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Chapter One – The Girl Who Saw Too Much
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The wind always seemed louder in Lüderitz at night. It whistled through the narrow streets, rattled the old tin roofs, and carried with it the smell of salt and seaweed from the restless Atlantic. Six-year-old Celeste lay in her small bed, listening to the house creak and sigh around her. Her brothers—Jake, Cameron, and little Hector—were asleep in the next room, but Celeste’s eyes remained wide open, fixed on the thin curtains swaying in the ocean breeze.

That’s when she heard it.

A whisper.

It was faint at first, almost like her name carried by the wind. Celeste.

She sat up, her heart thumping. The room was dark, except for the silver glow of the moon cutting across the floorboards. Slowly, she climbed out of bed, her bare feet padding softly across the wooden floor. The whisper came again, clearer this time, not from the window but from the corner of her room.

And then she saw it.

A figure, tall and pale, almost transparent, stood with its back turned. It looked like a man in an old coat, but she could see right through him, as though he were made of fog.

Celeste froze, her tiny fists clutching her nightdress. The figure turned its head slightly, and though its features were blurred, she felt its eyes lock onto hers. Cold shot down her spine.

“M-Mama!” she cried, her voice high and trembling.

The light in the passage clicked on, and her mother rushed in, hair tousled from sleep. “Celeste, what is it?” she asked, kneeling beside her.

Celeste pointed to the corner, but the figure was gone. Only shadows remained.

“There was a man,” Celeste stammered. “He was here... watching me.”

Her mother sighed, brushing a hand over her daughter’s hair. “It was just a dream, my girl. The wind plays tricks. Now come, back into bed.”

But as Celeste lay back down, her mother humming softly to calm her, she couldn’t shake the icy certainty that it hadn’t been a dream. She could still feel those unseen eyes on her.

The next morning, at the breakfast table, she tried again.

“I saw someone in my room,” she told her father, her spoon clinking in her porridge bowl.

Her father frowned, exchanging a quick glance with her mother. Before he could answer, Jake burst out laughing. “Celeste saw a ghost!” he teased, making Cameron laugh so hard that milk spilled from his mouth. Even little Hector giggled, though he didn’t understand the joke.
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