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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 weren’t 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 hadn’t been motivated to leave the shore on an overnight trip for years. He didn’t 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 couldn’t make out any details, and his swollen eye wasn’t helping in this matter. He went to the flying bridge and looked around the floor. He had left his box somewhere, but he didn’t 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 didn’t feel right. That was one memory he had of her and keeping it just as she made it it feel less lonely. But now, he was going to do something about it. The only problem was, without the box, he didn’t 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 wasn’t patient enough to sit in a quiet office for very 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 wasn’t done fighting for what was right, and her skills in that area would be wasted if she didn’t do something about it. That’s 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 didn’t have anyone at home. She hadn’t 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 didn’t 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 couldn’t 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 wasn’t the best at first impressions, but she didn’t 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 didn’t 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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Chapter Five
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The day was hot, and even though there was a mild breeze, Kay could feel the sun burning her nose. She had driven up to the detective agency to pick up Parker and was waiting in the parking lot for her to meet her. The other woman seemed less but tolerable, and Kay wasn’t sure how much longer she was going to handle working with her. It seemed like everyone wanted to take advantage of her grandfather in his weaker moments, and she was going to make sure that this new detective wasn’t one of them. Kay tapped on the steering wheel, listening to music and looking around for the woman. She was already fifteen minutes late, and Kay had already decided that if the other woman didn’t show, she would go without her. 

A loud roar rippled the air, and Kay looked out her back window to see a sports car making its way up to the building. She didn’t like when people violated the traffic laws and found it irritating that this car had sped into the parking lot. Kay rolled down her window to yell a couple of opinionated words to the driver when she saw Parker pop her head out, hair tussled and a big grin on her face. “Are you ready?” Parker called from her car. “Come on.”

“I’m not going in there with you,” Kay argued. “First, I don’t know you. Second, you drive like a crazy woman.”

“You’re overreacting,” Parker laughed. “I wasn’t driving that fast. Now, come on, we need to make it before our boat leaves the dock. The guy said that he would only wait for thirty minutes past the time.”

Kay could feel the frustration run through her body as she soaked in this recent information. “Thirty minutes? You are already fifteen minutes late.”

“I can make it,” Parker called. “Now please just get in. We need to go.”

Kay was angry at this point. The woman was late, and then, she wanted to sit in the parking lot and fight over which car to take. Kay would have just driven away, but she knew how much her grandfather wanted his map. He talked about her grandmother all the time. They were very close, and he was having a troublesome time finding himself after she passed. Kay rolled up her window, turned off the car, and stomped over to Parker’s car. She got in, falling slightly into the bucket seat, and buckled her belt. “You better drive safely,” Kay told the smiling woman. 

Parker turned to look at her, lifting her eye glasses to gain the full effect. “I always drive safely,” she said, and with that she stepped on the accelerator, and they were off. 
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Chapter Six
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The trip to the dock was quick and painless. Parker guided her car into the small parking lot by the docks and hurriedly got out. She waved Kay to follow and started walking to the docks. Parker had pulled a favor from one of her old friends. He had worked with her in the past, and now he was a retired fisherman. She knew that it wasn’t the most luxurious way to travel, but he loved the natural feel of riding on his boat and was happy that he had agreed to help at no fee. 

Parker turned around to make sure that Kay was still following and was surprised to find she was right by her side. “Didn’t think I could keep up, did you?” Kay asked, shaking her head. “You have a lot to learn about me.”

“I’d be happy to,” Parker smiled, only to get a dirty look from the other woman. “Look, I’m here to help. Could you stop being mean for one minute? I mean, do you always judge people right away?”

“I do when they could possibly try to take something is dear to my grandfather.”

“I told you before. I’m here to help.” Parker was tired of being accused of something that she wasn’t trying to do. The woman had given her nothing but grief since she had started this case, and she was tired of it.

“Actions speak louder than words,” Kay replied. “And I have seen nothing proving that you have good intentions.”

“Maybe you should look closer,” Parker said. “I have done nothing but respected you, but you are pissing me off.”

“So, that’s it then? You’re just going to give up on the case, because one thing doesn’t go your way?” Kay asked her with an accusatory look.

“No, but I’m going to leave you behind if you don’t start showing more respect,” Parker told her. “I’m doing a job for Kent, not you, and I can do it with or without your help.” Parker could see that Kay was fuming with anger, but she didn’t care. She was tired of being bantered every time she talked or tried to do anything. 

“Fine, I’ll lay off you,” Kay finally said. “But don’t think I’m going to like you.”
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Chapter Seven
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Kay followed Parker down the dock and to the fisherman’s boat that they were supposed to get a ride to the island in. Her grandfather had told them that the island was hidden, and there weren’t any inhabitants on it. This made Kay wary, but she realized that she needed to get his map back and end this, so he was happy, and she would never again have to talk to the obnoxious detective. Parker stopped at a small boat where a long-haired man with thick boots and a T-shirt was eating a candy bar. 

“Hello,” Parker called to the man. “Where’s Donnie?”

“He’s sick today. I’m taking his place,” the man said, getting up. “I’m Hal,” he said, shaking both of their hands.

“I wonder why he didn’t tell me he would be out,” Parker murmured as they boarded the boat.

“It was one of those last-minute flu things,” Hal said. “He probably thought he would be over it before he needed to give you a ride.”

“Maybe,” Parker said, sitting down in the boat. She patted a small, wet spot by her and motioned for Kay to sit down too.

“Do you think we should wait?” Kay asked, nervous about the change in drivers. “I mean, my grandfather didn’t really want too many people to know about this place.”

“Lady, I know all about these waters and the land that surrounds them. I’m here to do a job, so if you are having second thoughts, let me know before we push off,” Hal said, sitting by the steering wheel.

“Kay,” Parker warned. “This is Donnie’s boat, and he wouldn’t let him drive it unless he was sure that Hal could get us there. Let’s just go. Time is of the essence.”

Kay looked from Parker to Hal and back again. “Alright, I’ll just let you call the shots, then,” she said, looking away.

“So, we are ready to go, then?” Hal asked.

“Yes, let’s get it going,” Parker told him.

Kay watched as the boat left the dock and the waves whipped up the sides. The ride was relaxing, but she was worried that it was going to leave them empty-handed. She couldn’t imagine that the thief hadn’t already gotten to the island and found her grandfather’s treasure. The suspect had already had over a day to do it and get away with it, and it made her sad to think they could go to the island and find nothing. However, on the other side, the only way that they would know is if they went to see if there was any trace of the man or woman. Her grandfather had said that the island was uninhabited, so maybe they would find something. An island was a big place to search though, especially when they didn’t know what they were looking for or what it was. Parker seemed confident that they could find something, and Kay was trying the best that she could to keep her doubt away and have faith that it would all work out.

“We are approaching the shore,” Hal called, pointing to a small island with palm trees and flora that covered the bulk of it. The shore was the only area that lay untouched, and as they neared, Kay looked to see if there were any footprints or anything to go by. When she saw nothing, her heart sank. 
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Chapter Eight
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“We’ll be back,” Parker called as they exited the boat and walked through the sand.

“Do you know which way you are going?” Kay asked. “This is a big island. Where do we even start?”

“Well, your grandfather said that they walked through the brush and found a clearing where they marked their initials in a tree. He also said that they had found a cave where they buried the treasure. He just didn’t remember any of the steps in between there. Those were the ones that your grandparents wrote on the map.”

“So, we have a clearing and a cave and an island that might have a dozen of those,” Kay said. “How are we going to do this? Isn’t there some science to this?”

“Not really,” Parker said. “We need to see if there is a sign that someone else has been here, and maybe, by chance, we will find the clearing that leads to the cave. I don’t expect to find those right away, though. I expect to find some sign that someone else was here.”

“There are no footprints or anything to go by,” Kay debated. 

“The tide washed away any footprints if there were any, but if you look ahead, there is a path of brush that has been cut down to make a path. I think we should start there.”

“I didn’t see that,” Kay mused. She started feeling a little better about this adventure and walked towards the cut path. It stretched farther than her eyes could see, and there was even a stray cigarette butt sitting on top of the grass. “I think this is a fresh path,” she told Parker, pointing at the litter. “Should we go and see what we can find?”

“In a minute,” Parker said, turning to her. “I forget to grab my knife in case we needed to cut our own path at any point.  I left in in the boat by mistake.”

Kay looked back to where the boat was, but she only saw an empty shore. Her anxiety began to flow through her body, and she turned towards the other woman. “Parker, there might be a problem.”

“What do you mean?” Parker asked her, irritated by her complaining.

“The boat is gone.” Both women looked towards the empty shore and stared in silence. Kay was worried. She didn’t get any signal in this area, and she wasn’t sure how long it would take to get someone to pick them up. “I thought you trusted that guy,” she said to the other woman.

“My mistake,” Parker said. “I didn’t expect that.”
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Chapter Nine
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“What do we do now?” Kay asked. She pulled out her cell phone to check for coverage. There was no signal. “Dang it,” she said out loud.

“What now?” Parker questioned, obviously oblivious to the fact that they were in the middle of nowhere.

“No signal,” Kay said. “No one but my grandfather knows that I am here, and he goes about a week without seeing me usually. Does anyone know where you are?”

“My secretary,” Parker laughed. “But she'll take it as a long weekend.”

Kay watched as Parker lit up a cigarette and checked her phone. “Anything?”

“No,” Parker said. “I'm sure that Donnie will realize that I'm gone after a few days, though. We usually go play pool on Thursdays.” 

“Isn’t that the same guy who let the fool that dropped us off here borrow his boat?”

“Yep,” Parker responded nonchalantly.

“A few days?” Kay exclaimed. “I can't be here for a few days. I have a job and responsibilities.”

“Unless you know another way off of the island, we might have to wait,” Parker said in a relaxed tone.

“I knew something was wrong with you. Did you plan this? I knew we shouldn't have trusted you.”

“Hey, I'm in the same boat that you are,” Parker replied. “Just because I'm not tripping out, doesn't mean that I don't care.”

“How are we going to survive out here? We didn't take anything with us. Are you sure that there is no way we can contact anyone?”

“I didn't say there wasn't,” Parker commented. “I don't know of any ways off hand though.”

“If we get out of this, you need to have a talk with your friend about letting other people use his boat.”

“Will do,” Parker told her. “Until then, so you want to follow that trail and see if there is anyone else on the island with us?”

“I suppose,” Kay told her. “Maybe they will have a boat.”
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Chapter Ten
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Parker walked ahead of Kay, following the path cut in front of them. If they didn't find the person who stole Mr. Walker's map, they would be the only people on the island, and that would mean that there wouldn't be a chance of finding the boat that the other person came on and another way to get them back to town. The path that was cut was rough. Parker held out her hand to help Kay along, and the two walked around in silence. They walked for what seemed a long time, when Parker saw that the path separated into two. “Which way do you think we should go?” she asked the other woman.

“I don't know,” Kay answered. “I don't think this was cut by our suspect. There is no way he would have time to cut two separate paths in such a small amount of time.”

“It depends on how far he went,” Parker replied. “He might have gone the wrong way and had to backtrack.”

“Maybe,” Kay told her. “Let's follow the right one and see where it leads.”

The two continued their travel, seeing small pieces of litter along their pathway. Parker was convinced that their suspect had left the trail of trash, which told her two things. He or she wasn't a professional, and he or she liked to smoke and eat candy bars. They made it to a small clearing when Parker heard a growl coming from behind her. Her ears perked up, and she grabbed Kay's hand, pressing her finger to her lips. “I’m going to give you a boost, and you need to grab that tree branch,” Parker whispered. 

“Why?” Kay asked. “Do you think we will get a better view?”

“Something like that,” Parker responded. “Please do it.”

Parker watches as Kay lifted herself to the branch and followed after her. She guided the woman up a couple more branches and then told her to look down. Just as she suspected, a Florida panther crept out of the brush. She was sure that it had seen them, but it sulked by. 
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Chapter Eleven
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Kay sat on the branch and looked down at the clearing. It had been a while since they had seen the panther, but she was still unnerved. She had lived in Florida long enough to heed the warnings, but she had never seen one in real life. “So, what are we going to do?” she asked, looking up at the sky as it slowly declined, silhouetting the island with its rays.

“We need to build a shelter,” Parker replied. “But we have to get down from this tree first. Are you ready?”

“Is there a way to sleep in the tree in case he comes back?” Kay asked, feeling like one false step could cost her.

“There is, but I don’t want to chance falling,” Parker said. “Come on,” she said, hopping down from the tree. “We have little time.” 

Kay watched as Parker took some fallen tree branches, putting one of them across the trees and two leaning vertically to the ground. She used a sharp stone to cut more branches. It seems like a flawed plan, but it was the only thing that they had. Kay looked around once more to see if there was a predator within eye view. When she saw nothing in the area, she hesitantly climbed down the tree and began helping. The two laid the branches across each other, tying them with long leaves and vines. They shaded the holes in the shelter with leaves and looked back on their progress.

“That took a long time,” Parker said. “Longer than I thought.”

“How did you learn to do that?” Kay asked, resting on a rock. She was a little out of breath, and she watched as the sun threatened to diminish behind the horizon.

“I studied it online and watched shows on it,” Parker told her. “I got a bit bored after my girlfriend left me a couple of years ago and decided that I needed some hobbies.”

“That sounds sad,” Kay said. “Why did she leave you?”

“I don’t really want to talk about it,” Parker replied. “It was after I left the police force, and that was a hard time in my life.”

“It sounds like it,” Kay told the other woman, seeing the pained look on her face even with the lack of light.

“We need to start a fire,” Parker said, picking up small pieces of branches and leaves. She got a small pile together and lit them with her lighter. “Hurry, get more wood. We need to keep this going.”

Kay quickly got up and searched the ground for small brush and pieces of branches. She handed them to Parker and looked for larger pieces of wood to help it burn through the night. “I used to do this when I went camping. I always thought it was fun.”

“It is when you aren’t doing it to survive,” Parker joked. “Here we go. Look at that fire.”

The two stood back and looked at their progress. They had a shelter and a fire. Kay looked at the other woman, proud of the product of their work. They might have their differences, but they worked really well as a team.
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Chapter Twelve
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The night was dark, and the sounds of the island made Parker’s skin crawl. Usually she loved being outside. It was relaxing and helped her declutter her thoughts, but the idea that there could be a panther or pig or some other animal leering in the surrounding brush made her uneasy. She sat outside of their shelter, smoking a cigarette. She only had half of a pack left, and she knew when it was empty, she would have to start her New Year’s resolution and stop smoking, but she figured that she would enjoy the relaxing effects while she could. 

Kay was in the shelter, tossing and turning. Parker knew that she was having trouble sleeping because of the bugs and the hard ground. She didn’t blame her. She had tried to lie down, but her mind was going a mile a minute, and she couldn’t quiet it down. Parker looked at the surrounding area through the softly lit fire. She didn’t know how they were going to get off of the island, but she wasn’t willing to get herself worked up about it. She knew that Donnie would get her location if he needed it. He had learned enough about GPS technology to track her if he needed it. 

They had been in the police force together. Donnie was her partner, and the two had each other’s back since the day that they had met. They had worked many cases and even worked her last case together. She remembered the first day that she had met Donnie. He had been anxious, trying to fit in with the other male recruits. They were much bulkier than he was and tended to make fun of his lack of muscle. Parker befriended him right away. For a woman, she was quite built. She liked working out. It was relaxing and gave her time to reflect on the events of the day. She started taking Donnie with her to the gym and showing him her routine. The two worked out every day after work, and eventually, Donnie was a portrait of progress. 

They learned a lot about each other during that time. Donnie was newly married and had two small children from another relationship. Parker was a firecracker. She was friends with everyone and went out every night. She managed to introduce a shy Donnie and his wife to a large group of people. The three of them went out at least once a week, listening to karaoke, bowling, or even patrolling the dance clubs. Parker used to have every day of her week booked. She hung out with other guys from the force on the nights she wasn’t with Donnie, and most of them came around and embraced the quiet man. On the nights she wasn’t with the guys, Parker went out on dates. She loved meeting new people, and the excitement of always being on her feet kept her life from being boring.

Then, one night, when she went out on her own, she met Jen. She had gone to one of the lesbian clubs to play pool and listen to music. The club had been oddly quiet that night, so Parker had sat at a corner table, drinking her whiskey and taking in the scenery. She was just about to get up to get another drink, when a woman bumped into her, throwing her glass to the floor. The woman was instantly embarrassed and started cleaning up the remnants off of the floor, when Parker pulled her up, telling her she would take care of it. She knew the owner of the bar, and she called her over. The mess was gone, but the woman stayed. Parker started talking to Jen that night, and they hit it off right away. Days went by and then, weeks. The two of them seemed like the perfect couple. Parker and Jen hit all of Parker’s hot spots during the week, and eventually, they moved in together. Everything seemed like it was perfect. Then the fighting started.

Parker and Jen didn’t have as much in common as they had originally thought. Jen liked to be the center of attention. She enjoyed being involved in her friends’ drama, and her maturity was exceptionally low. Parker tried to make it work, even though they fought. She enjoyed having the companionship and the feeling of someone to come home to. Jen made her life miserable, though. She would start fights about silly things and explode when she didn’t get her way. Then, when Parker lost her job at the police force, Jen left. Parker tried to get her back for the longest time, knowing that the woman was damaging to her but still having that glimmer of hope that things would change. 

When Parker finally gave up, she moved to a distinct part of Florida to start out new. Donnie and she were still good friends, and his wife wanted to move the children to a better area, so they all packed up and moved. Parker got an apartment on the outskirts of the city, and Donnie and his family moved into a house by a fisherman’s community. Parker no longer cared to go out every night. She spent most nights reading and her days fishing. She missed her days in the police force though, and that’s when Donnie suggested that she apply for a private investigator’s license. She did that and spent part of her savings to get her building and hire Iris. There were a lot of clients when she opened, and her days were full of work. It kept her mind busy and gave her something to fill her nights with. And now, she was here, in the middle of an island with a strange woman. This was the most time that she had spent with a person of her own gender in a long time, and as much as she wanted her own space, she was curious to know about Kay. The woman had a quiet air about her, and Parker had never been more intrigued.
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Chapter Thirteen
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Kay shivered as the night got colder. She heard a minor scuffle and looked up to see Parker entering their make-shift shelter. “You’ve been out there for a while,” Kay commented. “Are you okay?”

“Yeah, I’m fine,” Parker said. “It’s just a nice place to think.”

“It’s a chilly place,” Kay said, wrapping her arms around her body. “I can’t seem to get warm.”

“Here,” Parker told her, coming over to her and wrapping her arms around Kay’s frozen body. “We are going to tune up this shelter, but hopefully, this will do for now. Sorry that I’m not a dude.”

“What do you mean?” Kay asked. 

“I figured that this would probably be a lot more comfortable for you if I was a man,” Parker laughed. 

“Not really,” Kay said. “It’s uncomfortable either way, but if you are referring to the idea that I date men, you are wrong.”

“What you don’t date at all?” Parker questioned, laying on the ground next to her.

“No, I date women,” Kay told the other woman. “I’m just not used to being that close with anyone.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean just what I said,” Kay said.

“So, you have never hugged another woman, but you like them?” Parker laughed.

“I’ve hugged a woman. I’ve kissed a woman. I have even dated women. I just don’t have sex. I’m a virgin in both regards.”

“Wow,” Parker said
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