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Chapter 1

The night was calm, water smooth, moon full and the four friends sat on the deck of the boat, relaxing. Listening to soft music, their bellies full from the salmon dinner and wine. The gulls were overhead like always, singing in their own strange voices, the night seemed like one that had been blessed when there was a soft bump on the bottom of the boat.

The gull’s song changed, becoming more of a chirping than the relaxing song of a few minutes before, a splash in the water caused the friends to jump and look around. The moon didn’t seem so bright anymore, the dark more oppressive, the water seemed sinister instead of calm. A second bump on the boat, harder, vicious as if something was trying to break through the hull of the boat.

One went below to see what was going on; he turned the fish finder and depth sounder on out of habit. Both were silent for a moment then the fish finder began to beep, at first intermittent, then a long loud beep came from it. The depth sounder started to sound, the tone seems to get louder more urgent, something was coming up fast and large.

The others came to see what was going on; the tones had gotten their attention. One went and turned the underwater camera on and gasps. It couldn’t be, nothing but bubbles, wait a shape, pointed, and covered with dots then the smile. Teeth, large, pointed, deadly smiling at him with that evil hungry smile and the eye, black, soulless, lifeless almost a doll’s eye staring at him. Backing away, the boy shook his head, it couldn’t be ... not that large. Tentatively he looked again, a fin or part of one went by then the sickening crack, water came in. A second crack vicious, angry caused everyone to look around, almost knee deep in the water, then their waist. 

All four scrambled trying to get out of the water, away from the terror. A girl screamed, the water turned red – blood red. Faster the water was rising faster, up to their necks, swimming out of the cabin three immerged, fear running through them. The boat was gone, the sea deadly still, the shore too far, gulls too loud, the moon dim instead of bright. One spoke, her voice too loud, too shrill, and full of fear “We have to get to shore. It is about 800 meters to the reef; if we can get there then we are in the lagoon.”
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