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Chapter 1: A New Start
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The fishing town of Harrow’s Point was nothing like the bustling city Elena had left behind. Nestled between rocky cliffs and mist-covered shores, the town was picturesque yet haunting, with its narrow cobblestone streets and weather-beaten cottages. The locals said the ocean here had a memory, that it carried the stories of those it had claimed.

For Elena, Harrow’s Point was supposed to be a fresh start. After exposing Tidewell Energy’s crimes and losing her father in the process, she needed time to heal. She had accepted a position as a lecturer at the Harrow Maritime Institute, teaching marine biology and conducting research on the region’s unique ecosystem.

She had chosen Harrow’s Point because of its isolation. No media, no Tidewell operatives, no prying eyes. Just her and the sea.

But Harrow’s Point wasn’t as quiet as she had hoped.

“Elena, you’ll want to see this,” said Professor Simon Keats, the head of the institute. He stood in the doorway of her office, his expression grim.

“What’s going on?” Elena asked, pushing aside a stack of research papers.

“There’s been an incident,” Simon said. “A fisherman found something this morning out near the old shipyard.”

Elena’s heart sank. “What did they find?”

Simon hesitated, then said, “A body. Young woman, early twenties. The sheriff thinks it’s an accidental drowning, but...”

He trailed off, his eyes searching hers.

“But you don’t,” Elena said.

Simon sighed. “Harrow’s Point has its share of tragedies, but this feels... different. You’ll understand when you see it.”

The shipyard was a maze of rusted cranes and decaying docks, the air thick with the smell of salt and oil. Yellow police tape fluttered in the breeze as sheriff’s deputies milled about, their boots crunching on the gravel.

Elena followed Simon to the edge of the dock, where a tarp covered the body. The fisherman who had found her sat on an overturned crate nearby, his face pale and his hands shaking.

“She just floated up, like she’d been waiting,” he murmured.

Elena crouched beside the tarp, her stomach twisting as Simon pulled it back. The young woman’s face was pale, her lips blue, her dark hair tangled with seaweed.

Something about her seemed familiar.

“Elena?” Simon’s voice broke through her thoughts.

She shook her head, stepping back. “Who is she?”

The sheriff, a tall man with a weathered face, approached. “Her name’s Marla Devereaux. Worked as a deckhand on one of the fishing boats. Quiet girl, kept to herself.”

Elena nodded, but her gaze lingered on the body. There was something about the way Marla’s hands were clenched, the faint bruises on her wrists, that didn’t sit right.

“Do you think it was an accident?” she asked.

The sheriff shrugged. “Tide’s rough out here. Plenty of people have gone under because they weren’t careful.”

Elena frowned. “But Marla was a deckhand. She would’ve known how to handle herself on the water.”

The sheriff’s eyes narrowed. “What are you implying?”

“Nothing,” Elena said quickly. “I just think we should look closer.”

The sheriff gave her a hard look, then walked away.

As Simon led her back to the car, Elena couldn’t shake the feeling that Marla’s death was no accident.
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Chapter 2: The Photograph
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Back at the institute, Elena tried to focus on her work, but her thoughts kept drifting back to Marla. The image of her pale face and clenched hands lingered like a ghost.

Later that evening, as she packed up her notes, Simon appeared in the doorway again, holding an envelope.

“This was found with her belongings,” he said, handing it to her.

Elena opened the envelope and pulled out a photograph. It showed Marla standing on a boat, smiling shyly at the camera. Behind her, barely visible in the frame, was a ship—a large cargo vessel with no visible name or markings.

Elena’s heart skipped a beat. Something about the ship seemed familiar.

“Where was this taken?” she asked.

“Don’t know,” Simon said. “The sheriff wasn’t interested, but I thought it might mean something to you.”

Elena studied the photograph, her mind racing. The ship’s design was old, its hull weathered and rust-streaked. She had seen ships like this before—back when she was investigating Tidewell.

“This isn’t just a cargo ship,” she murmured. “It’s a transport vessel. The kind used for offshore operations.”

Simon raised an eyebrow. “You think it’s connected to Tidewell?”

“I don’t know,” Elena said, slipping the photograph into her bag. “But I’m going to find out.”
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Chapter 3: The Silent Witness
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The following night, Elena found herself back at the shipyard. The moon cast a silvery glow over the rusted cranes and abandoned docks, and the air was heavy with the sound of waves lapping against the pilings.

She carried a flashlight and a camera, her instincts urging her to document everything. If there was something here that connected Marla’s death to Tidewell, she needed evidence.

As she approached the dock where Marla’s body had been found, something caught her eye—a small fishing boat tied to the pier, its deck littered with nets and empty crates.

Elena climbed aboard, her flashlight sweeping over the deck. There was nothing unusual at first—just the usual tools of a fisherman’s trade. But then she noticed something wedged beneath the crates: a waterlogged notebook.

She pulled it free, careful not to damage the fragile pages. The writing was smeared, but a few words stood out:

“They’re watching. I heard them talking. If I disappear, you’ll know why.”

Elena’s blood ran cold.

Before she could process the words, a sound behind her made her freeze. The faint creak of wood—footsteps on the dock.

“Elena Rivera,” a voice said, smooth and familiar.

She turned slowly, the flashlight trembling in her hand. A man stood at the edge of the dock, his face obscured by the shadows.

“I thought you’d learned to stay out of things that don’t concern you,” he said.

Elena’s grip tightened on the flashlight. “Who are you?”

The man stepped closer, the moonlight revealing a sharp jawline and cold eyes.

“Let’s just say I work for people who don’t appreciate curiosity,” he said. “You should’ve stayed in the city, Dr. Rivera.”

Elena’s heart pounded as she backed away, her mind racing. She had to get out of here—now.
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Chapter 4: The Threat
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The man took another step forward, his boots creaking on the weathered dock. In the pale moonlight, his face was impassive, but his eyes were sharp, watching Elena like a predator sizing up its prey.

“You should’ve walked away,” he said, his voice low but laced with menace. “This has nothing to do with you.”

Elena’s mind raced as she clutched the notebook to her chest. She could feel the pulpy texture of its waterlogged pages against her palm, but the message scrawled inside was all that mattered now.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about,” she said, forcing her voice to stay steady.

The man smirked. “Sure you don’t. And I’m just out here enjoying the night air.”

Her grip tightened on her flashlight, and her eyes darted to the dark water beneath the dock. The small boat she had climbed onto wasn’t an option anymore—he was too close.

“Listen,” she said, taking a cautious step backward. “I didn’t see anything. I don’t know anything. So why don’t we both just walk away?”

His smirk faded. “You think I believe that?”

He moved faster than she expected, reaching into his jacket. Elena didn’t wait to see what he was going for. She turned and ran, her boots thudding against the wooden planks of the dock.

“Stop!” he barked, his voice echoing across the shipyard.

She didn’t stop. Her breath came in ragged bursts as she darted
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