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      Sarah is ready to break out on her own when she learns about a beach house for sale. Despite the warnings and rumors that the old house is haunted, Sarah is offered a deal she can’t resist. But something isn’t quite right about the place, and she can’t put her finger on it. That is until she stumbles upon something dark and sinister: a body.

      

      Before long, Sarah’s new home quickly becomes an active crime scene. Worse yet, it’s leaked that millions of dollars of treasure could be buried on the beaches of Cascade Cove, and the entire town goes into an upheaval. As chaos ensues all around her, Sarah digs up even more dark history about Florida and their small, beloved town through the old journals and relics discovered in her new home.

      

      Pirates, Secrets, and Hidden Treasure.

      

      Will Sarah be able to decipher the messages left by the deceased before another life is ended? Or will she be haunted forever by the ghosts of the past?

      

      Join Sarah and the rest of the gang at Larry’s Pawfect Boutique in this exciting Whodunit Pet Cozy Mystery Series. Get nestled in your favorite chair, grab a cup of hot cocoa, and escape into the cozy beachside town of Cascade Cove!
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      “The partial shoe print at the crime scene had the outlines of the unique logo.” Sarah scanned the room filled with intrigued listeners at Patricia’s Tea Room. Some leaned forward in their seats, captivated by her story about how she’d solved that particular crime a year ago. She continued, wrapping up her speech: “And it was a match. So it goes to show there is no perfect crime.”

      The room burst into applause, and Sarah smiled. “Thank you.”

      The enthusiasm was contagious as every seat in the tea room was occupied, and a row of people lined the back wall. It was a full house for the very first night Sarah was speaking openly about her experience solving crimes while in Cascade Cove, Florida. In fact, she was becoming well-known locally, and some considered her a true expert on the topic.

      Patricia Greensmith, the owner of the Tea Room, approached her, still clapping. The elderly woman was slightly hunched as she walked, but she corrected her posture as she took over the microphone. “That is all we have for tonight,” she said to the audience. “Thank you all for coming to hear Sarah Shores speak. We have refreshments and cookies.”

      As the audience dispersed in murmurs, Sarah said to Patricia, “I can’t believe you talked me into this.”

      “I can’t believe we sold out the first night!” Patricia’s eyes glistened.

      “Oh my gawd, Sarah!” Sarah spun around to see her cousin, Emma, bouncing up and down in excitement, her brown ponytail bobbing as well. “That was awesome! I knew you could do it.” Being on stage or the center of attention was usually Emma’s gig. For Sarah, it was an experience she often tried to avoid. Butterflies typically erupted in her stomach. Her palms would sweat, and her mouth would go dry almost instantly. She was sure people would notice her trembling. But once she got started and the audience seemed to be interested in what she was saying, it was like a new person had taken over. “Patricia, what a great idea. We must have made a killing tonight!”

      Patricia nodded in agreement. “Well, who doesn’t want to hear a good true crime mystery story told firsthand by the Sarah Shores? You’re becoming pretty famous around here, you know.” She patted Sarah on the shoulder, proud look on her face. “Well, dear, I need to go mingle. Don’t forget to get some of my famous Banana Extravaganza—it’s going to go quick.”

      Sarah nodded with a chuckle as she watched Patricia sashay through the crowd of people.

      Emma nudged her. “I’m going to grab some now.” Her eyes studied the line of people eager to give their orders before making her move. “C’mon,” she said as she took off to take up the caboose.

      Before Sarah could follow her cousin, a middle-aged man strode up to her.

      “Ah, Sarah Shores.”

      Sarah eyed the man and immediately recognized him in his checkered suit, graying beard, and black thick-rimmed glasses. A kind gentleman, she’d bumped into him many times at the library while accompanying her cousin, who was a voracious reader. “Mr. Huxley, I didn’t know you’d be here tonight.”

      “And miss you speak? I think not.” He chuckled and leaned in for a hug. She hugged him back, giving him a couple light taps on his back. “How’s your grandfather doing?” he asked as they pulled away.

      “Spunky as always.”

      “Sounds like Larry.”

      They both laughed.

      “I missed you at the library last week,” Sarah said.

      “Oh, yeah. I was in Alaska.”

      “Alaska?”

      He nodded. “Got a cabin up there.”

      “Really? That sounds beautiful.”

      Mr. Huxley got a faraway look in his eyes for a moment. “It’s breathtaking. I’d like to retire up there. My new passion is ice-fishing.”

      “Ice-fishing? That’s a long stretch from hot, sunny Florida hobbies. What got you into ice-fishing?”

      “It was the hot, sunny weather that drove me to crave ice and snow for a week,” he said with a grin.

      Sarah chuckled. “I guess that could do it,” she said, understanding that the humidity of Florida wasn’t for everyone.

      “It was the best decision I ever made.”

      “Then you should retire. Why not now?”

      A disappointed look washed over his face, but he quickly corrected it. “Wish I could, but I have the old McKee house holding me back.”

      “Too bad. I’m trying to save up money to buy a house. That’s how Patricia and my cousin talked me into doing this tonight. Said it would get me one step closer to coming up with a down payment.”

      “Mm-hm,” he said, then paused, and one eyebrow shot up as if he’d just solved a riddle. “Say, why don’t you come by and take a look at the house?”

      “Your house?”

      “Yeah, the McKee place. You’re looking for a place, and I’ve got one that is holding me down like an anchor. Then you’ll have your house, and I’ll have my dream retirement in Alaska. Win-win.”

      “Oh, Mr. Huxley, I don’t know. I really don’t have enough money to buy a house right now. I’d be wasting your time.”

      “Nonsense.” His voice went up an octave as he said it. “I’m sure we can make some sort of deal. Then I don’t have to jump through hoops trying to find a good realtor, and won’t have to juggle all the showings and all of that to sell it. And you can finally have a home.”

      It surely was her dream to own her own home, but her bank account was an embarrassment at the moment—one that would scare away a girl scout trying to sell her a box of cookies. Okay, maybe it wasn’t that bad, but she surely couldn’t afford a house. “I’m not sure what kind of deal I’d be able to agree to.”

      “I’m confident we can settle on something that will work for both of us. Besides…” He glanced around the crowded tea room. “It looks like you had a good night tonight. Keep doing this, and I’ll bet you’ll be able to afford it in no time.” He gave her a wink.

      Sarah took a deep breath, letting it out slowly. She still didn’t know the figures of what they made tonight, but the turnout was much better than she’d expected. She’d also known this man a long time, and he knew her family as well. And he was right; it would kill two birds with one stone. The man would be able to retire to his Alaskan cabin, and she would be able to finally move into her own place without spending another year scraping together a down payment. Not to mention, she wouldn’t have to sleep in the same room with her cousin. They were both in their thirties, so it was far from an ideal situation. In fact, it was only supposed to be temporary and—

      “It’s furnished,” Mr. Huxley said, cutting into her thoughts.

      “What?”

      “The house—I’d be selling it furnished. Can’t take all of that to Alaska with me, after all, especially not in such a quaint, little cabin.”

      Sarah’s mouth hung open slightly. Furnished? What kind of luck did she just stumble upon?

      “Sarah?”

      She snapped her mouth closed. “Uh, yeah. I mean, I guess there’s no harm in taking a look at the place.”

      “Great! I’m available tomorrow afternoon.” He pulled a pen out of his front pocket, wrote down the address on a napkin, and handed it to Sarah. “Here’s the address. Meet me at 2:00 p.m.?”

      “Yes. 2:00 sounds good.”

      Mr. Huxley smiled. “It was nice to see you, Sarah, and it was a great speech. But I best be going. I have to get up early for an appointment. See you tomorrow.”

      Sarah waved to him as he gave her a final farewell and strode out the door.

      “Patricia is going to divvy up the profits tonight and said she will give you your share tomorrow if that’s okay.”

      Sarah’s eyes flicked from Mr. Huxley exiting to her cousin, who stood beside her.

      “Was that Rem Huxley?” Emma asked.

      Sarah faced her cousin. “Oh my gawd. You won’t believe this but he just—”

      Patricia appeared like a specter and cut in, “What did he give you?” Where had the old woman come from? Perhaps she’d been behind Emma?

      “His address,” Sarah told Patricia.

      “Oh, dear, don’t you think he’s a bit old for you?”

      “No, no, no,” Sarah said, chuckling. “Nothing like that. Wants to show me his house. He wants to retire to Alaska and might sell me his place.”

      “But doesn’t he live in…”

      “The McKee house.”

      Patricia’s eyes grew wide. “The old McKee Beach House?”

      Sarah cocked her head. “Yes. What’s wrong?”

      “You don’t know about the McKee house?”

      “No, I just know that he owns it.”

      “It’s haunted, Sarah.”

      A long moment hung between them.

      “Haunted?” Sarah’s voice came out weak.

      “Yes, haunted.”

      Sarah shook her head. “Oh, come on. That’s a bunch of baloney.”

      “Not baloney,” Emma said, putting a finger up as if ready to give a speech of her own.

      But instead, Patricia cut in, saying, “The story goes that a lonely woman has been haunting the joint for years. They call her ‘The Lady in White’ because eyewitnesses claim she wears a long, flowy white gown. It’s said that she’d lost her love to Kasperillo, the most ruthless pirate of the south seas. Legend has it she died of a broken heart and can still be heard today, singing a haunting song in the darkest hours of the night, and anyone who sees her is cursed to live out the rest of their lives as lonely as she.”

      Sarah held back a laugh. The Lady in White? A pirate? She hadn’t heard any of this in her years visiting her grandparents, and since moving down here, hadn’t heard even the hint of such silly stories. “Patricia, you don’t really believe that, do you?”

      “Of course I do! It was on the show, Florida’s Ghosts.”

      “But that’s a television show.”

      “Many people have given the same account, as well. It’s real.”

      “So why didn’t Mr. Huxley say anything about it? If it were real, don’t you think he’d disclose something so…groundbreaking? And the house—”

      “Nobody really knows much about that old place. Only the ghost story I just told you.”

      “I’m sure there’s a logical explanation, and uncovering a little bit of the history could help to make the goings-on there less mysterious.”

      “He bought the house twelve years ago,” Patricia said. “But he never moved in.”

      Sarah fixed her eyes on Patricia’s. “Why not?”

      “He rented it out to tourists, instead. Smart man, too, because before he bought the place, a historian by the name of Allen McKee inherited the house from his grandfather. He’d used it as a getaway place to do his research and write books.” Patricia’s face bore a look of complete seriousness, and her voice came out softly, “Then one night, ten years ago, Mr. McKee…disappeared without a trace.”
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      “I can’t believe you’re still considering buying this house,” Emma said as they stopped at the intersection of Main and Piper. It was the next day, and they were on their way to meet with Rem Huxley to see the house.

      “I can’t believe you still believe in silly ghost stories,” Sarah shot back.

      At the red light, Emma clicked on her turn signal, waiting to make a left onto Piper Street. There was a group of young adults crossing the intersection with their beach bags and boogie boards. “I looked it up last night. What Patricia was saying is true. Even if you don’t believe in ghost stories, a man still disappeared in that house.”

      “He didn’t disappear in the house. They don’t know what happened to him. He could be anywhere. One theory is that he ran away and started a new life in Bermuda.” Sarah turned to her cousin, and they made eye contact for a moment. “I looked it up, too.”

      Emma huffed. The light turned green, and she made the left turn. “I suppose you don’t believe in Kasperillo either.”

      “That he existed and was a cruel pirate? Yes. That he created a broken-hearted ghost or a curse? No. Allen McKee was a historian who did a lot of research on Kasperillo. He wrote many essays about him. I think when he disappeared, people let their imaginations run wild.” Sarah allowed the silence between them to linger before continuing on, “Look, Em, I need a place of my own. More importantly, the dogs need a yard they can run and play in. You know it’s not fair to keep Rugby and Winston cooped up at the boutique on the boardwalk.”

      “I’m not sure I’m ready for you to move out.” Emma’s lower lip protruded as she gave her best sad puppy-dog look.

      “I’m not moving far. It’s a thirty-minute walk away—half that if you get a bike.” Sarah grinned. The car ride itself wouldn’t even be five minutes if it weren’t for all the stop signs and tourists trying to cross the streets to get to the beach.

      “Try telling Grandpa that,” Emma said, keeping her eyes on the road.

      Sarah was nervous to tell Grandpa Larry. She knew he’d grown accustomed to her living there, and with Grandma Ruth always working on the cruise ship, he needed all the company he could get, as well as all the help he could get at the pet boutique—especially in the summer when they were the busiest.

      Silence persisted another moment, then Sarah said, “Emma?”

      “Yeah?”

      “Please be on your best behavior when we meet with Mr. Huxley.”

      “Aren’t I always?”

      Sarah tilted her head and eyed her cousin. “Just don’t bring up the disappearance of Allen or the ghost stories.”

      “Hey, my lips are sealed. I will be there for support, and won’t cause a ruckus, I swear.”

      “You better not.”

      They pulled up to the driveway of the large beach house that was set close to the water, its yard a mix of sand and beachgrass. The structure seemed to be at least a century old, with its sun-worn paint showing hints that it had once been lavender, perhaps. There was a wrap-around porch, the back of which likely offered stunning views of the Atlantic. She could imagine sitting out there, scanning the beach that also offered a distant lighthouse and even the amusement park with its star attraction, the Ferris wheel, poking out from behind the scenery opposite the beautiful beacon.

      Stepping out of the car, Sarah spotted Mr. Huxley standing on the front porch, donning a checkered suit.

      “Hey, Miss Shores,” he called out, waving.

      Sarah approached him. The wind cooled her skin, and she could hear the crashing waves behind the house. Emma joined her as they stepped along the pathway leading to the porch.

      “Good afternoon. What a glorious day it is today.” He tugged on his lapels before narrowing in on Emma. “And I see you brought the bookworm with you.”

      “Hi, Mr. Huxley,” Emma said with a smirk. “How are you?”

      He rocked back on his heels. “Peachy keen.” A wide grin stretched across his face. “Any good reads this week?”

      “I’m reading Killer Calico.” Emma’s brows rose as she said the title. “It’s about a man who dies in his sleep. At first, they think he died of natural causes, but one detective suspects something more sinister. A murder committed by a furry and devious feline, and now it’s out to get him next.”

      “Oh boy.” Mr. Huxley swallowed hard. “Sounds like a cunning cat, indeed.”

      “Yeah,” Emma said with a shrug. “It takes place in Alaska. Apparently, the cat ate a fish that had some kind of bacteria that festers in the brain, causing them to become maniac killers. Speaking of Alaska, I hear you’re moving there.”

      Sarah folded her arms in front of her chest. Unbelievable.

      Color drained from Mr. Huxley’s face. “Uh, yeah. Have a cabin up there.”

      “Ice-fishing, Sarah tells me.”

      He nodded slowly.

      “I would check the water,” Emma said. “Wouldn’t want any contaminated fish.”

      Mr. Huxley nodded, his mouth slightly agape from the thought of bad fish infecting felines or himself.

      “Anyway,” Emma said, motioning to the door. “Shall we?”

      “Oh, uh. Why yes,” Mr. Huxley stammered, breaking out of his trance.

      Emma shot Sarah a wink. On her best behavior, indeed. Where did she come up with these stories?

      “Come on in,” Mr. Huxley said, opening the large, wooden door. “After you.”

      Emma entered first.

      As Sarah passed Mr. Huxley, she whispered, “She’s just kidding about the whole Alaska thing. I hear they have the cleanest water.”

      Mr. Huxley waved a hand at her. “I know,” he said, a grin returning to his face. “It’s just a story.”

      Sarah stepped inside the house, entering the expansive foyer, and heard the old floorboards creak beneath her feet. This place really was old, and likely had even more history than what Patricia had told her. Her imagination suddenly ran wild as he took them from room to room.

      The foyer led into the living room which had beautiful antique furniture. Book shelves lined the left wall. On either side of the sofa was an end table, and in front of it, a coffee table where a red faux leather book with bronze metal corners sat. Sarah picked it up.

      “That’s the guestbook,” Mr. Huxley said. “Tourists wrote about their stay here at the beach house.”

      Sarah leafed through it. There were long paragraphs written in different colored ink. It was a fun idea. “You ever read them?”

      “No. Never really had the time. But I feel it still served its purpose as other guests could read about the people who’d stayed before them.”

      “I guess you didn’t have to either. I saw the ratings of this place. Five stars.”

      They moved onto the dining room, which was connected to the kitchen. There was even a nook where one could eat and look out at the ocean. The first floor alone was probably two or three times bigger than her grandpa’s apartment. She couldn’t wait to check out the upstairs.

      As if reading her mind, Mr. Huxley led them up the wide stairway that led to the second story. There, she stepped along the corridor, checking each room hidden behind large, wooden doors with antique brass knobs. There were three large bedrooms—all with antique furniture—as well as two spacious bathrooms. One even had an old-fashioned claw-foot tub.

      Flipping the switch in the bathroom, a groan sounded above her, followed by a short, staccato-like grinding noise.

      “What’s that?” Sarah asked.

      “Ooh, maybe it’s a ghost,” Emma whispered in her ear, and Sarah quickly elbowed her cousin.

      “Ow!”

      Seeming not to notice their minor altercation, Mr. Huxley glanced around, then stammered, “Oh…uh, sounds like the exhaust fan is clogged. It’s a simple fix. I have a handyman who knows the house inside and out. I’ll give you his number. Just send me the bill.”

      Sarah nodded. Of course, her cousin had been joking, but she could imagine some people might hear such a noise and assign it supernatural origins. Just a gunked-up fan.

      Sarah looked around some more, then turned to her cousin, who wore a strange look.

      “What’s wrong, Em?”

      Emma fished into her pocket and retrieved her cell phone. “Just remembered something—need to make a quick call. Excuse me a second.” She scurried out of the bathroom, leaving her alone with Mr. Huxley.

      “So,” Sarah started, hearing her voice echo off the tiles. “I hear there’s a lot of history in this house.”

      “Yes, quite a lot of history here.”

      “Oh yeah? I heard some interesting stories associated with this place.”

      Mr. Huxley gave her a quizzical look.

      “Never heard of any odd happenings around here?” she asked him.

      “Like what?”

      Embarrassment filled Sarah as she uttered the word, “Ghosts?”

      The man let out a belly laugh that echoed in the room. “Heavens, no. It’s all folklore. That’s all. But there is a stone passageway in the basement I’ve avoided all these years. They say a ghost lives back there. It’s not that I believe that. I just haven’t had a reason to go back there. But it sure is dark and creepy.”

      “What’s down there?”

      “Nothing,” he said. “Just an old corridor that leads nowhere.” He led her out into the hallway.

      Sarah felt silly, but as a potential buyer, she figured it was a valid question to ask and get out of the way. Just in case.

      “One more bedroom,” he said, turning around.

      “A fourth bedroom?”

      “Uh-huh. This room was always kept locked as tourists were not allowed to enter it.”

      Sarah glanced down the other end of the hallway to see if Emma was still on the phone, but she was nowhere in sight. She was going to miss the secret room. Sarah turned and followed the man down to the other end of the hall.

      They were in front of a closed door when Mr. Huxley pulled a skeleton key from his pocket. Unlocking it, he swung the old, wooden door open with a creak.

      She stepped inside. Directly in front of her was a cherry-wood desk, and more bookshelves lined the left wall. Behind the desk was a big window that, like the nook, gave the most stunning view of the ocean. “Wow. An office?”

      “A study,” Mr. Huxley said. “Allen McKee’s study. He was a tidy man—very organized.”

      Sarah stepped toward the window. She was above the ocean, peering down at it. She could only imagine what it looked like during sunrise. “Quite a view!”

      “Yeah,” Mr. Huxley said, standing behind her. “Quite a view, indeed.”

      Sarah turned to him. “Did they find anything in his study when he disappeared?”

      “I don’t know. When I bought the house, it was all cleared out. He was working on a book about the Aurora and her fleet—and the lost treasure. Some say he was working on a second book on the famed pirate.”

      “Kasperillo.”

      “Right. You know your local history.”

      “Some. Patricia told me.”

      “Well, unfortunately, the book was unfinished.”

      “Who has it?”

      Mr. Huxley scratched his chin. “I suppose his wife, Martha. She still lives in the same house they raised their boy in. The yellow house on Sun Bake Drive.”

      Sarah nodded and glanced out over the shore. She could smell the beach as the seagulls squawked in the distance. It was warm—like home. Though she loved her neighbors, Patricia and Mr. Fudderman, it was nice to be away from the bustling boardwalk. Plus, this house was gorgeous, brimming with character and history. No ghosts resided here, of course—that was nonsense—but she was certain her cousin would not cease to poke at her about those silly stories Patricia had told them. No, there was nothing odd or wrong about the place, she was sure. Nothing of the supernatural, anyway.

      “So, what do you think?” Mr. Huxley asked.

      Sarah kept her eyes glued to the water before her. “Honestly, Mr. Huxley, I love the place. But I really don’t think I can afford it.”

      Mr. Huxley smiled. “Sarah, you come from an honest family. I’ve known your grandparents for years, and you have done so much for our beachside town. I saw how many people showed up to hear you speak. Keep doing that, and I trust that you will pay me when you can.”

      “I don’t know. Your generosity is great. It’s too much.”

      “You know, your grandma, Ruth, helped me out years ago.”

      Sarah cocked her head.

      “Once I was homeless, living under the boardwalk.”

      “You were a beach bum?”

      “No. Just a poor sap who lost everything. I’d go out onto the boardwalk, begging for money or food. Your grandma walked right up to me and escorted me to Patricia’s. She bought me a cherry danish and a cup of coffee and asked me about my story. I told her how my wife got sick and how I gave up all my money to help her until she passed away. I felt I lost everything. Things quickly spiraled out of control. I lost my job. Then I lost my house and ended up under the boardwalk, scraping leftover fries from tourists.”

      A sense of sadness took over Sarah.

      “Your grandma took me to her house. Got me cleaned up. Bought me a new suit and helped me find a job. She even struck up a deal with a friend to give me a place to live. Before I knew it, I was back on my feet. Now look at me. And all thanks to your grandma. I never got a chance to repay her.”

      “Even if you did, she probably wouldn’t accept it.”

      “Exactly. Generous and stubborn, your grandma,” he said with a chuckle. “So think of it as my way of giving back.”

      Sarah smiled at the thought of Grandma Ruth and her undying kindness. “Okay,” she said. “Maybe we can work out a deal.”

      “Great. Let’s go iron out the details.” He turned on his heels and stopped short. “Oh, and you’re sure that that story Emma told me was made up, right?”

      Sarah smiled. “Absolutely bogus.”

      Relief washed over the man. “Good.”
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      In the apartment above Larry’s Pawfect Boutique, a smokey Persian let out a short mew as she stretched and found a more comfortable position on top of the old hutch.

      Sarah, seated at the dining room table with Emma and her grandpa, bit into a piece of chicken and then used her napkin to wipe the corner of her mouth, removing a small dab of gravy. She hadn’t told her grandpa about the deal on the house. In fact, she had been avoiding it, afraid of what his reaction might be. She decided to wait until it was a better time. He seemed like he was in such a good mood, and she didn’t want to spoil it.

      “So, you’ll never guess,” Grandpa Larry was saying between bites. “The object that was poking out from under the seashell was just a wrapper. Gary thought it was some sort of treasure. And Barry and I couldn’t stop laughing.”

      “Poor Gary,” Sarah said, shaking her head with a grin. Barry and Gary were her grandpa’s two best friends. Barry was his life-long fishing buddy, and Gary owned one of the town’s most popular grills on the boardwalk. They had teamed together to start a community service to clean the beaches of Cascade Cove. It was a noble task, one Larry talked about all the time, but Sarah was proud of her grandpa.

      “Anyway, this morning, Mrs. Hensen tripped again,” Larry said.

      Concern washed over Sarah. “Oh, no.”

      “Is she all right?” Emma asked, setting her fork down.

      “It was another close one, but this time she sprained her ankle. The boardwalk needs a lot of work. It’s becoming rickety in some places.”

      “Some places?” Emma said. “Marigold Dunham was out on her morning jog and rolled her ankle due to the warped boards. Riding your bike on it is like riding the rockiest trail. It’s only a matter of time before someone really hurts themselves.”

      “Well,” Larry said, “me and the guys are working to fix all of that.” He picked up another drumstick of crispy goodness from the serving dish and gave it a hearty crunch. Sarah could hear Rugby licking his chops on the other side of the table where her grandpa was seated. Larry waved him away. “This isn’t for you. Go on, get out of here.”

      Rugby was Sarah’s eighty-pound spunky, yellow lab who had a habit of getting into trouble. He was the complete opposite of the corgi she’d rescued on the boardwalk a year ago, Winston. He was a quiet and loyal pup who was laying in the corner napping.

      “You know carpentry, Grandpa?” Sarah asked.

      Larry paused, puffing out his chest. “I know some. Remember the float Teek and I built for the parade last year? We would have won too if Rugby didn’t act like a crazy maniac that day.” He eyed the dog who had the face of a beggar. Rugby’s response was to smile and hang out his tongue at him. The lab probably thought the attention would be followed up with a delicious piece of chicken. Alas, it wasn’t, and Larry frowned before turning back to his granddaughters.

      “But we won’t be fixing the boardwalk,” he continued. “We’ll be raising funds to have the boardwalk fixed. It’s got to be done with the proper resources and pass inspection. We need a few extra hands. Maybe you two would want to join us?”

      Sarah stopped chewing as Grandpa Larry waited for her response. “Oh,” was all that escaped her. With her making a deal with Mr. Huxley to purchase the house, her time would likely be limited over the next several weeks.

      Emma must have had the same thought since she turned to Sarah and gave her the look of, “Are you going to tell him, or am I going to have to spill the beans?”

      She was right. It was probably best to just come out with it. She had to tell her grandpa her new plans.

      Swallowing, she opened her mouth to speak. “So, Grandpa. I have to tell you something.”

      Rugby, still waiting for his payday, whined loudly.

      “Shoo, Rugby,” Larry said, swatting at the yellow lab. “Stop your begging.”

      “What does he want?” Emma asked.

      “My last drumstick.” Larry turned to Sarah. “Go on, Sarah. Didn’t mean to cut you off.”

      Sarah cleared her throat, unsure of how her
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