
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


[image: A logo of an elephant

Description automatically generated]

Copyright © 2025 by Frankfort Petersén

Published by Glass Mammoth Publishing

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations used in critical reviews or articles.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

Cover design and art direction by Glass Mammoth Publishing.

For permissions, inquiries, or more information:

frankfortpetersen@gmail.com

@frankfortpetersen on Instagram

www.frankfortpetersen.site 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1 – Uncle Perceval’s Legacy
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Frank Peniston never really thought much about Uncle Perceval. He was one of those distant relatives you hear about in passing—half a ghost in family stories, half an embarrassing cautionary tale. A man who lived too long on the fringes of town, who spoke to himself at the docks and smelled of salt and gasoline. Frank remembered him mostly for his eyes—watery, glassy, like he’d already drowned decades before his body had the courtesy to catch up.

But now Perceval was dead.

The letter arrived in an envelope that stank of mildew. A lawyer’s handwriting scrawled across the top: Estate of Perceval Peniston. Frank tore it open while Ronald Whitaker leaned over his shoulder, already chewing loudly on a stick of beef jerky.

“What’s it say, Frank?” Ronald asked, flecks of dried meat catching in his mustache.

Frank read aloud, voice flat: “...the undersigned hereby bequeaths unto Franklin Peniston one vessel, a houseboat currently moored at Welvin Harbor, slip twenty-three...”

“A houseboat!” Ronald nearly choked. “We’re rich, Frankie-boy. We’ll slap a coat of paint on that sucker, flip it to some Boston tourist, and ride the profit straight to Margaritaville.”

Frank wasn’t so sure. In his head, he could already smell the stale bilge water, feel the deck buckling under his boots. Still, he wasn’t about to spit on free real estate—even if it floated.



Welvin Harbor was quiet that afternoon, the kind of quiet where the gulls seemed to have better things to do than scream. The sun hung low, fat and orange, reflecting on the water like blood on glass. Slip twenty-three waited at the far end of the dock.

The boat hunched in its berth like an old drunk slouched at the bar. Its paint peeled in ragged curls, wood swollen from years of abuse. Barnacles crusted the waterline, and the windows wore a glaze of salt that made them look blind.

“Christ,” Frank muttered. “It’s a goddamn coffin with a rudder.”

Ronald grinned, undeterred. “Coffin? Frank, this is a goldmine. Look at all this square footage! We clean her up, get some nautical throw pillows, maybe a little driftwood decor—HGTV would eat this shit alive.”

They stepped onto the deck. It groaned under their weight, a sound more like a sigh than timber. Frank swore the boat exhaled with them, the planks subtly rising and falling as if breathing. He paused, palm pressed to the rail.
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