
  
  [image: image-placeholder]




  
  



[image: image-placeholder]
Copyright © 2024 Brittany E. Brinegar 

Cover Design © 2024 Britt Lizz

All rights reserved

BRITT LIZZ PUBLISHING COMPANY

The characters and events portrayed in this book are fictitious. Any similarity to real persons, living or dead, is coincidental and not intended by the author.

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without express written permission of the publisher.

Created with Atticus








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Book
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1 Hour Mysteries
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        Through the Hourglass
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        Bury Your Head in the Sand
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        Hit the Beach
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        Dead Men Tell No Tales
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        Build Sandcastles in the Air
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        Jump in a Lake
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        Remember the Alamo
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        A free book for you...
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Next in the Series
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Books by Britt
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  About the Book


The only thing hotter than the Texas sun is a sandcastle competition worth kidnapping for. 
The last thing Lizzie Brown wants to do on the 104-degree August day is participate in the Sandcastle Showdown. But thanks to her overly competitive twin sister, they’re challenging the four-time champ. When the eccentric inventor vanishes before defending his crown, everyone brushes it off – except the twins. 
A cryptic phone call sparks the twin’s suspicion of foul play, thrusting them into a search for their most formidable competitor. Amidst the searing temperatures and the shifting sands of suspicion, the twins enter a race against time to unearth the buried secrets.
Can Lizzie and her sister beat the relentless heat and uncover the truth behind the inventor's vanishing act before it's too late? 






  
  1 Hour Mysteries


Twin Bluebonnet Ranch Mysteries 
Teachers, Tricks, and Time Capsules 
Silent Nights and Shoplifting
Antiques, Alibis, and Auctions
Rodeo, Ransom, and Fireworks 
Ghostwriters and Gravediggers
Secrets, Lies, and Poisonberry Pies
Friday Night Frights
Turkey, Thievery, and Twins
Sleuths, Sabotage, and Sandcastles
Ballots, Belles, and Blackmail

Hollywood Whodunit Short Stories
Hitchcock's Perfect Murder
Bushwhacking & Backstabbing
Candy Korn Killer
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  Chapter 1
Through the Hourglass

Samantha


I tilted the brim of my cowboy hat as the noon sun radiated. The water shimmered and the sweet smell of honeysuckle wafted in the warm breeze. Ducks quacked as they waddled across the beach and splashed into the inviting lake. 
“They have the right idea.” My best friend, Becky Robinson, slathered on a second coat of sunscreen. “It’s misery baking out here in the heat.”
“No worse than any other summer day.”
Her eyes widened behind oversized sunglasses. “How are you not bothered? You’re wearing jeans and boots.”
“What else am I supposed to wear? I rode over on Peaches.” I jutted a thumb to my Palomino parked underneath a shade tree. “What is it you want to discuss? Cashing in on those riding lessons I offered?”
She executed a dramatic doubletake and glared at my horse as if it were a Chupacabra. “Not in this lifetime.” She cleared her throat. “Have you heard about the Sandcastle Showdown this weekend?”
I pointed to the ginormous vinyl sign stretched between two stakes on the beach. “How could I not?”
“Right? They must have the advertising budget of a superhero franchise.”
“What about it?”
She adjusted the brim of her floppy white hat. “I need some pointers on well… everything.”
“Your father is a four-time champ. My advice is to ask him.”
“That’s the thing.” She lowered her voice. “Dad invited me to compete with him and I’m afraid I might let him down. I know nothing about building sandcastles. The only time I tried, the sand didn’t even stick together.”
I squinted at the fine print on the bottom of the sign. The theme for the Sandcastle Showdown was dynamic duos – contestants were forced to compete in pairs for the first time. Possibly to give someone else a fighting chance at the trophy? Handcuffing Gallagher Robinson with a partner would certainly even the playing field.
“Did you hear me?” Becky asked.
“I’m mulling your question.”
“And?”
I shrugged. “Try your best to stay out of Gallagher’s way and to look busy.”
“I want to help him win.”
“Staying out of his way will help him win.”
Her face spread into a slight smile. “You’re not exactly boosting my confidence here.”
I shrugged. “If that’s the sort of pep talk you’re after, you asked the wrong twin for advice. Lizzie is better with the…”
“Sugarcoating?”
“I was going to say lying to spare your feelings but let’s go with that.”
She squirted a blob of sunscreen in her palm and rubbed the lotion over the tops of her feet. A red V-shape formed where her flip-flops separated her toes. “Are you competing?”
“In the Sandcastle Showdown? No.”
“Why not? It seems like fun.”
I twisted my head. “For whom?”
“Alright so if you aren’t competing, maybe you can help me decipher these blueprints Gallagher gave me to study.” She slipped a rolled schematic from her massive beach tote. “I can’t make heads or tails of the measurements. How many meters is in an inch?”
“One inch is about.025 meters. Perhaps you’d be interested in the centimeter conversion?”
She pulled out a tape measure. “Maybe you can make me a conversion chart. Gallagher is completely un-American in his use of the metric system.”
“It’s quite intuitive because everything is in increments of ten…”
Becky held up a hand. “I made it all through high school ignoring the science teacher’s spiel. This will just further confuse me.”
My eyes cut to the tiny beach house as Becky’s father busted through the rickety sliding door, tearing a hole through the screen. I couldn’t decide if he was clumsy like his daughter or simply an absent-minded inventor with his head in the clouds. He raked a hand through his graying hair as he hung up his phone with a huff.
“What’s that about?” I asked.
Becky shrugged. “He’s probably trying to find investors for his latest project. He claims this is the one that will make him a millionaire.”
Gallagher stomped across the sandy shore and joined us by the water’s edge. “What are we talking about?”
Becky arched her brows. “Whether anyone has a shot against the reigning champ at the Sandcastle Showdown.”
“This competition is the single greatest achievement of my life.” Gallagher’s forehead wrinkled as he heard his words aloud. “Next to my kids of course. And graduating college. Oh, and my first invention that I sold to investors…” He trailed off. “But the sandcastle competition is easily a top tenner.”
Becky grinned. “Glad I cracked the list.”
“You’re number one, Shortcake.” He held his hand to the side of his mouth and whispered. “You edge out your brother now that he entered his smelly phase.”
Her nose scrunched. “You mean since birth?”
I leaned around my petite friend. “What are your plans for the competition, Mr. Robinson?”
“Mum’s the word.” He rocked on his heels. “I’m surprised the overcompetitive Brown Twins aren’t joining in the fun.”
“This isn’t our area of expertise.”
“It is quite embarrassing to have an old guy wipe the floor with you. I don’t blame you for being scared.” He smirked. “How about some refreshments?”
A robotic dog rolled across the docks to deliver a pitcher of lemonade. Very slowly.
“I’m not afraid. I’m uninterested.”
“It takes great skill and patience to build sandcastles. It’s okay if you aren’t creative. Not everyone is.”
My brow furrowed as I pointed to the blueprints. “And recycling your design from three years ago is creative?”
“You’ve been studying up on me.” He grinned. “I gave Becky dummy plans in case she shared them with anyone.”
Becky’s head whipped around. “Dad, you sabotaged your teammate?”
“I’m taking precautions. When you’re a four-time winner, people will stop at nothing to dethrone you.” Gallagher reached down to pat the robot dog. “Care for some lemonade? It’s low calorie.”
“I only showed Samantha the plans because she isn’t competing.”
“So, she says.” Gallagher pressed a button on his remote. “Good boy, Spot. Now serve a glass.” Lemons sloshed everywhere and the dogbot poured the sticky sweet drink into the sand and handed me an empty glass.
“That’s one way to cut the sugar.”
He snagged a screwdriver from the pocket of his khaki Dockers. “We still have a few kinks to work through.”
“I assure you, I have no plans to enter the Showdown. Why would I want to waste my day off building sandcastles?”
“Especially when you have no chance of winning.” He spread his arms. “Makes complete sense.”
My jaw tightened and I considered joining out of pure spite.
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