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CHAPTER 1

Jake reached up to take the freshly printed sheet from the printer tray. He was nervous and anxious because in fifteen hours he would be in the Beechman’s house kidnapping four women.

He was frustrated with himself. This was the third time he had printed the simple rules of the house. He started to read.

House Rules

1. You have been kidnapped and are being held for ransom.

2. Now for the bad news, you will be here for the next seven months; if the ransom is paid you will go home alive. Do as I say, you will go home better than you came.

3. You will be feed 3 times a day and shower once a day if you wish.

4. Stop up the commode and you live with the mess, I will not clean it up.

5. Red light on, you sit in chair.

6. Do not move when I am in the room.

7. Do exactly what I tell you to do, NO QUESTIONS.

8. Food will be put in the red box painted on the floor, everything must be put back in the box, if something is missing from the box, I will not come in, and you will get no food until everything is in the red box.
Don’t be stupid, think about a year from now, this will just be a memory.

You can make this seven months bearable, miserable, or your last—YOUR CHOICE!

He read the rules a second time, and it still didn’t please him, but his frustration was not going to allow him to revise them again. He put the sheet back in the printer and made three more copies. The rules would be glued to the wall in each of the ladies rooms.
Jake picked up the four sheets, the glue, and left the office/utility room. Stepping into the hall, he paused to admire his last six months work. Each of the ladies would have her own room. The only live person they would see or communicate with over the next seven months would be him. He wondered who would change the most, him or them.

In the first room, he glued the rules to the wall, and stepped back to inspect the room once more. The four rooms were all the same. Each room was ten by ten, and the ceilings, walls, and floors were all unfinished, unpainted plywood. Behind all the plywood were sheets of sound suppressing foam and insulation. For seven months the women would live in these rooms which looked like the inside of a cardboard box. They would never see the light of day, the stars, hear or feel the rain, watch the snow fall, or listen to the winter winds.
After Jake had posted the House Rules in each of the rooms and given a final inspection, he walked down the hall to the door which led from the confinement area to his living room. He made sure all the lights were out in the confinement area, closed the door, and walked over to his recliner and sat down. He sat on the front edge with his elbows on his knees and stared at the TV without seeing or hearing it.
His mind raced with thoughts of what he had done, and what he was about to do. Jake had no idea how long he sat in that position contemplating whether to take the next step. He knew, if he took the next step, there was no way to undo his actions; he would be trapped to see the plan to its conclusion. He finally eased back into the chair, and a comfortable confidence filled him. He had entered THE PLAN.
CHAPTER 2

The alarm went off at seven, and Jake jumped out of bed and headed to the bath room. After relieving himself, he showered and shaved, skipping the aftershave lotion. Today, he would kidnap the four women, and didn’t want to leave any tell-tell clues at the Beechman’s house. Bacon, eggs, hash browns, and toast were cooked for breakfast. Lunch was not in the plan, and he knew he was going to need his energy. Watching the news and weather while he ate, reminded him the same people in Denver were killing and robbing each other as they had been since he arrived five years earlier. The weather was cooperating which made him smile, and also built his confidence.

After he cleaned the kitchen, he sat in front of the mirror putting on his mustache and wig. Since he wasn’t expecting any company, he would wear his disguise to make sure everything was glued and stayed in place. His light blue jumpsuit had been in a cleaner bag since he had gotten it cleaned three weeks earlier. He took the cleaner bag and the blue cloth tool bag to the utility room.
He had detailed the truck himself a week prior, but it had a fine layer of dust on it now. The plan already called for him to stop at a car wash just before getting on I-25 South. Since the county road he lived on was dirt, he was going to stop and wash the tires so he didn’t leave any dirt in the Beechman’s driveway. He would go ahead and do a quick rinse of the truck, since it was dusty. A dirty service truck in the elite Evergreen community might draw attention.
Over the last few months, Jake had bought four wheels for the truck from a junk yard in Ft Collins, cleaned them up and painted them white. Then he would take one wheel at a time to a junk tire shop selling used tires, and he would have the tire mounted and balanced. He made sure he bought tires at four different places, so he ended up with four different makes of tires. If any tire marks were left at the Beechman’s house, the FBI would have a difficult time making heads-or-tails of what they had. Once the new used tires were all on the panel truck, he took it for a spin, they worked great.
He checked the time for the hundredth time, and asked himself why is time standing still this morning? He checked the time on his computer to verify the time on his watch. To burn some nervous energy, he decided to re-check his equipment in the utility room. His silenced 9mm Ruger 95 was loaded and ready. After he’d put on his cotton gloves, he ejected the chambered shell and the magazine, took seven shells out of the magazine, and started to reclean each shell. This had been done already, but he needed to occupy himself. Satisfied the shells had no human residue; he reloaded the magazine with two shells and chambered a shell.
The plan called for one shell to be fired, and he didn’t plan to take the time to retrieve the brass. The FBI would retrieve the casing, and they’d know it was a nine. They might be lucky and get enough of the bullet to run a ballistics test. If they did, the results wouldn’t lead them in any productive direction since the gun had never been used in a crime and had never been registered.
Four years earlier, long before there was any thought of doing something like this, Jake had done some research on the internet looking at sales ads for handguns. He was looking for an estate sale or a widow wanting to sell her husbands guns, and he’d found exactly what he wanted in Albuquerque. He called the lady, committed to buying the pistol, and picked it up the next Monday. He drove to Albuquerque the next Sunday, his day off, took a taxi to the lady’s house Monday morning, purchased the gun with cash, and no paperwork was exchanged.
The addition of the silencer was not as easy, but it too had come into his life long before a kidnapping plan existed. When he’d arrived in Denver five years earlier, he had taken up shooting at a local gun range for something to do, more fun than bowling. He had used a hunting rifle when he was young, but had never owned or fired a handgun. At the range, he hung out talking to guys who really knew handguns. He finally bought one, and started to learn the do’s and don’t of handguns. Going to the range was a weekly thing for him, and he really enjoyed the people, they were all very friendly and helpful. They didn’t always agree with each other, but they were gun savvy.
After going to the range for over a year, he mentioned shooting with a silencer one day and got all the legal reasons one cannot own a silencer. They impressed upon Jake he sure as hell didn’t want to get caught with one or caught buying one. The interest in silencers came from the books he read. The hero characters of authors like Tom Clancy, Vince Flynn, Brad Thor, Stephen Coonts and others all used silencers and were great shooters.
One of the regulars at the range, Barry Epperson, approached him a few weeks after his silencer questions. Barry asked him if he would like to get a beer after they were done shooting. Jake was glad to have been asked to join the older, experienced shooter. He had no idea why this guy would ask him to have a beer.
At the bar, they small-talked for several beers and found they had a lot in common. Their Tuesday shooting and bar sessions continued, and a close relationship developed over the next year. During one of their outings, Barry asked if Jake really was interested in owning a silencer. Jake replied yes, but he sure as hell didn’t want to get in any trouble. Barry told him a guy by the name of Ed would contact him about modifying his 9mm, and he made it very clear he never wanted to hear Jake say anything about a silencer, modifying his gun, or Ed, to him or anyone.
Ed called a week later, and Jake ended up with a silenced 9mm Ruger. Time developed Barry’s and Jake’s relationship, and Barry became Jake’s new uncle and father, something he needed in his life.

Jake started checking the contents of the blue cloth tool bag: brown cotton gloves, black ski hood, those items needed to go in his jumpsuit. He took them out, put them in the pockets of the jumpsuit, and rechecked the badge which hung from the collar of the jumpsuit. He went back to checking the bag: eight sets of handcuffs, he wanted spares just incase some of the women couldn’t put their hands close enough behind their backs, and four headsets with built-in radios. He checked each headset to make sure the batteries were fresh, the radio station was clear, and the volume was set where he wanted. He checked the remaining items, four gray cloth hoods he’d made to put over the women’s heads, and a roll of gray duct tape. It was his dad’s rule to always have duct tape. The bag was ready.
Next, he checked the clipboard he would be using to show Mrs. Beechman the form she needed to sign, showing he was there to install the digital enhancer on their phone line. He had created a form on his computer; it had a Digitec Corp logo, and stated he was there on behalf of Mountain BellSouth to install a digital enhancer in their outside telephone receiver box. There was no such thing as a digital enhancer or a Digitec Corporation. The form had places for signatures and dates, but she wouldn’t have the chance to fill it out. It was just a distraction, but it had to look authentic. He had tied a cheap ballpoint to the clipboard, so it looked more business efficient. She would be fishing for it, while he was pulling his pistol. Everything was ready.

The ladies would arrive at Mrs. Beechman’s at ten for their mahjong game. He would ring the doorbell at eleven. They should have had time to get the game started, and become engrossed in their individual strategy. Jake would leave his house at ten twenty, and drive directly to the Beechman’s house. His arrival time shouldn’t vary by ten minutes either side of eleven o’clock. The time didn’t have to be exact, but close.

The jumpsuit and tool bag were put in the truck. He returned to the house for a box of brown soft leather shoes he’d purchased at Wal-Mart, the gun, his cap, and the clipboard. The shoes had never been out of the box. He’d sealed the box with shipping tape so as not to pick up anything from the house, where they’d been stored for several months. After he had opened the shop doors, he put all the items in the truck, and cranked the engine. The engine purred, and the truck was loaded; he shut it off and headed back to the house.

It was forty-five minutes before he was scheduled to depart. Backing out never crossed his mind, as he checked his disguise, and went to the bathroom. He passed the time watching Fox News.

CHAPTER 3

Jake went to the shop and entered the back of the truck. Slipping off his jeans, shirt, and shoes, he took the jumpsuit out of the bag, and put it on. He checked the pockets for the gloves, and ski hood. Next, he opened the shoe box and removed a pair of black socks he’d placed there when he’d checked out at Wal-Mart. He put the socks on, laced up the shoes, and put them on. The only time these shoes would be on the ground would be at the car wash before he got to the Beechman’s. He moved into the driver’s seat from the back, and tossed the jeans, shirt, shoes, and socks out the driver’s window onto the shop floor. The tool bag was in front of the passenger seat; he put the gun in the side pocket of his jumpsuit. The cap and clipboard were in the passenger seat, everything was ready.

Pulling out of the driveway was a relief; there were no cars on the road. At the car wash, he made sure the stall he picked was clean and didn’t have any dirt washed out from under an earlier washed truck or car. He was very careful not to get himself wet while he rinsed the truck, and then focused on the treads of the tires. He rolled the truck forward, and rinsed the tires again. Before he pulled out, he got two magnetic signs out of the truck, and put one on each side of the truck. The signs said Digitec Corp, with a logo and an eight hundred number which was bogus. He got on I-25 South and thought, I’ll be back at the house in two hours. He had no idea of the complexity of the situation he was about to create.

He was relieved traffic had been light, and he’d only passed two cars since entering Cold Creek Estates in Evergreen, where the Beechman’s house was located. Jake had his cap on, and when cars were approaching, he’d put the clipboard in front of his face. He pulled into the Beechman’s driveway slowly, like he was a service guy looking for the right address. The three garage doors were all closed, and three cars were parked close to the house in the circle drive. The women were all there.
The best way to load the women would be through the garage with the doors down, if there was an open spot. The worst choice was to take them out one at a time through the front door to the truck, too much exposure, but there might not be an option. He parked the truck, got his tool bag and clipboard before he started to the front door. There was no screen door which was normal for houses like this, why would you cover up a ten thousand dollar door? He rang the door bell, and waited for Mrs. Beechman to open the door.
Carol Beechman opened the door, and with a pleasant smile said, “May I help you?”

Jake smiled and said, “Yes ma’am, is this the Beechman’s residence?” as he looked down at the clipboard and form as if he were reading.

“Yes, it is.”

“I’m Larry Carter with Digitec,” he reached for his badge and presented it to her for her review, while he looked at his clipboard and read sounding like he was bored and had to read this to each customer. “Digitec has been contracted by Mountain BellSouth to install the new digital enhancers in the outside telephone box which services your house. It takes about ten minutes, and doesn’t interrupt your telephone, cable or internet service. You’ll see the improvement immediately. I just need your signature to verify I was here to install it.” He looked up from the form he had just read, and pushed the clipboard toward Mrs. Beechman for her signature. She returned his badge, took the clipboard, and started to read the form. Jake pulled the gun from his jumpsuit.

He raised his hand above the clipboard, and stuck the big black gun about six inches from her face, “Keep your mouth shut, and I won’t shoot you in the face. If you want to die for nothing, just make a sound. If you understand, shake your head.” With large frightened eyes, Mrs. Carol Beechman stared at the gun, and shook her head. Jake grasped the clipboard to take it from her, but she was gripping it like it was the only thing keeping her from falling off a cliff.
“I want you to turn around, and take a couple of steps inside so we can close the door.”

Carol did as he had asked. Jake entered the house, and closed the door quietly with his elbow. Standing behind Carol he whispered to her, “Close your eyes.” He put the tool bag down quietly, and put on the cotton gloves, and hood. He picked up the tool bag, put the gun barrel on her bare neck, which made her jerk, he whispered, “Take me to your guests, no one has to get hurt as long as you stay quiet.”

Carol started toward the back of the house, and Jake made himself as small as he could while he followed her. He could hear the other women talking and laughing, the only other sound was some soft music playing somewhere. They entered a large room, and he could tell they were approaching the table. The women continued to talk. When they’d reached the table, a hooded man with a gun stepped out from behind Carol and told her to sit down. By then the women were all looking at Jake, and their faces were filled with fear. They were in such shock, they couldn’t make a sound. Something like this was not supposed to happen in their world.
He fired the silenced 9mm into the far end of the table. The women screamed and ducked, as the mahjong tiles flew everywhere, and drinks turned over. “As you can see this is a real gun, and I’m not afraid to use it. I’m not here to touch, harm, or molest you. It would be best for me if I never touched you.”
He paused, pointed the big black gun, and looked at each of the ladies before he spoke again. “If one of you wants to try and be a hero, I promise you, I’ll wound you, and you can watch as I put a bullet in the head of each of your friends. If you are the one left, I’ll cut your face up to look like liver. I’ll not let you die, five minutes after I leave, I’ll call an ambulance, and they’ll save you. Every day for the rest of your life, you can look at the scars, and remember your three friends dying because of what you did.” He could tell his message had been received. The beautifully made up faces of the ladies were white, behind their hands draped across their mouths.

“Now get up, come in here, and lay down on your stomach.” The women didn’t even look at each other. It was as if they were all on their own.

When they were all lying on the carpet in the living room, Jake told them, “Turn your head to the right, and close your eyes.” He put the tool bag down, and got the hand cuffs out.
“Put your hands behind your back. I’m going to handcuff you, so you don’t do something that would make me hurt you.” As he started to handcuff them he said, “When the police get here, they’ll take off the handcuffs.”
When all the women were handcuffed, he got the radio headsets out of the bag, and put one on each of the women. Next, he got the hoods out and put them on each of the women. None of them liked the hoods, and each of them either screamed or cursed. They all kicked, mostly kicking the lady lying next to them, but they couldn’t hear the resistance from each other because their ears were filled with loud music.
Each headset was tuned to a different station, so any break in one broadcast would mean nothing to the other three. Handcuffed, blind from the hood, and deaf from the music from the headphones, Jake left then lying on the living room floor, while he checked out the garage.

His luck was with him, the center stall was vacant. Mr. Beechman must have driven one of the cars to work. Jake hit the center button on the wall and the center garage door opened. He went out the garage door, turned his truck around, backed into the garage, and put the garage door down. Jake checked his watch; he had been there ten minutes. With the back doors open on the truck, he got the steps out he had built for the women to use to get up into the truck.
Time to load them up. He knew this was going to be a hassle. The women had been told they would be released by the police when they arrived, so they would not like the idea of being put into a vehicle.
Carol Beechman was brought out first. She resisted by twisting in his grip, falling to the floor, and cursing loudly. She couldn’t see or hear, but that didn’t keep her from running her mouth. She was telling Jake he’d said the police would be there to take the handcuffs off, he was a liar. Where was he taking them? She wouldn’t shut up, but he had no option but to ignore her and concentrate on getting her to the van. When she fell to the floor, Jake had to grab her under her arms, and pull her to the van. Both of her shoes fell off, when he pulled her down the two steps going into the garage. With great effort, he got her into the seat in the back of the truck.
Using his forearm pushing on her chest, he got her shoulder and lap seat belt secured. He had installed a belt stop on each belt, the same type that locks safety belts for baby seats. With the belt stop, he could adjust the strap so they couldn’t move. The belt stop was adjusted, and Mrs. Beechman was ready to travel. She continued her jabbering, and knew she was in the garage with a seat belt on. She was beginning to get so vocal, Jake was afraid she might be heard if a neighbor was outside and close to the property line, or if a delivery person were to come up.
He grabbed one side of the headphones under the hood, and said to her loud enough so she had no problem understanding the seriousness of the situation, “Look bitch, if you want me to drag you back in there, pull the bag off your head so you can watch me shoot your three friends in the head, just let me hear one more sound out of your mouth. Oh yeah, you know what I’ll do to your face after that. You want to sit here with your mouth shut, or go back in? If you answer me with your mouth, your friends are dead.” He let the headphone snap back hard against her head. He sat there letting their knees touch so she would know he was still there.

After a moment which felt like ten minutes, he got out of the truck, and started to the house to get the next one. As he walked, he knew this was taking much more time than he had allowed. The more time he spent at the house, the more things could go wrong. Just what he needed was for a UPS truck to pull up. He had to get out of there. He decided he would have the same talk with the ladies he’d had with Carol, and he would take two out this time.

He abbreviated his message to the next two ladies, but left nothing to doubt about the consequences if they talked or made any noise. The headphone snapped against their heads to ensure they knew he meant business. He helped Mrs. McMann to her feet, and did the same for Mrs. Rahami. He got between them and gripped their arms with enough force to tell them now wasn’t the time to resist.
They made it to the back of the truck, and he started to get Mrs. McMann up the steps. She resisted on the second step, and started falling away.  It took everything he had in his five eleven, hundred and eighty-five pound frame to keep her from falling all the way to the floor. She hit her head on the inside of the truck, and let out a muffled half-hearted scream. He liked to have wet his pants. He had to get this under control now! No one in the garage except Jake had heard the scream, but who had heard it outside?
Jake tried to tell himself it wasn’t loud enough to reach the street, or the neighbor’s house, but the thought of abandoning the operation was passing through his brain. Maybe he should just drive off right now, and only take two.
He got Mrs. McMann strapped in across from Carol Beechman. He had been watching Mrs. Rahami standing at the back of the truck. It was a good thing she couldn’t hear or see anything because she would have run when Mrs. McMann had fallen, and Jake was consumed with getting her up and into a seat. Getting Mrs. Rahami settled wasn’t a problem; she was the easiest so far.
Again, it entered Jake’s mind to get the hell out, and leave Mrs. Talmore. Just close the truck doors, and drive out. That was the smartest thing to do, he was way over his time, and the odds of something major going wrong were getting too great.  Is this the way criminals screw up, by getting outside their plan, but just have to continue to get the results they’re shooting for?
He was sweating like a pig.  Why do I still have the ski hood on? Why was I so dumb as to pick a winter ski hood? As he took off the ski hood, he was beginning to doubt himself more. The plan didn’t call for taking off the ski hood. He was way over his time. Why did the plan call for a ski hood, after the women were hooded? Was my plan flawed that badly? Am I leaving clues everywhere?  He looked at his watch, but scolded himself, why are you doing that, you know you’re behind schedule, you dumb shit!

He knew leaving a witness would not be wise. He picked up Mrs. Talmore after he talked to her about keeping her mouth shut. They walked rapidly to the truck, and he handled her rougher than any of the others, but had her strapped-in in record time. He felt a little degree of confidence with getting her settled so quickly and hurriedly he went back into the house to the table where the women were playing mahjong. He found their purses, opened each one, and removed the car keys, and their cell phones. He carried the three purses back to the bedroom area, and found the master, and Carol’s purse. There was no cell phone in Mrs. Beechman’s purse, but he removed the car keys, while he was headed back through the house. He threw Carol’s car keys on the table with the other keys and cell phones, hit the garage door opener, jumped into the truck, and threw the purses in the passenger floorboard.
Checking to make sure he had everything, steps, ski hood, clip board, gun, and gloves, he took the gloves off, put sunglasses on, and started the truck. He didn’t realize he’d forgotten to take the Digitec magnetic signs off the truck. As he approached the street, there was a car coming from the left, and a FedEx van coming from the right. He turned his face toward the passenger side, and pulled the clipboard up to look like he was getting his next address. Hopefully, the only thing the other drivers could see was his bright gold Denver Nuggets cap. After two cars had passed from the left, and the FedEx had gone by, he pulled out. He didn’t want to sit at the red light with the FedEx truck, so he slowed until he saw a car approaching from the rear. He couldn’t afford to be suspicious. He had a clean gray panel truck with Colorado commercial tags which had serviceman written all over it.
I’m here to take care of you rich folks, don’t pay me any attention.

He made it through the light without having to stop. Jake tried to relax and come down from his adrenaline high. He checked his mirrors for traffic, and noticed the signs were still on the truck. He cursed himself, those had to come off.  Another dumb move. He turned left onto a street he knew would wind around, and put him on Highway 36 a few miles from where he had planned to catch it.
Another deviation to the plan, this street went through a low end area of the adjoining town. It was mostly Hispanic, and had a few businesses. It had been a long time since he’d been through this area, but he needed to find a place where he could pull over, get the signs off, and not be observed. He drove slowly so he could look ahead for an isolated place to pull over. Luckily, there was no traffic, but there were folks sitting on their front porches, and in small groups under large trees. Almost every house had an old car sitting somewhere in the front yard.
There was a junk yard up ahead, and a place out front to park. There was no one to be seen. He pulled in as far away from the front door as he could. Quickly got out, pulled the sign off the driver’s side, and threw it through the driver’s window. He walked around the back of the truck, and pulled the sign off the right side. Holding the sign, he started back to the driver’s side, and was confronted by a young Hispanic man.
The man with Juan on his blue shirt asked if he could help. Jake held the sign so the information was concealed from the young man’s view. Jake asked him if he had any old tractors, he was looking for a transmission. The man told him he had no tractors, but he told him where he might find one. Jake threw the sign in, and got out of there as fast as he could. Luckily, the women had all been quiet. The remainder of the trip home was uneventful, other than Jake beating himself up for taking twenty minutes more than he’d planned. What else had he missed, and when would the FBI announce over a bullhorn they had the place surrounded.

CHAPTER 4

Pulling into the shop was a great relief. He felt as though it was all over, but he knew it had actually just started. He opened the back doors of the truck so the ladies could get some cool fresh air. Closing the shop doors and getting the lights in the shop, reminded him it was only twelve forty-five. It seemed like it should be about ten at night. He was emotionally spent, but realized he had some difficult tasks ahead. He had to get four pissed women out of the truck, and get them settled in their rooms.  Boy, are they going to be pissed.

He stood at the back of the truck in total silence. There were no sounds to be heard other than a light breeze moving the trees slowly next to the shop. The aspens were doing their little light chatter. Jake was thinking about going in, and getting a quick shower before he started moving the ladies. The plan called for moving them as soon as he returned, but the plan didn’t consider how much Jake had sweated. With the shop doors closed, he slipped out the side door with no noise. He picked up the clothes he’d left on the shop floor, and started to the house. Dumping the clothes he’d picked up, he headed for his bathroom. Jake quickly showered and put fresh jeans, shirt, and shoes on. He picked up a pair of cotton gloves, and a lightweight face hood he wished he’d taken with him. It was after one o’clock, and he wasn’t hungry. He went to the shop to get the first lady.

As he quietly entered the shop, he could hear the women talking, but he couldn’t understand what they were saying, so he moved closer without letting them know he was there. How could they be talking, they had headphones on, and music playing?
“What is he going to do with us?”
“My husband is going to put him away forever!”
“Where do you think we are?”
“Do you think he’ll hurt us?”
“My husband will kick his ass when they catch him!”

“Do you think we’ll be home by tonight? I have to take care of my girls?”

Jake covered the rest of the distance to the back of the truck, and stood there looking at them, but they didn’t know he was there. He could see the headphones had been pushed forward. On some of them just one side was pushed forward, but two of the ladies had pushed theirs all the way off, and they were hanging in front of their faces in the hood. The hood was too small at the bottom for the headphones to fall out. They’d done this since he’d gone into the house. The plan called for Jake to take the women in one at a time, but he was about to change that. He wondered if he could manage all four at once, but gave up on that real quick.  Two at a time, that’s manageable.
Since they had their headphones off, they were startled when Jake told them Mrs. Talmore and Mrs. Rahami would be leaving the truck, and he’d return shortly for the other two. Someone asked how he knew their names. Jake responded, “You all had driver’s licenses with pictures, now keep your mouths shut, you can talk later.”

He released the seatbelts for the two ladies sitting in the two rear seats. The steps were in place, and he helped the ladies out one at a time. Their hands were cuffed, and their heads were bagged, so he expected no problems. He got between them and held on to their arms while he walked them to the house, and into the confinement wing of the house. Since all of the rooms were the same, it didn’t matter which lady was in what room.
Mrs. Talmore was taken into the first room on the left, while Mrs. Rahami stood in total darkness in the hall. Mrs. Talmore was seated in the only chair, and Jake told her he would be back to release her after everyone was in. The same was done with Mrs. Rahami in the next room. He went back to get the other two women, and they were exactly were he had left them, but he could tell they had tried to get out of the seatbelts

. He told them, “ Now you can do this the hard way, which you will regret real soon and probably be sore for a week or more, or you can do like the other two ladies and be sitting comfortably in your room.”

Carol yelled, “What room?”

“The room you will be calling home for a while, now no more questions.”

“How long are you going to keep us?”
“No more questions, you’ll have a lot of answers soon, now be quiet!”

The seat belts were loosened, and the ladies were helped down the steps to stand behind the truck. He stood between them, and took them to their rooms in the house.

All the rooms were off a common hallway on the left side of the main living area. When Jake bought the house, the left side had a bathroom, and two small bedrooms. It must have been built for a family with two kids or two kids in the plans. He had lived in the house three years before his plan was concocted. When he started putting the plan together the previous January, it was too cold to make house modifications. He didn’t know he was going to kidnap four women until March, still too early for any physical changes.
By May, he had accepted the plan would involve four women, and he’d drawn up some plans for their stay. Before he started any work, he had all the materiel he needed delivered. That way, no one would see what he was building. It was easy calculating what he needed because one of his jobs when he worked for his uncle Bob Pyron, he estimated material, so someone in the office could estimate the material costs for bids.

He had also learned carpentry, plumbing, and wiring while he was building the barn for his horse, Lili, while he lived with Uncle Bob in the Caymans. Bob had sent over the people needed for building the barn, and Jake helped them while he learned how to do things.
When Jake was ready to start remodeling the house, and had all the material, it took him six months to do all the work himself. He really loved working on it every spare minute he had. As a result, he had a great tan and callused hands. People at Bellman’s Whole Food and Market, where he worked, wanted to know what he was doing to get such a great tan. He told them, he was breaking in a new horse and riding a lot. The answer was accepted with no problem.

All the ladies were sitting in their rooms now, waiting for what would happen next. All the doors were closed. Jake went to Mrs. Talmore’s room, first room on the left.

“Mrs. Talmore,” Jake said in the most non-threatening way he could, “I’m going to take off your hood, the headphones, and then the handcuffs. But before I do, I want you to understand a couple of things. The rules we had at the house still stand. You try some thing I will kill them in front of you, and then cut you up before I drop you off in front of a hospital. You’ll have a lot of scars to live with. Do you understand what I’ve said?”

“Yes.” Mrs. Talmore’s voice was weak and trembling.

“Good. I want you to understand I have no intention of ever touching you, or hurting you in any way. The only time I’ll be forced to hurt you is if you do something to threaten me, and I won’t hesitate to discipline you. You need to understand any discipline you get; your friends will get the same, and visa versa. Do you understand me, Mrs. Talmore?”

“Yes,” could be heard faintly as she sobbed quietly.

Jake was wearing a long sleeved shirt, hood, cotton gloves, and jeans. This would be his uniform anytime he was going to have exposure to the women. He took the hood and the headphones off Mrs. Mildred Talmore. She stood for him to remove the handcuffs, but would not look directly at the hooded monster. Jake handed Mildred a bottle of water, moved away from her, and stood close to the door while she drank half of the bottle. To get some dialogue going with her, he asked how she had gotten the headset off.
Mildred replied, “I have two daughters. You say you’re not going to hurt me. My girls need me; you need to let me go right now! If its money you want, let me call my husband, he can get you what you want, and we won’t say anything.” She had totally ignored his question and she was crying hard. The more she cried, the harder she cried.
Jake stepped out of the room. This was the part of the plan he was dreading the most. The first week would be an extremely emotional period, and he was not looking forward to it. He knew he was going to have to act with authority, and discipline them to set the tone, and this was totally contrary to his life.

The next room was Mrs. Rahami’s. She sat in the chair as told. The headset was off her ears, but the volume prevented her from hearing what was happening. There was no particular odor or smell in the room, and she could hear nothing other than the music from the headset. The temperature was comfortable, but there was no movement of air.
Her mind raced as she tried to analyze what had happened. The masked man standing at the end of the table in Carol Beechman’s house was not an overpowering figure, even though his gun looked more like a cannon. This thing was something that happened on TV or the movies; how could this be happening to her. She had never harmed anyone in her life, and her husband was a doctor who healed people. Who would want to harm them? She thought about his hand gripping her arm. The hand was strong and had no problem directing her to his will, but it was not a large hand. Her thought was interrupted by the sound of the door being unlocked and opening.
Jake entered and told her the same thing he had told Mildred Talmore. She confirmed she understood. He took off her hood, headphones, and the handcuffs. When he handed her the bottled water, she grabbed it, and almost drank the whole thing at once. Moving toward the door while he was facing her, he waited for her to finish it. She finished the water, breathed a long sigh, and glared at him.
Before Jake could ask her if she wanted another bottle of water she asked the masked figure very business-like, “Why have you done this?” Jake didn’t reply, he just stood in silence and she asked, “Has one of us done something to harm you?” Again, he didn’t respond, but looked her in the eyes. With anger in her voice, and just short of shouting, she asked, “What do you want from us, and how long are you going to keep us?” Jake stepped out of the room without answering her question.

It disturbed Mrs. Rahami that he couldn’t or wouldn’t answer any of her questions. She interpreted his lack of communication as a bad sign. He cared nothing for them and owed them nothing. Were they to be his sex toys until he no longer needed them?

She acknowledged what he’d said about killing three of them and cutting up the survivor. When the hood and handcuffs had been removed, she stood face to face with him. He was not much larger than her, maybe four inches taller, and forty pounds heavier. She felt she might be able to go head-to-head with him and win. She wondered if each of her friends were in separate rooms or was she in a room by herself and they were sharing a room. Was she to be the first? I’ll study him and find a way to take advantage of him!

Her mind released her to see where she was. She focused on the gray solid metal door where he had just exited. Looking left and right, there were no electrical outlets, switches, or wires. From floor to ceiling, the room was unpainted unfinished raw plywood. It looked like the inside of a cardboard box. Next to the door were a round hole and a red light. The light was recessed into the wall and both of them were covered with Plexiglas. There were two lights in the ceiling which were covered the same way.
In front of her was a sink with one faucet, a mirror mounted into the wall and covered like the lights, and a commode with a seat but no lid or tank. To her right was a single mattress on the floor lying against the back wall. There were no sheets or springs, but a sleeping bag was lying on the bare mattress and a pillow was at the end. She walked to the mattress and inspected it. It looked as if it had never been used, no stains and no odor. She inspected the sleeping bag and it smelled new.

Next, she walked to the toilet and tried to lift the seat, but it was glued to the commode. With no tank, she searched for the flushing device and found a button mounted on the wall, it flushed. As deeper depression set in, she looked at the walls and found they had been screwed in and the screw heads had been stripped so they wouldn’t be removed. Tajal walked to the chair and fell into it. The chair did not move. She looked under it and saw it had been screwed to the floor. She didn’t know it, but all of the rooms were the same.

Later, she would notice the TV above the door, again behind Plexiglas, and the two painted boxes on the floor. The paper hanging on the wall finally caught her attention, and she strolled over to read it.
Mrs. McMann was sitting in the chair with her head down as he entered, but she quickly sat up straighter in the chair with her head held high. In a non-confrontational voice, he told her the same things he had told the other two women. She hissed that she understood. He took off her hood and caught the headphones which were loose in the hood. He was shocked to see the side of her face and neck covered with dried blood. He went from the sight of the dried blood, and looked into her eyes. He was shocked he had not been struck dead by some death ray from her piercing eyes. Jake told her about the cut she had caused herself when she wasn’t cooperative getting into the truck. She didn’t respond, just kept burning holes in Jake’s eyes.
 “I’m going to get some water, and a first aid kit to fix you up. Stay in the chair I’ll be right back. Do you understand?” She said nothing. Jake left the room and returned shortly. He washed the dried blood, and found a cut in her scalp. Having cleaned the cut, he put some Neosporin on it. He didn’t want to cut her hair to put a bandage on it. He thought, I’ll just watch it a few days.
Stepping out in the hall, he left the items used to clean her cut, stepped back in, and removed the handcuffs. He handed her a bottle of water, and she immediately threw it hitting him in the chest. With his foot, he kicked the water bottle toward the door, and started backing toward it. She was staring a hole in him and took a step from the front of the chair. She looked like she was ready to jump him, and rip out his throat. She never said a word. Jake opened the door and rolled the water out into the hall, and closed the door.
He expected to hear her crashing against the door and beating on it, but there was no sound. The doors were metal sound-proofed doors, but he didn’t think they were that good. He looked in the observation port next to the door. She was standing where he’d left her, and he was surprised he couldn’t see smoke rising from her head. With both hands balled into tight fists, Mrs. Sharon McMann was beyond pissed.

Carol Beechman was next, and he was not looking forward to her. He wondered if that was why he had waited to talk to her last. Looking in the observation port by the door to her room, he was stunned, he couldn’t see her. She was the only one who had not done what he had said, “Sit until I come back, it will be shortly.” The only place in the room he could not see was the commode which was behind the door as it was opened into the room. She must be on or by the commode, but she still had her hood on, and handcuffs, or maybe she didn’t.
Someone had figured out how to get the headphones off, and communicated it to the others. If he was a betting man, his money would be on Carol, the oldest one of the group, and probably the Alpha bitch. She stepped into view, and sure enough the hood and the headphones were off. She strolled over to the chair and sat down. Now he really wasn’t looking forward to this.
Maybe he should just go make a pot of coffee, get a cup, and go sit in the backyard and enjoy the fantastic fall day. Let her stew for awhile. The more he thought about it, the more he liked it, so he made the decision, it would be coffee for him, and some solitary time for Mrs. Beechman. He wondered if he should stick his head in and tell her, really rub it in. He liked the idea.
He stuck his head in and said, “I see you’ve already taken your hood off, I’ll just go have some coffee, and be back later.”
By the time he had the first three words out, she was standing and shouting, “You little dried up piece of shit, you better let us out of here before,” he couldn’t remember what she said after that because he was trying to talk over her.
He closed the door, and sure enough, when someone hit the door on the other side, it could be heard. Going down the hall to make the coffee, he smiled and wondered how long it would take for Carol to settle in. Never, might be the best guess.

As he sat in the backyard drinking a cup of coffee, the October breeze was cool, but not crisp like early morning. The afternoon sun had warmed it up, but the long sleeved shirt felt good, and sitting in the sun was refreshing. He wondered if Mildred was still crying about her girls, what kind of state was Mrs. Rahami, was Sharon thirsty yet, no she could drink out of the sink, and if Carol wasn’t handcuffed, would she be trying to tear off the plywood.
Had he bit off more than he could chew? Did he really want to do this for the next seven months? He proved the kidnapping could be done. If he bundled them up and dropped them off on some country road, they could be home before they were missed and reported to the police. Maybe that would be the smart thing to do.
It was four o’clock and the ladies had been in their rooms for almost three hours. They’d had no lunch, but he didn’t know if they were too upset to be hungry. Maybe he should take them an apple, a couple of cookies, and some water. He finally decided to take them a couple of oatmeal cookies, and water.

Entering the hall with the cookies and water, he stopped to put on his hood and cotton gloves. At Mildred’s door, he turned on the red light, briefly turned the overhead lights off and on, and looked in the observation port. Mildred was sitting in the chair, and she wasn’t crying. He entered the room and put the paper plate of cookies and the water in the red box painted on the floor next to the door. He didn’t say anything, nor did she. He closed the door. Next, he went to Mrs. Rahami’s door and did the same light sequence as he had done previously. Looking in the port, he saw her moving toward the chair. When she was seated, he opened the door, and put the food in the red box. As he was putting the food down, he looked her in the eye, and she was doing the same. She too, said nothing.
At Sharon’s door, the same light sequence was done, and Jake looked in the port. Sharon had had no bottled water since she arrived. If she hadn’t drunk from the sink, she had to be thirsty, and he was wondering if she wished she had not thrown her water at him. He was shocked at what he saw through the port. Sharon was standing in front of the chair. What the hell was he going to do now? He stood and looked at her, she couldn’t see him through the port, but she stood staring at it as if she could see him.
 Should I turn the door handle and see what she does? No! The rules are posted and very plain.  She had not figured out he could outlast her a lot easier than she could outlast him. He wondered how long it would take the blonde bitch to figure out this was not her world.
Next, was Mrs. Beechman, he could hardly wait to see what was behind this door. He turned the red light on, and turned the overhead lights off and on. What would he see when he looked in the port? Carol was sitting in the chair, she had been handcuffed for five hours now, and she had had no water. He would bet she had found a way to use the commode while handcuffed. He opened the door and stepped in. She was totally quiet, and looked very proper and pleased with herself, as if she was in control, and she was letting him into the room. As he watched her, Jake put the cookies and the water in the red square on the floor.
He asked, “Mrs. Beechman would you like to have the handcuffs off so you could enjoy a couple of cookies and water before we have dinner?”

“Yes, I would appreciate that.”

“I need to ask you to lie down on the mattress on your stomach.”

She snarled, “Why can’t you just take them off right here?”

“Because I’m not a fool. If you don’t want them off, I’ll come back later.”

She said in a mild controlled voice, “Young man, I didn’t know why you can’t just take the damn things off while I sit here. Are you afraid I’m going to beat the hell out of you?”

She was so cool, calm, and collected, Jake was almost tempted to do it, but he caught himself before he committed to something that could end very badly. He replied, “Mrs. Beechman, as much as I respect you and appreciate the offer, I think it would be best for both of us to do as I requested, and I really would like to see you out of those cuffs, and get a snack and some water.”
At that point, he waited for her reply by looking her straight in the eye. After waiting a very long minute which seemed more like an hour, she rose from the chair and walked the three steps to the mattress in a manner more like a wedding march than a stroll across a very small room. In her mind, she was still in control. She kneeled on the mattress, and as slowly as she could, with her hands cuffed behind her back, lowered herself on to the mattress. Jake thought he could see the steam coming off her head; she was pissed to the max again. He had reservations about how he was going to get this done without someone getting hurt.
If he removed the cuffs and she flew into him, he would have no option but to hurt her as fast as he could. He told Carol not to move, he would be right back. He left the room and went to the utility room to get the gun. Before he left the room, he unloaded it.
Checking the port, Carol was still lying on the mattress face down. He entered the room and walked over to the mattress. He put the gun in her face and told her he was going to put the gun in her back while he removed the hand cuffs, and she was to lay there and not move a muscle. The cuffs were removed; Jake stood, and slowly backed to the door. Before he went out the door he said, “I hope you enjoy the cookies and the water, dinner will be about six thirty to seven.” She still had not rolled over or made any attempt to move off the mattress. She was in control, just ask her.
 The first meeting with the women went better than he had expected. The only one defying the rules was Mrs. Sharon McMann. Hopefully, she would come around to make it an easier seven months for all.

It was five minutes until five. Jake turned the television to the channel for the local news which would start at five o’clock. The ladies were going to be able to watch television in their rooms. Jake flipped the switch on the control panel he had installed in the utility room. The volume had already been checked for each room, and there would be no problem for the women to see and hear their TVs. He felt the news would have nothing about four affluent women missing from the township of Evergreen.
His goal was to show them the world had not abruptly halted the minute they had disappeared. He didn’t plan on letting them see the late night news. To make sure they were getting the news, he stepped into the hall, and there was no sound as there should be. He walked to each port, moved the black cloth to one side, and looked to see if they were watching their TV. They were.

After the local news and the national news, Jake turned to another local channel, and let them see there was no news of anyone being kidnapped. While the news was on, he had cooked four Lean Cuisine meals, and prepared a salad with red raspberry vinaigrette. After putting on his gloves and hood, he put the food on a rolling cart he’d purchased at a hospital supply store, and he started down the hall. The televisions were no longer playing.
He turned the red light on for Mildred, and looked in the port, she was already in the chair, and the empty plate was in the red box. He opened the door, and started to put the food in the red box when Mildred stood up. Jake immediately stood erect, with his hands extending toward her and said, “Mrs. Talmore, you’re not to get out of the chair while I’m in the room. If you want to eat tonight, sit down immediately, or I’m out the door with your food.” With swollen bloodshot eyes she stared him in the eyes, and took a step toward him without saying a thing. He stepped back and was out the door before she could take another step. Looking in the port, he could see she was pounding the door with her fists and crying again. He felt sorry for her. She was going to have a hard time adjusting to not having to wait on her two young daughters.

Using the same procedure, he checked on Mrs. Tajal Rahami. She was in the chair, and the paper plate was in the red box. Opening the door, and setting the food in the painted red box was uneventful. He almost wanted to say, “Can I get you anything?” But he didn’t.

He had no idea what he would find with Mrs. Sharon McMann. Turning the red light on and looking in the port, he was a little shocked to see Sharon sitting in the chair. He was apprehensive, this was the woman who had thrown the water bottle at him, and stood in front of the chair like she was saying, “The hell with you, you are not going to dictate to me what to do!”
He looked in the port again, she had not moved, but just stared at the door. Jake decided he would look in the port, and unlatch the door to see what she did. He did, and she did nothing. He decided to twist the door knob and push the door open a little while he looked in the port. Again she did nothing. Jake stepped into the room, stood and looked at her as she looked at him. A minute passed and neither had moved or said anything.
He finally spoke, “I hope you feel better and eat some food. Your cut isn’t bleeding anymore.” He started to squat to put the basket of food in the red box when she flew out of the chair toward him. The only thing he saw was this blonde linebacker, with ten of the longest red nails he had ever seen, flying through the air toward him. He forgot the food, and being in a squat, he was in perfect position to swing his left arm toward the linebacker, and let his leg muscles explode. The explosion from his squatting position drove his shoulder into the mid section of the oncoming threat. His left arm had deflected both of her outstretched arms and red-painted claws. The full energy of his legs was transferred to his left shoulder, and he drove up through her breast and rib area. The force threw her against the wall over the mattress, and she fell to the mattress with the wind knocked out of her.
Rattled and breathing hard, he walked over to her and stood for a while before he rolled her over on her back. She was gasping for air, but nothing was going into her lungs. He stood looking into her eyes, which were begging for help. She wanted words to come from her mouth, but there was no air to make the words.  She knew death was close. Finally, Jake grabbed her pants at her waist and pulled her midsection off the mattress. After doing this several times, she took a breath. Luckily, there was no blood visible, but there was no telling what kind of damage was done to her ribs.
Jake left the room and retrieved a pair of handcuffs from the utility room. Returning to the room, he handcuffed her right hand to her right ankle. He had already noticed she was right handed when he got her water bottle in the chest. He picked up the majority of the food which was all over the room, and set it in the hall. Next, he went to the mattress where she was laying on her back, grabbed the corner, and pulled it up, dumping her onto the floor. She moaned as she lay there. He pulled the mattress out into the hall, and went back and got the sleeping bag and pillow. From the hall, he tossed in a bottle of water and turned out all the lights. The bitch had picked the wrong time and place to break this cowboy. She would learn fast, or have a long hard seven months. This was just the first day.
Across the hall was Mrs. Beechman, she was next. Who would she be this time, the loud cursing, angry, threatening wild woman who he had seen on the first visit, or the ‘I’m in control and it will be done my way’ woman who was present on his second visit. He hit the red light and looked in the port, she was sitting in the chair, but there was nothing in the red box. Jake opened the door and looked at Carol. It was apparent she was depressed and disappointed that there wasn’t a huge story on the local news about four missing women.
They stared at each other for a few moments, “Mrs. Beechman, you have read the rules posted on the wall, and you know I will not give you any more food until all the non-edible supplies are back in the red box. If you want dinner tonight, I’m going to step back into the hall for about thirty seconds, and then I am going to see if there’s a paper plate and a water bottle in the box. If there is, I will leave your dinner, if those two items are not in the red box, I will assume you don’t want to eat tonight.”
He didn’t wait for a reply, but stepped backwards toward the hallway.

Her first words, “Well, what’s for dinner tonight?”

“What I cooked.”

“Well, that certainly doesn’t tell me much, and I hope you’ve included a cocktail, that is, if you want to be civil!”

“We don’t have menus here, at least not yet.” With that said, he closed the door and looked in the port. He was pleased to see her moving to get the items in the box. He wanted her to eat. Before she put the paper plate in the box on the floor, she tore it into two pieces, sat down in the chair, and smiled, she was still in control. Jake waited another minute or so, and watched her get antsy thinking about whether he was coming back. He wanted her to think she had pissed him off by tearing up the plate. He wondered how long this cat and mouse game would last.
Finally, he opened the door, looked at her, and then the box. Picking up the items in the box, he replaced them with the Lean Cuisine meal, salad, and a bottle of water. Jake said, “Sorry about the wine, they delivered water instead. It’s hard to get good help.”
Again, he started backing out the door and Carol said, “I know who you are. I’ve heard you before, and you’re in deep trouble unless you let us go free tonight. I can make sure none of the girls will pursue any charges against you. I promise you.”

“Well, Mrs. Beechman, that’s a fine offer, but I need to correct you. First, you don’t recognize my voice because we have never had a conversation, nor have you ever overheard me in a discussion with someone else. Second, if you knew who I am, you wouldn’t refer to me as “young man”, and you don’t know how old I am, except I’m younger than you. Third, if you happen to be kidnapped in the future, and I hope you’re not, don’t ever tell the kidnapper or kidnappers you know him, her, or them. If you do, they might just believe you, and what position have you put them in? Why would they let you live if you say you know them? Think you still know me?”

After an uncomfortably long pause, “Not actually.”

The ladies had been fed, except for Sharon, and they would spend their first night in their new surroundings. He thought about looking in on Sharon to see if she needed any help, but he quickly talked himself out of it. He thought, she’s going to have a miserable night in more ways than one.

CHAPTER 5

Mr. Willard Talmore was forty-three, married to Mildred Talmore for sixteen years, two daughters, Lucy age twelve and Wilma age ten. He was a graduate of Princeton and had met Mildred while he was working for Merrill Lynch in New York City. Mildred was a bank teller at a bank close to Willard’s apartment, and the bank he used. They dated, married, and had lived in Colorado eight years after Willard accepted a position with Rocky Mountain High Investments. He had done well at RMHI, had been promoted twice, and was the Executive Vice President of Finance.
Two years after they had moved to Colorado, they bought a tract in Cold Creek Estates and started a house. They moved to Cold Creek, and enrolled the girls in Mathew and Mark Academy, a very upscale school and extremely difficult to get accepted. Mildred did not work, and her life was dedicated to raising the two little princesses. Willard was a fifty hour a week guy who had a difficult time keeping business out of his head while he was home. Vacations were for the kids, and usually taken at some resort where they could all do some things together.

Willard got a call at his office about four fifteen from a Ms. Walls at the academy.

“Mr. Talmore, this is Ms. Walls at Mathew and Mark Academy, I wanted to let you know Mrs. Talmore hasn’t picked up Lucy and Wilma. We called the house, and Mrs. Talmore’s cell phone, but there’s no answer.”
There was a long silence before Mr. Talmore asked, “Is Lucy there, and can I talk to her?”

“Yes.”

Lucy put the phone to her ear and angrily announced, “Daddy, mama has forgotten us, and we can’t get home. Everybody has already gone, and we’re here by ourselves!”

Mr. Talmore replied, “Have you tried to call your mother’s cell phone?” He had forgotten Ms. Walls had already told him they had done that.

“Yes, and I got her recording. I left her a message we were still at the school.”

“Put Ms. Walls back on the phone, I’ll be there shortly to pick you up.”

Willard explained to Ms. Walls it would take him about thirty minutes to get to the school. She acknowledged and said she would be waiting on the front steps with the girls. He put the documents on his desk in his top right drawer, locked his desk, picked up his suit coat, and headed out the door. He told his secretary, Judy, he was leaving to pick up the kids at school. As he was leaving the building, he called his wife’s cell phone and home. He got nothing but recordings.
Talmore called his secretary while he drove to the school and asked her to call all the hospitals. He had to explain why he needed this done, but he got her commitment to get it done immediately with the help of a couple of other secretaries. She would contact him with what they found.

Willard picked up the girls, told Ms. Walls thank you, and he was sorry Mildred had not been there on time. The girls were their normal whiney selves and complained about how embarrassed they’d been by not being picked up. Lucy said she was thirty minutes late for soccer practice. Her dad told her she wasn’t going to make it, and she started crying claiming she would be kicked off the team, or not get to play the coming Saturday. Willard told her he would talk to the coach. He had no idea who the coach was.
They got home and Mildred’s car and purse were both gone. Willard checked the schedule calendar, which Mildred kept religiously, there was nothing scheduled for Wednesday. He walked through the house and everything was in its place. Judy, his secretary, called and told him they had called twelve hospitals in the greater Denver area and none had a Mildred Talmore admitted. She asked if she could do anything else, and he told her no, he would see her tomorrow.
He was becoming concerned, and didn’t know what his next step should be. One of the girls suggested he call the police. He had never called the police in his life, but was beginning to think it would be a good source to determine the next step. He looked up the number in the Evergreen phone book.

Officer Taylor answered the phone, “Evergreen Police Department, Officer Taylor speaking.” Officer Taylor was sitting at the front desk while the dispatcher, Jeri Moore, was taking a bathroom break. Jeri would normally take all calls and do what little dispatching was required. Most of the radio talk concerned what to bring in to eat.

“Officer Taylor, this is Willard Talmore at 273 Snow Drift Drive, I need your help and guidance.”

“I’m here to serve Mr. Talmore, what can I help you with?”

“Well, my wife was to pick up our two girls at Mathew and Mark Academy this afternoon, and she didn’t show up. We’ve called her cell phone and gotten no answer. I checked her appointment calendar and there is nothing scheduled for today. My secretary has called all the hospitals in the Denver area, and she has not been admitted.”
“Mr. Talmore, are you at home now?”

“Yes.”

“Is Mrs. Talmore’s car there?”

“No.”

“Have you walked through the house and the yard?”

“I have walked through the house and nothing is out of place, but I haven’t walked around the yard.”

“Okay, Mr. Talmore, let’s do this. We can’t officially start a missing person’s procedure until the person has been missing twenty-four hours, but let’s get a jump on this by doing the paperwork now. The Chief can make it official tomorrow.” With this, information was shared and the form was filled out. The officer had no suggestions for Willard other than checking with the neighbors and walking the yard.

Jeri returned after he had hung up with Mr. Talmore and was finishing the report. She asked him what he was doing and he, trying to impress her, said, “I’m just finishing up some paperwork for the chief. He’ll need it tomorrow.” He did not tell her anything about the phone call or the possible missing Mrs. Talmore. He had the hots for Jeri, but she had never shown any interest in a guy who was twenty years older than her. She was twenty-two and a single mother working her second job as dispatcher for the police department.

The Evergreen Police Department was a chief, three officers, and two dispatchers. They worked two shifts a day; six a.m. to three p.m., then three p.m. to midnight, and each shift was two officers and a dispatcher. At midnight all calls were forwarded to the sheriff’s department. One officer worked eight to five on Saturday, and was rotated among all four officers. They were mainly for show, and had never had any type of major crime.
The township council wanted a police force, and they had more money than they could burn. They hired Chief Tom Brown, and gave him a blank check to build a police department. He presented them with the organizational proposal they had now, and they liked it. He had proposed four Jeep Grand Cherokee’s for the officers, but they wanted to purchase four Hummer H3s. It was difficult talking them into settling for three Jeeps and a Hummer for the chief. The vehicles were custom painted green and white, and the council had contracted with a local car wash to wash each car daily.  Money in this community wasn’t an issue.
Officer Taylor put the finished missing persons report in the chief’s in box, and left the building thinking he’d drop by Mr. Talmore’s house after he’d had some time to check with the neighbors and walk the grounds.

CHAPTER 6

Dr. Noor Rahami was a neurosurgeon at St. Marks Medical Center on the north side of Denver. Noor was forty-seven and his wife, Tajal, was also forty-seven; they had been married eighteen years and had no children. They had met in Nashville, Tennessee, while Noor was completing his residency at Vanderbilt University School of Medicine and Tajal was working at a local CPA firm. They had lived in Denver fourteen years and in Cold Creek eight years. Tajal ran her own bookkeeping business out of their house six thousand square foot house.  She had enough office space to have had four or more accountants working for her, but she did not want to spend that much time on work.
Their house was about half a mile up the creek from the Beechman’s house, which was also on the creek. Tajal spent the majority of her time with her flowers. She had the most exquisite landscaping of anyone in Cold Creek. She had designed it, and done eighty percent of the rock and dirt work. Noor had asked her many times to get some laborers to do the heavy moving of rocks and dirt, but she liked the work, saying it kept her in shape, and she was a well-kept solid lady. At five eight, she was two inches taller than her husband, had long black hair, black eyes, shy personality, and a trim body at a hundred and forty-five pounds.

Noor pulled into the driveway and in the garage at seven o’clock. He had been in Saint Louis three days attending the American Association of Neurological Surgeons Convention. They were scheduled to have dinner with some friends in north Denver at eight o’clock. He had twenty minutes to shower, change and get on the road. He was concerned when he arrived; there were no lights on in the house. It concerned him even more when he entered the garage, and Tajal’s car wasn’t there. When they’d talked the previous night, she had reminded him of their dinner engagement at her favorite restaurant.
He entered the house, turned the lights on, and called for Tajal. There was no answer. He couldn’t find her purse or cell phone. There was no answer on her cell phone. He looked at her schedule board; Wednesday: ten mahjong Carols—eight dinner Carson’s. That was definitely nothing unusual.
He decided to call the Beechman’s. After finding the number, he called and there was no answer except the machine, he left a message. Maybe he should call Mildred and see if she would know where Tajal was. Finding the Talmore’s number, he called, and Willard answered the phone. Noor told him about arriving home and Tajal not being there. Willard then told him about Mildred not picking up the girls, and not being home.
They both agreed something was not right. They talked awhile and Willard told him about calling the police. Noor asked if Willard knew anything about the mahjong meeting at ten o’clock at the Beechman’s. Willard told him it wasn’t on Mildred’s calendar, but he wouldn’t expect it to be on her calendar because it wasn’t a doctor appointment or something for the girls. There was a long silence. Noor told Willard he had called the Beechman’s, and there was no answer. He told Talmore he was going to drive to Beechman’s to see if anyone was home, and he’d call him back.

Noor drove down the hill to the Beechman’s. As he pulled in, he immediately noticed the three cars parked in the circle drive, and the open center garage door. He recognized the three cars, Tajal’s, Mildred’s, and Sharon’s. There were no lights on in the house, but the street light next to the drive lit up the front of the house.
He parked, approached the front door, and rang the bell—no answer. He rang the bell several times — no answer. The door was not locked so he opened it, and called for Tajal and then Mrs. Beechman. He didn’t want to enter the house; he was afraid of what he might find. He walked to the garage, and a light came on as he entered, but he could see nothing disturbed. He ran back to his car and quickly drove to the Talmore’s.
He ran to the front door and rang the bell. Willard answered the door, and Noor started telling him what he had found at the Beechman’s, but with Noor’s accent and speed at which he was talking, Willard couldn’t understand him. Willard was trying to get him to come in the house, but Noor was pulling Willard’s arm toward his car. Willard yelled to the girls he was going with Dr. Rahami and would be right back; they were to stay in the house.

Noor, with Willard in the passenger seat, sped to the Beechman’s house, and stopped abruptly in front of the garage. Noor had jabbered all the way, and Willard was beginning to get the idea of what they were about to see. Willard noticed his wife’s car, and the car’s of Mrs. McMann and Mrs. Rahami in the circle drive. They half ran to the front door and Willard rang the doorbell as Dr. Rahami opened the door, and looked at Willard, as if Willard was going to make the women appear. The expression on Dr. Rahami’s face was a plea for someone to make this go away, and make his wife appear. Willard stood in the opened front door with more questions than he could process, it didn’t even occur to him to call for his wife or the Beechman’s. This did not feel good.
Noor had grabbed Willard’s arm and was pulling at it, as if to say, “Do something!”, and Willard finally realized his arm was being pulled. He called Mildred’s name twice, and then called for Frank Beechman, but neither Mr. Beechman nor his wife answered. The only sound was some soft music over the audio system for the house.
Willard told Noor he wanted to go to the garage and check the garage door into the house. When they reached the door from the garage into the house, Willard stopped before he entered the opened door. Two women’s shoes were lying in disarray just inside the doorway. Deciding that that wouldn’t be a smart thing to do, they walked to the front of the garage while Willard retrieved his cell phone from his pocket. He hit the last number called, the Evergreen Police Department.
Jeri answered the call, “Evergreen Police Department, may I help you.”

“Yes, this is Willard Talmore, I spoke earlier this evening to Officer Taylor about my missing wife,” his voice was full of stress and excitement, “I need you to get him to Frank and Carol Beechman’s house immediately!”

“Can you tell me what the problem is and the address?”

“Lady, you get his ass here in the next five minutes!” Willard hung up, he had never said ass to a woman, and didn’t realize what he’d just said.
He turned to Noor, as if Noor wasn’t standing beside him, and began to explain to him what he’d just done.

Jeri radioed Officer Taylor and repeated the call she had just received. He asked for the address, Jeri gave it to him, and he immediately started to the Beechman’s with lights and no siren. It took him ten minutes to get there driving safely. As he pulled into the drive, he saw from the streetlight by the circle drive, there were two men standing in front of an open garage door. He saw the three cars parked in the circle drive, another car parked in front of a closed garage door, and there were no lights on in the house or the garage.
He radioed his location, got his hat and note pad, and got out of the car. Officer Taylor introduced himself to the men, and Mr. Talmore introduced himself and Dr. Rahami. Willard, without being asked by Officer Taylor, refreshed the officer about his call concerning his wife earlier that evening. He explained what Noor had come home to, and how he had come to the Beechman’s, and then back to get him.
It seemed as though Willard told the whole story without ever taking a breath. There was no way Taylor could have written it down. He had started writing, but quickly ceased. When Willard was finished, Taylor wanted to rehash the story so he could write it down, but the little Indian man was pulling him to the front door saying he wanted him to go in and find his wife. The only way he could get Noor to settle down was to stand at the front door and call for someone. Noor wanted him to go in, and Officer Taylor said he would when he got something out of the car. He walked back to the car, and got paper booties to put over his shoes before he entered the residence. He told the men they couldn’t enter the house; they needed to wait by Dr. Rahami’s car.
With a drawn pistol and a flashlight, he disappeared into the dark house. While the men stood by the car, Willard called the girls, and told them he was with Dr. Rahami, and they were looking for their mother. Officer Taylor eventually exited the house and walked over to the men.

Very businesslike and unemotional he said, “Your wives are not in the house. I checked every room, but there were several people there earlier. They probably were your wives, since their car’s are here. Now, I have to call Chief Brown and get him over here so we can start the ball rolling to find out what’s going on.”
He stepped away from the men and called the chief on his cell phone. Chief Brown picked up the call on the second ring, and Officer Taylor gave him the whole story, and what he had seen in the house. Brown and Taylor both knew immediately they were over their heads. The Chief told him he’d be there in twenty minutes and to keep everyone out of the house. Taylor was to start getting written statements from the men, and find out who owned the third car. Taylor suggested the chief come with no lights or siren. He thought that was an excellent idea, and thought to himself, let’s keep this thing quiet as long as possible, because when it blows it will be big.

When Chief Tom Brown got in his Hummer to go to the Beechman’s, he called Boulder County Sheriff Elly Talley. Elly picked up the first ring. After a short conversation, Chief Brown gave him the whole story. He was finishing the story when he pulled into the Beechman’s driveway. He sat in the car until they had finished their discussion. They’d agreed this may be over both of their heads and Sheriff Talley would call a friend at the Denver FBI office and discuss it with him as he was driving to the crime scene. It would take him about thirty-five minutes to get there, and he would come in silent.

CHAPTER 7

Chief Brown stepped out of the car and was immediately surrounded by the three men, each of them looking at him as if he just drove in with all the answers. He introduced himself to Mr. Talmore and Dr. Rahami and assured them they would get to the bottom of this as soon as possible. The Chief explained he had already talked to the sheriff’s department, and they were contacting the FBI just in case they were needed. He asked the men to show him the cars and the house.
When Sheriff Talley was in his car headed to the crime scene, he contacted Andy Golibyeski, Director of the Denver FBI office. He told Andy everything he knew at this point, and Andy agreed it would be smart to get the bureau in as early as possible. They both agreed it smelled like kidnapping and/or extortion. If they found out it wasn’t, no harm done, just a few man hours. He would contact two of his agents to join the sheriff as soon as they could get there, and it wouldn’t be long.

Andy was the Director of the Rocky Mountain Area for all FBI activities which included the states of New Mexico, Colorado, and Wyoming. Andy was a cop’s cop. When he was on the street, he was nationally known for closing cases with convictions. He was 62 and too heavy to be healthy, which was the primary reason the bureau had taken him off the street and into administration, which he said was nothing more than a bunch of political crap. Andy dialed Jane Black’s cell phone. She was one of his most capable investigators, and with the possibility of four women and a man being kidnapped, he wanted her feminine feel on the case.

Jane Black was thirty-eight, divorced, two children, a son ten and a daughter eight, not a beautiful woman, but a lady who was pleasing to the eye. To people who didn’t know her would say she was shy, but she really wasn’t shy, she was just quiet and confident. She always told new agents ‘You learn with your ears, not your mouth, so be a good listener and learn the business.’
She had been married to an FBI agent for nine years. While she was at the University of Virginia working on her master’s degree in psychology, she had been approached by the local FBI office to assist in several cases. Her assistance proved to be instrumental in identifying the right type of person to focus resources to solve cases. She found she liked the challenge of the investigative process, and in the meantime, started dating one of the agents. They dated a couple of years and were married. When Jane approached her new husband about becoming an agent, he agreed. The marriage lasted for nine years, but slowly started to disintegrate after their son was born four years into their marriage. A daughter was born two years later, and the marriage fell apart almost immediately. It took two years to finish the divorce. Jane had been in the Denver office for five years.

Jane picked up her cell phone on the second ring. Andy apologized for calling so late, and he started filling her in on all he had been told. She wrote as fast as she could, but still had to interrupt him several times. When they had finished, Andy asked her who she was going to select as her backup. She thought for maybe one second, and said Joe Cannon.
Andy responded, “Jane, he just got here last week!”

“Andy, he has nine years with the bureau. You brought him here for a reason, so let’s see what he’s got.”

“Okay, go ahead. Get out there as soon as you can, they’re going in silent. I’ll see you in the office tomorrow morning, eight thirty.” Andy hung up.

Jane called the neighbor, who would be able to spend the night with the kids. There were two college girls on her street who lived at home, and didn’t mind late calls to baby sit. The baby sitters had their own room and would stay over when Jane had to be out of town on trips. It had really worked out well for her and the kids. The next call she made was to the operations desk to get a crime scene team rolling.
Then she called Joe Cannon. He picked up on the sixth ring. “I hate to call you so late. Am I interrupting anything?”

“Who is this?”

She thought, he doesn’t recognize my voice. I must have really impressed him. “This is Jane Black, you know, from the office. We have four women and a man missing up in Evergreen. We need to get up there and see what’s going on.” She gave him the address and some directions on getting there.

Joe Cannon was thirty-four, blondish brown hair, which he kept as long as his boss would let him get away with, and a becoming outdoors complexion. His facial features were American Indian, but his hair and eyes said no; maybe a mix somewhere in the past which produced a very handsome man.
First impression, he had a cocky attitude and an air of confidence. A graduate of the University of New Mexico with a degree in criminology, he’d been in the Denver office two weeks, after being transferred from Santa Fe, New Mexico. A move generally thought of as a promotion, and definitely a move in the right direction for an agent. He had a total of nine years in the bureau, and his file, which Jane had read, showed he had done some good work with positive results. The only negative was he needed to participate more as a team member. Joe had been divorced for three years, after being married for six. He had an eight year old daughter who lived with her mother.

Two weeks earlier, Joe had reported to the office. Jane knew the new guy was coming in at nine. When she first saw him, she felt a little tingle through her body. She thought, nice. Jane had been divorced five years, and she had not pursued a new father for her kids. Two years after her divorce, and no sex, she was fortunate enough to have met Marcus Doane, a civil lawyer with one of the larger law firms in Denver. They’d met in the courthouse while they were each waiting in the hall for their court time in two different courts. They talked at length and agreed to meet for dinner the next night. Marcus was eight years older than Jane, and had been divorced for ten years. Marcus had no children.
They enjoyed each other, and since Marcus was a civil lawyer, they had no conflict of interest. Their close relationship lasted for two and a half years. Sex with Marcus was nice, very nice. He knew how to make a woman feel good, and he was caring, tender, focused, slow, and thoughtful. Even after they had agreed to start seeing other people, they would get together every four or five months, and it was wonderful. Both knew they could call upon the other in times of need, whatever it might be.

What Jane didn’t know was Joe had had that same tingling feeling, when he first saw her the day he arrived in the Denver office. She was standing by a colleague’s desk and was bent over looking at a printout on the desk. She was wearing brown slacks with a beige silky looking blouse. He would have never thought she was four years older than him. He had made up his mind he needed to get to know this lady, if she wasn’t married.
Joe hadn’t had a good relationship since his divorce three years earlier, and he needed something in his life other than a few drinks and a romp in the bedroom. His life was void of the passion which comes from a meaningful relationship.

Jane had showered quickly, got dressed, talked to the kids, gave the babysitter some money, and she was driving north with the traffic. Her cell phone rang, but it didn’t identify the caller on the screen, “Hello.”

“Hey, Jane this is Joe. Where are you?”

“I just got on thirty six from I-25. Why, what’s up?”

“This might be a late nighter, why don’t we stop for a coffee to go? I’m about two miles behind you. You said we were going in silent, and not in a great rush.”

“Sounds like a smart idea, but I’m not familiar with this part of town, so we might waste too much time looking for a place.”

“There’s a great place about five miles ahead of you. Exit on 104th Avenue, you’ll see a chrome diner on the right at the bottom of the ramp, Mountain Grill. I’ll pick up the pace, and be right behind you.”

“Okay.”

Jane thought, this might be nice if we were not headed to a crime scene. Why did she feel like she was a high school girl trying to make a move on the star football player to get a date for the school dance? She told herself, calm down, don’t be stupid, control yourself, you’re thirty- eight!

She pulled into the Mountain Grill, and Joe was right behind her. As they both got out of their cars, Jane said, “How did you know about this place?”

“One summer, I came up to the university and took a couple of courses New Mexico didn’t offer.”

“So this place has good coffee?”

“Absolutely, and it won’t cost you an arm and a leg.” Suddenly, he stopped walking toward the diner, turned slowly, and faced her. The pleasant smile on his face made Jane’s temperature rise slightly. It was almost a whisper to her ears, “What do you have on?”

Did he just say what I thought he said? She had to swallow before the words could form in her mouth, “A black knit turtle neck with charcoal pants, and blazer.” As her face locked onto his face, his smile almost took her knees out from under her. With a little tremble in her weakened voice, “The rest of it, you’ll have to use your imagination.”

His smile in response made her knees even weaker.
She thought, I can’t believe I said that.
He responded through his smile, “That could make for a long, fun, entertaining evening on a winter night in Denver.”

She just noticed something she had not seen before, he had a mustache. Joe had arrived almost two weeks earlier, and she had been in the same room with him and others several times. Standing three feet away from him in the light of the diner, she could plainly see a mustache. It was like his hair, brownish blond and blended with his deep tan. That’s why she hadn’t noticed it. The hair looked soft like the hair on his head, not coarse like most mustaches looked.

The short walk into the diner felt like thirty minutes to Jane. She had forgotten why she was out at this time of night in a part of town unknown to her. They ordered and fixed their coffees, Joe paid.

Back in the cars, they continued north on Highway 36. How had she missed the mustache? It looked nice! She’d never dated anyone with a mustache. She had no relatives or friends with mustaches. There was one older agent in the office who had a thin black mustache. She’d never kissed anyone with a mustache! How would those soft hairs feel against her lips? Would it tickle? Would she laugh and embarrass herself, and he would stomp out? How would it feel to run her tongue threw it? Suddenly, she was startled by the ring of her cell phone, she squirmed a little in her seat as if she had been caught doing something she shouldn’t have been doing.
She picked it up and said, “Jane Black.” She immediately realized she had no idea how she had driven where she was. She had been driving on autopilot, and had no idea what had happened the last five or six miles.

Joe said, “I thought you said we were not in a rush. Has something happened that’s making you drive eighty miles an hour? What exit are we taking?”

Jane had a hard time following what he was saying. She’d gone off into a world far away, and wasn’t real sure she wanted to return. She ignored the eighty miles per hour comment and said, “We’ll get off on Iris Avenue and head west.” She couldn’t press end on her phone fast enough. She was angry with herself for not being composed, and told herself she better get her act together, she had two kids to take care of.

As she drove, she hoped they had not driven past Iris Avenue, which would be embarrassing. The next exit was Iris Avenue. She must have been on autopilot for at least six or seven miles. She smiled as she thought about it, but immediately chastised herself for not focusing on why she was there.
Did she hit the seat warmer? It was next to the power window button, and was easy to hit accidentally. Was she sweating? She checked the seat warmer; it wasn’t on. Was she starting her cycle? Couldn’t be she was regular as a government check and had been for years. Her time wasn’t close. She had tissues in the center console, and napkins she picked up at fast food places in the door storage spaces. She felt between her legs to see if she had spilled coffee, while she was in the other world. No wet seat.
She exited on Iris and checked the mirror to see if Joe was still there, he was. She got a couple of tissues, and put her hand in her pants to find out what the hell was going on. Yep, she was wet all right, but she had not started her period. She realized she had really lost control thinking about that damn mustache.
Jane and Joe pulled into the Beechman’s driveway. They had arrived before the crime scene team, but there were three police cars and four civilian cars. Joe approached her car as she was getting out.
He said, “Hey, back there at the coffee shop, I was just asking about your perfume, I didn’t mean anything else.”

“No offense taken, Joe. Don’t worry about it.” She walked away quickly. She didn’t have any perfume on, she had just taken a shower, he had smelled her fresh from a shower. Ohhh, that’s kind of sensual! 
CHAPTER 8

The four law enforcers met in the driveway, shook hands, made introductions, and exchanged cards. Chief Brown took the lead, and told the agents that two husbands were there, and his officer was taking their story. He told them the full story from Mr. Talmore’s call to the station the first time and the second time. He also told them his officer, after he had put on his shoe booties, went through the entire house. There were no bodies, no blood he could see, no forced entry, nothing was broken, and nothing seemed to be out of place. One car was gone from the garage, the garage door was open, and nothing was out of place in the garage. In the den was a table with six chairs, but only four were pulled away from the table. The Chief got a call on his cell phone; he stepped away, and took the call.

The Chief answered, “Chief Brown.” After listening to the caller, the Chief said, “Mr. McMann, you have four minutes to get to the Beechman’s house.” He was a little tight jawed. Rejoining the group, he told them, “We identified the third car as belonging to Tom and Sharon McMann, who live less than a mile and a half away. I sent one of my officers to the McMann’s house, and there were no cars in the drive. All three garage doors were down, so he couldn’t tell how many were in the garage. There were no lights on in the house, he walked around the house, and saw no sign of anyone being there. When he came back and told me, I called the residence and left a message for either of the McMann’s to call me. Now, he’s trying to tell me he was there.”

The Chief kicked at a rock and continued, “I’ll deal with that when he gets here. Back to what my officer found in the den, four of the chairs were pulled back from the table, some kind of game pieces on the table and the floor, four sets of car keys, three cell phones, and a bullet hole in the top of the table at one end. He said you could still smell the gunpowder. There were no purses in the house, and he checked each car, no purses there either.”

The crime scene team pulled in, and with the Chief’s approval, they were directed to the front door to start their work. There were four of them, so things would move along at a good pace.
Jane Black asked, “Chief, what do you and the Sheriff think happened here?”

The Chief continued, “Well, there are four husbands involved, and the two who are here are torn up, so I would take them out of the picture. We haven’t been able to contact Mr. Beechman because we have no business address or cell number, and his car is gone. He may be a victim also. Mr. McMann is on the way, and he says he was home this evening, but my guy saw no signs of life over there.” The chief stopped because Mr. McMann was approaching them.

Tom McMann asked, “Is Chief Brown here?”

“Yes, I’m Chief Brown and thanks for coming right over. Do you know where your wife is?”

“No. Do you know where she is?”

“No we don’t, but we know where her car is. It’s here in the Beechman’s driveway. We’re missing Mr. and Mrs. Beechman, Mrs. Talmore, Mrs. Rahami, and your wife. Can you tell us anything about them?”

“No, how would I know anything about what’s happening here?”

“It’s your wife and friends.”

“Well, I don’t know anything about what’s going on.”

“Let’s go over here with Officer Taylor and talk about where you’ve been tonight.”

Jane and Joe walked to the house, and the techs motioned for them to stay out. They walked around the outside of the house discussing different scenarios. No ransom note, no blood, no struggle, one car gone, and five people missing. It just wasn’t adding up. One of the techs approached and handed Jane a business card for Mr. Beechman. It contained his cell number. Her first thought was to give it to the Chief, but he was busy. She dialed the number and got a recording; she left a message asking him to call her cell number immediately concerning his wife.
They found Chief Brown and the sheriff, and gave them the business card and told them what she had done. No one had a problem turning this case over to the FBI. They all knew the local guys would claim to be involved until the press started getting ugly, and then they would say it’s the FBI’s case.
The head technician approached the group and said to Jane, “I’ve got the bullet. It’s a 9mm, in pretty good condition, and it won’t be hard to run ballistics on it. The bullet went through the table, under the chair, ricocheted off the floor, and went in the back wall of the den about two inches from the ceiling. From the powder burns on the table, I would estimate the shooter to be standing about a foot from the other end of the table. We recovered the shell casing on the floor next to the hutch.”

“Anything else, Roy?”

“Well, I looked at the bullet under the field scope, and I think you should consider sending it to the lab in Quantico. I think it should be tested to see if it was fired from a silenced weapon.”
Joe said, “Let’s do it, we don’t want to screw something up locally, and we’re going to need everything we can get on this one.” Neither Roy nor Jane looked at Joe. Roy continued to stare at Jane, it was very apparent to all; the decision would be made by no one but Jane.

After a noticeable pause, she said, “Roy, I think that’s a fine idea, would you get it sent off as soon as possible, and let me know tomorrow sometime when we might expect an answer?”

“No problem.” Roy turned and walked back into the house.

Sheriff Talley asked, “I’ve never heard of a test for silenced weapons.”

Jane responded, “It’s a project which has been on going for several years, and they’re having success with a new procedure.”

“If a silenced weapon was used, it sort a puts a professional flavor on this. Would you agree?” Joe asked Jane.

“Yes, but it still just doesn’t add up. I think we have what we need here tonight. We can start putting it together tomorrow after the meeting with Andy.
CHAPTER 9

Jake had set the alarm thirty minutes earlier so he could get the ladies’ food put together and in their rooms. This would be the first day for his captives, and he didn’t expect it to be easy for any of them, and that included him. As he prepared his breakfast, he watched the local Denver news, and the story of four missing women and a missing man in Evergreen was the lead story. They didn’t have any details, just names, but there was an interview with Sheriff Talley. He said they were pursuing it as a missing person’s case. Jake asked himself, how did a missing guy get into this?
After he cleaned the kitchen, he started making breakfast and lunch for the women, since he would not be back until six in the evening. Their breakfast would be a cup of coffee, a bran blueberry muffin, yogurt, and an orange. Lunch was crackers, several thin slices of ham, some natural mild cheddar cheese, and grapes, with three bottles of water. Everything except the drinks and crackers were in a soft side medium sized cooler with an EZ Freeze to keep everything cool.
He loaded the cart, put on his long sleeve shirt, hood and gloves, and headed down the hall. He had turned the overhead lights on for all the women thirty minutes earlier. Last night when he went to give Mildred her dinner, she got out of her chair, and started to approach him. He had quickly exited the room with Mildred’s dinner. He got to Mildred Talmore’s door, and hit the red light, looked in the port, and she was sitting in the chair. Jake opened the door to put the food down while he maintained eye contact with her.
She started talking before he had the food set down, “Mister, when my Daddy died, he left me two-hundred-thousand dollars in oil stocks, and when I got the statement a few months ago, it was over three-hundred-twenty-thousand. I can make one phone call, and have it sent anywhere you want. All you have to do is let me go home to my girls. I don’t care anything about catching you or punishing you. I’ll never file any charges against you.”

“Mrs. Talmore, we’ll discuss it tonight, but the answer is no.” Jake left the room quickly. If he would’ve looked back into the room, he would have seen Mildred on her all fours on the floor bawling her head off.
Mrs. Rahami was next; he turned on the red light, and looked in the port. She was ready for him. He entered the room, and put the food down while he watched her. She sat back in the chair with her legs crossed and said, “Do you really think you’ll be able to keep four women for seven months, and not go crazy? If your objective is money, you don’t have to wait that long. You could have it by tomorrow, and be out of the country by tomorrow night.”

“Interesting, we’ll have to talk about it some other time.”
He closed the door and started the process with Carol Beechman. As he opened the door she said, “I’m not normally up at this time of the morning. Do you think breakfast could be served a little later?”

“Fortunately, Mrs. Beechman it can be served at your leisure, have a great day.” As he was leaving the room she was talking, but he was paying no attention.

He was almost afraid to look in Sharon’s room. Since she had no mattress, and her right wrist was handcuffed to her right ankle, she was lying on her side against the back wall. Approaching her, he could see through her hair that her face was bruised, and she had a black eye. Her eyes were open, but she was not looking at him.
He asked, “How are you feeling this morning?”
There was no answer. He had noticed the two water bottles he had left in the room were empty. She had not had anything to eat since breakfast the day before, if she even ate breakfast. He had the handcuff key in his pocket, and he pulled it out so she could see it. There was no expression. It was as if she was dead, and her body was just living there for him to use as he saw fit.
Being very careful and expecting an explosion any second, he took the handcuff off her ankle. Nothing happened; he took it off her wrist. There was no reaction. She didn’t move her leg or her arm from the awkward position. Jake put the food in the red box, and left the room. After he had put the cart in the utility room/office, he walked back and looked in the port to see what Sharon had done. He hoped she had gotten up and was eating. No such luck. She lay exactly where he had left her. To say he was concerned would be an understatement. He was scared. Had he injured her internally?

On his way out, he programmed the TV player to show the morning news he had recorded, then at twelve, thirty minutes of CNN Headline News. The drive to work seemed like a different world. He had been so immersed in the women for the past thirty-six hours; it was nice to get some fresh air. He wondered if Mrs. Rahami might be right, can he take care of four women for seven months. The expectations were the first couple of weeks would be demanding for all, and hopefully, all could get in a livable rhythm.
No one mentioned his clocking in fifteen minutes before his shift instead of his normal forty-five minutes. Leaving the house just thirty minutes later put him in a completely different pattern with morning commuters. The traffic was twice what it was at his normal time. He didn’t see his boss, Tom, so he started checking displays which was his first job of the day. A couple of hours later, he saw Tom down one aisle and waved, Tom waved back.
Jake was working on a new California wine display when two women ran into each other and started talking about school and weekend events. One of the women said she loved the other lady’s hand bag, and asked where she got it. The lady started showing her the purse, how comfortable it was, and how organized it was. It had special secret side pockets you couldn’t tell were there, but they stored your cell phone, and /or I Pod. When she said cell phone, Jake thought his legs were going to fold up, his stomach came to his throat, and he hurried into the back to the employee bathrooms.
He hadn’t found Mrs. Beechman’s cell phone, but he hadn’t searched the house for it, because it had taken him too long to get the women in the truck. Was her cell phone in her purse? He had taken her purse, and the other women’s purses, but he had removed the other women’s cell phones.
He left the cell phones at the Beechman’s because some of them transmitted their location. He thought, oh crap, was Mrs. Beechman’s cell phone in her purse, and transmitting its GPS location right now. His stomach was in his throat again, and he lost his breakfast in the commode.
He had to get out of there, and get out right now! He paged Tom from the break room house phone and told him he had gotten something yesterday when he was down south, and he was throwing up and had diarrhea. Tom told him to leave, call him later about tomorrow, and hoped he’d feel better soon.
Jake left immediately and had a hard time concentrating on driving, but he didn’t want to get pulled over now. The plan had called for him to go through the purses the first night of captivity, primarily to identify any medicines they might need the first night. He’d forgotten to look through the purses and he’d even forgotten to bring them in from the truck. This is the way criminals get caught, forgetting little details which turn into big leads for the police.
Was he going to pull in and the place be surrounded by the FBI and the sheriff’s department? Maybe he should just drive away, and get out of the country as fast as possible. No, it was a good plan, he just needed to make sure he followed it precisely, if he got by with this one, he would stick to the plan.
He’d know before he got there. They’d have the road blocked off, maybe. It was the longest drive home he’d ever had. He pulled in next to the shop, and no one had surrounded him, yet. Getting the purses out of the truck, he headed to the house, while he wildly looked for the FBI behind every bush and tree.

He started with Mrs. Beechman’s purse, it didn’t look like the purse the lady in the store had. Emptying the purse contents on the desk top produced no cell phone, but as he started exploring the different pockets inside and outside the purse, he found it. He lost all the blood from his face, and his hands began to sweat.
Her phone was not turned on. Quickly, he went through the other purses looking for second cell phones which might be personal or business. There were none. He grabbed her cell phone, got the car headed toward the interstate, and started thinking how he could get rid of it so it would never be found.
There was no lake or river close by that wasn’t crystal clear. As he drove over an overpass, he saw the coal train. The coal trains ran from the mines in Wyoming to the coal fired electric power plants from Texas to the Atlantic. He knew just the country road to take him to a crossing up the tracks. He’d park the car before he got to the railroad crossing, and walk to the track through the woods.
Jake wouldn’t have to wait long before a train would be by, and he would throw the cell phone into the open top coal car. It would probably end up being burned in some electric plant down south. He thought about turning the phone on before he threw it in the coal car, just to screw around with the cops if it did transmit GPS location.  Best not to be a wise ass.

CHAPTER 10

When he got back to the house, it was past his lunch time so he got the purses and brought them to the kitchen table. He prepared some soup and a sandwich. As he sat and ate, he started through the purses primarily looking for meds they may be taking. He started with Mildred’s purse. It had the standard things ladies carry in their purses, except her purse contained a prescription bottle of Cymbalta, one tablet each morning. He wrote it down and would research it after he ate.
Mrs. Mildred Talmore was forty-one and next to youngest of the four women, but she looked like she was fifty-one, or the oldest of the group even though Carol was fifty-one. Aging had not been friendly to Mildred. She was five feet five inches, weighed one hundred eighty-five, brown shoulder-length beautiful hair, brown eyes, soft complexion, and a worried look. Looking at her face, you could see a lovely exciting young lady once lived there, but now life had put that person aside for the successful search for the “good” life. Anyone who knew her knew her life revolved around two daughters, twelve and ten. They consumed her, and she unfortunately, didn’t get much support from her busy successful husband. She was a lonely lady living every day with three family members.

Mrs. Tajal Rahami’s purse yielded nothing other than the regular items in a purse. Tajal was second generation from India. She and Dr. Noor Rahami had never had kids and were very happy. Tajal was a pleasant lady to look at and wore her hundred forty-five pounds proportioned properly.

Mrs. Carol Beechman’s purse also had no surprises. She was the oldest of the group at fifty-one, and she carried her age well. The best description of Carol would be sophisticated and confident. She was five feet eight inches, one hundred seventy pounds, well-done bleached blonde, brown eyes, and a fair complexion. She and her husband, Frank, had a son thirty-years-old, a daughter twenty-seven, and two grandchildren. If Carol was asked to be at a function, you could be assured she would be the energy center. Nothing was ever boring when she was around.
The youngest of the group was Mrs. Sharon McMann at thirty-seven. Sharon was five feet and nine inches, one hundred fifty-five pounds, long, bleached-blonde hair, blue eyes, fair complexion, and a life of mirages. Unfortunately, she was a total facade. What you saw was nothing like what was there. She was her daddy’s girl, and he was one of the most successful developers in central Colorado. Her husband worked for her daddy’s company, Denver First Development.
Sharon was a cheerleader at the University of Colorado, and her husband, Tom McMann, was the star guard on the basketball team. He had played pro basketball for two years before he broke his ankle, and was finished in sports. Tom and Sharon dated in college, and married when she graduated two years behind him. They had never had children. While her husband worked for her daddy’s company, she had her own interior decorating and design business. It was evident to everyone they led two separate lives, and no one understood why they were still together. Jake found two prescription bottles in her purse: metronidazole, twice daily, and Tylenol III. Also in her purse was a business card for Women’s Medical Services. He would look these up on the internet.
Jake gathered the purses and took them to the office, where he turned on the computer. As he waited for it to boot up, he decided to look in on the ladies, but not disturb them.
Mildred had eaten all her food, which didn’t surprise him, because she had had no dinner the night before. He felt sure she’d learned not to approach him while he was in the room. Mildred was lying on the mattress with her arm covering her face. She may have been asleep.
It was three in the afternoon. Tajal had finished her lunch and was lying on the mattress with her legs against the back wall, and pointing at the ceiling. Jake wondered if she was doing some type of yoga. Carol had eaten her food and was pacing the floor. Sharon had had nothing to eat the day before, and Jake was glad to see she had eaten everything. She had no mattress, sleeping bag, or pillow, but she did have a chair. She had elected to lie against the back wall on the bare floor. He couldn’t help thinking what she would be like when he tried to deliver dinner that evening.

He got on the internet and found the Cymbalta Mildred was taking. It appeared to be a medication for depression and pain. The patient reviews ranged as normal, from this is a trash drug and should be banned by the FDA, to it has cured all my illnesses. Anyway, she was to be taking one a day. He got the doctor’s name off the bottle, and looked for a web site. Sure enough, he had a web site and his specialty was psychiatry. Her Cymbalta must be for depression, he didn’t think a psychiatrist would be treating pain.

He looked up the metronidazole Sharon was taking. It was an antibiotic for bacteria in the vaginal area, and he knew Tylenol III was for pain. The instructions for the metronidazole on the internet were very plain; take all the pills your physician prescribes. Jake looked up the physician who had prescribed the two drugs. He was a doctor in a clinic which performed abortions.
Damn, was she going to abort while she was in captivity? Was it already done? Was she getting ready to have an abortion? He thought, this is not good!  He read the details published on the abortion clinic web site. After he settled down, he looked at the bottle of metronidazole. The prescription was for twenty-eight pills, which were to be taken twice a day, morning and evening. He counted the pills in the bottle, fifteen. So she was taking them about seven days before the day she was kidnapped. She’d had an abortion the week before the kidnapping. He felt sorry for her. She was thirty-seven, no kids; what was so wrong with her life that she wouldn’t want her child? Jake was angry and depressed after finding out about Sharon’s abortion.

After dinner, he sat in front of the TV, but he couldn’t shake the shadow of depression which had been cast over him with the news of Sharon’s abortion. He tried to escape the gloom by going back to the memories of his childhood, and the relationship his mother and father had had.

Jake Littleton was raised on a ranch east of Colorado Springs, way east of Colorado Springs, on the Kansas border. His family had a seven hundred and twenty acre ranch that had been his grandpa’s place, and they lived in the house where his father was raised. He was an only child with very loving parents. They raised cattle and grew sunflowers; he, his mom, and his dad all worked on the farm.
School was forty miles away, and was one of those consolidated schools serving the entire county. He had to catch the school bus at six thirty every morning, and didn’t get home until after five thirty. Living forty miles away meant Jake didn’t participate in very many extra curricular activities. Most of the kids who played sports and played in the band were kids who lived close to town, or had cars. The teachers were nice and understood the life of a ranch kid who lived close to the edge of the earth.

Jake wasn’t a handsome kid, just a plain old farm boy, brown straight hair combed to the left, slim build, a ranch tan, and a shy personality. When he was seventeen, he got a truck and could start going to some of the school activities. It was his junior year, and he became interested in a young lady by the name of Gloria McCall, she was cute and popular. She was very cordial to Jake, and would talk with him about horses and art class which they shared. Jake got up the nerve to ask Gloria to the junior-senior prom, which was going to be held in the gym. He made the mistake of asking her when she was standing in the hall with two of her friends. She made it very clear she was going to the dance, she didn’t know with whom, but it would not be with him. Needless to say, he was devastated.

In the fall of his senior year, tragedy struck. It was on a Saturday, when Jake returned from riding his horse to the river, he noticed the sheriff’s car parked in front of the house. Sheriff Tommy Smith was an older man, and had always been a nice guy around Jake. His Dad had told him Tommy was the sheriff because it was the only job he could do. He was too lazy to work his family’s ranch with his younger brother. Jake approached Tommy as he sat on the front porch.

“Jake, how you doing? I’ve been here awhile waiting for you.”

“Yeah, I took a ride down to the river doing a little deer scouting.”

“Well, come up here son, I need to talk to you,” and he patted the rocker next to him. Jake climbed the steps, and sat next to the sheriff. “Your mom and dad must have gone over to Colorado Springs today.” He paused, removed his cowboy hat and ran his fingers through his black, damp hair. “When they were driving back, Jake, they had an accident. There was a combine broke down on the highway. Your dad was behind a semi, so he couldn’t see the combine. The semi swerved to the left lane, but your dad didn’t have enough time to react to keep them from hitting the combine.” Another pause as Jake stared at him. The fresh sweat was apparent on Tommy’s forehead. “They didn’t make it, Jake. They died instantly.” Jake had no blood left in his face, or feelings in his body. His entire world had just been ripped away.

CHAPTER 11

Jake’s only relative, his mother’s younger brother who lived in the Cayman Islands, flew in to be with Jake, and take care of business. They had never spent much time together, but they did like each other, and his mom and dad had always had good things to say about his Uncle Bob Pyron. When all the arrangements had been made to keep the farm running, Jake and Uncle Bob flew to the Caymans.

Living with Uncle Bob in the Caymans had been difficult at first, but he adjusted to the island life. Uncle Bob had a ten acre place on the south side of the island. They had flown down on a private jet which belonged to one of his uncle’s friends, and Jake thought they might be going to pull up to a mansion, but the house was a simple one story with a tile roof, and brilliant red, yellow, and orange beautiful flowers on plants that were ten feet tall. There were palms in the front yard, and the grass was brilliant green. A stark difference from the winter brown Colorado they’d just left.
When they entered the house, Jake was surprised at how cool it was. The inside was open, airy, and the floors were all tiled. Bob showed Jake to his room, and told him to join him in the kitchen when he was ready. Jake showed up about thirty minutes later, and they had a cool fruit drink Jake had never had, but enjoyed. Uncle Bob took him on a tour of the house, the pool, and the grounds.
Uncle Bob was forty-two, medium length groomed black hair with a sprinkling of grey at the temples, and was in great shape. He had a nice tan because he liked to spend more time on job sites than in the office. He wore loose fitting pants and shirts, and Jake would soon recognize this type of dress as the successful business folks of the island.

That evening, Brenda arrived. Brenda was Uncle Bob’s live in girlfriend of eight years. He had told Jake about Brenda on the flight to the island, and just like Uncle Bob had said, Brenda did not look thirty-six. She looked more like late twenties, brown hair just short of shoulder length, dressed like she had just stepped off of a magazine cover, tan all over, and nice breasts. She entered the kitchen and hugged and kissed Uncle Bob like she hadn’t seen him in a couple of years.
She turned to Jake, “You must be Jake, I have heard so much about you, and I’m so sorry about your mom and dad.” She hugged Jake, but not like she hugged Uncle Bob. Jake had never been hugged by a woman as beautiful as Brenda. The sincerity of her hug, along with the smell of her hair, and the pressure of her breast against his chest, sent Jake’s blood pressure to a level never experienced. After some small talk Jake had difficulty focusing on, Bob and Brenda walked off to the patio and the pool.

The music announcing the evening local news brought him back to the real world, and the sad situation with Sharon McMann’s abortion. His trip back in time had not removed the black cloud.

CHAPTER 12

Jane arrived at her house about two fifteen in the morning, and she had an eight thirty meeting scheduled with her boss, Andy. As Joe and Jane were leaving the Beechman’s house, Joe had asked her if she wanted to stop for a drink, claiming it would help her sleep. She had told him no, but that didn’t mean don’t ask again. She took a quick shower, and got in bed. At four thirty her cell phone started ringing. She was in such a deep sleep she was disoriented as she automatically reacted to the cell phone ring. “Hello.”

“I’m Frank Beechman, and I’m returning a call from Agent Black.”

When she heard, ‘I’m Frank Beechman’, she sat up straight in the bed, “Mr. Beechman, I’m agent Black, where are you?”

“I’m in Atlanta. You said call about my wife, what’s going on?”

“How long have you been in Atlanta?”

“You tell me what’s going on with Carol, and then we can talk about Atlanta.” Spoken like a true lawyer.

Jane gave him a succinct version of what had happened, and where they were in the investigation. Then she asked her question again.

Mr. Beechman responded, “I’ve been in Atlanta since Monday afternoon, and have been in court the last three days. I’ve got to get back there. I’ll be there by noon, and I’ll call you with my schedule.”

“I’ll wait for your call.”

He sounded like a very concerned husband. It was five o’clock now, and she was wide awake. She decided to start the coffee, and get organized for the meeting with Andy. That would be the strategy meeting where he would decide who would head the case, and what outside help they might need.

Jane hit the office at eight, and went for her third cup of coffee, that had to be it; she was going to be wired. Joe was already in the office, and he met her at her desk. They discussed the case and what they had, which wasn’t much. The lab guys had lifted several fingerprints, and a partial shoe print. The shoe print was the outside of a left shoe, and only the front left edge of the shoe. It was only useful to estimate the intruder’s shoe size, man’s ten or eleven.

The meeting between Andy and Jane started on time, as did all of Andy’s meetings. She gave him every detail they had at that time. Andy’s conclusion was it sounded like a professional job, with the possibility of a silenced gun, and two or three guys. But what did they want, who hired them, and where were they from? This one had a lot more questions than answers.

They decided Jane would be the lead, and she had asked for six agents for the main team. They had to get phone teams in each of the houses to get any ransom call. Andy would call in some agents from outside Denver, but still in his territory. Next, he had to call his boss in San Francisco, give him the situation, and how they were going to address it. His boss wasn’t a cop’s cop he was a politician cop, thirty-nine, twelve years in the bureau, and an eye on the director’s seat. He would try to take the case, because it was going to be a high profile case. He needed those to advance.

Jane came out of the meeting and signaled for Joe and Dale to meet her in the conference room. They closed the door, and sat around the table. Jane told them about the plan, and she wanted Dale’s input on who should be on their team of six. The only contribution Joe had, since he’d only been there two weeks and didn’t know everyone’s strength, was to bring up areas which would have to be explored in detail, like phone records, contacts, etc. Through years of investigations, agents would find their comfort zone of certain parts of an investigation, and they were smart to pick those team players. After fifteen minutes of discussion, they had picked the other team members, two men, and two women. Joe was given the task of notifying members of the team. They were to meet at eleven.
While Joe was notifying everyone, Jane and Dale discussed the fact that Jane wanted Joe to be her assistant. She told Dale she wanted to see his performance, since he was brought here for a reason. Dale was fifty-six and had been with the bureau thirty years, he was the only person she knew who had a mustache, other than Joe.
Dale was five feet ten, two hundred seventy pounds, of which very little was muscle, black hair greased and combed straight back, and a pencil thin black mustache on a square face. If he were to be wearing a hat and a black pin stripped suit, anyone would think he just stepped out of Chicago in the 1930’s. He was a hell of a cop, and had contacts everywhere. He had no problem with Joe being Jane’s assistant team leader.

They met at eleven, and started putting all the facts on a large graphic board that lined the walls. The first task for the team was to get all the husbands interviewed while the labs did their work. As they finished their initial interviews, they were to contact Jane.

Jane had assigned Joe and Angela to interview Tom McMann, their hottest suspect at the time. Angela was thirty-two, black, mother of two, husband worked as a security consultant, and traveled too much. She had been with the bureau nine years, being recruited right out of college. They contacted Mr. McMann at his house, and arranged for them to meet in the early afternoon.

The first part of the interview was the history of Tom and Sharon at the university. They’d been a college dream couple, Tom as a star basketball player, and Sharon was the golden cheerleader. Pro basketball was Tom’s future, but injury changed that. He returned to work for her dad for the last fourteen years of their married life. They had never wanted children. Sharon was an interior decorator and designer. She ran her business out of their home.
The day of the kidnapping was a typical day in their lives. He had spent the morning in the office with a room full of witnesses, and had lunch with two coworkers from the office. He left the restaurant at one, and had to be at a meeting in south Fort Collins at two. Several people at the office could be contacted to confirm his arrival and departure times.
After leaving the office in Fort Collins at three, he drove around looking at different development properties between Fort Collins and Denver. He arrived home at six. Sharon wasn’t at home, which was not unusual. She would work late several nights a week. She said she had to work after normal hours so her contractors could move in furniture and build walls, without disrupting the office routine during the day.
He had changed clothes and eaten, before he retired to his woodworking shop behind the house. He had not talked to his wife all day. Mr. McMann claimed he was in his workshop when the officer came to his house the previous night. The reason the officer didn’t hear any equipment running in the shop was because he was gluing a project and that required no machinery. The woodworking shop was seventy-five yards behind the house, and hidden in the woods. Sharon had dictated the shop be hidden from the house.

Angela asked if they could look around the house, like the bedroom, bath, and office. Tom told them no problem except for the office. Sharon kept it locked, and he had never been in it. Joe asked if they got a locksmith could they go through the office. Tom had no problem with them looking in the office. He showed them his home office, and offered it to be searched, saying he wanted to help in any way he could to get his wife back as soon as possible. Both Joe and Angela felt he was sincere, but they both knew he had lied about looking at property from three to six.
Dale and Rod interviewed Dr. Rahami. Being from India, his accent could be a challenge, but throw in some excitement, he was almost impossible to understand or follow. They got the information they needed to verify his presence in St. Louis. He was really torn up, or giving an Oscar performance.

Mr. Willard Talmore had taken the girls to school, and returned home hoping his wife would walk through the door at any moment. Jane and Oliver interviewed him about his activities the previous day. He was with fellow office employees all day, and had never left the building, until he got the call from the school. They asked if they could look through the house and the garage; he gave them approval. He kept getting back to the point he couldn’t take care of the girls the way Mildred did, he had to work. This guy was truly in trouble about his future. No way could he be a workaholic and a mom.

Mr. Beechman called Jane when he arrived at the Denver airport, and they agreed on a time to meet at the Beechman’s house. Frank Beechman was an attorney, and part owner of the law firm of Wilcox, Beechman and Tyler, LLP. The law firm specialized in lawsuits for personal injury. Jane had already verified Mr. Beechman was in court in Atlanta, Tuesday and Wednesday. Jane thought being a lawyer could give him access to elements in the criminal world which could lead to having someone disappear. The timing of the kidnapping with him being in Atlanta would be a plus for him.

Jane and Dale met to interview Frank Beechman, while Rod and Oliver returned to the office to start verifying what they had learned in their interviews. Frank had arrived before them, and had elected to stay outside in the driveway. There was crime scene tape on the front door and across the garage doors. Being an attorney, he knew it would be best to have the police take him into the house.
They exchanged introductions in the driveway, and Frank immediately asked to be taken into the house. When they entered the house, he walked to the table Jane Black had told him had been shot. He walked around it slowly looking at the chairs and the floor. Without saying a word, he started going through the house one room at a time, never saying anything. When he came in from the garage with the two FBI agents, he turned and said, “It looks like a professional job, doesn’t it? No blood, nothing trashed, no point of break in, cell phones left on the table.”
“That’s kind of the way we’re looking at it right now,” said Jane.

They talked at length about the Beechman’s relationship, what their daily schedules were like, and would there be anyone seeking revenge against him for some legal action. He agreed to let the comm guys in to set up tracing on the phone when the ransom call came in. Jane and Dale headed back to the office. Each one of the residences now had phone recording and tracing equipment installed with an agent manning each one twenty-four hours a day.

CHAPTER 13

At four o’clock, Jake turned the red light on in Mildred’s room, and looked in the port. She was still lying on the mattress with her arm over her face. She either couldn’t see the light, or she was asleep, he hoped. He opened the door, and called her name. After calling a second time, she started to stir and slowly sat up. She looked as if she had a bad hangover. Mrs. Talmore had eaten all that he had given her, and had drunk both bottles of water. Jake left the room and came back shortly with a soft drink, a package of peanut butter crackers, and a Cymbalta. She sat on the mattress against the back wall and took the items Jake offered. He told her he would be back after he talked to the other women. They had to talk about hygiene items and medications.

He moved on to Tajal’s room, and turned the red light on. She was sitting in the chair, all the food had been eaten, and she had drunk one water and half of the other one. He entered the room, and their eyes were locked. Jake finally spoke, “Mrs. Rahami, I need to know what feminine hygiene items you would like to have.”

She told him very specifically what she would need.

Jake thanked her and said, “We need to talk about medications you’re taking, if any. First of all I need,” at that point he was interrupted.

“I take no medications, but I would like to have some teas to maintain my health.”

Jake wrote down what teas she wanted. He was not familiar with what she had asked for.
She continued, “We have been here twenty-four hours or so. Do you still think you can keep four women for seven months?”

“Yes.”

“There is no way you can tend to our mental and physical needs to keep us healthy. You can get the money tomorrow!”

“Maybe it’s not all about money.”

“If it’s not money, what the hell would it be, are you trying to get even with one of us?
“Thanks for telling me about the tea.” He backed out the door while looking in her eyes.

Carol was next. He did the lights and looked in the port. She was sitting in the chair. As Jake entered the room she started talking, “If you plan on keeping us for seven months and returning us in as good or better condition than we are, you’re going to have to change your menu, feed us more, and provide some liquid refreshment if you expect us to cope with this kind of life!”

He replied, “Mrs. Beechman, I need to talk to you about feminine hygiene items you need.”
“You dumb little shit, I’m fifty-one years old, and I don’t have any internal female parts to take care of. What you could do if you want to be smart, and keep your word to us, you could provide us with some vodka to help settle our nerves. I think you, no, I know you will find us a lot easier to live with. Do you understand me?”

“I’ll have to consider that. Now I need to talk to you about medications you’re taking.”

“Now look here, whatever your name is, I told you what medication I need, and I didn’t see you writing anything down. A little vodka every day will keep me in excellent mental and physical condition until the FBI gets here. Then, I’m going to kick your skinny little ass!”

“Mrs. Beechman, I’ll ask you one more time, do you take any medication?”

In a huffy tone, “I use an estrogen patch every three days.”

“I need to know what drug it is, and what the strength is.”

“Why do you need that, are you going to get some?” she said sarcastically.

“Yes.”

“Just how in the hell do you think you’re going to do that, big boy?”

“Just give me the information.”

“Okay, it’s a patch that I put on every three days. It’s something like Viveli, and it’s the middle strength.” With a raised voice, “Are you going to let me have a cocktail?”

As he backed out the door he said, “We’ll talk about that.”

The blonde bitch was next. Would she have eaten her food, since she’d had none since she arrived? He looked in the port before he turned the red light on. She had eaten everything, and was sitting in the chair. She looked like a train wreck. Her clothes were a mess, her hair looked like it had never been combed, she had a nice shiner around her right eye, and her face was swollen.
He hit the red light and watched for her reaction. She saw the light and remained in the chair with no expression on her face. Jake entered the room and looked her in the eyes. She said nothing.
After a pause, Jake said, “Are you feeling better?” There was no response as she burned a hole through his eyes. There was nothing but true hate behind her eyes. “I need to know what kind of hygiene items you need.”
He waited for a response, and it was evident she was going to share nothing. After a long silence of staring at each other, Jake said, “Mrs. McMann, I told you when you got here, that you could pick the easy way, or the hard way. You’ve picked the hard way, and you may be hurting for a week or more. If you’re stupid, you’ll continue acting the way you have acted, and you will never feel any better than you do right now. You will probably feel a lot worse, because hunger makes pain worse. I’ll come back shortly and ask you again. The way you want to do this is up to you, it is about the only thing you’ll be able to control for the next few months, make a smart decision.” He cautiously backed from the room.

The red light in Mildred’s room was turned on, and she was sitting in the chair. Entering the room, Jake noticed she looked a lot better. Alert. She began, “I noticed on the news this morning the FBI is involved, and will be taking charge. I don’t think we’ll be here long. They have a lot of people looking for us!”

He responded, “Yes, Mrs. Talmore, they do have a lot of good people looking for all of you, but the biggest thing that matters is, they’re not looking for me.” Her smile disappeared, and the room went silent. He let what he had said sink in as deep as it could, “Mrs. Talmore, I need to know what feminine hygiene items you might need.”
“What are you going to do, go buy my tampons for me?”

“Well, I don’t think they will fall out of the sky, and both you and I will be glad you have some. Now what do you prefer?”

Mildred still had a hard time grasping that a man was going to buy her tampons. No one had ever bought her tampons except her mother when she first started. She found it difficult to describe exactly what product she needed, but he wrote it down. Next, he asked her about medications she was taking, and she said the only thing she was taking was the Cymbalta. She thanked him for the pill, the drink, and the candy he’d given her earlier.

Jake returned to Sharon’s room and looked in the port. She was sitting in the chair the same as she had been earlier. He hit the red light, and checked the port again. She was sitting, so he entered the room. He started as soon as he got in the room, “Mrs. McMann, I would like to provide you with any feminine hygiene items you might require. Could you tell me what you would need?” To Jake’s surprise, she responded as if they were sitting in her kitchen having a casual conversation. He wrote down the items, and asked a couple of questions to clarify the product.
It was time for him to address medications. “Mrs. McMann, I need to know about any medications you may be taking.” There was no answer, but he could tell she was trying to come to grips with her condition and whether to share it.
She finally replied, “I’m not taking anything.”

Jake knew he had to address this because the website was very clear about taking all of the antibiotic pills prescribed by the doctor, and she still had fifteen pills to take. “Mrs. McMann, I found two types of pills in your purse and a card for a clinic. The doctor prescribed twenty-eight pills of antibiotic, and you have taken thirteen. You need to take the remainder of the pills, and tell me if you need any Tylenol. Now, do you take any other prescription medications?”

“No.”

Jake left the room and returned to the other world. He prepared his dinner and the ladies’ dinner while he watched the local news. The recorder was storing another local channel while he watched a different one. The channel he was watching had an interview with the FBI representative, Mr. Talmore and the two girls, who were crying for their mother to be returned. Jake thought, not going to show that one to the ladies. He switched to another channel, and they were already into the missing women story. He hadn’t recorded that one. As he sat down to eat, he watched the news program that had been recorded. It contained interviews with the sheriff, the FBI, and Mr. Beechman, who made an appeal for the ladies to be returned. The FBI lady said they had some positive results from lab work, but didn’t elaborate. He wondered what the heck that could be.

Tonight the ladies would have another Lean Cuisine meal, different from last night, jell-o with shredded carrots, and a piece of bunt cake with peaches. He had turned the ladies TV’s on so they could watch the news about the four missing women, but the news was over so he turned them off. Some would find hope and progress in finding them, and others would see nothing but gloom. They had only been missing for a day and a half and the police had to have some time to get all the facts together.
Everyone was sitting in their chairs, and dinner was served without fanfare. He also left them tooth paste and a tooth brush, telling them that the two items had to be in the blue box painted on the floor. If they were not in the blue box, he would not enter the room. The mattress, sleeping bag, and pillow were put back in Sharon’s room, and she was given an antibiotic pill and a Tylenol. He was surprised no one had brought up showering. Jake retired to his living area and tried to relax for the rest of the evening. He felt confident the FBI was not preparing to surround his place.

CHAPTER 14

After conducting their initial interviews with the husbands, the agents were all back at the office putting their findings in writing, the FBI way, documenting everything in seven copies. They had not been on the case twenty-four hours, but the ladies had been missing a day and a half. Everyone was disappointed no ransom call had been made, but maybe they were rushing to a showdown too soon. The more time these ladies were gone with no contact, the worse the end results could be, according to past history. The word had gotten to all the team members they would be meeting at five thirty, and they were to be prepared to report their results.

Jane and the six team members had just started their meeting, when Andy joined them. He said nothing, just sat down in a side chair and listened. Each of the interviews was presented and discussed. The interviews with Mr. Talmore and Dr. Rahami could be summed up as distressed grieving husbands who were lost as to how to deal with their wives absences. There wasn’t much to suspect there unless they were great actors, which no one believed. Tom McMann and Frank Beechman were not as unsuspecting.
McMann’s activities of the previous day would have to be verified, and even if all checked out good, where was he from three o’clock until six or later. His story was, he was looking at development land and had seen no one, bought no gas, or stopped at any place that might have a security camera. When Joe and Angela had gone through the McMann house, it appeared Tom and Sharon weren’t sleeping together. When asked, he said they normally sleep together, but if one of them was up late, they would sleep in the other bedroom instead of disturbing the one sleeping. The story didn’t sell with either one of the agents, this guy was lying! They told the group about Sharon’s office in the house being locked, and Tom saying he had never been in the room. After getting an FBI technician to unlock the office door, they instructed Tom to not enter the room because he had said he had never been in the office, so there should be no fingerprints from Tom anywhere in the room. When they told him that, he was not visibly shaken.
While going through her desk, her schedule was a wealth of knowledge. She was meticulous about her time, and kept a schedule like a diary. The ten o’clock meeting at Carol’s house to play mahjong the day before was in the book. She had two appointments in the last two weeks at a women’s clinic in Denver known to specialize in abortions. When the agents asked Tom about any medical problems she might be having, he was very emphatic she was a picture of health, didn’t even have colds.
She was working two designer jobs, and contacts for each were in her cards. Sharon played a lot of tennis at the Pinebrook Club. These two people were their own mysteries, living two separate lives. There was a lot of digging to be done on both of these folks. Joe and Angela said they would continue their investigation the next day, and if they were getting bogged down, they would contact Jane. Jane told Becky, the analyst, to get the phone records on all the McMann’s phones, and the records for the Beechman’s including his office.
Jane shared the info they had gotten from the interview with Mr. Beechman. Conclusion was, he may have the contacts to pull off a professional job. They did find something interesting, a stash of vodka in a storage cabinet in the utility room. There were two and a half bottles, and the brand was not in the liquor cabinet. Someone may be hiding a drinking problem, and she did not think it was Frank.
Jane instructed the other team members to canvas the neighbors again for anything out of the ordinary. At that point, she asked Andy if he had anything he might want to add. He told the group this was high profile, and the longer it went unsolved, the hotter it would get. His boss in San Francisco had wanted to take the case, but Andy insisted he could cover it and did not need any help at that time.

She ended the meeting telling them to keep her informed, and if they needed help to speak up. ‘I didn’t have time,’ wouldn’t be acceptable. As she was getting ready to leave, Joe came by her desk and asked her if she would like to stop for a drink. She said no, she needed to get home to the kids, but tomorrow evening might be good. He smiled with that glimmer of hope, and left for the evening.
CHAPTER 15

Jake recorded the local news while he prepared his breakfast and ate. This was the morning of the third day, or the second full day whichever way you wanted to look at it. The news was not encouraging with no new revelations that were going to lead the FBI to the missing women. He expected the ladies to be on edge and possibly aggressive, so he was starting a little earlier. The news had played on the TVs in their rooms, and he had turned them off before he started his breakfast and lunch delivery. They were going to have, coffee, yogurt, Basic 4 cereal with skim milk, an orange, a package of sliced chicken breast, crackers, cheese, applesauce, a cinnamon roll, and three waters.

After putting on his shirt, hood and gloves, he started down the hall. He didn’t want to be as late to work as he was the previous day, and he had to remember he had gone home sick. He did the light and looked in the port. Mildred was in the chair, but the tooth paste and brush were not in the blue box. Barely opening the door, he reminded Mildred the tooth paste and brush had to be in the blue box or no food.
He closed the door and looked in the port. She had gotten up and gone to the commode area where he couldn’t see. She returned and put the items in the blue box and sat down. Jake stepped in, said thank you, and removed the dinner items from last night. As he started to put the new items down, she asked him, “Are you going to kill us?”

“No. I told you my objective was to return you to your loved ones in as good or better condition than you were when you got here.”

“You told us the police would take off the hand cuffs when they got there, and that was a lie. How can we trust you now?”
“Mildred, I don’t have a reason to harm or kill you. If I were to do that, my whole plan would be for nothing. Are you going to be ready for a shower tonight?”

“Yes, but do I have to put these clothes back on? How can we get clean clothes?”

“You will get fresh clothes, but I need to tell you about the shower. You get twenty minutes to be in and out, and I’m in the room with you.”

“You’re sick. I’m not going to do that!”

“I’ll give you the day to think about it, and remember, I don’t want or plan on touching you at anytime. Your pill is in the cooler.” Jake backed out of the room and headed to Tajal’s room.

He turned on the red light, and looked in the port, all items were in their places and she was sitting in the chair. He entered the room and picked up the items from last night’s dinner, his eyes didn’t leave hers. As he came back in the room, she said, “What you’re doing doesn’t make sense. Why would you tell us you are going to keep us seven months before you get your ransom money, and let us go home? I’ll tell you why. You don’t plan on ever allowing us to go home. When you have your money, you will kill us because we no longer have a purpose for you!”

“I hope you believe me, because I have no reason to harm you.”

“You may not have a reason to harm us, because you’ll have to verify we’re alive before you get any money. Then you no longer need us.”

“I have no way of convincing you I won’t harm you. When this is over, you will know I was telling you the truth.” Jake left the room. He had forgotten to tell her about the shower rules.
Carol was ready for him and as soon as he opened the door she started, “Now look here young man, I was dead serious when I told you we need a cocktail to make this tolerable until we’re rescued! Do you understand me?”

“Yes.”

“Well, when are we going to see something?”

Jake took the dinner items out and brought in the fresh items without saying a word.
“Do you understand what I’m telling you mister?”

Jake stood and looked her in the eye, now was the time to tell her, “Mrs. Beechman, there will never be a drop of alcohol in this house. If there is something I can get you to help you, I am willing to listen. Otherwise, this subject is closed until you get back to your house.” There was no reply as she sat in stunned disbelief.

“If you’re ready to take a shower tonight, and have a fresh change of clothes, you have to be in and out in twenty minutes, and I’ll be in the room. I told you when you first got here, I have no plans to touch you, and want you to know that has not changed. You can think about it today.” He left the room and moved to Sharon’s room.

She was ready for him, and he was a little surprised. He stepped into the room, and he picked up the items while he kept his eyes on her, she said nothing. He stepped in to put the day’s food in the red box. Sharon said, “Thanks for putting the mattress back in.”

He was shocked, not only with what she said, but with the fact she had spoken. “You had a rough start, and I hate that, but you didn’t leave me any options. Your pills are in the cooler. Mrs. McMann, I mean you no harm.” She did not respond and there was a short silence before Jake continued, “If you’re ready for a shower and a change to clean clothes tonight, you will have twenty minutes to be in and out, and I’ll be in the room.”

“Oh no, that’s not going to happen!”

“I told you when you arrived, I had no plans of ever touching you, and those are still my plans. Only you can change that. But anyway, you can think about it today.”

“You’re a sick son-of-a-bitch if you think I am going to get naked in front of you, and then take a shower. You’re a perverted little fuck! You’ll have to rip my clothes off if you want to see me naked, and I guarantee you’ll remember it as I beat the shit out of you! Go screw yourself!” She turned away and faced the wall as he left.

Work went all right; he had heard several ladies discussing the missing women. After he ate lunch, he went to a store close by and bought two of the items the women had requested. The work afternoon at Bellman’s Whole Food and Market felt more like eight hours than four. On his way home, he stopped at another store and bought groceries, and the other items the women requested.
When he got home, he put the items up and checked the recording of the local evening news. There was nothing new. They talked about some evidence they had, but never said what it was. Mildred’s girls were not in the news; he switched it to their TVs, and started dinner after showering. Jake tried never to go into the women’s area without showering first. He didn’t want the women to smell Bellman’s on him. When dinner was finished, he loaded the cart, and started his rounds with the women.

Mildred was ready for him. He removed the items from breakfast and lunch, and put dinner in the red box. He stood and asked her if she wanted to take a shower after she ate. All she said was no.
Tajal sat in the chair as the used items were removed, and the dinner was placed in the red square. He never realized he had said nothing to her about showering. He asked, “Mrs. Rahami would you like to shower tonight?” Silently, she stared at him. He finally said, “I told you this morning to make up your mind today whether you wanted a shower or not.”

She continued to stare at him and said, “You told me nothing about a shower this morning!”

“I thought I told each of you, but anyway do you want to shower and change to fresh clothes?”

“Where is this shower?”

“It’s down the hall, you have thirty minutes to be in and out, and I will be in the room.”

With an expressionless face, “I’ll pass.”

Jake left the room and checked on Carol Beechman, she was ready. He opened the door, removed the dirty items, and left the fresh food. Carol looked terrible, her hands were shaking, and her eyes were red. He asked her if she wanted to shower, and she said she didn’t. Carol Beechman hadn’t been that placid since she had arrived. Jake wasn’t smart enough to read the signs.
He moved on to Sharon’s room and halfway expected her not to have eaten. She was ready for him, and had eaten everything. He opened the door, removed the items, and put the fresh food in the square.
He said, “Your pill is there.” He quickly exited the room without saying anything about the shower.
Jake thought, well he was right again and I was wrong. His partner had said none of the women would take the shower opportunity. It would take a change in the rules for the women to shower, and then they’d feel they were in control. This was another part of the plan where the planners had had a major disagreement, and there was one other coming up.

CHAPTER 16

It was Friday, eight thirty in the morning of the third day of the ladies’ disappearance. There had been no ransom call last night, not a good sign. Joe and Angela were in the parking lot of the women’s clinic. They had discussed their approach, and Angela would take the lead while Joe acted like the hard ass. They approached the receptionist, who sat behind a thick glass overlooking the small office area. Behind her were several women working with records, Angela introduced herself and agent Cannon, and asked to be let in so they could ask some questions about a patient. The receptionist asked to be excused, saying she would be right back with someone.
A woman in a white nurse’s uniform appeared and asked if she could help. Angela told her they needed to discuss a patient and wanted to do it somewhere other than the lobby. She asked for identification, which was produced by both agents. The door was buzzed, and they stepped into a long hallway with doors on each side.

They asked to talk with Dr. Martindale, and the nurse, very authoritatively, told them he was not available, and the best way to speak with him was to make an appointment. Angela could tell Joe was ready to throw the bitch against the wall and give her everything except a cavity search.
Angela asked, “Is the doctor with a patient now?”

“Yes!”

“So he’s in one of these rooms along this hall?”

“Yes.”

“You tell him we need to talk to him before he goes to his next patient, we won’t take long.”

“I’ll tell him, but his schedule is full. He can’t see you!”

Joe angrily said, “Look, this is more important than his schedule, he sees us here next, or he gets a free ride to the Federal Building in just a few minutes. Now go tell him before I call someone to come get you for obstructing justice.” He looked at his watch and looked back at her, “You better get gone lady!”

They stood in the hall while the nurse disappeared in one of the many rooms down the hall. She came back out shortly and told them he would be right with them, and she showed them to his office. Joe wouldn’t go in the office, but stood in the hall. He let the nurse know when the doctor came out of a room, he better be heading in their direction, or she was going to get to spend some time away from home at the government’s expense.

The doctor was a short bald guy about fifty with a light-hearted personality. Angela explained about the kidnapping and the appointments at the clinic. They wanted to have an idea about the health of Mrs. McMann. They talked about patient doctor confidentiality, and the agents knew it would be laborious to get the records the legal way. Dr. Martindale handed each of them a brochure about the clinic, and asked them to read it. He explained it would be helpful in understanding why Mrs. McMann had the two appointments.
After they’d read about the procedure before twelve weeks and the procedure after twelve weeks, the doctor asked them about the number of appointments in Mrs. McMann’s planner. He also asked them about any future appointments in her book. She’d had two appointments scheduled before the kidnapping, and one the Wednesday after she’d been kidnapped, which would have been two weeks after her last appointment.
The agents looked at each other, and Angela said, “She was pregnant and had an abortion of a fetus which was more than twelve weeks.”

Dr. Martindale said, “You made a very good deduction. I have not shared any patient information with you.”

Joe asked, “How far along was she?”

“That’s privileged.”

Joe asked, “Is she in any medical danger, since she did have a follow-up scheduled?”

“Under normal conditions, women rarely have any significant problems, just some minor spotting for a couple of weeks. In a case like this, I would make no conclusion without seeing the patient. May I get back to my patients?”

They told him yes and thanked him for the brochure. Joe called Jane while they were going to the car. The next stop was Tom McMann’s office.

Joe said to Angela, “My money is on Tom McMann not knowing a damn thing about the pregnancy.” Angela agreed. So who was the father? They had said nothing to McMann about finding the planner in her locked office. The locked office was another little world for Sharon McMann, and her husband was not allowed in that world.

They started to McMann’s office, while Jane and Dale were headed to Mr. Beechman’s office and the company of Wilcox, Beechman, and Tyler LLP. Angela and Joe found the two guys Tom had been to lunch with on Wednesday, the day of the kidnapping. Tom had left them at one o’clock to get to a two o’clock meeting in south Fort Collins. They talked to several people in the office about Tom. Almost all had mentioned his marriage had been rocky for the past two years, but had been drifting in that direction for several years. Tom was a pretty good performer for the company, but if he was gone, it wouldn’t mean much to the office profitability. He was the owner’s son-in-law, but no one thought he would ever be running Denver First Development, LLC.
They headed to see the people Tom met with Wednesday afternoon in Fort Collins. The meeting was in the office of a lawyer whose client wanted to sell some land. The attorney and one assistant confirmed Tom was there fifteen minutes early. He had seemed a little occupied, didn’t ask the right questions, and was in a hurry for the meeting to end. The attorney had thought about calling the office manager for Denver First’s north office and ask how Tom had presented his client’s land, but he had not made the call. Mr. McMann had left the office at one forty-five and made no mention about the rest of his day.
Angela and Joe agreed they needed to talk to Tom McMann and get some specific answers. Joe called Jane and told her what had happened, and they were on the way to interview McMann again. Jane wanted the team to meet in the office at five.

Jane confirmed Frank Beechman was in the Atlanta court Tuesday, and the trial would have lasted another day or two. Agent Rodriquez had confirmed his car was parked in the airport Monday as he said, and he was on the flight he had indicated. Jane and Dale talked to Frank’s partners, and found he was very happily married with two grown kids and two grandchildren. He wasn’t close to retiring because he loved his work. The attorneys teamed together fifteen years earlier, and had become a very successful law firm. Their customer base was injured employees and others who were injured. Before forming the company, they had all been on the other side, representing firms and insurance companies.

They started their process of interviewing other people in the firm. Frank’s legal assistant had been in Atlanta with him, which was the norm instead of something new. She told the agents she had been with Mr.Beechman for almost twenty years. She worked with him at Furmin Law firm, and followed him when they started the new business. She didn’t volunteer anything other than what was specifically asked. Her dedication to Beechman was very obvious. When they interviewed some of the other paralegals and clerks, they all presented his assistant with a lot more involvement than law books and cases.
Delorace, Mr. Beechman’s assistant, was in her early forties, and Frank was fifty-two. She had never had a boyfriend anyone knew about and had never been married. The assistant almost always traveled with him when he had cases out of town. She drove a nice car, wore fashionable clothes, and expensive jewelry. The jewelry was noticed by other employees at Christmas and her birthday. The office game was to spot her new jewelry before anyone else. As Dale would say, ‘he’s porking his secretary’.
Did Mr. Beechman have a reason for his wife to disappear? It sure would save a nasty divorce, and at lease half of his net worth which was over twenty million. Mr. Beechman had run for state representative a year earlier but had not succeeded. . The state politicians were pushing him to run for the U.S. Senate seat which would be up for election in two years. He was 99% committed to the senate race and was looking forward to the spotlight.

Back at the Federal Building, the team met in the conference room and Jane started it out. There had been no ransom call, the fingerprints in the house had turned up nothing, and the weapon used did have a silencer. Each of the teams reported what they had found during the day. Tom McMann was not aware of any illness or medical procedure his wife had had in the last two years, even though she had had an abortion the previous week. He also had a difficult time accounting for his presence from two until nine the day of the kidnapping. It was well known in the office their marriage was on the rocks, to say the least.
Dale told the group, in his colorful way of putting things, about Mr. Beechman boning this secretary for twenty years. Maybe that was why there was a case of vodka stashed in the Beechman’s utility room. Was it Mrs. Beechman’s medication to forget her husband’s indiscretions? The other teams investigating Mr. Talmore and Dr. Rahami had nothing of substance for the group.
Becky had been on the phone records for the McMann’s and the Beechman’s. She wasn’t completed but had a couple of interesting things to be considered. “Mrs. McMann had a lot of calls from her cell phone to the cell phone of Marco Nasi. Marco Nasi is a tennis pro at Meadowbrook Racket Club. I have his address and other things. She also had a lot of calls to women’s clinics in the last month.”

Becky continued, “Mr. McMann likes to use his cell phone to call the cell phone and home phone of Ms. Linda Johnson. Ms. Johnson is an independent real estate broker in Bolder. I have her address. He also likes to call the cell phone and home phone of David Poletti. I have his address, but that’s all I have at this time.”

Jane addressed the group, “Becky, as always, you are a wealth of knowledge, thank you. Tomorrow is Saturday, day four; I’ll be here at nine. Angela, you’ll be off tomorrow, so we’ll see you Monday. Rod, you have soccer games tomorrow afternoon with the kids. The rest of us have plenty to do tomorrow.  See you at eight.”

Jane Black and Joe Cannon were the only ones left in the office at six o’clock Friday evening. Was this the ‘I don’t have a life club’, or the ‘I’m horny, I’ll take anything walking club’? Jane was finishing paperwork and Joe was circling for an opportunity. He finally approached her, after trying to look busy for at least thirty minutes.
“Would you be interested in that drink we talked about last night?”
“Joe, that sounds good, I need about ten minutes to finish this report.”

A half a block down from the Federal building was a nice little bistro with a quiet bar area. The dining area had fifteen tables, the bar had six stools and three booths, and both areas were dimly lit. Joe motioned Jane to a booth, actually the one in the back. The bartender approached them, and they gave him their order. They talked about their families, and where they were raised, brothers and sisters, and college. She could not see his mustache, but that didn’t keep her from thinking about it!

When Jane was preparing for work that morning, she remembered what she’d said to Joe about a drink, so she dressed accordingly. She decided on a yellow long sleeve silk button up blouse, white VS pushup bra, navy blue pencil skirt with jacket, and navy heels. She felt good about herself, and she knew where and what the kids were doing. It really would be good to relax a few minutes.
In the office, she had kept her navy jacket on to have the professional look. Sitting in the booth and having finished one drink, she felt comfortable enough to slip it off. The act of removing the jacket would have won an Oscar, if it had been seen in Hollywood. As she settled back in her seat, she had aroused herself, and her nipples were about to explode out the front of her blouse. Joe couldn’t help but stare, and she had a fast decision to make. Ignore it and let both of them enjoy it or cover up quickly by getting her jacket back on?
Ignore it! Be proud of your body she told herself. Joe was trying to say something about some college courses he’d taken in Boulder at the University of Colorado. He wasn’t doing a very good job of explaining his time in Denver. She took a sip of her drink, and two drops of water dropped from the glass onto her right breast. Her immediate reaction was to start wiping to get it off so her silk blouse wasn’t ruined. There she was rubbing her right breast in public, and Joe looking like he was about to lose consciousness, because most of his blood was probably below his waist.
As they both settled back into reality, Jane said she should get on the road and she certainly had enjoyed their time. Joe said the same and asked if she was parked in the Federal Building parking garage. She said she was and Joe walked her to her car. They made small talk walking back to the garage. Jane asked him if he had a permanent place yet and he had. He told her it was a nice quiet townhouse, and told her the address. She replied it was south of interstate seventy, and she lived a little farther south.
They were both parked on the fourth level. As they rode the elevator, each thought about a kiss and wondered if the other one was going to initiate it, the elevator door opened. She didn’t remember that damn elevator being that fast. As they walked to her car, he brushed her hand with his, and they both thought they felt sparks, but said nothing. There was enough energy going between the two of them to light up a city block.
They reached her car, and she started digging for keys like she didn’t want to find them, but she did. As she prepared to get in the car, Joe grabbed her arm and was preparing to turn her and kiss her when she said, “Cameras.” He dropped her arm and waved good night.

If the folks who print the dictionary wanted a picture of disappointment, they should show a picture of her right then. It took a minute to collect her wits before she started out the garage. Before she got to the exit onto Maple Street, her cell phone rang. Her frustration as she got in the car caused her to toss her purse onto the passenger floor. She couldn’t drive in the garage and get to her cell phone. She would get out on Maple Street, pull over, and get her phone to see who had called.

Joe got in his car and almost broke the steering wheel with three quick blows. He may never get the opportunity again, but he certainly was going to try. How dumb can you be? That was the best hour and a half he had spent with a woman in nine years. He knew she had two kids but that did not matter; he wanted to know this lady. After sitting awhile, he cranked the car and started out of the garage. He grabbed his cell phone and hit speed dial two, Jane Black’s cell number. Six rings and it went to her recording. He thought, she must have seen who the call was from and not answered. Had he screwed up that bad, no way. Maybe she was on the phone. No, she would have punched over and told him to hold.  She doesn’t want to talk to me.  He took the Pine Street exit and headed toward I-25. He couldn’t remember feeling that low.

He was startled by the ring of his cell phone. It was from Jane. The mix of emotions was indescribable and almost physically uncontrollable. Joe answered, “Hello.”

Jane’s voice sounded sexier than ever, “Joe, sorry about the camera, but I have seen too many of those security camera pieces of people who have no idea they are being filmed in a garage. I wanted to tell you tonight was really enjoyable. I appreciate the invite, and I hope we can get together again soon.”

“I’ll tell you what I just thought. It was the best hour and a half I have spent with a woman in nine years.”

Jane flushed but continued, “I would invite you over for coffee, but I haven’t made arrangements for the kids, and they have friends over.”

“If you have a little time before you have to get back to the kids, I would like to make you a cup of coffee with my new Bunn coffee maker. It’s Starbucks Columbian.”
“Let me call you right back.”

“I’m going to count on you calling me back tonight, okay?”

“I will.”

After talking to the kids and the babysitter, she called him back and they agreed to meet at exit 103. She would follow him to his townhouse. On the drive to exit 103, she backed out of going to Joe’s townhouse three times, but when she reached the exit and saw Joe’s car, she flashed her lights and fell in behind him. She admitted to herself that her will power was in the toilet. She hadn’t had sex in too long, and she needed to feel loved, admired, and appreciated.

Considering Joe had just arrived in Denver, and had just moved into the townhouse, Jane was impressed with his excellent job of decorating and organizing. She had expected to enter a cluttered, half-made attempt at setting up an apartment, similar to a college bachelor apartment. She was totally shocked and very pleased. The thoughts she had had before exiting at 103, about not getting involved with Joe, and the concerns about having an office relationship, were gone. Right now, she was a woman, not an FBI Special Agent in the same room with a fellow agent.
Joe was as nervous as if this were his first date. He hoped he could control his shaking and not scatter coffee all over the counter as he prepared the Bunn. Jane sat at the counter separating the kitchen from the living area. They made small talk about the townhouse, and getting settled in a new town. Joe cleaned up the small amount of coffee grounds he had spilled on the counter. He set out a couple of coffee cups and sugar for Jane, and he stepped around the counter behind her.
He said, “May I hang up your jacket?”
She didn’t reply, but started pulling the jacket off. When she had it off, she held it out for him to take, and he did, but he also leaned over and kissed her. The kiss was as though it was a kiss to make up for all the kisses they’d thought about over the past week. As they were kissing, Jane turned and stood by the stool she’d been sitting on.
They held each other and held the kiss. Their bodies were pressed together, and their hands were exploring each other’s back, neck, and hair. When they finally broke the kiss, they opened their eyes, and stared at each other, each afraid to speak.
Jane finally relaxed her hold on Joe and said, “Do you mind if I use your bathroom to freshen up?”

“No, not at all, there is one here in the hall, or there’s one off the master bedroom. Why don’t you use the one off the master bedroom, it’s larger and better stocked. I haven’t done much with the guest bath yet. Come on, I’ll show you.” He walked her to the master bathroom and closed the door after her. Joe returned to the kitchen and took two deep breaths, he felt faint. His knees were weak, and his body was trembling slightly.

Ten minutes passed and it felt more like thirty to Joe. He was getting concerned and wondered if he should go back to the bathroom door and ask if she was okay. Fifteen minutes, he was really concerned and ready to go check on her.
Jane had entered the master bath and was amazed, she felt like she was at the Regency Hyatt Towers. She just stood awhile and looked around the room in amazement. Had Joe done this, or had he gotten someone to come in and decorate the house? She was transformed to another world, a world which was pleasant and rewarding. She slipped off all of her clothes and entered the shower which had a dozen shower heads, from her head to her knees.
Jake was going to check on Jane when he heard her call his name from the bedroom or the bathroom. Hurriedly, he dashed to the bedroom. When he entered the bedroom doorway, he saw Jane standing just inside the bedroom with the bathroom light illuminating her. She was wearing Joe’s white terrycloth robe.
CHAPTER 17

Saturday was Jake’s least favorite day to work. The kids came to the store with their mothers. When he’d started at Bellman’s Fresh Whole Food and Market, he knew it was upscale, and he looked forward to being surrounded by successful rich folks. After being there for only a month, he was feeling sorry for these people. Sure they had the cars, the clothes, the looks, whether natural or bought, the trips, the events, and the money.
What they didn’t have was real happiness and a relationship with a soul mate. Jake had been fortunate to be a part of his mom and dad’s special relationship. They were truly soul mates and didn’t enjoy doing very many things unless they were doing them together. Eating dinner at the kitchen table, they could make eye contact, and go off into another world without a word being spoken. They would sit there staring at each other without a spoken word, and the world, nor Jake existed for those moments. He would sit there and feel the peacefulness of the moment.
After their death when he lived with Uncle Bob and Brenda in the Cayman’s, they too had their moments when they left this world. One evening at dinner in an upscale restaurant in Georgetown with two other couples and Jake, Bob and Brenda were sitting across from each other at the table of seven and their eyes met, and at that moment, they were oblivious to anything in the restaurant. Mr. Bartholomew, from the Cayman First Bank, finally got their attention after everyone had stopped eating and talking and were just staring at them. Embarrassed, they rejoined the group. Mr. Bartholomew said they should get a room at Ms. Willie Layne’s bed and breakfast two doors down, and everyone chuckled, but they all felt a little warmer after the moment.

Over the years he had worked at Bellman’s, he had seen truly respectful kids with their moms or dads, and he had seen the spoiled brats who needed to learn to appreciate their parents, and the lives they were being handed. Women were the primary customers during the day, and they averaged more than two trips a week to the store. It was as much a social event as it was shopping. One didn’t have to be a snoop to get the lowdown on what was happening in their lives.
They seemed to relish the fact they had issues with their husbands, whether it was they worked too much, traveled too much, didn’t make it to the kids extracurricular activities, paid no attention to them, etc, etc, etc. Without realizing it, they were miserable rich housewives, thinking all the time they were living the dream life.

After he’d recorded the news and finished breakfast, he gathered the meals for the ladies. Breakfast would be coffee, orange juice, a blueberry bagel, cream cheese, and cereal with milk. Lunch would be yogurt, macaroni salad with ham and cheese, crackers, and cranberry juice. Jake delivered the food and water after the news had finished, and no one said a word. It looked as though the reality of not being rescued immediately was setting in, and it put a grim atmosphere of doom over the ladies.

At work, Jake overheard several women talking about the missing women, and the general feeling was they were already dead. The police and FBI were getting nowhere. The fact no ransom demand had been made, created a black cloud over the investigation. At lunch, Jake went to the deli, a few blocks away, for his favorite sandwich, and then drove to a Wal-Mart close by. He parked in the busy parking lot, walked in one door, and out the other and was back in his car in ten minutes.
Before he pulled out, he left the shoes he had purchased at another Wal-Mart and worn during the kidnapping. He had made sure there was nothing on the shoes to be traced back to him, or the area of the house. He was confident someone would pick them up, use them, and never be seen by the police.
The afternoon was busy and passed quickly. On his way home, he stopped at CVS and bought four women’s magazines and a video, “Anywhere but Here” with Susan Sarandon and Natalie Portman. He stopped at a grocery store and picked up a few food items for the women. He was careful not to ever purchase anything from Bellman’s to take to the women. After returning from work, he always showered first to get any Bellman smell off of him before he entered the ladies area. There could be no link to Bellman’s.

Getting home, he watched the local news which had been recorded. There were no pictures of the Talmore girls, so he put it on for the women. The FBI news about the case was limited, and one could tell they were grasping at straws. There was nothing new about the missing women. The ladies would be somber after hearing there was no rescue imminent. The reward from the husbands was now two hundred thousand dollars.
The ladies Lean Cuisine meals were ready about the time the news was over, so he switched their TVs off and delivered dinner. As he had predicted, the mood was somber, and not a word was spoken, but all the food from the morning had been eaten. He put the new movie in about eight, and turned on the ladies TVs.

CHAPTER 18

Jane strolled into the office a little before nine Saturday morning, drinking a cup of coffee. She felt as though she was smiling all over herself, and she was going to have a difficult time not being obvious around her coworkers. Oliver, Becky, and Rod were already at their desks working. She said good morning to them as a group and went to her desk. She hoped her four hours of sleep didn’t tell on her.
Joe and Dale came in together talking as if they were old buddies, and they both were carrying Starbucks coffee cups. Her immediate thought was, Joe, you better have kept your mouth shut. He could be losing something he said was great last night. She announced to the group they would meet in the conference room at nine thirty.

They reviewed the case, and opened the discussion for any ideas. They were all disappointed no ransom call had come in during the night. The decision was made to follow up on Tom and Sharon McMann’s life. Joe and Dale would find Marco Nasi and interview him. Jane and Oliver would find Linda Johnson, the realtor, and determine how she fit in this puzzle. Then someone would get David Poletti and find out how he fit in with the McMann’s.
Becky would continue to review phone records, and was asked to focus on any calls by Mr. McMann to cities back east that might have an underworld connection, and then do the same thing for Mr. Beechman. The silenced weapon made them suspect someone had a connection back east. The silenced weapon put this crime at a level above the local norm. The odds of it being local were extremely small. With assignments made, everyone started out of the room. Jane rose and stood by a table sorting papers as Joe started leaving the conference room after everyone had left. He brushed against Jane as though he was trying to get by, but it was a slow firm brush as he quietly said, “Excuse me.”
Every nerve in her body went to full alert as she got flashbacks of what was happening just a few hours earlier. She replied through a smile without looking up, “My pleasure.”

Joe and Dale left first after getting directions to Meadowbrook Racket Club. They had already called to see if Marco was at work, and he was. After stopping for another coffee to go, they had about a twenty minute ride. Dale had been very quiet and then said, “Jane is a very special friend to me. If you hurt her, I’ll beat you until you wish I would kill you.”

Joe’s head jerked sideways to face Dale, “Did Jane say something to you about last night?”

Dale squirmed his two hundred seventy pounds in the seat and growled, “No, you dumb shit, you just did.” Joe knew he had just been out-foxed by an old pro.

At the racket club, they found Nasi’s boss, and told him they needed to talk to Nasi. He told them Nasi was giving lessons, and would be available at twelve, which was an hour and a half. Dale asked him if he had ever conducted lessons, and he responded, “Many.”

In the kindest way Dale could put it, with his flushed red face and gritting teeth, “You get Nasi in this office in five minutes, or two FBI agents with guns drawn will enter the court area, and everyone will be ordered to the ground immediately! Then, we’ll go through them one at a time until we find this Nasi character. Your choice boss. Which way do you want to go?”

He told them Nasi would be right in. When Nasi arrived, the agents introduced themselves and told him they were investigating the disappearance of Mrs. McMann. They found he was from Kuwait, was here on a student visa, and had been here going to the University of Colorado but graduated two years earlier. He had been at the racket club seven years, and knew Mrs. McMann.
Both the agents knew he was illegal, because a student visa is good for only five years. They made it clear to him they didn’t care about his visa status. They wanted to know about Mrs. McMann. If he didn’t tell them the truth the first time, they could have INS there in ten minutes.
Nasi was more than willing to talk at that point. He had been involved with Mrs. McMann for about eighteen months. He had had a roommate to share the costs of rent, but she wanted him gone, so she paid half of his rent. She would come over on his days off, and she came by for a few hours at night two or three times a week. She had threatened to have him fired when she caught him with another woman.
He had never met her husband, nor been to their house. They asked him about her medical condition, and he responded she was strong and fast on the court, and in bed. They asked him what they used for safe sex. She did not like for him to use a condom, so she took birth control pills. When they asked if he knew she was pregnant, he asked from whom. He was not aware she was pregnant, or had had an abortion. The day of the kidnapping, he was on the schedule for lessons from one to five, and they confirmed he was there. He was also there that morning playing tennis against his boss.

When Joe and Dale got in the car, they agreed the guy couldn’t kidnap one woman much less four. Dale asked Joe if he had done any work with the INS, and he replied he’d worked with them plenty of times in New Mexico. Dale gave him a contact name in the Denver INS office. He suggested Joe call Monday, and give them the scoop on Nasi, that would get him kudos with them, and you never know when you’re going to need some assistance down the road.

Jane and Oliver had contacted Linda Johnson, and set up a meeting with her at ten thirty at her office. When they got to her business, it was a store front in a strip shopping center with a lot of upscale stores and salons. The parking area was separate from the stores. They walked to the shopping area which was laid like city blocks, but there were no cars, just walking areas, trees, flowers, and benches. They found the office and went in. The reception area was decorated lavishly, and two women were sitting behind a reception desk. Jane told the ladies Ms. Johnson was expecting them.

Linda Johnson came out of her office and down the hall briskly, confidently, and smiling as though she were ready to close on the biggest house deal of the month. She introduced herself and ask them to her office, where she closed the door. Jane told her again they were investigating the disappearance of four women in Evergreen. Ms. Johnson let them know she knew nothing about the women or the crime, but she did know Tom McMann, and she was willing to help any way she could.
Jane informed her they were there as the results of reviewing Tom McMann’s phone records. She told Ms. Johnson it would be in her best interest to give them all the information she had and be very truthful about it. They were in the process of running her phone records and her credit history. If she misled them, they would be required to go out in the community, and her industry, and ask some very pointed questions which might not present a favorable view of her.

Ms. Johnson stared at Jane and said, “Are you threatening me?”

“No, I wouldn’t threaten you. I’m just letting you know there are two options for you. One will result in little public knowledge, and the other will result in widespread public knowledge. Now tell us about your relationship with Tom McMann.”
“I don’t know what you’re getting at, because we had a professional relationship only!”

“And I’m telling you if we find out you lied to us, we will be all over this town asking questions about you, your business, and your relationship with Tom McMann.”

“I’m beginning to wonder if I need a lawyer!”

“Ms. Johnson, I can not advise you either way, but if you’re guilty of something, you may want to consider one. If this is your choice, we have no alternative but to assume you feel guilty about something, and we need to charge ahead investigating you publicly. Publicly or privately, we need a decision now, we have four women missing!”

“I don’t have anything to hide. I’ve done nothing wrong. What’s your question?”

Linda Johnson was an accomplished, confident lady of forty-four. She was five feet seven, one hundred fifty pounds, kept in the right places probably by a couple of trips a week to the gym. She had brown shoulder length hair, bright green eyes, and a confidence that could be seen before being introduced, and had been divorced eight years. After her divorce, she got her real estate license, worked for a local broker, and became very successful. Being ambitious, she worked to get her broker license, and after five years as an agent, she started her own business as a broker. Three realtors followed her immediately, and over the next three years, five more had been added. It was not easy to get accepted into her business. Anyone seeking employment with her had to have a proven track record.

She told the agents Tom McMann had contacted her about two years earlier, and wanted to discuss mutual opportunities in the real estate business. He was working for his father-in-law in the commercial real estate business, and wanted to explore the possibility of expanding her business to include commercial. His driving force was to get out from under his father-in-law and prove himself. Linda admitted it would be quite a feat to include commercial with her thriving residential real estate.
She wanted to pursue the concept, so she asked Tom to put together a business plan, and get back to her. He called a couple of weeks later, and they met at her house to discuss his plan. After reviewing his plan and having a couple, or more glasses of wine, they ended up in bed. However, Linda didn’t agree with the plan to include commercial in her business. She was well known in the industry and respected even more, and she did not want to risk losing any of the earned prestige.

Linda had to let him down carefully, because he was so set on getting away from his family control, and she had come to care for him. She enjoyed being with Tom and liked making love with him. He was a gentle lover and was acceptable to new ideas. She had thought it would be best to keep their relationship under wraps, since he was married, and she didn’t want to be seen as having a relationship with anyone.
Ms. Johnson didn’t know Tom’s wife, but she knew he wasn’t happy at home, and he would be out as soon as he had a plan. He had confided in her he would have nothing when he got his divorce, because he and his wife didn’t own their house, his father-in-law and his wife owned it. He was nervous about his future, but wanted out as soon as he could.

When asked about where she was the past Wednesday, she got out her planner, gave them her schedule, and how to contact the people she had been with. Before they left, she wanted their assurance nothing would be said publicly, and if they thought she had misled them, would they contact her first to validate their suspension.
When they asked if she thought he could have done something to his wife, she thought it wouldn’t be out of the question, but she doubted it. There wouldn’t be any advantage to him if she disappeared, and it might actually be a disadvantage. Jane gave Linda her card and asked her to call if she thought of anything else.

As Jane and Oliver walked to the car, Joe called and asked if they wanted to meet for lunch, since they were done with Marco. They agreed to meet at an Italian place a few miles away. When Jane and Oliver got to the restaurant, Joe and Dale were already there and seated at a table for four, Dale on one side, and Joe on the other. Jane got to the table first and sat beside Dale. She thought she saw disappointment in Joe’s face.
They ordered and started briefing each other on what they’d found. The most important facts were Marco did not know Sharon McMann was pregnant, or about the abortion. Dale summed it up in his usual colorful way, Marco had been boning her, and probably a dozen others for the last two years, but his bubble would be burst Monday by the immigration guys.
Jane summarized their findings: Linda Johnson had been having an affair with Tom McMann for the last two years, he wanted to work for her, and he had not been with her Wednesday afternoon. Joe made the comment the guy had to have had some kind of motive to be having an affair with a woman four years older than him. When Jane heard Joe say that, her heart sunk to her stomach. Joe didn’t realize Jane was four years older than him. He was doing the same thing Tom McMann was doing. Would he run from Jane when he discovered she was thirty-eight?
They still could not account for Tom’s whereabouts Wednesday afternoon and evening. He had said he was looking at property until six, and then in his woodworking shop until he called Chief Brown. He had no one to corroborate his story.

After lunch, they had one more interview with a man Tom had called a lot. Jane suggested she go with Joe to interview Mr. David Poletti, and Dale ride with Oliver back to the office, get their reports typed up, and get out of there. She would see them Monday, or call them if they got a ransom call. They thought that was a fine plan, but Jane did notice Dale giving Joe a stern look. She wondered what that was about. She thought, Joe had better have kept his mouth shut about last night or he would never see this girl naked again.

As Jane and Joe drove to David Poletti’s, they discussed what they knew about him, and it wasn’t much. They had no idea how he tied to Tom McMann, and they had not been able to contact him to set up an appointment. Neither agent was familiar with the area where they were going. As they entered the area, it came to Jane why she recognized the name of the area. It was recognized as an area for the gay community. She didn’t share this with Joe; she wanted him to come to his own conclusion. They found the address and a place to park. As they started toward the house, Joe grabbed Jane’s arm as they stopped on the sidewalk. She looked at him as he turned to face her.
Joe said, “Is that Tom McMann’s silver Pathfinder?”

Jane looked up the street and said, “If it’s not his, it’s one just like it.” They both looked at each other thinking, what are we getting into? “Do you think we should call Dale and Oliver back to cover this?”

Joe replied, “No, we should be okay. We’ll just be alert and play it by ear.”

They proceeded to the front door of David Poletti’s condo. They rang the doorbell at least four times before a man answered the door. He was wearing a cloth robe and slippers. David Poletti was in his late forties or early fifties, gray/white hair, uncombed and all over his head. He was unshaven with three or four day’s growth, and light blue piercing eyes. Jane asked if he was David Poletti, and he responded he was. She introduced herself and Joe, and asked if they could come in and ask him a few questions.
He replied, “What kind of questions?”

Joe spoke for the first time, “We would like to ask you some questions about Tom McMann. Now can we come in?”

“Do we have to do this right now?” David asked.

Joe replied, “We really don’t care whether we do this here at your convenience, or down at the Federal Building in Denver, but it will be done now. Which one, your choice?”

Poletti stood there for a moment, then stepped back, and invited the two agents to come in. After being seated, they asked about his history first. He had lived at this location for the last seventeen years, was a professor at the University of Colorado in the art department for eight years, professor at Central Colorado Community College for the last ten years. He was a local artist specializing in abstract pottery and conventional greenware pots thrown on a wheel. Poletti was known for developing special pottery glazes, and had published two books on the history of glazes. He had a full studio at his condo, where he created unique pieces, and pieces under contract. They asked him why he moved from the university to a community college, and he responded politics and the lack of freedom of creativity created a bad atmosphere at the university.

Jane explained they were there because his name appeared very frequently on Tom McMann’s phone records, and they wanted to know his relationship with Mr. McMann. They also made sure he was aware of the missing women, and the fact one of them was Tom’s wife.
Poletti replied he was aware of the kidnapped women, and he was just a friend of Tom’s. They asked him where he was Wednesday afternoon from two until ten. He responded he was at home. Asked if anyone was with him or could someone verify he was here at the house, he denied anyone was with him, but felt some of the neighbors could verify he was at home in the afternoon. He was asked if Tom McMann was there now, and he denied anyone being there. Joe excused himself and went outside, while Jane continued to ask David questions.

Joe returned and sat down across from David, pulled out his cell phone, and made a call which went to Dale, “Is this the command center? I have a plate for you to run. I need to know if it’s registered to Tom McMann.” He paused as if the computer was checking the registration, “Okay, thanks Dale. If I don’t call you back in five minutes and cancel this, here’s what I want you to do. Get Judge Martin to give us a search warrant on the residence of David Poletti, and a warrant to arrest him for impeding an investigation, the address is in the system. Then roll the SWAT team to surround and secure the neighborhood around the Poletti residence. If I don’t call back in five minutes make it happen fast.”
Joe turned to Jane and said, “It’s McMann’s Pathfinder, and we’ll turn this whole neighborhood upside down to find him, if that’s alright with you, boss.” Joe turned back to face David Poletti who looked as if he didn’t have a drop of blood above his neck, he was as white as his robe. Joe looked at his watch, hit the stop watch stem, and said, “Time is ticking away. Your move.”

Mr. Poletti took no time to reply, “Tom is in the bedroom.”

“Get him out here right now,” said Joe. Jane sat and watched as if she wasn’t there, it was like a dream. She had read in Joe’s file about unconventional techniques, but she was amazed at the spontaneity by which Joe picked up the situation.

Poletti didn’t have to get Tom, he walked out of the bedroom before Joe could sit back in his chair. He was fully dressed, but he had the most obvious ‘Oh shit, I’ve been caught’ look on his face. He came out, sat on the sofa with David Poletti, and looked at Poletti before saying, “I’ve thought about coming out in a lot of different ways, but this way never crossed my mind.” At that point, David moved his hand over and put it on Tom’s. That one act of support must have released Tom to tell everything, and he did.
Tom and David had known each other at the university, when Tom was a student, and David was a starting professor. Tom was taking art classes as a basketball jock, who needed grade points to stay eligible. Their relationship started there but stopped when Tom went off to play professional basketball. When Tom’s injury ended his basketball career, he returned to the area, but the relationship was not rekindled. Tom was trying to focus on a new bride, and a new career. After being married seven years and being monogamous, Tom and David met at an art show, and their relationship rekindled. That had been five years ago.

After listening to their story and history, Jane asked about the past Wednesday afternoon. When Tom left the meeting at two o’clock, he arrived at Poletti’s at two thirty. The clerk at the wine store on the corner could verify where he was at two twenty, buying a bottle of wine which she had picked out. Later that afternoon about four, the couple from two doors down joined them in the backyard for wine and cheese. Tom left at five, and the couple was still there. He drove straight home and went to his shop to finish a table which was to be shown at a show the following weekend. He had the entry paperwork to verify the show entry.
Excitedly, David jumped up and cried, “Oh my God, the SWAT team will be here any minute. You forgot to call them!”

Joe responded, “Don’t worry about it. I didn’t use the secret code to validate it.”

Jane asked a few questions and the agents left. They got in the car and drove for quite a while before Joe broke the silence, “That was certainly a first for me. I really feel for the guy.”

Jane replied, “I would never have thought that of Tom McMann, but you never know.” They continued their drive to the office in silence. At the office, Jane told Joe she wanted him to write up the report, and she would also, then they would put a final report together.

When they’d agreed on the final report, they were ready to leave for the day. In the garage, Joe asked Jane if she would like to come over for coffee. She told him she would like to, but she was taking the kids to dinner and a movie. Her imperfect smile told him her plans were not her preferred option.

His reply weakened her knees, “I love caring mothers. I had one and I still love her even though she’s gone.”

CHAPTER 19

Sunday morning, the fourth full day of captivity, and five days since they disappeared, it was also Jake’s first day off for his weekends, which were Sundays and Mondays. With no alarm set, he still got up early, six o’clock. The coffee had gone off at its normal time, five thirty. After showering, cooking, and eating breakfast while watching the local news, he started preparing breakfast for the ladies. He put the local news on for the ladies. Today, he would deliver their breakfast while the news was on. He gathered up their coffee, orange juice, yogurt, bagel and strawberry cream cheese, and an apple.

He put on his long sleeved shirt, hood, and cotton gloves, and started down the hall to make his deliveries. He turned on the red light for Mildred and looked in the port; she was in the chair watching the news. Jake entered the room and removed the dinner items, then put the breakfast items in the red box. He looked at Mildred to give her the opportunity to talk to him, but she said nothing while staring at the TV. Jake backed out of the room and moved to Tajal’s room. Tajal was also in the chair watching the TV. He entered, removed the dinner items, and put breakfast in the box. She looked at him and said, “It looks as though you have left little for the police to work with. I still can’t believe you would want to keep four women seven months, especially when you know you could have your money at any time. What are you trying to do?”

He responded, “The plan is for seven months, and you’ll understand in the end.”

“Why can’t you share it with me now? Surely you know I couldn’t do anything to change your plan.”

“You will not understand until you are back with your husband and neighbors.”
Jake backed out of the room and started to Carol’s room. When he looked in the port, she wasn’t in the chair, but lying on the mattress. He watched her for a minute or so. She was trembling, drawn into a fetal position, and he could see her face was covered with sweat. He made the decision to enter the room and try to determine what was wrong with her.
As he approached her lying on the mattress, he called her name, but there was no reaction. He kneeled by her head and felt her forehead. It was wet with sweat, and she had a fever. He could see her hands were shaking. She made no response to his tries to get her attention.
Jake left the room and proceeded to Sharon’s room. She was sitting in the chair and waiting for him. Her black eye was beginning to yellow around the edge. As he removed and replaced items, she said nothing, but stared at him as if she could cut his throat with the greatest of ease. Before he exited the room, he told her her pill was there, and asked how she was feeling.
She replied, “I don’t know why you ask, you could care less about how we feel. Go screw yourself!” Jake exited without addressing her; he had more important things to do right then.

He got on the computer and started reading about alcohol withdrawal. After reading three articles, he concluded Carol was exhibiting the standard symptoms, and the only thing he could do was to offer her a pain reliever, and lots of water. He returned to her room, washed her face with a cool damp cloth, and got her to drink a little water. She seemed to be more alert, and he succeeded in getting her to take two Tylenols. He left the cloth on her forehead, and put the fresh food in the box. She probably wouldn’t eat it, but it was there if she did want it.

Jake left the women’s area, and started preparing mac and cheese with ham which would be lunch. Then he started his normal weekend chores like washing clothes and cleaning the house. He was not going to be home Monday, so he had to get everything done Sunday.

Giving the women their mac and cheese went off with no big issues, but everyone, except Carol, asked about being served lunch instead of the breakfast/lunch combination. Carol seemed a little better, but her alcohol withdrawal was going to last several days. Jake had given her two more Tylenols with her lunch. He spent the afternoon getting ready for Monday.
Dinner was the normal Lean Cuisine, and a salad. Mildred asked if she could write a letter to her girls and was told no. Tajal announced she was ready for a shower, so Jake told her he’d be back in about thirty minutes, and she would have to wear the hood and handcuffs to go to and from the shower room. Carol was still lying on the mattress, her tremble and sweats were not much better. She had eaten some of her lunch and drank all of her water. Sharon made sure he knew how crappy the mac and cheese was. She had eaten all of it, but Jake said nothing.

He put away the lunch items, and started to get the bath organized. The ladies didn’t know it, but they were going to get clean clothes when they showered. Jake had purchased sweat pants, shorts, sweat shirt, short sleeve tee shirt, sports bra, panties, and thongs for the ladies. They would give up the clothes they had been wearing since Wednesday.
Jake had bought the items by color for each lady. Mildred had pink, Tajal blue, Carol yellow, and Sharon red. This way Jake could keep their clothes straight, and not get them mixed. Each lady had two sets, and would be told their clothes would not be shared with the other women. Jake got a set of blue clothes for Tajal, and put them in the shower room.
The shower room had a nice tile shower with one side and the door being glass, counter with sink, a chair, shelves with four different hair brushes and four different combs, towels, change of cloths, three different shampoos and conditioners, mirror, a clock on the wall with just a minute hand, and a hair dryer. The shower room was at the end of the hall across from the office/utility room. It had the same light system and an observation port.

He went to get Tajal; she was in the chair waiting for him. He entered the room and looked her in the eyes, as she stared back at him. She wasn’t smiling, and he got the feeling this was not something she really wanted to do. He tossed her the hood, but before he could tell her to put it on she said, “My husband Noor and I have never been able to have children, but that doesn’t mean we don’t have sex. We like sex, and make love two or three times a week. We like to vary what we do, sometimes I take the initiative to create a different atmosphere, and sometimes he does. I’m not ashamed of my body, and you will not intimidate me by watching me undress and shower. It is you who should be aware of your feeling and control.”

“Good, I’m glad to hear that, now put the hood on, turn around, and put your hands behind your back. Once you’re cuffed, we’ll walk to the end of the hall to the shower room. Don’t make me have to hurt you; I don’t want to hurt you.”
They got to the shower room and entered. Carefully he removed her hood and the cuffs. She turned, and they were standing face to face, no more than three feet from each other. She stared in his eyes behind the hood as he told her the rules: put your dirty clothes in the far corner on the floor, clean clothes were for her, and she would be the only one wearing blue, so it would be easy to keep her clothes together. She was to leave the hair brushes, combs, and hair dryer on the counter top. He told her, before he reentered the room, he would check to make sure all the items were in their proper place. Since she was the only one showering, and this was her first shower, she would have forty-five minutes. He took two steps back, exited, closed the door, and locked it. He was tempted to look in the port, but he double checked the door lock, and left the secure area.

Tajal just stood there trying to make sense of what had just happened. He’d said he would be in the room while she showered. Did her little talk change his mind, or had he not intended to be in the room all the time? He just wanted to force them to make an uncomfortable and intimidating decision. She looked at the six inch round hole beside the door; she knew it was a way for him to look into the room.
Was he looking now, and would he stand there for the next forty-five minutes? If she could hang something over the hole, she would have privacy, but that would mean he’d won; he’d made her hide.  Screw him, it’s his problem. I’m going to enjoy a hot shower. She turned and started to get undressed. She made sure not to hide her nakedness from the hole in the wall.

Fifty-five minutes later, Jake entered the secure area, and looked in the room. Tajal was sitting in the chair wearing the clothes she’d had on since Wednesday. He entered the room and said, “Well, I must say that’s a surprise. Why do you want to put dirty clothes back on? Is something wrong with these?”

“Those are not my clothes.”

“Mrs. Rahami, if you want to wear those clothes, I certainly have no problem with that. In seven months, they’re going to be pretty thread bare, but it is totally your choice.” He tossed her the hood, and waited for her to put it on.

When she was back in her room alone, she began to have second thoughts about the clothes. She had put her old clothes on, and been ready for him ten minutes before her forty-five minutes was up. He was ten minutes late, and surprised she was wearing her old clothes. He wasn’t watching through the hole.

Monday, day six of the kidnapping. Even though it was Jake’s day off, he was up at six, and had the ladies’ breakfast and lunch delivered by six forty-five. He was dressed and out the door by seven. He had a flight to catch by nine o’clock.
Arrival at El Paso was on time, and he got his rental car with no problem. He parked in a pay-by-the-day lot next to the International Bridge, which was the gateway to Mexico. When he arrived on the other side, there were several men who wanted to sell their services as a tour guide and driver for the day. He picked one, and took a paper out of his backpack. He asked the guy to read it; he couldn’t read it, but told Jake about a guy who could read it. The man was brought to Jake, and he could read it, so Jake hired him and the taxi driver.
Jake told the guy he wanted prescription medicines, and showed him a list of what he wanted. The man told the taxi driver where to go. For all Jake knew, they could be kidnapping him to rob him. They arrived at a pharmacy, and the guy took the list to a man behind the counter. They yelled and talked for a while as they went through the short list. Jake’s guide came to him, and told him they would have to see a doctor to get a prescription for each of the drugs, but not to worry, the doctor was on the way to met them at the pharmacy.

After the longest twenty minutes Jake could ever remember, the doctor arrived and could not speak a word of English. Jake got his guide aside and told him he needed one hundred eighty Cymbalta pills, ninety Vivelle dot patches, and twelve Ambien pills, if he could do it in the next hour, he would get two hundred dollars extra.
The guide started in on the doctor and came back to Jake after a few minutes, and told him the doctor couldn’t write a prescription for that many. Jake told him to tell the doctor to write the prescription for two a day for thirty days for him, the guide, and the taxi driver. He came back shortly and said the doctor would have to charge one hundred dollars for an office call for each person. Jake told him to get it done, and make sure the doctor understood to get all three drugs. The guide returned and told Jake all the prescriptions would take another two hundred for the doctor, Jake agreed. The guide returned again and told Jake they didn’t have the Vivelle dot, but he could substitute a drug which was oral every day. Jake told him that was fine, but hurry up.

They finally got all the drugs and started back to the bridge. Jake had the driver stop and let him buy some things. He bought a nylon carry bag and stuffed it with three tee shirts, a wallet, a belt, a blanket, three videos, and a straw hat which he wore. He paid the taxi driver and the guide and started on his way to cross the bridge walking. He had his passport handy for the customs agent and was waved through with the masses. The shipping store, which he had found on the internet, was on the way back to the airport. He found the store, and had them to pack the nylon carry bag with everything in it. It would be shipped UPS next day to a business north of Denver where commercial mail boxes were available, and he had rented one.

He had plenty of time when he got back to the airport, so he had some Mexican food before the flight. The flight to Denver was right on time, and he pulled into the shop at his house at six thirty. The roast he’d put in the crock pot before leaving, smelled great, and was ready to be served, just as if he’d been at work, and they’d be eating about the same time. He changed to his serving clothes and got the meals to the ladies. He didn’t allow them any time to start a conversation. He had to eat and get ready for work. The sixth day had ended with no problems.

CHAPTER 20

Jane Black entered the office at eight and was met by her boss, Andy. He wanted to meet with her in the next few minutes to get an update. They had gone through another day without receiving a ransom call, and everyone was on edge. Jane briefed Andy on the interviews they had conducted Saturday. They both agreed the McMann family was a mess, but neither of them saw any link to the kidnapping. Andy told her the higher-ups were concerned about image, and they would be at the office at three to meet with Jane and him. Jane knew she would have to go over all the facts they had about the case, and they would Monday morning quarterback her about what was done. Business as usual. A lot of CYA.
Jane told Andy about her conversation with Chief Brown the day before. Today, two from her team would work with one Evergreen officer, and at nine thirty they would set up a road block in front of the Beechman’s house. They would stop every car and ask if they were in this area last Wednesday, and did they see anything suspicious or not normal. Two more team members would be going house to house again, and asking if they had seen or heard anything unusual last Wednesday.
Two other members would be putting a list together of places the ladies might have in common. Her thought was the kidnapper had to be someone who knew all four of them. The list would include pharmacies, nail salons, hair salons, gas stations, dry cleaners, gardeners, maid services, grocery stores, clubs, any organized groups for whatever purpose, etc. Once they got the list put together, they would talk to the husbands to fill in the squares, and they would also be checking their charge cards and checks.
Andy thought her plan was good, and told her her presentation at three was very important, and she shouldn’t be too defensive when they throw out suggestions. He told her they had to do it to make themselves think they were contributing, and it couldn’t be done without their input. Jane understood what he was saying, and conveyed she would not embarrass Andy or herself.

Jane got her group together and told them about what they were going to do, the fact no ransom call had been received, and the higher-ups coming in at three. They discussed the interviews done Saturday, and any theories anyone had. No one in the room thought the ladies were alive, but no one was willing to say it.
There were some major questions like, why would they kidnap four when they were after one? Could they have been after more than one? If they had driven up to the house, and there were three cars sitting out front, wouldn’t they just drive away and try later? Had they been there, and the other women started arriving? Why would they not have been shot right there in the house, instead of risking being caught trying to kidnap four women. There had to be a connection by one of the husbands to get someone with a silenced weapon. This thing was like a bad piece of meat, the more it was chewed, the bigger it got.

Jane told Becky to focus on Frank Beechman. They were looking for a connection to a city back east with mob influence. Jane had borrowed one additional agent who would be with Rod on the road block. She asked Dale to get with the Denver police, Colorado Bureau of Investigation, ATF, and anyone else who might have info about silenced guns in the area. Joe and Angela would hit the neighbors, while Jane and Oliver put together a list of possible ways or places the women might have in common. They all left for their assignments.
Rod and the borrowed agent met an Evergreen officer and the Chief at the Beechman’s driveway. The Evergreen police car would be parked on the curb with the lights on. The Evergreen officer would signal cars to stop, and the FBI agents would interview the people in the car. They started at nine thirty and would continue until five. Joe and Angela discussed how to divide up the neighbors, and started out.

The road block was getting about ten cars an hour, and had produced nothing. A little before noon, a FedEx truck was stopped. The first question was how did he get in the area without going by them? The driver told them about an old road not used very much, and was located on the extreme south end of Cold Creek Estates. They asked him if he was in the area last Wednesday, and if he was, did he see anything outside the norm.
The driver thought for a minute and replied, “I was in here twice last week, Wednesday and Friday. Is this where the women were kidnapped?” The agent nodded his head, and the driver continued with his story, “Wednesday, when I came through here, there was a service truck in that driveway.”

“What time was it?”

“A little before noon. You can check my delivery schedule and get a very close time, if you need it.”
“Tell me about the service truck.”

“Well, the driver looked like he was looking at his order sheets, you know, where to go next. It caught my eye because my first thought was it was a phone truck. I worked at the phone company six months before I got this job with FedEx. When I got closer, I could see it wasn’t a phone truck, wrong business, but the right color gray.”
The FBI agent was about to wet his pants, he had just started his sixth month in the field. Now, he had the guy who had seen the kidnapper, and they would know how the ladies were transported. He called for Rod to join them, and had the FedEx driver retell his story. The FBI wanted to hold the driver for Jane to interview, but he insisted he had to continue his route, or he would lose his job. Jane contacted Federal Express and they made arrangements to meet the driver and relieve him from driving, so he could spend the afternoon with the FBI.

After several hours with the driver, they’d learned the truck was a Ford service van without racks on the top for ladders and poles. It was the right color gray to pass for a phone truck, but it didn’t have the markings of a phone truck. It did have a small sign on the side, which was blue and white, but he didn’t read it. He saw the driver, who looked young, hair longer than normal, but not shoulder length, blond, wearing a gold Denver Nuggets ball cap, he had one just like it. The guy was probably a medium sized guy, not huge nor was he small. Only one person was in the front of the truck. The driver couldn’t do a composite drawing of the guy because he didn’t see his face. He was bent over probably looking at a clipboard. The driver did not notice which way he pulled out, but he didn’t pull up beside him at the light going out of the development. The time must have been about ten minutes to twelve.

The FBI assumed this was the kidnapper, the women were transported in the truck, and there could be one or two kidnappers in the back of the truck. They immediately started running gray Ford Econoline service trucks; it would be a huge list, but it was a start. They would check the main road leading to the Cold Creek development and determine if there were any businesses, or individuals who might have a security camera pointing toward the road. They would go back to the neighbors, and ask them about any gray trucks in the area.

Jane and her group met. The kidnapper, or kidnappers, knew there were four women at the Beechman’s house. It had to be someone who knew the women and knew they met to play mahjong every two weeks. It had to be someone who knew they would be at the Beechman’s house last Wednesday. It had to be someone who knew they would be there at eleven o’clock. The kidnapper could have been told who, when, and where, or the kidnapper knew the women well enough to know when and where. Jane’s thought was to focus on Beechman, and all the places the women had in common. They would divide up and talk to the husbands about the list of common places. This would be done in the evening, and they would discuss the list Tuesday morning.
CHAPTER 21

Tuesday morning was Jake’s Monday morning, but he was looking forward to getting out of the house. It was day seven of the kidnapping. As he cooked breakfast and ate, he watched and recorded the news so he could replay it for the ladies. The sheriff’s department spokesman discussed a break in the kidnapping case. They had determined the vehicle used was a gray Ford Econoline which was painted to look like a telephone truck.
The truck had a white and blue sign on the side, and they were asking anyone who had seen the truck to contact the FBI or the sheriff’s department. Jake thought, how did they get that? Maybe a neighbor had a security camera and it caught me. He wasn’t worried for three reasons, the tags on the truck had been taken off a wreck in a junkyard, he hadn’t registered the truck in Colorado, so there would be no record of it existing in Colorado, and he had a good disguise. His thoughts ran to the Hispanic guy at the junkyard. He had not only seen the truck, but he had seen Jake close up. Hopefully, they wouldn’t find him.
Six months before the kidnapping, he had found the white Ford panel truck on the internet. It was owned by an electrical company in Casper, Wyoming. After talking to the operations manager, and being satisfied about the condition of the truck, they agreed on a price over the phone, and Jake agreed to pay cash and pick it up the following Monday. He couldn’t drive to Casper, so he started looking at the bus schedule from the Boulder/ Ft Collins area. There was a bus station at exit 127 on I-25, so he had to find a way to get to the bus station. He walked from his house Sunday morning to a small shopping center on Highway 36. The seven mile walk was no problem for a twenty-eight year old in good shape. He prearranged the taxi pick up so he could get to the bus station.

He arrived in Casper in the late afternoon. From the bus station, he walked a couple of blocks and found a small motel advertised as American owned. The smell of curry almost knocked him down as he opened the door and rang a bell for service. It’s not often you get a motel room for $25.95. The room was clean and he was hungry, so he found a diner a few blocks way. The next morning, he went back to the diner for breakfast and got a cab to the electric company which had the truck.
After looking the truck over and test driving it, he paid cash and got the title. He drove out to I-25, turned right, and started south to Colorado. He made it home before dark, and was pleased with the performance of the truck even though it had 140,000 miles. The truck still had Wyoming license plates, but he would change those with a Colorado commercial plate he had taken off of a wreck while he was getting the wheels at a junk yard. Jake wouldn’t register the truck in Colorado.

While he was in the Caymans, working and living with his uncle Bob Pyron, one of his best friends, Spider Young, was the son of the owner of Oscar’s Garage. Jake helped Spider rebuild a ‘64 GMC pickup, and Spider helped Jake paint his ‘72 Ford pickup. They ended up painting several cars for Spider’s dad.
Jake prepped his “new” white truck, and got it ready to be painted gray. He only painted the outside because he would be painting it again, and it would be dark blue. The back of the truck had been cleaned out by the electric company, which suited Jake just fine. He installed four bucket seats in the back of the truck, two seats on each side about a foot and a half apart.
Installing the shoulder seat belts proved to be the most difficult task to accomplish. The rear door latch was modified to only open from the outside. The last thing done was to make a partition behind the front seats, so no one could see into the back of the truck. He cut a door between the seats, so he could get into the back if he needed. He was pleased with the truck.
Should he let the women see the new lead about the truck, which they would take as hope for being found soon, or should he keep it from them? He decided to let them see it and get a ray of hope; he turned their TVs on and started the news. When he delivered their breakfast and lunch, each one of them had a remark about it won’t be long before they would be going home. Carol had said she was going to ask them to give her his balls, so she could hang them in her garage and punch them every time she went out. It would have been funny, but she sounded so confident. He thought the news was like a shot of vodka for Carol.

Work was enjoyable, since they were losing three displays and putting up three new ones. Jake took a lot of personal pride in the displays. At lunch, he went to the deli and ate faster than usual. From the deli, he went to the commercial mail box he’d rented. The manager let customers use his street address, so they could receive FedEx, and UPS parcels. Jake asked if he had a UPS, and the man told him it was in the corner by the boxes. He got the box and put it in the back of the Jeep.
When he got back to work and got out on the floor, he noticed two guys in suits in the floor manager’s cubicle. He made his way to the cubicle and started looking in a file cabinet for some display commitments, but he was really listening to the two guys. They were asking about the missing ladies and if he had noticed anything that might be suspicious concerning them. They asked to have a list of all current employees and a list of employees who had left the job in the last six months. They were given the lists and left. Jake finished his shift, and drove home without incident. He wasn’t concerned about the list of employees from Bellman’s. His fingerprints had never been recorded, and he had no arrest record that would pop up when they ran the employee list.

He picked up a few items on the drive home. After showering, he started watching the news while he prepared dinner. The ladies would have a Lean Cuisine dinner, a salad, and fruit jell-o for desert. He was having the leftover roast from the day before. After the news had played for the ladies, he started delivering their dinner.
Mildred was in her chair, and everything was in the red box on the floor. He opened the door, and Mildred started talking, “Look mister, I’ll never make it seven months like this. I’ll be a mental case. I can’t sit here with nothing to do or read, and I need to talk to someone occasionally.” She paused waiting for his reply, but there was none. “I’m not kidding you, I’ll go crazy! You don’t want to take me back damaged.” She paused again, while Jake stepped out to get the dinner and bring it in. As he was setting it down she said, “I want to take a shower tonight.” She paused, “And I don’t care if you’re in there.” Jake said he would be back to get her in about thirty or forty minutes. He stepped out of the room.

He looked in the port of Tajal’s room, and she was in the chair. He entered the room and kept eye contact with her as he gathered the dirty items. He set her dinner down.
Unemotionally Tajal asked, “Why did you tell me you would be in the room when I showered, and then you didn’t do it? That is the second time you have lied to us or at least me. How can we trust you? Are you really planning on killing us, and just letting us think we will go home in seven months?”

Jake looked her in the eyes and said, “You can trust me, I will not hurt you unless you make me hurt you.”

“Why did you not stay in the shower room?”

They held their stare as Jake replied, “Why did you not take clean clothes?” He exited the room before she could reply or ask another question.

Carol was in her chair, and she was sweating like she had been, but not as badly, maybe she was getting the alcohol out of her system. He kept an eye on her as he removed the items from the morning and put dinner in the box. She had said nothing before Jake said, “Mrs. Beechman, I couldn’t get the patches you have been using, but I have an estrogen pill which will have the same effect.”

Carol was hurting, but she still managed her best presentation of Mrs. Carol Beechman, “They will be coming to get us soon, so I’ll just do without until they show up. Then, I’m going to kick your ass sonny.” Jack backed out of the room without saying any more. He wanted to laugh, but he felt sorry for her. She was going to have some bad days ahead, and she couldn’t see it.

Sharon was next, and there was absolutely no telling what she would be like. She was sitting in her chair, so Jake entered, she immediately said, “So they have identified your piece of shit truck; when do you think they’ll have this dump surrounded?”

Jake replied, “Mrs. McMann, if I were you, I would eat fast because they may be here any second, and you don’t want to miss this fine meal.”
“You’re a real smart ass you know. My daddy’s going to have fun kicking the shit out of you!” Jake left quickly.

Jake put things away and went to the shower room to make sure it was ready, and Mildred’s clean pink clothes were there for her.
When he entered Mildred’s room, he told her the shower room was at the end of the hall, and she would have to wear the hood and the handcuffs to and from the room. As Jake got her ready, she started talking about her girls and what they were doing. With the hood over her head, she talked all the way to the shower room. Inside, Jake took the hood and cuffs off.
He started telling her about the clothes, “Mrs. Talmore, you can leave your dirty clothes on the floor in the corner. Each of you has two sets of clothes, and each lady has a different color. You will always be getting your clothes. All of your clothes are pink, I mean everything. Since this is your first shower and no one else is taking one tonight, you get to be in here forty-five minutes. The normal time will be thirty minutes or less, any questions?” She shook her head no.
Jake started backing toward the door, and Mildred looked at him and said, “Where are you going? You’re not leaving, are you?”

“Yes, you can have some privacy.”

“Oh no you don’t! You specifically said you’d be in the room, and you don’t want to be a liar again do you!”

“Mrs. Talmore, I didn’t mean it when I said it.”

“Then you should have never said it, that’s tough. You said it, you live with it. I need someone to talk to, or I’ll go crazy. You have to stay. Sit right there in that chair.” There was no pleading in her voice as she directed him to the chair.

Reluctantly, her tone convinced him to stay for her sanity, and for him to save face. He would listen to her babble for the next forty-five minutes. He thought she was right, he deserved it.
With her back to him, Mrs. Talmore started undressing just like he wasn’t there. She talked about her husband having to change his schedule to take the girls to school, arrange for them to be picked up and stay somewhere. He would have to get Lucy to soccer on Wednesdays, and to games Saturday morning, etc, etc, etc. As she started the shower and continued to ramble, Jake flashed back to the first time he’d seen a naked woman in the shower.
His thoughts turned to the five years he’d lived on the island with his uncle Bob Pyron and Brenda. He was confident no one in Cheyenne County had ever been to the Cayman Islands; most of them wouldn’t even know where it was. He laughed. He owed Uncle Bob more than he could ever express. He also owed Brenda a lot. When he’d moved in, his bedroom was down the hall on the left, and his bathroom was back toward the front of the house. Uncle Bob and Brenda’s bedroom was across the hall from his, and his uncle used the master bath while Brenda used a special bath at the end of the hall.
One evening, after he had been there several weeks, he was leaving his bedroom to go to the bathroom and noticed the door to the other bathroom at the end of the hall was partially open. He stepped back into his room, turned the light out, and cracked the door so he could see the bathroom door which was open. Jake stood trembling in the dark for several minutes, but it seemed like hours, waiting to see what would happen. Brenda finally appeared in the mirror. She was naked! Her hair was wet, and she was reaching for a towel. As she dried her hair, Jake had an open view of a live naked woman. He had never seen a live naked woman. God, it was a wonderful feeling, even now as he thought about it some ten years later, it was still stirring. He watched her off and on for almost a year. He felt guilty, but it didn’t stop him from watching her.

One morning when Uncle Bob was in Jamaica for the week on a new project, he entered the kitchen where Brenda was cooking waffles and sausage, Jake’s favorite. Jake said, “Good morning.” Brenda didn’t respond.

After a long silence, and continuing to cook without making eye contact with Jake, Brenda asked,” How did you sleep last night?”

Anticipating the waffles and the sausage patties he responded, “Great, how’d you sleep?”

Again, there was a long silence as Brenda put the plate in front of him. He prepared his waffles and forgot about Brenda not responding to his question. She brought her plate and sat down at the table.
Before she prepared her waffles she asked, “Do you know why the bathroom is the smallest room in the house?” Jake didn’t respond, and kept his head down looking at his plate. He got the feeling these waffles and sausages were going to become the worst breakfast he’d ever had. He still didn’t respond.

Brenda continued, “The bathroom is the smallest room in the house because it is built for one person. It is a place where we can go to relieve ourselves, clean our bodies, meditate about things in privacy, and prepare ourselves to go back out into the world. If we want someone to share that time with us, we invite them. Otherwise, that is personal, private time to be respected. I’m sure you agree with me! I plan to continue to leave the bathroom door partially open, because I like the flow of air as I am enjoying my private time. Jake, do you understand my position?”

With his head still hung, he quietly said, “Yes.” After a brief moment with his head still down, he said, “I apologize.”
Brenda immediately said in an uplifted cheerful voice, “What project does Bob have you working this week?”

Jake had still not taken his second bite, and his head was still lowered, timidly he replied, “I’m doing the concrete calculations for the new loading docks at Leeky’s number five warehouse. I’ve got to get to the office and get them done before Uncle Bob returns.”
He quietly got up, left the table quickly, and the house as soon as possible. He could remember feeling awful. The rest of the week with Bob being gone was awkward for Jake, and Brenda was occupied with her business, which was unusual, because she rarely brought work home.
That weekend, as they were all sitting on the patio next to the pool, Jake asked Bob about the possibility of changing bedrooms. He said as a kid, he had always had his bedroom on the east side of the house, and the sun coming up helped him get a good start on the day. If he could move across the hall toward the front of the house, he would have the morning sun coming in his windows. Bob said he didn’t have a problem with it, and asked Brenda what she thought. Brenda thought it would be a great move, and winked at Jake. At the time, he had felt that that wink had lifted about thirty pounds of the hundred pound weight he’d put on himself as a result of his peeking.

Jake had dated six young ladies while he lived on the island. Four of them lasted for one or two dates. For some reason, he couldn’t interest a girl in really wanting to get to know him. He wasn’t a bad looking guy, at least that’s what Uncle Bob and Brenda had told him. In his judgment, he wasn’t a bad looking guy either. He was five feet eleven, weighed one hundred eighty-five pounds, medium length brown hair he brushed to the left, a clean complexion, green eyes, and a great island tan. Matter of fact, he still looked the same. He still had his tan and weathered face because he spent every minute he could outside.

He’d dated one of the girls about three months, and one day she informed him she wouldn’t be going out with him any longer because she had met someone else. The next young lady was Marilyn, and they dated for over a year. Marilyn was from Texas, and had come to the island to work at a scuba shop for the summer and ended up staying. They had dated once or twice a week for almost a year. She was actually a year younger than Jake, but she taught him a lot about life between the sheets. They enjoyed going out, and she taught him how to dance, how to scuba, and how to make a woman feel good. One night at dinner, she announced she would be going back to Texas in three days. She didn’t appear to have any feelings about never seeing Jake again. He waited for her to contact him before she left, but the call never came. No feeling at all.

When he moved to Denver, he didn’t know a soul. He knew Uncle Bob knew why he was coming back to Colorado. He had told Jake the woman of his life would appear from nowhere, he would have a special feeling when their eyes met, and she would have that same feeling. When he first arrived, he tried all the wrong places, local bars, strip joints, gentleman clubs; the only thing he got was frustrated, and angry. He got a job at Bellman’s and enjoyed working again, but running around Denver looking for the love of his life was degrading. He had something to give, but he just couldn’t find the soul to share it with.
He had worked at Bellman’s for about six months and had developed a casual relationship with another employee named Jenny. She was his age and divorced with a son three years old. She wasn’t the rodeo queen, but she was nice. He got up the nerve to ask her out, but made the same mistake he had made with Gloria McCall. He asked her while she was with another lady employee. He got a flat turn down and a nasty look from both women. What was that about? He tried two different dating services and went out with five women. None of them had worked out.
Jake was brought back to the moment by Mildred hollering at him, “You haven’t heard a word I’ve said, have you?” Not waiting for a reply, she continued, “I need a razor. Where is the razor?”
His immediate reply was no, but after she got through with him, he was on the way to get a fresh razor out of his bathroom. She also reminded him he had forgotten the deodorant, and he should get a certain brand before she took her next shower, which would be tomorrow or no later than the next day. She dried off and got dressed as if Jake wasn’t in the room, and she talked to him continuously. After she dried her hair and spent a considerable amount of time brushing it, she announced she was ready to go back to her room. Jake was pleased she seemed to be in control now.

He had recorded Dancing with the Stars the previous night, so he put it on for them to watch. The next night they’d see the results. He took Mildred’s clothes and put them in the wash. She wouldn’t see them for seven months, but she would get them back.

CHAPTER 22

Tuesday, day seven of the kidnapping, and the probability of finding the ladies alive was getting really low, and everyone knew it. There had been a lot of activity about the identity of the truck, but the odds of finding the right truck were also very low. If they would have had a tag or the name on the truck, things might be different. The major effort today was to find a common link between the four women. They had a few more places to check out before they exhausted this approach. So far, they had determined all four ladies used the same auto lube place, the same drug store, and the same grocery store. Three of the ladies had the same landscape crew, two used the same nail salon, the same gym, and the same dentist. The agents were going over all employees at these places.
It was about ten thirty when Jane got a call from Sheriff Talley. His men had been checking the area for someone who might have seen the truck and driver or caught it on a security camera. They had a man at a junk yard on Davidson Road who said the guy stopped there last Wednesday around lunch and asked about tractor parts. Jane told the sheriff she would be there in twenty minutes. She got Joe and headed out the door.
When she pulled in, there were already three sheriff’s cars. They walked over to the deputies and introduced themselves. A Hispanic man was there, and he started telling them about this guy pulling in last Wednesday around noon, driving a gray Ford Econoline. When he pulled in, he stayed at the truck and didn’t come in, so Raul went outside to see what the man needed. He was returning to the driver’s side after being at the back or other side of the truck. Raul thought the man put a magnetic sign in the driver’s window, but he didn’t see what it was.
Jane asked him if he saw or heard anyone else in the front or back of the truck. He hadn’t heard anything, and the driver was the only person up front. Jane asked him to describe the driver. He was about five eleven, one hundred seventy or ninety pounds, blond hair medium length, blond mustache, late twenties or early thirties, sunglasses, Nuggets cap, and light blue jump suit.
They explained they wanted to get a composite picture from him. He was asked if the man had any tattoos, scars, birthmarks, or jewelry? Did he talk or walk different than normal? Did he get his license plate? Was there anything distinctive about the truck?
After he had answered all their questions, Jane asked him if they had a security camera. He pointed to the end of the building at a camera in some grownup bushes, and told them it hadn’t worked in years. Jane asked him if he knew of anyone on the road who had a security camera, business or individual. He told her about a man who lived about a mile down the road who had a security system with cameras. Jane sent one of the Hispanic deputies to check it out, and get back to them if they had something.
Joe asked which way the guy went when he left, and did he see him arrive. He told them the man had come from the main road and left going on down Davidson toward Highway 36. Jane told the deputies they had done a fantastic job, and asked them to go on to Highway 36 and look for security cameras. One of the deputies told Jane the next light north on 36 had a camera. If he had gone all the way to Highway 36, and if he ran the light, there would be a picture. At 36, he could have gone east, south or north. Jane made sure the artist was on the way. She wanted the drawing on the six o’clock news.

She and Joe started back to the office with Joe driving. They’d traveled about ten minutes in silence when Joe said, “This could really be a good break. It’s twelve forty-five; you want to stop for lunch?”

“Lunch sounds good.”

“Any particular place?”

She responded, “Just pick one, anything sounds good.”

“I know this place that makes a great ham and Swiss cheese on an onion roll.”

“Sounds good, what’s the name of the place?”

“It’s real simple, my place.”

“I’ve never heard of it.”

“You were just there Saturday night.”

Jane turned from the window and looked at Joe, “My place really is your place. Did I get that right?”

“Yes.”

Jane said, “Nice thought, but I don’t care to eat that fast. I like to eat slow and enjoy everything around me.”

That comment definitely got Joe’s hormones to boiling. After a minute of silence he said, “I certainly appreciate that feeling.” He pulled in at an IHOP.

Back at the office, they met with Andy and some of the out-of-town agents to discuss the latest development. They all agreed it would be best to get the sketch on the local news that evening. Someone would run the sketch by the four husbands to see if they recognized him. The group discussed the case and what they knew. Maybe one person did pull this off. Why kidnap four at one time? Was it a ploy not to draw attention to one particular lady, but keep the cops focusing on four women? Was the gray truck a real service call, and the women were already gone? The gray truck could lead them on a wild goose chase. No one in the group of agents and supervisors had ever run into a similar case, but there was always a first.

Becky was running the list of employees at the businesses the ladies had shared. She had come up with some interesting people who needed to be checked out. There still was no action on the phones, which were being manned around the clock at each of the missing ladies’ houses. The security system about a mile down from the junk yard had nothing. The red light on 36 had nothing.

Most of the agents had left the building as Jane and Joe started toward the parking garage. Jane was thinking about a hot, soaking bath after feeding the kids. Joe was thinking about what Jane had said earlier in the day. They split up in the garage and went to their cars. Ten minutes later they were both on I-25 heading south. Joe picked up his cell phone to call Jane. He hesitated, but called anyway. Jane came on and told Joe she would call him right back. That means she was on the phone with someone else. Two minutes later his cell rang, and it was Jane. He answered, saying thanks for calling back. Jane told him she’d talked to the kids, and everything seemed to be good at the house. She asked him if he would like for her to get off at exit 103. Once he got his heart rate under control, he was able to answer.

CHAPTER 23

One week ago today, Jake prepared a full breakfast and watched Headline News as he replayed the plan in his head and waited for the time to leave for Mrs. Beechman’s house. The four ladies were going about their lives, getting ready to enjoy some lunch, and a game of mahjong at Mrs. Beechman’s.
As Jake put the finishing touches on the breakfast casserole, which he had prepared the night before, the morning news program opened with a break in the kidnapping of the four ladies from Evergreen. There on the TV was a sketch of the kidnapper.
The newsperson was reading a description, “The FBI is confident the vehicle used for the kidnapping is the gray van announced yesterday. The driver is a white male, five feet eleven, approximately 190 pounds, late twenties or early thirties, blond medium length hair, and a blond mustache. They believe there is a high probability the kidnapper exited Evergreen traveling north on Highway 36. If you saw the gray panel truck on Highway 36 last Wednesday, contact the number on the screen. If you know this man, contact the number on the screen. Do not approach this individual. He is considered armed and dangerous. Do not hesitate to contact the FBI. These women have been missing since last Wednesday, and we as a community need to work together to get them back.”
Jake was impressed with the memory of the Hispanic guy, the only person other than Mrs. Beechman who had seen his face. He had to admit the sketch was as good as if he had been photographed last Wednesday. This was not a part of the plan, but Jake believed he had concealed his identity well enough to keep the authorities away from him. His thoughts changed to Barry, and he wondered what his reaction would be when he saw the news.

Jake played the news for the ladies before he delivered their breakfast and lunch. The ladies would be pumped after seeing the news. Carol Beechman was the only one to have seen his face, when she answered the door.

Having prepared the ladies breakfast and lunch, he dressed in his confinement area clothes, and started the deliveries. Mildred was sitting in her chair, wearing a smile and beaming like a new bride. As Jake entered the room to remove the dinner items she said, “Well, I guess you’ve seen the news this morning.” Jake left the room with the dinner items and returned with the days meals. Mildred continued her one sided conservation, “It looks like only a matter of time now. I hope you’re a man of your word, and don’t harm any of us.” Mildred was more than willing to continue her one sided conservation, but she would have to do it without Jake, he was out the door.

Tajal was seated in her chair with her legs crossed and leaning back in the chair relaxing, as if she was waiting at the nail salon for her turn. Jake entered the room and maintained eye contact with her while he gathered the dinner items.
The only thing she said was, “How is your morning?” He didn’t reply as he exited the room and reentered. Tajal said, “Interesting news cast this morning, don’t you think?”

As Jake maintained eye contact and started backing to the door, he replied, “I thought the artist did a good job.”
Tajal was shocked at his reply, but there was no concern in his voice.

As he looked in the port to Carol’s room, he could tell by looking at her this was going to be a free for all. The door wasn’t fully open and she’d started. “Well, I wasn’t so sure you would’ve stuck around to give us something to eat. Thank you. I’m looking forward to getting out of this dump, having a cocktail or two, and a huge steak tonight. How far away do you think you can get before they show up? Well, if you’re lucky, maybe they won’t catch you for a few days.” Carol continued to talk as he locked the door.

He could hardly wait for the next two minutes of abuse from Sharon. She was sitting in the chair and was gripping both arms of the chair. Jake maintained eye contact with Sharon because she was explosive as he had already experienced. He started backing out with the dinner items, and she started. Quickly, she shifted to sitting on the front edge of the chair and started yelling, “They got your piece of shit truck yesterday, and today, they have you! My daddy is pushing them, and your days are numbered— you piece of shit.” Jake continued to exchange the food, while he watched Sharon closely. He would not have been surprised to see her leap out of the chair in an effort to scratch out his eyes. She raved on as he closed the door.

As he cleaned up the dinner waste and prepared to leave for work, he couldn’t help but think about Tajal. She was probably the only one to recognize he didn’t care they had a sketch of him, because it was not what he looked like. The real first test would be to see if anyone at work makes a comment about him looking like the kidnapper. He was nervous as he drove to work.

Since taking on the duties of feeding four new mouths, his arriving forty-five minutes before his shift had changed to fifteen minutes. As he walked in, several employees were already there and chit-chatting about different things. He entered the conservation about the Bronco’s game coming up the next Sunday. Throughout the day, the only mention of the sketch of the kidnapper was from his boss, Tom, as they sat in the conference room waiting for a coffee sales team to arrive and tell them why Bellman’s needed their gourmet coffee line. Tom had not said anything about the kidnapper looking like Jake. On the way home, he stopped at two stores and bought four newspapers with the sketch on the front page. When he arrived at home, he quickly read the article, showered, changed clothes, and took each of the ladies a copy of the paper.

He prepared their Lean Cuisine meal, a salad, and baked some box brownies for a special treat. While he worked preparing their meals, he switched on the recorded local news, so the ladies could watch it before he delivered the food. Tonight, he would deliver the food and not engage in any conservation with them.
CHAPTER 24

Jane and Joe had had an enjoyable evening. After getting comfortable, they had a couple of Bailey’s and coffee, and spent more than half an hour talking about the case before they moved to the bedroom. As they held each other, softly touching and kissing, Joe started removing her clothes with some assistance. Soon, Jane was standing in front of him naked. Joe took the time to admire her as she stood in the filtered light from the hallway. Jane was proud of her body, and she was pleased with the excitement and admiration she could see in Joe’s eyes.
She reached to start unbuttoning Joe’s shirt, and he drew her close to him and kissed her deeply while his hands slowly explored her body. She loved the way he touched her. It was almost like the feel of a feather, but at the same time it was strong, masculine, and possessive. He gently laid her back on the bed and took a step back to admire her. Jane curled into a ball and pulled the bed cover over her body. Joe undressed, pulled the sheets down, and motioned for her to join him.
Jane was home by nine thirty and spent an hour with the kids talking about school and the case. She had learned years earlier they liked to hear about her work, if it wasn’t some fraud accounting mess. They discussed their schedules for the rest of the week, and weekend activities which were planned.

Jane was in the office before seven and sent emails to the task force members. They would have a team meeting at eight thirty, and their boss, Andy, would be joining them. In the meeting, they talked about the gray Ford truck, the sketch, the places were the ladies had conducted business, the pool cleaning crews, the landscapers, Becky’s analysis of the employees of businesses the ladies used, and the results of the call-ins from the sketch. Andy discussed the views of the regional FBI visitors. Their review was favorable with only a couple of areas which needed to be pursued.
No one liked the idea the ladies had been missing for seven days and no ransom demand had been received. The general feeling without anyone actually saying it was they were dead. One of the main items the regional reviewers wanted done, was to start a deep investigation of the husbands looking at contacts and large sums of money being withdrawn from any accounts. With this new avenue to investigate, six new agents would be joining the team that day, and they would be coming from different locations. The group would focus on Mr. Beechman and Mr. McMann first.

Jane made assignments for the day, and the group would meet at five thirty to review their findings.

CHAPTER 25

November arrived with the beginning of week three of confinement, and the first significant snow of the winter. The ladies had had a restless week. It started out with Mildred, Carol, and Sharon believing they would be rescued at any minute because the sketch of the kidnapper had been the lead item on the news for three days. It was front page for the paper, and they believed it was accurate. Unlike Tajal, they never realized Jake had given them someone to chase who didn’t look like the real kidnapper. By the end of the week, major depression had set in. It appeared Carol had slipped deeper into alcohol withdrawal. She was irrational, sweating, irritable, and not eating good. She had started week three without taking a shower, and she was beginning to smell. She had given Jake no indication she would want to clean up anytime soon.

On Friday of week two, Jake started grinding up the Premarin he had bought in Mexico. He put it in Carol’s food and paid attention to what she ate and didn’t eat. He put it in her yogurt for breakfast, but some days he had to put it in an evening meal because she had not eaten the yogurt. He became very concerned about her. There was no plan for any of them to get sick, other than something that could be treated with over the counter drugs. After spending some time with her Saturday night, he decided Sunday morning she was going to get a shower and a change of clothes, whether she wanted to or not.
Sunday morning, he didn’t take her breakfast. After the other ladies had been served, he went to the bath and got it ready for Carol. He switched the lights on and off to signal her to get into the chair, looked in the port, and she was lying on the mattress. Cautiously, he entered the room and stood over her. As he stood over her calling her name, he could smell her. Her hair was damp and matted. He pulled her hands to her back and handcuffed her loosely. There was no reaction. He picked her up by the arms and got her standing. She appeared to be very sleepy and weak. His first thought was maybe he was overdosing her with the medication he was giving her.
Laboriously, they made it to the bathroom, with Carol not wearing a hood. Jake debated what to do: put her in the shower with her clothes on, and hope she responds, gets undressed, and takes a good shower, or should he undress her, put her in the shower, and hope for the best.
He made the decision. He would put the chair in the shower, lay her in the floor, undress her, and put her in the chair. He got her in the chair, and turned the water on hitting her in the face. She swung wildly and caught Jake square in the mouth. He could instantly taste the warm blood, but maintained his composure while blocking the next couple of arm swings. She began to recognize where she was, and the arm swings stopped as she rubbed her face. Being concerned about her well being, he decided to stay in the bathroom to make sure she got a good shower without hurting herself. That turned out to be a good decision, because he had to help her bathe. The shower door was open, and he and the bathroom were soaked.
After Carol was dressed in clean clothes and back in her room, Jake brought coffee, bagels and cream cheese. They sat and talked for an hour. When Jake left, she was more coherent than she’d been in many days. It was ten thirty. He stopped at Mildred’s room, and switched the lights; she was sitting in the chair watching TV. Jake stood by the door and told Mildred about Carol, she listened intently. At the end of the discussion, Jake told her he was going to bring Carol to her room at lunch, and they could have lunch together and stay together for two or three hours. Mildred was as excited as if the cops had just broken through the door. Someone to talk to and to take care of.

Mildred had had an up and down week. The sketch had gotten hopes high and lasted for about three days, until it was no longer the lead item on the evening and morning news. Next, depression set in, and the begging to write her daughters began again. He’d spent very little time listening to her beg about writing.
Sharon had been her typical wildcat personality until day five of week two, when she realized the FBI were not coming through the door any minute. On the day the sketch hit the news, she started to refuse to take the prescribed medication for her post abortion, and she only had five more days to take it. When Jake entered the room with the breakfast/lunch and the pills she said, “You can take those damn pills and stick them up your ass! I’m going to be out of here by tomorrow!”

“Mrs. McMann, I really don’t care whether you take the pills or not. It’s not my body trying to heal. If you don’t want me to bring you the remaining four pills, I’ll just put them on my desk with a note stating they are for you after you had your abortion, but you refused to take them. Maybe the FBI will contact the doctor who prescribed them and find out what to do with them.” She stared at him with a look that made him want to leave the room immediately, and he did. By the end of week two, she was depressed and would not speak when he left food. She had never mentioned a shower, which was fine with him.

Tajal was a different woman. She was very confident and intelligent, realizing from the beginning the sketch worked against their rescue more than it worked for them. She continued to propose a large sum of money could be made available to him immediately with no risk to him. She could be released, but would provide any information to the police more than what they already knew. There would be no risk for him, and he would have his money without having to keep her six months. Tajal took two showers in week two and wore the clothes provided by Jake.
She was an adversary to be watched. If anyone had the smarts to derail his plan, and get him caught, she did.

CHAPTER 26

Weeks two and three were whirlwinds of activity for the FBI, Evergreen police, Denver police, and the Sheriff’s department. Hundreds of leads were followed up from calls responding to the sketch. Several had led to ongoing investigations, stakeouts, etc. Becky’s analysis of the employees at businesses where the women did business had also produced a couple of leads to be investigated. The special investigation team working on the husbands was progressing, but nothing significant had been uncovered. If it was a murder for hire, it was apparent Mr. McMann would have had to find someone for about $500, he was broke. Mr. Beechman, on the other hand, could have spent millions.

Jane’s group was working six days a week, ten hours a day, and not making any solid headway. Outside investigators had been called in for a fresh set of eyes, and the results were no better. A decision had been made to assume the sketch was a disguise, so the basic facial features were maintained, but different hair, color, and no mustache was used. New sketches were released to the media. A flood of new leads was generated, and the man hours continued.

CHAPTER 27

Passing the milestone of one month was little consolation to Jake. He was tired and questioning his ability to care for the ladies for seven months. He and Barry had discussed this part of the plan, and neither had liked the idea of keeping the ladies for seven months. They both believed it was the safest way to get them through without being caught, and get the results they were after.

Mrs. Beechman was much better and continuing to show she was regaining her strength. She had showered twice and visited with Mildred. Jake debated with himself long and hard about his idea of letting Carol spend some time with Tajal. Tajal was the most dangerous of all the ladies, and he could not give her an inch of opportunity. After much thought, he relented and let Tajal spend a few hours in Carol’s room. It was in Jake’s best interest to have a healthy Carol, and her visit with Mildred a week earlier had had great results.

It was Sunday, and Jake told Carol Tajal would be spending some time with her in the afternoon. She was excited and immediately started looking around the room. Jake was confused by her actions, but quickly discovered what it was all about when he left the room. He looked through the port to see what Carol was up to. She was picking up the newspaper, magazine, and then moved to the mattress, and started making the bed, which meant spreading out the sleeping bag and putting the pillow at the head of the mattress. She was cleaning the room to get ready for Tajal.
When he told Tajal about the visit, she was visibly shocked and said, “Don’t take this wrong, but why am I getting to see Carol? I’m not saying I don’t want to see her, because I really do want to see her.” He told her some of what Carol had gone through and the fact Mildred and Carol had spent some time together. Jake made it very plain to her any monkey business would mean no more visits in the future.
When he took lunch to the ladies, he put two lunches in Carol’s room and proceeded to Tajal’s room. With Tajal sitting in the chair, he entered the room with the hood and handcuffs. He told her they would use the same process used for the bath, and he tossed her the hood.
Instead of putting it on she asked, “Why can’t we trust each other enough to move a few feet down the hall to another room? I’m not going to beat you up and escape. That would be stupid on my part.”

“I agree with you, it would be a stupid move on your part, but we’ll do it my way just to make sure you’re not tempted to make a dumb move. Put the hood on and turn around with your hands behind you.”
She complied without a response. As they started out the door Jake grasped her right arm to keep her from running into the door, when they entered the hall, suddenly Tajal turned into Jake. He lost his grip on her arm, and found his right hand tightening around her ample right breast. Neither made any immediate move to change their situation. It was probably only seconds, but to Jake, time had stood still. Reluctantly, he moved his hand, and asked her what was wrong. She responded nothing was wrong; she just didn’t want to lose him. If her objective was to arouse him, she had succeeded. He didn’t know it, but she had also tried to take advantage of the situation by extending her handcuffed hands back toward his body to see if she could touch him below the belt. She wanted to know if she had been successful in arousing him.

When Tajal was delivered to Carol’s room, Jake stepped out and looked back through the port. They were hugging, and Carol was crying. He looked in about five minutes later before he left the confinement area, and it was clear Tajal was going over her room with a fine tooth comb. She was looking for anything different from her room, where she had already looked at everything trying to find a weapon or a way out. He smiled, and his thought returned to Tajal’s breast in his hand.

That week, he gave each of the ladies a notebook and a felt tip pen with no metal clasp. He had gone to two different Office Depot’s to buy the books and had been very cautious not to touch the pads as he put them in the basket. He put the basket on the checkout counter so he didn’t touch them, and the clerk put them in a bag. When he gave them to the ladies, he had included an instruction note explaining the notebooks were theirs, and he would never read them. When they were released, the book would go with them. Maybe they should spend their time and energy in writing about their experience, and sell it for a movie when they get out. The book and pen had to be in the blue painted square on the floor, before he would enter to deliver their food. Same rules as the red square, if something was missing—no food.

Tajal and Carol’s visit helped to continue Carol’s recovery, and Carol was asking for a visit with Sharon, to which Jake made no commitment. Mildred had used the new notebook to write a letter to her daughters and begged Jake to mail it. After the third day of begging, Jake took the letter and said he would consider it. Two days later, he gave in to Mildred’s persistent questioning about, whether he had mailed it, and he told her he had. Jake felt bad about telling her a lie, but there was no way he could let the world know the captives were still alive.
If the authorities knew for sure they were still alive, two hundred law enforcement personnel would be all over the county. It was apparent on the news the efforts and man power had been scaled back considerably, and it would be hard to find anyone who believed the ladies were still alive. In six months, they would almost be totally forgotten. Jake kept Mildred’s letters to the girls, and put them in a manila envelope. The envelope would be with her belongings when she was released.

The start of the second month produced another crisis. The blonde bombshell Sharon had gone four weeks without bathing, and Jake had been very cautious not to mention the availability of hot water, shampoo and clean clothes. He did not look forward to getting anywhere close to her. After the sketches had been all over the news, she just knew her daddy was going to come blowing through the door at any second, and she was going to get to watch as he kicked the kidnapper’s ass. As the reality of no imminent rescue set in, she became withdrawn and rarely spoke when Jake was in the room, which was fine with him.

To his surprise and fear, one morning she told him she would like to shower and change clothes. He told her she could shower that evening. While Jake was at work, he thought about Sharon’s request and had convinced himself she was finally coming around, and realizing the best way to get through this was to follow the rules and try to make it as short a seven months as possible. He later found out he was in a dream world.

Dinner was served to the ladies as usual. He got to Sharon’s room, and explained the hood and handcuffs process to her. With a smile and kind voice, she responded, “I understand, but I hope you don’t hurt me with the handcuffs like you did when we were kidnapped.”
She also said she understood why he had to be in the shower room, and she had no problem with him observing her. She was looking forward to a good hot shower and clean clothes. Jake told her he would be back to get her in about thirty minutes.

When he returned, hit the light, and looked in the port hole, Sharon was sitting in the chair and smiling. Seeing that smile put a chill up his back. He tried to tell himself this woman was different, and she was dangerous. But he wanted to believe she had relented.
Cautiously, he entered the room, “I’m glad you are finally going to freshen up. I hope it makes your stay more pleasant.” He tossed her the hood and told her to put it on, turn around, and put her hands behind her back.
She put the hood on as instructed and said, “Would you consider putting the handcuffs on in front? My shoulder is still sore from what I tried to do to you the first day. I won’t try that again.”
With reservation, Jake agreed to the kind voice from under the hood. When he agreed, she immediately stuck out her hands in front of her.

Just before he started to close the handcuffs, she said, “Please don’t make them as tight as you did the last time.” He didn’t respond, but complied with the request.
He grasped her arm, and she stiffened to the point he noticed it. “I’m just going to guide you through the door and down the hallway. Relax.”
She did not respond, but took a step forward toward the door. In the hall, he helped her turn and nudged her forward without a word. After a few steps, she stopped and Jake almost bumped into her. His right hand was resting on her right arm to guide her down the hall.
He said, “What’s wrong?”
The words had barely gotten out of his mouth, when he felt a blow to the left side of his face and head. The blow knocked him to the right, and he saw stars when the right side of his head crashed into the wall. He lost his footing and slid to the floor, wondering what the hell had hit him.
CHAPTER 28

The FBI task force had experienced a reduction in their new leads. Six agents were still working the case full time, occasionally more manpower was needed for various reasons, and management had no problem allocating the extra agents. The husbands of the missing women continued to push all law enforcement agencies to spend more assets looking for the wives. Entering month three with no ransom demand was almost a sure sign the ladies were not alive.
Someone kidnapped them for some reason other than to make money through a ransom. The person the FBI suspected the most was Frank Beechman. An extensive review of his finances revealed no abnormal activity. A review of his company and partners revealed nothing abnormal. In his early career, before he formed a company with a couple of other lawyers, he had had a case representing a local construction company. This company was mob-connected to a Chicago family. This could be a good source for a hit man, and silenced weapons, but no connection could be established since the original case was concluded over twenty years earlier.

Jane Black remained as the Special Agent in Charge, and her boss gave her as much support as she asked. Joe Cannon continued as one of the lead investigators, and he and Jane grew their relationship.

CHAPTER 29

Jake shook his head and grabbed his face to straighten his hood. He was stunned, but knew he had to find this person who had almost knocked him out. His first sight was Sharon running to the confinement area door with her hood off. Rising from the floor, he took three lunging strides, and flung his body forward with his arms extended. The swing of his right hand connected with Sharon’s right ankle, and her feet became tangled. She fell forward toward the door.
The pain in his head was almost too much to bear, but his body responded to the adrenaline rush. He bounced up and quickly looked around. There was no one in the hall, except him and this limp female body lying lifelessly at his feet. He stood there for a full two minutes replaying what had happened. His eyes continued to search the darkness as they throbbed and watered. He recounted the events of the past few minutes. As he stood there, he felt the blood running down his cheek from a cut beside his left eye.
The bitch had it planned all the time. She duped him into having the handcuffs in front, having them loose, and stopping in the hall to get him close to her so she could swing, while she was blind from the hood. The cut beside his eye was screaming but would have to wait. He bent over, grabbed Sharon’s right arm, and rolled her over to the left. She was now lying on the floor face up and out cold. She had pulled off the hood, and it lay a few feet back down the hallway. There was a pool of blood on the floor, and he could see a large gash above her right eye, and it was still bleeding.
When he hit her ankle, it went into her left leg, and she fell forward into the metal confinement area door. From the blood on the door, it looked like she hit it about a foot above the floor and slid to the floor rather abruptly. It didn’t matter whether the door or the floor knocked her out. A catastrophe had been avoided, but he had been suckered.

He grabbed her ankles and pulled her body back to her room. As he went to attend to his cut, he left her lying on the floor, and closed the door. He took his hood off in the bathroom and revealed a substantial cut just to the outside of his left eye. She must have caught him with the handcuffs. When the bleeding was finally stopped, he used a couple of butterfly stitches to close the cut. He cleaned up the bathroom and changed his hood to return to Sharon’s room.

Looking in the port, Sharon was lying in the same position he had left her, but to him that did not mean she was still out. Cautiously entering the room, he approached Sharon lying on the floor and debated how to determine if she was playing opossum. He left the room and returned shortly with more handcuffs and a first aid kit. First he handcuffed her legs. Then he brought her arms over her head and handcuffed both arms to the exercise pipe built into the wall.
She was still out cold, but he checked her breathing and her pulse, everything seemed okay. There was blood on her face, hair, and blouse, but the bleeding had stopped. The gash on her head would probably leave about a two inch scar at least. He knew, when he started cleaning her wound, she would be all over him. He left the room again and went to the shop. When he returned, he’d made up his mind on how things would proceed.
He removed the handcuffs on her legs, and tied each of her legs with a nylon rope to separate chair legs. Using the medical scissors in the first aid kit, he started at the bottom of one pant’s leg and cut to the waist, then repeated the same for the other leg. The pants slid right off her legs and he threw them over by the door. Next, he went to the side of her black panties and cut the right side, then the left side. Those also were thrown over by the door. Next, he cut up the front of her sweater and then from the neck down both arms, it too was thrown over by the door. He cut her bra in the front and both straps, and threw it toward the door. The only thing she had on was two nylon ropes and a set of handcuffs. He was ready to administer first aid.

When the wet wash cloth contacted her head, she moaned and shifted her body. As he started to clean the wound, she came alive. He was glad he had her secured because she was worse that any three thousand pound bull he had ever seen. She spit, cursed, and bucked at the constraints and him. It took her a minute to realize she was buck-ass naked. When she did, the rage was kicked up to another level. It was evident the wound was not going to be cleaned anytime soon, which was all right because the bleeding had stopped. She couldn’t reach it or bang it onto something to start the bleeding again. Jake got up, kicked the clothes into the hall, and left the room without saying a word. He turned off the light and the TV in her room. Before leaving the containment area, he checked each of the ladies. They were all watching TV, either in their chair or lying on the mattress. They had heard nothing. Jake retired for the night.
The next morning, Jake delivered breakfast and lunch to the three ladies. He had thought of a story to tell at work to explain how he had gotten a cut on the face which required two butterfly stitches. He had also decided what to do with Mrs. McMann.
The overhead lights were switched on, and he looked at her trying to hide her eyes from the bright lights. She was lying on the floor just as he had left her, still pissed, and buck-ass naked. He stepped into the room, and she started cursing and fighting the restraints. He checked the restraints without getting too close to her. Then he stood at her feet, and being as obvious as possible, just stared at her body without saying a word. She continued to rant and rave. Jake was glad he had soundproofed the rooms. After a couple of minutes, he left the room and turned out the lights.

Work went better than he had expected. His eye was turning dark, but everyone accepted his excuse without much discussion. When he delivered dinner to the ladies, they all had a personal comment about his black eye.
Jake checked Mrs. McMann from the port, nothing had changed. She blinked her eyes and moved her head from side-to-side to try to avoid the light after almost twelve hours of total darkness. He entered the room, and could tell she had wet herself. He looked at the restraints closely, stood at her feet, and looked her in the eyes. She was totally quiet. He was sure she was thirsty, hungry, sore, dirty, and hurting because she had been lying on the bare floor for twenty-one hours.
After a couple of minutes of total silence, Jake said, “Mrs. McMann, I want to assure you I have no respect for you. You will remain in that position until you beg me to clean you up and fix the wound on your head. I guarantee you, I really don’t give a damn if you ever ask me.”
He turned to leave the room, but she immediately asked him to fix her wound, and said please. He turned to face her and said, “I’ll clean you and fix your wound. If you say a word, just one word, any word, I will leave the room and see you tomorrow. If you obey me, I will bring you water and food.”
“What about clothes? Can I have my clothes?” He turned and started for the door again. “Oh please, don’t leave me. Please fix me, I promise I won’t say another word, I promise, give me a chance!”
He turned to her and said, “I’ll return with water and the first aid kit. You get no more chances lady. NONE!”

He returned, kneeled beside her, and gave her a small drink of water and said, “I’m going to wash every inch of your body, I mean every inch, and I’ll fix your wound. You’ll be cut free, and I will bring you something to eat. You will not be given any clothes until after I have allowed you to shower, which will be whenever I want. If you speak one word from now on, all this stops, and you will rot in this room. The end!” With that said he removed a sponge from the pail and started to clean her body.
CHAPTER 30

Only two weeks to Christmas and the third month of captivity had started. Jake was really beginning to wonder if Tajal was right. Could he really keep four women seven months? Only about a third of the way through the plan, and Jake was second guessing his estimate of being able to take care of them. There were four inches of snow on the ground, and a storm was going to drop another six to ten in the next twenty-four hours. As Jake drove to work he patted himself on the back for selecting the Jeep, it hadn’t let him down since he’d been in Denver.

He arrived at work, and the managers made work assignments based on who had made it to work. Jake thought it was funny that people would drive in twenty inches of snow to go skiing, but they couldn’t drive to work in four inches of snow. Jake was put in produce and was looking forward to a good day, and all had gone as he expected until he was called to the office at eleven o’clock. When he reached the office, he was told some FBI agents wanted to talk to him in the conference room. He was to go in after Butch Jackson from the meat department came out. He asked the manager what it was about and was told he and Butch looked like the kidnapper’s sketch, and the ladies shopped at the store. He got a cup of coffee and waited for Butch to come out.

When Butch came out, Jake stood as he approached and asked, “You all right?”
Butch replied, “Yeah, nothing to it.”

After Butch had passed, Jake walked to the conference room door and asked if they were ready for him. There were two FBI agents, a man and a woman. They introduced themselves and showed their credentials; Jake wondered if that was supposed to intimidate people, maybe it did for some. He kept reminding himself he had nothing to be guilty of, and didn’t know anything about the case other than what he had read and seen on TV. The man started out by telling Jake why they were there, and how he had been pointed out as looking like one of the sketches. He asked if it would be all right if their conservation was recorded.
Jake indicated he had no problem with it, so the recorder was turned on, and Joe asked the first question, “Would you state your name, birth date, address, place of employment, and length of employment?”

He gave his name, birthplace, birth date, when he had arrived in Denver, where he was employed, what his job title was, and how long he had worked at Bellman’s. He added, “You guy’s already knew all of that and a lot more I’m sure. I grew up in Cherokee County, and was an only child. When I was seventeen both of my parents were killed in a highway accident. I moved to the Cayman Islands, and lived and worked with my mom’s younger brother Bob Pyron. I stayed there five years, and then came to Denver where I’ve been for the last five years. Because my parents were killed on the highway by a negligent act of an employee of a large farm corporation out of California, I was awarded five million dollars after attorney fees. My last statement was just short of seven million because I’ve continued to operate our ranch and have actually expanded. I’m sure ya’ll already know all of that, but I confirm it.”

“Why are you here in a grocery store instead of working on the ranch?”

“Well, I can tell you’ve never been to Cherokee County. There are probably some apartment complexes in Denver that have more residents than the entire county of Cherokee. I will end up in Cherokee, because my heart is there. I know it’ll never be the same, and I have to be ready to accept it and start new. Over the last couple of years, I’ve almost gone back twice, who knows, I might be ready next week or next year.”
Joe asked, “Do you have a girlfriend?”

“I have several friends who are girls, but if you’re asking me if I have someone in a serious relationship, I don’t. I’ve met some nice folks here, and I’m in a riding club with some nice young ladies, but I don’t have anyone serious at this time.”

Joe continued, “Isn’t it hard to keep women away when you have seven million dollars?”

“Besides me, you, this lady, and anyone you have told, no one in Colorado knows how much money I have. No one at this store knows, and I have been here five years, and have some close friends. I think the minute they found out I had that kind of money, they would fire me, and my real friends would desert me. I would get a whole new set of friends with their hands out.”

“The four women who were kidnapped from Evergreen and shopped here, did you know them?”

“You know, I think I would probably recognize them, but I wouldn’t know their names. The only people here who know names or anything about specific customers are cashiers who see checks and credit cards. I’ve never been a cashier anywhere, too boring.”

“Had you ever spoken to any of these ladies?”

“If I have, I don’t recall it, but its store policy to be aware of customers, and if they exhibit anything that looks like they might need help, we are to drop whatever we are doing and help the customer until they are satisfied. I could have very easily talked to all of them over the past five years.”

“Do you like sports?”

Jake knew this was the question to flush out someone who might wear a Denver Nugget’s cap. The FBI knew the kidnapper was wearing a Nugget’s cap, but they had never let the fact out. They had always put plain caps on their sketches.
“I love sports. The first two years I was here, I had season tickets to the Bronco’s. Then I figured out the popcorn was fresher at home, the beer was cheaper and a lot easier to get, the bathroom not as far or crowded, and I could run plays back as many time as I wanted. A lot warmer too.”
Joe asked, “What about hockey, basketball and baseball?”

“Never understood the rules to hockey. Basketball is just ten sweaty black guys running and pushing each other, and baseball is too slow and boring.”

Joe looked straight into Jake’s eyes and asked, “Do you own a gun?”
“Absolutely, a Weatherby 25.06 with a Leupold 3X9 by 40, my dad got it for me for my sixteenth birthday.”

Joe replied, “I shoot a Weatherby 270 short mag with a Nikon Pro Staff 3X9 by 50. Have you shot anything with it?”

Jake reached in his back pocket for his wallet and retrieved a picture of a white tailed deer he shared with Joe. “I shot it the winter I got the gun. Scored 174 ¼. That year, I was first in state in my age bracket.”

“I’ve hunted a lot more years than you, and I’ve never had anything close to that. Where did you shoot it?”

“On our ranch in Cherokee, in the river bottoms.”

Joe said, “If you ever need anyone to hunt with, call me.” He slid his card to Jake.

Jake responded, “You contact me when you’re ready to go down and try it. Try to take someone with you, its more fun. I always hunted with my dad.”

“Do you own a hand gun?”

“Never had any use for a pistol. Pistols are people killers. As long as we have folks like y’all, I have no use for a pistol.”

“What do you mean like us?”

“You guys have pistols and go after bad guys who have pistols. I don’t go where bad guys hang out. I don’t own a pistol, never have owned a pistol, and don’t want to own a pistol. To me they’re useless unless you want to hurt people.”

The lady asked, “Where were you on October 16 of this year?”

“If that’s a Tuesday through Saturday, I was right here in this store. My last vacation was May. I took two weeks in the Cayman Islands. The folks in the office can get the time cards for you.” Jake knew he wasn’t in the store that day, but he also knew his boss, Tom, had punched him in as if he was there. That way Tom could call on Jake to fill absences on weekends without having to pay overtime, and that kept Tom within his budget. It was an accepted, undiscussed policy in the store.

“Do you have any plans on leaving the area anytime soon?”

“No plans at this time, but like I said, one of these days I’ll go home, but you know where that is.”

The interview was concluded and Jake was excused. At lunch, he thought about the interview, and thought he had done pretty well. He knew it was coming and had thought it would have happened a lot sooner. He was glad he had gotten through the interview without having to give the FBI his address. He congratulated himself. He knew they had to have something on file, and he wondered what it was. His home and thirty acres was not registered in his name, it was in the name of his ranch, which was a Limited Liability Company.

CHAPTER 31

Christmas and New Years had come and gone, and January was on track to be a record snowfall month. The holidays had put the ladies in a depressed state, and they were not pulling out of it. During the holidays, Jake had let the ladies spend more time with one another hoping that that would improve their morale. The only exclusion to visiting was Sharon McMann. She had not been allowed to visit with anyone and had no idea the others were getting to spend time together. All the ladies had asked about Sharon and wanted to know why they could not spend some time with her or at least see her. Jake’s only explanation was that she had been bad and was being punished by being kept in solitude. He assured them she was healthy.

Jake wasn’t lying when he told them she was healthy, because she was. He might have been stretching the truth if he had been asked about her mental condition and said she was healthy. Since Sharon had attacked Jake, he had taken it as a special challenge to break her of being the bitch princess who aborted her child.
The following day, she was taken to the bathroom where she took a shower for the first time in two months. She also got to wash the dried blood from her hair. The shower and shampoo made her feel like a new person, and she was looking forward to clean cloths, since she had worn the same clothes for two months, and she was presently naked. Jake had sat in the bathroom, while she showered and cleaned her hair. When she was done, she turned to him and asked about fresh clothes. Jake’s response was, she’d done nothing to deserve new clean clothes. She would remain without clothes until he thought she had earned the right to have clothes.
It was now the middle of January. Sharon had been totally nude for the past four weeks, and she had showered twice a week. Since being told she had done nothing to deserve clean cloths, she had not mentioned or requested anything to do with clothes. He thought she was demonstrating her strength to control the situation by showing him she didn’t care about the clothes. Her thoughts had to be something like, “Screw you mister big man. Going nude doesn’t bother me, you deal with it. Go beat your meat after you look at me!”
To help get through the holidays, Jake had suggested the ladies, other than Sharon, write a Christmas letter to their husbands and families. At first they were excited and then the idea cooled for the ladies. Jake thought Tajal had convinced them there was no way he was going to mail the letters. After the holidays, Jake had cut back on the times they could spend together, and he took flack from all of them. If he’d had some Prozac, he would have put it in their food.

Tajal had been acting strangely since New Years. One evening when he delivered dinner, she was sitting in her chair in shorts and sport bra. He inquired if the room was too warm, and she responded she was very comfortable. A few days later, he took breakfast and lunch into her room, and she was wearing panties and sports bra. Again he asked her if the room was too warm, and she said she just didn’t feel like getting dressed. The following week as he was delivering dinner, he switched the lights to signal her to get in the chair. He looked in the port, and she was not in the chair, nor was she on the mattress. He thought she had to be to the left of the door in the commode area where he couldn’t see. Jake continued to look through the port.
After about thirty seconds, she appeared from the commode area and walked to the chair. As she turned and sat in the chair, he could see she was wearing her sweat pants, but nothing from the waist up. He had never seen her breasts, but his imagination had been tweaked several times. While going to the shower once, she had turned suddenly, and his hand moved from her arm to her right breast. He was surprised by her size and firmness. More than once he had fantasized about her actions, and wondered if it was an accident or intentional.
He wasn’t sure how long he had peered through the port, but he was brought back to reality by Tajal motioning with her finger for him to enter the room. When he came in, he maintained eye contact with her and said nothing. He removed the breakfast and lunch items and reentered the room with her dinner. He tried to maintain eye contact, but the opportunity to see her bare breasts that close up was too much for him to resist.
As he was leaving, Tajal said, “Would you be so kind as to come back and visit for a while after you’ve delivered everyone’s dinner?” Jake didn’t reply.
After he’d delivered all the dinners and cleaned up the breakfast and lunch trash, he fought with himself to stay away from Tajal’s room. He rationalized he could just go to the port and observe without having to go in as requested. When their captivity first started, she had mentioned the sexual relationship she and her husband had. Jake felt she was probably ready to use her female assets to negotiate some type of release, or put him in a compromising position and try to escape. If any of the ladies had the physical capability to overwhelm him, Tajal did.
He had not been with a woman in over a year and his hormones were telling him the risk was worth it, especially with someone like Tajal. Reluctantly, he convinced himself that whatever might happen, the end result would not be good. This was a battle with himself he wished he could lose.

CHAPTER 32

After three months of captivity, the ladies had changed in appearance significantly, no nail salon, no hair salon, no alcohol, limited amounts of food, and good food. Carol, the eldest of the group was a manicured blonde of about 170 pounds, and now her nails were natural; her hair was grey with a sprinkling of brown, which she hated. She’d dropped thirty pounds and it appeared a lot of it was in her face, but it was spread around. The slimming of her face could have been the lack of alcohol.
After Christmas, Mildred had asked for a scale for the bathroom, and Jake had bought a digital scale. Mildred was no longer adamant about him staying in the bathroom while she showered. He credited that to the fact they were allowed to visit occasionally. After the scale had arrived, she announced to Jake she had lost twenty-three pounds and would be requiring some smaller clothes. Dropping from 185 to 162 seemed to have given Mildred a new sense of pride and confidence.
When she arrived, her hair was brown, and now with no hair salon visits, she had a little grey at the temples. Her shoulder length hair was now down her back, and she liked it. She had told Jake her hair had not been that long since she was in college. Both Carol and Mildred had requested hair coloring, but he had refused the requests. They had also asked for nail polish which was also refused. They were provided nail clippers in the bath.

Tajal hadn’t changed at all, except her hair length which would continue to grow with time. She worked out with the exercise bar installed in each room. Sharon was a different creature, and Jake had given up trying to figure out what made her tick. He had already decided she would be kept in total isolation so she couldn’t create problems with the other women. To help appease the mother hen Carol, he had relented to her continuing requests, and had allowed her to look through the port and observe Sharon, after she had gotten her clothes in the fourth month. After seeing she was healthy and not abused, she stopped questioning Jake about her.
CHAPTER 33

The forth month of captivity had started in mid January without fanfare. Jake had started providing the ladies with paperback novels, which they would pass among themselves and discuss the stories when they visited. Tajal and Mildred had requested new notepads because theirs were full. The new pads were provided, and he reassured them he was not reading them, and the pads would go with them when they were released.
Weekly, each of the ladies asked about being released, and him not lying to them. When he cut them to a bath every four days, they were all over him again about him lying, because the rules letter posted on their walls said they could take a bath anytime they wanted. He had to explain he just didn’t have the time to allow them a shower more often than every four days. He could manage only one lady taking a shower each night.

Shortly after the fourth month started, Sharon was given her clothes. He had selected red as her color. She seemed pleased, but never acknowledged it. She held them in front of her and looked as if she was saying, ‘I hope to God no one ever sees me in these!’ Jake knew she felt she had won. He gave her clothes, and she hadn’t mentioned them in five weeks. He knew she felt he had given in!

Sharon’s month had been uneventful, but Jake left her in solitude even though the other women asked about her. He continued to watch her closely, and made sure she knew he would never trust her or give her any benefit or break.

Tajal had had a difficult month, after she and Jake had discussed her approach to him with limited clothes. The morning after Tajal had been sitting in her room with no top, and had asked Jake to return to talk; she confronted him about why he had not returned to talk. Jake told her the temptation had almost got the best of him, because she was a very attractive woman with a very seductive body. He told her, he had had to fight the urge to come to her all night, but he had committed to himself that none of the women would be taken advantage of while they were with him.
“Mrs. Rahami, I would have loved to have made love with you, and I don’t even know if that’s what you had in mind last night. But, I can assure you, that is what was in my mind. If anyone here has the capability to break me, it is you. Regardless of what you do, I must resist and I have to be successful.” Since the talk, Tajal didn’t talk a lot to Jake, and she wore her clothes.

CHAPTER 34

April first came with the normal antics at work, but there was no celebrating or humor from the captives. The five and a half months of captivity was wearing on the ladies as well as Jake. The women seemed to be more hostile with the passing of each day. They were verbally more abusive and aggressive. Even though the plan was to hold the ladies for six months before the next steps were to be put in motion, Jake was ready to move the date up two weeks and start the process. He knew once it was started, it would mean the ladies would be staying another four weeks. To start the next step, he had to contact Barry and get him to buy into it.

Barry and Jake had both bought seven “chat and chunk” phones, which they would use to communicate. By using these phones, there would be no record of calls, no names on contracts, or associated with any phone numbers. They both had color coded their seven phones, recorded the numbers, and shared the list. During any contact, they would agree to reuse the phone or destroy it and use another phone. If they decided to use another phone, they would identify which phone they would be using by saying a color, and then they could look on their list to see what the number would be.
Any phones, which were no longer to be used, were to be destroyed. The battery and the sim card were to be destroyed separately. The phone case was to be crushed and either burned or put in different waste containers. The sim card, which was the memory for the phone, was to be placed under a magnet and crushed. The battery could be tossed anywhere, it contained nothing.
They had agreed they would never use their real names, and they would not say anything about four captive women or their names. Jake called Barry after ten in the evening, hoping to get him so he could talk.
When Barry’s special phone rang, he answered, “Walter, I was expecting your call, let me get to the office, and I can get those numbers for you,” and he started for his office he kept at home. When he was behind closed doors, “Walter, how are you?”

Jake got right to the point of the call, “Tom, the relatives have been here for five days and everyone is getting on each other’s nerves. It’s time to move them on to Uncle John’s place. I want to start moving them by the end of the week.”

“Well, Walter you know that’s not what Uncle John had planned, and the longer they stay with you the better it’s going to be.”

“I know, but a couple of weeks can’t be that critical if things are done as planned. I’m telling you it would be best for all concerned to start the moving process.”

“I hear what your saying and you’re a lot closer to the situation than me.” There was a long pause while Barry waited for a response, hoping Jake would have changed his mind after being able to talk about it, but there was nothing but silence from the other end of the line.
Finally, Barry responded, “If you really want me to start getting arrangements started by this weekend, I can do it, and you know you have some things you have to get done. Are you ready to start those?”

“Yes, and thanks for understanding. So let’s plan on getting together on the tenth, how does that sound?”

“The tenth sounds good. I’ll get with Uncle John. I’m going to be wearing my yellow fishing shirt.”

“Okay, I’ll wear my purple shirt, so no one will think we’re kin.” Both men laughed and the lines went dead. The green light was on for the next phase of the plan. Barry would be using his yellow phone, and Jake would use his purple phone for the next contact.

CHAPTER 35

Barry Epperson and Jake had met when Jake had first moved to Denver. For entertainment Jake had started going to a local gun range, and Barry was one of the regulars. Since Jake knew nothing about handguns, he hung out with the regulars to learn as much as he could. Several of the men liked him and spent a lot of time teaching him about handguns and ammo. He and Barry hit it off, and Barry asked him if he would like to go for a beer after a session one evening.
They found they both liked horses, riding, camping, and they both had a hunting background, but neither had hunted in several years. Over the next couple of years, they developed a close relationship. Barry would become Jake’s new surrogate uncle and dad, and he would be Jake’s partner in the kidnapping of four women.

The plan to kidnap four women didn’t just occur one evening. After they had known each other for over a year, Barry shared the story about the loss of his first wife and son. When he was in his mid twenties, he was married and had a three year old son. He was an electrician for a small business owner. He and his wife had bought a small house in Denver. The house was forty years old, but it was their first home. A few months after they had moved into their new house, his wife and son were killed in a car crash. His wife had picked up their son at a daycare center, and when she pulled out on the highway, she was rear ended by a loaded gravel truck. His boss, who was like his father, talked him into suing the construction company that owned the truck.

Barry wanted to sue the construction company because they were claiming the accident was the result of his wife’s poor driving. The Yardelle brothers owned the construction company. Speculation was the business was a front for the Chicago mob, and its primary purpose was to launder money outside of Chicago. The trial was not a jury trial, so the decision was up to the judge, who was an attractive young woman who’d been appointed to the court a year earlier.
The trial was going very good in favor of Barry and his wife, and the Yardelle brothers were feeling the heat. Three days into the trial, the brothers came to court with a new lawyer, Frank Beechman. He was about the same age as the judge, thirty or early thirties, and looked like he just stepped off of some magazine cover. He explained the change in attorneys for the Yardelle brothers, and asked for a delay for him to review the court records. The judge granted him a three day delay.
When the trial resumed, Beechman presented Barry’s wife as a person who used antidepressant drugs and drank alcohol. The autopsy of his wife was not very professionally done, but it did state alcohol was not a factor. What the autopsy did not say was the exact alcohol blood level and the coroner could not find the documents to substantiate the exact alcohol content. Barry knew his wife would drink a beer on Friday nights and weekends with him, but never during the week for either one of them.
Beechman presented to the judge the records for Barry’s wife being treated for depression and the drugs she took. Barry’s lawyer told the judge the last prescription filled for antidepressants was over six months prior to the accident. Beechman presented to the court that Barry’s wife had pulled onto the highway in the left lane of a four lane, and then she swerved back into the right lane in front of the gravel truck. A very unfortunate accident was not caused by the driver of the Yardelle dump truck. After both sides had presented their cases, the judge ruled the accident was not the result of the Yardelle driver.

Barry was frustrated and depressed as he left the courtroom after hearing the Judge’s decision. As he approached his car in the lot adjoining the courthouse, he heard a voice, “Mr. Epperson, could I have a minute of your time?”
Barry was not in the mood to give a minute of his time to anyone. He would rather give someone a knuckle sandwich. Barry turned with a scowl on his face and saw an older man approaching him. He was wearing a trench coat and a brown felt hat, which was the type of hat his grandfather used to wear, and he was carrying an old leather briefcase.

Barry growled, “I don’t want to talk to anyone!” Barry recognized the man as being someone who was in the courtroom every day of the trial, but that did not change his mind.
“Mr. Epperson, I can understand why you wouldn’t want to speak with anyone, but I have some information which needs to be shared with you.”

“Who the hell are you?”

“My name is Fred Moss, and I work for The Post.”

Barry cut him off, “I sure as hell don’t want to talk to any reporter!”

“Mr. Epperson, this has nothing to do with the Post. I want to share some information with you that you may find useful. Just a few minutes of your time, and you will never see me again. Let me buy you a beer or a cup of coffee, and you’ll be on your way in a few minutes, and you’ll be a lot smarter about some things which are close to you.”
There was a pause while Barry stared at the older man and tried to make sense of what he was saying, and what possibly he could share with him. The old man pressed Barry, “There’s a quiet coffee shop right there at the edge of the lot.”

Barry seemed to be soothed by the sincere voice of the old man, and the felt hat helped too. He felt himself unwind a little, and finally relented with a gasp, “It better be good.”
As the two men walked to the coffee shop, Fred gave him a short history of who he was. Fred had been born and raised in Denver, attended the university, and had been a reporter at The Post for over thirty years. His younger bosses had sort of put him out to pasture early because he chose not to adapt to the new electronic ways of providing stories and copy. He worked the court system and knew a lot of folks in the legal business and political business all over the state. They took a booth in the rear of the diner and ordered two cups of coffee.
Fred started out by telling Barry he was sorry about the loss of his family, and he was sorry about the way he and his family had been treated by the legal system. The coffee arrived and Fred waited until the waitress had left before he continued. Fred explained he was going to share some information with Barry which would make him want to react immediately, which would be the worst reaction he could make, in Fred’s opinion.
Barry responded, “Get on with it, your time is running out. I’m ready to leave!”

Thirty minutes later, Fred was through talking, and Barry had not taken another sip of his coffee. At first, Barry couldn’t believe what he was being told, but as Fred talked more, he began to realize Fred was someone in the inner circle of the lawyer, court, judge, and political world. Fred had spent thirty plus years watching these people and their system.
The judge Barry’s case had drawn was a new, young, attractive lady from the legal community and the political world. She was married, but not very happily married. Her husband was a young attorney in a large law firm. He was working sixty to seventy hours a week merging companies, making millions of dollars for his firm, and a million or so for himself. Frank Beechman was a pretty boy lawyer for a local Denver firm, and he had a successful track record with legal matters and with women. Beechman was married and had one son. He had been sleeping with the judge for at least the last six months. When he took over the case for the Yardelle brothers, things started to go the way of the Yardelle’s.
Fred tried to impress on Barry there was little to nothing he could do at this time. If Barry was so fortunate to get some proof of their relationship and present it to the bar, the results would be minimal, because the judge and Beechman were too protected in their professional world. They would probably get a slap on the wrist, but it would not slowdown their careers. They would end up in bed somewhere and laugh about it.

At that point, Fred started telling Barry about a private investigator he should consider talking to, if he wanted to pursue either, or both, of these people. Fred tried to get the point across to Barry that time was on his side. The investigator just happened to be Fred’s nephew, who was just starting his business, but Fred didn’t share that info with Barry. He would learn that later. Fred gave Barry the investigator’s card, put five dollars on the table, and left the coffee shop. Barry never saw Fred again.

After Jake and Barry became close friends, Barry had shared the story with him. Barry confided in Jake he had always planned to get back at Frank Beechman. He had considered kidnapping his wife, but didn’t have the desire to actually hurt her, just Frank. Since Barry had become Jake’s surrogate dad and uncle, he was intrigued with Barry’s idea. Jake had read a book about a guy kidnapping a woman and had been amazed at the detail required to pull it off, but he was caught in the end.
After Jake thought for months about Barry’s desire to kidnap Mrs. Beechman, he approached Barry with an idea to kidnap four women. Barry said no, and told him he was crazy to even think about four women. Over several months of off-and-on discussions, Barry’s view on the idea softened for several reasons. Barry really did want to get back at Beechman. Jake’s enthusiasm was sincere and relentless, and under the plan Jake proposed, Jake would bear the majority of the burden with Barry staying in the background. Jake’s way would throw the spotlight off of the Beechmans.

CHAPTER 36

After talking to Barry, Jake sat in his living room feeling like a hundred pound weight had been lifted off his chest. He was ready to be away from the women and away from Denver. His relief was soon replaced with the reality that the next phase was to begin, and it was a very demanding phase in a different way. Tomorrow, he would give his two week notice at Bellman’s and ask if he could make it a week’s notice.

It was time for the ladies, with the exception of Carol Beechman, to hand write a letter to their husbands demanding a ransom. The letters had already been prepared by Barry and Jake, but the women would hand write them.
The women would not be allowed to visit each other for the remainder of their captivity, because Jake did not want the letter information shared. He had a difficult time sleeping, was up before the alarm, fed the ladies early, and left their TVs on all day. He arrived at work forty-five minutes early and was waiting for his boss to arrive. When Tom arrived, Jake asked to discuss something with him. Tom could tell Jake was asking for a quiet place, so they went to Tom’s boss’ office. It was empty at that time of day. Jake told Tom he had family with medical needs, which required him to leave Denver as soon as possible, and at this time he had no time frame to return, if ever. Tom probed for details, but Jake avoided them and gave him nothing of substance. Later in the day, Tom told Jake his one week request had been accepted regretfully.

As Jake delivered the ladies’ evening meal, he gave Mildred, Tajal, and Sharon a typed letter, which they were to hand write along with some personalized comments which would let their husbands know it was from them. They were all full of questions, but the only thing Jake shared with them was, if their husbands/father complied with the letter, they would be home in less than four weeks. Each of them wanted to know why it would take four weeks, if the only thing they had to do was what was in the letter. Jake’s reply to each was, “Because.”
The next day, Jake picked up the letters, when he gave the ladies their breakfast and lunch. After he read the letters, he had them to address an envelope, lick it, and seal it. With his gloved hand, he put each letter in a large manila envelope. He had scouted the Evergreen Post Office drive-by mail boxes and knew there were no cameras in the area. At lunch, he skipped his deli place to drop the letters at the Evergreen Post Office. He waited for no traffic and made his dash by the box and slipped the letters in the slot, while he wore his white cotton gloves. The husbands and father were to shred the letters, but if one chose to give it to the police, it would not have any DNA or fingerprints from Jake.

Barry was responsible for getting Frank Beechman’s notice to him. Barry had put together a package of photos and videos, along with a letter, and the package would be delivered to Mr. Beechman at his office, and only he could sign for it. Barry selected the third largest courier service in the Denver area, because their customer service area had no cameras, and they accepted cash without requiring any identification.

CHAPTER 37

Dr. Noor Rahami arrived home from the hospital, picked up his mail as he turned into the driveway, and carried the bundle to the house. He had picked up Chinese food on his way home, and dropped the food and mail on the kitchen counter while he went upstairs to shower and change. Forty minutes later, Noor placed the Chinese in the microwave and went to his office to check the phone for any messages. When he returned, he picked up the mail and started going through it, the forth envelope down stopped him in his tracks. He knew the handwriting, and immediately his emotions were overflowing. He couldn’t believe it. Was it an old letter? Was it a bad joke? He checked the post mark; it was mailed the day before in Evergreen.
He was almost afraid to open it. Should he open it, or turn it over to the police and let them deal with it? He reached in the drawer for a knife and slit the envelope. It seemed as though everything was in slow motion. He removed the letter and was almost afraid to unfold it, as if a snake was going to jump out and strike him dead. Slowly, he unfolded the letter and peered at the handwriting without seeing the words. Tajal had written these words, and he started to cry without reading it. He stared at the letter for a couple of minutes, sat down at the bar and realized the microwave had been beeping for quite awhile. He turned off the microwave and sat down again with the letter and started reading.

Dear Noor,

I want you to know I am fine, and I have not been abused in any way other than being confined in a small room and not having access to you. I will be returned to you within four weeks as long as you comply with the kidnapper’s requests.

1. You must not show or discuss this letter with anyone, not the police, friends, relatives, co-workers, the other husbands of the kidnapped women—NO ONE!
2. When you have read this letter and made any notes you need to make, you are to shred this letter and the envelope. You need to do this in the next ten minutes. This is important.

3. You are to make a one million dollar contribution to St. Jude’s Hospital within the next fourteen days. Make the donation from you and me. You know the Director, call him tomorrow and ask him how to do it. You can never say you are doing this to get me back. You can never say the kidnapper directed you to do this. The FBI will question you, if you want me home, you cannot tell them anything.

Love,

Tajal
Noor read the letter two more times, walked to the office, and shredded the letter and the envelope.

Mr. Willard Talmore picked up the girls from Mrs. Gladys Williams’ house. After school, they would go to Mrs. Williams and wait for their dad to pick them up. Today, they went to one of the girl’s soccer game and picked up some burgers on the way home. Talmore picked up the mail as he pulled into the drive. As usual, he quickly looked through the mail and saw the letter to him with Mildred’s handwriting. He said nothing to the girls. When they entered the house, the girls started eating their burgers, and Talmore told them he would be right back. He took the mail upstairs to his bedroom and with trembling hands, he ripped open the letter.

Honey,
I want you to know I am fine and have not been abused in anyway other than being confined in a small room, and being kept away from you and the girls. I will be returned to you within four weeks as long as you comply with the kidnapper’s requests.

1. You must not show or discuss this letter with anyone, not the police, friends, relatives, co-workers, the other husbands, or the girls – NO ONE!

2. When you have read this letter and made any notes you need to make, you are to shred this letter and the envelope. You need to do this in the next ten minutes. This is very important.

3. You are to make a $250,000 donation to the Hopi Indian Scholarship Fund in our name. Go to HopiScholarshipFund.org all the info is there. This must be done in fourteen days. You can never say you are doing this to get me back. You can never say the kidnapper directed you to do this. The FBI will question you, if you want me home you cannot tell them anything.

Love,
Mildred
Mr. Talmore read the letter again, got a pad, and read it again noting the website. He walked back downstairs, shredded the letter and envelope. He withdrew his calendar from the center drawer, and put a green check mark on the day four weeks from today. In the kitchen, he joined the girls to eat his burger, and talk about their day.
When Jake had told Barry about kidnapping four women his first reaction was, “Are you crazy?” After lengthy discussions, Barry had agreed to it and had done the research on the four families. He discovered Sharon’s husband had nothing, everything was owned by Sharon and her father, Mitchell Gardner, owner of one of Denver largest developers, Denver First Development. Sharon McMann’s letter would be written to her father.

Dear Daddy,

I want you to know I am fine and have not been abused in any way other than being confined to a small room, and being kept away from you. I will be returned to you within four weeks as long as you comply with the kidnapper’s requests.

1. You must not show or discuss this letter with anyone, not the police, friends, lawyers, relatives, co-workers, not even Tom—NO ONE!

2. When you have read this letter and made any notes you need to make, you are to shred this letter and the envelope. You need to do this in the next ten minutes. This is very important.

3. You are to make a one million dollar donation in Tom’s and my name to the Navajo Tribal Hospital in Camp Verde, AZ. Go to NavajoTribal.gov and click on hospital project, donation information is clear. This must be completed in fourteen days. You can never say you are doing this to get me back. You can never say the kidnapper directed you to do this. The FBI will question you, if you want me home, you cannot tell them anything. The kidnapper will know if the donation has been made. He is not Navajo and has nothing to do with the tribe or the hospital project.

Love,

Sharon
The letter arrived at the Gardner’s house, and Sharon’s mother looked through the mail while standing at the mail box. She saw the letter addressed to her husband and immediately recognized the handwriting as her daughter’s. She opened the letter, read it as she stood at the mailbox, hurried back to the house, and called her husband. When he finally came on the line, Mrs. Gardner said, “Mitch, we just got a letter from Sharon!”

“Are you sure?”

“I should know my own daughter’s handwriting.”

“Is she all right, what does it say, where is she? Read it to me!”

“She says she is fine, but I’m not going to read it to you over the phone. Come home now, and Mitch, this is very important. You can’t say anything to anyone about the letter!”

“You’re not making much sense!”

“Just get home and keep your mouth shut if you want to get Sharon back!” she hung up.

Frank Beechman was in his office with his legal assistant reviewing depositions which had been taken over the past few days. Hearing a knock at the door, he called, “Come in.” A secretary stuck her head in and informed Mr. Beechman he had a courier delivery that had to be accepted by him only. Deliveries like this were not out of the norm and were usually very sensitive and important, but he was not expecting anything. He looked at his assistant with a questioning gesture, and she responded with an ‘I don’t have any idea’ shrug. “Send him in.”

The courier identified himself and asked if he was Mr. Beechman. Beechman produced his driver’s license and signed for the package. After the courier left, he looked at the package and read the sender info. He did not recognize the sender and was beginning to get a bad feeling about the package. He even thought about possibly getting it x-rayed before opening it. He went to his desk, retrieved a letter opener, and started the process of opening the package very carefully.
His assistant watched him speechlessly and was visibly concerned since she sensed his concern. Opening the end of the package, Frank could see a couple of CD holders, a tape, maybe photos, and a sheet of paper. He started pulling an 8X10 black and white photo from the box, and a letter started coming out with the photo. He got the photo out far enough to recognize his partner’s wife standing in the door of their house. She didn’t have a lot on, and Frank quickly realized he did not want to share the contents of the package with his assistant. He told her they would take a short break, and he would call her when he was ready to resume. She looked concerned that he didn’t want to share this with her, but she left.

When Frank was alone, he pulled the photo out of the package, and several others came out at the same time, along with a typed letter. He slowly looked at the ten photos, most were black and white. Some of the pictures were taken twenty years ago, but others were recent. Someone had been watching him for twenty years and catching him at some of his most awkward moments. He felt sick to his stomach. Was this the end to his life as he had known it? What about his plans to run for the U.S. Senate? He thought about Gary Hart.  Boy, did he screw up his chances on the national ticket. Frank had always thought about how stupid Hart had been, and now he’d found himself in the same boat. This was blackmail, what is it going to cost to make this go away? He remembered the letter and picked it up. He liked to walk and read, but as he rose to walk and started to read the typed letter, he quickly sat back down in his chair.

Mr. Beechman,

If you were having a great day, this little surprise package will surely change that. This will be a walk through Frank Beechman’s life for the last twenty or so years. You will not remember all the names of the people in the photos, but don’t worry I have them. So I have included the names, dates, and locations on the back of each photo. I have your wife, and just to let you know, she is fine. She has not been abused in anyway, but she is ready to come home. I have included the watch you gave her three years ago. I didn’t tell her the one you got for your assistant cost a thousand dollars more than hers. Yes, I know a lot about your stinking ass and you’ll fit in as a Senator real well. I have no desire to ruin your dreams; that will be your decision. If you haven’t gotten to it, in the package you will also find a copy of your financial disclosure which was filed two years ago when you were running for State Representative. Congratulations, you have been very successful, if you measure success by dollars.
You could fingerprint and search for DNA on this material, but I assure you it would yield nothing. I don’t expect you to turn this stuff over to the FBI, too sensitive for Frank’s future. Let’s get down to what it will take to make this stuff disappear forever. And I mean forever. Your net worth two years ago was twenty three million dollars. I will cut you a deal, for ten million dollars, no let’s make that eleven million, since I do have expenses, your past will disappear. I’m asking for eleven million, because I don’t ever intend to have a need in the future which I can’t take care of. If you decide you do not want the deal, a duplicate of the package plus much much more will be delivered to the Colorado Democratic Party Chairman, the Denver Post, the Washington Post, the New York Times, Fox News, both of your partners, and a matching set for your wife and her lawyer. After the divorce settlement, and the partner’s settlement, you will have considerably less than what I am offering you. You will probably be a little too publicly dirty for a political career also, so kiss that future goodbye.

If you decide to take the best offer, here’s what’s going to be needed. Over the next three weeks, you will liquidate assets to yield eleven million dollars cash. You will find a secure storage I’m sure. In three weeks, you and your assistant and eleven million in cash will be flying out of the country on a private jet, which you will have chartered at your expense. Details will follow in another letter. If you accept my offer, your next step is to put a personal ad in the post which says, “Sweetie, I was wrong. Come back to Frank”. If I don’t see the ad by day after tomorrow, I’ll make sure the deliveries discussed are taken care of promptly so everything will be available for the Sunday papers and the Monday talk shows. When the ad appears, you will get details a few days later.

CHAPTER 38

After Jake had the three ladies write the ransom letters, they were full of questions and anxious to get the four weeks behind them. They did not understand why they could not continue to visit with each other, but they got nothing from Jake other than, “No more visits.” They were all confused about the ransom money going somewhere other than the kidnapper. Jake’s response to them individually was, “You didn’t know what I have asked for from the other three ladies. I hate to be a hog.”

Jake’s last week at Bellman’s was uneventful. Several of the managers expressed they were disappointed he was leaving, and they thought he had a bright future at Bellman’s. They had all asked for more information about his family medical crisis, but Jake kept them at arm’s length and shared only sketchy info. No one had an idea of which direction he would be heading. His pay and any benefit money would be mailed to his address on record, which was a box number in Denver.
He departed Bellman’s on his last day with no fanfare but plenty of good memories. Jake had enjoyed working at Bellman’s the last five years. Barry had gotten word to him about a used doublewide trailer he had found. Jake would have plenty of time to go look at it. It was important he keep up his same routine with the ladies. They must not know he had quit working three weeks before they were released. He continued his routine of being off on Sundays and giving them three meals, instead of two in the morning and one at night.

CHAPTER 39

Frank Beechman read the letter again and even though the office air conditioning was working fine, he had a small bead of sweat forming on his upper lip. After he finished the letter the second time, he pulled the remaining contents from the envelope. He went through the photographs first, studying each one; some brought back memories while others were a total blank. His brain worked overtime trying to put someone other than him in the photos. Some of the photos were twenty years old, some were a year old, some were grainy, but not grainy enough to not identify him, some were with hookers, some were with friends, and some were with his business partners’ wives. Someone had really done a job on him.
As the initial shock of the letter and pictures began to wear off, Frank began to return to his normal mode. He said to himself with the words never leaving his lips, “I’ll find out who this is, and I’ll personally bust his balls. If he has a burial plot, he’ll never have to use it!”

He normally had his secretary or assistant make his calls for him, and they would tell him when the party was on the line waiting for him. He opened his desk drawer and retrieved his personal directory. Found the cell number for Mort Waterman and punched it into his desk phone. Mort Waterman was a personal friend and business associate of Frank. Waterman Security Services was the largest private investigation firm in Denver and Colorado. Frank had helped Mort start his business over twenty years earlier, and Waterman had done a lot of work for Wilcox, Beechman, and Tyler, LLP. Frank had been a part owner of Waterman Security Services for the first five years of the business, before Mort bought him out so there would be no implication of impropriety.

Mort’s cell phone rang twice and a recording started, “This is Mort, I’m not available. If you need me contact Lee. If you don’t know Lee you shouldn’t be calling this number, erase it from your phone.” Frank slammed the phone down and grabbed the directory again.
Lee was Mort’s secretary, but she was much more than a secretary, she was more like the Director of Operations and no one messed with her. Mort had hired her the first week he had an office and a desk, which they had to share. Lee was in her mid-fifties and had never been married; she had probably never been on a date. She was about the ugliest woman in Denver and a sweetheart of a partner. She always had Mort’s back.

Frank found the private office number for Lee and punched it into his phone. Lee answered the phone on the first ring, “Mr. Beechman, how are you?”

“Lee, I called Mort on his cell but there was no answer, I have to talk to him right now!”

“Mr. Beechman, he’s turkey hunting and doesn’t carry his phone when he’s hunting.”

“Look Lee, I’ve got to talk to him as soon as possible, like right now!”

“He has taken clients to a lodge in Bender, and I know he’ll be back in the lodge after the morning hunt, because he calls in.”

“Okay, when is he supposed to return?”

“He’ll be gone two more days.”

“Okay, Lee, give me the name of the lodge and the phone number.” Frank called the lodge and talked to the owner about the hunter’s schedule, the actual GPS location of the lodge, and where a helicopter could land since an airstrip was not available. After canceling the office activity for the day, Frank made his way to the executive airport north of Denver. He would be at the lodge when the hunters came in from the morning hunt.

As Mort Waterman got out of the lodge truck with his clients, he saw Frank Beechman standing on the porch. He had never had this happen while he was entertaining clients. He told his friends he would join them shortly, and proceeded to greet Frank as if this was a friendly surprise, even though he knew something was wrong, bad wrong.

When Mort and Frank had reached a quiet private room which had been arranged by the lodge owner, Frank told him what had happened and then showed him the package and all of its contents. Mort’s first words were, “Somebody is really pissed at you, and they have been for a long time.” Frank didn’t reply. After Mort had read the letter, “Are you going to do it?”

“What I’m going to do is bust this son-of-a-bitch’s balls! Twenty years of spying and pictures can’t be done without several or many people involved, and those people have to be like you and your employees.”

“Wow, wait a minute here, are you accusing me of doing this?”

“No, but somebody who has your talents and assets has to have done this.”

“So you think some PI company in Denver or Colorado did this?”

“That’s the only logical thing I could come up with. I’ve tried to put a name to doing this based on the timing of the oldest photo, if it really is the oldest photo, and I can’t come up with a name. Here’s what I’d like from you, and Mort, you have to do it so this asshole doesn’t know we’re looking for him.
“You know how you guys are always hiring from other agencies. I want you or one of your trusted guys to call these people in on the grounds you have a special job and you want to evaluate them for the job. You ask them about their experience of surveillance of high profile people. You don’t want the name of who they were following, but you do want information like male or female, what type profession, banker, plumber, politician, judge whatever, lived in apartment, house in subdivision, house in forest or a ranch, Colorado or elsewhere or both, what type of surveillance, video, audio or both. Hopefully, you’ll find someone who fills all the squares for me. Then we will know what agency was following me. When can you start on it?”

“Frank, you know everyone signs a confidential disclosure contract. They can use their knowledge of what they did at a company, but they can’t talk about it, or disclose it openly. We’re on thin ice here Buddy. This could backfire on us real easy, then your career in politics is shot, and who knows what they would do to Carol. Are you sure you just don’t want to take the best deal like the letter says and get on with your life?”

“Mort, you’re the best, and I want you to do your best. I don’t want to get on that plane three weeks from now unless it’s a flight to scatter the son-of-a-bitch’s ashes over the desert. You got two weeks, Mort.”

“What if they do something bad to Carol?”

“I’ll have to deal with that. You just be careful.”

CHAPTER 40

Frank Beechman had put the ad in the paper as directed, but he had added, “How can I trust you?” The next letter to Mr. Beechman would include details, and Barry would answer his question. Jake had taken his new time off and located a small business which would purchase and pick up his appliances. He had also looked at the used doublewide, purchased it, and made arrangements for a delivery date. He took three days to paint the van a dark blue.
It was spring and he took a day to ride up into the mountains on his horse. He had done very little riding during the winter. The women continued to be cheery and Jake left the TV on from seven in the morning until after the late nightly news.
Barry had scheduled a dozer and a front end loader to be delivered to Jake’s house. He had also made arrangements for some industrial dumpsters to be delivered. They would start arriving at eleven o’clock and a new empty dumpster would arrive every hour until five, a total of seven large industrial dumpsters. Since he was the owner of an electrical contracting company, Barry was recognized in the industry, and no questions were asked about the job.

After Barry lost his family, he buried himself in his job. He had worked for the Eggon family for several years, and the old man treated him like a son he didn’t have. After about five years, Mr. Eggon decided it was time for him to retire, and he and his wife could move to Florida for their senior years. His only daughter was married to a successful guy, and she wanted nothing to do with the little electrical business, so Eggon sold it to Barry. Barry kept the business in the residential area and slowly grew the business to one of the stronger companies in the Denver area.
A contractor friend of his started trying to talk him into getting into the commercial market and government bids. For a few years, he ignored the push from his friend, but he could see the growth he wanted was going to have to be in an area other than residential. He started bidding commercial jobs like office buildings, apartments, stores, etc. and within five years doubled his business. He was recruiting electricians from all over the country to come to Denver.
He did a bid on a new UPS distribution center and was awarded the contract. It was on this job he met his second wife. She was a civil engineer and worked for the firm which had designed the facility. Her name was Margetta Saavedra. She was from Argentina and had come to the United States to attend school at the University of Colorado. Her senior year, she married a fellow student, and they had a child shortly after she graduated. She continued into graduate school, while working part-time for a local firm, and her husband decided to move to the east coast to continue his schooling in political science. Their divorce followed soon after.
The UPS job was one of his first large jobs, and he took a personal interest in it to insure they met their budget number and the agreed completion date. He met with Margetta often to bring her up-to-date on his company’s progress and to point out areas which could result in project delays if they were not seriously addressed. This attention not only gave them an opportunity to work closely together, but the insights she got from Barry made her look like a hero to her people upstairs. She was pointing out potential problem areas early enough to get things turned around, so the overall project came in on budget, and within the estimated completion time.
This made UPS happy, and her firm was very pleased with her performance. The start of Barry and Margetta’s relationship was underway. Over the next three years, they got to know each other very intimately, and Barry came to love Margetta and her daughter Ashley.

They married and both continued their careers for two years before Margetta became pregnant and quit her job. They had a son and life was good. Margetta never knew anything about Barry’s obsession with Frank Beechman. Barry had taken the old newspaper guy’s advice and contacted the private investigator, Thomas Moore.
Over the years, he and Thomas had conspired to catch Frank Beechman with a number of women in a variety of situations. The first pictures Thomas produced were of the judge for Barry’s case. She and Beechman were going into and coming out of different hotel rooms over several months. One meeting might have been business, but not a dozen meetings over the next four months at different hotels.
Barry was tempted to blow the whistle, but he remembered what the old man had told him, hold out for bigger fish. Exposure at that time would mean nothing to Barry’s case, and the judge and Beechman were so well connected they would get only minimal discipline.
Thomas and Barry, over the years learned how to identify and draw into their surveillance net, investigators from Dallas, New Orleans, Atlanta, Chicago, and other cities. Barry had photos from at least a dozen cities, and as technology advanced, the quality improved ten fold. He had color videos of Frank’s hotel room and at the same time of his assistant’s adjoining room in Atlanta. He asked the PI how he had done it, and he told him flowers were delivered to the two rooms after they had checked in.
The PI’s people made the delivery and there was a motion sensor and two cameras made into the bottom half of the vases, one in each room. Anytime motion was detected, the two cameras would come on, and transmit a signal which was received and recorded in a room down the hall. When they checked out, the vases were retrieved and the recordings were put on a CD and sent to Thomas. That CD cost Barry seven thousand dollars, but by that time Barry’s business was doing great so the seven thousand was a bargain.

When Thomas Moore first met Barry, Thomas was just starting his private investigator business. He was the only employee, and he had a couple of cheap cameras and an even cheaper recorder. Barry was working for Mr. Eggon and didn’t have much money, so Thomas did a lot of work for Barry with the idea that the real payoff would be down the road. Barry and Thomas both worked hard, struggled, but both became successful businessmen with recognized companies.
Thomas had taken the telephoto pictures of Frank going into his partner’s house and coming out later with the partner’s wife standing in the doorway waving good bye. She certainly didn’t have much on. They had pursued Beechman so long they not only had pictures of Beechman with his partner’s first wife; they also had pictures of him with his partner’s second wife. There were several pictures of Frank with two women. These were always going in and coming out pictures, where Thomas would get a picture of one woman greeting him at the door, or two women standing at Beechman’s hotel room door, and Beechman inviting them in and sticking his head out to see if anyone was watching.
Thomas was so good, he would go to the women’s room after Frank left, or catch the women in the elevator after they left his room, and introduce himself as a DEA officer. The scared women would give him their names and birthdates. When he got back to the office, he would get their driver’s licenses and any arrest records, and put all the information with the pictures. Thomas and Barry had kept this up for over twenty years. As Thomas’ business grew and succeeded, he would break in new recruits with projects to spy on Beechman, but they never knew why or for whom they were doing the work. Most of them thought it was the boss testing their skills.

Margetta’s folks were still alive and they had made several trips to Argentina over the past twelve years to visit them. Barry loved the country and the people. Margetta’s folks were great people and in their seventies. She had two younger brothers who also had families. Margetta’s parents owned three hundred acres and raised cattle; they would have been considered middle class hard working folks. They lived about three hundred miles northwest of Buenos Aires close to the town of Santa Fe on the Salado River. On Margetta and Barry’s third trip down to Argentina, they bought five hundred acres which adjoined her parents’ land. They hired her younger brother to be their ranch manager, live there with his family, and hire cowboys to take care of the cattle and the ranch.
They had been very impressed with his performance over the years and had purchased three hundred more acres which was next to their ranch. The new acquisition would extend their land to the Salado River. When Barry and Jake had agreed on the kidnapping plan, Barry had started talking to Margetta about moving to Argentina full time. At first she was cool about it, but the more they talked about it, the more she began to warm to the idea. They could keep a place in Colorado, so they could spend Argentina winters in the warm Rocky Mountains, and be close to their two kids and their families. Barry never told her, but he wanted to get to Argentina and buy another thousand acres or so, and start a breeding operation.

CHAPTER 41

Things were progressing right on schedule. After reading Mr. Beechman’s ad in the paper, Barry sent the second letter to Frank’s house.
Frank,

Follow these instructions to the detail. Immediately, call Exec Air Service in Denver and book a Jet Stream II for the 25th of this month. Schedule Denver early AM departure not later than 7 a.m., arrive Grand Cayman Island shortly before noon. Tell the company you will be booking a return flight to Denver on the 28th, whatever you want to schedule. There will be two passengers, you and your assistant. Make sure your assistant knows nothing about the real intent of the trip or the cargo. It will be up to you to sell the customs peoples that you and your companion are on the way to the Caymans to work or play. When you arrive at the Caymans, you will be met by a security company. They will secure your cargo while you and your assistant check in at the Hyatt. You need to make reservations from the 25th to the 28th. Once you have checked in, tell your assistant you will be with clients and will see her the following day. The driver who took you to the Hyatt will return you to the airport where your cargo will have been loaded on a plane. This round trip flight is on me.

All of the original pictures and tapes will be waiting for you in Panama in a strong box which has been sealed here with these numbers: 7-23-72-34-95-5. Remember these numbers Frank. All of the originals amount to six times the material you have seen. The pilot will give you a five digit code to open the strong box, and the banker will give you a key to open it. You must use this sequence: enter the first two numbers the pilot gives you, then use the key and open the latch, next enter the last three digits the pilot gave you. The strong box will open, but to get it fully open you must break the seal. No one will know this sequence except you.
When you arrive in Panama, you will be met at the airport by the military. They will take you to a Senor Ramon; turn your cargo over to him. He will give you a certificate of stock for your investment in a Panamanian real estate venture, the strong box, and key. You will be provided a pleasant place to spend the night. If everything is in order, you will return to Grand Cayman by noon the next day. Return to Denver and have a healthy, prosperous life, and good luck with the Senate race. I think you’ll fit in real well with the Washington crooks. I will not be voting, since I will be out of the country and never plan to return. Trust me Frank, you’re investment will keep me, my family, and their families, when they come along, secure for life.

Sincerely
Jake used one of his “talk and toss” phones to contact Mr. Bartholomew in the Cayman’s. “Good morning Mr. Bartholomew, I hope you are well.”

“I’m fine Jake, and how are you.”

“Just great, I wanted to let you know our guest will be arriving about noon on the 25th of this month. The transportation we talked about needs to be arranged. Could you contact your uncle to meet them at the port?”

“No problem Jake, I’ll call Uncle Martin and tell him to get the beach cottage ready, good to hear from you.” Both parties hung up.

When Jake had taken his two week vacation the previous year in the Cayman’s, he had renewed his relationship with Mr. Bartholomew. Cayman’s First Bank was the primary bank Jake used to manage his personal assets and those of his ranch business, Sunrise Ranch LLC. During the visit, Jake had told Mr. Bartholomew he was going to need a couple of bank accounts in countries which were not particularly friendly with the US authorities. He was going to have to buy some support to pick up a package and deliver it to a bank. He was also going to need a bank official who was friendly to the point of accepting a large sum of cash and transferring it soon after the amount was verified and deposited. There would be plenty of funds to buy discrete partners.
Since Jake’s visit in May, Mr. Bartholomew had set up accounts for Jake at Banco de la Patina in Panama under the corporate name of Boquete Ocean Property, and another account in Venezuela at the Banco Venezolano Mercantil using the same corporate name. Mr. Bartholomew understood a large sum of cash would be deposited in Panama, transferred the following day to a bank in Venezuela, and then it would be transferred again within the hour. Jake told him he knew the bank fee (pay off for the bank owner) to do that would be substantial. While Jake was with Mr. Bartholomew, he asked him a question to consider over the next few months, if you had five million dollars sitting in a bank in a country that was not stable and you wanted to remain under the radar as much as possible, what would you do?
Over the next nine months, Jake, with Mr. Bartholomew’s recommendations, had allowed him to establish seven accounts with various business names in several countries. Mr. Bartholomew had used over half a million dollars from Jake’s account to establish companies in the countries, and to open discreet accounts which were not necessarily within the purview of the host bank’s portfolio, but with full knowledge of the bank owners. They had and would continue to receive nice commissions, which would not necessarily appear on the bank records. Operating outside the reach of the US government was risky, but it could be very rewarding.
CHAPTER 42

Noor Rahami was on his home computer five minutes after he had shred the letter from Tajal. He found the St. Jude web site and made a few notes. Noor picked up his cell phone and found his financial advisor’s cell number.

Ned Farnsworth picked up the call on the second ring. “Dr. Rahami, how are you?”

“I am well Ned. I need you to take care of something for me.”

“No problem, Dr. Rahami. What can I do for you?”

“I want you to liquidate enough assets at your discretion to get me one million dollars in my account as soon as possible.”

“Noor, have you heard something about Tajal?”

“No, this has nothing to do with Tajal’s absence. If she were here, she would want this done. Is there any problem doing this without Tajal?”

“No, there’s no problem doing this without her. If you’ll remember, I’m the one who recommended your account require both signatures for any withdrawals, and since you refused, I recommended a withdrawal limit be set, and you both denied that. There will be no problem getting the amount you want. Should I ask what you’re going to do with such a large amount of money?”
“We’ll be making a donation to St. Jude’s in Memphis. Are you familiar with it?”

“Yes, I am very familiar with St. Jude’s.”

“I would like to have your advice on how to do the transaction. As you know, Tajal is our CPA, so I will need some guidance. I can be in your office tomorrow to complete the transfer.”

“Noor, I think it would be wise to work through this over the next couple of days. We want to make sure we have you covered with the IRS and St. Jude’s. Is there a dead line we have to meet?” He was fishing for a connection to the kidnapping of Tajal.

“No, there is no dead line, but I would like to have it completed by this Friday, and Ned, I need your total confidentiality. No one is to know anything about this except the IRS in due time, and St. Jude’s naturally, but I want you to make it clear to them we want no recognition.”

Willard Talmore arrived at his office, told his secretary he didn’t want to be interrupted for the next thirty minutes, and shut the door to his office. After the girls had gone to bed the night before, he had reviewed the family investments and with the knowledge of what each stock was selling at that day. He had made his decision on what assets to sell to get the two hundred and fifty thousand dollars. He contacted his broker, gave him the sell instructions, and the deposit information for his checking account. Since he was a CPA, he didn’t need any assistance in complying with IRS rules. A certified check would be delivered to the Hopi Indian Scholarship Fund early the following week.

After the call from his wife, Mitch Gardner left the office to make the thirty minute drive home. As he drove, he replayed what his wife had told him. His little girl was okay! He could get her back in four weeks! He would get with the FBI people and they would catch those sons-a-bitches, and he’d make sure they hung them.

He entered the house and walked to the kitchen, to his surprise his wife Sarah was not in the kitchen. He called her name and heard a faint voice from the wing of the house where his office and sun room were located. Walking down the hall to the sunroom, he passed the short hallway which turned off to the left and led to his office. When he got to the sunroom, he did not see Sarah, so he called for her again. Her voice was strong and clear, but it didn’t come from the sunroom. She was in his office. In the twelve years they’d lived in this house, he had never known of her being in his office. He didn’t have anything to hide, never locked the desk drawers, but he had never seen her in his office. He entered the office, and Sarah was sitting behind his desk looking at his PC. “What are you doing?”

“Waiting for you so we can get things rolling.” He had never heard words like that come from her mouth. “Here’s the envelope and the letter, sit down, and read it.” Mitch stepped toward the desk and took the envelope and letter from Sarah. He stood looking at the letter and again, she said, “Sit down Mitch and take your time.” He looked up at her from the letter and slowly moved to the chair in front of his desk. After he was settled, he immediately thought about how uncomfortable the chair was. He’d never sat in it.

When he had completed the letter, he said in a commanding voice, “We’ll get the FBI on this, and they’ll get these guys. They can pick up some DNA and fingerprints off this letter, and then they can bust these idiots.”
Sarah leaned across his desk and motioned for the letter. When he handed her the letter, she asked for the envelope, and he handed it to her, while he continued to rage about catching the kidnappers and doing evil things to them. When Sarah had the letter and the envelope, she turned from Mitch’s desk, and put them in the paper shredder next to the desk. Mitch broke with the story of what he was going to do to the kidnappers and screamed at Sarah, as the letter and envelope disappeared through the shredder.
“What the hell are you doing? We have to get those to the FBI!”

“Mitch, sit down, and shut up!” Sarah had never used language like that and had never yelled at him. He was in shock. “Now here’s what we’re going to do. We’re going to do exactly what the letter says. We both want our daughter back more than anything, and that includes a million dollars. I could care less if they ever catch the kidnappers, as long as they haven’t harmed my little girl. Is anything more important to you than having Sharon back?”

In shock from Sarah’s approach, Mitch replied, “No.”

“Okay, we’re both on the same page. Now call Nick Boles and tell him we want a million dollars from our personal investments, and we want it deposited in our account by this Friday. If he asks why, tell him it’s not his money and it’s none of his damn business why we want it, and remind him what confidential means. Mitch, nothing from the business, agreed?”

“You know, if we took it out of the business, we’d get the best tax benefit.”

“You don’t want to screw this up Mitch Gardner!” She rose and left the room. Mitch knew she was right.

After he had called Nick Boles and made the arrangements, he went to the kitchen to tell Sarah everything was done. She was working at the counter and didn’t look up as he explained what was going to happen. The kidnapper’s request would be done in the time frame demanded.
When Mitch was through, she looked up at him and said, “Thank you Mitch, you’re a sweetheart. Now go get your boots and jeans on, call the office and tell them you won’t be available this afternoon, and your cell will be off. We’re going for a ride up in the mountains, and I’ve prepared your favorite tuna fish salad. We may or may not be back before dark.” This was a new Sarah, and he was confused about whether he liked this new Sarah, but he turned and left the room to change clothes. He smiled as he walked to their bedroom.

CHAPTER 43

It was nine fifteen in the morning, and Barry was in a scheduling meeting when his secretary interrupted the meeting saying he had an urgent call from a Mr. Moore. In over twenty years of association, Thomas Moore, the PI, had never called Barry at his office. He had a special cell number for Barry, but Thomas had tried it this morning without success.
Barry took the call in his office and sat silently as Thomas explained to him that Frank Beechman’s PI friend, Mort Waterman, was asking questions. Questions which could lead to him, Thomas. Who knew where it might go from there. Barry thanked him and told him he would take care of it; the questions should stop within a few hours.

It didn’t take Barry one minute to decide what had to be done. He slipped on a pair of cotton gloves, went to his special safe, and removed a handful of Frank Beechman photos. He knew which one he wanted and found it shortly. Barry printed off a couple of short memos, put one with the photo in an envelope, and put the other memo on the outside of the envelope. After he had put all of these in a courier envelope, he removed his gloves and left the building. He would use the same delivery service he’d used before. When he got to the delivery office, he slid the envelope out of the courier envelope, gave the clerk the delivery address, and paid for a Hot Shot one hour delivery.

Frank Beechman’s assistant received the courier package before eleven. It was addressed to her. When she opened the package, there was another envelope with a memo attached. The memo was addressed to her with instructions to give to Mr. Beechman immediately, and she was to sign the contents with Mr. Beechman after he examined it. She took the envelope into Mr. Beechman and showed him the memo. This was not normal. He finally opened the envelope and withdrew a color photo of him exiting his partner’s house. The partner’s current wife was standing in the doorway wearing a smile and red panties. Unfortunately for Frank, the porch light showed his smiling face, ruffled hair, and sport coat draped over his arm. He dismissed his assistant without her seeing the photo, telling her it was a prank. He read the memo inside the envelope.

Frank,

You just screwed up bad! I started to send Mort, your PI buddy, a photo of you holding his wife’s ass, but he would have killed you, and I would never get my eleven million. Bet you didn’t share this with your ASSistant or your partner. I suggest you call Mort immediately and call him off. I’ll know within the hour. You know, it just might be worth eleven million to screw your life. Your choice counselor.
Beechman picked up the phone and dialed Mort’s cell number.

CHAPTER 44

It had rained for three days, but Jake’s spirits were not dampened. One week down with three more to go, and he could ride into the sunset and start another life, if he didn’t get caught and spend the rest of his lonely life in prison. He knew his new life was going to change, and he would be on the path to finding the magic his father and mother had had. This rain had two weeks to stop, or it would throw their schedule into a tailspin.
The women were restless and more demanding than usual. He wished he’d had the women write the letters months ago with the understanding he would tell them when the letters would be mailed. He wouldn’t tell them until it was actually a week before their release, but they would think it would be four weeks. Carol Beechman was very adamant about getting her hair done before the release. She didn’t want to be in the papers and on the news with her hair in its current state.
Six months earlier, she was a well kept fifty-one year old, short bleached blonde hair, green eyes, five feet eight inches, one hundred seventy pounds, drank excessively, and had assumed the leadership role of the group, since she was the oldest and the wife of Frank Beechman. Now she was fifty-two, one hundred forty pounds, sober for six months, but her hair was shoulder length and more grey than brown. When the ladies had been able to visit with each other, except Sharon, they had cut each other’s hair with marginal success.
Tajal had taught Carol how to use the exercise bar installed in each room. Carol used the bar to do setups, leg ups, and other exercises which toned her body to reshape the effects of the food and booze which had been too much of her life. Now, she was proud of her body, and she should be, because she looked like a late thirty something. She was also no longer the mother hen; she was young and energetic.
When Jake brought her a box of hair coloring, she shocked him by leaping across the room and hugging him. She was not supposed to leave the chair while he was in the room. He was also shocked at how nice she felt against him. With Jake still there, she danced around the room like anything except a fifty-two-year-old. She never was very good at following the rules. She started jabbering and wanted to know when she could do it and could Tajal help her? Her bubble was burst when he told her she would have to do it herself, but her enthusiasm wasn’t curtailed long. Jake told her she could do it the next day, and he emphasized she should have plenty of time to read the directions.

Mildred also was a different woman. Six months earlier, she was forty-one, five foot five, one hundred eighty-five pounds, brown shoulder length hair, brown eyes, and lived in a world which revolved around her two daughters. Now she was a confident forty-one-year-old who could hold her own in a discussion about politics, taxes, or investments. She had learned a lot from Tajal and Carol and could win as many as she lost playing chess with Tajal. She had dropped her weight to one hundred thirty-five pound and she was working out daily with Tajal’s instructions and the incentive of looking at what Carol had done with her body.
The ladies had cut her hair to keep it at shoulder length, but it was a dull brown. Mildred’s most notable weight loss was in her face, waist, and hips. When she had been kidnapped, her face was an ad for stress wrinkles, and she kept them for the first four months of captivity. The last two months had been a remarkable change for Mildred. She started liking herself and finally believed she was not going to be raped repeatedly and killed. She had no more stress wrinkles, and her face was tight.
Mildred was the first to ask for hair coloring, after only two or three months of captivity, but Jake had refused. After he had taken the hair coloring to Carol, he entered Mildred’s room. It was rare for him to be in the room other than meal times. Anxiously, she sat in the chair as he entered the room. He was holding a plastic shopping bag and said nothing. Jake approached the chair where Mildred was sitting, something he had never done. She looked at the plastic bag and then focused on his face, which was covered by the hood. She knew this was going to be the rape, before they were to be released, and he was going to smother her with the plastic bag.
He stood in front of her, reached into the bag, withdrew a box of hair coloring, and held it in front of her face. She just stared at it for what seemed like minutes, finally took it, held it with both hands in her lap, and never said a word. Jake had bought auburn brown and his first thought was, Oh, shit I got the wrong color! In a moment, he saw a tear running down her cheek. He turned and left the room without any words being spoken.

Tajal was the strongest of all the ladies, and in the beginning, she was the most sensuous. Sharon, the youngest at 37, should have been the most sensuous, but her personality destroyed her. Tajal had not physically changed in the six months of captivity. She was the most tempting to Jake to deviate from the plan of no physical contact with the captives. He thought he’d had the opportunity with Tajal, but he was strong enough to control his feelings. He felt she was the only one of the ladies who might be able to lead the cops to him. She was that smart, and he respected it and feared it.

Sharon McMann was without a doubt the captive who’d had the most challenging six months. The first few days of captivity, Jake had had to slam her into the wall, which resulted in a couple of cracked ribs, sore shoulder, and a black eye. Later, she had tried to escape during her first shower outing, and Jake had tripped her resulting in a two inch cut above her eye, which scarred with healing. She’d been kept in the dark for twenty-four hours or longer on two occasions. She had been constrained in her room, and all her clothes cut off. Sharon had gone without clothes, totally naked, for more than four weeks and never been allowed to spend time with the other ladies. She had neither seen nor spoken to anyone other than the hooded face of Jake for six months.

After the second incident with Sharon, Jake had no sympathy for her as she continued to be mouthy. He started researching the internet for weight gain programs and drugs, and ended up ordering some drugs from Europe which were safe but had proven results for weight gain and muscle mass improvement.
Jake stopped giving Sharon the Lean Cuisine meals and started giving her other frozen dinners. She’d get Chinese, Mexican, Italian, and anything which was big. If it wasn’t big enough, she would get two servings, which sometimes she ate and other times she didn’t. He would take the drugs out of the capsules and mix them into the foods. He learned what she would eat and what she would pass on, so he put the drugs in the food she preferred to eat. Two to three times a week, he would give her an eight ounce cup of wine. She even thanked him once for the wine.

When Sharon’s captivity started, she was thirty-seven, five feet nine, one hundred fifty-five pounds, bronze tan, straight blonde hair almost shoulder length, smooth clear complexion, and the body of a serious tennis player. Three weeks from being released, she had gained thirty pounds to one hundred eighty-five, the tan was long gone, and her fair skin was a sickly looking pale white. She had a scar over one eye; her hair was a dull brown and hung about six inches below her shoulders. She had put on most of the weight in her face and hips, and people who did not know her would not recognize her from the photos in the paper at the time of her kidnapping.

When he entered Mildred’s room to deliver breakfast and lunch the next morning, Mildred was all grins. She said, “I don’t know your name so I can’t properly thank you, but I want you to know this means more to me than anything I can remember in a long, long time. Thank you, very much!”

“I’m glad you’re pleased, I just took a stab at the color. I want you to go home looking your best, so if they catch me maybe they won’t give me life.” They both laughed uncomfortably.

“I know my shower night isn’t for two more nights, but is there anyway I could get in earlier?”

“Only if you’re willing to start an hour or so later than normal.”

“That’s fine with me. I don’t have anywhere to go tonight anyway.” That type of reply would have never come out of Mildred’s mouth six month’s earlier. Sincerely, staring into his eyes, she said, “Thank you.” Jake smiled at her, which she couldn’t see because of the hood, turned, and left the room.

When he entered Tajal’s room, she was sitting in the chair wearing her sports bra and shorts; she looked like she could be posing for some sports magazine ad. She asked if it would be possible for her to get the two journals she had written. He wondered if this was a test. He had told them in the beginning their journals would not be read by him, and they’d be able to take them when they were released. Was Tajal testing his word to see if he had destroyed the journals? He told her he would drop them off before he went to work.
Carol Beechman was next, and she was as cranked up as she was the night before when he gave her the hair coloring. In the first few days of captivity, she had wanted to know his name and made it clear this was not going to work without a name. They had agreed his name would be Dick, which she said was short for Dickhead, so for six months he had been Dick.
In her typical commanding voice she said, “Dick, I want you to tell me if you’ve seen a change in me?” Not allowing him to reply she continued, “You don’t know this but before you kidnapped me, I was what they call a closet alcoholic. I stayed pretty high the most part of every day. I think it was payback for my workaholic husband who wants to be a Senator. I’m not so sure I’m going back to that life. I’m better than that. What do you think?”

“Mrs. Beechman, I think you’re a lot smarter than you’re giving yourself credit.”
She just looked at him, and after a long silence she said, “Thank you, Dickhead.”
Sharon McMann was next and she was her normal cheerful self, like stepping into a pit of rattlesnakes. Not a word was said as he left the breakfast and lunch in the square and removed the dirty items. He made sure he never lost eye contact with her, and he was ready to go on the offensive at any moment. Sometimes the crazy bitch would flinch while sitting in the chair just so she could watch his reaction. It would really piss him off when she did it and then laughed.
He left her breakfast of orange juice, coffee, four waffles with syrup and butter, a banana, and two blueberry bran muffins. For lunch in the cooler bag was a ten inch hoagie with three meats, two cheeses, lettuce, tomatoes, sweet peppers, and creamy Italian dressing. Dessert was a piece of pecan pie, an apple, and chocolate cookies for an afternoon snack.
Since he had left Bellman’s, he kept the same feeding schedule he’d used for the last five months. Sunday was the only day the ladies got three meals served, unless he notified them he would not be available and they would get their normal two services. The new schedule meant he had a lot of time on his hands and could get the different parts of the plan working.
He met with the couple who were selling their doublewide trailer because he’d been laid off. He drove the couple to the bank, where the trailer was financed. The couple entered the bank with enough cash to pay off their note and walked out with a clear title. Back at their trailer they signed over the title to Sunrise Properties, got some more cash, and agreed to be out of the trailer in one week. Jake would return in one week and meet them at the trailer. If it was in good condition, and they had indeed moved out; they would receive the balance of the payment, and Jake would have the trailer moved and stored for a couple of weeks.

Another item Jake had to take care of was the van registration. To do this, he drove to Cheyenne one day. He had found on the internet a boarding house, rented a room for sixty days, rented a mail box in a service center, and went to the Wyoming DOT and registered the van with his new Wyoming addresses. The lady at DOT wanted to know why he had not registered it sooner, and he told her it would not pass inspection, the engine had to be overhauled, and the brakes had to be completely redone. All had been completed and he had his insurance and safety inspection. She bought it hook, line, and sinker. He would have his registration in about seven to ten work days, and he walked out with a set of Wyoming license plates. He was home before the five o’clock news.

He started the ladies’ dinners, popped a beer, and sat down to watch the news. The lead story was from a reporter saying something was going on with the case of the four kidnapped women. Undisclosed sources at the sheriff’s office said new developments were being pursued by the FBI, and they expected them to have a statement soon. The only thing Jake could think of was the husbands making donations had been caught by the FBI, and they were grilling them about why. The television signal going to the ladies rooms was on a thirty minute delay so he had twenty-five minutes to figure out if he wanted them to see this.

CHAPTER 45

In the first few days of the kidnapping case, Jane Black’s team consisted of her and six agents from the Denver office. In the weeks to follow, the team became a Task Force, consisting of twenty-eight agents, analysts, and clerks from four different regions. The task force stayed in place for over four months before it started to be whittled down to what it was in the sixth month, Jane, three special agents, an analyst, and a clerk. In the beginning, there were thousands of leads from the public, and a lot of man hours were required to recreate four women’s lives to determine what the common thread could be. Four husbands had to be investigated. Now they were doing a lot of backtracking to see if they had missed anything relevant. Snitches had nothing to contribute to finding the ladies or who would want them kidnapped.
Jane was sitting in her office when Becky Whitmore, their analyst, entered her office with a few sheets of paper in her hand. Becky said, “Do you have a minute, I’ve got some interesting actions?”

“I’ve got too much time. Sit down. What you got?”

“Well, you know we’ve got trackers on all the kidnapped women’s accounts and their husband’s accounts. Thursday, I got an alert Mr. Talmore created a trade transaction on the family account. He sold several selected stocks which would yield about two hundred seventy-eight thousand dollars. After fees, he should net out about two hundred fifty-five or sixty thousand. I put a tracker trail on the transaction so we could see what he did with it. Those types’ trades usually take two or three days to get funds ready to be transferred. I made a note to watch it close starting today. Remember, I was out half a day Friday.
When I got in this morning, there was nothing new on it. I got back from lunch, and had an alert on Dr. Rahami’s account. It took me some time to figure out exactly what was going on, but the bottom line is he has sold several stocks, mutual funds, and some bonds for an amount of about one point one million. Before I had completed the analysis on Dr. Rahami, I got an alert Mr. Beechman was making some changes. When I completed the analysis on the doctor, I started looking at what Mr. Beechman was doing. He was making a straight sell on one stock so it was easy to evaluate. He sold all his stock in Genlock, one point eight million dollars.”

By this time Jane was sitting on the edge of her chair making short notes as Becky unveiled what the husbands were doing. “Okay, Becky, let me see if I’ve got this right. Talmore sold about two hundred eighty thousand Friday, Dr. Rahami one point one million, and Beechman one point eight today. Is that right?”

It took no more than ten minutes to get her team together with her boss. When they had all settled, Jane turned the meeting over to Becky to tell what had happened over the past few days. Everyone was taking notes. When Becky finished, Jane’s boss took over the meeting which was okay with her. He had forty years of experience to share, and he did not want this case open when he retired later in the year.
“Well, it certainly doesn’t take a special agent to figure out something big is coming down. We just have to make sure we’re in the middle of it and hopefully one step ahead of the players. Why are these guys going for different amounts? Or are they just starting to get to the level with Beechman? Will they all end up at one point eight million? Why haven’t we heard anything from the McMann guy? Do we approach these guys and expose our hand, or do we lay low. Maybe we put tails on them, tap the phones, and when the reason comes out, we jump in to educate them on drops and how we can back them up to catch the bad guys.”

There were two fifteen foot whiteboards in the conference room, and the group filled them with facts and questions in the next two hours. They took a break and agreed to reconvene in forty-five minutes after everyone had had a chance to catch up on phone calls and let the info from the session absorb and hopefully create a clear path forward.
When they returned, they started sharing their ideas and pitfalls in certain actions. The general consensus was to use what they had, approach the husbands with the info they had and try to get at least one of them to let them in on what was going on. Jane and Dale, the two senior agents would interview all three husbands the following day.

Jane contacted Dr. Rahami before he left for the hospital, but he could not wait on them to meet him at his house. They would have to meet at the hospital, and he would be available about ten if the surgery went as scheduled.

Dale and Jane were in Dr. Rahami’s office at ten and drank coffee while they read and looked at the degrees, photos, and certificates covering the walls. This guy really was world-class. In their initial background investigations, they had seen the respect the world had for the doctor’s work, but being in this room with all these documents really brought it home.
Dr. Rahami entered the office in a hurry; he was still wearing his scrubs. As he was sitting down he addressed Jane and Dale as if they were daily parts of his life, and he had not seen either of them in two months. He asked if they had news of Tajal, and they told him no but they were still searching for that break. They asked him if he had had any contact with the kidnappers or Tajal.
His forehead furrowed as he leaned into his desk and asked, “Is there something you’re not telling? Have you heard something about my Tajal?”
Jane took the lead and replied, “No, Dr. Rahami, we haven’t heard anything from Tajal. We’re continuing to pursue several leads, but we have nothing definite at this time. What we do have though, is information you’ve withdrawn a large sum of money. In our experience with these types of cases, large sums of money send up red flags that a ransom may be in the works. I’ll ask you again, have you heard from anyone concerning your wife?”

“Ms. Black, I have nothing to hide. If I could help you get my Tajal back, I would’ve done it the first day. Our finances are not an issue in this case. If you research our past, which you certainly have the capability to do, you will see we have been generous for many years. We have no children. My parents are healthy, and Tajal is an orphan. We like to know we can do a little good here and there. Is our donation the reason you are here?”

Jane tried again to explain their concern about large sums, but it didn’t impress the doctor. As she spoke, he reached for a thick folder on his desk and started leafing through the top sheets, which were different views of a patient’s brain. As she talked she looked at Dale, who gave her the high sign to get the hell out fast. As they walked to the car, they agreed that that was a bust, and Dale should do the next one.

Dale being fifty-six was almost twenty years senior to Jane and when they worked together, most people just assumed Dale was the “boss”, and he’d brought her along as his little trainee or secretary. Dale was an imposing figure, and his voice, which was more like a growl, set the tone for his interviews. He was five foot ten and weighed two hundred seventy pounds. He had a full, round face, his chin flowed into his thick neck, his greased black hair combed straight back, and a pencil black mustache, made him look more like a member of the mob than an FBI special agent with over thirty years experience.
Dale’s personality and demeanor was like a bloodhound with a large dose of bulldog thrown in. His success rate was widely recognized through the Bureau, and he could have gone far up the ladder, but he had no tolerance for the administrative and political bull shit which was a big part of their jobs.
Jane had called Mr. Beechman’s home and cell number before they had started to the hospital. She got recordings on both calls before she called his office and got a secretary. Beechman was in Colorado Springs taking depositions and would not be in the office. She called Beechman’s cell and left him a message that she knew he was out of town, but she would like to talk to him as soon as possible, please call.

They arrived at Talmore’s office about eleven thirty and were escorted to his office on the fourth floor. This place not only looked like money, but it smelled like money. The paneling was rich wood grain mahogany, there were statues on tables which had to be worth tens of thousands of dollars, and some of the paintings may have gone for over a million dollars. When they reached Talmore’s office, his secretary announced them and they entered his office which was just as impressive as the rest of the building. Jane and Dale reintroduced themselves and handed business cards to Talmore. Neither of them had spent a lot of time with Talmore.

Dale looked around the room and said, “It looks like Rocky Mountain High Investments is doing a booming business.”

The forty-three year old vice president of finance replied, “It’s okay, but not as strong as it has been in certain periods. Have you heard something about Mildred?”

“No, nothing specific, but we are looking at some leads and hope they’ll develop into something. This is a real strange kidnapping. I mean with no ransom being asked for. That communication is usually where the bad guys screw up, and we start closing in on them. From our experience, the cases which go bad are the ones where the family doesn’t let us know what’s happening, and all of a sudden they’re over their head and things start going south. Mr. Talmore, have you had any communication with your wife or the kidnappers? And for your wife’s sake, I hope you can be honest with us, the kidnappers will tell you not to talk to us because they know we have the resources to catch their asses. A citizen like yourself doesn’t have the experience or the resources. So don’t play into their hands. Have you been contacted?”

“No, I haven’t been contacted. I wish I had. Don’t you still have the phones tapped?”

“Yeah, the phones are covered, but there are a lot of ways for someone to be contacted without our knowledge. It would be smart on your part if you shared any information you have about the current status of your wife.”

“I wish I had something. I would share it. I would love to get my wife back today.”

“Well, Mr. Talmore, why don’t you tell us about your recent sell of stock for two hundred eighty-seven thousand dollars?” Dale had leaned forward as he spoke, and as he finished, he crossed his arms on the front of Talmore’s desk as he sternly peered into Talmore’s eyes as if to say, if you lie to me I’ll know it by your eyes.

Talmore looked as though he was about to choke on a chicken bone. He shifted slightly in his chair and tried to cover it by rising and walking to the coffee pot. The pot was empty and off. “I would offer you some coffee, but it seems to be all gone.” He turned and faced Jane and Dale, “Officers of this company are expected to contribute to the community by volunteering time with projects and financial assistance. There’s nothing in writing directing it, or what amount or how much time you have to give, but if it doesn’t happen, you will be gently, indirectly quizzed about your lack of participation. The transaction you refer to is in keeping with the good corporate image we want to project to the community. Don’t read something into what’s not there. You’ll end up down a blind alley. If I had anything of interest that might help you get my wife back, I’d be all over you. You wouldn’t have had to wait and approach me.”

“So, this money is for a charitable organization, and we can expect to see it on your tax return next year?”

“I will assure you, it will be on my tax return for this year, and just to make it easy for you to find, look for two hundred fifty thousand dollars contributed to the Hopi Indian Scholarship Fund. If you need it, I’ll send you a copy of the check.”
Dale growled, “That won’t be necessary Mr. Talmore, we’ll know soon enough. I hope you’re being smart and letting us know if there is anything going on with the kidnappers. You have our cards, if you need us.” With that said, Dale and Jane left Mr. Talmore’s office.

In the hallway Jane asked, “Do you think he’s leveling with us?”

“Yes and no.”

“Well, what the hell does that mean Dale?”

“I think in the next few days we’ll see whether he has contributed two hundred fifty thousand dollars to the Hopi Fund, but as you know, I don’t believe in coincidences, and we have three husbands withdrawing large sums of money. There’s a rat somewhere and we have to find it.”

As they were leaving the restaurant after having lunch, Jane’s cell phone rang, it was Frank Beechman.
“This is Frank Beechman. I’m returning your call.”

“Thank you Mr. Beechman, we need to talk to you as soon as we can get together. Are you returning today?”

“I assume this is about the case, have you heard something about the women?”

Jane noted he hadn’t asked if it was about his wife, he asked about the women. She wondered if this was their rat. “No, we don’t have anything specific about the women, but we do have some leads we’re working on. Is there a way we could meet this evening or tomorrow morning?”

“I’m assuming we can’t do this over the phone which would be a lot easier for me?” A long silence followed and Jane knew she would have to insist on a face-to-face meeting.

“No, I’m sorry, we can’t do this over the phone, when can we meet?” Maybe the sterner voice would get the point across that they wanted a meeting now.

“If you can be at Nick’s about nine tonight, we can have a little session. Do you know Nick’s?”

“Yes, I know Nick’s, and we’ll be waiting for you at nine.” They both clicked off.

She turned to Dale and asked him if he could be at Nick’s at nine, and he had no problem being there. “What is it that makes that guy turn my stomach?”

Jane arrived at Nick’s about eight forty-five and was greeted by a petite brunette who had breasts bigger than her head. She was probably a cheerleader for the Broncos. Jane had called earlier and made a reservation using Mr. Beechman’s name. Nick’s was an upscale bistro downtown where the professionals and the “wannabes” gathered. The bar area was up front and a little louder than the rear of the restaurant. Some way or other, they had mastered the control of the chatter and noise of a hundred or so people. It was easy to sit and have a normal conversation around a table for two or a table for eight.
The tables were linen covered and the wait staff wore black slacks or skirts with crisp white shirts or blouses, and they all looked like they just dropped by after a photo shoot. Jane said she was with the Beechman group, and she would be joined by a gentleman with black hair and mustache, and Mr. Beechman. She asked the hostess if she knew Mr. Beechman, and she replied with a large smile, “Certainly.”
The hostess showed Jane to a table in the rear, and was told it was Mr. Beechman’s favorite. Jane had gone home and changed before coming back into town, she was glad she had. She was wearing a lightweight grey pinstriped skirt with matching jacket, grey heels, a dark navy blue silk blouse, and a medium length gold necklace. She felt good and looked like she’d just left the executive suites of one of the tall buildings downtown.

About ten minutes later, Dale was escorted to the table and arrived as a good looking young man was delivering Jane’s drink. Seeing the man was going to join the lady he had just served, the waiter was eager to take his drink order. Dale ordered a double martini extra dry straight up. Jane knew this was not the first drink he’d had after leaving work.
“Starting out kind of strong, huh?”

“No not really, I figured if I was doing the talking, I would hardly get half of it drunk before the interview was over. But if you do the talking, I’ll have two drinks here so I don’t have to interrupt your questioning to order another. Quite thoughtful, don’t you think?”

“Only you would’ve figured that one out Dale.”

Jane saw Beechman enter and give the hostess a courtesy hug and a peck on the cheek. As he made his way to the booth, he stopped several times to shake hands, slap on the back and hug different people. He arrived at the table and said, “Good to see you again Ms. Black?” Jane introduced Dale, and they provided him with their cards. He ordered a drink and asked, “Well, what’s so urgent we have to have this meeting at this hour?”

Jane responded, “We’re following up on some leads, and we need your input.” She paused for a reply but nothing was said; after a short uncomfortable period she decided to cut to the chase. “Mr. Beechman have you had any contact with your wife or the kidnappers?” The question resulted in a reaction.

A very stern, “No!” followed. “Are you saying some of the other husbands have been contacted?”

“We’re investigating the possibility, but I can’t comment on it.”

“Come on, I’m an attorney. I know how you guys work, and how you manipulate people, facts, and events. Now tell me what the hell is going on before I get up and leave and explain to your boss, tomorrow morning, how our little session went.”

Pissed and ready for this to end, Jane responded, “Well, since you’re so knowledgeable of how we work, you’re aware we are very sensitive to events of the people involved in our investigations. In kidnapping cases, we’re sensitive to large sums of money being withdrawn when we know nothing of a ransom demand. Now what can you tell us about the one point eight million you withdrew yesterday. Could it be ransom money?”

“Ah gees, I didn’t think about you guys having our accounts tapped, but I should have. The sell of stock has nothing to do with my wife or any kidnappers.”

“One point eight million dollars is a rather ominous sum. Do you think we should just take your word for it and discard it from our investigation? If you think that’s what’s going to happen, you’re going to be disappointed. We’ll put ten CPAs on you’re accounts for the past five years, and we’ll have a good picture of what is going on in the life of Frank Beechman. And, we’ll do it all with the justification of finding four helpless kidnapped women.”

Even in the low lights of Nick’s, Jane could see Beechman’s face turning red. “Ms. Black, if you think you can threaten me, you are going to be in for a surprise. Two years from now, I will be a US Senator.”

“Mr. Beechman, you’re a smart, experienced attorney with lots of contacts in powerful places. You are a big man, but make no mistake; you are not as big as four kidnapped women, the FBI, and the IRS.” As Jane and Frank stared at each other for what seemed like five minutes, it felt as if someone had turned on the heat, as they both developed sweat beads on their brows. Jane had already convinced herself she was not going to say another word. If he got up and left, she felt sure she could convince her boss to pull Beechman into the Federal Building for some grilling about his funds.

Dale had sat quietly as they spoke, but he stared at Beechman as if he was trying to burn a hole in his face. As he sipped his martini, his eyes never left Beechman. Before Jane had made her last statement, he was ready to reach across the table, grab Beechman by the collar, drag him across the table, punch him in the face a couple of times, throw him back into the booth, and tell him to start singing or this interview would be finished in the Federal Building right then. After Jane spoke, he sat back, relaxed, took his eyes off of Beechman, and grinned as he swirled his almost empty glass, Jane was in charge now.

Beechman spoke, “Look, I’ve had no contact with my wife or the kidnappers. The funds you’re referring to are for an investment, something which has been in the works for a couple of years. Carol and I have discussed it and agree it’s an opportunity we shouldn’t miss. It’s unfortunate it is happening while she’s missing.”
Beechman took a drink and continued, “I’m going to tell you this in confidence, and I promise you, if it becomes public knowledge before it becomes legal and formally announced, I’ll use all my resources to ruin your careers.” With a stern face, he stared at both agents, “This is a land investment, out of the country. It is in a part of the world which has shown high rates of retirement from the US with vacation property. The deal to purchase the property has taken over two years to put together and has required a lot of government approval in a country which is not very advanced at this time. One of these days, it’ll be the new Florida of the US.”

He took another drink and shifted in his seat, “Now, so you don’t get your panties in a wad, I want to warn you over the next two weeks you’ll see over ten million dollars being generated from my accounts. I’m an attorney, and I have very competent CPAs who will insure all the laws are met and all the IRS requirements are covered. You feel free to dig as deep as you want, as long as you keep it confidential for about another month. At that point, it will become public.”

His tone changed, “Now, I have about two more weeks of these sixteen-hour days getting ready for the Central Natural Gas trial. I’ll be spending a lot of time in Colorado Springs since the trial will be in the District Court. I hope you’ll contact me when you have something of substance.” With that said, he didn’t wait for any questions or a reply, he rose and left the bistro without talking to anyone.

Jane and Dale looked at each other. Jane asked, “What do you think?”

“He definitely lives in a different world from us. I’d love to take him down a couple of notches. The story sounds reasonable, and I bet he’s talking about Costa Rico. Mary and I have been looking at some of the properties they’re developing down there, and it sounds like a pretty good deal for retirement. It’s a lot cheaper than retiring here in the states, and you should be able to stretch out your retirement money.”

Jane finished her drink and snarled, “I’ve met very few people in my life who just turn my stomach when I met them, but that guy is one of them.”

Dale growled, “He’s a plethora of bull shit, and he’ll be a quintessential Senator.”

“You ready to go?”

“No, I think I’ll have one more for the road.”

Jane laid her hand on his arm, “Drive carefully. I’ll see you in the morning.”
As she got up to leave, Dale said, “I’ll get the tab since it’s on the taxpayers.”

Jane left the bistro without making eye contact with anyone, and the night air was refreshing as she stood in front of the bistro and tried to cleanse herself of Frank Beechman. It was nine forty-five as she started walking north up Jefferson Avenue. The cool, spring night air in her face breathed a new sense of life into her. At Adams Street she turned left and walked two blocks to Whiteman Avenue before she turned left again and stepped into Pike’s Peak Grill. She was definitely overdressed for this crowd. There were no white shirts, no ties, no skirts, and no heels.
Jane stepped in, stood at the door and surveyed the tables for a friend, and was aware everyone in the place was looking at her, but she could care less. She saw who she was looking for and started making her way through the tables. When she reached the table, she bent over and put a million dollar kiss on the sensuous lips of Joe Cannon. Earlier in the evening, she’d called him to see if he would be interested in meeting after her and Dale’s interview. She sat down and everyone in the bar seemed to relax and smile.

“How did your meeting go?”

“I’m mad enough to spit nails!”

“Oh, I love fiery, beautiful women!”

“Did I happen to mention I have a babysitter tonight, and I’m in the market for some place closer to the office to spend the night?”

CHAPTER 46

Jake decided to cut the local news from the ladies’ TV programming until the talk of new developments in the case had subsided. He caught a lot of crap from the ladies about cutting out the news, but his reply was, “Do you want me to cut out all of the TV? Be happy with what you got.” Carol Beechman was the most vocal, and she told him she was convinced they were close to busting him. After three days of nothing else on the news, he put it back in their schedule and no one said anything about getting it back.
Mildred and Carol had both done their hair, and they were very pleased with what they had done. Jake did have to admit it was a big improvement for both of them.

Week three of the last four started with no pending crises. Jake was ahead of schedule on all the tasks he had to get completed or scheduled. Six months earlier one of his friends at Bellman’s had told him about his little girl wanting a tattoo. They had found some temporary tattoos on the internet which had satisfied her urge. Jake also ordered some tattoos which he would use as a deception on the ladies. He tried the tattoos, where no one could see them, and found they looked more authentic after about three weeks of wear and tear. As a part of the deception, he purchased a blue jump suit at Wal-Mart and wore it whenever he had any work on the van or the jeep. He had not washed it in three months.
On Wednesday of the third week, he was set to do his ruse. He waiting until he was about forty-five minutes late for the evening meal. Instead of his jeans and one of his three long sleeved shirts, he wore the blue jump suit which was dirty and smelly from three months of working on the cars. The sleeves were rolled up and on the inside of his right arm was a tattoo of a heart with the name June across it. It looked faded and authentic because he had worn it for three weeks.
He wore his hood, work boots instead of the tennis shoes he always wore, he didn’t wear his cotton gloves which he had always worn, and his nails had grease under them. When he served the ladies, he worked quickly and apologized for being late. He appeared to be in an extreme rush and without being obvious he exposed his arm while he removed the dirty items and put the fresh food on the floor. He didn’t reply to their comments about his lateness, his smell, or his blue jump suit.
As he exited the confinement area, he congratulated himself on his acting. He was pleased no one had remarked about his dirty hands or the tattoo. They would report the kidnapper had a tattoo on his right inner arm which was a heart with either June or Jane across it. They should also report he had dark greasy nails which might mean he worked as a mechanic, and he wore no rings.

The ladies were on a four day rotation for bathing. Monday night of the forth week would be Sharon’s night. She didn’t know it and wouldn’t know it until Monday, but her bathing night would be postponed, supposedly because some work needed to be done to the shower. Mildred’s bathing day was Friday, and Jake would let her bathe again on Sunday afternoon before Carol bathed Sunday night. Tajal would bathe Saturday night as scheduled.
This schedule would allow all the ladies, except Sharon, to have bathed within a couple of days of their release Monday night. They knew this was the fourth week, and were sure their husbands had complied with the kidnappers demands. Their expectation was to be released the following weekend. If Mr. Beechman did indeed arrive late Monday afternoon in Panama with the correct cargo and all went well, the women would be dealt with Monday night.

Jake had seen three of his captives totally naked in the past six months. When Mildred first started showering, she was so lonely she had insisted Jake keep his word of remaining in the wash room as she bathed. 

He had also seen Sharon naked and Mrs. Beechman when he had taken her to the shower. 
During the time the ladies had been allowed to visit each other, except Sharon, they had discussed whether the pervert was watching them bathe. The general consensus was he was not watching, because sometimes he was early, before they were dressed, and other times he was late, to the point of being irritating.
Mildred had never shared she had insisted he stay in the room while she bathed.
Tajal had never shared she had tried to seduce him by being topless when he brought dinner, and then asked him to return to talk. When he had entered the room with her being naked from the waist up, she knew by the look on his face he’d never seen her.

Carol never shared her first shower experience. What would they think if they knew he’d been in the shower with her and had actually bathed her and shampooed her hair?

About an hour after he had served dinner, he returned to Tajal’s room and switched the red light on and off. He looked in the observation port and saw Tajal sitting in the chair as required. He entered the room wearing the hood, long sleeved shirt, cotton gloves, jeans, white tennis shoes, and carrying a hood and handcuffs. He stood five feet away from Tajal and said, “Okay.” Tajal stood and stared at his eyes, the only thing she could see since his hood had eye holes only. She turned and put her hands behind her back; he stepped forward, and put the handcuffs on loosely. Next, he put the hood over her head.
Tajal was wearing shorts and her sports bra, so Jake had to pick up the remainder of her folded clothes beside the chair. He held the extra clothes in his left arm and gripped her left arm lightly with his right hand and said, “Let’s go.”
She turned and with six months of experience, she headed for the door and made the left turn down the hall toward the bath without much assistance. She could feel his gloved hand on her naked arm, and it was comfortably warm, a warmth which made her body tingle. As they walked to the bath, Jake’s hand was controlled by Tajal’s arm movement. He felt her bring her arm closer to her body, putting his hand against her left breast. He was disappointed the walk to the bath wasn’t further.
She had counted the steps to the bath, so she knew when to turn to the left, and how many steps to take before she stopped at the bath door. She waited for him to remove the hood and the handcuffs. When the hood was removed, she saw the stack of clean folded clothes on the counter where they always were and two clean towels hanging on the rack. She didn’t move or turn to look at him, but waited for the sound of the metal door to close. She hated the frightening sound of the lock which seemed to be getting louder with time.

When she knew he was gone by the sound of the lock, she relaxed and for the first time noticed how tense she had been on the trip to the bath. She turned and put her hands on the counter, leaned forward and looked in the mirror which sat behind a sheet of Plexiglas. She tried to remember past trips to determine if the level of tension had existed previously and she couldn’t recall the feeling. She was uncomfortable, and couldn’t explain what was happening. She never looked at the door where he’d departed, but started undressing while looking in the mirror. Tajal didn’t know this would be her last shower in this room, but Jake knew it was.

For six months at this point in her bath, Jake had been in his favorite chair watching TV, but tonight, he was standing beside the bath door looking in the observation port. As she pulled the sports bra over her head, her breasts hung free and he recalled the night he’d entered her room and her bare breast was the only thing he could see. Her black straight hair hung far below her shoulders and her brown skin looked as though she’d been on the beach all summer, but she hadn’t seen the sun or the moon in six months.
She slipped off her shorts, her panties, and turned to start the water in the shower. He was no more than five feet away from her as she stood facing him totally nude. As he looked at her, she was just as he had imagined, and he had spent many hours over the past months thinking about her. She was next to the oldest of the women, but she was by far the most sensuous. He continued to watch her as she showered, shaved under her arms, and shaved her legs. She spent most of the time washing her hair, and it was evident she had a specific way of washing it.
He continued to watch her as she completed her shower, combed and dried her hair, dried off, and put on a tee shirt and shorts. He had been debating whether to let her wait awhile for him to return or should he turn the light on just as she finished all she was going to do.
Tajal had dried and combed her hair, dressed, put her dirty clothes in the box painted on the floor, and as she finished hanging the towels back on the rack, the red light turned on. She looked at the door as if she was going to see him standing there but there was nothing, just the red glow of the damn light—and then it went out. It took a moment for her to come back to reality, but in that moment, she had persuaded herself he had watched her shower. Her emotions were mixed, but she convinced herself she wasn’t pleased that he had watched her. If she had planned it, it would be different; it would have been on her terms.
The return to her room was made in total silence, and no eye contact was made. She made it a point to continue to face the wall in her room until he closed the metal door and turned the lock. Tajal put her clothes away and sat on her pallet staring at her hands in her lap. The longer she thought about it, the angrier she got. After about an hour, she started thinking about the time she had tried to seduce him by sitting bare breasted as he delivered dinner and asked him to return. She justified that as a way to befriend him and hopefully get released early. Her emotions were a whirlwind, and she didn’t know it then, but she would deal with the internal controversy for many years.

Jake cleaned up the bathroom and adjourned to his favorite chair. He was overcome with Tajal’s beauty, and he wanted to tell her, but he didn’t think it would be a good idea. He had not been with a woman in almost a year.

The next day was Sunday and the only day of the week when he was available for the ladies all day. Sunday was Carol’s day to shower. Mildred had showered Friday and was not due again until Tuesday, but she wouldn’t be there Tuesday if everything went as scheduled, so he needed her to shower Sunday also. When he dropped off Mildred’s breakfast, he told her she would be showering in the afternoon because he had to work on the shower the next week. She had forty questions, but Jake ignored her.
That afternoon he watched Mildred as she showered and it was hard to believe this woman was the same woman he had watched just five months earlier. She had lost weight and toned her body with Tajal’s help. Her confidence level had taken a huge jump, and it was evident the way she moved and talked. The smaller set of clothes helped with the confidence also.

Carol Beechman had come in as the elder and mother, but you couldn’t put her in that role now. Carol had her blonde hair back and it was going to be difficult to contain her the last week, if it was really going to be a week. When Carol showered Sunday night, Jake stayed and watched her until she got in the shower. He had seen Carol naked when she was fighting alcohol withdrawal in the first weeks of captivity. She had changed dramatically in physical appearance.

Sharon McMann’s last shower day had been Thursday. If things went as scheduled with Mr. Beechman, there would be no problem letting Sharon shower Monday night, but Jake had a hard on for the woman. He was going to send her home in as despicable condition as possible. She had put on about thirty-five pounds, her blonde hair was gone, she had a scar over her right eye, and he wanted to send her home with four days of no showering.

CHAPTER 47

Monday of Week Four
Frank Beechman and his assistant showed up at the executive airport at six o’clock Monday morning, right on time. Frank’s assistant knew something wasn’t right. She had traveled with him for over twenty years and they had been lovers for the same twenty years. They were traveling out of the country and she had no reason other than what Frank had said, “I need a break.” He’d told the partners he would be taking some personal time and would be back by Friday; he never told them where he was going.

Mort Waterman was Beechman’s friend who owned a private investigation company in Denver. Mort had chartered the plane to keep it out of Beechman’s name. Frank and Mort had grown up together in business and both had been very successful. As Beechman was accumulating the eleven million dollars, it was Mort’s job to secure it and get it to the Cayman’s. Mort and Frank had enough connections inside the law and outside the law to get almost anything done. If they wanted someone to disappear, they had the resources to get someone laid to rest next to Grant in Grant’s tomb. The kidnapper’s letter had instructed Beechman to have the money on the aircraft when they arrived in the Caymans so their security company could take possession and put it on a charter scheduled for Panama. Beechman deviated from this by having Mort arrange for the cash to be in the Caymans a day earlier and secured by his security people. Doing it this way totally relieved Beechman from having any trouble with customs in the US or the Caymans.
Beechman’s charter arrived at Owen Roberts International Airport, Grand Cayman Island, at eleven a.m. sharp and taxied to the executive terminal. The flight crew opened the aircraft door and Beechman stepped out on the stairs. At the bottom of the stairs was a black man with two white guys standing behind him. The black guy was about six six and had to weigh three hundred pounds which was all muscle. The two white guys were not much smaller.
The black man said, “Welcome to the Cayman Islands, Mr. Beechman. My name is Charlie, and I am here to make your visit as pleasant as possible. Your driver is in the black limo and will take you to the Hyatt. Your luggage will be with you. Would you show me the cargo we need to secure?” Suddenly, two other men showed up. They looked more like ground servicing personnel until they opened their mouth.

“Mr. Beechman, I’m with Apex Security. Is there anything I can help you with?”
Mort had told Frank he would be met by people saying they were with Apex Security, and they would have his assets. Beechman raised his hand to let the Apex guy know he had to finish something with the three guys standing at the bottom of the stairs. He took two steps and stood on the last step because the black man was standing too close for him to step onto the tarmac.
Looking almost eye to eye with the black man, Beechman said, “I know you were expecting some cargo, but I decided it would be more efficient to ship it by other means. I’ll accept your courtesy ride to the Hyatt and return shortly. I suggest you entertain my friends from Apex, and when I return, we’ll load the cargo, and I can be on my way.”

“Mr. Beechman, it ain’t gonna happen dat way. We are to take possession of the cargo, and we are to put it on an aircraft which has been chartered for you.” The black man had never turned to look at the two guys from Apex but maintained a dead stare into Beechman’s eyes. He continued, “We will take possession of your cargo from these gentleman, but one thing I will assure you—these guys will never get close to the aircraft.”

“Okay, I’ll return in plenty of time to get the cargo, get it loaded, and depart on time. How’s that?”

“We take possession and security of your cargo right now, or we walk and the charter is cancelled.”

“You don’t seem to understand who I am.”

“I know exactly who you are. I know more about you than your dead mother. You need to realize where you are. You have as much influence here as the guy who’s going to empty the shitter on this plane. You got ten seconds to make up your pea brain, Senator, before I turn and walk off leaving you dead in the water in more ways than one.”

Beechman’s face was red with anger, but he knew he had no place to go—he was not calling the shots. He turned to the Apex guys and said, “Do you see any problem handing over the cargo to these goons?”

The Apex man responded, “Mr. Beechman, we can do anything you want, just let us know.”

“Give them the cargo and let them load the plane. Is that acceptable to you?”

The black man responded, “Can you get the cargo to the blue hanger across the field? And get it there in the next fifteen minutes?” The Apex man agreed to have it there in fifteen minutes. The three men said nothing else, they turned and walked away.

Beechman told the Apex guys to do what the local guys wanted. He turned to see his assistant standing at the top of the stairs listening and watching the exchange.
“Come on, let’s get to the Hyatt.”
She had never seen her boss like this. On the ride to the Hyatt, she asked him what was going on and he made it very plain to her that she saw and heard nothing. He told her he would be leaving after they checked in, and he would be with clients until noon the following day.

When Beechman came out of the Hyatt, the limo was there and ready to take him to the airport. He settled into the back seat and said, “I guess I don’t have to tell you where to go.” The driver didn’t respond nor did he look at him. The flight was to take off at one and they pulled up to the blue hanger at twelve fifteen.
As they approached the hanger, two men came out of an office door beside the large hanger doors. One of the men walked toward the aircraft and the other walked toward the car. The man walking toward the plane looked like he was in his forties, dark hair, wearing a bright red island shirt with large colorful parrots, khaki shorts, loafers with no socks, a light blue baseball cap, and aviator sunglasses. His pace was quick.
When the car pulled to a stop, the man walking toward the car opened the door. He was in his sixties, short, white full beard, white hair that almost looked too white. He looked as though he was about to tee off on number one.
“Mr. Beechman, I’m Sam Edwards your pilot. Thanks for coming back so soon. We’ll depart immediately instead of waiting until one. We want to skirt some weather so we’ll need the extra time to keep you on schedule or damn close to it.”
They were walking rapidly to the aircraft as number two engine started and talking was no longer feasible. The older man showed Beechman the cargo and directed him to a seat before he returned to close the door. Before he joined the other man in the cockpit, he handed Beechman a white box, and Beechman looked at it as if it might have a snake in it.
“Didn’t know if you had time for lunch, so I brought you a box lunch. The drinks are in the cooler, help your self. We’ll be in the air about four and a half hours, if all goes well. The john is in the rear.” The man disappeared behind a door which separated the passenger compartment from the cockpit. Number one engine started almost immediately, and they were taxiing within minutes.

Three hours into the flight, Beechman had had no contact with the crew in the cockpit. They had gone around some large thunderstorms and had also flown through some turbulent areas. He was getting concerned because the sun was coming in the windows on the right side of the aircraft and he thought they should be flying into the sun, west. Where were they taking him? He was beginning to sweat and called for the pilot with no avail. He pushed the call button on the overhead panel. After a couple of minutes, Sam Edwards stepped through the door but did not allow Beechman to see into the cockpit.
“What can I help you with Mr. Beechman?”

“Where the hell are you taking me, I demand to know right now?”

“We are taking you exactly where you booked the flight, El Porvenir, Panama. Why do you ask?”

“Look, I’m no dummy the sun is coming in the windows from the right which means we are going south not west! Now where the hell are you taking me?”

“You must have missed a day in fourth grade geography. Panama is almost due south of Cayman. We’ll be in the same time zone as Cayman. Sit back and relax. We’re taking you exactly where you requested, and we should be there about five forty-five, almost on time. Thanks for coming early.” He didn’t wait for a reply from Beechman before disappearing back into the cockpit.

The PA system came on with Sam’s voice, “We’re starting our descent into El Porvenir and should be on the ground in about twenty-five minutes. If you sit on the left side, you’ll be able to see the beaches and the Caribbean. If you sit on the right you can see the village of El Porvenir and the mountains. Put your seat belt on, and stay in your seat. When the plane stops, you stay seated while we go talk to the Panamanian officials.”

As they taxied toward a hanger at one end of the field, it was easy to tell they were in the tropics with the jungle coming right up to the fence. When the engines wound down, the cockpit door opened, the pilot handed him a piece of paper with five digits written on it, and the two men walked to the rear of the plane, opened the door, and left the aircraft.
A blast of hot humid air filled the aircraft as they left, and Beechman started sweating immediately. He sat looking out the right window getting madder by the second. Why were they making him sit in this oven? He undid his seat belt and stood to turn for the door and fresh air. When he was halfway there, a man in full military dress entered the left side of the plane and stood in the aisle stopping Beechman short of his goal.
“Mr. Beechman, welcome to Panama, my name is Colonel Salvador Tinajero. I will be your host during your short stay in our tropical paradise. I apologize for the heat, it makes new comers uncomfortable but most people adapt fast.” His English was very good. “Excuse me let’s get you outside so you can get some of our ocean breezes.”
They exited the plane and the Colonel was right, the breeze from the ocean, even though it could not be seen, was refreshing. There were two armored personnel carriers, two Humvees, and about twenty armed men in uniform.
“Mr. Beechman, your cargo will be loaded on the vehicles, and we’ll take about an hour ride to see Mr. Ramon. Then you’ll be going with Major Lopez to a house on the beach no more than ten kilometers from here. You’ll spend the night there and be returned to the airport tomorrow morning.” Beechman looked around to find the pilots, but they were nowhere to be seen. They left the airport in fifteen minutes, and the ride to see Mr. Ramon was uneventful.
Mr. Ramon welcomed Beechman to the Banco de la Patina and escorted him to an air conditioned room with a table full of food, a bar that had anything one might want to drink, and a TV with satellite programming. He was told to make himself comfortable; it would take a couple of hours to verify the cargo. As Ramon stepped out, Frank heard the door lock. He went to the door, found it locked, and pounded on it with his fist as he yelled at the top of his lungs. After ten minutes of this, he settled into his little world while they robbed him. He was having serious second thoughts about the whole thing, but he was too far into it to change anything. Here, he was not Frank Beechman!
The count started shortly after Beechman’s arrival at seven p.m. At nine twenty, Eduardo Perez placed a call to Mr. Bartholomew’s cell phone. When he answered, Eduardo said, “The count is correct and the deposit has been made.”
After making the call, Mr. Perez retrieved a large envelope from his desk drawer and started down the hall to where Mr. Beechman was waiting. When he stepped through the door Beechman went off on him about being locked up like a prisoner.
At the end of his rant he said, “Mr. Ramon this is totally unacceptable behavior!”

“I apologize for any inconvenience you have experienced, but I could hardly leave you free to roam around our bank since we are closed.” He stepped forward, opened the large manila envelope, and held it out to Mr. Beechman to retrieve the smaller white envelope which was in the large envelope.
Frank looked in the envelope and asked, “What is this?”

“This is your receipt for your investment in Boquete Ocean Property along with a key. You also have a strong box and it has been loaded in Major Lopez’s vehicle which will take you to your quarters.”
Frank retrieved the envelope and opened it. The three page document looked very official with signatures and embossed seals, but it was in Spanish and Frank could not read or speak Spanish. When he got back to Colorado, he would find out from Mort Waterman that the official looking document was Grimm’s Fairy Tales in Spanish.

Beechman arrived at the jeep and looked the strong box over for any problems. The seal was in place and he retrieved the paper from his wallet to verify the numbers on the seal. All the numbers were there and the seal had not been tampered with. Its contents were secure and had been kept confidential.
The ride back to El Porvenir with Major Lopez was uneventful, and they arrived at a small villa on the coast at about eleven o’clock. The villa was air conditioned and very lavish. Frank found the bar, and the master bedroom; he showered and opened the strong box. The letter from the kidnapper was right; there was six times more material than what he had seen. He didn’t look at all of it, but collapsed on the bed and was in a deep sleep immediately.
His alarm had gone off at five Monday morning in Colorado, and he had covered a lot of ground and a lot of emotions in one day. Major Lopez woke him at seven the following morning, and Frank was served a light breakfast before they started to the airport. The Major dropped Beechman at a small building and drove off with no instructions on what or where he was to go.
He saw the crew who had flown him to Panama and called out, “Hey Edwards.” The men continued to walk toward an airplane, so he yelled again, “Sam Edwards.”

Billy Jefferson stopped and turned to see who was hollering. When he saw it was Beechman, he realized why the name Edwards had not gotten his attention. He had forgotten he had told Beechman his name was Sam Edwards. He wasn’t planning on being Sam Edwards until he went to the terminal to pick up Beechman, and he would never be known as Sam Edwards again.
CHAPTER 48

Monday of Week Four
Barry Epperson was up at five thirty and out of the house by six. He would be out on business and would be home Tuesday after he returned and stopped by the office. He arrived at the Executive air terminal at six thirty and mixed in with the other twelve passengers waiting for their air crew to pick them up and take them to their chartered aircraft. Barry had not been in the same room with Frank Beechman in twenty-five years, but he had seen him in many pictures over the years, so he had no problem picking him out of the passengers.
Barry had no concern about Beechman recognizing him, and he was right. After he watched as Beechman’s charter took off, he left the airport and went to his favorite breakfast place and had a leisurely breakfast. In his hurry-hurry lifestyle it was a real treat just to sit and enjoy his favorite meal of the day. As he sat there, he wondered about his supposedly retired life which was going to start in the next few weeks in Argentina. He hoped he could slow down, enjoy his wife, and new life as a rancher.

For the ladies, Monday was supposed to be a work day for their kidnapper, so he had to prepare a breakfast and a lunch for the ladies, and get it to them before seven so he wouldn’t be late for work. Today’s meals would be a little different. There would not be as much to eat as they usually got, and this was by design because he wanted them to be very hungry for the evening meal. He had watched their dinner meals and knew which Lean Cuisine meal was their individual favorite. They normally all got the same meal, except Sharon, but tonight they would each get the meal they liked the best. They didn’t know it would be their last supper. 
He took particular pleasure in telling Sharon she would not get her bath that evening because he had to do some repairs.
Jake cooked his breakfast and watched the morning news programs. There had been nothing else on the news about something breaking about the four kidnapped women. He didn’t know how to take that, but it did make him antsy. What did the FBI know and were not telling? What had to be done that night was as dangerous as the snatching of the ladies. After breakfast, he fed the horse and did some cleanup in the shop.

Barry arrived about nine and they sat at the kitchen table drinking coffee and talking about what had happened and what they were going to do in the next twenty-four hours. Barry told Jake he had watched Beechman and his assistant get on the charter and take off. For a few hours they moved items from the house to the shop where Jake would live for about a week after the ladies were disposed of.
They went into the confinement area office. After they had put on latex gloves, they started packing the ladies personal items like the clothes they were wearing when kidnapped, their jewelry, their purses, and the journals they had written. As they packed the journals, they leafed through some of them and read interesting writings. They put all the items in a duffel bag Jake had purchased at an Army surplus store back in the winter. He purchased the duffel bag in the winter so he could wear his gloves without suspicion.
After they had loaded the bag in the truck along with some camping and fishing gear, they returned to the confinement area with a plastic garbage bag and cleaned out the bathroom. They burned those items in the backyard and stayed to stir the ashes to insure everything was burned beyond recognition.
Next they moved the washer and dryer from the confinement area to the shop so the appliance guys could pick them up the next day. About three o’clock the dozer and front end loader were delivered. Jake checked them out before he signed for them. They were full of fuel and operating properly. His training on construction equipment in the Caymans with his uncle’s business was coming in handy again.

They started a fire in the smoker so they could smoke a couple of chickens for their dinner. When it came time to prepare the ladies dinners, Barry brought out the sleeping pills he had gotten from his doctor when he had shoulder surgery. They decided they would use one and a half for each of the women, so they each started grinding the pills into a powder. When the meals were ready, Jake knew which food to put the powder in. They had decided at the last minute the ladies would get an eight ounce cup of wine with their dinner. As Jake served the dinners in his usual manner, each of the ladies commented about the lack of food for the day and wanted to know what the special occasion was that called for wine. He apologized for the small servings and said the wine was for the first day of their last week. As they ate, Jake and Barry observed them from the observation ports and were pleased to see they all consumed their dinners and the wine.

Jake and Barry were so keyed up they hardly touched the smoked chicken or the side dishes Jake had prepared. They cleaned the kitchen and got comfortable in front of the TV, and sat in silence knowing they should be getting some sleep because it was going to be a long night, and they needed to be extra sharp. Both of them stared at the TV in almost an unconscious state, seeing the colors change, but never really seeing the faces or hearing the voices.
At eight thirty Jake’s orange cell phone rang, the only person who had that number was Mr. Bartholomew. He answered and the voice said, “All of the equipment has been delivered and is in the warehouse.” The line went dead without Jake saying a word. He looked at the time on the cell phone and realized it was almost ten in the Caymans.

He turned to Barry and said, “Eleven million has been deposited as directed.” No one jumped up and down, danced around, cheered, or high-five’d.

Barry replied, “I’ll set my cell alarm for one fifteen, why don’t you do the same and let’s try to get some sleep if possible.” Jake concurred by shaking his head, turned off the TV, and left the room after getting Barry a pillow and blanket. The ladies lights and TVs would turn off automatically at eleven.

At two a.m. they were dressed as if they were starting a fishing trip. They had both drunk a couple of cups of coffee and showered. They entered the confinement area with hoods, gloves, never worn overalls, and red LED lights on head bands. Without turning on any lights, they entered Mildred’s room. Their red LED lights made everything in the room visible, and it was easy to tell where Mildred was, she was snoring. She was lying on her sleeping bag so they had to roll her off and spread out the bag. They got her back on the bag and zip-tied her wrists and ankles before they folded up the bag and put a belt around it and her arms. They carried her to the shop and put her in the back of the van. The same process was repeated for each of the women with no problems. As they carried the last lady, Sharon, to the van, they agreed they should have started with her since she was the heaviest.
They put tape on their mouths and covered them with a blanket before they piled some fishing and camping equipment on and around them. They checked the lights on the van to make sure they didn’t get pulled over for something stupid. With sweaty hands, they both checked their nine millimeter pistols, but they would not look at each other. This had been a dreaded part of the plan, more than anything else they had done. When they pulled out of the driveway in silence at two fifty, they were only five minutes later than their schedule.
This was the most dangerous part of the whole plan. All they had to do was run into a bored cop at three in the morning who wanted something to do. If all went well, they should pull back into the shop just before four thirty and the women would no longer be a factor. Jake and Barry had what they wanted.

CHAPTER 49

Monday of Week Four
Jane Black had her task force gathered in one of the conference rooms, and Becky was preparing to update the group on the financial transactions surrounding the kidnapped women. “Mr. Talmore has made his contribution to the Hopi Indian Scholarship Fund. Dr. Rahami has completed his transfer of one million dollars to Saint Jude’s. Once we started watching Mr. Gardner, Sharon McMann’s father, we found he had made a donation of one million dollars to the Navajo Tribal Hospital at Camp Verde, Arizona. Frank Beechman is a different issue. He told Agent Black he was going to be withdrawing over ten million dollars for a real estate deal outside the country. We’ve confirmed he’s sold assets to yield approximately eleven million three hundred sixty thousand dollars. What we have not been able to do is track the dollars after he had the cash in hand.”

Jane brought the task force up-to-date on the meeting she and Dale had had with Mr.Beechman concerning the disposition of the cash, which was a week after their initial meeting with Mr. Beechman. They had learned nothing. Beechman used his attorney skills to tell them it was none of their business what he was doing with the cash as long as he complied with all the laws of the United States, Colorado, and met the IRS requirements. In short, it was none of their business at this point.

Jane and her boss had had several local meetings with the IRS and Secret Service representatives. Nothing productive had come from the meetings other than suggestions to harass Beechman in hopes they would back off if they got the info they wanted. Jane’s boss killed that quickly because of Beechman’s political connections. He was the front runner for Senator in the next election.

None of the husbands or family was saying anything about their gifts being connected to their wives or daughter. At the same time, everyone in the FBI knew they were directly related. They could not get a break in the case.

CHAPTER 50

Tuesday of Week Four
Jerry Bates and Kathy Johnson worked at TRC which was a manufacturing facility for transformers. They were both married with small families, lived outside of Fort Collins, but didn’t know each other outside of work. Both Jerry and Kathy had been with TRC for over ten years and worked together in the assembly area for the past three years. Four years earlier, Kathy had become a supervisor in the assembly area and worked on the day shift for a year before being assigned to the swing shift where Jerry had been for eight years. He worked as a machinist and was available to all the production lines and their supervisors.

The swing shift at TRC was from six thirty p.m. to two thirty a.m. and was the least desirable shift. TRC had selected those hours hopefully to be more school friendly, traffic friendly, and babysitter friendly. Jerry and Kathy had been seeing each other for a year and a half. Once or twice a month, they would leave the plant at the end of the shift and meet somewhere, usually in the forest for some intimate sex in her suburban or Jerry’s pickup.

On this night they had parked Kathy’s suburban at a Park & Ride parking lot, and driven off into the National Forest looking for a quiet side road off of NF Rd 28712. Jerry backed his truck off the road onto a narrow forest service fire break at three o’clock Tuesday morning.

CHAPTER 51

Tuesday of Week Four
Jake and Barry pulled out of the shop almost on time, but they had to make sure they did not speed to make up the five minutes they were behind. Their plan called for a stop at a twenty-four hour diner with a drive-thru window to pick up some coffee. If they were stopped for some reason, they wanted to give the impression they were just a couple of guys going camping and trout fishing and had stopped for coffee, not beer.

The ride north to Horsepasture Creek would take about forty-five minutes. They had picked Horsepasture Creek because it did not get a lot of traffic, or campers, and the area to the left after crossing the bridge was almost all solid rock. As they drove north up I-25, they listened to the radio and rarely spoke. They were both in their own worlds, and Jake had to shock himself back into the reality of driving and not getting stopped.
As they exited the interstate and headed west toward the mountains, they became aware they stood out like a sore thumb. There was no other traffic to speak of. They both watched the road for approaching cars which might be cops or cars beside the road that might be cops. Were they becoming more paranoid by the mile?

After they left the main highway, they made a couple of turns and finally came to their road, National Forest Road 28712. They had seen no cars or houses since they had left the main highway. NFR 28712 was a gravel road barely wide enough for two cars in its best spots. It was eight miles to Horsepasture Creek, but it would take them almost twenty minutes to drive the eight miles. They had driven about two miles when all of a sudden, a red pickup came tearing out of the woods with its lights on bright. Jake had to swerve to the right to keep the truck from hitting his left front fender.
The idiot was throwing gravel everywhere and the back end of the truck was heading for their van. Jake drove farther into the ditch to get out of the way of the back end of the truck. With the truck no longer an issue, he concentrated on getting the van out of the ditch and back on the road before something drastic happened like hitting a tree or getting stuck. He fought the steering wheel and the gas as he tried to get a tire and some traction on the solid road. The loose gravel and the angle of the ditch were not letting him control the van enough to get back on the road.
Barry was pinned against the passenger door and hollering, “Get out of the ditch! Get out of the ditch!”

After what seemed like ten minutes, the lack of gravel and finding some solid rock allowed the tires to catch and they were back on the road. Jake slowed and they looked at each other. “That was too close.”
The van stopped and Jake moaned, “I’ve got to pee.”

Barry said, “What if they come back?”

“I’ll willingly shoot the son of a bitch.”

“Don’t pee on the road. Go in the woods.”

When they were three miles from the creek, where the bodies would be dumped, they went over their plan because they wanted to spend as little time as possible at the dump site. Reaching the bridge, they rolled across it slowly while both surveyed the area for any cars or campers. When they saw there were none, they rolled on across the bridge and turned left onto the rocky area. After they had pulled about thirty yards off the road, Jake killed the lights, and they stepped out of the van and pulled on their overalls, gloves, and hoods.
They didn’t need their red lights because the moon was bright enough to do what they had to do and the less light the better. They walked to the back of the van, opened the doors. Barry grabbed the duffel bag and tossed it toward the trees. Jake had set aside some of their camping and fishing gear and was checking the ladies as Barry pulled the blanket back and stored it by the rear door. The women still appeared to be asleep.  They wouldn’t remember a thing.
They grabbed Mildred’s sleeping bag, pulled her to the rear of the van, picked her up, and put her about four feet from the van. Five minutes later, all the women were lined up next to each other still in their sleeping bags. They removed the belts around the women. The men had done what they had to do; they were not proud, nor were they happy about what had happened to the ladies.  It was almost over.
They stripped off their overalls, gloves, and hoods and got in the van. Jake had left the van running, he turned the lights on, and started backing out toward the road, making sure he did not spin the tires which would leave marks. They got on the road and pulled across the bridge, neither of them wanted to look back at the women. It would be a long forty-five minute ride back to Jake’s.

When the van had slid sideways, the engine revved, and gravel was kicked up under the rear tires of the van, Tajal began to awaken. It took her several minutes to realize, that even though she was in her sleeping bag, she was not in her room, and she was not dreaming. Finally she figured out she was in a truck or a van and two of her friends were lying beside her. She dozed off again but awoke shortly. The truck stopped. Someone had to pee and then they were moving again.
After a while, she listened to two men talk about what they were going to do when they got to some place. She dozed off again. The opening of the van doors awoke her again. As they took her out of the van, she pretended to be asleep which wasn’t hard to do. She didn’t know where they were, but the air was fresh and cool, almost cold, something she hadn’t experienced in six months. After they had closed the doors on the van and started walking to the front of it, she opened one eye in a squint and could make out the figure getting undressed. The van lights came on and she blinked both eyes several times, then she saw the license plate which was lit by two small lights. She closed her eyes as the van backed up, and she concentrated on remembering the license number. She felt as though she had to stay conscious to remember the number, if she went to sleep she might forget it. She lasted two minutes before she passed out.

The forty-five minute drive back to Jake’s was quiet and fortunately uneventful. When they pulled into the driveway and the shop, a huge burden was lifted; they had made it through the most dangerous part of the plan. Without a word, Barry got out of the van and left in his suburban. Jake strolled into the house turned on the living room light and collapsed in his favorite chair. He closed his eyes and rested his head on his chest; he felt the moisture building in his eyes, and he sank further into his chair. The emotion of the moment was overwhelming.
Barry drove to I-25 and turned south for about five miles and exited at a huge truck stop with over a hundred trucks in various stages of travel. He pulled into a dark area, turned off the engine, and got a cell phone out of the console. He dialed nine-one-one and waited for the dispatcher to come on.

“Nine-one-one, what is your emergency?”

“This call is recorded isn’t it?”

“Yes, what is your emergency?”

“There are four kidnapped women in sleeping bags on the south side of the Horsepasture Creek Bridge, National Forest Road 28712, that’s 28712. Ambulance needed immediately, shots fired.” Barry punched off the call, removed the battery, and the sim card. He drove out the rear entrance of the truck stop and got back on I-25 north. Before he exited, he threw the sim card, which had been sitting on a magnet, beside the interstate. After he had turned off and headed back to Jake’s, he threw the battery out.

Barry walked into the house, and the living room light was on. The coffee was made, but there was no sign of Jake. He peeked into Jake’s bedroom; he was lying on the bed with his clothes on. Barry closed the door and walked back to the living room. It was five fifteen. He set his alarm watch for seven thirty and turned out the light.

CHAPTER 52

Tuesday of Week Four
It was five a.m. and Sheriff Talley’s phone rang. He got it on the third ring.

“Sheriff, this is Cali Rose at dispatch, we got a call twelve minutes ago, and the four kidnapped women are in sleeping bags by the Horsepasture Creek Bridge. The caller said we should send an ambulance, shots were fired.”

“Have they been shot? Where the hell is Horsepasture Creek? Who called it in?”

“Sheriff, we don’t know who called it in. They used a cell phone and we couldn’t contact them. We don’t know what their condition is. Jerry finally found Horsepasture Creek. It’s in Larimer County in the National Forest. We’ve contacted them and they have officers and two ambulances on the way. What do you want us to do?”

“Call Dick Hargrave. He has the case, tell him to get his ass up there pronto. Get the Larimer Sheriff to call me on my cell phone. I’ll be leaving immediately, and I’ll be calling you back to get driving instructions. I’ll call the FBI, you call the State Police.”

“Sheriff Talley, what about the Forest Service?”

“Screw them. I’d rather have the Boy Scouts there. Keep me posted if you get anything else.” After he had hung up, he found Jane Black’s cell number and called her with the details. Talley was out the door in thirty minutes. He did have to prepare himself because this was probably going to be a good photo op…four kidnapped women recovered. This will make national news.

Jane called Dale, Oliver, and Rod and the crime scene team. She and Dale would ride up together, and Oliver and Rod would ride together.

On the ride up, Talley and Jane both got calls the women appeared all right, no one had been shot, and the women were on their way to the hospital in Fort Collins. They had been heavily sedated by the kidnappers, so they had not been able to tell the local guys anything. Both Talley and Jane changed course to the hospital, while the other part of Jane’s crew went to the creek.
Jane had forgotten about the husbands until Dale brought it up. They had better get the husbands in on this before they saw it on the seven o’clock news. Dale started calling the husbands. He got the doctor and Talmore on their home phones, and got Tom McMann on his cell phone. He told the husbands their wives appeared to be in good health but they would know their real condition after the doctors at the hospital had completed their exams. Beechman did not answer his home number or his cell number. Dale called back and left a message on both phones. They agreed if they had not heard from him by eight they would call his office.

Denver to Fort Collins on Interstate 25 was sixty-five miles of not very good road. At five forty-five in the morning, the traffic was mostly semis, so Jane had no problem running at ninety to ninety-five with her flashing blue and red grill lights. At six forty they pulled into the hospital emergency room parking area.
They entered the emergency room waiting area with their FBI jackets on and they were immediately escorted through a set of double swinging doors by a Fort Collins’ policeman. When they cleared the doors, there had to be a dozen uniformed patrolmen in the hall. An older man in a suit stepped forward and introduced himself as the Sheriff. They exchanged business cards. He told them the ladies were in the four rooms behind them, doctors were with them as they spoke, but the preliminary evaluations look good.
The Sheriff said, “There had been no gun fire as the nine-one-one caller had indicated. Might have some police background using terms like that, he must have known that usually increases the response. The ladies were out cold and when they came in here, I was here and they were pretty much still out of it. The docs haven’t said when we might be able to talk with them.”

Jane responded, “Thanks for all your help, and we’re going to continue to ask for your help in securing the area around the ladies. I’ve been the Special Agent in charge of the kidnapping case since it started. With all due respect Sheriff, we’ll be doing the interviewing and we’ll be doing it alone. But we’d like to have your help with security and educating us on the area where the ladies were found.”
She was interrupted by a nurse coming out of one of the rooms. Jane got her attention, introduced herself, and asked if they could go in. She indicated it would be all right, but Mrs. Talmore was still pretty much out of it. They had not determined what the ladies had been given.

Jane and Dale had been on this case since last October and they had looked at the ladies pictures many times a day and felt they knew them personally. When they entered Mrs. Talmore’s room, the first thing they noticed was her face and hair, because she was completely covered with a sheet and light blanket. No one else was in the room and she looked like she was in a peaceful sleep. They approached the bed from both sides and stood over her staring at someone they had spent the last six months looking for.
They stared at her, and then stared at each other. Without saying it, they both knew if they had seen this woman walking down the street, neither of them would have recognized her as Mildred Talmore. They tried to wake her to no avail, so they left the room to see one of the other ladies.
On the door across the hall was a name plate, S. McMann. They entered the room without knocking and were met with almost the same scene as the previous room. Sharon McMann was the only person in the room, and she was covered like Mrs. Talmore. The Sharon McMann they had grown to know was a tall, athletic, and blonde, with a killer tan. This woman’s face was round and full, with long dirty dull brown hair, and ash colored skin. She looked like someone who had been in captivity and abused. Dale started pulling the sheet back and Jane said in a quick whisper, “What are you doing?”

“I’m going to take a look at her hands. They can tell us a lot.” Her right breast was exposed as he moved the sheet to get to her hand. There were no visible marks on that part of her upper body, but the ash skin color was obvious. Dale examined her hand and her wrist. The marks of the zip-tie on her wrist were evident, but there was no bruising, raw sores, or red marks which would indicate she had been bound for a period of time. Her hand was clean, and the nails were clean and cut. Nothing would indicate she had been kept in an unclean or abusive environment. He covered her, and they walked to the door.
Dale spoke, “This is the damnest case I have been on in my thirty years. One woman looks like she has been at a spa and the other one—hell I don’t know.”
They stepped out in the hall and half of the uniformed cops had left. The room next to Mrs. McMann had a name plate, T. Rahami. Dale and Jane entered the room without knocking and were surprised to see Mrs. Rahami sitting up in bed drinking from a plastic cup with a straw. She looked groggy but it was apparent she did not want to go back to sleep. Jane and Dale approached her on both sides of the bed and introduced themselves.
Jane said, “Mrs. Rahami, we’ve been on your case since the first day, and I apologize we were not successful in finding you before now.” Tajal did not respond but looked her in the eyes to let her know their actions were not acceptable. Jane continued, “We hope you’re all right and you and your friends can tell us enough information about the kidnapper or kidnappers so we can narrow our search and bring them to justice. What can you tell us about the last twenty-four hours?”
Before Tajal had time to respond, the door swung open and a nurse entered the room. When she saw the two people, she was startled and said, “Who are you?” even though she had a clear view of the two people wearing blue jackets with the large yellow letters FBI on the back.

Jane told the nurse who they were and they needed to talk to Mrs. Rahami. The nurse responded, “I’m not sure you have authority to be in here with the patient at this time!”

Dale immediately responded, “If you find someone who has more authority than us about being in here, why don’t you just send them in.”

With that said, the nurse approached Mrs. Rahami and set a tray of food in front of her, and then retrieved two pills for her to take. After she’d done what she’d come to do, she left without saying another word.

Jane started again, “Mrs. Rahami, it could be very beneficial to share with us what you remember about the last twenty-four hours, since we know the kidnapper or kidnappers have been in the area.” Tajal sipped her tea and started telling the agents what she could remember which was two men, a dark colored van with no markings she could remember, and a license plate number.
Dale wrote the number in his book and stepped away to call the Colorado Highway Patrol command center. Five minutes later, he had his answer and shared it with Jane and Mrs. Rahami, “The plate belonged to a Herbert Shelly in Adams County; he was killed in a two car accident last September. The plate was on his 2004 GMC pickup which was totaled. I’ll get some of our people out there to talk to his family and do some nosing around where the truck was taken and the other driver.”
As if on cue, Dr. Rahami burst into the room and went straight to Tajal totally disregarding the two FBI agents. He wept as he held her and kissed her face repeatedly. The agents left the room knowing they would have another chance to talk to her in a few hours, and they would dig deeper into her captivity.

As they stood in the hall, Dale said, “It was smart, but it was stupid for the kidnappers to use a tag like that. If they’d been stopped, the gig would have been up as soon as the tag was run.”

Jane responded, “I think we’ll be able to get some good info from this woman, she seems to have a good mind for details. What do you think we’re going to see with Mrs. Beechman, spa, captive, or very little change?”

“With the history of this case, I wouldn’t bet two cents on any of those choices!” They entered Mrs. Beechman’s room as they had the others, no knock just enter. Like the others, she was in the room by herself and was sound asleep with the covers pulled up around her neck. They approached her and looked into the face of someone they had looked at for six months.
Dale whispered, “She looks ten years younger. How do you think she kept that blonde hair and that length? Her face looks like she’s lost fifteen pounds or more. Or it could be the lack of vodka we’re looking at.”

Jane started to respond, but the door opened and a doctor entered. He introduced himself and the agents did the same. They asked him about her condition, and he shared with them that the ladies for the most part were in good condition. There were no signs of physical or sexual abuse, the lab had identified the sleeping agent that had been used to drug them and according to the amount in their blood, they should start waking up in two or three hours. The medical staff had agreed to let them sleep it off instead of trying to revive them with more chemicals.
Jane asked why Mrs. Rahami was awake and the doctor told her Mrs. Rahami had told him she had felt nauseous and had thrown up after she had eaten dinner. She had told the doctor she was nauseous before the evening meal, and she thought it was probably the turkey sandwich she had had at lunch. Jane and Dale left the room and agreed breakfast should be the next stop, since they had a couple of hours before the ladies started waking up, and then it was going to turn into a long day.

CHAPTER 53

Tuesday of Week Four
Barry’s alarm on his watch awoke him, and he didn’t recognize where he was for a few moments. His neck was stiff from sleeping on the couch. He got up, stretched, and walked to the window where the morning sunlight was pouring in. He could not see the mountains from the back window, but he knew they were there. After heating a cup of the coffee, made by Jake when they had come in at four thirty, he stepped out into the back yard and sat in a lawn chair to enjoy the morning sun and coolness of mountain spring air on this Tuesday morning. He didn’t know how long he had been sitting there, when Jake sat down beside him with a cup of coffee.
Neither of them spoke for at least five minutes, soberly Jake said, “I’m glad it’s over even though it’s not all over.”

“I know what you mean Jake. You have carried the burden and it’s not over, but if we stick to what we planned, we should be fine. We just have to have the discipline to do it the way we planned it. I want to propose a change to the split we talked about last year. I want to change it from fifty-fifty to seventy-thirty and here is my reasoning. You have carried the heaviest burden, you paid to modify your house, you paid to feed the women, and you are going to settle with the bankers.”

Barry sipped on his cold coffee as he let Jake absorb what he had said. “Jake, neither of us is doing this for the money; you don’t need it, and I don’t need it. It just happens to be a nice side benefit, and I want you to have seven million. No is not an acceptable answer. When I transfer my share, I won’t transfer more than three million. If you want to leave it for the greedy bankers, that’s up to you. And I want to say thanks for doing this for me. One of these days, you will hear how it turns out.”

After a couple of minutes, Jake said, “Let’s get some breakfast and watch the news.”

They made a fresh pot of coffee and cooked sausage, eggs, and biscuits, while they watched the news of the four kidnapped ladies being found at Horsepasture Creek. They didn’t have current pictures of the ladies, but used the ones they had used for the last six months. The reporters were at the hospital in Fort Collins, but none of the law enforcement officials would give them an interview other than saying the women were found and they appeared to be in reasonably good health.
The alarm went off, and Jake looked at his watch. It was eight thirty which meant it was nine thirty in Panama. He selected one of his TracFones, dialed a number in Panama, and asked for Mr. Eduardo Perez. When Mr. Perez came on, Jake identified himself and gave him a string of nine numbers, there was a pause as Mr. Perez checked the numbers to identify the caller.
Mr. Perez asked, “What can I do for you today?”

“I’d like to make a transfer of ten million seven hundred fifty thousand US dollars to Banco Venezolano Mercantil in Maracaibo, Venezuela.” Jake continued with a contact’s name and an eleven-digit account number. Mr. Perez repeated the info back to Jake and assured him he knew the bank and the contact. He saw no problem in completing the transaction in the next thirty minutes.
Jake gave Barry a thumbs up signal, and they were off to do the duties which were outlined in the plan for the morning. Jake moved more items out to the shop while Barry burned the items they had worn the night before. Barry walked through the confinement area one more time with a bright flashlight looking for any items the women may have left behind or anything they might want to burn. One of their biggest concerns was the women’s hair which would have been washed into the septic system. They knew of no way to destroy the evidence with chemicals without screwing up the whole Clearwater septic system. They had decided to schedule a septic company to be out that morning to pump and clean the system.
At nine o’clock, Jake received a call from Panama, and all had gone well with the transfer. At nine thirty, Jake and Barry met in the backyard and placed a call to Banco Venezolano Mercantil and asked for Mr. Alvarez Abreu, the President of the bank in Venezuela. He was expecting the call and confirmed the transfer completion. He told them he was there to assist them in any way he could.
Barry spoke first and gave Mr. Abreu a eleven-digit account number. After the number was confirmed, Barry transferred three million dollars to a bank in Argentina. Jake spoke next and identified the account number again before making five transfers to five different banks in five different countries.
After Mr. Abreu repeated the instructions, he concluded by saying, “I show that as a total of ten million five hundred thousand US dollars. Is that correct?”

Jake responded, “That is correct, Mr. Abreu.” That meant Mr. Abreu, just like Mr. Perez, had had a very good morning by making two hundred fifty thousand dollars each. The deposit and withdrawal of the funds would never hit the banks books, nor would the two hundred fifty thousand which was left after each transfer. “When do you think we’ll have confirmation?”
“Within the hour, and I will call you at this number, if that is all right?”
“That’s fine, thank you so much for your assistance; we’ll be sure to remember you in future transactions.”

“Oh please do, we do have lots of services available.”

Barry had to leave before the septic and the appliance guys showed up. They hugged and shook hands neither saying anything as Barry turned and went to his car to leave. The septic and the appliance guys showed up as scheduled and started their work with little guidance. After the septic tanks were pumped dry, Jake asked them to wash them good and pump them out a second time, and he agreed to the extra charge. The boss of the appliance guys ask him what he was going to do since he was selling his range, refrigerator, freezers, microwave, washers and dryers. Jake told him he was getting married and the new wife wanted all new appliances, which more than satisfied him.

Both crews were gone within a couple of hours and Jake walked down the driveway to the gate, closed it, and locked it. He sat in the shop and ate a sandwich while he thought about what the ladies were having for lunch. He watched the noon news, and they showed pictures of the husbands at the hospital, except Beechman who should have landed in the Caymans in the last hour. He wondered if the FBI had found him to notify him about his wife or was he going to find out by watching the news when he got back to the Hyatt. Jake had never seen Frank Beechman other than a few photos Barry had shared with him and the news when the ladies were kidnapped. He cleaned up his lunch and went outside the shop to cut off the power and the water to the house.

He walked to the front of the house and climbed up into the dozer and started it. He let it run for several minutes as he turned to look at the house. It was strange the only memories racing through his mind about the house were the memories of the ladies. He didn’t realize it, but he had sat on the dozer ten minutes before he returned to reality. Starting at the confinement end of the house, he drove the dozer into the house. The dozer was just the right size to demolish the house a piece at a time. With his iPod and headphones, he went to a different world as he methodically destroyed the house including the foundation. He could have been back in the Caymans working for his Uncle Bob. It was still spring and the length of the days were not their longest. He stopped before dark and surveyed his path of destruction. It would be difficult to tell the pile of rubble in front of him had been his ranch house.

CHAPTER 54

Tuesday of Week Four
After a short breakfast, Jane and Dale returned to the ladies’ rooms. They had talked to their team members who were at the site where the ladies had been found. When they heard there was a duffel bag containing the women’s belongings, Jane had called the sheriff and ate his ass out for not telling them and demanded it be at the hospital rooms when they returned in fifteen minutes.

They cut their breakfast short and returned to an embarrassed sheriff standing in the hallway with a duffel bag on the floor beside him. Jane’s first words were, “I want the names of the officers and anyone else who’s been in this bag! Get us a room here next to the women and it will be our command post until we leave the hospital. Now!”

Beechman landed at the Cayman Island airport at twelve forty-five and the plane taxied to the Executive terminal where he had arrived the day before. When they came to a stop, he heard one engine shut down and the gray-haired pilot stepped out of the cockpit and walked to the rear of the aircraft. He opened the door, grabbed Beechman’s overnight bag, and stepped out. He returned, picked up the strong box, and hollered for Beechman to follow him out of the plane. Beechman exited the plane and saw his belongings about twenty-five yards from the plane sitting on the tarmac. As he approached his items, the gray-haired pilot passed him on the way back to the aircraft but didn’t acknowledge him. He went up the steps and closed the door.
The shut down engine started and Beechman covered his ears as a truck approached him. The man in the truck got Beechman’s two items and motioned for him to get in. Before he got in the truck, the plane was rolling toward the taxiway. By the time he got out of the truck at the terminal, the plane was screaming down the runway. He stared at it as it disappeared into a clear blue sky. He wondered where they were off to now. He had never been just dumped like that. No one was waiting for him and there was no scheduled transport to the hotel. He was told he would have to call a taxi or rent a car.

Jane and Dale had set up shop in the room next to Mrs. McMann. The sheriff had told them Mr. Talmore, and Mr. McMann had arrived and were in their wives’ rooms. They had no desk or table in the room so they used the bed. Dale put the duffel bag on the bed, put some latex gloves on, and started through the bag. They found sealed manila envelopes which contained the ladies jewelry, purses, small laundry bags with clothes, and seven black covered journals. They started reading the journals and could not believe what they were reading. They were like a daily diary. They discussed the journals and both agreed they had never heard of captives being allowed to keep a diary. These would have to be gone over with a fine tooth comb.
Jane contacted the crime scene supervisor and asked Dale to contact Beechman’s office. She told the crime scene supervisor about the duffel bag and its contents, and asked him to get on it as soon as he could cut someone loose. Dale called Beechman’s office and was told he was on vacation all week and could not be reached, but he would be calling in daily for urgent messages. Dale left him an urgent massage.

Frank Beechman was fuming at being treated as if he was a nobody; he was going to be the next Senator for the State of Colorado. He had to make a call himself to get a taxi to the Hyatt. He got to his room and went to the mini bar to get his blood pressure under control. The message light was blinking and he was tempted not to check it, because it was probably the front desk welcoming him and asking if everything was all right. He decided to check it. The message was from his assistant for him to call immediately-red, which was their code for true emergency.
He stepped next door and knocked. His assistant answered the door, pulled him into the room, and started telling him about the kidnapped ladies being found. It had been the lead story all morning on CNN. He went back to his room and called his office secretary and got the message from Dale.
After he had talked to Dale, he started working on getting a flight to Denver as soon as possible. He ended up chartering a plane to get him and his assistant back to Denver by seven that evening. He called Dale to tell him his schedule and requested Dale tell his wife.

When Mr. Talmore entered the room he had a nurse with him. As he approached the bed, he couldn’t believe his eyes. On the drive up, he had envisioned a woman who had been broken, abused, and traumatized for six months, a physical and mental wreck, but what he saw was his wife fifteen years earlier, before the children, before Colorado, and before they lived the way they did today. He hugged and kissed her cheek as the nurse left the room. They had told him it would probably be a couple of hours before she started waking up.
When he was alone with her, he pulled her covers back to see if see had been abused elsewhere. She had a hospital gown on, but what he saw amazed him. He could tell the woman in this bed looked trim and fit, a lot smaller than his wife of six months earlier. He couldn’t resist; he pulled her gown up and to the left. She had nothing on under the gown, and he could not believe this was his wife. He put her gown back in place and pulled the covers up to her neck, kissed her again, and left the room with a smile as he started his search for a cup of coffee.

Sharon McMann’s husband, Tom, received the call from the FBI on his cell phone while he was staying at his friend’s townhouse. He explained what was going on and got dressed for the trip to Fort Collins. He didn’t break the speed limit on his drive up, but he did call Sharon’s parents before he got to Fort Collins.
When he arrived at the hospital, he was directed to the emergency area, and met by a nurse when he entered the area. She told him his wife was asleep and probably would be for another hour or so, but she was in good condition, good health, and no apparent signs of abuse. As far as they could determine, there should be no long term detrimental physical effects. They would have to wait to see if there were any mental problems.
After the way the nurse had described Sharon, he expected to walk in and see her the way she was six months earlier. He entered the room by himself and stood just inside the door not approaching the bed. From across the room, the woman in the bed did not look like Sharon. This woman had a full round face, and long dull brown hair which looked greasy. He approached the bed slowly as if this strange woman might awaken and scream when she saw a stranger in her room.
Standing by her side, he stared at her face. The nurse had said she was in good condition, healthy, not abused physically. This woman had a scar over one eye and she looked as though she had never been in the sun. He realized this was Sharon, and he almost laughed. Then he did laugh. He thought, when Mitch and Sarah see her they’ll freak out. Their princess had turned into a troll. He laughed again and turned to find a chair so he could wait for them to come busting in like they were the only people in this hospital.

CHAPTER 55

Wednesday of Week Four
After only six hours of sleep at two different times and all the strain of Monday night, Jake slept eleven hours Tuesday night. His first night in the shop was very pleasant, and after he had poured himself a cup of coffee, he went for a walk in the woods behind the shop. The spring air coming down from the mountains was clean, cool, and fresh. He leaned against a tree, peered into the woods and became lost in his thoughts of the last year. When he came back to reality, he sipped his coffee which was cold so he dumped it out and returned to the shop. Before going into the shop, he surveyed the destroyed house and shook his head. It was amazing what a dozer could do in such a short time. He poured another cup of coffee and walked around the destroyed house making mental notes on areas that needed to be further destroyed. He wanted to make sure nothing would be reusable or identifiable.
After a hearty breakfast, he picked one of his TracFones and made five international calls to ensure the transfers had been completed as reported, and they had. He spent the rest of the morning getting ready for the industrial dumpsters to start arriving at eleven. He had put up two signs to help direct the drivers to the right site. The first dumpster was only a few minutes late and the driver got out and wanted to talk. Jake cut him short and got on the front end loader, which was already running, and he started loading the dumpster. He had the dumpster full in thirty minutes and again the driver wanted to talk. Jake got rid of him by telling him he had to make a call and walked away. Dumpsters arrived every hour until five. The last dumpster pulled out without the load being as full as Jake had made the other loads, but everything he had wanted gone was gone. He killed the front end loader and studied the cleared area. There was no evidence that there had ever been a house on this land. He had to dress the area to get ready for the doublewide to be delivered the next day.

As he completed the leveling of the house area, the sun was disappearing behind the mountains. He showered and drove to one of his favorite diners on Highway 36. When he returned, he watched the news and saw the ladies.
Mildred was with her husband and daughters. She not only looked great, but she was very articulate and in control. Jake knew she had had to go shopping as soon as she got home, if not before. Her old clothes would not fit. Her family was all smiles. Tajal and the doctor were very formal and business-like; it was very evident they had not wanted to be interviewed. Carol and Frank Beechman were interviewed in their back yard by the pool. Carol also had been shopping, and she was glowing like a school girl who had just been told she was the homecoming queen. Frank, the politician, did all the talking and most of it was about him, but anyone with eyes could tell she was the star. The TV people interviewed Sharon’s father as her mother stood by silently. Sharon was not filmed.

As planned, Barry and Margetta Epperson departed Wednesday morning for Argentina. The previous week, Barry had completed the sale of his business to his employees. For the next six years, he would be paid five million dollars a year and he would be on the board of directors as President of the board for a salary of one dollar a year.

The FBI had interviewed the women when they recovered at the hospital in Fort Collins and again at their homes the following day. The contents of the duffel bag had gone to the lab and nothing of interest had been uncovered in the two days. They felt like they were no closer than they had been a week earlier. No one had come forward saying they had seen the van, the license plate was a dead end, and there were no fingerprints on the contents of the duffel bag nor were there any possible DNA samples. The women had all seen the same thing and the only new lead was a tattoo on the right inside arm which was a heart with June or Jane across it.
Even though Carol Beechman was the only captive to see his face when she answered the door, they all agreed the composite pictures should have been dead on, but no one could place him in their lives. It was apparent he worked six days a week, and Sunday was his day off, rarely was he gone on Sunday. He had never entered into a lengthy conversation with any of the ladies, so they knew nothing of his past, his education, his interest, etc. The only smell any of them could remember was grease, like from a car or truck, but that wasn’t an everyday thing. They had never seen a second person until Tajal saw the man getting in the van the night they were dumped at the creek.

CHAPTER 56

Thursday morning the doublewide and the setup crew arrived to start their work. The plumber and electrician would be with them Friday to complete the setup. The equipment rental company also showed up to pick up the dozer and the front end loader. Jake saddled his horse and took a ride into the mountains, returning late in the afternoon just before the crew left. He walked through the doublewide and everything looked like it was coming together.

After spending the weekend working on little things around the doublewide, Monday, he drove to Wyoming to dump the van. He stopped at his rented mail box, and just as the lady had said, the registration for the van was there. On the internet he had found a couple of car dealerships in Cheyenne who bought cars, so he selected one on a road he was familiar with. After selling the van, he took a bus back to Colorado and was home before the evening news.
There was a small piece on the kidnapped women but none of them was shown on the news program. On Tuesday, a landscape company spent the day installing an irrigation system, sod, and plants. With the sprinkler system programmed, the following day Jake loaded some items in his jeep, hooked up the horse trailer, loaded his horse and equipment, and set out for his ranch in Cherokee County. The three hour drive was a pleasant change, and he found himself looking forward to getting away from the Denver area. He had called Pat Garrett, his ranch foreman, and told him he was coming in for a couple of days.

Pat had been his ranch manager for the past ten years and had come from a ranch in Kaycee, Wyoming. He was single until a year ago when he married the widow Whitehouse. After becoming married, Pat’s life changed drastically; he now weighed twenty-five pounds more than he ever had, he bathed daily, and changed clothes daily. He complained that his horse no longer knew him and the cows were uneasy around him. Jake pulled into the old home place, and Pat’s horse was tied to the fence. They sat on the front porch and talked for an hour before Pat rode off on his horse.

Jake returned to the Denver area Friday and met with a realtor who would manage renting the doublewide for Sunrise Properties, LLC. He packed up the remainder of his things and was back in Cherokee County Saturday night. Pat’s new wife dropped him off at the Denver airport Monday, and he was in the Cayman Islands Monday night. He had spent the entire flight time recalling moments from the past six months. Exactly two weeks had passed since he had taken the ladies to Horsepasture Creek. He missed them.
CHAPTER 57

Ten months later, Frank Beechman was the winner of his party’s primary for the U.S. Senate, and the general consensus of the state newspapers and news channels was he was a shoe-in to win. The election was set for November 4 and in October Beechman was leading in all the polls by a comfortable twenty points.

Barry and Margetta Epperson had returned from Argentina in the spring so they could settle in their new house, and Barry needed to attend a board meeting. They planned to spend the spring there, but return to Argentina before it got too hot. Barry would return to Denver in October for a board meeting, but they had no plans to spend any time in Colorado in the winter months.

Jake had spent eleven months in the Caymans and returned for the planting of the sunflower crop in May. While in town at the grocery store shortly after he returned, he was approaching the checkout when a woman stopped him and asked, “Are you Jake Littleton?”

Jake looked at her with a blank stare because he had no idea who she was, he replied, “Yes.”

“You don’t recognize me do you? We went to school together, I’m Gloria McCall, well Jefferson now, but I’m divorced. What a great tan. Where have you been?”

Jake looked at her and the two children clutching to her; this was the girl he had asked to go to the Junior Senior Prom and she had turned him down very publicly. He would have never guessed who she was.
“I’ve just been doing some traveling. Seeing your orange juice reminds me I forgot to get some.” With that said, he left his cart and quickly walked off toward the rear of the store.
After confirming she wasn’t in the checkout area or front of the store, he returned to his cart and entered the checkout stand. The young checkout lady greeted him and asked if he had found everything.
After a short period, she said without looking up, “I thought she had you trapped that was quick thinking about the orange juice.”
She never looked up and continued to check out the groceries. She was probably five years younger than Jake, long straight black hair, dark eyes, cocoa skin, and no ring. She then said, “I haven’t seen you here before.”

He responded, “I’ve been away for a few years, but I’m back to stay for a while. Are you new here?”

“My family and I have been here about five years.”

He asked, “Where do you live?”

“My father and mother work on the Wilson Ranch and we live there.”

He moved his head to look at her name tag and said, “Renee, it’s nice to have met you, and I look forward to seeing you again.” At that point, she stopped checking out his groceries and looked him in the eyes and smiled.

As he left the store he could hardly contain himself, he was ready to go through the checkout stand again right then. He had flashbacks of how his father and mother had looked into each others eyes. Uncle Bob had said it will happen when you least expect it, but you will know it.

CHAPTER 58

It was the second week in September, five months after Jake had returned to Cherokee County from the Cayman Islands, and fifteen months since the women had left his life. It was time for the calves to be separated from their mothers and taken to the sale barn. There was a knock at the front door of the farmhouse and standing on the front porch was a man and a woman who looked like some folks from the church. The woman introduced herself and the man, as they showed their FBI identification cards.
Jane Black asked, “Is this the home of Jake Littleton?”

“Yes.”

“And who are you.”

“My name is Renee Vasquez.”

“Is Mr. Littleton here?”

“Yes, he’s in the barn getting ready for the roundup.”

“Is he by himself?”

“Yes. What’s this about?”

“Do you know if he’s armed?”

With a frown on her face Renee said, “If you’re asking if he has a gun, the answer is no.”

“Could you show us to the barn?”

They walked through the living room, the dining room, and out the kitchen door onto a screened back porch, before they started across the yard to the barn. The barn was a good two hundred yards from the house. It was huge, and the ground floor had two large doors which were open. They could see through the barn where a truck was parked outside. Someone was loading things into a trailer that was hooked to the truck.
They were about halfway there when the figure turned to go back into the barn. He could see the three people approaching. The figure walked into the barn and disappeared. Both agents walking behind Renee saw this, and they both put their hands on their guns, their senses becoming more alert. A few moments later, Jake walked back into the center of the barn and started walking toward the approaching people. They could see he had a bottle of water and he was turning it up as if he hadn’t had a drink in quite awhile.

When he was about ten steps away from the three, Jake pointed his finger at Joe Cannon and said, “You’re the FBI guy. You’re about six weeks early for hunting season.” He walked to Joe and shook his hand.

Joe responded, “Yeah, I know, but we’re here to talk to you about something other than hunting.” He introduced Jane and made sure Jake understood she was the agent-in-charge of the kidnapping case of the four women. He asked Jake if they could speak with him alone.
Looking at Renee he said, “Renee and I have known each other for five months, and we’ve decided to live together for the last six weeks. I have nothing to hide from her, so she’ll be sitting in on any discussions we have. You want to talk in the house or the barn?”

When they got to the house, all four of them sat at the dining room table with fresh lemonade Renee had just made. Jane started by reminding him about the interview Joe had conducted at Bellman’s. Then she asked him if he had ever owned a van. He replied he had for about a year, but he sold it. At that point, she started telling him about how they had learned about him owning a van.

“An investigator for the Wyoming Highway Patrol bought a van in Cheyenne for his son to use for his business, but the business never happened, so he decided to use it on a little ranch he owned. He started working on the van and noticed it had unusual mounting holes in the cargo area. He also noticed it had been painted gray and then dark blue. Being an investigator, he was aware of the van we were looking for in connection with a kidnapping. He did some research and found you were the owner, and the van was registered in Wyoming but had never been registered in Colorado. He contacted us.” Jane paused waiting for a reply, but Jake just stared at her.
“Mr. Littleton, what can you tell us about the van? Why was it never registered in Colorado?”
Jake went into great length to tell them about buying the van, working on it including painting it, and most of all why he bought it in the first place. He had wanted a van to pull his horse trailer and the van’s cargo space was just right for hauling all his camping and riding equipment along with a few bales of hay for his horse. Other trail riders had given him the idea. What they didn’t tell him was to buy the heavier van, not the half ton van.
After the explanation, which wasn’t particularly bought by the two FBI agents, Jane asked him if he had any tattoos. He replied no. She rephrased her question, and asked if he had ever had any tattoos. He replied no again. She asked him if he would mind rolling up his right shirt sleeve. Jake held out his arm outside up and started rolling up his sleeve slowly, when he had his sleeve rolled above his elbow, no tattoo. Jane asked him to show them the inside of his arm, and he slowly turned over his arm. There was no tattoo and no sign that a tattoo had ever been on his arm. It was difficult for Jane not to show her disappointment.

Joe asked him if he had a hand gun or had ever owned a hand gun. Jake replied, “No, but I have two shotguns and a rifle.” Joe asked him to show him the shotguns but not to touch them just show him where they were. They were in the kitchen pantry and upstairs bedroom just as Jake had said.

When Jake and Joe had left the table, Jane tried to start a conversation with Renee, but Renee rose from the table and told Jane where the bathroom was, and she left the room. The men returned and they continued at the dining room table for another forty-five minutes. Renee rejoined them but never spoke.
They quizzed him about his property north of Evergreen and he responded, “That may turn out to be the best investment I ever made. I bought it shortly after I moved back, and I enjoyed the location with having a horse and the mountains in my backyard. When I decided I’d had enough of the Denver area, a realtor told me I would get nothing for renting the house because it was in such bad condition. They wanted me to sell it to them so they could sit on it for a few years and make a ton of money. The way country land is being developed in the area, that place will make me ten times what I paid for it, and it’ll do it in just a few years. I bought the doublewide to put on it so I’d have rentable property. Someone needs to be on the property so people don’t come in and abuse my land. If I had good people renting and they got put in a position where they couldn’t pay, I’d probably let them live there free just as sort of a security for the land.”
Jane started to ask a question about Jake’s money and the business but she was cut short. “If you have any questions about the ranch business or my finances, we’ll do that without Renee. Renee and I have not talked about those things, and frankly, they don’t have any place in our life at this time.”

As Jake and the two agents walked to the barn to talk about Jake’s net worth and the business, he explained to them no one in Cherokee County knew anything about the settlement he had received from the accident. No one in the county had any idea about his net worth since the majority of his banking was done in the Caymans and his taxes were done there also.
He did not want his financial position to be known in the county. They assured him they had no plans to make his finances available to anyone, but they did want to know how he had grown his net worth so much over the past two years.
He replied, “I’ve been blessed with a very good ranch manager, good weather, a smart financial banker and advisor, and some smart CPAs. Let me answer your question with a question. What is seven percent annually on seven million dollars?”
Jane and Joe just looked at each other and Joe said, “I give up. What?”

“Ten thousand dollars short of half a million dollars.” Jake let the figure settle into their brains. “It’s not hard to make money when you have money. The most difficult task I have found is protecting it from people and governments who want it.”
The agents left shortly after they had reached the barn. They knew they could not get much financial information from Jake, and they had no leverage to freeze his accounts since the accounts were offshore. What they didn’t know was they were looking at only half of Jake’s assets. Another seven million dollars was sitting in five bank accounts in obscure banks around the world.

Jake and Renee were using Jake’s bedroom and had refurnished and rearranged it. The bed was now beside the window. The window was open, and the night breeze gently moved the lace curtains in and out of the moonlight. Renee lay on her right side looking out the window as Jake snuggled in behind her looking at the same moon.
Renee said, “Those FBI people were scary Jake. Do we have anything to fear?”

“Only a fool wouldn’t see the FBI as scary, but we have nothing to fear Renee.” He leaned over and kissed her on the cheek before she rolled into him and found his lips with hers.
CHAPTER 59

Saturday morning in mid October a Fed Ex truck pulled into the ranch driveway and left a letter package addressed to Jake. The package had to be signed for, so Renee signed the Fed Ex register as Renee Littleton since it was addressed to Jake, but she certainly would not take the liberty of opening his mail. He arrived before dark from a day of rounding up calves. After he had showered and changed for dinner and a relaxing evening, Renee showed him the Fed Ex package. He removed the letter and it read:

Jake,
Glad to hear you’re doing great. Argentina is a great place to miss Colorado winters and a great place to honeymoon. Monday, October 18, The End, watch the news. Thanks for everything. You know how to get me, Mi Sueno Ranch.

Don’t forget—shred, burn, or better yet both!

A Friend
Attached to the letter were two first class airline tickets to Buenos Aires with open dates, names on the tickets were Jake Littleton and Renee Vasquez.

Jake smiled and thought to himself, Barry hasn’t changed. I bet he knows what we had for dinner last night.  He shredded the letter and locked up the tickets.
Barry Epperson had flown to Colorado the second week of October without Margetta, she didn’t like the colder weather. It was spring in Argentina. Barry was coming in for the fall board meeting, as far as anyone knew. He had come in on Thursday and had met with Thomas Moore, his PI friend, Friday night at his home. They visited briefly before loading fourteen Federal Express boxes into Barry’s rental car.
Before Barry left he handed Thomas a box and said, “Tom, thank you so much for all you’ve done for me and my family. Thank you for hanging with me in the early days when I couldn’t properly pay you. You and your family are always welcome at Mi Sueno Ranch in Argentina. If that isn’t enough, you better let me know.” He turned, got in his car, and drove off. Thomas would find a quarter of a million dollars in cash in the box, no invoices, and no receipts.

Saturday morning, Barry called Frank Beechman at his home and presented himself as Pat Goodwin, an assistant to Martin Merryweather, a wheeler-dealer in the National Party in Washington. He requested Mr. Beechman join Mr. Merryweather at Nick’s that evening at nine, and no one was to know about the meeting. They would get enough attention and exposure when they were seen together, so please keep it quiet. Beechman bought it.

That afternoon, Barry took the fourteen Fed Ex boxes to the distribution center in Denver. They weighted five pounds each and were all addressed and properly marked for delivery before ten a.m. Monday. Getting them in Saturday would allow sufficient time for the East Coast addressees to get delivery about the same time as Denver and Colorado addressees. Barry had prepared the mailing list for Thomas, and Thomas had put the boxes together. Barry had double checked the addressees:

Carol Beechman
One for each of Frank Beechman’s law partners
Chairman Colorado Democratic Party

Chairman Colorado Republican Party

President of Colorado Bar Association

Editor Denver Post

Editor New York Times

Editor Washington Post

News Director Fox News, New York City

One for each of the four Denver TV stations

Barry had called Nick’s for a reservation for Beechman and called later for a reservation for himself. Barry knew which table would be reserved for Beechman, so he generously tipped the hostess to sit him exactly where he wanted. He would be one row of tables over from Beechman, but he would be looking him directly in the eye. Barry was in place by eight thirty and was enjoying his steak when Beechman was seated. In five minutes, a letter would be delivered to the hostess by a young man in a very nice suit, and he would ask for it to be delivered to a Mr. Beechman immediately, and he would leave.

The hostess brought the letter to Beechman as he was starting his drink. He accepted it, looked around, but no one was paying any attention to him. He opened the envelope and pulled out one sheet of paper:

Frank,

Twenty-five years ago you defiled the good name of my deceased wife while you were screwing the judge!!!
REVENGE 

has

NO STATUTE OF LIMITATIONS
Epilogue

Tom and Sharon McMann

Tom McMann didn’t drink coffee so he was content to sit in Sharon’s hospital room and wait for her parents to arrive. He had not called them about Sharon being found until he was almost in the hospital parking lot. They would be about fifty minutes behind him, and he wanted some time with Sharon before they showed up. He was surprised to find her in a deep sleep which would last a couple of more hours, but he was shocked at her physical appearance. After he finally accepted the woman lying in the bed was Sharon, he almost laughed out loud. He sat and waited for Mitch and Sarah Gardner.

Two months earlier, and to no one’s knowledge, except the FBI, Tom had moved out of their house in Evergreen and had moved in with David Poletti. He moved his woodworking equipment to a vacant store two blocks from Politti’s. Most days he walked to work.

Since he worked for his father-in-law, Mitch Gardner, he had ready access to him but did not work in the same office complex. Being a privileged employee, Tom received a salary and a commission percentage when he sold a property. Shortly after Sharon was kidnapped, Tom approached Mr. Gardner about financial help with the house since Sharon’s income was gone. Since it was Mitch and Sharon’s house, he agreed to make the house payments, and Tom talked him into paying the utilities also.
After Tom moved out of the house, his attendance at the office became less and less. It wasn’t questioned because he was the son-in-law and his wife had been kidnapped. As he sat and waited for the Gardner’s to arrive, he knew he would never be returning to that life.

He rose from his chair and walked to the stand beside the bed and poured himself a cup of water. He stared at the woman in the bed, covered to her neck. Tom felt pathetic that he had no feelings for the woman. He tried to remember pleasant times in their past, but they had been so overshadowed by their recent life; he couldn’t recall a single one.

Time seemed to pass slowly as he sat in the chair waiting until the door burst open and the Gardner’s entered. Tom was so shocked at their entrance he dropped his cup of water as he leaped from the chair. Neither of the Gardner’s acknowledged him as they ran to Sharon’s bedside. The shock on their faces was worth the wait. He stood in the background as they moaned and chattered to each other. As they quickly searched the room for medical personnel, they both saw Tom but neither acknowledged him.

Without picking up the cup on the floor, and without saying a word, Tom quietly stepped from the room, knowing he would never see those three people again.

When Sharon was released from the hospital Tuesday afternoon, Mitch and Sarah wanted to fly her to a clinic in Denver, but Sharon would have nothing to do with it. She asked if Tom had been notified and was told he had been there when they arrived. Tom’s name was never brought up again. Four months later their divorce was final. They had never had to meet or discuss terms. Two attorneys hired by Mitch Gardner, one for Sharon and one for Tom, pushed the paperwork through the system with no personal appearances required. It was a privilege for the privileged.

Sharon stayed with the Gardner’s and never granted any interviews other than the FBI. With no one else in the room, she shared with the FBI what had happened while in captivity. She made sure they understood what she was telling them was confidential and it could get ugly if any of it were to be made public knowledge.
For six months, Sharon McMann never left the Gardner estate. She worked diligently to recover her health and the body she wanted. Spending more than six hours a day conditioning the body can produce some amazing results. A hair dresser came to the Gardner’s for Sharon. The long blonde hair she had had since she was three years old was gone. Her hair was a nice auburn brown and cut just below her ears.

Sharon never shared with her parents about her time in captivity. She was not ashamed of anything she had done while in captivity, yet parts of it held her captive. Some nights, she would get out of bed and lay on the cool tile floor as her mind took her back to lying on the bare plywood floor in total darkness for over twenty hours. She recalled the pain of her broken or bruised ribs, the fright of feeling she couldn’t take a deep breath, and the throb of a splitting headache. She conquered it then, but she had to overcome it now.
Sharon hadn’t been home long before she asked about the one million dollars donated to the Navajo Tribal Hospital. Her mother told her the donation had been made in her and Tom’s name, but they had used the Gardner’s address. After the donation was made, many letters and other correspondence had been received. Sharon asked to see them so Sarah gave her the mail. Sharon read each piece and started reading information on the internet about the Navajo Nation. She ordered and received various books about the Navajo Nation today and their history.

The women had been rescued the last week of April, and other than the FBI, Sharon had spoken to no one other than Mitch, Sarah, and her hairdresser. Calls from friends and the other kidnapped women were answered by Sarah who relayed the message that Sharon would call them back at sometime in the future. Mitch arrived home the first of November and was informed by Sarah and Sharon they would be taking a trip for the next week or so. They were driving to Arizona to visit the Navajo Nation.

Two weeks after they left, Sarah informed Mitch they would be staying until after Thanksgiving and returning around the first of December. When they returned, Sharon announced to Mitch she had purchased a house in Arizona and would be working with a Navajo youth program.
Willard and Mildred Talmore

Willard Talmore left his wife’s hospital room with a grin which was too large to represent the severity of the moment. He asked about the cafeteria and started in that direction. His euphoric state made him feel as though he was floating instead of walking, and he smiled and spoke to everyone he met. Willard wasn’t a breakfast eater, but he had pancakes, eggs, sausage, and bacon.

Mildred and Willard arrived at home unceremoniously in the afternoon after school was out. Mrs. Williams had looked after the girls, and hugged Mildred when she arrived. Mildred was elated to see the girls, and was shocked at how much they had grown from where they were in her mind. The girls were shocked at how their mother looked. They had never seen the woman their father had married. After the tears and hugs, the girls caught her up on what they’d been doing the last six months.

Willingly, Willard stayed home with Mildred as she acclimated. The first days were filled with FBI interviews, and reporters trying unsuccessfully to get a piece of Mildred’s time. She rode with Willard as he delivered and picked up the girls. At her request, Willard took her to the nail and hair salon, Bellman’s Whole Food and Market, and shopping for clothes which fit. The time they spent together was special and could be acknowledged with a look without ever having a word spoken.

The girls realized this new person was not like their old mother. It was no longer acceptable to have clothes on the floor, cluttered table tops, and an unmade bed. Each one of the girls was given an alarm clock radio, and it was up to them to be ready for a ride to school which left at seven thirty. Missing school was unacceptable. If school was missed, soccer would be missed, not practice—the game.
The second day being home, Willard dropped the girls at home after school and returned with a sack full of burgers. The aroma of the burgers preceded him through the house. With a huge smile, he set the sack of burgers on the counter. Mildred stepped to him, hugged him dearly, kissed him on the lips, smiled at him, and then hugged him again as she told him she loved him and asked him to throw the sack in the outside trash can. Fast food was no longer an acceptable part of the Talmore’s menu.
At the end of two weeks of being together, neither Mildred nor Willard realized she had never been alone after she awoke in the Fort Collins Hospital. Someone, mostly Willard, had been with her every minute. At the beginning of the third week when Willard left for work and to deliver the girls, Mildred was alone. She stood at the front window long after they had driven out of sight. She had not prepared herself for this moment. Mildred knew she was not in the 10 X 10 plywood box which looked like the inside of a cardboard box, but she was alone and realized this was a new hurdle she would have to conquer.

Mildred knew she had been given a second chance for whatever reason. She not only looked fifteen years younger, she was the Mildred of fifteen years prior. Willard loved that person then enough to marry her, and he had proven over the past two weeks those same feelings were still there.
Over the next weeks, she talked with Tajal, long distance, and Carol. She and Carol met for coffee and they spent two hours helping each other. All of the women had secrets about their captivity which would never be shared, even among themselves.
Mildred granted some reporters time, but never more than two at a time. She was very guarded about the privacy of the ladies and herself. Mildred demonstrated she was confident and articulate. Her new best friend was Willard’s boss’ wife, Linda Dumis. Linda and Mildred conspired to propose to Rocky Mountain High Investments management that employees should be allowed and encouraged to participate in some form of community effort weekly. They focused on spouses leaving early at least once a week to take part in their children’s activities. With a lot of influence from Linda, the proposal was accepted by Charles Dumis, the President and CEO of the company, and subsequently, the company received some good press about the policy.

Mildred was approached by an agent and eventually became a spokesperson for Lean Cuisine. Subway also wanted her, but she did not have time because she had become an advocate for healthy lunches for school kids.

When Mildred prayed, she always thanked the Lord for her wake up call, but never acknowledged what the wake up call was.

Dr. Noor and Tajal Rahami

Noor entered the hospital room and was out of control immediately. Tajal was awake and Noor could not keep his hands off of her face while he continuously kissed her from her neck to the top of her head. Tajal was embarrassed about his lack of control.

Noor sat through the interviews with the FBI, and just shook his head at what he had heard. As they drove from Fort Collin’s Tuesday afternoon, Noor was contacted by the surgery scheduling administrator concerning his surgery scheduled for Wednesday. Noor told him to contact his assistant and inform her she would be conducting the surgery and he would not be there. He called his secretary and informed him he would be out for the next two months. The secretary was to cancel the doctor’s surgeries, lectures, conferences, and conventions for the next two months. He could be contacted through his assistant only.

The day after being rescued at Horsepasture Creek, Tajal was interviewed by the FBI for the third time. Noor had hired a security firm to keep reporters from their property so Tajal met with no reporters. The following morning, Thursday, Noor and Tajal departed from the Denver airport. Before dark, they were sitting on a balcony overlooking a white sand beach as the sun sunk into the Pacific Ocean west of the Hawaii Islands. An associate of Dr. Rahami owned a pineapple plantation on one of the smaller islands, and they would be staying for four or five weeks. If the FBI needed Tajal, they knew where she was, but no one else knew. Tajal seemed to have stepped back into her life as if nothing had ever happened, but she knew otherwise. Sometimes she wondered if being raised an orphan and not having the paternal connection had hardened her heart and built a wall around her soul.

They returned to Evergreen after six weeks, and Noor returned to his schedule two weeks later. Tajal loved, respected, and liked Noor dearly, but she was ready to pursue the questions which burned within her. She felt she knew the kidnapper and needed to satisfy herself. Instead of the FBI doing the interviewing, Tajal spent hours with Jane Black and Joe Cannon reviewing every detail of the case. Tajal was convinced she had been in the presence of the kidnapper before he showed up at the Beechman’s. The second person she saw the night they were released, complicated her feeling about the kidnapper.

Tajal had observed something about the kidnapper the night he served them late and had his hands and arms exposed. She had focused on his left wrist, which was closest to her, before she saw the tattoo. She hadn’t shared her experience with the FBI nor had she shared it with the other women, and neither the FBI nor her friends had mentioned it. She spent hours visiting stores where she traded, talking to the pool people, talking to two landscape companies, and she felt she was no closer than she had been in the beginning. Even with no leads or prospects, she vowed to continue her search knowing their paths would cross in the future.

During the ladies captivity, the kidnapper had provided them with journals for their so called personal use, and told them they would be provided to them when they were freed. No one believed he would do it. Mildred had filled three journals, and Tajal had filled four. Carol never wrote in hers, and Sharon was never offered one. The FBI returned the originals to the ladies after they had processed them through their lab and made copies.

Three months after their release, Mildred and Tajal met to discuss their journals. Up front, they agreed no one would ever see their individual journals, and they would never ask to see each other’s. They met off and on for the next nine months, shared their memories, their thoughts, their reactions, and their thoughts about the kidnapper. One of Tajal’s accounting customers, Floy Brown, owned a very successful independent book store in Boulder. Mildred and Tajal discussed with her the notes and history they had compiled about their captivity. She suggested they contact a new writer in Texas who focused on details and psychological effects. She gave them contact information for Whit Gentry. [When you catch your breath from laughing, read on, it ain’t over yet!!]

Frank and Carol Beechman

Shortly after Carol Beechman awoke, her thirty year old son arrived. He had been contacted by one of Frank’s partners, who told him his dad was out of the country, his mother had been rescued, and they were trying to contact his father. Carol was not surprised by his absence. On their drive to Evergreen in the afternoon, her son received a call from Frank who announced he would be home in a few hours.

To say Frank was astonished with his wife’s appearance would be an understatement. She never asked for an explanation of his absence or where he had been. The next day, she made each of the appointments she had made while driving from Fort Collins. She drove off the next morning with nothing said other than she had appointments and was not sure when she would be back.
Carol enjoyed her first day of freedom and basked in the attention shown by all. She received special attention at the hair salon, the nail salon, the spa, and the stores where she bought her new wardrobe. When she walked out of the last boutique, no one would have recognized her from the photos used in the papers at the time of the kidnapping.

When she arrived at home, Frank wanted a detailed accounting for her day, but he was told where he could stick it. He tried to impress on her the FBI was upset because she was not available for their interview and couldn’t be reached by cell phone. She informed him she had no cell phone but would be getting one when she had the time to select one. Frank was totally amazed his fifty-two year old wife did not look a day over forty, and with her day out she looked simply delicious. He asked her if he could fix her a drink, but she declined the offer.

In the following days and weeks, the Beechmans gave many interviews inside their home and beside the pool. Carol always looked like what the homecoming queen was to look like twenty years after graduation. Her smile and appearance were infectious. Frank saw this opportunity as a platform for him to become better known by the Colorado electorate, and he did most of the talking which frustrated the reporters. When Frank returned to work, Carol was swamped with calls for interviews and appearances. She ended up making appearances on all the major network morning shows in New York City and created a huge following.
Carol continued to meet occasionally with Mildred and Tajal. There was never talk about resuming the biweekly mahjong games. Carol, like Mildred, had joined a gym and enjoyed working out twice a week. She didn’t sign up for the Latin Zumba Dancing or the Brazilian Butt Lift Exercise Class. Tajal had introduced her to yoga while they were in captivity, so she enjoyed the yoga classes and swimming exercises.

In the early weeks of captivity, Carol had thought often about her stash of vodka in the utility room closet. She knew two and a half bottles awaited her. When she returned home, she was shocked to find ten and a half bottles, was someone trying to insure she returned to her old self? She sent the ten and a half bottles of vodka to the Evergreen sewer plant, and placed the eleven empty bottles back in the cabinet. She thought, that should send a message about who was in charge!
With her new body and confidence, Frank’s interest in her had been rekindled. She enjoyed the fact she could get him twitterpated and salivating. With what she called her new packaging from Victoria’s Secret, she would provide him with glimpses and then demonstrate who was really in charge.

Frank won his primary election and the party’s nomination as expected. He saw Carol as a huge asset for him with the women voters, and he used her as dressing as much as possible. She toured across the state with him and occasionally held rallies by herself with the help of Frank’s aides. Frank was a hands down favorite with more than a twenty point lead over his opponent. As Carol became more comfortable with the crowds and reporters, she became more independent about sharing her personal views. The first time it occurred, she was sternly rebuked by the campaign managers and Frank. After subsequent performances, she was restricted from access to the crowds and reporters.

The new Carol could only take so much domination. She became very public about her views and how it differed from her husband’s. The Beechman campaign put a positive spin on it by Frank saying every voter has a right to an opinion. Frank was against abortion, and Carol was very vocal about women having control of their own bodies. No government should have the right to tell any women what to do with her body. The other major item where they differed was taxes. Frank supported no new taxes, and actually wanted taxes to be reduced. Carol’s position on taxes was to increase them and decrease them. She supported decreasing the taxes paid by middle Americans, who were the majority of taxpayers, but not the majority of tax dollars contributed. Carol also supported abolishment of tax loopholes for corporations and anyone making over half a million dollars a year, and put them all on a flat ten percent tax.

Even with Carol’s vocal differences to Frank’s platform, he maintained his twenty point lead. Election Day was Thursday, November 4. On Monday, October 18, seventeen days before the election, every local and several national news agencies received a package presenting the life of Frank Beechman for the past twenty-five years. The party didn’t wait for a call from Frank to withdraw, they were all over the news channels doing damage control and trying to determine how to cram a year’s worth of campaigning into seventeen days with a candidate they had not identified. This was a disaster!

By noon on that Monday, Carol had contacted CEG, a law firm in Chicago. CEG was known nationally as a notoriously successful firm in representing divorce cases nationwide. Carol had met Rosemary Cantrell, Jeanine Elizalde, and Karen Gilmour, who were CEG, while she was in Chicago to be on the Opie Wimpy Show.

It took three days of relentless pressure from within the state and nationally to announce the party’s new candidate. All Colorado stations and the national new outlets announced the new party candidate, Mrs. Carol Beechman. Fourteen days later, the citizens of Colorado spoke and were proud to send Carol Beechman to Washington to represent them.

Jane Black and Joe Cannon—Read the next story.

Jake Littleton and Renee Vasquez—Read the next story
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