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      It’s the beginning of peak season in Cascade Cove, Florida, and another murder has occurred, this time at the quaint bed and breakfast situated on the outskirts of town.

      

      After a notoriously harsh food critic arrives to make yet another unsuspecting local restaurant tank, he’s soon found strangled in his room at the B&B. When the authorities hit a wall in their investigation, it’s up to Sarah, with the help of her sassy cousin Emma, and their two dogs and cat, to uncover the mystery.

      

      As the mystery unfolds, Sarah is confronted with the uncomfortable reality that the killer might be someone she’s known for years. Will Sarah outsmart the murderer, nabbing them before it’s too late? Or will she unwittingly fall into the killer’s trap, becoming their next victim?

      

      Join Sarah and the rest of the gang at Larry’s Pawfect Boutique in this fun Whodunit Pet Cozy Mystery Series. So, get nestled in your favorite chair, put on a pot of tea, and escape into the cozy beachside town of Cascade Cove!
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      Sarah Shores heard the waves crashing off to her left as she walked south along the boardwalk. Out for a walk with Winston and Rugby, she noticed that the beachside shops were open and bursting at the seams with tourists. The season was in full swing, and Sarah was excited to spend the rest of the summer in Cascade Cove, Florida.

      “Easy, Rugby,” she said, feeling the yellow lab pull slightly. To their right, coming toward them, a pair of Yorkshire terriers led an elderly couple along in the opposite direction.

      The Yorkies yapped at Rugby, who pulled the lead more to say hello.

      Sarah said hello to the couple, who seemed eager for their dogs to socialize. Winston, the corgi Sarah had rescued, pulled as well, joining Rugby in greeting the two miniature dogs.

      Rugby’s tail was going in overdrive as he sniffed at his new friends. His shadow eclipsed the two dogs, whose combined weight was only a fraction of the yellow lab’s eighty pounds. Even Winston, who was nearly thirty pounds, outweighed their combined weight two-to-one.

      “What’re their names?” Sarah asked.

      The woman smiled. “Penny and Jenny.”

      “You can tell who named them,” the man said with a smirk.

      Sarah laughed. “This is Rugby and Winston.”

      “We used to have a lab before we got these two runts,” the old man said, bending down to pet Rugby and Winston.

      “Oh, Carl,” the woman said, swatting at him.

      “Dolores likes small dogs.”

      Sarah peered down at the two Yorkies. “They are adorable.”

      “Thank you,” Dolores said.

      Sarah chatted with the couple for a few minutes while the dogs played, and then they said their goodbyes.

      “Enjoy the rest of your day,” Carl said, and he and his wife waved to Sarah and her dogs as they walked away.

      “You too.”

      Sarah took a deep breath. The wind was warm, and the air was filled with the smell of saltwater, mixed with soft pretzels, cotton candy, and baked goods.

      Up ahead, she spotted the Ferris wheel at the small amusement park, which was located at the southern end of the boardwalk. She smiled at the sight—it would be active later that evening, but now it stood motionless, teasing any passersby who might’ve been itching for a ride. The view from the top was breathtaking, she remembered, and she couldn’t wait to ride the Ferris wheel again soon.

      Though she’d been in Cascade Cove for two weeks—visiting her Grandpa and Grandma, along with her cousin, Emma—Sarah hadn’t had a chance to ride the Ferris wheel.

      Too many other things had gotten in the way…

      Her mind drifted to the mysterious death of John Jacobs, a local landowner.

      Sarah shook her head, ridding those thoughts from her mind. With that debacle behind the Cove, everything was back to normal, or so she hoped. Though Adam Dunkin told her a body had been found at The Beachside B&B, she didn’t yet know the details.

      Looking around, it didn’t seem as if the town’s occupants or tourists had caught wind of it.

      The gossip mill wasn’t churning, and Sarah was grateful.

      “It’ll get figured out,” she muttered, guiding her dogs along. “Nothing can stop this busy season.”

      She walked her dogs down to the end of the boardwalk, the Ferris wheel now towering over her.

      She turned around and made her way back toward her grandpa’s boutique. Once there, she went into Larry’s Pawfect Boutique through the boardwalk-side entrance. Inside, she heard familiar voices.

      “…and then the man did a belly-flop into the pool,” Grandma was saying.

      “Oh yeah?” came Adam’s voice.

      “We had to fish that sucker out of the pool—the belly-flop must’ve been by mistake, I suppose.”

      “You had to fish him out?”

      “Well, not me…that’s not what I do on those cruise ships. But one of the other staff members had to. The fellow was drunk as a sailor, if you can believe it.”

      Sarah let the dogs off their leashes, and they lunged toward Grandma and Adam.

      “Oh look, Adam,” Grandma said, “Sarah’s back already.”

      Sarah strode up to her Grandma, giving her a big hug. “Hopefully they’ll be conked out the rest of the morning.”

      Grandma chuckled. “If not, they’ll drive your grandpa mad.”

      Ending their embrace, Sarah looked over to the counter and saw Emma sitting on a stool, typing furiously on her laptop.

      “Hey, Em,” Sarah said.

      Emma said something that resembled, “Hey,” but didn’t look up from her computer, nor did her typing speed slow in the least.

      Sarah turned to Adam. “Aren’t you on duty now?”

      “He is,” Grandma said, before Adam could get a word in, “but he’s taking time out of his busy day to visit me, since he’s such a sweetheart.”

      Adam’s cheeks flushed slightly, and Sarah could tell that he was genuinely glad to hear that Grandma Shores still held him in high regard.

      “Oh, Mrs. Shores,” Adam said, waving dismissively.

      Grandma wrapped her arms around him and squeezed hard, the same way she used to back when he was the boy who used to hang around Sarah and Emma all summer. When he would help them cause trouble around the Cove. Now, as a police officer in Cascade Cove, he was the one setting the troublemakers straight.

      “So, Adam,” Grandma said, smoothing out her white blouse. “Tell us, what’s going on with that body they found at The Beachside B&B?”

      Sarah’s eyes went wide and she could see Emma perk up from her computer. Her cousin could never pass up information about a body found or a mystery. But Sarah couldn’t believe how blunt her grandmother was being. She could now see where her cousin got it from. “Grandma!”

      Grandma looked at Sarah. “What?”

      “It’s okay,” Adam said. He turned to Grandma. “I can tell you this much: We found a body and it happened the other night at Cecil’s bed and breakfast.”

      “That’s it?” Grandma waved her hand at Adam.

      Adam pulled out his notepad from his pocket and flipped it open to a random page, making a show of it.

      “The victim is male,” he said, then flipped the notebook closed again and put it back in his pocket.

      Grandma put her hands on her hips, waiting. “And?”

      Adam chuckled. “Mrs. Shores, you know I can’t tell you much more than that.”

      “Bah.” Grandma waved her hand at Adam again. “You’re no fun.”

      Emma let out a huff and slid from her stool. “You guys are boring me. I’m going to go upstairs to grab a chocolate chip cookie.” She looked at Adam. “I made them last night. You want one?”

      It was known around Cascade Cove that Emma didn’t share the same talent in the kitchen as her grandma or grandpa. Sarah could see the look of muted trepidation on Adam’s face, which matched Grandma’s deer-in-the-headlights gaze.

      “Uh, no thanks,” Adam said. “I’ve got to get going soon. But thanks.”

      “Anyone else?”

      Sarah and Grandma looked at each other, hoping the other would take one for the team, but they both said “no” in unison.

      Grandma added, “Don’t want to spoil my dinner, dear.”

      Nice save, Sarah thought to herself.

      “Suit yourself,” Emma said, sauntering to the door that led to the upstairs apartment.

      Once Emma was surely out of earshot, Sarah asked Grandma, “No cookies for you?”

      Grandma shook her head. “That girl needs to learn how to read a recipe.”

      Sarah and Adam laughed.

      Grandma, not paying any mind to them, stepped over to the counter where Emma had sat and ran a finger along the top. She furrowed her brow and wiped her fingers together quickly, to get any dust off. “You know, Cecil and Larry go way back,” she said to nobody in particular.

      “Oh yeah?” Adam asked.

      “Yeah, they used to go bowling together every Friday night. They had a bowling team. What was their name…oh yeah, the Rock Lobsters.”

      Adam chuckled.

      “What?”

      “Nothing. So, do they still have the team?”

      “No.”

      “Why not?”

      “No reason. Just that Cecil started running a bed and breakfast, and with Larry having the pet boutique…You know how it goes. Just didn’t leave much time for them.”

      “That’s too bad,” Sarah said.

      Grandma nodded. “That’s just how life is. People drift in and out of our lives.”

      “Well,” Adam said, “I hate to cut this short, but I really do have to get back to the station.”

      “See you, sweetheart,” Grandma said, giving Adam one final hug before he hurried out the front of the store, back to where his police cruiser was likely parked on the main strip.

      Grandma grabbed a rag from under the counter and ran it along the top of the counter.

      Sarah said, “I didn’t know Grandpa was on a bowling team.”

      “Who’s in charge of dusting this place?”

      “I mean, it makes sense…I can see him right at home at a bowling alley, with his Hawaiian shirt and all.”

      Grandma looked at the rag and grimaced. “Well, it was a while ago. I think you were in college at the time.”

      Before Sarah could reply, she heard pounding footsteps above them, and yelling. Something was going on upstairs.

      Sarah whipped her head toward the front of the store, in time to see Emma rushing into the boutique, frantic.

      “What’s wrong?” Sarah asked.

      “There’s a fire in the kitchen!”

      Sarah’s eyes went wide, and she glanced at her grandma, who also wore a look of disbelief.

      “A fire?”
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      Sarah raced along with Emma as they made their way to the upstairs apartment. She opened the door and rushed in. Smoke hung in the air, and the whoosh of a fire extinguisher broke the silence.

      Grandma came up beside Sarah as she stood staring at her grandpa, Larry. She placed both hands on her hips and shook her head. “Lawrence, it’s like the Quiche Quandary all over again.”

      Though Larry was a wonderful cook, Sarah remembered that he had a knack for setting kitchen fires, which Grandma liked to bust him on every chance she got.

      “Grandpa, are you all right?” Sarah asked.

      Larry waved his hand to get rid of the remaining smoke, coaxing it toward the open window by the kitchen sink, coughing. “I put out the fire. Nothing to see here.”

      Emma crossed her arms. “I guess we’re eating out again.” She was leaning up against the wall, watching the entire scene unfold.

      “Yeah,” Larry said. “Looks that way. Any idea where you want to go?”

      Emma scratched her chin. “Hmm, maybe the Banana Hammock again.”

      “Craving the Cascade Burger?” Larry asked.

      “Of course.”

      Sarah’s stomach rumbled. “Maybe I’ll try that this time. Either that, or the BBQ Burger Adam always gets.”

      “Okay, let’s get things cleaned up,” Grandma said. “Lawrence, call and make a reservation for the four of us.”

      “You got it,” Larry said. He roamed toward the master bedroom to retrieve his cell phone.

      Grandma started to clean up the mess in the kitchen, and Sarah joined her, making quick work of it, while Emma hurried down to the boutique to ensure there weren’t any customers waiting.

      A short while later, Emma came back up to the apartment with Rugby, Winston, and Misty in tow.

      Misty rushed toward the room that Sarah and Emma shared. She would likely retreat to her spot under the bed, apparently in no mood to play with Rugby and Winston.

      The two dogs rushed toward their food bowls, ensuring their dinner would be served.

      “I’ll take care of them,” Sarah said, and she went to feed the dogs.

      Suddenly, Misty rushed out from the bedroom and swept past Sarah’s legs.

      “Want me to feed her too, Em?”

      “I’ll do it.” Emma strode over to the kitchen and, in less than two minutes, both dogs were chowing down, though Misty just picked at her food before she raced off toward the bedroom again.

      Sarah’s gaze followed the fleeing feline. “Finicky.”

      Emma gave a quick nod.

      “All right, everyone,” Larry said, smiling. “Time to get going. Is the shop all closed up, Emma?”

      “Yeah, Grandpa. We’re golden.”

      Downstairs, they exited the building out the front of the shop, and Larry double-checked the door to ensure it was locked. He was more careful ensuring the shop was locked up tight, especially during the busy season—and in light of what happened the first week Sarah was in town.

      They strode along the main strip, and before long, Sarah spotted the front of the Banana Hammock Bar and Grill. Inside, they were greeted by an unfamiliar face. Sarah wondered where Kacey was, but before she could ask, the hostess waved for them to follow her, and she led them to a table near the window in the corner.

      “Thanks, dear,” Grandma said.

      “You’re welcome,” the hostess said, passing out menus. “Your waitress will be with you shortly.”

      The hostess fluttered away, and Sarah scanned the restaurant. Most of the tables were filled up already, though there were a few that were empty. “Good thing we made a reservation,” Sarah said, opening her menu. “This place will be filled up soon.”

      Larry peered out over the top of his menu. “I wouldn’t expect any different. Their food is incredible, and they deserve the business.”

      Grandma adjusted her glasses and squinted. “You’d think they’d have the text bigger on these things.”

      Reaching into his pocket, Larry pulled something out and handed the object to his wife. “Here.”

      “A magnifying glass?” she said, looking at Larry like he’d grown an extra head.

      Emma nudged Sarah. “This is the stuff you miss out on. Sure you don’t want to stay longer than the rest of the summer?”

      Sarah had originally been supposed to only be staying with her cousin and grandparents for two weeks, but after the Jacobs murder, she had decided that she’d stay the summer. And why not? She was a teacher in an inner-city school in New York, and she’d have the bulk of the summer off. Of course, that is until a few weeks before school started, and she would need to get back for in-service days to prep for the new school year. Though, the job was definitely wearing on her. She loved teaching and helping kids, but the politics in the school system was more than she could bear and caused the majority of her stress. More than that, she’d been feeling quite lonely by herself in New York and this was becoming more evident to her now while visiting her family in Florida. Emma was right. These were the things she was missing out on.

      Before Sarah could reply to her cousin, she saw a familiar face approaching them. The woman wore her brown hair in a ponytail that bobbed as she strode toward them. The corners of her mouth ticked up when she saw Sarah.

      Sarah smiled back. “Kacey!”

      “Hey, Sarah,” Kacey said, pulling a pen from the breast pocket on her green shirt, which bore the Banana Hammock logo. When she glanced up, she spotted Grandma and her smile shone brighter. “Hi, Grandma Ruth! I didn’t know you were back already.”

      Grandma smiled back. “Yes, dear, I cut the trip short, so I could spend some time with Sarah before she returned to New York, though I hadn’t realized she was staying all summer.” Grandma reached over the table and patted Sarah’s hand, beaming with pride. She trained her eyes on Kacey and asked, “How are you, dear?”

      “Oh, you know,” Kacey said. “Living the dream.”

      Grandma chuckled. “How’s your father?”

      Larry chimed in: “Is he back from Norway yet?”

      “Yeah,” Kacey said. “Just got back this morning.”

      “Tell him I said hello,” Larry said.

      “Will do. He’s in the back right now. Maybe I can pull him from what he’s doing and have him come out and say hello.”

      Larry beamed.

      “No,” Grandma said. “We don’t want to bother him if he’s busy.”

      “It’s no trouble at all.”

      “Well, if it’s no trouble…” Larry started.

      Grandma shot him a look that made him trail off before returning his gaze to the menu, pretending to study it intently.

      Emma cut in to avoid the awkward silence that would follow. “So, where’s Flo?”

      “She has tonight off, so you guys are stuck with me.”

      Grandma’s eyes sparkled. “Oh, Kacey. Miss Gerkins is a bore compared to you. But don’t tell her I said that.” Grandma winked.

      A blush blossomed on Kacey’s cheeks. “I won’t, Grandma Ruth.” Kacey surveyed the table. “So, you guys want to start with some drinks?”

      “Sure,” Grandma said, and they went around and ordered their drinks, all staying non-alcoholic, with Emma and Larry ordering cola, and Sarah and her grandma getting the sweet tea.

      “Okay, and any appetizers?”Kacey didn’t write anything down, and Sarah wondered how she could remember all their orders.

      Larry was whispering something in Grandma’s ear, and she was nodding.

      Grandma cleared her throat and swiveled her head toward her granddaughters. “Sarah. Emma. Let’s get that dip I was telling you about last night.”

      Sarah and Emma gave one quick nod each, and Grandma continued without pause, “Okay then, we’ll have an order of the Spinach and Artichoke Dip with that special cheese, and an extra order of tortilla chips, please.”

      “You got it,” Kacey said, then strode off.

      Sarah and her family chatted for a few minutes and then their drinks and appetizers came.

      Larry picked up a tortilla chip and scooped up a bit of the delicious-looking dip.

      “Lawrence,” Grandma said, eyebrows furrowed. “That’s an awful lot of dip you’re taking. Leave some for the girls.”

      Larry leaned his chip slightly and half of the dip slid back into the main bowl. He ate a portion of the chip with the dip on it.

      “Mmm,” he said, eyes closed briefly. He started back down toward the large bowl of dip.

      Grandma smacked his hand as it was en route to the bowl. “No double-dipping, Lawrence.” Grandma shook her head. “Can’t take him anywhere.”

      Emma giggled softly as Larry crunched away on the rest of his dip-less chip. “Poor Grandpa.”

      “So,” Kacey said, “is everyone ready to order?”

      Larry took a sip of his cola, smacked his lips together, and said to his wife, “Ruth, why don’t you go first.”

      “Ah, yes,” Grandma said, smiling up at Kacey. “I’ll have the Caribbean Chicken Salad.”

      Sarah peered down at her menu, searching for the choice her grandma made. The salad featured grilled chicken, pecans, cucumbers, and tomatoes atop a bed of chopped greens with sliced avocados on the side.

      “With the mango ranch dressing?” Kacey asked.

      “Of course.”

      “And for you?” Kacey asked Emma.

      “Cascade Burger, please.”

      Sarah remembered that the Cascade Burger had American cheese, lettuce, and tomato, and she salivated at the thought.

      “Boardwalk fries with that?” Kacey asked.

      Emma closed her menu and smiled. “You better believe it.”

      Kacey scribbled down Emma’s order and turned to Sarah, “And you?”

      “I’ll have the same.”

      “Good choice, Sarah. And finally, Mr. Shores?”

      “I’d like an order of the Fish and Chips, please.”

      Kacey jotted down Larry’s order and pocketed her pen and pad. “You got it,” she said, and strode away from their table, like a woman on a mission.

      In less than fifteen minutes, Kacey delivered their food, delicious-smelling aromas wafting from each plate.

      “Oh my,” Larry said upon seeing the plate of fish and French fries, served with tartar sauce. “This looks amazing, as always, Kacey.”

      “Thanks,” Kacey said, setting the rest of the orders on the table. “Anything else I can get for you?” she asked.

      Sarah lowered her gaze to the meal, mesmerized for a second by the double-stacked burger that sat next to a large pile of French fries. She returned her gaze to Kacey, grinning. “I think I’m good.”

      “Me too,” Emma muttered, and Grandma and Grandpa nodded their agreement.

      “Okay,” Kacey said, “I’ll be back to check to see how you’re doing.”

      Kacey hurried off toward another patron who was trying to wave her down, and Sarah saw a muscular man walking toward them. He wore a polo shirt that was mostly concealed by a green apron. She spotted the Banana Hammock logo on the apron as the man came up to their table.

      “Well, if it isn’t Gary Hammock!” Larry said, reaching his hand out to shake the man’s. “How was your trip?”

      “Wonderful. How are you?”

      “No complaints.”

      “Just got in myself,” Grandma said.

      “Is that so, Ruth? Another cruise?”

      “Yeah, but I let a colleague grab some of my hours, which worked out, so I could see Sarah here.”

      Sarah smiled, as her grandma put a hand on her shoulder.

      “Sarah! Wow, you look great! How’s the job in New York?” Gary said.

      Sarah was surprised that Gary would remember, since she hadn’t seen him in a long time. “It’s going good. Thanks for asking.”

      “So, how long were you in Norway?” Larry asked.

      Gary turned his attention to Larry. “A month. Was visiting family.”

      “And how are they?”

      “Good. I was helping my nephew for most of the time I was over there. He’s a scientist with the NPI.”

      “NPI?” Grandma asked, using her fork to pick at her chicken salad. “What’s that?”

      “Norwegian Polar Institute, or as the Norwegians call it: Norsk Polarinstitutt,” Gary said, the last two words coming out with a faux Scandinavian accent.

      Grandma huffed. “I’m still confused.”

      Gary smiled. “The NPI is a government institution for scientific research; they do mapping, and monitor the environment in the Antarctic and Arctic. They advise the Norwegian authorities on things that deal with the polar environments. I was over there volunteering to help save the polar bears, giving them food and whatnot. It’s an annual trip I take.”

      Larry said, “I bet the climate is different over there…”

      “Polar opposites,” Gary said, then he and Larry laughed at the joke.

      Emma and Grandma exchanged a glance, shaking their heads. “They think they’re Abbott and Costello,” Grandma said.

      “Well, I don’t want your food to get cold,” Gary said. “Enjoy your meals. And we should get together soon, Larry. It’s been a long time.”

      “Sure thing, Gary. Maybe we could go fishing soon.”

      Gary beamed. “Yes! We should. My friend has a new place, and he’s going there this weekend. He invited me, but I’m sure he wouldn’t mind if you came too. He always says, ‘The more the merrier.’”

      “I say that all the time.”

      “I know. That’s why I think you guys would get along great,” Gary said with a smile. “I can talk to him tonight after work and call you with the details.”

      Larry regarded Grandma and she nodded. “I think that would be wonderful. Larry, dear, you need the break and I need some quality time with my girls.”

      Larry smiled. “I’m a little nervous leaving the shop but it’s been a while since I went fishing with friends.” He turned to Gary. “Count me in.”

      “Great! I’ll call you tonight after I talk to Barry. He’s going to be thrilled you’re coming along.”

      Gary said his goodbyes and meandered back toward the kitchen. A few moments later, Kacey stopped by the table to see how their meals were.

      “Good,” Larry said, with everyone nodding in agreement, their mouths mostly full of the delicious food masterfully made by Gary Hammock and his team.

      “Excellent,” Kacey said. “Hope my dad didn’t talk your ears off when he was over here. He tends to do that.”

      “Bah,” Grandma said, “your dad is fine by us. Interesting fellow.”

      Before Kacey could reply, Sarah’s ringtone blared.

      Larry’s caterpillar eyebrows furrowed. “Hmm. You usually keep that thing on silent every other time, but at dinner…”

      Sarah glanced at her phone, the name glowing on her caller ID: Adam Dunkin.

      “Excuse me,” she said, standing up and stepping away from the table as her family continued eating and chatting with Kacey.

      On her way out to the front of the restaurant, she answered
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using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.
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