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For those who remember what others forget,

and for the ones who love us even in our brokenness.
You are the anchors that hold us steady in the storm
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“We are our memories. Without them, we are ghosts wandering in bodies still warm.”

— Unknown
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The fog came down like a curtain.

Mira Carson watched it swallow the coast from the backseat of the weathered taxi. The road curled like a serpent along jagged cliffs, barely wide enough for two cars. To her left, a drop into the ocean. To her right, thick woods pressing against the glass, as if the trees were watching her return.

She wasn’t supposed to come back.

The driver cleared his throat. “Buskmoor’s not much this time of year. You sure this is the stop?”

Mira nodded. Her fingers gripped the strap of her worn leather satchel. “Yeah. This is the place.”

The man said nothing else. Just slowed the car to a halt in front of a peeling sign that read:

Welcome to Buskmoor – Founded 1817

Beneath it, someone had scratched into the wood:

Some ghosts never leave.

Mira stared at the words. The wind howled low, like it had a secret to tell.

The inn stood at the edge of the cliff like it had braved a hundred winters and didn’t plan on bowing to a hundred more. “Thorne House Inn,” the sign read. It creaked above the porch, held by rusted chains. Everything about the place looked like it had been pulled out of a forgotten century—stone foundation, shingled roof, and windows like empty eyes.

Mira paid the driver, slung her camera bag over one shoulder, and stepped into the coastal wind. It carried the scent of salt, pine, and something faintly metallic. She paused at the porch, hand on the iron handle, heart thudding harder than it should.

Don’t be ridiculous, she told herself. You’re not here for ghosts. You’re here for quiet.

And for answers.

She stepped inside.

Warmth met her, surprising in its depth. A fire burned in the hearth to her left, and aged wood floors creaked under her boots. The inn smelled of lemon oil and old books. The reception counter was empty, save for a tarnished brass bell.

She rang it once.

A few moments passed before a woman appeared from a back room—tall, stately, with silver-streaked auburn hair pulled into a knot at the base of her neck. Her gaze met Mira’s with a sharpness that could peel bark.

“You must be Miss Carson,” she said, voice low and calm. “I’m Mrs. Thorne. Welcome to the edge of the world.”

Mira blinked. “It does feel like the edge.”

Mrs. Thorne offered a thin smile. “Everything important happens at the edge, dear. Come. Room Four is ready for you.”

She led Mira up the narrow staircase, the banister worn smooth by generations of hands. At the top, portraits lined the hall—faces from centuries past, mostly women. One looked eerily like Mira’s twin sister, Maya.

She didn’t stop walking.

Room Four overlooked the cliffs.

Mira dropped her bags and stepped to the window. The sea crashed against the rocks below, a hypnotic rhythm. The fog thickened, cloaking everything in shades of ash and blue.

Behind her, the bed was covered in a handwoven quilt. A tea set sat on the dresser, still steaming.

But it was the painting above the bed that made her breath hitch.

A woman in a red coat stood on the very cliff Mira had just seen. Her face was turned, half in shadow, but her posture—her hair, her stance—was too familiar.

Mira moved closer.

The woman in the painting had the same long dark hair. The same sloped shoulders. The same—

No. It’s coincidence.

But Mira’s heart didn’t believe it.

She wandered Buskmoor at dusk.

The town center was no more than a curve of stone buildings wrapped around a cobbled square: a bakery, a bookstore, a post office with no one inside. Old-fashioned lamplights flickered to life, casting warm halos in the mist.

She passed a chapel. Closed. Passed a gallery. Open.

Something—intuition, gravity, memory—pulled her inside.

The bell chimed above the door.

Paintings lined the walls, all seascapes and fog. One caught her attention—a shoreline scene, vivid and aching with movement. A woman, barely visible in the distance, walked barefoot on wet sand. Mira stepped closer. The woman’s hair streamed behind her, wind-whipped. In her hand, she held a letter.

A voice behind her said, “That one’s not for sale.”

Mira turned.

He stood like a shadow made flesh—tall, lean, with eyes like stormwater and a day’s stubble on his sharp jaw. His clothes were streaked with dried paint. His expression unreadable.

“I wasn’t going to buy it,” Mira said. “It just... reminded me of someone.”

He nodded once, as if that explained everything. “People say that about her.”

Her throat tightened. “Her?”

He studied her a moment longer, then stepped forward, wiping his hands on a cloth. “You’re not from here.”

Mira tilted her head. “Is it that obvious?”

He offered a crooked smile. “Buskmoor’s the kind of place where everyone knows when someone new steps off the ferry—even if no one sees it.”

“I drove.”

“Even rarer.”

A pause stretched between them like a tide neither of them knew how to cross.

“I’m Mira,” she said finally. “Mira Carson.”

His eyes flickered. Just for a moment.

“Liam Whitaker,” he replied.

Something passed through her then—an instinct, cold and intuitive. His name scratched at the edges of memory.

She knew it.

Somewhere, somehow—she’d heard it before.

That night, Mira couldn’t sleep.

The wind howled against the shutters. Her sister’s face lingered in every dark corner. She sat up in bed, heart racing, and stared at the painting above her once more.

Same coat. Same posture. Same grief.

She pulled out her phone, scrolling through Maya’s old messages, looking for clues she hadn’t let herself see before.

And there—an old draft email. Never sent.

Subject: Buskmoor

Body: “I found it. I think I found him. If anything happens to me...”

The message ended there.

Mira’s blood turned to ice.

Outside, the wind stopped.

And somewhere down by the cliffs, a single scream echoed up through the fog—sharp, sudden, and unmistakably real.
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MORNING CAME LIKE A bruise.

The fog hadn’t lifted, and neither had the weight in Mira’s chest. She hadn’t slept. The scream from the night before still rang in her ears, but when she’d looked outside, there was nothing. No figure on the cliffs. No movement on the path below. Just wind and waves and silence.

She told herself it could’ve been a gull, or her imagination—already primed by fatigue and grief. But she knew what a human scream sounded like.

And that had been real.

By eight, she was walking the cliffside trail.

Thorne House sat behind her like a sleeping beast. The air was damp, tasting of sea and soil. Beneath her boots, the earth was soft and crumbling in places. A split-rail fence tried to stand between travelers and the jagged fall below—but half of it was rotted through.

She followed the path toward the overlook Mrs. Thorne had mentioned at breakfast, just before asking too casually if she’d heard anything strange last night.

Mira had said no.

She wasn’t ready for the questions that would come with yes.

The overlook was empty—at first.

Mira stepped to the edge, peering down. Waves smashed against black stone. A natural arch jutted out from
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