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            Introduction:
Most mysteries don't expect to be solved by three siblings.
But most mysteries haven't met Shaun, Jim, and Bree.
Shaun is the oldest at twenty. He's easygoing, practical, and usually the first to suggest there's a normal explanation for anything strange. If someone reports glowing eyes in the woods, Shaun will probably check for foxes, flashlights, or someone playing a prank before believing anything unusual. Still, while he may be skeptical, he's also calm under pressure—which turns out to be a very useful quality when things get weird.
Jim, who is sixteen, sees the world very differently. He's convinced that strange things really do exist and that the world is full of hidden mysteries waiting to be discovered. Curious, optimistic, and always ready for an adventure, Jim is usually the first one running toward the mystery while everyone else is still deciding if it's a good idea.
Then there's Bree.
Bree is Jim's identical twin, though she likes to remind everyone that being identical doesn't mean they think alike. Bree is independent, quick-witted, and almost always ready with a joke—especially if it's at one of her brothers' expense. While Jim is eager to believe every strange story he hears, Bree prefers to figure things out her own way. She's brave, clever, and often the first to notice details the others miss.
Together, the three of them make an unlikely team: a skeptic, a believer, and someone who enjoys teasing both of them while helping solve the mystery.
Their adventures began completely by accident when they stumbled into their first investigation—a very unusual creature that nobody else seemed to believe existed. Solving that mystery brought them to the attention of a man who takes unusual events very seriously.
His name is Steve Kendrick.
Mr. Kendrick is a wealthy businessman and the head of the Kendrick Financial Group. While most people know him for his business empire, he also has a private interest in strange and unexplained happenings around the world. After hearing about the siblings' first adventure, he decided they might be exactly the kind of people he needs.
So whenever a mystery appears that doesn't quite make sense—a strange creature, an impossible sighting, or something nobody else can explain—Mr. Kendrick sometimes sends for Shaun, Jim, and Bree.
Of course, they don't solve these mysteries alone.
Dr. Louise Bennet works in a special science laboratory funded by the Kendrick Financial Group. She studies unusual samples, analyzes evidence, and helps the team understand the scientific side of whatever mystery they're facing.
And when an investigation needs official information, case files, or a little help from the police, Detective Ben Richards is often willing to quietly lend a hand—especially when a case gets strange enough that normal explanations stop making sense.
Together, this unusual group investigates mysteries that most people would rather ignore.
Some of the stories turn out to have perfectly ordinary explanations.
Others… don't.
Either way, when something strange appears somewhere in the world, there's a good chance three siblings—and a few helpful friends—won't be far behind.
Turn the page, the investigation is about to begin...
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Chapter 1 — The Briefing
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Six weeks after Harrow Creek, Jim still kept the investigation journal on his bedside table.

He told himself this was practical — there were follow-up notes to add, threads from the Harrow Creek investigation that hadn’t been fully resolved, questions that had arrived in the blog comments that deserved considered responses. All of which was true. None of which was the real reason. The real reason was that having it there, within reach, felt like keeping a door open that he wasn’t ready to close.

School had resumed, the ordinary rhythms of ordinary days had reasserted themselves, and the Pacific Northwest forest was three states away and receding in the way that extraordinary things recede when ordinary life closes back around them. But the journal was there. And the blog was alive and climbing. And somewhere in a laboratory at Cascade Valley University, Dr. Bennet was still running tests on a hair sample that nobody could fully account for.

And three weeks ago, a letter had arrived on headed notepaper embossed with the initials KFG.

The letter had led to a meeting. The meeting had led to a conversation about a loch in Scotland and sonar readings that nobody could explain. And the conversation had led, with a speed that still slightly surprised him when he thought about it, to a Saturday morning in early November when Shaun’s car pulled into the car park of a building in Seattle that Jim had looked up three times on his phone in the preceding week just to confirm it was real.

The Kendrick Financial Group occupied the top two floors of a quietly authoritative building in a part of the city that had decided against glass towers and corporate excess and committed instead to the kind of permanent, serious architecture that suggested it had been here for a long time and intended to remain. There was no large signage. The lobby was calm and well-proportioned and staffed by a single receptionist who confirmed their names without consulting anything visible, produced three key cards in an envelope, and directed them to a lift with the ease of someone who had been expecting them precisely when they arrived.

Which, Jim reflected in the lift, was because they had arrived precisely on time.

Shaun drove everywhere precisely on time. This was not an accident.

“You’re doing the thing,” Bree said, without looking up from her phone.

“What thing?”

“The thing where you look at everything in the lift like you’re memorising it for a report.” She scrolled something. “Relax. We’ve been here before.”

“Once,” Jim said. “For twenty minutes.”

“And it went well.”

It had gone well. That was inarguably true. It had gone well in the specific, life-altering way of things that changed the direction of what came after them, but it had gone well.

The lift opened.

The assistant who met them on the upper floor — the same efficient, warm man from their previous visit — took their coats, offered drinks with the same unhurried courtesy as before, and told them Mr. Kendrick was ready, as was Dr. Bennet, who had arrived from the university the previous evening.

Jim stopped.

“Dr. Bennet is here?” He said this in the tone of someone who had known this intellectually and had now been surprised by the reality of it.

“She arrived yesterday evening,” the assistant confirmed. “She’s been reviewing materials with Mr. Kendrick since this morning.”

Bree glanced at Jim. He understood the glance — Dr. Louise Bennet, whose email had told them their unidentified hair sample was primate in origin and didn’t match any species in the database, whose laboratory had produced the most significant piece of evidence in the Harrow Creek investigation, whose name appeared in the introduction of the blog that three hundred thousand people had read — was on the other side of that door. In person. Having apparently been here since morning, reviewing materials.

Shaun said: “Shall we go in?”

They went in.

The office was exactly as Jim remembered it — the books, the maps, the working globe, the complete absence of anything that looked like it was there for appearances. Steve Kendrick stood from behind his desk with the same quality of attention he’d given them on the first visit, the specific manner of someone who had been looking forward to this meeting in the way that serious people look forward to serious work.

And beside the window, with a cup of tea and a folder open on the table beside her, was Dr. Louise Bennet.

She was perhaps forty-five, with the kind of face that communicated that it had been occupied with interesting problems for most of its life and had found this agreeable. Her hair was pulled back in the practical manner of someone who considered it an administrative matter rather than a statement. She wore glasses that she’d pushed up onto her forehead, apparently having forgotten they were there. She looked at the three siblings as they entered with an expression of genuine, undisguised interest — not assessment, not the slight condescension of someone meeting younger people they’ve heard about, but the look of a scientist who has been corresponding with her best sources for six weeks and is now meeting them properly.

“You’re taller than I expected,” she said to Jim. Then, to Bree: “And you’re exactly as I expected.” She said this as a compliment, clearly. To Shaun: “The email about the sonar methodology in my preliminary report — that was you, wasn’t it? The suggested cross-referencing approach.”

“Yes,” Shaun said.

“It was a good suggestion. I used it.” She said this with the straightforward efficiency of a person who credited good ideas without ceremony and then moved on. She extended her hand to each of them in turn. Her handshake was brief and firm, the handshake of someone with many more interesting things to do than handshakes, but who understood their social function.

Jim decided within the first thirty seconds that she was exactly right.

Kendrick indicated the seating arrangement — the sofa for the three siblings, the chairs for him and Dr. Bennet — and tea arrived before anyone had finished arranging themselves, distributed by the assistant with the quiet competence that seemed to characterise everything in this building.

“There’s someone else joining us briefly,” Kendrick said, settling into his chair. “He’ll be here in a few minutes. I’ll introduce him properly when he arrives. In the meantime—” He opened the folder on the table and turned it to face them. “Let’s begin.”

The sonar data came first.

Kendrick had been running legitimate ecological surveys of Loch Ness for the past two years through a university research partnership — the kind of arrangement that was entirely above board, funded through the Kendrick Foundation’s environmental research portfolio, with academic oversight and published methodology. The survey vessel, the Glen Survey II, was staffed by a contracted marine biologist named Dr. Ewan Mackay, who had been conducting routine biological monitoring of the loch’s ecosystem, studying fish populations, water chemistry, and the broader ecological health of the waterway.

Three months ago, the sonar equipment had returned something that wasn’t routine.

Dr. Bennet took over the explanation here, because the data was hers to explain. She set a series of printed charts on the table — sonar readouts, Jim recognised, though more sophisticated than anything he’d seen before — and walked them through each one with the efficient clarity of someone who had explained complex things to non-specialists many times and had identified the most direct route through the complexity.

The readings had appeared three times, each in the same area of the loch — the deepest section, north-east of Urquhart Bay, over the fault line where the loch floor dropped sharply. Each reading showed a mass of estimated biological volume greater than any known freshwater species in the United Kingdom. Not slightly greater. Significantly greater. The comparison figures were on the chart — the largest known species in the loch, the Atlantic salmon and Arctic charr populations that Dr. Mackay monitored, were visible on the sonar in their normal way. What had returned these readings was in a different category entirely.

Three separate passes had confirmed the readings were not equipment error. They were not geological — the loch floor in that area had been mapped and the readings were not consistent with any known rock formation or sediment movement. They were biological, intermittent, and mobile.

The third pass had recorded movement.

Dr. Bennet placed the final chart on the table. A line tracing a path through the deepest section of the loch, moving at depth, covering a significant distance over a thirteen-minute period. The speed was consistent. The depth was consistent. The mass was consistent with the previous two readings.

“The speed of movement,” Shaun said, looking at the chart with the focused attention he gave data he was pressure-testing. “What does that rule out?”

“Everything in the loch’s documented biological population,” Dr. Bennet said. “The movement profile is inconsistent with any catalogued freshwater species in the British Isles. We’ve run the comparison against every database available.” She paused. “It’s also inconsistent with any known migratory fish species that might theoretically be present. We’ve checked for those too.”

Jim looked at the line on the chart. Then at the depth figures. Then at the estimated mass.

His pen was moving.

“What does it rule in?” Bree asked.

Dr. Bennet looked at her with what appeared to be appreciation. “That,” she said, “is exactly the right question. And the honest answer is that we don’t know yet. That’s why we need the investigation.”

A knock at the office door. The assistant opened it and a man came in who Jim placed immediately in his mid-forties — average height, unremarkable in the way of someone who had cultivated unremarkability as a professional asset, with the unhurried movement of a person accustomed to walking into rooms where something had gone wrong and needing to appear as though nothing was unusual about their being there. He carried a notebook and a coffee and nodded to Kendrick with the ease of someone in a familiar room.

“This,” Kendrick said, “is Detective Ben Richards. He retired from the police service fourteen months ago after fifteen years, the latter half of which involved cases that, as he puts it, stopped making conventional sense. He consults for the Foundation on investigations that have any overlap with official channels. He’ll be joining you in Scotland.”

Richards looked at the three siblings without any trace of the slight amused assessment that adults sometimes produced when they understood they’d be working with teenagers. He looked at them the way, Jim thought, that Connie Marsh had looked at them — the look of someone deciding how useful they were going to be and arriving at a positive preliminary conclusion.

“I’ve read the Harrow Creek report,” Richards said. He had a Scottish accent, Jim noticed — not broad, but present, the specific music of the Edinburgh area underneath the professionally neutral tone. “Both of you write well.” He looked at Jim and Bree in turn. “And the methodology was sound.” He looked at Shaun. “Particularly the evidence organisation.” He sat down. “I’ve already been in contact with colleagues in the Scottish police service. There are incident records from the Loch Ness area going back twenty-five years that nobody has ever assembled as a coherent sequence. I’ve obtained access.” He opened his notebook. “There’s more in the official record than anyone realises. There usually is.”

Kendrick let that sit for a moment. Then he looked at the three siblings in the way he had on their first meeting — the unhurried, fully present quality of attention that Jim had thought about several times in the weeks since.

“You know what’s in this loch, culturally,” he said. “Everyone does. The question is what’s there actually — underneath the photographs and the documentaries and sixty years of tourism and noise. The same question you asked in Harrow Creek. What does the evidence actually say?” He paused. “Loch Ness is the most investigated stretch of water in the world. It has also been the most sensationalised. Your job is to separate those two things — to find the signal in all of that noise and report it honestly. Whatever it turns out to be.”

He looked at each of them in turn.

“Some investigations resolve simply,” he said. “Some don’t. You know that now.” He closed his folder. “Find out which kind this is.”

The flight to Inverness departed from Seattle-Tacoma at 4pm.

Jim spent the first hour reading his research notes, which he’d been compiling for three weeks in the expectation of exactly this conversation. The history of the loch. The documented sightings. The scientific expeditions. The layers of evidence that serious researchers had assembled over decades and that had never quite broken through into the kind of scientific acceptance the data arguably warranted.

Bree spent the first hour updating the blog — not everything, just enough to tell three hundred thousand readers that the investigation was active and moving and that the next post would be coming from Scotland.

Shaun drove them to the airport, checked them in, organised the luggage, and was now sitting in the window seat looking at the cloud cover below with the expression he’d worn for the last six weeks — the expression of a man who had accepted, with the quiet thoroughness he brought to everything, that the world contained things he didn’t yet have explanations for and that this was, on balance, more interesting than the alternative.

Somewhere below the clouds, the Atlantic was crossing toward Europe. Somewhere beyond that, in a narrow valley in the Scottish Highlands, twenty-three miles of dark, impossibly deep water sat in its ancient fault line and kept its secrets in the way it had been keeping them for fifteen hundred years.

Jim turned to a fresh page in the new investigation journal — the third, since Harrow Creek had filled the second.

He wrote the date.

He wrote: Loch Ness. The question isn’t whether people have seen something. They have. The question is what.

He underlined it. Then he looked out of the window at the clouds, and beyond them in his mind at the black water waiting on the other side of the world, and felt the specific, clarifying electricity of an investigation beginning.

Whatever was in that loch, they were going to find out.
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Chapter 2 — First Sight of the Loch
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They landed in Inverness at half past ten in the morning, local time, into a sky that had clearly decided grey was its permanent position and wasn’t interested in negotiation.

The airport was small in the way of airports that serve places where the landscape is the point rather than the destination — functional, unhurried, with large windows that showed you the hills immediately, as though the building understood that the sooner you saw what you’d come for, the better. Jim saw the hills through the glass before they’d cleared the jet bridge and stopped walking for long enough that the person behind him made a small sound of surprise.

He’d seen photographs. He’d spent three weeks reading about the Highlands with the focused appetite he brought to research that mattered, and the photographs had been part of that. They had not, it turned out, been adequate preparation.

The hills were enormous. Not in the way of mountains, which announced their scale with peaks and drama — in the quieter, more absolute way of landscape that simply went on, ridge after ridge, in colours that had no straightforward names. The heather was past its purple peak at this point in November, settling into the deep russet and bronze of late autumn, and the sky sat low over it all in a way that compressed the light and made everything beneath it vivid in a manner that felt almost unreal. Like a painting by someone who had decided subtlety was overrated.

“You’re going to need to keep moving,” Bree said, from behind him.

He moved.

Detective Richards was waiting at the arrivals exit with the particular quality of stillness of someone who was very good at waiting. He had a hire car and a coffee and a look on his face that suggested the drive from Edinburgh the previous day had been its own kind of worthwhile.

He shook hands with each of them in turn — Shaun, then Jim, then Bree — without the slight adjustment of register that some adults produced when moving from a peer greeting to a greeting for teenagers. He shook Bree’s hand the same way he’d shaken Shaun’s, which Bree registered and filed without comment.

“Good flight?” he said.

“Long,” Shaun said. “But fine.”

“You’ll have slept,” Richards said, which was not quite a question.

“Jim read the whole way,” Bree said. “I updated the blog. Shaun slept for two hours and then pretended he hadn’t.”

Richards looked at Shaun. “Sound strategy,” he said, and picked up one of the bags.

He’d arranged two vehicles — his own hire car and a second one pre-booked for the siblings, on the basis that having independent transport during a field investigation was more useful than pooling everything, particularly in an area where the roads were the kind of roads that required concentration and didn’t reward impatience. He’d already driven the main route twice, he said, to get his bearings. He knew where the difficult sections were.

Dr. Bennet had flown separately and driven up the previous day. She was already at the guesthouse, he told them. She’d been down to the loch at first light and had spent the morning with Dr. Mackay on the research vessel reviewing the latest data. She’d sent Richards a message at nine that said: water conditions good, Mackay has new readings, tell the siblings to get here quickly.

Jim, in the passenger seat of the hire car, wrote this in the journal before they’d left the car park.

The drive south from Inverness followed the River Ness out of the city and into the glen, and the landscape changed around them with the gradual, cumulative effect of something that wasn’t trying to impress you but was doing so regardless.

The city fell away. The road narrowed in stages, shedding lanes and certainty as it went, until it was a single carriageway running between stands of Scots pine and birch, the trees close enough to the road on both sides that their upper branches formed an intermittent canopy in the greying light. The River Ness ran parallel, sometimes visible, sometimes not, dark and fast over the stones of its bed.

Shaun drove with the focused competence of someone who had correctly assessed that this was not a road to be casual about. Bree sat in the back and looked at everything with the particular quality of attention she deployed outdoors — not wide-eyed, not performed, but genuinely and quietly struck by what was outside the window. She said almost nothing for the first twenty minutes.

Jim read from his notes. He did this partly because the information was relevant and partly because reading aloud was how he processed the gap between research and reality, and the reality of this landscape was requiring some processing.

“Loch Ness is twenty-three miles long,” he said. “Nearly a mile wide at its widest point. The maximum depth is seven hundred and fifty-five feet.” He looked up briefly to see if the numbers were landing. Shaun’s expression suggested they were. “For comparison, the North Sea — the whole North Sea — has an average depth of about ninety-five feet. The loch is nearly eight times deeper than that.”

“That’s a strange comparison,” Bree said, from the back.

“It illustrates the scale.”

“Keep going,” Shaun said.

“The loch holds more fresh water than all the lakes in England and Wales combined. Not some of them. All of them, added together.” He turned the page. “The water is dark because of the peat content in the Highland rivers that feed it. The peat particles stay suspended in the water column and block light. Visibility below five feet is essentially zero. Some studies put it closer to two feet in the deeper sections.” He looked out of the window. “Whatever is in that water has absolute darkness on its side. From five feet down, nobody can see it. Not divers, not cameras, not anything that relies on visible light.”

Bree said: “How do you find something you can’t see?”

“Sonar,” Jim said. “Which is what Dr. Mackay’s been using.”

“And the readings,” Shaun said, not quite a question.

“And the readings,” Jim confirmed.

He closed the notebook and looked at the road ahead, which was curving now, beginning to descend toward the floor of the glen, and through the trees to the left — through a gap between two large pines where the hillside fell away — he saw it for the first time.

He would try to describe it later that evening in the journal, and he would find it harder than he expected.

Not because there was nothing to say, but because the first sight of Loch Ness from the road above its southern shore was the kind of thing that arrived before language did and resisted being translated. It was simply there — vast and dark and ancient, lying in the bottom of the glen like something that had been there since before the hills on either side of it had finished deciding what shape to be. The water was not blue. It was not grey. It was the deep, particular colour of something that didn’t reflect light so much as absorb it, dark even under the November sky, dark in a way that suggested the darkness went down a very long way.

“There,” Jim said, unnecessarily. Shaun had already seen it. Bree had already leaned forward between the seats.

They drove in silence for the next few minutes, and the loch appeared and disappeared between the trees as the road wound down the hillside — a glimpse, then trees, then a longer glimpse, then trees again, as though it was revealing itself at its own pace rather than theirs. Which felt, Jim thought, appropriate. The loch did not give the impression of something that hurried.

By the time they reached the valley floor and the road ran level alongside the water, the scale of it was fully apparent. The far shore was visible but distant — the hills of the south side rising in dark green and brown from the water’s edge, their upper ridges losing themselves in the cloud. The surface was calm, barely ruffled by the light wind, and it stretched away in both directions until it disappeared around the curves of the valley, giving no indication of where it ended.

Jim found he didn’t have anything useful to say, and so he said nothing.

Drumnadrochit sat just back from the north shore of the loch, a village small enough to feel genuinely local rather than merely picturesque — a cluster of stone buildings, a few shops, a hotel, the Loch Ness Centre that Jim already had bookmarked on his phone. A place that had grown up alongside the water over centuries and worn its proximity to the most famous loch in the world with a certain pragmatic composure, neither dismissing the legend that brought visitors nor being entirely defined by it.

Their guesthouse was on the edge of the village, close enough to the loch that the water was visible from the upper windows. It was called Loch View, which was a name that made no attempt at mystery, and it was run by a woman who opened the door before they’d knocked, assessed all four of them in approximately three seconds, and said: “You’ll be the investigators.”

She said it in the tone of someone identifying a category rather than paying a compliment.

Mrs. Catriona MacAulay was in her late sixties, with white hair and the kind of face that had started out sharp and been made sharper by weather and time. She was not tall but held herself as though height was beside the point, and her eyes were a pale grey that made Jim think, for reasons he couldn’t immediately articulate, of the colour of the loch under cloud.

She showed them the rooms with the efficient brevity of someone who had done this many times and saw no reason to be theatrical about it. Good rooms, clean, with the solid, undecorated functionality of buildings that understood the purpose of shelter. Jim’s room had a window that looked out across the village rooftops to the loch, and he stood at it for a moment after Mrs. MacAulay left, looking at the water in the mid-afternoon light.

Richards had the room next to Shaun’s. Dr. Bennet’s room was already occupied, her coat on the hook and her laptop open on the desk, though she herself was apparently still at the research vessel.

At the end of the corridor, Mrs. MacAulay paused. “Breakfast at seven-thirty,” she said. “Evening meal at six, if you’re back. If you’re not, there’s the hotel.” She looked at all of them with the grey eyes. “I expect you’ll have questions about the loch.” She said this not as an invitation but as a statement of what was coming, from a position of experience. “I’ll answer what I can when I think it’s useful.” She turned and went downstairs, and the quality of the silence she left behind was the silence of someone who had said what she intended to say and not a word more.

Bree watched her go. Then she looked at Jim with an expression he recognised — the expression she wore when she had identified something worth paying attention to. “She knows things,” Bree said quietly.

“Yes,” Jim agreed.

“People who say they’ll answer questions when they think it’s useful have usually decided what’s useful in advance,” Bree said. “Which means she’s already thinking about what she wants to tell us.” She went to her room. “That’s interesting.”

At four o’clock, with the November light already making its early Highland exit, they walked down to the loch.

All four of them — Shaun, Jim, Bree, and Richards. Dr. Bennet had sent a message saying she’d be back from the boat by five and that they should go without her, she’d been down at first light and it was better to see it in the afternoon anyway, for reasons you’ll understand when you get there.

The path from the village to the loch shore took ten minutes at a reasonable pace, running through the edge of the village and then through a stand of trees — birch, mostly, their leaves mostly gone now, the bare branches silver against the darkening sky — and then out onto a small, rough shore of grey stones where the water began.

The wind off the loch was cold in the specific way of water that had been cold for a long time — a depth of cold, a temperature that didn’t come from the weather but from the water itself and what was beneath it. Jim turned up his collar. Bree put her hands in her pockets and looked at the water with her head slightly tilted, which was what she did when she was deciding what she thought about something.

The loch in the late afternoon light was different from the loch seen from the road above it. Closer. More specific. The surface caught the last of the light in a way that made it look, for a moment, almost ordinary — grey-silver, gently moving, a body of water on a cold day. And then your eye moved to the middle distance, to the depth that the darkness of the colour implied, to the far shore disappearing into the hills and the water between here and there containing more than two hundred and sixty-three billion cubic feet of darkness, and ordinary stopped being the right word.

Richards stood slightly apart from the siblings, looking at the water with the same expression he brought to evidence — not impressed, not dismissive, simply present and assessing.

Jim thought about the sonar chart. The line tracing its path through the deepest section, moving at depth, covering distance at speed, consistent and purposeful. He looked at the surface of the water and thought about seven hundred and fifty-five feet of darkness below it, and the cave systems in the western cliff face that had never been properly surveyed, and the peat-black water that made visibility below five feet effectively zero.

Whatever was down there had been down there for a very long time.

And it knew, in whatever way large and ancient things knew things, exactly how to stay hidden.

The four of them stood on the grey stone shore and looked at the water and nobody said anything particularly useful, because the loch was the kind of thing that made useful commentary feel inadequate, and silence felt more honest.

After a while, Bree said: “It’s bigger than I expected.”

“Everything about it is bigger than anyone expects,” Jim said.

Shaun looked at the far shore and the hills above it, disappearing into the cloud that had lowered since they arrived, and said nothing at all, which was its own kind of acknowledgement.

The light continued to go. The water darkened. Somewhere beneath its surface, in the black and lightless deep of the Great Glen fault, something moved in the dark it had always known — patient, unhurried, entirely unaware that four people were standing on a cold stone shore above it, having travelled a very long way to find it.

The investigation had begun.
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