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To all mystery lovers… 

thank you for reading this book.


Happy Sleuthing!
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A Word From The Management… 
Before you begin this story, there are a couple of points we would like to make…
This is fiction. The characters, businesses, settings and events are part of our friend's vivid imagination. Yes, it takes place in the great state of Florida. That part is non-fiction. But the rest? Nope, it's all from her mind. So if you think the characters, settings or events remind you of the real thing, then that is purely coincidental. 
Mistakes happen, no matter how hard we try, or how many beta readers or rounds of editing happen, something always sneaks by. If you find an error, please email us at sunsandstories@gmail.com and we will make the corrections.
We hope you will enjoy the story, and when you're finished, please tell a friend about it and post a review.
On behalf of our boss,
Miss Marple and Fletch
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Don't Forget About My Newsletter!

Be sure to signup for my newsletter to find information abut new book progress, my writing life, a word from Miss Marple and Fletch and many other writing/reading surprises!
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  Chapter 1

Welcome back to sunny Citrus Beach, where the palm trees sway, mysteries linger, and sleuthing runs in the family! Emma Cassidy is home again, and with her trusty sidekick, Dixie, by her side, she’s ready to follow in her mother’s footsteps—one clue at a time. 
Don’t miss out on the fun! Stick around until the very end for a special treat: a Free Book just for you. So, grab your magnifying glass, settle in, and let’s unravel the secrets of Citrus Beach together.
***
Emma Cassidy stood on the balcony of her bedroom, looking out across her backyard that butted up to the Citrus Beach Preserve. There was a wild calmness about the preserve that she loved. This was her first day in her new house. Her uncle had given her the keys only an hour before as the last of the construction crews cleared out, leaving Emma alone for the first time to wander her house, enjoying it. She knew it would be a brief reprieve because her mother planned to arrive with truckloads of furniture and accessories. Emma and her mother, Megan Cassidy-Tori, had spent days scouring antique shops and small boutiques to find the right furniture to reflect Emma's unique personality.
The blue heron's call echoed in the early morning air before the South Florida heat settled in. But Emma wasn't worried about the heat. Between the preserve and the massive live oak they had built around, a canopy of heavy shade covered her house, guaranteeing a few degrees of cooler temperatures.
A second sound reached Emma. It was a sharp bark of her pocket-beagle, Dixie. She turned around and found the puppy standing in the middle of the room, dancing from one foot to another, waiting to get Emma's attention.
"What do you think, Dixie? Do you like your new home?" 
Emma stepped back into the bedroom, closing the big French doors behind her. Until trained, Dixie would have to be taught not to go out on the balcony by herself, and she would keep the doors closed or pull the screen doors tight. As Emma latched the door, she looked out the window and glimpsed something darting in the underbrush. The size ruled out the possibility of it being a bird, and she pondered the possible presence of Florida panthers in the vicinity. But in a split second, it disappeared. Emma hesitated as she remembered the feeling she had had over the last few days when she came to the house after the workers had left for the day. It felt like she was being watched, but she didn’t feel threatened. 
Dixie barked again, and Emma turned her attention from the view below and grinned at her puppy. She let Dixie take the lead and followed her out of the room, down the hardwood stairs, and to the first floor. Dixie dashed across the hallway to the kitchen as if she knew this would be where the food was.
"It is good to know your priorities." Emma laughed as she watched the puppy stand in front of the cupboard where she had stashed its treats.
As Emma reached into the cupboard to pull out a treat for the dog, she looked around the kitchen, enjoying what she saw. This was the one room she insisted was full of modern conveniences. She wasn't a big cook, but she had a particular friend who loved to cook, and she pictured the two of them sitting in her kitchen together, sharing specialty meals Travis Anderson loved to prepare. Once she arranged the furniture and other items, she knew the kitchen would look fresh, but she didn't plan to spend much time there unless she was with Travis. 
Leaving Dixie to enjoy her treat, Emma walked across the room to look out another set of large sliding glass doors leading to the patio. The view was also of the preserve, but it gave a contrasting perspective, bringing the preserve closer, almost enveloping the house. Emma and her family designed the home to blend with the preserve. A discrete jasmine-covered fence, already planted, hid it and separated her from the wilderness. The preserve was the focal point of her house. Her rooms had doors that opened up to the view of the wilderness. The front of the house was a stark contrast, looking like a typical Key West cottage. Emma had intertwined her two beloved worlds, the beach and the preserve.
Emma stood by the sliding glass doors, looking outside, enjoying the view, and listening to the birds.
"Yoo-hoo! We're here."
Megan's voice rang out after she knocked on the door, and Emma sighed. She would not get her hour of peace. Her mother had already arrived, and when Emma turned to welcome her, she saw she wasn't alone. Her mother's assistant, Zoe, was standing behind her, and Emma's two best friends were grinning behind them, each holding a plant.
"We brought you a house gift. I don't know why you need any more plants." The man was Emma's age with sandy blond, windblown hair. The girl next to him had long blonde hair and a serious look on her face. She was five years older than Emma.
"You can never have too many plants, Jake," Emma said as she waved her friends into the house.
"Don't worry, that's not all we brought. Here, welcome to your home."
Her other guest reached behind her and pulled out a bottle of champagne, thrusting it into Emma's hands.
"Kim, you didn't need to do this."
"Oh yes, I did. If I'm going to be here today helping you and your mother set up your furniture and everything else, I want to celebrate when we’re finished."
The three friends laughed, and Megan joined in, scanning the area to ensure they had cleaned everything and prepared it for the new furniture.
"There's no need for inspection, Mom. Paul's crew left a little while ago, and everything is spic-and-span," Emma teased her mother as she hugged her. Moments later, a tall, dark-haired man walked in behind them, carrying a massive tray of coffee, doughnuts, and other goodies.
"Yes! Aiden has brought the essentials," Jake said.
Aiden Tori was Emma's stepfather and Jake's boss. Jake was an investigative reporter working with Aiden in his FBI consultations. Kim ran the Citrus Beach paper, which she owned with her grandfather. Megan and Zoe ran her mother's garden business. Their help meant the world to her, and she was incredibly appreciative. Emma directed Aiden toward the kitchen to put the tray on the counter, and moments later, Megan was pouring cups of coffee for everyone as they relaxed while they waited for the furniture to arrive. The front doorbell rang for a second time, and moments later, following their voices, a handsome man walked into the kitchen, grinning from ear to ear.
"I knew there'd be food here," he joked. He stopped long enough to kiss Emma before he reached for a doughnut on the tray.
"Travis, I'm glad you're here to help. We'll need as many muscular arms as we can find," Megan said.
The delivery trucks arrived within twenty minutes, and with their arrival, they got busy bringing in furniture and boxes, placing them as directed, and helping Emma move into her new home.
The day flew by as they worked together. On and off throughout the day, other people stopped by to help, including Megan's cousin Paul and his wife Lucy. Their two teenagers stopped in after school but were distracting rather than helpful. Zoe had left about halfway through the day to head to the office to finish her work.
By four o'clock that afternoon, they had finished moving all the heavy furniture in and were ready to relax. Megan and Aiden declined the offer to join the younger group for the pizza that was being delivered for dinner. As Megan left, she hugged her daughter and whispered, "Welcome home." She and her husband walked to the front door, and then, at the last minute, Megan turned back to her daughter with a reminder.
"Don't forget you're meeting with Dylan tomorrow morning at the preserve site." 






  
  Chapter 2

Emma and Dixie walked from her new home to the preserve's entrance. She had been so occupied with settling herself that she hadn't paid much attention to what was happening at the preserve site. To her surprise, she discovered a narrow road, covered in crushed shell, already in place, and as she followed it, she stumbled upon an RV that Dylan had arranged to serve as both his sleeping quarters and temporary office. He had installed an enormous canvas covering and created a small pavilion where he put out a long table and chairs. Behind the table, he had put a temporary shed to hold his materials. 
"Good morning," Emma called out, her voice echoing in the still morning air. Moments later, the door to the RV opened, and Dylan stepped out, clipboard in hand and his glasses perched on the end of his nose.
"Emma, perfect timing. And who's this little cutie you have with you?" Dylan asked.
"This is Dixie, and she has promised to be on her best behavior. However, if you don't want her here—"
"No, it's fine having Dixie here as long as she stays on her leash. Remember that this is a wild area, and who knows what lurks out there?" he half-laughed, looking around the uncleared preserve.
"Thanks. If she gets into too much trouble, I have my tote bag here that she can pop into. Now, please tell me what you've been doing since I last saw you. It looks like you settled in."
Emma looked around her, seeing more evidence of Dylan making the spot homey. Two comfortable Adirondack chairs sat beside the RV, shaded by one of the many oak trees. A small fold-up table was nearby, and Emma saw evidence of where he had cooked his breakfast.
"You know you don't have to rough it out here. There's an empty apartment over one building on the compound that you're welcome to."
"Thanks for the offer, but I prefer to stay here where I can get a feel for the native movements of the preserve. It's quite exciting. Yesterday, I saw a Florida panther deeper into the preserve, and a couple of bobcats are close to becoming domesticated. They seem to think I will feed them if they hang around."
"You wouldn't do that, would you?"
"No. I don't want to encourage any interaction between wildlife and humans. But as they become used to us, some will be more curious than others. I have to admit I've already befriended a squirrel who comes every afternoon for a couple of peanuts. He eats them right out of my hand."
Emma chuckled with him, and Dixie picked up her ears at the sound. She looked around, wondering what the humans were laughing at. But there was nothing to see.
"It's up to you. We can look at the maps and plans I have or follow a few natural trails I found to give you a feel of what we're working with before we look at the maps," Dylan said, getting to the reason for the meeting.
"I'd like to get a feel for it. Then, when I see it on paper, it will have more meaning. You're really into this, aren't you, Dylan?"
"It's my life's work. Come on, let's take a walk. You'll understand what I mean. But remember, this is only the tip of what we have to work with."
Emma and Dixie walked alongside Dylan as he followed a subtle path off to the side of the RV. They walked for fifteen minutes and then found a clearing. Here, a small waterway ran. The sight of the white sugar sand surprised Emma, giving the area a beach-like feeling. She knew better than to go close to the water. It might look inviting, but it also might be the host of dangerous animals, not the least of which is the native alligator.
"This is one surprise I found. When we build the boardwalk pathways as intended, people will be thrilled. I've sat here at different times of the day watching wildlife, and the birds that come here are unbelievable. This will be a perfect area to set up a stand for birdwatchers. And it's only one of many I’ve found."
The excitement in his voice was impossible to ignore, and Emma was getting a glimpse of a different side of Dylan. To him, this wasn't a job; it was a passion, and with clarity, she knew they had picked the right man.
"At this time of day, most of the animals are sleeping, so Dixie can wander as long as she stays on her leash. We’ll keep an eye on her and let her stretch out her legs," Dylan suggested.
Emma hesitated, not wanting to let Dixie be too close to danger. But Dylan smiled and pointed to a small clearing farther away from the water area. Together, they walked toward it, and Emma let Dixie's leash run longer. As Dixie explored, Emma and Dylan discussed the possibilities for the first area they had visited. Occasionally, they could hear Dixie bark, but she didn't sound fearful.
"This preserve is going to be fantastic. This is one of many waterways that run through it, and I think it will create exciting kayaking and walking tours for guests," Dylan said.
"I'm glad you're thinking about the possibilities of people enjoying the preserve. Yes, it's important that we keep this area from being developed, but it is equally important that people be able to visit it and see this area in its native state."
The two of them exchanged an understanding smile. Emma realized Dylan had acknowledged there had to be a compromise between preservation and usage. He'd come a long way since they had first started talking about the preserve. Initially, he only wanted to save the land and not let any humans onto it. However, to get the funding and grants they needed to keep the preserve moving forward in production, they had to make a certain percentage of it accessible for human use. Once they determined what the usage would be, and between the Cassidy family and those on the appointed board of directors for the preserve, they agreed the preserve should remain as intact as possible. They planned to limit human development by utilizing the land to determine areas of interaction with visitors.
Emma and Dillon discussed some plans they had both been thinking of while Dixie did a bit of mild exploration. She inspected and observed what the humans were doing, returning twice. On both occasions, she had dirt on her paws and sand on her nose, revealing that she had been digging into something. Each time, she barked, as if asking Emma to follow her, but left before Emma moved to follow. 
Dixie returned for a third time, barking more insistently. Emma stared at the dog with concern, hoping Dixie hadn't found a turtle nest. Before she could examine the puppy, Dixie took off again, going as far as her lead would let her. Moments later, she came back with something in her mouth. She walked toward Emma and Dylan, dropped it at their feet, and looked up at the two humans, wagging her tail with pride as she presented them with her find.
At first, Emma and Dylan didn't pay any attention. It took Dixie a few sharp barks for the humans to look down at her. Emma gasped when they did, and Dylan took his glasses off his nose to stare at his feet.
"Is that a human bone?" Emma asked.






  
  Chapter 3

Before Emma objected, Dylan reached out and picked up the bone to examine it. 
"I'm no expert, but I think that's part of a human arm bone. The thing is, it looks like it's been buried for a while." He looked down at the puppy and scratched his nose before pushing his glasses back in place with his free hand. "Where in the world did you find this?" he asked Dixie.
"Hold it still, Dylan, and let me get a picture," Emma instructed as she pulled out her phone to use the camera.
"Isn't that a tad morbid?"
"No, I'm sending a picture to the police."
Dylan looked at her with a shocked expression. Without thinking, he reached out to take her phone, but Emma moved out of his reach, making him frown.
"What are you doing, Dylan?"
"I'm stopping you from calling the police. They'll come in here and trample over the preserve, and it'll set us back on our schedule."
"We have to let them know; they need to investigate. Look, I know you're concerned about the preserve. But I also know the sheriff, and he's one hundred percent behind this project. So, rest assured, Sean Young will do his best to keep the preserve from being trampled while finding out where this bone came from."
Dylan looked at Emma and nodded, as if realizing what he had said.
"Of course, the police have to investigate. I'm sorry; it was a knee-jerk reaction. But before they get out of here, why don't we find out where Dixie got this? Maybe it's an odd bone that got dragged into the preserve."
Emma looked around her and shuddered. Suddenly, the preserve didn't seem so wonderful. The little beach area was perfect for somebody to kayak to. But by either foul or accidental means, someone died here.
"You're right. Let's find out where Dixie got this. At the very least, we can show the police where Dixie found the bone and eliminate extra searching."
Emma released the lock on the leash to Dixie, giving her the go-ahead to wander and explore. At first, Dixie had no intention of leaving; Dylan was still holding her prize. But after a few words of encouragement from Emma, the little puppy wagged her tail and took off on a run, leaving Dylan and Emma to hurry behind her.
She didn't take them far; she hadn't had that long of a lead on her leash. But what she had done was dig around in the underbrush. There, they found an old Myrtle; lightning had struck it at some point. It had taken years, but the trunk had broken apart, and the weight of the foliage from the still-alive side had pulled the tree onto its side during a recent windstorm. Emma looked around the base of the tree and knew what had happened. The tree’s fall pulled up the dirt and sand it was anchored to. The process of shifting dirt and sand exposed human bones. Emma looked in horror at the skeletal structure.
"This must've happened last week, in that storm we had. Wonder how long it's been buried?" Emma asked.
“We can assume that since it’s only bones and nothing more, this body has lain buried for a long time.”
"You're right. The police will figure out a timeline and find evidence of who this person was or, at the very least, the time they lived in." Emma's phone vibrated in her hand, and she looked down to read the text from the sheriff. "The police are on their way. I think you should meet them at the entrance to the preserve, Dylan. That way, they won't get lost finding their way. I'll stay here."
Emma took charge, not letting Dylan stay behind. It's not that she didn't trust him; it was more that she didn't know him that well. And if he was that concerned about the police traipsing through the preserve, he might move the bones. Emma knew from experience that the police would want to examine the bones and their location—anything that could give them clues about who had been left behind in the wilds of Citrus Beach.

      [image: image-placeholder]Dylan must have expressed his concerns to Sean and his officers because they followed his lead, single file, back along the same path that Emma and Dylan had taken an hour earlier.
"Another body, Emma?" Shawn's words were in jest, but he looked with concern at his old friend.
"If I keep this up, I'm going to beat my mother's record," Emma laughed, trying to ease the tension. Sean patted her shoulders as he walked by, standing and looking down at the exposed skeleton.
"Well, this one's been here for a long time, even before your mother's mystery-solving days." Sean looked around him, taking in the situation. "If it hadn't been for the storm, I doubt we'd even know this body was here. Look, why don't you two head back to the trailer? We’ll be here for a while, taking pictures and measurements and collecting the evidence. Dylan, I know you're concerned about your site, but this will have to be reported, and you will find, because of the age of the bones, that there will be plenty of local interest. The folks of Citrus Beach like to know about our town's history. I think this is going to be an interesting piece of that."
Sean motioned for his partner, Officer Davis, to start the proceedings. Sean shoved Dixie into Emma's arms and gave her a slight turn toward the direction they had come. She hesitated, but seeing the look on his face, she started moving as instructed. Dylan took one last look around the area, as if he were putting it in his memory to check against what he would return to, and then he followed Emma toward the RV.






  
  Chapter 4


Emma and Dylan walked silently back to the RV, each lost in thought. Even Dixie seemed subdued, but Emma thought this was because someone had taken Dixie’s treasured large bone, causing her to pout. Upon arriving back at Dylan’s RV command center, they surprisingly found a small, sporty car parked discreetly away from the police vehicles. Emma recognized it and wondered what Kim Hart was doing there. Dylan saw her look of confusion and hurried to explain.
"Kim Hart was meeting us here this morning to take a couple of statements about the progress and our next steps in getting the preserve ready for the public. I guess she's really got a story to report now." With a shake of his head, he looked around to find Kim sitting in one of the Adirondack chairs.
"Don't worry about Kim. She won't disclose anything until she has approval from the police, and Shawn also knows how to be discreet. We will do everything possible to ensure the preserve isn't swamped with people disturbing our work." Emma hastened to reassure Dylan, raising her arm and waving to Kim.
"So, how much should we tell her?"
"Oh, don't get me wrong. Kim will be discreet, but she's all reporter and will want to know everything. Holding back on our discovery will only make her more curious. We may as well be straightforward." Emma laughed as she put Dixie on the ground and moved toward Kim. Kim got to her feet as they approached, giving Emma a quick hug and Dylan an inquiring look.
"Everything okay here? Nobody is hurt, are they?"
"No, we're fine. Emma's puppy here was nosy and dug up an unexpected surprise."
They spent the next five minutes explaining what had happened and then questioned the obvious: whose bones had Dixie discovered?
It didn't take long for Sean Young and his crew to reappear. Emma had been around enough crime scenes before to know that this was fast. But as Sean explained, other than the bones, there was no evidence to be found. They had been on the ground for too long, and nature had taken over, burying any traces of evidence. After he ensured his crew was on their way and the bones were taken to the appropriate place, he returned to talk to Emma, Kim, and Dylan.
"So, what do you think?" Emma was the first to ask what was on their minds: "Was there foul play?"
"You know, it's scary how fast your mind goes to the dark side." Sean laughed, but he hesitated as if debating with himself. Then he sighed and motioned for them to sit around the table.
"Listen, to be honest, and this is just between us, but I suspect those bones have been there for decades. The chances of us ever finding out what happened are slim to none. And to be frank, I don't have the staff to spend much time on it. However…"
"I have plenty of time for research," Kim interjected.
"And I'm more than happy to help. We could rope Jake in to help us as well. I hate to think that the poor person will be forever forgotten, and now that we found the bones, I feel obligated to finish the story," Emma said.
Dylan was silent, looking between the two women as if they'd lost their minds. Sean saw his confusion and explained in a way that only baffled the conservationist even more.
"Emma has been involved in several murder investigations, like her mother was before she married Aiden. And Kim has been a tremendous help in solving these crimes. Jake works for Aiden, an FBI consultant, which gives him access to more information than we would ever want to know."
"But how do you even know where to start?" Dylan asked.
"Well, the crime lab down in Miami will help us identify the age of the bones and the approximate length of time they've been there. And I found this mixed in with the dirt and the bones."
Sean reached into his pocket and pulled out an evidence bag. Opening it, he pulled out a dirt-encrusted locket, which he held in the air for the others to see.
"So, it was a woman buried there," Emma said.
"Yes, I believe so. Forensics will let us know if there are any wounds that went bone deep. It looks like it was an expensive locket with initials on it. Maybe it will lead us somewhere.
Emma reached out and took it from Sean with a gentle movement, knowing that after the years buried in the Florida dirt, any possibility of DNA was long gone. Using the fingernail of her pinky finger, she worked at the locket until she got it open. Two pictures were inside, but the elements had damaged them too much to discern their subjects.
"Well, it's a start," Kim said as she looked over Emma's shoulder, trying to make out the inside of the locket.
"And you think, with this locket, you're going to find out who the victim was and what happened?" The disbelief in Dylan's voice was clear, but Emma brushed it aside as she nodded.
"Once we have a few more facts, which Sean will share with us once he gets it back from the forensics team, we will have a place to start. Citrus Beach is a small town, Dylan, and if something happened, someone somewhere within the town could know about it or have heard about it from a relative."
“Yeah, maybe Maverick Max saw something!” Kim said in jest and laughed.






  
  Chapter 5

Emma shot Kim a surprised look. She was silent for a moment, thinking about Kim's comment. She knew the legends of Maverick Max, like any other kid who had grown up in Citrus Beach. But she had first-hand knowledge about the truth of the mysterious man. She felt deep sympathy for him, and if he was hiding out in the area about to become the Citrus Beach Preserve, she hoped he could keep living in the wilds in peace. 
"You don't think the stories are true?" She raised her eyebrows as she answered Kim.
"Well, nobody has proved they’re not true. And I have found in my journalism exploits that the more outrageous the story, the more grains of truth you will find hidden."
"What are you two talking about? Who's Maverick Max?" Dylan looked between the two girls, waiting for an explanation. It took Emma a second to remember that Dylan wasn’t from the area and did not know the local lore. When they didn’t answer, Dylan turned his attention to Sean.
"Maverick Max is Maxwell Harlow. He is a billionaire who disappeared fifteen to twenty years ago when he was our age. No one knows where he disappeared. He just vanished one day," Sean answered.
"A billionaire, at our age? Must be nice."
Kim shrugged. "I have a feeling it wasn’t all it's cracked up to be. Max had finished college and had developed some high-tech coding programs. He sold it off as he graduated, knowing he was expected to be part of his family's corporation. But his father died in a plane crash after Max had joined the firm. They say the stress of maintaining top grades at an Ivy League college, creating a sought-after software program, and then dealing with his father's death was just too much. He had a nervous breakdown and went into a private nursing home to recover. Then one day, the nurses checked on him in the middle of his treatment, but he wasn't in his room. Nobody has seen him since."
“And after all these years, no one has declared him dead?” Dylan asked.
"No. There were massive searches for him both in the States and abroad. But they never located the man. But there have been hints and whispers; that's what keeps the rumors going. Here in Florida, you can be declared deceased after seven years of no contact. But Max always shows up just before the declaration can be made," Sean said.
Emma saw the questions Dylan wanted to ask; they were the same ones everyone else asked when they were told about Maxwell Harlow.
"No one knows where he goes, but he must be in Florida. On the eve of the seventh year, he sends a proof-of-life photo to his lawyer and instructions on what to do with his estate," Emma said.
"Wow."
Dylan looked at the three of them, not knowing whether they were pulling his leg or telling the truth. But the expression on their faces convinced him this was no tale. It was another one of those crazy Florida headlines he read about in the local market's tabloids at the checkout counter. Dylan was no stranger to crazy family stories.
"What makes you think he’s here in the preserve?" he asked.
"The preserve was his haven. He spent his youth wandering in and out of the area, keeping to himself and not making many friends.” Kim was silent for a moment, thinking about Max growing up. “I imagine it wasn’t easy for him. He was more intelligent than most kids his age, and coming from a super-rich family added even more stigma to alienate him from people his age."
"Kim's right. Plus, there's the fact that occasionally, you hear a story of somebody glimpsing a wild man living in the preserves. That starts the stories of Max’s disappearance spreading again. As Kim said, there's no smoke without fire." Emma smiled at Kim as she spoke.
Dylan was silent for a moment, and then he smiled. "Well, as long as he respects the preserve, I don't mind sharing it with him.” 
He turned his attention to Sean. “In the meantime, what will we do about this setback?” 
"I'm not so sure I would call finding a person's buried bones a setback. I’ll clear the area as quickly as possible, and then you can continue with your plans," Sean reassured Dylan.
"And Kim and I will investigate on the side."
"Nature and time will have erased any evidence of what happened, so I'm sure you won't see much police presence after a few days," Sean added.
Kim hesitated, not wanting to irritate Dylan any more than necessary. Clearing her throat, she touched his arm and said, "I have to give you fair warning. This is going to make it to the paper's front page. You may find the curious coming out and looking around."
Dylan groaned with frustration, looking around at the wilderness surrounding them, and shook his head. A loon echoed in the air somewhere in the brush, as if distressed by Kim’s words.
"We’ll hire private security at the entrance to the preserve. That will keep people away. Anyone more daring who wants to come into the preserve's wilds will not have an easy time. We'll have to keep our eyes open for the more adventurous curiosity seekers," Emma interjected.
Dylan nodded at her suggestion. It was a logical suggestion and the best solution they had.
Sean reached out, took the necklace from Emma’s hand, and promised to return it to her once he had processed it. Then he turned and headed back toward the area his men were working in. The others watched him leave, each thinking about the body's revelation. 
“I hate to say it, but we need to let Charlotte and my mother know about this. I’ll make the call and arrange for a quick impromptu meeting. Who knows? Maybe they have heard something about a missing person from the early days of Citrus Beach.” As Emma spoke, she pulled out her phone and sent the messages. Within minutes, she had her answer. Shoving her phone back into her pocket, she looked at Dylan.
“Let’s head over to Mom’s office. Charlotte is on her way, and Mom and Aiden are waiting for us.”
Dylan nodded and turned to Kim, ready to apologize for cutting their appointment short.
“No problem. We’ll reschedule. Besides, I got a great scoop for the morning edition.” Kim laughed and then, with a wave, headed to her car. Emma was sure Kim would do some background research to add to the headline and wondered where she would find the information. With a shrug, she turned to Dylan and pointed to the path she had taken to reach his camp. 
“It’s a pleasant walk. Leave your car here.” Picking up Dixie, Emma didn’t wait for his answer; she started walking home. Dylan ran to the RV, closed everything up, grabbed his backpack, and caught up with Emma.
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