
Murder In The Library

––––––––

Andrew Hay

Book 1 in the Demelza Pascoe & St Merryn’s Cove Cosy Mystery Series


Table of Contents

Title Page

Murder In The Library (Demelza Pascoe & St Merryn's Cove Cozy Mystery Series, #1)

Copyright

Prologue - Leaving London

Chapter 1 - The History Event

Chapter 2 - An Encounter With Mr Quill

Chapter 3 - Catching Up With Familiar Faces

Chapter 4 - The Head Librarian

Chapter 5 - Demelza Studies The Room

Chapter 6 - The Calm Before The Storm

Chapter 7 - A Body Is Discovered

Chapter 8 - The Police Arrive

Chapter 9 - Suspicions Begin To Brew

Chapter 10 - A Moment With Jess

Chapter 11—The Book Shop

Chapter 12—Adam Is Not Impressed

Chapter 13 – A Drink AT The Pub

Chapter 14 – Clues From The Locals

Chapter 15—Demelza’s Decision

Chapter 16—An Unexpected Visitor

Chapter 17—Demelza Confides In Her Grandfather

Chapter 18—Investigating The Library

Chapter 19—Hidden Clues

Chapter 20—The Three Investigators

Chapter 21—Motives Or Just Rumours

Chapter 22—A Visit To Aggie’s

Chapter 23—Revelations At The Smuggler’s Rest

Chapter 24—A Suspicious Encounter

Chapter 25 - Fresh Leads And Lingering Doubts

Chapter 26 - A Second Body

Chapter 27 - Clara’s Cottage

Chapter 28 - Evidence Is Discovered

Chapter 29 - Speculation Grows

Chapter 30 - A Grim Resolution

Chapter 31 - Clara’s Past

Chapter 32 - An Unexpected Ally

Chapter 33 - Revisiting Clara’s Cottage

Chapter 34 - Dipping Into Bill’s Knowledge

Chapter 35 - A Town On Edge

Chapter 36 - Tensions At The Library

Chapter 37 - Edgar Stone’s House

Chapter 38 - Doubts Abound

Chapter 39 - Sophie Begins To Crack

Chapter 40 - Piecing The Puzzle Together

Chapter 41 -  An Old Friend

Chapter 42 - A Seaside Discovery

Chapter 43 - Secrets Discussed

Chapter 44 - The Mysterious Lydia Thornton

Chapter 45 - A Shocking Revelation

Chapter 46 - An Unexpected Clue At Turning Tide Books

Chapter 47 - Clara’s Cottage Still Holds Secrets

Chapter 48 - An Unexpected Twist In The Woods

Chapter 49 - Hidden Truths

Chapter 50 - Shadows Of Deceit

Chapter 51 - A Game Of Deception

Chapter 52 - The Shadowy Informant

Chapter 53 - The Clandestine Meeting

Chapter 54 - A Dangerous Game

Chapter 55 - The Puzzle Pieces Fall Into Shape

Chapter 56 - Eddie Pengelly Speaks Out

Chapter 57 - Reflection By The Sea

Chapter 58 - An Unexpected Visitor At Bill’s Bookshop

Chapter 59 - Tension In The Air

Chapter 60 - A New Lead

Chapter 61 - Clues At Clara’s Cottage

Chapter 62 - A Deep Breath Of Relief

Chapter 63 - An Uneasy Partnership

Chapter 64 - A Hidden Connection

Chapter 65 - The Lighthouse Revelation

Chapter 66 - At The Antiquarian Society

Chapter 67 - A Hidden Discovery

Chapter 68 - Back At Turning Tide Books

Chapter 69 - A Suspicious Delivery

Chapter 70 - Hidden In Plain Sight

Chapter 71 - Eavesdropping

Chapter 72 - A Bold Confrontation

Chapter 73 - Unwelcome News

Chapter 74 - Unexpected Help

Chapter 75 - Rallying The Troops

Chapter 76 - The Town Gathers

Chapter 77 - The Basement

Chapter 78 - Divine Help

Chapter 79 - Danger At The Boathouse

Chapter 80 - A New Revelation

Chapter 81 - Cornering The Suspect

Chapter 82 - The Final Clue?

Chapter 83 - Betrayal In The Dark

Chapter 84 - The Showdown

Chapter 85 - The Arrest

Chapter 86 - A Town In Shock

Chapter 87 - Consequences

Chapter 88 - A Quiet Celebration

Chapter 89 - A Heartfelt Conversation

Chapter 90 - A Promise For Tomorrow

Chapter 91 - The Gossip Mill

Chapter 92 - Healing Wounds

Chapter 93 - Conversations With The Reverend

Chapter 94 - Rifts And Reconciliation

Chapter 95 - A New Bond

Chapter 96 - A New Chapter At Turning Tides Bookshop

Chapter 97 - Sophie’s Redemption

Chapter 98 - A Shifting Dynamic

Chapter 99 - Adam’s Crossroad

Chapter 100 - A Cliffside Epiphany

Chapter 101 - A Curious Discovery

Chapter 102 - A Whisper Of Trouble

Chapter 103 - An Unexpected Visitor

Chapter 104 - Adam’s Dilemma

Chapter 105 - Under The Surface

Chapter 106 - The Cryptic Clue

Chapter 107 - Jess And Demelza Have A Heart To Heart

Chapter 108 - A Disturbing Discovery

Chapter 109 - The Warning

Chapter 110 - The Gathering Storm

Chapter 111 - A Clue In The Ledger

Chapter 112 - A Moment Of Doubt

Chapter 113 - Bill’s Warning

Chapter 114 - Suspicions

Chapter 115 - Shadows Of The Past

Chapter 116 - The Unravelling

Chapter 117 - The Killer Is Revealed

Chapter 118 - The Breaking Point

Chapter 119 - No Longer A Mystery

Chapter 120 – The Aftermath

Turn the page to continue the story ...

Chapter 1 - An Early Morning Stroll

Chapter 2 - The Unexpected Encounter

Chapter 3 - The Fatal Blow

Demelza Pascoe & St Merryn’s Cove Cosy Mysteries

Welcome to St Merryn’s Cove, a small Cornish town where secrets travel faster than the tide — and Demelza Pascoe somehow keeps stumbling over bodies on her way to work at the family bookshop.

With sharp humour, heartfelt friendships, and a talent for uncovering the truth whether she means to or not, Demelza navigates murder, gossip, and seaside scandal in a series of warm, witty whodunnits.

Reading order

Book 0.5 – Demelza’s Betrayal

(The story that sends Demelza back to St Merryn’s Cove. Available free to newsletter subscribers. A prequel to the main series)

Book 1 – Murder in the Library

(This is the book where it all starts)

Book 2 – Murder on the Beach

Book 3 – Murder at the Lighthouse

Book 4 – Murder at the Regatta

Book 5 – Murder at the Studio

Book 6 – A Body in the Mobile Library

Book 7 – The Case of the Broken Quill

Book 8 – Death in the Orchard

Book 9 – Too Much Salt Can Kill (to be published 11th June 2026)

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Copyright


[image: ]


Published in 2025

Revised in 2026 by

The Reading Lamp

Readinglamp.org

The Nursery, Folly Lane, Stowey, Bristol BS39 4DW

Copyright © Andrew Hay 2025 & 2026

Andrew Hay has asserted his right to be identified as the

author of this work in accordance

with relevant International law

All rights reserved.  No part of this publication may be reproduced,

stored in any retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form,

or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording

or otherwise, without the prior written permission of

the publisher.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organisations,

places and events other than those that are in the Public Domain, are either the

product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.  Any resemblance to

actual persons, whether living or dead, events or places is entirely coincidental.

For more books by Andrew Hay, visit:
👉 andrewhay.co.uk/start
	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue - Leaving London
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Demelza Pascoe gripped the steering wheel of her baby-blue Fiat 500, affectionately named Florentina as if her life—or at least her patience—depended on it.  As she zigzagged through the tangled streets of London, she couldn't help but think this would be the last time she'd face the city's notorious traffic.  Or so she hoped.  London’s skyline brooded above her, grey and moody, looking like it needed a strong cup of tea and a biscuit to cheer it up.  Once upon a time, the city had been her dream come true—a land where her catering ambitions could take flight.  Now, it was more like a flabby crumpet, deflated by betrayal and heartbreak.

The rain drizzled like London’s saying, “Good riddance!” smearing the view outside into a blur of headlights and neon lights resembling a particularly soggy abstract painting.  Demelza's mind drifted back to the wreckage of her beloved catering company, the one she'd lovingly nurtured like a temperamental soufflé.  It hadn’t deflated due to the usual business troubles—oh no—it was Simon Kingsley’s fault.  Simon, the man she thought was the charming prince of her story, turned out to be more like the villain twirling a dastardly moustache.  He’d siphoned off their business funds and managed to siphon away her trust—quite the multitasker.

As the concrete jungle of London faded into the distance and gave way to fields that looked like they belonged on a postcard, Demelza could feel the vice around her heart loosen its grip.  Each mile she put between her and that city felt like shaking off another disappointment, another dent in her faith in humanity.  Florentina’s little engine purred like a cat that had found the comfiest patch of sunlight, encouraging her to keep going.  Demelza wasn’t just driving away from London; she was zooming away from broken promises, like a getaway driver in a heist movie—where the loot was her peace of mind.

Her destination?  St Merryn’s Cove—a quaint coastal town in Cornwall that had more charm than a tea cosy and a guaranteed shortage of Simon Kingsley.  She wasn’t exactly sure what awaited her there, but she knew one thing: whatever it was, it couldn’t be as disastrous as her attempt to live the big-city dream.  She’d left St Merryn’s Cove years ago, thinking she was too big for its narrow lanes and sleepy rhythm.  Now, she was returning, not as the triumphant entrepreneur she once imagined, but as someone needing a good cup of tea, a cosy blanket, and possibly a reality check.

Arriving in St Merryn’s Cove

As Florentina wound down the familiar coastal road, St Merryn’s Cove appeared like a memory wrapped in a cosy scarf.  The town looked like it had been frozen in time—its whitewashed cottages still sitting snugly between the cliffs and the sea, as if they’d never even heard of a property developer.  The waves crashed against the rocks in a way that suggested they were putting on a show just for her, and the air smelled so fresh and salty that she was sure it would go well with a plate of fish and chips.

Florentina’s engine finally let out a satisfied little sigh as Demelza parked outside her brother Adam’s cottage.  There he was, grinning like a kid who’d just found out dessert had two courses.  Seeing him made her throat tighten with the emotions that only family can stir up—equal parts relief and the urge to smack him for looking so cheerful.

"Welcome home, Mel!" Adam said, wrapping her in a hug that was just tight enough to make breathing optional.  "Even if you’re not here under the best circumstances, I’m glad you returned."

Demelza managed a smile that was 70% relief and 30% exhaustion.  "Thanks, Adam.  It's good to be back... I think."

Adam pointed to the cottage next door.  "You remember Greg, the surfer dude, right?  He’s in Australia chasing waves for a few months, so you can crash at his place.  I figured you might need a bit of space to, you know, decompress."

"Space sounds perfect," Demelza said, feeling like she’d just been offered a luxury suite at the Ritz, even if it was technically Greg’s man cave.  She couldn’t believe how much she looked forward to peace and quiet.

"And just one more thing," Adam added, smiling with 'mischief' written all over his face.  "The town’s library is hosting this big event over the weekend—celebrating Cornish heritage and maritime history.  They need volunteers to help out.  I thought it might be a good distraction for you.  Plus, think of all the free scones."

Demelza raised an eyebrow.  "Volunteering at a book event?  You think that’s going to fix my life right now?"

Adam chuckled.  "Well, if not, you'll be surrounded by good stories!  Besides, you know Grandad Bill would’ve dragged you there kicking and screaming anyway, right?"

Despite everything, Demelza couldn’t help but laugh.  Adam had a point.  Maybe losing herself in the town’s simple rhythm and getting reacquainted with some old faces wouldn’t be the worst idea.  She glanced at the sea, watching the waves repeatedly throw themselves at the shore like a determined toddler trying to climb out of a playpen.  Somewhere inside her, she felt some same stubborn determination spark to life.

Little did she know, St Merryn’s Cove was about to offer more than just a temporary refuge.  It was preparing to throw her into a mystery as tangled as her love life—and twice as tricky to unravel.  But at least this time, tea and cake would soften the blows.
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Chapter 1 - The History Event
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Demelza stepped into the St Merryn’s Cove library and paused, momentarily taken aback by the impressive setup.  The library had always had a cosy, slightly musty charm, its worn wooden floors and towering shelves a comforting contrast to the chaos of the outside world.  But today, it was transformed.  Bright banners celebrating Cornish history dangled from the ceiling, casting splashes of red, yellow, and blue across the room.  Tables displayed an assortment of rare books and maritime artefacts, lovingly polished to a gleam that suggested someone had gone over them with a cloth just moments before.

She took a deep breath and straightened her volunteer badge, pinned somewhat crookedly to her jacket.  Demelza tugged the lapels of her jacket, trying to smooth out creases that she was sure didn’t exist until she started fiddling with them.  She couldn’t quite shake the feeling that tonight was an audition of sorts—not for anything in particular, just for herself.  It had been only a few days since her life in London had crumbled like a scone left out in the rain, and here she was, back in her home town, volunteering at the local library’s history event.  A far cry from the life she’d once known, but perhaps that was for the best.

The faint sounds of people mingling and the soft hum of classical music filtering through the speakers wrapped around her, grounding her in the here and now.  St Merryn’s Cove was supposed to be her fresh start, her chance to reclaim her life.  A strange excitement tingled in her veins, and she smiled faintly, determined not to let her past cast shadows over her present.

In the corner of the room, she spotted her grandfather, Bill, already engaged in animated conversation with a group of local historians, his silver hair catching the light, his blue eyes sharp and lively.  With his well-worn cardigan and corduroy trousers, he looked right at home among the bookish set, punctuating his points with the occasional wag of his finger or laugh that boomed across the room.

The sight of him brought a small smile to her face.  Even as her life had fallen apart, her grandfather had been there, a steady presence that made everything feel less dire.  He’d taken her in without question, fussing over her like she was still a little girl and not a fully grown woman with many professional and personal disasters under her belt.

“Ah, there’s our Cornish crusader!”  Bill’s voice carried across the room, and Demelza’s cheeks flushed.  She made her way toward him, feeling the eyes of a few curious onlookers as she approached.

Bill chuckled as she arrived, giving her a warm grin.  “Demelza, this is Mr. Henshaw and Dr. Meriwether.  They’re here for the maritime book showcase.  No one can resist the smell of salted leather bindings.”

Demelza held out her hand, meeting each of their slightly puzzled but kind glances. As a former London caterer who knew more about making soufflés than studying sea charts, it was hard not to feel like an outsider.

Bill nudged her with a wink.  “Did I mention Demelza here once saved a dinner party of thirty-six guests from culinary disaster?”

“Oh, please.” Demelza rolled her eyes but couldn’t suppress a smile.  “It was just a matter of distracting everyone with extra wine while I fixed the soufflés.”

“A genius approach,” Bill said with an approving nod.  “Aren’t many who’d think on their feet like that.”

She laughed, feeling her nerves at ease.  For all her uncertainties, at least here, among these people, and with her grandfather by her side, she was reminded she had her kind of resilience. Tonight was about looking forward, she decided.
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Chapter 2 - An Encounter With Mr Quill
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Demelza watched as Leonard Quill made his entrance with all the subtlety of a storm-tossed ship crashing into the harbour.  Tall, thin, and dressed in a sharply tailored tweed suit, he looked every bit the eccentric antiquarian he clearly wanted everyone to know he was.  His silver-grey hair swept back as if the wind had styled it, and he held a rather large, ancient-looking book in both hands, like a treasure trove he couldn’t bear to put down.

“Ah, Leonard Quill has arrived,” murmured Bill, leaning toward Demelza with a wry smile.  “Just a fair warning, my girl—keep your wits about you.  Leonard can be as sharp as he is insufferable.”

“Consider me on high alert,” Demelza replied, her tone dry as a Martini.

As if summoned by her response, Leonard’s gaze darted over to them, and in a flash, he was sweeping across the room, stopping only to mutter “pardon me” to anyone who happened to be in his way.  The prized book he held, an imposing leather-bound tome, was thrust toward anyone within viewing distance, much to the alarm of a nearby guest who barely managed to sidestep the assault.

“Ah, William Pascoe,” Leonard crowed, his tone reverberating through the library’s wooden rafters.  “You sly fox, still mixing with the general public?”

Bill chuckled, undeterred by the backhanded greeting.  “And here I thought you’d be at some prestigious antiquarian event, Leonard.  Not lowering yourself to small-town functions.”

Leonard’s lips twitched into something that resembled a smile, though it seemed to pain him.  “Well, even the smallest towns occasionally turn up treasures.”  He let his gaze rest on Demelza for a second, his eyebrows arching in a way that telegraphed the words “and who is this?” but was far too lofty to say them.

“Leonard, I’d like you to meet my granddaughter, Demelza,” Bill said with a nod.  “She’s back from London, though I doubt you two have much in common.”

“Oh, London, is it?”  Leonard’s eyes flickered with a mix of interest and something that Demelza might have labelled as snobbery.  He shook her hand with a perfunctory nod.  “Tell me, Miss Pascoe, do you appreciate the true art of antiquarian knowledge? It’s rare, I find, in these small towns.”

“Hmm, can’t say it’s my speciality,” Demelza replied, feigning earnestness.  “But I make a mean Cornish pasty, and that has to count for something around here, don’t you think?”

The slightest twitch of surprise flitted across Leonard’s face before he settled back into his imperious expression.  “Ah.  Yes.  Well,” he muttered, unsure whether to laugh or take offence.  “Of course, I suppose one must have a sense of humour.”

Demelza’s lips curved into a polite smile, concealing her amusement.  Leonard seemed to recover, and with a dramatic flourish, he held up the book he’d been clutching.  “This,” he announced, “is a rare volume from the sixteenth century—a remarkable account of Cornish maritime history.  I fear its significance will be lost on most.”

“Quite the masterpiece, Leonard,” Bill said mildly.  “But you haven’t brought it along for just anyone to see, have you?”

“Indeed, no,” Leonard said, casting a rather mysterious look around the room before lowering his voice.  “I may have uncovered something shocking here at this library—a discovery that could make headlines.”

Demelza felt a flicker of curiosity mixed with a pang of unease.  “Headlines?” she echoed. “Sounds serious.”

“Indeed,” Leonard said, his gaze locking with hers.  “But I can’t divulge more.  Suffice to say, not everyone in St Merryn’s Cove is what they seem.”  With that ominous proclamation, he turned back to the room, leaving Demelza with the unsettling feeling that trouble had just strolled into St Merryn’s Cove wrapped in tweed.
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Chapter 3 - Catching Up With Familiar Faces
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Demelza slipped through the clusters of chattering guests, exchanging polite nods and the occasional "Nice to see you again!" while attempting to keep her grin at bay.  She hadn't been back in St Merryn’s Cove for long, and already the familiar, well-worn faces and their quirks were making her feel oddly at home.

“Demelza Pascoe, as I live and breathe!”  A voice, warm and teasing, called out from behind her.  She turned to see Jess Pendragon, a childhood friend who, judging by the mischievous look in her eye, was primed and ready for some gossip.

“Jess!” Demelza greeted, laughing as they embraced.  “Still causing trouble, I see?”

“Oh, please,” Jess replied, tossing her hair with exaggerated innocence.  “I’d never dream of it.  Besides, look who’s talking.  I saw that serious sleuth face you were making while Leonard was going on about his precious book.”

Demelza feigned indignation.  “I wasn’t making a sleuth face.  That’s just my usual sceptical look.”

“Sure, sure,” Jess said, crossing her arms and giving Demelza a sly smirk.  “The same look you’d give me back in school when I told you the old Pendragon ghost stories.  Speaking of which, did you hear the latest about Leonard’s newest treasure?”

Demelza raised an eyebrow.  “Only that it’s apparently ancient and, in Leonard’s opinion, should be kept behind bulletproof glass and velvet ropes.”

“That sounds about right,” Jess replied with a grin.  “Though rumour has it that some people are less than thrilled about Leonard’s latest find.”

Demelza glanced around, catching snippets of conversation and noting a few pointed glances in Leonard’s direction.  “Why am I not surprised?”

“Well, Leonard is... let’s just say, not exactly the humble sort,” Jess murmured with a chuckle.  “I think he’s managed to irk nearly everyone here with his ‘only-I-appreciate-true-artifacts’ routine.  Did you see poor Mr. Henshaw earlier? Looked like he was ready to throttle Leonard for calling his maritime book collection ‘charming if a bit pedestrian.’”

Demelza snorted, earning a few curious glances from nearby guests.  “He does have a gift, doesn’t he?”

“Oh, indeed.  And word has it, his little announcement tonight isn’t helping matters.  He’s uncovered something ‘scandalous’ that might shake up St Merryn’s Cove’s quiet little library.”

“Well, that sounds promising,” Demelza said with a grin.  “Nothing like a bit of scandal to keep things lively.”

They moved toward the library’s large windows, where the view opened to the harbour.  Boats bobbed on the waves in the distance, their outlines softened by the dusk light.  The salt air drifted through the open windows, blending with the warm, earthy scent of old paper and polished wood—a nostalgic reminder of St Merryn’s Cove’s charm, one foot firmly planted in history and the other in the life of the present.

Jess leaned against the window frame, gazing out at the harbour.  “It’s strange, isn’t it?” she said quietly.  “We go away, try on these big lives for size, and yet here we are again, back in the Cove.  Leonard with his rare book obsession, you with your serious sleuth face.”

Demelza chuckled.  “Guess we can’t escape who we are, can we?”

“Nope.  Not if St Merryn’s Cove has anything to say about it.”  Jess grinned, giving her a playful nudge.  “Well, whatever Leonard’s big discovery is, I just hope it’s something juicy.  And if it’s not, I’m counting on you to dig up something better.”

“Now, now,” Demelza said, flashing a mischievous smile.  “I wouldn’t dream of meddling.  Unless, of course, it turns out St Merryn’s Cove is hiding more secrets than we thought.”

Jess laughed, linking her arm through Demelza’s.  “I think we’d all put a few coins on that bet.”
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Chapter 4 - The Head Librarian
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Demelza meandered toward the centre of the room, where the impressive collection of rare books and maritime relics was on display.  Just as she was admiring a particularly intricate model of an old Cornish ship, a crisp voice sliced through the hum of chatter.

“Demelza Pascoe, isn’t it?”

Turning, Demelza found herself face-to-face with Sophie Wills, the head librarian of St Merryn’s Cove.  Sophie was immaculately put together, not a hair out of place, her dark blonde bun perfectly secured, and her cardigan buttoned up as precisely as if she’d used a ruler to measure the spacing.

“Good to see you, Sophie,” Demelza said, offering her best smile, though she couldn’t help but notice that Sophie’s seemed to stop just short of her eyes.

“Yes, well,” Sophie murmured, glancing around the room as if trying to locate something more interesting to focus on.  “Thank you for volunteering for this.  It’s... nice that you’re contributing.”  She paused, her eyes flicking toward the guest list.  “Even if the nuances of events like these can be somewhat specialised.”

Demelza bit back a grin.  Oh, she knew this type well: the gatekeeper.  Every community had one.  In London, they’d stood guard over social events and fundraising galas with a steely resolve to keep “outsiders” out.  Here in St Merryn’s Cove, it appeared they guarded the library and its antiquities with equally fierce dedication.

“Oh, I’m sure I’ll manage,” Demelza replied, her voice light.  “After running my own catering business, organising events is almost second nature.”

Sophie’s smile tightened.  “Of course.  But events like these, especially when involving such significant historical artefacts,” she gestured vaguely toward the displays, “are a bit more nuanced than a dinner party, wouldn’t you agree?”

Demelza raised an eyebrow, stifling the urge to laugh outright.  “Well, I suppose if we’re planning to eat the artefacts, then yes, I might be in over my head.”

Sophie blinked, her composed expression wavering momentarily before she recovered, flashing a taut smile.  “Quite.”  She adjusted the strap of her reading glasses, her fingers moving with odd tension.  Demelza couldn’t help but notice how Sophie’s gaze darted over to Leonard Quill, who was now holding court in the corner with a small group of enraptured onlookers.

For the briefest moment, Sophie’s mask slipped, revealing a flicker of something.  Was it worry?  Fear?  Demelza wasn’t sure, but before she could say anything, Sophie cleared her throat, snapping her attention back.

“Anyway,” Sophie continued, her tone now brisk and businesslike.  “Thank you for assisting with the guests, Demelza.  We’ll make sure you’re well briefed on what’s necessary.  After all, understanding the delicate history of these items requires... a certain depth of knowledge.”

The words landed between a compliment and a dismissal, and Demelza couldn’t resist a parting shot.  “I’m sure the basics will do me just fine,” she replied, flashing Sophie a polite smile.  “Besides, I’ve always found that the best things in life come with a bit of mystery.”

A barely perceptible tightening of Sophie’s jaw told Demelza she’d hit a nerve.  Sophie glanced over her shoulder toward Leonard again, her lips pressing together tightly as if holding back words that didn’t want to stay hidden.

“Well, I must see to our esteemed guests,” Sophie said, her tone clipped.  “Enjoy the evening, Miss Pascoe.”

As Sophie whisked herself away, Demelza’s curiosity only deepened.  Something was bothering Sophie Wills, and whatever it was, it had her looking over her shoulder at Leonard like he was the storm rolling in from the harbour.
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Chapter 5 - Demelza Studies The Room
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Demelza leaned against the edge of a display table, arms crossed, taking in the room with a practised gaze.  The mingling guests moved in predictable little eddies around the tables of rare books and artefacts, each absorbed in their conversations and the clinking of glasses.  But Leonard Quill held the crowd’s centre of gravity—much as she suspected he’d love that metaphor.

It was fascinating.  Some guests gave Leonard deferential nods as if he were an ancient sea captain or a museum exhibit himself.  Others, though, had expressions more on the wary side, the kind that said, “Yes, you’re clever, but you’re not as clever as you think.”  Demelza’s gaze flicked over to Mr Henshaw, who looked ready to set his monocle on fire just for the pleasure of dropping it on Leonard’s latest brag about the “priceless” tome he’d acquired.

A sigh escaped her lips.  Here she was, back in St Merryn’s Cove, feeling like a guest at a party for people she barely remembered.  The village might be familiar, but this gathering was a swirl of secrets, rivalries, and old alliances.  She was caught between the impulse to dive in and uncover every little piece of hidden drama and the caution that told her this was, most definitely, none of her business.  Yet.

As she pondered, her gaze settled on Clara Redwyne, half-hidden in the shadows near the towering bookshelf at the room's far end.  In her practical, ink-stained apron, Clara was jotting something down in a well-worn notebook.  Her eyes darted to Leonard occasionally, then back to her page, her pen moving furiously.

Demelza tilted her head, studying Clara’s body language.  The woman looked more than tense—like a coiled spring wound too tight.  Judging by her death grip on her pen, a single bump or one misplaced word from Leonard, she might snap.  Demelza wondered if Clara was simply anxious about tonight’s display or if there was something more to the story.

Curiosity got the better of her, and she sidled closer, moving as subtly as she could through the room.  A knot of people shifted, giving her a better view of Clara’s notebook.  In her hurried scrawl, Clara had written something suspiciously like a list that included Leonard’s name and several other notes and symbols Demelza couldn’t quite decipher from her distance.

She made a mental note to catch up with Clara later; it wasn’t often you spotted someone looking at a rare book collector as though he were a lobster about to be boiled.  Then again, Leonard could probably rub an angel up the wrong way if he set his mind to it.

Looking around, she observed the librarian, Sophie, busy eyeing everyone with that tightly controlled yet unmistakably watchful air.  There was a story here, and Demelza’s instincts nudged at her, suggesting she could piece it together if she kept her eyes and ears open.

Yes, something was simmering beneath the surface here in St Merryn’s Cove, and while she wasn’t quite sure what it was, she had a feeling it was only a matter of time before things came to a full boil.
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Chapter 6 - The Calm Before The Storm
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Demelza tucked a stack of brochures into a box, her fingers brushing against the crisp paper as she absently listened to Jess’s latest account of the evening’s events.  Most of the guests had gone, leaving just a handful of people lingering around to tidy up.  The lively chatter and bustling energy of earlier had faded, replaced by a hushed quiet, almost reverent in the dimmed light.  The shadows stretched long and lean across the polished floors, casting ghostly shapes on the bookshelves.  Somewhere in the distance, the gentle rumble of the ocean drifted through the open windows.

“Did you see Leonard tonight?” Jess was saying with a gleeful smirk.  “Strutting around like he’d just discovered Atlantis in the rare books section.”

Demelza snorted, tossing a stray brochure into the box.  “Oh, I noticed.  He looked like he might levitate with all the praise he gave himself.  It was as if he thought the event had been planned for him.”

“Well, in a way, I suppose it was,” Jess teased.  “Let’s face it, Leonard isn’t the type to resist the limelight, even if he has to drag it behind him.”

They both laughed, the sound echoing strangely in the nearly empty library.  Demelza couldn’t help but feel the weight of the silence settling in as the laughter faded.  The library had taken on a distinctly different character from earlier; a subtle eeriness replaced its welcoming warmth.  Shadows danced on the walls, exaggerating the room’s familiar nooks and crannies into darkened mysteries.

As she wrapped up another stack of pamphlets, Demelza’s thoughts wandered.  St Merryn’s Cove was comforting in its small-town charm, familiar faces, and steadfast routines.  But was she here to start fresh, or was she simply hiding from her past—the fallout of her failed business, the betrayal she’d suffered, the life she’d left in tatters back in London?  The questions weighed heavily on her, an ever-present undercurrent that surfaced in quiet moments like these.

“It’s nice, though, isn’t it?” Jess said, interrupting her thoughts as she gathered up a stray banner.  “This place... well, maybe it’s just nostalgia talking, but the library, the people.  I don’t know.  Feels like it has its own kind of magic, doesn’t it?”

Demelza looked around, taking in the heavy oak shelves, the worn leather bindings, and the glint of polished brass.  “It does,” she murmured, a small smile tugging at her lips.  “The kind of magic that keeps you tethered, I suppose, even when you’re not quite sure why.”

Jess gave her a knowing look, the kind that only a lifelong friend could.  “Well, I, for one, am glad you’re back.  And hey, who knows?  Maybe you’re here to make a fresh start, not just dust off old memories.”

Demelza nodded though a trace of doubt lingered. As she folded the last tablecloths, she glanced around the library. It was quieter than she had ever remembered, and the flickering shadows gave the space an oddly ancient look, as if the library had secrets waiting to be uncovered.

The sound of the waves outside grew louder in the silence, filling the empty spaces.  She could hear the faintest creak of the shelves as though the books were shifting, rustling in some long-forgotten whisper.  Something about the stillness felt heavy, waiting... almost expectant.

Jess shivered, pulling her shawl around her shoulders.  “Strange, isn’t it?  How can a place feel so different once everyone’s gone?”

Demelza nodded, a shiver of her own prickling at the back of her neck.  “Yes,” she whispered, almost to herself.  “As if it’s holding its breath.”
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Chapter 7 - A Body Is Discovered
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A piercing scream shattered the heavy silence, slicing through the library like a dagger.  Demelza froze, her hand clamped around a stack of neatly folded pamphlets.  She locked eyes with Jess, who looked like she’d just been jolted awake.

“Did you hear—?”  Jess’s voice trembled, her face pale under the dim lights.

“I’d say it’s hard to miss.”  Demelza dropped the pamphlets and took off, Jess right at her heels.  They dodged a stray chair, rounding the corner toward the reading area where the scream had come from.

As they skidded to a halt, they took in the scene before them.  The usually composed head librarian, Sophie Wills, stood ashen-faced beside a slumped figure.  Her hands were trembling, pressed to her mouth, and her eyes were fixed on the lifeless form of Leonard Quill, sprawled in an armchair with an old bookbinding tool embedded in his side, gleaming ominously in the low light.

“Oh... oh no,” Jess gasped, clutching Demelza’s arm with a grip likely to leave a bruise.

Demelza’s mind snapped into sharp focus, and her panic morphed into something more transparent and purposeful. She stepped forward, arms spread wide like a traffic cop.

“Everyone, stay calm,” she called, glancing around at the few remaining guests who were beginning to gather, faces painted in horror.  “Nobody move and don’t touch anything.”  She threw a glance back at Jess.  “Help Sophie.  She looks like she might faint.”

Jess nodded and rushed over, gently guiding a shaky Sophie to sit on a nearby bench, murmuring reassurances that sounded more like a calming lullaby than any genuine attempt to comfort.

Demelza took a steadying breath, her gaze sweeping the scene.  Leonard sat slumped in the armchair as if he’d just settled in for a good read—minus, of course, the rather conspicuous and deadly tool lodged in his side.  The polished wood of the library now seemed somehow darker, as if the shadows had thickened in the corners, curling around the edges of the bookshelves with an eerie, unnatural intent.

The room's hush seemed oppressive now, as though the library had transformed from a place of knowledge into something colder and more sinister.  The once-pristine stacks and antique bookcases took on an ominous air, and Demelza could swear the books were watching, each one a silent witness to the scene.

Jess shot her a wide-eyed look from where she crouched next to Sophie.  “Is he...?”

“Very,” Demelza replied, her voice a shade more wry than she’d intended.  The absurdity of finding oneself in the middle of a murder scene, as if ripped from the pages of one of her grandfather’s mystery novels, was not lost on her.

Sophie, meanwhile, seemed to snap out of her daze, her fingers clutching Jess’s hand like a lifeline.  “I—I just walked in and... and there he was.  Like that.”

“It’s okay, Sophie,” Demelza said, though “okay” felt woefully misplaced. “We’ll sort this out. First things first, we need to call the police.”

But the reality of it sank in as she spoke. This wasn’t just any murder. This was Leonard Quill, the infamously prickly antiquarian, brought down not by words but by a blunt instrument from the library’s shelves.

And just like that, Demelza knew her quiet return to St Merryn’s Cove had taken a rather dramatic—and potentially dangerous—detour.
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Chapter 8 - The Police Arrive
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The library doors swung open with brisk authority, and in strode Detective Sergeant Adam Pascoe, his face a study in barely contained surprise that quickly settled into the cool, professional mask he wore so well.  Behind him, two uniformed officers followed, their expressions a mixture of alarm and bewilderment as they took in the strange sight of Leonard Quill’s lifeless form slumped in an armchair, a bookbinding tool lodged in his side like some grim bookmark.

Demelza gave a slight wave, hoping it would translate to something reassuring like, Hello, I’m here, and I know exactly what’s happening.  But her brother’s gaze turned steely as it locked onto her, and she knew the hopeful gesture had fallen flat.

“Demelza,” Adam said, stepping forward as he began cordoning the area briskly.  “What are you doing here?”

“Well,” Demelza began with an air of nonchalance that only deepened Adam’s frown, “I was helping with clean-up, you know, a good citizen and all that.  But then Leonard had other plans.”

Adam didn’t seem amused.  He motioned her over, and she reluctantly stepped away from the scene's centre, trying to ignore the annoyance inside her.  She wanted to be there, to help figure out exactly what had happened and why, but one look at Adam’s raised eyebrows told her that her help was not on his agenda.

“Look,” he said, voice pitched low and laced with authority.  “This is a crime scene.  I need you to go home, Demelza.”

She narrowed her eyes.  “Adam, I was here when it happened.  I could be helpful.  You know, eyewitness, possibly even, I don’t know, a capable adult?”

His expression softened just a fraction, but he wasn’t backing down.  “Let’s keep it simple.  You’ve been through enough lately,” he said, trying to sound like the caring brother instead of the detective who wanted her out of his way.  “Besides, I’d rather you didn’t get tangled up in police work.”

Demelza pressed her lips together, holding back the retort itching to come out.  She’d had her fill of being sidelined, first by a dishonest partner and now by her brother, who apparently thought she was better suited to baking pies than investigating anything important.  She’d been through plenty, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t handle herself—especially in her hometown.

Taking a steadying breath, she fixed him with a measured look.  “Fine.  I’ll head home,” she said, though the words tasted bitter.  “Just remember, I’m more useful than you think.”

Adam sighed, a small crease forming between his brows.  “Demelza, it’s not that.  It’s just... this is police business now.”

She flashed him a sweet smile, though it didn’t reach her eyes.  “Of course.  The professionals have it well in hand.”

He looked ready to protest, but she didn’t give him the chance.  She turned on her heel, her steps quickening as she left the cordoned-off area and headed toward the exit.  She was frustrated, yes, but her mind was already whirring.  So, Adam wanted her out of the way?  Fine.  But that didn’t mean she couldn’t find a way in on her terms.  After all, she’d known Leonard’s prickly nature—and now, the haunting image of his lifeless body—far better than any of the officers swarming the scene.

As she stepped out into the cool night air, Demelza allowed herself one last look back at the library, shadows flickering within its walls.  If her brother thought he could keep her out of this, he was in for a surprise.
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Chapter 9 - Suspicions Begin To Brew
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As Demelza stepped away from the cordoned-off scene, she tried to shake off the frustration of her brother’s dismissal.  But the library had taken on a strange new energy, and it seemed to pulse with whispered secrets and heavy glances as if the very walls had overheard something they couldn’t unhear.  Shadows loomed from every corner, and the books, normally silent guardians of history, seemed to watch her with a new, eerie intensity.  A chill skittered up her spine.

She was about to slip out, reluctantly leaving the investigation to Adam, when a hushed conversation drifted her way from a darkened corner near the fiction section.  She paused, her curiosity instinctively overriding her brother’s explicit instructions to leave.  After all, no one could be faulted for lingering to... tidy up near the mystery novels, right?

“You don’t think someone actually went through with it, do you?” one voice whispered, low and conspiratorial.  “I mean, everyone knew Leonard could be... well, difficult.”

The other voice, softer but just as urgent, replied, “Difficult doesn’t begin to cover it.  That man had more enemies than books.  In antiquarian circles, it wasn’t a question of if someone would snap, but when.”

Demelza felt her heart rate quicken, her mind turning over this morsel of information.  Enemies in antiquarian circles?  She could imagine Leonard rubbing up people the wrong way—he’d been more than skilled at that.  But enough to drive someone to murder?

One of the speakers continued his voice barely above a breath.  “Didn’t you hear?  There was some scandal brewing over that latest book of his.  Word is, he’d uncovered something controversial.  A secret someone didn’t want to get out.”

The other scoffed.  “Of course he did.  Leonard was always claiming to have found some grand revelation.  It's probably just another ruse for attention.  But maybe... maybe he finally bit off more than he could chew.”

Demelza watched them exchange wary glances before they slunk off in opposite directions, casting one last nervous look back at the scene of Leonard’s untimely demise.  Her mind spun with this new information.  Leonard’s life had been cloaked in old books and historical intrigues, but what if his lofty world of rare manuscripts and literary feuds had sharper edges than she’d realised?

She knew she should leave the sleuthing to Adam and his team.  He’d be furious if he knew she was already poking around, practically in sight of the uniformed officers.  But the seed of curiosity had taken root, and she felt the tug of the mystery, reeling her in despite her better judgment.

As she moved toward the exit, she glanced back at the darkened library, feeling the weight of all it held: knowledge, history, stories—and now, secrets.  The shelves of dusty tomes seemed to press down on her with silent urgency as if begging her to uncover the truth.  Every creak of the floorboards and every flicker of shadow seemed like a nod from the library itself, urging her not to let this go.

Demelza mentally recorded the whispered conversation, memorising the attendees’ faces, the nervous glances they exchanged, and the slight tremor in their voices. Perhaps, just perhaps, this wasn’t a mystery that could be left to the “professionals.”
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Chapter 10 - A Moment With Jess
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As Demelza approached the library’s exit, Jess caught up, gently tugging her arm and steering her outside to the stone steps leading down the quiet street.  The cold night air hit them, carrying the salty tang of the sea and an unsettling hush that contrasted sharply with the event's buzz just an hour before.

They sat silently for a moment, letting the crisp breeze swirl around them, each lost in thought.  Demelza hugged her coat closer, casting a sidelong glance at Jess, whose usual bright smile was absent.  Instead, her friend’s face was etched with worry, her hands fiddling with the hem of her shawl.

“Demi,” Jess began, voice low, “you’re not seriously thinking of getting involved in this, are you?”

Demelza raised an eyebrow, doing her best to appear nonchalant.  “I don’t know what you mean.  Just because I happened to be in the room when it happened and overheard a few juicy details...?”

Jess shook her head, her expression unwavering.  “Don’t be coy with me.  I know that look, and it’s the same look you had when you were ten and insisted on figuring out who’d stolen your Halloween sweets.  It took you a week, but you found every last missing piece of chocolate, and poor Alfie Jenkins never forgave you.”
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