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  Editorial Manifesto


Pink Bell Knoll Books

At Pink Bell Knoll Books, we believe romantic fiction can be more than fantasy —
it can be respect, truth, and emotional freedom.

Our stories don’t shout.
They whisper desire, reach deep,
and show that pleasure doesn’t need to hurt to be intense.

Here, a woman can be desired without being diminished.
She can surrender without disappearing.
She can love without losing herself.
She can say no.
And when she says yes, it’s full-hearted.

We publish romantic fiction in all its forms —
whether they unfold in the soft glow of modern life or in the rich textures of the past.
From tender flirtations to daring sensuality,
what matters is that they honor the soul as much as the skin.

We write for those who want to feel —
with the body, with the skin, with the soul.

If you're looking for a place where desire is treated with beauty,
where pleasure is shared, and love comes with truth —
welcome to your home.

Pink Bell Knoll Books — where passion meets respect.
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  Chapter 1
The Arrival


The narrow lane twisted through hedgerows heavy with bramble and wild roses, their petals already touched by autumn's first breath. Lucia Monroe gripped the steering wheel of her hired car, her knuckles white against the worn leather as she navigated another sharp bend. The satnav had lost signal miles ago, leaving her to trust the estate agent's sketched directions and her own failing confidence. 
At forty-two, she should have felt triumphant. A successful thriller writer—or rather, she had been successful once. Her last novel had withered on the shelves like cut flowers left too long in stale water. Her agent's calls had grown shorter, more distant, until they'd stopped altogether. This inheritance—this "charming Georgian manor with period features requiring restoration," as the solicitor had delicately phrased it—represented either salvation or the final nail in her creative coffin.
The hedgerows gave way suddenly to open moorland, and there it was.
The House of Blue Midnight rose from the clifftop like something conjured from her own gothic imaginings. Grey granite walls, weathered by centuries of Cornish storms, stretched across the headland in elegant Georgian proportions. The local granite gave the structure an imposing permanence, as if it had grown from the very bedrock beneath. Tall sash windows gazed out across the Atlantic, their glass reflecting the pewter sky, whilst ivy claimed the eastern wall in a cascade of russet and gold.
Lucia pulled through the wrought-iron gates—one hanging askew on its hinges—and felt the gravel crunch beneath her tyres like breaking bones. She sat for a moment in the sudden silence, engine ticking as it cooled, and studied her inheritance.
The house was larger than she'd expected, built in the classical style with a central pediment and symmetrical wings stretching towards formal gardens now gone wild. Like the great houses of Cornwall she'd read about—Lanhydrock, Trewithen, Prideaux Place—it spoke of old money and older secrets. But where those grand estates maintained their dignity through National Trust care, this house wore its abandonment like a mourning shroud.
She climbed from the car, her leather boots crunching on loose stone, and breathed in the salt-sharp air. The scent of the sea mingled with something earthier—damp stone, rotting leaves, and beneath it all, the faintest trace of roses from the overgrown beds that flanked the entrance steps.
The front door stood slightly ajar.
Lucia's pulse quickened. She was certain the estate agent had locked it after their viewing last month. She approached slowly, one hand trailing along the granite balustrade, and pushed the door wider. The hinges protested with a groan that seemed to echo from the house's very bones.
Inside, the entrance hall stretched before her in elegant decay. A curved staircase swept upward to a galleried landing, its mahogany banister worn smooth by generations of hands. Dust motes danced in the weak afternoon light that filtered through stained glass panels above the door, casting jewelled shadows across the chequered marble floor.
The silence felt alive, expectant.
Lucia set down her leather weekend bag and pulled out her mobile phone. No signal, of course. She was quite alone here on the cliff's edge, with only the distant cry of gulls and the perpetual murmur of waves far below for company.
She moved deeper into the house, her footsteps echoing in the vast space. To her left, a morning room with windows facing the garden; to her right, what had once been a dining room, now empty save for rectangles of unfaded wallpaper where paintings had once hung. Straight ahead, beyond the staircase, a corridor disappeared into shadow.
It was then she heard it—a soft thud from somewhere above, followed by what might have been footsteps.
Lucia froze, listening. The sound came again, deliberate and measured, from the first floor. Her rational mind supplied a dozen explanations: settling timbers, mice in the walls, loose shutters caught by the wind. But her writer's imagination conjured darker possibilities.
She climbed the stairs anyway.
The first floor revealed itself as a series of bedrooms and sitting rooms, most with doors standing open like mouths awaiting words. The master bedroom at the front of the house was the largest, its windows offering a breathtaking view across the moors to the sea. But it was the smaller room at the back that drew her attention—a study, clearly, with built-in bookshelves and a mahogany desk positioned beneath a window overlooking the tangled garden.
Someone had been working here recently. Very recently.
The desk bore evidence of occupation: a leather-bound notebook lay open, its pages filled with architectural sketches and measurements. A pencil rested in the spine's crease as if its user had just stepped away. Beside it, a thermos flask still radiated warmth, and a china cup held the dregs of what smelled like builder's tea.
Lucia's pulse hammered against her throat. She approached the notebook cautiously, as if it might bite. The sketches were professional, detailed: floor plans of the house, elevations of the façade, notes about structural repairs and historical features. In the margin, someone had written in a firm masculine hand: Restorer required immediately. House cannot wait much longer.
A floorboard creaked behind her.
She spun around to find a man filling the doorway—tall, broad-shouldered, with dark hair touched by silver at the temples and storm-grey eyes that seemed to assess her with professional interest. He wore work clothes: faded jeans, a cream cotton shirt with the sleeves rolled up, and sturdy boots marked by mud and dust. In his hands, he carried a leather tool bag and what appeared to be a sample of roof slate.
"Miss Monroe, I presume," he said, his voice carrying traces of an educated Cornish accent. "I'm Daniel Reed. Your restorer."
Lucia stared at him, her heart still racing from the surprise. "I wasn't expecting anyone. The house was supposed to be empty."
He stepped into the room with easy confidence, setting down his tools beside the desk. "The previous owner—your great-aunt, I believe—commissioned a full structural survey before her death. I've been coming here twice weekly to monitor the situation." He gestured toward the window, where she could now see scaffolding erected against the eastern wall. "The weather's been harsh this winter. Some repairs couldn't wait for probate to conclude."
Relief flooded through her, followed quickly by embarrassment. Of course there would be contractors. Historic houses didn't maintain themselves.
"I'm sorry," she said. "I should have been told. The solicitors didn't mention ongoing work."
Daniel's expression softened slightly. "Solicitors rarely concern themselves with practical matters." He picked up his notebook, closing it with a snap. "I hope you don't mind me asking—do you intend to keep the house?"
The question hung between them like incense in still air. Lucia found herself studying his face: the fine lines around his eyes that spoke of years spent squinting at architectural details, the slight bend in his nose that suggested an old break, the way his gaze seemed to look right through her polite social mask to whatever lay beneath.
"I don't know," she said honestly. "I haven't decided."
He nodded as if this were a perfectly reasonable response. "It's a significant undertaking. The house has... character."
Something in his tone made her look at him more sharply. "Character?"
"It remembers," he said simply. "Houses this old, in places this remote—they hold onto things. Memories. Atmospheres. Some people find that comforting. Others..." He shrugged.
A gust of wind rattled the windows, and somewhere in the depths of the house, a door slammed shut. Lucia jumped, her nerves still raw from the shock of finding him here.
Daniel smiled then, the first genuine warmth she'd seen from him. "That would be the morning room door—the latch has warped. I'll add it to my list."
"How long have you been working here?" she asked.
"Three years, on and off. Your great-aunt was particular about maintaining historical accuracy. She wanted every repair, every replacement, to honour the house's original character." He paused. "She was rather like the house herself—formidable, elegant, unwilling to surrender to time."
Lucia felt a pang of regret. She'd never met her great-aunt Millicent, had known of her existence only through Christmas cards written in spidery copperplate and the occasional family gossip. Now the woman was gone, leaving behind only this magnificent, crumbling testament to a life well-lived.
"She left detailed instructions," Daniel continued. "About the restoration, about the garden, about..." His voice trailed off.
"About what?"
He seemed to consider his words carefully. "About finding the right person to carry on her work. Someone who would understand what the house needs."
Their eyes met across the small room, and Lucia felt something shift between them—a recognition, perhaps, or simply the acknowledgement of shared purpose. Whatever it was, it made her pulse quicken in a way that had nothing to do with surprise or fear.
"And do you think I'm that person?" she asked.
Daniel Reed studied her for a long moment, taking in her city clothes, her uncertain stance, the way she held herself like someone braced for disappointment. Then his gaze moved to the window, where late afternoon light was beginning to slant across the moors in sheets of gold and amber.
"I think," he said slowly, "that the house will tell you."
As if summoned by his words, the wind picked up again, sending tendrils of ivy tapping against the glass like fingers seeking entry. Somewhere in the walls, timber creaked and settled, and Lucia could have sworn she heard something else—a whisper, perhaps, or simply the sigh of old air moving through older rooms.
The House of Blue Midnight was indeed telling her something. She just wasn't sure she was ready to listen.






  
  Chapter 2
First Impressions


Lucia spent her first hour in the House of Blue Midnight simply wandering, letting the silence of the place settle around her like dust. Without Daniel's presence to ground her in practical concerns, the house revealed itself in layers—each room whispering fragments of stories she couldn't yet understand. 
The drawing room lay shrouded in dustsheets, its furniture reduced to anonymous shapes that might once have hosted elaborate dinner parties or intimate family gatherings. She lifted a corner of one sheet, revealing a piano forte of exquisite craftsmanship, its ivory keys yellowed with age but still beautiful. A few experimental notes rang out, slightly sharp but hauntingly melodic, as if the instrument remembered songs from decades past.
Above the mantelpiece hung a portrait that made her pause—a young woman with intelligent eyes and auburn hair not unlike her own, wearing a dress of deep blue silk that seemed to capture and hold the afternoon light. The nameplate read simply: Eleanor Fairfax, 1847.
"Eleanor," Lucia murmured, studying the painted face. There was something in the woman's expression—a mixture of hope and resignation, of dreams held carefully in check—that resonated uncomfortably. How many women had worn that exact expression, caught between what they wanted and what was possible?
The conservatory attached to the drawing room had once been magnificent, its glass panels designed to catch every ray of available sunlight. Now it was a jungle of overgrown plants, some clearly cultivated, others having reverted to wildness. Roses climbed twisted supports in profusion, their blooms ranging from deep crimson to palest pink, whilst jasmine and honeysuckle created a canopy that filtered the light into green-gold patterns.
It should have felt oppressive, this tangle of unchecked growth, but instead Lucia found it oddly comforting. Here was life persisting without human intervention, beauty that had evolved beyond original intentions into something more complex and interesting than any formal garden.
She found a weathered wooden bench half-hidden beneath a cascade of climbing roses and settled there, pulling out her mobile phone to check for messages. No signal, of course—she was properly isolated here, cut off from the electronic chatter that had become the soundtrack to her London life.
The silence felt profound rather than empty. Somewhere in the walls, timber creaked and settled. A thrush sang from the garden beyond the glass. Wind stirred the roses, releasing their fragrance in waves that made her think of summer evenings and whispered secrets.
For the first time in months, Lucia felt her shoulders truly relax. The constant tension of watching her career implode, of fielding calls from her agent that grew shorter and less encouraging with each conversation, of pretending to friends that she wasn't slowly drowning in her own disappointment—all of it seemed to leach away in this green sanctuary.
She pulled out her notebook and tried to write, but the words wouldn't come. Not the thriller she was supposed to be working on, certainly—how could she craft scenes of urban menace in this place that felt removed from all such concerns? But neither could she find language adequate to capture what she was experiencing. The sense of recognition, of homecoming, of stepping into a story that had been waiting specifically for her.
Instead, she found herself sketching—something she hadn't done since university. The conservatory took shape under her pencil: the twisted vines, the play of light and shadow, the sense of nature reclaiming human intentions. It wasn't very good, but it felt honest in a way her professional writing hadn't for years.
"Not bad for someone out of practice."
Lucia jumped, her pencil skittering across the page. Daniel stood in the doorway that connected the conservatory to the drawing room, his expression carefully neutral but his eyes amused.
"I'm sorry," she said, closing the notebook hastily. "I didn't mean to trespass. I was just—"
"Exploring. As you should." He stepped into the conservatory, moving carefully around the trailing vines. "This was one of Eleanor's favourite rooms. She spent hours here, sketching the plants, recording their growth patterns, making notes about which varieties thrived in the coastal climate."
"Eleanor?" Lucia gestured toward the drawing room where the portrait hung. "The woman in the painting?"
"Eleanor Fairfax. The last of the family that owned the house before your great-aunt purchased it in 1851. She lived here alone for nearly fifty years, dedicating herself to botanical research."
"Alone?" The word carried weight, implications that made Lucia's chest tighten with sympathy. "Never married?"
Daniel's expression grew thoughtful. "The records suggest she was briefly engaged in her youth, but something happened. The young man left for India, and she never married. She became something of a recluse, though she maintained extensive correspondence with botanists across Europe."
Lucia looked around the conservatory with new eyes, imagining a woman spending decades here, channelling whatever disappointments life had brought her into the patient work of understanding how things grew. There was something both admirable and heartbreaking about such dedication.
"What happened to her work? Her research?"
"That's one of the mysteries of the house. She clearly documented everything—there are references in surviving letters to extensive journals, pressed flower collections, detailed drawings. But none of it was found after her death. Either it was destroyed, or..."
"Or it's still here somewhere," Lucia finished. "Hidden."
"Your great-aunt certainly thought so. She spent years searching, but these old houses have ways of keeping their secrets."
The idea thrilled something in Lucia that had been dormant too long—the investigative instinct that had made her a good journalist before she'd turned to fiction. "What would such a collection be worth? Scientifically, I mean?"
"Immeasurable. A complete record of Victorian botanical research, conducted by a woman working independently? It would revolutionise our understanding of how scientific knowledge was preserved and transmitted in that era."
Daniel moved to examine one of the climbing roses, his hands gentle as he tested the strength of its support. "Your great-aunt left detailed notes about the house, observations about which rooms felt 'active,' which areas seemed to hold the most... presence."
"Presence?"
He met her eyes, his expression serious. "Houses this old, with this much history... they remember. Not in any supernatural sense, necessarily, but they hold the accumulated weight of all the lives lived within their walls. Some people are sensitive to that."
Lucia thought about the portrait in the drawing room, about the sense of recognition she'd felt looking into Eleanor's painted eyes. "And you think I might be?"
"I think," Daniel said carefully, "that you're here for a reason. Not just the inheritance, but something deeper. Your great-aunt was quite specific in her will about wanting the house to go to someone who would understand its true value."
"But she didn't know me. We never met."
"She knew you were a writer. She followed your career, collected your books. She said in her letters that storytellers understand the importance of preserving narratives that might otherwise be lost."
The revelation that her great-aunt had been aware of her work, had perhaps seen something in her detective fiction that connected to Eleanor's lost story, sent an unexpected thrill through Lucia's chest. She looked around the conservatory again, noting details she'd missed before: the careful arrangement of plants that suggested scientific methodology rather than mere aesthetics, the small plaques marking different varieties, the sense that this space had been both laboratory and sanctuary.
"I'd like to help," she said impulsively. "With the search, I mean. For Eleanor's papers."
Daniel's smile was slow but genuine. "I was hoping you'd say that."
As afternoon faded toward evening, as the conservatory filled with golden light that turned the roses to living jewels, Lucia felt something shift inside her chest. The restless dissatisfaction that had plagued her for months was giving way to something else—curiosity, purpose, the intoxicating possibility that she might have stumbled into a story worth telling.
Eleanor Fairfax had spent fifty years in this house, transforming solitude into scientific achievement. Perhaps Lucia could find a way to ensure that achievement was finally recognised. Perhaps, in the process, she might discover what her own story was meant to become.
The house settled around them as darkness approached, timber sighing into its night configuration. But for the first time since arriving, Lucia didn't feel like a visitor. She felt like someone who had finally found where she belonged.






  
  Chapter 3
First Glimpse


The kitchen lay at the heart of the house, a vast room with a stone-flagged floor and an enormous range that hadn't seen fire in months. Daniel had led her here as the afternoon light began to fade, promising tea and what he called "a proper introduction to the house." 
Lucia watched him move about the space with practised ease, filling a copper kettle from the single working tap and setting it on a camping stove he'd produced from one of his bags. His movements were economical, purposeful—the actions of a man accustomed to making do in half-restored houses.
"The range will need complete rebuilding," he said, following her gaze to the massive iron behemoth that dominated one wall. "Your great-aunt had plans drawn up, but..." He shrugged. "These things take time."
"And money," Lucia added.
"That too." He spooned loose tea into a brown betty pot, the domesticity of the action at odds with his work-roughened hands. "Though she left provisions for the work to continue. The restoration fund is quite substantial."
Lucia settled onto one of two mismatched chairs—the only furniture in the room apart from a scarred pine table that bore the weight of Daniel's papers and tools. "She really expected someone to take this on?"
"She hoped." Steam began to rise from the kettle. "Millicent Hawthorne was many things, but she wasn't naive. She knew the house needed more than money—it needed someone who would love it."
The simple word hung between them. Love. Such an odd thing to apply to bricks and mortar, timber and slate. Yet looking around this kitchen, with its honey-coloured stone walls and deep-set windows that framed views of the wild garden, Lucia began to understand what her great-aunt had meant.
"Tell me about her," she said.
Daniel poured water over the tea leaves, the fragrant steam rising between them. "Millicent was... formidable. Brilliant mind for history and architecture. She'd inherited the house from her father in 1965, and she'd spent every year since researching its past, documenting every alteration, every family that had lived here." He set the pot aside to steep. "She used to say the house kept its own diary—you just had to know how to read it."
"What sort of diary?"
He reached into his jacket pocket and withdrew a small, leather-bound notebook—different from the architectural sketches she'd seen upstairs. This one was older, its edges soft with handling. "She found this tucked behind a loose brick in the morning room wall. The previous restoration, in 1887, must have disturbed it."
Lucia accepted the notebook with careful hands. The leather was supple despite its age, and when she opened it, the pages released the faint scent of old roses and something else—something that made her think of summer evenings and whispered secrets.
The handwriting was feminine, the ink faded to brown: 15th June, 1847. The roses are particularly fine this year. A. noticed them during his afternoon walk and commented that they put me in mind of poetry. I find myself thinking of his words far more than is proper.
"A love story," Lucia murmured.
"One of many, I suspect." Daniel poured tea into two chipped china cups. "The house has seen its share of romance and heartbreak. Your great-aunt was fascinated by the layers of human story contained within these walls."
Lucia turned the page. 22nd June. A. brought me a book of Tennyson's verses today. When he placed it in my hands, his fingers brushed mine, and I confess I felt quite overcome. Is it wrong to hope he felt it too?
"Who was A.?" she asked.
"Unknown. The diary is unsigned, and the family records from that period are incomplete. But judging from the references to household activities and the intimate knowledge of the house, your great-aunt believed the writer was Eleanor Fairfax, daughter of the family that owned the house before the Hawthornes bought it in 1851."
"And A.?"
Daniel's smile was enigmatic. "That's one of the house's mysteries."
Lucia continued reading as she sipped her tea. The entries painted a picture of a young woman caught between duty and desire, her carefully ordered world disrupted by the arrival of someone who challenged everything she thought she knew about herself. The parallels to her own situation weren't lost on her.
28th June. The most extraordinary thing has happened. A. asked if he might sketch the house—he is something of an artist, he tells me—and Father gave permission. I found him today in the morning room, seated at the window with his pad and charcoal, capturing the play of light across the garden. When he saw me, he asked if I might sit for him—just for a moment, he said, to give the drawing life. I should have refused, but the way he looked at me... as if I were something precious, something worth preserving...
"There are sketches?" Lucia asked.
Daniel nodded towards a portfolio case leaning against the dresser. "Found with the diary. Would you like to see them?"
She set down her teacup and watched as he retrieved the case, untying the ribbons that bound it closed. Inside, between sheets of acid-free tissue, lay a collection of pencil drawings that took her breath away.
The house, yes—captured with the loving detail of someone who understood architecture and light. But also Eleanor herself: a young woman with intelligent eyes and an expression of barely contained longing. The artist—this mysterious A.—had seen her truly, had caught not just her physical beauty but something deeper. The woman in these sketches was alive with possibility, trembling on the edge of some great awakening.
"She's beautiful," Lucia whispered.
"She's alive," Daniel corrected. "Even now, more than a century later, you can feel her presence in these drawings."
Lucia looked up to find him watching her intently, those storm-grey eyes studying her face with the same attention the unknown artist had paid to Eleanor. For a moment, she felt exposed, as if he could see straight through to her own barely contained longings—for purpose, for connection, for something to make her feel alive again.
"What happened to them?" she asked, her voice not quite steady.
"The diary entries stop abruptly in July 1847. Eleanor never married—there's no record of her after her father's death in 1849. Some family scandal, perhaps, or simply the fate of too many women of that era—to remain forever on the periphery of their own lives."
The sadness in his voice was unexpected, personal. Lucia found herself wondering what losses had shaped this man who understood old houses and older heartbreaks with such intimate knowledge.
Outside, the wind had picked up, sending something—a loose shutter, perhaps—knocking against the house's stone walls with irregular persistence. The sound was almost like Morse code, she thought. A message being tapped out in the gathering dusk.
"I should go," she said, though she made no move to rise. "Find somewhere to stay for the night."
"The Smuggler's Rest in Tressel village is comfortable enough," Daniel offered. "Mrs. Penrose does a fine breakfast, and she knows all the local stories if you're interested in the house's history."
"You don't live locally?"
"I have a cottage in St. Ives. Usually drive over for the day." He paused, then seemed to come to some decision. "Though given the weather forecast, I might take a room at the pub myself tonight. Storm coming in from the Atlantic—these coastal roads can be treacherous in the wind."
As if summoned by his words, rain began pattering against the kitchen windows. Lucia watched the droplets trace silver paths down the old glass and felt something settle in her chest—a sense of rightness, of being exactly where she needed to be.
"Thank you," she said. "For the tea, for sharing Eleanor's story. For..." She gestured vaguely at the room around them, the house beyond. "For caring for this place when no one else could."
Daniel's expression grew serious. "The house deserves care. It has stories to tell, if you're willing to listen."
"And if I'm not ready to listen?"
He reached across the table and, very gently, touched her hand. The contact was brief, professional, but it sent warmth shooting up her arm nonetheless.
"Then you'll leave," he said simply. "And I'll continue doing what I can until someone else comes along who understands what this place needs."
Lucia looked down at their hands—hers pale and soft from city living, his marked by honest work and weather. "What does it need?"
"Life," he said without hesitation. "The house needs to be lived in, loved, filled with purpose again. It's been waiting so long."
The wind gusted harder, and somewhere above them, a door banged shut. But this time, instead of making her jump, the sound felt like punctuation—an emphatic agreement with Daniel's words.
The House of Blue Midnight was indeed waiting. And for the first time since arriving, Lucia began to suspect she might be exactly what it had been waiting for.






  
  Chapter 4
Family Ghosts


The call came as Lucia was settling into her room at the Smuggler's Rest, her mobile finally catching enough signal to reveal the backlog of messages she'd been avoiding. Emma's number appeared with the insistence of someone who wouldn't be ignored much longer. 
"Finally," her sister's voice crackled through the poor connection. "I've been trying to reach you for hours. What's this nonsense about some house in Cornwall?"
Lucia kicked off her boots and settled onto the narrow bed, noting how the inn's flowered wallpaper and chintz curtains seemed impossibly quaint after the austere grandeur of the House of Blue Midnight. "It's not nonsense, Emma. It's our great-aunt Millicent's inheritance."
"Great-aunt who? We don't have a great-aunt Millicent."
"Apparently we do. Did. She was Father's aunt, his father's sister. She never married, lived alone in this enormous house..." Lucia paused, struck by the parallel to Eleanor's story. "She left it to me in her will."
The silence that followed was pregnant with the kind of calculations Emma excelled at. As the elder sister by three years, she had always assumed that any family windfalls would naturally flow in her direction. The idea that their mysterious relative had bypassed her entirely would be both shocking and infuriating.
"Left it to you," Emma repeated flatly. "An entire house. To you specifically."
"Along with enough money to maintain it, apparently. Though I suspect that won't go very far—the place needs enormous amounts of work."
"How enormous?"
Lucia described what she'd seen: the







