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      When Captain Jason Holden pulled the boat alongside the dilapidated dock on Coconut Cove Island, I expected to find a lush tropical oasis. Instead, my best friend and I stared at a beach littered with felled palm trees.

      A pitted path led to a cluster of wooden shacks that threatened to crumble in one gust of wind. The peeling sign that leaned at a depressing forty-five-degree angle read, “Welcome to Bungalow Bay.”

      “You took us to the wrong place,” Serenity informed the captain.

      Jason frowned and ran his hand through his brown, windblown hair. “You said the bungalows on Coconut Cove Island. This is it.”

      “Where are the bungalows?” Serenity demanded.

      Jason pointed at the wooden shacks.

      Serenity swung her gaze from the shacks to me with a look of pure fury. “Bailey Mavis Pope! I swear I will toss you overboard if you tell me this is the place you bought!”

      I glanced at Jason, who inched over to the life jacket storage.

      Serenity Bates stood at only 5’1” and was normally docile as her first name indicated. The problem was in the last name.

      Jason took one look at the fiery red head then glanced at the water as if pondering if he should abandon ship and swim back. He looked in prime shape, but I doubted he could make it the fifteen miles back to Little Torch Key.

      “Start talking, Bailey,” Serenity demanded. “Did you know the bungalows were in this condition?”

      “I didn’t. I swear.” However, the dirt-cheap price should have warned me. “The photos were better.” Not by much, though. While I knew it would take elbow grease to get this place into shape, I didn’t think it would take a construction crew.

      “A hurricane blew through here not too long ago,” Jason said. “It hit this area hard.”

      I sent him a thankful smile, and he gave a small wink when Serenity wasn’t looking.

      “Even a hurricane can’t cover up the fact that this place is old and rotten.” Serenity glared at me. “You promised a retreat away from worries and work. This place is nothing but worry and work. I could be at home doing the same, and I’d get paid!”

      “It’s not so bad,” I lied.

      Hindsight, I shouldn’t have taken the leap and bought the place unseen. But I was desperate to get out of Chicago. I was tired of city life. Tired of the cold, windy weather. Tired of getting shot down for promotions at work.

      I refused to let the rest of my life pass me by while working for a guy who was too cheap for raises yet could buy a luxury yacht for his sprawling Lake Michigan mansion.

      “Not so bad?” Serenity squawked. “They don’t have roofs! I’m going to wake up to a bird making a nest in my hair.”

      “A bird would be the least of your problems.” Jason pressed his lips together when she whipped around to glare at him with blue laser eyes.

      “What other problems?” she demanded.

      “Um. Well, I don’t want to scare you.”

      She took a menacing step toward him. Even though he towered over her, he took a step back. “Well, there are saltwater crocodiles, snakes, scorpions, sharks, and jelly fish. And the noseums are vicious if you don’t keep their numbers down. Cockroaches, too.”

      “That’s it!” Serenity barked. “We’re out of here. Bailey, you’ll have to take this as a loss. There is no way I’m staying on Predator Island.”

      “The island hires hunters,” Jason said. “They keep the island under control.”

      I smiled at Jason as he gave me a reason to stay.

      Serenity attempted to block our shared gaze, but she was too short. Even at 5’5” I had enough height to look over her head.

      “Stop it!” Serenity said. “Don’t let the blue-eyed Ken doll talk you into staying.”

      Jason rubbed the back of his neck as he searched for something fascinating in the ocean to stare at.

      “You know I don’t have a choice,” I said. “This is my home now.”

      “I’ll loan you a down payment for a condo. And I bet your job will take you back. You’re hard working. They’ll snap you up in a heartbeat.”

      The last thing I wanted to do was crawl to my boss and ask for my data analysis job back. It was better to move on with my life. While Coconut Cove wasn’t the best place right now, it would be when I was done with it.

      “What direction is town?” I asked.

      Jason pointed to the west side of the island. “It’s three miles that way. I can take you there if you want to stock up. You probably won’t find a lot of selection like you would on the mainland, but it will get you started.”

      “I’d like that, but do you need to get back soon?”

      “Not until the sunset tour tonight.”

      Since it was summer and sunset wasn’t until well into the evening, we had plenty of time. My only problem was money. I wasn’t sure how much he would charge for his extra time. Still, we needed supplies. Serenity and I had packed, thinking we’d arrive to somewhat-ready bungalows.

      Even though I was disappointed in the condition, I already saw potential in the property. Once I cleaned up the beach and had one or two bungalows ready to go, I could list them for vacation rentals. Soon, I’d be self-sufficient. This was my ticket to paradise, and I would not let it slip out of my grasp.

      With soothing waves, salty breeze, and birds flying overhead, this was home, and I was staying.

      I nodded to Jason. “Yes, please. If you can point out the stores we might need, that would speed things up.”

      He stood behind the massive boat wheel and easily maneuvered away from the dock. With the noise of the engine and the wind whipping by, we fell silent. Serenity’s pointed glare did all the talking for her, but after a few minutes, the frown line eased, and a smile ghosted her lips.

      Vibrantly painted shops and houses came into view. Set along the water, the town of Coconut Cove spread a mile wide and a mile deep.

      Kids splashed in the water along the golden beach, and shoppers milled along the string of stores. A café near the dock had my stomach growling. I hadn’t eaten since the airport bagel this morning, and I knew Serenity’s hunger directly affected her mood.

      “We’ll order something to go,” I said to her when Jason expertly maneuvered to boat to the dock.

      He jumped from the boat and had it tied before Serenity could argue. He helped me off first, then Serenity. She glared at him the entire time she used his hand for balance. From his wince, her grip had been brutal.

      “Do you want me to show you the stores?” he asked me.

      “We’re fine,” Serenity said.

      “Okay. Take your time. I’ll either be here or at the café.”

      “Thank you,” I said. “Will our suitcases be okay here?”

      He nodded. “Coconut Cove is one of the safest islands. The sheriff has the easiest job, which is a good thing because he’s drunk most days.”

      “Charming,” Serenity said.

      “That’s a good thing,” I said. “Well, not that the sheriff has a drinking problem, but the low crime rate.”

      She rolled her eyes and walked down the dock. Her sandal heels clicked like gun fire on the wooden planks.

      “She’s a bit intense,” Jason said as he walked with me.

      “Not always. She’s afraid I made a bad choice.”

      “Are you afraid?”

      “Maybe when we first got here, but I like projects.”

      “You certainly found one.”

      I nodded. “It will keep me busy and my mind occupied.”

      “If you need help, I know someone who lives here and is handy.”

      “I don’t have money to spend on helpers,” I said.

      He smiled. White teeth flashed against tan skin. “Many islanders barter. She helps you. You help her. It’s a win-win.”

      “Barter?”

      He nodded. “Prices are high. Everything you need has to be boated in. If you stay here long enough, you’ll need to find ways to cut corners. Many people on this island have time, but not a lot of money.”

      “I’d like to meet your friend,” I said, feeling even better about the situation.

      “I’ll call her and have her meet me at the café. When you’re done shopping, stop by.”

      I nodded. “Thank you.”

      When we parted at the end of the dock, Serenity eyed me. “Don’t get any romantic ideas about Captain Hunky,” she said.

      “I’m not. The last thing I need is a guy. But why are you against him? He’s been helpful.”

      “Helpful until he gets what he wants. Then he’ll take off in his boat, and you won’t see him again.”

      I tucked my arm around hers. “Stop worrying. Everything will be fine.”

      “Fine? Your home is a pile of wood on Predator Island. Nothing is fine.”

      “Jason said he knows someone who is handy. Between her help, your project management skills, and my determination, we’ll have at least one bungalow ready by the end of the week.”

      “You’re really going to do this?”

      “As soon as I saw the listing, I knew this was what I wanted to do.”

      “You mean the listing that swindled you into spending all of your money on a pile of rubbish?”

      “I admit the photos made it look better, but this will never be a luxury resort. The bungalows are for people who want a rustic island vacation. For people who don’t want to sleep in tents, but still want a camping experience on an island. It’s perfect.”

      “Still a pile of sticks,” she said with a sigh. “But as your best friend who wants you to be happy, I will make a compromise.”

      “What?”

      “Until we can get one bungalow ready for humans who don’t want to bunk with scorpions and snakes, we will book a room in town.” Before I could argue, she added, “We don’t know what the plumbing situation is, and I want to shower daily, especially if I’m working in these sticky temperatures. You know I get cranky when I’m sweaty.”

      I nodded. “Can it be cheap? I didn’t budget for a hotel stay.”

      “It’s my treat,” she said. “Think of it as a housewarming present.”

      I hugged her, and she groaned. “Get off. It’s like a furnace here.”

      I let go and eyed the stores. “Okay, project manager, what do you think we need first?”

      “A bulldozer.”

      “None on the island.”

      “Lighter fluid and matches.”

      “Be serious.”

      “I am. But let’s go to the hardware store and see what supply options we have.”

      The hardware store was a few blocks away from the beach. It was also the grocery store, the craft store, and the only gas station. A sign announced they offered a daily yoga class.

      Serenity raised a brow at Coconut Clive’s sign. She then found someone to answer her questions. The poor pimpled teenager froze as she fired rapid questions at him.

      “Um. I’ll get my dad.”

      He hurried away, and eventually a man who took cutoff shorts to the extreme arrived. “We got some newcomers, I see,” he said. His bushy mustache raised as he grinned. “I’m Clive. What can I help you with?”

      As Serenity re-fired her questions, I poked around the rest of the store, attempting to get ideas. Jason had been correct about the cost of island living. Prices were two times higher than city prices.

      Calculating my small savings, I wondered if perhaps I should take out a loan. The thought made my stomach twist. The whole reason I thought I could pull this off was because I paid for the property after the sale of my condo. I thought for sure I’d have at least one bungalow ready for guests in a week or two, then income would slowly funnel in. But what if I couldn’t?

      Before I wallowed in doubts, Serenity confirmed my fears. “They don’t have enough inventory, and what they have is going to cost a fortune.”

      Unshed tears burned my eyes. “What am I going to do?”

      Whenever I was in distress, Serenity always came to the rescue. It was what I loved most about her. She could complain and stir herself up into a fury, but when someone needed her help, she directed her energy toward fixing the problem. I could see that determination in her blue eyes, and I breathed a little easier.

      We left the store and headed away from the beach.

      “Where are we going?” I asked.

      “Clive said we can find a motel two blocks away. We’ll get our lodging secured, then we’ll speak to Captain Hunk’s friend. After that, we’ll go to the bungalows and make a plan. By tomorrow, we’ll have a better idea about what we can do.”

      I slung my arm around her shoulder. “I love you.”

      “Remember that when I put you to work.”

      I smiled even though she would pay me back a thousand times over tomorrow in sweat and heavy labor.

      The Happy Harbor Motel was more of a sea-side shanty with only two guest rooms that faced the small parking lot. The available room was clean enough that Serenity decided it was okay. “Keep to your side of the bed,” she warned as we locked it on our way out.

      We then headed to the Cozy Cabana Café near the dock. Like its name, the place was cozy. The small pink building had a thatched roof and a bamboo patio.

      “Did you find everything you need?” Jason asked when he looked up from his beachside table. A woman with blonde braided hair sat with him. She looked about my thirty-two years of age and had a friendly smile.

      “No,” Serenity said. “But we found a place to stay until we get a bungalow ready.”

      “Should I get your bags off the boat?” he asked.

      When Serenity nodded, Jason stood. Before he left, he said, “This is Penny. She’s the person I told you about.”

      “I’m Bailey,” I said to Penny and shook her hand. “This is my friend Serenity.”

      “Friend and project manager,” Serenity said. “Do you have time to come to the property so we can figure out how to salvage it?”

      “I have an hour before my shift at the bar,” Penny said.

      Serenity glanced at the time on her phone. “That’s not much time. Is there a way to get to the bungalows by car? Or should we head to the boat now?”

      “There is a dirt road that goes from town to the bungalows,” Penny said. “If you don’t mind riding on my scooter, we can head over now. Jason can bring Bailey over after they get the luggage squared away.”

      “Perfect,” Serenity said.

      “Perfect for now, but once Jason leaves, how will all three of us get back to town on a scooter?” I asked.

      “I’ll ask by husband to swing by,” Penny said. “He has a scooter as well.”

      “Cute,” Serenity said, but I heard a hint of sarcasm. Thankfully, Penny didn’t. She stood and pointed to a red scooter near the sidewalk.

      Serenity looked down at her sundress and heels with a sigh.

      When Serenity situated herself on the scooter, and Penny zipped them away, I headed to the dock to help Jason with the bags.

      “Thank you,” I said, taking my large rolling suitcase and backpack. I left him with Serenity’s suitcase and three matching smaller bags. He seemed to manage okay as we walked down the road.

      “Once you drop me off at the bungalows, you’re free to go,” I said. “I’ve wasted enough of your time.”

      “I’m in no hurry.”

      “No, but I’m poor,” I said with a nervous laugh.

      “If you’re worried about money, don’t. I’m my own boss and set my own prices. I’ll give you the friends and family discount.”

      “Really?” I didn’t think I could afford the price even with the discount, but it was nice of him to offer.

      He nodded. “I also barter.”

      “I’ll keep that in mind,” I said.

      By the time we dropped off the bags and were back on the water, twenty minutes had passed. It took another ten minutes to get to the south side of the island.

      He docked at the pier and told me to wait while he checked to see if it was sturdy enough to walk on. When the dock didn’t break apart under his weight, he held out his hand to me. “Take it slow.”

      I had one leg on the dock when a curdled scream jolted me. If it hadn’t been for Jason’s grip, I would have fallen overboard.

      “That scream sounded like Serenity found a cockroach. I better go check on her. I’m the appointed bug liaison.”

      “Liaison?”

      “I don’t like killing them, so I set them free if I can.”

      He grinned.

      Heading off to the sound of the scream, I found Serenity and Penny at a cabana closest to the water. The roof was gone, and the privacy lattice was broken. Only tie straps held it together.

      “Did you find a bug?”

      Serenity shook her head and pointed at the cabana. “When you read the listing, did it say it came with a dead guy?”

      I didn’t have to look inside. The smell that came from it was putrid.

      Judging from Serenity’s glare at me, there might be another death on the island.
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      “There is a dead guy in the cabana!” Serenity shouted. Her face grew as red as her hair. “When you looked over the property listing, did it include him?”

      “Of course not,” I said. “Stop being ridiculous.”

      “I’m being ridiculous? I’m not the one who handed all her money over to a swindler!”

      Serenity had a point. But it wasn’t like I was going to keep the dead guy in the cabana and charge a curiosity fee to visitors. I chose to think of this incident as a learning experience instead.

      Plus, the police would deal with the dead person. Jason had already left and said he’d be back in twenty minutes with the deputy sheriff.

      However, Penny only had a limited amount of time she could stay with us. We had to proceed with business.

      “We’re running out of time,” I said. “Penny needs to get to her shift soon. You guys figure out a building plan. I’ll catch up once the sheriff gets here.”

      “I already have a plan,” Serenity said. “You have two options. Lighter or match.”

      I frowned at her choices.

      Penny nervously laughed. “Serenity, let’s walk the property. I can point out ideas for reusing some materials.”

      Serenity sent me a withering glance before heading off with Penny.

      Taking a calming breath, I stepped away from the cabana and watched the waves as they gently rolled in and out. In and out. My breathing mirrored the waves, and I discovered I was still happy I bought the place. The land alone was worth the price. The view and ambiance were priceless.

      Yep. Even with a smelly dead guy, this was still paradise.

      Soon, a boat rounded the island, and I saw Jason steering toward the dock. But where was the deputy sheriff?

      Hurrying to the dock as Jason tied the boat, I asked, “Where’s the sheriff?”

      “He’s here.”

      “Where?”

      When Jason gestured behind him, I looked and found a man sprawled on the floor of the boat. His brown hair was shaggy and overgrown, his rugged beard looked like it belonged to someone living off the grid, and his cargo shorts and T-shirt were wrinkled and stained as if he had slept in them for days.

      “This is the sheriff?” I asked.

      “Yeah. Sorry. Coconut Cove never has issues, so the county Sheriff appointed him here.”

      “If this is what he’s like, why not fire him instead?”

      “Word around the island is that he’s here as a favor to someone. No one can get an answer from Gage, though.”

      “Gage?”

      Jason pointed to the passed-out man. “Gage Conrad. When he’s sober, he’s somewhat decent.”

      “Somewhat?”

      Jason shrugged. “It’s subjective.” He finished tying off the boat and stepped down to Gage. “You either hate him or you tolerate him.”

      Judging from Gage’s prone position, I estimated he was the same height as Jason, which was slightly over six feet. I suspected drinking caused his clothes to hang loose on him.

      Jason wrangled Gage to his feet even though Gage was one-hundred-percent dead weight.

      “What are you going to do with him?” I asked. “It’s not like he can do his job in his current state.”

      “Nope. But I got a plan.”

      “What?”

      Jason smirked right before he pushed Gage off the other side of the boat.

      “He’s going to drown!” I said, hurrying to climb on the boat to fish Gage out of the water.

      “Then we’ll have two dead bodies to deal with,” Jason said without an ounce of concern.

      As I kicked off my shoes to dive in, Gage sputtered up to the surface. He shoved his hair from his face. Blood-shot hazel eyes targeted Jason.

      “Morning, sleeping beauty,” Jason said with a grin.

      “What the hell is wrong with you?” Gage shouted. If he had been dead drunk a minute ago, he sounded coherent now.

      “You need to get your police hat on,” Jason said.

      “If you nearly drowned me because Mrs. Hess is feeding a crocodile again, I swear I will—”

      “There’s a dead body,” I interrupted.

      Gage swung his gaze to me, blinking when he realized he wasn’t alone with Jason.

      Jason laughed. “Remember where you left your manners, Gage. We have newcomers on the island. Bailey bought the Bungalow Bay property.”

      “You bought the bungalows?” Gage asked as he scrutinized me. The sun reflected from the water into his eyes, making them almost golden instead of the hazel I originally noticed.

      “Yes.”

      “You overpaid, didn’t you?”

      “It’s none of your business.”

      Gage smirked. “You overpaid by a long shot.” He waded in the water, bringing him closer to the boat. “Figures.”

      “What figures?” I asked.

      With a condescending rake of his golden gaze, he said, “You’re an easy target.”

      “You can’t possibly know that by looking at me?”

      “Can’t I?” He sloshed onto the beach, his shoes squelching with every step.

      “No, you can’t.”

      “Yes, I can. But if you want me to believe otherwise, I’ll concede for the sake of my pounding head.”

      He pulled a pack of cigarettes out of his pocket. Water poured from the pack. He cursed and tossed it onto the dock.

      I glanced at Jason. “Are you sure there are two options with him?”

      He raised a brow. “What do you mean?”

      “I’m pretty sure people just hate him.”

      Jason shrugged. “You never know. He might grow on you.”

      “Yeah. Like fungus.”

      If Gage heard me, he didn’t comment.

      “Where’s the body?” Gage asked.

      “The cabana closest to the beach,” I said.

      “I suppose your footprints are all over the scene.”

      I nodded. “But I didn’t touch anything. Serenity's and Penny’s footprints are there as well.”

      He muttered something under his breath then took out his phone. He poked at the screen then tossed it on the beach. Holding out his hand to me, he looked expectantly.

      “What?” I asked.

      “I need your phone.”

      I had a rule to never lend my phone to strangers. Only close friends and family could use it. I supposed a sheriff might be okay, even if that sheriff was Gage.

      When he gestured for me to hurry, I unlocked my phone and handed it to him.

      He placed a call to someone, asking for the removal of the body. I thought he would hand the phone back, but he took it to the cabana and began snapping pictures with it.

      My stomach rolled, knowing I’d have dead body pictures in my camera roll.

      Jason stopped near me as we watched Gage poke inside the cabana. The entire process had taken sixty seconds before he sprawled on the sand.

      “Are you done?” I asked, peering down at him.

      “Yep. Waiting for the clean-up crew to get here.”

      “Do you know who the guy is?” Jason asked.

      Gage sighed and tucked his hands under his head. “Give me your hat. This sun is killing me today.”

      Jason took a folded baseball hat from the back pocket of his shorts and tossed it to Gage. “I thought you’d be used to it. You’ve been out of Chicago for a couple of years now.”

      Gage placed the hat on his face. “I don’t know which is worse. The cold and crowds in Chicago, or the heat and locals here.”

      Wanting to get back on topic before Gage passed out again, I asked, “Why is the dead guy here?”

      “Someone tried to hide him.”

      “Are you saying he was murdered here?”

      “Who said he was murdered here?” Gage mumbled under the hat.

      “He wasn’t?”

      “Drag marks down the beach. They probably saw the place was abandoned and decided it was the best place to hide him.”

      “But it’s not,” I said.

      “The best place to hide him? I agree.”

      “I meant the property isn’t abandoned.”

      “Not until you have the good sense to go home and forget about this place.”

      Jason nudged Gage with his toe. “Who’s the dead guy?”

      “Mitch Walsh,” Gage said. “Died from strangulation probably three to five days ago, given the bloat and smell.”

      My stomach rolled again.

      Jason gave a low whistle. “Mitch Walsh? Did his wife call in a missing person report?”

      “Anita cares about him as much as I care about this conversation.”

      Jason glanced at me. “Mitch was a cheater. Loved when a new batch of tourists would come in for him to bait, catch, and release.”

      “Do you think she killed him?” I asked.

      “Doubtful,” Gage said. “Like I said, she didn’t care about him.”

      “Is the dead person gone yet?” Serenity shouted across the beach as she made her way over, having to hop over a fallen palm tree.

      Gage groaned. “Tell her to take it down a notch.”

      With as many notches as Serenity was perched on, I wouldn’t say anything of the sort to her.

      She stopped near Gage and crossed her arms. “Is this the cop?”

      “Deputy sheriff,” I said.

      She sighed. “Will you now see reason? This place isn’t worth the hassle. We’ve been here less than two hours and already found the property is as trashed as the sheriff.”

      “I’m not going back. I’m staying here and living with the dead guy if I have to. What did you find out from Penny?” I asked as I scanned behind Serenity to find Penny talking to a man I hadn’t seen before. Given that they had matching scooters, I figured he must be Penny’s husband.

      “Penny said we can consolidate the six bungalows into three to save on the cost of wood. There is enough wood we can salvage amongst them. For the roofing, we’ll have to do thatched for now.”

      I had hoped to keep all six bungalows, but three were better than none. I could live in one and rent the other two. Little by little, I could upgrade them and add where I could.

      “Let’s do it,” I said.

      “Hang on,” she said. “You still need to think about furnishing them and cleaning up the beach. Not to mention reconnecting the electricity and water. This is a huge project. We need to sit down and come up with a plan. Once you see it laid out, you’ll pack up your bags and leave.”

      “Save your breath,” Gage said, not bothering to take off the hat. “She’s never going back.”

      “Not that I care what the drunk has to say, but why?” Serenity asked.

      “Not many content people leap into buying unseen property. She packed up and moved here without a safety net in place.” Gage removed the hat long enough to eye me. While they were still bloodshot, the golden gaze saw too much. “You’re escaping. And you think an island will be far enough away. What you don’t know is that you’ve marooned yourself here. Take your friend’s advice and go home while you still can.”

      “This is my home,” I said. “I’ll make it work no matter what problems come my way.”

      He smirked before he covered his face with the hat. “Told ya.”

      With so many people thinking I’d fail, it made me more determined to succeed.

      A boat sped into view.

      “Looks like you’re up,” Jason said to Gage, nudging him with his toe again.

      Gage sat and squinted out as the boat docked. “Good. Get me back to town.”

      “What about the investigation?” I asked. “The body?”

      Gage jabbed a finger at the two men hopping off the boat. “These guys will take care of it.”

      “Already passing it off to the county guys?” Jason asked.

      “They promised me no murders when I took this job,” Gage said as he stood. “I’m going home.”

      I held out my hand. “My phone.”

      He tossed it to me. “Send the pictures to those guys. Or don’t. I don’t care.”

      Gage walked back to Jason’s boat and stepped on, dropping on the bench seat to stretch out.

      “I’ll get him back to town,” Jason said. “If you need anything, let me know. But you’re in good hands with these other guys. Trust me, you don’t want Gage to take the case. Most islanders know not to bother him unless it’s an emergency. And even then, most don’t bother.”

      Jason waved goodbye and took off as the two men walked toward me.

      Dressed in khaki shorts and blue T-shirts, the only thing that identified them as police were the badges clipped to their belts.

      “I’m Detective Gilles and this is Detective Fowler. Where is the body?” Gilles asked while Fowler sat a bag on the ground and began pulling out gloves and evidence bags.

      I pointed to the cabana. “He’s in there. Gage took pictures with my phone and told me to send them to you.”

      “We won’t need them,” Gilles said. “We’ll do our own investigation. Are you the property owner?”

      I nodded. “I arrived today.”

      “What time?”

      “Maybe two hours. Jason pulled in at the dock, but when we saw the condition of the property, we went to town to look for supplies. We only stepped foot on the beach about thirty minutes ago.”

      “Did you notice anything?”

      “Only the smell
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