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      "Lucky" Lucy Callahan can fix anything, which is why her boss sent her to the Dew Drop Inn in Holiday Beach, Minnesota. The neglected hotel sounds like the perfect challenge for a woman who likes to bring things to their full potential.

      

      Roy Wagner would happily see the Dew Drop Inn go up in a blaze of glory after the trouble it has caused his family. He’d even supply the marshmallows. He doesn’t know what Lucy is doing in town, but he’s certain the relentlessly helpful, happy woman is up to no good. 

      

      Rebuilding a hotel is no easy task, especially when her new neighbor insists that she won’t be able to make the old hotel fit into Holiday Beach’s unique tourist-friendly setting, but Lucy hasn’t failed yet. If she can get Roy on her side, maybe she can convince him that the changes she’s bringing could be a very good thing for him and his hometown.

      

      Join Elle Rush’s newsletter to keep up with her latest releases and other news.
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      “You have got to be kidding me.” Lucy Callahan slammed on the brakes and looked at the building in front of her in disbelief. After leaving Minneapolis and driving north for three hours, the GPS in her rental car was informing her she had arrived at her destination. “This is the Dew Drop Inn?” She grabbed her phone off the passenger seat and opened the recording app. “February sixteenth. Note to self. Is it legal in Minnesota to yell at your boss for gross misrepresentation? Because I’m not sure if even I can fix this wreck.”

      She shifted her rented SUV into park and gave the building a second, scrutinizing look. Plywood covered a circular window in an attic gable, at least four windows were missing shutters, and one of the eaves hung from the corner of the roof, laden with icicles. And that was just on the front of the building. “Check out this property for me, he said. It’ll be an easy project for you, he said,” Lucy muttered to herself. “You won’t need much budget, he said.” A gust of wind rocked the already leaning Dew Drop Inn sign. “I’m getting my budget tripled. At least.”

      The small hotel sat on the north side of Spruce Line Drive, at the edge of Holiday Beach, Minnesota. After studying the property maps and records, Lucy knew a corner of the property ran into Star Lake, at the edge of the town’s public beach. The inn itself was fifty years old and, was still mostly original. It had two stories, sixteen standard rooms, four suites, two conference rooms that could be combined into one big one, an exercise room, an outdoor pool, and a large parking lot which it shared with the business next door.

      The bar looked to be in much better shape than its neighbor, despite the six inches of snow on the palm-thatched portico outside the front door. Patio lanterns hung inside the windows, making blobs of color visible across the parking lot. The neon beer signs beneath them, and the Hawaiian shirt clad people walking past in the background, finished setting the mood, and its warm cheerfulness called to her. It was exactly what Lucy needed after a full day of travel which culminated in a discouraging ending.

      A blast of warm air and the scent of coconut hit her as she walked through the door. More patio lights hung over the bar, and flags from various Polynesian and Caribbean countries hung on the walls amid pictures of palm trees and hammocks on beaches. Two young people, a man and a woman in their early twenties wearing Hawaiian shirts, worked the room, and a tall, beefy man who looked like a lumberjack dressed as Jimmy Buffett stood behind the bar. “Welcome to the Escape Room,” he called to her as Lucy stood, stunned, in the doorway. “What can I get you? It’s margarita night.”

      Lucy stared at the five blenders on the counter behind him. “What a coincidence, that’s exactly what I didn’t know I wanted. A lime margarita on the rocks, please,” she ordered. Then she laughed, because she was still fully encased in her ski jacket, gloves, and scarf in a tropical paradise. She slipped off her coat and stuffed her knit winter set down the sleeve and hopped on a well-worn wooden stool. “This is a welcome surprise. I didn’t expect to find a tiki bar this far north.”

      In fact, when she’d done her research of Holiday Beach, she wasn’t sure it was big enough to have a bar at all. The town’s website was sorely out of date. The sole picture they had of Main Street didn’t show any of the shops or restaurants she’d seen as she’d driven through town. The fact that the town could support so many businesses, coupled with all the houses she’d seen, also doubled the population the website listed. Until she’d arrived, Lucy had been concerned the area had no need for a hotel. Now that she’d seen the hotel itself, she was worried there was enough business for two or three, and the Dew Drop Inn would come in last.

      “We don’t get a lot of visitors in Holiday Beach this time of year,” the bartender said.

      “I imagine most people head south at the beginning of January for a sunny getaway and don’t come back till March but I’m here for work,” Lucy said.

      “Then you’ll get to experience Holiday Beach in all its February in Minnesota glory. We’ve got snow, we’ve got ice, we’ve got frost. Aren’t you lucky?” he asked with teasing, fake enthusiasm.

      Lucy’s planned tropical vacation the previous winter had been cancelled due to do circumstances beyond her control, leaving her available for a job in northern Wyoming. Then she’d spent the summer in Alaska, before two glorious months working in California in the fall. Now she was back with a starring role in Frozen 3. “I’m really not. I’m Lucy,” she added, smiling at her own joke. If she was going to be in town for a while, it wouldn’t hurt to introduce herself to a few people. Getting to know the resident bartender was always a good way for introductions to other locals.

      “I’m Roy Wagner. Welcome to my establishment.”

      It made sense that he was the owner. Unlike the other two younger employees, Roy was in his late thirties or early forties; it was hard to tell in the neon glow, although the lines around his eyes made Lucy guess older. His large build and deep tan, even in winter, proclaimed that he spent his free time outside, perhaps juggling logs or bench-pressing cabins. But he wasn’t a scary-looking huge. He had a friendly, open smile, and a good sense of humor, from what she could tell from their brief interaction.

      “Thank you. You’ll probably see me often. I’m expecting this project to be pretty challenging.”

      “I’ll look forward to it. We have Margarita Night on Mondays, and Drafty Thursdays, which is also darts night. We also have a live band every other weekend, which makes it easy to dance your cares away.” He slipped an umbrella-topped glass in front of her, then excused himself to talk to some new customers.

      When he returned to check on her, he asked if she needed some food with her beverage. “We don’t have a kitchen, but we have some snacks, so you aren’t drinking and driving on an empty stomach,” he said.

      “According to my GPS, I have arrived at my destination. Thanks, though.”

      Roy’s smile disappeared. “Are you staying next door?”

      “At the Dew Drop Inn? Yes.”

      “There’s a Fairlane Motel about three miles up the road that I can recommend.”

      It wasn’t a good sign when locals tried to send people to the competition. Even worse, this was a friendly suggestion. As a bar owner, the hotel was no threat to Roy’s business. In fact, with the shared parking lot, he should want more people to stay there since it likely meant more business for him. Now she actively dreaded walking into the Dew Drop Inn and discovering what awaited her. Lucy had been demoralized when she’d seen how much work there was to do on the exterior. The interior must be nightmare-inducing. “I saw the outside of the Dew Drop looked like it needed a little work,” Lucy said.

      “The whole place is a dump,” Roy said bluntly. “I’d ask your boss if you can be relocated for the duration.”

      “That won’t happen,” Lucy said. “But I appreciate the warning.”

      “Good luck, then. I’m sure we’ll be seeing a lot of you.”

      “I hope so. I like the feel of your bar.” She rarely found an establishment with such good vibes on her first day in a new place. This time it was a bar. Usually she had to ask around to find a diner or a coffee shop she could turn into her home away from home while she was on a project. This time, she’d found it on her own, right next door.

      A smile burst across her face when Roy waved at her as she walked out the door. Maybe her luck was finally changing.
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      The front steps were cleared of snow, which was a good start. Lucy hauled her overnight bag and a suitcase to the check-in desk. She’d make a second trip to the car for the rest once she had her room.

      The reception area was spotless, another good sign. The door frames, trim, and welcome desk were all solid wood. The rest of the décor was stuck firmly in the seventies. Lucy could hear it begging for an upgrade, which was fine with her. After a decade of property maintenance, she knew where to invest to get the biggest bang for a buck, and the lobby was a big one. But she had a lot of other areas still to inspect.

      She heard rustling through the open office door behind the counter. “Hello?” she called.

      “Be right with you.” Seconds later, a pretty brunette woman stepped out. Lucy judged her to be in her midtwenties, barely, with a flustered look and a determined smile on her face. “Welcome to the Dew Drop Inn. How can I help you?”

      The hand-written sign on the counter said the assistant manager on duty was Gloria Vargas. Lucy was expecting a man named Roger Lucius, with whom she’d been arranging her stay and duties. “Is Mr. Lucius in?”

      “I’m sorry, Mr. Lucius left the company at the end of January. I’m sure I can be of assistance. Did you have a reservation?”

      That was news to her. But it also explained a lot, like why she’d been warned the Dew Drop Inn would not be her standard assignment. She had a file full of repair requests that went back five years, and they were all signed by different people. If the hotel couldn’t hold on to a manager, it wasn’t surprising that nothing got done. “Yes, for a suite. My name is Lucy Callahan.” Gloria’s pleasant but blank nod meant her name didn’t ring any bells. “There won’t be any billing information because it’s being comped by the company. I’m a property maintenance manager for Longfellow Family Hotels. I’m here to assess the inn for the head office and manage any required repairs or renovations,” she added.

      “Oh.” Gloria looked up from the computer screen. “Was I supposed to know you were coming? Am I supposed to have anything special organized for you?”

      It was late, she’d been travelling all day, and she had another suitcase and groceries still in the car. “Yes, but I’m not starting work today, so we don’t have to worry about it right now. If you give me my room and the wi-fi code, I’ll email the head office, and ask them to contact you. We can meet in the morning, or I can speak to the day manager.” Going over all her instructions again with a new person, and then waiting for them to organize what she needed was a pain, but it wasn’t the first time Lucy’s arrival was a surprise to staff.

      “I am the day manager. I’m also the night manager until Mr. Lucius’s replacement arrives. In the meantime, I’ll be happy to help you in the morning.” Gloria slipped a key card over the counter. “I put you in the Emerald Suite. It’s on the main floor. Please let me know if I can help with anything else or if you have any problems.”

      “That sounds great. I’ll bring in the rest of my luggage and see you tomorrow.”

      Lucy had barely set down her suitcase to open the door to her suite when she heard a noise. A tall, blonde woman pushing a housekeeping cart exited the room at the end of the hall. The wheels squeaked loudly, and the other woman sighed before she saw Lucy. “Good afternoon,” she said. “Can I help you with something in your room?”

      “I’m just checking in, thanks.” If anyone knew problem areas in the hotel, it would be the woman who’d have to clean them. “I’m Lucy Callahan. I’m a property maintenance manager from Longfellow Family Hotels’ head office. I’ll be working here for the next few weeks.”

      “Brooke Portman. It’s nice to meet you. What does a property maintenance manager do?”

      That answered another one of Lucy’s questions as to how long it had been since anyone had looked over the Dew Drop Inn. “I ensure necessary repairs and general maintenance are being done on the property. I also determine if any upgrades or changes should be made.” The blonde’s eyes got bigger as Lucy continued her explanation. “I’ll be looking around the hotel for the next couple weeks, but I’d like to set up a time to ask you a few questions about problem areas I might not find on my own.”

      Brooke nodded hard, and Lucy knew the woman already had a list in mind. “My daughter is at volleyball practice every night this week, but if we can do it in the afternoon, that works for me. It’s nice to meet you, Ms. Callahan. Be sure to let me know if you need anything special while you’re here.”

      “I will, thanks.” The fact the staff was friendly, although unprepared, gave Lucy hope.

      Brooke and her squeaky cart continued down the hall and around the corner, and Lucy returned to her suitcase. The door opened easily, and she stepped into her suite.

      It was old enough to be retro and updated enough for the new pieces to be jarring. She knew she could fix the building, but if the rest of the rooms were like this, the Dew Drop Inn needed an interior designer too. Lucy noted with satisfaction that the bedspread lay evenly on the mattress, showing off the fact it didn’t have any telltale dips to give away its age. The towels were fresh and thick, and there were two extra blankets in the cupboard.

      The problem was the motley assortment of furniture. No amount of wax and polish could erase the scars and gouges in the wooden headboard or the desk beside the window. The mirror over the newer, pressboard dresser was old enough to be an antique, but that also meant it had weird spotting on the back of the glass which left black areas that offered no reflection.

      “It’ll be two weeks, three weeks tops, he said,” Lucy muttered to her reflection. “I’m not going to be out of here before spring.” That was if she was lucky, and she knew better than to count on luck. Fortunately, she always packed for a worst-case scenario. The Dew Drop Inn qualified. After she brought her second load of luggage in from her car, she finished exploring her suite.

      The kitchenette was compact but had everything she needed. The small bar fridge, toaster oven, coffee pot, and microwave would do for the next month, or however long it took for her to do her job.

      Lucy dropped onto the bed and sighed in delight at the firm mattress. She stretched out for the first time since she’d left Boston that morning. Two flights and a three-hour drive made for a long day. She’d stopped at a grocery store on her way through Holiday Beach and had enough for supper that night and breakfast the next morning. By then, she’d know what she’d need to get through the rest of the week.

      As she stared at the crack-free ceiling—one thing she didn’t have to worry about—she wondered how this had become her life: flying around the country, living out of hotel rooms, eating out almost every night. She’d traversed the country multiple times and had seen and experienced enough to make a world traveler jealous. She couldn’t imagine another career that would give her the same opportunities. If not for the part of her job where she crawled around in furnace rooms and examined garbage chutes, she could be mistaken for a celebrity jetsetter.

      Lucy didn’t mind the lack of glamour. She was exceptionally good at what she did, and she was proud of it. Growing up the daughter of an apartment manager, she knew all the ins and outs of minor household repairs by the time she hit high school. Summer jobs with a local landscaper during college gave her experience with everything outside.

      It wasn’t all room service and free flights, though. She’d had the same tiny one-bedroom apartment for the last decade, since she wasn’t home long enough to need anything bigger. Her last two relationships had sputtered and died like her annual windowsill geranium, and for the same reason–lack of attention. Lucy could say she was great at keeping in touch online; she maintained dozens of friendships and keep in contact with her extended family on a weekly basis, but she lacked experience when it came to in-person relationships. It wasn’t easy when she was gone for weeks at a time and was only home long enough to do laundry and get a new assignment.

      But she wasn’t in Holiday Beach to bemoan her personal life, or lack of it. She needed to recover from her travel day so she could hit the ground running in the morning. The frozen lasagna she’d picked up at the grocery store would only take five minutes to heat. But the mattress was comfortable, and she had lots of time for supper. She’d plan things better tomorrow: eat first, then head to the bar to see what the bartender recommended on a Tuesday. Because he’d probably smile at her again when he served it up and wouldn’t that be a great way to end the day. She’d get up. In a minute.
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      “You asked me to remind you when it was six thirty, boss.”

      Roy Wagner twisted the coupler into the keg and turned the handle. “Thanks, Emily.” A minute later he stood and opened the faucet to make sure the beer flowed properly. “I’ll be back after the meeting to close down and cash out.”

      “You don’t have to rush, Roy. Mickey can handle it. Besides, I think we’ve already had our excitement for the day.”

      There had been excitement? “We did? What was it?” The Escape Room saw as much action as it normally did, but that wasn’t saying much, especially in the dead of winter. The summer was an entirely different situation. But five months into a Minnesota winter, money was tight, and nerves were tighter. Roy couldn’t afford to miss a single opportunity if he wanted to keep making his payroll. He’d been at the bar since they’d opened at four. He was certain he’d greeted all of their dozen customers personally.

      “The stranger you were talking to. I saw her carrying luggage into the Dew Drop Inn. Did she say what she’s doing in Holiday Beach? Is she a movie scout?” his waitress and backup bartender asked. Emily Jardine ate, breathed, and slept acting. The twenty-two-year-old was always on the lookout for something that could whisk her out of Minnesota to Hollywood, even though she’d had two auditions and no acting jobs in the year and a half she’d worked for him.

      “Lucy?”

      “Was that her name?”

      “Yes.” Roy wasn’t going to forget anything about Lucy in a hurry. A beautiful woman walking into his bar out of the blue had made his week, and that was before he’d even said hello. “She didn’t say anything about being a movie scout, but if she was, I don’t think she’d be staying at the Dew Drop Inn. It’s hardly Hollywood quality.”

      He would be the one to know. Roy had grown up next to the old hotel. His parents had built the bar next door to it before he was born. Now it was his. The Escape Room had gone through many iterations over the decades: a community bar, an English pub, a sports lounge, and a forgettable couple years as a blues bar. Now it was a tiki bar, offering a tropical getaway in an arctic climate. In all that time, the Dew Drop Inn had remained the same, down to the types of flowers they put in the planters every spring. The hotel was only a couple years older than the bar, but Roy was determined to outlast it. The meeting he was about to attend was part of that plan.

      “Call me if you have any problems.”

      “Why are you asking her? Not that Emily isn’t capable, but I am the assistant manager,” a new voice said, entering the conversation.

      “I didn’t know you were here, Mickey,” Roy said. He hadn’t seen his brother come through the front door and hadn’t seen his coat hanging in the staff room.

      Some days, the fifteen-year gap between him and his younger brother was more obvious than others, and this was one of them. Mickey stared at him with hard, brown eyes. “I’ve been here since my shift started. I’ve been cleaning, organizing and inventorying the storage room. You specifically said you wanted it done today.” Mickey peeled off his coat, which was covered in a light film of dirt.

      “Why you didn’t check in with me when you arrived?” Now Roy had to redo the payroll to give Mickey back the thirty minutes he’d docked him for being late.

      “Emily knew I was back there. I assumed you saw me too.”

      “Well, I didn’t. And you can’t work like that. You’re filthy.”

      “Which is why I brought a towel and a fresh shirt so I could clean up before working the front of the house. This isn’t my first day, Roy.”

      No, it wasn’t. It wasn’t even Mickey’s first year, but he constantly acted like it was. The kid didn’t have a practical bone in his body. He constantly failed to follow long-established protocols and was always suggesting wild marketing ploys. It all said he wasn’t taking the assistant manager position seriously. Roy had been hesitant to give it to him the previous fall. Now he was almost positive he’d made a mistake.

      “Fine. Mickey, you’re in charge. Call me if you have a problem,” Roy said before he headed to the office to grab his coat.

      “When have we ever had to call you with a problem?” Mickey asked.

      “There’s always a first time.”

      “Mickey’s got this. Go do your Chamber of Commerce stuff. Leave the bar to Mickey and the margarita making to the Queen of the Blender, boss.” Emily flicked her ruby red nails at him. “Shoo!”

      It didn’t take long to drive from the bar to the community center. Holiday Beach was home to almost ten thousand full-time residents, not including the folks who came out to their cabins on Star Lake in the summer, but few were out after supper in the cold.

      The Chamber of Commerce met at the River Street Community Center twice a month. Mostly, it was a chance for the various business owners around town to talk and come up with promotional ideas. Holiday Beach didn’t have a single industry to support it, like the meat processing plant half an hour south in Bixby, so they’d had to find a way to bring business to them.

      The obvious choice had been a play on their name. Since they were in cottage country, local business had run with the holidays from Easter to Hallowe’en and turned each into a multi-day event. Over the years, the town had managed to build up a reputation among summer tourists as the place to be for special occasions for the whole family. Lately they’d been trying to add winter sports and holidays so they could become a year-round destination, but it was a slow process.

      Now that Christmas was over and the Valentine’s sweethearts had their moment, they had to put their plans for the upcoming summer into effect.

      Roy barely had time to fill his travel mug with coffee and take a seat before Josh Huntington, the Chamber of Commerce president, called the meeting to order. “Thanks for saving me a seat,” he whispered to Tripp Turner, a classmate who had joined the Navy right out of high school but was now back in Holiday Beach.

      “I knew you were going to be late,” Tripp replied quietly. “What was it this time?”

      “An empty keg and a gossip-hungry bartender.”

      Tripp’s eyebrows went up. “What’s the gossip? Habibah will want to know.”

      Roy laughed at the half lie. The gossip would be as much for Tripp as it would be for his wife. “It’s nothing. There’s a guest at the Dew Drop Inn. Emily’s first guess was a Hollywood executive.”

      “Of course it was.” His friend’s attention returned to Josh, who was reviewing the last meeting’s minutes. “That’s not gossip. Who was the guest?”

      “I don’t know, but I wish her luck if she has to stay there for more than two nights.”

      As soon as the floor opened to new business, Roy’s hand shot in the air. “I have an update regarding the town business bylaws. By the Cup has placed a window order with Sam French and the Starlight Gallery, which means all the businesses on Main Street and Lakeside Drive are now in accordance with Holiday Beach’s commercial regulations. The only holdouts left in town are Lakeside Cones and Sundaes and the Dew Drop Inn. The Dew Drop Inn has been promising for almost a year to get their signature window fixed. If they don’t get it done in by the end of the month, they’ll be in default for their membership in the chamber of commerce. I think we should prepare to strike them from the roll,” he added with relish.

      The Dew Drop Inn’s management, or lack thereof, had been a thorn in the side of the council for as long as both had existed. Roy was glad that others found the business as irritating as he did. The property was a mess, chronically in disrepair, and no manager stayed longer than a year, meaning nobody had stuck around to improve the mess they’d inherited. As far as Roy was concerned, the whole town would be better off if the place shut down and decayed into dust.

      “Fine, Roy. I’ll go and introduce myself as the president of the Chamber of Commerce and speak to whoever’s in charge. I’ll tell them they’re out of time,” Josh said. “And, no, I’m not going to let you do it. You’ll let your personal feelings get in the way. We all know how you feel about the way the Dew Drop Inn does business as your neighbor.”

      They didn’t know the half of it, Roy thought. The bar and hotel could have had an amazing partnership; instead, they’d been at odds since the doors opened. At this point, it was a matter of waiting to see which business closed first. Roy was determined it wouldn’t be his.

      The rest of the two-hour meeting was full of talk about the upcoming council-sponsored snowmobile poker derby, and the Valentine decorations which had to come down and be replaced with St. Patrick’s Day ones. It was a never-ending job to keep the décor up to date, but with the town’s reputation for having a different celebration every month, it was worth the effort.

      Tripp grabbed him before he could make his escape. “If she wasn’t a Hollywood executive, who was she?”

      Roy shrugged. “I don’t know. She didn’t say.”

      “You didn’t ask? What do you know about her?”

      “Why do you care?”

      “Because my wife gets to come to the next meeting while I’m home with the baby. The more gossip I can get, the more she’ll have to find out, and whoever has the best gossip at the end of the week doesn’t have to make the next batch of mashed carrots and peas.”

      “You’re in a gossip competition with Habibah?” Roy never thought his friend would admit it.

      “Yes! Now, what do you know? There’s a free order of falafel and pita bread for you if it’s extra juicy,” Tripp promised.

      “And a Coke?” The spices in The Atlas’s falafel made his mouth water, but they also made it burn.

      “Fine! Give me details.”

      “Her name was Lucy. Sandy-blonde hair. About forty. She’s going to be in town for a few days at least on a work trip. She likes lime margaritas on the rocks.” Roy couldn’t think of a way to describe the humor she’d infused into their short conversation, or her congenial smile.

      Tripp’s head dropped. “Useless. You’re useless! That’s worth a pita chip at most.”

      “Look, I’ll get more details the next time I see her and send them to you directly, so you can stay ahead of your wife.”

      “You’d better, or I’ll come to karaoke night at your place and then everyone will be sorry.”

      “Tomorrow. I’ll update you tomorrow,” Roy promised. Unless Lucy showed up again. Then he’d abandon his friend without a second thought for the chance to get to know her a little better. Opportunities like that didn’t happen in Holiday Beach. He was going to grab it with both hands.
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      The good news was that Lucy would get to forgo her evening trip to the gym. Tromping through heavy, thigh-high snow all afternoon was a full-body workout in itself. She’d made several circuits around the exterior of the Dew Drop Inn, examining and recording everything she saw. Her list was exhaustive, and she was exhausted, mentally and physically.

      She had another list she usually did for the property grounds, but that would have to wait until the world wasn’t under two feet of snow. She didn’t mind; she’d found enough to keep her busy for weeks, and that was just on the outside. The inside was likely worse. She didn’t even look at the pool or the snow-covered deck around it.

      Lucy slowly waded through the last snowbank to the hotel’s front doors when she ran into the first person she’d seen all afternoon. Brooke was headed out, with her mom-sized purse over her shoulder and her car keys in her mittened hand. “Hello, Ms. Callahan. How are you?”

      “Like you, ready for the workday to be over. And call me Lucy, please.”

      “Can I do anything for you before I go?”

      “Yes.” Lucy grimaced when the head housekeeper frowned. “No, nothing like that. I know you’re done for the day. I’m soliciting suggestions for places to eat in Holiday Beach, if you have a minute.”

      Brooke’s face brightened. “That’s no problem. We have lots of restaurants for a town this size, although some of them are only open during tourist season.” She shifted her purse on her shoulder, and Lucy saw an elbow or knee pad sticking out of the top of it. “What are you in the mood for?”

      “Anything, but mostly restaurants that serve supper and offer takeout.”

      “We have all the usual fast food places and franchises. In the morning, if you’re a coffee addict like me, I recommend By the Cup. It’s an indie place. They have breakfast food too, like cinnamon buns and egg pockets to go. Then there’s Colombo’s, which has the best Italian and pizza place around. The Farmhouse Table has traditional American food, breakfast through supper. I really like the Atlas Restaurant. It opened a few years ago and they’re quite popular. The owners describe the fare as “eclectic.” I call it delicious.”

      Lucy was happy to hear of private restaurants. They usually offered a nice break from the standard fare she found everywhere. “What do they serve?”

      Brooke laughed. “Everything! Tripp Turner was a Navy SEAL until he was injured, and he was posted all over the world. He moved back to Holiday Beach a couple years ago with his wife Habibah, who’s from Egypt. Their menu is constantly changing.” She shook her head, as if dismissing her own comment. “That’s not right. Meatless Monday is always on, but the daily specials can range from chicken curry to vegetarian Pad Thai to
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