

    
        
          The Cadiz Ghost

        

        
        
          The phantom chronicles, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Seraphina Sinclair

        

        
          Published by Seraphina Sinclair, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE CADIZ GHOST

    

    
      First edition. December 19, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Seraphina Sinclair.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8233593604

    

    
    
      Written by Seraphina Sinclair.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Seraphina Sinclair

	    

      
	    
          
	      The Devils Chronicles

          
        
          
	          The Devils Gentleman

          
        
          
	          The Devils Vixen

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The highwayman's ledger series

          
        
          
	          The Shadow of The Heath

          
        
          
	          The Highwayman of Bagshot Heath

          
        
          
	          Rogue on The Ridge

          
        
          
	          The Outlaws Kiss

          
        
          
	          Heath Of Gold

          
        
          
	          Heathen Gold

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      The phantom chronicles

          
        
          
	          The Ribbon & The Rope

          
        
          
	          The Edinburgh Phantom

          
        
          
	          The Cadiz Ghost

          
        
          
	          The London Phantom

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Black Thorn & The Bonny Rose

          
        
          
	          The Crimson Mile

          
        
          
	          The Open Ground

          
        
          
	          The Vixens Ledger

          
        
          
	          The Paper Crown

          
        
          
	          The Sapphire Crown

          
        
          
	          The Scarlet Bridge

          
        
          
	          The Widow's Cipher

          
        
          
	          Midnight's Silken Noose

          
        
          
	          The Smuggler's Compass

          
        
          
	          Silent Witness

          
        
          
	          The Smuggler of West Bay

          
        
          
	          The Highwayman of Surrey

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By Seraphina Sinclair

Prologue

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Epilogue

Dedication

Sign up for Seraphina Sinclair's Mailing List

Further Reading: The Edinburgh Phantom

Also By Seraphina Sinclair

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue
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London, England — October 1747

Rain fell on Tyburn like God’s regret.

The crowd pressed close, breath steaming in the autumn chill, eyes hungry for blood disguised as justice. They’d come to watch a traitor swing—a woman who’d stolen Company gold, freed convicts from Newgate, and left saltires carved into the doors of every magistrate who’d signed her brother’s death warrant.

They called her many things: thief, rebel, devil in petticoats.

But as she stood on the scaffold, hood off, neck bared, rope biting into her throat, Kit Valentine knew the truth:

She was already dead.

Her hands were bound, but her mind raced—counting exits that didn’t exist, memorising faces in the crowd, wondering if Finn had made it out of Seven Dials alive. Harrow stood near the front, face pale beneath his tricorn, silver unicorn hidden in his palm like a prayer. He’d tried to stop her. Told her vengeance wouldn’t bring her brother back.

“It’s not vengeance,” she’d whispered the night before. “It’s reckoning.”

Now, as the hangman adjusted the noose, she felt no fear—only fire. A slow, steady burn in her chest that refused to gutter, even as the priest droned Latin over her head.

“Any last words, girl?” the sheriff asked, smirking.

She turned to the crowd, voice clear despite the rope.

“Tell the company I’m coming for them.”

Then she looked straight at Harrow—and winked.

The trapdoor dropped.

The rope snapped taut.

And for three heartbeats, the world went black.

They cut her down an hour later, thinking her broken. Threw her body into a cart bound for the bone pits beyond St Giles. But in the dark, among the dead, Kit gasped—once, ragged, like a newborn—and clawed her way out of the shroud.

Finn found her at dawn, half-buried in mud and lime, rope burns circling her throat like a brand.

“You’re supposed to be dead,” he whispered, lifting her into his arms.

She touched the raw scar at her neck, eyes blazing. “Then let them keep thinking it.”

In a cellar beneath Drury Lane, Bess Ticking stitched her wounds with catgut and silence. Moll Cutter brought laudanum and a black ribbon—dyed to look like mourning lace, strong enough to hide a knife.

And Harrow?

He left a broadsheet on every tavern door in London:

“THE PHANTOM”

They hanged her at Tyburn this morning. But ghosts don’t stay buried.

Look for the saltire. Listen for the whisper.

The company should be afraid.

Very afraid.

Signed with a saltire in London rain

By winter, the name had spread:

The Phantom.

A woman who walked from her own hanging.

A ghost who stole justice with bare hands and left only truth behind.

Kit never wore the black ribbon again without purpose.

It wasn’t fashion.

It was a vow.

And as she sailed from London under a false name in the spring of ’48, bound for Cádiz with nothing but a stiletto, a forged passport, and Finn’s hand in hers, she knew one thing with absolute certainty:

The gallows hadn’t ended her.

They’d forged her.

And the world would soon learn

What happens when a ghost decides to fight back?
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The Black Sails of Cádiz

Cádiz, Spain — March 1749

Cádiz didn’t sleep. It watched.

Perched on the edge of Europe like a hawk over the Atlantic, the port city glittered with stolen gold, whispered secrets, and the slow rot of empire. Lanterns glowed on the Alameda promenade, where Spanish grandees strolled with Company agents, their laughter sharp as cutlasses. In the dockside taverns, sailors drank aguardiente and traded rumours of a ghost ship that sailed without papers and vanished in the fog.

Kit Valentine stood in the shadows of a warehouse near the Puerta de Tierra, hood pulled low, the black ribbon hidden beneath a high-collared coat, the saltire on her wrist itching beneath her glove. Beside her, Finn scanned the harbour, eyes sharp as flint.

“They’re lying,” he murmured. “The Santa Isabel isn’t carrying Andalusian wine. It’s company gold—Glasgow profits, bound for Calcutta.”

Kit didn’t flinch. “Then we take it.”

“Not here,” Finn said. “The Governor’s doubled patrols. And there’s a new hunter—Mendoza. Calls himself El Cuervo. The Crow.”

She’d heard the name. Captain Rafael Mendoza—Spanish privateer, former slave-ship pilot, now a freelance predator who answered to no flag. Some said he was a monster. Others said he was the only man who could out-sail a storm.

Kit smiled faintly. “Then we find him before he finds us.”

They found him in La Taberna del Fantasma, a dockside dive named for the very ghost they’d become. Mendoza sat in the corner, back to the wall, a half-empty bottle of rum before him, eyes shadowed beneath a tricorn hat. He was younger than she expected—mid-thirties, lean as a whippet, with a scar that ran from temple to jaw like a lightning strike.

Kit approached alone, hips swaying just enough to draw his gaze, but not so much that she looked like prey.

“Captain Mendoza,” she said, voice low and accented with practiced Spanish. “I hear you sell ships.”

He didn’t look up. “I sell passage. To the desperate.”

“I’m not desperate,” she said, sliding into the seat across from him. “I’m generous.”

That got his attention. He studied her—the cut of her coat, the calluses on her hands, the way her eyes never stopped moving. “Who are you?”

“Someone who knows you ran slaves for the company until ’45.” She leaned forward, just enough for the lamplight to catch the black ribbon at her throat. “And that you’ve been hunting them ever since.”

His hand drifted to the pistol at his belt. “Careful, señorita. Ghosts make poor company.”

“I’m no ghost.” She untied the ribbon just enough to reveal the scar beneath—the old rope burn from Tyburn. “I’m the woman who was hanged and yet walks.”

His eyes widened—just for a heartbeat. Then he laughed, a dry, dangerous sound. “The Phantom”.

“The same.” She held his gaze. “I need a ship. And a crew who won’t ask questions.”

He poured her a glass of rum. “Why?”

“Because the Santa Isabel sails at dawn with enough gold to buy Jamaica.” She sipped the rum and let the burn steady her. “And I intend to leave it on a Maroon beach.”

He studied her a long moment. Then nodded. “My price: half the gold. And you tell no one I helped you.”

“Done.” She extended her hand.

He took it. His grip was strong and calloused, but his thumb brushed the saltire on her wrist—just once. A question without words.

She didn’t answer. But she didn’t pull away.

Later, on the docks, Finn waited in the mist.

“You trust him?” he asked.

“No,” Kit said. “But I trust his hatred of the company more than his loyalty to Spain.”

They followed Mendoza to his ship, La Sombra, a sleek brigantine with black sails furled like folded wings. The crew moved like shadows, faces hidden, eyes sharp.

Mendoza turned at the gangplank. “You’ll bunk below. And keep your hands to yourselves. La Sombra doesn’t tolerate thieves.”

Kit met his gaze. “Then it’s a good thing I’m a liberator.”

He almost smiled. “Dawn. Be ready.”

Below deck, in a narrow cabin smelling of tar and salt, Finn lit a single candle.

“You’re playing with fire,” he said, voice low. “Mendoza’s a legend. And legends eat mortals for breakfast.”

“I’m not mortal,” she said, untying the black ribbon and laying it on the table like a sacred object. “I’m the woman who walked from her own hanging. Twice.”

He stepped closer, hands on her hips. “You’re the woman I love. And I won’t lose you to some Spanish crow.”

She touched his scarred cheek. “You won’t. Because we’re in this together.”

He kissed her then—not with passion, but with promise. Slow, deep, a seal on a vow. She melted into him, letting the tension of months at sea, of planning, of fear, fall away. His hands slid under her coat, mapping the familiar planes of her body, but she caught his wrist before it went further.

“Not tonight,” she whispered. “Tomorrow, we steal a fortune. Tonight... we rest.”

He nodded, pressing his forehead to hers. “Always.”

They lay fully clothed on the narrow bunk, arms wrapped around each other, listening to the creak of the ship and the lap of waves against the hull.

For once, she didn’t plan three steps ahead. Didn’t count exits. Didn’t rehearse goodbyes.

She just was.

And for the first time in months, Kit Valentine felt ready.

At dawn, La Sombra slipped from the harbour like smoke, black sails catching the morning wind. The Santa Isabel lay anchored in the bay, fat with gold, its decks patrolled by company men in red coats.

Mendoza stood at the helm, face grim. “They’ll signal the fort if they see us.”

“Then we don’t give them time to signal,” Kit said.

She turned to Finn. “The smoke charges?”

“Ready.”

Mendoza raised an eyebrow. “You’ve done this before.”

“Once or twice,” Kit said, tying the black ribbon snug at her throat. “In London. In Edinburgh.”

He studied her—the scar, the fire in her eyes that refused to gutter. “Then let’s show Cádiz what ghosts can do.”

The raid was swift, silent, surgical.

La Sombra came alongside the Santa Isabel under cover of fog, grappling hooks biting into the hull. Kit led the boarding party, stiletto in hand, Finn at her back, and Mendoza’s men fanning out like shadows.

Below decks, they found not just gold but ledgers—names of every plantation owner, every ship captain, and every official bribed to look the other way.

Kit stuffed the ledgers into oilskin sacks. “The gold stays.”

Finn frowned. “What?”

“The Maroons don’t need gold,” she said. “They need names. So they know who to burn.”

Mendoza appeared in the hold, a pistol smoking in his hand. “Redcoats are coming. We have minutes.”

Kit carved a saltire into the hull—deep, permanent, a brand for history. Then she tossed a smoke charge into the hold.

“Go!”

They vanished into the fog just as the fort’s cannons began to roar.

Back in Cádiz at dusk, Kit stood on the Alameda, watching the harbour lights flicker like distant stars.

Finn joined her, silent as always.

“The ledgers are with Camille’s contact,” he said. “They



















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BOOK 3 OF
THE PHANTOM CHRONICLES

SERAPHINA SINCLAIR





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





