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Chapter One: Oh No!
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In the quaint coastal town of Bayberry Cove, Maine, a tightly-knit group of women gather each Friday for their cherished book club meetings. Presided over by the gracious hostess Millie Watkins, the ladies eagerly anticipate not only the stimulating literary discussions, but the highlight of the afternoon—Millie's legendary crab cakes. 

As Millie passed around a platter of her famous crab cakes, the ladies' eyes lit up with delight. The aroma of freshly baked crab cakes lingered in the air, mixing with the salty breeze wafting in from the nearby harbor.

"Millie, these crab cakes are simply divine," gushed Helen, reaching for a second helping.

"Why, thank you, dear," Millie beamed, her cheeks flushed with pleasure. "I always say a good book needs to be accompanied by good food."

As the book club settled into their discussion on the latest bestseller, a sudden commotion at the door caught their attention. In walked Officer Daniels, the town's friendly police officer known for his love of Millie's crab cakes.

“Sorry to interrupt, ladies,” he grinned. "But I couldn't resist following my nose straight to these delicious treats."

Millie chuckled and waved him over to join them. "Oh, Officer Daniels, there's always room for you at the table. Grab a seat and help yourself to some crab cakes before they disappear! "These might be the last ones for a while.”

Officer Daniels gladly accepted the invitation, his eyes twinkling with excitement. "Well, if I must, I suppose I can sacrifice myself for the greater good of this book club," he teased, eliciting laughter from the ladies.

For years, Millie has delighted her friends with these savory morsels, crafted from the freshest crab meat sourced from Old Salt's Seafood Shack in town. The crab cakes have become emblematic of the club's camaraderie and Millie's warm hospitality. So, when one fateful Friday the ladies arrive only to be greeted by a meager offering of the snacks, they began to worry.

With a heavy heart, Millie explains that curmudgeonly Old Salt has refused to sell her much of his prized crab meat this week. Rumors are swirling that the miserly merchant is hoarding his supply to fulfill a lucrative order for the town's newest celebrity resident, an acclaimed chef setting up a posh eatery. For the women, this selfish act is unforgivable, threatening to disrupt their cherished tradition.

"Can you imagine the audacity of that Old Salt fellow?" exclaimed Helen, her eyes wide with disbelief. "To think that he would jeopardize our beloved book club over a fancy new restaurant in town!" They all supposed that might be happen ever since the new place opened.

The other ladies nodded in agreement; their brows furrowed in concern. Millie tried to remain composed, but the worry was evident in her eyes. The crab cakes were more than just a snack—they symbolized years of friendship and shared moments that brought the women together.

"We have to do something about this, Millie," declared Sarah, her voice filled with determination. "We can't let Old Salt ruin our tradition."

Millie smiled gratefully at her friends. Their unwavering support gave her courage. "You're right, Sarah. We'll find a way to set things right."

Just then, Officer Daniels cleared his throat, drawing all eyes to him. "I might have an idea," he said slowly, a mischievous glint in his eye. “It’’s a free market, but we need to find out why he’s doing this.”
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Chapter Two: A Tradition Cannot Die
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Incensed by Old Salt's supposed greed, the book club members, led by the formidable Judith Prendergast, hatched a plan to take him down a peg. 

The next Friday, as the ladies gathered at Millie's cozy living room, their determined expressions matched the steely glint in Officer Daniels' eyes. Millie set out a meager spread of tea and scones, a far cry from her famous crab cakes, but the women were too focused on their mission to notice.

Judith stood up, her voice as firm as her resolve. "Ladies, we cannot let this tradition die. We must confront Old Salt and find out what his game is."

The women nodded in agreement, their hearts set on restoring the honor of the book club and reclaiming their beloved crab cakes. With a sense of purpose, they marched down to Old Salt's Seafood Shack later that afternoon.

As they entered the shop, the scent of fresh seafood filled their nostrils, but there was an air of tension hanging over the place. Old Salt himself stood behind the counter, his grizzled face scowling at the sight of the book club members. Judith stepped forward; her chin held high.

"Old Salt, we demand to know why you're hoarding your crab meat," she declared, her voice unwavering.

The old man's eyes narrowed, but he said nothing at first. The women could almost hear the gears turning in his head before he finally spoke, his voice gruff and defiant.

"It's none of your business, meddling women," he growled. "I've got a lucrative deal with that fancy chef in town, and I won't be selling any of my precious crab meat to the likes of you."

The ladies gasped in outrage, but Judith was undeterred. She leaned in closer, her eyes flashing with determination.

"We won't let you ruin our book club over some fancy chef's order," she insisted. "We demand you sell us the crab meat we need for Millie's crab cakes."

Old Salt's expression softened slightly, a flicker of something like regret passing over his weathered face. He glanced at each of the women in turn, taking in their steely gazes and unwavering determination. After a moment of tense silence, he let out a long sigh, as if the weight of the world was on his shoulders.

"You ladies don't understand," he muttered gruffly. "I'm not just doing this for the money. There's a reason why I can't sell you the crab meat."

The women exchanged puzzled glances; curiosity piqued by Old Salt's cryptic words. Millie, ever the peacemaker, stepped forward with a gentle smile.

"Old Salt, we're not here to cause trouble," she said softly. "We just want to continue our tradition of enjoying your delicious crab cakes together. Is there anything we can do to change your mind?"

The old man regarded Millie with a mix of resignation and something akin to respect. He hesitated for a moment before finally speaking, his voice low and gruff. "I suppose I can tell you the truth," Old Salt began, his eyes shifting towards the floor. "The reason I've been holding back on selling my crab meat is... because of a promise I made long ago."

The women leaned in; their curiosity piqued by the revelation. Old Salt took a deep breath before continuing.

"Years ago, when this town was just a fledgling community, there was a young couple who frequented my shop," he recounted, his voice tinged with nostalgia. "The man, Henry, had a love for crab cakes like no other. But one day, tragedy struck. His wife fell ill and passed away suddenly, leaving him heartbroken."

The women listened intently, the weight of Old Salt's words hanging heavy in the air.

"In her final days, Henry's wife made me promise that I would always save the best of my crab meat for him," Old Salt explained. "She knew how much he cherished those crab cakes and wanted to ensure that he would always have a taste of comfort and joy amidst his grief. And so, I made her that promise, and I've kept it ever since."

Tears glistened in Old Salt's eyes as he spoke, the weight of that decades-old promise still heavy on his heart. The women were moved by his story, understanding now the depth of his loyalty and the true reason behind his actions.

Millie reached out a hand to Old Salt, her voice soft with compassion. "Oh, Old Salt, we had no idea. Thank you for sharing such a meaningful story
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