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​Chapter 1​ - An Early Morning Stroll
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Bill Pascoe pulled his tweed jacket tightly around him as he ambled along the cliff path, taking in the brisk morning air with the casual self-importance of a man who firmly believed himself to be the first and last line of defence for St Merryn’s Cove.  Never mind that the most treacherous villains the Cove had encountered recently were seagulls with a penchant for chip theft.  No, in Bill’s eyes, he was the custodian of these cliffs, the king of this windswept kingdom of salt and stone.  And this morning, he was on a mission.

“Makes no sense at all,” he muttered, his voice muffled by the stiff breeze.  “The nerve of ‘em, saying that bit of rosemary is what sets it apart.  Rosemary, in a proper Cornish pasty!  Ha!”  He snorted, imagining the collective outrage of his ancestors.  Ever since someone in the village claimed to have “the real secret” to the original pasty recipe, half the town had been in an uproar.  For Bill, who considered himself an aficionado of anything remotely edible, this had quickly escalated from idle gossip to a full-scale culinary scandal.

He stopped, taking a deep breath of sea air, his mind dancing with the thrill of discovery.  For it was only yesterday, in a serendipitous stroke of luck, that Bill had stumbled upon a long-lost recipe scrawled in the margins of an old ledger.  Proof!  Irrefutable proof that rosemary had never darkened the pages of the Pascoe family’s ancient culinary texts.  He had the upper hand, a secret that could end the pasty war in one dramatic, floury revelation.  He felt positively dashing, as if he were the protagonist of some daring saga instead of a retired accountant with an opinionated streak, indulging his love of books in his retirement.

Lost in thought, Bill was blissfully unaware of the shadow that moved just beyond his field of vision.  If he’d glanced to his left, he might have noticed the faint outline of a figure, half-obscured by an outcrop of stone, watching his every step with a quiet intensity.  But Bill was preoccupied.  After all, he had more pressing matters to consider—like the ethics of exposing this recipe at the next town council meeting.  After decades of pasty peace, would the truth only bring turmoil to the town?  What if revealing the secret sparked an outright rebellion among the pro-rosemary faction?

He took another step, oblivious to the danger just a stone’s throw away.  Perhaps it was a curse that came with being a local legend, he thought with a wry grin.  The thought of his revelation and the scene it would cause buoyed his spirits, and he chuckled softly under his breath.  In his mind’s eye, he could already see Mrs Trevelyan’s horrified expression and the sputtering protests of the rosemary enthusiasts.  Oh, it would be a sight to behold.

The figure edged closer, soundless as a cat.  Bill remained blissfully ignorant; his thoughts were lost somewhere between his pasty manifesto and simmering resentment that no one, not one soul in this town, understood the gravity of such culinary blasphemy.

The seabirds overhead squawked in sudden alarm, and a slight chill crept through the air, a whispered warning to anyone sharp enough to notice.  But Bill?  He straightened his cap, puffed out his chest, and continued down the path, ready to defend his beloved pasty tradition with every ounce of his indignant pride.

Little did he know, St Merryn’s Cove was about to be shaken by a scandal far more chilling than a mere dispute over pastry fillings.
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Chapter 2 - The Unexpected Encounter
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Bill’s steps slowed as he reached the mistier, narrow stretch of the cliff path, the world around him cloaked in a damp grey fog.  A seagull swooped low, screeching as if trying to pass on a message, but Bill merely tipped his cap in a genial nod.  "Morning to you too, squawker," he muttered, with the pride of a man who felt that every creature within a mile of St Merryn’s Cove was bound to greet him on his morning rounds.

But then, a movement caught his eye through the haze.  Bill stopped, squinting into the mist.  He’d seen enough wildlife in his day to know a seagull from a person, and that shape was more man than bird.  Curious, he cleared his throat and called,  “Who’s that, then? Trying to give an old man a scare, are we?”  He chuckled, half expecting one of the lads from the village to step out from the fog, laughing about how he’d finally managed to startle “Old Man Pascoe.”

But the figure stayed silent.

“Oh, come on, now,” Bill said, only mildly annoyed, waving a hand as if brushing off some invisible nuisance.  “No need for theatrics.  What’s the matter?  Lost your way to the pub already?”  He chuckled again, this time with a touch of forced confidence, as the shadow stepped closer, its features still shrouded in mist.  He tried to tell himself it was all some sort of jest, maybe even another pasty loyalist hoping to pull a harmless prank.

The figure moved closer, saying nothing.  Bill's chuckle faltered.

Then he noticed the glint of something in the figure’s hand—tiny, metallic, and held with a certain unnerving precision.  He couldn’t quite make out what it was, but in that glimmer, something niggled at him, like the sudden memory of a half-forgotten warning.  He cleared his throat again, wishing he’d perhaps stayed nearer the village crowd this morning.

“Right, then,” he said, his voice carrying a slight quiver that only the most astute listener might have detected.  “If you’ve got a bone to pick with me, you can come right out and say it.  Or is this about that pasty recipe business?”  He tried to laugh it off, but the sound landed in the mist with all the enthusiasm of a flat pint.

For the first time, he wondered if anyone might actually take his secret discovery seriously enough to—well, not harm him, surely.  That was just too absurd.  But he did feel a prickling at the back of his neck, an instinct honed from decades of dealing with the gossiping residents of St Merryn’s Cove, and they were a suspicious lot if there ever was one.

“Listen here,” he ventured, though his voice had softened as his bravado waned.  “There’s no need to get all cloak-and-dagger about a bit of flour and beef, right?”

Still no reply.  Only the echoing squawk of seagulls and the eerie quiet of the fog-draped cliffs.  The shadowy figure took another step forward, and Bill felt a flicker of real, unmistakable doubt for the first time.

A bead of sweat trickled down his brow, which he promptly wiped away with the back of his hand.  “Right, well,” he stammered, edging backwards, “I think I’ll be off, then.  Good day to you... whoever you are.”

And with that, he took a cautious step away, keeping his eye on the silent, looming stranger.
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Chapter 3 - The Fatal Blow
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Bill’s smirk vanished instantly as the shadowy figure lurched forward, brandishing what appeared to be some sort of blunt object—a rock?  A weapon?  He hadn’t the faintest clue, but he knew instinctively that this encounter was far more than just a jest gone wrong.  Heart racing, he took a shaky step back, feeling the unforgiving bite of the cliff edge at his heels.

“Now, now,” he stammered, holding up a hand as if he could simply wave away the impending doom.  “Let’s not be hasty!  Surely, we can discuss this—it’s only a pasty recipe.  No need for... well, all this.”

The figure remained silent and, with a grim determination, struck out, the blunt object colliding with Bill’s shoulder and his head with surprising force.  He reeled backwards, a sharp gasp escaping his lips.  His hand instinctively went to his shoulder, throbbing from the blow, but the uneven ground beneath him offered no sympathy.  He staggered, boot slipping on a patch of dewy grass, arms flailing as he fought to regain balance.

“Now, that was quite unnecessary,” he muttered through gritted teeth, trying to mask his mounting panic with a last-ditch dash of bravado.  But as his heel dipped dangerously close to the cliff’s jagged edge, he felt the cold reality settling in.

The dawn broke over St Merryn’s Cove, casting the faintest pink and orange streaks across the horizon.  Ordinarily, he would have taken a moment to appreciate such a view, perhaps even hum a bit of that old Cornish tune his grandfather used to sing.  But now, as he tottered dangerously over the rocks, his mind whirled with an uncharacteristic, sharp clarity.

It struck him then—a bittersweet pang of regret—how simple life had been only days before.  What had he needed with this “discovery,” this dusty old recipe scribbled in a ledger?  And why, oh why, hadn’t he just kept his mouth shut around town?  But no, Bill had always loved a bit of local drama, and the thought of outing the so-called pasty expert as a fraud had been too tempting.  And now here he was, teetering on the brink, about to pay the ultimate price for a dash of local fame.

As his arms windmilled, his grip on reality as slippery as his footing, he took one last frantic glance toward the figure, hoping for even a shred of mercy.  But all he saw was the shadow, unmoved, watching with cold detachment as he swayed between survival and oblivion.  Nature, ever the ruthless force, gave its silent verdict.

And so, with one last wobbly step, Bill’s balance faltered utterly.  He felt his weight pull him backwards, the ground slipping out from under him, and he tumbled with a mix of fear and a touch of resigned irony.  After all, he’d spent years guarding these cliffs; perhaps it was fitting that they’d see him off now in the soft, unyielding light of dawn.

The world spun in a blur of blue sky and rough, grey rock as he fell, his final thoughts a muddle of bewilderment, mild annoyance, and just a hint of satisfaction that, wherever he was going, at least he’d be the only one who’d know the actual, rosemary-free truth about St Merryn’s pasties.
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Chapter 4 - The Plunge
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Bill’s world had turned into a dizzying blur of sky and stone, spinning faster than his old bones could manage.  His flailing arms desperately attempted to grab hold of anything to slow his inevitable plunge, but the cliffside had no sympathy for its former guardian.

With a grunt and a smack, Bill collided with the first unforgiving outcropping of rock.  His tweed jacket snagged briefly before ripping free, leaving a scrap of plaid fluttering like a tiny flag marking his descent.  Each rock and bramble seemed to have a personal vendetta, snagging and smacking him on the way down.  And to add a cruel irony, the odd clump of seaweed wrapped around his boots as though trying to pull him back into the fray rather than offer any sort of cushioning.

“Curse you, cliffs,” he muttered breathlessly; in a moment, he managed to pull in a gulp of air.  But even now, he was chuckling—or at least he thought he did.  His head felt light, oddly calm, despite the certainty that he was being bounced down the cliffside like an unfortunate pebble in some cosmic seaside game.

A strange peace was in the air, mingling with the salt and the early morning mist.  For a moment, it was as if he could finally let go of all the trivialities that had plagued him—the endless gossip, the eternal squabbles over pasty ingredients, even his stubborn pride.  In that split second, he felt regretful, realising how small it all was.  But then again, wasn’t that the point?  He’d defended his cliffs, beliefs, and the title of St Merryn’s most tenacious busybody with everything he had.  And somehow, as gravity continued its merciless work, Bill thought he might be all right.

With one final, definitive thud, Bill landed on the soft, damp sand of the beach below.  He lay there, motionless, as the grey dawn crept across the shoreline, casting him in a muted, sombre light.  The early morning waves whispered up the shore as if nature was shushing any witness to this untimely exit.  For a long, still moment, there was only the gentle lap of the tide and the distant call of gulls.

Then, from the heights above came the final touch.  His cap—a once-loyal, worn bit of tweed that had seen him through countless seaside squabbles and cliffside rambles—drifted down like a feather.  It fluttered gracefully, its path unhurried, almost reverent as if paying its respects.  With a soft, final plop, it came to rest beside him, a lone reminder of the man who had once worn it with such pride.

And there lay Bill, the unlikely defender of tradition and cliffs, his final tumble witnessed only by the sand, the sea, and the cap that had faithfully crowned his head.  If anything, he’d gone out as he might have wanted: on his own turf, wrapped in his tweeds, and leaving behind a mystery that would undoubtedly keep the good folk of St Merryn’s Cove talking for years to come.
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Chapter 5 - The Morning Light
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As the first warm rays of morning light brushed over the sands of St Merryn’s Cove, the beach looked serene and unperturbed.  The gentle hush of the waves lapping at the shore seemed almost reverent, as if nature had donned a respectful silence for the scene below.  There lay Bill Pascoe, stretched out on the sand in his well-worn tweed, his cap settled beside him like a loyal companion.  Had it not been for the odd angle of his limbs and the subtle stillness of his form, one might have thought he was simply taking a leisurely nap, enjoying the early sunrise in his eccentric way.

From above, the cliffs loomed quietly, casting long shadows across the beach as the sun inched its way into the sky.  High up on the rocky ledge, a figure watched briefly, taking in the scene below with an unsettling calm.  They lingered, an ominous silhouette against the soft dawn light as if ensuring all was as it should be.  Then, without a word or a second glance, they slipped back into the morning mist, leaving no trace of their presence, vanishing as silently as they had come.  The cliffs, ever stoic and silent, held their secrets close.

Down below, the beach stretched out, undisturbed, save for the faint tracks from Bill’s descent, trailing off into nothingness.  There were no scuffles in the sand, no telltale signs of a struggle—just a quiet, untouched expanse of beach that seemed oblivious to the violent act that had just taken place.  The gentle sunlight, warm and unknowing, crept over the shore, casting a faint golden glow over Bill’s lifeless form, softening the scene in a way that felt almost too peaceful.

And yet, the sight left questions hanging heavily in the air, as persistent as the salty breeze.  What, after all, could be worth ending the life of St Merryn’s most outspoken pasty critic? Perhaps it couldn’t have been the recipe dispute.  Yes, Bill had a talent for stirring up trouble and had an opinion on everything from village politics to the correct crust-to-filling ratio, but murder?  It was absurd to think that anything in their sleepy town could lead to such a violent end.

As the waves continued their rhythmic dance along the shore, there was a sense of unspoken promise in the morning air that this wouldn’t be the end of Bill’s tale.  No, Bill was too much of a local character to simply drift away into memory.  The villagers would gossip, rumours would spread, and Demelza, with her sharp eye and even sharper wit, would no doubt find herself tangled up in the intrigue before long.  St Merryn’s Cove had never held onto secrets well, and this one was bound to unravel with time, whether the mysterious figure liked it or not.

For now, though, the beach lay still; a strange calm settled over it, belying the tragedy and the mystery that had taken root there.  The quiet scene waited, patient and unhurried, for the town’s inevitable awakening, for Demelza’s arrival, and for the secrets of the cliffs to be brought to light under the watchful eyes of St Merryn’s nosiest residents.
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Chapter 6 - A Blissful Morning Stroll
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Jess took a deep, contented breath, savouring the brisk morning air as it filled her lungs.  Wrapped snugly in her favourite scarf and clunky but reliable wellies, she ambled along the beach below the cliffs, relishing the rare moment of solitude before the day’s usual bustle at the shop.  The gentle, salty breeze nipped at her cheeks, and the sound of soft waves lapping against the shore was music to her ears—a far cry from the chatter of the town and the endless questions about today’s “fudge of the day.”

She bent down, eyes alight, and plucked a small shard of green sea glass from the sand, holding it up to the pale light filtering through the clouds.  “Well, you’re pretty, aren’t you?” she muttered, dropping it into her pocket.  It made a satisfying little clink against the other pieces she’d collected. Still, she frowned, thinking of the nearly-empty jar back home supposedly destined for a “nautical-chic” centrepiece.  “Another handful, and I might be able to cover the bottom of the jar,” she grumbled, kicking at a stray pebble.  “One blasted jar and never enough sea glass to fill it.  What’s a girl got to do?”

She chuckled, already picturing her friend Demelza’s eye-roll at her ongoing obsession with “bits of washed-up glass.”  Jess had explained at least ten times that it was “reclaimed ocean treasure,” but Demelza insisted on calling it “expensive litter.”  No vision, that woman.

Just as she was about to pluck another shard from the damp sand, something caught her eye—a shape a few yards down the shore, half-buried and slightly lumpy, like the remnants of someone’s abandoned camping gear.  Jess squinted, peering through the early morning haze.  “Probably just some old coat,” she muttered, though her steps slowed.

A tiny flicker of unease danced at the back of her mind as much as she tried to shake it off.  This beach had its fair share of forgotten items, and usually, they turned out to be exactly as disappointing as they looked.  Old shoes, odd fishing nets, the occasional bottle.  Nothing is worth getting all riled up over.  And yet, something about the stillness of this shape made her hesitate.

“Oh, for heaven’s sake, Jess,” she chided herself, standing in place and folding her arms.  “It won’t turn into anything interesting just because you’re staring at it.”  Yet, part of her didn’t want to get closer.  There was a twinge of reluctance as if moving toward it would spoil her tranquil morning.

But curiosity, that relentless little itch, pushed her feet forward despite herself.  She took a few more steps, her heart picking up the slightest bit, hoping to find nothing more than a waterlogged log or raincoat a careless fisherman left behind.

The shape, however, resolved slowly as she neared, its edges taking on an all-too-familiar outline.  Her breath caught.  Oh dear.

“Well, that’s... that’s not a coat,” she murmured, her voice barely more than a whisper.  She’d found enough detritus on this shore to know precisely what she was looking at, but she still hoped against hope that her eyes were deceiving her.  But no, the shape before her was unmistakable—a body sprawled in the sand, as still as the rocks that framed the beach.

“Oh, not you, Bill,” she sighed, a strange mix of exasperation and pity flickering across her face.  She would have recognised that tweed cap anywhere.
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Chapter 7 - A Closer Look
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Jess took a few hesitant steps forward, her boots squelching in the damp sand.  She squinted at the shape lying ahead, trying to convince herself this was a misunderstanding.  Perhaps it was a sleeping fisherman who’d decided to take an early morning nap on the beach.  Or maybe, she thought with a hint of desperation, it was an oddly shaped, somewhat oversized seal that had somehow gotten itself a tweed jacket and a fondness for caps.

“Oh, get a grip, Jess,” she muttered, pressing a hand to her mouth, half to stifle a nervous giggle and half to steady her breathing.  Yet, her heart thudded with each step closer, and any comfort she tried to summon quickly slipped away.  She had a sinking feeling that this was no large, sandy comedy seal.

The details started to sharpen as she neared—tweed jacket, familiar old cap.  The face, as still as the stones that lined the beach, was unmistakable.  It was Bill Pascoe, his expression oddly serene as if he were simply taking in the sunrise from his usual perch.

“Bill,” she whispered, half-hoping he’d pop up with a grumble about her disturbing his peace.  But no such luck. Bill, legendary beachcomber, eternal gossip, and tireless defender of traditional pasties, lay there, unmoving.

A chill settled over her as if the morning air had suddenly lost any warmth it might have carried.  She stepped back, instinct whispering for her to turn and run, to put as much distance between herself and this dreadful scene as possible.  But something rooted her in place.  She knew Bill—well, everyone in St Merryn’s Cove knew Bill.  But to find him here, like this? Jess felt a knot of emotions brewing, a strange mix of dread, sadness, and a flicker of irritation that he hadn’t just gone peacefully in his sleep like any respectable old man.

“Why’d you have to go causing trouble like this, Bill?” she said softly, looking down at him with a shake of her head.  “As if the town didn’t have enough gossip.”

Her mind scrambled, jumping from one panicked thought to the next.  Who would do this to Bill?  For heaven’s sake, the man’s most dangerous habit was going on about pasty recipes.  Could someone have taken the great Cornish Pasty Debate a bit too far?  She grimaced, chastising herself for such a thought, though she couldn’t help the incredulous laugh that bubbled up.

A gull gave a squawk nearby, hopping around the beach, pecking at shells with its beady eyes, and watching Jess as if it, too, expected her to make some sense of this.  She found herself whispering to it, half-dazed.  “It’s Bill.  Yes, I know.  And no, I’ve got no more idea what happened than you.”

Finally, after an eternity of standing there, Jess drew in a shaky breath.  Her first instinct was to alert Demelza.  Demelza would know what to do and how to handle the business of finding a body on the beach when they’d much rather not be there.  And if anyone in St Merryn’s Cove could turn this strange, eerie scene into something resembling an investigation, it was Demelza.

“Alright, Bill,” Jess murmured, her voice breaking slightly.  “Stay put, as if you’ve got much choice.  I’ll be right back.  I’ll get Demelza.  You know she’ll want a say in all this.”

With a final, reluctant glance, Jess turned on her heel and strode off down the beach, feeling the weight of an odd new mystery settling over the quiet morning in St Merryn’s Cove.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 8 - The Call For Help
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Jess took a few steadying breaths, her fingers fumbling as she pulled her phone from her pocket.  She stared at the screen, hands shaking as she hovered over Demelza’s number.  It was ridiculous.  She could face a pile of messy ingredients or a rabid customer convinced they’d spotted a fly on her fresh fudge, but one dead body on a beach, and she was all nerves.

Finally, after a mental countdown from three, she tapped Demelza’s number.  It rang twice before the familiar, no-nonsense voice answered.

“Demelza speaking.”

“Demelza, it’s... it’s Jess,” she managed, her voice wavering.  “I, um... well, I’ve found Bill.  He’s... he’s down here on the beach.  Only he’s not exactly, well, awake, if you catch my meaning.”

There was a brief, stunned silence on the other end, and Jess could practically hear Demelza’s brain ticking into gear.  “What do you mean, ‘not awake’?  Are you saying he’s...?”

“Dead as a doornail, Demelza,” Jess said, louder than she intended.  “And he looks as peaceful as someone who’s taken a tumble off a cliff if you follow.”

There was another beat of silence, and then Demelza’s voice came through, steady as a rock.  “Stay where you are.  Don’t touch anything.  I’ll be there in ten.”

Jess sighed in relief as she hung up, but her peace was short-lived.  Right.  The police.  As much as she wanted to avoid it, she knew she couldn’t leave poor Bill lying there without letting the authorities in on the little seaside scandal.  Trying not to think about the fact that she was, in all likelihood, the first person in St Merryn’s Cove ever to find a dead body on the beach, she dialled the local station.

“St Merryn’s Cove Police, this is Constable Arthur speaking,” came the voice on the other end, sounding distinctly unruffled.

“Oh, hello, Arthur,” Jess replied, wincing at her chirpiness.  “It’s Jess—Jess from the Fudge shop.  I, um... I’ve stumbled upon Bill Pascoe down on the beach.  Well, what’s left of him, anyway.  He’s... I’m afraid he’s a bit beyond help.”

There was a long pause, and Jess felt oddly embarrassed to deliver such grim news.  “Right, well, I’ll send someone down right away,” Arthur said, sounding slightly thrown.  “Stay put, and don’t, er, touch anything.”

“Believe me, Arthur,” she muttered, glancing at Bill’s crumpled form, “touching him is the last thing on my mind.”

She ended the call and slipped the phone back into her pocket, crossing her arms and trying not to think about the sight she’d just reported.  There was a strange sense of guilt within her as if, somehow, she’d intruded on some private moment of Bill’s, though she supposed he was long past caring.  Still, it felt a bit unbecoming for a fudge shop owner to be standing over a body, calling the police as if she’d just spotted a lost cat instead of a dead man sprawled out in the sand.

With a shaky laugh, she muttered, “Just my luck.  Could’ve found some washed-up treasure, but no, it had to be Bill.”

The wind picked up, tossing her hair as she looked over the beach, half-expecting some sign or signal to make sense of it all.  But all she got was the crash of the waves and the faint echo of her unease.  Well, Demelza would be here soon, and if anyone knew how to make sense of a dead man on a beach, it was her.
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Chapter 9 - The Authorities Arrive
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The beach was no longer the quiet, lonely stretch Jess had stumbled upon that morning.  Now, it buzzed with police officers, their blue uniforms a stark contrast against the muted sand and rocks.  The waves lapped steadily at the shore, indifferent to the bustle of humanity above, while seagulls circled, their squawks piercing through the low murmur of voices.  Jess stood a few paces back, feeling an odd mix of relief and self-consciousness.  Nothing quite prepares you for the awkwardness of discovering a dead body, especially in a town where everyone knew everyone else’s business.

DS Adam Pascoe, tall and earnest in his navy coat, was a familiar face even without the police badge.  As he stepped onto the sand, he took one sweeping look at the scene, his gaze lingering momentarily on Bill's prone figure. He gave a slight sigh before briskly directing his team, his calm authority smoothing over the flurry of activity as the officers began marking off the area.

“Jess,” he greeted her, a small smile softening the seriousness in his eyes.  “Quite a way to start your morning, eh?”

She managed a wry smile in return.  “Oh, you know me, Adam.  Can’t go for a simple beach stroll without tripping over something dramatic.”

Adam half chuckled, raising an eyebrow as he stepped closer.  “You do seem to have a knack for it.  Shame it had to be Bill this time, though.”  He glanced at her, the teasing in his tone softening.  “You alright?”

Jess let out a breath she hadn’t realised she’d been holding.  “I think so.  It’s just... a lot, you know?  I was hoping he was just napping or something.  But then again, Bill never could do things the simple way.”

Adam’s smile turned into a thoughtful nod.  “True enough.  Always had his flair.”  He glanced back at the body and then at her, that familiar Pascoe look of gentle teasing and stoic reassurance.  “Look, don’t worry about the specifics.  Tell me what you remember, and we’ll sort out the rest.”

She recounted the basics, trying to keep her voice steady as she told him about her first glimpse of Bill’s cap lying at that odd angle, her silly hope that maybe he was just snoozing off one of his grand theories about pasty recipes.  Adam nodded thoughtfully, scribbling down a few notes before offering her a sympathetic glance.

“You did well, Jess,” he assured her.  “Many people wouldn’t have handled it half as calmly.”

Jess couldn’t help but scoff, rolling her eyes.  “If you call nearly dropping my phone in a panic ‘calm,’ then sure.”  She watched the other officers bustling around, marking spots in the sand, setting up barriers, and murmuring among themselves.  It struck her how surreal this all felt.  One minute, it was her and Bill, just two neighbours sharing a beach—and now, he was surrounded by officers, evidence bags, and the formality of a real investigation.

Her mind wandered, unable to suppress a dark curiosity.  What on earth had led to this?  As much as she felt the pang of loss, knowing she’d never hear one of Bill’s passionate debates about traditional pasties versus “fancy modern rubbish,” a part of her was strangely fascinated.  What was the story here?  How could someone like Bill—eccentric, yes, but hardly a menace—end up at the centre of such a mystery?

Adam seemed to read her thoughts.  “Look, I know it’s hard to wrap your head around this.  But that’s what we’re here for.  We’ll find out what happened.”  He paused, a touch of his usual humour glinting in his eye.  “In the meantime, try not to stumble across more dramatic finds, alright?  One body’s more than enough for one morning.”

Jess laughed, the sound a little shaky but genuine.  “Believe me, I’m all set for the drama quota this month.”

Adam gave her shoulder a reassuring squeeze before heading back to direct his team, and Jess stood there for a moment longer, letting the steady rhythm of the waves settle her thoughts.  Whatever mystery had brought Bill to this quiet shore, she knew that St Merryn’s Cove—and Demelza, in particular—wouldn’t rest until they had the whole story.
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Chapter 10 - The Ripple Effect
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Jess perched on a nearby rock, arms wrapped tightly around herself, watching the police work. Their figures moved with a purposeful solemnity that amplified the morning’s surreal stillness.   Every so often, she glanced toward the cliff’s edge, half-expecting Bill to appear, ready with a snide remark about “all this fuss,” but the reality settled in more heavily with each passing minute.

The quiet gradually broke as a few locals gathered in small knots, watching with wide eyes and muttering in hushed tones.  Mrs Prowse was there, clutching her shopping bag as if it contained more than just the morning’s biscuits and milk, her expression flickering between horrified fascination and mild disapproval.  Next to her, old Mr Watkins was leaning on his cane, whispering to his wife, Mabel, as they both nodded solemnly, casting glances toward the cliffs.  Jess could almost hear them now, speculating with just the right shock and judgment:  “Well, they did say Bill had secrets, didn’t they?  Never know what someone’s capable of when they’re that obsessed with pasties.”

Demelza arrived quietly, slipping through the crowd with her usual understated grace, her face a mixture of determination and sadness.  She found Jess on the rock and sat beside her, the two of them sharing a moment of silence as they watched the scene unfold.  Demelza gave her a brief, understanding squeeze on the shoulder, and Jess found herself oddly comforted, knowing she wasn’t the only one feeling that peculiar cocktail of grief and bewilderment.

“Can’t believe it’s Bill,” Jess murmured, almost to herself.  “The man was a walking encyclopedia on pasty dough, for heaven’s sake.  Hardly the type for... this.”

Demelza nodded, her gaze fixed on the gathering crowd.  “I know.  But small towns... they’re never as simple as they seem.  People remember grudges, feuds, the littlest things.”

And indeed, the murmurings among the locals seemed to have taken on a life of their own.  Mrs Prowse’s voice floated above the others, speculating about the old rumour that Bill had once tried to sneak a pinch of rosemary into a traditional pasty contest recipe “just to see if anyone could tell.”  Next to her, Tom Liddell said, “Well, you know, Bill never did get along with the Fishers down the road.  Something about them stealing his ‘secret ingredient.’”  The talk spread like wildfire, fuelled by shock, long-held suspicions, and the undeniable allure of small-town gossip.

Jess sighed, feeling an unexpected pang of guilt as if finding him had somehow accelerated this strange, sombre spectacle.  “Maybe if I’d just taken a different path this morning...”

Demelza shot her a sidelong look.  “Don’t be daft, Jess.  This isn’t your fault.  We’ve got to remember Bill as he was and leave the rest to the investigation.”

Jess nodded, grateful for her friend’s support, yet a creeping sense of helplessness lingered.  It felt as if Bill’s death had cracked open the calm surface of the Cove, sending ripples of suspicion and unease through the community.  And while part of her was horrified, another part—the small, curious corner of her mind that kept her nose buried in mysteries and thrillers—was almost compelled by the mystery of it all.  What could Bill possibly have done to invite such a grim fate?

A small laugh escaped her.  “You know, Demelza, of all the things I thought I’d be dealing with today, this was not one of them.”

Demelza’s mouth curled up in a half-smile.  “That makes two of us.  Though I’d wager my grandfather would’ve been quite pleased with all this attention.  His last hurrah, in a way.”

They shared a sombre chuckle, then returned to watching the police finish up, the waves crashing steadily behind them as though nothing had changed.  But they both knew better.  Things were rarely as calm as they seemed in St Merryn's Cove.  And now, with whispers flying and secrets stirring, it was clear that Bill’s last act would haunt them for some time to come.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 11 - The Police Take Charge
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DS Adam Pascoe strode across the sand, his face set in a no-nonsense expression, though a closer look would reveal the faint lines of tension at the corners of his eyes.  The early morning light gave the beach an odd tranquillity, a gentle glow sifting through the lifting mist as though the day were unaware of the grim work.  Waves crashed softly in the background, the shoreline’s indifferent rhythm contrasting starkly with the roped-off patch of sand ahead.  And there, at the centre of it all, lay the body of Bill Pascoe—his grandfather.

Adam tightened his grip on the clipboard he carried, scanning the scene with a practised gaze.  The first officers on the scene were already setting up the perimeter, their voices low as they moved through the steps of what was shaping up to be anything but an ordinary case.  Not for him, anyway.

Taking a steadying breath, he approached his team; his tone clipped and brisk as he greeted the lead officer.  “Alright, let’s keep this area secured.  And make sure everyone keeps it tight; I want a full report from you by the hour.”  He spoke with all the authority expected of him, but stiffness in his voice betrayed an undercurrent of discomfort.  This was his case to handle, yes, but it was also his family.  And Bill, infuriatingly stubborn though he’d been, didn’t deserve to end his days alone on the beach with officers cataloguing his final steps.
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