
Pirate Cay

––––––––

By P X DUKE

––––––––

Copyright © 2024 P X Duke

All Rights Reserved

ISBN 978-0-9919980-7-4

––––––––

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

The use of artificial intelligence to scan this work for any purpose is prohibited.

Pirate Cay is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is purely coincidental. Places mentioned by name are entirely fictitious and purely products of the author’s imagination, and are not meant to bear resemblance to actual places or locations.

––––––––

Publisher: P X Duke

Web site: pxduke.com

E-mail: peterxduke@gmail.com

––––––––

10 9 8 7 6 5


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Jim Nash Read Order

Pirate Cay | Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Also By P X Duke

About the Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Jim Nash Read Order

[image: ]


Marina Mystery

Twisted Sisters

Sleeping with a .45

Pirate Cay

Thrill Kill Jill

Greetings From Key West

Lost Paradise

No Angels

Mexico Gamble

No Picnic

Fallen Angels

Vendetta

A Girl’s Best Friend

Dead End

No Harbor

Dog Days

Startup Blues

Last Stop to Nowhere / End of Nowhere

Revenge Is Justice

Escape

Wedding Bell Blues

Breakdown

Little Girl Lost

Forget Me Not

All The Glitter

Mexico Time

Partners In Crime

Shop Till You Drop

Partners in Crime

Lobo

No Free Ride

Gone

Stealing America

Blame It on Djibouti

No Escape

SEASONAL

Trick or Treat

Helping Santa

OTHER

The Snap Brim Fedora Caper

The Lady in White

The Lady in Yellow

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Pirate Cay


Chapter 1


[image: ]


I FINISHED PACKING and went looking for Zelda. Usually, when I was done filling a suitcase, she’d be in the kitchen, sulking by her food bowl, knowing she was off to the kennels for a short stay. She must have figured something different was up, because this time, I found her sulking by the door.

I don’t know how, but Zelda knew we were going off somewhere together. The instant she saw me, her ears perked up and her tail started to thump the floor, making noise like an upstairs neighbor on a dance-a-thon. Smart dog that she was, she read the clues and knew there would be no kennel in her life this time.

To keep her happy on our road trip, I grabbed the bag of food from under the counter, and her food dish. For good measure, I added the water bowl. With food and dishes in one hand and my bag in the other, we walked down the stairs to the car.

I popped the trunk and stowed everything I could. Zelda, ever the nervous Nellie, stayed far enough away to make sure I didn’t make an attempt to put her in there, too. I closed shop, and she woofed agreement before scurrying to the driver-side door, satisfied I had everything she needed.

Zelda never actually called shotgun, but I knew she liked to ride up front. I opened the door, and she jumped in and squatted on the front passenger seat like she belonged. Which she did. There was no question. We both knew it.

I got in and slammed my door and Zelda barked once like she was the boss. Like she wanted me to hurry up and get on with it.

Women.

For a change, I checked texts on my phone and discovered more than a couple from Allie. We had a fling about a year-and-a-half ago. When the fling ended, we stayed on good terms—don’t ask me how—and every once in a while we ended up consoling one another for whatever reason.

Well, okay, so we stayed on good terms until she got caught up in one of my murder cases. It was probably my fault more than hers for letting that happen. Following her arrest and release without charges, she blew town for parts unknown. Somehow, I knew I’d never hear from her again.

Thus my surprise at the stack of waiting texts. Maybe I should turn on my phone more often—especially if it meant I’d get to pick up Allie’s messages. Strike that never-hear-from-her-again discussion.

I brought up the number pad, figuring I should call to find out what was going on. My phone died at that moment and that idea went out the window. I couldn’t find a charge cord within easy reach. Zelda was no help. I’d have to stop later to water and exercise Zelda. I’d find the spare cord in my bag when I did.

Originally, I planned on heading down the Keys with Zelda on a well-deserved vacation. I needed to escape former job pressures I was no longer subject to since handing in my resignation the day before.

Instead, I changed plans mid-stream. You couldn’t say I was inflexible.

Unable to talk to Allie on a dead phone, Key West would have to wait. I knew it wasn’t in any danger of disappearing. I turned west toward Panama Crossing and Allie. If she needed my help, there was no way I could say no. What she wouldn’t—or couldn’t—tell me in a text, I hoped she’d be able to tell me in person.

I turned into a rest stop to let Zelda out for her run and found the charge cord. I plugged in and called to let Allie know to expect two for dinner. She sounded disappointed. I didn’t take time to let her know my plus-one was a dog.

I also didn’t bother checking with Zelda to ask if it was all right if she wouldn’t be seeing the sights in Key West.

I figured she’d never know the difference.
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Tires rattling on driveway gravel announced our arrival in the marina parking lot. The place was enormous. I got out of the car for a better look. Fresh paint dressed up what was already a good-looking private marina. A flag snapped in the stiff wind, forcing the rope to slap the steel pole. The smell of salt water and the gulf was strong.

Allie met me in the parking lot with a puzzled look and three sweaty Sols to take the edge off. “Where’s your passenger?”

“Zelda? She’s sleeping in the back.”

Allie didn’t appear too impressed with my social skills. She gave me a look that said she wanted to bury me in an empty lot. “Will I get to meet her, or are you going to leave her there?”

She returned my shit-eating grin with a scowl, and I knew I better introduce the two of them sooner rather than later. I opened the back door and Zelda sprung up from her doggie dreams and hustled out on all fours. “Zelda, this is Allie. Make nice and maybe she’ll let you have some of that beer.”

Zelda’s cold wet nose sniffled and snuffled its way from Allie’s ankles all the way up to her crotch. By the time my favorite girl worked her nose back down to where she started, Zelda’s tail was wagging faster than the snapping rope on the flagpole. Both women looked pretty happy.

The dog plopped down on her rear at Allie’s feet and looked from me to her and back. Allie reached for Zelda’s ear and began scratching and I already knew the best part of my job was done.

All I had left to do was find out what was going on. “Your messages didn’t say much. How about filling me in on the dirty details?”

“Let’s go in. Chinese is on the way.”

Zelda attached herself to Allie, kind of like I had attached myself to the woman back in the old days. I wasn’t dumb enough to think there’d be much left between us after I got her arrested for harboring a fugitive. That fugitive was me. She blew town without a word, pretty much guaranteeing that she was pissed at me.

I couldn’t blame her.

“I’m sorry about what happened—”

“I know, Jim. It wasn’t all your fault. As an employee in the coroner’s office, I should have known enough not to get involved.”

“And as a cop, I should have known better than to expect you to give me a place to stay, even though you did.”

With the apologizing out of the way, it was time to get down to what interrupted the Key West vaycay Zelda and I had planned on. “Until I listened to your messages, I thought you were gone forever.”

“So did I, but I’m glad you’re here. My brother, Hank, is in the charter boat business. He rents and crews boats to anyone that can afford one. A lot of the business happens in the winter with the snowbirds.”

“So this is where you disappeared to. It sounds like nice work if you can get it.”

I looked around at the vast compound. I recognized huge boat racks for yachts and the tractors used to move them around. There were racks and racks for smaller boats, too.

“It is, minus the cheats, liars and assorted assholes that don’t pay their bills.” She rubbed her eyes, as if to block out everything around her.

“I’d say that’s pretty standard for someone in business. Does Hank own all this outright?”

“He does. Well, he owns part of it. It’s a family business. There’s just him and me left.” Allie crossed her arms. “But that’s not the problem. I’m convinced that at least one, and maybe more, of his captains is running a side business.”

In our other lives, Allie and I ended up crossing paths at some of the crime scenes we worked. For whatever reason, we decided we might enjoy spending time together outside of work. She mentioned her brother and how he was all she had after her folks were killed in a car accident. Her brother took over the family business. Allie chose to stay on as one of the city’s coroners.

“If the employees are doing something illegal, the entire business could end up forfeited as proceeds of crime. His home, too. Everything.”

It became obvious why Allie messaged me. There was a problem with that, though. I knew absolutely nothing about boats. Hell, I couldn’t even swim. I figured I’d let her keep talking until she made plain what she wanted.

“I never told my brother about you. I’ve been on the down-low since getting here. None of the crews know he has a sister.”

I got it. Finally. “He’s looking for crew, isn’t he?”

“Yes. I told him I’d help him out. I didn’t tell him anything about you.”

“And?”

“I think some of the regulars have been scaring off anyone reliable so they can get more of their own hired on. Hank is desperate for people he can trust. I’m going to sign on as crew. You’re going to go down to the dock tomorrow and talk him into signing you.”

Over the Chinese food we both liked, Allie briefed me on her brother’s operation and filled me in on the details. It wasn’t small potatoes. It was high-class. He owned almost a dozen hulls, anywhere from fifty to a hundred feet. A couple of them were cigarettes, capable of high-speed ocean navigation. Or of running people.

And maybe even drugs.

It would be easy to head out into the gulf, meet up with a tramp steamer or a mini-sub and load up with whatever they were carrying. No customs to clear. Nothing but found money.

I didn’t let on I knew anything about that.
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I hooked up with a dog-friendly motel and checked in with Zelda. In the morning, I put her in a kennel and tried to explain to her it wouldn’t be forever
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