
  
  
      
        
          The Haunting of Beach House

          Mt Eden Witches Book Four

		      
          Jamie Sands

        

        
          
          Grey Kelpie Studio

        

      

    


  
  
Copyright © 2025 Jamie Sands 

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without permission in writing from the publisher, except by reviewers, who may quote brief passages in a review. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner for the purpose of training artifcial intelligence technologies or systems. In accordance with Article (3)D of the Digital Single Market Directive 2019/790

Grey Kelpie Studio expressly reserves this work from the text and data mining

978-1-0670421-7-2Haunting of Beach House (epub) 

978-1-0670421-8-9Haunting of Beach House (paperback)

Cover design by Jacqueline Sweet







  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Chapter One 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Chapter Two 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Chapter Three 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Chapter Four 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Chapter Five 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Chapter Seven 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        Chapter Eight 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        Chapter Nine 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        Chapter ten 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        Chapter Eleven 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        Chapter Twelve 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        Chapter Thirteen 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        Epilogue 
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also by
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    

  


  
  

Chapter One 


Basil 
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Basil opened the mailbox outside his front gate as a matter of habit, not really expecting to find anything. The envelope was a surprise. So much of a surprise that it almost fell out, but on instinct Basil’s hand shot out to catch it. He lifted it to examine it closer. 

It was a beautiful envelope, not too heavy with a linen feel to it. There was a handwritten address in deep magenta ink. It was addressed to Sebastian Black. 

No stamp or return address when Basil checked, so it must have been hand-delivered. 

Feeling watched, Basil glanced over his shoulder, but there was no one on the street in the late summer sun. His neighbour’s familiar cars were parked where they always were, and over the road someone was weeding their garden and listening to headphones. 

He made his way up the cobblestone path to the front door and let himself in. 

Sebastian wasn’t due back for a few more hours. He’d texted earlier to say he’d seen all he thought he would at the latest ghost hunt — one he’d been away for over night.  He’d driven to the Waikato the day before to investigate and film at a possibly haunted Bed and Breakfast. 

Basil had missed him, and hoped he wasn’t taking too meandering a route home. The Bed and Breakfast had been pretty rural, and far from the Waikato Expressway that would have him home quicker. He always missed him, but now he was impatient for Sebastian’s return so he could find out what was in the envelope. 

He placed it in the middle of the dining table, sat down and gazed at it. With no return address, he couldn’t even speculate at what it could be. It was sealed with wax which ruled out sneakily opening it to have a peek. 

Not that he would open it. It was Sebastian’s mail and Basil believed firmly in boundaries, but the temptation was there all the same.

Maybe he could speculate. 

Perhaps it was something from Sebastian’s rich and absent parents — a family wedding invitation? 

It looked like a prop from some Gothic play. Maybe it was an invitation to one of those murder mystery dinner parties. Sebastian must know a hundred people who’d be into those although how many would know his home address? 

Sebastian often got fan mail for his show — he was handsome and charming, he got a lot of fan mail. But it was always sent to his post office box and he only checked that every few weeks. 

Whoever delivered this had known for certain he lived at this address, and Sebastian never shared that online. 

Someone local maybe? Judith from up the road with her monster? 

But anyone local would have addressed it to Basil as well, those were shared friends. Well, of course, everyone liked Sebastian better so perhaps it was something that Basil wasn’t supposed to know about. 

He picked it up again. He knew for certain it was an invitation of some sort. Some magic knowledge or intuition assured him of it. This wasn’t a stalker letter or something threatening, he knew it in his gut.

So perhaps someone Sebastian knew, who didn’t know Basil. This was the most simple explanation. It could be an invitation with a plus one. Sebastian made friends everywhere he went. It was one of the things Basil loved about him.

A creak in the ceiling shook Basil out of his reverie. He blinked, as if waking up. He’d come in and done none of his usual routines and rituals. In fact the front door was still standing open.

Basil went to close it, cleared his throat and called out. 

“Hello, Eek! I’m home. Had a good day?” 

The wall creaked, closer to Basil. 

“Hungry are you?” 

He went to the pantry, located a packet of chocolate digestives and arranged them on a plate on the sideboard. “Dinner’s up, Eek.” 

Then he turned away, to give their house monster the privacy it preferred. He sensed the large shape moving closer, making the floorboards creak. How such a sizeable form fit into the walls, he’d never quite understand. Just one of those things you had to write off to magic, he supposed. 

“Hello Basil, thank you.” The whisper was part autumn leaves and part the rustle of raincoats hanging in a closet. Basil looked in the reflection of the kettle to get a glimpse of Eek. Eek ate delicately, distorted in the curved surface. Basil smiled, a wave of affection warming his chest. 

“I thought this might be a good variation to your diet,” he said softly. “More fibre.” 

“Mmm. Thanks.” 

The whoosh of movement told Basil that Eek had retreated, leaving only crumbs on the plate. 

In a concerted effort to not sit back down and stare at Sebastian’s envelope, Basil started making dinner. 

He baked some potatoes, put together a large green salad with boiled eggs and cheese cubes, and marinated a slab of tofu. 

Since Sebastian’s cat curse, they’d been experimenting with a lot more meatless meals. Basil has questioned this, surely being a cat would make him want more meat but Sebastian had explained some of the urges that came with being a cat had lingered. He hadn’t had the chance to eat a mouse when he’d been transformed, but apparently as a cat he had very much wanted to. Human Sebastian was repulsed by the idea of eating mice, so had been trying more tofu and vegan dishes to try and quash the instincts. 

It had been months since then, and for the most part Sebastian was back to his old self. However, there was no denying his attitude to magic had changed. It was as if he’d never realised fire could burn, and then he’d scorched himself. To Basil’s mind, a bit of caution was good, healthy. But Basil had felt himself walking on eggshells somewhat since their return. 

Sebastian had left the room when Basil had refreshed the protective charms on the windows, and although he was still friendly with Eek, sometimes the noises the monster made startled him. 

The summer hadn’t been too hot, so Basil had spent a lot of time in the garden, leaving Sebastian to do his own thing. 

But now, this envelope, addressed to Sebastian… Basil had a sense that things were about to become a lot more interesting, maybe even challenging. How would they cope?








  
  

Chapter Two 


Sebastian 
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The drive back from small town Waikato hadn’t been the smoothest Sebastian had ever driven. Roadworks on the highways had slowed him down, and made him irritable. His phone cord was wearing out, and his phone wasn’t charging as quickly as he was accustomed to. 

Finally, when he’d pulled into Auckland, he’d hit at peak time for rush hour traffic on the Southern Motorway. 

Parking in the driveway of the ramshackle Mt Eden cottage he shared with Basil felt hard-won. He could barely register his relief — all he wanted was to get out of the car. 

He retrieved his bags, and trudged to the house, ill-charged phone in hand. 

Basil pounced immediately, even before Sebastian had removed his shoes, startling him into dropping a bag. Thankfully it was the bag with his clothes in it, not the one with his camera gear. 

“There’s mail for you! And it looks important.” 

Basil thrust a fancy envelope into Sebastian’s hand. “Oh.” Sebastian blinked at it. “Okay. Yes, hi.” 

“Oh! Sorry. Welcome home darling,” Basil had the good grace to look embarrassed when he leaned in to kiss his cheek. “It’s good to see you. Come in, sit down.” 

Basil took Sebastian’s other bag and closed the door behind him, ushering him gently but firmly into the lounge. “How was your trip?” 

Basil was obviously trying very hard, but his eyes kept flicking back to the envelope in Sebastian’s hand. Sebastian decided he could tease him a little longer. 

“It was all right, I didn’t catch much on camera, but probably enough for a short episode. The place had a really storied history, I think you’d like to hear some of it.” 

Basil nodded, but his eyes were still on Sebastian’s hand. 

He turned the envelope over. Noting the lack of return address or postage stamp. 

“It was hand-delivered while I was at work,” Basil supplied. 

Sebastian examined the writing on the front of the envelope, wondering. The envelope was sealed with a dramatic-looking red wax seal, and Sebastian wasn’t sure how to open it without shattering the wax.

“There’s a letter opener on the coffee table,” 

Sebastian fixed Basil with a look. “Yes, of course. A completely ordinary thing to have out, Baz.” 

Basil blushed and adjusted his glasses.

Sebastian smiled, letting Basil know he was off the hook, and picked up the opener. It was old, antique probably, carved of bone. Sebastian slipped it under the seal and levered the linen envelope open. Inside was a single piece of heavy paper, almost cardstock. The words were stamped into it, rather than written. The author must have used an old-fashioned typewriter. 

To Mssr. Sebastian Black, You are cordially invited to a retreat at Beach House commencing on February 29th Beginning with afternoon tea on the 29th, and ending after three nights. 

The house is haunted, and it is my fondest hope that you and your esteemed partner Basil Harrison can assist with the troubles I have been experiencing. There will be several other experts in the supernatural in attendance. All meals, drinks, and comforts will be provided.

No need to RSVP, simply arrive at the address below before three in the afternoon of the 29th. 

Yours, 

Horatio 

Sebastian was going to read it aloud, but Basil had sprung to his feet and moved behind Sebastian’s chair to read over his shoulder. Sebastian held the letter still for him. 

“A haunted house party invitation?” Basil mused.

Sebastian nodded. “Sounds like the start of a horror movie.” 

“Or an Agatha Christie novel.” 

“Either way the kind of set up where people die, right?” Sebastian folded the letter and slid it back into the envelope. 

“Well, are we going to do it?” 

“I don’t know, Basil. I’m tired and cranky, I can’t make a decision right now.” Sebastian rubbed the bridge of his nose.

“Dinner. I’ve got dinner ready, I’ll heat it up. You stay put.” Basil squeezed his shoulder and left the room. 

Sebastian peeled off his socks and stretched his legs.

Above him, the ceiling creaked in a familiar sort of way. “Hi Eek! Yes, I’m back.” 

“Good.” The sound was so faint Sebastian could almost fool himself he hadn’t heard it, but he had, and he took comfort in it. 

They didn’t have a pet, but their house monster offered a similar sort of comfort. Someone else who would notice when he was gone, and be glad he’d returned. 

Sebastian pulled the letter out again, read it, and put it back in its envelope set it down on the coffee table once more. It was too good an opportunity to pass up, he knew that. But he dearly wanted to. 

The ghosts didn’t scare him, not really, he was used to ghosts now. 

But the invitation mentioned other experts. What if Asher was there? The evil mage who had turned Sebastian into a cat for no reason than to mess with Basil? And then tried to kill them both as well as a bunch of innocent people. He had been defeated in his goal of sucking Basil’s magic out of him, but he had also escaped. Disappeared via lightning. The most over the top dramatic villain exit Sebastian had ever seen. 

If he looked like himself, they’d recognise him of course, but who’s to say a powerful person like Asher couldn’t disguise himself magically? It wouldn’t surprise Sebastian at all if he was more akin to a hermit crab, changing shells whenever it suited him. 

It was unlikely, a million to one chance that Asher would get an invite. He didn’t have a public persona the way Sebastian did, after all. But that didn’t stop the fear worrying at him, spiralling the ‘what ifs’ in his brain. 

The other witches in Basil’s local circle were nice, and he liked Basil’s parents fine, but unknown witches and mages? There was no predicting what their magic could do. He’d feel like a rabbit surrounded by hunters and dogs. There was every chance he’d be in no danger, but the danger would still be close at hand.

Still, it would make a great series of episodes for his show. 

And if he had any chance of getting past his fear of magic, which he did want to work through, he would have to do things like this. Put himself in uncomfortable situations. Magic was a part of his life, because he lived with a witch and a monster, and he couldn’t imagine ever wanting to leave Basil. Basil wasn’t ever going to just stop having magic, he was always going to be, and attract, magic. 

The same could be said of Sebastian, unless he quit his show and found a new career. He guessed there weren’t a lot of jobs open to ex-YouTube ghost hunters, but maybe he could film sports or something. The idea of getting up early in winter to stand in a muddy field and film rugby players wasn’t entirely without its attractions, but he knew he’d never be able to stick to something like that. 

He loved his show. He loved investigating, meeting new people and learning the history of the places he visited. It was his life’s passion. 

Which meant he had to do what the old Sebastian would have done. Which was enthusiastically RSVP yes, pack his bags and hit the road. 

Thankfully the dates were a week away, he did have some time to rest and cut together the Waikato footage. 

Basil set a dinner tray on Sebastian’s lap. His eyes flicked to the envelope on the table. He was practically vibrating with holding back the question. 

“Can you get some time off work, or swap shifts for next week?” 

Basil clapped his hands and bounced on his heels. Adorable. “Yes! I’m still owed annual leave, I was terrible at taking it before I met you.” 

“Then I guess we’re heading into an Agatha Christie novel.” Sebastian grinned as Basil kissed his forehead. 

“Wonderful!” 

Basil’s excitement was infectious. He’d made the right choice. Anything that made Basil that happy was the right choice. 

“We’ll have to position ourselves as the Poirot or the Miss Marple characters,” Sebastian said, smiling lazily. “Then we can be sure of coming out of this terrible situation unscathed.” 

“You sound like Hercule already.” Basil sat beside him and caught him up on the news of the library and the Mt Eden witch’s coven, as Sebastian tucked into his meal. 








  
  

Chapter Three 


Basil
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The week passed slowly. Basil had no trouble booking time off, and finding cover for the shifts he was missing. He was getting used to leaving the library to the other staff, and rather enjoying the time off as well. 

He packed and repacked his bags, ensuring he had packed some fancy clothing options, envisioning a grand ball, or dinner parties with dress requirements, alongside his usual daywear. Of course, he also packed his favourite books of magic, his grimoire, a collection of crystals and dried herbs from his garden, his deck of tarot cards, and a few other magical odds and ends, just in case.

Finally, the day came, they packed up Sebastian’s car and drove out. It wasn’t too much of a trek, a while past Warkworth on the North Shore. Not quite an hour to go over the harbour bridge and navigate the traffic. 

As he drove, Sebastian’s nerves seemed to be easing. Basil knew he liked the view of the city from the bridge, so snapped a couple of photos on his phone to show him later.

It was a clear day, and Auckland city, arranged at the base of a volcano, with the peaks of more volcanoes visible all around, was kind of a strange thing to be comforted by. That casual threat of possible destruction always there, but Basil was soothed all the same. It was his city. Out towards the east, Rangitoto and past it, Waiheke Island, where Basil had grown up. 

They weren’t even leaving the city, not really, but the further north they drove, the more it felt like a holiday. 

Basil had made a playlist on Sebastian’s Spotify account and was pleased when Sebastian started to sing along with it. It was a positive sign. 

Sebastian turned off the main highways, following the map on his phone through Warkworth proper and towards the coast. He pulled them into a long driveway. Twenty metres in there was a forbidding brick and iron gate, which stood open, guarded by two stone lions. The gate stood open. 

Basil’s stomach tensed and he felt a slight frisson of tension in the air. This wasn’t just an ordinary gate, and whatever lay beyond… he hoped he was strong enough to face up to it.

Sebastian 

The lightness Sebastian had been feeling from the drive faded as he turned onto the gravel driveway. It was beautiful, with arcing oaks lining the road, and the gorgeous old gate, but something felt ... off about it all. 

“Isn’t it so impressive, Bastian?” Basil asked, but even his tone didn’t sound thrilled. 

Sebastian took the driveway slowly. When he pulled into the wide turning circle and Sebastian paused to take a look at the house, he was slightly disappointed. 

He couldn’t help but compare this to their first sighting of the Waitomo Hotel. That had been large, impressive, eerie to look at with darkened windows and a deeply unsettling aura to it. Beach House looked like a really well kept up colonial villa. One that had probably been made into a Bed and Breakfast. 

The white painted weatherboards were bright and fresh, the grounds looked tidy, immaculately kept, and there were warm glowing lights in all the windows. 

His initial disappointment was replaced with relief. If the place looked like this, perhaps there was nothing much to fear here? Just a homeowner with delusions of being the next Alastair Crowley? Holding seances for fun?

Sebastian pulled the car in next to another one in what seemed to be the parking area. 

“Looks like a nice place to have a few relaxing days,” he said. 

“Mm.” 

Sebastian knew the tone of that ‘mm’, and he didn’t like it one bit. 

Basil stared at the building as if it had personally insulted his parents, his eyes narrowed, his mouth in a sharp frown. 

“You sense something?” Sebastian asked, mouth dry. 

Basil nodded, and Sebastian’s heart sank. “There’s, well, an aura to it. It’s not necessarily ghosts, but it could well be.” 

Basil didn’t move, even to undo his seatbelt. Sebastian, without knowing it, had removed his seatbelt, opened the car door and had one foot out. 

Cold sweat dripped down his back. “Should we go? We could turn around and head straight back home?” 

“No, I —” Basil swallowed audibly. “It’s, I think I can help here.” 

Sebastian’s stomach knotted. Between the dry mouth, the sweat and now the pain in his gut he felt like he was about to be sick, or that he was coming down with a terrible ‘flu. 

Well. He’d wanted this — a solid episode for SpectreWatch. Maybe it would even be healing, facing his fears and all that. 

All the same he offered up a silent prayer for protection from his ancestors, and Papatuanuku, the earth mother. 

“We should go in,” Basil sounded much more determined now. “We can help. I know it.” 

“Gotcha.” 

They unpacked the car.

The front door to the house opened and a person with a purple-dyed quiff came out to watch them. They looked youngish, maybe late twenties, and wore a shirt with a pattern of dinosaurs on it, along with baggy acid-washed jeans. 

“Good afternoon,” Sebastian called out. 

The person waved and came down the stairs to greet them. 

“Is it okay to leave the car here?” Sebastian gestured. He’d added his car to a line, but it was always polite to check. 

“Totally fine. I’m Horatio, I’m your host this weekend. Thank you for coming.” They offered a hand to shake. 

Sebastian took it. “Pleased to meet you. I’m Sebastian Black and this is Basil Harrison.” 

“A pleasure. You’re both he/hims, right? My pronouns are they/them.” 

“Yes, hes and hims.” 

Basil came around to shake Horatio’s hand as well. 

“I hope your drive wasn’t too awful.” 

“No, it was very smooth,” Sebastian said. 

“Can I help with your luggage?” 

“Well, you could take this one, thank you,” Basil handed over a tote bag Sebastian couldn’t remember seeing being loaded into the car. 

Sebastian shouldered his things and they went up the stairs and through the doors of Beach House. 

The moment he stepped through the door the temperature dropped significantly. Once he crossed the threshold the cold eased, as if it was just the zone around the door that was chilly. 

The house was dim inside, despite the cheery lights he’d seen from outside. Perhaps they were too low a wattage? 

The foyer smelled pleasantly of beeswax floor polish and something roasting. Sebastian’s stomach rumbled. 

Horatio heard it, and laughed over their shoulder. “Dinner will be in about an hour, but if you’re peckish there’s finger food out in the parlour. A lot of the guests are already here, settling in, but a few might be in there. Come on, you’re up here, follow me.” 

Horatio lead the way up the carpeted stairs. 
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