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            Harrow Harbor is a town with secrets—secrets that refuse to stay buried. Carter and Mia Blake have only just begun to uncover the truth behind the eerie signals, sunken treasures, and shadowy figures lurking in their coastal town. But danger doesn't rest, and the deeper they dig, the more tangled the mysteries become.
What other clues will surface about the legendary Silver Phantom? Why does the Eye of Tiamat seem to hold more than just historical significance? And who is Dr. Rhodes working for—or against?
From uncharted sea caves to forgotten shipyards, the Blakes will face peril at every turn. And with every puzzle they solve, new questions will rise from the depths. As Harrow Harbor's dark past comes into focus, the siblings must prepare for the greatest challenge of all: outsmarting those who will do anything to keep their secrets hidden.
The adventure continues in the Harrow Harbor Mysteries. Dare to turn the page—there's more to uncover.
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Chapter 1: The Lighthouse Signal
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The small coastal town of Harrow Cove was a place where stories grew as wild as the sea grass on the cliffs. Most were harmless—the kind of tales shared around campfires or whispered to tourists. But the legend of the Silver Phantom was different. Even the locals avoided talking about it, as if saying its name too often might summon the ship back from its watery grave.

Carter Blake didn’t care much about ghost ships. He had homework waiting at home and a sister who always seemed to drag him into trouble. Tonight, though, trouble found them both.

“Do you hear that?” Mia asked, slowing her bike on the darkened trail.

“Hear what?” Carter asked, braking beside her.

“That sound.” She tilted her head, her braids swaying as she strained to listen. “Like... a beeping or something.”

Carter frowned, annoyed. “It’s just the foghorn. Can we keep moving? I don’t want Mom to freak out if we’re late.”

“That’s not the foghorn,” Mia insisted. “It’s coming from over there.”

She pointed toward the cliffs, where the outline of the Bramblecliff Lighthouse loomed against the inky sky. Its windows were dark, and the light that once swept over Harrow Cove’s rocky shores had been silent for decades.

“Mia, don’t,” Carter warned, but she was already pedaling off the main trail.

Carter sighed and followed, as he always did. His sister had a knack for running headfirst into mysteries, and somehow, he always got dragged along.

They reached the lighthouse minutes later, the faint rhythmic tones growing louder as they approached. It was a pattern—three short beeps, followed by silence, then three more.

“You believe me now?” Mia said triumphantly, her eyes gleaming in the moonlight.

Carter shrugged. “It’s probably just some equipment left behind.”

“Yeah, because abandoned lighthouses always leave their equipment running,” Mia shot back. She dismounted her bike and headed for the rusted iron door.

The door was slightly ajar, swaying with each gust of wind. Carter hesitated. “What if someone’s in there?”

“Then we’ll ask them why they’re hanging out in a creepy lighthouse at night,” Mia said, pushing the door open.

The inside smelled of salt and mildew, the air heavy with dampness. Mia’s flashlight cut through the gloom, revealing cracked tiles and graffiti-covered walls. A spiral staircase wound upward, its steps coated in grime.

Carter’s eyes landed on a small table in the corner. A sheet of paper lay on top, weighted down by a glass jar. “Look at this,” he said, crossing the room.

The paper was a map, its edges frayed with age. Carter recognized the shape of Harrow Cove’s coastline, but several spots were marked with symbols he didn’t recognize. One of the marks, labeled "X9," was near the harbor.

“Looks like treasure marks,” Mia said, peering over his shoulder.

“Or old fishing spots,” Carter countered.

Before Mia could respond, a low creak echoed through the room. The siblings froze.

Footsteps.

Someone was coming down the stairs.

Carter grabbed Mia’s arm and pulled her behind a stack of old crates. They crouched in the shadows, barely breathing as the footsteps grew louder.

A figure emerged into the room—a man with a broad frame and a scar running down his left cheek. He carried a leather satchel slung over one shoulder and a strange, boxy device in his hands.

Mia leaned closer to Carter and whispered, “What’s he holding?”

“No idea,” Carter whispered back.

The man set the device on the table, his movements deliberate. It emitted a faint hum, followed by a flickering green light. He pressed a button, and the sound they’d heard earlier—the rhythmic beeping—filled the room.

The man muttered to himself, then pulled out a walkie-talkie. “Signal’s active,” he said in a gruff voice. “Meet me at X9. We don’t have much time.”

He tucked the map into his satchel and left as quickly as he’d come.

When the sound of his footsteps faded, Carter and Mia stepped out from behind the crates.

“X9,” Mia said, her voice low. “That’s the wreck site of the Sea Witch, isn’t it?”

Carter nodded, his heart pounding. Everyone in Harrow Cove knew the story of the Sea Witch. It had been a fishing trawler that sank decades ago, its hull rumored to hold a fortune in lost cargo.

“This is big, Carter,” Mia said, a spark of excitement in her eyes. “We need to find out what he’s up to.”

“Or,” Carter said, “we could leave this to the police and not get ourselves killed.”

Mia grinned. “Where’s the fun in that?”

Carter groaned, but deep down, he knew there was no stopping her. And if she was going to dive headfirst into another mystery, someone had to keep her out of trouble.

“Fine,” he said reluctantly. “But if we get caught, I’m blaming you.”

“Deal,” Mia said, already heading for the door.

As they pedaled back toward town, the rhythmic beeping from the lighthouse followed them, its tones echoing in Carter’s mind like a warning.
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