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PROLOGUE
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A lagoon is a shallow body of water separated from a larger body of water by a narrow landform such as reefs, barrier islands, barrier peninsulas, or a narrow strip of land connected by two larger masses of land.  The Indian River lagoon is a grouping of three lagoons: the Mosquito Lagoon, the Banana River and the Indian River on the Atlantic coast of Florida. It is a 121-mile-long brackish water body originally named Rio de Ais after the Ais Indian tribe who lived along the east coast of Florida, but was later given its current name.  The Indian River is known for its Florida charm, stunning scenery, and the number of fish that inhabit it.  Most common are redfish, speckled trout, tarpon and snook. 

Early November, 2022.  Beck liked to fish the Indian River and had several preferred spots along the eastern edge of Brevard County, Florida. He also liked to surf fish along the Atlantic and usually went south of his Port St. John home to Satellite Beach for angling off the shore.  On this particular day he decided to go north past the county seat of Titusville to one of his favorite spots near Mims, which was only a few miles south of the Volusia County line.  The Weather Channel called for mild temperatures, low 58 and a high of a comfortable 74, along with sunny skies.  Sunrise at 6:59 EST.  He was a little late getting started but had packed his fishing gear into the 2002 Toyota 4Runner the night before.  He grabbed a cup of takeout coffee at Danny’s, a local deli, before traveling east on Faye Blvd. to Route 1 then north towards Titusville.  The snowbirds were mostly settled in for the winter and he noted that the RV parks along Route 1 were already full to capacity with the wealthy northerners and Canadians who migrated yearly to Central Florida.  

Traffic was light heading north; he made a right on Parrish Road past the Gardner Street Bridge and continued past the intersection of Hammock Road where the pavement ended in favor of dirt.  He arrived at a small boat ramp and parked in the crushed shell and stone parking lot.  From the air the bank of the Indian River was fairly straight, but this spot was just above a thin tract of land that protruded into the river.  It resembled a finger.  

Beck noted a red late model Ford F-150 with a small boat trailer attached, parked just past the boat ramp.  He made sure the owner had enough room to navigate the ramp when he returned and he parked the 4Runner.  He unloaded his pole, canvas fishing bag and a small thermal lined back pack.  He listened and didn’t hear a motor, figured the boater had found a spot and was busy trying to catch something in the calm waters. 

He walked north on the dirt road along the tree line looking for a break with a small path to the river bank.  The foliage was in fall mode so it was easy to locate a pathway. It was about 7:40, a little on the cool side, but the sun would soon warm things up. Two things Beck didn’t like, long pants and cold weather.  He wore a cut off pair of desert camo BDU’s, ankle high work boots, a Hank Williams Jr. t shirt under an old Levi’s denim jacket. The jacket was so old that the label inside said Made in the USA.  He wasn’t using live bait today, only soft lures. The back pack was stuffed with half a roast beef grinder, a pack of peanut butter crackers, two bottles of water and an apple.  He pulled a tan colored bucket hat out of one of the cargo pants pockets, covered the thinning hair on his head and perched a pair of Oakley sun glasses on his forehead.  There was a Buck folding hunter lock blade knife in a worn leather case on this right hip.  In the small of his back, he carried an inside the pants holster that housed a Smith and Wesson shield in 9 mm with seven hollow point rounds in the magazine. Beck never carried with a round in the chamber.  

He found a break in the tree line about 100 meters north of the boat ramp, navigated the branches on the foot path and settled at a spot on the bank.  He retrieved a lure from his tackle bag, and attached it to the hook, and smiled as he looked at the brand-new Shimano rod and Silstar spinning reel. He had been waiting to try out the newly purchased combo.  He cast out, noted at how calm the river was and reached into the breast pocket of his Levi’s jacket for his pack of Winston’s.  Pulled a cigarette out, reached into the other pocket for a zippo lighter.  He lit the cigarette, and looked at the zippo, one side was engraved with an outline of the country of Vietnam.  He turned it over in his hand and looked at the engraving on the other side. Sgt. Davis Spencer.  It was his only possession from the father he never knew. Davis Spencer was killed in action in Vietnam when Beck was only 3 months old.  He pushed the lighter back in his pocket took a draw on the cigarette and relaxed, watching the line for bites.

Beck heard what he thought were some branches breaking, then the impact of the first bullet passing through his right thigh from back to front. He didn’t actually think it, but he knew in his gut he was going to die.  The next bullet struck him as he was falling forward in the right arm just below where the shoulder and the upper arm meet in the ball and socket joint.  The third shot almost struck him in the small of the back but ricocheted off the holstered Smith and Wesson grazing the fleshly area above his right hip. He fell into the Indian River and his last conscious memory was trying to claw his way back up onto the bank.

Justin and Caitlin Harvick had pushed off from the boat ramp just as the sun was peaking over the eastern horizon.  Theirs was a relationship made in heaven.  Justin worked as an EMT out of Titusville.  He had enlisted in the US Navy, was trained as a corpsman, and served two tours in Afghanistan attached to a Marine Infantry unit. After his discharge he took some additional medical training at Eastern Florida State College and was hired by the 911 EMT unit attached to the Titusville Police department.  Caitlin, raised by her father, was often called a tomboy by her peers. She was tall, blonde with striking features and surfer girl good looks. Her problem attracting men was that she had shared hunting and fishing interests with her single father and most of her suitors were intimidated by her attraction to the outdoors and her hunting and fishing prowess. To potential suitors she wasn’t girly enough. She graduated with a degree in nursing with honors from the University of Central Florida and worked as an RN in the trauma ward at the Parrish Medical Center.  She and Justin, also brought up in a similar background, met through work and the rest was history.  

They purchased a used 18-foot fishing boat and an old Mercury 25 HP outboard motor.  Justin was mechanically inclined and rebuilt the old Merc.  It was rare for them to have a day off together so they planned to enjoy the outing on this beautiful November morning.  After a few minutes on the water Caitlin convinced Justin to change directions and go north on the river instead of south, the direction that the boat ramp pointed in.  On the way passed the parking lot Justin observed Beck’s 4Runner. 

“Hey Caitlin, look someone else is fishing, see that SUV.”

“Yeah, maybe we will see somebody along the bank, ask if they are catching anything.”

About a minute later they both heard a pop, pop, pop.  At first Justin thought it was the Merc backfiring and he yelled at Caitlin.

“Hey Cait, I need to do a little more fine tuning on that old Merc, but I’ll get it.”

She just nodded and smiled, then pointed and above the noise from the motor she said. “Justin there is a fishing pole floating up there, try and get close to it.”  In the next instant she put her hand over her mouth in shock and stated, “Justin there is a body there along the bank, half in the water.  Try and steer in close to the bank, I’ll secure the motor, prop it in the up position.”

Justin killed the motor, and steered towards the bank.  Caitlin helped Justin raise the outboard, as he partially grounded the bow.  Almost on que Caitlin jumped out and secured the tie off rope on a tree trunk.  Justin reached Beck’s body, pulled him completely out of the water, and rolled him on his back.  He removed his hooded sweatshirt and used it to elevate Beck’s head, felt for a pulse, cleared his airway. Justin pulled his t shirt off folded it and used it to try and stop the bleeding from the thigh.  He observed that Beck was also bleeding from the shoulder and there was a patch of blood seeping through his shirt above his right hip.  He looked for Cait and yelled, “Cait call 911, he’s alive, it’s really bad, hope the femoral artery hasn’t been hit. Quick, he’s bleeding from the shoulder, see if you can help, put pressure on it.”

Caitlin reached the dispatcher, gave her the details. She moved towards the body as she talked to the dispatcher on her cell.  “Is he responsive,” Caitlin pulled her light weight jacket off and started applying pressure on the shoulder. She looked at Justin trying to stop the bleeding from the thigh, there was blood everywhere.  She saw that Justin had used his fishing knife to cut the pant leg open for better access to the thigh in his attempt to stop the bleeding.  “I gave the dispatcher the location, told her who I was, she has my cell number. She said they will roll someone right out.  Justin I’m praying he can hold on until help gets here.  Please God, don’t let him die.” 

Caitlin worked on his shoulder and pulled his shirt loose from the right hip. She noted that the wound above the hip was just a flesh wound and continued applying pressure on the shoulder while simultaneously pulling his jacket off of his right arm.  Her cell rang and the 911 dispatcher asked a few more questions, verifying the location.  Justin looked up at her shaking his head. “If they don’t get here quick, I don’t think he’s going to make it.”  
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CHAPTER ONE
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Beck moved slowly through the disjointed buildings.  The Brevard In Door/ Out Door market wasn’t crowded on this early January morning 2022.  Most of the snow birds had already arrived for the winter months but it was unusually cold for Florida.  The early morning temperature was a cool 35 degrees and it had dipped below freezing the night before. It was overcast, but the sun was just starting to peak through the clouds. No doubt it would take the chill off. There were no renters at the outdoor tables and the vendors inside had portable space heaters in their areas.  The corrugated steel buildings were painted an ugly shade of blue and the structures reminded Beck of the barracks at Fort Lewis Washington. 

Most of the inside vendors were open for business and the crowd of locals moved from one building to another checking out the displays.  Many possibly looking for after Christmas bargains. Beck noted that many of the locals ignored the smoking restrictions and Beck lit up himself.  He had long pants on, old carpenter jeans.  His faded blue hooded sweatshirt had seen better days, was frayed at the cuffs and the draw string was missing. He wore an old, partially ripped Levi’s denim jacket over the sweatshirt.  He strolled easily, occasionally glancing at the wares of the various vendors. He was enjoying a day off; business had been sporadic since the pandemic but he had enough work between his two jobs to pay the bills and then some. 

Beck spotted the booth he was looking for and was glad it was at the far end of the last building. He was self- conscious about what he was about to do and didn’t want anyone he knew to see him.  Madame Chi, the sign was small and bordered alternately by small painted stars and half- moons.  Madame Chi didn’t look like a Madame, nor did she resemble the stereotypical image of a fortune teller.  She appeared to be of Asian descent and although Beck was bad at guessing age, she appeared to be in her late 30’s early 40’s at most. Her long black hair was pulled back in a ponytail and her black framed glasses were set down on the end of her nose. She had very fine features and from behind the table appeared to be slender and not very tall.  She had on faded jeans and a plaid flannel shirt open down the front covering a maroon t- shirt.  

Beck entered the space and paused at the front of the table.

“Sit down,” she said, unless you are lost.” She smiled and motioned him to take a seat.

Beck answered, “how much to get my fortune told, is that what you do.” Beck noted that her smile was broad exhibiting perfect teeth.  He was unsure how to proceed but realized that he was going to go ahead and take the plunge.

“I don’t tell fortunes; nobody has the ability to see into the future.”

“What do you do then,” Beck asked.

“I look at where you have been and see the different directions as you continue on your journey. They say appreciate the journey as well as the destination.” 

Beck hesitated and looked down, then replied, “so you can’t tell my fortune.”

“No, I never said that, I said that I can see where you are from and where you may go, I stress the word may.”

“OK”, Beck said, “let’s go ahead.”

“Remove your sunglasses”, Madame Chi said.

“Why.”

“The eyes are the key to the soul.”  Madame Chi smiled again and motioned with her hands as if removing glasses. Beck took his sunglasses off and hooked them below his chin on the hoodie.

“Your eyes are blue; I knew they were blue.”

Beck smirked and replied, “that’s bullshit, why didn’t you say that before I took them off.”

She laughed, “now you have doubt, it makes it easier to read you.”

“Is Chi your real name, I really don’t think so you don’t look like a Chi.”

She smiled again, “now who is reading who, my name has nothing to do with this, it’s not about me, it’s about you.”

“How much to get my palm read.” Beck asked.

“Twenty-five for the cards, I don’t read palms.”

“Ok, cards it is,” Beck took a crisp twenty and a worn five out of his billfold and handed to her.  Her hand was smooth and very delicate.  He noticed her smile had an innocence about it.  

She took out a worn deck of regular playing cards and laid them on the table. Beck looked at the cards, “hey, I thought fortune tellers used like a special type of cards, this is a regular deck, and quite beat up looking at that.”

“When I was a child, my mother worked several jobs to make a better life for my brother and I.  A neighbor used to watch us after school. She was from, as she used to say the old country.  She taught me how to read the cards.  Before she died, she gave me this deck, and this necklace.”  Chi pointed to a small gold chain around her neck that contained a gold star and half-moon. 

“So, she taught you, she must have thought that you had a gift, you know a special power.”  Beck said.

“She said that if one has the gift, they will discover it themselves, she never said that I had a gift, only that I was a good learner.” She leaned back on her chair motioned for Beck to pick up the deck. “Pick up the cards and touch them with both hands, then give them back them back to me.” Beck complied.

She fanned the cards out on the table face down.  “Ok take five cards and line them up left to right face down. They don’t have to be from the top of the deck.”

Beck carefully scanned the cards and started pulling them one at a time.  “What now.”

“Turn them over one at a time left to right.”  She smiled that infectious smile and motioned him to turn them over.

He started as instructed left to right.  Two of hearts, ten of diamonds, ace of spades, eight of clubs and last card was the five of spades.  

Chi studied the cards and paused for a couple of minutes.  She glanced left to right and back again. “Give me the eight of clubs back and pick another card, but put it all the way to the right, leave the space open.”

As he pushed the card back, he asked, “why.”

“That card tells me nothing, now go ahead, pick another.” 

Beck turned over the nine of clubs and placed it all the way to the right.

“9 is 6 upsides down, you know if 6 were 9”, she looked back for a reaction, she smiled. He missed the reference to the Jimmi Hendricks song. She often figured a quick joke relaxed those she was reading. 

Beck said nothing.

“I usually don’t start with this card, but the ace of spades is the death card, but you know that, most men are aware of that myth.”

Beck was startled, “how do you know, where did that come from.” 

“My mother was Vietnamese, she often told me stories about the GI’s. They were superstitious.  She would say many were so young, so far away from home with no direction.”

Beck said, “so tell me about the death card.” Before she could answer he decided not to say anything about his father dying in Vietnam. 

“The cards tell me that this is not about your death, I can’t see who it is, but it is a violent death and you will come across it. You will be forced to make a decision about it, you will want to help someone, you may have to take a risk.

She looked back up and pointed to the 10 of diamonds.  “The ten of diamonds is coupled with the ace, I see a young fair-haired fair skinned woman.  I can’t see how but she is involved in this death, but not the victim.  Perhaps she knows the person. Perhaps she knows you.”

Beck shifted in his chair, leaned forward, “so who dies.”

“I don’t see it, try and pull another card and put it in the space between the ace and the five.”

Beck pulled another and turned it over.  The seven of clubs.

Chi shook her head, “no I can’t read anything from that card, and the 9, the first one you pulled, it is blank, you missed the joke, the song reference.  Let’s move on.”

She pointed to the five of spades. “The five of spades, this is vague, but you will meet this person, the one who will die. A chance meeting, five days, five months, five years, I can only read that it is a sequence of five.”

Beck rolled his eyes, “so I thought you could see the future.”

“I never said that, you were not paying attention. You can go in this direction; fate often plays tricks.” 

Beck glanced back at her and smiled, “that only leaves the two of hearts.”  

“Yes, you have been intimate with two women in your life.” Beck started to answer and she put her hand up towards his face.  “No this is not about sex; sex is nothing more than a handshake. It means nothing about the partners, just that they want pleasure. When I say the cards tell me intimate, I mean you had two relationships, serious ones, with two women.”

Beck said, “so what happened.”

“You know what happened, me telling you changes nothing.”

Beck reached into the pocket of his hoodie and pulled out another cigarette.  He lit it, looked back at Chi.

“That’s all I see in the cards for you.”

Beck stood up at looked her right in the eyes.  “Thank you, I’m not sure about what you said, that it is anything I have to worry about.”

Chi smiled, she looked him right back in the eyes, she never wavered. “Walk the path, let it take you on the journey.”

Beck walked away from Chi’s booth, he strolled back down towards the main entrance and thought about what had just happened to him. Most of him thought it was bullshit, but he had an earie feeling. Part of him thought she really had a gift. 
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CHAPTER TWO  
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Mid-March 2022, Friday evening.  Shelby Gaines turned left from Faye Blvd. and headed north on route 1 towards Titusville.  The post work traffic was heavy and she noted that the strip malls and restaurant / bars parking lots were filling up.  It was pleasant, about 70 and the heat from the afternoon sun was subsiding.  Shelby planned on staying out for a while, so she dressed for the cooler evening ahead. Long sleeve Ron John’s Cocoa Beach t- shirt, pair of faded ripped Levi’s and an old pair of Brooks running shoes, no socks.  An old pickup truck pulled out just in front of her from one of the several mobile home/ RV parks along the highway.  She touched the brake on her Toyota Tacoma, blew the horn and the driver of the truck gave her the finger in his rear- view mirror.  She laughed, resumed speed and changed lanes observing that the driver was still making gestures as she passed him on her right.  

Shelby spotted the parking lot for the Pintos Lounge, turned in, parked towards the back.  The lot was small, and already about half full.  Shelby always parked thinking about saving her truck from dings, rather than the convenience of a short walk to the entrance.  She grabbed her cloth handbag, locked the truck with the key fob and started towards the door.  Shelby was tall, thin and had short dark hair with blonde highlights and soft, pale blue eyes. What one might refer to as a runner’s body. To say she was good looking was an understatement.  In her mind, she was just average, but smart enough to never let her good looks get in her way.  

Inside the establishment were two areas, the bar was to the left, enough room for only about a dozen metal stools, covered in red fake leather.  The reminder of the bar area contained half a dozen wooden tables and chairs.  The atmosphere was dark, there were two flat screen TV’s, one behind the bar, the other in the far corner of the dining area. A spring training exhibition baseball game was on one TV, the other had the local news on. Adjacent to the bar area was a room containing 2 pool tables, which were routinely removed for the weekends when local bands played usually to a packed crowd.  Must be no bands this weekend thought Shelby as she noted the pool tables were still in the middle of the floor, both occupied by guys she assumed were regulars. 

Shelby saw that Beck was sitting at the last bar stool on the far end, adjacent to the small kitchen.  She had recently turned 21, this was only her second visit, but assessed that although not high class, it was clean, and according to the locals a well-managed neighborhood bar.  Beck saw her and smiled, motioning her over.  She took the stool next to his.  One of the barkeeps, a middle-aged woman with bleached blonde hair named Jan, asked her what she wanted.

Jan looked at Beck, “you vouch for her or should I card her,” then she laughed as she knew Shelby. “Sorry to hear about Scott, knew him for what seemed like forever.  He always had a good word for you. Sent a donation, saw it on the obit.”

“Jan, thanks, Scott saved my life, I don’t know where I would be if it wasn’t for him.  I’ll take a Bud draft, don’t want Beck bitching about those who drink light beer.”

Jan turned away, got her drink and moved down the bar to another customer.  

Shelby looked at Beck, smiling, “hey where’s your girl Nicole, still hot for her, right.”

Beck laughed, “she’s coming later, said to save her a barstool.  She’s like always late and gets tied up at work a lot.  Hey don’t tell her I’m hot for her, she’ll get a big head.  Anyway, how’s it been going, since Scott died, didn’t want to say much at the memorial service, I think you know that we were close. I took it hard, along with others. He was, like always there when you needed him, would give you the shirt off of his back.”

Shelby took a sip of her beer, “I’m ok, had to start getting stuff done right away. Curtis bailed me out on the gun store.  He has an FFL, and will run it until I go through the process of getting a license, or decide to sell.  Not sure, Scott ran things and always had everything in order.  One thing about him, I will never want for anything, he had his ducks in a row, for sure.”

Beck touched her arm, “not to push, but where do you think you are going with this, the gun store, maybe selling is easier.”

“Curtis said no pressure, he was tired of being retired, said to take my time. Scott, once he let me help out, taught me the ins and outs, paperwork, computer stuff, all the reporting for the feds, inventory, contacts, suppliers, everything. I think, no I know I could run it.  I’ll take my time.  His will was all up to date, no problems.  I know my mom was pissed, he left almost everything to me. Did leave her a little money, will probably go up her nose.”  

Beck shook his head, “Scott never said much about his sister, your mom. I guess not my business, he kind of told me the circumstances around how you got here, ended up with custody and all that stuff.  He took it in stride, I guess part of his character.”

Shelby smiled, “I can’t think of anything bad about him, even though he’s gone, he will always be part of me. Taught me to drive, taught me to shoot, taught me how to be careful, cautious around strangers. A lot about life.  All that, and as he would say and then some.”

“Change the subject I guess, how are things going with Jason.”

Shelby frowned, started to talk and then Beck put his hand up. “Look, not my business, sorry. Scott had mentioned some things, nothing bad but I wondered.”

“Hey Beck, its ok. I think Jason and me, the relationship, made Scott uncomfortable. Jasons got three kids, not yet divorced, older than me by what 7 or 8 years. I think Scott wanted me to you know circulate a bit. Play the field as he would say.  Anyway, we are ok, He has backed off a bit since Scott died. I think Scott made him a little uneasy; I don’t know like he intimidated him.  Like he was looking at him real hard. Haven’t had much contact since the service, I think Jason’s wife was on him about attending. Jason says they don’t live together but I think they do, off and on. Anyway, I’m glad for the break.  Need some space.”  

Beck started to talk, Shelby stopped him and got Jan’s attention for 2 more drafts.

“Look Beck, need a favor.  I’m going to keep the property up near the county line. Scott had big plans for it.  I will build up there some day. Like it’s my dream. I have already started thinking about what needs done before putting a house up there. Scott had that old shed, I’ll leave it, but want to get the stuff out of it. Got a few zero turns, maintenance stuff. He had a storage facility down here, almost empty, I’ll use it for most of the stuff and one of the mowers for my house.  His house, I guess it’s mine now, but I am moving in and leaving the one I live in to rent.  Part of the will. No mortgage, he owned everything free and clear.”

“Ok,” Beck said, “guess you need help, right. My 4Runner, I have a 10- foot trailer, you got the truck.  We can get that stuff out of there in one trip. Even clean it all up. Later I can go up there, make any repairs on the shed, it needs paint, but it is sturdy and in really good shape.”

Shelby sighed, smiled, “you must have been reading my mind. I can even buy you lunch after we are done. As long as Nicole doesn’t get mad, just kidding. By the way she just walked in.”  

Nicole came right back to the end of the bar and first kissed Beck, hugged Shelby and took the vacant seat next to Shelby.  She waved at the other barkeep; a younger women named Dee. “Hey get me a gin and tonic, lots of ice.”  Dee nodded and Nicole continued. “Ok, you two look like you may be a few up on me. What you talking about.”

Beck took a sip of his beer, “I’m going to help Shelby clean out that shed on the property Scott owned up north in the county.”

Nicole nodded and looked straight at Shelby, “don’t go up there alone, been up there a few times with him (pointing at Beck) and Scott.  Hardly any houses, would give me the creeps if I was up there by myself. They were always up there shooting, or mowing, cutting trees, stuff like that.  Be safe honey, you are young, pretty and just be careful. Too many creeps out there today.”

Beck interrupted, “ok, lets change direction here, maybe we could lighten up a bit.  Burgers are pretty good here, lets order some food.”  Beck leaned over the top of the bar and grabbed two menus, one for Nicole and one for Shelby.  
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CHAPTER THREE  
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Shelby pulled up on her vintage Raleigh 10 speed bike, leaned it against the concrete wall behind E Six Guns.  She glanced up at the sky, overcast, there had been an early morning rain shower.  She hit the keypad, unlocked the rear door, entered and pulled the bike inside.  She turned the alarm off, relocked the back door from the inside and turned the office light on. The gun store, inherited from her uncle Scott Stockton, was located in a strip mall just past the Winn Dixie food store on the south bound lane on Route 1 in Port St. John.  It took up the first two store fronts, shared with a tattoo parlor, nail salon, dry cleaners and a Domino’s Pizza franchise. Scott had talked the landlord into the arrangement and had negotiated a lease that included no raise in the rental fee for a period of five years.  His shop brought a lot of traffic into the strip mall.  Scott used to joke, first buy a gun, drop of your laundry, get your nails done, get a tattoo and take a pizza home.

It was an early spring Saturday, about 7:30 AM.  Shelby had packed a rain suit in her back pack, along with a pair of jeans, and a change of running shoes. She was dressed in running shorts, a tank top with a cut off light weight sweatshirt over top. The weather called for scattered showers, but Shelby often rode her bike to the shop, it was only about 4 miles from her Port St. John home.  She had already completed the move from her rental home and taken care of the loose ends regarding her uncle’s will.

Curtis was due in around 8, but had texted her and said he would be late.  Shelby had always followed her uncle’s rules since she started working part time at the store.  She was not allowed to be involved any sales, nor was she allowed to open any of the display cases unless another person was present, namely her uncle. Now of course, it would be Curtis since he was running store until Shelby made up her mind what she was going to do with it.  She always carried while in the store, and stored one of her personal handguns in a gun safe in the office. 

Shelby opened the smaller of the two safes, a Winchester, and retrieved her 9mm Smith and Wesson shield, holster and relocked the safe.  She changed into jeans, and a grey polo shirt worn outside the jeans to conceal the holstered fire arm.  Booted up the computer, checked for emails and noticed that the land line phone was blinking indicating there was a voice mail.  The voice mail was from a supplier and she noted the subject, wrote herself a note on a memo pad to return the call.  She unlocked the office door and entered the main area, cleared the two-stage alarm system, turned the lights on and observed that there was already one car parked in front of the shop.

She frowned, as she recognized the car, a late model BMW sedan belonging to a local so-called politician named Frankie Mosley.  He frequented the gun shop, and was a thorn in the side to Scott, herself and now Curtis.  Frankie waited until 8, and then got out of his car and approached the door.  Shelby wished that Curtis had arrived, she always felt uncomfortable around Frankie.  She and Jason, her boyfriend, had attended a wedding about 6 months prior to her uncle passing away.  Frankie was also in attendance, the wedding was for a coworker of Jason’s, at the county prosecutor’s office.  Frankie had cornered her during the reception and made lewd comments and brushed his hand on her ass.  Shelby decided to ignore the incident rather than make a scene and ruin the day for everyone.  Later she again decided not to tell Jason, who was a detective for the county prosecutor.  She felt it was better to just let it go. Frankie was a creep anyway, but politically connected and getting anyone to believe her would be in vain.

She decided to let him inside, after all the hours for Saturday were 8 AM to 3 PM.  She went around the counter, double checked to make sure all of the displays were locked and opened the door. She turned quickly and hurried back to the other side of the counter.  Frankie entered and started the conversation.  

He lifted his arms exposing sweat stains on his golf shirt.  The shirt had the insignia of the Brevard County Prosecutors Office.  Frankie was always trying to impress, she doubted that he had ever worked in law enforcement, but bragged about his connections. He was short, about 5’6”, overweight and out of shape.  His full head of hair was definitely colored, hiding the gray. Shelby guessed him to be in his mid-50’s.
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