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Excerpt:  

“Okay, six times. That’s the limit,” Mike told the pup with a shake of his head. “Where in the hell 

you store that much pee is beyond me.” Charlie looked up at him with a happy grin after making 

sure the tree was properly watered. “I don’t know why I thought I’d discover anything with you 

along except just how many gallons of pee a dog can hold in his bladder.” 

“Woof,” Charlie responded before pulling on the leash. 

“Okay, okay,” Mike chuckled. “We’ll head down to the beach. Maybe chasing a few sticks will 

make you feel better. I swear it’s official—I’ve gone nuts. Now I’m talking to the dog and he 

answers me. What’s next, a woodland witch or a mermaid to tempt my heart?” 

A shiver ran down his spine when Charlie whined. It was almost as if the pup was warning him to 

be careful of what he said. Shrugging his shoulders, he pushed the thought away as a sudden burst 

of energy flooded him. A grin curved his lips as he reached down and unhooked the leash. 

“I’ll race you,” he said, pocketing the leash and taking off down the crooked, uneven trail at an 

easy run. “First one on the beach has to clean the dishes tonight.” 

A husky laugh escaped him when Charlie darted ahead of him. Inhaling deeply, Mike breathed in 

the cold, damp air. It filled his lungs, energizing him. For the first time in over a year, he felt a 

sense of purpose, as if something was about to happen. 

I just hope it is more than cleaning the dishes after Charlie licks them, he thought as they broke 

through the opening in the trees and onto the rocky shore.  

	


