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​Chapter 1 – The Dead Journalist
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Rain hammered against the windows of Flat 4, Harrow Court.

London looked drowned.

The streets below shimmered beneath crooked yellow lamps while black taxis hissed through flooded roads. Somewhere in the distance, church bells rang through the storm like warnings carried by the wind itself.

Dr. Milo Hart stood near the fireplace holding two cups of tea while Mr. Sebastian Holt remained seated by the window, staring silently into the darkness outside.

Holt had not spoken properly for almost twenty minutes.

That usually meant trouble.

Milo handed him a cup carefully.

“You’ve been staring at the same miserable rain for half an hour,” Milo said. “Either London has finally become beautiful, or your mind is somewhere dangerous again.”

Holt accepted the tea without looking away from the window.

“The second one.”

“That is exactly the answer I feared.”

Milo sighed and sat opposite him.

The room smelled of old books, tobacco smoke, and wet wool from Holt’s coat hanging beside the door. Newspapers covered nearly every surface in the flat. Half the headlines involved politics, corruption, missing funds, or violence. Holt collected human ugliness the way museums collected paintings.

Lightning flashed.

For a moment, the entire room turned white.

Then came the knock.

Three sharp strikes against the door.

Not nervous.

Not casual.

Urgent.

Holt’s eyes narrowed instantly.

Milo noticed it too.

“At this hour?” he muttered.

Another knock followed, louder this time.

Holt slowly placed his cup down.

“Open it.”

“Why must I always open doors in your investigations?”

“Because if someone intends to shoot us, I would rather they shoot the doctor first. You are medically trained.”

“Oh, thank you.”

Milo walked toward the door while muttering insults under his breath. The moment he opened it, cold rain swept inside the hallway.

A police officer stood there completely soaked.

Young.

Breathing heavily.

Afraid.

“Mr. Holt?” the officer asked.

Holt remained seated.

“That depends entirely on who is asking.”

“Inspector Vale sent me. There’s been another death.”

Holt finally turned.

The officer swallowed.

“A journalist. Clara Vane.”

The room fell silent.

Even the rain somehow sounded quieter.

Milo recognized the name immediately.

“Clara Vane?” he said sharply. “The investigative reporter?”

The officer nodded.

“She was found dead in her apartment less than an hour ago.”

Holt stood slowly.

“And Inspector Vale believes this concerns me because?”

The officer hesitated.

“Because the apartment was locked from the inside.”

—-
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Twenty-five minutes later, their carriage stopped outside a narrow apartment building in Blackridge Lane.

Rainwater flowed through the gutters like black rivers.

Police lanterns glowed near the entrance while officers pushed back reporters gathering beneath umbrellas. The street buzzed with whispers.

Murder always attracted a crowd in London.

But famous murder attracted worshippers.

Milo stepped carefully over puddles while Holt moved ahead with cold focus already settling into his face.

Inspector Adrian Vale waited beneath the awning.

Tall.

Exhausted.

Irritated.

“You took your time,” Vale muttered.

“And yet the victim remained dead without me,” Holt replied calmly.

Vale ignored him.

“Third floor.”

They climbed the narrow staircase while officers moved aside respectfully. The building smelled of damp wood and old cigarettes.

Milo noticed blood on the railing near the top floor.

Fresh.

His stomach tightened.

Inside the apartment, chaos waited.

Drawers emptied.

Papers scattered.

Broken glass across the floor.

A camera smashed against the wall.

And near the center of the room lay Clara Vane.

Dead.

Milo stopped moving.

For a brief second, the scene hit him harder than expected.

She could not have been older than thirty-two.

Dark hair spilled across the floor beside her. One hand remained stretched toward the overturned desk as though she had tried desperately to reach something before death arrived.

A thin line of blood ran from her mouth.

Her eyes remained open.

Frozen in terror.

Milo quietly exhaled.

“Dear God...”

Inspector Vale spoke quietly.

“No visible stab wounds. No gunshot. No sign of struggle beyond the apartment damage.”

Holt crouched beside the body.

“Time of death?”

“Between nine and ten.”

“And cause?”

“We don’t know yet.”

Milo moved beside the corpse carefully and began examining her neck, hands, and face.

Then he noticed it.

Tiny bruising near the jawline.

His expression changed instantly.

“Holt.”

Holt looked up.

Milo pointed carefully.

“Pressure marks.”

Holt leaned closer.

Not fingerprints.

Not rope.

Something smaller.

Precise.

Almost delicate.

Milo frowned.

“She was restrained somehow.”

Inspector Vale rubbed his tired eyes.

“We already considered that.”

“No,” Milo whispered. “You considered an adult attacker.”

Holt’s gaze sharpened immediately.

Milo regretted speaking the thought aloud the moment it escaped him.

Because now Holt was interested.

And once Holt became interested, nightmares usually followed.

Holt stood slowly and surveyed the apartment.

“Who found her?”

“Neighbor downstairs heard something fall,” Vale answered. “Came up ten minutes later. Door was locked.”

“Windows?”

“Locked from inside.”

Holt walked toward the shattered desk.

“What was she investigating?”

Vale hesitated.

“That’s the problem.”

“The problem,” Holt repeated coldly, “is usually where truth begins.”

The inspector handed him a folder reluctantly.

“She’d been working on a series involving charitable organizations.”

Holt flipped through pages.

Donation records.

Photographs.

Names.

Orphanages.

Children.

Then one photograph stopped him completely.

A smiling woman stood surrounded by children outside a large brick building.

Elegant.

Calm.

Gentle eyes.

White gloves.

Religious cross around her neck.

The caption beneath the photograph read:

*Sister Evelyn Graves Opens New Home for Abandoned Youth.*

Milo looked over Holt’s shoulder.

“She runs the Saint Mercy Homes, doesn’t she?”

Vale nodded.

“Half the city worships her.”

Holt continued staring at the photograph longer than necessary.

Something about his silence unsettled Milo deeply.

“What is it?” Milo asked quietly.

Holt tilted the photo slightly.

“There.”

Milo leaned closer.

Near the back of the crowd stood a young boy, perhaps fourteen years old. Thin. Pale. Almost hidden behind the others.

But unlike every smiling child around him—

he was staring directly into the camera.

Not smiling.

Not blinking.

Watching.

Holt’s eyes narrowed.

“Interesting.”

“Just a frightened child,” Vale muttered.

“Perhaps.”

But Holt did not sound convinced.

Not even slightly.
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An hour later, Milo stood alone near Clara’s desk while officers continued searching the apartment.

Rain battered the windows harder now.

The entire place felt wrong.

Not like ordinary murder.

Ordinary murder carried rage.

This place carried silence.

Calculation.

As though someone had entered knowing exactly what needed to happen.

Milo opened one of the remaining desk drawers carefully.

Inside lay dozens of handwritten notes.

Names.

Dates.

Addresses.

And one repeated phrase circled several times in dark ink.

*THEY ARE NOT ORPHANS.*

Milo’s pulse quickened.

“What does that mean?” he whispered.

Then he heard movement behind him.

He turned sharply.

A child stood in the hallway outside the apartment door.

A little girl.

Perhaps eleven years old.

Soaking wet from rain.

One officer tried speaking to her, but she ignored him completely.

Instead, she stared directly at Milo.

Not frightened.

Not emotional.

Just watching.

Milo walked slowly toward her.

“Are you lost?”

The girl said nothing.

Water dripped from her dark hair onto the wooden floor.

“Do you live here?”

Still silence.

Then finally—

very softly—

“She should’ve stopped looking.”

Milo froze.

“What?”

The girl glanced toward Clara’s body inside the apartment.

Then she smiled.

It was the most horrifying smile Milo had ever seen.

Not because it was cruel.

Because it was empty.

Completely empty.

Before Milo could react, the girl suddenly turned and ran down the staircase.

“Wait!”

Milo rushed after her.

By the time he reached the street below, she was gone.

Only rain remained.

Endless rain.

—-
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Back inside the apartment, Holt remained motionless beside Clara’s body.

Inspector Vale grew impatient.

“You have that look again.”

“What look?”

“The one that means I’ll hate whatever comes next.”

Holt lit a cigarette slowly.

“She wasn’t killed for journalism.”

Vale frowned.

“She was investigating corruption.”

“No.” Holt exhaled smoke calmly. “She was investigating fear.”

“That makes absolutely no sense.”

Holt pointed toward the apartment.

“The damage is staged.”

Vale blinked.

“What?”

“The broken desk. The scattered papers. The smashed camera. All theater.” Holt looked toward Clara’s body. “The killer wanted police to believe she fought for her life.”

“She did fight.”

“No,” Holt replied softly. “She panicked.”

Milo returned upstairs, drenched from rain.

“The girl vanished.”

Holt looked at him immediately.

“What girl?”

Milo explained quickly.

Inspector Vale groaned.

“For God’s sake, Milo, traumatized children wander these streets every night.”

“She knew Clara was dead before seeing the body.”

Silence.

Holt’s expression darkened slightly.

“What exactly did she say?”

Milo swallowed.

“She said... ‘She should’ve stopped looking.’”

The room became still again.

Outside, thunder rolled across London.

Holt walked slowly toward the shattered window and stared into the storm.

Then he spoke quietly.

“Someone expected us to notice the child.”

Vale crossed his arms.

“You’re building ghosts again.”

“No,” Holt murmured.

“I believe someone is building soldiers.”

Vale stared at him in disbelief.

Milo felt cold move slowly through his chest.

Because he knew that tone in Holt’s voice.

The dangerous one.

The voice Holt used whenever his mind connected pieces nobody else could yet see.

And every time that happened—

something terrible followed.
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Near midnight, the officers finally left.

Clara’s body was carried away beneath white cloth while reporters screamed questions from outside.

Holt remained near the doorway watching silently.

Milo approached him carefully.

“You think the child was involved.”

“I think,” Holt said quietly, “that children notice things adults ignore.”

“That is not an answer.”

“No.”

Holt glanced toward the rain-covered street.

“It is the beginning of one.”

Milo rubbed his tired face.

“You truly believe an orphanage has something to do with this?”

“I believe Clara Vane died terrified.”

“And?”

Holt’s eyes remained fixed outside.

“Terrified people reveal truth in strange ways.”

He pulled one final sheet of paper from Clara’s desk and handed it to Milo.

A list of names.

Children.

Each marked with symbols beside them.

One name at the bottom had been circled violently.

ELIAS REED.

Beside it Clara had written three words.

*HE SAW EVERYTHING.*

Milo looked up slowly.

“Holt...”

But Holt was already walking toward the door.

“Where are you going?”

“To Saint Mercy Home.”

“At midnight?”

Holt stopped briefly.

“If Clara Vane died because she discovered something,” he said quietly, “then every hour we waste may bury another child beside her.”

Lightning illuminated the street outside.

For a brief moment Milo saw Holt’s reflection in the glass.

Sharp.

Cold.

Haunted.

And somewhere deep inside himself, Milo felt the first true touch of fear.

Because this case no longer felt like murder.

It felt like the opening move of something far darker.

Something hidden beneath the city.

Something patient.

Watching.

Waiting.

Like little devils standing quietly in the rain.
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​Chapter 2 – No Forced Entry
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The rain finally stopped near three in the morning.

London looked exhausted afterward.

Water dripped from rooftops. Fog crawled slowly through narrow streets. The city carried that strange silence that only arrived before dawn — when criminals disappeared, drunks passed out in alleyways, and honest people remained asleep, unaware of the darkness breathing beside them.

A black carriage rolled through the empty streets toward Saint Mercy Home.

Inside, Dr. Milo Hart sat across from Mr. Sebastian Holt, fighting sleep while Holt remained unnaturally alert.

“You truly believe we’re going to find answers in an orphanage at this hour?” Milo asked quietly.

“No.”

Milo frowned.

“Then why are we going?”

“Because people lie differently when they are tired.”

The carriage wheels splashed through puddles.

Milo rubbed his eyes.

“You have not blinked properly since Clara Vane died.”

“Observation requires open eyes.”

“You say things like that and then wonder why society dislikes you.”

Holt ignored him completely.

The gas lamps outside illuminated his face every few seconds. Milo noticed the same expression Holt wore during dangerous cases — calm on the surface, but his mind moving rapidly underneath.

“What exactly bothers you?” Milo asked.

“The apartment.”

“You already said the scene was staged.”

“Yes.”

“And the child?”

Holt stared out the window.

“The child bothers me more.”

Milo leaned back slowly.

“She couldn’t have been more than eleven.”

“Mm.”

“You think she was involved in Clara’s death?”

“No.”

“Then what?”

Holt finally looked at him.

“I think she was sent.”

A cold feeling settled in Milo’s stomach.

Before he could respond, the carriage slowed.

Saint Mercy Home appeared through the fog ahead.

The building stood enormous behind black iron gates.

Old stone walls.

Tall windows glowing faintly.

Religious statues covered in rainwater.

The place looked less like a home and more like a church built to swallow secrets.

A sign near the entrance read:

*Saint Mercy Home for Lost Children.*

Below it:

*Founded by Sister Evelyn Graves.*

Milo stepped out first.

The cold air bit immediately.

“You know,” he muttered, staring up at the building, “nothing about this place comforts me.”

“Good,” Holt replied. “Comfort destroys observation.”

“You truly are unbearable before sunrise.”

Holt rang the gate bell.

For nearly a minute, nothing happened.

Then footsteps echoed somewhere inside.

Heavy locks clicked.

The gates slowly opened.

An elderly caretaker appeared carrying a lantern.

Thin.

Grey-haired.

Deep wrinkles carved into his face.

His tired eyes moved nervously between Holt and Milo.

“We’re closed,” he said softly.

Holt stepped forward.

“Mr. Sebastian Holt.”

The old man’s expression changed instantly.

Fear.

Not recognition.

Fear.

Milo noticed it immediately.

“We need to speak with Sister Evelyn Graves.”

“At this hour?”

“It concerns Clara Vane.”

The caretaker gripped the lantern tighter.

For one brief moment, Milo thought the man might shut the gate in their faces.

Instead, he whispered:

“She’s awake.”
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The inside of Saint Mercy Home felt strangely warm.

Children’s paintings covered the walls. Soft music drifted from somewhere upstairs. Lamps glowed gently beside polished wooden hallways.

It looked peaceful.

Almost beautiful.

And yet Milo could not shake the feeling that something underneath the place felt deeply wrong.

Children slept in rooms lining the upper corridors while caretakers moved quietly between them.

As Holt and Milo followed the old man through the hallway, a small boy suddenly ran around the corner chasing another child.

Laughing.

Smiling.

Normal.

The boy nearly collided with Milo before stopping abruptly.

“I’m sorry, sir!”

Milo smiled faintly.

“It’s alright.”

The child grinned before rushing away again.

For a second, Milo felt ashamed of his own suspicions.

Maybe they were chasing shadows.

Maybe Clara’s investigation had nothing to do with this place.

Then Holt stopped walking.

Milo nearly bumped into him.

“What is it?”

Holt’s eyes remained fixed ahead.

Three children stood silently at the far end of the corridor.

Watching them.

None older than fifteen.

None smiling.

The moment Holt noticed them, the children turned and disappeared into darkness.

Milo exhaled slowly.

“Alright,” he whispered. “That was unsettling.”

“Yes.”

“You saw the way they looked at us?”

“Yes.”

“What do you think that means?”

Holt spoke without emotion.

“They were not curious.”

Before Milo could ask more, the caretaker opened a pair of large wooden doors.

“She’s inside.”
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Sister Evelyn Graves sat near the fireplace reading a book.

The room smelled of lavender and old paper. Shelves filled with religious texts lined the walls. A piano rested near the corner beneath candlelight.

She looked exactly like the woman from Clara’s photograph.

Elegant white clothing.

Silver cross necklace.

Gentle eyes.

Composed posture.

She closed her book slowly and smiled warmly.

“Mr. Holt,” she said softly. “I wondered when we might finally meet.”

Her voice surprised Milo.

Calm.

Motherly.

Almost comforting.

Holt removed his gloves carefully.

“You know who I am.”

“Of course.” She smiled toward Milo. “And Dr. Hart as well. London speaks quite often about the two of you.”

Milo felt slightly uncomfortable under her gaze.

There was kindness in her expression.

But something else too.

Something difficult to explain.

Like she was studying them.

Sister Evelyn motioned toward chairs.

“Please sit.”

Neither man moved.

“You heard about Clara Vane quickly,” Holt said.

The faintest pause.

Then the smile returned.

“News travels rapidly in London.”

“She was investigating your orphanages.”

Evelyn sighed sadly.

“Yes. Poor woman.”

No fear.

No surprise.

No anger.

Just sadness.

Milo noticed Holt watching every movement carefully.

“She believed children were disappearing from your homes,” Holt said.

“That accusation hurt deeply.”

“You deny it?”

“Completely.”

Her calmness remained perfect.

Too perfect.

She stood slowly and walked toward the fireplace.

“These children arrive broken, Mr. Holt. Abandoned. Starving. Beaten by parents, traffickers, criminals.” Her eyes softened. “Some arrive unable to speak for weeks.”

Milo felt genuine emotion in her voice.

Pain.

Real pain.

“I simply try to save them.”

Holt remained cold.

“And Clara Vane died while investigating you.”

Sister Evelyn looked down quietly.

“For that,” she whispered, “I truly weep.”

Silence settled across the room.

Then suddenly—

a scream echoed upstairs.

Sharp.

Terrified.

Milo reacted instantly.

“What was that?”

The caretaker rushed toward the hallway.

Sister Evelyn’s calm expression finally cracked slightly.

“One of the boys has nightmares.”

Another scream came.

Followed by crying.

Milo moved immediately.

“Which room?”

“Second floor.”

He rushed upstairs while Holt remained behind.

—-
[image: ]


The crying grew louder near the upper corridor.

Milo followed the sound toward a half-open bedroom door.

Inside, a young boy sat curled against the wall shaking violently while another caretaker tried calming him.

“No— no— please—”

The boy looked around thirteen.

Tears streamed down his face.

His breathing came in terrified gasps.

Milo approached slowly.

“It’s alright,” he said gently. “You’re safe.”

The boy stared at him with wild fear.

Then suddenly grabbed Milo’s sleeve.

“He’ll kill me.”

Milo frowned.

“Who?”

The boy trembled harder.

“The man downstairs.”

Milo’s pulse quickened.

“Holt?”

The child shook his head violently.

“No... no... the other one...”

Before Milo could ask further, Sister Evelyn entered quietly behind him.

The instant the boy saw her—

everything changed.

Silence.

Complete silence.

The terror vanished from his face almost unnaturally.

He lowered his eyes immediately.

Like a soldier standing before command.

Sister Evelyn knelt beside him gently.

“Daniel,” she whispered kindly, brushing hair from his forehead, “you frightened everyone.”

“I’m sorry.”

The boy would not look at Milo now.

His hands shook uncontrollably.

Milo watched carefully.

Fear still remained.

But not toward Holt.

Toward her.

Sister Evelyn smiled warmly.

“Dr. Hart is here to help you.”

Daniel whispered:

“I’m fine.”

“You were screaming.”

“I had a nightmare.”

“What about?”

The boy hesitated.

Then looked directly at Sister Evelyn before answering.

“I don’t remember.”

Milo felt something twist inside his chest.

That answer had not been natural.

Not even close.
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Downstairs, Holt wandered slowly through the lower halls while the caretaker followed nervously behind him.

“Most children asleep at this hour?” Holt asked casually.

“Yes.”

“And the older ones?”

The caretaker hesitated.

“They assist with chores.”

“Even at night?”

“We run a large home.”

Holt stopped beside a wall covered with photographs.

Dozens of children smiling beside donors and politicians.

Then he noticed one face again.

The pale boy from Clara’s photograph.

Same emotionless eyes.

Same hollow stare.

Holt pointed toward him.

“That child.”

The caretaker stiffened slightly.

“His name?”

“Elias Reed.”

“Where is he?”

The old man swallowed.

“He left three weeks ago.”

“Adopted?”

“No.”

“Then where?”

“We... we do not know.”

Holt turned slowly.

“You lost a child.”

The caretaker wiped sweat from his forehead.

“He ran away.”

“Did he?”

Footsteps approached behind them.

Sister Evelyn descended the staircase calmly.

“The poor boy struggled greatly,” she said softly. “Trauma can make children unpredictable.”

Holt continued staring at the photograph.

“And yet Clara Vane circled his name before dying.”

Silence.

Very small.

Very brief.

But Holt noticed it.

So did Milo.

Sister Evelyn folded her hands together gently.

“I cannot explain Miss Vane’s paranoia.”

“You call it paranoia.”

“She accused innocent children of terrible things.”

Holt looked toward her.

“What terrible things?”

Another pause.

Milo saw it this time.

Tiny.

Almost invisible.

But real.

Sister Evelyn answered carefully.

“She believed someone here was training children to commit crimes.”

The room suddenly felt colder.

The caretaker looked horrified.

Milo felt his heartbeat quicken.

Because Clara had never publicly released those accusations.

Which meant—

“How did you know that?” Holt asked softly.

Sister Evelyn’s expression remained calm.

“She told me herself during our last meeting.”

“When was that?”

“Two days ago.”

“And you neglected to mention that earlier.”

“I didn’t realize it mattered.”

Holt stepped closer slowly.

“But it does matter.”

For the first time, tension entered the room visibly.

Milo noticed the caretaker backing away nervously.

Even the hallway felt quieter.

Sister Evelyn held Holt’s gaze calmly.

“You suspect me.”

“I suspect everyone.”

“And do you suspect children as well, Mr. Holt?”

Her question carried something strange beneath it.

Testing him.

Measuring him.

Holt answered without hesitation.

“Children are capable of extraordinary violence.”

Milo glanced toward him sharply.

Sister Evelyn tilted her head slightly.

“Interesting answer.”

Then suddenly—

the lights went out.

Darkness swallowed the hallway instantly.

The caretaker gasped.

Somewhere upstairs, children began crying.

Milo heard footsteps running.

Fast.

Too fast.

“Holt!”

“I hear them.”

A loud crash echoed from the far corridor.

Then another.

The caretaker fumbled desperately with his lantern.

When light finally returned, Holt was already moving.

“Stay with Evelyn,” he ordered Milo.

Then he disappeared into darkness.
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Holt sprinted through the lower hallway following the sound of running footsteps.

Whoever moved ahead of him knew the building well.

Small figure.

Fast.

Very light.

A child.

Holt turned sharply around the next corridor—

and barely avoided a knife.

The blade flashed past his throat.

A small figure lunged again from darkness.

Holt grabbed the attacker’s wrist instantly and slammed them against the wall.

A boy.

Fourteen perhaps.

Thin.

Cold eyes.

No fear whatsoever.

The knife clattered across the floor.

“What are you doing here?” Holt demanded.

The boy said nothing.

Then suddenly attacked again with terrifying speed.

Holt blocked the strike but the child drove his elbow directly into Holt’s ribs with shocking precision.

Not wild movement.

Training.

Actual training.

Holt shoved him backward hard.

The boy hit the wall but recovered immediately like someone used to pain.

Then he smiled.

Not happily.

Proudly.

Like he had passed a test.

Footsteps echoed again nearby.

More children.

Watching from shadows.

Holt saw at least four shapes standing silently at the end of the corridor.

Every instinct inside him screamed danger.

Then the lights returned.

Bright yellow lamps flooded the hallway.

The children vanished instantly.

Gone.

Like ghosts.

Only the knife remained on the floor.

Sister Evelyn arrived moments later with Milo and the caretaker behind her.

“What happened?” Milo asked.

Holt picked up the knife slowly.

Small blade.

Sharp.

Clean.

He looked toward the corridor where the children had disappeared.

“Someone tried to kill me.”

The caretaker looked horrified.

Sister Evelyn stared at the knife silently.

Then she sighed with visible heartbreak.

“Oh God...”

Milo frowned.

“You know whose knife this is?”

“One of the boys,” she whispered sadly. “Thomas.”

“You recognize it immediately?”

“He carries it because he fears sleeping alone.”

Holt’s eyes narrowed slightly.

“And where is Thomas now?”

No answer.

The caretaker rushed away to search.

Children upstairs cried louder now.

Chaos spread through the building.

But amid the panic, Holt noticed something chilling.

Sister Evelyn did not look surprised.

Not truly.

She looked disappointed.

As though something had gone wrong before completion.

—-
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An hour later, dawn slowly crept across London.

Police officers searched the orphanage while frightened children gathered inside the dining hall.

Some cried.

Some whispered.

Some stared silently at Holt.

Milo sat beside Daniel, the terrified boy from upstairs.

The child’s hands still trembled around a cup of tea.

“You’re safe,” Milo said gently.

Daniel whispered:

“No one is safe here.”

Milo’s heart tightened.

“What does that mean?”

Daniel glanced around nervously.

Then leaned closer.

“They watch everything.”

“Who?”

The boy’s eyes filled with tears.

“The older ones.”

Milo stayed quiet.

Daniel swallowed hard.

“If you say bad things... they take you downstairs.”

“Downstairs where?”

Before Daniel could answer, shouting erupted near the entrance hall.

Milo stood immediately.

Inspector Vale stormed into the
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