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      The season is in full swing in Cascade Cove, Florida, and a third body has been found, this time behind the Ferris wheel at the town’s amusement park.

      

      A collage of suspects quickly pops up after an artist is found dead, but what motive could one have for murdering the local talent? With the authorities unable to paint a clear picture as to who was behind the esteemed artist’s death, it’s up to Sarah to track down the culprit and keep the Cove from erupting into panic.

      

      Soon, Sarah realizes there is more to this mystery than meets the eye, and she ponders the possibility that her top suspect has been framed. Drawing on her past experiences, will Sarah use her avant-garde approach to curate the ever-growing pile of clues and bring the killer to the foreground? Or will she be brushed into a precarious situation, becoming yet another casualty who is cropped out of the picture?

      

      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, put on a pot of tea, and escape into the cozy beachside town of Cascade Cove!
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      Sarah Shores sat, dumbfounded, at Teek’s Tiki Bar, staring at her empty mojito glass, which now rested forlornly on the bar top. She could still smell Officer Adam Dunkin’s cologne lingering in the air beside her, where he’d been sitting before he received the phone call and hurried off on official police duty. Something about someone dying at the amusement park—an “accident.”

      She knew it could be much more than just an accident, if the past two incidents were any indication. Since arriving in Cascade Cove not more than a few weeks ago, the mysteries surrounding a washed-up landowner and a strangled food critic had kept her busy. In the back of her mind, she knew life wouldn’t be getting back to normal any time soon.

      “Have a good night,” Sarah said to Teek, the muscular surfer dude who owned the bar, the only speakeasy tiki bar in the area—and the only one in all of the state of Florida, for all Sarah knew. His blond hair contrasted his tanned skin, and his biceps flexed as he grabbed a bottle of spirits from behind where he stood. She paid her tab with a smile, flicking strands of her long, brown hair out of her face. Her own skin was becoming tanned, now that she’d been here a few weeks—prior to leaving New York City, she’d been the definition of pale.

      “Later, dudette,” Teek said, then another bar patron waved him down and he hurried over to them, leaving her with the tail end of “Sweet Home Alabama” playing on the jukebox.

      Sarah flung herself off the stool and hurried out of the bar, weaving through the people who had accumulated in the place in the short time she’d been there. Once out of the bar, she rushed south along the boardwalk, toward where the small amusement park was situated.

      Up near where the Ferris wheel loomed, she spotted the flashing lights. Ambulances and police cars. The cavalry had arrived.

      At the entrance to the amusement park, she hurried past the multitude of nearly empty food vendors. Cotton candy, hot dogs, and soft pretzels could be seen in her peripherals, and she ignored the delicious smells.

      A few people in matching attire rushed past her, looking a bit confused. Sarah figured they were all park employees, as they sported the same khaki pants and tucked-in blue polos embroidered with the park’s insignia on the right breast pocket.

      Then, she passed a section that hosted a mix of games. A man at the water gun game looked bored without any players, arms crossed over his blue polo. At the ring toss, Sarah noticed a woman tapping incessantly on her phone. Perhaps she was texting a friend about what was happening. Either way, like the water gun operator, she was probably stuck at her station until her shift ended. Of course, Sarah knew she likely wouldn’t have anyone interested in tossing a plastic ring over a bottle, with what was happening elsewhere in the park.

      Closing in on the flashing lights, Sarah scanned the crowd of people near the Ferris wheel. People of all ages were gathered around, murmured words floating about with the smell of fried foods.

      Finally, near the Ferris wheel where the ambulance was parked, she had a closer view, and could make out some of the hushed voices.

      “I can’t believe it,” an elderly man said. “How did they die?”

      “I heard it was a heart attack,” replied another.

      Sarah weaved through the crowd and spotted the stretcher being pushed into the back of the ambulance. She only saw a pair of tan shoes but couldn’t tell if they were men’s or women’s footwear. She squinted, but then someone got in her way, obstructing her view.

      A man in an EMT uniform was shaking his head at a colleague, but Sarah had already known the person had died. Perhaps their attempts at reviving them had been exhausted.

      Then she saw Adam, her police officer friend. One of her closest friends and allies, she’d known him since they were teenagers, when Sarah would come down to visit her grandparents every summer in Cascade Cove. Now, over the past few weeks, they had been getting closer than ever—a fact that made her unsure if she’d ever want to leave Cascade Cove, though she had responsibilities back in the city. She’d agreed to extend what originally was supposed to be a two-week visit to stay for the whole summer to help out at the boutique. In the back of her mind, there was more to it than that. She’d miss Adam too much if she didn’t stay awhile longer.

      Gazing at Adam, she saw that he held a tiny notebook in his hand, and was jotting something down into it. She wanted to waltz up to him and get to the bottom of what was happening, but he seemed busy talking with a few amusement park employees.

      Out of the corner of her eye, Sarah noticed a young man in a black hoodie, wearing a bright-red baseball cap. He was staring straight at her, his eyes boring into her.

      She turned to look, but by then, he was eyeing the scene near the ambulance, hands fidgeting as he watched.

      Turning back toward the Ferris wheel, with bright lights flashing all around, Sarah got the same sense that she was being watched. Out of her peripherals, she confirmed her suspicions—the man in the red hat was focused again on her, studying her.

      But when she turned again to get a better look at him, he was gone.

      “What the heck,” she muttered, stepping toward where the man had been.

      Why was this man acting so suspicious? And why in the world had he been staring at her?

      Rushing through the crowd, Sarah looked off to her right, down a section of park that was lined with food stalls and games. There were a few shed-like buildings, painted in all sorts of shades of blue and red, accenting the off-white paint that flecked from the incessant Florida sunshine. This part of the park was vacant, since everyone had congregated near where the death had occurred. But where had the mystery man gone?

      She stepped cautiously, scanning the lifeless path before her.

      There! Toward the end of the line, she spotted the red hat poking out from around a corner. The man was eyeing her again.

      She took off at a jog, knowing it was unwise to run toward a stranger in a desolate section of the park this late at night, but she put all discretion aside—the only thing on her mind was getting a chance to talk to the guy. Perhaps he’d seen what had actually happened to the person who died. Maybe he was shaken up after telling the cops what he’d seen. Sure, she could ask Adam, but that would have to wait. And the last thing Sarah wanted to do was wait. Her curiosity was getting the better of her.

      She reached the corner at which the man had been, but when she rounded it, no one was there.

      Where had the mystery man gone? And what did he know about the person who had perished here at the amusement park?

      Sarah was itching to find out.
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      The next morning, Sarah was finishing up stocking one of the shelves at Larry’s Pawfect Boutique, her grandpa’s namesake pet store. The mornings and early afternoons were typically spent helping out at the boutique, and today was no different. Despite all the goings on, particularly the death at the amusement park the previous night, it was still business as usual at her family’s shop.

      She caught motion out of the corner of her eye and remained crouched as she turned her head toward the counter. There, she spotted her cousin, Emma, who was lounging and tossing a tennis ball up into the air. A moment later, Emma caught the ball, then lobbed it back up toward the ceiling again.

      Sarah let out a long breath, still glancing at her cousin. As usual, Emma had her blonde hair tied up in a ponytail. Both she and Emma had been close during their childhoods, visiting their grandparents over the summer in Cascade Cove. Over the years, they’d drifted apart as their summers together became much shorter—typically two weeks, rather than the three months they’d enjoyed in their youth. Adulthood brought more responsibility, though Emma had opted to move down with her grandparents, leaving the rest of her family up north.

      Picking up an empty box that sat beside her, Sarah rose and took one final look at her handiwork. The squeaky toys she’d just put out made her smile. Each one was a different type of food—her favorites being the watermelon slice, banana, carrot, and pumpkin. She couldn’t get over the cutesy eyes that adorned each one.

      She carried the box toward her cousin, who was still playing with the ball. “Don’t you have any work to do, Emma? Maybe the website?”

      “Not today.”

      “Oh? Why’s that?”

      “I know it’s not even noon, but I’m taking a well-deserved break, and you should too.”

      Sarah set the box on the counter and gave her cousin one curt nod. “You’re probably right.”

      In truth, Sarah felt she could use a break. She thought back to the previous night. Unable to track down the man in the red hat, and without the chance to speak to Adam in person, she had left the amusement park with a sense of unease and frustration. She’d tried to text and call Adam after getting back to the apartment, but he had yet to get back to her—she knew he was probably busy, though it was unlike him to ignore her. She couldn’t shake the strange man in the red cap who’d been staring at her—he had been acting very suspicious, and had even evaded her when she attempted to talk with him. If what had happened was a murder, maybe the man had information that could help her nab the killer. Though, she realized she was getting ten steps ahead of herself. For all she knew, it could have been an accident, though her intuition told her otherwise…

      The jingle of tags on a collar broke into her thoughts, and Sarah saw Winston approach them. The corgi spent a lot of time in the boutique with them since she’d adopted him—he was always eager to greet all the customers and their pets. Of course, his constant companions—an eighty-pound yellow lab named Rugby and a Persian cat called Misty—were off in another part of the boutique or the upstairs apartment, as usual.

      Sitting up, Emma ceased lobbing the tennis ball into the air, instead favoring the time-tested method of flipping it to and fro from one hand to another. Winston’s gaze quickly locked onto it, and so his head bobbed back and forth as he eyed the ball.

      “Wanna play, boy?” Emma asked.

      The corgi’s gaze was still fixed on the ball.

      Emma tossed it toward the middle of the store. Moments later, it clanged off the display Sarah had just stocked.

      Winston darted toward the ball, retrieved it, and proudly trotted back toward the counter. He dropped it lazily, and it rolled toward where Emma’s feet rested on the ground.

      Emma ignored it. “So, Sarah, why were you out so late last night?”

      “I told you already. Went to Teek’s, Adam got a phone call about a person dying at the amusement park, then I went there and—”

      “Oh yeah, the guy in the black hoodie and red hat. That’s weird how he was staring at you.”

      Sarah nodded. Weird and unsettling. She couldn’t shake that feeling of being watched.

      “Maybe he’s the killer,” Emma said.

      Sarah glanced at her cousin, wanting to say something about jumping to conclusions, but she bit her tongue. “I just want to talk to the guy. See what he knows. I don’t even know if the person who died was a man or a woman. I don’t know anything.”

      “Too bad you couldn’t talk to him last night. You need to get faster at running, so you can catch up next time.”

      “I’m not as fast as I used to be.”

      Emma shrugged. “Such is life. But don’t worry about it…I’ll ask around and see if anyone’s heard about it through the grapevine.”

      “Good idea.”

      “So…it’s been another week, Sarah. Have you thought about what we talked about before, about you moving here, to Cascade Cove, and helping us run the boutique?”

      “You mean, help you run the boutique when Grandpa gets busy with the online orders?”

      “I have a feeling I’ll be running the online orders. Have you seen how bad he is with technology?”

      Sarah stifled a chuckle. “He can at least run a register.”

      Both Sarah and her cousin laughed at the memory of Emma trying to teach Grandma how to run the register. Sarah knew the endearing woman would understand how to use it properly eventually, but she’d been unwilling to accept that you couldn’t just hit No Sale while ringing out an actual sale. Perhaps she’d never acquiesce and would simply ignore Emma’s guidance in regard to “modern” technology.

      Emma added, “Though, even though Grandpa can run the register, he’s terrible with computers. He needs a manual to even turn one on.”

      “Oh, be nice, Emma.”

      Sure, Emma was a spitfire and her humor could be taken the wrong way, but Sarah adored her spunky personality.

      Emma giggled. “You know as well as I do, it took me three years to teach him how to input inventory into the computer properly. I’m sure it will take me another three to show him how to do online orders. See, we really do need your help.”

      Leaning down, Emma grabbed the tennis ball, then threw it once again. Winston raced after it as it bounced toward the front door, leaving Sarah and Emma alone for a moment.

      “And besides,” Emma continued, “you even said that you love it here and wish you could be with us all the time.”

      “I still have a job, you know.”

      “So, quit.”

      “I can’t just quit.”

      Emma’s smile was breezy. “Yes, you can. It’s easy. You just pick up the phone and say, ‘I quit.’ Done.”

      Sarah shifted her weight, considering the crazy idea her cousin had just suggested. How could she advise her to just quit her job? She’d spent years advancing in her teaching career—she couldn’t just give up on all of that. Then, she thought about how much she enjoyed being with her family on the beach. It sure beat the city. Sarah took a deep breath, trying her best not to even entertain the idea of quitting her job. “Even if I do that,” Sarah said, keeping her voice calm, “I don’t think Grandpa is real keen on big ol’ Rugby running amok in the boutique.”

      “Are you kidding? He loves that dog!”

      Before Sarah could reply, the sound of Larry’s voice came echoing from upstairs through the vent. “Rugby!”

      Sarah and Emma both perked up.

      “Bad dog!” came Larry’s voice again.

      “Uh-oh,” Sarah said. “What now?”

      Emma shrugged.

      In the next moment, stomping footsteps came down the stairs into the boutique.

      Sarah spun to face the door that led to the upstairs apartment and saw Larry burst through the door. His face was beet red, which complemented his Hawaiian shirt. He used a thin index finger to push his glasses up on his nose, then ran a hand through his curly, gray hair, clearly distraught.

      “What happened?” Sarah asked, approaching her grandpa.

      Larry held up a pair of his boxer shorts and Sarah’s eyes went wide. There, in the backend of the underwear, was a gaping hole where the fabric had been torn off.

      Behind her, Emma snorted, trying to hold back laughter. And even though Sarah felt terrible about Larry’s destroyed undergarments, she couldn’t help herself from bursting out a laugh.

      “It’s not funny, girls.” Larry’s face grew a brighter shade of red.

      “We’re not laughing, Grandpa,” Sarah said, now trying extra hard to restrain herself. “I’m sorry. I’ll buy you new ones.”

      Larry’s shoulders hunched slightly as he brought the boxers down to his side. “But these are my lucky pair. I’ve had them for twenty-five years!”

      “All the more reason to take up Sarah’s offer,” Emma said.

      Muted thuds sounded from behind Larry, and Sarah spotted Rugby gallivanting down the steps like a clumsy ball of fury. In a flash, the yellow lab rushed up behind Larry and snagged the boxers again, taking off back up the steps.

      “Rugby!” Larry shouted and ran after him, with Winston hot on his heels.

      “Those boxers are toast,” Emma said, shooting Sarah a sideways glance. “It’s game-over for them.”

      Sarah spotted the abandoned tennis ball on the floor near Emma’s feet. “I’ll say. Game, match, set.”

      Emma followed her gaze and eyed the ball, and their shared snorted laughter echoed through the boutique, drowning out the sounds of pounding footsteps and paws above.
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      After finishing her morning shift at the boutique, Sarah was up in the apartment, pacing in the living room. She pulled her phone from her pocket for the umpteenth time and let out a sigh when she saw she had no texts, messages, or missed calls. Of course, she wouldn’t have missed any activity on her phone—she had the volume all the way up. But still, Adam hadn’t gotten back to her, and it was starting to worry her.

      Misty swept past her legs, then jetted toward the window. She glanced at the cat, then strode over to her, petting her soft fur.

      “I wish I could be as carefree as you,” she said to Misty, who simply meowed in response.

      Sarah let out a long breath. She needed to get ahold of herself. There were certain things she couldn’t control, and it was clear she couldn’t control the actions of others. If Adam didn’t want to talk about what was going on, then she’d just have to get over it. She’d have to work hard to keep her emotions in check and squelch her burning desire to get to the bottom of things. What if there simply wasn’t anything to get to the bottom of?

      A spot of red out in the street caught her eye.

      She squinted, getting a better look through the glare on the window.

      Words slid from her mouth: “Well, I’ll be…”

      There, out toward where Henry Fudderman’s bakery was, Sarah saw a man crossing the road. Sarah couldn’t believe it—the man was wearing a red baseball cap and a black hoodie, despite the heat. Could it be the same man as last night?

      There was only one way to find out.

      Rushing away from the window, Sarah raced to the door, hurried down the steps into the boutique, and ignored Emma’s calls as she rushed out the front door.

      “Sarah?” came Emma’s voice again, along with the jingle of the bell above the door.

      Outside, the hot air took her breath away, and she gasped. Whipping her head to the right, she spotted the red hat among a sea of earth tones.

      She crossed the street and kept her gaze fixed on the man, who she hoped wouldn’t see her following him.

      The man was now past Fudderman’s bakery, and he glanced over his shoulder once Sarah had crossed the street. She tried to keep her pace brisk, but didn’t flat-out sprint after the man—that, she figured, would be too suspicious of her.

      Speed-walking, she saw the man make a quick left down an alleyway between two brick buildings. Had he seen her? And if so, would he make the connection that she was the woman he’d been staring at the previous night?

      Sarah broke into a jog, now that the man couldn’t see her in hot pursuit, and she found the spot
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