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Greywater Bay Stories

Welcome to Greywater Bay.

A quiet coastal town where rain falls often, tea is taken seriously, and ordinary people carry extraordinary stories.

Books in the Greywater Bay series:

• The Woman Who Bought Two Cakes

• The Letters Left Beneath the Lantern

• The Man Who Always Stayed Until Closing Time

• The Woman with the Extra Packet

Each story can be enjoyed as a standalone novel, while sharing the same town, atmosphere, and familiar faces.

Thank you for visiting Greywater Bay.

Welcome to Greywater Bay

Greywater Bay is a small coastal town where people know each other's names, rain arrives more often than expected, and tea is considered a reasonable solution to most problems.

The stories set here are not about dramatic heroes or extraordinary adventures.

They are about ordinary people carrying invisible things.

Worries.

Regrets.

Responsibilities.

Loneliness.

Hope.

And sometimes, unexpected kindness.

Thank you for visiting Greywater Bay.

I hope you stay for a cup of tea.

Author's Note

This story was inspired by a simple thought.

Many people are carrying far more than we can see.

The colleague who always seems busy.

The friend who says they are fine.

The stranger sitting quietly in a café.

The person who keeps going because other people depend on them.

Not everyone needs advice.

Not everyone needs solutions.

Sometimes people simply need someone willing to notice.

The Woman with the Extra Packet is a story about ordinary kindness.

Not the kind that appears in headlines.

The kind that happens every day.

A remembered name.

A shared table.

A simple question.

An extra packet of tissues.

I hope this story reminds us that small acts of care are rarely small to the people receiving them.

Thank you for reading.

— Jocelyn Y.W.
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Chapter 1: The Woman Near the Window
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By half past eight on Monday morning, Stillwater Tea House already smelled like tea leaves and toasted bread.

Mei Lin stood behind the counter arranging pastries into the display case while Noah attempted to balance three mugs on a tray.

The attempt lasted approximately four seconds.

One mug survived.

The other two did not.

Fortunately, they were empty.

Unfortunately, one of them bounced.

"Oh no."

The mug rolled across the floor.

Noah chased after it.

The mug changed direction.

Noah changed direction.

The mug won.

Mrs Bennett watched from her usual table near the window.

"You know," she said, stirring her tea, "I've been observing you for nearly two years now."

Noah finally captured the mug.

"And?"

"I've concluded that gravity is particularly interested in you."

Mei Lin laughed.

Noah placed the rescued mug on the counter.

"One day," he said, "everyone will appreciate my dedication to workplace entertainment."

"One day," Mei Lin replied, "you'll manage an entire morning without dropping something."

"Let's not set impossible goals."

Mrs Bennett smiled into her tea.

The morning settled into its familiar rhythm.

A retired schoolteacher arrived with her mystery novel.

Two fishermen ordered coffee and argued about weather forecasts.

An elderly couple shared a blueberry scone and corrected each other's memories.

Outside, Greywater Bay moved at its usual pace.

Which was to say, not very quickly.

The sea sat beneath a blanket of pale clouds.

A light mist drifted across the harbour.

People walked without hurrying.

Cars stopped for pedestrians even when they technically didn't need to.

Nothing dramatic ever seemed to happen before noon.

At nine seventeen, the door opened.

A woman stepped inside carrying a laptop bag, a phone, and the expression of someone who had already been awake for several hours too many.

She looked around once.

Then immediately asked:

"Do you have Wi-Fi?"

Noah pointed toward a chalkboard near the counter.

"We do."

The woman visibly relaxed.

Not much.

Just enough for someone paying attention to notice.

Mrs Bennett was paying attention.

The woman ordered coffee, thanked Noah, and chose a small table near the far wall.

Within thirty seconds she had opened her laptop.

Within sixty seconds she was typing.

Within ninety seconds she was frowning at something on the screen.

By ten o'clock, she had answered three phone calls.

By eleven, she had ordered a second coffee.

By noon, she was still sitting in exactly the same position.

Mrs Bennett glanced over occasionally between chapters of her book.

Not because the woman was doing anything unusual.

Quite the opposite.

She looked exactly like thousands of people Mrs Bennett had seen over the years.

People carrying invisible weight.

People trying very hard not to notice they were tired.

Around one o'clock, Noah carried lunch to her table.

The woman thanked him without looking up.

Ten minutes later, the sandwich remained untouched.

Twenty minutes later, half untouched.

Thirty minutes later, she appeared to remember it existed.

Mrs Bennett returned to her novel.

Outside, a brief shower tapped against the windows before disappearing again.

Inside, the tea house continued its slow conversation with the afternoon.

Customers came and went.

Cups emptied.

Fresh tea arrived.

The woman stayed.

At three o'clock she was still typing.

At four she was still answering messages.

At five she ordered tea.

At six she apologized to someone through a headset.

At six thirty she sighed at her screen.

At seven she rubbed her eyes.

At seven fifteen she continued working anyway.

Mrs Bennett noticed something then.

The woman had been there all day.

Not most of the day.

All of it.

Morning.

Lunch.

Afternoon.

Evening.

From the first cup of coffee to the last.

The realization settled quietly into her mind.

She looked over the top of her glasses.

The woman was staring at her laptop again.

A half-finished cup of tea sat beside her.

The light from the screen reflected in tired eyes.

Not unhappy.

Not miserable.

Simply tired in a way that seemed older than the woman herself.

Near closing time, Noah began stacking chairs.

The woman finally looked up.

For a moment she seemed genuinely surprised to discover darkness outside the windows.

As if the day had disappeared without asking permission.

She checked her watch.

Then checked it again.

"Oh."

Noah smiled.

"That kind of day?"

She laughed softly.

"Apparently."

"It happens."

"I thought it was maybe three."

"It is not three."

She looked around the nearly empty tea house.

"Sorry."

"No need to apologize."

"You probably wanted to close an hour ago."

"We've had worse."

"We have," Mei Lin confirmed from behind the counter.

Noah nodded.

"Last winter somebody fell asleep in that corner for four hours."

"Was it you?"

"It was me."

The woman laughed for the first time.

A real laugh this time.

Brief, but genuine.

Then she packed her laptop away.

Thanked everyone.

And left.

The door closed behind her.

The tea house grew quiet again.

Noah carried a tray toward the kitchen.

"Think she'll be back tomorrow?"

Mrs Bennett watched the empty table near the wall.

The abandoned teacup.

The folded napkin.

The chair pushed slightly too close to the table.

Then she picked up her book.

"Oh yes," she said.

"What makes you so sure?"

Mrs Bennett turned a page.

"Because people who ask about Wi-Fi before they ask about coffee usually come back."

Noah considered this.

"That's oddly specific."

Mrs Bennett smiled.

"At my age, dear, specificity is just experience wearing a nicer hat."

Outside, rain began falling softly over Greywater Bay.

And somewhere beyond the fog and harbour lights, a woman carried her laptop home.

Probably intending to rest.

Probably planning to work instead.
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Chapter 2: The Girl Who Came Back
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When Emma arrived at Stillwater Tea House on Wednesday morning, Noah looked up from the counter and said,

"Good news."

Emma stopped.

"About the Wi-Fi?"

"No."

"Then it probably isn't good news."

Noah considered this.

"Fair point."

She laughed despite herself.

The door closed behind her.

Outside, the sky looked determined to rain without fully committing to it.

Inside, the tea house smelled like cinnamon and coffee.

It felt strangely familiar.

Which was concerning.

She had only been here once.

"Morning, Emma."

Emma blinked.

Mei Lin smiled from behind the counter.

"Good morning."

Emma hesitated.

Then she pointed at herself.

"You remember my name?"

"Of course."

"You met me once."

"You asked for the Wi-Fi password three times."

"I did not."

"It felt like three times."

Emma sighed.

"That's fair."

She ordered coffee.

Then, almost automatically, added:

"Do you have a table near a power outlet?"

Noah pointed.

"Your usual table."

"My what?"

"Your usual table."

"I've been here one day."

"It's still your usual table."

Emma stared at him.

Noah looked pleased with himself.

She decided not to argue.

Some battles were unwinnable.

Especially before caffeine.

She settled into the same seat she had occupied on Monday and opened her laptop.

Twenty-three unread emails.

Seven missed messages.

Three calendar notifications.

Two meeting requests.

One reminder she was fairly certain she had already dealt with.

Apparently she had not.

At ten thirty, her phone rang.

The caller ID read:

Margaret.

Emma answered.

"Please tell me you're calling with good news."
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