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The Ghost Ship’s Shadow

By Kenneth Thomas
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Chapter 1: Lights in the Fog
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The fog hung thick over Harrow Harbor, muffling the distant cries of seagulls and the steady rhythm of the waves. Carter and Mia stood on the edge of the dock, staring out at the water where faint lights flickered in the distance.

“There it is again,” Mia said, pointing toward the eerie glow.

Carter adjusted his binoculars. “That’s the third night in a row. It’s coming from the old shipyard.”

“The shipyard’s been abandoned for years,” Mia said. “So who’s out there?”

“That’s what we’re going to find out,” Carter replied, handing Mia the binoculars.

Mia scanned the water, her heart racing. “This can’t be a coincidence. First the whirlpool, now this? Something’s happening out there, and it’s tied to the Silver Phantom.”

Carter sighed. “I was afraid you were going to say that.”

They borrowed the Sea Sprite from Naomi’s garage and set out toward the shipyard under the cover of darkness. The water was unnervingly still, the fog swallowing the sound of the engine.

“Keep the lights off,” Mia whispered as they neared the dock.

Carter cut the engine, letting the boat drift silently toward the shore. The lights they’d seen earlier flickered again, moving between the skeletal remains of the shipyard’s rusting cranes and crumbling warehouses.

“Whoever’s out there, they’re not hiding,” Carter said.

“Or they don’t think anyone’s watching,” Mia replied.

The siblings climbed out of the boat and onto the dock. The air was thick with the smell of salt and decay, and every creak of the old wood under their feet made them flinch.

“Stay low,” Mia whispered, leading the way toward the warehouse.

Inside, the faint glow of lanterns illuminated a group of figures huddled around a table. Carter and Mia crouched behind a stack of crates, straining to hear their conversation.

“We move at dawn,” one of the men said.

Another nodded. “Rhodes said the signal is strongest here. If the map’s right, the next piece is buried under the wreck.”

Mia’s heart skipped a beat. They were after another piece of the Silver Phantom.

“What do we do now?” Carter whispered.

Mia glanced at the group, then back at Carter. “We stop them.”
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Chapter 2: Wreckage
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The siblings waited until the figures left the warehouse before creeping toward the table. Spread out across its surface were blueprints, maps, and sonar scans of the harbor.

Mia pointed to a spot on the map marked with a red X. “They think the next piece is under the wreck of the Mariner’s Folly.”

“That ship’s been at the bottom of the harbor for decades,” Carter said. “How do they plan to get it out?”

Mia scanned the table, her eyes landing on a small device shaped like a transmitter. “With this,” she said, picking it up.

Before Carter could reply, the sound of voices echoed from outside.

“They’re coming back,” Mia hissed.

The siblings grabbed the maps and the transmitter, then darted toward the back exit. They slipped into the shadows as the group re-entered the warehouse, their lanterns swinging.

“We’ll need to bring the crane in closer,” one of them said. “The wreck’s too deep for divers.”

Mia and Carter exchanged a glance. If the crane got to the wreck before they did, it was over.

Back on the Sea Sprite, Mia studied the transmitter while Carter steered them toward the wreck site.

“Do you even know how to use that thing?” Carter asked.

“Not yet,” Mia admitted. “But Naomi will.”

They docked at Naomi’s garage and handed her the device. Her eyes lit up as she examined it.

“This is advanced,” she said. “It’s designed to emit a low-frequency pulse—strong enough to disrupt underwater debris. If they’re using it on the Mariner’s Folly, they’re looking for something specific.”

“Can you adjust it to block their signal?” Mia asked.

Naomi grinned. “Already on it.”

While Naomi worked, the siblings prepared their gear. They didn’t have much time—the crane would arrive by morning, and if the wreck was disturbed, they might lose the next piece of the Silver Phantom forever.

“We’ll dive before they get there,” Mia said.

“And if they catch us?” Carter asked.

“We make sure they don’t,” Mia replied.
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Chapter 3: The Sunken Truth
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The Sea Sprite rocked gently as Carter and Mia anchored above the wreck of the Mariner’s Folly. The water below was dark, the faint glow of their boat’s running lights barely illuminating the waves.

“You’re sure about this?” Carter asked, tightening his oxygen tank.

“Nope,” Mia replied, strapping on her mask. “But we can’t let Rhodes’ crew get to the wreck first.”

“Great. Love the confidence,” Carter muttered.

With a splash, Mia slipped into the water, followed closely by Carter.

The wreck loomed out of the darkness like a sleeping giant, its broken hull resting at an angle on the sandy bottom. Seaweed swayed in the current, and schools of fish darted in and out of the rusted openings.

“This place is falling apart,” Carter said through the communicator.

“Then we’d better move fast,” Mia replied.

They swam toward the center of the wreck, where Naomi’s adjusted transmitter had picked up faint signals. Inside the shattered deckhouse, they found a chest half-buried in the sand. Its lid was covered in barnacles, and the lock had long since rusted away.

“This has to be it,” Mia said, brushing away the debris.

Carter pried the lid open, revealing a tangle of old tools, scraps of cloth, and a strange metallic object. It was about the size of a book, its surface etched with the same glowing symbols as the artifacts they’d seen before.

“Another piece,” Mia whispered, carefully lifting it out.

Before they could celebrate, a beam of light cut through the water.

“They’re here,” Carter said, his voice tight.

Scarface and two divers swam toward the wreck, their lights sweeping the area.

“Move,” Mia whispered.

The siblings darted out of the deckhouse, staying low to avoid the lights. The artifact glowed faintly in Mia’s hand, casting eerie patterns on the sand below.

“Over there!” one of the divers shouted.

The siblings kicked harder, weaving through the wreckage as the divers gave chase. Carter spotted a narrow gap in the hull and motioned for Mia to follow.

“Through here!” he said.

They slipped into the gap, the broken beams barely wide enough to squeeze through. The divers hesitated, their bulky gear slowing them down.

“Keep going,” Mia urged.

They swam toward the edge of the wreck, bursting into open water just as Scarface’s angry shouts echoed behind them.

Back on the Sea Sprite, the siblings collapsed onto the deck, gasping for air. Mia held up the artifact, its surface still glowing faintly.

“We got it,” she said, grinning despite her exhaustion.

Carter glanced back at the wreck, where Scarface’s boat was now anchored. “Barely.”

Naomi’s voice crackled through the radio. “Are you okay?”

“Better than Scarface,” Mia replied. “We’re heading back now.”
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