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Synopsis Book One: Moriarty the Dog & the Seaside Junior Detectives: The Mystery of the Old House on the Hill

When Kyle, Jules, and Tommy spend their summer holiday at Seashell Lodge with their Auntie May, they expect sandcastles, sailing, and long days at the beach. But their plans change the moment their dog Moriarty senses a crime.  Moriarty the dog is large, very clever with a nose for detecting trouble.  Moriarty, a large black-and-white mongrel with a patch over both eyes senses trouble before anyone else, and soon the children begin to notice strange happenings along the shore.

One moonlit night, a flashing light signals from Seabreeze Cottage, and another flashes back from the sea. Signals... between a house and a ship. Could it be smugglers? When the children investigate, they uncover a secret door, hidden tunnels beneath the cliffs, and a plot led by the unfriendly Mr Penrose and a dangerous man known as Scotch.

When Auntie May is kidnapped to keep her quiet, the children and Moriarty must act fast. With courage, teamwork, and Moriarty’s quick thinking, they navigate dark tunnels, free Auntie May, and help the police capture the smugglers once and for all.

Now known as The Whodunit Cre  , the children return home heroes, with Moriarty the detective dog who becomes their loyal partner in every adventure still to come.

Because once you’ve solved one mystery... there’s always another waiting just around the corner.

About The Author
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S Whelan is a storyteller with a lifelong love of seaside adventures, mystery tales, and loyal canine companions. Growing up, she spent summers exploring rocky coves, climbing windswept hills, and imagining hidden tunnels beneath every cliffside cottage. Those childhood adventures inspired The Junior Detectives series and its brave, and hero dog, Moriarty.

When not writing, she can be found walking along the shore, sketchbook in hand, watching gulls swoop and waves sparkle.  With a love for old bookshops, rainy days with hot chocolate, and the sort of story where ordinary children discover extraordinary courage.

Whelan lives with family, far too many notebooks, and a dog who insists she could solve mysteries if given half a chance.
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Chapter One – Summer at Seashell Lodge
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The train hissed to a stop with a final squeal of brakes. “Now, be good, all of you,” said their mother, bending down to kiss each of them in turn. “Auntie May’s expecting you, and I don’t want any nonsense.”

“Yes, Mum,” said Kyle, trying to sound grown-up, though his eyes were shining with excitement.

“Gosh, I can’t wait to see the sea again!” said Tommy, bouncing on his toes.

Jules clutched the handle of her suitcase, her freckles glowing in the sunlight that streamed through the station roof. “Are you sure you’ll be all right without us, Mum?”

Their mother smiled, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “I’ll be fine, darling. You three deserve a summer adventure. Auntie May will take wonderful care of you.” She gave Moriarty, their clever black-and-white large mongrel with a black patch on his eye, a fond pat on the head. “And you, Mr. Detective, keep them out of trouble!”

Moriarty gave a sharp “Woof!” as if to promise he would.

After one last round of hugs, their mother waved from the platform as the children gathered their luggage. A cheerful man in a flat cap was waiting by the station gate beside a rattly old taxi. 

“You must be the Bright children,” he said, tipping his cap. “Name’s Joe. Joe Simmons. Your Auntie May sent me down to fetch you. Hop in before the seagulls decide to steal your sandwiches!”

The taxi smelled faintly of engine oil and peppermint. As they rumbled out of town, the air grew salty and the cries of gulls louder. The road wound upwards through meadows of yellow gorse and wildflowers, the sea flashing blue between the hills.

“Wow, look at that view!” exclaimed Kyle, pressing his nose to the window.

“Gosh, it’s like something out of a storybook,” said Jules, gazing at the distant cliffs where white foam sparkled.

Tommy pointed ahead. “Do you think Auntie May really lives all the way up there?”

Joe chuckled. “Aye, that she does. Seashell Lodge, grand old place, though a bit creaky in the wind. They say it was built by smugglers long ago. You might even hear them on a stormy night, still rattling their barrels in the cellar!”

“Blimey!” Tommy whispered, eyes wide. “Smugglers? For real?”

“Who knows?” said Joe with a wink. “Best ask your Auntie May. She knows all the tales.”

By the time they reached the top of the hill, the air was full of the scent of seaweed and wild thyme. Moriarty had his head stuck out of the window, ears flapping, tail wagging so fast it thudded against the seat.

“Last one to the gate’s a lazybones!” shouted Tommy the moment the taxi stopped. He leapt out, his sandy hair flying in the sea breeze.

“You cheated!” Jules puffed, dragging her suitcase behind her. “I wasn’t ready!”

Kyle laughed. “Come on, Jules! Auntie May’s house is just up there, look! You can see the chimneys!”

Moriarty bounded after them, barking encouragement. “Woof! Woof!”

Seashell Lodge stood proudly on the cliff overlooking the glittering sea. Its white walls gleamed in the sunshine, and ivy curled lazily around the old stone doorway. The wind carried the cries of gulls and the crash of waves against the rocks below.

Auntie May was waiting on the steps, a bright pink sunhat perched on her grey curls. She waved both arms the moment she saw them. “My darlings! You’re finally here! Oh, what a treat! Come in, come in! Mind that step, it’s a bit wobbly, like me!”

The children tumbled into her arms for hugs. The hall smelled of lavender polish, sea air, and something delicious baking.

“Wow, Auntie May,” said Kyle, looking around as they entered. “This place is huge!”

“Oh, it’s just a jumble of old rooms and memories,” she said cheerfully, ushering them inside. “But it’s all yours for the summer.”

They followed her to the drawing room, where a tray of scones and strawberry jam waited beside a pot of tea. The windows looked straight out to the sea, where a fishing boat bobbed like a toy.

As they ate, Tommy peered around the enormous room. “Gosh, Auntie May, how many rooms does this place have?”

Auntie May laughed, passing him another scone. “Oh, I’ve lost count, dear. It’s a very old house, built back in the smuggling days. Some folks say there are secret tunnels and hidden doors, though I’ve never found one myself.”

Kyle nearly dropped his jammy scone. “Secret passages? Really?”

Jules leaned forward, eyes wide. “Do you think smugglers actually lived here?”

Auntie May’s eyes twinkled. “Why, my dear, they might even have hidden treasure somewhere under our very feet!”

“Wow!” breathed Tommy. “Treasure? Do you think Moriarty could sniff it out?”

Moriarty, who had been dozing by the fire, suddenly leapt up with a sharp bark. His nose twitched, and he trotted toward the stone fireplace, tail wagging furiously.

Kyle grinned. “Maybe he already has!”

They all crowded around as Moriarty sniffed at the hearth. There was a faint draught, and Tommy noticed a thin crack running along one of the flagstones.

“Gosh, do you feel that?” Jules whispered. “It’s cold air. like there’s a tunnel or something behind it!”

Tommy knelt down, tapping the stone with his knuckles. “It’s hollow underneath! Auntie May, can we open it?”

Auntie May chuckled. “You’ll not be prying up my floors just yet, young man. But if you fancy a mystery, I daresay this old place will give you plenty.”

Kyle’s eyes gleamed. “Then it’s settled, we’ll make it our mission to find out what’s behind that wall!”

Tommy jumped to his feet. “The Seaside Detectives are on the case!”

Moriarty barked once more, as if in agreement.

The sea roared outside, the afternoon sun casting long golden beams across the floor. For
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