
  
    [image: Suspects at the Seashore]
  


  
    
      
        [image: Title Page]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Suspects at the Seashore

      

      

      
        
        By Nicolette Pierce

      

      

      

      
        
        Published by Nicolette Pierce at Pierced Heart Publishing

      

      

      

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

      

      

      

      
        
        Copyright © 2024 by Nicolette Pierce

        Cover design by Sleepy Fox Studio

      

      

      

      
        
        All rights reserved.

      

      

      

      
        
        1st Edition, License Notes

      

      

      

      
        
        This book is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This book may not be resold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, please return and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.

      

      

      

      
        
        V060142024

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            BOOKS BY NICOLETTE PIERCE

          

        

      

    

    
      Coconut Cove Novels

      Crime at the Cabana

      Suspects at the Seashore

       

      Jade Sommer Novels

      Mostaccioli Murder

      Penne Pyro

      Fettuccini Fiasco

      Rigatoni Ruin

      Lasagna Larceny

      Bucatini Bomber

       

      Mars Cannon Novels

      Deadly Dancing

      Predator Patrol

      Security Squad

      Biker Brigade

      Fearsome Foursome

       

      Nadia Wolf Novels

      The Big Blind

      High Stakes

      Cashing Out

      Squeeze Play

      The Last Tailored Suit

      My Traitor

      Pocketful of Diamonds

      Last Hand

       

      Sage Moon Novels

      Witch’s Key to Success and Murder

      Witch’s Folio of Flower Felonies

      Witch’s Ride to Runes

       

      Black Moon Novels

      Whiskers & Warrants

      Kittens & Kidnappers

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Please visit Nicolette on her website:

      

      

      

      
        
        www.nicolettepierce.com

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        Join the mailing list to receive updates and fun free stuff!

      

      

      

      
        
        Sign up at: https://www.nicolettepierce.com/newsletter/

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        “Like” Nicolette on Facebook:

      

      

      

      
        
        Author Page:

        https://www.facebook.com/NicolettePierceAuthor

      

      

      

      
        
        Pierce Patrol Group:

        https://www.facebook.com/groups/PiercePatrol

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            ONE

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      My first official guests had stayed an extended weekend in the sunset-pink bungalow and enjoyed it. It was their honeymoon trip, and they didn’t mind there hadn’t been many activities to keep them occupied. If they weren’t busy snapping pictures of plants and flowers, they’d spend time either in their room or on the beach.

      Thankfully, they never complained about the shabby state of the place.

      I’d like to say buying this property had been a smart move. Unfortunately, lessons had been learned the hard way. Never buy a place sight unseen no matter how desperate. Not only had it been rundown, but then a hurricane whipped through. I was the idiot who bought the place from Leo after seeing pictures of the property from its heyday.

      But I couldn’t be too upset. I bought the place for cheap. After a ton of elbow grease, sore muscles, and a thorough scolding from my best friend Serenity, I finally had three bungalows. One I lived in, and the two others were for guests to rent.

      As the honeymoon couple dragged their suitcases through the sand and over to the rickety dock, I said hello to the boat captain who would take them back to Little Torch Key, which was the closest island to us and would get them to the airport.

      “Thank you for taking the booking from Jason,” I said to him.

      “You Bailey?” His voice was gruff.

      “Yes. Nice to meet you.”

      He grunted as he finished tying off the boat.

      Captain Crab aka Dave had a scruffy brown and gray beard and wore a captain’s hat. There was a shrewd look in his eyes as he took in the overall lackluster property.

      I didn’t care about the judgement I saw in his gaze. This property would never be the all-inclusive resort that had been built on the north side of the island. Mine was more like a bed-and-breakfast crossed with glamping. It was for vacationers who wanted to get away from crowds and sit on the beach. And because of my tight budget, that was the way it would remain for the foreseeable future.

      He grumbled something, reminding me of my interactions with the grumpy deputy sheriff.

      Captain Crab grabbed the suitcases from the couple after they wobbled their way down the swaying dock. Yes, I needed to fix the dock, too. It was on the never-ending list of tasks.

      Once everyone was onboard, Captain Crab took one last look at Bungalow Bay and twisted his mouth as though it had offended him.

      Ignoring him, I waved goodbye to the couple and watched as Captain Crab navigated from the dock and out to the Atlantic Ocean.

      There was something about Dave that left me feeling uneasy. I’d have to ask Jason about the crabby captain next time I talked to him.

      Retreating from the dock, I returned home to check if anyone else had booked a room in the hour since I’d last looked.

      Sitting at the tiny table near the window in the sea-foam green bungalow, I opened my laptop and refreshed several booking sites. I winced when I saw there had been no movement. Looked like nothing had changed. While I had some bookings, they were six months to a year away. And that was at a reduced “welcome” rate.

      I needed income. While I’d had money from the sale of my Chicago condo, it had been spent on the beach property and repairs. I had also bought a pink golf cart to get around the island. Left with pennies in my account, I had to dip into my credit card, which scared me since I had no way to pay it off.

      Knowing I needed to drum up money, but not knowing how to do it, I figured a trip into town might be the inspiration I needed. But first, it was time to clean.

      Grabbing the supplies, I headed out to the honeymooner’s bungalow to fully clean and rid the room of sand. Each tiny hut had one main room, which included a micro kitchen area, a small table and two chairs set by the ocean-view window, and a bed. The only other room was the bathroom, which was beach themed. There was no air-conditioning or heater. The two screened windows didn’t have glass. Instead, repurposed shutters kept out the inclement weather and offered a little privacy.

      After the thorough cleaning, I took the bedding and loaded it into the golf cart. I hopped into the cart, armed with laundry detergent and a pocketful of coins.

      The three-mile rutted dirt path from Bungalow Bay to the town of Coconut Cove was filled with potholes and predators. While the sharks and jellyfish remained in the water, there were also snakes, scorpions, and cockroaches. So far, I hadn’t come across any. I’d only seen the bushes rustle as I zipped past on the bumpy lane that was no wider than an economy car.

      Pulling into the laundromat’s two-space parking lot, I grabbed the linens and walked inside. Shoving the large-capacity machine full, I slid coins in the slot, then started it.

      Task done, I checked out the bulletin board to see if it might hold ideas for extra income.

      Coconut Clive’s offered yoga lessons. That wouldn’t earn money for me. Not only didn’t the island have enough people to warrant two instructors, but I wasn’t certified, either. So that was out. Clive also had a list of crafting classes. It might be fun to make a few souvenirs for tourists to buy, but until I had guests, I was out of luck.

      But I could check into the classes, anyway. Fiddling with glue and glitter might keep me occupied on rainy days when I couldn’t work on property repair.

      My gaze swept across the board.

      There was a sale at Tabby’s Bookshoppe. New inventory at Prawn’s Pawnshop. And an island band played at Tiki Riki on Saturday nights.

      Pinned at the top of the board was a help-wanted notice for the new all-inclusive resort. It listed a bunch of jobs.

      I stared at it for a few seconds as I pondered applying. On one hand, I needed money, and some of the jobs listed might give me experience I could use with my business. On the other hand, this resort was my competition, and I’d only need temporary or on-call employment once I got more bookings.

      I snapped a picture of the notice to think about later.

      Checking the time on the washer, I saw I had plenty of time to stop over at Coconut Clive’s and get information on the craft classes.

      Since parking was limited on the island, and Coconut Clive’s was within walking distance, I left the cart at the laundromat and headed down the road, feeling the tropical sun burning a hole in my back and the ocean breeze flittering across my face.

      It took only a few minutes to get to Coconut Clive’s grocery-hardware-yoga-and-craft store, which also housed a two-pump gas station in front. Prices here were two to three times as much as on the mainland, but Clive’s was the only place on the island that sold food, hardware, and gas.

      Opening the door, I felt the slight relief of air conditioning that was cranked to a whopping eighty degrees. The warmer temperature was understandable. With Clive’s cut-off short shorts and colorful tank tops, he’d freeze otherwise.

      Clive popped out from a narrow aisle and greeted me. “Welcome back, Bailey. I’ve got a sale on mangos and deck screws if you’re interested.”

      Mangos sounded good, and I might need the deck screws in the future, but I refused to get distracted.

      “I saw your craft classes coming up. How much are the classes?”

      “Free,” he said with a smile, making his mustache quirk up. “All you have to do is pay for the supplies.”

      That was beyond reasonable, and he’d still make a profit.

      “How do I sign up?”

      He pulled out several clipboards from below the scarred counter. “Take your pick. The days and times are listed on each form.”

      “Dad!” Clive’s teenage son called from somewhere in the store. “I need help.”

      Kai was a petite boy somewhere in the pimply throws of adolescence, who might be homeschooled since he always seemed to be in the store whenever I stopped in.

      “I’ll be right back,” Clive said to me and hurried off.

      Turning my attention to the class selection, I found it was a lot of beach themed items. Jars filled with sand and shells, painted boards with island sayings, and bowls and candles decorated with shells. Overall, they were cute, easy to make, and relatively cheap. The jars filled with sand and shells might be perfect to sell, especially for visitors who stayed with me. They could take a piece of the island home with them. If I went that route, I’d need tiny jars so they wouldn’t take too much home with them. Or I could offer kits so they could do it themselves.

      I signed up for all the classes. When I finished putting my name on the last sheet, Clive returned. He clasped his hands together.

      “This is great,” he said, seeing I had signed up for all the classes. “You’ll get to know some of the other islanders who are regular crafters.”

      I knew a few islanders already, but those few came with drama. The murder victim’s widow, the gossip girls in the café, and the grumpy deputy sheriff. Finding a few friends here would be exactly what I needed, especially since my best friend Serenity had stranded me here alone. Okay, she didn’t strand me. She had to go back to work in Chicago, but I’d underestimated how much her presence meant to me until she was gone.

      “Now that the new resort opened, have you noticed a difference in town?” I asked Clive.

      My phone buzzed in my pocket, but I ignored it.

      Clive shrugged. “Not at my store. Since the resort is all-inclusive, the guests don’t need anything from me. But I’ve heard other shops complaining that they’re stealing employees. We just don’t have enough manpower on this island to accommodate all the jobs required to keep this island running. Nor do we have enough housing to lure people to our island to pick up the slack. The boat taxis are stretched thin as they transport guests and staff. It’s a pickle.”

      “Is that where Jason has been? I haven’t seen him in a while.”

      Clive nodded. “Not only does he have the mail route, and his usual passengers, but he’s been picking up resort guests and employees.” Clive leaned forward a bit. “Also, I heard his dad is on his case about taking over the company and putting his boating days behind him.” Clive waved his hand dismissively. “I doubt it will happen, but Jason is feeling the pressure from all sides.”

      My phone buzzed again. Was Serenity blowing up my phone with messages about whatever headache was going on at work, or was it something more serious?

      Since I only had one more question for Clive, I asked, “If I was looking for a temporary or on-call position until I get more bookings, where would you suggest I look?”

      “Oh gosh. I wouldn’t have known a few weeks ago, but now nearly every shop and restaurant here is hiring. Take your pick. They’ll snap you up for as many hours as you want.”

      I had been hoping for a few options, but that was overwhelming. I thanked Clive and stepped outside into a wall of humid heat that made my blonde hair stick to the sides of my face. As I walked back to the laundromat, I pulled out my phone and realized there weren’t messages. Instead, there were notifications. My security cameras must have picked up an animal or something. Please don’t let it be a snake!

      Even though the island paid for hunters, that didn’t mean the snakes were gone.

      Since it was too bright to see the screen properly, I hurried to the laundromat. Taking the linens from the washer, I loaded the dryer then sat and pulled up the camera app on my phone to watch the video footage.

      It wasn’t an animal, as I had assumed. A person wearing full black and whose face was obscured by a black hoodie came into view from the side. From height, build, and manner of walking, I assumed it was a man. He peered into each bungalow before crossing over to the back of the property near the line of trees and foliage.

      Carrying a metal box the size of a shoebox, he set it down on the sand before reaching into a black backpack and pulling out an odd-looking tool. I didn’t know what it was until he unfolded it and it became a shovel.

      Digging down a couple of feet, he dropped the box inside the hole and shoveled sand on top of it. As he ran off, he flicked sand to cover his tracks.

      What did he bury? And why on my property?

      Taking my phone, I jumped into my cart and raced over to Gage’s house. As the deputy sheriff, this was a case for him. I refused to get dragged into anymore danger. But before I even knocked on his door, I knew he’d want nothing to do with it. He’d brush me off like he had with the dead guy I’d found in my cabana.

      I knocked on his door, only to have my suspicions confirmed. “Go away!” he shouted through the door.

      “I’m not going away, Gage,” I said. “I’m going to keep pounding on this door until you open it.”

      I heard his groan through the door. “I’ll arrest you for harassment.”

      “You’re too lazy and probably too drunk to arrest me.”

      Glass bottles clinked together as he bumbled to the door and swung it open. He glared at me through red-rimmed hazel eyes that I knew turned golden in full sun. Unfortunately, he got little sun.

      He stood taller than my five-feet five-inches, but the way he sagged against the doorframe, he was only slightly taller. His brown hair curled on the collar of his stained T-shirt. And his wooly beard was at least two months old.

      “That’s got to be hot,” I said.

      “What?”

      “Your beard.”

      “Are you seriously here to complain about my beard?”

      “No. It was just a thought that popped into my head.”

      “Keep your thoughts to yourself.” He was about to shut the door when I stuck my foot in the way.

      Gage glared at me, but I kept my foot in place.

      He groaned. “Why are you here? We already arrested the person who killed Mitch.” His eyes narrowed further. “Are you here to clean out my house again?”

      “That was a one-time thing,” I said. “And having that many booze bottles on your floor is a hazard.” Maybe there’d be another time I’d infiltrate his house, but not when he was awake. I could only get away with it if he was passed out, which happened more often than not.

      Gossips in town said Gage got away with his subpar sheriff duties because he had dirt on higher ups, but I wasn’t too sure about it. The only thing I knew was that something bad had happened, and he was drowning his past in alcohol.

      From my previous bottle clean up in his house, I suspected his pain had to do with a woman I saw in a picture. It was the only framed photo in his house, and I hadn’t seen her in real life.

      Either way, I couldn’t probe into his private life. I’d only get shoved out. Seemed sad he’d given up on his life when he was only slightly older than my thirty-two years.

      I shoved my phone at him. “Someone trespassed on my property and buried something in the sand.”

      Gage snatched the phone and looked at the video, then handed it back without a word.

      “Are you going to help?”

      He nodded, shocking me. Was this his turning point? Would I finally get his assistance?

      He stepped past me and headed to a slim shed on the side of his small and weedy property. Opening the door, he reached inside, pulled out a shovel, and handed it to me.

      “Happy hunting,” he said.

      I shoved it back, but he dodged pretty fast for someone who smelled like a bar rag.

      “What do you mean, happy hunting? This is a police matter.”

      He shook his head as he walked back inside his house. “It’s a pirate matter. Congrats on your dreams coming true.”

      “What dreams?”

      “Every kid wants to be a pirate. You just got your wish.” He slammed the door shut and locked it.

      I stifled a curse. I hadn’t expected much from Gage, but at least he could have started a report.

      Taking the shovel, I placed it into my cart. Knowing my luck, I’d unearth a decapitated head. This had danger written all over it. No one buried good things anymore. The smart move would be to leave it alone and pretend I had never seen the recording.

      I stared at the shovel, knowing I couldn’t leave the mystery alone. Was I really about to dig up the box?

      I winced at what could happen if I unearthed something that was meant to remain hidden.

      But the answer was yes. I was stupid enough to dig up the box.
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      I rewatched the video as I stood behind the bungalows, trying to figure out where to dig. The problem was the trees and plants in the background of the video all looked identical to each other. I could only gauge from where the hooded figure cut through the bungalows to find the approximate area. Since he had taken fourteen steps from the ocean-blue hut, I tried to match his steps.

      According to the video, it looked like the man had dug about two feet down. After struggling to find the two-foot mark as the sand shifted back into the hole, I speared the shovel down to see if I hit anything. When I didn’t strike against metal, I assumed the hole was a dud and moved on. By the time I had dug six holes, I was tired and sweating buckets.

      It was an hour later that I called it quits. Since I didn’t want to leave holes all over the beach, I filled in the dud holes and placed cheap flip flops on top of each hole to mark the spot, making it look like a flip-flop cemetery.

      When I ran out of flip flops, I began using things that could sit outside. There were many recyclable food containers I salvaged out of the garbage and a toaster that had broken two days ago.

      Once that task was finished, I took a dip in the ocean and showered to rinse off. The rest of the day I spent looking for new ways to advertise my rentals.

      When Serenity called later that night, I picked up right away.

      “Hey, girl,” she said. “How are you doing?”

      “Great,” I answered as happily as I could since I didn’t want to tell her about the newest development. She had been furious about our involvement in the murder investigation. If she found out about the buried “treasure,” she’d fly here to pack my bags. “How are you? Anything new in Chicago?”

      “Same ol’,” she said with a sigh. “Always fires at work to put out.”

      “And I’m sure you’re handling it with ease, like you always do.”

      “I am, but I really need a vacation.”

      “That’s my fault,” I said. “I’m sorry your vacation here turned into another fire to put out.”

      “It was, but you know I’ve always got your back.”

      “I do. And next time you come here, I’ll pamper you.”

      She chuckled. “Your place isn’t set up for the level of pampering you owe me. But I’d love if you added beach lounge chairs next time I come.”

      “Deal.”

      “How’s the income? Get any more bookings?”

      “I have some bookings, but they are for the future. I’m thinking about getting a job for in between bookings.”

      “That’s a great idea. You can use the extra income on improvements.”

      “That’s what I’m hoping.” And to afford island-priced food.

      “Well, do you want the good news?”

      “I always want good news.”

      “I’m coming to see you.”

      “Really?” I nearly squealed with excitement. “When? How long will you stay?”

      “I have a couple days of PTO, so I decided to use them. I’ll be there this weekend.”

      “Seriously?”

      “Yes. Even though the last time I was there had been a nightmare, I want to spend a few days just relaxing on the beach. I would have told you sooner, but it was a last-minute decision. I only got the okay from work this afternoon.”

      “You don’t know how happy I am to hear this. I’ll have a lounge chair ready for you.”

      She laughed. “Good. And you better have retired your sleuthing hat. I want no trouble or people getting murdered.”

      “I promise,” I said, then wondered how I could keep that promise. Trouble had already arrived. Hopefully, it wouldn’t resort to murder. “What day will you arrive?”

      “Thursday.”

      It was already Tuesday, which meant I only had Wednesday and part of Thursday to get the case solved.

      I’d focus my energy on it and all would be well, right?

      After we hung up, I popped open my laptop to make a thinking spreadsheet. Maybe if I tried to figure out a motive, I could figure out who the mystery pirate is and why he buried the treasure on my land.

      Since I didn’t know what was inside the treasure chest, aka metal box, I made a list of assumptions.

      Box contents:

      1) Stolen money or payoff money.

      2) Stolen jewelry.

      3) Severed body part.

      4) Drugs.

      5) Incriminating evidence.

      6) Dead pet.

      I couldn’t think of anything else, but I’m sure there were more reasons someone would bury a box on someone else’s land.

      If I took these assumptions and matched them with people I already knew were up to no good, my first suspect would be Cesar. Not only was he the island mob boss, but he had minions to do his work, which included money laundering, coercion, and blackmail. He was an overall dangerous person. Any of the contents I listed could easily be his doing. But why my beach? He lived on the north side of the island where the new resort had been built.

      Could his usual drop-off spot have been compromised by the resort? Maybe now there were too many eyes to witness his business transactions.

      There were only three beaches on Coconut Cove. The one in town, mine, and the one the resort was built near. If the criminal wanted a secluded location, my beach was the best choice.

      Beyond Cesar, Dillon could also be a suspect. He had cautioned me before about meddling. It had been a gentle warning, but I felt it for what it was. And that Cesar frequently visited Dillon’s pawnshop gave me reason to believe Dillon might be more involved with Cesar’s business than he let on.

      But Cesar could just stop by Prawn’s Pawnshop to do business. It wasn’t like going to a pawnshop was illegal. So, why bury something in the sand if he could just drop it off?

      The only other suspect that came to mind, even though it was a stretch, was Captain Crab. He gave me an odd vibe when he was here. Nothing I could point out, but a kind of sixth sense that set off a few alarm bells. And he gave my property a thorough scan this morning. Could he have returned to bury something for an islander? For Cesar or Dillon?

      I yawned and saved my spreadsheet to look at in the morning. Tomorrow, I’d carefully poke around and ask a few questions. Meanwhile, I’d be vigilant and make sure cameras were still recording and that my bungalows were secure.

      I figured if someone came in the middle of the night to grab the box, they’d probably leave me alone since I hadn’t taken anything.

      Even so, I knew I was in for a restless night.
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      The next morning, I looked on my phone for any security camera notifications. But there were none. No one came to claim the treasure.

      After getting ready in my nicest summer wear, I glanced in the mirror I’d bought from the Prudent Pearl, and I realized I looked rough. Not even the cute skirt and V-neck shirt could distract from the bags under my brown eyes. With my blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail, it accentuated my puffy eyes. I pulled my hair free from the tie and decided to wear it loose.

      Even though I needed to see about a job, not a beauty pageant, I still wanted to make a good first impression.

      I supposed it didn’t matter too much. Every business on the island was desperate for help.

      Perhaps I should support the town and get a job with a struggling small business, but as I’d attempted to sleep last night, I’d thought about why I wouldn’t want to. They deserved better than the inconsistent hours I would give them. I had to think about my business first, which meant if a booking came in at the last minute, I’d have to bail. I’d hate to do that to anyone, but especially to a small business that only had a couple of employees they depended on.

      Speaking about my business, I opened my laptop to find no bookings had come in overnight.

      With a sigh, I grabbed my keys and small purse, then headed out.

      The only way to get to the north side of the island was through town. The golf cart bumped along the rutted path until it finally spit me out near Gage’s house. As I passed by, I looked to find him sitting on the bench outside his front door. His head was tipped back against the house, a baseball hat covering his face. That was a normal spot for him to hang out, but the hat was a new addition.

      Taking a right onto the road that led north, I was in and out of town in a matter of minutes. I drove over the bridge that looked out over the waste transfer station and wound my way up a hill that passed by a few homes. Some sold fresh fruit, vegetables, and eggs at the end of their driveway.

      Soon, Cesar’s mansion came into view at the highest point of the hill, and the resort road wound back down to the ocean.

      Pulling into a parking spot near the front entry, I got out and studied the place for a moment. From previous research, I knew the resort had three buildings dedicated to hotel rooms, and a smaller building in the front that held the lobby, gift shops, massage and beauty spa, restaurant, and bar. There were multiple pools in the center of the property that were connected by lazy rivers and channels. There were also small huts scattered around the pools, which I suspected were for bars and activities.

      A group of passengers disembarked a boat and walked inside, towing their suitcases along. I followed them inside, finding the front desk. For it being so new, I was surprised to see it crowded.

      I couldn’t even get people to book my bungalows at a discounted rate, and this place was packed. I supposed that just meant I had things to learn from this goliath resort.

      Waiting in line, I scoped the place out. It looked clean, new, and very generic. It was the same art and lobby furniture that could be found at hundreds of resorts. A white board near a concierge desk listed all the activities for the day. Snorkeling adventures, jet ski tours, yoga on the beach, and several crafting classes were included at no additional cost.

      When I finally reached the front desk attendant, who wore a blue polo shirt tucked into khaki shorts, I was surprised to find it was Anita, the murdered man’s widow.

      She smiled at me, but it seemed forced. Seeing as she hadn’t wanted a job since she was happiest as a housewife, I wasn’t surprised at her lackluster greeting.

      “Hi, Anita,” I said. “How are you?”

      “I’m living the dream,” she said dully. “Why are you here?”

      “I haven’t gotten as many bookings as I’d hoped. I’m hoping I can get a job here until things change.”

      A young kid shrieked as he ran through the lobby with an inflatable pool toy.

      Anita winced. When the kid was gone, she pointed to her left. “Follow the hallway to the left. At the end of the hallway, there is a set of stairs. Take it up to the second floor, where you’ll find the business offices. HR is located just down the hall and there is a board in the hallway with all the job openings listed. Applications are on a small desk under the board. If you fill it out here, you can probably interview right away.”

      She was oddly helpful, but maybe it was because the resort needed more help. More help meant less stress for the current employees.

      “Thank you.” I hurried away and followed her directions to find the job listings.

      It was quiet in this section of the building. I heard the gentle hum of the air conditioning as it flowed through the vents and the soft clacking of a keyboard coming from one of the offices.

      Perusing the listing, I saw nearly every resort job available. Front desk, servers, bartenders, chefs, dishwashers, housekeepers, groundskeeper, maintenance, office workers, massage therapists, beauty consultants, and activity coordinators.

      None of them inspired excitement, but I wasn’t here for a career. I was here for money to tide me over. My expertise in data analysis didn’t look like it would help me here, and I really didn’t want to go back to the type of job that had sent me running to this island to escape.

      Okay, it wasn’t the job. It was my boss who hadn’t appreciated me as he passed me up for multiple promotions and gave them to his pet-of-the-moment employees. But really, I was tired of corporate life.

      So, that would exclude any office jobs here. Massage therapy and beauty consultant were out as well since I didn’t have the certifications needed. I also had no skill in maintenance. I looked at the other jobs available and sighed. What would help me most with my rentals? Possibly the front desk, groundskeeper, or activity coordinator.

      Since I didn’t have a front desk, and it was only two bungalows I rented, I ignored that job listing. Plus, working alongside Anita didn’t sound pleasant. I ignored the groundskeeper job as well, since I only had sand to maintain.

      Activity coordinator it was, then.

      Taking an application and pen from the desk, I sat and filled it out.

      I noticed a small sign on the desk that said to knock on the HR door when finished.

      As I completed the application, the quiet space filled with a conversation coming from the office behind me. The door was closed, but someone was obviously upset about something if the rising voice was any indication.

      “Where is it?” the man demanded. “I’ve been waiting.”

      A brief silence followed.

      “No,” he said. “I checked and double checked. It’s not there.” Another silence. “I don’t give a damn. No more excuses. Find it and get it to me. I paid a premium price for it.”

      He cursed loudly, then it was silent again.

      I glanced back at the closed door and saw the name plaque was for Fenton Cooley, Resort Manager.

      I hurried to finish the application, wondering if I should even bother working here if the angry man was the person who ran the resort.

      Since I’d hopefully only be staying a few months, I decided it would be fine. Not like an activity coordinator would have to deal with him all the time. And if the work environment got bad, I’d leave and find a different job.

      Lightly knocking on the HR door, I heard a man say, “Come in.”
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