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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 quickly 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. It had been an odd night, filled with the memories of his late wife, and the night on the water had allowed him some time for his thoughts. He did not have many friends left, and his wife had only passed only two years ago. He had thought at this point in time that he would be able to move on, but the dreams of the night that she was taken from him haunted him. Kent couldn’t get the image of that night out of his head, and the sight of his beautiful wife as she lie on the floor, unable to move brought a tear to his eye every time that he thought about it. 

He had a lot of guilt associated with the night of his wife’s death. There were so many questions that constantly ran through his head. Could he have saved her? Wasn’t there something that he could have done to prevent her deadly outcome? He was not sure what the answers were to those questions, but deep inside, he still blamed himself for her passing. He was lonely without his dear Katherine by his side. There were many lonely nights that followed her death, and there were several moments where he wondered if he really knew who he was without her. The thing that plagued him the most was that her life was all taken because of a robbery. He wondered how someone so precious could leave the world due to the greediness of others. It made him sick. The young teenager that was originally charged with the crime was eventually let go, and Kent did not feel like there was any closure to the case. Kent had spent the last two years playing the situation back in his head. He knew that if he could just get one good clue, he would be able to report it to the authorities and possibly have some sense of peace. However, he never found anything substantial in his memories, and eventually, his thoughts were clouded with visions of Katherine’s smile and laugh and the kindness that she had for others.

Kent walked through the boat, hearing a cluttering as something hit the floor on the upper deck. Someone was on the boat. After losing his wife to a criminal, he had no patience to deal with crime, and at this point in his life, he was not afraid of danger. What did he have to lose? He had already lost the one woman that meant the world to him. He took his ladder to the bow, able to see the glint of the moonlight. It was a warm night, and a soft breeze blew through his white hair. Kent worked to pull himself up, but just as he did, he felt something hit his face. He immediately fell back, clambering down the ladder as he did and landing back in the cabin. Kent rubbed his face, noticing that he had not sustained any long-term damage and decided to make another go of it. If he were going to catch whoever was on the boat, he knew that he would have to act fast. Kent kept his guard up as he climbed the ladder, and as he made it to the top, he noticed that his boat was no longer bolted to the dock. Someone had untied the rope, and it was swaying further and further 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 again 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 in a safe place. It was one of the only things that he had left that reminded him of Katherine, and it held the map to their treasure. Kent took another look around, determined to find the box, but after a couple more minutes of looking, he realized it was gone. 

Kent sat on the floor of the boat, head in his hands and let a stray tear roll down his cheek. He could not believe that the criminal took his box. There were very few people that even knew of its existence, and without it, he knew that he could never fulfill his last promise to his wife.  The two of them had buried their treasures long ago on one of the local islands, and they had always planned to go back and unbury them. However, after Katherine passed, he could not find it in him to retrieve their hidden items. They were too sentimental, and the thought of making the trip without her, broke his heart. He knew that one day, he would change his mind, and that is why he kept the box hidden. But now, the box was gone, and he knew that he was going to have to do something about it. He could not let his wife’s final wish go unheard. He had promised himself that he would go to the island and find their treasures, even if it were the last thing that he did. However, at the moment, he was at a loss. Without the box, he did not have the map, and without the map, the treasure would remain undiscovered.
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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. She hated the slow months. She had always been one to keep busy, and with nothing else to do, she was left reflecting on her empty, lonely life. At least at the agency, she had a purpose. Her job was the most fulfilling thing that she did with her life. She loved helping people solve their problems, and she felt like she was doing some good in contributing in that way. In her free time, Parker felt just the opposite. She lived alone and had no children of her own. Therefore, the days that she spent away from the office felt like a waste. She did what she could to fill them of course, but deep inside she knew that she was meant to serve something bigger than herself. And her work at the agency helped her fulfill that purpose. 

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

Parker looked over, taking in the young woman that stood by the door. Iris had worked for her for as long as the agency had been open, and though the younger woman got on her nerves most of the time, there was a part of Parker that cared for her. Parker had never had any siblings growing up, and she thought of Iris the same way she would a younger sister. The other woman was the exact opposite of Parker, and after meeting her for the first time, Parker immediately took her under her wing. She knew that the younger woman had a lot of potential, and Parker was determined to bring that potential out of her. It was the least that she could do. She knew that she needed to leave some sort of legacy, and what better way to do that than to train another woman to take over when she was gone. 

“So, are you?” Iris pressed, waking Parker from her own thoughts.

“I might,” Parker answered, waving Iris away. 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. Nevertheless, Parker wanted to get as much work done as she could before leaving for the day. There were always things that could be done to prepare for new clients.

“Come on, Parker,” Iris said, glaring at her. “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. However, at this point, she wondered if she had done enough. She had wanted to work for herself for a long time, 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, and it was during that time that she realized that was what she wanted to do for the rest of her life.  However, during her last year on the Orlando police force, they discharged her because of a case she and her partner had handled unsuccessfully. Parker still had not gotten over being fired, and she surely had not gotten over what happened that night. An innocent woman had lost her life, and it happened because she had not made the right choices. Parker had not been prepared nor had she arrived at the scene quickly enough. If she had acted in a more professional manner, the woman that died that night might still be alive. Parker harbored the guilt that she had for that night deep inside. She was not sure she could ever forgive herself. Someone had lost their wife that night, and it was all because Parker was not prepared. From that day on, Parker made sure that she put all of her efforts into her work. She did not want to experience another situation where someone suffered because of her flaws. She was always on time for work, and she usually did not leave until the time that she had committed to was over.

Parker also experienced a lot of disappointment when they let her go from the police force. She had tried to change the chief’s mind when she was confronted with her dismissal, but he was adamant that she leave. Parker did not blame him. She knew that she had made mistakes. She knew that the case that she had been on that night could have been handled better.  It was a robbery case after all, and she had been trained to prioritize her response during those events. Nevertheless, Parker also knew that she could not change the past, and as much as she wished that she could make better decisions, there would never be a chance for her to do that. She handed in her badge, and went on her way, still craving the life that she had during her time there. Parker had thought of other occupations that she would be suited for after leaving the police force, but nothing felt right. She was not done fighting for others, and she knew that her skills in investigation 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. She remembered that day like it was just yesterday. After interviewing several applicants who did not have the skills or the patience for the job, Iris came in the office, chomping on her gum. Immediately, Parker thought that the other woman had lost her mind. What kind of person would attempt to apply for a new job without exercising manners? She called Iris in for an interview with the sole intention of telling her that she was not qualified. However, after spending a half hour with the other woman, she realized that Iris might be the only applicant that had the balls for the job. Iris was not a shy woman, and it was apparent that she was not going to let anyone hassle her. Parker knew that she needed that kind of confidence from her employees as clients could easily get aggressive and demanding. She offered Iris the secretary position, and since then, they had worked together, gaining enough business to pay the bills and have a little extra money on the side.

Iris was a little wild and had several friends, but she also worked hard to make sure that she accomplished the required tasks that Parker gave her. Parker, on the other hand, did not have anyone at home. She was not remarkably close to anyone in the area besides her friend Donnie and Iris. She had also not dated in years. Dating seemed mundane to her as it took time away from what she really wanted to do. She was happy working, and most of the women that she had went out with her unhappy with how much time she spent in the office. Parker did not have any family in the area either. Her family lived back in Illinois, and she was not awfully close to them. She had grown up without her biological parents, so for most of her life, she was raised in foster care. After moving from house to house, she finally moved in with the Smiths. They were a nice couple but given that she was already about to age out of the system when she was placed in their house, she did not get much time to bond with them. By the time that she turned eighteen, she was enlisted in the military, and during her time in service, she was stationed at Eglin. That was the first time that she got to experience Florida, and she fell in love right away. She completed her entire enlistment at the base, and a few years later, she joined the Orlando Police Department.  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 enjoyed the spirit of life that this area had, and she loved 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. “I’m going to use the facilities really quick,” Parker replied. “Let them in.” With that Iris left the office and Parker went to the office restroom to clean herself up.  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. The elder Walker was clearly upset and shaken after the night before, and it upset her to see him in that state. Kay’s grandfather had always been there for her. When she was younger, she would spend hours with him and her grandmother, talking and engaging in peaceful activities. He had taught her a lot over the years, and every time that she had needed him, Kent Walker had been there. However, after her grandmother was murdered, her grandfather changed. He was still the strong, resilient man that she had known for years, but there was a bit of sadness in his demeanor. Katherine Walker’s death had changed his life. Her grandmother was not only his companion but his best friend, and Kay knew that no relationship could place the closeness that he had felt with her. Kay did her best to help him when she could, assisting with daily chores and lending an ear when he wanted to talk. She knew that it was not the same as having her grandmother around, but she hoped that it would help him from feeling alone. 

Kay looked around the detective office that they were standing in, noticing that the young secretary that had escorted them inside had disappeared. She looked around at the empty office, noticing how baren it was. It was evident that the agency had only been open for a short amount of time given the emptiness in the small room, and she wondered if her grandfather had done much research before hiring the private investigator. Kay noticed that the desk in front of her was organized and empty, and she wondered what kind of detective worked in the facility. Obviously, it was one that did not take their job too seriously, because they would have arrived at this point. Just as she was about to tell her grandfather her thoughts, a woman entered the room, coming from what she assumed was a small bathroom that connected to the office in the back corner. 

“I didn’t think that you were here,” Kay said, forcing a smile to her face. 

“Sorry about that,” the muscular woman replied, smiling back. “What brings you folks in?”

“A missing box,” Kent replied, shaking the woman’s hand. “And I knew that if anyone could find it, it would be you.” 

“Well, sit down, Kent,” the woman said, extending her hand out to Kay. 

Kay locked eyes with the woman, taking in how beautiful they were and turned her head back to her grandfather. She waited for Kent to sit down before she got herself comfortable and then focused her attention back on the mysterious woman in front of them. 

“So, Kent, tell me what you need help with,” the detective asked, leaning back in her chair. 

Kay’s grandfather cleared his throat, his tired eyes focused on the detective as he began to tell her about the break-in that occurred on his boat the night before. Kay could tell by his appearance that the older man had not slept very much, and it was clear that whatever was in the box that was stolen meant a lot to him. 

“That was quite an experience that you had, Kent,” the woman replied, breaking Kay’s train of thought. “Did you get a good look at the culprit? I know that you said that you saw a shadow on the shore, but was there any other distinguishing detail that you could tell me that might help me pinpoint who did this to you?”

“Unfortunately, Parker, there isn’t,” Kent sighed. “I’ve replayed the night over in my head about a dozen times. There was not anyone on the docks that night before I went to sleep, and I cannot imagine that anyone knows about my box. I do not understand why I was targeted. This all seems so unreal to me.”

“Well, these things happen all the time,” Parker replied. “It’s sad that it had to happen to you though. I am going to have to get a good look at your boat. Maybe, there’s something there that can tell us more about who did this.” 

Kay looked at the woman. She wondered how her grandfather knew her. She had never seen her at any family events, and Kay had never heard him speak Parker’s name before. In fact, she was a bit surprised that Kent was fond of the detective. She did not look like a businesswoman and judging by her attitude and lack of regard for attendance, she did not seem to have proper manners. Kay scanned Parker closely, looking for some clue as to how Kent knew her. Parker was wearing a plaid button-up and a pair of jeans, not exactly the attire for a professional, and something about the way she spoke irritated Kay. She knew that if she had had her choice, this woman would not be her first pick in detectives. However, her grandfather had insisted on going to this specific agency for whatever reason, and she knew that arguing with him would just upset him more. Kay attempted to relax. At this point, there was nothing that she was going to be able to say or do to change Kent Walker’s mind. She would just have to sit back and deal with it. Kay brushed a stray blonde hair behind her ear and watched as her grandfather continued to talk to the detective. 

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

“Do you mind telling me what was inside the box?” the detective asked, writing on a small notepad. “What would the robber gain by taking the box? If I knew more about it, maybe that would give us an idea as to where the person went.”

Kay saw the detective briefly look in her direction and scan her up and down. Kay could not believe the audacity of this woman. Even in the middle of a case, the detective could not focus on the matter at hand. Kay 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. She especially wished that she could hide them from Parker. The other woman’s cockiness was almost too much to handle, and now, that Parker checking her out, she wondered what the other woman was thinking. 

“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, looking over at her grandfather. “Why didn’t you just tell me that?” She was shocked to be just hearing about this new detail. Most of the time, her grandfather told her everything, and she wondered why she was not informed about the severity of his loss in the beginning. What was on the map? Where did it lead? And what kind of treasures did her grandparents hide? She wished that he had told her about this sooner. Maybe, she could have found a better place to safeguard the box, and if she had, none of this may have happened. 

“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.”

“Who would go around digging?” Kay inquired. 

“Don’t you worry about it,” her grandfather replied. “Just keep this quiet.”

Kay nodded. “I won’t tell anyone, but how do you know that you can trust her?” she questioned, looking at the detective. If her grandfather were not willing to tell her about the box until now, it made Kay wonder how he knew that he could trust a complete stranger. They had only been in the office with this woman for a few minutes, and already Kent was giving the detective more information about the case than she knew. 

“I’m right here,” Parker 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.”

Kay looked back at the other woman, rolling her eyes.

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

“How do you know her?” Kay asked. “I’ve never seen her anywhere. What other secrets don’t I know?”

“Kay,” her grandfather said, rest a hand on her arm. “I’m very tired and extremely upset. I will give you more details in due time, but for now, can we please focus on the case?”

“Yes,” Kay said, noticing the tears in her grandfather’s eyes. She had not wanted to upset him. She just wanted for him to open up to her. He was the closest family member that she had, and it surprised her that he was willing to tell more information to a stranger than he was to her. 

“Did you see the suspect at all?” Parker asked, getting back to the case. “I know that it was dark, but did you see what the person was wearing? Do you know if it was a male or female? Are there any other details that you might have that might help with the case?”

“No, they left and dismounted my boat from the dock as they did,” Kent replied. “I got hit on the head with an object as soon as I made it on the top deck and fell down the stairs back into the cabin. Then, when I finally could focus again, I climbed back up to the top deck. However, by that time, the culprit was long gone. The only visual of him or her that I could see was a dark shadow on the shore.” 

“Do you have any idea who could have done this?” Parker inquired. “Did anyone ask you about the box in the days preceding this event? Do you have any friends that might know where the box is?”

“No,” Kent replied. “The box is a treasured item. I
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