Chapter 1
     Two men waited in their van outside the home of Robert and Julia Forrester snapping photos of Alan Hogan and his girlfriend, Cathy, as they got into their car and drove away.  The Forrester's wedding party ended an hour before and this couple was the last to leave.  Neither of the men knew anything about Robert Forrester, the former Robert Woods.                      
[bookmark: _GoBack]     Alan's company, Geek Mingle, went public a month earlier in New York. When a company is traded on the NYSE, the founders usually do well financially in a short amount of time, and Alan was no exception. 
     “And you’re sure that’s him?” Dawg, the bigger of the two men asked.
     “Yes, I’m sure," Barry answered.  "His picture's been in People Magazine, and the local rag for a month.  He and his girlfriend are newsworthy, except he never goes anywhere. The article I read about him said he doesn't like to attend social gatherings and parties where the rich and famous hangout. This gathering seems to be an exception. It must be a close friend who had a party."
     A patrol car came down the street and the two men ducked down and remained hidden. Dawg sat up first and gave the all clear.
     “That could be a good thing for us," Barry said.  If he's a homebody, and we now know where he lives, this job could be a piece of cake.”
     “How do you mean?” Dawg asked.
     “I’m sure he has a tight security system. A person who goes to work and stays home a lot has a routine they follow.  If we follow him as well the woman and map out their routine, we may be able to find a vulnerable time of day to grab one of them.  We can’t hurry this, Dawg.  Let’s get out of here and plan what to do next.”
     The two men drove down Tumbleweed Road that took them back to the main route towards Albuquerque. Barry, the brains of the two men, had a two-page rap sheet.  Extortion and bank fraud made the list of his most repeated offenses. He served ten months in a low-security prison in Arizona five years ago.  His small size kept him from committing violent crimes.  An ugly scar on his neck earned in a high school fight, told him he needed to stay away from any physical altercations and hire someone to do the dirty work.
     Dawg, Barry’s partner, was the muscle in their newly formed alliance.  He met Barry six months before in a bar and did a few small jobs with him, breaking into warehouses and selling whatever they could get their hands on. His high school football days ended ten years before and he was lost in the world of ‘what to do’. A life of crime paid the bills for now.  He went to his school reunion last year but had nothing to show his fellow classmates as far as any physical possessions.  Several of his close football teammates married school cheerleaders and now worked for their father-in-law's family business.  
     At six foot four, Dawg stood out in a crowd. His boyish looks could not disguise his inability to attract women. As soon as he opened his mouth and attempted to engage them in conversation, the game was over. 'Me Dawg, you Jane,' did not cut it with the modern woman in a bar crowd. 
     The two men drove past the address where Alan and his girlfriend lived. They'd followed Alan and Cathy to the Forrester house several hours before, after staking out their home. Metal gates and a surround security system made the property secure. The actual house, small in comparison to what other billionaires lived in, still portrayed to those passing by that the occupants lived well.  
     “Look at the security, Dawg." CCTV signs were posted on the gate telling anyone that the house is well protected. "We may not be able to get past that. Whatever we do, the grab needs to happen outside the gates.” 
     “You're right, Barry. We’ll need to document any routine Mr. Hogan or his girlfriend takes during the week. This isn't like breaking into a warehouse. The sentence is a lot higher for kidnapping but this gig could be our last job.  A couple of million for either one of them would be a lot of money for us.”
     “Yeah, but pocket change to them,” Barry said.
     Dawg glanced at his partner with a puzzled expression. “How do you mean?" 
     "When you're a billionaire, you have a thousand, million dollars. Take away two million and you still have 998 million left.” Barry knew how to count.
              “Well put," Dawg said. "Kind of like seeing a billionaire differently."
     “No shit. Let’s get back to the apartment. We’ve got some planning to do."
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