
No Harbor

––––––––

By P X DUKE

––––––––

Copyright 2024 © P X Duke

All Rights Reserved

ISBN 978-1-928161-31-8

––––––––

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.

No Harbor 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

––––––––

9 8 7 6 5 4


Table of Contents

Copyright Page

Jim Nash Read Order

~ 1 ~

~ 2 ~

~ 3 ~

~ 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: ]

~ 1 ~


[image: ]


EVEN I HAD TO ADMIT things were going pretty well. I flew across to meet up with a happy Pilar and her family in Tijuana. Abuelita—grandma—was happy to see me again. I’m not sure whose grin was larger when Pilar brought out her brand-new passport and waved it in front of me.

That was my cue. I dug into my pocket for the box and opened it with nervous, shaking hands. I got down on both knees and plucked the ring out of the box with fingers that barely functioned. One knee was traditional. Two would be even better. At least, that was my thinking on the matter.

Grandma gasped. Pilar screamed. Her sisters screamed. They all jumped up and down. Abuelita grinned and winked at me. She fished a familiar bottle of tequila out of the same cupboard as she had months ago. I poured shots for two.

We drank and danced together in absolute happiness. For a while, I was the solitary dance partner to grandma and to all of Pilar’s gorgeous sisters.

I don’t know what time I ended up on the sofa in the living room. The next morning, accompanied by the entire family, Pilar and I proceeded to the church to make the arrangements.

A month later, after arranging for all the paperwork and the tests, we were married. The next day, with shiny new documents in hand, we boarded taxis to the border. While the family watched, Pilar and I strolled down the walkway to the corridor.

In five minutes, I was across. While I waited, Pilar followed with a minimum of fuss by the border guards. We jumped on the bus to the airport and boarded the flight east.

Six hours later, we touched down on the coast. Pillar checked in with her family. Her sisters and grandma were relentless over the speaker. Reluctantly, Pilar eventually ended the call. Tears rolled down both her cheeks.

“Tears of happiness, I hope.”

“Of course, Jeem. What else would they be?”

Her voice took on a hint of nervousness. I could tell by the way she said my name. I couldn’t blame her for being upset. She had left her family behind, after all. I never let on. Best to keep at least one secret.

We took a taxi to meet up with the amphibious Caravan charter. Twenty minutes after loading luggage and boarding, the plane lifted off. Pillar’s wide eyes and nervous smile kept me grounded. I held her hand to help her relax, as I had on César’s panga during a time that seemed now to be so long ago.

Once she got her feet planted on the resort’s dock, Pilar took a look around. I kept a nervous eye on her, unsure of her reaction to what she was taking in. I hoped introducing her to Warren would help to calm her fears.

“Jeem?”

It was the way she pronounced my name. She had that bit of accent in her voice when she was unsure. “Si?”

“Are we going to be sharing a room in a hotel?”

Knowing when to disappear, Warren took the opportunity to unload our bags from the Caravan.

It wasn’t what I expected. I had to act fast. I didn’t want her to think we’d be spending our honeymoon in a shabby, twin-bed hotel room. Not that I would call the resort shabby, by any stretch, but maybe that was only me.

“Take off your shoes.”

Pilar leaned on me and kicked them off.

“Now close those brown eyes that make me so happy.”

I pulled the handkerchief out of my pocket and covered her eyes. I took her hand and led her toward the unseen bungalow just over the rise.

Warren followed silently with the bags he helped unload.

“I hope you won’t be too disappointed in our accommodations.”

We reached the crest of the dune. I picked Pilar up and carried her the rest of the way to the patio and through the sliding door.

Warren set down our bags. The grin on his face grew almost as huge as my own before he hurried to retrace his steps.

The blindfold came off.

“All right. You can open them now.”

Pilar’s gasp and sharp intake of breath told me everything I wanted to know. Her wide smile and sparkling eyes added to my excitement. She was happy.

“Jeem?”

“It’s not a room in the hotel, but it’s the next best thing. What do you think?”

“It is the best ever.”

Pilar jumped into my arms. I picked her up and carried her the rest of the way through the beach house and into the bedroom. “You only have to stay here if you like it. What do you think? Will you stay?”

I wasn’t expecting the answer she had for me. Pilar pulled the curtains, undressed, and waited on the bed. She patted a spot beside her. I didn’t need to be invited twice.
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Pilar nudged me awake and whispered into my ear. “Jim. There’s someone at the door.”

I checked the clock. It was two in the morning. “Well then, go and answer it. It’s your home, too.”

She struggled to get out of bed and headed for the door.

I called her back. “Put some clothes on unless you want every man in the place to come knocking.”

She returned pushing a tray. She was just as naked as when she left.

“So then, you gave away a quick peek in exchange for the cart?”

She giggled and set the tray on the bed. “No, silly. Breakfast is served.”

“But it’s two a.m.”

“Well, someone must think of us. I opened the door. The cart was sitting there all by itself.”

Either Warren was working overtime, or he arranged for someone to take care of us. It sure wasn’t me. Food was the last thing on my mind every time my eyes took in a naked Pilar.
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I struggled out of bed alone and dressed. I made my way to the coffee shop. Already the women were talking. Whispers and giggles followed as I made my way to the counter and gave my standard order for coffee and a waffle.

There was something new this morning. I ended up with strawberries and whipped cream to go with them. Damned if everyone wasn’t looking at me as I dug in. I waved and they all clapped.

News travels fast, even in a place this big.

The cook took my bill and threw it in the trash. I grinned and waggled a finger at him before taking the cash out of my pocket and depositing it on the counter. I was only pretending. It didn’t really bother me.

My next stop was the marina with two cups of coffee. Warren joined me and we relaxed under the umbrella. I couldn’t stop grinning.

“Where’s your partner in crime?”

“I left her to sleep. She was so excited and happy. She couldn’t stop grinning and smiling and laughing. When she wakes up, she’ll be on the phone for a while with her abuelita and her sisters.

Warren grinned right along with me. “Yeah. I can only imagine. It’s probably my last chance to enjoy a coffee with you. I get the feeling it might be the last for a while—if not forever.”

“Oh come on. How bad could it be? Once Pilar gets settled in, things will go back to normal. She’ll probably want to join us.”

“Uh-huh. And Santa and the Easter bunny will, too,” Warren said.
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During my former single life, it wasn’t unusual after a night out partying hard with Warren that I’d spring for breakfast or lunch for two down on the dock. We would eat in the marina office, or beneath an umbrella if it wasn’t busy. Usually, we took turns in our attempts to claim the biggest hangover.

There’d be no more nights out without my wife. To make my point, I showed up with coffee minus the food.

“Are we starting a new thing? What’s with the liquid breakfast?”

“I figured I’d stop spoiling you since we won’t be having our nights out any more. You’re good with that, right?”

He looked at me like I was crazy. “Man, if you told me anything different, I’d toss you off the end of the dock.”

I cast my gaze down to the water and then took in the wharf. Someone had docked and tied off a sweet-looking sloop at the end. I allowed myself a brief daydream. I thought about Pilar and me, and sailing off toward the horizon, while leaving everything behind but what we could carry. I sighed and came back to earth. The sailing part of my life had been over for a long time.

Warren said, “That sailboat at the end of the wharf. Did you notice it? She came in late yesterday.”

I didn’t notice it then. More pressing matters concerned me, all of which were about Pilar, my new wife. I looked again, and had to admit she was a nice-looking sailboat. From where I sat, she looked to be well maintained.

Warren wasn’t finished talking up the boat. “She looks sweet, doesn’t she? And almost brand new.”

I got up and walked down for a better look. He was right. It did look almost new. To be truthful, I didn’t care a whit about boats any more. I’d gotten them out of my system long ago.

Warren called out. “It’s captained by a woman. She showed up wondering if we had a doctor or a nurse on the grounds. I sent her off to our in-house clinic.”

“Was she all right? Did you check on her?”

“She had a little guy with her. I showed her where she needed to go.”

Warren hesitated before continuing. “The boat has a weird name, though.”

I strolled down the wharf for a better look. Topside everything looked shipshape. Lines were secured, as was anything that needed to be tied down. I walked the length to the stern for more of a look. That was when I froze. I looked again. Sweat beaded on my forehead and ran down my back. I
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