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MURDER ON CAYE ISLE

FRIDAY, JUNE 8
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SHARON PREPARED CAREFULLY. He requested her company at eight o’clock. This would be their last meeting. Her life would soon change forever. She began with a warm bath, scented with a few drops of Demur perfume. It was the scent he preferred. She chose seductive lingerie. She finished with a little black dress and deep red pumps. She wore no stockings. She didn’t eat. She took one diazepam with a glass of champagne. He desired her relaxed and compliant. Her ride arrived. She picked up her small clutch and left to meet him.

At quarter to eight, she opened the door to the luxurious condominium. Her instructions were in an envelope on the hall table. She walked into the bedroom and opened the drapes. The sun was setting over Biscayne Bay. She removed her dress, but not her lingerie or her shoes. She looked at herself in the full-length mirror facing the bed. She was beautiful, and she knew it. She used the power of her beauty to manipulate men. They paid handsomely for the pleasure of her body. She would use it tonight one last time.

She lay across the bed, one arm flung above her head, her hair a tousled golden halo. Soon the key turned in the lock and footsteps approached along the hallway. He stood in the doorway watching her. He was tall, and dark, and slightly menacing. He removed his jacket and hung it carefully on the back of the chair. He picked up the small riding crop. He smiled as he walked toward her. “You are incredible,” he whispered. “And you are mine. Say it. Say you are mine.” 

“I am yours.” 

You are a liar, he thought, as he slowly raised the crop.


​
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​​MONDAY, JUNE 11
 

[image: ]


KATE RAN ALONG THE beach with her German Shepard, Bean. He’d been abandoned outside the county Sheriff’s Office with a note attached to his collar that read, ‘My name is Bean’. The local paper published his picture, hoping someone would claim him. Captivated by the picture, Kate offered to adopt him. When no one claimed him, Bean became hers. 

Kate smiled. Life was good, and she was grateful. Three months earlier, she’d been released from the VA Medical Center in Miami. Wounded in Afghanistan by a bullet that penetrated her skull, she was lucky. The doctors were able to remove the bullet with minimal damage. She suffered occasionally from slight tremors. She learned to live with it. 

The cell phone strapped to her arm rang. She slowed to a walk. “Hi Sam. How is Paris?”

“Hello, Kate. Paris is wonderful, as always. Claudine sends her regards. I called to ask you to do something for me. An acquaintance of mine, Shelley Moore, needs help. A fisherman found her daughter dead Sunday morning, floating in an inlet near Caye Isle. It’s suspicious, but I don’t have any details. I took the liberty of giving Shelley your cell phone number. She’d like you to investigate it for her. Her daughter’s name is Sharon. She was twenty-three years old, rich and from what I hear, a bit wild.”

“Ok, Sam, I’ll stop by the Sheriff’s Office today and talk to Dave Baron. Is Shelley Moore related to the Stewart Moore who owns the Caye Isle Yacht Club?”

“Stewart is her ex father-in-law. She was married to his son, Martin, who is currently in prison for arson and insurance fraud. She has one other daughter, Susan, whose husband, Bob Lawrence, took over as CEO when Stewart retired last year. That’s as much as I know about the family. Keep me posted with what you learn.”

“Ok, Sam, I’ll call you with an update in a couple of days.” Kate walked to a nearby bench and sat down. She gazed out at the Atlantic. She had her first case as a private investigator. Her long journey to recovery was over. At thirty-eight, she was as tough as ever. After her release from the hospital, Kate decided to stay in the area and contacted a realtor. When the realtor learned Kate was a veteran with the Army Criminal Investigation Command, she introduced her to Sam White, a billionaire hedge fund manager. Sam was looking for someone to manage the security needs for his estate on Caye Isle, south of Miami. After meeting Kate and doing some checking, he offered her the job. It included the use of a bungalow on the estate. Until now, she’d spent much of her time upgrading the estate’s security system, running on the beach with Bean, and obtaining her Florida PI license. She was ready for a challenge. She stood and walked back to the estate, Bean trotting by her side.

Hungry after the five-mile run, Kate was preparing lunch and Bean was devouring peanut butter dog biscuits when her cell phone rang. She didn’t recognize the number and let the call go to voicemail. She took a sip from a tall glass of sweet iced tea as she listened to Shelley Moore’s voice. 

“Hello, Miss Cavanaugh. This is Shelley Moore. Sam White gave me your number. Please call me when you can. It’s about my daughter, Sharon.” Her voice trembled as she left her cell phone number. 

Kate returned her call and made an appointment to meet Shelley for lunch the next day at her Biscayne Shore Towers condominium. Kate resisted the urge to contact Titus Global Security to complete a background check on Shelley. She would have plenty of time for digging into Shelley’s past later. She took her sandwich and iced tea outside to the patio table at the rear of the bungalow. Bean followed and plopped down by her feet. Kate loved the backyard, which sloped down to an expansive view of the ocean. The bungalow was one of two located a short distance from the Main House. 

She finished lunch and headed back to the bungalow. “Come Bean, let’s go see Dave Baron.” She remotely locked the door to the bungalow as Bean jumped into the passenger seat of her new white Mustang convertible. The car was a gift to herself for surviving a bullet that could have killed her. She sped down US1, her dark curls blowing in the wind. The day was hot and humid, with little traffic. The tourist season was over. Most of the snowbirds had flown back to wherever home was. Twenty minutes later, she pulled into the Upper Florida Keys Sheriff’s Office. 

She raised the convertible top and opened the portable water bowl for Bean. “Stay Bean,” she said, as she exited the car and walked into the building. The desk sergeant looked up as the tall slender woman dressed in a red tee shirt, khaki shorts, and pink flip flops approached. “Is Lieutenant Baron available?” 

Peering at her through thick black framed glasses, he asked, “Is he expecting you?” 

“Yes, I spoke with him earlier today. My name is Kate Cavanaugh.”

He raised his index finger in the air as he spoke into the phone. He repeated her name and nodded his head. “Ok, go straight down the hall to the left.” He leaned over the counter and watched her until she turned the corner.

Kate knocked on the open door with the nameplate Lieutenant David Baron. “Come in, Kate. Good to see you again.” He turned from the window and motioned her to sit. 

Kate smiled. “Hello, Dave, thanks for seeing me on such short notice.”

“How’s Bean?” he asked. “You know we take a proprietary interest in his wellbeing?”

Kate laughed. “Bean is super dog and my favorite companion. I don’t know how I lived without him. How is your family?”

“All is well, I’m happy to report.” He sat at his desk and said, “Now, you called me about Sharon Moore.” 

“Yes, Sam White asked me to look into Sharon Moore’s death for her mother, Shelley. I spoke with Shelley this morning. I’ve scheduled a meeting with her tomorrow in Miami. I hope this won’t be a problem for the Sheriff’s Office. Of course, I’ll share anything I learn with you.”

Dave sat back in his seat. “Kate, we could use the assistance of someone with your background on this case. Would you consider working with us as a consultant? We can work out the details later.”

“Absolutely, Dave. I’d love to work with you.”

“Good. This is what we have so far.” He handed her a copy of the State Medical Examiner’s report, his face grim. “We received the preliminary report an hour ago. This is now officially a murder investigation. Sharon Moore was murdered sometime between nine o’clock and midnight Saturday evening. She had bruises on the front of her neck. She was either struck or suffered prolonged pressure applied to the front of the neck. Her hyoid bone was fractured, indicating she was likely manually strangled. In addition to the strangulation marks, she had light welt marks on her back, buttocks and thighs. She was struck repeatedly with some type of instrument, possibly a whip. She had sexual intercourse shortly before her murder.”

“What about the toxicology report?” 

“The toxicology report will be ready by the end of the week. The Medical Examiner states stomach contents indicate she ate several hours before her death.”

“Who found the body?” Kate asked.

“Her body was found Sunday morning about six o’clock by a local fisherman named Jimmy Taft. Taft is in his seventies. He owns a bait shop near the inlet where the body was found. He’s not a suspect. He was with his wife and grandchildren Saturday night.”

Kate looked up from the report. “The report states she was wearing only a short sleeveless dress, no underwear, and no shoes when she was found. Could this be a sex crime?” 

“It’s possible. Sharon was known to live on the wild side. We’ll be talking with her family and all her known associates.”

“Ok. I’ll call you after I speak with Shelley Moore tomorrow. I’d like to stop by the Caye Isle Yacht Club restaurant on my way home and talk with some of the staff. Will they let me in with shorts and flip flops?”

Dave grinned. “Yes, the Yacht Club restaurant is really a pub called Cayes. It’s very casual and a favorite of the local fisherman.”

It was close to three o’clock when Kate left the Sheriff’s Office. Bean lifted his head from the back seat at the sound of her footsteps. He jumped into the front seat as she entered the car. Kate lowered the convertible top and headed toward the Caye Isle Yacht Club. When she reached the Yacht Club, happy hour was in full swing. The parking lot was full, and Island Music filled the air. The Yacht Club was located at the southern tip of Caye Isle and consisted of a collection of white clapboard buildings reminiscent of old Key West. Several boats were docked at a long wharf leading to a large deck where customers dined under blue and white umbrellas. 

Kate entered through a side door into a large room that boasted a nautical theme. Photographs of sailing and fishing scenes hung against white walls. The bar was dark mahogany wood with brass accents. Tables were placed along windows overlooking the outside deck and marina. A classic juke box rested against a far wall facing a small dance floor. Deeply tanned fishermen, just off the boats, sat at the bar drinking beer and whiskey and laughing loudly. Rich tourists, in designer clothes, sat at tables eating conch fritters and drinking white wine along with a few business types in suits sipping martinis. Kate sat at the bar near the serving area.

The bartender, a good looking fellow in his late twenties with short red hair and a build like a fullback, smiled and asked, “What can I get you?” 

“Corona with lime, please.” When he placed the bottle in front of her, Kate asked, “Do you have time for a few questions? I’m investigating the death of Sharon Moore for her mother, Shelley. My name is Kate Cavanaugh.” She didn’t mention working with the Sheriff’s Office. It wasn’t always helpful to identify yourself with the police.

He hesitated for a moment, looking at her closely. “Ok, let me get someone to cover the bar for a few minutes.” He motioned to a young woman at the cashier’s desk to cover for him. He came around the bar and sat in the seat next to Kate, extended his hand and said, “I’m Brian O’Malley. It’s a terrible thing. We heard on the news it was murder.”

“How well did you know Sharon Moore?”

“Pretty well. We were friendly. I’ve worked here part time every summer for the past three years. I’m in a doctoral program in Marine Science at the University of Miami. I divide my time working here and helping out at the Keys Marine Lab.” 

“What can you tell me about Sharon?”

“She was beautiful, a head turner. She was rich, of course, didn’t need to work, but she did. She sold real estate for some outfit. I can’t remember the name. And she sometimes helped here on Thursday nights when the crew from Keys Custom Motorcycles came in. Her boyfriend, Jason Wilson, is the owner, or I should say his father is. She was fun, liked a good time and was always nice to the staff.”

“What’s the boyfriend like?”

“He’s a bit of a jerk. Good looking enough if you like brooding guys with tattoos. Wears the leather and acts a bit tough. He never gave me any trouble. He kept a close eye on Sharon. He didn’t like her flirting, which she did a lot.” He gave Kate a small, sad smile.

“Do you think he would hurt her?” 

He thought for a long moment, his face solemn. “I don’t know.” 

“Thank you, I appreciate you speaking with me. Is there anything else you can think of that might be important?”

He hesitated. “She didn’t seem very close to her family.” 

“Any one of them in particular?” Kate asked.

“No, I can’t really say. It was only an impression I got. She never talked about it, but I could sense the distance.”

“The girl who’s covering the bar for you, did she know Sharon?”

“Dina is new. I’m not certain she ever met Sharon. The person to talk to is the other bartender, Joe. He’s worked here forever. He’s off today, but he’s here early most days.”

“What’s his last name?”

“Castell, Joe Castell”.

“Thank you for your time.” Kate shook Brian O’Malley’s hand and stood to leave. The crowd had grown during their conversation. No empty seats remained at the bar. The juke box was playing a Jimmy Buffett tune as she walked toward her Mustang. 

“Time to head home, boy,” Kate said to Bean as she started the Mustang and headed down US1. Her cell phone rang as she turned up the long road to Sam White’s estate. She responded to the voice-activated system, “Kate Cavanaugh.”

“Hi Kate, are you interested in dinner tomorrow night? I thought Cafe Marie would be nice.”

“I would love to, Jack. I’m going to be in Miami tomorrow afternoon to speak with a client. I’m working on my first case. I’ll tell you all about it tomorrow.”

“Come by the house after you meet with your client. How does an eight o’clock reservation sound?”

“Sounds great. See you tomorrow.”

“Be safe, Kate. See you tomorrow.”

As she turned onto the long drive to the Main House, Kate thought of the first time she’d met Jack. It was at one of the dinner parties Sam held for his investors. She had no intention of attending, but Sam said it would do her good to socialize a bit. Reluctantly, she agreed. When Sam introduced her to Jack, she felt an immediate and powerful physical attraction. The attraction was mutual. They’d been dating ever since. 

Kate pulled the Mustang up to the six-car garage at the Main House. She and Bean exited the car and walked to the front door. She didn’t need a key or key pad code to open the door. The security system recognized her face. She stated her name to the facial recognition monitor. This triggered a facial scan which verified her identity and unlocked the front door. She walked briskly toward the kitchen at the back of the house. 

“Hello, Kate, good to see you,” said the House Manager in his slightly British accent.

“Hello, Johnson. Any issues with security?” Kate asked the tall, slender black man.

“No issues. Everything seems to be in good working order.”

Johnson was a bit of a mystery. When he hired her, Sam told her only that Johnson was a friend who had worked for him for many years, and she could trust him implicitly. He didn’t encourage further questions and Kate didn’t ask, but she was curious. One thing she knew for certain, Johnson was much more than a House Manager.

“I’m going to walk the perimeter of the house and then check the monitoring system. I’ll let you know when I’ve completed the inspection.”

“Very good, Kate. Will you be having dinner at the Main House?”

“No, thank you, but I may take a dip in the pool before I leave.”

Titus Global Security provided state-of-the-art security for the building, but Kate liked to walk the perimeter of the Main House on a regular basis. This came from her military training. Even the most advanced security measures could still miss something that Bean’s nose or her instincts might pick up. Together, they methodically performed their inspection, verifying that nothing appeared unusual or out of place. Shortly after she adopted him, she and Bean trained together at a private highly specialized security training school run by a former CIA canine trainer. Kate and Bean were now partners. She rarely went anywhere without him. 

After completing the inspection, Kate and Bean returned to the kitchen. Johnson was preparing dinner for the small live-in staff. He turned and smiled at Kate. “Are you sure you don’t want to stay for dinner, Kate? We’re having beef brochette.”

“It smells delicious, but I can’t. I have some calls to make. Could you feed Bean while I’m in the security room?”

“I certainly can. Come, Bean, let’s get you something to eat.” 

Kate left the kitchen and walked across the foyer to the elevator. It was a three-story house. On the first floor was a large commercial kitchen, a dining room seating twenty, a formal living room with adjacent game room, and a large Florida room with French doors leading to an expansive patio and pool. On the second floor was a master suite with adjacent library and four guest bedrooms. The third floor consisted of five bedrooms with private baths and a large sitting room for the live-in staff. 

The security room was located on the second floor and could only be reached through a concealed door in the library. The room was temperature controlled. It was built for short term safety with access to a helipad on the roof. The security equipment was controlled remotely around the clock by Titus Global Security, but Kate personally checked the equipment regularly. 

Once she completed her inspection, she returned to the elevator and headed down to the pool for an evening swim. All types of swim gear and swim suits were stored in the cabana. Kate chose a red tank suit and grabbed a pair of swimming goggles and dove into the pool. She was a strong swimmer and swam several laps before exiting the pool feeling refreshed and relaxed.

When she returned to her bungalow, she poured herself a glass of Chardonnay, microwaved a bowl of left-over pasta, and ate at the kitchen counter. After her meal, she took a shower, while Bean performed his nightly rounds of the grounds around the bungalow. When Bean returned, she settled on her bed with her laptop and a glass of Kentucky bourbon on ice. She emailed Rishi Das, who worked for Titus Global Security, to begin a background check on the Moore family with a focus on the victim, Sharon Moore. 

It was getting late, and she had a long day tomorrow. Jack would want her to stay the night. She knew he was falling in love with her. He spoke often of wanting to take care of her. He was wonderful in many ways, and she had a powerful physical attraction to him, but she was not in love with him. Kate wasn’t sure she had ever been in love. Her parents divorced when she was six, and she and her brother lived with their dad. Two weeks before her high school graduation, her father was killed in a hit and run accident. Devastated, Kate joined the Army. Since then, her older brother, Tommy, was the only person she was really close to. She could take care of herself. She didn’t need anyone, except maybe Bean, who had crept into her heart. She wasn’t sure she could let someone take care of her, or even if she wanted someone to take care of her. She pushed the thought away and turned off the light.
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​​​TUESDAY, JUNE 12
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AFTER AN EARLY MORNING run, breakfast, and a quick shower, Kate dressed for her meeting with Shelley Moore. Her standard tee shirt, shorts, and flip flops wouldn’t do for this meeting. She chose a short sleeveless white dress with tan sandals. She grabbed her keys and she and Bean headed to Miami to see Shelley Moore. 

Biscayne Shore Towers was one of many high-rise condominium buildings clustered on Biscayne Bay. The condominium provided valet parking and a doorman. Kate tipped the doorman generously to allow Bean to stay with him in the building’s entryway while she visited Shelley. The lobby was elegant and spacious with several white leather sofas and flowering potted plants. An unoccupied concierge desk was located near the elevators. Shelley lived on the ninth floor. The elevator opened to a square entry with three doors. Shelley’s was 9A. Kate rang the bell. An attractive woman in her late forties with short spiky blond hair opened the door. She wore a sleeveless lavender blouse, unbuttoned to reveal a generous amount of cleavage, a slim black skirt, and ballet slippers. “Hello, you must be Kate. Please come in, I’m Shelley.” 

She led Kate down a short corridor which opened into an expansive living area with views of the bay. She walked to a bar at one end of the room. “May I offer you something to drink before lunch? White wine, perhaps? Lunch should be here shortly. I’ve ordered two chef salads. I hope that’s ok.”

“Yes, thank you, white wine would be fine.”

“Please sit down,” Shelley said. Kate sat on the cream linen covered sofa and looked around. The walls were painted pale blue. The floor was white marble covered with Persian carpets. The room contained a treasure trove of antique furniture. The effect was warm and comfortable, and very expensive. Shelley joined Kate on the sofa and handed her a glass of wine. Her eyes were red, and she looked pale and drawn. “The Sheriff’s Office sent an officer to see me yesterday. They informed me that my daughter was murdered. He asked me a lot of questions about Sharon. I don’t understand. Who would murder Sharon?”

“The investigation is at the beginning stage. We have no obvious suspects yet. Tell me about Sharon. Did she have any enemies?”

“Oh, no, everyone liked Sharon. She was a fun-loving person and very generous.”

“I understand Sharon worked in real estate. Can you give me the name of the agency?”

“Yes, she worked part time for Goodwin Properties. They specialize in luxury condominiums. It’s owned by Randy Goodwin. He was very fond of Sharon. He often said she was one of his best agents.” She gave Kate a small smile. “I’ll get you one of Sharon’s cards.”

“Did Sharon work anywhere else?”

Shelley dabbed her eyes with a tissue. “Yes, she sometimes helped out at Cayes. She didn’t need to work. She received an allowance from a trust fund from her grandfather, but she was full of energy and she liked people.”

“Tell me about her boyfriend, Jason Wilson. Was their relationship serious?”

Shelley sighed and shook her head. “Sharon wasn’t serious about Jason. She liked him, but it was more of a flirtation on her part. I think he took the whole thing a lot more seriously than Sharon did.”

“Why do you say that?”

“Well, Sharon told me that Jason was becoming too serious. She said she was going to tell him that although she liked him, she wasn’t ready to be serious with anyone.”

“Do you know if she told him?” Kate asked.

“No, I don’t. I didn’t think much about it. She never indicated she was having any real problems with him.”

“What did you think of Jason?” 

“I thought he was immature, not someone Sharon would ever be serious about.”

The doorbell rang, and Shelley rose to answer it. Kate took the opportunity to walk to the windows and gaze at the view of Biscayne Bay. She noticed a briefcase draped with a man’s tie sitting on a chair next to a credenza. Was someone else in the condo? She heard Shelley returning and walked back to the sofa and sat down.

Shelley entered, followed by the waiter pushing a service cart with lunch. “We’ll eat lunch in the dining room,” Shelley said. Kate followed her into yet another luxurious room filled with antiques and a spectacular view of the bay. Kate didn’t like high-rise buildings much. Too cold and anonymous, she thought, but this was certainly a beautiful place. The table was set for two. Kate sat opposite Shelley. 

The waiter served the chef salads with warm bread and poured water into cut crystal glasses. “Will that be all, Mrs. Moore?” he asked.

“Yes, thank you. I’ll call when we’re finished.” She turned to Kate. “The building has a wonderful restaurant on the second floor. I’ve become very spoiled and have stopped cooking entirely since I moved here.”

While they ate lunch, Kate asked Shelley about herself. Shelley spoke softly, saying she was originally from Indianapolis, Indiana. She came to Miami to go to college and to get away from her domineering father. She met Martin Moore during her second year at the University. They were married a few months later. She was looking for a safe harbor. She thought she found one in Martin. “I was wrong,” she said, “Martin was not a safe harbor. He was irresponsible, and in the end criminal. It’s not a nice thing to say, but his going to prison freed me from the prison I endured married to him for all those years.”

“How did your children take the divorce?”

“Not well. They saw their father through rose colored glasses. Susan, my eldest, seemed to take it the hardest. She loved Martin and was always seeking his approval. Sharon was his favorite, you see. I think they were more upset about the divorce than his going to prison.”

“Did they blame you for the divorce?”

“Yes, I think so, especially Susan. It was easier for them to be angry with me for the divorce than to be angry with their father for being in prison.”

“Does Martin know about Sharon?” Kate asked.

“Martin was moved to Big Pine Key Prison a few months ago. He’s due for parole soon. The Sheriff’s Office spoke to the warden, who informed Martin yesterday of Sharon’s death. I’m sure he was shattered. Sharon was his baby. Stewart is going to visit him tomorrow.”

“Will they allow Martin to go to Sharon’s funeral?”

“I don’t know. They’re releasing her body in a few days. I’d like a private service, but Stewart thinks her friends will want to come. I don’t know if I can handle all those people, and Martin, too.” She looked bereft. Tears ran down her face.

“I know this is hard,” Kate said. “But it might help us if the funeral is public. The police will be watching who attends and how they behave, and so will I. We might learn something about who killed her.”

“I didn’t think of that. Alright, we’ll have a public funeral. I can bear it if it will help find who killed her.”

After lunch, Shelley walked Kate to the door. She handed Kate one of Sharon’s business cards. Kate said goodbye and promised to report to her regularly. Bean stood as Kate exited the elevator and walked toward the lobby door. She thanked the doorman for allowing Bean to stay with him. “Fine dog you have, ma’am. I wouldn’t mind having one like him myself,” he said as he motioned the valet to bring the Mustang.

Kate smiled in acknowledgement and turned to Bean. “Come, boy, let’s go.” Once in the car, Kate raised the top and drove away slowly. She made a U turn and parked across from the Biscayne Shore Towers and waited. She felt certain a man was in Shelley’s apartment and she wanted to know who he was. She hoped he would be wearing the tie she saw on the briefcase near the credenza.

As soon as Shelley closed the door behind Kate, Stewart came out of the bedroom and embraced her. She rested her head on his shoulder and gave a deep sigh. “It’s ok, love,” he said, as he leaned down and kissed her. The kiss deepened. She clung to him. He pulled her closer. “Come,” he said, as he walked her to the bedroom and lowered her to the bed. She shivered slightly as he opened her blouse and kissed the swell of her breast. She moaned as he removed her panties and whispered, “I want you so much. I’ve never wanted anyone as much as I want you. Say you are mine.”

“I am yours,” she moaned.

Forty-five minutes passed, and still no man with a red and blue striped tie exited the condominium tower. Three women exited and one young man with a dog entered. She was beginning to consider leaving to meet Jack when a slender man with wavy white hair, wearing a blue suit with a red and blue striped tie walked out the door. The doorman waved to the valet who returned with a black two door Mercedes Benz Coupe. Kate jotted down the license plate number and watched as the car headed in the direction of Caye Isle. She called Dave Baron, updated him on her meeting with Shelley Moore, and asked if he could check who owned the Mercedes. She lowered the top of the Mustang and headed north toward Jack’s place.

Kate’s phone rang as she entered the driveway to Jack’s small Spanish style villa, located on the intracoastal north of Miami. It was Dave Baron calling to tell her the Mercedes leaving the Biscayne Shore Towers belonged to Stewart Moore.

“Interesting,” she said, “I wonder why he felt he needed to hide in another room while I was in the condo? We’ll need to find out more about their relationship. I’ll ask Shelley directly when I call her later today. It looks like we’re dealing with some complicated family dynamics.”

“Speaking of complications,” Dave said, “we finished processing Sharon’s residence. We don’t know if she was killed there, but we did find a note on the desk in the cottage. It includes initials and a date. She noted on the day before her murder an appointment at eight o’clock with the comment, ‘Demur/S&M’ and ‘The End’. It looks like Sharon was possibly hooking.”

“That sounds a bit ominous. Any chance I can look at the residence and the note?”

“Sure, let’s meet tomorrow morning at nine o’clock. She lived in a cottage adjacent to the Yacht Club. I’ll meet you in the parking lot, and we can drive over together. Kate, this looks like it could get ugly and dangerous. Be careful.”

“I will. I’ll see you tomorrow morning.”

Bean was sitting at attention in the car, poised to jump. Kate laughed. “Ok, go see Jack.” Bean jumped out of the car and ran to the lean dark man standing at the entrance to the villa. He bent down to pet Bean. His hair was still wet from the pool, his skin bronzed from the sun. He was wearing low slung swim shorts. Oh, oh, I’m in trouble, Kate thought, as she grabbed her overnight bag and walked over to meet him. He brushed her cheek with a kiss and led her through the wrought iron gate into a private garden filled with exotic blooms. The house was white stucco, built in the 1940s by Jack’s grandfather when he emigrated from Cuba. He started a business selling expensive hand rolled cigars. Fuentes Gold Cigars were sold in exclusive hotels and restaurants worldwide. The tobacco for the cigars no longer came from Cuba. It was now a very special blend grown primarily in Brazil. Jack expanded the business to various high-end online vendors. 

The house was not large but was light and airy with high ceilings. It opened onto a wide veranda with grass sloping to the intracoastal. A Monterey sports boat was moored at the dock. “I thought we could have drinks and a dip in the pool while you tell me about this new case you’re working on.”

“Sounds great. Let me change. I’ll meet you at the pool.”

Kate walked through the large Great Room filled with beautiful antique pieces, many from Cuba. The center of the room held a large conversation area with white slipcovered sofas and black and white upholstered chairs. A massive black marble fireplace dominated one wall, and a grand piano sat in a far corner. The floor was tan and white Cuban tile. She climbed the stairs at the back of the villa with its intricate wrought iron railing to the master bedroom. She changed into a very tiny black Brazilian cut bikini she knew Jack would like. 

When she returned to the pool, he grinned wickedly and handed her a tall cool Mimosa. They sat in lounge chairs sipping their drinks, as Kate told Jack about Sharon Moore’s murder and what she’d learned so far. “If she was a hooker, she would most likely be working for someone, and organized crime is very likely involved,” Jack said. “This could be extremely dangerous, Kate. Are you sure you want to get involved with this? Are you going to carry a gun?”

“I’ll be careful. Please don’t worry. I’ll leave the dangerous stuff to the police. I’m continuing my Karate training. And don’t forget Bean. He can be a very dangerous weapon. I haven’t decided yet about a gun.”

“I will worry. I want to take care of you, even though I know you can take care of yourself. Please be extra careful.”

“I will. Now how about a dip in the pool? I can show you my new Karate moves, and you can show me a couple of your moves.” She wiggled her eyebrows. Jack laughed as they both got up and jumped into the pool. An hour later, they were in the shower together and Jack was demonstrating some very stimulating moves indeed.

Jack sipped a martini while he waited for Kate on the veranda. He turned as she came through the door, asking, “Do you have one for me?” He took a deep breath and swallowed. She wore a short sea blue sheath with silver heels that accentuated her very long legs. Her dark curly hair shined in the evening light. Her blue eyes sparkled. He handed her a drink and kissed her neck. They took the Monterey to Café Marie and docked the boat near the restaurant. It was one of Jack’s favorite places. It reminded him of Paris where he’d spent a year as an exchange student. The maître d’ showed them to a table overlooking the intracoastal. Jack ordered champagne. They sipped their drinks as they gazed at the lights shining on the water.

“Excuse me, Jack. I need to call Shelley to check in and ask her about her relationship with Stewart Moore. I won’t be a moment.”

“Do it here, Kate. I don’t mind.”

Kate nodded as she called Shelley. “Hello, Shelley. This is Kate. Do you have a moment?”

“Yes, of course. Thank you for calling. Do you have any news?”

“I’m afraid there isn’t much to tell you. I did speak with the police. They found a note at Sharon’s house indicating she scheduled an appointment the night before her murder. She made a notation with the word, ‘Demur’. Any idea what that could mean?”

“I don’t unless it’s the perfume, Demur.”

“Ah, it’s perfume. Did she wear Demur perfume?” Kate asked.

“Yes, she sometimes did.”

“I’m going to Sharon’s house tomorrow with the police. I’ll verify what they found,” Kate said.

“I wish I knew what happened to her. I don’t understand who would want to hurt my daughter.”

“I know it’s difficult. We will do all we can to find who murdered Sharon. This is awkward, Shelley, but I need to ask you about your relationship with Stewart Moore. I believe he was in your apartment today while we were having lunch. Is your relationship with him something more than his daughter-in-law?”

Kate heard a sigh followed by a long silence. “Yes, we fell in love after Martin went to prison. No one knows. Please don’t tell anyone. I don’t know what Susan would do if she found out. It just happened.”

“I’ll need to tell the police, but I’m sure they won’t disclose it unless they have no other choice. I’ll check in with you tomorrow. In the meantime, if you think of anything else, please call me.”

“I will, and thank you, Kate.” Kate ended the call and took a sip of champagne.

“What did she say about her relationship with Stewart Moore?” Jack asked.

“She says they are in love. Talk about family dysfunction. Her husband is in jail. Her daughter is murdered and probably a hooker. And she is in love with her ex father-in-law.”

“You didn’t mention the S&M part.”

“No, not yet, and not over the telephone, I want to tread carefully with that information until we’re certain exactly what we are dealing with. I’m going to talk with Dave about keeping that part under wraps, at least for now. However, Shelley did bring up a good point. If the Demur in the note refers to perfume, which it likely does, where is it? Dave didn’t mention the police finding it. If we can’t find the perfume, maybe we can find a receipt for its purchase. Or was it a gift from a client? And who is the client?” Kate smiled at Jack. “Enough of this. Let’s order dinner and hold hands.”

Jack reached across the table and took her hand and nodded to the waiter. “I took the liberty of ordering ahead of time. Is that ok?”

“Sure, that’s fine,” Kate said, and squeezed his hand. But she wasn’t sure that it was fine. It smacked of, ‘I’ll take care of everything for you’, which made Kate want to get up and run.

As they were sipping after dinner coffee, Jack said, “That perfume you mentioned, Demur, I’ve heard of it before. I think it’s Middle Eastern.”

“That’s interesting and a bit unusual. Thanks, Jack.” Kate gave him a wide smile.

After they left the restaurant, they walked along the intracoastal. Jack stopped under one of the street lamps that lined the walkway and turned Kate toward him. “Kate, I think you know how I feel. I’m falling in love with you.”

Kate took a breath. “Jack, you are one of the most wonderful men I know. I care for you very much. I find you incredibly sexy but falling in love is not part of my life. It never has been. I’m too independent, or maybe I’m lacking some essential component.”

“Give it time, Kate. Give me time.”

“I don’t want to mislead you, Jack. I’m thirty-eight years old. I don’t believe I’ve ever been in love. It’s not you. It’s me. I need to be free. I’ve always been this way. Please don’t hope to change me. I’ll understand if you want to stop seeing me.”

“Stop seeing you. I’m crazy about you,” he said. “I won’t push it, Kate. Let’s go back to the house.” He pulled her to him and kissed her deeply. Kate responded, pressing herself against him. Oh, this is a mistake, she thought. This isn’t going to end well, but I can’t help it. I want him so much.
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KATE WOKE EARLY THE next morning to the sound of rain against the windows. It rained almost daily in the summer in South Florida. She stretched and turned to look at Jack. He slept on his back, one arm resting over his head. He’s a beautiful man, she thought, and a good one. Sighing, she rose quietly from the bed and picked her clothes off the floor as she made her way naked to the bathroom. After a quick shower, she changed into her standard uniform of tee shirt, shorts, and, today, espadrilles. She kissed Jack lightly on the lips. He smiled in his sleep. Grabbing her overnight bag, she and Bean headed downstairs to the kitchen. She brewed coffee and fed Bean. After writing Jack a note telling him she would call him soon, she filled a cup with coffee and she and Bean left the house to meet Dave Baron. The rain had stopped by the time she arrived at the Yacht Club.

Dave was standing by an official Sherriff’s Office SUV. “Good morning, Kate,” he said with a smile. “We’ll go in the SUV. We can take Bean with us.” Once in the car, they drove down a narrow, paved road that ran past the Yacht Club to a small private beach. They passed two small cottages before they came to Sharon’s. It was larger than the other two and in better condition, painted powder pink with white trim. Two white wooden rocking chairs sat on the front porch. They exited the SUV with Bean and walked up the short walk to the front door. 

The door was posted with a notice from the Sherriff’s Office and covered with crime scene tape. Dave removed the tape, unlocked the door, and they entered a small living room. The room was light and airy. Lots of brightly colored throw cushions covered the slipcovered sofa and chairs. A large collection of seashells filled a glass bowl on the coffee table and prints of the ocean and marina hung on the walls. The floors throughout the cottage were stained a light gray. A small galley kitchen was at the back of the cottage; a door led to a small backyard bordered by woods. Next to the living room was a small office leading to the bedroom. The bedroom, like the living room, was primarily white with touches of color. 

“You’d never think a hooker lived here, would you?”

“No,” Kate agreed. “It’s as if she lived two lives.”

“A bit eerie,” Dave said. “Well, I’ll let you look around. The team didn’t find anything of interest other than the note indicating the appointment.”

“Do you know if they found any perfume labeled Demur?”

“They didn’t as far as I know, but let me check the list.”

He took the folded list from his breast pocket. “No, they didn’t find any perfume at all. That seems a bit odd come to think of it. Don’t most women wear perfume? I know my wife does, at least for special occasions.”

“Yes,” Kate said, “especially women like Sharon.”

“Dave, how do you feel about withholding the information that Sharon likely worked as a hooker, at least for now?”

“We decided yesterday to hold back that information. We informed our Vice Division and asked them to make inquiries into any connections to organized crime or the very few independent pimps in the area.”

“I didn’t notice a car. Did Sharon own one?” Kate asked.

“We checked. She didn’t own a car. She did use a company vehicle, a black BMW convertible. She didn’t use it the day she died. It was parked in the Yacht Club garage since the night before her murder. She usually kept it in the garage when she wasn’t using it. It’s only a short walk from her cottage. We searched it and dusted for prints. We didn’t find anything unusual. We were able to get a few good prints.”

“Maybe she took a taxi to her appointment. Can we check the local companies?”

“I have someone checking. Lago Cabs is the only taxi company in the area. They’re going through their records as we speak. I should hear something later today. If she took a taxi, it may lead us to where she was murdered.”

Kate checked each room carefully, looking for anything, which might give her a clue to what happened to Sharon. The kitchen looked unused. The refrigerator was empty except for a few bottles of water. It appeared Sharon didn’t cook much. She noticed no family photographs displayed anywhere, which seemed to verify Brian O’Malley’s impression that Sharon was not close to her family.

The police had removed the laptop from the small office and they were in the process of completing a forensic analysis. The only personal papers were utility bills and two credit card bills, neither of which included a charge for perfume. One bill did include a charge for very expensive lingerie. Sharon was not wearing lingerie when she was found. Something to look for, Kate thought, when they found the place where Sharon was murdered.

As she walked into the bedroom, she hoped it held more promise of finding a clue to help solve the case. Bean, who was with her while she searched, stopped and sat facing the closet door. “What is it, Bean?” Kate asked as she opened the door. Bean stood and turned to the back of the closet. Kate moved some clothes aside. Bean entered the closet and sat facing the corner on the right side of the closet.

“Dave, can you come here? I think we found something.” She pointed to the back corner of the closet. “It looks like a piece of the wall was cut out and replaced.” She stepped back to let Dave look.

He pried open the loose patch of wall with a penknife and pulled out what appeared to be a bag of marijuana and assorted pills. “Good job, Bean,” he said. “We missed this yesterday.”

“I’m not too surprised to find drugs considering she was likely hooking,” Kate said.

Dave nodded. “Maybe Vice can come up with who was dealing to her. I’ll get this to the lab as soon as we leave here. The pills appear to be prescription drugs.”

Kate began a thorough search of Sharon’s bedroom, beginning with the clothes closet. She expected to see more clothes, considering how wealthy Sharon was. At the end of the closet, she found what could only be described as a costume. It was a short black maid’s uniform with a sheer fluffy white apron, the kind you see in racy French movies. “She was definitely into something kinky,” Kate said. “It looks like her specialty was possibly role playing.”

“Yes,” Dave said. “I received a text from one of our guys. He found an appointment book on the laptop and is going through it now. Most of the appointments were scheduled for Monday, Wednesday, and Friday. She averaged two a week. With so few appointments, this doesn’t appear to be about the money. What do you think her motivation was?”

“I don’t know enough about her yet. I’m beginning to think it may have given her a kick. I need to speak to the rest of the family. I’m going to call her sister later today. Did you interview the boyfriend, Jason Wilson?” Kate asked.

“Yes, he has an alibi. He was at a party Saturday night at a local biker’s house. About a hundred witnesses were present, but that doesn’t mean he didn’t leave, kill her, and then return to the party. He’s still a suspect, but for now we keep looking,” Dave said, as he locked the door and replaced the crime scene tape. He dropped Kate off at her car and headed back to the Sheriff’s Office.

Kate was able to get an appointment to see Susan Lawrence at her home that afternoon. She lived on the northern end of Caye Isle. Kate drove into the driveway shortly before two o’clock, parked her convertible, and raised the top as Bean jumped into the back seat to wait for her. The house was a two-story plantation style overlooking the marshes on the Gulf side of Caye Isle. Susan came out onto the front porch to greet her. She was a tall, attractive woman. Her dark hair was pulled back into a topknot. Her eyes were blue, her nose strong, and her lips full. She’s the opposite of her sister, Kate thought. “Good afternoon, Susan. Thank you for seeing me.”

“Please come in. I have iced tea on the back deck. We can talk there.” Kate followed her through the cool dim house to the back deck, overlooking the Gulf marsh waters. The view was beautiful and peaceful. A pitcher of iced tea and two glasses were set on a small round table in front of two comfortable wicker chairs.

“I’m very sorry about Sharon. As you know your mother asked me to help with the investigation into her death.”

“Yes, it’s such a terrible thing. I never expected this, even though Sharon lived on the edge. She ran with some questionable people, at least to my mind.”

“Can you tell me about these people?”

Susan sat back in her chair and closed her eyes. She looked pained. “I didn’t know all of Sharon’s friends. Sharon was a party girl. She liked men and they liked her, but she wasn’t interested in settling down. It sometimes caused problems. Some of the men became jealous and possessive. One of the men was Jason Wilson. The family owns the Keys Custom Motorcycles. She was also friendly with Jason’s father, Hank. I think that may have caused some tension.”

“How friendly was she with Hank Wilson? Was she sleeping with him?”

“I don’t know. I saw her having lunch with him a couple of times. They seemed very friendly. I never mentioned it to my mother. I tried to protect her from some of Sharon’s wildness.”

“Who else do you think Sharon was seeing?”

“She spent a lot of time with the real estate fellow she worked with. I think his name is Goodwin, Randy Goodwin. He seemed very possessive of Sharon. Sharon was always shrugging him off.” She turned to Kate, tears in her eyes. “There were others, but I don’t know their names. Sharon flirted with almost every man she met.”

“Was she always a flirt?”

“She was the apple of my father’s eye. My mother’s too, for that matter. Sharon was always adorable, and everyone loved her. No one could say no to her and they rarely did. She was spoiled, I’m afraid,” Susan said.

“Did that bother you?”

“I’m sure it did as a child, but after a while I got used to it. My parents loved me, and they were good to me, but Sharon was their favorite.” She turned to the sound of footsteps as her husband, Bob, came through the doorway. “Hello, darling. This is Kate Cavanaugh. She’s helping the police with finding out who killed Sharon.”

“Hello,” Bob said as he extended his hand to Kate.

“Hello, Bob, thank you for allowing me to speak with you.” Kate smiled at the very good-looking man with the deep voice and hooded brown eyes. Bedroom eyes, Kate thought.

“I’ve explained to Kate that Sharon was a party girl and almost everyone’s favorite person,” said Susan, looking up at her husband.

“Yes, Sharon was definitely a flirt and a bit reckless. I think she expected to always be loved, but she could be careless with people’s feelings.”

“Was anyone upset with her recently that you know of?” Kate asked, noticing the tenseness in his jaw.

“No, not that I am aware of,” he said quickly. “Sharon was spoiled and often oblivious to other people’s feelings.”

“Sharon had a date with someone the Friday before she was killed. Do either of you know who she was meeting?” Both Susan and Bob shook their heads. Kate stood and thanked them for seeing her. “If you think of anything else, please give me a call.” Susan took Kate’s card and Bob walked her through the house to the front door. Kate turned and shook his hand. It felt slightly moist. What, Kate wondered, is this man so nervous about?

Bob Lawrence closed the door behind Kate, leaned against it, and closed his eyes. A slight tremor ran through him. What to do, he thought, what to do? Damn that woman! The last time he saw Sharon was the day before she died. She strolled into his office unannounced, closed and locked the door behind her, and smiled that teasing smile at him. He was on the phone with a potential client negotiating a lease for one of the company yachts. His heart began to race. He quickly ended the call. Sharon let the lightweight raincoat she was wearing slip to the floor. She was naked except for a short sheer white apron and a pair of black stilettos. She walked to his desk, leaned down and began to untie his tie. Oh, God, I can’t do this again, he thought, as he hungrily drew her to him. Thirty minutes later, she walked to the door holding five one hundred-dollar bills in her hand. She turned and said smiling. “This is the last time, Bob, darling. It’s been fun, but my life is about to change.” She blew him a kiss as she left his office. 

He sat at his desk for a long time after she left. It was over. He felt both relief and shame. He could never resist her on his own. She’d played this game with him ever since he first came to her parents’ house to pick Susan up for a date. He’d gazed up as he walked toward the house and saw her standing in her bedroom window naked, smiling at him. He stopped in mid-stride, a rush of desire coursing through him, and then he hurried on. 

He came back later that night after he dropped Susan off and stood looking up at the window. She was standing at the window again. This time she was dressed. She looked down at him and began removing her clothes. He watched, his desire mounting. When she was naked, she smiled at him and slowly closed the drapes. He came back night after night. His desire for her became unbearable. When he saw her at her family’s house or at the Yacht Club, she barely acknowledged him. She drove him insane until one night he followed her home from Cayes. He grabbed her as she was walking toward the house. He tried to kiss her. She brushed him off. He begged her. He told her he worshipped her. He would give up Susan. He loved her. She laughed at him. He cried. He said he would give her anything she wanted if he could have her. 

She smiled at him and said, “Ok, Bobby, I’ll let you look at me, touch me, maybe even something more, but you must not give up Susan; and I do expect you to pay me. Come to the cottage behind the Yacht Club tomorrow night at nine o’clock.” To his utter shame, he’d paid her ever since. Slowly he walked through the house to the back deck to his wife. He bent down and kissed her on the cheek. She looked up at him and smiled.

On her way home, Kate called Dave Baron and updated him on her interview with Susan and her husband, particularly the fact that Bob Lawrence seemed nervous about something. “One of our guys will follow up with him. We’re still checking the alibis of family members. He may have had something going with his sister-in-law.”

“My thoughts exactly,” Kate said. They agreed to meet the next morning to compare notes and plan next steps. Kate sped along the coastal road, pondering how many people Sharon Moore upset with her casual disregard for the feelings of others.

Once back at the estate, Kate and Bean did their usual security checks. No guests were staying at the Main House and most of the staff was on vacation. Kate swam a few laps in the pool and headed to her bungalow. She ate a light dinner while Bean did his rounds. Later, they both settled on her bed as she reviewed the report sent by Rishi Das. She began with Shelley Moore. It appeared that Shelley was exactly who she claimed to be. Her father, who died several years earlier, had been a minister in a fundamentalist Christian church. Her mother was still alive and had not remarried. Her younger brother followed his father into the ministry. Shelley never returned to Indiana after her father’s funeral. Aside from her very strict upbringing, there were no red flags in Shelley’s past.

Kate then turned to Martin Moore. Martin was the only child of Stewart Moore and Frances Greene. His mother died from leukemia when he was six. His father doted on him. Martin was a charming boy who could manipulate his elders and did so gleefully. His mischievousness turned into pranks for which he was never held accountable. He developed into a handsome, charming man with little self-discipline and a warped moral compass.

Martin was an Economics major at the University of Miami when he met Shelley. He was not an outstanding student. However, he was a popular man on campus, a fraternity brother, and a big party guy. His father was rich; he was good looking and considered a catch. He met Shelley at a local art gallery. She was an Art History major. She wasn’t in a sorority, but she was quite beautiful, and he pursued her aggressively. She became pregnant in her sophomore year and they were married. Martin graduated later that year and began working for his father at the Yacht Club. He continued his rich boy partying ways. He earned a reputation as a boozer and a womanizer. Despite his well-known philandering, the couple had two children, both girls. 

By all accounts Martin was generous to his family with gifts and money, if not time. He was rarely home. He was always involved in some type of shady business or real estate deal, to the consternation of his father. It was one of these deals that landed him in jail. He hired someone to burn down one of his failing commercial buildings for the insurance payout. He got caught.

Martin and Shelley Moore had two children, Susan and Sharon. Susan, the oldest, was a quiet and serious dark-haired girl. Though her parents loved her, they were often distracted by the more demanding needs of her younger sister, Sharon, who was born a year later. Consequently, Susan was benignly neglected by her parents. Still, she did well in school and began dating her future husband, Bob Lawrence, when she was a senior in high school. Bob was a few years older than Susan. He worked at the Yacht Club for her grandfather during his summer vacations from college. Her parents highly approved of Bob and were thrilled when they became engaged.

Sharon was the youngest child of Martin and Shelley Moore. She was an adorable blond, blue-eyed baby who grew into a stunningly beautiful woman like her mother. But Sharon was a wild child in many ways. She was highly manipulative like her father and seemed to possess his same lack of a moral compass. She almost always got her way. She could be sweet and charming, but she could also be cruel. She especially enjoyed manipulating men. She gained a reputation, not so much for sleeping around, but for not following through on her flirtatious invitations. Sharon, it seems, was a tease who left many scorned men in her wake.

Kate pondered what she’d read. Sharon Moore, she thought, had been on a collision course with a bad destiny for a long time. She inherited her mother’s beauty and her father’s recklessness. Her behavior would cause a scandal once it was made public. The dangerous games she played finally caught up with her. Any one of these scorned men could have killed her. They would need to interview them all.

Next, she turned to Stewart Moore who, unlike his son and granddaughter, appeared to be a tower of virtue. Stewart grew up in Lowell, Massachusetts. He graduated at the top of his high school class and went on to earn a business degree from the University of Massachusetts. He married his high school sweetheart, Frances Greene, and soon after the wedding they moved to Caye Isle, where he’d spent many family vacations fishing and boating. He bought three cottages and began to build his business. Soon after the birth of their son, Frances developed leukemia. She died six years later. Stewart never remarried.

The report included a list of assets owned by the subjects. Stewart Moore was very wealthy and owned substantial investments outside the Yacht Club. Shelley and Martin Moore were both minority shareholders in the Yacht Club. Stewart owned the condominium where Shelley resided, which was not that surprising given their relationship. Both Susan and Sharon were recipients of the Moore Family Trust Fund. Of interest, was the ownership of a condominium hotel suite in the Diamond Hotel Condominium Suites. It was owned by Sharon Moore. “Bingo,” said Kate.

Kate emailed Rishi thanking him for the report and asked him to run a check on Bob Lawrence. She was even more certain now there was likely something between Sharon and Bob Lawrence. Sharon, she thought, might find it fun to mess with her sister’s husband. Kate was beginning to understand Sharon. She was a spoiled, undisciplined child who pushed people to their limits. Yet, like any child spinning out of control, she may have yearned for someone to take her in hand. Had someone tried to control her and ended up killing her instead? 

She closed her laptop, went to the
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