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Prologue



For the first time in almost a month, Lara Croft was comfortable.

She was back home, in the study at Croft Manor, sprawled out in a red leather chair. On the table to her left was a mug of tea and a plate of scones—cinnamon walnut, fresh from the oven. Plutarch’s Lives was open in her lap, there was a warm compress on her neck, and Coltrane playing gently in the background.

She did not intend on moving for several hours and only then to make her way into a hot bath. Then to bed. Up in the morning and repeat again till relaxed. A week or so should do it, she calculated—dispel the ghosts of Von Croy and Eckhardt from her mind, give the bruises she’d obtained in Prague and Paris time to heal.

When she heard the study door creak open, she frowned.

“No,” she said without looking up. “Resting. Incommunicado.”

She waited for the door to shut.

Instead, she heard the sound of a throat clearing. High-pitched, hesitant.

Bryce.

“Don’t make me get out of this chair,” she said. She wet a finger, and turned a page.

“Er,” Bryce replied. “It’s just…”

His voice trailed off. His footsteps edged closer. She looked up from the book.

Bryce was staring past her, at the scones.

“Oh my.” He sniffed the air. “Are those cinnamon?”

“Cinnamon walnut.”

He smiled, and actually licked his lips. “Really?”

She glared at him.

Bryce was her tech man—resident geek. Kept her equipment—weapons, communications systems, transport vehicles, etc.—in tip-top shape. She was glad to have him around…usually.

“One,” she said, holding out the plate.

He snatched the biggest and started cramming it into his mouth.

“Now off with you,” Lara said, putting down the scones. “I’m on downtime. Unavailable. System maintenance, to put in terms you’ll find easily comprehensible.”

“Mmm,” Bryce said. “I understand.” He licked his fingers. “Delicious. Hillary never makes these for me.”

“It’s because you’re a pain in the arse.”

Bryce looked shocked.

“I mean that in the nicest way possible,” Lara said. “Now shoo—exit stage left. Close the door behind you.”

“I—”

“Go,” Lara repeated firmly. “Don’t make me lay hands on you.”

She turned to the Plutarch again. She was skipping around in it—no reason for her to study up any further on Pericles or Alexander, she’d done those two to death, and she never bothered with the Romans because she’d long ago decided that they were soldiers and nothing more—as far as culture was concerned they’d simply followed in the footsteps of the Greeks and appropriated whatever they…

Her musings puttered to a halt.

Footsteps, she thought. She hadn’t heard Bryce’s.

She looked up. He had, in fact, not moved at all.

He smiled. “Good stopping point?”

She sighed heavily and pinched the bridge of her nose.

“Bryce. Am I not making myself clear?”

“You’re clear, you’re clear,” he said quickly. “I just thought you’d want to see this.”

“This” was a sheet of paper, which he held up with both hands, turned toward her. A computer printout—a photograph.

“That looks like the ocean,” Lara said.

“It is,” Bryce agreed.

“Why would I be interested in the ocean?”

“You’re not. What you might be interested in is this.” He pointed at the middle of the picture, though from where she sat Lara couldn’t see at what.

“Come closer,” she said.

“It’s a wooden something or other,” Bryce supplied. “An artifact, to put it in terms you’d find easily comprehensible. With a very interesting carving on the face of it—” He pointed again. “Here.”

Bryce was closer now—close enough that Lara could just barely make out the object he was talking about, floating in the middle of the sea. And on it, a geometric design of some sort—a representation of the sun, she realized. No, a star—an eight-pointed star, with—

Lara bolted upright. The Plutarch slid to the floor with a resounding thump.

An eight-pointed star.

“Let me see that,” she said, standing.

Bryce shrank backward, mistaking her interest for anger.

Lara crossed the remaining distance between them in two quick steps and snatched the photo from him.

It was, indeed, an eight-pointed star.

The emblem of Alexander the Great.

“Where?” she demanded, shifting her focus from the picture to Bryce.

“The Aegean, as I said. Thirty-six point seven-four degrees north by—”

She grabbed his arm. He winced.

“Show me,” she said and marched him out of the study, double-time.

 

Less than a minute later, they were standing in front of a huge flat-screen monitor. The screen displayed a landmass shaped like a backward C. There were two small islands in its empty center and another, slightly larger one to the northwest of it.

She recognized the area immediately.

“This is Santorini.” She pointed at the largest island, the backward C. “That’s Thera.”

“Yes.” Bryce smiled. There was a walnut stuck in between his two front teeth. “Very impressive.”

Not really, Lara thought, but didn’t bother to say it out loud because any archaeologist—and certainly any tomb raider—worth their salt would have recognized the island group just as quickly, Thera having been the site of a spectacular eruption almost four thousand years ago, an event that destroyed Minoan civilization and gave rise to the myth of Atlantis. And of course there was Akrotiri, a Minoan-era city on Thera itself, an excavation that had unearthed some of the most spectacular finds of the last twenty years. An excavation that her father had played a prominent role in, which had fixed the island—and its importance—permanently in her own mind.

“There was an eruption fifteen minutes ago,” Bryce was saying. “Fairly minor—three point eight on the Richter, but what it did—here, I’ll show you.” He began feverishly typing on the keyboard.

Lara sat back again, letting Bryce do his thing, taking in the whole of the tech center—what he liked to call the mansion’s “control room”—and shaking her head.

The place was a disaster area—a mess of cable, and monitors, and spare parts scattered haphazardly around the room. He’d put the helicopter simulator back online, as well, if she wasn’t mistaken—and given the size of the joystick controller off to the right, she didn’t think she was—which she’d told him more than once was a disastrously bad idea. The notion of someone as easily distractable as Bryce flying a helicopter…

Not for the first time, Lara wondered if actually sectioning off part of Croft Manor for Bryce’s use had been a good idea. Perhaps she should have done as Hillary suggested—build him a shed next to the trailer he insisted on living in, right next to the manor. But Bryce had been so persuasive about the benefits of having the house “wired,” she’d gone along with his desires.

Someone laid a hand on her shoulder. She turned and saw Hillary standing over her.

“This does not look like rest,” Hillary said.

She smiled and laid her hand over his. “Don’t worry—Bryce is doing the work. I’m just observing.”

He frowned. Hillary was her man Friday—his family had served the Crofts for more than a generation. He’d lived in the manor longer than Lara had, knew things about it—about the Crofts, about Lara—that she’d long ago forgotten.

He also knew about Prague, and ever since Lara’s return, had been watching over her like a mother hen.

“Where’s your tea?” He frowned, and looked around the room. “I’ll get you some more tea.”

“Not necessary,” she said. “I’m fine.”

“Won’t be a minute,” Hillary said, heading off in the direction of the kitchen.

“Here we are,” Bryce announced. “This is fifteen minutes ago.”

Lara turned back to the monitor. It showed Thera as it looked from several hundred feet up, whitewashed stone buildings coating the hillside, the narrow cobblestoned streets, the churches, a tavern—

“Bryce,” Lara said, suddenly realizing something. “Where are these images coming from?”

“No need to worry.” He spoke without turning around to face her.

Lara frowned. “Tell me you’re not tied in to Langley again.” She did not want to have to deal with the Americans again. The last time they had caught Bryce hijacking their signals, she’d had to fly to Washington and kiss ass for a week to prevent them from starting extradition proceedings.

If he was doing it again…

“No, no,” Bryce said quickly. “These are courtesy of a ZY-Three out of Jiquan command center. And it’s all legit, believe me. Well, at least as legit as you can get doing this sort of thing.”

Lara frowned. “Out of where?”

“Jiquan Command Center. Gansu Province.”

Lara looked at the images again, and shook her head. “These are off a Chinese satellite?”

“Yes, that’s right.”

“The Chinese don’t have anything nearly this powerful.”

“Not officially.” He smiled again. “But I’ve made a friend, recently—on one of the AI forums the other night, and we got to chatting, and of course I asked him what he did, and it turns out he’s one of the surveillance monitors for—”

“Enough,” Lara said, holding up a hand. “As long as it’s not Langley, I can deal.”

“It’s not Langley,” Bryce said. “Ah.” He pointed at the monitor. “Watch this.”

Whoever was controlling the satellite’s focus—Bryce’s friend, perhaps?—had found something of interest. The camera zoomed in closer on the town—Fira, or Oia, possibly even Merovigli, where she’d spent one idyllic summer as a teenager—and stopped.

They were looking at a wooden deck, perched precariously on a cliff overlooking the ocean. A large portion of the deck was covered by a white tent—no, not a tent, a thinner cloth, a canopy, almost transparent to the satellite. Beneath the canopy, Lara saw movement—people, dozens of them. On the portion of the deck not covered by the canopy, tables were set up, filled with people eating, drinking, in mostly formal wear…

Lara suddenly realized she was looking at a wedding.

The people moving underneath the canopy were dancing.

“Your friend,” Lara said, smiling, “is somewhat of a voyeur.”

“Well,” Bryce said. “Er.”

The camera moved away. Naturally—as high up as the satellite was, it couldn’t focus on such a small area for long.

Except that a split second later, the satellite was focused on the wedding again. From farther off, and at a different angle this time—one that let it peer underneath the tent. Lara caught a glimpse of guests in formal dress, arms clasped around each other, making a circle—she marveled at the resolution the satellite was capable of—when suddenly the image on the monitor wavered.

The dancing stopped.

“That was shock number one,” Bryce announced. He pointed to another monitor just to the right of the one they were watching, which showed an X-Y graph. “Two point seven on the Richter.”

Guests milled about on the screen.

The image wavered again. This time, Lara saw objects on the monitor actually shake. For a second, she feared the entire deck might topple off the mountain and plunge into the sea.

“Shock number two,” Bryce announced. “Three point eight.”

The white canopy collapsed, covering dozens of people. The cloth rippled and surged. The bride sat down on the deck, and put her head in her hands.

The satellite moved off again. A second later, she was looking at the ocean. And as she watched, something popped to the surface and rested there, bobbing on the current.

The artifact Bryce had shown her, bearing the symbol of Alexander the Great. The eight-pointed star.

The earthquake had clearly disturbed something, but what…

“Can you go in closer on that?” she asked Bryce, pointing at the screen.

Bryce nodded. She watched the image grow larger, theories about what might have happened—what the earthquake might have disturbed—running through her mind. A shipwreck, perhaps—that seemed the most likely candidate, although—

“Terrible resolution at this size,” Bryce said. “Hold on a minute.”

He keyed in a few more commands. Lara watched as the image grew sharper and sharper, till Bryce leaned back with a satisfied smile.

Lara leaned forward, and studied the carving intently.

The first thing that struck her was how sharp the lines of the carving were.

“No decomposition,” she said.

“It can’t be very old then, can it?” Bryce asked.

“One would think so.” It couldn’t be from a shipwreck, either, she thought. So then what—

“It has that look, though—something out of another time,” he said. “That’s why I came to you.”

“It does at that,” Lara said, trying to remember if had Alexander ever traveled to Thera during his lifetime, which of his generals had inherited that portion of the empire. Her memory of Plutarch, clearly, was not as up to snuff as she’d thought.

She looked at the artifact on the screen again, watched as it rolled over slowly in the current, as the eight-pointed star disappeared beneath the ocean…

And Lara gasped.

On the other side of the piece, just coming into view, was another carving, even more detailed. This was of the moon—and etched within it, the instantly recognizable image of Alexander himself.

Now she knew what the earthquake had disturbed. Where the artifact had come from.

Lara smiled, and stood up again. The aches and pains she’d been all too aware of for the last few days were suddenly no longer with her.

“I’ve got to go pack,” she announced. “Make a few phone calls.”

On her way out the door, she brushed past a surprised-looking Hillary, carrying another pot of tea and more scones.

“Lara?” he called after.

“Lara?” Bryce chimed in, his voice just reaching her as she reached the foot of the main staircase. “What is it? It’s obviously something.”

“Oh, yes indeed,” she called back. “It’s something, all right.”








One



Gus Petraki came down the ladder from the wheelhouse to find his eldest son Nicholas waiting for him on the deck.

“Papa, hey. Papa, listen.” Nicholas had stripped to the waist. He had diving tanks on, and held a mask in his right hand. “Let me go down, scout things out for you, all right? Take a quick look, come back, give you the lay of the land, okay?”

Gus shook his head. “No. I said we’d wait, and we’ll wait.”

“But—”

“No.” Gus glared at his son. “Take the tanks off, and go keep watch off the back, all right?”

Nicholas glared, then spun on his heels, heading for the stern, cursing under his breath. Gus smiled, watched as his son shrugged off the tanks. Nicholas was a good boy, even if he was a little impatient. Not without cause—time was of the essence here, but it wouldn’t do any good for Nicholas to go down, he didn’t have the expertise, the knowledge to know what he was looking for. Or looking at, for that matter.

Gus turned his back on Nicholas and headed toward the front of the boat.

His youngest, Jimmy, staring off the bow through a pair of binoculars, turned at his approach.

“Anything?” Gus asked.

“No.” Jimmy passed the binoculars to his father. “They’re all still down there.”

Gus took the glasses and scanned the horizon, then focused downward, into the ocean itself. The water was a deep, dark blue, and clear down to three meters, which was about as good as it ever got. There was no sign of Kristos, or Leyden, or any of their divers.

He passed the glasses back to Jimmy and looked at his watch. Half an hour since the divers had gone in the water. Too long—he had a sinking feeling in his stomach that they’d found something else.

“You know, Papa, we could call Kristos.”

Gus glared, and started to open his mouth. Before he could squeeze out a word, Jimmy went on hurriedly.

“No, no, hear me out. I know him—you know him, twenty years, right? You know he’d rather work with us than with Leyden, Papa. Yes?”

Gus could only frown and nod reluctantly.

“Yes, but—”

“Yes, you see?” Jimmy smiled. “And we’ve got those, right? He doesn’t have anything like those.”

Jimmy pointed off toward the back of the ship, and Gus didn’t have to look to know he was talking about the DPVs. Personal diving vehicles, three of them, the pride and joy—and the bread and butter—of his salvage business. Gus had been doing salvage for three decades now, hiring out the Konstantinos and himself to treasure seekers, fortune hunters, family members looking to find loved ones (or their remains) lost at sea—and only during the last five years, with those sleds, had he been able to turn a consistent profit.

Gus nodded. “Yes, Kristos doesn’t have anything like the sleds. But neither did we before that business with the Natla woman, and the Scion. And don’t forget who’s responsible for that, hey?”

“I didn’t forget,” Jimmy said. “But look at how many ships there are. How many divers are going down. We have to—”

“Wait,” Gus interrupted. “We have to wait.”

Jimmy frowned.

Gus ruffled his son’s hair.

If Nicholas was impatient, Jimmy was just the opposite. Considered and calm—a little too much of the thinker, for his taste. Join forces with Kristos? Hah. That would be the day.

Thing was, his sons were right. He didn’t know how much longer he could afford to stand by and watch. There might not be anything left to find by the time—

“They’re moving,” Jimmy said.

He pointed off the starboard side of the Konstantinos, to the other boats. They had indeed started moving, heading northwest, toward the straits between Thera and Therasia.

“Let’s stay close!” Gus shouted up to his pilot, Stefano, in the wheelhouse.

A few seconds later, he heard the motor come to life, and the Konstantinos inched forward. Gus went and stood by the railing. Something was happening, that was for sure—the other boats were all converging on a single spot in the ocean.

He pulled out his cell phone, punched the redial button, and waited.

“We’re sorry. All circuits are busy at this time. Please try your call again later.”

He restrained himself—barely—from throwing the phone in the ocean and looked at his watch. It only confirmed what he knew already.

Close to two hours past their scheduled rendezvous time. He didn’t think they could wait much longer.

“They found another one!”

That was Nicholas, behind him, pointing off into the distance. Where a handful of divers had just surfaced, holding something roughly the size and shape of a man propped up between them.

The divers passed it along to waiting crew on one of the other boats, who started lifting it up out of the water.

Another statue. Damn it.

“Mark their location!” He shouted up to Stefano as he walked around the wheelhouse again, to the back of the boat. Jimmy followed him, his binoculars out and trained on the divers.

“Can’t make out the statue, but—that’s the Frenchman,” Jimmy said. He swung the binoculars around to focus on the other ship. “And over there…Kristos.”

Gus shook his head. He picked up the cell phone again and punched redial. Got the same recording.

He sighed, and stared out to sea.

“They’re all here…all except one.” He made a decision. “Follow Kristos. When he dives, we dive. Maybe we’ll get lucky and find whatever it is…”

He frowned. The phone was making a buzzing noise now. No. Not the phone.

He turned, behind him, in the direction of the harbor.

Something was coming up behind them. Fast.

Gus squinted into the distance. It was a boat—three boats, very small, moving very quickly, and—

No. Not boats at all. Jet-skis. Three of them. The one in the middle, now pulling ahead of the other two, going way too fast, but whoever was riding it was an expert, he was—

No. Not he.

Gus broke into a big smile.

“Hey!” he heard Jimmy shout. “Isn’t that—?”

Gus laughed. “You’re damn right it is.”

“Better late than never….” Nicholas said.

Gus nodded, still watching as the jet-skis got closer. Still moving very quickly.

Too quickly, he realized.

“She’s not slowing down.” Jimmy frowned. “Why isn’t she slowing down?”

Jimmy turned to his brother, whose eyes went wide as the lead jet-ski approached the Konstantinos. Barreling straight toward them. Collision course.

Except at the last second, the skier cut her engine, and started to brake—sharply to the right, away from the ship.

Gus saw what was about to happen, and leaned back from the railing.

Jimmy and Nicholas watched, transfixed—

And got showered with a few dozen gallons of seawater. Jimmy sputtered, wiped his face.

“You were asking? Why she wasn’t slowing down?” Nicholas said, glaring at his brother.

“Pay attention, boys,” Gus said. “The wake.”

He pointed off the side of the boat with one hand, holding onto the railing with the other. Jimmy and Nicholas just managed to get handholds, as well, and then the wake from the jet-ski caught up to the Konstantinos, and the ship rolled. Big wake. Big waves.

The skier wasn’t done with her fancy moves yet.

She came in hard again, used one of the wake waves as a ramp, and shot high up in the air.

Gus’s mouth dropped open as his head leaned back and he followed her flight. Up in the air, into a flip—a flip, with a jet-ski!—and then back down again, at a dead stop, six inches from the Konstantinos’ s ladder.

The skier brushed the hair out of her eyes and looked up at the boat.

“Hello, Gus.” She looked over at Nicholas and Jimmy. “Boys.”

She climbed up on deck. Gus folded his arms, and tried to look angry. “Half the world’s raiders are already here. You make us wait.”

“You know I can’t resist a bit of fun…forgive me?”

The skier stood before him, waiting.

“Lara Croft,” he said, shaking his head. “All grown up.”

Gus glanced from her, then over to his soaking wet sons, and back again.

Then he broke into a big smile.

He could never stay mad at Lara Croft.

“Of course, Lara. You’re here. All is forgiven.”

He patted her on the cheek.

Lara smiled, then turned to look at Nicholas and Jimmy, who were helping unload her things.

“How are you two?”

“Wet,” Nicholas called back, without looking up. “And I don’t forgive you—not just yet.”

Jimmy grunted his assent.

“You two ought to know me better,” Lara said, bending down to give the boys a hand. Seeing the three of them, together again—Gus thought back to the summer that Lara had spent with the Petrakis, in Merovigli—Lara and Jimmy and Nicholas had been practically inseparable. Always fooling around. Diving off the boat, pushing one another into the water. It seemed like yesterday.

It was, he realized, close to fifteen years ago.

Lara straightened up again and smiled.

“It’s good to see you again, Gus.”

“It’s good to see you, too, Lara.”

“Thanks for waiting. I’m so sorry I was late.” She looked off the starboard, to where the other divers were going down again, and laid a hand on his shoulder.

“It’s all right.” Gus covered her hand with his own, then turned toward the back of the boat. “Come on. Let’s get to it.”
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Lara had been up before dawn this morning, just in time to pass Bryce on his way to bed, and stop him, ask him obtain one more series of images she realized might be helpful in her task. Getting those pictures proved more time-consuming than she’d thought, so she’d missed her flight at Heathrow, had to grab a second, later one, which hadn’t gotten her into Athens till eleven, local time. Still, she’d been at Thera by one, and alongside the Konstantinos on her jet-ski half an hour later. Yes, two hours behind the schedule she and Gus had agreed to the night before, which she was sorry for, but there’d been no way of avoiding the delay. And Gus’s anger had been almost entirely feigned, she decided—and the boys were simply mad at her for one-upping them with the jet-ski stunt. She was sure they’d be seeking revenge for that soaking soon enough.

It was wrong to think of Nicholas and Jimmy as boys—they were grown men now, and Gus—

Well, Gus was older. Five years since she’d last seen him, and he’d aged twenty in that time. Not recognizable at all as the man she first met, during that long-ago summer when she was thirteen and in the middle of a cross-continent “excursion” arranged by her guardian at the time, Miss Stehlik. The excursion consisted of attending every stuffy society event on the continent, doing the things that were expected of a “proper” young English girl, heir to the renowned Croft name, a few scant years away from her majority.

Lara had been bored to tears by all of it—the dances, the teas, the dinners, the talk of who was spending the summer where, which plays were must-sees, which restaurants must-experiences, what clothes were in style and what weren’t…she just wasn’t interested.

What made it even worse, of course, was that their travels had taken them so close to places she’d been dreaming about all her life, places her father, Lord Richard Croft, had drawn for her in bright, vivid detail in the stories he used to tell her before bedtime. Stories about Lascaux, and the cave paintings found there—the Great Hall of the Bulls, the Shaft of the Dead Man, the most miraculous example of paleolithic art on the planet—

—And they’d passed a sign for it, Lascaux Cave, right on the highway from Bordeaux heading east, and Lara shouted for the driver to stop, and Miss Stehlik ignored her request completely, insisting they were on a tight schedule.

Lara hadn’t spoken a word to her guardian for a week.

It wasn’t that long afterward that they’d found themselves on the road to Naples, and suddenly, there was Pompeii—Pompeii, for God’s sake, she didn’t need her father to tell her stories to know about Pompeii—though she did have to refresh Miss Stehlik’s memory about the town in order to get her to pull off the road for even an hour so Lara could run through the site, which had resulted in a temporary truce between the two of them…

Until they were on the road to Athens, heading south from Thessaloniki, and drove right past Philip II’s tomb—Philip of Macedon, Alexander the Great’s father, inventor of the phalanx, the cavalry formation with which his son conquered the world. Without Philip, Lara’s own father had been fond of saying, there would have been no Alexander.

“Daddy surely would have wanted me to see this, Miss Stehlik,” Lara had pleaded—all to no avail, no chinking her guardian’s armor on this one because they were on a tight schedule, on the clock. So she never got to see Philip’s tomb—not that summer, at least.

Though she soon forgot about that disappointment, because a few hours later they were in Athens, and that was the worst of all. They were scheduled to lay over in the city for only two days—and she spent the better part of the first of those trapped in a hotel ballroom, mingling with her “peers” as they listened to speaker after speaker drone on about the benefits staging the Olympics would bring to Greece. Dinner turned out to be on the agenda, as well, so by the time Lara got back to her hotel it was nine P.M., and there was no time to do anything, Miss Stehlik told her, except get ready for bed and prepare for her busy day the next morning.

Lara said good night, locked her door, and raced to the hotel window.

She was three stories up, there was a tile roof just beneath her, pitch not steep at all, and a drainpipe that looked sturdy enough leading down to the ground.

Lara was going to the Acropolis, she was going to the Parthenon, she was going to the Piraeus, and any other sight that struck her fancy once she was out and about in Athens, come hell or high water.

She had just changed out of her nightgown into black jeans and a T-shirt when someone knocked on the door. Miss Stehlik, as it turned out, who announced that they had a visitor, an old friend of her father’s who wanted to see Lara “all grown up.”

“Just for a moment, of course,” Miss Stehlik had said, an odd lilt in her voice, “because you need your rest,” and then the door had swung open, and Gus Petraki walked in.

He’d stopped dead in his tracks when he saw her, and laughed out loud.

Lara looked to Miss Stehlik, trying to understand his reaction, and was surprised to see her smiling, as well. Odd behavior from her guardian.

“A perfect combination of your parents,” he said, smiling. “You don’t remember me, do you?”

“No.” Lara shook her head, and to her surprise found she was smiling, as well. She didn’t remember him, but she liked him instantly, this smiling stranger with the full head of dark, dark hair, the olive skin, and the infectious laugh.

“I’m Gus Petraki,” he said. He held out his hand, and the two shook. “Last time I saw you, you were two months old, and glued to your mother’s breast.”

Lara flushed crimson. Few adults in the circles she traveled in used the word breast. She expected Miss Stehlik to remark on this, as well. But instead her guardian merely giggled. More odd behavior.

Lara ignored it, and focused her attention on Gus again.

“You knew my mother?” she asked.

He nodded. “And your father, as well. You stayed in my house for a month, the two of you, while your father and I worked at Akrotiri with Professor Marinotos.”

“Akrotiri?” Lara asked, unable to keep the excitement out of her voice. “You were at Akrotiri?”

Yes, Gus had replied, and then Lara couldn’t stop the questions, about Akrotiri, about her parents, and once she learned that Gus had worked with her father on several other occasions, about every moment the two of them had spent together. They’d talked for hours that night, about all of it, and Lara went to sleep no longer angry over what she was missing, but excited about what she’d learned.

The next morning, things got even better. Somehow Gus had talked Miss Stehlik into canceling their plans for the week, and visiting his home on Santorini instead. It was another day of sharing memories, of good food and good times for both Lara and her guardian (it took Lara until the following winter to realize the obvious, that Miss Stehlik and the recently divorced Gus had been having a torrid affair that entire summer, one that lasted for several years afterward). Those good times continued for several weeks thereafter, as the two of them stayed the remainder of the summer season on Santorini with Gus and his young sons, Jimmy and Nicholas, eight and nine at the time. At first the two boys had been a constant nuisance, harassing Lara endlessly. They were the younger brothers she’d never had, constantly in her face with requests to take them here, take them there, do this, do that, and every time she’d complain to Gus about his sons, he would smile and ruffle their hair and simply shrug at Lara, as if to say “boys will be boys.”

She smiled, thinking about Gus then, and realized that he had been the spitting image of his sons.

Now the thick black hair she recalled was gone, and he was—well, to put it charitably, thicker—and nowhere near as imposing a figure. He looked tired, looked—as he’d put it in their conversation last night—ready to retire to a little island somewhere, and hand the business over to the boys.

Well. If she was right about what was down there, he’d definitely be able to do that. Maybe even buy an island all of his own.

She followed him now to the back of the boat, where there was a table set up. The four of them—her, Gus, the two boys—gathered around it.

“So fill me in,” Lara said.

“They’ve brought up two statues,” Gus said. He pointed at one of the charts. “Found here, and here. That’s about all we know that you don’t.”

“Mmm,” Lara said. “Did you get a look at them? The statues?”

The three Petrakis exchanged glances, shook their heads.

“No, not really,” Gus said.

“What does it matter what they found?” Nicholas interrupted. “They don’t have sleds. We have the sleds. We can cover more ground, we should get down there, we should—”

“You should know what it is that we’re chasing,” Lara said.

Gus nodded. “All right, Lara—tell us. What’s all this fuss about? What do they think is down there?”

In answer, she reached down into her pack and pulled out a stack of paper. On top were copies of the images Bryce had shown her yesterday, pictures of the wooden vessel that had bobbed to the surface immediately after the quake. The eight-pointed star, the image of Alexander in the moon…she dropped the entire stack of paper on the table in front of them. Gus and the boys all leaned in close to get a good look.

The elder Petraki was the first to speak.

“The eight-pointed star. Alexander.” Gus smiled, and clapped his hands together. “What is it, you think? A shipwreck? Something from one of the garrison towns?” He looked around the table, at Lara and his sons. “This could be big. We should—”

“Gus.” Lara shook her head. “You’re missing it.”

“What?”

“Look.” She jabbed a finger at the image again.

“The moon.” He frowned. “I see it, so what does the moon—”

Abruptly, he stopped talking and leaned forward again.

“The moon,” he repeated. Lara saw his hands tighten, grip the edge of the table until the veins on the back of them stood out. “Lara, is it…”

She nodded. “The Luna Temple.”

“The Luna Temple?” he whispered.

“I think so, yes.”

Nicholas and Jimmy looked at her, then their father, and then finally at each other. Both were frowning.

Lara realized they had no idea what she was talking about.

Gus looked at them and realized the same thing. He rolled his eyes.

“My sons, if it’s not on TV, forget it!”

Lara smiled.

“The Luna Temple was built by Alexander the Great.”

“Who was Greek, in case you don’t know!”

Now it was Jimmy’s turn to roll his eyes. “We know who Alexander the Great was, Papa.”

“You know what he did, then,” Lara continued. “Conquered the known world, at the age of thirty. Europe, Persia, India…”

She pulled another piece of paper from the bottom of the stack, and laid it on top so all could see. It was a map—showing Greece, and Macedonia, Cappadocea, and Armenia, Northern Africa and the Middle East, stretching out into what was now Afghanistan, and into the Hindu Kush. Athens, and Gaza. Babylon, and Persepolis. Damascus, and Nicea.

She pointed from one edge of the paper to the other.

“This is his empire, at its height. He collected treasures from all over the world. He stored them in two places. The majority went here, to his library at Alexandria—” she pointed to the Northern Coast of Africa—“which the Romans torched in an act of historical stupidity. But his most prized possessions went here…”

She set aside the map, pulled out another set of images. These were sketches of a massive temple, typical Greek construction, columns on either side, and at the center, a statue. This statue, however, was not of Zeus, or Herakles, or Apollo, or any of the other Greek gods, but of Alexander himself, seated on a throne. Presumptuous, one might say.

Or given the man’s accomplishments, perhaps not.

“This is the Luna Temple. By law, no one was allowed to record its location. Then, in 350 B.C. it was—”

“Swallowed by the sea,” Gus put in.

Lara nodded. “Destroyed by a volcanic eruption. Lost forever. Until yesterday.” She looked around the table, making eye contact with first Nicholas, then Jimmy. “If the temple contains even half of what was rumored to be in it—if even half of that temple is intact—this will be the greatest find since Tutankhamen.”

The brothers exchanged a look.

“So what are we waiting for now?” Nicholas asked. “Let’s get down there.”

“Yes—we’re already way behind,” Jimmy chimed in. He reached underneath the table, and pulled out a set of nautical charts, laid them over the temple drawings. “All morning, the others are heading here, along this shelf—going almost due west.”

Lara looked at the charts. Jimmy had penciled in the exact locations where the other boats had stopped, and the length of time they’d spent there.

“Right here,” he said, pointing to two Xs on the chart, “these are the places where they found the statues.”

“They’re following the currents,” Lara said.

Jimmy nodded. “Of course.”

Lara smiled. “No they’re not.”

All three of the Petrakis looked at her quizzically.

Lara pulled out a photograph from the stack on the table. It was a satellite image of the Santorini group, the one she’d waited for Bryce to get for her from his friend in Jiquan this morning.

“This is why I was late,” she said, showing them the image. “It’s a geological taken two hours after the quake. The epicenter was here, five miles northeast of us. Look at the currents along the shelf now.”

She drew a finger across a reddish swirl that went from the upper left-hand corner of the photo to the lower right.

Nicholas was the first to see it.

“They’ve shifted.”

“That’s right,” Lara said. “I don’t know how long it will last, but for right now, the currents are moving north—not west.”

“So…” Jimmy looked from Lara’s photo to his charts. “So while they’re all diving there, the ruins will actually be—”

Lara put her forefinger down on the other side of Therasia—out in the open Aegean.

“Oh boy,” Jimmy said. “They’re nowhere near it.”

“But we will be,” Lara said.

Nicholas and Jimmy looked at each other, and grinned.

“I’ll do the tanks,” Jimmy said.

Nicholas nodded. “I’ll do the sleds.”

They took off like a shot.

Gus smiled, watching them go. “That is the fastest I’ve ever seen them move.”

“I’m moving, too.” She picked up her backpack, hefted it over her shoulder. “Where can I change?”

“Any cabin you want,” Gus said. He picked up the charts, and the satellite image. “I’ll go plot our course.”

 

Twenty minutes later, the Konstantinos was anchored off the southern coast of Therasia, and Lara was standing on the deck in her wet suit, frowning. She’d used the time not only to change and get her gear unpacked, but to call Hillary at the manor. No one had been there to answer the phone—which was strange. The way Hillary had been fussing over her last night when she was getting ready to leave, the way he’d insisted on her taking full GPS equipment, so they could find her if there was any trouble…

She would have thought he’d be pacing next to the receiver, waiting for her call. Ah well. Hers not to reason why.

Lara climbed up to the wheelhouse, and took a look back toward the islands. No other boats, anywhere in sight—she had worried someone might follow them.

She looked starboard, saw Nicholas and Jimmy in their wet suits, prepping for the dive. The sleds were hanging by the side. In the water, they looked like motorbikes, submerged from the seat on down—though beneath the surface, of course, the sleds had no wheels, no engine block, no exhaust pipes, not even a footrest. They were electric-powered, propeller-driven—and Nicholas was rotating the propellers now, checking the blades, the batteries, the electrical systems. Jimmy, meanwhile, was up on deck, looking over a row of oxygen tanks. Seeing him bend over, squint at the gauges on the tanks, suddenly reminded her that she had a few instruments of her own to check over.

Lara looked down at her belt, swung it back to front, and glanced at her D1000C. Bryce had outfitted her camera with new housings from Subal just last week. The housings added several new controls, more than worth the expense of the retrofit, she decided after a few seconds of fiddling—she’d wait to fine-tune the camera until they actually got underneath the water.

Bryce had also spent quite a bit of time last night on the newest addition to her photographic arsenal, a miniature camera housed on the outer rim of her diving mask itself, set to record whatever she was seeing. And speaking of arsenals…

She swung the belt back around, and pulled the retrofitted Colt out of her holster. This was Subal work again, the weapon sealed and armored so that it worked underwater, firing true at almost any depth. She slid the clip out—saw she had five rounds left, she’d squeezed off a test back at the manor—then back in again with a satisfying thunk. Checked the spare clips on her belt, slid the weapon back in its holster…

And looked up to see Stefano, the pilot, frowning at her.

She smiled. “Just in case the boys misbehave down there.”

Off his confused expression, she descended the ladder, from the wheelhouse down to the deck.

Up front, Gus was standing with arms propped up on the railing, staring out across the ocean, a pensive look on his face. She walked over to join him.

“Something wrong?” Lara asked.

He shrugged. “First Alexander doesn’t record its location. Then God wipes it from the earth with a volcano. Now even the currents change…”

“And your point is?”

Gus avoided her gaze. “Did it ever occur to you that maybe this temple’s not meant to be found?”

She leaned in closer. “Everything’s meant to be found.”

“Hey, Croft! Lara!”

She turned and saw Nicholas and Jimmy standing on the deck, waving to her. They’d put the DPVs in the water, moored them to the Konstantinos with motors running.

She waved back at the boys and smiled at Gus.

“Showtime,” she said.

Less than a minute later (after a bit of clowning around that reminded her of other times she’d spent with Nicholas and Jimmy, back when they really were boys) she was on her sled.

Lara put her mask over her face, felt the oxygen flowing immediately. She set the digital camera to record, and sat up straight on her sled.

The boys were on either side of her. She pointed forward with one hand, then gunned her vehicle straight ahead. They followed an instant later.

Just before they submerged, Lara turned back to the Konstantinos. Gus was still at the railing, watching. He waved now, his face expressionless.

Lara waved back, and as she did, Gus’s words came to her again.

Maybe this temple’s not meant to be found.

Suppressing a sudden chill, she descended into the inky blackness of the Aegean, in search of the past.
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