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The rain had not stopped since morning.

Thin droplets slid down the fogged train window while Neil Carter stared at the coastline outside. The sea stretched endlessly beneath the gray sky, dark and still like cold metal. Waves barely moved.

For some reason, that unsettled him more.

Greyhaven was only two stations away now.

He had not returned in almost nine years.

The last time he saw the town, he was seventeen and desperate to leave it behind forever. Back then, Greyhaven had felt too quiet, too isolated from the rest of the world. Even as a child, Neil remembered how strange the town became after sunset.

People locked their doors early.

The streets emptied too fast.

And every night, sometime after midnight, the distant sound of the ocean seemed closer than it should have been.

Neil slowly rubbed his tired eyes.

Maybe coming back had been a mistake.

The letter still rested inside his jacket pocket.

No sender.

No name.

Only two lines written with shaky black ink.

The tide remembers.
Don’t go near the shore at night.
At first, he thought someone was joking.

But three days later, another envelope arrived at his apartment in London. Empty this time, except for an old photograph of Greyhaven Beach.

On the back of the photo, someone had written one word.

Come.

The train screeched softly as it began slowing down.

A faint announcement echoed overhead.

“Greyhaven Station.”

Neil swallowed quietly.

Outside, the station appeared through layers of mist like a forgotten place buried in rain.

The platform was nearly empty.

Only a few figures stood beneath flickering yellow lamps.

No one smiled.

No one spoke.

The moment Neil stepped off the train, cold wind rushed against him, carrying the sharp smell of saltwater and wet wood.

Greyhaven.

Still the same.

Maybe worse.

He adjusted the strap of his bag and walked through the small station lobby. The old clock above the entrance ticked loudly in the silence.

8:43 PM.

A taxi waited outside beneath the rain.

The driver looked half asleep until Neil opened the back door.

“Where to?”

“Harbor Street,” Neil answered.

The driver’s eyes shifted briefly through the mirror.

“You staying there?”

“Yeah.”

Another short silence.

Then the driver quietly muttered, “Not many people do anymore.”

The car began moving through narrow roads soaked in rainwater.

Greyhaven looked smaller than Neil remembered.

Old brick buildings leaned beside empty alleys. Neon signs buzzed weakly above closed shops. The farther they drove, the fewer lights remained.

Everything felt drowned in gray.

Neil noticed something else too.

There were almost no people outside.

Even though it was barely night.

“Tourists stopped coming years ago,” the driver suddenly said.

Neil looked up. “Why?”

The man shrugged.

“Stories.”

“What kind of stories?”

The driver did not answer immediately.

Instead, he kept both hands tight on the steering wheel while rain tapped against the windshield.

“People hear things near the shore.”

Neil gave a faint smile. “Ghost stories?”

“You can laugh if you want.”

“I didn’t say that.”

The driver finally glanced at him again.

“My brother disappeared two winters ago.”

Neil’s smile faded.

“He went walking near Black Tide Beach after midnight.” The driver’s voice grew quieter. “Came back three days later standing outside our house.”

Neil frowned slightly. “So he survived.”

The driver nodded slowly.

“But whatever returned wasn’t my brother anymore.”

Silence filled the car after that.

Only rain.

Only tires rolling through puddles.

Neil looked toward the distant ocean beyond the buildings.

For a brief second—

he thought he saw silhouettes standing near the shoreline.

Tall figures motionless beneath the fog.

Watching the town.

Then the car turned, and they disappeared behind rows of old houses.

“Here.”

The taxi stopped in front of a narrow three-story building near the harbor.

A wooden sign creaked softly above the entrance.

THE VALE HOUSE

Several windows were dark.

One window on the top floor glowed dimly yellow.

Neil paid the driver and stepped outside.

The rain felt colder now.

Before driving away, the man lowered his window slightly.

“If you hear knocking at night,” he said carefully, “don’t open the door.”

Then he left.

Neil stood alone beneath the rain.

For a moment, he simply stared at the old guesthouse.

The building looked exhausted.

Weathered wood.

Peeling paint.

Crooked balconies facing the sea.

It almost looked abandoned.

The front door opened before Neil could knock.

A tall old man stood there holding a lantern.

Thomas Vale.

Older than Neil remembered.

Much older.

Deep wrinkles lined his face, and his gray coat hung loosely around his thin shoulders.

But his eyes remained sharp.

Sharp enough to make Neil uncomfortable instantly.

“You came back,” Thomas said quietly.

Neil forced a small nod. “Guess I did.”

Thomas stepped aside.

“Come in before the rain gets worse.”

The inside smelled like dust, old paper, and seawater.

Floorboards creaked beneath every step.

A grandfather clock ticked somewhere deeper inside the house.

Thomas locked the front door carefully after Neil entered.

Not casually.

Carefully.

As if making sure something outside could not get in.

“You’ll stay in the upstairs room,” Thomas said.

“Same room as before?”

Thomas paused for a second.

“Yes.”

Neil noticed it immediately.

That hesitation.

Small.

But real.

Thomas picked up Neil’s bag and slowly led him upstairs.

The hallway lamps flickered softly.

The walls were covered with old black-and-white photographs of Greyhaven from decades ago.

Fishing boats.

Storms.

Crowded beaches.

And in several photos—

people standing near the shoreline at night.

Neil stopped walking.

Something about those pictures felt wrong.

The people near the water all appeared blurry.

Not from camera quality.

Almost like they were moving unnaturally fast when the photo was taken.

Thomas noticed him staring.

“You shouldn’t look at those too long,” the old man murmured.

Neil glanced back. “Why?”

Thomas continued walking.

“Because sometimes,” he said softly, “they look back.”

Neil barely slept.

Rain continued tapping against the window long after midnight, mixing with the distant sound of waves somewhere beyond the harbor. The old guesthouse groaned constantly, wooden beams shifting whenever cold wind struck the walls.

At first, Neil thought the noises were normal.

Old buildings always sounded alive at night.

But around 2 AM, another sound appeared.

Footsteps.

Slow.

Heavy.

Directly above his room.

Neil opened his eyes immediately.

The ceiling creaked once.

Then again.

Step.

Step.

Step.

He stared upward in silence.

Thomas had said the third floor was empty.

The footsteps stopped after a few seconds.

Then came the dragging sound.

Like something heavy being pulled across the floorboards.

Neil sat up slowly.

The room felt colder than before.

He checked his phone.

2:17 AM.

For some reason, that time made his stomach tighten.

The dragging sound continued.

Very slowly.

Then—

silence.

Complete silence.

Neil waited another minute before finally forcing himself out of bed.

The hallway outside was dark except for weak yellow light coming from downstairs.

He stepped carefully toward the staircase leading up to the third floor.

Every step creaked loudly beneath his feet.

The air smelled damp.

Almost rotten.

When he reached the top, he stopped.

A narrow hallway stretched before him.

Empty.

Dust covered the floor untouched.

No footprints.

No movement.

Only one door at the very end remained slightly open.

Neil frowned.

He was certain that door had been closed earlier.

Cold wind slipped from inside the room.

For a moment, he considered turning back.

Instead, he walked closer.

The hallway seemed quieter with every step.

Even the sound of rain outside faded strangely.

Neil reached the door slowly and pushed it open further.

The room beyond was almost completely empty.

Broken furniture sat beneath white sheets.

Old boxes lined the walls.

And near the far corner—

a rocking chair moved gently by itself.

Neil froze.

The chair creaked softly back and forth.

Back and forth.

Back and forth.

The window behind it was closed.

No wind.

No reason for movement.

A chill crawled down his spine.

Then he noticed something else.

Wet footprints.

Leading across the wooden floor.

Fresh seawater glistened beneath dim moonlight leaking through the curtains.

The footprints stopped directly beside the rocking chair.

Neil’s breathing became shallow.

Someone had been here.

Or something.

The chair suddenly stopped moving.

Instantly.

Neil took a step backward.

A loud creak echoed behind him.

He turned sharply.

The hallway was empty.

But at the far end—

he thought he saw a figure standing near the staircase.

Tall.

Motionless.

Watching him.

Neil blinked.

The figure was gone.

His heart pounded violently now.

Without thinking further, he hurried downstairs.

The moment he reached the second floor, the grandfather clock downstairs rang once.

2:30 AM.

The sound echoed unnaturally long through the guesthouse.

Neil quickly entered his room and locked the door.

Only then did he realize his hands were shaking.

He let out a slow breath and sat at the edge of the bed.

“This town is messing with my head already,” he muttered quietly.

But deep down—

he knew what he saw upstairs was real.

The next morning arrived gray and foggy.

Neil woke late after barely sleeping.

For a few moments, he almost convinced himself the previous night had been exhaustion mixed with stress.

Until he noticed something near the door.

Wet sand.

Small grains scattered across the wooden floor inside his room.

Neil stared at them silently.

Then came a knock.

Three slow knocks.

Neil opened the door carefully.

Thomas stood outside holding a cup of coffee.

“You look tired,” the old man said.

“Didn’t sleep much.”

Thomas nodded once, unsurprised.

“Storms tend to bother newcomers.”

Neil hesitated before speaking.

“There was someone upstairs last night.”

Thomas remained still.

“No,” he answered calmly. “There wasn’t.”

“I heard footsteps.”

“The house makes noises.”

“I saw footprints.”

Thomas finally looked directly into Neil’s eyes.

For the first time, his expression hardened slightly.

“You should avoid the third floor.”

“That doesn’t answer my question.”

Thomas handed him the coffee.

“Some questions are safer unanswered.”

Then he walked away.

Neil watched him disappear downstairs.

That uneasy feeling returned immediately.

By noon, the rain became lighter.

Neil decided he needed fresh air.

Greyhaven during daytime felt different from the version he remembered at night, though not by much.

Fog still drifted between buildings.

Most stores looked decades old.

The harbor remained unusually quiet.

Only a few fishing boats floated near the docks.

Even the seagulls sounded distant.

Neil walked aimlessly through Harbor Street until he noticed a small bookstore squeezed between two abandoned buildings.

A faded sign above the door read:

MOONLIGHT BOOKS

Warm yellow light glowed inside.

Without thinking much, Neil entered.

A small bell rang softly overhead.

The smell of old paper immediately filled the air.

Bookshelves towered tightly across the narrow room.

Near the counter stood a girl around his age arranging several books into neat stacks.

Dark hair.

Calm eyes.

Quiet expression.

She looked up slowly.

For a brief second, surprise crossed her face.

“You’re Neil Carter,” she said.

Neil blinked. “Do I know you?”

“Hana Reeves.”

The name sounded familiar.

Then he remembered.

A younger girl sitting alone during school lunch breaks.

Always reading.

“Right,” Neil said softly. “It’s been a while.”

“Almost nine years.”

Her memory startled him slightly.

Hana gave a small polite smile.

“You came back at a bad time.”

Neil laughed faintly. “People keep saying that.”

“Because it’s true.”

The atmosphere inside the bookstore suddenly felt heavier.

Neil leaned lightly against the counter.

“What’s happening in this town exactly?”

Hana’s smile disappeared.

Outside, fog drifted past the windows.

Then she quietly asked:

“Have you heard the sea at night yet?”

Neil hesitated.

“...What?”

Hana studied his face carefully.

“When the tide goes low,” she whispered, “Greyhaven starts calling people.”

Neil did not answer immediately.

The quiet inside the bookstore suddenly felt too deep, too still. Even the sound of pages shifting somewhere in the back seemed distant now.

Hana lowered her gaze and continued organizing books as if she had not said anything strange.

But Neil could feel it.

She meant every word.

“What does that even mean?” he finally asked.

Hana slid another book onto the shelf before speaking.

“People here don’t talk about it openly anymore.”

“That’s not an answer.”

She sighed softly.

“When the tide gets low at night, some people hear voices coming from the shore.”

Neil crossed his arms. “Voices?”

“They sound different for everyone.”

The faint ticking of an old clock echoed somewhere behind the counter.

Hana continued quietly.

“Sometimes it sounds like family members. Sometimes friends. Sometimes someone calling your name.”

Neil tried not to look unsettled.

“And people actually believe this?”

“They used to laugh about it too.”

Something in her tone made his chest tighten slightly.

“Hana...”

She finally looked at him directly.

“My older brother disappeared three years ago.”

Neil fell silent.

“He followed the voices to Black Tide Beach.” Her expression remained calm, but her fingers tightened slightly around the edge of a book. “They found him standing in the ocean the next morning.”

“What happened to him?”

Hana hesitated.

“He stopped speaking.”

The bookstore suddenly felt colder.

Neil glanced toward the fogged windows outside.

The sea was only a few streets away.

“People say Greyhaven is cursed,” Hana continued softly. “Others think it’s something older than that.”

“And you?”

For a moment, Hana did not respond.

Then she whispered:

“I think the sea remembers people.”

Neil forced out a small nervous laugh.

“That sounds insane.”

“It does.”

“But you still believe it?”

Hana’s eyes shifted toward the window.

“You came back, didn’t you?”

Before Neil could answer, the bell above the bookstore door rang.

A young man entered carrying a wet jacket over one shoulder.

Tall. Messy brown hair. Slightly exhausted expression.

The moment he saw Neil, his eyes widened.

“No way.”

Neil stared for half a second before recognizing him.

“Jojo?”

The young man immediately grinned.

“You actually came back alive.”

Neil laughed quietly for the first time since arriving in Greyhaven.

Jojo Mercer looked almost exactly the same as years ago, only older and rougher around the edges.

Still restless.

Still loud enough to fill a room instantly.

Jojo walked over and pulled Neil into a quick half-hug.

“Man, I thought London swallowed you forever.”

“Almost did.”

Jojo noticed Hana watching them.

“You already telling him ghost stories?”

Hana returned to stacking books calmly. “Someone has to.”

Jojo rolled his eyes.

“Don’t listen to her too much. Everyone in this town acts haunted after winter.”

Neil smirked faintly. “You saying the stories aren’t real?”

Jojo paused.

Only briefly.

But Neil noticed.

“I’m saying Greyhaven likes making people paranoid.”

Outside, thunder rumbled somewhere far over the sea.

Jojo looked back toward Neil.

“You eaten yet?”

“Not really.”

“Good. Come with me.”

Neil glanced toward Hana.

“You closing soon?”

“In an hour.”

Jojo immediately pointed toward her.

“You should come too.”

Hana shook her head without hesitation.

“I have work.”

“You always have work.”

“And you always avoid going home.”

Jojo’s grin faded slightly.

A strange silence passed between them.

Neil noticed it instantly.

History.

Unspoken history.

Jojo quickly cleared his throat.

“Anyway,” he muttered, “let’s go before rain starts again.”

The streets outside had grown darker despite it only being late afternoon.

Fog rolled slowly through Greyhaven like smoke drifting between buildings.

Neil and Jojo walked side by side down Harbor Street while weak wind carried the smell of seawater through town.

“It’s weird seeing you back here,” Jojo admitted.

“Feels weird being back.”

“You staying long?”

“Not sure yet.”

Jojo kicked a small puddle absentmindedly.

“You picked a bad season.”

“Yeah, everyone keeps warning me.”

“That’s because people here scare themselves too easily.”

Neil glanced sideways. “You believe any of it?”

Jojo stayed quiet for a second too long.

Then he shrugged.

“I believe this town makes people lose their minds.”

The harbor eventually appeared ahead through the fog.

Fishing boats rocked gently against wooden docks.

Most looked old enough to sink at any moment.

Neil noticed several boats tied down unusually tight.

Almost like the owners feared the sea itself.

“Storm coming?” he asked.

Jojo followed his gaze.

“No.”

“Then why are they tied like that?”

Jojo answered without humor.

“So they don’t drift.”

A cold breeze swept across the harbor.

Somewhere nearby, metal chains clanged softly against wood.

Then Neil heard
































































d2d_images/cover.jpg
Some things
beneath the sea
do not want

to kill people.
They want to

keep them

forever.

DEAD

SIUIN (& REABIBIINTS

Ay






d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





