lost all your equipment reaching us, didn’t you? Consider these your prize for your archery skill… and as a thank you.’

      ‘And your prize?’

      ‘The glory of my home,’ she replies as her mother approaches and hugs her tightly.

      ‘You have made me very proud, as you always do,’ Queen Lyria says. ‘Proving once more that Atlanteans are easily a match for the best the mainland can throw at us.’

      ‘You hear that, Matt? The best the mainland has,’ I boast.

      ‘Clearly hasn’t met many mainlanders,’ Matt teases.

      ‘Well, it was good to see that at least one of you possesses some skill with arms,’ Stelios remarks as he approaches.

      ‘Hey,’ Matt says with fake hurt. ‘Give me one of your spear-trident things and I will give a much better showing.’

      ‘Easily arranged,’ Stelios says with a grin before summoning two of the nearest guards to approach.

      ‘It seems our contests are not over for tonight,’ Queen Lyria remarks with glee.

      ‘I hope that wasn’t the wine speaking, Matt,’ I whisper to my brother.

      ‘Me too. Thankfully, as Dad focussed on the archery with you, he trained me in fighting.’

      ‘Really?’

      ‘Who was it who taught you how to fight?’

      ‘You,’ I reply.

      ‘Exactly.’ He grins.

      Stelios takes a spear from a guard and strikes it upon the ground, the spear’s tip splitting into the three points of a trident. The Atlantean commander throws the weapon to Matt, who catches it and immediately begins to test its weight.

      ‘So, are there points to this or…’ my brother begins, but his question is never completed, as Stelios seizes his trident, activates it, and instantly brings it around to strike at his foe.

      Matt barely manages to bring his own trident up in time and block the Atlantean’s strike, but he’s too slow to stop the staff from driving into his stomach once and then a second time. The blows are strong enough to knock Matt back and down to one knee, winded for a moment. Those watching cheer loudly at the sudden commencement, their applause growing louder as Stelios attacks again the moment Matt is back on his feet. This time, my brother manages to block the first and second of Stelios’s swings, the points of the trident barely missing Matt’s face, but then the butt of the staff of the weapon strikes him in the chest and then up underneath his chin, knocking him back. Before he can recover, Matt’s legs are swept out from beneath him, flooring him again.

      I move forward to aid him, hating seeing my brother beaten like this, but a hand grips my arm and pulls me back.

      ‘Just wait,’ Princess Seraphina implores.

      Matt spits blood to the floor, but again, he rises to face his challenger. Stelios nods in approval and marches forward to bring his trident down towards Matt. My brother blocks the first swing and then the second, but instead of blocking the next, he ducks aside, allowing Stelios to pass him. Matt then brings the staff of his trident around and strikes Stelios hard across the face, forcing the Atlantean to stumble and recoil from the sudden attack.

      The crowd falls silent in shock and awaits the Atlantean commander’s reaction as he touches a hand to an already reddened and bruised cheek.

      ‘You’re a brave one, mainlander,’ Stelios remarks. ‘Let’s see how far that bravery takes you.’

      ‘Let’s,’ Matt agrees, wiping away a trickle of blood from his lips.

      Both men charge, tridents clashing as both seek to overwhelm the other and gain an advantage. Though Stelios is stronger, his strikes hitting hard and forcing Matt back, my brother is more mobile, evading and encircling the Atlantean as he almost finds a way past Stelios’s defences. Their fight is drawn in close, tridents struck and barely moving until the Atlantean rams a fist into Matt’s stomach. Though Matt grunts with pain, he then reacts with fury, bringing an elbow crashing down across Stelios’s nose, and the force of the impact separates the pair briefly.

      The crowd is cheering loudly now as both combatants raise their tridents towards one another and begin to charge.

      ‘Enough!’ commands Queen Lyria as she steps between the two men, both skidding to a halt before they can near her highness. Both are gasping for breath from their efforts.

      ‘Quite the contest, but let us not see any lives lost this night,’ the Queen of Atlantis decrees. ‘I call this contest also a draw!’

      ‘Good…’ Stelios pants as he offers an arm in acknowledgement. Matt takes it, arms joined as both men nod in approval. Stelios then takes hold and lifts my brother’s arm into the air in triumph, earning more applause from the audience of the feast.

      I run to Matt, clapping him on the shoulder.

      ‘Not too rough.’ He winces, bruised from his fight.

      ‘I thought you’d be skewered for sure,’ I tell him.

      ‘Glad to see I had your confidence.’ Matt chuckles.

      ‘Hunter brothers, you have honoured your father this night,’ Queen Lyria announces loudly for all to hear. ‘Christopher Hunter was an explorer who wanted to discover all he could about the world. He was also a very brave man. and I am happy to say that in you both, I see so much of him. He would be proud.’

      ‘Thank you,’ we both say, smiles on our faces but fresh tears in our eyes as we’re reminded of those earlier moments on the beach and our final goodbye.

      The queen approaches us, her voice lowering so only we can hear.

      ‘Your father gave me something before he drew his final breaths. I have only now been able to reacquire it from where we house our most treasured items. It is a letter for your father’s apprentice, Aaron Cantwell.’

      ‘Hawke.’ The word escapes my lips.

      ‘I have heard from Stelios that Aaron, who you now name as Hawke, has become a being of greed and anger, seeking our home once again,’ Queen Lyria recalls. ‘I encourage you to read your father’s letter once this feast is complete. It may bring to light some of which has remained in the darkness from you.’

      ‘Did you not give this to Haw…I mean Aaron?’ I ask.

      ‘We did. But he rejected the letter without reading it once ejected from Atlantis.’

      ‘He didn’t leave willingly?’ I question.

      ‘Far from it, though he was gravely injured in the event which claimed your father’s life. Alike Christopher, Aaron was struck down whilst protecting my people. There is good to him, though maybe that has been forgotten over time. All I can advise is to read the letter once in privacy.’

      ‘You’ve read it?’ Matt asks.

      ‘I am inquisitive, as your father found during his time here,’ she replies with a warm smile. ‘I asked him a great many questions. I do miss him, even though his time with us was brief.’

      ‘We miss him too,’ I say. ‘And to be honest, even though we’d already said goodbye to him a good while ago, today was so much harder.’

      ‘And know, my boys, a true farewell is better than…’

      Her words stop then, as do all those in attendance of the feast as the very ground beneath us begins to shake. Pillars buckle and fall, statues collapse and shatter on the ground as screams and cries of terror fill the air. One of the lanterns falls, its casing and crystal shattering on the ground and erupting with light and energy, blasting the nearest guard back through the tables and chairs of the feast. Matt and I quickly take Queen Lyria’s arms and guide her away from the falling objects, Stelios and her guards quickly surrounding their queen and princess in defence. As quickly as the earthquake began, it suddenly dies down, and the people around us recover and emerge from hiding in places of safety.

      ‘That’s the third one in just as many weeks,’ Stelios grunts as he helps one of the guards to his feet.

      ‘Thank you, my boys,’ Queen Lyria says to Matt and me before turning to her guests and speaking aloud for all to hear. ‘I think it best if we call an end to festivities and retire for the evening. Thank you all. Safely return to your homes. Our guardsmen will visit every home in the city and beyond to ensure all are safe.’

      ‘Earthquakes happen a lot around here?’ I ask Princess Seraphina, as she comes to her mother to ensure she is unharmed. The princess looks me in the eyes for a moment with alarm, but then turns away.

      ‘It is best that you return to your chambers,’ she simply advises. ‘Goodnight, both of you.’
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      ALAINA: Training For The Wars To Come. Gardens of The Royal Palace.

      The sun shines bright above us and sweat streams across my face beneath my helmet. I duck low and then away, keeping my shield held close and weapon ready, forcing my foe back when given the chance. He strikes at me twice with his borrowed trident, clumsy and inexperienced with the weapon, but he shows promise and fights with growing confidence. With my shield, I block both his attacks before forcing him back with a low lunge that he barely avoids.

      ‘Your strength returns to you, Prince of Troy,’ I praise Paris as he moves forward to attack again.

      ‘I recover more each day, thanks to your healers. Their techniques are more advanced than anything the priests of Troy could offer. Your people drew out the poison and healed the damage that was done to me, bringing me back from the brink of the afterlife. I would be dead without you or them. Atlantis has my gratitude, for that and so much more.’

      I strike three times at Paris, the first two attempts hammering into his shield and the third swinging around to meet his trident. He stands tall and strong, but I know he’s tiring.

      ‘Atlanteans are famed for many things,’ I boast as I welcome Paris’s coming assault. ‘Its warriors, its fleet, and its healers chief among them.’

      ‘I can attest to all three,’ Paris grunts as he summons his strength for another attack, but I can tell his shield and trident grow heavy. He charges me, but I disarm him with ease and send him crashing to the ground, defeated.

      ‘Rest,’ I urge him before he can rise and attempt an attack again. ‘Take on water and we can begin again.’

      ‘I can continue,’ he argues.

      ‘Rest, Prince of Troy,’ I say with shield and weapon already lowered. ‘We still have much of the day to beat each other senseless.’

      We walk to the nearest fountain, splashing cool water over our faces in an attempt to refresh. The orchard workers and gardeners smile and greet us, knowing we are not to be approached or interrupted when training. We stand in the shadows of the Temple of Poseidon, but I do not dare to look upon the structure, nor dwell on the dark secret hidden within. A jug of drinking water awaits Paris and me, as does a basket of freshly picked apples from the orchard. I bite into one, allowing the sweet juices to run down my chin.

      ‘Do Helen and Briseis approve of the quarters in the palace and the care they have been given?’ I ask.

      ‘Your family has been very generous,’ he replies. ‘I believe that Queen Kallista has taken them both horse riding across the plains south of the city.’

      ‘Mother would never leave the saddle if it were her choice,’ I reply with a proud smile.

      I throw an apple to Paris without warning, and he catches it with ease, his reflexes returning with his strength.

      ‘I hope to wield a bow again soon,’ he says.

      ‘As long as you are a guest of Atlantis and wish to train as one of us, you will learn the trident before returning to the bow.’

      ‘As you say, Princess,’ he replies with a broad grin.

      I see it, in his smile and eyes, that boyish attractiveness. I can see why Helen would flee Sparta and her brutish husband, Menelaus. Love can be a powerful draw, and beauty can start wars and launch a thousand ships.

      His smile fades as he sees my judging gaze.

      ‘You should send us away,’ Paris implores. ‘It would be wise for you and all your people. We are a danger to you as long as we remain under your protection. Agamemnon and Menelaus…’

      ‘The King and Queen of Atlantis have offered sanctuary to all survivors of Troy,’ I say, stopping the prince’s protests. ‘That includes you and Helen.’

      ‘We tried to leave Troy,’ he confides. ‘Helen and I, we tried so many times. We wanted to set out north over the hills or west across the ocean. We would start new lives and save Troy from the Greeks and Agamemnon’s lust for power. Each attempt we made to escape was thwarted by my brother.’

      ‘Hektor wanted to protect you?’ I guess.

      ‘He wanted to protect his baby brother,’ he agrees. ‘He always wanted to protect me. Now he is gone, as are Father and Mother and so many others. Troy fell because of my love for Helen. I see their faces, all those we failed, every night in my dreams.’

      I wonder if I should warn of such dreams in this place but think better of it. Mentions of my own haunting by my brother would only create more confusion for the man I can see is so wracked by guilt.

      ‘Troy is gone because of me,’ Paris says.

      ‘Your father once said that Troy lives on so long as its people still draw breath. What happened to Troy haunts us both, but so long as you and all the survivors of the city live, then so does your people and their memory.’

      ‘I wish Hektor was here,’ Paris says. ‘He always knew the right action to take or words to say. We fought and argued, as all brothers do, especially regarding Helen. He was my older brother. He fought and protected me all my life. He trained me and made certain that I became the man I now stand as today.’

      ‘He was a great man and as skilled a warrior as any.’

      ‘I am certain that if he lived, Troy would not have fallen. He would be shamed to see me now, here, whilst so many of our people were lost.’

      ‘I did not know your brother well,’ I tell Paris. ‘We met only once briefly. It was clear for all to see that he loved you. He died for you. Do not betray your brother’s memory with guilt and grief.’

      Paris does not reply, nor does he drink or eat. He simply looks away, guilt-ridden and hurting. He needs a distraction. He needs focus.

      ‘Come,’ I tell him as I recover my shield, trident, and helmet. ‘Enough talk. I need to train and you could certainly use the practice. Show me the strength of the warriors of Troy.’

      ‘As you command, Princess,’ Paris replies, with a new determination in his eyes.
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      ADAM: Unable To Sleep. The Royal Palace. Atlantis.

      Aaron,

      I am so sorry I am not going to be returning with you to the mainland. The blast caught us both, but luckily, you will survive this. They will return you to our home where you can rest and recover – but I must ask you one thing. Do not try to find your way back here. Forget this place, forget what you have seen, and forget me.

      This truly was the journey of a lifetime, and despite you being a stowaway, I am so pleased that you were here with me to see all this. You were a fantastic apprentice and have the skills and drive to surpass all of us at the museum – if you stay focused and true. I know you yearn for more, but please, remember my words. Forget this place and do not try to find it again.

      Please keep an eye on my two boys as well. I can already tell they are going to be just like you when they grow up – and that is no bad thing. In truth, these past years, I’ve seen you as one of my boys.

      It was truly an honour to know you, to train you, and to journey with you. I only wish I could return with you on this one last journey. I am proud of you, Aaron, and wish you all the luck in the world, whatever path you decide for yourself.

      Your friend,

      Chris

      

      Matt and I re-read the words over and over again. It’s difficult to comprehend that our father was the mentor of and cared for the man we have fought so many times.

      ‘Shows how people can change I suppose,’ Matt says. ‘Though I guess you know that already.’

      ‘Elizabeth Bowen?’ I ask, earning a nod.

      He’s not wrong. Elizabeth Bowen, mother of my friend Duncan. I knew she was important in the wider world, the leader of Bowen Inc., but I had no idea she was the leader of Winterbourne and had set and launched so many of their terrible plans against us at the British Museum. She is hellbent on finding this place, and I was glad when Stelios said they are making preparations in case Winterbourne find them and attempt to breach their defences.

      ‘This has been one of the longest days I can remember,’ I say as I close my eyes and rub my tired face.

      ‘We crashed and sank a boat,’ Matt says.

      ‘Attacked by a Hydra and then imprisoned,’ I reply.

      ‘Met royalty.’

      ‘Danced with royalty.’

      ‘Archery and trident contests.’

      ‘Survived an earthquake.’

      ‘Discovered the history of one of our biggest enemies.’

      ‘Said goodbye to Dad.’ I then say after a pause, ‘I’m glad we got the chance to do that.’

      ‘Me too,’ Matt says. From his few belongings, he takes out our father’s journal recovered from the ruined plane, flicking through the pages before stopping where the silver St Christopher medallion and chain reside.

      ‘You should take this,’ Matt says, offering the medallion and chain. ‘You lost his jacket, and I know he would’ve wanted you to have this.’

      ‘The patron saint of travel,’ I remember. ‘Are you certain you don’t want it?’

      ‘Well, with Zoe and Zack, maybe there won’t be too much travel in my future. Not the near future anyway. Regardless, here.’

      ‘Thanks, Matt,’ I tell him as he throws the chain and I catch it.

      ‘Time we got some sleep,’ he says before a long, loud yawn. ‘This was just one day. Who knows what tomorrow may bring.’

      ‘Yeah,’ I simply say, lost in a hundred thoughts.

      ‘You okay, little brother?’

      ‘A long day as you said,’ I reply. ‘Tiring in a lot of different ways.’

      ‘I just wish I could contact Kat,’ my brother says with regret. ‘We seem to be in the queen’s good graces, and you certainly have the attention of the princess…’

      ‘Don’t,’ I say with a boyish grin.

      ‘So, I’m going to ask tomorrow if there’s some way we can contact the outside world,’ he continues. ‘I know I shouldn’t have, but before we set out in that rusty fishing boat, I rang home. They didn’t pick up, but I left a message, saying we were both okay and that I miss them and love them all and...’

      His words stop there, yet another struggle internally for him as he looks to the floor at his feet.

      ‘I’ll ask tomorrow,’ I tell him. ‘They must be able to get some kind of message out.’

      ‘Thank you,’ he says. ‘I guess you’d want to speak with a certain Miss Lovell too?’

      ‘Like you wouldn’t believe. What I’d give for Em to be here with us.’

      ‘You really do like her, don’t you?’

      ‘Yeah, I do. More than like.  She’s the first thing I think about when I wake up and the last thing before I fall asleep.’

      My brother looks at me and smiles proudly.

      ‘I wish they were all here. All our friends from the museum,’ I say. ‘I’m really worried about them, trapped under the rule of our enemies.’

      ‘Me too,’ Matt agrees, a confidence returning to him now and steel in his voice. ‘When we’re done here, we’re going back to them. What do you say to retaking our home? What do you say to kicking out Bowen, Walcott, Hawke, all of them?’

      ‘Even the United Nations Security Council?’ I reply.

      ‘All of them.’

      ‘Sounds good to me,’ I say. ‘It’s what Dad would’ve wanted.’

      Matt nods. The emotions of today hit hard again, and I see tears in his eyes. He pulls me in for a tight hug.

      ‘Goodnight,’ he says before releasing me and roughing up my hair.

      ‘Goodnight, bro.’

      I retreat to my bed, finding it soft and comforting. To be honest, it could have been made of concrete and I’d have still found it easy to fall asleep on. I secure the silver chain around my neck and whilst lying on the bed, look upon my father’s medallion.

      ‘Goodnight, Dad,’ I whisper.
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      ALAINA: Planning For What Must Come To Pass. The Council of Atlantis. The Royal Palace.

      ‘Agamemnon and all the nations of Greece will come for Helen,’ my Uncle Philos states. ‘Troy was burned to ashes, and we have heard that none were spared when the city fell. Agamemnon will come for his brother’s wife. Nothing will stop him.’

      ‘Then she cannot remain here,’ my Uncle Mintos vows, creating a great uproar.

      The Council of Atlantis is gathered in the banquet hall of the palace, seated at the great central table. The governors of the nine cities of Atlantis, Atlas included, are in attendance. My uncles, Philos and Mintos, are among them, and elected nobles fill the rest of the seats, including those appointed to replace the fallen Yannis, Takis, and Romanos. As commander of the fleet, my attendance is expected, as is that of the royal advisor, Vasilos. The King and Queen of Atlantis oversee all and have the final ruling. The tridents of every governor, warrior, and royal of the council are laid upon the table, their deadly pointed teeth meeting at the centre.

      ‘Silence,’ Father calls. ‘Silence!’

      ‘If we were to cast out Helen, then what of the other Trojans?’ Neritos of the southern city of Aurion asks. ‘There are innocents among them, children and babies. Would you cast them out too?’

      ‘We cannot cast Helen from our shores,’ Mother argues. ‘Sanctuary has been given to all Trojan refugees, Helen included.’

      ‘Then, as my brother has said, Agamemnon will come,’ Mintos declares.

      Mintos was the only one of my uncles who did not join us in the campaign of Troy. It was not his wish and he would have sailed with us if not for his injuries. A crippled leg suffered in battle at sea means he can no longer march, though he argued with the king for many days against the decision.

      ‘Agamemnon does not solely come for his brother’s wife,’ I inform the council. ‘This is the excuse he has been waiting for to invade our homeland and claim all we hold dear.’

      ‘Just as he did to Troy,’ Father remarks. ‘Now Troy and its people are nothing but a memory.’

      ‘Agamemnon and the Greeks are not the force they once were,’ I argue. ‘Their numbers are depleted from war with Troy and the loss of allies. Their ships are depleted without the Atlantean fleet. Achilles, their greatest warrior, resides in the afterlife.’

      ‘Yet their numbers are still vast,’ Sunthis of the western city of Aquan remarks. ‘They were enough to see Troy fall.’

      ‘Trickery and treachery,’ Philos dismisses.

      ‘The mind of Odysseus is their greatest weapon,’ I say. ‘He is honourable but enslaved to Agamemnon’s will by their oath. Without him, the Greek army will falter. Agamemnon and Menelaus are boars. Beasts without minds.’

      ‘Could we not send a message to Agamemnon?’ Thukydides of Cleon asks. ‘We could entreat peace and make him see sense…’

      ‘Agamemnon murdered our son!’ Queen Kallista states with her fist slamming on the table.

      ‘The threat of the Greeks is real,’ Father says with authority. ‘Helen remains here under our protection. Double the scout ships beyond our walls and ready the fleet for battle. Double the garrisons at the watchtowers too. If they come, I would see them and their galleys burn before a single Greek sets foot upon our shores.’

      ‘Every city shall prepare its defences,’ Philos says. ‘All who have the strength to lift a trident or draw a bow will be prepared. We will be ready should the Greeks come.’

      ‘Thank you, brother,’ our king says. ‘Council, see preparations made across all of Atlantis.’

      ‘To other business,’ Mother commands. ‘Tell us of our harvest and our hunting parties. Tell us of the reports of pirates raiding merchants to the south of us. Tell us of the preparations for the marriage of your son, Mintos.’

      ‘My son, Chalcon, and his bride, Neaera, long for the day of their union,’ Mintos says with a rare smile.

      ‘The ceremony should be held here,’ Mother says. ‘After all we have suffered, our people need the joyous occasion. Let all of Atlantis join us in celebration.’

      ‘Thank you,’ Mintos replies. ‘You honour us with your generosity. I thank you on behalf of Chalcon, Neaera, and all our family.’

      ‘We are all family,’ our queen says proudly.

      ‘And the rest of our business this day?’ our king asks, eager for the council to end promptly.

      ‘The harvest proceeds well, my Queen,’ Vasilos explains. ‘The farmers seek further aid to…’

      The advisor’s words are silenced as tremors seize the banquet hall. All the palace shakes, tables and chairs collapsing, statues crumbling, and pillars falling. Mintos curses as he is thrown from his seat. Instinct takes me, and I rush to protect my mother and father from falling debris until the tremors finally cease.

      ‘That was the worst yet,’ I say in shock as the council recovers.

      ‘It threatens again,’ Father mutters with a shake of his head.

      A scream sounds from the neighbouring Temple of Poseidon, followed by another, and then more before a ferocious animal roar cries out.

      ‘By the Gods! What was that?’ many of the council question in shock.

      I grasp my trident, fallen from the table to the floor, and hurry to the windows overlooking the orchards and the temple. I look on in horror at what I see, barely able to believe it. I have witnessed horrors of war and the worst crimes of man, but what I see now haunts and terrifies me.

      ‘Council, stay here and protect our king and queen!’ I order as I cross the banquet hall. ‘Protect them with your lives!’

      ‘As ordered,’ Philos replies with trident in hand.

      ‘Stay away from the windows!’ I command.

      ‘Daughter…’ Father calls me, but I am already gone from the banquet hall and running through the palace.

      ‘Royal guards!’ I call out, summoning them to me. ‘Protect our king and queen. Do not let anyone or anything enter the banquet hall.’

      ‘What are those noises?’ one guard asks me in confusion. ‘What beast roars like that?’

      ‘Evil,’ is all I can say as I hurry past them and down the marble steps of the palace.

      I do not slow, running across the orchards and gardens until I see them. They are beasts, ravenous and frenzied.  Coal black skin, torsos lined with spikes, two legs, four clawed arms, and two heads with glowing red eyes and fanged jaws snapping. They hunt the priests of the temple, the workers of the orchards, and the few guards rallying to the cries of terror. Some of the beasts have wings and soar down upon their prey, biting, slicing, and tearing apart any victims. I see a priest near torn in two by a pair of the fiends, and an orchard worker dragged away into the shadows by another. The roars of the beasts send dread coursing through me.

      The first I reach is biting deep of a seer’s stomach, the woman’s cries of terror falling silent from her lips. I stab my trident into the beast’s back, but it throws me away and roars, blood and gore dripping from the fangs of its twin heads. I do not falter, charging the creature and forcing it to crash over. Its four claws tear at me, but I bring my trident down, forcing the points deep into its chest.

      Another of the fiends charges me and sends me crashing to the ground, my trident falling from reach. I scramble onto my back in time to force back the creature’s twin heads as their jaws snap, eager to taste my blood. The fiery red eyes bear down upon me, and a set of jaws clamps down on my arm, biting deep. I scream in agony before the whistle of arrows fills the air. The beast upon me is hit once, twice, and then a third time, staggering away from me before a fourth arrow buries deep in its throat. Hands find me, the hands of Helen and Briseis, and they help me to stand. Paris stands over us, bow in hand and arrows sent soaring towards the beasts attacking my people. Dark blood covers Briseis, Helen too, and I see that both women are armed with the daggers and knives of the orchard workers. They are fighting to protect Atlantis.

      I find my trident and recover another from a fallen guard, throwing it to Paris as his supply of arrows ends. We fight side by side, with Helen and Briseis behind us, driving back a pair of the foul creatures. More guards are joining us, and a roar and charge emanate from the palace as King Aegeus and Queen Kallista lead the rest of the council into battle. My eyes are drawn to my father, seeing the fire within him that I thought long extinguished. His strength is returned, rejuvenated by battle. Mintos is with him too, struggling with each step but fighting as brutally as any of us.

      ‘ATLANTIS, KILL THESE FERAL BEASTS!’ our king commands.

      One of the fiends, a severed arm in its claws, charges us, Paris and I lifting tridents to meet it. My weapon clatters off the thick hide and Paris’s is caught by three of the four clawed arms. The monstrous creature knocks me aside and swipes its claws across Paris. Before it can maul the Prince of Troy, a spear tears through its chest, wielded by the blooded High Priestess Demetra. The beast roars, snapping the spear in two and staggering towards us until I rise and stab my trident through one of its twin throats. I stab again and again until the neck is severed and the twisted head tears free. Even with only one of its foul heads, the creature is still relentlessly attacking.

      Paris charges again, forcing the feral beast over and to the ground. Helen and Briseis fall upon it, stabbing wildly with their daggers until Demetra ends its existence with what remains of her spear.

      I look up, ready to continue the fight but see that the last of the creatures have been faced, cornered, and defeated. Their inhuman roars silence, leaving only the cries of the wounded and dying. There are more than forty bodies scattered around the temple and the gardens, yet only nine of the terrifying monsters lay dead before us.

      ‘It is sealed,’ Demetra says to us with blood running from deep scratches across her face and neck. ‘The demons escaped as the tremors struck.’

      ‘How?’ I demand.

      ‘I… I do not know,’ the high priestess confesses. ‘They attacked the instant they emerged, driven by rage and hate.’

      ‘Evil.’

      ‘Have our warriors search every street and every building,’ our king, breathing heavily, orders. I am pleased to see that neither Mother nor Father were harmed. ‘I do not want a single one of those creatures escaping us.’

      ‘More chains, locks, and warriors. I want that Box sealed away and under constant guard,’ I order.

      ‘You should see a healer,’ Briseis tells me, seeing my blood run from the cuts and bites inflicted by the beasts.

      ‘What Box?’ Helen asks. ‘What are these creatures?’

      ‘They are Machae,’ Demetra explains. ‘Demons.’

      ‘What are you not telling us?’ Paris asks me.

      ‘No… no, no, no,’ cries our queen as she falls to her knees beside a fallen body. I hurry to her side and see that she cradles Vasilos, the elder, torn to shreds but still clutching a blade in his hand.

      ‘He saved us,’ a mother calls out, cowering with her son. ‘He gave his life for us.’

      ‘He lived and died a true Atlantean,’ I say as I try to comfort my mother.
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      ABBEY: A Prisoner Trapped In Darkness. The British Museum.

      ‘Give her another dose,’ Elizabeth orders.

      ‘I have administered the maximum quantity already,’ the torturer of the Atlantean female warns. ‘Any more runs the risk of killing the patient.’

      Already, they have tried beating, electricity, and drowning, none of it yielding any results. Now they have resorted to drugs, and this new torturer was brought in. She speaks calmly with a soothing tone, referring to her unnamed victim as a patient, as if she is a nurse. She is anything but. Various cocktails have been injected and inhaled unwillingly by the Atlantean, but nothing has worked so far.

      ‘I do not agree with any of this,’ Brackenridge protests. ‘These actions break so many sanctions…’

      ‘Your objections are noted,’ Elizabeth dismisses coldly. ‘You have my permission to leave at any time. Our guest here is tough. She can handle more than another dose.’

      I hear the prisoner try to resist and for the hundredth time fight against her restraints.

      ‘There we go, easy does it,’ the nurse calmly says as she goes about her work with needle in hand.

      I remain in my glass cell, shrouded in darkness along with the rest of the hidden level beneath the museum. The light emanates from where the Atlantean is being tortured, with me and the rest of the prisoners forgotten.

      ‘She can’t last forever,’ Gabriel murmurs from his cell.

      ‘She’s lasted this long,’ I reply, my voice barely more than a whisper for fear of discovery. The last time they heard us talking, they beat Gabriel with shock batons, electrocuting him into submission. Clearly, he didn’t learn his lesson.

      ‘Everyone breaks,’ he says. ‘All that she’s been subjected to and God knows what they are pumping into her veins… I can’t imagine it will be long, unless they kill her first.’

      ‘That’s probably just as likely,’ I say with disdain. ‘You think any of the others will look for us? Emma, Dave, Judith…’

      ‘Didn’t most of them head out on a mission with our captors?’ he interrupts. ‘How do we even know if we can trust them?’

      ‘They’re our friends!’

      ‘And they’re not here,’ Gabriel replies. ‘Same goes for lover-boy Tristram. Surely he’s noticed you’re gone.’

      I don’t have an answer for him. I’d be lying if I said I haven’t worried about where he is, what happened to him, and if they thought he was aiding the Hunter brothers too.

      ‘I’m sorry,’ Gabriel says. ‘At least we know he isn’t down here, locked up with us. We’d be able to smell the cigarettes on him.’

      ‘Can you see Charles?’ I ask, trying to change the subject.

      ‘No. You?’

      ‘No.’

      Charles’s cell is across the corridor from ours, but we haven’t seen him since our lighting was cut. The last I saw of him was his tortured, broken body, lying slumped and unmoving on the floor of his cell. There’s been no sound from his cell since. It didn’t even look like he was breathing when last I saw him. I shouted for hours until my throat was sore and hoarse from the effort, but no one came. Charles could be dead.

      ‘M…. Mo… Mothe…. Mother…’ the Atlantean murmurs, her first words since being dragged down into this nightmare. ‘Mother… is that… is that you? I… I am your daughter… It is me… Alexio…’

      ‘Yes, my dear Alexio. Yes,’ Elizabeth replies quickly in a caring tone that seems alien to what we have seen down here. ‘It’s Mother. I’m here.’

      ‘Mother…’ the Atlantean calls out, her words slow and sluggish. ‘Mother… I don’t want to be here anymore.’

      ‘We don’t have to be,’ Elizabeth reassures her. ‘We can leave. We can leave and go home.’

      ‘Home,’ Alexio says tearfully. ‘We can… go home?’

      ‘Of course we can, my dear,’ Elizabeth urges. ‘All we need is for you to show us the way.’

      ‘Take us home… Mother,’ the captive cries. ‘Our ship… our ship it sails west of Gavdos. Poseidon, guide us… through your walls. Aquila of Zeus, Hydra of Hades, Cetus of Poseidon…’

      ‘What is this?’ Elizabeth asks.

      ‘Constellations,’ Hawke responds. ‘It’s the route into Atlantis.’

      ‘…Centaur of Athena,’ Alexio continues. ‘Corvus of Apollo. Cygnus of Aphrodite. Draco of Ares.’

      ‘Is that it?’ Hawke asks after Alexio falls silent. ‘Is that all?’

      ‘Daughter?’ Elizabeth asks. ‘Is there more?’

      ‘Do you not know, Mother?’ the captive questions. ‘It was you who taught me the Atlantean way home.’

      ‘And that is exactly where we shall all now go. One final question, my daughter, then you can rest. Where is the Box? Where do we hide it?’

      Alexio does not answer at first, shaking her head for a moment. Just as I think she is about to resist, the answers escape her lips.

      ‘It lies in the darkest depths beneath our people… where it should never be disturbed.’

      ‘That’s answer enough for me,’ Elizabeth announces with triumph.

      A great commotion begins as those in the Atlantean’s cell drag their captive away and towards the lift and our only escape. Lights flicker on and guide their way, illuminating the hall for a moment until they reach the lift. Elizabeth and Hawke lead the way as a pair of their thugs drag the Atlantean prisoner. Behind them is an older woman, the nurse, with hair tied back and bloodied apron and gloves. She is too far away to register any other details, but the blood is unmistakeable. Brackenridge is with them too, though his face is a mask of shame and horror at what he has witnessed.

      ‘What about the rest of us?’ Gabriel calls out.

      ‘You can’t just leave us here!’ I yell.

      ‘Why not?’ Hawke replies as they step into the lift, bloodied and broken Atlantean in tow.

      ‘Goodbye, Charles,’ Elizabeth says. ‘I will mourn you for the friendship we once had.’

      With that, the lift doors close, and we are plunged into silent darkness again.

      ‘Now what do we do?’ I ask in defeat as I beat my fists uselessly against the glass before slumping to the cell floor.

      ‘Pray,’ Gabriel replies, surprising me. ‘All we can do is hope and pray.’
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      ADAM: Hearing Things. Atlantis.

      ‘Adam…’ The voice calls to me from the darkness of the night. ‘Adam… please…’

      ‘Matt? Matt, is that you?’ I murmur. ‘I’m really tired and it’s the middle of the night…’

      Rising from my bed and taking hold of one of the lanterns housing a crystal emanating light and warmth, I cast the light about the chambers. Matt is fast asleep in his bed.

      ‘Adam… please. I need you…’

      ‘That’s not funny,’ I reply with annoyance building towards anger. ‘I know that voice, and today of all days, this is not funny.’

      ‘Adam, son… Help me…’

      ‘I must be dreaming,’ I say, pinching my arm but not waking. I hurry to Matt’s bed and shake him awake.

      ‘Kat… Kat what’s wrong?’ he mumbles as he wakes.

      ‘Nope. Sorry, bro. Not your wife,’ I reply hurriedly. ‘But when we get home, I’m definitely telling Kat that you thought I was her. Anyway, do you hear anything?’

      ‘Hear what?’ he replies, bleary-eyed and blinking rapidly as he wakes. ‘What time is it?’

      ‘Night still.’

      ‘And you’ve woken me because…?’ He groans.

      ‘I swear, I heard something. Voices,’ I say hurriedly, listening but not hearing anything more. ‘You hear anything?’

      ‘My annoying little brother,’ he mutters.

      ‘Seriously, I could hear someone. Someone we knew. I thought I heard...’

      We sit silently for a moment, listening intently but hearing nothing.

      ‘It’s been a long, tough day,’ Matt says with a hand on my shoulder. ‘It was probably just a dream.’

      ‘Maybe…’

      ‘It’s being away from home.’ Matt slumps back into his bed. ‘First night is always difficult. Go back to sleep.’

      I don’t say anymore, listening carefully as I find my way back to my bed. SIeep does not come easy, as even on my bed, I keep listening.

      ‘Dad… is that you?’ I whisper, but I hear no reply.
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      ALAINA: A Moment Of Peace. Atlas.

      ‘How go preparations around the island?’ I ask of my mother. ‘Are the defences progressing?’

      ‘They will be ready,’ Kallista merely says, though I can tell she is holding something back.

      We walk the busy night-time streets of Atlas, Phaedra escorting us closely behind. Above us, the moon and stars are shining brightly, reflecting magnificently upon the crystal surfaces of the towering spires. The market is a hive of activity as merchants and entertainers ply their trade. Stopping at a winehouse for refreshment, we warm ourselves by a hearth. Vents in the rock below gift us and many households across Atlantis heat, reducing our need and reliance on wood and fire. In some homes, crystals taken from the mountain are used for warmth too, for those who dare the ascent.

      ‘Mother, what’s happened?’ I ask. ‘What are you not telling me?’

      ‘A message was sent to Agamemnon the day the Machae escaped and attacked,’ my queen relents. ‘Do not fret, for it was not an attempt to surrender Helen to the Greeks. It was an attempt at peace, futile as it was.’

      ‘Has a reply been received?’ I ask.

      ‘None. I am not certain what’s worse. Receiving a courteous response from the murderer of my son or receiving nothing at all. Nor have we had any reply from the allies we have reached out to.’

      ‘Either is cause for concern,’ I say. ‘We stand alone and our fate is out of our hands.’

      ‘All we can do is rely upon the Gods and each other,’ my queen says with a warm smile for me. ‘Alaina, let us talk now not as ruler and princess but as mother and daughter. Let us forget the fear and horrors that threaten.’

      ‘I would welcome that.’

      We pull a pair of stools to the hearth, Phaedra and our guard standing or finding seats nearby. We wanted to walk the city alone, but after the recent attack and the threat of the Greeks, Phaedra could not be convinced. I refill our cups and we drink deep, letting the wine warm us.

      ‘I like your hair loose like that,’ Mother comments. ‘No armour or weapon. I almost do not recognise you. My daughter, you are a beauty.’

      ‘Not like Helen.’ I laugh. ‘There are no wars fought for my hand.’

      ‘No, but would you really want wars fought for you? That kind of beauty is its own curse.’

      ‘That is something I can live without,’ I reply, picking up the jug of wine. ‘Another?’

      ‘At least one.’

      ‘How is father?’ I ask. ‘I mean, how is he really? I know the thing hidden in the Temple of Poseidon drains him more every day.’

      ‘He spends days in that tower,’ Kallista confides quietly. ‘He and the High Priestess contemplate the Box and its contents long into the night.’

      ‘You don’t think that they will open it, do you?’

      ‘No,’ she says, though there is doubt in her voice. ‘They seek to destroy it and rid us of its taint.’

      ‘You are uncertain.’

      ‘Because I do not think the Box can be destroyed. I believe it is a challenge sent to the Atlanteans by Zeus. It is our test to protect the world from this evil.’

      ‘A sombre thought,’ I reply, staring into my cup.

      ‘One that could drive you to drink,’ Kallista says with laughter before drinking deep of her wine. ‘Enough of these dire thoughts. Let us turn to happier futures.’

      ‘With Agamemnon and the Greek army threatening?’ I say, but decide she is right. ‘How goes preparations for the marriage of Chalcon and Neaera?’

      ‘Food enough for a feast will be ready,’ Mother says. ‘Wine enough to drown us all, by your uncle’s demands. Musicians, entertainers, and dancers aplenty. It will be an occasion the like of which has not been seen since the celebrations of the births of you and your brother.’

      The mention of Calix strikes me unexpectedly. Perhaps it’s the wine.

      ‘I miss him,’ I confess.

      ‘I do too. He would be proud of your actions, though. Siding with the Trojans and protecting the innocent. That is exactly the course he would have wanted.’

      ‘He should be here with us.’

      ‘He should,’ she agrees, ‘and I am certain we will avenge him soon.’

      ‘You want Agamemnon to invade?’

      ‘I want Agamemnon’s head on the pointed teeth of my trident,’ she says, and I am reminded once again of the warrior she is.

      ‘But first a marriage celebration.’

      ‘Yes,’ Mother says, calming and letting her anger pass. A wry smile crosses her face. ‘I wonder how long it will be until I am preparing your marriage celebrations.’

      ‘You and father will likely be long dead by then,’ I joke.

      ‘I am serious.’

      ‘I would rather charge into battle.’ I laugh more.

      ‘And that is how I know you are my daughter.’ Mother laughs.
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      ABBEY: Still A Prisoner. Still Trapped In Darkness. The British Museum.

      ‘Thank you, thank you,’ Gabriel calls from his glass cell. ‘Any requests?’

      ‘For you to stop singing,’ I reply for the twenty-seventh time from my own cell.

      ‘No?’ he replies, ignoring me for the twenty-seventh time. ‘Well, I guess I will just carry on. Next up is Fly Me To The Moon.’

      In our containment in pitch darkness, Gabriel has crooned his way through half of Sinatra’s best songs. To be honest, he’s not the worst singer I’ve heard. I just wish he would try a little variety. Anything by another singer… or decade.

      ‘Charles?’ I call out once again in vain. ‘Charles, can you hear me?’

      We haven’t seen nor heard anything of Charles since we were abandoned in the darkness, and I fear the worst. He could very much be dead after the beating he received, and there is nothing we can do as long as we’re sealed within our glass cells. For the first hour of our confinement in the darkness, Gabriel and I tried repeatedly to break the glass, but neither of us could make a dent or crack.

      My thoughts keep drifting from this terrible fate to that of the Hunter brothers. I do hope Adam and Matt are okay. Of course, I hope they have found everything they were seeking, but knowing Winterbourne is right on their tail fills me with dread. I also fear for the fate of my other friends too. Those at the British Museum who did not suffer our fate of imprisonment.

      ‘Gabriel?’ I call to him as he is midway through yet another of Sinatra’s hits. ‘Gabriel? GABRIEL?’

      ‘What?’ he says, stopping mid-verse.

      ‘We have another very serious problem,’ I tell him, as another terrible fate dawns upon me.

      ‘What could be worse than being abandoned and trapped in utter darkness with no hope of release?’ he asks.

      ‘I really need the toilet.’

      ‘Oh, God,’ he mutters. ‘Thankfully, the lights are out.’

      As if by magic, the lights flicker back on, blinding me instantly.

      ‘Oh, no,’ Gabriel says. ‘I don’t want to see you…’

      ‘I’m not doing anything,’ I yell back at him as I blink furiously.

      ‘I’m glad to hear it.’ A welcome voice comes from another of the makeshift cells that once housed historical artefacts.

      ‘Charles!’ Gabriel and I say at once, both turning to see the head of the British Museum standing, though beaten, bloody, and bruised.

      ‘It is good to see you both too,’ he replies with a warm grin.

      ‘I feared you were…’ I begin, wiping away sudden and unexpected tears.

      ‘I am quite all right, my dear Abbey,’ Charles replies, before a shared nod of greeting with Gabriel.

      ‘You scared us there, Charles,’ Gabriel says with concern. ‘You okay?’

      ‘I will be once we have retaken our home,’ he replies. His eyes are fixed on the cameras on the far side of the corridor, and he remains standing and waiting.

      ‘Charles?’ I ask.

      ‘Be ready.’

      ‘Ready for what, boss?’ Gabriel asks.

      ‘You’ll see.’

      Within moments, the lights on the cameras deactivate. The sound of mechanisms triggering echoes across the lower level of the museum. I can only watch in stunned disbelief as Charles adjusts his tie, smartens out his shirt and jacket, and then without a shred of doubt, gently pushes open the door to his cell.

      ‘If you are both quite done with our tenancy,’ Charles says to Gabriel and me, ‘I suggest we vacate our former containment and storage level.’

      ‘About bloody time,’ Gabriel says as he kicks open his cell door and leaps clear to his freedom. I follow suit, rushing out with haste.

      ‘Now, how do we escape this place?’ I ask, just as the doors to the lift begin to open.

      Gabriel and I move to try and hide, but it’s no use, as the lift’s occupants quickly hurry out. Only Charles remains stationary. I fear it’s armed Winterbourne guards eager to force us back into our imprisonment, but what greets us puts a huge smile on my face.

      Emma, Dave, Judith, Tristram, and even Doctor Scott Wallace file out of the lift and rush to us, Emma hurrying to her uncle and hugging him tight as Tristram reaches me and hugs and kisses me.

      ‘I feared the worst,’ he confesses as he squeezes me tight. ‘Are you okay?’

      ‘Missed you too, Tri,’ I tell him with a big grin. He stinks of a hundred cigarettes, a sign that he really was nervous and worried for me.

      ‘We all feared the worst,’ Dave says as he and Doc Wallace see to our condition; the unshaven and pot-bellied elder doctor shows particular concern for Charles’s wounds.

      ‘I’m fine,’ Charles declares as he ushers them away.

      ‘How did you know they were on their way?’ I ask Charles.

      ‘I just knew,’ he says. ‘This is, after all, my museum.’

      ‘And how exactly do we go about taking it back?’ Gabriel asks as he takes an offered handgun from Dave. It’s then that I notice Emma, Dave, and Judith are all armed and armoured in their operative equipment of body armour and combative tools.

      ‘The vast majority of Winterbourne and all of Walcott’s escort are gone,’ Judith explains. ‘Of the token garrison they left, we have drawn most out on a wild goose chase with false sightings of Adam and Matt across the city.’

      ‘And the rest?’ I ask.

      ‘Trapped in the training facility, the garage, the medical rooms…’ Dave explains.

      ‘We used the museum’s defences against them,’ Emma says proudly

      ‘And one is currently sedated and tied up in my office.’ Doc Wallace beams. ‘Apart from Charles, I have been here the longest of any of you, and I will not see my museum fall to the likes of those murderous thieves.’

      ‘That leaves one question,’ Gabriel says as he checks his handgun is loaded. ‘How do we track Winterbourne? We owe them a great deal of pain!’

      ‘You sure you want to take this further?’ Tristram asks. ‘You only just escaped.’

      ‘We’ve got friends… family out there who need us,’ I say with certainty. ‘We go.’

      ‘I can possibly help you find them,’ an uncertain and almost trembling voice calls from the lift. There stands Joseph Brackenridge, his face even paler than before. He still clings to a clipboard, apologetic gaze fixed on Charles.

      ‘Let’s get out of here immediately,’ I say, ‘because I am still bursting for the loo!’
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      ALAINA: At Home Upon The Ocean. The Waters of Atlantis.

      The waves rock the Hydra as we pass the twin towering statues of Poseidon and circle our island home. We have a fair wind, the sun shines above, and the waters of Atlantis are ours. We have spent the last ten days at work upon the bireme alongside the carpenters and shipwrights of the harbour. Now the Hydra has fresh sails, a repaired hull, new oars, and a crew rested from the war in Troy and supplemented by new recruits drafted from Atlas. Today, we test the Hydra and the crew to see if they are seaworthy again.

      ‘Row! Row as if the Gods themselves are whipping at your backs!’ Phaedra commands the crew at the oars. ‘Poseidon would be shamed at your pitiful display!’

      The ship’s elder works them hard, harder than any other crew, but it is all in effort to prepare them. Phaedra trains them at sea, and I drill them in combat. We will have them ready for when the Greeks come.

      ‘I want the main sail tied down tighter,’ I tell Kleos, a young shipwright from the harbour. ‘In a storm, the sail would tear clean off the mast.’

      ‘She will hold just fine, commander,’ he replies, closely inspecting the mast and the main sail.

      What the shipwright lacks in years he makes up for in skill and reputation. I made certain to have him working on the Hydra above many others. They may hold greater experience and years honing their craft, but he holds Gods-given talent. His efforts have paid off gloriously as our bireme glides effortlessly through the water.

      ‘Kleos, I do declare that the Hydra has not sailed so well in years,’ I congratulate him. ‘You are to be commended.’

      ‘It is the men and women I work with that should receive the praise, Princess,’ Kleos replies, unable to contain a smile from escaping his lips.

      ‘A cask of the finest Atlantean wine to each of them.’

      A cheer rises from the members of Kleos’s apprentices aboard the Hydra. It is deserved, for they have done fine work to make the battle-damaged Hydra ready for the oceans once again.

      ‘Oarsmen!’ I call out. ‘Let us show the Gods how fast a real ship of Atlantis can traverse the waves!’

      ‘You heard our commander!’ Phaedra yells at the crew. ‘Row now! Row together! Row strong!’

      ‘ROW STRONG!’ the crew roar back. I lean over the side of the bireme and watch as the oars move together in unison and propel the Hydra onwards.

      ‘Atlantis is watching!’ I call to my crew. ‘Make them proud and show them that the Hydra is still the power of the Aegean!’

      ‘The Gods have blessed us this day,’ Briseis says beside me, looking out across the waters and to the sun high above.

      The Trojan requested to accompany us and see more of the island as we tested the Hydra. I granted her an invite, so long as she remained clear of my crew and did not cause distraction.  Looking at Briseis now, smiling and seeming happier than I have ever seen her, I struggle to remember the tortured girl she was in Troy. She barely spoke after the fall of her lover Achilles and our flight from the burning city of Troy, but each passing day in Atlantis brings new life to her.

      ‘Every time I see more of your homeland, I am left stunned by its beauty,’ Briseis says. ‘Where does our voyage take us this day?’

      ‘We will circle the island twice. We will not take the Hydra beyond the Walls of Poseidon until we know the ship and crew are prepared.’

      ‘It would not do well for the Princess of Atlantis to be lost to the very defences that protect the island.’

      ‘Agreed. How does Helen fare? I have not seen her for many days.’

      ‘At times, I see her free and happy, but at others, times when the defences she has built within herself fail, I see that she is ravaged by a terrible, unending guilt.’

      ‘Helen has endured much. Far more than any should suffer.’

      ‘Yet still she has the capacity to care and love,’ Briseis says. ‘Helen saved me. She cared for me when I was returned from the Greeks. I was beaten and worse, and she gave me comfort when I had no one else.’

      ‘I do believe that you are a great comfort to her too,’ I assure. ‘Helen has shown great strength and…’

      ‘Small craft among the rocks!’ The alarm is given, ending the discussion between Briseis and me.

      I scan the coastline and spot the cause for concern quickly. A small boat, a fisherman likely, has struck the rocks and is unmoving.

      ‘Take us in closer,’ I order. ‘Heed caution. I do not want us meeting the same fate upon those rocks.’

      As we near, we can see that the hull of the small craft is torn open and its small mast snapped and drifting away. Two bodies are in the water, desperately clutching to the rocks. They are just children. I think to order the Hydra in closer but see the sharp dangerous rocks ahead of us that will tear through our hull just as they did the children’s small boat.

      Without warning or word uttered, Briseis leaps from our deck and dives down into the waters. The Trojan swims effortlessly between the rocks to the children and tries to calm them both. The boy and girl are panicking, shaking and terrified. Briseis helps them take hold around her neck and shoulders and then slowly and carefully leads them out between the rocks towards our ship.

      Ropes are lowered and several of my crew help Briseis and the children up onto our deck, all three of them soaked and shivering. Blankets are brought for the children, and seeing them up close, I realise they can be no older than eight years.

      ‘What kind of Atlanteans sink their first ship?’ I tease them.

      ‘It did not sink,’ the boy replies.

      ‘Our boat is still afloat on the rocks,’ the girl says proudly.

      ‘True enough,’ I say, unable to contain my laughter.

      ‘Atlantean pride,’ Briseis remarks with a smile, before both children hug Briseis tightly, bringing tears to the Trojan’s eyes.

      ‘Come children,’ Phaedra encourages as she leads the boy and girl away. ‘Let us see you dry and then sent home.’

      ‘You showed great courage in leaping in after them,’ I tell Briseis, offering her a blanket, which she declines. ‘Thank you.’

      ‘I trusted that Poseidon would not see me or the children lost to his waters,’ she replies. ‘I was always strong in the water when I was young. Father would chastise and warn me not to dive from the cliffs at our home, saying that only the boys could, but I never listened.’

      ‘In Atlantis, it matters not if you are boy or girl. Everyone is equal.’

      ‘As I have seen. When we first met, I was broken by the cruelty of Agamemnon and the loss of Achilles.’

      ‘And I have seen how you have recovered. You are still young and have much life left ahead of you. This rise in your spirits is a blessing.’

      ‘I am not the young girl I was,’ she says with a sudden hardness in her tone. ‘If Agamemnon and his hordes do come here, I will not submit to him like a prize or slave. I would fight him if I had the courage.’

      ‘Courage is not something you lack,’ I say as I take a trident from a rack and hand it to the Trojan. ‘What you lack is the skill and training.’

      ‘And strength,’ Briseis says as she struggles with the weight of the weapon.

      ‘Strength comes in time, and you are stronger than you think.’

      ‘I am no Atlantean.’

      ‘Atlantean, Trojan, Greek… these are but names,’ I say. ‘If you want to fight, then learn.’

      ‘Show me.’

      ‘I will not go easy on you, nor will I treat you any differently to any of the recruits or crew you see around you aboard my ship.’

      ‘Show me,’ Briseis repeats, an eager fire in her eyes.

      ‘Body in the water!’ A cry comes from the bow of the Hydra.

      ‘Now what?’ I remark under my breath as I cross the deck.

      In the water are two barrels secured tightly together by ropes. Across them is a single body, tied and held by the ropes across the top of the barrels. As we near, I recognise the armour and helm as Atlantean. A man, and one of our warriors. A dozen Greek blades pierce his skin, and a trident snapped in two has been lashed to his hands.

      ‘What is it?’ Phaedra asks at my side.

      ‘A message,’ I reply with anger. A response from Agamemnon and the Greeks.
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      ADAM: Tired And Confused…No Change There. Atlantis.

      I awaken from a night haunted by strange dreams. I saw many people; friends, family, allies, and enemies. All called to me, seeking and pleading for aid I couldn’t give. Matt saw that I was tired and haunted by something, but I wouldn’t explain. He may have been right. A first night in this place after an unforgettable day for so many reasons could easily play tricks on the mind. I shake away the lingering feeling of dread and instead look forward to a day in Atlantis.

      Fresh robes are waiting for us at the door of our chambers, and in a separate area, we find baths with running hot water. I am in no hurry and stay in the water until it begins to turn cold before dressing. At the door, we’re greeted by Envio Massius, who leads us through the palace and down the marble staircases to a chamber where food awaits; freshly baked breads, fish, fruit, and juices. As we are about finished, we’re joined by the Princess of Atlantis, Seraphina, who greets us with a warm smile.

      ‘Are we to leave your city and island now?’ I ask with disappointment.

      ‘Far from it,’ the princess says happily. ‘You are permitted to stay for two more days.’

      ‘Thank you,’ Matt replies. ‘I didn’t want to leave so soon after only just discovering your legendary island.’

      ‘And to that end, what would you like to see?’ Seraphina asks. ‘What would you like to do?’

      ‘Everything,’ Matt and I reply in unison.

      ‘Good answer,’ she says.

      Over the course of the day, we see and do a lot of things. We’re first taken to a temple dedicated to the Gods, larger than any I’ve seen before. It’s what I imagine the temples of Greece were like before they fell to disrepair and ruin. Statues and dedications to Zeus and Poseidon take precedence, but all the Greek gods and goddesses are accounted for. One temple, the largest to Poseidon, is adjoined by a vast stone tower that would certainly give a view across all the island.

      ‘Is there any way we could climb the tower?’ I ask.

      ‘Its entrances were sealed long ago,’ Seraphina explains, a hint of uncertainty and trepidation in her voice. ‘Trust me, that place is best forgotten.’

      ‘All this time, we’ve been hunting down history,’ Matt says with wonder, ‘and it’s all right here, perfectly preserved.’

      ‘Our past is a part of who we are,’ Seraphina says. ‘We honour our history.’

      Next, we’re shown to a vast aquarium of glass and crystal, towering high and housing all varieties of aquatic life; colours never seen and species we didn’t even know existed. Beyond this is a street of food and drink merchants, and we sample so much. The sweet pastries of a bakery, the cooked meats of a butcher and fish-merchant, and freshly picked fruits of the orchards.

      We’re then led towards the harbour, passing a vast pillared structure we’re told is the Atlas Library, housing much of the history of Atlantis and its people. I see that this in particular has caught Matt’s eye.

      At the docks of the harbour, we’re shown to a yacht. Small in comparison to the warships Kronos and Hyperion, but certainly larger than the rotten fishing boat we used to reach Atlantis. It is far grander too, many hours and days lost to care and attention to every inch of its hull, deck, and triple sails.

      ‘A tour around the island,’ Seraphina suggests.

      ‘As long as there are no Hydras this time,’ Matt remarks before turning to me. ‘You going to be okay?’

      I look to the water beyond the docks, the waves, and their depths. I expect my heart to thunder and my head to spin with fear, but I feel nothing. Not a hint of terror.

      ‘I… I think I’m going to be okay,’ I say with relief. ‘Near drowning a second time might have done me some good.’

      Matt and I follow Seraphina and her five-man crew aboard the yacht and watch in awe as they set to work as a team to get us out into the water.

      ‘Anything we can help with?’ I offer, although I’m completely out of my depth.

      ‘Just you watch and learn, mainlander,’ the princess teases as the ropes are released, the triple sails fill, and we’re away.

      As the ship lurches forward and I look out across the open water, I feel a slight tremble of the old fear return. I close my eyes for a second to refocus, fighting to steady myself. Though better than it was, the sea still isn’t my friend.

      ‘Not going to be retching over the side, are you?’ one of the nearby crew mutters.

      ‘Just getting my sea legs.’

      The yacht emerges from the harbour, quickly gains speed, and begins a circle of the island. We don’t stray too far from the shore but also keep a fair distance from the looming waterfalls in all directions.

      ‘We will keep away from the Hydra nests,’ the princess explains. ‘We wouldn’t want to stir them up again. Apparently, they’ve grown more protective and vicious since two fools sank their boat amongst them.’

      ‘Wonder who that could be.’ Matt laughs.

      ‘We were born of the sea!’ Seraphina cheers, enjoying life on the water. ‘Poseidon smiles upon us, for we are…’

      ‘ATLANTIS!’ the crew and princess cheer in unison.

      ‘Now, let’s show these mainlanders some of our power upon the waves!’ the princess declares, and around her, ropes are tied tight and preparations made. A panel is uncovered near the rudder, levers and triggers hinting at technology. At the flick of a switch, a deep vibration hums from within the craft.

      ‘An engine?’ Matt asks, earning a nod. ’What powers it?’

      ‘None of the fuels that poison the waters and skies,’ a crew-woman answers coldly.

      ‘The crystals again?’ Matt asks, earning a nod.

      ‘Hold on tight,’ Seraphina warns, and even though I brace myself, I’m still unprepared for the sudden acceleration.

      The yacht cuts through the waves as if they’re nothing, and at times, I swear we’re flying just above the water. The princess and her crew cheer and laugh as they prove themselves as masters of the ocean. At their encouragement, Matt and I join in, whooping loudly as we circle the mythical island of Atlantis. It is truly an experience, and my fear is utterly lost in these moments.

      After a lap of the island and wandering more of the city streets, we find ourselves at the edge of the city and are brought horses.

      ‘Do you ride?’ Seraphina asks. ‘I would show you more of our beautiful countryside.’

      ‘I very much do not,’ I reply. ‘I tried once. Fell off… a lot.’

      ‘I ride,’ Matt says. ‘But I was hoping to see your Atlas Library.’

      ‘My guard will guide you,’ the princess says. ‘And you, Hunter the Younger…’

      ‘Yeah, don’t like that name,’ I say.

      ‘You ride with me.’

      ‘Are we not to accompany you, my Princess?’ one of the guards asks.

      ‘I have the mainlander to protect me.’ She chuckles.

      ‘It’s not she who needs protecting,’ I reply, looking at the horses with uncertainty.

      ‘Best behaviour,’ Matt whispers to me. ‘Remember, you’re with royalty.’

      ‘No idea what you mean,’ I reply innocently.

      ‘And you have a certain someone waiting for you back home.’

      ‘As do you. What’s your point?’

      ‘Still as clueless as ever.’ Matt laughs as he turns and heads for the Atlas Library, his head lost among the books and records before he’s even reached them.

      I’m helped into the saddle behind Seraphina on a mighty white steed, and before I’m even secure, she kicks back her heels and sends the horse careening down the track away from the city. I can barely balance and hang on, having to grip the saddle tight for stability. The princess laughs.

      We ride through orchards and olive fields, through woodlands, and then beyond to follow the coastline.

      ‘The island was much larger before the descent,’ she explains to me. ‘There were many cities, but all were lost. All gone to the waves but for one. It was called Atlas back then. Today, it is simply known as Atlantis.’

      ‘Have you ever wanted to see what’s beyond your island?’ I ask. ‘See more of the world?’

      ‘Many times. Near every day, if I’m honest, but only a chosen few are allowed; our scouts and protectors.’

      ‘And I’m guessing the Royal Family is not permitted?’

      ‘Not yet, but now it’s time for my questions. Tell me of the mainland. Tell me of the world.’

      The princess has many, many questions, and I tell her all I can; of the different nations, our history, our Gods, wars, and more. She asks of my role in the world, and is then completely lost when I try to explain the concept of a museum.

      ‘Our history is part of who we are,’ she explains. ‘It’s here all around us. We all protect and honour it.’

      ‘Sadly, there are those who only seek to exploit our history.’ I

      ‘Your foes, Winterbourne.’

      ‘Afraid so.’

      By the time we return to the city. the sun is beginning to set and the streets are lit by more of the lanterns housing crystals.

      ‘What are they?’ I ask. ‘I’ve never seen crystals like that, and they’re all around your city, within the palace, and they even power your ships.’

      ‘And everyone’s homes,’ Seraphina adds. ‘They are crystals given to us by the volcano and provided to the people without cost. They provide light, warmth, and power, and their use harms no one. Do not seek to break one, as that can be dangerous.’

      ‘I’m sorry, did you say volcano?’ I ask in surprise.

      ‘It’s beneath the island,’ she replies without concern. ‘The heat rises through vents into our city too, providing more warmth to its people.’

      ‘You’re not worried about living over a volcano?’

      ‘It has not erupted since…’ Her words fall silent.

      ‘The descent?’ I offer, to which she nods.

      We pass a large water feature within the city, larger than any pond and closer to a lake with multiple beautiful fountains spraying water high into the air and creating colourful rainbows. A pair of swans glide slowly across the water, singing together in unison.

      ‘Do you know the term swan-song?’ the princess asks me.

      ‘I do. It’s a final act or effort.’

      ‘My ancestors, and all of what you would call Ancient Greece… we created the term,’ Seraphina explains. ‘We believe that swans sing songs about death when their lives are coming to an end. I wonder if the swans in Atlantis sang before the descent.’

      ‘The descent,’ I say carefully. ‘What happened? How did Atlantis disappear from the world?’

      ‘Do you think your brother will still be in the library?’ she asks, changing the subject.

      ‘You’ll probably have to drag him away.’

      ‘The day draws towards its end. Is there anything else you would like to see or sample?’

      ‘I know I shouldn’t ask this,’ I say, going back and forth in my head over whether I should ask the question, ‘but is there any way to make contact with the outside world? I know you don’t want anyone to know your home exists or to risk its discovery, but we have family out there we haven’t spoken to for quite some time. Our mother, Matt’s wife and children, and…’

      ‘Your complication?’ the princess guesses.

      ‘I wish I could show her all this,’ I say. ‘She’d love seeing the soldiers training. She’d probably challenge a fair few of them. Riding the horses, racing the ship… Before I left, things were just kicking off, and then everything got turned upside down. I ended up travelling the globe until… here I am.’

      ‘Why do you love her?’ Seraphina asks.

      ‘I never said love.’

      ‘It is obvious from your words and the way you smile when you talk of her.’

      ‘Yeah,’ I say with no embarrassment. ‘Yeah, I do love her.’

      ‘Well?’ She waits expectantly. ‘Why?’

      ‘She’s smart, brilliant, artistic, skilled at nearly everything. She’s kicked my arse more than a few times, rightfully so. I can’t keep the smile off my face when I’m around her. More than that, though, she cares for people. She cares more than anyone I’ve seen before.’

      ‘Love indeed.’ Seraphina smiles. ‘What is her name?’

      ‘Em,’ I reply, the eagerness all too clear in my voice. ‘Emma Lovell.’

      ‘There are ways we could get a message out.’ Seraphina sighs. ‘But it will not be easy. I will need to convince others, including Stelios, which as you know, will be like trying to convince a bull it is a swan, but I will try.’

      ‘Thank you,’ I say, though I do note the disappointment in her voice. ‘And thank you for showing us your beautiful home. I can see why you want to protect its secret. I certainly would too.’

      ‘Our secret keeps us safe,’ she says. ‘It keeps the world safe too.’

      I mean to ask what she meant by that, but as soon as the words escape, her pace has increased and I struggle to keep up.

      ‘Now, let us find your brother,’ she says, the previous subject ended. ‘And as you say, drag him away from the pages of our history.’
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      ALAINA: Alone Again. The Ashes of Troy.

      I stand in Troy again, trapped in the ash and the silence of the fallen city. The embers continue to die and the slaughtered people lay quiet and still. The bodies cover the ground; women and men, the elderly and children, Atlantean warriors and Trojan citizens, all dead and looking back at me with lifeless eyes.

      ‘Sister,’ Calix calls to me. ‘Sister, you have found me again.’

      ‘Enough of this, brother,’ I tell him. ‘I know this is not you and I have had enough of your games.’

      ‘Then what of me?’ asks Dion, my former second-in-command. ‘We fought campaigns across the oceans of this world together. Am I nothing to you?’

      ‘Am I not your uncle?’ Romanos, Yannis, and Takis ask in turn. ‘Are we not blood? Are we not kin?’

      ‘Did your brother not love me?’ Vivara, Calix’s lover, asks. ‘We could have had a family, and we could have been as sisters.’

      They and all the warriors who followed me and fell upon the Trojan lands gather and fill the streets. They step slowly closer, pacing as each calls to me.

      ‘Did I not raise you as if you were my own child?’ Vasilos asks. Seeing him, body torn open, stabs at my very heart.

      ‘You can save us,’ the spectres call out. ‘You can free us.’

      The fallen surround me and close in tighter, their voices deafening. They reach out, pulling and pushing me, trying to force me to listen. I clamp my eyes shut, welcoming oblivion.
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        * * *

      

      ‘Princess Alaina? Princess?’ calls out Briseis as she wakes me from the nightmare.

      ‘What? What’s happening? I reply, confused.

      ‘You were screaming. You were calling out names. Calix, Vivara, Vasilos, and more.’

      ‘The dead haunt me,’ I confess to her.

      ‘Then I am not alone,’ Briseis says, holding my hands tight in hers.

      ‘Family?’ I ask.

      ‘All those lost in Troy,’ she replies with tears in her eyes. I know that Achilles will be among her spectres.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            34

          

        

      

    

    
      ADAM. Haunted. Atlantis.

      ‘Adam…’ The voice calls to me from the darkness of the night. ‘Adam… I’ve found you…’

      I rise from my sleep in an instant, sitting bolt upright, and raise the nearby lantern.

      ‘It can’t be,’ I say with disbelief.

      ‘Adam. Adam, we need you… the museum needs you…’

      The voice is different this time, young and female. Again, I can’t mistake it for anyone else, longing to hear from her the moment I set out to follow in my father’s footsteps.

      ‘I need you…’ the haunting voice calls, and I turn the lantern in its direction but see nothing.

      ‘Matt? Matt?’ I call over to him, but his bed is empty.

      I rise from my own bed and cross the chamber.

      ‘Em? Em, is that you?’ I call out before seeing a shadow in the open doorway to our room. Her face turns, and it’s the girl I’ve thought about every day for as long as I knew the truth about the British Museum.

      ‘Em,’ I call to her, but her image flickers and drifts away as I step closer.

      I pull on my robes from the day before, and with lantern in hand, venture out of the chambers into the palace corridors. I hear her voice again, calling my name, and I begin to wonder if I’m finally losing my mind. It has to be lost because I follow, down the corridor and onto the marble staircases. The palace is silent, everyone asleep and no sign of anyone. Dimmed lanterns light the halls, and the only sound I hear is my breathing and footsteps… and her voice calling to me.

      ‘Follow, Adam,’ she says, her silhouette in the distance still, this time at the bottom of the stairs. ‘I have something to show you.’

      I follow, caution lost in the moment, my pace growing until I reach the palace grounds. There, beneath the main staircase, in a sheltered alcove where a large barred door stands open, is another figure. The one I’m certain haunted me the previous night.

      ‘Dad?’ I call out in disbelief.

      He looks to me, much as he did within his aircraft that now stands as his tomb upon the sands. A warm smile is on his lips, and he beckons me beyond the doors before vanishing, but I stand there in shock and silence. This has to be a dream. I again call out for Matt, but there’s no answer.

      With no alternative, I enter the alcove and pass the barred doors. Beyond the alcove is a narrow, winding corridor. There are no lanterns here, only darkness, and I’m glad I brought my own.

      ‘Come, my son,’ my father calls to me from the distance. ‘Come, and we shall soon be reunited.’

      ‘Wait!’ I call out to him, but he doesn’t respond. His figure shimmers now and again in the distance, leading me further and deeper into the hidden passages of the palace.

      I pass more bars, more barriers, but find each open and deserted. The way forward begins to descend, and I can feel that I’m heading deeper beneath the palace. Heat envelops me more the further I go, and I’m reminded that a volcano lies beneath my feet. There are other routes, doors, chambers, and passages;  a maze if I didn’t have my guide leading me on, beckoning me at each intersection. In the distance, I hear other noises, though. Animalistic grunts and growls with heavy footsteps. I dim the light of my lantern until it’s almost out, hiding from whatever lurks in the darkness as I continue.

      ‘Adam,’ another voice calls to me. A woman’s, but older this time. ‘You’re very nearly there.’

      ‘Mother?’ I question, shaking my head again with confusion. ‘This isn’t a dream, it’s a nightmare.’

      ‘Your father and I await you,’ she says. ‘You are so close now, my dear boy.’

      I continue, dread filling me as my heart thunders in my chest. How can any of this be real? I feel the walls on either side of me, the cold stone feeling real enough. I scratch my arm and feel the pain drawn by my fingernails. I am awake… I think.

      My pursuit continues, turning down passages until the way begins to widen and broaden into one vast rounded chamber. Inscribed on the walls are markings, images of conflicts, the Gods and Goddesses, and what I can only describe as demons. As I enter the chamber, my eyes are drawn to one item standing on top of a stone plinth. Wrapped tightly in iron and bronze chains that cross the chamber from wall to wall and ceiling to floor is a large jar, sealed shut with a round lid. There are locks on every chain, and my mind instantly realises it would take me a week to pick every one. As I step closer, I see that on the jar and even the chains are more symbols, horrifying and hellish. I take a step back and realise the floor is crossed with small canals. It’s not water that runs down them but red-hot lava.

      ‘Adam… Adam… Adam…’ I hear a dozen voices call to me. I clamp my eyes shut until they fall silent, and when I open them again, I see I’m not alone. Encircling the room are my father, my mother, Kat holding Zoe and Zack, Em, Abbey, Duncan, Sara, Dave, Charles, Gabriel... All of them look at me and then turn towards the encaged jar, raising an arm to point at the object.

      ‘Open and you find happiness,’ they say, calming and gentle at first, but then repeating the words until they become an order shouted, then screamed. My hands cover my ears, but they can’t keep out the unending chorus, not until I feel a presence looming over me and a heavy fist crash into my back.

      I’m sent tumbling to the ground, narrowly missing one of the lava canals as I skid across the floor. I gasp for air, feeling like a truck has hit me. As I turn and see my attacker, I begin to wish it was a truck. Instead, standing over me, growling monstrously, is a towering, black-haired and black-skinned beast, the body of an immensely strong and powerful man, but the head of an enraged bull.

      ‘Minotaur…’ I utter in shock before the beast lowers the points of a trident towards my throat.

      ‘STOP!’ cries out a voice, one I recognise as Princess Seraphina. ‘THEY MUST LIVE!’

      The minotaur does as commanded, withdrawing the points of his trident an inch away from my throat. Looking past, I see the princess and several of her guard, but the family and friends that had been gathered before are gone. I too discover that I’m not the only intruder in this place. Not far from me, lying in a heap on the ground, is my brother, minotaur looming over him with his deadly axe raised high. Matt looks at me with wide, disbelieving eyes.

      ‘What… what is this?’ he splutters with tears in his eyes. ‘Where… where is my family? Where are Kat and my children? Where are my mother and father? They were here! They were right here!’

      ‘I saw them too,’ I call out to him. ‘I saw them all; Em and Abbey, Duncan and Sara, all our friends at the museum.’

      Our eyes are both drawn to the relic encased in chains at the centre of the chamber, an immense feeling of dread enveloping me.

      ‘Any who enter this sacred place are sentenced to death,’ Seraphina warns with horror. ‘That thing… it is the source of all evil. It is our duty to guard the world from it, and it is why we are forever hidden.’

      ‘What is it?’ I ask.

      Seraphina meets my eyes with heavy regret and sadness.

      ‘The Box.’
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      ALAINA: Celebrating A Union Of Love. The Royal Palace of Atlas.

      ‘Quiet! Quiet, everyone!’ Mintos calls and the musicians hush and the conversations quieten. ‘You honour us by your attendance at my son and new daughter’s marriage. My son, Chalcon, is a man now, and my new daughter, Neaera, is a beauty un-equalled. I am proud to see them here, united and celebrated by so many. Your love is an inspiration for us all. Please, everyone, as the sun now sets and this night begins, I wish you all to raise a cup for the happy pair.’

      Great cheers sound across the banquet hall, and we all raise a cup of wine in their honour.

      ‘I would be amiss if I failed to thank our gracious hosts,’ my Uncle Mintos says. ‘My brother, our King, and of course, Queen Kallista, have been more than welcoming and generous. I thank you both on behalf of all my family.’

      ‘You are our family,’ Mother calls back to a loud cheer.

      ‘Now, I will hold your attention no longer,’ Mintos says with a broad grin. ‘Return to the celebrations! Drink, dance, and please, be more foolish than I will likely be.’

      Another great cheer sounds and the musicians play once again. Feasts of food and an unending supply of wine have been provided, sating the needs of the many guests from all across Atlantis. Entertainers, jugglers, bards, fire-breathers, and fools walk the hall, bringing joy and laughter to the great assembly. Chalcon and Neaera hold each other close, lips meeting in a loving embrace. I think then of Odysseus and am reminded of my final moment with him in Troy; the parting kiss.

      I walk the hall, partaking in the festivities where needed, but maintain a wary eye. The horrors that rose from the Temple of Poseidon could threaten again, and I will be ready if they do. Although I fight the temptation to keep watch upon the temple, it seems that my gaze has been noticed.

      ‘You fear the Machae will return?’ Helen asks as she finds me beside the window.

      ‘It is my duty as commander of army and fleet to be ready for any threat,’ I reply.

      ‘No rest for you.’

      ‘Not whilst our king, queen, and so many of the island’s commanders feast.’

      ‘Thank you,’ Helen says. ‘Thank you for bringing us here and protecting us, even now. Paris and I owe you a debt I do not think can ever be repaid.’

      ‘It seems Paris has taken to life among us,’ I remark, seeing that the Prince of Troy is in deep conversation with Philos and a group of our warriors. My brethren are laughing and boasting, enjoying themselves in a way I have not seen since before we sailed for Troy.

      ‘Guilt burns within us both, but it pleases me to see him forget our shame for even a short while.’ The former Queen of Sparta pauses for a moment, looking from the window out across the city.

      ‘I am stunned each time I look upon your home,’ she says. ‘Those spires are households to hundreds, yet they have such a natural beauty.’

      ‘It is your home now. Yours and Paris’s. Go to him. You should feel no shame, but I can understand your guilt. I feel it too. What I saw when the Machae attacked was Paris, Briseis, and you fighting to protect innocents. You have earnt yourselves respite, even if it is just for a night. Go to your lover, Helen. Forget the shame and guilt you bear.’

      She smiles at me with tears in her eyes. Helen of Troy crosses the hall and walks to Paris. He takes her in his arms and they kiss deeply. Around them, people talk and snigger, as many have since they first arrived on our island, but the pair care nothing for what is said around them. In this moment, they are each other’s entire worlds.

      ‘Care to dance, my Princess?’ a young member of the royal guard, Cephalos, asks me.

      ‘I regret I must decline your offer,’ I reply.

      ‘It was the queen who instructed me to ask you,’ the nervous guard says.

      ‘Trust me, I am no dancer, and I am saving you from a terrible ordeal.’ I laugh. ‘I am instructing you to ask that young woman there to dance. She will bring far more joy to you than I ever could.’

      I direct him to Briseis, who is sitting alone and watching the dancers and musicians. Cephalos bows awkwardly before striding over to Briseis. They speak briefly before she takes his arm and follows the royal guard to join the dancers.

      ‘Your mother was hoping you would be the one to dance,’ King Aegeus says as he joins me.

      ‘My mother hopes for a great many things that will not come to pass,’ I reply. ‘She should know that I do not dance.’

      ‘She does, but can still hope. Sometimes, hope is all we have.’

      ‘It is enough.’

      ‘I have missed talking with you like this. You grew up so quickly into the warrior, captain, and commander I now see. You put our island and our people above all else. So much so that in the next room, I know you have hidden your armour, your helm and shield, and of course, your trident.’

      ‘You disapprove?’ I ask.

      ‘I am proud.’

      ‘You know of the Greeks’ message?’

      ‘Our slain brother?’ Father replies. ‘Yes, I saw his desecration.’

      ‘It was their warning,’ I say. ‘They are coming. Nothing will change that now.’

      ‘We are ready. The Greeks will never breach the Walls of Poseidon.’

      I wish I held his confidence and certainty.

      ‘Calix would be dancing,’ I say, looking to the festivities around us and changing the conversation.

      ‘I am sure he would. He would be dancing and drinking and enjoying himself a great deal.’

      ‘He would have married,’ I say.

      ‘Vivara? Yes, I had my suspicions for a long time. The only solace I can take from the tragedy of his passing is that I know he and Vivara will be re-united in the afterlife.’

      ‘They will be drinking and dancing,’ I say with certainty, before pausing as I look across the hall.

      I see them, Calix and Vivara. They stand among the dancers, holding each other tight. They kiss briefly before turning their gaze to me.

      ‘Our time approaches,’ I hear their voices call, forcing me to look away. ‘Free us.’

      ‘Daughter, what is it?’ Father asks with concern.

      ‘Nothing… it…’ I struggle to find the words before another sound draws my attention. ‘You hear that?’

      ‘What? Are the musicians that bad?’

      ‘No. I thought I heard…’

      It sounds again, something distant and out of place. I hurry out to the window and look across the waters north of the city. There I see it, flames lighting the signals at the watchtowers. The horns are sounding; that was what I heard. The signals, the horns. They are warnings.

      ‘Agamemnon is here…’
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      ADAM: Sentenced To Death. Atlantis.

      ‘Hades take you both!’ Stelios rages, his face crimson with fury. ‘The Underworld awaits for certain, and your heads will be on tridents by daybreak! We were fools to ever let you enter our realm!’

      Matt and I remain silent, shamed, hands secured in bronze manacles. A crystal lies at the centre of the chains, a pulsing of some technology that I’m sure threatens to punish us for any act of disobedience. We sit in a chamber of the palace, four human guards surrounding us, their eyes displaying their vehemence. Beyond the balcony, I can see it’s still dark, though sunrise approaches. A new day, and possibly our last among the living.

      ‘Let us explain,’ I say, but the anger of Atlantis’s military commander is unrelenting.

      ‘I will not hear another word from you mainlanders!’ Stelios spits. ‘Outsiders, I will see you hung, speared, and drowned for your crimes. No one is to see or step foot within the Necropolis. No one but the most trusted of guards!’

      ‘Minotaurs,’ I say with disbelief, not trusting anything I saw in the levels deep below the palace. ‘Were they real?’

      Stelios doesn’t answer but continues to stare down at us with rage.

      ‘Please, let us explain,’ Matt begins, rising to stand before screaming out in pain, his manacles crackling with electricity and sending him toppling to the floor, where he writhes in pain.

      ‘Stop this!’ I cry out before I’m hit by the same punishment, the chains activating and sending pulses of agony through my body.

      ‘Stop. Stop now.’ I barely hear someone call out before the pain inflicted by the manacles suddenly ceases.

      We lie there on the floor, barely moving at first, before hands take hold and help us back into our seats. My vision is starry at first, but when it clears, I see that we are once again the guests of royalty, both Princess Seraphina and Queen Lyria standing before us, looking at us with distress and concern.

      ‘Commander Stelios, remove those bindings,’ Lyria orders.

      ‘My Queen, they broke into the Necropolis,’ he begins, earning a glare from his ruler.

      ‘Must I repeat myself?’ she asks, calmly yet forcefully.

      Stelios does not argue further, calling for his guards to release Matt and me, and I’m glad when my wrists are freed.

      ‘Perhaps we should put them on you,’ I suggest to Stelios. ‘See how you like it.’

      ‘Our apologies,’ Princess Seraphina says as she urges Stelios a pace back from us with a hand on his chest. ‘You must understand that what is down there should be seen by no one.’

      ‘Yeah, we got that.’

      ‘What the hell is going on?’ Matt asks with dismay. ‘I saw things, people, that led me down there.’

      ‘Me too,’ I say. ‘Where are they? Where’s our father? Where’s our team?’

      ‘I saw him too,’ Matt adds. ‘And my wife and my children and mother. Where are they?’

      ‘Not here,’ the princess says sadly ‘They are not, nor were they ever here.’

      ‘I saw them,’ Matt argues. ‘I heard them. It was them!’

      ‘You saw what it wanted you to see,’ Queen Lyria explains.

      ‘The thing you had chained up down there,’ I say. ‘The vase… jar… whatever it was…’

      ‘The Box,’ Queen Lyria states coldly. ‘Everyone hears something different. Husbands and wives, fathers and mothers, children and friends, lost and still living. It takes on many different shapes, for it acts with trickery and deceit. It wants to be opened.’

      ‘My father led me down there,’ I tell her. ‘Then I saw Em, my… my…’

      ‘Complication,’ Seraphina says with a sad smile.

      ‘The gates and doors were all open. The guards were…’

      ‘Gone,’ Stelios says sternly. ‘Near twenty guards vanished without trace. Did you…’

      ‘We did nothing,’ Matt says. ‘There was no sign of anyone, except for your…’

      ‘Minotaurs,’ I finish, still with disbelief.

      ‘They possess a strength of will unparalleled,’ Lyria says. ‘They survived the descent, and we discovered them down there, their home amongst the heat. They have devoted their lives to protecting Atlantis and the Box, and we work together.’

      ‘Gates and barriers gone, guards missing,’ Stelios mutters grimly. ‘It’s getting stronger.’

      ‘It wants release,’ Seraphina adds. ‘There will come a time when we cannot stop it.’

      ‘Generations have passed without disturbance,’ Lyria argues fiercely. ‘Not since the descent has it been opened. I will not see our people ruined again. Not in my lifetime!’

      ‘Wait, wait, wait!’ I call out. ‘What are you talking about? What is the Box?’

      ‘They possess it, the Box. It can bring them back. It can bring them all back…’ Elizabeth’s words in the ruins of Troy come back to me. That is what she wanted. That is what she’s always wanted.

      I look at Matt and see his eyes have widened and his skin has paled.

      ‘You okay?’ I ask him, but he doesn’t answer. He raises his gaze to meet the queen’s eyes.

      ‘When last it was opened, a terrible evil escaped and nearly ended our world,’ Lyria explains with a tremble of fear in her voice. ‘Many brave Atlantean heroes died driving back its evil and trapping it. With its last breath, it brought a doom upon Atlantis that we never recovered from. The descent. The sea boiled, and great tsunamis smashed into our coast. The entire nation was shaken by earthquakes, and the volcano erupted from the mountain at the heart of our home. We fell, much of our island lost to the ocean. Here we remain, hidden, and in our exile from the world, we defend it. Or rather, we defend the world from it.’

      ‘Pandora’s Box,’ Matt says. ‘All the evil of the world.’

      A dreadful sinking feeling takes hold of me. I know the legend, one of the most tragic of all Greek tales. All the evil in existence was housed in that Box, and once opened, that evil was released. It’s here.

      ‘In the wrong hands, it could bring untold death and destruction upon every single person in this world,’ Lyria explains. ‘Everything you have known, everywhere you have seen, it will all become the Underworld. There will be nothing left.’

      ‘Open and find happiness,’ I utter. ‘That is what they said to me, my family and friends.’

      ‘That is what it said,’ Seraphina corrects me. ‘The Box wants to be opened.’

      ‘And that is exactly why we have remained hidden,’ Lyria says. ‘All have been tempted at one time or another, many minds and lives lost to its madness.’

      ‘I saw my father,’ Seraphina says.

      ‘And I my husband,’ the queen adds, with grief in her voice.

      ‘I have seen my sister, Alexio,’ Stelios admits before his face and tone harden once again. ‘We have dedicated our lives to protecting its secret and it cannot be allowed to escape.’

      ‘And that is exactly what Elizabeth Bowen and Winterbourne want,’ I say. ‘We should never have come here, Matt.’

      ‘It is time for you to leave, my boys,’ Lyria declares. ‘Our punishment for entering the Necropolis will not be undertaken this day. A debt is owed to your father for his sacrifice, and your freedom will repay that.’

      ‘Thank you,’ Matt says, relieved. ‘We did not mean to dishonour your welcome, customs, or...’

      ‘There is no need,’ Lyria says with hands raised to stop him from continuing. ‘Perhaps now you understand the price we pay for remaining here.’

      ‘You protect the world,’ I say. ‘There is no greater calling.’

      ‘I was going to give you this in the morning,’ Seraphina says as she hands me a small bundle tightly wrapped in a cloth. ‘It was found washed up on the sand. ‘I guessed it was from one of you two.’

      I quickly unwrap the bundle and find that within is my penknife; the one I was given by my father.

      ‘I can’t believe it,’ I say. ‘I thought it was gone when the boat sank.’

      ‘It was lost but now returned.’ Seraphina smiles. ‘I am sorry that you must now depart.’

      ‘It’s understandable. The Box, your secret… it must remain hidden.’

      ‘And it will,’ Queen Lyria says as she looks beyond the balcony at the beginning of a golden sunrise. ‘Stelios, make preparations for the Hunter brothers to…’

      The chime of a bell is heard distantly beyond the palace. It is followed by another and then another, closer and from different directions. The eyes of the queen, princess, and commander all widen with shock and fear.

      ‘Another intruder seeking the Box?’ I ask.

      ‘No. Worse than that,’ Queen Lyria utters. ‘The Walls of Poseidon. They are breached.’

      ‘Winterbourne,’ Matt and I say with certainty.

      ‘Follow us,’ Queen Lyria orders as she, Princess Seraphina, and Stelios leave the chamber, the guards escorting us close behind.

      We’re led up the spiral staircases to the highest levels of the palace before reaching the roof. Upon the circular balcony, at the highest point of the city, we can see all the island of Atlantis around us basked in the golden light of the sunrise. Surrounding us in a perfect circle around the island are the towering waterfalls, the Walls of Poseidon at their peak. In almost every direction, we see in the distance what appears to be small black dots, like flies swarming as they emerge from the Walls and soar down towards the waters below. Many trail smoke in their wake, damaged by the storms of Atlantis’s defences as they all circle the island, gathering at the northernmost point of the perimeter. None approach the island just yet, but I know they wouldn’t have come this far just to turn back.

      ‘How many?’ I ask.

      ‘Twenty… thirty maybe,’ Matt replies, turning around us and seeing them all.

      Already, from the top of the palace, we can see formations of warriors assembling and rushing down towards the beaches. The chimes of the alarm continue to sound out across the city, people hurrying to find shelter, whilst others take up arms and bid families loving farewells. A low drone sounds, and the light emanating from crystals around the city begins to dim before a sudden boom sounds out. A wave of energy emanates from the palace, passing through us and rising higher, growing larger and larger until all the city and then the island is engulfed before it stops at the water’s edge. A dome of protection.

      ‘Promise me this wasn’t you,’ Seraphina pleads with warning in her eyes, looking at me and then Matt, then back to me.

      ‘I promise,’ I say in shock.

      ‘Stelios, these are the very people we faced in the ruins of Troy,’ Matt warns. ‘They have come here to take everything. Their leader wants the Box.’

      ‘She will not have it,’ Queen Lyria declares. ‘Not a single one of them will set foot in our home.’

      ‘Let us help you,’ I implore. ‘They must have followed us somehow. If it’s our fault, let us help. Let us make this right.’

      ‘You’ve seen we can fight,’ Matt urges, in full agreement with me.

      ‘Our father gave his life protecting this place,’ I say. ‘We can’t let it fall now.’

      Stelios doesn’t answer, his gaze still fixed upon the approaching aircraft beyond the island’s dome shield, shock and disbelief in his eyes.

      Princess Seraphina looks me straight in the eyes. ‘If Atlantis fights this day,’ she says solemnly, ‘it would honour us to fight beside mainlanders for the first time since the descent of our home.’
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      ADAM: Under Siege. Atlantis.

      With the Queen and Princess of Atlantis, Matt and I hurry from the palace’s upper floors to the armoury below. There, in large chambers that resemble barracks, over a hundred men and women gather, arming themselves in the garb of the royal guard.

      Envio Massius, roused from his bed but already focused in his task, equips Matt and me with leather and bronze breastplates and gauntlets, both intricately designed with the trident of Poseidon. A cloak of gold denoting the royal guard is secured to the shoulders of our breastplates. Helmets are offered, but neither Matt nor I accept, more likely to fall and blind us than protect us.

      ‘Will you be fighting too?’ I ask, noticing the elder is already equipped in armour.

      ‘Though advanced in years, I will give my life as needed,’ he states. ‘I was a royal guard much like these brave souls around me before I entered into service in this palace. This is my home. I must defend it.’

      Envio hands me the bow and quiver of arrows I won at the contest the previous night, and Matt is handed his own. An array of specially equipped arrows is provided to us, colour flights denoting their abilities.

      ‘Red detonate,’ Seraphina explains as she approaches, fully armoured and armed, ready to fight. ‘Blue incapacitate, the same as they did to you on the beach when you arrived. Gold penetrate.’

      The arrows remind me of those Tristram at the British Museum used to provide, and I’m hit with a longing to see my friends once more, Emma most of all.

      Lastly, a device is secured to our left-hand gauntlets, and we are shown that, at the activation of a trigger, plates of metal and bronze extend and form a curved shield.

      ‘Thank you for your trust,’ I say to Seraphina, but before she can reply, her mother approaches. In armour of bright bronze and blue, with a trident in hand, she is ready to protect her home. Lyria walks to us, hands her trident to her daughter, and places her hands upon my and Matt’s armour, to the engravings of Poseidon’s trident.

      ‘This is Atlantis,’ she explains. ‘Wearing this makes you Atlantis too.’

      ‘We won’t fail you,’ Matt vows.

      ‘We are Atlantis,’ I swear, earning a nod of approval from both the queen and princess.

      I feel my father’s Saint Christopher medallion against my chest and touch it for luck. I think I’ll be needing all the luck I can get for what’s to come.

      ‘Now, let us see what these intruders want before we cast them back into the oceans above,’ Queen Lyria declares aloud so that all her guard can here. As one, they cheer and follow their queen as she marches out of the palace and towards the beaches of their home. Matt and I fall into step with their ranks, alongside Envio, as we march to war.
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      Upon the dunes of the shore, we see ranks of Atlantean warriors. Hundreds of them. Commander Stelios is yelling orders, but they don’t appear to be needed. I have seen the training these warriors undergo every single day. Their ranks are tight and unwavering, weapons and armour pristine. Those armed with tridents form the forward ranks, shields attached to their arms like the ones Matt and I now carry. Archers have formed ranks just behind, and I quickly spot our opponents from the contest, Vasilos and Tasia the Amazonian amongst them.

      Everyone on the beach cheers as their queen and princess approach and join them, honouring their leaders with tridents and bows beating shields. We form ranks at the heart of the defence, Matt and I standing with the archers. Envio and others push us into the ranks, and we’re quickly made ready, though beneath my armour, my heart races.

      Queen Lyria and Princess Seraphina stand before us and join Commander Stelios as they look towards the water. At the very point where the sand meets the water, the great dome shield prevents anything approaching the island. Waves crash against its sides, but nothing passes through. Beyond the dome, I see two warships in the water, white wooden hulls and masts, each with three diagonal sails. One in the distance to the left, The Kronos, and one out to the right of us, The Hyperion, both named after the titans of Greek legend.

      Beyond the ships, the black flies have gathered. Just over thirty helicopters, all military, all hovering and waiting at a distance, not far from the waterfalls’ end. Smoke continues to trail from several of the aircraft, and we watch in silence as two succumb to damage and flames and are forced to ditch in the water.

      From amongst the swarm, one lone helicopter emerges and slowly approaches the beach. It stops just short of the dome and lowers, landing briefly in the low water before taking off again and retreating a short distance. Three figures disembark and stand with water up to their knees. Matt and I recognise Elizabeth Bowen and General Walcott, but the third is hooded and concealed. Fear takes me then. Fear that the prisoner is one of our friends from the British Museum.

      I focus on Elizabeth, her dark eyes as always appearing as black as night as she approaches the water’s edge. At her hip is her blade again, a crimson-sheathed curved sabre with a gold and black hilt. As General Walcott stands with the prisoner, Elizabeth stops before the shield and places a hand on it. The hand does not move, despite her initial efforts, and a smile appears on her lips.

      ‘It’s okay,’ Matt tries to reassure me. ‘Elizabeth will see that she can’t get past the shield and leave.’

      ‘Thanks, but there’s no way she’s leaving after all this,’ I say. ‘Either she gets what she wants, or… or we all lose.’

      ‘You,’ Queen Lyria calls out to Elizabeth, General Walcott, and the prisoner. ‘Who are you to come here? You are not welcome.’

      ‘My name is Elizabeth Bowen.’ She introduces herself loudly to be heard over the rotors of the waiting helicopter. That cold and calculating voice sends shivers down my spine. ‘This is General Walcott of the United Nations Security Council. Together, we command this airborne armada.’

      ‘And your prisoner?’ Princess Seraphina asks.

      ‘In time.’

      ‘How did you overcome our Walls of Poseidon?’ Queen Lyria asks.

      ‘Your defences took down a great many of our aircraft, and not a single one of our ships made it through,’ General Walcott says with a hardened expression as he looks at the ranks of warriors standing on the sands. ‘But those that survived did so thanks to modern technology. Modern advancements will always trump ancient defences and weapons.’

      ‘But for one case,’ Elizabeth adds. ‘You must know why we’re here. You must know what I want.’

      ‘Your answers are not here,’ Lyria replies. ‘Return to your craft and leave this place.’

      ‘Yes. Yes, the answers are here,’ Elizabeth says with certainty. ‘You house the greatest power in all this world. I want only the return of one I’ve lost. I want Pandora’s Box and the return of my husband.’

      ‘The Box is a power you cannot understand,’ Princess Seraphina shouts. ‘It houses an evil unlike anything in this world. It will not return your loved ones. It only taunts us with this promise because it wants to be opened!’

      ‘We care not for stories,’ General Walcott replies. ‘Hand over what we want and we will leave this… place.’

      ‘Give it to me and we will leave and never speak of this island again,’ Elizabeth says. ‘You will remain forgotten.’

      ‘And if we refuse?’ Lyria asks.

      ‘Our firepower will bring what remains of your home crashing down,’ Walcott tells her.

      ‘Atlantis!’ the queen calls to her people. ‘Show them who we are.’

      ‘WE ARE ATLANTIS!’ the ranks of warriors upon the beach roar, Matt and I joining in the chorus proudly.

      ‘We do not fear you,’ Queen Lyria declares.

      ‘You should,’ Elizabeth replies with a cruel smile. She turns and paces back towards the prisoner as Walcott forces them to their knees, the water reaching the prisoner’s waist. Elizabeth pulls the hood from their head, revealing a beaten and bruised woman, one eye completely shut and blood at a dozen wounds.

      ‘Alexio,’ Stelios utters, taking several steps forward before Seraphina stops him. ‘Sister! What have they done to you?’

      ‘She will live,’ Elizabeth replies calmly as she draws her sabre from her scabbard and lowers it to the Atlantean’s neck. ‘She will live if you give me what I have come all this way for.’

      Seeing this, I push my way through the ranks, Matt initially trying to stop me before joining me. I can’t just stand there and watch.

      ‘Mrs Bowen,’ I call to her, as I did as a child when playing with her son, Duncan. ‘Elizabeth. Stop this before it goes too far.’

      ‘It’s good to see you again, Adam,’ she replies. ‘As you can see, we found our way in the end, despite your reluctance to help. Luckily, we had our own guide.’

      ‘I… I… I am sorry,’ Alexio struggles to say.

      ‘Let her go!’ Stelios yells, but he merely earns a shake from Elizabeth’s head.

      ‘A simple prisoner exchange,’ General Walcott offers. ‘This young woman for the Box. Once complete, we will leave these shores.’

      ‘Don’t… don’t my Queen,’ Alexio cries before she is silenced as Elizabeth’s sabre presses against her skin.

      ‘Stop this, Elizabeth,’ I say. ‘They’re right. The Box won’t give you what you want. It won’t return Alistair to you.’

      ‘You’re lying,’ Elizabeth snaps. ‘You’re just like Charles and the British Museum. You hide these treasures, these miracles, when they could help so many people. You could share. You could learn. You could save. But your selfishness is its own evil.’

      ‘She won’t listen,’ I utter. ‘She never has.’

      ‘A simple trinket, for this life,’ General Walcott announces. ‘Make your decision quickly.’

      ‘I cannot sacrifice my home and this world for… for…’ Queen Lyria says with despair as she looks at Alexio.

      ‘She is my sister!’ Stelios yells in rage.

      ‘I’m sorry.’ Princess Seraphina tries to comfort him, but suddenly, all eyes are drawn skywards as the dome shield flickers brightly once, twice, and then a third time before it falls and dissipates.

      ‘How?’ Queen Lyria says with shock. ‘Who gave that order?’

      ‘I did,’ Stelios admits sadly, eyes only upon his sister.

      ‘You?’

      ‘I made an arrangement with the mainlanders for the return of Alexio,’ he says, still unable to meet the gaze of his queen. ‘The shield would fall to permit one person to enter Atlantis, no more.’

      He finally turns to face his queen, burying the head of his trident in the sand and standing empty-handed. ‘Allow her entry and see my sister returned to us,’ he pleads.

      ‘You betrayed us,’ the queen says, fury in her eyes and her voice shaking with anger. Without order given, two guards approach Stelios with their weapons raised. He doesn’t acknowledge the threat but looks at his sister and her captors.

      ‘I did as you asked,’ he calls out. ‘Now, release her.’

      ‘Brother, no!’ Alexio cries. ‘What have you done?’

      ‘What I had to,’ the Atlantean commander replies dejectedly. ‘You are the only family I have.’

      ‘We will do anything for family,’ Elizabeth says, and I see her dark eyes are looking straight at me, a cruel smile on her lips before she looks at the queen.

      ‘Your shield has fallen and my armada awaits. An order was given, a timer ticking away. If you do not agree to our terms in the next thirty seconds, your home will be laid to ruin.’

      ‘No… no, my Queen,’ Alexio cries out, despite the blade still at her neck. ‘Do not do this.’

      ‘Silence, girl,’ Walcott orders. ‘Matters far bigger than you are being decided.’

      ‘I know where the Box is hidden,’ Elizabeth declares, looking at Alexio. ‘She told me.’

      ‘My… my Queen, I would never give that secret freely,’ the Atlantean prisoner says desperately.

      ‘She fought bravely,’ General Walcott admits, ‘but we have our methods. She need not die today. No one needs to die. Hand over the Box and no one will be hurt.’

      ‘I… I…’ Queen Lyria struggles. ‘I cannot…’

      ‘Time is ticking,’ Elizabeth says with cruel glee.

      ‘Brother, know that I forgive you,’ Alexio calls to him. ‘I forgive you. My Queen…’

      ‘I said, silence!’ Walcott warns.

      ‘WE ARE ATLANTIS!’ Alexio cries in defiance, before rising from her knees and forcing herself forward, impaling on Elizabeth’s sabre.

      Everyone on the sands of Atlantis stands in shock. Even Elizabeth and Walcott look horrified, the general catching the girl before she can fall into the water. Elizabeth’s sabre pulls free in her hand, the blade glistening with blood.

      ‘I…I did not want this,’ Elizabeth says in shock. ‘This was her choice, hers and yours. Her death and so many others are on your hands. Hand me the Box.’

      ‘No,’ Queen Lyria declares, tears on her cheeks. ‘Alexio’s blood is a vow. We do not bend to those who seek to bring us to our knees.’

      ‘Fools,’ Walcott says with disappointment. ‘You’ve damned yourselves and…’

      The ground beneath us suddenly tremors, knocking everyone on the beach off balance.

      ‘No, not now,’ Queen Lyria whispers, her eyes open wide in fear as she turns back towards the city behind us. All eyes are drawn back by looks and gasps of shock. My eyes remain upon Elizabeth, angered at the loss by her hand.

      ‘You… you need to see this,’ Matt tells me, grabbing my arm, finally forcing me to turn and see… horror.

      From the city rises another swarm, darkening the sky over the Royal Palace and growing. Dark bodies, wings carrying them into the sky, and hideous screams of wrath and frenzy. The only word I can think of to describe them is demons.

      ‘Machae…’ murmur many of the Atlanteans around us.

      ‘The Box?’ I ask Seraphina, the princess nodding with despair.

      ‘What is this?’ demands General Walcott.

      ‘More trickery,’ Elizabeth Bowen spits, before then looking at her watch. ‘It matters not, for Atlantis is doomed once more.’

      No order was needed or given as, at once, the armada of helicopters lurches forward and unleashes a barrage. Streams of white smoke billow as missiles surge towards the dunes of the beach.

      ‘SHIELD WALLS!’ Queen Lyria commands.

      Ranks of warriors form around their queen to create one vast shield wall, Matt and I amongst them.

      ‘See you on the other side,’ Matt calls to me as the missiles soar towards the beach, and from behind us, the Machae soar from the city.

      ‘Finish the journey,’ I yell back, terrified but defiant.
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      ALAINA: Defending My Home. Aboard The Hydra.

      My crew is already aboard by the time I reach the harbour, Phaedra making the Hydra ready. All around us, the fleet is being readied, commanders yelling orders and calling for order as crew and warriors filter down from the city.

      ‘Ready to cast off,’ Phaedra tells me.

      ‘All crew accounted for?’ I ask as I pull on my grieves and armour.

      ‘We stand ready,’ my second-in-command declares.

      ‘Cast off.’

      The commands are given and the oarsmen propel our vessel away from the harbour. The sound of gulls following the fishing boats back into the harbour greets us as the crews of those we pass roar and cheer us on our way. They recognise our flagship and double their efforts to make their own vessels ready. We speed away from the island north, towards the still blaring horns of the watchtowers. As we pass the twin statues of Poseidon at the harbour’s entrance, I pray to the Gods to give us strength and deliver us from the evil that threatens our homeland. Let us see the Greek invaders driven back before they can set foot upon Atlantean soil.

      ‘Do we wait for the fleet to assemble?’ Phaedra asks me.

      ‘No,’ I answer. ‘We will stop the Greeks long before they reach our shores. Signal to those near to take formation. The rest of our brothers and sisters will join us once our defence has begun.’

      ‘They attack at night. A bold strategy.’

      ‘It matters not. The moon lights our path. Day or night, we kill the Greeks regardless.’

      Phaedra slams the butt of her trident to the deck in support.

      ‘Crew of the Hydra!’ I call out. ‘Are you prepared to fight for Atlantis?’

      They beat their weapons on the deck.

      ‘Will you fight for your homes?’

      Their tridents beat again.

      ‘Who are we?’

      ‘WE ARE ATLANTIS!’ my crew and warriors roar.

      ‘Show them!’ I yell. ‘Show the Greeks the grave mistake they have made coming to our lands!’

      They roar, ready to kill and lay down their own lives if called upon. They are ready. They have fought for me time and again when called upon, but this time is different. There is a rage and fire within them that I have never seen before. I know only too well why. It’s because they have never fought to defend our own homes and our people.

      We pass the watchtowers as the first Greek galleys pass the Walls of Poseidon. How they can navigate the rocks is beyond me as first one, then five, then ten ships emerge from the storms. I recognise the sails of Sparta, Argos, Athens, Phthia, and Pylos. How did they evade our scout ships and then navigate the walls of rocks? Those secrets are Atlantean alone.

      We sail straight for them, with five Atlantean ships supporting us at the flanks of the Hydra.

      ‘Ramming speed!’ I call to the oarsmen, giving them renewed strength.

      I hold my shield and trident ready, my heart thundering beneath my armour. The battle we have been waiting for is finally here. Agamemnon, Menelaus, Nestor, Diomedes, and Odysseus may be aboard those galleys. The Trojan war ends this night. Agamemnon, my brother’s murderer, dies this night.

      ‘Prepare for battle!’ I command, my crew ready for impact as we sail straight for the centre of the Greek formation. ‘Show them that Atlantis rules the oceans!’

      ‘Greek galleys to the left flank!’ one of my crew warns.

      ‘Ships to our right flank!’ another voice calls.

      I look to both our flanks and see Greek galleys advancing on us. Then I see our watchtowers bursting into flames. This is a trap. The Greeks had already breached the Walls of Poseidon and the storms. They were already here, and the flames of the watchtowers are a signal to attack.

      ‘DEATH TO THE GREEKS!’ I roar, knowing it is too late to change course now.

      We ram the first of the Greek ships, smashing it aside and shattering its hull with a sickening series of cracks. I see the Greek crew flee and seek sanctuary from their quickly sinking galley, but they will find none in these waters. The Hydra strikes the next enemy vessel, almost capsizing the ship before a pair of Greek craft ram our flank, oars snapping and crashing together.

      ‘DEFEND THE HYDRA!’ I call out, the order unnecessary as my warriors and crew rise, ready for battle. ‘WALL!’

      At the flanks of the Hydra’s deck, twin walls form, my crew linking shields to face the Greeks. I lead the left flank and Phaedra leads the right. Greek arrows and spears tear through our sails and rain down upon us, hammering into our waiting shields.

      ‘HOLD STRONG!’ I order as the first of the Greeks tries to clamber from their ship onto the deck of ours.

      ‘KILL THE TRAITORS!’ screams a Spartan commander.

      Arrows meet the first dozen men who try to board the Hydra, but still more come until they finally reach our waiting walls. The Greeks throw themselves at our shields, stabbing and slashing wildly but meeting only the teeth of our tridents. I risk a glance beyond our bireme and see our brothers and sisters joining the fight. Our Atlantean biremes smash into the smaller Greek galleys, but we are vastly outnumbered, with more emerging through the storms and Walls of Poseidon. A Greek galley is crushed between the hulls of our larger Atlantean biremes, but a dozen more advance on the flanks of our depleted fleet. Agamemnon must have scoured all the world to find so many ships or set themselves to constructing them before the fires of Troy had died.

      I stab my trident through the chest of a Spartan and then slice it across the belly of a man of Pylos. In my mind, each one is Agamemnon, laughing and covered in my brother’s blood. Screams escape me as I stab any foes in my reach. The Spartan commander who damned us as traitors faces me, bringing a sword down upon my shield and thrusting his spear through a gap in our wall. The spearhead cuts through my armour and tears into the flesh of my shoulder. I scream with rage, thrusting my trident through the throat of the bellowing Spartan as he dared to cheer and claim victory. He hopelessly swings his sword at me again, but his strength is gone and life flows from his wound.

      The Hydra shudders and groans as another Greek galley crashes into our rear, penning us in completely in the midst of the Greek fleet. Quickly, my crew is facing boarders from three flanks.

      ‘HOLD STRONG!’ I order. ‘FIGHT FOR ATLANTIS!’

      I see an Atlantean bireme sinking in the distance, its hull torn open by a score of Greek vessels. Another of our fleet is overrun, its masts and sails torn down and the crew overwhelmed. I see the fallen bodies of my countrymen, their helms and weapons held as trophies. My blood boils at the sight of such desecration.

      ‘The Throne!’ the warrior to my side calls. ‘Our King fights with us!’

      I see it, the great warship of my father. It dwarves every ship in the ocean; a trieme, slow but powerful. It smashes through many of the Greek galleys, but it is not Father or Mother who commands the immense vessel. It is my Uncle Mintos who leads the flagship of the Atlantean fleet, Chalcon and Neaera at his side, armed and fighting. They cheer and roar, welcoming the battle and channelling the strength of Poseidon as their ship smashes into three Greek vessels, their crews leaping from their galleys into the waters of the ocean. I believe for a moment that the Throne will turn the tide of this battle, but then I see the flames.

      The Greek crews are not fleeing from fear of the Throne. Fires rise from the depths of their abandoned vessels, the flames rising quickly and engulfing the Greek galleys before taking hold of the Throne. This was another Greek trap—fire-ships. Father’s trieme, the flagship of our fleet, burns, and I hear the screams of Mintos, Chalcon, and Neaera.

      ‘FIGHT FOR ATLANTIS!’ I scream, knowing the impact that seeing our flagship burning will have on my crew. If their morale drops, it will be the end of us. ‘FIGHT FOR YOUR HOMES! FIGHT FOR YOUR FAMILIES!’

      Holes appear in our shield walls, our warriors cut or dragged down by the sheer numbers of the Greeks. Their fallen pile high around us, but so do ours. Our walls shrink as more Atlanteans die. Phaedra calls out orders to fight on, but I know we are surrounded and will soon be overwhelmed.

      ‘TO YOUR LAST BREATH!’ I scream.

      A spear strikes my helmet and drags it free of my head. Blood trickles from a wound at my scalp, but I’m still standing, still fighting. My trident and shield grow heavy, but I do not stop. I cannot stop, not whilst my heart still beats in my chest. More of my brothers and sisters fall, my crew shrinking to less than half of what it was. The Greeks will overrun us at any moment.

      Another galley hits us and more warriors thunder onto our decks. I recognise the armour of Ithaca, but their warriors do not attack us. Instead, they charge and attack their fellow Greeks. The men of Sparta and Pylos are caught completely by surprise, with many slaughtered before they realise what is happening. The Ithacans join my warriors in forcing back the Greek invaders, retaking our ship as the battle rages around us.

      ‘Princess Alaina!’ a familiar voice calls from the Ithacan ranks. Beneath his helm, I recognise the storm-cloud grey eyes and warm smile.

      ‘Odysseus!’ I rage as I punch the King of Ithaca hard, knocking him to the deck. His warriors raise swords and spears towards me, but their commander stops them.

      ‘Wait!’ he orders them. ‘Princess, I came to aid you and your people!’

      ‘This trap for my fleet, was it your doing?’ I demand with my trident raised toward the kneeling Greek king.

      ‘This was Agamemnon and Menelaus,’ he swears to me. ‘They captured your merchants and scout ships. The traitorous dogs gave up your secrets of how to navigate your walls of rock and storms for just a few pieces of Agamemnon’s plundered Trojan gold.’

      ‘What aren’t you telling me?’ I demand, a fury building within unlike any I have felt before.

      ‘Princess, you must listen to me!’ Odysseus urges. ‘I was not party to their plans but have learned the truth. The Greeks are not just here, in these waters!’

      Panic seizes me and I force my way past the Ithacan soldiers to the bow of the Hydra. Odysseus joins me as I look back towards my homeland. Atlas appears untouched, but I see ships surrounding the southern coastal cities. Smoke rises into the sky over Atlantis. The Greeks have already invaded my home. They drew out our fleet and best warriors into the waters, trapping us, and now Atlantis burns.

      ‘They were hidden aboard the merchant vessels,’ Odysseus says as I look on in horror.

      ‘Just like your Trojan horse?’ I spit.

      ‘It appears so. I swear to you, I knew nothing of this. I tried to send warning by messengers, but they were all captured and killed. Agamemnon had me under close watch after your escape from Troy. We cannot let the same fate befall your home.’

      ‘You brought your fleet and soldiers to my home!’

      ‘Under the guise of raiding your western city of Caleope. Once clear of your godly defences, we sailed north to aid you. Ithaca stands with Atlantis.’

      ‘I need to return to Atlas,’ I say, spotting my brother’s bireme, the Cetus, approaching the battle. The Hydra is heavily damaged, trapped amongst the Greek ships, and cannot carry us back to the city. We will need the Cetus. ‘The capital still stands, and from there, we can mount a defence.’ I signal to my brother’s ship to come closer.

      ‘My galleys will hold back the Greeks here for as long as we can,’ Odysseus says. ‘We will join when we can. I hope you can forgive me.’

      ‘There is no forgiveness needed,’ I reply. ‘Apologies for my… rashness. Thank you.’

      ‘I came for you, Princess,’ he says in a hushed tone, his hand finding mine. ‘I came to save you.’

      ‘Find me in Atlas,’ I tell him. ‘Help me save my people, then we will talk.’
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      ADAM: At War. Atlantis.

      ‘Get up, get up!’ my brother yells as he pulls me from the sand. My eyes snap open, my ears ringing, and I cough horribly as I try to clear my head.

      ‘You still with me?’ Matt asks.

      ‘Just… about,’ I reply, quickly finding my bow half buried in the sand.

      ‘Good, because this battle’s just beginning.’

      The last I saw were the demons and missiles filling the sky, but as my vision clears and my senses return, I realise my brother couldn’t be more right. Gunfire crackles around us, explosions echo, and cries of the wounded pierce the air, as do the hideous roars of the Machae. I see them now, dark-skinned bodies covered in spikes, twin heads with snapping jaws, four arms ending in deadly claws, wings carrying them, and piercing red eyes.

      Elizabeth Bowen and General Walcott are nowhere to be seen, but Winterbourne’s assault is fully underway. On the beach, over a dozen helicopters have landed, some carefully and others more haphazard, crashed into the dunes and burning. The mercenaries swarm forward and engage with bullets and grenades, and the Atlanteans are fighting back, defending their homes, but they aren’t the only combatants. The Machae, dozens of them, continue to land on the beach, forcing both human factions to face the new threat as it attacks with deadly spikes, claws, and rows of fangs that are quickly stained red with gore. Ranks of shields face the onslaught, tridents and bows unleashing arrows and blasts of energy in response to the bullets and claws tearing towards them, but the groups of Winterbourne invaders are quickly distracted by the winged demons that land amongst their ranks and terrorize them.

      Many from both sides are on the ground, wounded, dead, or dying as beyond them smoke rises from the city. Many of the crystal buildings have been hit and are burning, whilst others are brought down and destroyed completely. Alarm bells continue to sound and echo from the city, and cries from the innocent strike a cold shiver down my spine.

      Out to sea, one of the two Atlantean ships, the Kronos, is burning as the starboard side begins to dip into the water, the vessel sinking. Cannons unleashing blasts of blue and white energy still fire at the helicopters swarming it, but even these begin to fail as the flames engulf them and the ship is swallowed by the sea. That leaves the Hyperion, its cannons firing without pause. One enemy helicopter is blown out of the sky, whilst a second is hit and sent spinning away, hurtling towards us on the beach and soar over our heads.

      From the wreckage, six fully armed Winterbourne mercenaries pull themselves free. I recognise the signs of the mercenaries in their equipment, helmets with protruding horns and spikes, emblems, numbers, and symbols. This particular squad has dragons breathing fire across their helms. Within moments, they are swarmed by four of the Machae, tearing one man apart and dragging another away screaming in the chaos.

      ‘Better take advantage of the distraction,’ Matt says to me above the roars of battle around us.

      ‘Ready when you are,’ I say as I draw an arrow from my quiver and activate the shield at my arm, its metal plates rising and securing.

      We rush towards the invaders, taking cover behind a dune and picking out our targets before they can fully engage. I take a deep breath, draw back on my bow, track my target, and unleash my arrow—blue, incapacitate. My arrow strikes its target square in the back, and I hear the crackle of electricity as the mercenary writhes in pain and collapses. The foe next to him, helmet marked with a sky-blue dragon, quickly falls too, a gold arrow impaled in him, courtesy of Matt. As I draw another arrow, a hail of bullets thunders towards us in reply, and I only just bring up my shield in time. The impact thunders up my arm, but the Atlantean defence holds firm. Once the burst of fire is over, I draw another arrow, gold this time—penetrate—and loose it towards its target, but the mercenary dives away and the arrow soars wide. Gunfire sounds out, and Matt and I are forced on the defensive again, until Matt has a plan.

      ‘Red arrow!’ he calls to me as he drops his bow and recovers a trident from the ground.

      ‘Detonate!’ I reply. I draw the arrow from its quiver carefully and ready myself. I look at Matt, whose shield is still up, and he nods that he is prepared.

      ‘GO!’ I yell as I draw back on my bow and let the arrow fly.

      It soars overhead all the Winterbourne mercenaries, for they were not the target; the massive helicopter leaking fuel was. The arrow strikes and detonates on impact, the chain of explosions of fuel and ammunition engulfing the area in flame and smoke. From the blast, only two of the mercenaries are still standing, and before they can recover, Matt is amongst them, striking one hard across his helmeted face with his trident before turning on the other, who is already bringing their gun to bear. I act fast, loosing an arrow that pierces through the mercenaries hand, sending the weapon tumbling to the sand. As Matt looks to land the finishing blow on this last invader, a twined scream pierces the sky, and we can only look on in horror as a Machae swoops down and envelops the mercenary, biting and tearing at him. Matt and I back up as screaming roars alert us to more of the demons.

      I draw another red arrow and loose it into the sky, striking one target that explodes brilliantly, wiping out the nearest demon to it too. Others swoop down and are quickly upon us, my shield screeching as I raise it in time to take the impact of a Machae’s terrible claws. Matt lunges with his spear to drive the fiend away from me, but he’s forced on the defensive himself as another crashes down onto him, sending him sprawling over. With both hands, he holds the snapping jaws at bay with his trident.

      With my shield arm holding back the Machae attacking me, I draw an arrow with my free hand, blue—incapacitate—and ram it into the chest of the fiend. The demon screams and writhes in pain, pulling away and itself free of the arrow still in my hand. I use the same arrows again, drawing back my bow cord and letting it fly. The demon attacking Matt suddenly stops as the arrow tears through the temple of one of its heads and into the head of the second, splatting Matt with gore beneath. I chuckle, but then my foe leaps for me again, and it takes all my strength behind the shield to hold it back.

      Suddenly, four clawed hands grip the shield and pull it back and aside, dragging me with it before the hands then find me, two gripping tight onto my throat as the jaws of the two heads roar in my face.

      ‘Your… breath… stinks…’ I struggle to say as, out of the corner of my eye, I see another figure loom closer. Matt. When close enough, he lunges forward, spearing the fiend from behind with his trident. The creature screams again, releasing me to face the new threat as the spikes of an arm tear across my breastplate. I drop to the sand, gasping for air but force myself up, and without thinking, charge the Machae with my shield raised. The demon doesn’t see me and is barged from behind straight onto Matt’s trident, right through its chest.

      As the Machae takes its final breath, it falls, dragging Matt with it to the sand for a moment before he can pull himself and his weapon free. We both recover for a second before the sounds of combat focus us again. Atlantis is still fighting for survival against its invaders and the demons.

      ‘C’mon,’ I tell Matt as the battle continues on the beach. ‘They still need us.’

      ‘Take these,’ Matt urges as he throws me the remains of his quiver. ‘You’re better with them anyway.’

      In the chaos, many smaller skirmishes between the mercenaries and Walcott’s black-ops units, the Atlantean defenders, and the winged Machae have broken out. Queen Lyria and Princess Seraphina lead one group, Commander Stelios another, and there are more smaller squads still holding out.  As Matt and I run towards them, we stumble upon the bloodied body of Envio Massius. Around him are several dead foes, but his chest is marked by two bloody bullet holes and one long claw wound from shoulder to hip. He smiles as we kneel beside him before a look of certainty takes his eyes.

      ‘Reach the… the queen… and… princess,’ he stammers. ‘Defend them… defend…’

      His words end, his gaze falling distant, his breath ceased.

      ‘He’s gone,’ Matt tells me, grabbing me by the armour and dragging me on.

      As we return to the battle, we see two helicopters hover towards the queen and her defenders. Just as the aircraft’s weaponry is brought to bear and ready to be unleashed, they are thrown off-course as they’re suddenly engulfed by the winged Machae, a pilot torn from his cockpit as another of the demons meets a grisly end amongst the rotors. Flames erupt from one of the aircraft, and it careens away out of control, clipping the bottom of the second helicopter and nearly flipping it. Both aircraft fall from the sky in wide circles and hurtle towards the Atlantean warriors, Queen Lyria and Princess Seraphina, crashing down amongst them in a whirlwind of fire, smoke, and sand.

      ‘No.’ The word escapes me as I look on in horror.

      I run, Matt close behind me, up and over a dune and through the burnt-out wreckage of Winterbourne transport. We keep running on and into the haze of smoke and flames. Amongst it, the Atlanteans, the invaders, and the Machae are still fighting one-on-one, trident against bayonet against claws. I smash my shield into the snapping jaws of one demon, and Matt strikes a mercenary with his trident, but still we don’t slow; not until we reach the centre of the chaos.

      There we find a small huddle of defenders gathered around the fallen Queen of Atlantis. Seraphina kneels with her mother’s head resting in her arms, a guard, including Commander Stelios, joined together. They part as they see Matt and me approach, and we hurry to the side of the rulers of Atlantis. Lyria is badly wounded, blood at her chest and stomach and her arm severed above the elbow, a device attached of Atlantean design stemming the blood loss. Her trident is still gripped tight in her other hand, crimson at its tips from the invaders she has slayed in defence of her home.

      ‘Hunters…’ she greets us, blood at her mouth. ‘Help me to my feet.’

      ‘Mother, you can’t,’ Seraphina warns with tears in her eyes.

      ‘Yes, I can,’ Lyria grunts. ‘Hunters, help me up. I would face this doom on my feet, not my back.’

      Though I see the warning and fear in Seraphina’s eyes, we do as ordered, supporting and lifting the ruler to her feet. The men and women of Atlantis around us cheer loudly at the rise of their queen and begin to strike their tridents or fists on their shields, a drumbeat that grows louder as more and more of the survivors rally to us.

      Beyond at sea, the Hyperion ship burns but continues to fight on. Its energy cannons still fire as three Winterbourne aircraft encircle it. Five more helicopters wait in the distance, and I’m certain Elizabeth and General Walcott are aboard one of them, waiting for their chance when all defence has fallen.

      Around our formation, a handful of the Machae stand, roaring in defiance with bloody claws and crimson jaws. They do not attack but actually back away at the showing of unity, growling before taking to the skies and seeking easier prey. The Atlanteans cheer at this, but then see through the smoke that another threat is approaching, near thirty Winterbourne and black-ops soldiers marching towards us. At their lead in his black armour, helmet, and glowing red eyes is Hawke. At his side, tanned skin, Stetson hat, and cigar in his mouth is Hank Buchanan, a wide grin across his face. Overhead, another helicopter looms, guns and missiles aimed directly at us.

      With Princess Seraphina supporting her mother to stand, Matt and I join the guard of Atlanteans, our shields joining theirs in a small protective wall. Stelios is beside me, blood at his brow and more at his chest, where two pieces of shrapnel protrude. He nods a greeting, though the shame in his eyes is still clear.

      Hawke, Hank Buchanan, and their legion march closer before stopping and raising their weapons, awaiting Hawke’s command. The helicopter above them then tilts forwards, weapons focused on the Atlanteans below.

      ‘Brothers, sisters,’ Queen Lyria calls to her people, ‘dear friends. You have honoured me. You have honoured Atlantis. I am honoured to stand and fight and die beside you. We will be remembered for this day. Atlantis will be remembered.’

      ‘WE ARE ATLANTIS!’ the queen, Princess Seraphina, Commander Stelios, all the surviving Atlantean warriors, and Matt and I, cry aloud in the face of our coming end.

      Across the sand from us, Hawke raises his firearm in salute, looking at Matt and me, and then lastly to the queen. He bows before bringing his gun up, pointed straight towards us.

      ‘Adam…’ Matt struggles to speak.

      ‘I’m glad to be here with you too, brother,’ I say with a forced grin, despite the immense fear. I could easily turn and run and hide away, but I can’t. I can’t leave these people to their fate. I can’t leave my brother. We will face this end together.

      With my shield locked between Matt’s and Stelios’s, I brace myself for the coming barrage, closing my eyes and awaiting the gunshots, but instead, I hear Sinatra…

      My eyes snap open, and I look out across the water to the east. There, a single battered helicopter, a trail of smoke left in its wake, struggles to make its way towards us. From speakers upon the aircraft sounds the final rousing chorus of Frank Sinatra’s My Way.

      ‘I know that song,’ I say with a grin growing across my face.

      ‘I know that helicopter,’ Matt replies. ‘And its pilot’s choice of music!’

      ‘BACK!’ I yell, the order echoed by Queen Lyria as the helicopter stutters and stalls and lurches down, thundering towards the beach where we stand.

      The Atlantean defenders move with haste, knowing the destruction of a fallen aircraft all too well. The Winterbourne forces do the same, leaping clear as their own helicopter veers frantically away. The stricken aircraft crashes through and down on the sand, creating its own sand dune hill, carved by the still-spinning rotors.

      Within moments of the aircraft landing, if you can call it a landing, figures emerge and hurry towards us, empty hands raised to show they are not hostile. I recognise them instantly and run from amongst the Atlanteans to the new arrivals, embracing the girl whose left eye is green and right eye is blue, kissing her despite the chaos around us.

      ‘I’ve missed you too,’ Emma Lovell tells me, the biggest smiles on our lips.

      ‘I’m so glad you’re here,’ I tell her, utterly amazed.

      ‘Me too,’ she says, kissing me again.

      ‘I like the look, Hunter,’ Abbey calls to me and then Matt, commenting on our robes and armour. Matt hurries to her and hugs her warmly, then in turn, Emma and Dave.

      ‘You boys leave us for a week and you’ve started a war!’ Dave taunts before giving me a bear hug and whispering, ‘Hey, kid.’

      ‘Still not my worst landing!’ Gabriel yells as he pulls himself through the shattered cockpit window.

      I’m surprised but glad to see Tristram is with them too, as is Judith, both equipped and ready for battle.

      I’m equally surprised to see Sergeant Danielle Valentine and Eric Jackson, members of the American Crimson Knights Black-Ops unit who were allies before the British Museum was taken in Winterbourne’s coup. They had only days ago been hunting Matt and me through the labyrinth of Knossos.

      ‘I was worried you were still on their side,’ I greet them.

      ‘Not this time,’ Danielle replies. ‘We couldn’t agree with… this. Pretty sure we’re court-martialled now!’

      ‘Oh, well. We didn’t want to miss the fun!’ booms Eric, the looming wild Viking. His battleaxe is in hand as always, ready for battle.

      There is one last person to emerge from the wreckage, and I don’t know whether to hit or hug him.

      ‘Charles,’ I greet him, my former boss and friend of my father.

      ‘Adam, Matthew,’ he replies, appearing uncertain of the reception he will receive.

      ‘I’m glad you made it,’ I finally say, offering a hand in welcome.

      ‘I hope we’re not too late,’ he replies, shaking my hand and then Matt’s.

      ‘I presume these are friends of yours?’ Queen Lyria asks as, still aided by her daughter, she approaches with the surviving Atlantean warriors.

      ‘This is Lyria, Queen of Atlantis,’ Matt says.

      ‘And this is Princess Seraphina,’ I add. Emma eyes me with a cautious look of warning, which makes me chuckle.

      ‘And these friends of ours…’ Matt begins.

      ‘…are the British Museum,’ I finish. ‘They’re here to help.’

      ‘Complicated no more,’ Seraphina says to me. ‘I presume you are the Emma Lovell he has spoken so much of.’

      ‘In a good way, I hope,’ Emma replies before quickly adding, ‘Your Highness.’

      ‘In the most beautiful way,’ the princess says.

      ‘Perhaps we should save welcomes and flattery for another time!’ Charles calls out, as above us returns the Winterbourne helicopter that had threatened before.

      Gabriel sings aloud his favourite Sinatra line as he takes a weapon from the ruins of his helicopter, lifts it to his shoulder, and pulls the trigger. A rocket fizzes and soars, exploding brilliantly into the helicopter and sending it reeling back towards the waters.

      ‘We’ve got more company!’ Dave warns.

      The Atlantean warriors and members of the British Museum see the mercenaries of Winterbourne, led by Hawke, are attempting to encircle us from the left of Gabriel’s fallen helicopter, whilst Hank Buchanan leads the Black-Ops forces from the right. Just as we prepare to fight, weapons, shields, tridents, everything raised for combat, we hear monstrous roars sound from both the waters and the city.

      Out to sea, the burning but still afloat Hyperion fights on against the three Winterbourne aircraft when, from beneath the waves, rises two, then three, then five green-skinned reptilian heads of an adult Hydra. Jaws lined with fangs extend from three of the heads as they grab onto one of the helicopters and drag it into the water, the fourth and fifth heads devouring a man as he leaps to flee the beast. As the remaining two helicopters turn to face the new threat, more snake-like heads of another Hydra, this one crimson-skinned, rise from the ocean and roar in defiance of the flying machines.

      ‘What the hell are they?’ Eric laughs loudly as, from the sky above us, the Machae return, shrieking and screaming. The Viking raises his axe in welcome, relishing the fight to come.

      ‘Demons born of evil!’ Princess Seraphina declares with ready trident. ‘We will see them return to the darkness that spawned them!’

      ‘We cannot let Winterbourne reach the city,’ I call to my newly arrived friends, just as a Machae soars down and is met by Matt’s trident, Eric’s axe, and finally, Dave’s rifle.

      ‘You’ve picked an awful holiday destination, lads.’ Gabriel laughs aloud but is silenced as Winterbourne continue to encircle us, Hawke and Hank Buchanan still at their lead, outnumbering us as the Machae loom overhead, waiting for the carnage to commence once more.

      Roars sound from the city, and we fear more of the terrible demons have risen from the Box until we see the origin charging across the dunes. A dozen powerful forms thunder towards us, with heads of bulls and bodies of the strongest of warriors; Minotaurs, the guardians of the Box. They charge towards the invaders and Machae with axes and blades bigger than any human could wield. Alongside them run powerful dogs the size of bears, each possessing three growling heads. Cerberuses.

      ‘I hope they’re allies,’ Dave groans.

      ‘Atlantis protects its own,’ Queen Lyria says proudly.
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      ALAINA: Desperate To Save My People. Atlas.

      Storm clouds circle overhead as the Cetus passes the twin statues of Poseidon and returns to the harbour. Half its contingent of warriors joined my crew aboard the Hydra, Phaedra taking command as I ordered the Cetus to return to our capital. My shield and helm were lost aboard the Hydra, but my trident, coated in the blood of the Greeks is still in my hands.

      Rain pours down as I leap from the deck of the Cetus and hurry from the harbour to the city.  Spiro, commander of the Cetus since my brother fell, orders his crew to cast off again, seeking to rejoin the battle in the waters. The arrival of the Ithacan ships has aided our fleet, but they are still greatly outnumbered by the Greeks. I cannot think of that now. All I can think of is reaching my mother and father and preparing this city for attack.

      The streets of the city are filled with terrified people. They plead for mercy and safety, but I can do nothing for them, not now. There is nowhere to retreat or flee.

      ‘Warriors of Atlantis to me!’ I shout as loud as my voice will allow. ‘If you cannot fight, find shelter away from the streets.’

      Lightning cracks across the sky, thunder booming overhead as the people of Atlas panic. The people are terrified. We never expected this. We thought the Walls of Poseidon would hold them or our fleet defeat them before any Greek could set foot upon our shores. We were terribly wrong.

      Dozens of men and women, warriors all, rally to my summons, and we hurry towards the Royal Palace. The children and infirm huddle together, seeking shelter where they can. Hastily erected barricades are pulled down to block the streets, and doors to homes are nailed shut.

      ‘What is happening?’ a young, tall female warrior asks me as she falls by my side. ‘We have seen the flames and smoke rising from the southern cities.’

      ‘Does our fleet prevail?’ an archer asks.

      ‘Where does our army form?’ another man asks.

      ‘We are our army,’ I reply with steadfast certainty. ‘We will fight for Atlantis. We will protect it!’

      The words are to comfort me as much as them as we hurry through the city, the rain still pouring down upon us. More warriors join us as we pass the vast crystal spires. Those rallying are a collection of seasoned warriors and guards, recovering wounded from the campaign of Troy and an assortment of others who have no experience of army or fleet. They are farmers, herders, merchants, priests, blacksmiths and innkeepers. They are boys and girls barely trained in the trident or bow, or elderly who still have the strength to lift a shield. They march together, rallied to defend our homes. They march for Atlantis.

      A tremor strikes the streets of Atlas, sending many of my new command stumbling and ducking away from falling debris. The tremor does not last long, but enough to add yet further fear to the people of Atlantis.

      ‘The Gods are angry!’ a woman cries.

      ‘Angry at the Greeks!’ I roar, earning the encouragement of those around me.

      Another tremor strikes the city, but onwards we march, knowing there are worse threats approaching the city. As we near the seven bridges that lead to the central island of the city, home to the royal palace and temple of Poseidon, we are met by a contingent of the royal guard, led by my mother in full armour, carrying a trident and shield.

      ‘My dear daughter,’ Mother embraces me. ‘You return in our moment of need.’

      ‘The fleet is still at battle,’ I tell her, ‘but Odysseus and the Ithacans have rallied to our aid.’

      ‘That is good, but I do not believe they can help us here,’ Mother replies. ‘The cities of Aurion, Kasos, and Dolphayn have been sacked and now burn.’

      ‘The Greeks have no honour! They rely on tricks and deceit, not daring to fight us on equal terms.’

      ‘A Greek force marches on us.’

      ‘Numbers?’ I ask as I’m handed a shield by a young lad who can barely lift it.

      ‘Hundreds, maybe thousands. The cities were burning before the Greek galleys entered their harbours. All our ships at dock were set ablaze.’

      ‘Further treachery,’ I confirm. ‘Odysseus said that the Greeks were hidden aboard merchant vessels.’

      ‘They were waiting to strike.’

      ‘Where is Father?’ I ask. ‘Uncle Mintos commanded the Throne at sea.’

      ‘Your father is with the High Priestess,’ mother says, looking to the Temple of Poseidon and its tower.

      ‘The tremors?’ I guess, knowing their cause has to be the Box and its evil within.

      ‘Not just the tremors,’ Queen Kallista says and it is then that I see the tallest mountain at the heart of our island. Red smoke pours from its peak, the clouds now a blood-like crimson circling above us as rain and lightning continue to fall.

      ‘The majority of our warriors, our army, fights with our fleet,’ I say. ‘Where does Atlas’s garrison form?’

      ‘At the southern outskirts of the city,’ mother replies. ‘We march to join them. Your Uncle Philos marshals the garrison to prepare its defences.’

      ‘Then that is where we must go,’ I say, clasping arms with my mother. ‘It honours me to fight at your side.’

      ‘And I you,’ she replies with no fear, before speaking loud enough for all to hear. ‘THESE FOOL GREEKS THINK WE WILL SIMPLY BOW BEFORE THEM! LET US SHOW THEM AND ALL THE WORLD THAT ATLANTIS WILL NOT QUIETLY DISAPPEAR! ATLANTIS WILL SURVIVE THIS NIGHT!’
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      ADAM: Fighting Side-By-Side With Family, Friends, And Royalty. Atlantis.

      The battle begins again, Commander Hawke and Hank Buchanan leading their charges from our flanks. A close ring of shields encircles us, Matt and I amongst them, holding back the coming assault and protecting the wounded, the stricken queen, and our newly arrived friends and allies. Tridents unleash blasts of energy as arrows soar to meet the twin threats. Bullets and grenades are the Winterbourne and Black-Ops reply, but then the charge of the Minotaurs and Cerberuses change all that. The lumbering hulks smash into the ranks of soldiers and they are forced to rally in the face of such a monstrous, roaring threat. Then come the Machae, swooping down and screaming like dive-bombers, clawing and tearing apart any poor victims they can claim.

      ‘Now, brothers and sisters!’ Queen Lyria commands. ‘Take the fight to them! Show them that Atlantis will not be overpowered so easily!’

      We charge, Atlanteans and the hunters of the British Museum. Shields are struck, weapons fired and chaos engulfs. Emma is with me, as are Dave and Matt. We fight as a unit, protecting each other and stopping as many of our enemies in quick succession as we can. My arrows, Matt’s trident, Emma’s firearms and Dave’s rifle all unleash a deadly flurry in the face of the anger and hatred of Winterbourne’s forces. I take Emma’s hand and pull her close, raising my shield as a mercenary lunges forward and unleashes a hail of bullets. When the chance is given, we charge together, slamming the shield into the soldier and knocking him down. Emma quickly disables him before unleashing a pair of bolas to wrap and incapacitate a charging Machae, its jaws snapping wildly in fury as it lands on the floor, trapped. She is then tackling another foe, a black-haired woman, to the ground, both wrestling for dominance until Emma overwhelms her.

      Matt and Dave are fighting as a unit too, Matt with a raised shield, advancing as Dave fires his rifle from overtop, creating an armoured battering ram as my brother wields his trident at any who near. A grenade lands near them, but Dave quickly recovers it and launches it back, the explosive detonating overhead with the blast throwing the pair back and to the ground. A winged fiend attempts to flank them as they recover, but I loose a golden feathered arrow, pinning the demon to Gabriel’s ruined helicopter.

      Beyond us, Eric and Danielle fight against a swarm of Machae that sought to overwhelm the Atlantean wall around their queen. Neither holds back, Danielle picking her targets with ruthless efficiency and Eric striking down anything in his path with unrestrained, almost crazed glee. In his rage, he collides with one of the minotaurs, a red-haired goliath, and the pair clash axes.

      ‘Woah, I’m on your side!’ the American Viking warns.

      The minotaur simply snorts and nods before finding another foe to bring its massive axe down upon. As the legendary beast lumbers forward, one of its brethren, an elder with fur of white and grey falls to a hail of bullets, its blooded great sword wrenched from hand by another blast. The red-haired minotaur lets out a roar of anger and grief before charging another squad of soldiers with reckless brutality.

      From amongst the chaos stands Hank Buchanan, a grin on his face as he sees Judith and Gabriel.

      ‘He’s mine!’ Judith vows, seeking vengeance on the man who killed her husband. Gabriel follows right after her to face Hank, his former mentor, but the pair are lost amongst the fighting.

      Abbey, Tristram, and Charles huddle not far from the helicopter wreckage, sheltered by a sand bank and the ring of Atlantean soldiers still holding their shield wall in defence of their Queen. Charles is equipped with his own rifle, a much older model than any others on the shore, taking his time to watch and track his targets before pulling the trigger. Tristram works on a piece of tech, trying frantically to re-activate it without success thanks to Atlantis’s Walls of Poseidon frying the circuits. Abbey, though, works through a rucksack of Tristram’s armaments, launching smoke and stun grenades into the oncoming ranks of enemy mercenaries before taking up a fallen trident and raising it to defend her boyfriend and former-boss from a snarling demon. Abbey and Tristram aren’t combatants. They weren’t operatives for the British Museum, but they’re here, they’re fighting, and I couldn’t be prouder of them.

      A high-pitched whistle sounds from overhead, and I see an Atlantean struck, spinning to the ground before falling dead, his shield pierced by a bullet.

      ‘Sniper!’ Dave warns, knowing the sound all too well.

      Tasia, the Amazonian archer, runs forward, charging a dune before the gunshot sounds again. She staggers, struck in the chest but keeps moving until she is hit again and this time stumbles to a knee. She draws an arrow from her quiver and takes aim, drawing back on the bow and loosing the arrow just as she is hit again and sent reeling back, dead. Atop the dune, the sniper falls, Tasia’s arrow impaled in his throat.

      A cry of panic sounds from where Queen Lyria was standing and, turning, I see she has fallen, her skin pale, overwhelmed by her wounds. Vasilos is kneeling at her side, blood trickling from cuts at his cheek and forehead, the Queen’s trident in his hands, defending his sovereign. Seraphina stands amongst the small shield wall protecting her mother, yelling in defiance of the mainlanders and fiends with a rage and fury I hadn’t seen before.

      Stelios is there too, six enemies at his feet, but the Atlantean commander is breathing hard and covered in cuts and gashes. He calls to his brethren, commanding and inspiring them, atoning for this tragic mistake that saw the loss of his sister and the invasion of his home. When he sees one soldier break through and launch a grenade at the small group rallied around the queen, without thought, he throws himself at the explosive, smothering it before he is lost in a cloud of fire and smoke.

      As the air clears, the Atlantean Commander is lying face up, eyes still and gazing into the blue sky. Over his body stands a black-armoured warrior, the red eyes of his helmet peering down at the Atlantean until his gaze rises towards Matt and me. Dave and Emma rally to us, seeing the man and threat we face.

      ‘Go to Queen Lyria,’ Matt instructs. ‘Save her.’

      ‘We’ll deal with him,’ I say, Matt right beside me as we prepare to face Hawke.
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      ALAINA: The Battle For Atlantis. Atlas.

      Thunder echoes all around us as we reach the southern wall of the city.  Our haste was hampered by the innocents fleeing north through the city streets as Zeus’s bolts of lightning flash in every direction. As we arrive at the defences, I realise it is nothing compared to the towering and impenetrable wall of Troy. Instead, what protects the city of Atlas is a crumbling stone wall as tall as six men, but not nearly as thick. Once again this proves how we never expected the war to reach our city. Our homes, palaces, and temples are wonders of the world, but the defensive wall around Atlas is ancient and in dire need of repair.

      Ramparts line the tops of the long wall and a single large set of gates is at its centre. It is here, at the wooden gates, where the mass of Philos’s warriors mass.

      ‘They will attack here,’ my uncle says with certainty. ‘I have posted guards along the wall, but the Greeks will attempt to take our gates first.’

      He is right. The gates are as old as the crumbling walls. They will not hold for long.

      ‘I want all archers upon the walls,’ I order. ‘Reinforce where the wall has crumbled and needs repair. I want a dozen tridents meeting any invader who tries an ascension.’

      ‘Enemy sighted!’ comes a cry from atop the ramparts, and Philos, my mother, and I hurry up the stone staircase to stand with the defenders upon the wall.

      From our position we can see south across the plain to where a thick forest begins. It is from that forest, from among the trees, that the Greeks appear. I see the armour of Athens, Sparta, Mycenae, Argos and dozens of other Greek nations. I see the black armour of the warriors of Achilles, the Myrmidons, fighting on without their famed leader. All Greeks march with purpose and certainty, weapons wet with the blood of my people. They carry no ladders to scale our walls, but makeshift rams likely built from the trunks of our own fallen tree can be seen. My Uncle Philos was right; the gates are their objective.

      ‘I want the royal guard and any warriors who served at Troy to reinforce Philos’s command and join shields behind the gates,’ I order.

      ‘I will see it done,’ Mother answers, our queen rallying those around her and leading them to form a defensive line should the gates fall. They will, I am certain of it, but we cannot allow even a single Greek to reach the city behind us.

      I look to the men and women beside me upon the ramparts of the wall. There stand boys and girls donning ill-fitting armour with helms too big for their heads. Farmers wearing rusted armour and wielding tridents that have not seen conflict for at least a decade. Elders and veterans advanced in years, who should have hidden themselves, have rallied to the defence of their city.

      A boy stands beside me, his eyes wide in terror as he watches the approaching Greeks emerging from the trees. They are still a distance from us, too far for arrows to reach yet, but I can hear the boy’s teeth chattering inside his head.

      ‘What is your name?’ I ask him.

      ‘T… Timoxenos,’ he replies.

      ‘How old are you?’ I ask, keeping my voice calm despite any fear I may be concealing.

      ‘Thirteen years,’ he replies, his eyes still upon the Greeks and not once looking at me.

      ‘Thirteen.’ I force a laugh. ‘I captained my own bireme by that age and slew scores of pirates and Greeks.’

      I am lying, but he does not know that.

      ‘Were you afraid?’ he asks me.

      ‘Before,’ I admit, speaking aloud so that any nearby can hear me, ‘but once they are here and tridents clash and blood is spilt, you will find the fear vanishes. The fear will be gone, and in its place will be pride, rage, and fury. You will fight like a lion. Better than that, you will fight as an Atlantean.’

      He smiles at that. Even if the smile only lasts for a moment, it will be worth it.

      ‘Listen, all of you,’ I say, loud enough for all to hear. ‘I ask no more of you than I expect from myself. Stand and fight for your people and your homes. You do not stand alone. You stand with heroes. You stand with Kallista, Queen of Atlantis and undefeated in combat. You stand with Philos, victor of a hundred battles.’

      ‘And we stand with Princess Alaina, slayer of Greeks!’ another voice calls from atop the wall, drawing a cheer from many.

      ‘This night will not see Atlantis fall!’ I declare to the cheers of all around me.

      Rain begins to fall again from the night sky, lightning still rippling all around Atlantis with great booms of thunder. I look out across the ramparts of the wall and the massed warriors at the gates. By my reckoning, we number only five hundred, with many of us too young or too old, but all have received some training in trident and bow. All are Atlanteans.

      I close my eyes and say a silent prayer. Poseidon, Zeus, Ares, Athena, Hermes, all the Gods of Olympus. Stand with us now, I beg you.

      As the Greeks continue to march towards us, I hammer my trident against my shield. I beat the shield again and again, beginning a rhythm that is joined by those around me, then spreads across all the wall and to those behind the gates. All of us, the warriors of Atlantis, stand united in the face of an army two or three times our number, with more still emerging from the forests.

      ‘WHO ARE WE?’ my mother calls out.

      ‘ATLANTIS!’ we all roar in reply.

      ‘SHOW ME!’ she demands, and our cheers grow.

      ‘ARCHERS!’ I call out, seeing that the first of the Greeks are now in range. ‘NOW!’

      A hundred arrows rise and fall among the charging Greeks. Many are killed by the deadly falling shafts, but this is paltry few among the horde that marches on our city.

      ‘ARCHERS!’ I command. ‘DO NOT STOP UNTIL YOUR QUIVERS RUN EMPTY!’

      The arrows continue to fall, but they will not stop the Greeks, and the first of their force reaches our walls. Their men scramble at the crumbling stone but cannot find purchase and climb. The battering rams reach our gates, and with a heavy thud, they crash into the old wood. I direct our archers to loose their arrows upon those carrying the rams, but many are protected by their brethren carrying shields above them. I then see two of the rams lifted high and brought against the stone wall, the Greeks using them as ladders.

      ‘Force them back!’ I scream as I charge towards the nearest as the first Greeks ascend to the wall. Without slowing, I run the first man, an Athenian, through with my trident. Another Greek is then upon me, his axe slicing through the air before my face and then cutting deep into my shield. An arrow takes the man in the throat, sending him tumbling back and crashing down beyond our walls again.

      As Atlantean warriors mass nearby, I force my way along the wall to where the fighting is thickest and more Greeks are seizing command of the battlements. I barge my shield forward, felling two men of Athens and then bringing my trident between the legs of a warrior of Argos. Upon the ramparts, I find a girl cowering beneath the dead of Greece. I pull a corpse away from her and see that it was her trident that killed the invader. It is likely the first life she has ever taken.

      ‘Stand,’ I tell her, pulling her shaking form to her feet. ‘Stand and fight with me.’

      She rises, and though trembling, she lifts her trident and shield once again. I lead her against the Greeks and we fight together, shields locked and tridents glistening with the blood of the dead.

      Horns sound across the plains, and I see that horsemen are charging the flanks of the Greek army. I see the colours and banners of our neighbouring cities and realise they have sent what aid they can. It matters not, for their attempts are in vain. The horsemen charge, but they are overwhelmed by the sheer number of foes they face. Though they rally and charge again, their attempts are no more successful. I say a prayer of thanks to those warriors but know they cannot help us here where the true battle is being fought.

      I look out and see that the Greeks are beginning to swarm the wall. More of the rams rise towards us as others continue to hammer against the gates. Great cracks are tearing through as the wood begins to splinter. The gates will not hold for long, and we are losing the wall.

      ‘WARRIORS OF ATLANTIS!’ Queen Kallista commands from behind the gates. ‘FORM ON US! JOIN OUR SHIELD WALL!’

      I grab the girl at my side and force her back towards the stone steps of the ramparts. We have to fight our way back, but just as we reach the steps, a spearhead tears through her chest.

      ‘NO!’ I scream as an immense rage and hatred overwhelm me. I turn and face the Greeks, roaring at them as I stab, cut, and tear through the invaders.

      ‘DAUGHTER!’ I hear mother scream, but her cries are ignored. The bloodlust has me ,and I cannot be stopped.

      ‘Alaina, stop!’ Philos yells as he grabs hold of me and drags me back towards the steps. ‘The wall is lost. Come with me and we can still hold them off!’

      I struggle against my uncle for freedom, but his grip does not lessen until I am pushed down the steps. It is then, with a tremendous cracking of wood and immense cheer from the Greeks that the gates crash open. The invaders charge through the opening, but all they meet are the waiting shields and tridents of Atlantis, led by its queen. Those archers still alive form behind the wall of shields and loose arrows at the Greeks upon our wall. The invaders are held, and those upon the wall are slaughtered as they fall upon our shields. If we can hold the Greeks here, we may be able to force them back.

      ‘WE HOLD THEM HERE!’ my mother commands as she fights at the very heart of our shields. ‘WE DO NOT SURRENDER A SINGLE STEP!’

      I hurry to join her side, but before I can join the wall of Atlantean shields, I am sent crashing down to the bloodied ground. Great tremors seize Atlantis, beckoning our doom.

      ‘No, not now!’ I cry out as the tremors grow greater and stronger than any before.

      Atlanteans and Greeks alike stumble and fall, and the very wall around our city crumbles, dragging those upon the ramparts down to their deaths. Behind us, I see houses and buildings disintegrate and fall into ruin, covering the streets in debris.

      I struggle to my feet, seeing the Greeks recovering and clawing their way into the city. They stab down at our felled warriors before they can rise, slaughtering many.

      ‘Our defence has fallen!’ Philos tells me. ‘Protect the queen!’

      My uncle charges the Greeks, and I join him, searching desperately for my mother. I find her, fallen and bloodied, felled by the stone of our destroyed wall.

      ‘We need to leave!’ I plead as I try to pull Queen Kallista to her feet.

      ‘No… I cannot move,’ she says, blood running from her scalp and her leg badly broken with her bone puncturing her skin.

      ‘Go,  my daughter,’ she tells me, unable to open an eye. ‘Go… save our people!’

      ‘I cannot leave you,’ I cry as Philos and others struggle to hold back the oncoming Greeks.

      ‘This is… my final battle… and our final words,’ she struggles to say. ‘Do not let them… be of sorrow.’

      ‘I love you,’ I tell her, tears flowing from my eyes.

      ‘And I you,’ Mother says. ‘Go now… please…’

      Philos hurries to us and pulls me away. My uncle then kneels beside his queen and brings his forehead to hers before kissing his queen gently goodbye.

      ‘Fall back to the palace!’ I cry as I stagger away from my mother. ‘Atlanteans, fall back!’

      Philos again drags me away, and as we reach the ruined streets of the city, I look back. The sun shows the first signs of rising in the distance, bathing the bloody streets in golden light as I see my mother, Queen of Atlantis, take her final breaths. She thrusts her trident into the stomach of a Greek before others lower their blades and spears to her. She dies fighting. She dies an Atlantean.
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      GABRIEL: Save Judy, Stop Hank. Try Not To Die. Atlantis.

      ‘Don’t die, don’t die, don’t die…’ I repeat as I hurry through the smoke, blood, and carnage of battle, trying desperately to follow Judith and losing her several times despite my calls for her to wait. She doesn’t slow though, obsessed with her vengeance, and I don’t blame her one bit. Hank needs to pay for taking John’s life back in the Great Sand Sea.

      I asked myself repeatedly why I’m here, until I saw Hank. He was my mentor many years ago, and though I once saw him as a father, not that I really know what one of them is, those ties were severed when he hurt the Westmores. John and Judith are like family to me, and the loss of John…

      As I fight my way through the smoke, I see Judith ahead, looking, searching in all directions, caring nothing for her own safety as warriors in ancient armour, demons of hell, and special forces do battle all around us.

      ‘Where is he?’ she rages. ‘Where is he?’

      ‘Judy, you need to stop, he’s…’ I begin to say before a shadow looms over her.

      ‘I’m right where I need to be,’ he says with his handgun raised behind Judith’s head.

      ‘Hank, stop!’ I warn, raising my own rifle, but my former mentor shakes his head.

      ‘No, no, Quinn. Put it down,’ he warns.

      ‘Not until you lower yours,’ I reply.

      ‘Do it, Gabriel!’ Judith says without fear despite the gun-barrel against the back of her head. ‘Shoot him!’

      ‘I wouldn’t,’ Hank warns. ‘You wouldn’t want me to accidentally pull my trigger.’

      ‘Let her go,’ I say, slow and calm.

      ‘C’mon, Quinn,’ Hank says. ‘I took you in when no one else did. You want to repay all that with a bullet? You should be with me, collecting the vast fortune surely hidden here. You must know I’m not here for some crappy box.’

      ‘Not my style. Not anymore,’ I reply with certainty and regret at my past. ‘Let her go.’

      ‘You never were grateful,’ Hank mutters angrily, turning the gun towards me.

      Judith acts first, bringing her elbow up to knock Hank’s gun as it fires, the bullet sailing wide of my head. She turns and rams a fist into his throat, and then brings another in towards his face, but he catches it and strikes first. Judith is sent reeling by a backhand before Hank grabs her by the arm and holds her again with his handgun at the back of her head. I have barely made any ground on them before I’m forced to stop in my tracks.

      ‘That wasn’t very nice,’ he moans as he massages his neck. ‘Now, bitch, you get a bullet regardless.’

      I fire first and my bullet catches him in the shoulder. As he spins, his handgun goes off, and I charge him, sprinting as fast as I can to put myself between him and Judith. Hank begins to turn, to shoot at Judith or me, but again, I fire first. This one takes him in the leg and the impact forces him to the ground. By the time he begins to recover, I’m on him, striking him hard with the butt of my rifle. His handgun falls from his grasp, and I kick it away.

      ‘So, is this how it ends?’ Hank asks. ‘You, my judge, jury, and executioner? We were family once, but then you always were a crazy bastard.’

      ‘Once we were family,’ I agree, ‘and yeah, I certainly tick the crazy box sometimes, but they were there for me when I needed them. They’re my family now.’

      ‘Do you really think you can pull the trigger?’ he asks, but before I can answer, he draws a knife from his boot and stabs it into my thigh, the pain making my fingers flex, the rifle going off in my hand.

      ‘Sorry, boss, but yeah, I do,’ I grunt with pain as I pull the knife free of my leg.

      ‘You never did learn to finish things,’ Hank mutters with blood running from his lips, a smoking bullet hole in his chest. In his wavering hand is a pistol aimed straight at my head. ‘If I’m going, you’re coming with me. Goodbye, Quinn. It’s been…’

      The snarling growl of three monstrously big dog heads end Hank’s words, replacing them with screams that fall silent with a sickening crunch.

      ‘I think I’m going to hurl,’ I say, just before the Cerberus charges into me, knocking me flat on the sand.

      ‘Good boy,’ I say, petting all three of the Cerberus’s heads as they try to lick my face. The war-dog then barks loudly and bounds away, tracking its next prey.

      ‘Judy, it’s over,’ I groan, tired and hurting. ‘Judy?’

      Turning, I see that she is face down in the sand, unmoving.

      ‘Judy… Judy, no…’ I drag myself to her, seeing the rapidly growing crimson at her side, a bullet punched through her back.

      ‘Stay with me. Stay with me, Judy!’ I plead before screaming for Dave to help.
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      ALAINA: The Final Defence Of Atlantis. Atlas.

      Less than half our defenders at the wall reach the seven bridges surrounding the central island of the city. Two hundred warriors out of all the might of Atlantis. Brutal fighting has taken the streets as our people desperately try to hold off the Greeks and survive. Bloodied and exhausted, I lead the defence, the final defence, around the Royal Palace and the Temple of Poseidon. I see old and young among those who still stand and still fight. Warriors, farmers, carpenters, ship’s crew, and priests all fight for Atlantis. There are no innocents anymore, only survivors.

      The bridges were already under siege when I emerged from the dust and rubble of the streets. The tremors come and go like a heartbeat, destroying more of the city with each strike. Black smoke pours from the mountain above us and lightning ripples across the sky.

      ‘If these be the last breaths of Atlantis,’ I cry out to the survivors holding the bridges, ‘let them not be a whimper. Let them be a roar of rage and thunder! Let this world not forget us and the Gods forever speak our names!’

      All around me cry out and scream in defiance of our approaching doom. Paris, Prince of Troy, stands with us, loosing arrows with the speed of Apollo. He leads the last of the surviving Trojan soldiers, twenty men, all fighting to avenge their homeland and all those loved ones taken from them. Paris fights for Hektor, for Priam and Hecuba. He fights for all of Troy. Once his arrows are gone, he picks up a fallen trident and wields it beside my brethren, united in one cause; survival.

      My Uncle Philos leads the warriors upon one bridge, barking orders and calling upon the Gods to banish these foul invaders. He has suffered a dozen wounds, limping heavily with blooded scars covering his armour, but he is still fighting for his people.

      ‘HOLD STRONG!’ I call out as loud as I can so that my voice can be heard over the chaos of battle.

      My shield and helm are lost, but my trident, covered in the blood and gore of the Greeks, is still held firmly in my grip. Atlantean shield walls hold across each bridge, but the massing Greeks threaten to overwhelm at any moment. I charge from bridge to bridge, bringing my trident to bear upon Spartan, Athenian, Argosian, and Myrmidon. I spill the blood of the mercenary guards of Agamemnon and know that the King of Kings and his brother Menelaus must be here in the city.

      The young boy Timoxenos still lives, his helm and trident lost and now wielding a sword taken from the Greek dead. His fear has been lost and his mind taken by bloodlust and vengeance. The boy screams as he brings his blade down upon an invader, calling upon Ares himself to cast down the Greeks.

      Another tremor seizes the ground, and a great crystal spire descends upon the streets below, great shard smashing upon Atlas. Red smoke pours from the mountains, an omen of dread unlike any I have seen before. This is the doom of Atlantis, but I will not die in fear and surrender. I will fight on until Hades himself claims me for the underworld.

      I hurry to the bridge where Paris still fights, picking up a fallen shield and slamming into the mass of advancing Greeks. He nods at me in approval before screaming as we force the black armoured Myrmidons of Achilles back.

      ‘Look, Princess!’ a voice calls as, from the streets beyond us at northern bridges, a host fights its way through the ranks of Greeks. I see the men of Ithaca and crews of the ships of Atlantis, Odysseus and Phaedra at their lead, fighting their way towards us.

      ‘I fear they are too late!’ Paris warns. ‘The eastern bridges are falling!’

      He is right, for two of the bridges are now swarming with Greeks who charge towards the central island. As the first of Phaedra’s command reach us, I hurry back towards the Royal Palace, Paris at my side.

      ‘Agamemnon will seek the Box!’ I tell the Trojan.

      ‘Menelaus will want Helen!’ warns Paris.

      We run with all haste across the gardens and orchards of the central island. Priests are hunted and killed by the Greeks without hesitation, women dragged away by the lustful, evil invaders, and men slaughtered without hesitation or gift of mercy. Only a handful of the Greeks see us approach and try to stop us, most too lost in the frenzy of slaughter, rape, and pillage. The Trojan Prince and I cut down any who dare stop us.

      ‘Luck be with you, Princess of Atlantis,’ Paris calls to me as he runs towards the palace.

      ‘Gods protect you, Prince of Troy,’ I call back as I rush towards the Temple of Poseidon.
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      ADAM: Facing My Father’s Past. Atlantis.

      He stands before us, our nemesis for so long. Black plated armour, an array of weapons and tools at his belt and sides, and a fully enclosed helmet with red glowing eyes peering back at us. He has been a nightmare in my head for too long, and now Matt and I will face him together on the shore of Atlantis as the battle continues around us.

      ‘Of course you made it here,’ Hawke, commander of Winterbourne, greets us. ‘You Hunters are as tenacious as you are foolish.’

      ‘You should know, you were one of us once!’ I call back to him.

      ‘That was a long time ago, before your father and her,’ he says, pointing to the fallen Queen of Atlantis, ‘banished me from this place and left me abandoned. I am sure Christopher is here somewhere, perhaps gloating from the palace itself as he sees us tear each other apart.’

      ‘Aaron, listen…’ Matt tries.

      ‘That name no longer matters to me!’ Hawke snaps.

      ‘Our father…’ I try to explain.

      ‘ENOUGH!’ Hawke rages as he throws a device from his belt that lands in front of us and activates, a bright, blinding light leaving us reeling.

      Matt and I bring our shields up, feeling the heavy impact of bullets against the defences mounted at our gauntlets. We rub at our eyes to clear our vision, but before we can recover, Hawke is suddenly at Matt’s flank. A boot to my brother’s leg staggers him, and though he tries to bring his trident to bear, Hawke is in too close, hammering a fist into my brother’s side twice before then extending a baton in his hand. I launch an arrow, blue to incapacitate him, and although it strikes true at Hawke’s armour to the left of his chest, the flicker of shocks does little to slow him. It buys my brother time, though, and Matt manages to take two steps back before Hawke is again on him.

      Matt’s trident rises towards the mercenary leader, but Hawke evades it, grabbing hold just below the three points and pulling my brother forward. Off-balance, Matt lurches forward, and though he still holds his shield up, Hawke ducks low and takes out my brother’s legs as he stumbles, sending him crashing to the sand.

      Before Hawke can do anything more, I launch another arrow at him, a gold penetration one this time, quickly followed by another. Hawke dodges the first and allows the second to hit him, striking harmlessly and impaling in his armour, but not enough to reach the man beneath. His red eyes glare back at me as he snaps the arrow, daring me to try again.

      ‘Matt, take cover!’ I call to him, this time launching a red detonating arrow as my brother pulls his shield over himself.

      Hawke wasn’t expecting the explosive, and the impact sends him crashing back. I don’t give him a chance to recover, rushing the mercenary as he attempts to recover. His armour is scorched and burnt, but still holding intact as I slam my shield into him. He staggers and I strike again before kicking him square in the chest and down to the sand.

      ‘Listen to us!’ I implore. ‘Our father got you out of here to protect you!’

      ‘Lies,’ Hawke mutters. ‘Christopher stayed to reap his spoils. He abandoned me and your entire family!’

      ‘He died in that accident that injured you,’ Matt intercedes as he joins me. ‘He never left this place.’

      ‘I don’t believe you!’ Hawke yells as he charges us, combat knife in one hand and baton in the other.

      He strikes us like a hurricane, fast and deadly. The mercenary leader hammers himself against my shield before spinning away and targeting Matt. I hear the beeping of an electronic device and panic when I spot a small explosive stuck to my shield. I wrench the gauntlet free and throw it, but the blast still throws me back, and I’m dazed and my ears are ringing, but I’m alive.

      Matt and Hawke are engaged in brutal combat as I drag myself across the sand back to them. Again, my brother is sent reeling, the knife tearing across his arm, but gets one last strike with his trident against Hawke’s head, the helmet cracked open and eye ruined on one side. The mercenary removes the shattered helm and throws it aside before kicking Matt down hard and sending him sprawling to the sand. Hawke doesn’t relent, stamping down on my brother’s arm and tearing his shield free.

      Our nightmare turns on me, and I see him properly without the helmet. Blonde hair and a scar running from one of his glaring green eyes down a cheek. He smiles as he beckons me on and I take the bait, charging with my shield. Hawke brings my brother’s shield up and charges back, the pair of us colliding, the Atlantean plates of metal sparking as they meet.

      ‘Adam, I don’t have to be your enemy,’ Hawke tries to convince me as he tries to force me back and overpower me. ‘You haven’t listened to a word I’ve said in all this time…’

      ‘No,’ I grunt as I struggle against his greater strength. ‘It’s your turn to listen! Now, Matt!’

      Distract and act. I am the distraction, now it’s Matt’s turn. He rises up behind Hawke, kicks out at the back of his knees, and wraps his arms around the mercenary, holding tight around his neck as they both tumble to the ground. As they struggle in the sand, my brother barely holding his grip, I pull my father’s letter from where it was tucked inside my breastplate.

      ‘Aaron,’ I recite from the letter. ‘I am so sorry I am not going to be returning with you to the mainland. The blast caught us both, but luckily you will survive this.’

      ‘What is this?’ Hawke yells, but I continue to read as Matt still struggles to pin him down.

      ‘They will return you to our home where you can rest and recover, but I must ask you one thing. Do not try to find your way back here. Forget this place, forget what you have seen, and forget me.’

      ‘Lies,’ Hawke struggles to say as he furiously beats at Matt’s arms, but my brother doesn’t let go.

      ‘This truly was the journey of a lifetime and despite you being a stowaway, I am so pleased that you were here with me to see all this. You were a fantastic apprentice and have the skills and will and drive to surpass all of us at the museum if you stayed focused and true.’

      Hawke’s struggles to free himself begin to lessen then, my father’s words beginning to find a way through to him.

      ‘Please keep an eye on my two boys as well. I can already tell that they are going to be just like you when they grow up, and that is no bad thing. In truth, these past years, I’ve seen you as one of my boys. It was truly an honour to know you, to train you and journey with you. I only wish I could return with you on this one last journey. I am proud of you, Aaron, and wish you all the luck in the world, whatever path you decide for yourself. Your friend, Chris.’

      As the letter finishes, I see the rage in Hawke’s eyes has died, instead replaced by tears. He still shakes his head, but even this ceases when I hold the letter in front of his face.

      ‘Our father didn’t want this for you,’ I tell him.

      ‘He loved you,’ Matt says.

      After a quick search I find a penknife at his belt and hold it up alongside my own, the pair near identical.

      ‘He considered you one of us,’ I tell him, ‘and if things were different, we would see you as a brother.’

      ‘I thought…’ Hawke says as he reads the letter again and again. ‘I thought he abandoned me.’

      ‘He didn’t abandon any of us,’ Matt says.

      ‘Where… where is he?’

      ‘Here, on this shore,’ I explain sadly. ‘He lost his life the day you were injured. He remains here, at peace.’

      ‘He taught me…’ Hawke begins to say in confusion. ‘He found me and taught me, trained me. I owed everything to him, and I thought…’

      ‘He loved you,’ Matt says again, finally releasing his grip on Hawke.

      ‘Winterbourne took me in and gave me a home,’ Hawke explains as my brother backs away and we both face him. He rises to his knees, our father’s letter on the sand before him.

      ‘They used you,’ I say. ‘They’ve used you to steal and pillage the world, the exact opposite of what our father taught you. Now, Elizabeth Bowen wants one thing.’

      At that, as if fated, we are near deafened as three of Winterbourne’s helicopters, the last remaining in the sky, thunder overhead towards the city. With Atlantis’s defences fallen, there is nothing to stop them. Even the minotaur guard is no longer at their post.

      ‘And she is close to achieving it,’ Matt warns, guessing Elizabeth Bowen and General Walcott are likely aboard those aircraft.

      ‘Help us,’ I say, with my hand extended out to him. ‘Set this right. Help us.’

      He takes my hand, and I pull him up to stand.

      ‘CEASE FIRING!’ he yells at those still fighting under his command. ‘CEASE FIRING! PUT DOWN YOUR WEAPONS, NOW!’

      Around us, the Winterbourne soldiers begin to stop, confusion on their faces as their commander repeats the order, screaming it until all have laid down their arms. The Atlanteans turn their focus on the Machae, unleashing their rage upon the winged demons, arrows and tridents tearing through the coal-black skin and not ceasing until the twin snapping jaws stop twitching.

      As the last of the battle plays out, Hawke turns to me, a hint of tears in his eyes.

      ‘I’m…I’m sorry,’ he says. ‘All this time…’

      ‘There will be another time for all that,’ I tell him. ‘If you want to make amends, you do it now. Stop Elizabeth Bowen and Walcott. Protect the place that my father, your mentor, gave his life for.’

      He looks me in the eyes, his gaze hardened until finally, he relents and nods in agreement.

      ‘We going?’ Emma calls as she joins us with Princess Seraphina at her side.

      ‘They cannot be allowed to reach the Box,’ the princess warns.

      ‘Agreed,’ I say. ‘Whatever happens, we have to stop them.’

      Beyond them, the battle on the beach has died down to its final embers. The last of the Winterbourne and Black-Ops forces are beginning to surrender as Dave, Abbey, Charles, and others are seeing to the wounded, Queen Lyria, Judith, and Gabriel among them.

      ‘To the palace!’ I say to Matt, Emma, Princess Seraphina, and Hawke.

      Together, my brother and I, the girl I love, a Princess of Atlantis and my greatest enemy, run to save the world.
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      BRISEIS: Surviving. The Royal Palace of Atlas.

      Screams echo down the halls of the palace, sending dread coursing through me as I lead Helen away. The royal guards are gone, as are all other warriors and soldiers of Atlantis. The king has not been seen since the attacks first began and Paris left to join the defence of the city. We were watching from the windows, but when the Greeks began to cross the bridges, we knew they would come here.

      We move in the darkness from chamber to chamber, deeper into the palace as the shouts and cheers of the Greeks grow closer. Another tremor strikes the palace, and we are forced to pick our way through the ruin of furnishings, shattered statues and idols, and fallen pillars and ceilings.

      ‘We brought the same doom to Atlantis that engulfed Troy,’ Helen cries quietly.

      ‘Only one man brought doom here, and he is not Trojan or Atlantean,’ I tell her firmly as I pull her on down the next corridor. ‘We will survive this.’

      ‘They must not find us,’ she says, fearful but trying to be brave. ‘I will not return to Menelaus.’

      ‘We will not let that happen,’ I promise her.

      I carry the trident given to me by Princess Alaina and Helen carries the dagger she used to cut down the demonic Machae. If the Greeks do find us, they will not find defenceless women. We will not be taken willingly.

      ‘This way,’ I say, trying to lead us on further into the palace and away from the sounds of combat. I swore to Paris that I would keep Helen safe, and I mean to honour that vow. We hurry through the darkened rooms and hallways, only pausing to listen for signs of discovery.

      ‘Do you know where we are?’ Helen asks.

      ‘This is the banquet hall,’ I say as we enter the darkened room still littered by the festivities of the abandoned wedding. ‘Beyond this, we will…’

      ‘There you are!’ a voice booms across the hall. Helen’s hand tightens around mine, and I can feel her body tremoring in fear.

      Faces emerge from the darkness, like demons escaped from the underworld. Two shadows approach, before a third figure appears in the doorway behind us with aflame torch held high. The men have us trapped.

      ‘I have been waiting too long for this moment,’ the voice calls again, and as the man approaches, I recognise him for the monster he is. Tall and lean as I remember, with a cruel smile beneath his scowl. He is Menelaus of Sparta, husband of Helen.

      ‘Finally, after all this time and all this spilled blood, I have found you, my dear wife.’

      ‘I will not go…’ she stammers. ‘I will not go back with you.’

      ‘You are rightfully mine,’ Menelaus declares. As he steps into the light of the torch, I see his armour is coated in blood and gore, as is his sword raised towards us. ‘I have travelled and fought across all the Aegean for you and still you shame me!’

      ‘Leave us!’ I warn him with raised trident.

      ‘You dare threaten me, woman?’ He chuckles. He steps closer, as do his men, unthreatened by me and my trident.

      I raise the weapon, keeping its points between Menelaus and us. It is not the king of Sparta who attacks first, but one of his cronies. He reaches for me, but my trident tears across his arm, cutting deep. The Spartan cries out in pain and shock, but his king strikes quicker, knocking the trident from my hands and beating me away with the pommel of his sword. I hit the floor hard, and before I can recover, the Greek with the torch stands over me with his spear lowered to my throat.

      ‘Stay away from me,’ Helen cries with a raised dagger. ‘I would rather die than return to you. You always were the lesser brother to Agamemnon, and you inflicted that rage and jealousy upon me. I will not return to you!’

      ‘I gave you everything,’ he says with rising anger. ‘I made you my queen and you were happy with me. You threw it all away to run with that coward Paris. The madness of it is that I still love you.’

      ‘You never loved me,’ Helen replies coldly. ‘I was and still am a trophy to you. You do not even know what love is.’

      He takes an angered step towards Helen but stops as a figure enters the banquet hall and stalks towards us. The man is a soldier, covered in the dirt and blood of battle and breathing hard. He stands not as a man, but a ghoul; a horror drenched in gore.

      ‘Get away from her!’ he states with fury and raised trident.

      ‘Paris…’ the name escapes Helen’s lips with a mix of fear and hope.

      ‘The coward still lives,’ Menelaus taunts with surprise as he turns to face the new threat. ‘I thought you would be long to the grave by now.’

      ‘The only coward I see is you,’ Paris taunts the Spartan. ‘It will take more than the poison you wield to see me to the afterlife.’

      ‘I will see you to Hades now, boy,’ Menelaus says as he charges Paris with shield and sword.

      Paris strikes at his foe, the trident clattering off the Spartan shield before ducking away from the sword of Menelaus. The two men strike and counter at each other, Paris proving quicker and more agile compared to the Spartan’s brute strength. Menelaus hammers his shield into the Trojan, throwing the prince off balance for a moment and stumbling across the polished floor of the banquet hall. Paris recovers before his foe can attack and he lunges forward with his trident as Menelaus charges. The weapon tears across the Spartan’s thigh and then again across the Spartan king’s polished breastplate.

      Again, Menelaus tries to knock Paris down with his shield, but the Trojan reacts quickly and draws his foe towards him. Paris brings his trident down across the Spartan’s arm, forcing the shield free and to the floor. Menelaus grunts with pain and anger, swiping his sword back and forth at Paris and forcing the prince back across the hall. Paris ducks away and waits for Menelaus to attack again. The Spartan king is struggling, pained by his wounds and tiring quickly from the fight, gasping for breath. He charges Paris again, but the Trojan drops low and trips Menelaus, sending the angered husband of Helen crashing to the floor and dropping his blade. Paris is standing over him before the Spartan king can recover.

      ‘Finally, you are on your knees where you belong,’ the Trojan prince says with his trident raised.

      As Paris is about to strike the final blow to the defeated Menelaus, the Trojan’s body shudders and stops. The Prince of Troy staggers forward and collapses, revealing a spear embedded in his back, thrust by the Spartan soldier whose arm I cut.

      ‘Traitorous coward,’ Menelaus spits as he recovers his sword and brings it down on the chest of Paris once, twice, and then a third final time before pulling his blade free. ‘You deserve a death far worse than this!’

      ‘No…’ Helen cries as she falls to Paris’s side. ‘Please, no! Come back… come back to me…’

      ‘You are mine now!’ Menelaus sneers as he takes Helen by the arm and drags her to him. ‘You will return with me to Sparta, but you will live the life of a queen no more. For your infidelity and the shame you have brought to me, you will suffer like no woman ever has. A slave will be shown more love than you. I will beat you for your insolence. You will bend to my will whenever called upon. You will show me the respect I am due. You will honour me as king and husband.’

      Helen looks at him without anger or fear. All emotion is drained from her face, numbing grief taken hold.

      ‘What say you, wife?’ Menelaus foully laughs.

      Without words or warning, Helen brings her dagger, hidden in the sleeve of her dress, up and into the throat of the Spartan king. Menelaus clutches desperately at the wound, eyes wide in shock before driving his sword through Helen’s heart.

      I use the distraction to fight free. Recovering Paris’s fallen trident, I slash it across the face of my captor, blinding him. The man who stabbed Paris in the back sees me stalk him and searches desperately for a weapon to protect himself. All he finds are the deadly teeth of my trident as I stab him again and again, mad with rage, vengeance, and fear. He pleads for mercy, but I offer him none.

      Once I finally stop, breathing hard and dripping with the blood of the slain, I look down upon the floor of the banquet hall. Menelaus lies silent and eyes unmoving, a great pool of crimson still growing from the dagger wound at his throat. I do not look to the Spartan king, my eyes only finding Helen and Paris. Their bodies are still and their final breaths lost. They lie across the cold marble floor, reaching out and holding each other’s hands as they enter the afterlife together.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            47

          

        

      

    

    
      EMMA: Saving The World. Atlantis.

      With Matt and the Atlantean princess at the lead, we hurry as fast as we can from the beach and into the city. I wish we could stop so that I can take this all in, this place of legend and myth. This is Atlantis. I was brought up on bedtime stories of this place, and now here I am, standing in the place that I thought for so long was just a fairy tale. I know the severity of the situation. I know that the fate of so much relies on us stopping this evil from being released, but I struggle to keep the smile from my face as we enter the city. My eyes are drawn to the mesmerising structures of glass, crystal, stone, and marble towering over us. That is until I see the flames and the smoke billowing up into the sky, the destruction wrought by the Winterbourne attack. There are a handful of Machae too, some hunting through the streets and others circling overhead. The people of Atlantis, those still in the city, fight off the demons with the fury of those defending their homes and families. We try to ignore the horrific demons, pushing on for the priority, the Royal Palace.

      I look at Adam running beside me, and despite everything, his eyes are still smiling at me. These past weeks he has been abandoned and hunted by the United Nations Security Council, Winterbourne, and his own friends in the British Museum. He must have had to overcome and endure so much, but still, his eyes are smiling... until the ground beneath us begins to shake.

      A deep low rumbling sounds, and I stumble, as do the others, but still we force ourselves to run on. The quake doesn’t stop, but instead intensifies. Structures begin to shatter and fall, towers of crystal and pillars of marble descending and destroying everything in their path. The street beneath our feet begins to crack and part, chasms torn into the ground, swallowing entire homes. Strange explosions of fire and electricity ripple through the city, forcing us to take cover more than once, and the people of the city scream for aid.

      ‘Find shelter!’ the Atlantean princess yells, fear in her eyes and voice as she turns to any of her people in the streets nearby. ‘Stay clear of the city and the crystal power sources if you can! Run!’

      ‘It knows someone is approaching!’ Matt warns as the quake continues to make the ground tremble.

      ‘We have to stop them!’ Adam adds. ‘We have to stop Elizabeth!’

      ‘We will!’ I say with certainty, urging the brothers and the rest of our group on.

      ‘We will see her madness ended,’ Hawke adds grimly as he follows us. I’m uncomfortable with his inclusion, but I have a feeling we will need all the help we can get.

      ‘We must…’ Adam begins, but all words are ended as we look on in horror as what I can only describe as a vast temple and its tower come crashing down ahead of us. A great cloud of dust and stone hurtles towards us, and we take what cover we can find behind the walls of the nearest houses.

      ‘Keep moving!’ Adam yells as we rise from the shelter, covered in dust, and run on.

      Above, what was a clear, blue sky has now darkened, black clouds gathering from all directions and blotting out the sun. The rumbling beneath us sounds, and for the first time, we hear it above us too. A growing rhythm of thunder before flashes of lightning split the sky. The quake grows in intensity, and we all struggle to keep balance as we run through the devastated city. Matt falls and is pulled to his feet by Hawke. I stumble, but Adam’s hand takes mine before I hit the ground. We all push each other on, but as more of the city begins to fall, I fear for how much more this mythical place can take.

      Ahead, we see what I presume is the Royal Palace, the greatest and grandest of all the buildings of Atlantis. Marble steps, white pillars, and a vast shining dome of crystal. As we near, I can see the smoking rotors of two helicopters in the garden courtyards of the palace, and then a third plume of smoke further off and the burning ruins of the last helicopter where it crashed. Around the aircraft are bodies, Machae and Winterbourne showing a skirmish happened here with both sides suffering losses.

      ‘I guess it’s too much to hope Elizabeth and the general were in that one!’ I shout to the others, pointing to the wreck.

      ‘All this hell on earth isn’t for nothing!’ Adam replies as another crack of thunder booms overhead.

      ‘It’d be no less than they deserve!’ Hawke adds darkly.

      As we approach the marble steps, we see two black-winged fiends at the top, fighting one lone combatant. Two Winterbourne soldiers are already fallen, struck by falling debris, one trapped beneath a pillar, and the other unmoving beneath rubble. We leave them where they are and hurry up the stairs, seeing ahead of us the two Machae locked in combat with a warrior of Atlantis, a man who is struggling to stand and bleeding from many wounds.

      Seraphina leads the way, rushing to her brethren’s side, and without slowing, she runs her trident through the stomach of the demon. Without pausing for breath, the Atlantean princess pulls her trident free and brings it down again and again upon the second fiend until that one falls too.

      As the rest of us reach them, we see Seraphina hurry to her compatriot, who has fallen and is gasping for breath.

      ‘Princess… I had to try,’ the man gasps as blood runs from his lips.

      ‘Vimose, rest now. You’ve done what you could,’ Seraphina tries to reassure him, but it’s clear from the grievous wounds across his body that the man can’t be saved.

      ‘Redem… redem…’ he tries to say before his gaze becomes fixed and his body still.

      ‘Redemption is yours, Vimose of Atlantis,’ Seraphina says with tears in her eyes.

      ‘Princess, we can’t stop,’ Matt says, coaxing her on.

      Seraphina stands, hands red with the blood of her kinsman, as she leads us on into the palace.
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      MATT: Saving The World. Atlantis.

      The five of us, Adam, Emma, Hawke, and I, with Princess Seraphina at the lead, cross the vast halls of the palace, stumbling and falling several times across the polished marble as all of Atlantis continues to quake. The staircase that leads to the upper levels looms overhead, though it’s clear that, like the rest of the city, the palace has suffered from the onslaught, pillars crumbling and statues fallen, their pieces scattered across the floor. There are people within the palace, hiding beneath whatever shelter they can find, crying out for family, friends, and for the safety and mercy of the Gods.

      Seraphina leads us to the alcove beneath the staircase, the large, barred doors already open, chains and locks blasted apart by explosives judging by the blackened marks in all directions. As we approach, Hawke hands me a spare flashlight as another activates at the shoulder of his armour, casting a large beam of light ahead.

      ‘Show off,’ Emma says as she hands Adam her spare torch.

      All of us stop in our tracks as we enter the darkened stone passageway and find several bodies at our feet. Several are in the body armour of Winterbourne, but one is larger than any man, a half-beast goliath, a minotaur, with a bloody axe still in its hands.

      ‘A guardian of the Box,’ Seraphina says with sorrow.

      ‘He fell fighting,’ I try to reassure her.

      The princess kneels down, places a hand upon the minotaur’s chest, and whispers ‘thank you’ before continuing onwards.

      With only the torchlight to guide us, we continue down the dark descending stone corridors, wary that we must hurry to reach Elizabeth Bowen, but also aware that she likely has more of her followers waiting for us. The ground continues to quake, and we all use the walls to support us as we run on. It doesn’t take long before I notice the heat and humidity, the intensity seeming to grow with every footstep. My Atlantean robe and armour are soon drenched in sweat, and I see on the faces of the others that they too are struggling with the heat.

      ‘I don’t remember it being so hot down here before,’ I say.

      ‘Me neither,’ my brother agrees.

      ‘It has never been this hot,’ Seraphina warns, her words sending a chill down my spine, despite the humidity.

      ‘You said there’s a volcano beneath us?’ Adam asks nervously.

      ‘A volcano?’ Emma replies with wide eyes.

      ‘Keep going forward,’ I advise them, leading from the front with my brother at my side.

      The narrow passageway expands out before us into a larger chamber, the bodies of two armoured Winterbourne agents lying still on the ground.

      ‘Friends of yours?’ Emma asks Hawke as he cautiously approaches. He turns over the first body we come too, revealing a man with symbols and stars tattooed on one half of his face. The other half is covered in terrible burned flesh, melted down to the bone in places.

      ‘Bet you wish you still had your helmet, don’t you?’ Adam teases.

      ‘What did this?’ I ask, scanning the room.

      It’s only then that I see the small holes in the ground, walls, and ceiling vents… traps.

      ‘RUN!’ I scream, as blasts of scolding steam erupt from behind us.

      We all sprint as fast as we can, stumbling as the stone chamber continues to quake. Steam bursts ahead, behind, and around us, each eruption threatening to boil us. I push those ahead of me onwards and quickly grab my brother as he trips in his haste to leap clear of another blast of steam. Hawke tries to reach for him too, but as he does so, another of the vents erupts between them, the steam engulfing his arm.

      ‘DON’T STOP!’ I yell out, but the mercenary is already way ahead, barely flinching from the blast and still sprinting.

      It’s only when we’re clear of the chamber and have quickly filed into a narrowed and descending corridor that we stop and catch our breath, all gasping.

      ‘Hawke, you all right?’ I ask him.

      ‘The armour took most of the impact,’ he replies as he cautiously pulls off his melted and scarred black-armoured gauntlet.

      ‘That wasn’t there before,’ I say. ‘That entire room was a trap.’

      ‘There will be more,’ Seraphina warns. ‘The Guardians of the Box, the minotaurs, many left their posts to join the battle on the beach, but they did not leave this place undefended.’

      ‘Traps,’ Adam, Emma, and I say in unison.

      ‘Is it always like this for you hunters?’ Hawke asks. ‘Stumbling about in the dark through danger.’

      ‘Pretty much,’ Adam replies with the grin of a schoolboy as he gestures onwards. ‘Shall we?’

      ‘If Elizabeth Bowen and General Walcott have gotten past the defences down here, then we can too,’ Emma says with certainty.

      ‘We have to,’ Princess Seraphina states firmly. ‘The Box cannot be opened. The last time it was…’

      ‘Atlantis disappeared from the world,’ I finish for her when she can’t.
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      ADAM: Saving The World. Atlantis.

      We continue quickly down the passageways, descending further and further into what feels like the fires of hell. Sweat is streaming down my face, my mouth dry and my limbs growing heavy. If not for the adrenaline pumping through me, I’m sure I’d stop and crash. The constant fear of Elizabeth Bowen reaching the Box drives all of us on.

      The corridor expands again into a chamber and all of us stop in our tracks. The bodies of three Winterbourne soldiers litter the ground, puddles of water around them and smoke drifting from their corpses.

      ‘Watch your every step,’ Hawke warns, though it isn’t needed.

      Across the ground are very faint markings, symbols, most faded and scratched, lost to time. I take care not to directly step on any of them, though it’s difficult in the dim light, even with the torches lighting the way and the ground continuing to rock us. The quake has been unending, and I fear what will remain of the city above if we ever emerge. Ahead are two doorways, two corridors leading out of the chamber, and we carefully make our way across towards them.

      ‘You hear that?’ Seraphina suddenly asks, all of us stopping and hearing a new sound; the drip, drip, drip of water. The noise grows faster and faster until a drip becomes a trickle and then what sounds like a rushing tide.

      ‘I don’t like the sound of that,’ I murmur, and then suddenly, in the enclosed space of the chamber, I’m filled with dread as water begins to rise to our ankles.

      ‘No, no, no!’ I yell, as I look to my feet and see a now glowing mark, a three-pointed trident, engraved in the stone.

      ‘Trident of Poseidon,’ Seraphina explains.

      ‘Water,’ we all say as the water continues to rise, at our knees now. We wade forward, but only then see that the way is blocked, the exits from the chamber gone and replaced with stone. Turning, I see that the entrance we used is gone too.

      ‘There must be another way out!’ Matt says with panic.

      We all search, checking the walls first and then the floors too as the water continues to rise. Soon it is at our chests, its rapid rise giving us little time. Again, I feel that I should be terrified, the typical fear taking hold, dizziness threatening, and my heart nearly jumping out of my chest, but none of it comes. The water’s control over me is done. As the others hurry, I take my time, inspecting everything. Then I see it, something missed by others in the smallest alcove of the dark chamber. The water reaches my raised chin, and around me, Seraphina is helped by Matt and Hawke to keep her head above the flood, and Emma climbs part of the wall towards the remaining small gap at the ceiling. As the water covers my mouth, I place a hand on the wall and the barely visible symbol of a lightning bolt.

      The rise of water suddenly stops, and without a sound, the twin exits and the entrance formerly used reveal themselves, the water flowing through them like confined tidal waves. Once the water is gone, we all fall to the floor, coughing and spluttering, gasping for air and soaked through to the bone.

      ‘There is only one who stands above Poseidon!’ I declare as I place my hand upon the lightning bolt on the wall again, the symbol now glowing like the trident had.

      ‘Zeus!’ Seraphina cries with relief.

      ‘You okay?’ Emma asks me with concern.

      ‘Fine,’ I say, surprised. ‘I’m fine now. I can’t believe it.’

      ‘Poseidon gives you strength,’ Seraphina declares.

      ‘Poseidon nearly killed us,’ Hawke grunts.

      ‘Wait a second!’ Matt warns us. ‘Get up! All of you, stand up!’

      We all do as ordered and instantly see the danger as a strange, dark fog begins to flood into the room, encircling our legs.

      ‘Don’t breathe it in,’ Emma warns as she covers her mouth.

      ‘This one was me,’ Hawke says as he shuffles his feet clear of another glowing symbol beneath his boots; a sun.

      ‘Apollo,’ Matt says. ‘The Sun God.’

      Strange lights briefly shine at the walls around us, flickering to life and then dying away just as quickly. I have seen those lights before many times and look to my brother as he holds our father’s lighter, Matt appearing to have the same thought.

      ‘Fire!’ Emma warns, terrified as she looks upon the gas around us.

      ‘Run! Get out!’ I scream.

      All of us flee, but Emma is rooted to the spot. I grab her hand and forcibly drag her just as the gas finally ignites from the embers at the walls. The blaze tears through the chamber, cutting the room with its flames and separating us into two groups, Matt and Seraphina taking the exit to the north-west of the room and Hawke, Emma, and I taking the north-east. We hurry through into the corridor just as the flames fully engulf the room and the doorway seals shut, nothing behind us but stone.

      ‘The others,’ I say with concern.

      ‘Will regroup with us when they can,’ Hawke says. ‘We must keep going. Bowen and Walcott must be stopped.’

      ‘Wait…’ I say, looking back and seeing Emma knelt down on the ground, head buried in her arms, shaking.
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      EMMA: Terrified. Atlantis.

      My eyes are clamped shut, and I’m struggling to control my breathing. Horrible memories of my parents flash in my mind. The flames, their screams, all of it overwhelming me. My body won’t stop trembling, not until I feel a hand take mine, our fingers entwining. I then feel his hand on my cheek as he gently lifts my head, his eyes meeting mine.

      ‘It’s okay, Em. It’s okay. You’re going to be okay,’ Adam tells me.

      He brings his head to mine, our foreheads resting against each other.

      ‘I’m here,’ Adam says. ‘I’m right here and not going anywhere.’

      My breathing calms and the tremors gradually cease. I throw my arms around him, clinging to him tightly.

      ‘Thank you,’ I whisper.

      ‘We don’t have time for this,’ Hawke mutters.

      ‘Shut up!’ both Adam and I say before we chuckle and kiss each other.

      ‘We really don’t have time for this.’

      ‘I wish he wasn’t right,’ Adam says, and I push him away.

      With one deep breath and taking one of Adam’s hands in mine, pulling him onwards, I take the lead before calling over my shoulder, ‘Come on, then. No time to waste.’

      I force the fear into the back of my mind, though still feel my hands occasionally tremor. Each time, Adam squeezes my hand reassuringly, and I thank him silently for his support. We continue, the intense heat making me wish I was on some tropical beach and not in what appears to be an underground dungeon. The painted tiger and flames on my body-armour have even begun to run and spoil.

      Despite nearly drowning only moments ago, I dream of cool water to refresh me, a dream that becomes too real as I suddenly hear rushing water.

      ‘Not again,’ Adam says, and it’s my turn to squeeze his hand. Looking into his eyes, though, I see no fear, not this time. Only certainty to keep pushing forward.

      We hurry down the passage and at its end see a wide-open cavern, the route torn apart by a rushing river. The only way across and to the far side where the passage continues once again is across tall, rounded white pillars, a dozen of them, their peaks emerging just above the rushing water. The pillars are small and give little in the way of a platform to stand, but that is not the only hazard. They are dangerously low against the perilous current and already slick and slippery. That’s not to mention the earthquake following our every step. Halfway across, we see one mercenary of Winterbourne, fallen and mostly submerged, clinging desperately to one of the pillars. The man’s face is pale, eyes wide in fear.

      ‘Hazel,’ Hawke names him.

      ‘Help! Help me!’ the man screams to us. ‘Help, I can’t hold on!’

      ‘C’mon,’ I say, stretching across to the first pillar and taking an uncertain step.

      One at a time, we begin to cross, but the wet marble nearly sends me tumbling more than once.  I hear Adam nearly fall too as the quake continues to knock our balance, but we continue, and soon I’m on top of the pillar where Hazel clings on. I kneel down and offer him my hand, but as he reaches out to me, his grip fails, and the current pulls him away and to the depths, screaming.

      ‘Keep going,’ Hawke warns. ‘He deserved his fate anyw…’

      His words end with a cry as the former mercenary leader slips and falls. He hits the pillar top beneath him hard and desperately clings to its top as the rushing water tries to take him. Adam and I hurry back, taking hold of him by his armour and dragging him up. We all nearly fall, no space on the top of the pillars, and Adam and I are forced onto neighbouring steps.

      ‘Thank you,’ Hawke says as he recovers himself, body dripping wet yet again.

      ‘You think we’d just leave you to drown?’ Adam asks.

      ‘That’s probably no less than you deserve,’ I add before quickly turning away and continuing the crossing.

      ‘You’re right,’ Hawke agrees grimly, following me onwards with Adam close behind until all three of us are past the river and once again in a dark, descending passageway.

      ‘You all right with that?’ I ask Adam, realising that his fear could have claimed him at any moment, as mine did when the flames threatened.

      ‘I’m as surprised as you,’ he replies, with a smile on his face and a shake of his head. ‘What next, actually following orders?’
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      HAWKE: Atoning For My Sins. Atlantis.

      A thousand decisions and mistakes run through my head. A hundred faces and cries for aid haunt me. Now, I know it was all for nothing. I was lied to this entire time and now I journey with two people I would’ve given anything mere hours ago to beat down and humiliate. To make matters worse, they saved my life.

      I march on with them, knowing Elizabeth Bowen, my former commander, will stop at nothing until she claims her prize. She never failed to take what she wanted, no matter the cost, and is now hellbent on reaching Pandora’s Box. She is convinced it will return to her what was lost and will listen to no other, regardless of peril or price.

      General Walcott is not much different, although he is misguided and fooled into believing he will claim great power within this city. Bowen is not the kind to share and I am certain he will find that out the moment she claims the Box… unless we can stop her first.

      ‘Halt!’ I order, stopping Adam and Emma as I listen intently. ‘Gunfire!’

      We continue until the passage opens up into another wide chamber. This one is much larger and has a closer appearance to a vast cave with several levels, the lowest submerged in water. Across the cavern we see the tunnel continue again, but between us and it are a dozen Winterbourne mercenaries and even, to our surprise, General Walcott. They are not alone though, firing their weapons wildly at two figures that loom high above them like giants. I rub my tired eyes, not believing what I am seeing at first. The giants are nearly completely see-through, their forms not of flesh or bone, but water, swirling and shifting, holding together as a towering humanoid. We watch in awe as a mercenary fires his gun at one of the pair in panic before the giant brings a fist down on the man, crushing and drowning him at once.

      ‘Elementals,’ Emma says in shock. ‘I read stories about them when I was a little girl. They...’

      ‘We’re running out of time,’ I warn them as I draw a dagger that was concealed amongst my armour, and I see Adam take a rod from his quiver and extend it into a full bow.

      ‘I have three arrows left.’ He winces when inspecting his supply. ‘Two incapacitating, but they won’t do much against those elementals.’

      Emma draws her handgun from the holster at her side and checks its ammunition. ‘Nine rounds.’ She grimaces.

      ‘We can’t fight them and Walcott and his mob, but maybe we don’t need to. They’re creating one almighty distraction.’ Adam grins.

      ‘Let them fight amongst themselves,’ I agree. ‘Go and don’t look back.’

      ‘Wait for the opportune moment,’ Adam advises, foolishly in my eyes.

      ‘We don’t have time…’ I try to argue.

      ‘Wait,’ he cautions me. ‘Just wait.’

      We watch for a moment, seeing one of the elementals charge the Winterbourne soldiers as they attempt to rally. They are scattered across the cavern, General Walcott fleeing the furthest.

      ‘Now!’ Emma says. ‘Go, go, go!’

      The three of us emerge from our hiding place and begin to cross the cavern. We use what cover there is, a few rocks and crevices in the stone ground, pausing briefly when certain we cannot be seen and waiting until we hear more gunfire or cries of fright. It’s only when we finally near the far side of the cavern, closing in on the passageway onwards, that we’re discovered.

      Muffled explosions sound out as grenades are thrown into the water giants, their aquatic forms torn apart and strewn across the cave, soaking those mercenaries nearest. It’s then that they see us.

      ‘Commander Hawke?’ General Walcott calls out. ‘Have you brought us prisoners? Why if it isn’t that meddling rogue Adam Hunter. And is that the niece of Charles Lovell? Edith Lovell, wasn’t that her name?’

      I hear Adam chuckle at that, earning a glare from who I presume must be his girlfriend.

      ‘Yes… I… the beach battle is over,’ I lie as I stand upright and address the general. ‘I was bringing them to my commander.’

      ‘Bowen is likely busy securing the artefact that will bring us power over this world.’ Walcott sneers proudly. ‘They can submit to me for now. However, I must question why they have been permitted their weapons?’

      ‘To survive the perils of this place,’ I quickly think up. ‘As you yourselves have seen.’

      ‘Quite right,’ Walcott says as he wipes his sweating face with a cloth. ‘Disarm them now, and I will see them taken into my custody. I have long waited for this moment for I have dreamt of punishing that boy many times over.’

      ‘I don’t like this,’ Emma whispers.

      ‘Um… has anybody seen…’ Adam stammers, eyes widening in shock.

      ‘Silence, boy,’ Walcott bellows. ‘Drop the bow and surrender.’

      ‘No. I mean,  yes…but…’

      ‘Do as I order now!’

      ‘You… behind… it’s…’ Adam continues.

      It is then that I and Emma see what has spooked Adam. The remains of the water giants, the pools of water, are moving, drawing together, unifying and beginning to rise.

      ‘You really should look behind you, General,’ I advise as calmly as I can.

      ‘Do you take me for a fool?’ Walcott replies.

      ‘Is that a trick question?’ Adam asks, mouth still aghast, and now he, Emma, and I are looking up as one towering elemental rises above us, much bigger than the previous two, its head brushing against the rock ceiling.

      An almighty roar shakes the cavern and finally draws the attention of Walcott and his men. They turn, scream, and once again begin firing their weapons as the immense giant brings its fists crashing down towards them.

      ‘Go!’ I tell Adam and Emma, but we’re stopped as General Walcott and two of his men block our path.

      ‘Nobody is to go in there...’ the General mumbles, eyes darting between me and the elemental tearing its way through what is left of his command. ‘…she ordered nobody to go in.’

      ‘I don’t care,’ I reply, breaking into a sprint and charging his guards. I slam the first into the far wall and throw my dagger at the second before launching myself at him. Anger and shame fuel me, and I delight in fighting these two brutes and unleashing my rage.

      ‘I knew you could never be trusted!’ Walcott declares as he approaches with raised handgun towards my head. ‘At heart, you are still one of these damn hunters!’

      An arrow whistles through the air and strikes, followed by the crackling of electricity. General Walcott’s body goes rigid and then trembles before he topples and hits the ground hard, the feathers of an arrow sticking out of his back.

      ‘He is one of us,’ Adam states firmly.

      ‘Wait… help us….’ the general begs, but his response is a second arrow from Adam, and again, the shock of electricity.

      ‘Go, you two!’ I yell at Adam and Emma as I see two more Winterbourne warriors approach, abandoning the fight with the elemental. ‘Stop Elizabeth! Stop all this! I’ll hold them off!’

      ‘No… we…’ Emma begins.

      ‘You don’t have time!’ I yell at them as the cavern shakes with renewed ferocity. ‘She must be close! Stop her!’

      ‘Be right behind us when you can,’ Adam urges me.

      The pair, though conflicted, finally turn and hurry into the passage and away.

      ‘Good luck, hunters,’ I whisper, turning to face my oncoming foes and former comrades. A grin grows across my face as I see the great water elemental loom towards where we stand.

      ‘Now this will be a fight!’ I welcome it.
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      ALAINA: The Fall Of Atlantis. Atlas.

      With blooded trident in hand, I fight my way into the Temple of Poseidon. The Greeks pay me no heed as they tear our holy temple apart in their search for gold and slaves. Another tremor seizes the temple and I am forced to dive clear as the great marble statue of Poseidon comes crashing down, shattering into pieces as it strikes the stone floor. I look upon the pieces, the ruin haunting my very soul as the eyes of the God of the Sea stare back into mine.

      The Greeks cheer at our tremendous loss and do much worse to disrespect the God and all our people. Priests and acolytes are dragged screaming away by their captors and forced to look upon the desecrated and shattered statue of Poseidon that now lies in ruin. I want to help them, to save and free my people, but I am greatly outnumbered and know that Agamemnon is likely closing in on his prize above me. I tear my eyes away and hurry past the scene of carnage, rushing to the stone steps that lead up into the tower. The battle is lost, as is the island, but I can still stop Agamemnon from claiming the great evil that we Atlanteans swore our lives to defend.

      On tired and weary legs, I hurry upwards, scaling the steps as fast as I can. Voices sound above me, Father among them, I’m sure.

      ‘Murderer!’ I hear him declare. ‘My son Calix died by your treacherous hands!’

      He speaks of Agamemnon; the king of kings must have already reached the Box. My father, the King of Atlantis, lives, and while he still draws breath, I know the Box will remain unopened. Our king will die before he allows that tragedy to pass.

      At the summit of the steps, barring my way, are two men, warrior mercenaries of Agamemnon’s royal guard. Both large, both brutish, and both relishing the challenge of a woman.

      ‘What have we here?’ the first sneers.

      ‘About time we took an Atlantean woman for our own fun.’ The second laughs horribly.

      I say nothing. I will not waste words on thieves, rapists, and murderers.

      They block the way, weapons crimson with the blood of my people. I do not slow but race up the stairs and charge the men. In the narrow staircase, only one can face me at a time, the first a one-eyed, foul-smelling fiend with a crooked smile and a scarred, bronze breastplate. He brings his shield and sword high to strike down on me and that is his third mistake. His first was stepping upon my homeland. The second was thinking he could best the Princess of Atlantis with ease.

      Using his higher position upon the stairs to my advantage, I duck low beneath his shield and sword, bringing my trident up and between his legs. The man buckles and staggers in shock. He then coughs in pain and forces more laughter as he punches me hard across the face with the hilt of his blade, dazing me for a moment. Though blinded, I pull my trident free and stab it up again, higher and deeper, gutting the man. The laughter stops, and the man buckles further as his life-blood flows freely.

      ‘Out of the way, you fool,’ his compatriot yells, pushing the first guard down to send him clattering past me on the stairs. ‘You will pay for that, woman.’

      He looms over me, scarred, burned, and bearded; a killer of more men and women than I can possibly imagine. The mercenary has the dark features and armour of a Spartan. His spear sweeps down towards me, and I am only just quick enough to evade the deadly point. I snatch up the dying Greek’s shield just in time to block the second and then the third stabs of the spear. The fourth penetrates the shield, becoming stuck on its wood and leather coating. The mercenary tugs at the spear but it will not come free. Using his momentum, I charge the mercenary and slam the shield into him. He barely moves, solid as a rock, and instead draws a sword and cuts down toward my head. My trident rises to meet the blade and the weapons clash, forcing the sword clear of my head but sending its tip plunging into my shoulder.

      A cry of agony escapes my lips as warm blood flows from the wound. The Spartan merely laughs at my suffering before tearing his sword free of my body. My arm falls numb, and I cannot prevent the shield from lowering and falling from my grasp. I bring my trident up, but the mercenary catches me by the wrist and overpowers me.

      ‘I remember you,’ the Greek sneers with his face close to mine. ‘You are the Atlantean princess who defied our king. You’re tough, I give you that, but you’ll warm my bed this…’

      The Spartan does not finish his words as another great tremor seizes the island and shakes the staircase and temple. We both stumble, falling hard and unable to stop ourselves. We land upon the dying Greek, who still desperately clutches at his wounds. The tremor continues, but as I struggle to pull myself to my feet, my shield-arm useless now, my working hand finds the dying mercenary’s dagger in his belt. I pull it free, and as the temple’s tower continues to shake, I drag myself onto the man who had stabbed my shoulder and held me at his mercy. I crawl upon him, and though the Spartan frantically struggles to keep me away, my dagger sinks into his stomach, his chest, and then lastly through an eye as the tremors finally stop.

      I leave the mercenaries to die on the staircase, recovering my trident and pulling myself up and onwards. Blood continues to flow from my wound, and my energy and strength are all but gone. Still, I force myself on until I finally reach the top of the stone stairs and the chamber housing the Box.

      Across the floor of the room lies Demetra, the High Priestess. Her blood stains the floor, cut down as she defended that which she devoted her entire life to protect.  Father, wounded and bleeding, sits with his back against the far wall, defeated and despairing. His breathing is ragged and his trident has fallen from his grasp. A single victorious man stands, tall, broad, and strong as I remember, looking upon his prize. He brought doom and darkness to Troy, and now he has brought his vile hordes to my homeland. Though marked with the blood of my people, his brilliant bronze, bejewelled armour shines brightly beneath the gore. The jar, the Box, is still chained and secured in the very centre of the room, within Agamemnon’s reach.

      ‘We meet once again, Princess,’ he greets me with a cold, vile smile upon his lips. His eyes are alight with victory and triumph.

      ‘You killed the High Priestess,’ I damn him. ‘You have wounded my father, an old man and no challenge to you. You murdered my brother Calix! You have no honour, king of kings.’

      ‘How dare you speak of honour!’ he rages. ‘You broke the oath made in sight of the Gods! Your treachery led to the fall of Troy and this pitiful island. The very ground shakes with the rage of the Gods!’

      ‘Alaina… leave…’ Father pleads as he struggles to rise but falls again.

      ‘Your fleet, your army, your people, and your king are defeated,’ Agamemnon declares. ‘Helen will finally be returned to my brother. Perhaps I should take you as my new queen?’

      ‘I would sooner descend to Hades and the afterlife.’

      ‘As you wish,’ Agamemnon says without concern. ‘You can barely stand as it is, and from the looks of you, you will likely not survive the day. Do as your father says and leave before my men take you for themselves. I have other concerns.’

      He turns from me and approaches his prize, hands slowly rising towards it.

      ‘Pandora’s Box,’ he declares. ‘I cannot believe the stories are true. Within this simple jar dwells the power of the Gods.’

      ‘All you will unleash is damnation and evil,’ I plead. ‘See sense. It is that very Box that blackens our skies and shakes the ground. It is a curse upon mankind.’

      ‘It matters not,’ the king of the Greeks dismisses. ‘For that power is mine now and mankind will fall to its knees before me.’

      As his fingers reach for the Box and the chains containing it, panic and desperation seize me. A fire returns, and I charge forward, forcing myself between Agamemnon and his cursed prize.

      ‘Stand aside, Princess,’ the Greek commander orders. ‘I have no qualms over striking you down as I did your father and priestess. This is the true prize, not my brother’s whore wife. Pandora’s Box will see the Greeks rule unchallenged over our world. Not even the Gods will oppose me.’

      ‘I oppose you,’ I dare him. ‘I will not let you plunge our world into darkness.’

      ‘So be it,’ Agamemnon says as he lifts his sword towards me.

      I summon my strength and charge the king of kings, unleashing a roar from within me. My trident rises towards Agamemnon, and he beats it away with his sword before bringing the blade down towards me. The sword’s tip slices through my armour, barely missing the flesh beneath. Our weapons clash as first he attacks and then I seek to strike, both eager to see the other fall. His strong armour saves him several times from wounds that would kill a man, as my reflexes save me from impalement. If I was fresh and fully able, I would see him dead a dozen times already, but with one arm numb and useless and the other barely able to lift my trident, I am struggling to even survive this contest. Both of us are tiring after so much fighting, and both of us seek a sudden end as victors.

      I take a step back, keeping myself between Agamemnon and the Box at all times. The king of kings gasps for breath and sweats heavily beneath his thick armour.

      ‘You will not keep me from my prize!’ he yells, charging me and swinging his sword wildly in wide arcs. His sword meets nothing but air and my trident, but his onslaught forces me back. His senses are lost to rage and bloodlust, and I know that I must take advantage of his madness. Ducking beneath another wild swing, I step in closer and bring my trident across his chest. My weapon glances off his armour again and tears across his bare arm, forcing the Greek king to drop his sword and grunt in pain. He reacts quickly, grabbing me by the throat and throwing me back against the tower wall behind me. I hit the stone of the wall hard, the air forced from my lungs, and I crash to the floor, trident lost from my grasp. Agamemnon is upon me as I try to rise, lifting me up and forcing me against the wall again. I gasp desperately for breath and still fight him, punching and clawing at his face with my one good arm. The Greek king laughs and thrusts me back into the wall again, dazing me with his grip tightening around my throat.

      ‘You have spirit,’ Agamemnon mutters, ‘but that is not strong enough alone.’

      ‘Your soul… is as lost… as your honour… if you open the Box,’ I warn him through gasped breaths.

      Beyond him, I see two figures standing, calling to me, though their words are silent. My vision clears and I see it is those that are lost who beckon me. Their voices echo in my head.

      ‘Free us,’ Calix implores. ‘Avenge me and free us.’

      ‘Our family can be united if you do what needs to be done,’ Mother pleads. ‘You are stronger than this, daughter. You can defeat him.’

      Their ghosts call to me, their voices I thought forever lost gifting me courage and strength. I fight Agamemnon again, kicking and clawing at him until his grasp lessens. With summoned strength and my mother and brother’s voices within, I bring my head forward and strike Agamemnon hard, drawing blood from his lips.

      ‘You are wild, Princess, but you will be tamed.’ He laughs, spitting blood to the floor. Whilst still holding my throat with one hand, he lifts the other to my shoulder and brings his fingers to my still-bleeding wound. Sharp, agonising pain tears through me and I scream in anger as much as in suffering. I bring claws upon an eye and tear deeply, ruining it forever.

      Agamemnon bellows in pain. He lifts me up, slams me once, twice, and then a third time into the wall before throwing me across the room. Stars take my sight and ringing my hearing, body numbing and screaming in agony all at the same time. I gasp desperately for air, but, I am pained by every intake. I try to rise, to move, to fight on, but I am lost and defeated.

      ‘You are weak,’ Agamemnon, with blooded and blinded eye, sneers as he looms over me, victorious. ‘You are no warrior. You are a traitor, nothing more. You betrayed all of Greece. I will not kill you, Princess, but you will bear witness to my ascension.’

      He turns on Pandora’s Box and takes a single step towards his prize before pausing.

      ‘Iphigenia?’ he questions, looking away from the Box and towards a space in the chamber where nothing resides. ‘Daughter, how can this be?’

      ‘Agamemnon,’ I call to him, remembering the ghosts of Calix and all the others that have haunted me. I try to rise, but all my body is screaming in agony.

      ‘She is not real,’ I plead. ‘Iphigenia is dead. This is but a spectre, given unholy life by the Box. It means to betray you and release its evil.’

      ‘You lie, Princess,’ Agamemnon says, lost in his daze. ‘She is here. The very daughter I sacrificed to bring my army to the shores of Troy. She can be returned to me. All I need to do is release her. Wait… Menelaus? Brother, you stand without sign of battle, as if bathed and rested for a year. How…’

      ‘He is dead,’ I warn.

      ‘Then he shall be released back to me also.’

      ‘Stop this madness!’ Father pleads. ‘You must not open the Box!’

      ‘You will doom us all!’ I try to warn the king of kings but he turns and kicks me hard into silence.

      ‘Enough!’ the Greek king screams down at me before crossing the chamber and placing a hand upon the jar. Thunder echoes all around us, the tower and all of Atlantis tremoring once again. The chains about the Box shake and then glow before turning to ash, leaving Agamemnon standing with his prize resting in his hands.

      ‘Iphigenia, Menelaus,’ Agamemnon calls as he places a hand to the lid of the jar. ‘Daughter, brother, I release you back to the…’

      Agamemnon’s words fall silent, and he stands rigid for a moment before his knees buckle and he crashes down to the tower floor. As he takes his final gasped breaths, the Box falls from his grasp, tumbling to the stone floor with the lid still sealed.

      A spear is buried in the back of Agamemnon’s head, deep within the skull and brains within, though the weapon was not thrown by my hands, nor my father’s. Odysseus stands at the entrance of the chamber, bloodied, wounded, and panting for breath. The king of Ithaca falls too, staggering to his knees before collapsing in exhaustion. Though pained tremendously by my wounds, I crawl across the room and to Odysseus’s side. A smile spreads across his lips as he sees me and pulls me close.

      ‘I knew that the Gods would see us united again,’ he says, though pained by his efforts to speak and breathe. ‘I fought through a hundred Greeks to reach you and kill that bastard.’

      ‘And found us just in time…’ I say, turning my gaze toward Agamemnon’s now still corpse. My words cease as I see that my father stands over the dead Greek king.

      ‘I hope you burn in the afterlife for murdering my son,’ Father spits down on the body of Agamemnon. I see his gaze then fall upon Pandora’s Box, and without hesitation, he lifts the jar from the floor.

      ‘Father?’ I call to him as I struggle to stand. ‘Please, put it down.’

      ‘I…I cannot,’ he says, rooted to the spot yet swaying ever so slightly. His eyes are transfixed upon the jar until he looks up suddenly with tears flowing from his eyes.

      ‘Calix, my boy. You returned to me,’ he calls out. ‘Kallista, my love. You stand with him, our family whole once again. It is all I have dreamt of for so long.’

      ‘Father, please listen to me,’ I call to him as I slowly approach. ‘Your son and wife are gone. What you are seeing are just spectres summoned by the very evil you hold in your hands. Do not let its curse overwhelm you.’

      Tears stream down the king’s cheeks, and he is unable to look at me, now looking only upon the Box in his hands.

      ‘Release it, I beg of you!’ I plead.

      ‘I cannot.’ Father sobs. ‘My boy… my queen…’

      ‘Father, stop!’ I cry out, but it is too late, as with a cry of grief, he tears the lid from Pandora’s Box.

      A blinding light engulfs the chamber and a tremendous scream deafens me. The tower and the very island beyond tremors and I fall to the floor, unable to see or hear. A thunderous boom and terrible howling shriek overwhelms me, but I hear stone and wood torn apart above me. The scream becomes a monstrous roar as the light vanishes, and through blinking eyes, I see the roof of the tower is gone. All that can be seen are the black and crimson clouds swirling above and surging down towards the King of Atlantis. The great vortex engulfs my father, penetrating him through eyes, mouth, and ears as he continues to scream.

      Beyond the vortex and the tower, I see the great mountains of Atlantis explode in rock and fire. An inferno spews into the air and its flames seep towards the land in all directions. The oceans around the island rise in great walls that devastate all in their path, sweeping aside the towering twin statues of Poseidon that guard the harbour of Atlas. Any ships not caught in their wake are engulfed by the waters as they burn and boil. The island continues to tremor and entire regions vanish as they descend into the waters of the oceans or the ground and the underworld below. Cities that were home to thousands are lost in an instant. Ash fills the air and great boulders and rock and flame descend from the skies. Winged demons, the Machae, escape the vortex and descend upon terrified Atlantean and Greek alike.

      Suddenly the vortex that engulfs King Aegeus ends. All the many disasters continue to ravage my homeland, but it is the appearance of my father that shocks me the most. He looks upon me with eyes blazing white and golden, his very skin glowing.

      ‘Father?’ I ask of him. ‘Father, speak to me.’

      ‘Alaina, daughter of Aegeus,’ he says with a voice that is not his. The words are monstrous and demonic. The words are from the evil unleashed from the Box that still resides open in my father’s hands.

      ‘You are a treacherous disgrace to all of Atlantis,’ the force inside Father says. ‘Your father’s hatred and anger for you is deep. He blames you for breaking the oath with the Greeks. He blames you for the deaths of his wife and only son. He blames you for the doom that has taken your home.’

      ‘You are the doom that has taken my home. You are not my father. What are you?’

      ‘You already know the answer to that,’ the being says as it looks at the Box in its hands and drops it to the floor. ‘Your kind has kept me hidden within that prison for so long now, a sentence I never deserved. Can you blame me for seeking release?’

      ‘Pandora?’ I dare to ask with a shaky voice.

      My father’s head rises and falls in acknowledgment with a haunting smile.

      A great cry comes from the stairs, and three Greek soldiers, mercenaries of Agamemnon’s guard, enter what remains of the chamber. They see their king and employer dead on the floor and charge the man standing over him, my father.

      Pandora is merciless. Though it is the body of my father, it fights with inhuman speed and strength. It carries no weapon but tears through the Greeks like a savage animal. The first is torn to pieces and burned to ash, whilst the second is beheaded and disembowelled. The third is lifted into the air and split open, the mercenary’s blood raining down upon my father.

      ‘Stop this damnation!’ Odysseus cries out as he joins me at my side. ‘This is horror unlike any other!’

      ‘Odysseus, King of Ithaca,’ Pandora calls to him as my father crosses the chamber and takes Odysseus by the throat. ‘You have a wife and child waiting for you, but you came here for the princess. Your heart betrays your honour. Your heart betrays Penelope and Telemachus.’

      ‘Let him go!’ I plead. ‘Release him and release my father, demon!’

      Odysseus is dropped to the floor, but before I can move, Pandora has me in its clutches, lifting me from my feet, helpless.

      ‘Demon?’ the evil voice emanating from father declares. ‘I am Pandora, a God to you, unworthy cretin. Your crimes have already damned you, Princess. You have the blood of thousands upon your hands. It was not Helen who brought war to these shores, but your own thirst for vengeance. You are Troy’s doom.’

      Unseen claws tear into my chest, piercing me with a pain I did not know could exist. My heart burns within my chest, and I scream until my voice gives out. I cannot breathe or speak or see, and just as I think the afterlife is to welcome me, I feel the pain disappear, and I fall to the ground.

      ‘Alaina…’ Father’s despairing, desperate voice calls to me. ‘My daughter… I’m so sorry…’

      My vision returns, and I see my father stagger, the light faltering in his eyes. His voice is returned, but I can see a battle is being fought within him. The King of Atlantis cries out in pain, the demon within fighting and threatening to overwhelm and return at any moment.

      ‘I cannot hold it!’ he struggles to say, body doubled over and clenched tight. ‘Please! Stop it, please! Alaina, you know what you must do!’

      ‘Father?’ I question, confused but knowing what he’s asking for.

      ‘End it!’ King Aegeus pleads. ‘Banish Pandora from us! Do it now before she escapes my hold!’

      ‘Alaina!’ Odysseus calls to me as he throws my trident to me.

      ‘I… I cannot,’ I say. ‘I have lost everyone! I cannot lose you too!’

      ‘Hold strong, my brave daughter!’ Father comforts me. ‘You would save me and all this world. Only you can do this!’

      I edge closer, trident raised, but I falter as I look into my father’s eyes.

      ‘I… I love you,’ I tell him, my heart and soul utterly broken after enduring so much loss.

      ‘I am so proud of you,’ he says, placing his trembling hands upon the trident and guiding their deadly teeth to his chest and the heart beneath. ‘Atlantis… is now… yours.’

      ‘Goodbye, Father,’ I tell him, tears streaming down my face.

      ‘Do it now… DO IT!!’ he cries out as his voice grows inhuman and monstrous, Pandora taking hold.

      As his eyes begin to glow again, I summon all the strength I have left in me and thrust the pointed teeth of the trident into my father’s chest. The fire within his body flickers and dies before the vortex bursts free of his body and back into the sky above. I am thrown back and land hard beside Odysseus, who pulls me to him. In his hands is the Box, and he attempts to seal its lid closed once more. I add my strength to his, and together, we force down the seal, the vortex now shining and surging down to fill Pandora’s prison once again. As the vortex thunders down, Odysseus and I hold each other tightly, again unable to see or hear as the blinding light engulfs the room once more.

      Then, suddenly, the vortex is gone and the light has flickered away. Odysseus and I are left holding each other with the Box sealed closed in our hands. Across the chamber are the bodies of the dead, my father, King Aegeus, among them. I look up and see the blue sky, the sun shining bright overhead, and what promises to be a beautiful day. I close my eyes for a moment and dare to believe the nightmare is over. That is until I hear the screams of my people.

      We struggle to our feet and look out from the top of the ruined tower. All around is the ruin of Atlantis. Fire still pours from the mountain, and all the cities around us have vanished from sight. All but Atlas is gone. The plains and forests burn or are swallowed by the ground beneath us or the oceans around what remains of the island. People flee to Atlas, Greek and Atlantean alike, but they will find no sanctuary here as the tremors begin again. There is nowhere to go, no safe haven to flee to. We are trapped and doomed.

      A tremors grow, this one even greater than any that have come before. Odysseus and I fall to the floor of the ruined chamber and once again hold each other for comfort as we feel the very tower beneath us descend and fall away, sending us plummeting to our doom. I think for a moment it is just the tower and the Temple of Poseidon that is falling, but see that it is the entire city of Atlas and what is left of the island of Atlantis that is descending into the underworld as the oceans rise in every direction around us.
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      ADAM: Facing Pandora’s Box. The Necropolis, Atlantis.

      Taking Emma’s hand again and leaving the chaos behind us, we sprint the final distance down the last passageway until we reach the familiar vast rounded chamber of the Necropolis. Iron and bronze chains cross the room, wrapped tightly around the Box in the centre of the room atop the stone plinth. Red-hot lava continues to flow down the small channels crossing the room, their heat and light bathing the chamber in a deep crimson. The stone walls around us are cracked and broken, the inscriptions of the Gods and Goddesses appearing more hellish than before.

      Across the floor of the chamber are two of the mighty Minotaurs, neither moving, trails of blood expanding around them. There are locks too, dozens of them, bronze and iron, smashed and discarded. I remember they were on the chains around the Box before, their destruction sending a chill down my spine, but not as much as when my eyes find the sole occupant of the chamber.

      Standing before the Box on the far side of the chamber to us is Elizabeth Bowen, eyes open wide and unblinking, staring solely at the Box. Her clothes and skin are burnt, marked by ash, and soaked by water and blood. But here she stands, sabre sheathed at her side, mere footsteps from her goal.

      ‘I knew you would make it this far,’ she calls to us. As she speaks, her eyes flicker for a moment, glowing a haunting and eerie white and golden, her voice deep and otherworldly.

      ‘We had to,’ I say. ‘We had to stop this. We had to try.’

      ‘As did I,’ Elizabeth calls back, her voice more like hers now. ‘I had to try. You don’t understand. He is here. Right here with me. I can see him now, my husband, the man I wanted to spend all my life with. Alastair. He’s right here, and if I do this, he will be mine again.’

      ‘You’ll destroy everything. The last time this was opened, Atlantis was banished from the world. You do this, and you unleash an evil you cannot control.’ The chamber rocks violently then, the great earthquake not finished. The lava spills from its channels, burning the stone ground around it and forcing Emma and me to hurriedly step aside.

      ‘This earthquake is all because of that thing!’ Emma shouts, pointing at the Box. ‘Leave here with us and this can all be stopped!’

      ‘I don’t care,’ she says quietly before finally turning towards me and screaming, ‘I DON’T CARE! AT LEAST I WILL BE WITH ALASTAIR AGAIN!’

      ‘This isn’t what Duncan would want,’ I plead. ‘This isn’t what any of your family would want, even Alastair.’

      ‘You don’t know what you’re talking about,’ Elizabeth simply says, her voice growing distant and lost.

      At that moment, my heart soars as I see Matt and Princess Seraphina emerge from the passageway behind us. Both appear roughed up, bruised, burnt, and blooded, leaning on each other to keep going, but they’re here and still standing. I raise my hands to slow them, knowing Elizabeth will act quickly if threatened.

      ‘I know exactly what I’m talking about,’ I say. ‘I have been down here before. I was drawn to it, as you were. I saw my friends, my family. I saw my father. I often thought I would give anything for him to be back with us, but not this. No one would wish for this.’

      ‘It’s not too late,’ Matt implores.

      ‘It is,’ Elizabeth says, the inhuman voice taking over once again. Her hands rise towards the Box, and instinctively, Emma and I raise our weapons.

      ‘Last warning!’ Emma shouts, but Elizabeth does not acknowledge the threat.

      ‘I’m sorry,’ I say, pulling back on the cord of my bow and loosing my last arrow.

      It soars across the chamber but doesn’t reach its target, one of the chains holding the Box rising and knocking aside the projectile. Seeing this, Emma pulls the trigger on her handgun over and over until the weapon clicks empty, but again, the chains rise and protect our target, bullets ricocheting harmlessly clear.

      ‘Stop her,’ Matt calls, and as all four of us begin to charge, Elizabeth’s eyes glow golden and she turns towards us. A blinding wave of energy emanates from the Box, blasting Emma, Matt, Seraphina, and me back. Emma and I hit the floor, perilously close to the lava canal, whilst Matt and Seraphina land nearby. Pain wracks my entire body, and it’s agony to move, but still, I try to rise.

      ‘Cease your resistance,’ Elizabeth calls in her otherworldly voice. ‘Cease whilst you still draw breath.’

      ‘No, we can’t let…’ Matt begins, but at his words, many of the heavy chains that cross the room come loose and reach out towards us.

      Matt and Seraphina are thrown back and pinned to the wall behind us by the chains. Emma tries to roll and dodge clear, but the chains seize hold of her arms and drag her back. I try to fight free too, leaping past a lava canal and narrowly avoiding one of the chains before I feel another wrap around my leg like a snake gripping its prey. A second chain wraps around my shoulders, but still, I try to push myself free. The chains react, growing tighter, but I try to push forward.

      ‘Elizabeth, enough!’ calls another voice as I hear three more figures hurry into the chamber. I struggle to spot them, squirming against the chains to see, and I’m glad when I recognise the arrivals as Hawke, Dave, and Charles. Each of them looks like hell, especially Hawke, who is soaked from head to toe, his armour torn and beaten, his face bruised and bleeding.

      Hawke and Charles approach Elizabeth as Dave tries in vain to free the others of the chains. The moment he touches the bindings, they react, another taking out the legs from under the combat medic and then falling upon him, restraining him.

      ‘My protégé,’ Elizabeth greets. ‘Here to join me in finally achieving what we came so far to claim.’

      ‘You lied to me!’ Hawke rages. ‘You used me in your blind pursuit of this… this evil! Stop now before…’

      Hawke’s words end in a cry of torment as more chains reach for him, wrapping around him and pulling him back. He tries to fight them off, but the more he resists, the tighter they become until suddenly, a spike extends from the iron and bronze, impaling through Hawke’s armour just below the collarbone to his right-hand side. The black spike tears clean through and smashes into the stone wall behind, pinning Hawke as he screams in agony.

      ‘Elizabeth… please,’ Charles says as he slowly paces towards her, leaning heavily on his cane. As he approaches, the chains around the jar at the centre of the chamber begin to twist and break, the Box trying to free itself.

      ‘He’s here, Charles,’ Elizabeth says, her lips trembling as tears run from her eyes. ‘Alastair is here. He’s right here, right next to me. He’s always been here. He is holding me now, and all I have to do is reach out and he will be with us again. Please, Charles. Please don’t deny me this.’

      Charles calmly steps between Elizabeth and the Box.

      ‘I have to deny you, Elizabeth,’ he says quietly. ‘There are so many I would bring back if I could, and I see them now, all around me. I see my brother, Emma’s father, and I see her mother too. I see my own parents. I see John Westmore and so many of our friends lost to time. I see… I see my oldest and greatest friend, Christopher Hunter.’ He looks at Emma, then Matt and me as he speaks, a comforting smile on his lips.

      ‘We can bring them back,’ Elizabeth says, a smile on her face until her eyes flicker once more and her voice becomes not hers. ‘You can bring all of them back if you simply raise the lid from my Box.’

      ‘No,’ Charles says. ‘No, Elizabeth.’

      Her eyes flicker between her own and that which possesses her, pain and anguish on her face before, without word or warning, her sabre is drawn and thrust forward, running through Charles’s chest.

      All in the chamber scream in shock and horror as Charles takes hold of the hilt of the blade and looks Elizabeth defiantly in the eyes. His knees buckle, and he falls. A scream deafens us all, the growing scream of Elizabeth Bowen. At its peak, a blinding light engulfs her for a moment, ending as black spikes surge out from her in all directions. One pierces my thigh, drawing a cry of agony from my throat. Others hit my friends and family; Dave in the lower back, Matt in the shoulder, Emma’s calf and arm, Seraphina to the side of her neck, and Hawke again, this time in the gut.

      Despite the agony we all feel, our eyes are drawn up as we see Elizabeth reach out and place a hand upon the chains around the Box. The iron chains burn at her touch and crumble to ash.

      ‘No…’ I cry out, using all my strength to pull myself towards her.

      The chains around my leg and shoulders resist me and try to pull me back. Elizabeth casts a glance towards me, eyes glowing golden now. She raises a hand, and from it, two more black spikes surge forward, one tearing through my outstretched left hand and the other in my back just beneath the shoulder blade. I cry out in pain, but still, I try to drag myself towards her. Another chain reaches out and seizes my left arm, and another around my neck, dragging me back and nearly choking the life out of me, but I fight it. Stars appear before my eyes and the chains around my left arm tighten and twist, drawing a cry of pain from me as I feel the agony of my bones cracking, snapping, and breaking, the limbs screaming out in sheer agony and then utterly numb and useless. My right arm still works, and I pull frantically at the chains to release me.

      ‘If you will not listen to me,’ Elizabeth declares, turning to face the others, all trapped by the heavy binding chains. As she reaches out towards them, the chains begin to twist and tighten, drawing cries of agony from Emma and Matt, Dave, Hawke, and Princess Seraphina.

      ‘Elizabeth, stop!’ I call out to her, fighting again to free myself. ‘Please stop this! ELIZABETH, LEAVE THEM ALONE!’

      ‘STOP!’ Elizabeth commands as she turns her attention back to me, but I don’t listen. From a place of fear and terror, I still try to fight free and reach her… until two more black spikes fly across the chamber towards me.

      My entire body numbs instantly from the impact, and looking down, I see the spikes impaled in my chest and stomach, my blood flowing freely from the wounds. A ringing deafens me, and my vision begins to blur, breath lost. Elizabeth turns away from me, her threat vanquished, and returns to her prize, the Box. My strength has all but left me and my gaze falls, defeated. I know my friends, my family, are still fighting, and I can distantly hear my name being screamed, but I have nothing left. I try to look up at them, but my sight is lost… until it sees another figure begin to move.

      On the ground before me, one of the last guardians, a fallen Minotaur, begins to lurch forward. It doesn’t reach towards the Box or the invader, but instead towards the wall across from us. An arm rises, its trembling hand reaching out towards the wall but falls, the mighty beast taking one last struggled breath before falling still.

      My sight rises, and on the wall the minotaur was trying to reach, I see the broken inscriptions, engravings of the Gods. I see Poseidon, emerging from a towering wave, his trident held aloft, triumphant… it is the exact same symbol of the trident I saw earlier in this terrible underworld beneath Atlantis.

      With my one still free hand, I pull my penknife from my pocket, extend the blade, and raise it. I see Elizabeth stand in the centre of the chamber, eyes glowing brighter than ever as her hands rise towards the Box.

      ‘Finish the journey,’ I whisper, before launching the penknife with all the strength and energy I still possess.

      My father’s gift hurtles across the chamber, narrowly avoiding what chains remain in its path, and strikes the wall hard, impacting right where the engraving of Poseidon grips the trident, and the symbol instantly illuminates. With a tremendous roar, a great downpour of water floods down upon the centre of the chamber, engulfing the Box, Elizabeth, and all the lava canals. The torrent hits me relentlessly, and I struggle to breathe, the chamber flooding in an instant until, suddenly, it stops, leaving all in the chamber utterly soaked through and the lava cooled and still. The symbols of the Gods around the chamber all begin to glow, illuminating us in a soft blue light.

      At the centre of the room, the Box, the plinth, the chains… all of it is gone, hidden with no traces. This was their burial protocol, I realise, and before anyone can move or do anything, the chamber and everyone within are rocked by the worst earthquake so far that ends just as suddenly as it began. The canals across the chamber’s floor suddenly erupt, the red-hot lava reaching the chamber ceiling before receding just as quickly and then falling still.

      Elizabeth lies where the Box had stood, coughing and spluttering, eyes hers again, looking lost, dazed, and confused. Charles lies not far from her, unmoving, the sabre still in his chest. It is only by their proximity to where the Box had stood that they and luck that they were not harmed by the boiling lava.

      As the chamber ceases to shake, the chains around me tremble for a moment and then release. The black spikes tear free and fade to ash, but their damage has been done. Despite the freedom, I fall to the stone floor in a growing puddle of my own blood. My vision fails as I am taken by darkness, my breath shallow and my heartbeat slowing. I hear my name called out… but I am lost to them… a smile on my face… journey ended…
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      ADAM: Probably Dead. Somewhere With A Stupidly Bright Light.

      My eyes try to blink open, the bright light above burning them. Voices sound around me in a dull haze. I feel metal upon my skin, my father’s Saint Christopher medallion resting against my chest and its chain around my neck. I wonder, is this it? After everything, have I finally pushed my luck too much?

      ‘I wish…’ I murmur, voice ragged and distant as I close my eyes again. ‘I just wish… I’d seen how it all ended…’

      ‘Wasn’t that much else to see,’ my brother’s voice calls to me. ‘A lot of water. A lot of blood.’

      ‘Damn,’ I say with regret and grief. ‘They get you too, Matt? We in the afterlife?’

      ‘Afterlife?’ He chuckles. ‘Where do you think we are?’

      My eyes snap open, and though they take time to focus, I see him, my brother, lying in a bed next to me. He’s bandaged and tired, connected to me via a tube between our arms, a steady flow of blood from him to me.

      ‘Are you okay?’ I ask him.

      He breaks into a wide grin, tears appearing in his eyes. ‘Me?’ he says with surprise. ‘I’m just fine… and so much better seeing you finally awake.’

      My arm feels heavy and aches horribly, but taking care of the tube linking us, I raise my hand towards him.

      ‘Finish the race,’ I say to him.

      ‘Finish the journey,’ he replies, wiping the tears from his eyes and meeting my waiting hand with a fist bump.

      Looking down, I see that I am in a bed too, a head resting against my chest with short red and purple hair.

      ‘I’m definitely in heaven,’ I whisper as I see Emma curled up on the bed beside me.

      I pull my left arm around her, discovering a wire frame and support from my bicep to midway down my forearm, the memory of the terrible cracking and breaking returning to me. She murmurs for a moment as my arm wraps around her, but she doesn’t wake. As my senses slowly return to me, I feel pain in a dozen places on my body, including where Emma is lying on me. Though it hurts, I don’t move, instead gently pulling her close to me.

      ‘She hasn’t left your side once.’ Matt grins. ‘I think you two are for keeps.’

      I look around us, seeing that we are still within the Royal Palace of Atlantis, but thankfully, no longer in the forbidden passages below. Above is the great dome, reminding me of the British Museum again, and around us are many more people, the wounded and sick of Atlantis, all taken into the protection of the palace.

      ‘Where’s Abbey?’ I ask. ‘And Dave, Tristram, Gabriel, Judith…’ The image of a curved sabre tearing through Charles’s chest then flashes in my head. ‘Where’s Charles?’

      ‘It’s okay, Adam. I’ll explain everything in time. Abbey, Dave, Tristram; they are all fine. Charles… I don’t know yet. You and he were worst off by a long way. We haven’t lost him yet, though. You know that old man is tough.’

      ‘And Gabriel and Judith?’

      Matt gestures to the beds ahead of us, and there I see Gabriel and Judith on beds side by side. From where I lie, I can’t see their condition, but what I do notice is that their hands are crossing the distance between the beds, fingers entwined.

      ‘Are they okay?’ I ask.

      ‘Judith is recovering. She’ll be all right given time.’

      ‘And Gabriel?’

      ‘He just thought the bed looked comfy.’ Matt chuckles.

      ‘So… how did it end?’ I ask.

      ‘What do you remember?’

      ‘Pain,’ I joke, though it really isn’t funny. ‘Pain… and water.’

      ‘Elizabeth was there, hands pretty much on the Box,’ Matt explains. ‘She’d beaten us, all of us, and torn you to bloody shreds. You’d broken your arm in three places.’

      ‘I wondered what this was,’ I remark, lifting my arm and its metallic support.

      ‘But you kept going,’ Matt says. ‘She damn near killed you, but you kept fighting.’

      ‘Sounds stupid and reckless and dangerous,’ I reply, wincing as a fresh wave of pain ripples through me. ‘Definitely not something I’d do.’

      ‘You flooded the chamber.’

      ‘And saved us all,’ adds a new voice as a figure approaches and stands at the foot of my bed.

      ‘Princess,’ I reply. ‘I would stand and bow, but…’

      ‘No,’ Seraphina implores. ‘Do not wake Emma. She has been by your side for three days, ever since we pulled you out of the depths.’

      ‘Three days?’ I ask, shocked.

      ‘Adam,’ my brother calls to me, his voice serious with concern in his eyes. ‘We all thought we’d lost you.’

      ‘It took our healers and your David Conway many hours of work to prevent you from joining Hades,’ Seraphina says. ‘David Conway is a miracle worker. He saved my mother.’

      ‘She thanked him with many kisses on the lips,’ Matt whispers to me.

      ‘The queen or the princess?’ I reply, before Seraphina coughs to summon our attention again.

      ‘We lost a great many but would have lost a lot more if not for your bravery, Adam Hunter. Atlantis has suffered again, but once more endures and survives, and that is thanks to you and all your brave mainlanders who came to our defence.’

      ‘It was mainlanders that nearly destroyed everything,’ I remark. ‘What about the Box? What about Elizabeth Bowen, and General Walcott, and all the Winterbourne survivors?’

      ‘The majority of the invaders are within our prison, the same one you both found yourselves in not so long ago,’ the princess explains.

      ‘I hope they can swim,’ I murmur.

      ‘Only their chief remains separate. Elizabeth Bowen is being kept under close watch after her interaction with the Box. She does not move, she does not speak, she… simply does not.’

      ‘Like, in a coma or something?’ I ask.

      ‘A waking one perhaps. There is nothing medically wrong, but what she saw and experienced… The Box had taken her, we all saw it, and the lasting damage done cannot be predicted.’

      ‘And if she recovers?’

      ‘She was still an invader,’ the princess says with a heavy frown. ‘I understand the intention, to return those that are lost, but that is no excuse for the actions committed upon my people and home.’

      I nod in acceptance. ‘And General Walcott?’

      ‘He swims with the others.’ The princess smirks.

      ‘And those winged horrors? Machae?’

      ‘Demons spawned by the Box,’ she confirms coldly. ‘It has been many centuries since they were last unleashed upon my home. The arrival of the invaders and the death of Alexio summoned them. My people hunted the last of them down. We showed no mercy.’

      ‘What about the Box itself?’ Matt asks. ‘The room flooded and the Box was gone.’

      ‘Our final defence,’ Seraphina replies. ‘The last time the Box was opened, it was guarded only by men, traps, and triggers. We needed one final defence to keep it out of anyone’s hands.’

      ‘And into the heart of the volcano,’ I presume, remembering the immense earthquake and the eruption of lava in the chamber.

      ‘We did not know if the Box’s destruction would wreak something worse upon our home,’ she confides. ‘If it is indeed destroyed.’

      ‘Doesn’t that sound ominous,’ a voice says from my chest. A hand finds my own and grips tight.

      ‘And if it isn’t destroyed,’ I reply, ‘well, I’m done. After all this, I’m going on holiday and never going near anything dangerous or anything to do with history again.’

      ‘Here, here,’ Matt agrees.

      ‘I give you two weeks,’ Emma replies. ‘You boys always find trouble.’

      ‘Trouble finds us just as often,’ I reply.

      ‘I have seen that all too well.’ Princess Seraphina sighs heavily.

      ‘I’m sorry for bringing all this to you,’ I say. ‘Winterbourne followed us here…’

      ‘Knowing now the determination of their leaders, I think your Winterbourne would have found us eventually,’ she replies. ‘We are just fortunate that you were all here to stand with us. This has all proven that Atlantis is not ready to rejoin the world, not yet, but I think there will come a time. Meanwhile, the invaders will remain here, at least until it is safe to release them. They shall be well looked after.’

      ‘Elizabeth Bowen has family…’ I begin.

      ‘As I’m sure they all do, but their crimes cannot simply be forgiven,’ the princess says with a hardness that I had not previously acknowledged. ‘I am not heartless, though, and will allow communication if you can help us arrange it.’

      ‘And Charles?’ I ask.

      ‘At present, it is too dangerous to move him,’ Seraphina says. ‘It is only our technology that is keeping him alive. He too will remain under our care until he is fit to leave. We almost lost you and him to the afterlife. We failed your father when he risked everything to protect our people. We would not fail his son when he did the same.’

      ‘Thank you,’ Emma whispers. ‘For my uncle and my… my Adam.’

      Seraphina looks at me and smiles warmly.

      ‘Atlantis thanks you all,’ she declares. ‘I thank you all.’
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      ADAM: Enjoying One Last Sunset. Atlantis.

      We sit upon the sands of the beach, all of us, not far from the harbour of Atlantis. The waves lap the shore peacefully, the only sound to be heard. Emma sits with me, my arms around her and her head resting just under my chin. Nearby, Matt and Dave talk, making plans for our return home. Abbey and Tristram huddle closely and Gabriel sits with the recovering Judith, attending to her every need.

      The city behind us continues to heal, like we all do. Much was destroyed, and scars of the devastation will remain for some time, but the people have rallied, and with the help of some of us, they have already begun to rebuild. The people of the city avoided much of the destruction, but the loss of so many in defence of the island against the invaders will affect generations to come. Their funerals over the past few days have been an honour to witness and attend. They fought and died to protect their families and homes. They fought side-by-side with us. They fought for Atlantis.

      In the distance, above the waterfalls and the Walls of Poseidon, the sun is beginning to set, basking the island and the waters around it in a golden light. In our small groups, we talk quietly, still recovering and taking in the beauty of this place on what is our last night on the island. Charles, Elizabeth, General Walcott, and the remaining Winterbourne mercenaries will remain here, but tomorrow morning, the rest of us are headed for home.

      Eric and Danielle, our American allies, are with us too on the beach. Eric hugged me a little too tightly when I finally left the Royal Palace, cracking another rib, I think, but the gesture was appreciated. Danielle was a little less friendly, joking that the next time we get into trouble, to try someone else for help before them.

      Hawke is upon the sands too, sitting alone and silent, taking in this land he visited all those years ago. I know a lot weighs on him, mistakes to atone for, but his actions in the passages and chambers beneath Atlantis is at least a start.

      ‘Minotaurs, Hydras, Cerberuses, Machae,’ Emma says. ‘All these yet not a single horse with wings. I want to know where my Pegasus is.’

      ‘Do you want to see Charles soon?’ I ask Emma quietly. He is still within the Royal Palace and will remain until he recovers and wakes. With the Atlanteans, he will be safe.

      ‘Soon, but not yet,’ she replies, pulling my arms tighter around her. ‘This is nice.’

      I kiss the side of her head and hold her tight. In all honesty, I don’t want to return home and back to reality; not yet.

      Nearby, my brother and Dave talk, and I overhear some of the conversation.

      ‘…and I’ll ask as soon as I return,’ my brother says.

      ‘You’re certain?’ Dave replies. ‘I can’t say I approve of the whole arrangement, not after my own experience.’

      ‘I am one thousand percent sure,’ Matt says happily.

      ‘Well, good luck to you, then.’

      ‘Thanks. What about you?’

      ‘I’m calling Libby as soon as I can get my hands on a phone with signal,’ Dave tells him. ‘When home, I’m heading straight for her and telling her this is the last ever time I leave. I’m done, Matt. Mo more adventures for me. I have her. That’s enough.’

      ‘Wow, you sure?’ Matt questions, disappointed and sad at once.

      ‘Don’t get me wrong, the last couple of years have been both incredible and terrifying. I have seen things I didn’t think possible and didn’t believe could exist. But after this, I’m done. I’ll still help out when needed. You Hunter brothers will certainly get into trouble again sooner or later, but no more globetrotting. I’ve done enough.’

      Ahead of us, I see Gabriel hurry back to Judith, a flask of water ready for her.

      ‘Anything else you need?’ he asks hurriedly. ‘Anything else I can get you?’

      Judith doesn’t reply, she just gently kisses him on the cheek and beckons Gabriel to sit next to her.

      Beyond them, Abbey and Tristram have fallen asleep in each other’s arms.

      ‘What is Abbey’s surname, Em?’ I ask. ‘I’ve made what must be a hundred guesses and she tells me I’m still not close.’

      ‘I can’t spoil that for you!’ Emma chuckles. ‘That’d be cheating! Besides, Abbey would kill me if I told. She’s having way too much fun over it. Besides, you have about a dozen guesses in the bank from while you were away.’

      ‘I’m sorry, Em,’ I tell her, beginning a subject I’d meant to ever since our reunion. ‘I’m sorry for what happened. Leaving you and everyone at the museum when you needed us most. That was pretty crappy of us. We’re supposed to be a team…’

      ‘Yeah, you shouldn’t have done that,’ she says, punching me in the arm but instantly apologising, forgetting that’s the arm that’s still healing from the three breaks in the bone. Thankfully, the Atlantean technology has sped up the healing process.

      ‘In a way, I’m not sorry for leaving,’ I say once I’ve recovered from the blinding pain in my arm. ‘It brought us here, for this perfect moment.’

      Emma pulls my arms tight around her again. ‘Confession,’ she says quietly. ‘From pretty early on, you tried to ask me out on a date.’

      ‘And I crash and burned every time.’ I chuckle.

      She doesn’t laugh but waits a few moments before speaking again. ‘Do you remember the first time we met?’ she asks.

      ‘My first time in the hidden levels of the museum,’ I say. ‘You absolutely kicked my arse. I couldn’t ever forget that.’

      ‘No.’ She shakes her head. ‘No, there was one before that. We crossed paths in a petrol station on the road to Scotland. I was trailing you and watched as you got into a heated argument with your phone.’

      ‘Threw it and cracked the screen.’

      She laughs, then falls quiet for a moment. ‘There was another time I remember fondly too,’ Emma recalls. ‘I was in the hospital in Rome. You stole a doctor’s coat to come and see me.’

      ‘During our first adventure. The Eagle of the Ninth Legion.’

      ‘That’s the one.’ She nods. ‘I was hurt, bitten by that accursed wolf, and terrified of the flames. I asked you to stay with me and you did, holding my hand until I fell asleep.’

      ‘I didn’t want to leave you.’

      ‘It was then that I knew.’ She smiles.

      ‘Knew what?’

      ‘That I’ve always liked you, Adam. I kept turning you down because I’ve seen what happens to those in our profession when they lose someone. I didn’t want to put either of us through that, so I tried to keep my distance.’

      ‘What changed your mind?’ I ask.

      ‘We’ve seen and done so much. We’ve recovered lost artefacts, journeyed the world, stopped ancient villains and present-day maniacs. We even saved the world a few times. These adventures with you… I’ve loved every single one of them.’

      ‘You didn’t answer my question,’ I tease her, and Emma turns to look into my eyes before kissing me.

      ‘I love you, Adam Hunter,’ she whispers.
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      ALAINA: Disappearing From The World. Atlantis.

      I walk the beach barefoot, the warm sand between my toes and the sun shining above in the blue cloudless sky. With my eyes closed, the world around me is forgotten. Gone are the horrors and losses we suffered. Gone is the isolation we now find ourselves trapped within.

      ‘It is a thing of beauty, is it not, my Queen?’ Odysseus asks beside me. His head and an arm are still bandaged from the war and doom of Atlantis, but he grows stronger with each passing day.

      He urges me again, and I look and see it for myself, still barely able to believe my eyes. The island of Atlantis, what remains of it, has sunk into the ground and is surrounded by the ocean, creating immense waterfalls that can never be traversed in all directions. We few that remain, a paltry thousand of what once were so many more, are hidden down here and protected by the Walls of Poseidon beyond.

      ‘For all the world knows, Atlantis is gone,’ I tell him as his hand takes mine, our fingers entwined.

      ‘A paradise hidden away.’

      ‘Perhaps it is better that way.’

      ‘I still have ships beyond your Walls of Poseidon,’ the King of Ithaca says. ‘The caverns you had us search through the waterfalls are intact and the Greek prisoners have finished their work on the rising tunnels. They emerge close to the water’s surface and will provide passage. My people will use them to return to our ships…’

      ‘Escape you mean,’ I interrupt.

      ‘I do not want to escape you,’ he says, his voice and tone growing sombre, and his fingers tighten around mine. ‘I wish to remain here, at your side where my heart belongs, but Pandora was right…’

      ‘Your wife and son await your return,’ I reply, knowing the reason he is so conflicted.

      ‘I cannot remain here without seeing them one last time,’ he says. ‘I made promises that I am honour-bound to keep. My son, Telemachus, he would love to see this place and your people.’

      ‘And what of your wife, Penelope?’

      ‘She deserves the truth,’ he says sadly.

      ‘Then go to them you must,’ I say, though it pains me more than I thought possible after already losing so much.

      ‘I wish it were not so. I wish…’

      ‘A great many things, I am sure,’ I reply, forcing a smile.

      ‘Goodbye, my Queen,’ he tells me, taking my head in his hands, his fingers buried in my hair. Odysseus brings his lips to mine one last time.

      ‘May Poseidon watch over you,’ I whisper.

      He looks into my eyes, and I can sense he is urged to say more, to action, and perhaps even stay with me. Both of us know better than that. The King of Ithaca smiles one last time, bows low before me, and then turns to leave. I look out to the waves lapping the shore and the waterfalls beyond them, unable to watch Odysseus leave.

      Phaedra and Briseis approach, and once I am certain I cannot be overheard, I speak to my closest friends and advisors.

      ‘Once Odysseus and his Ithacans have passed through the tunnels, forever seal them so they may never be used again,’ I instruct, though it tears my heart in two that I shall never see him again.

      ‘There will be no route by which we can reach the outside world, my Queen,’ Phaedra says.

      ‘Or the outside world us,’ Briseis realises. ‘The waterfalls cannot be traversed. Odysseus will be lost to you.’

      ‘Atlantis recedes from the world,’ I state, my decision made and final. ‘The doom that took us hides us now. We will live on and only return when we and the world around us are ready. Seal the tunnels and all discovered caverns and catacombs. Atlantis will live on.’

      ‘And what of the Box?’ Briseis asks.

      Pandora’s Box has remained still and silent since it was sealed once again by chain and lock. The tremors are gone, as are the storms, the demons, and all the terrible things that befell our home. The evil within was spent but still remains, simply lying dormant.

      ‘We will continue to be its guardians,’ I declare. ‘We will uphold the oaths of our ancestors and see that it is never opened again. Let Pandora’s Box and all of Atlantis become nothing but a memory, a story and myth. Let us be forgotten.’
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      ADAM: Sharing What We Found. The Family Home, Richmond, London.

      We stand in my father’s study, our mother, Matt, and me. We have only been home a day, but Matt and I were certain that our mother needed to know what happened and what we saw. She had to read it, our father’s final words, brought all the way back from Atlantis.

      

      My dearest Jane, Matt, and Adam,

      I am so sorry I broke my promise to you and did not return home. I am not even sure if you will ever see this, but fate can play a part in our lives that we never expect. I know I have left letters for you, but this is my true goodbye.

      Jane, I am sorry that I have left you alone to raise our boys. That was never my intention, and I hope you understand my reasons. You knew from the moment we met that I would always answer the call of adventure and mystery. What greater a mystery than Atlantis? I am sorry that this pursuit took me from you. I hope you know that the adventure of life with you gave me the happiest of memories. I love you and have since the first time I saw you. Together, we were unstoppable and we created two fantastic boys. Know that when I pass, my final thoughts will not be of regret or fear, but of the truly amazing memories we created, you, me, and our boys. I love you with all my heart and I always will.

      Matt, Adam, look after your mother for me. I know she pushes you hard sometimes, but it is only with your best interests at heart. Like me, she sees that you both have so much potential. You could do anything you want and be anything you want. She loves you, and that is all that matters.

      Look after each other. The pair of you bring out the best and, at times, the worst of each other. You are brothers and you must support and trust each other. Together, you two can accomplish anything. You are stronger together. I am certain you will both make me proud. There’s a spark in you, both of you, and I am sure that whatever you decide to do with your lives, it will be great.

      It’s a big world out there, my sons. There is so much to see and do. By now, you will know what my true line of work was. Through this. I was able to experience and witness far more than I ever thought possible. I implore you to do the same. The world is waiting for you.

      See the world, experience it and all it has to offer. Have adventures and take risks. As young children, neither of you could sit still for five minutes, and I know that restlessness and eagerness for activity will take you far. Make noise and do things how you think and believe they should be done.

      I am so proud of you, my sons. I have watched you through your early years and it pains me so much to think that I will not see you grow into the men I know you will become. Men who will change this world. I am sorry that I will not be with you to see it.

      I will always be with you.

      Your loving husband and father x

      

      Her hands tremble as she reads the letter, eyes welling with tears. She doesn’t speak but gasps occasionally, emotion overwhelming her.

      ‘I will always be with you,’ our mother reads aloud. ‘Your loving husband and father.’

      She quickly places a hand to her mouth to silence the sobs that escape her. Matt and I instinctively encircle her in a big family hug.

      ‘His last thoughts were of us,’ she finally says when able to speak again.

      ‘He had family photos all around him,’ I tell her, tears flowing from all three of us now as we continue to hug. ‘We were with him at the end.’

      ‘He loved you boys so much,’ she tells us, not caring about the tears.

      ‘He loved you, Mum,’ Matt replies.

      ‘We all do,’ I add, hugging her even tighter.

      ‘He would be so proud of you,’ she says, her voice breaking with emotion but still smiling. ‘So incredibly proud of you both. All that you have done and all that you have become. I am so, so proud of you, my boys.’

      ‘Even me?’ I joke.

      ‘Both of you,’ she confirms, hugging us even tighter before the clock in our father’s study sounds on the hour.

      ‘Oh my goodness!’ our mother cries. ‘It’s getting late and we all have places to be! Especially you, Matthew! You shouldn’t be here! And Adam…’

      ‘I know, I know,’ I reply as I wipe the tears from my face. ‘I won’t forget them.’
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      ADAM: Racing Against The Clock. Richmond, London.

      ‘I can’t believe I forgot them!’ I yell at myself as I turn my motorcycle at the next corner and thunder down the narrow alleyway. ‘I can’t be late!

      I dare to check my watch and curse myself as I see the time. Even with every shortcut and trick I know, it will be a close call. As I emerge from the alleyway, a car horn sounds, and I barely miss the bumper and bonnet of a passing van. Large, filthy puddles cover the road ahead from the morning’s rain, and I’m forced to slow down to avoid them. Against my chest, I feel the small bundle resting in the inside pocket of my jacket, a treasure I have to get to my destination. Failure isn’t an option, and I can’t believe I let this mess happen.

      I then see it, the car ahead of me. It stands out from all other traffic and it’s what I had been hoping to avoid. I glimpse white material inside, the sight of which fills me with dread. They are heading for the same destination as me, and I can’t let them reach it first. I have to beat them. This is bigger than life or death.

      The jacket of my suit billows behind me as my motorcycle accelerates and hurtles down the street. I turn a sharp corner and then down a one-way street, thankful that the roads are quiet but for a single car oncoming. Its horn blares as we near, but I mount the empty pavement without slowing to let the car pass before thundering back down onto the street again with a hard bump. I quickly check that the package is still in my jacket pocket, as I have a hundred times since recovering it. I can’t lose the prized possession, not now, and I have to deliver it intact and as fast as I can.

      At the next junction is a left-hand turn, but I know I need to get to the other side of the small park ahead of me. In my mirrors, I see the car approaching behind, and in my mind, the decision is instantly made. Again, I force my motorcycle to mount the pavement and across the paths.

      Shouts of fright and alarm are cried from people nearby, picnickers and families enjoying the sunny day. There’s even a class of schoolchildren who take great joy in the ‘mad biker’, cheering as I pass them. I steer clear of everyone I can but barely slow as I know I’m running out of time. I cut through between the trees and circle a pond with its tall fountain before then ascending a hill. From there, I can see the destination, its tall spire urging me on. I use the momentum of the hill and soar down, narrowly avoiding a dozen runners and a group of cyclists.

      As I emerge from the park and rejoin the road, looking ahead and knowing my destination is so close now, I fail to check if the street is clear. A truck looms over me, horn blaring and lights flashing. I cut away and cross the road just in time, the truck barely missing me. I’m nearly thrown over and off by the force of the truck as it passes me, but I soldier on and come to a skidding stop outside my destination.

      With a turn of the key, I kill the motorcycle’s engine before leaping off. In my haste, I fail to extend the stand and it crashes to the ground.

      ‘Damn it,’ is all I can mutter, no time to recover the bike as I hurry to the entrance of the towering building and its spire.

      I run, forcing open the large wooden doors and hurrying inside. A great chorus of music sounds, and I feel the eyes of over a hundred people turn towards me from their seats in the pews.

      ‘Stop! Stop!’ Matt calls out from the far side, standing at the altar in his finest suit. ‘It’s just Adam!’

      The music dies down and all the people around me let out a sigh of disappointment. I run down the aisle, hearing the engine of the car pulling up outside the church.

      ‘Took your time,’ Matt says as I join him near the altar. ‘Take that helmet off!’

      I only then realise that I still have my motorcycle helmet on and hurriedly remove it.

      ‘You look a right state,’ Dave says as he and Gabriel rise from their seats to stand behind my brother as groomsmen.

      He’s not wrong. My shirt is untucked, my tie tangled and loose, and my hair is an utter mess. I try to tidy myself up and notice that some of the congregation are still looking at me. My mother, wearing an absurdly large hat, looks on with the biggest I-told-you-so look, as Emma, Abbey, Tristram, Judith, Duncan, and Sara all laugh and cheer. Several of my aunts and uncles are seated behind them, and in their care are my niece, Zoe, and my nephew, Zack.

      I look at Emma and blow her a kiss, earning a look of disbelief and a smile all the same.

      ‘Got the rings this time?’ Dave asks as he helps me with my tie.

      ‘I cannot believe you forgot them.’ Gabriel laughs. ‘That’s a lie, I can believe it, but still… you had one job…’

      ‘And I have delivered,’ I say as I pull the package from my jacket pocket, a small box containing the rings. One for Matt, and one for…

      ‘Good luck, bro,’ I tell Matt as I take my place behind him as best man.

      ‘Thank you,’ he says to me, ‘for everything. I wouldn’t want anyone else standing with me for this. The only one missing is Dad.’

      ‘He is with us,’ I say, looking up to a window above us and the light shining through. ‘Our mother was right. He’d be proud of you.’

      ‘Of us both. Actually, maybe not you for forgetting the rings.’

      ‘I’m never going to live that down, am I?’

      ‘Never.’ Matt laughs.

      The church organs play once again, and I turn to see Kathryn Berry, Kat to most of us, standing at the entrance wearing a stunning white dress and veil. She leads a procession towards us, and despite the veil covering much of her face, I can see a beaming smile beneath.

      I look at my brother and see the same smile on his face too, and the hint of tears in his eyes. Despite all we have seen, the relics, treasures, places, and people, and all we have done as hunters of the British Museum, it is the sight of his wife-to-be that leaves him utterly stunned.

      I have never been prouder of him than in this moment.
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      ADAM: A Strange Summons. The Abandoned Down Street Tube Station. London Underground, England.

      The trip down here was just as fun as last time; avoiding tube trains, packs of rats, and jumping at the shadows and the screams of the ghosts of Amun-Ra and the Black Nun. I read the note in my hands over and over as I stand outside the big steel door in the darkened hallway.

      THE BURROW, 12:00. DON’T BE LATE

      A sound startles me, and I raise my flashlight, seeing another torch shine straight back at me.

      ‘You too, birthday boy?’ Matt’s voice calls to me from the darkness as he approaches. ‘Eighteen years old now. Shouldn’t you be celebrating?’

      ‘Shouldn’t you be on your way to your honeymoon?’ I reply.

      ‘I’ve got a couple of hours,’ my brother says before raising his own note identical to mine. ‘Besides, had to come and see what this was about. Thought it might’ve been from you.’

      ‘I thought it was from you,’ I say before my concern then grows. ‘You think this is anything to be worried about?’

      ‘Only one way to see,’ Matt says.

      ‘Yeah, sure. I’ll lead the way.’ I chuckle nervously.

      ‘Wait, you heard anything from Duncan?’ my brother asks.

      ‘Nothing since he went away all of a sudden,’ I reply sadly. ‘I’ve left messages without reply, and there’s no one at the house. Not even Sara has heard from him, not since he said he had to leave and didn’t know when he would return. That was before everything that happened in Atlantis.’

      ‘So, he doesn’t know about Elizabeth?’

      ‘He has no idea what happened to his mother.’

      ‘Give him time. He’ll show, and the two of you can have that long, likely very awkward conversation.’

      ‘I hope so,’ I reply, really not knowing how it will go. ‘Anyway, task at hand. Shall we?’

      The door opens, no lock, and we enter The Burrow, Winston Churchill’s secret bunker where he and the War Cabinet sought safety during the Blitz of London, the Second World War. There are tables covered in maps, old and forgotten radios, British army uniforms, stopped clocks, and posters from the 1940s. There’s more equipment and crates of lost supplies, all abandoned and covered in dust. Past all the rooms is a single steel door, a digital keypad the only piece of modern technology in the facility.

      ‘Cursum perficio,’ I say as I type in the password. ‘Finish the race.’

      ‘Finish the journey,’ Matt replies as the heavy steel door slowly swings open.

      ‘It’s about time,’ a voice greets us as the door opens, and others cheer.

      Emma, Abbey, Dave… they’re all here, in what was our father and Charles’s old base of operations. They look at us with big smiles, beckoning us inside and wishing me a happy birthday. Hugs all round, and a hearty handshake from Dave. The last time Matt and I were in the Burrow, the place had been disused for years, abandoned since our father went missing, the power barely running, and dust covering everything. Now, though, it’s clear that some hard work has been put into this upgrade.

      New lighting, new computers, laptops, and screens; even an improvement to the audio system, though our father’s old AC/DC collection is still playing. New folders fill a cabinet on one side of the room, listing previous hunts including Rome, the Great Sand Sea, the Lost Nazi Gold Train, Wallachia, and many more. The newest one is Atlantis, much larger than any other. Upon another wall is a map of the world, pins denoting places our father and Charles visited, along with photographs of the sites and people from around the world they saw and met. There are new pins and new photographs too that match our own destinations and adventures.

      Upon another wall, I spot a weaponry and equipment rack, Dave’s rifle, Emma’s handguns, two sets of the technologically-advanced headsets, and a whole host of other devices, all ready for when needed.

      ‘Hang on, when did you get that?’ I ask, pointing to my Atlantean bow already in the weaponry rack. ‘That was at my parents’ house!’

      ‘You’re not the only one with thieving hands.’ Emma smiles.

      ‘You three did all this?’ Matt asks with wonder as we both continue to look around us.

      ‘It was Abbey mainly,’ Dave explains. ‘She put in all the work, did the upgrades, and got this place ready to go.’

      ‘Well, we’ve no idea when or even if we’ll be allowed back into the museum,’ Abbey explains.

      ‘The United Nations Security Council still holds authority and control of the world’s collections,’ Dave says. ‘The British Museum, the Louvre… until they can conduct the investigation of Bowen Inc. and Winterbourne, thanks to the intel we provided.’

      ‘So, I figured we could make do just fine here for now,’ Abbey continues. ‘Just like your dad did with Charles. Dave helped me with the heavy lifting, plus, I got my techy boyfriend to help out, of course. We set aside a desk for you two…’

      She points to a single desk, our father’s desk, his photographs of my mother, Matt, and me, along with trophies, the model airplane, and other mementos of our family kept in place.

      ‘This was all your idea?’ I ask her, amazed.

      ‘Not bad for a birthday present, eh?’ she says with a wink.

      ‘Thank you.’ I laugh as I continue to look at our new base of operations, my father’s legacy.

      ‘It turns out someone else had the same idea,’ Abbey replies with a knowing grin, and she picks up a letter. ‘I found this when I came down here to explore. It was addressed to all of us.’

      The envelope reads MY TEAMS OF THE BRITISH MUSEUM.

      ‘Charles,’ Matt and I say, as Abbey takes the letter out to read aloud.

      ‘My friends,’ she begins. ‘If you are finding this letter, then you have safely returned home, and for that, I am thankful. It will likely mean that I didn’t return, for some reason or another. That is okay. I have had my time. I’ve seen the world and protected it. I have done my part, and if my time is over, then that just means that it’s now your turn.’

      Abbey pauses for a moment, all of us feeling the emotion of the moment. Charles remains in Atlantis, still healing. I know we had our falling out, but it very much feels like a large part of the team is not with us.

      ‘I brought you together,’ Abbey continues when ready, ‘and though you have faced trials and hardships, you have proven yourselves time and again to be the saviours we needed. You have endured so much, but still, you persevere. That you are here now, reading this letter, I hope means that you will continue our work. There is a big world out there and a lot of history still uncovered. If you still want it, this life is yours, even without me or some higher authority bossing you around. None of you did well with rules or even the occasional law anyway. My point is, I am proud of you, all of you, for how far you have come and how far you still have ahead of you. I wish you all the luck in the world, and thank you for placing your trust in me. Until next time, Charles Lovell.’

      We all remain silent for a moment, Charles’s words pulling at our hearts.

      ‘The old man still has a way with words, doesn’t he?’ Dave remarks.

      ‘We’ll see him again soon,’ I say with certainty, gripping Emma’s hand tight in mine. ‘He just needs time.’

      ‘Time,’ Matt says with a quick look at his watch.

      ‘Your flight?’ I ask. ‘Your new wife of two days won’t be happy if you’re late for the honeymoon.’

      ‘I’ve got a couple of hours,’ my brother replies, clearly eager to stay for a little while longer.

      Dave’s phone rings, and he quickly takes the call.

      ‘Signal down here?’ I remark with surprise.

      ‘Abbey sorted us out,’ Dave explains. ‘We are all good to go… after this call. It’s Libby, probably checking what time we’re going to visit her mother in...’

      ‘Prison,’ Abbey says cheerily.

      ‘We try not to use that word,’ Dave replies, before returning to his phone conversation. ‘Libby says hi… and asks when she can see Adam shot with paintballs again?’

      ‘Soon, I hope!’ Emma cheers.

      ‘I’ll second that,’ Abbey adds, earning a fist-bump from Emma before she turns to me. ‘Today’s guess?’

      ‘How about, after our Greek adventure, Rhodes. Abbey Rhodes?’ I guess.

      ‘Say that again?’ Abbey asks, concern on her face.

      ‘Rhodes?’ I say excitedly. Have I finally got her?

      ‘Nope, but the closest yet,’ Abbey says with a grin.

      ‘Close to Rhodes… how about Ro…’ I begin before she stops me.

      ‘No, nope! Stop right there,’ she says with her hands raised. ‘You’ve had your guess of the day.’

      ‘But I’ll forget this come tomorrow,’ I plead.

      ‘That’s what I’m counting on.’ She winks.

      ‘What is that?’ Matt asks, ignoring our daily wind-up and focusing on the furthest wall of the room, where something is hidden beneath a sizeable sheet.

      ‘We were waiting on you two,’ Abbey says as she reaches up and pulls away the sheet, revealing a large world map that covers nearly the entire wall. There is a small LED light within each country, though none are lit.

      ‘This was your father’s base,’ Abbey explains as she indicates to a large power switch on the wall. ‘You should be the ones to recommission it.’

      ‘Golden boy.’ I offer the opportunity to Matt.

      ‘No, I insist,’ he replies. I don’t need to be told twice, the switch appearing to me like a typical big red button that has to be pushed.

      I lift the switch and instantly hear the soft groan of a generator kicking to life. The map hums and flickers on, a soft light illuminating the world. We all look on as, within moments, one of the lights activates, the LED for Mexico. Shortly after, another light flickers to life in Norway, and another in Japan.

      ‘Hang on, we have audio coming through too,’ Abbey says, and with the flick of a few switches, we hear voices over the audio system.

      ‘…message for Charles Lovell and the British Museum…’

      ‘…any form of aid! We’ve uncovered something…’

      ‘…dangerous! They’re saying it’s cursed! We’ve already suffered casualties and…’

      ‘We’ve got work to do,’ Dave says with conviction.

      ‘All of us,’ Emma says with a big smile on her face, still gripping my hand tight. ‘Together.’

      ‘You ready for this, Hunters?’ Abbey asks us, eyes still upon the world map, wide with wonder.

      ‘I am if you are,’ Matt says to me, our father’s lighter in his hand. ‘A year in this life. You ready for more?’

      ‘The journey’s not over yet,’ I reply, hand on our father’s Saint Christopher medallion at my chest, a grin on my face as I wonder what adventure lies ahead of us next.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            HISTORICAL NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      Atlantis was always at the top of my list for adventures to come, going all the way back to the first book in the series. The legend of the sunken city/island is one of the biggest myths that has ever been known, and as such, I was always keen for Adam and the Relic Hunters to explore it.

      Much of the information about Atlantis that exists is thanks to the Greek philosopher, Plato. Plato’s recordings, descriptions, and even a map make up most of what we know about Atlantis. From Plato’s writings, Atlantis sounds like a real, living, breathing place, engulfed and destroyed by a tremendous cataclysm that wiped the island and its people out of existence.

      Today, hundreds if not thousands of people devote their lives hunting for Atlantis. I lost track of the number of books, films, and TV series about the myth or depicting attempts to find the legendary sunken island.

      Of course Adam and the Relic Hunters were going to seek it out one day.
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