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Chapter One
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KENT WALKER WOKE FROM his sleep. The boat was shifting from side to side, but he could feel movements that were not explained by the coming tide. He quietly ran his hand across his nightstand and felt the small wiry frames. He put on the glasses and quietly stepped out of bed, careful not to make the fourth floorboard squeak as he passed through his boat. He had spent a night on the water, but he had not been motivated to leave the shore on an overnight trip for years. He did not have many friends left, and his wife had passed only two years ago. 

Kent walked through the boat, hearing a cluttering as something hit the floor on the upper deck. He took his ladder to the bow, able to see the glint of the moonlight at this point. Just as he was about to pull himself to his feet, he felt something hit his face. Kent clambered down the ladder, landing back in the cabin. He rubbed his face and made another go of it. As he made it to the top, he noticed that his boat was no longer bolted to the dock, and it was swaying faster and faster away from its usual spot.

Kent looked towards the dock and noticed a dark shape running away. He could not make out any details, and his swollen eye was not helping in this matter. He went to the flying bridge and looked around the floor. He had left his box somewhere, but he did not see it in sight. Kent looked back at the now empty dock, wishing that he had pulled back to the dock and caught whoever did this. He had made sure that he kept the box somewhere where no one would look. His wife and him had buried their treasures long ago on one of the local islands, and they had always planned to go back and unbury them. But after her passing, he did not feel right. That was one memory he had of her and keeping it just as she made it feel less lonely. But now, he was going to do something about it. The only problem was, without the box, he did not have the map that told him where it was. 
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Chapter Two
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PARKER MOVED HER PAPERWORK into their proper folders and pieced together her cluttered desk. It had been a slow day at the agency, and she was getting antsy. Summer usually brought more customers to her place, but they either had nothing for her or went on vacation.

“Are you going to do that all day?” Iris called from the door. 

“I might,” Parker replied to her secretary. She knew that the other woman was ready to go home. She had an active social life filled with events and gatherings and was not patient enough to sit in a quiet office for exceptionally long.

“Come on, Parker,” Iris said. “There’s no one here. We had a good bit of business during winter. I know you have money to pay bills and do something other than sit around here. Why don’t you just call it a day?”

“I made a commitment,” Parker told her. “It says right on the door I am here until five. What if there are customers? What if they come here after we shut down shop and look at the sign? What kind of private investigator does that make me look like?”

“One with a life,” Iris laughed, chewing her gum obnoxiously.

“No, a flake,” Parker said. 

“Parker, I got shows to watch,” Iris responded. “You won’t put in a television. I’ve already done all the billing, and there aren’t any appointments.”

“Be patient,” Parker commented, going back to cleaning up her office.

“Spend some money,” Iris said. “Do some advertisement. Talk to local businesses about leaving your business cards and buy a television.”

“I can’t,” Parker told her. “I have to pay your paycheck.”

Iris made a face and walked away, closing the office door on the way out. The agency had been slow, and Parker was feeling it. She had put most of her savings into getting licensed and setting the place up. She had wanted to work for herself, and investigation was something that she knew how to do. After spending eight years on the police force, she had gotten used to helping the community, but during her last year, they discharged her because of a case she and her partner had handled unsuccessfully. Parker had felt disappointed at herself after they let her go. She knew that she was not done fighting for what was right, and her skills in that area would be wasted if she did not do something about it. That is when Parker had decided that she should open the agency. She hired Iris from a help-wanted ad that she had put out in the local newspaper, and since then, they had gained enough business to pay the bills and have a little extra money on the side.

Parker did not have anyone at home. She had not dated in years, and her family lived back in Illinois. She liked the life that she had down here, and she loved the locals that lived along the Florida coastline. The sun was scorching, and the beaches were eye-catching. She loved the spirit of life that this area had, and she enjoyed the relaxing state of her community. 

“Parker,” Iris knocked on the door.

“Iris, I didn’t change my mind about the television,” Parker said through the door.

“No, you have customers,” Iris replied.

Parker looked at herself in her office mirror, wiping away a few crumbs that lunch had left on her face. She straightened her clothing and checked her hair. Spraying some cologne on, she walked back to her desk and sat down. “Let them in,” she told the other woman. Hopefully, this would be a case that would keep her busy for a while. 
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Chapter Three
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KAY WALKER HELPED HER grandfather into the detective’s office. She waited for him to shake hands and sit down before she got herself comfortable. It had upset him about the break-in on his boat, and he refused to tell her what they took. She was curious and felt compassion for the older man. He had suffered so many losses in the last couple of years that he barely got out. He was at home or in his boat, and Kay had tried to stop by and see him every week in between her consistent work schedule and other personal events. 

“Hello, what can I do you for,” the detective asked, leaning back in her chair. 

Kay looked at the woman. She was wearing a plaid button-up and a pair of jeans, not exactly the attire for a professional, but her grandfather had insisted on going to her, and she would not argue. Kay brushed a stray hair behind her ear and watched as her grandfather told the woman about the incident at his boat. She waited quietly and scanned the office as she did so.

“They knocked me down my ladder, and when I went to the flying bridge, my box was gone,” her grandfather explained to the detective.

“What was in the box, Mr. Walker,” the detective asked.

Kay saw the detective look in her direction and scan her up and down. She turned her eyes away, knowing that her skin was now coated with a red blush. She hated that her body reacted that way when she was embarrassed. She wished that she could just be like other people and hide the emotions she did not want others to know about. 

“It was a map,” her grandfather said. “My wife and I made it years ago, so we could find the treasures we buried on one of the islands.”

“A map?” Kay asked. “Why didn’t you just tell me that?”

“I’m telling you now,” her grandfather told her. “And don’t be telling anyone else in the family. This means a lot to me. I don’t need anyone to go digging around.”

“I won’t tell anyone, but how do you know that you can trust her?” Kay questioned, looking at the detective.

“I’m right here,” the detective said, looking at her with a piercing glare. “I’m not interested in taking his treasure away from him. I’m here to do a job.”

“Please, Kay, don’t be rude,” her grandfather commented. “I’ve known Parker for some time now. I believe that she can help me.”

“So, did you get a visual of the suspect?” Parker asked, getting back to the case.

“No, they left and dismounted my boat from the dock as they did.”

“Do you have any idea who could have done this?”

“No.”

“Maybe we should just go to the island and track down the treasure,” Parker replied. “Maybe we can get there before the suspect does.”

“That’s not a bad idea,” her grandfather said. “I’m afraid my health isn’t too good to go with, and I can’t remember exactly where the treasure is buried. But I know which island it is on.”

“That’s not much to go by, but we have been slow around here, so it wouldn’t hurt to take a brief look around there just to see if anyone has been sniffing around,” the detective said. “If we can’t find the treasure, we might find the person who took your map.”

“I would really appreciate it,” her grandfather replied. “Take Kay with you. She might help. Besides, if you find it, I would feel comforted that it is in her hands.”

“Grandpa, I have work,” Kay debated. She loved helping him out but being retired had made him forget about the need to work to pay bills.

“Kay, you work for yourself,” her grandfather said. “You can take some time off. This is important to me.”

Kay looked into the older man’s eyes. They were filled with sadness. She could not tell him no when he looked at her like that. “Alright, I suppose I could take a little time off.”

“Great,” the detective told her. “We leave tomorrow for the island. Now, Mr. Walker, where is it located?”
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Chapter Four
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PARKER SHOOK OFF HER meeting with the Walkers, excited to have a fresh case but perturbed that the young woman with Kent distrusted her. She was not the best at first impressions, but she did not deserve to be treated like a criminal. It was hard enough trying to maintain her reputation after leaving the police force without having customers that did not know her deciding what type of person she was. 

“Are you leaving?” Iris asked, standing in the door.

“Yes,” Parker said, shutting off her light and walking out of the room. “I’m sure you are in for another exciting night.”

“I’m just trying to act my age,” Iris said. “You should try it sometime.”

“I get out,” Parker replied. “I’m just not into all of those socialite events and dinners like you are. I can only handle them for about ten minutes before I’m ready to leave.”

“You should give it a chance,” Iris chided. “You should give me a chance. I told you a long time ago Parker, a little of me goes a long way.”

“I don’t date coworkers,” Parker told her, walking to the office door. “Besides, I have a big case in the morning. I might not be in tomorrow.”

“So, does that mean I have the day off?” Iris smiled.

“It sure does,” Parker said. “So, get whatever you need to out of your system. We have some new customers.”

“The Walkers,” Iris corrected. “What kind of case do they have?”

“Missing property,” Parker told her, opening the door. “And I’ve known Kent for a long time. I met him when I was working at the precinct, so we need to go the extra mile for him.”

“Are you ever going to tell me what happened... why you got discharged?” Iris questioned, looking at her as if she could read it from her body language.

“No,” Parker told her. “I don’t want to relive that day.”
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