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Chapter 1 - Ghosts of London and Lost Shipments
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Morning had settled like a warm blanket over St Merryn’s Cove.  The gentle sway of fishing boats in the harbour played backdrop to the hum of tourists, their conversations mingling with the faint cry of seagulls.  Inside Turning Tide Books, aged paper and fresh sea air coalesced into the unique aroma of small-town bookshop bliss.

Demelza Pascoe stood behind the counter, armed with a box cutter and the optimism of someone who hadn’t yet had their first customer of the morning.  She tore into the day’s shipment of books, feeling a distinct satisfaction at the sight of freshly printed covers.  It was, she thought, a perfect morning—quiet, peaceful, and a little too idyllic to last.

Outside the large bay windows, the harbour sparkled in the sunlight, a postcard-worthy view that never failed to charm visitors.  Demelza glanced out at the scene, smiling as she spotted a toddler toddling toward a determined seagull, much to their parents’ alarm.  Life in the cove might lack the hustle of London, but it was starting to grow on her.

Of course, she occasionally questioned the life choices that had brought her here.  Abandoning her catering business and all its Michelin-starred promise hadn’t been easy, even if Simon Kingsley’s betrayal had left her with little choice.  Now and then, she caught herself wistfully imagining a bustling London kitchen, the clang of pots, the rush of orders, and... no.  She shook her head and turned her attention back to the books.  That chapter of her life was over.

The brass bell above the door jingled, snapping her back to the present.  Mrs Aggie Trevanion swept into the shop, the kind of woman who didn’t just enter a room but colonised it.  She carried a handbag the size of a life raft and an expression that could sour cream.

“Good morning, Mrs Trevanion,” Demelza said, adopting her most disarming smile.

Aggie wasted no time on pleasantries.  “Morning?  Hardly.  It’s nearly eleven, and my Cornish Ghosts and Legends still hasn’t arrived.”

Demelza blinked.  “Ah, yes.  Let me check the system.”

She turned to the shop’s ancient computer, a wheezing relic that moved with the urgency of a snail on a Sunday stroll.  As the screen flickered to life, Aggie leaned over the counter, eyeing Demelza with the suspicion of someone certain their order had been deliberately misplaced.

“It’s supposed to be a gift for my sister, you know,” Aggie said.  “She’s a firm believer in the supernatural.  She swears she saw a ghost at the lighthouse once.  Mind you, she also thought her tabby cat could predict rain, so...”

Demelza stifled a laugh, willing the computer to hurry up.  Finally, the order status popped onto the screen.  “Ah, here it is.  It’s en route and should be here by tomorrow.”

Aggie huffed.  “Tomorrow?  Well, I suppose that’ll do.  But I expect it bright and early.  The spirits won’t wait.”

As the door jingled closed behind her, Demelza breathed a breath of relief.  The day might have started with a missing ghost book, but at least it hadn’t involved any actual hauntings.  Yet.
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Chapter 2 - Fudge, Friendship, and Phantom Rumours
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An exuberant whirl of caramel-scented energy followed the bell’s chime above the door as Jess Pendragon swept into Turning Tide Books.  Her fudge shop apron was lightly dusted with powdered sugar, and her ponytail bobbed like a cheerful metronome as she made her way to the counter.

“Morning, Melz!” she chirped, placing a box wrapped in brown paper and twine on the counter with a theatrical flourish.  “I come bearing gifts—straight from the Pendragon kitchens.  Today’s special: salted caramel fudge.  It’s practically sinful.”

Demelza looked up from organising a shelf of Cornish history books and grinned.  “You’re an angel in an apron.  I’m starting to suspect you’re just using me as a test subject.”

Jess gasped in mock indignation, pressing a sugar-dusted hand to her chest.  “I’ll have you know I bring my best fudge to my best friend.  The subpar batches go to Eddie at the pub.  It’s his punishment for serving me a flat cider last week.”

Demelza laughed, untying the twine and peeking inside the box.  The rich, buttery aroma wafted out, and her stomach rumbled.  “I might forgive you for interrupting my perfectly serene morning.”

“Serene?  Please,” Jess said, perching on a stool.  “You’re probably running this shop like a tyrant.  Look at you—perfectly alphabetised shelves, not a single book out of place.  Meanwhile, you haven’t even touched the fudge yet.  Honestly, Demelza, live a little.”

Demelza rolled her eyes but popped a piece of fudge into her mouth, savouring the explosion of sweet and salty goodness.  “Happy now?”

“Ecstatic,” Jess said, leaning her elbows on the counter.  “Though you’ve got to admit, you’re working too hard.  When was the last time you did something fun?”

“This is fun,” Demelza replied, gesturing at the neatly arranged shelves.  “Books, tourists, occasional chaos—it’s my idea of paradise.”

“Sure, if paradise smells like musty pages and mild panic over delayed deliveries,” Jess teased.  “Speaking of chaos, have you heard the latest?”

“Do tell,” Demelza said, preparing herself for whatever piece of St Merryn’s Cove gossip Jess was about to unleash.

“The lighthouse is haunted,” Jess said, wiggling her eyebrows for dramatic effect.  “Aggie Trevanion swears her sister saw a ghost up there last week.  Though, to be fair, she also thought a pigeon in the church steeple was the spirit of her Uncle Bert.”

Demelza smirked.  “And here I thought the most exciting thing today would be cataloguing rare editions.”

“Oh, it gets better,” Jess said, lowering her voice conspiratorially.  “Edith Wills—the Edith Wills—is in town.  She’ll give a talk on her paranormal investigations later.  I hear she’s got proof of ghosts in the lighthouse.”

“Proof, huh?” Demelza said, arching an eyebrow.  “If I had a pound for every ghost story Aggie’s spun, I could retire tomorrow.”

Jess laughed, the sound as warm as her fudge.  “Well, I’ll save you a seat at the talk.  It’s not every day a world-famous ghost hunter comes to town.”

As the bell jingled behind Jess’s departure, Demelza stared at the fudge box, smiling—ghosts, lighthouses, and a sprinkle of chaos—just another day in St Merryn’s Cove.
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Chapter 3 - Gossip, Ghosts, and a Pasty-Perfumed Stroll
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The cobblestones of St Merryn’s Cove’s narrow streets were slick with a sheen of morning dew, glistening in the soft light.  Demelza and Jess strolled, the salty tang of the sea air mingling with the mouthwatering aroma wafting from Maggie Trevalyn’s Pasty Emporium.

Jess took a dramatic sniff and sighed.  “Maggie’s pasties.  The closest thing this town has to actual magic.”

Demelza smirked.  “If you debate which filling is best, we’ll be here all day.”

“Steak and Stilton,” Jess declared without hesitation.  “Obviously.”

“Obviously,” Demelza echoed, her tone teasing.  “If you’re trying to rile up Maggie’s loyalists, you’re doing a fine job.  Avoid Aggie Trevanion while you’re at it—she’ll start a referendum.”

Their laughter bounced off the colourful façades of fishing cottages, bright yellows and blues softened by a hint of morning mist. The harbour was alive with its usual quiet busyness: fishermen mending nets, a child chasing a stray crab, and a gull loudly objecting to something only gulls understand. Beyond it all stood the lighthouse, tall and imposing, its beacon faintly visible in the haze.

“Speaking of Aggie,” Jess said, nudging Demelza with her elbow, “look who’s holding court.”

Sure enough, Aggie Trevanion was stationed outside her second-hand shop, selling everything from mismatched tea sets to highly suspect tales of the supernatural. Today, she was accessorised with an impressive purple scarf and her signature air of authority.

“Ladies!” Aggie called, beckoning them over with a theatrical wave. “You’re just the people I wanted to see.”

Demelza exchanged a look with Jess that said, This should be good. They made their way over, bracing for the onslaught of gossip.

“You’ve heard about Edith Wills, haven’t you?” Aggie began, her eyes gleaming with the thrill of being the town’s unofficial news anchor. “She’s found something incredible at the lighthouse.”

“Let me guess,” Demelza said lightly, “Uncle Bert’s ghost is moonlighting as a tour guide?”

Aggie gave her a look of mock exasperation. “You two are so practical. Always scoffing at the idea that there might be more to this town than pasties and postcards. Mark my words, Edith has solid, undeniable proof that the lighthouse is haunted.”

Jess leaned against a stack of second-hand flower pots and grinned. “Proof, you say? Like a selfie with Casper?”

“Laugh all you want,” Aggie said, wagging a finger, “but you’ll see. Edith’s onto something big. She’s giving her talk tonight, and I suggest you come with open minds.”

Demelza smiled, but her scepticism remained. “I’m sure it’ll be... enlightening.”

As they walked away, Jess whispered, “Think she’s right? Is Edith onto something?”

“Probably onto a marketing gimmick,” Demelza replied, though curiosity tugged at her thoughts. What if there was more to Edith’s visit than ghost stories?

Ahead, the lighthouse loomed, its shadow long in the mist. Demelza shook off the odd sense of foreboding and nudged Jess. “Let’s grab a pasty and see what this ghost-hunter says. Worst-case scenario? We get some good stories for the shop.”

“And best case?” Jess asked.

“Maybe,” Demelza said, smiling wryly, “we learn why Aggie thinks Uncle Bert still owes her a teapot.”
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Chapter 4 - Secrets in the Mist
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The lighthouse stood like a sentinel at the edge of the cliffs, its white walls stark against the rolling grey mist that had crept in from the sea. Below, waves crashed against the rocks with a chaotic and mesmerising rhythm, sending up a fine spray that glistened in the morning light. Demelza and Jess reached the edge of the harbour and paused, the cobblestones giving way to a gravel path that led up toward the cliffs.

Jess crossed her arms and squinted at the lighthouse, tilting her head as if sizing it up. “So, Melz, what do you think? Should we book ourselves on Edith’s ghost tour? Might be nice to meet some of your ghostly ancestors—maybe even learn why they’re still hanging about.”

Demelza chuckled, though her gaze lingered on the lighthouse. “As long as they don’t try to borrow money or haunt the bookshop.”

“I’m sure Aggie would organise a séance for a small fee,” Jess said brightly. “She’s probably stocking up on candles and Ouija boards as we speak.”

The quip drew another laugh, but Demelza’s attention remained fixed on the towering structure above. It had always been there, steadfast and unchanging, as much a part of St Merryn’s Cove as the harbour itself. To tourists, it was a charming photo op. It symbolised the town’s resilience to locals—a beacon that had weathered countless storms. To Demelza, it was something more.

Her grandfather had loved the lighthouse, waxing poetic about its history and the lives it had saved. Whenever he talked about it, his eyes would light up with the passion only a lifelong book lover could summon. He’d even written a collection of essays about it, some of which still lingered in the shop’s history section, waiting for their next reader.

But now, looking at the lighthouse, Demelza felt an unexpected pang. Since her grandfather’s passing, the beacon seemed lonelier, almost like it carried the weight of secrets that no one else could understand. She shook her head at the thought. It was a lighthouse, for heaven’s sake, not the set of a melodramatic mystery novel.

“What’s got you so serious?” Jess nudged her gently, snapping her out of her reverie. “Planning to launch your ghost tour? Turning Tide Spook Tours, hosted by St Merryn’s sceptic.”

Demelza smirked, brushing a stray lock of red hair from her face. “I was just thinking about my grandfather. He always had this way of making the lighthouse sound... I don’t know, important. Like it was more than just bricks and lightbulbs.”

“It’s important to the town,” Jess said, her tone softer now. “And to you.”

Demelza shrugged, forcing a lighter note into her voice. “Or maybe I’m just being sentimental. I’ll leave the haunting business to Edith and her flashlight.”

“Good call,” Jess replied. “Though if you suddenly feel compelled to write poems about beacons of hope, I’ll be the first to heckle you.”

They both laughed, but as they turned to walk back toward the harbour, Demelza cast one last glance at the lighthouse. It loomed above them, shrouded in mist, its silent presence heavier than she wanted to admit. Secrets or no secrets, it felt like the lighthouse was watching. Waiting.
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Chapter 5 - Shadows and Sunset
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The setting sun's golden glow streamed through Turning Tide Books's large bay windows, bathing the shop in warm, honeyed light. Outside, the harbour settled into its evening stillness, the boats rocking gently on the tide as the day gave way to dusk. Inside, Demelza Pascoe sat at the counter with a steaming mug of tea, her hands wrapped around the ceramic for warmth. Chamomile and honey wafted upward, calming her frayed edges after a bustling day.

The shop was quiet now. The last customer had departed with a chirped “see you tomorrow” that rang hollow in the stillness. Demelza exhaled deeply and let herself relax into the silence. She loved this part of the day—the moments when the world seemed to pause, giving her a chance to breathe. The shelves stood in neat rows, the books basking in the fading sunlight like they’d earned a well-deserved rest.

And yet, despite the tranquillity, something prickled at the edges of her thoughts.

It wasn’t unusual for her mind to wander in the quiet. Today, though, it seemed drawn irresistibly back to the lighthouse and Aggie’s breathless gossip about Edith Wills. Ghost stories weren’t precisely Demelza’s thing—she preferred her mysteries grounded in facts and evidence, thank you very much—but something about the situation gnawed at her curiosity. Was there more to Edith’s visit than a bit of theatrical ghost-hunting?

She tried to shake the thought off, focusing instead on the harbour view. The sun dipped lower, setting the water ablaze in hues of orange and pink. From her seat, she could make out the silhouette of the lighthouse in the distance, its presence as steady as ever.

Demelza frowned. “Ridiculous,” she muttered to herself. “It’s just a lighthouse.”

But it didn’t feel like just a lighthouse. Not tonight.

Her thoughts wandered to her grandfather. He’d also loved this time of day, often sitting in this very spot with a cup of tea and a well-worn book in hand. Would he have approved of how she was running Turning Tide Books? Was she doing enough to preserve the legacy he’d poured his heart into? The quiet pang of loneliness settled in her chest, a familiar ache she usually managed to ignore.

A sudden rattle at the door pulled her from her musings. Her heart leapt, and her mug wobbled precariously on the counter as she turned sharply toward the sound.

The door rattled again, the handle jerking slightly. Her breath caught.

But as quickly as it started, it stopped—the faint howl of wind filtered through the windows, rattling the sign outside. Demelza let out a shaky laugh. “Get a grip, Pascoe. It’s just the wind.”

Still, the moment lingered, leaving a faint unease in its wake. She rose, carefully locking the door and double-checking it before flipping the shop’s sign to Closed.

With one last glance out the window—toward the lighthouse, now shrouded in shadow—she turned off the lights and left the shop, the evening air cool against her skin.

Something was coming. She could feel it. And whether it was ghosts or something more human, she wasn’t sure she wanted to know.
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Chapter 6 - Ghosts and Glances at the Town Hall
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The St Merryn’s Cove Town Hall was buzzing, a rare sight for a weekday evening. Locals and tourists alike had crammed into its modest interior, their conversations blending into a low hum that echoed off the polished wood-panelled walls. The air carried a faint tang of saltwater from the harbour, mixing oddly with the scent of lemon wood polish and the faint musk of sea-damp coats.

Demelza Pascoe shifted in her chair near the back row, the wooden seat creaking loudly in protest. She exchanged a glance with Jess, who was busy trying—and failing—to stifle a giggle at the unfortunate sound.

“Built for short meetings, not long tales of woe,” Jess whispered, tapping the chair’s edge. “I give us ten minutes before these things start plotting mutiny.”

Demelza grinned but quickly hushed her friend as the lights dimmed and the projector behind the podium flickered to life. Edith Wills, self-proclaimed paranormal investigator, stood front and centre, a commanding figure in flowing black attire that swished dramatically as she adjusted the microphone.

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen,” Edith began, her voice smooth and theatrical. The crowd hushed as though a spell had been cast. “Thank you for joining me tonight to uncover Cornwall’s haunted history mysteries. But tonight...” She paused for effect, her dark eyes sweeping the audience. “Tonight, we delve into your lighthouse.”

A collective murmur rippled through the room. A black-and-white photograph of the lighthouse appeared on the screen behind her, its towering silhouette framed by swirling mist. It was suitably ominous, and someone a few rows ahead actually gasped. Demelza resisted the urge to roll her eyes.

Edith launched into a monologue about her paranormal adventures across Cornwall, detailing encounters with cold spots, inexplicable whispers, and the occasional floating candlestick. It was all delivered sincerely, though Demelza couldn’t help but notice the dramatic flair. A slight tilt of Edith’s head here, a pause for emphasis there—it was a less academic lecture and more dinner theatre.

“She’s good,” Jess whispered, leaning in. “A bit much, but good. Think she’d do birthday parties?”

“Only if you want your guests leaving with existential dread,” Demelza

muttered back, earning a snort from Jess.

Meanwhile, Edith had reached her pièce de résistance. “The lighthouse of St Merryn’s Cove,” she declared, her voice lowering for effect, “is one of the most haunted places I’ve ever investigated. And I have proof.”

At this, Aggie Trevanion, sitting a few rows ahead, turned to give Demelza a triumphant look, her expression practically shouting, I told you so. Demelza smirked in return, though her scepticism remained firmly intact. Proof, she thought wryly, was a word that meant different things to different people.

Jess leaned closer again. “She’s playing it up. Bet the ‘proof’ is a photo of a smudge she’ll call a ghost.”

“Maybe,” Demelza murmured, her gaze drifting to the lighthouse photo on the screen. And yet, despite her doubts, a faint unease curled in her stomach. What had Edith found—or thought she’d seen—out there on the cliffs?

The hall fell silent as Edith prepared to reveal her evidence, the tension thick enough to rival the fog outside. Demelza leaned back in her chair, arms crossed, but her curiosity had already won. Ghost or no ghost, something about this lighthouse story wasn’t adding up.
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Chapter 7 - Static and Scepticism
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The town hall was plunged into a near-theatrical gloom as Edith Wills dimmed the lights with an air of practised drama. The projector flickered, casting ghostly shadows across the room, and a hush fell over the audience. Demelza tightened her grip on her tea, more out of amusement than nerves, as Edith reached for the small speaker perched on the podium.

“And now,” Edith intoned, her voice steeped in mystery, “I will share irrefutable evidence captured during my investigation of the St Merryn’s Cove lighthouse.”

She pressed a button, and the recording began to play. At first, it was static—hissing and crackling like an old radio caught between stations. The audience leaned in collectively, anticipation thick in the air. Then, faintly, beneath the static, a voice emerged.

“Helloooo,” it whispered, drawn out and haunting.

Several people in the crowd gasped. One woman clutched her companion’s arm like the ghost might leap from the speakers. Demelza raised an eyebrow. The voice was eerie, but it could just as easily have been someone’s cousin with a microphone and too much time on their hands.

Jess leaned toward Demelza, her tone just shy of a giggle. “Sounds like Aggie calling for tea.”

“Or her tabby summoning spirits,” Demelza whispered back, earning a muffled snort from Jess.

Edith pressed the button again, and the recording ended. She looked out at the crowd, her expression grave. “This is just one of several recordings I’ve made at the lighthouse. Each captures inexplicable sounds, voices, and phenomena that no rational explanation can dismiss. But this,” she said, her voice swelling with dramatic pause, “is only the beginning.”

The room buzzed with whispers. Some faces showed genuine alarm, while others—including Demelza—wore varying degrees of scepticism. Edith seemed to bask in the tension, commanding the room as she promised video evidence in her next presentation.

“Until then,” she concluded, “I urge you all to consider the possibilities. What is history but the stories of those who came before us? And what are ghosts, if not those stories refusing to fade?”

A polite smattering of applause broke out, though a loud, derisive scoff from the back of the room drowned it. The murmurs stopped as heads turned, revealing Robert Prisk, the town’s resident historian, standing with his arms crossed and a look of unimpressed disdain.

“Ghosts refusing to fade?” he said, his voice cutting through the air like a lighthouse beam. “What absolute rot.”

Edith stiffened. “I beg your pardon?”

Robert stepped forward, his tone sharp and uncompromising. “The lighthouse is a historical landmark, not a playground for your publicity stunts. It symbolises maritime safety, not a stage for ghostly theatrics.”

The tension shifted, the audience now caught between Edith’s poised indignation and Robert’s blunt dismissal. Demelza watched, intrigued. While Edith seemed unflappable, Robert’s reaction was oddly heated, even for someone as famously prickly as him.

Jess nudged Demelza. “Think he’s just upset she’s stealing his spotlight?”

“Maybe,” Demelza murmured, her curiosity piqued. Whatever happened at the lighthouse was stirring more than just ghosts.
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Chapter 8 - Ghosts, Grudges, and Heated Words
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The town hall was abuzz with energy, the low hum of conversations filling the room as people dissected Edith Wills’s ghostly revelations. Some spoke in hushed tones, their faces alight with intrigue, while others exchanged sceptical chuckles, no doubt imagining Aggie Trevanion leading a séance at the lighthouse. Through the large windows, the glow of the harbour lights shimmered on the dark water, a quiet reminder of the world outside.

Demelza Pascoe, however, had her attention firmly fixed on the drama unfolding by the exit.

There, in full view of anyone who cared to look—and everyone did—stood Edith Wills and Robert Prisk, locked in a battle of words that seemed only a few decibels shy of becoming the night’s second paranormal event.

“You have no right,” Robert declared, his tone sharp enough to cut glass. His arms were crossed, his stance rigid, and his face was the colour of a boiled lobster. “The lighthouse is a historical landmark, not a cheap prop for your ghost-hunting theatrics.”

Edith, all dark hair and dramatic flair, arched an eyebrow and tilted her chin. “And you have no right to dictate how history is explored. Just because you’re too entrenched in your dusty books to see the truth doesn’t mean the rest of us must stay in the dark.”

The crowd around them grew quieter, the buzz of conversation tapering off as people shifted closer, pretending not to eavesdrop. Demelza leaned against the wall, arms folded, her eyes narrowed with interest. Edith held her ground, her calm demeanour contrasting Robert’s barely contained frustration.

“Too entrenched?” Robert spluttered, his voice rising. “I’ve dedicated my life to preserving the truth about this town and its landmarks. What you’re doing cheapens everything the lighthouse stands for.”

“Does it, though?” Edith shot back, her voice icy. “Or are you too afraid to admit there might be more to the lighthouse than what you can fit neatly into your precious historical narrative?”

The remark hit its mark. Robert’s face twitched, his jaw tightening as he struggled to compose himself. Demelza’s curiosity sharpened. Robert was known for being passionate, sure, but this was something else—something personal. Edith had touched a nerve, and Demelza couldn’t help but wonder why.

Next to her, Jess nudged her arm. “Come on, Melz. Let’s go before this turns into a full-on ghost-versus-grudge cage match.”

“Not yet,” Demelza murmured, her eyes never leaving the scene. “I want to see how this plays out.”

Jess sighed. “It’s just a ghost hunter stirring the pot. Why do you care?”

“Because Robert’s not just annoyed,” Demelza said, her voice low. “He’s defensive. And defensive people usually have something to hide.”

Jess raised an eyebrow but didn’t argue. Instead, she turned her attention back to the heated exchange just as Edith took a step closer to Robert, her voice dropping to a steely whisper that still carried across the room.

“History isn’t just what’s written in your books, Mr Prisk,” she said. “Sometimes, it’s what’s left behind in the shadows.”

Robert said nothing, but his expression was a storm of barely contained anger. He turned sharply on his heel and strode out of the hall, leaving the room in stunned silence.

“Well,” Jess said after a beat. “That wasn’t dramatic at all.”

Demelza didn’t respond. Her gaze drifted back to Edith, who stood tall and unruffled in the wake of Robert’s exit. There was more to this than ghosts and grudges; Demelza was sure of it. And if there was one thing she couldn’t resist, it was a mystery waiting to be unravelled.
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Chapter 9 - Shadows and Secrets
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The cool evening air wrapped around Demelza as she stepped out of the town hall. The cobblestone streets glistened faintly under the glow of streetlamps, their light casting long, dramatic shadows that made the picturesque town feel slightly eerie. A small group of attendees lingered by the doors, their voices a low murmur as they discussed Edith’s talk with varying degrees of excitement and scepticism.

Across the square, Edith Wills stood alone under a streetlamp, her dark silhouette bending over a table of neatly packed equipment. The dramatic lighting suited her, Demelza thought wryly—like a scene from a suspense novel. Unable to resist her curiosity, she crossed the square.

“Ms Wills,” Demelza called lightly as she approached, careful not to startle her. “That was quite the presentation.”

Edith straightened, her dark eyes catching the light as she turned to face Demelza. A faint smile played on her lips but didn’t reach her eyes. “Ah, the bookshop owner. Demelza, isn’t it?”

“That’s right,” Demelza replied. “I couldn’t help but notice you’ve got the whole town buzzing. Ghosts tend to have that effect, I suppose.”

Edith chuckled softly, the sound low and measured. “People love a good ghost story. But I suspect you’re here because you’re not entirely convinced.”

“Something like that,” Demelza admitted. “I’m curious, though. You hinted at... other findings. Things that might not involve ghosts. What did you mean by that?”

Edith paused, her hands still on the strap of her equipment bag. For a moment, she seemed to weigh her words, her gaze fixed on the lighthouse visible in the distance, its outline sharp against the night sky.

“The lighthouse,” she said finally, her voice quieter now, “holds more secrets than anyone in this town realises. And not all of them are harmless.”

Demelza frowned. “Not harmless? That’s cryptic even for a ghost hunter.”

Edith gave a small, enigmatic smile. “Some things aren’t ready to be revealed. But my research has uncovered truths about the lighthouse that go beyond the paranormal. I can’t say more—not yet.”

A shiver ran down Demelza’s spine, though she wasn’t sure if it was the cool air or Edith’s words. The woman’s calm demeanour and vague warnings were unsettling, stirring something between apprehension and excitement in Demelza’s chest.
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