
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Mysteries Beneath the Surface

        

        
        
          David Allen

        

        
          Published by David Allen, 2026.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      MYSTERIES BENEATH THE SURFACE

    

    
      First edition. March 23, 2026.

      Copyright © 2026 David Allen.

    

    
    
      Written by David Allen.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by David Allen

	    

      
	    
          
	      A Genetic Reckoning

          
        
          
	          Nightmare in Manhattan

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Eternal Connections

          
        
          
	          The Last Call Chronicles

          
        
          
	          Mysteries Beneath the Surface

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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The glow of Kelsey's laptop screen cast blue shadows across her living room, illuminating three faces huddled around it in the dimming afternoon light. Outside, rain spattered against the windows, the perfect backdrop for their impromptu vacation planning session. Kelsey's fingers hovered over the keys, her athletic frame leaning forward with barely contained energy as she navigated to a website she'd discovered earlier that day – one that specialized in remote getaways with unusual histories.

"I'm telling you guys, this site is incredible," Kelsey said, tucking a strand of chestnut hair behind her ear. "They call themselves 'Forgotten Retreats' – places so remote they don't even show up on regular booking sites."

Amber shifted on the couch cushion, pressing her shoulder against Kelsey's. "And you're sure this is legitimate? Not some weird scam to lure young women to their doom?" Despite her words, curiosity brightened her eyes as her blonde curls fell forward, creating a curtain that brushed the keyboard.

"That's exactly what it is," Brooke muttered from Kelsey's other side. Her petite frame seemed to shrink further into the couch as she pulled her knees to her chest, dark hair framing her face like a mourning veil. "The serial killer special. Three-for-one deal."

Kelsey laughed, the sound warm and confident in the cozy apartment. "Come on, they have reviews! Look." She scrolled down, revealing testimonials from previous guests. "Besides, we've been talking about a girls' trip for months. Don't you want something more interesting than some generic beach resort?"

The website's interface appeared deliberately antiquated, with faded sepia tones and fonts that mimicked typewriter text. Each listing featured properties with some element of mystery – abandoned lighthouses, former sanatoriums converted to luxury retreats, and remote woodland cabins with histories of unexplained phenomena.

"Oh, stop here," Amber said suddenly, placing her hand over Kelsey's on the mouse. "Mountain Lake Cabin. That actually looks beautiful."

Kelsey's green eyes widened as she clicked on the listing, a series of photographs loading slowly onto the screen. The cabin appeared like something from a dream – weathered cedar siding darkened by time and elements, a wraparound porch that promised sunset views, and behind it, a lake so clear it reflected the surrounding pines like a perfect mirror.

"Look at that water," Kelsey breathed, her pulse quickening. She leaned closer to the screen, her athletic build tensing with excitement as if she could already feel herself diving into those crystal depths. "It says there are hot springs feeding into it. The lake stays warm even in cooler weather."

Amber was already scanning the property details, her analytical mind processing the information. "Three bedrooms, fully equipped kitchen, solar power with generator backup," she read, finger tracing the lines on the screen. "It's actually quite reasonable split three ways. The booking calendar shows availability for next week." Her blonde curls bobbed as she nodded, almost to herself.

Brooke remained silent, her dark eyes fixed on a particular photograph of the cabin at dusk, windows glowing amber against the encroaching forest darkness. Something about the image tugged at her, a strange, inexplicable pull that contradicted her usual caution. Her finger reached out, almost unconsciously, to touch the screen.

"There's a warning," she said softly, pointing to a small text box at the bottom of the listing. "'Guests may experience unusual sensations or dreams during their stay. The lake has been the subject of local legends for centuries.'" She looked up, meeting Kelsey's eager gaze. "That doesn't concern you at all?"

Kelsey's lips curved into a smile that crinkled the corners of her eyes. "It concerns me that they're trying way too hard with the spooky marketing angle. 'Unusual sensations'? Please." Her fingers tapped excitedly on the keyboard. "That's just to justify charging more for what's probably just a nice cabin by a pretty lake."

"I don't know," Brooke persisted, though her objection lacked conviction. "It's really isolated. Look at the map – three miles down a dirt road from the nearest highway. What if something happens? What if one of us gets hurt?"

Amber, ever the practical one, pulled out her phone. "I'm checking cell coverage for the area. Looks like it's spotty but existent. And the listing says there's a satellite phone in case of emergencies." She tucked a blonde curl behind her ear. "Honestly, I could use some isolation. The office has been a nightmare lately."

"Exactly!" Kelsey's hand came down on Amber's shoulder, squeezing enthusiastically. "We all need this. A week away from everything – no emails, no social media, no dudes sliding into our DMs." She scrolled through more photos – the stone fireplace dominating the main room, rough-hewn timber beams crossing the ceiling, a small wooden dock extending into the lake.

Brooke bit her lower lip, still staring at the warning message. "Why am I even hesitating?" she wondered aloud. "I should be the one vetoing this immediately. Instead, I kind of... want to go." Her admission surprised even herself.

Kelsey seized the moment, clicking through to the booking page. "That's because some part of you craves adventure too, Ms. Safety First." Her finger hovered over the confirmation button. "One week. Just the three of us. Swimming, hiking, drinking wine by the fire. Maybe we'll experience some 'unusual sensations' – like actual relaxation for once."

"Or we'll end up as the opening scene of a horror movie," Brooke said, but a small smile had formed on her lips.

"I'm in," Amber declared, her decision made with characteristic efficiency. "The logical risk assessment says this is just a remote cabin with marketing gimmicks."

Kelsey turned to Brooke, her green eyes bright with anticipation. "Come on. Live a little. When was the last time you did something spontaneous?"

Brooke's resistance crumbled like sand. "Fine," she sighed, though the word carried more resignation than reluctance. "But if we end up possessed by lake demons, I reserve the right to say I told you so for all eternity."

"Deal." Kelsey clicked the confirmation button with dramatic flair, her body practically vibrating with excitement. The booking confirmation appeared almost immediately, along with detailed directions to the property.

As Amber began making practical lists of supplies they would need and Kelsey launched into enthusiastic plans for swimming and hiking, Brooke found her gaze drawn back to the photo of the cabin at dusk. The longer she looked, the more she could almost imagine something moving beneath the lake's glassy surface – something large and ancient, waiting in the depths. A shiver ran through her that had nothing to do with the apartment's air conditioning, a sensation both unsettling and oddly thrilling.

In one week, they would be there. Whatever awaited them at Mountain Lake Cabin, Brooke couldn't shake the feeling that their lives would never be quite the same afterward.

—————
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The tires of Amber's SUV crunched over the last stretch of dirt road as the trees finally parted, revealing the Mountain Lake Cabin in person. Kelsey pressed her face against the passenger window, a child-like wonder widening her green eyes. The photographs online hadn't captured the raw majesty of the setting – the way the afternoon sun fractured across the lake's surface into a thousand points of light, or how the ancient pines stood sentinel around the clearing like watchful guardians. Even Brooke, who had spent the three-hour drive mentally cataloging worst-case scenarios, felt her breath catch at the sight.

"We're here," Amber announced unnecessarily, bringing the vehicle to a stop in front of the cabin. The engine ticked as it cooled in the mountain air, a sound that seemed almost intrusive against the backdrop of natural silence.

The cabin stood before them, every bit as picturesque as promised – weathered cedar siding had darkened to a rich tobacco-brown, bearing the patina of decades of mountain weather. The wraparound porch hugged the structure like a protective embrace, its wooden railings worn smooth by years of hands and weather. Wide steps led up to a heavy door that looked as though it could withstand whatever the mountains might throw at it.

"I can't believe this place," Kelsey whispered, then louder as she pushed open her door, "I can't believe this place!" Her voice echoed briefly across the water before being swallowed by the dense forest surrounding them.

She was out of the car before the others had even unbuckled, her athletic body vibrating with barely contained excitement. The mountain air hit her lungs, crisp and pine-scented, and she felt a curious tingling begin at the base of her spine. Kelsey stretched her arms above her head, feeling strangely light despite the hours of sitting in the car.

"I'm going to check out the perimeter," she called over her shoulder, already jogging toward a narrow path that seemed to circle the property. Each step sent a small jolt through her body, a curious energy that built with every breath of mountain air. Her heart raced beyond what the light exertion warranted, and a thin film of perspiration formed across her skin despite the mild temperature.

Amber watched Kelsey disappear around the side of the cabin with an indulgent smile before turning her attention to the lake. "I'll check out the water," she said to Brooke, who was still sitting in the backseat, staring at the cabin with an unreadable expression.

The path to the lake's edge was short, just fifty yards of gentle slope from the cabin's porch to a small, sandy beach. Amber walked slowly, taking in the crystal clarity of the water. She could see straight to the bottom near the shore, where smooth pebbles rested undisturbed. Further out, the lake bed dropped away suddenly, the water transitioning from transparent to a deep, almost cobalt blue.

As she approached the water's edge, Amber felt a curious sensation begin in her core – a warmth that seemed to spread outward through her body in gentle waves. She paused, momentarily confused by the feeling. It wasn't unpleasant, merely unexpected – like stepping into a hot bath when you'd anticipated lukewarm water.

The warmth intensified as she crouched to touch the lake. The water felt surprisingly temperate against her fingertips, neither cool nor warm but somehow both at once. As she straightened, Amber became acutely aware of a tightening in her breasts, her nipples hardening visibly beneath her thin t-shirt. She crossed her arms over her chest, glancing back toward the cabin to ensure no one had noticed, though she couldn't have explained why this natural physical reaction suddenly embarrassed her.

Meanwhile, Brooke had finally exited the car, approaching the cabin with the cautious steps of someone entering a shrine. She climbed the porch steps slowly, running her hand along the smooth wooden railing. The key had been left for them in a lockbox, the code provided in their confirmation email. Her fingers trembled slightly as she punched in the numbers, though not from fear – an anticipation she couldn't justify had replaced her usual anxiety.

The door swung open with a low creak, revealing the cabin's interior. Brooke stood momentarily transfixed in the doorway. The stone fireplace dominated the far wall, its chimney stretching up through exposed rafters to the peak of the vaulted ceiling. Rough-hewn timber beams crossed overhead, their aged wood telling stories of decades of mountain seasons. The furniture was simple but inviting – a large leather sofa, armchairs positioned to face the fireplace, a dining table that could comfortably seat six.

Brooke stepped inside, her practiced caution melting away like spring snow. The cabin smelled of pine sap and old wood, with undertones of wood smoke from previous fires. She ran her fingers along the back of the sofa, feeling the soft, worn leather. Something about the space felt immediately familiar, as though she had visited it in dreams.

"Hello?" she called, her voice seeming small in the open space. No response came, but she hadn't expected one. They were utterly alone here.

Brooke began carrying bags inside, organizing them by the door before bringing her own luggage to the smallest bedroom at the back of the cabin. The room was simple – a double bed with a patchwork quilt, a small dresser, and a window that looked out over the dense forest behind the property. She sat on the edge of the bed, testing its firmness, and was surprised by the immediate comfort she felt.

Outside, Kelsey had completed a full circuit of the property, her jog becoming a full run as the inexplicable energy continued to build inside her. The cabin sat in a natural bowl formed by the surrounding mountains, perfectly positioned to catch the afternoon sunlight that dappled through the trees. The lake stretched out before it, approximately forty acres of pristine water that reflected the sky like polished glass.

As she returned to the front of the cabin, breathing harder than she should have been, she spotted Amber still standing at the water's edge. Her friend's posture seemed strange – rigid yet somehow yielding, her face turned up toward the sun with an expression Kelsey couldn't quite interpret from this distance.

"Amber!" she called, jogging down to join her. "Isn't this place incredible?"

Amber turned, and for a moment, her eyes seemed unfocused, as though returning from somewhere far away. She blinked rapidly, then smiled, though the expression didn't quite reach her eyes.

"It's beautiful," she agreed, her voice slightly husky. "The water is... different somehow. Warmer than I expected." She shivered despite her words, and Kelsey noticed the pronounced outline of her nipples against her shirt but tactfully avoided commenting.

"I feel different too," Kelsey admitted, bouncing on the balls of her feet. "Like I've had ten espressos, but not jittery – just alive." Her skin still tingled pleasantly, particularly at the nape of her neck and along her spine.

They turned as Brooke appeared on the porch, waving to them. "I've put all the bags inside," she called. "This place is even better than the pictures."

As they joined Brooke on the porch, the three women stood silently for a moment, taking in their surroundings. The cabin's rustic charm contrasted with the wild grandeur of the landscape, human craftsmanship nestled within untamed nature.

"So," Amber said finally, her arms still crossed over her chest, "who wants to explore the inside?"

"I already peeked," Brooke admitted, surprising herself with her eagerness. "It's perfect. The fireplace is enormous."

"I call the bedroom with the best view of the lake," Kelsey announced, already moving toward the door, her body still humming with unexplained energy.

As they entered the cabin together, none of them noticed how the lake's surface rippled briefly in their wake, despite the absence of wind or wildlife. A gentle disturbance that originated from somewhere deep below, as though something large had shifted position in anticipation of nightfall.

—————
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Darkness settled over the cabin like a velvet cloak, the last amber streaks of sunset fading from the sky. Inside, the stone fireplace crackled with life, casting long, dancing shadows across the wooden floors and walls. Kelsey arranged three wine glasses on the coffee table while Amber uncorked a bottle of cabernet sauvignon they'd brought along. Brooke emerged from the kitchen with a platter of cheese, fruit, and crackers, having discovered the refrigerator thoughtfully stocked by the property manager.

"To us," Kelsey declared, raising her glass once they were all settled. The firelight caught in her green eyes, giving them an almost feral gleam. "And to whatever 'unusual sensations' await us." Her tone was mockingly ominous, but something in her expression suggested she wasn't entirely joking.

They clinked glasses, the crystal producing a clear, musical note that seemed to linger in the air longer than it should have. Outside, the lake lapped gently at the shore, a rhythmic whisper that provided a constant backdrop to their conversation.

Amber settled deeper into her armchair, her blonde curls catching copper highlights from the flames. "I still can't believe how perfect this place is," she said, running her finger absently along the rim of her glass. "It feels like we're the only people left in the world."

"That was exactly what I was worried about," Brooke reminded them, though her earlier anxiety seemed to have evaporated. She sat cross-legged on the plush rug before the fire, her small frame relaxed in a way her friends rarely saw. "But now that we're here... it feels right somehow."

The cabin held them in its warm embrace, the rough-hewn beams overhead witnessing their gradual unwinding. Kelsey sprawled across the sofa, one long leg hanging over the armrest, her athletic build softened by the flickering light. Amber curled her feet beneath her in the armchair, her posture loosening with each sip of wine. On the floor, Brooke leaned back on her hands, face tilted up toward the ceiling, dark hair spilling down her back.

"Remember that time in sophomore year," Kelsey began, her voice taking on the nostalgic tone that often emerged when they reminisced, "when we snuck onto the roof of the humanities building with that bottle of tequila?"

Amber groaned, covering her eyes. "I was so sick the next day. Professor Hanson knew exactly why I was wearing sunglasses in his 8 AM lecture."

"You threw up in a potted plant," Brooke added, giggling with a looseness that the first glass of wine couldn't fully explain. "An actual, living plant that someone probably cared about."

Their laughter echoed in the spacious room, melding with the crackling fire. They refilled their glasses, the conversation flowing as easily as the wine. The platter of food remained largely untouched; none of them seemed particularly hungry.

"Do you remember," Amber said, her cheeks flushed pink from the alcohol, "that pact we made senior year? That if we were all still single at thirty, we'd just marry each other and buy a farm?"

"Polyandry. Polyamory?" Kelsey waved her hand vaguely. "Whatever it's called when it's three women."

"A throuple," Brooke supplied, then looked surprised at her own knowledge.

"Right. That." Kelsey swirled the wine in her glass, watching the way it caught the light. "Sometimes I think that would have been easier than dating all these disappointing men."

The conversation turned to their love lives – Kelsey's string of athletic but emotionally unavailable partners, Amber's careful approach to dating that left her perpetually single, Brooke's tendency to end relationships before they became too serious.

"I've never told anyone this," Brooke said, her voice dropping to a near whisper despite their isolation, "but sometimes I think I sabotage relationships on purpose. Like I'm waiting for something... I don't know... something different."

Amber nodded slowly, her eyes half-closed. "I know what you mean. Like there's some experience waiting for you that you can't even name." Her hand moved to her neck, fingers trailing down to her collarbone in an unconscious caress.

"Exactly," Kelsey agreed, sitting up straighter, her expression suddenly intense. "Like there's this... hunger that regular life just doesn't satisfy."

They fell silent, each lost in private thoughts that seemed to circle the same unnamed desire. The fire popped loudly, sending a shower of sparks up the chimney, breaking the spell.

"It's getting late," Amber said finally, though none of them had checked the time. "We should probably get some sleep if we want to explore tomorrow."

They cleared away their glasses with reluctant movements, as if separating from this circle of intimacy required physical effort. At the hallway that led to their three bedrooms, they paused, exchanging glances that lingered just a moment too long.

"Goodnight," Kelsey said, her voice huskier than usual. She touched Amber's shoulder, then Brooke's, brief contacts that somehow felt significant.

"Sleep well," Amber replied, her eyes moving between her two friends with an expression that resembled hunger.

"See you in the morning," Brooke whispered, backing toward her door, reluctant to be the first to turn away.

In her bedroom, Kelsey changed into cotton shorts and a tank top, her usual sleeping attire. The sheets felt unusually crisp against her skin as she slid between them, as though each thread contained a tiny electric charge. She stared up at the ceiling, listening to the unfamiliar sounds of the cabin – the occasional creak of timber expanding and contracting, the distant lapping of the lake against the shore.

Sleep should have come easily after the long drive and the wine, but instead, her body hummed with awareness. Her skin felt hypersensitive, each point of contact with the sheets registering as distinctly pleasurable. A warmth began in her core and radiated outward, making her shift restlessly. The sheets seemed to cling to her, suddenly confining, and she kicked them down to her waist.

Across the hall, Amber was experiencing similar discomfort. She had changed into a silk nightgown, but even the smooth fabric felt abrasive against her sensitized skin. She sat up in bed, pushing her blonde curls away from her face, surprised to find her forehead damp with perspiration despite the comfortable temperature in the room.

The warmth she had felt at the lake's edge earlier had returned, more intense now, centered low in her belly and pulsing outward in waves that made her press her thighs together unconsciously. She considered opening a window but found herself reluctant to leave the bed, as though some invisible force urged her to remain exactly where she was, to wait for... something.

In the smallest bedroom, Brooke lay on top of her covers, still fully dressed. She had intended to change, had even unpacked her pajamas and laid them on the end of the bed, but a curious lethargy had overcome her. Not tiredness – quite the opposite. Her body felt charged with potential energy, like a storm about to break. Every muscle was tense, not with anxiety but with anticipation.

The sensation wasn't unpleasant. If anything, it reminded her of those moments just before intimacy, when desire builds to an almost unbearable pitch. But she was alone, and the feeling had no obvious source or outlet. She rolled onto her side, curling into herself, hyperaware of her own heartbeat, the rush of blood in her veins, the weight of her clothes against her skin.

Through the walls that separated them, each woman experienced the same growing heat, the same restlessness, the same inexplicable arousal. Their bodies responded to something intangible in the air, some influence that had seeped into the very structure of the cabin, or perhaps had always been there, waiting for them.

Outside, the lake's surface rippled again, more pronounced this time. The moon reflected on the water fragmented into shards of light, distorted by movement from below. Inside the cabin, three women tossed in their beds, skin flushed and breath quickening, unaware that they had already begun to surrender to whatever presence had called them to this place.

———
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Kelsey awakened suddenly, her eyes snapping open to absolute darkness. For a moment, she couldn't remember where she was, her mind foggy with the remnants of dreams she couldn't quite recall. Then she heard it – a soft, melodic sound drifting through her partially open window. Not quite music, not quite voice, but something between the two that bypassed conscious thought and spoke directly to some primal part of her brain. She lay still, listening, as the sound wove itself around her like an invisible thread, tugging gently but insistently.

Her body responded before her mind could process what was happening. Heat bloomed low in her belly, spreading outward in pulsating waves that made her gasp softly in the darkness. Between her thighs, a desperate ache began to build, a pulsing need that made her whimper and press her legs together in search of relief. The pressure only intensified the sensation, sending a jolt of pleasure up her spine.

Kelsey pushed the sheets away, her skin feverish against the cool night air. The cotton tank top she wore felt abrasive against her hardened nipples, each brush of fabric sending electric currents straight to her core. She sat up slowly, her movements dreamlike, disconnected from conscious decision.

The melodic sound continued, more distinct now, calling her with wordless promises. Her breath came in short, shallow bursts as she swung her legs over the side of the bed. The wooden floor felt cool beneath her bare feet, but she barely registered the sensation. Everything had narrowed to the sound and the relentless throbbing between her legs.

Standing, Kelsey reached for the hem of her tank top and pulled it over her head in one fluid motion. Her shorts followed, pushed down her athletic legs and kicked aside. She stood naked in the moonlight that filtered through the window, her skin glowing with a pale luminescence that seemed to come from within rather than reflect from without.

The bedroom door opened at her touch, though she had no memory of crossing the room to reach it. The hallway stretched before her, dark and empty. Somewhere in the recesses of her mind, a small voice suggested that she should be concerned about her friends seeing her naked, but the thought dissipated like mist in sunlight. Nothing mattered except following the call.

She moved through the silent cabin, her steps silent on the wooden floors. The main room was bathed in silver moonlight through the large windows, the remains of the fire a dull red glow in the hearth. The door to the porch yielded to her touch, swinging open without a sound, as though the cabin itself were complicit in whatever was happening.

The night air embraced her naked body, cool but not cold, raising goosebumps across her flesh. Her nipples tightened further, sensitive peaks that sent jolts of pleasure through her with each step. Between her thighs, she felt wetness beginning to gather, slick evidence of her arousal.

The path to the lake seemed to glow before her, illuminated by moonlight or perhaps by some other light source she couldn't identify. Kelsey followed it blindly, drawn forward by the melody that now seemed to emanate from the water itself. Grass tickled her bare feet, then gave way to sand as she approached the shore.

At the lake's edge, Kelsey dropped to her knees, her breathing ragged. The water before her was perfectly still, a black mirror reflecting the star-filled sky. The melodic sound had stopped, but the compulsion remained, a throbbing need that consumed her thoughts completely.

Her hands moved as if controlled by some external force, rising to cup her breasts. The first touch sent a shock of pleasure so intense that she gasped, head falling back, exposing the long column of her throat to the night. She kneaded the firm flesh, feeling its weight in her palms, before focusing on her nipples. Her fingers pinched and rolled the sensitive buds, each touch sending currents of electric pleasure straight to her core.

"Oh god," she moaned, the first words she had spoken since awakening. Her voice sounded strange to her ears, husky with need, almost unrecognizable.

One hand remained at her breast, squeezing and teasing her nipple, while the other slid down across her toned stomach. Her muscles jumped beneath her fingers, anticipation building as her hand moved lower. When her fingers finally slipped between her thighs, she cried out at the contact, finding herself impossibly wet. Her folds were slick and swollen, her entrance practically weeping with arousal.

Kelsey spread her knees wider on the sand, opening herself fully to the night air and the unseen presence she could feel watching her. Her fingers circled her clit, already swollen and throbbing with need. Each touch sent waves of pleasure crashing through her body, building upon one another in an escalating rhythm.

"Please," she whispered, though she couldn't have said what she was begging for. Her fingers moved faster, her hips rocking against her hand, seeking more pressure, more friction, more of everything.
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