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 ONE 
 
    Sitting at the conference table, Steve wasn’t really paying much attention to the playful conversation that was going on between the rest of the team members, too deeply enmeshed in his own thoughts to listen to Denny picking on Eric. He caught enough of the banter to know that Denny was once again teasing Eric about the amount of coffee he was drinking, and even noticed Sam getting into the conversation, but Steve didn't really feel like joining in. 
 
    He looked over at Walter, who was busily watching some sort of scientific video on his tablet. “Denny is picking on Eric again,” he said. 
 
    Walter nodded without taking his eyes off the screen. “Eric’s okay,” he said. “He likes it when Denny’s teasing him.” 
 
    Steve looked back over to where Denny was laughing while the young genius seemed to be glaring at him. “Are you sure about that? Sometimes, I get the feeling Eric gets really fed up with him.” 
 
    Walter shook his head. “He likes it. He says Denny is the only one who didn’t treat him different, other than me.” 
 
    Steve pursed his lips and thought about it for a moment. Eric was still three months shy of his eighteenth birthday, and had joined the Windlass team a couple of months earlier. He originally came to them on loan from a mental institution he had been committed to. He was committed at the ripe old age of eleven years old, because of an IQ that was so high that it was almost unmeasurable, and because he had gotten involved with a hacking group that seemed to be a threat to national security.  Since then, he had demonstrated an incredible understanding of psychology and human behavior, and the institution had been renting out his talents, along with those of others under their care. 
 
    Not long after he had come to them, however, Sam and the team had become aware of just how badly the kids in that institution were being abused. That had resulted in an investigation that got the institution shut down, and young Eric had found himself placed under the guardianship of the Windlass investigators. He was already considered a full member of their team, and was undergoing counseling to help him adjust to being back out in the world. 
 
    They were waiting for Jenna Smalley, Sam’s secretary, to come in and brief them on the latest case they had been hired for, a cold case that had baffled everyone who had tried to solve it for years. A well-known church pastor had been murdered twenty-five years earlier, but the case had never been solved. As the quarter-century anniversary approached, local interest resurged in the case and the local business community had agreed to hire the Windlass team to try to finally close the case. 
 
    The door opened and Jenna stepped inside, walking directly to the monitor that was mounted on the wall. She opened the false cabinet that concealed it and turned to face them all as it powered on. 
 
    "So, what’s this all about, luv?" Denny asked, turning toward her and giving Eric a break. “All Sam will tell us is that we’re going to be dealing with a bloody nasty old murder.” 
 
    Jenna nodded. "I have to say he’s right. I’ve been going over the files we were sent all morning, and it’s a pretty rough case. The victim was the pastor of the local Baptist Church, and he was beaten so severely that his body was almost completely unrecognizable. This happened almost 25 years ago, and no one has ever been brought to justice for the murder."“Okay,” Darren said. “Give us the gist of it, then.” 
 
    Jenna pressed a button on the remote and a number of photos appeared on the screen. One of them showed the face of the murder victim, but the rest were crime scene photos. All of the team, despite having seen some pretty horrible things, gasped in shock.  
 
    “That’s pretty easy,” she said. “Twenty-five years ago, Pastor Martin Jensen, a fifty-two-year-old widower, didn’t show up at his church on a Sunday morning. Someone went to his house to check on him and this is what they found. He had been beaten to death, his head bashed in and almost every bone in his body broken. The coroner said it appeared that he had been beaten with a baseball bat, probably a metal one.” 
 
    “Bloody hell,” Denny said, and the rest of them echoed the sentiment. 
 
    She gave them a minute to digest what she had said, then continued, "Now, according to everything they have on this case, Pastor Jensen was last seen alive in front of his own home in a little suburban Boulder neighborhood on Saturday afternoon. A neighbor saw him unloading groceries and carrying them in, but after he took the last of them inside his home, he was never seen alive again. His body was found the next morning by a couple of ladies from the church who had come to see why he was late." 
 
    "The neighbor didn’t see anyone else going into the house?" Eric asked. 
 
    "No," Jenna said, turning to Eric. "The police asked that as well, because this was an older lady who was confined to a wheelchair and spent a lot of her time on her front porch, where she had a great view of his place." 
 
    Jade leaned back in her seat, linking her fingers together. "So he was killed in his home?" she asked.  
 
    "Yes," Jenna answered promptly. "He was beaten to death on the floor in his kitchen. No one in the area heard anything. The medical examiner said he died between six and seven p.m. that evening." 
 
    Eric shifted in his seat, clasping his hands on the table in front of him. "This kind of killing would indicate a significant amount of rage and animosity in the killer, but it’s also indicative of an anger that would be consistent with someone seeking revenge. Were there any kind of negative rumors about the victim at the time?" 
 
    “No. Pastor Jensen was one of the most loved and respected men in the community.” 
 
    “And yet, the killer displayed a level of anger that is consistent with that of a victim.” Eric narrowed his eyes. “He may have felt that the pastor had somehow wronged him. If so, I would suspect we’re looking for someone who was a member of the pastor’s congregation.” 
 
    "Okay, but you’re assuming it was a man?" Jade asked. "How do we know it wasn't a woman?" 
 
    "Women usually tend to go after revenge in other ways, and some kind of stalking would most likely be involved," Summer said. "There would be signs leading up to the attack, little indicators that something is going on: stealing things, vandalism, threats, that sort of thing." 
 
    "How do we know none of that happened?" Jade asked. "Maybe none of it was reported. The guy was a preacher, right? He may have decided that reporting such things would look bad." 
 
    Sam shook his head. "I wouldn’t think so,” he said. “Most clergymen are aware that people can have some pretty twisted motives for the things they do. If he was being threatened or stalked, I think he would’ve confided in someone. I’m sure the police interviewed everyone in the church. Did anybody have any ideas what might’ve happened?" 
 
    Jenna sat up in her swivel chair and tapped on her keyboard again. "Again, no. Pastor Jensen’s closest friend was one of the deacons, a man named Lonnie Willis. Mr. Willis, along with the rest of the congregation, said that they couldn’t imagine anyone having any sort of grudge against him. The murder was so brutal that it shocked the entire community, and more than five thousand people attended the funeral." 
 
    Summer sighed, shaking her head. "So it sounds like our killer probably believes he was getting vengeance against the pastor for something, and apparently something pretty horrific. He may have seen himself as some sort of hero, taking out someone he thought was somehow evil." 
 
    "Wait a half," Denny said, shaking his head. "If the killer thought this man was evil, surely he would try to tell someone. It’s hard to believe there weren’t some kind of tales going ’round about him." 
 
    "None have ever surfaced," Jenna said. "I ran a background check on Pastor Jensen and the only thing I found was a couple of warning tickets for speeding. He never even had to go to court, and no one ever publicly stated that they had any sort of problem with him." 
 
    They sat quietly as they looked at the files they’d been given, and Jenna fell silent. Only Steve, who hadn’t spoken throughout the briefing, didn’t bother to open the case file. Instead, he leaned back in his chair, deep in thought. He only came back to the moment when he heard someone slide into the empty chair beside him. He turned to see Eric sitting there, just watching him. 
 
    "You read through the whole thing already?" Steve asked, for lack of anything better to say. He nodded at the discarded files laying neatly closed in front of the chair Eric had been using. 
 
    "Yeah," Eric said shyly, ducking his head. "I couldn’t help but notice you've been pretty quiet since we got in here. Are you okay?" 
 
    Steve raised his eyebrows and leaned back, his face blank. "Why wouldn't I be?" he asked, trying to shut down any further questions. Eric shrugged and moved back to his own chair, and Steve went back to thinking. 
 
    Sam looked around at everyone. “Okay,” he said, “this is likely to be a tough one. The killer has gotten away with this for a quarter of a century, and we have basically nothing to go on at this point. I’m going to suggest we go on down to Boulder and start working the case as if it was brand new. Unfortunately, that means we’re going to have to go over the evidence that was recorded at the time, but I’m hoping our fresh eyes will find something they might have missed back then.” 
 
    “I remember this case,” Steve said suddenly. “I didn’t follow very closely because I was going through something of my own at the time, but it made headlines all over the state. A lot of people outside Boulder speculated that there may have been something about Jensen that never came to light. Something that might cause someone to hate him this badly.” 
 
    Sam looked at Steve for a second, then turned to his secretary again. "Jenna, call my wife and ask her to run some deep background checks on the pastor. I want to know everything we possibly can about him, up to the day he died. Something set the killer off and we need to try to figure out what that was." He glanced at his cell phone to check the time. “We need to get on the way to Boulder within the next hour. The detective in charge of the case is waiting for us.” 
 
    Jenna nodded her head. "No problem," she said, “I’ll call her right now.” She got up and left the room. 
 
    “Summer, Darren,” Sam said, “as soon as we get there, I want you to start contacting the surviving members of the congregation, see if any of them have anything to say that might shed light on the matter. It’s possible that, this many years after the event, they might tell you some things that were kept private at the time.” 
 
    “You got it,” Summer said. 
 
    Sam turned to Denny. “Denny, you and I will go to see Detective Franklin. He’s handling cold cases there, and his notes say that this one has always troubled him the most. Jade and Eric can go take a look at the pastor’s home. It was owned by the church and has been sitting empty ever since the murder, so it’s got a reputation for being a haunted house. It might give give us some sort of insight into who the man was, and that might help us figure out the motive for his killing.” 
 
    He turned to Steve and Walter. “After such a long time, the crime scene probably isn’t going to do us much good. Steve, any thoughts on what you guys could be doing?” 
 
    Steve looked at him for a second, then nodded. “We’ll tag along with Eric and Jade. You might be surprised what Walter could find, even after so many years.” 
 
    “All right,” Sam said. “We leave in thirty minutes.” 
 
    Each of them nodded in agreement and headed for their own cubicles, to begin preparing for the job they had been assigned. A half hour later, they climbed into four Windlass SUVs and headed toward Boulder. Sam and Denny were in the lead, followed by Steve and Walter, Summer and Darren, with Jade and Eric bringing up the rear. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 TWO 
 
    The drive to Boulder took just under an hour, and they arrived at the Boulder police station at just after lunchtime.  
 
    Detective James Franklin was waiting for them when they arrived and they were ushered into his office. Franklin was a tall man, bald on top with a gray fringe around the sides, but he unfolded himself from his chair like a much younger man.  
 
    “Mr. Prichard?” he asked, extending a hand toward Sam. “It’s good to meet you, sir. I’ve heard a lot about you the last few years.” 
 
    “Well, I could wish we were meeting under different circumstances,” Sam said. “There’s nothing like an old murder case to put a damper on meeting someone.” Sam looked Franklin over. “I understand you’ve been with the department since this case actually happened?” 
 
    Franklin nodded. “Yes,” he said, then puffed on a vape pen as he led them to a conference room that was available. “That was my rookie year. I’d only been on the force for about four months, but I was first officer on the scene. The neighbor called it in, said she heard screaming, so I got the call to go and check it out.” 
 
    “Can you tell us what you found?” Sam asked. He and Franklin were the first to sit down at the big round table, but the rest followed suit quickly. 
 
    “Man, I remember it like it was yesterday,” Franklin said. “I pulled up in front of the house and everything looked perfectly normal, so I got out and walked up to the door. I rang the doorbell, but didn’t hear anything, so I knocked a couple of times, but nobody came to answer. I started to leave, but then, I don’t know, call it a hunch—I decided to take a look through some windows. The living room windows were covered with curtains, so I moved over to the kitchen windows and looked inside, and that’s when I saw Jensen laying on the floor. There was blood all around him, so I went back over and kicked in the front door, and hurried inside to see if there was any hope.” He shook his head. “He was already dead. I felt for a pulse and didn’t find one, and I could tell he wasn’t breathing. I didn’t have a walkie back then, so I ran out to the car and called it in.” He took another puff on the vape pen, making a grimace. “And then I puked all over my shoes. That was the first dead body I had ever seen outside of a casket.” 
 
    “What was the determination on how long he had been dead by the time you found him?” 
 
    “The ME said he’d been dead about an hour to an hour and a half by the time he got there, maybe twenty minutes after me. The old woman who called in said she wished she had done it sooner. I guess Pastor Jensen was a pretty good neighbor. She said she was going to have to find somebody to mow her lawn, because he always did it for her.” He took another puff. 
 
    Sam pointed at the vape pen. “You recently give up smoking?” 
 
    Franklin looked at the unit in his hand and gave a sheepish grin. “Yeah, after thirty years. Not an easy habit to break, I can tell you that. This thing helps, but I still miss clamping a cigar in my teeth.” He took another puff, then looked at Sam again. “Anyway, yeah, I was the one who found Jensen. I remember that old lady cried pretty hard when I told her he was dead.” 
 
    “Yes, I gather he was pretty well liked. Did you ever come across anything that might have been motive?” 
 
    Franklin shook his head again. “Nothing more than a few rumors,” he said. “There were a few people who claim Jensen had some dark secrets, and it’s possible he might’ve been having some dalliances with a few of the ladies from his church. We never found out for sure, but, like I said, there were rumors.” 
 
    “That’s something we wanted to ask about,” Sam said. “Are there any of the church members still around from when he was preaching?” 
 
    “Oh, goodness, yes. Probably two-thirds of the congregation was fairly young people back then. Jensen, he was one of those preachers that appealed to the young folks. You know the kind I mean, had a guitar that he played while they were singing and he encouraged people to get up and dance in the aisles. I understand the pastor that came in after him wasn’t too pleased about it, but he didn’t last long. They got another one that did things Jensen’s way.” 
 
    A tall, older officer in uniform came in and set a box on the table. “This is the files you wanted, Jim,” he said, addressing Franklin. “Need anything else now?” 
 
    “Thanks, Charlie,” Franklin said. “I think that’s it for right now. Charlie, this is Mr. Prichard and his team from Windlass Security. Mr. Prichard, Charlie Turner. Charlie’s been on the force even longer than me.” 
 
    Turner extended a hand and Sam shook with him. “I’ve been on the force longer than anybody,” he said. “Everybody else is smart enough to retire, but not me. I just keep showing up and plugging away.” 
 
    Sam grinned. “Every department has somebody like you, Charlie. When I was a rookie, I used to spend all the time I could with the old timers. You learn more from them.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Turner said with a grin. “You learn how to suck up.” He tossed a wave in Franklin’s direction, looked Summer over appreciatively, then left the room. 
 
    Summer leaned forward. “Detective Franklin, you said there were rumors about Jensen and some of the ladies,” she said. “Did you happen to get any names?” 
 
    Franklin chuckled. “About forty of them,” he said, “but I personally doubt that it was true, at least for most of those. I think it was more a case of some of the ladies taking more than a little interest in the widowed pastor. After that, I think there was more fantasy and imagination than anything else.” 
 
    “Well, it’s still worth checking out,” Sam said. “Darren, you and Summer can handle interviewing the church members. Get whatever you can, and we’ll go from there.” 
 
    Franklin provided Summer and Darren with the names and phone numbers of church members from the relevant time period, and had marked off those who were still living in the area. There were about thirty of them, not counting the ones who had been children at the time of the murder. Then he showed them to another office where they could sit down and call each of the people, to schedule a time to come and visit with them. 
 
    “I understand,” Sam said when Franklin returned, “that Jensen’s house has been sitting empty all this time. Is that true?” 
 
    Franklin nodded once more. “Sure has,” he said. “The way I heard it, the church decided to leave it empty and bought a different house to use for the parsonage. Something about the bloodstains, from what I gathered.” 
 
    Sam turned to Steve. “Steve, I want you to take Walter out to Jensen’s house, see what he can pick up out there. Take Eric and Jade along with you. I want all of your opinions on the scene of the murder.” 
 
    “The place has been gone over a thousand times,” Franklin said, digging the keys out of his desk drawer. “I don’t know what you expect to find, but feel free to look.” 
 
    “That’s what we do,” Steve said. “And don’t be surprised if we find something. Walter has been known to find clues that were overlooked for years before he took a shot at it.” 
 
    Franklin shrugged. “Won’t break my heart if you do,” he said. “I hadn’t ever seen anything like that before, and it has haunted me ever since. I still have nightmares about it now and then.” 
 
    Steve motioned for the others to follow him and left, while Sam and Denny worked on setting up the evidence board, tacking up pictures of the victim and the crime scene from back when it happened. Denny was writing out descriptions under the pictures while Sam supplied him with the details for each one.  
 
    Sam started to give him the next bit of information, but his cell phone rang suddenly before he got the chance. He dug it out of his pocket and saw that it was his wife calling, then put it to his ear. "Indie," he said. “You got something?” 
 
    "Babe," Indie said quickly, "do you have me on speakerphone? I'm not sure if you want the others to hear this, so if I’m on speakerphone, I really think you should take me off of it." 
 
    "Indie," Sam said, "slow down. You're not on speakerphone. What have you got?" 
 
    Denny turned his head and looked at him curiously, but Sam ignored him. 
 
    "Well, I did what you said and ran a background check on the pastor, searching for something that could've set the killer off. I didn’t find much, and I’m sending you most of it by email, but there was one thing I thought I should tell you privately. Babe, I decided to take a look at other things that were happening around that time, to see if there might be any kind of connection, and I stumbled across something that—well, it shocked me." 
 
    "Okay, and what was it?" Sam asked when she paused. 
 
    "Well, Pastor Jensen had only moved to Boulder about a year before he was killed, and he had lived and pastored a church in Golden before that. While he was in Golden, he got involved in a case that happened there, trying to help the father of a little boy who had been kidnapped right out of his bedroom. The boy was kidnapped when he was five, and no trace of him was ever found." Indie took a break, breathing in and exhaling in a gust. "Sam, that boy was named Scott Beck. His father was a police detective from Golden named Steven Beck." 
 
    Sam suddenly tightened his grip on the phone, his knuckles going white. Denny looked surprised and glanced at him in concern, but Sam ignored him again. "Are you sure?" he said softly. 
 
    "I know, I know," Indie said quickly, "I couldn't believe it either. You’ve known Steve for years; had you ever heard about this?" 
 
    "No, I hadn’t." Sam sighed, mostly to himself. "I want you to see if there are any similar cases from back then, ones that might be—related. And, Indie, I need you to keep this between us, okay? Don’t say anything to anybody else, not yet." 
 
    "Yeah, I thought you might feel that way," she said. “Don’t worry, babe, my lips are sealed.” 
 
    "Okay, then,” Sam said with a sigh. “Call me if you come up with anything else.” 
 
    “You got it. Love you.” She was gone instantly, so Sam slipped his phone back into his pocket. He tried to relax, but he was obviously tense, and Denny could tell. 
 
    "What was that all about, mate?" Denny finally asked. "What can’t Indie tell us?" 
 
    "Nothing you need to know at the moment," Sam said slowly, between clenched teeth. “If it turns out to be relevant, I’ll tell you all myself.” 
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 THREE 
 
      
 
    "I’m afraid,” Summer said, “we didn’t get much of anything from the church members." She sighed as she settled into a chair at the makeshift operations room in the Boulder station. "Some of them don’t even remember the incident, but those were the really old folks. The rest just say that Jensen was without a doubt the finest man they ever knew. We did learn that he came to Boulder after his wife passed away, apparently just needing a change of scenery to help him get his life back on track."  
 
    Darren was right behind her, pulling up a seat next to Sam. “I got the same kind of thing,” he said. “Those who did remember him said he was probably the greatest preacher they ever heard, and I almost got the impression that he should probably be a candidate for sainthood.” 
 
    "That's to be expected," Denny said from the other side of the table. Both he and Sam had files scattered in front of them. "After all, this was probably pretty painful for them, and nobody likes to speak ill of the dead. After so many years, most of those people probably don’t really remember him at all, so the high opinion they have is likely based on flawed memories and stories they’ve heard. Besides, we didn't really think we were going to get much from them anyway." 
 
    "It was worth a try," Sam said, frowning at the file he was reading.  
 
    * * * 
 
    "Grand Junction Boulevard is just a short drive from here," Jade said from behind the wheel of their SUV. "Should take us around fifteen or twenty minutes." 
 
    Eric nodded absently from the passenger seat, staring out the window with a faintly troubled look before he suddenly sat up in his seat. "Can we make a stop?" he asked suddenly, his face suspiciously blank. "A quick one?" 
 
    Confused but curious, Jade agreed and let Eric give her directions, reading them off his phone. She was a little surprised when she saw where they ended up, but she didn’t offer any comment. She also didn't do anything except wave curtly at the identical SUV that passed her by, slowing down tentatively at the sight of her stopped at the coffee shop. When her phone started to ring, she wasn't surprised. 
 
    "What's up?" Steve asked on the other end. "Something wrong?" 
 
    "No, I don't think so," Jade said, smiling into the phone. "I guess Eric just really needed his fix. He didn’t get a chance to grab a cup with the rest of us earlier, and I guess he’s really gotten hooked on it since he came off all the other meds." 
 
    Steve chuckled and took a moment to relay the information to Walter, who was looking at him curiously. "It was bound to happen sometime, I guess," he said, a smile coming through the phone in his voice. "Good for Eric, but I don’t want to be the one who tells Sam. He’s trying to keep the kid off the caffeine as much as he can." 
 
    Jade laughed and hung up as Eric appeared in the parking lot, clutching a large cup of coffee securely in his hand. He hurried back over to the car, ignoring Jade's raised eyebrow. She pulled back out onto the road, waiting until they were well on their way again. 
 
    "So," she said with a grin. "Were you that desperate for a caffeine boost?" 
 
    Eric hesitated for a moment, picking at the label on his coffee. "I'm tired of everyone treating me like a kid," he said finally. "Like nobody wants to let me make my own decisions. I know they mean well, but it’s been like this since I first joined you guys. I'm pretty much used to it, but sometimes it just gets to the point where I feel like I need to remind them I'm a grown-up. Sam’s my boss, but he can’t tell me I can’t have coffee if I want it." 
 
    Nodding, Jade kept her eyes carefully on the road as she answered. "You know that's not what Sam was trying to do, right? He isn’t trying to control you. He just felt like you needed a break from the coffee because you'd zoned out pretty hard and we all know you'd already had a cup or two beforehand." 
 
    Sighing, Eric took a sip of his coffee and made a face. "Yeah," he said. "I just don't like feeling like everyone’s trying to babysit me. I can make my own decisions and take care of myself." 
 
    "Of course you can," Jade agreed. "However, you should bear in mind that you are still only seventeen, at least for a couple more months. And, about zoning out earlier: it seems like something's bothering you. It may not be obvious, but you're working with a team of professional investigators—we can usually tell when something's not right. Do you feel like talking about it?" 
 
    Eric shook his head, and she let the matter rest. 
 
    Eric was glad that Jade decided to drive the rest of the way in silence. He was fully aware that he hadn’t quite been himself since they got the case,  but he'd hoped it hadn't been too terribly obvious. If he was going to be perfectly honest with himself, he was a little ashamed of it. There was something about the case that seemed almost familiar to him, but he couldn’t make enough sense out of what he was feeling to speak about it to others. Ever since the initial briefing, he had been having some odd, nagging random thoughts in the back of his mind, and they seemed to be trying to tell him that there was something he needed to know. 
 
    For the life of him, though, he couldn't figure it out. It had just been that, just an uncomfortable feeling, until Jenna had briefed them on the other victims. Then the feeling had become much more intense and even seemed to evolve into vague, short-lived flashes that made no sense.  
 
    The only thing about them that seemed consistent was that he kept thinking of Kenny Givens, and that in itself was strange. He hadn’t thought of Kenny Givens in years. 
 
    "Here we are," Jade said as she pulled the vehicle into the driveway of an old house. "The detective says no one's lived here in years. It certainly does look like it." 
 
    She was right; the house, though in reasonably good condition, had a look that said it had not been lived in for a long time. The roof showed signs of drooping in the middle and all of the windows were dirty and dark. Eric noticed Steve’s SUV already there ahead of them, and realized his stop for coffee had caused a slight delay in their arrival. 
 
    Despite the fact that the paint was faded and the yard was overgrown and in need of attention, Eric could easily imagine how it had looked when Jensen had lived in it. It was almost like he had a photograph of it that he was looking at, comparing it to the ruins that stood before him. 
 
    Jade caught his expression and raised her eyebrows a bit, looking curiously in his direction, but Eric just shrugged and said nothing. He climbed out of the car, waiting for a moment as she got out to follow him.  
 
    “Reverend Martin Jensen," he said, in an attempt to steer her attention away from himself. "What would make someone so angry they’d beat a man to death that way? I don’t know what Sam expects us to find here after all these years." 
 
    “I agree,” Jade said. “Can’t hurt to take a look, though. I don’t think we’re looking for evidence as much as just some sort of insight into who Jensen was, what kind of person he actually was.” She shook her head. “The place is in surprisingly good shape after so many years, so maybe we’ll find some traces of him left behind. Walter will handle looking for any kind of evidence.” 
 
    The front door was standing ajar, so she pushed it open and stepped inside, where she saw Steve standing in the entrance to the kitchen and Walter down on the floor, looking at something across it. Eric followed her in and nodded to Steve, and then the two of them began looking around the living room of the house.  
 
    There were several chairs and a sofa, an old, ornate coffee table and some end tables, a couple of  lamps, several bookcases full of books and other items of furniture in the room, all of them covered in a thin film of dust. Eric stood just inside the door and examined it all with his eyes, once again seeing the way it must’ve looked the last time its occupant had seen it. He nodded thoughtfully to himself, then moved toward the sofa. 
 
    “Eric?” Jade asked. “Something catch your attention?” 
 
    “I want to flip the couch over,” he said. “The way it’s sitting against the wall, it may never have been moved before. Let’s see what’s underneath it.” 
 
    He grabbed hold of the back of the sofa on one end and strained for a second as he flipped it over onto its face. Jade walked over beside him and looked down at the floor beneath where it had been, but then she noticed that Eric’s eyes weren’t looking at the floorboards. He was staring at the bottom of the inverted sofa, and then she watched as he reached into the old stuffing and began feeling around in it. 
 
    “Eric?” 
 
    He didn’t answer as he felt around in the stuffing, but then his face took on a look of satisfaction. He withdrew his hand and held out a small toy, a plastic figurine of a horse with a Native American on its back. 
 
    “A toy,” Jade said. “That tells us there were children here at times, even though Jensen never had any. Of course, he was a minister, so people probably came to visit and brought their kids along.” 
 
    Eric nodded. “The couch is a great place for things like this to get lost forever,” he said. “While it’s possible he might have bought it secondhand and it was already there, it’s also possible this belonged to a child from his church.” 
 
    Jade was staring at him, and he carefully avoided meeting her eyes. 
 
    “Okay,” he said, “you’re beginning to spook me a little bit. It was almost like you knew that was going to be there.” 
 
    Eric shook his head. “I didn’t know what was going to be there,” he said. “There’s probably more, besides this.” He reached back into the stuffing, and a moment later, he had four other small toys and a child’s wristwatch. A cartoon character’s hands had once told the time on it. 
 
    Jade shook her head. “I can’t believe the police never searched this thing,” she said. “I’m surprised at that.” She looked at Eric. “I’m also a bit surprised to see so many things that indicate children in a couch that belonged to a childless widower. Does that suggest anything to you, Eric?” 
 
    Eric looked like he was almost afraid to say anything, but he finally spoke. “I don’t know,” he said. “It could mean just about anything.” 
 
    Jade had walked away and was looking into the kitchen, where Walter was now crawling around under the table. “It probably didn’t matter, as far as we are concerned,” she said. “Maybe they just didn’t bother searching any closer than that because Jensen was already dead by the time they found him. They probably figured the sofa wasn’t related to the crime, so why bother with it?” She turned and looked back toward Eric. “I just can’t help thinking that those things might mean something, but I can’t guess what it would be.” 
 
    Eric didn’t answer, but walked over to where she was standing and stepped through the doorway into the kitchen. Like the living room, it seemed almost perfectly intact, but in desperate need of some cleaning. 
 
    “Jensen was last seen carrying groceries into the house,” he said. “It looks like he must have got them all put away before he was killed.” 
 
    “I had the same thought,” Jade said. She glanced at Steve, who was standing in the middle of the room. “Anything yet?” 
 
    Steve shook his head. “He’s looking,” he said. “Let’s be quiet while he does his thing.” 
 
    Jade nodded, and Eric stood quietly and watched as Walter came out from under the table, following the line where the wall met the floor. 
 
    “We know he was killed here in the kitchen,” Walter said, “because they found blood and brains.” He looked closely at the floor again, inches from his face, then pointed at a particular spot. “Bloodstains,” he said, indicating a brownish mark on the floor. There were spots of brown all over the room, indicating that the blood had splattered as the body was beaten repeatedly. 
 
    Walter kept moving around the perimeter of the room, but suddenly stopped as he got to where the old electric range was sitting. He pushed his face right down to the floor, looking up under it, and then started getting to his feet. 
 
    “Help me move this,” he said, and all three of the others looked at him curiously. Steve and Eric took hold of the big range on one end and pulled, and it swung away from the wall easily. They realized that it was mounted on wheels, and though they were squeaky, they rolled easily. 
 
    “That’s odd,” Jade said, her eyebrows lowered. “Those don’t usually come on wheels.” 
 
    “Nope,” Steve said. “They don’t usually come with hidden trap doors under them, either.” He pointed to where Walter was looking at a padlock that secured the trap door they had exposed. “No sign of a key. Jensen probably had it on a keyring, and nobody ever found this.” His face had gone pale. 
 
    Eric took a look around the kitchen, his attention suddenly drawn toward the bottom cabinet that was closest to the door. The cabinets were all intact, and he had to remove several cans of vegetables to get inside it. 
 
    "We checked the cabinets and drawers already," Steve said, watching him curiously. Eric nodded, but then opened the door and reached inside to run his fingers around where the walls of the cabinet met its floor. At first, he found nothing and was about to give up, but then his fingers caught on something near the bottom of the cabinet. Eric looked closely, then dug his nails into the narrow gap he had found and lifted upward, showing them that the cabinet had a false bottom. It was far too shallow to be of much use, unless, of course, you wanted to hide something small.  
 
    Something, perhaps, like a key. He reached inside and picked up the small, dull gray piece of metal and passed it up to Steve. 
 
   


  
 

 FOUR 
 
    "Nice job," Jade said appreciatively, a surprised look on her face as she accepted the key. "How did you know there would be a false bottom?" 
 
    Eric had sat back onto the floor after revealing the hidden compartment, but he said nothing. He actually wasn’t sure why he had expected to find something there, and that bothered him. It was almost like he remembered something, something he couldn’t possibly know. If there was one thing he was certain about, it was that he had never been in this place before, so how could he possibly have known about the hidden space under the cabinet? 
 
    He drew in a breath and got back to his feet, then watched as Steve knelt down and tried the key on the padlock. It opened with a loud click, and Steve and Walter lifted it up, its hinges protesting in a high-pitched squeal. 
 
    A set of stairs leading downward appeared, and Steve was the first to descend them. Walter went down next, and then Eric brought up the rear, walking cautiously down the steps behind Jade. She took out her phone and turned on its flashlight function, shining the light around as she got to the bottom. Steve had already done the same, and the light made it easy to see in the darkened space. 
 
    The room was small, only about half the size of the kitchen above it, and the ceiling was so low that Steve, who was tallest, had to duck his head down to keep from banging on the overheads, where thick insulation still separated the floor above from the space below. The walls were quite thick and made of concrete. The little room was empty of any furnishings, and there was a hole in the foundation of the house above, where light was coming into the room. Over the years, a fair amount of debris had come through that hole, as well. The floor was covered in mud and leaves and other natural debris that had blown or washed in during storms. 
 
    As they shined their lights around, they all wondered what the space had been used for. 
 
    "An old storage area?" Jade asked, her voice soft. "I wonder why the trap door was locked, when it was so well hidden." 
 
    “Probably an old root cellar,” Steve said. “People used to have a place like this to store potatoes and such, down here where it’s dark and cool. Made them last longer.” 
 
    “Chains,” Eric said suddenly. He pointed at the far wall, where a pair of chains was secured by bolts in the concrete wall under the hole where light was coming in, and Walter went over to look more closely at them. “Why are there chains bolted there?” 
 
    Steve and Jade looked at where he was pointing and their faces registered their surprise. “Chains?” Steve asked. “For what?” He swallowed hard, his eyes wide as he looked at the chains. 
 
    “He’s right,” Walter said, bending down to pick up the end of one of the chains from the moldy debris that covered the floor. It was deepest on that side, where it had piled up under the gap in the foundation.  “They’re bolted into the wall.” He held up what he had found, and the other three gasped when they saw the steel band with a bolt through one side on the end of it. Walter dragged his foot through the dirt for a couple of seconds, and the end of the second chain appeared. Like the first, it had a manacle-like band of steel on one end. 
 
    “A shackle?” Jade asked. “Maybe for an animal, like a dog or...” 
 
    “No,” Steve said flatly as he went to where Walter was standing. “It’s too small for any dog that would need it, and the way it’s designed is like a leg iron.” He took the chain from Walter and stared at the shackle closely. “This was meant to hold a human, and a small one.” 
 
    Jade’s eyes were wide and she looked at Steve in shock. “A child?” she asked. “You’re saying someone kept a child down here, chained to the wall?” 
 
    Steve nodded, still looking at the shackle he was holding. “That’s how it looks to me,” he said, his voice empty of any emotion. His eyes were wide, but more like someone trying to take in what he was seeing than in any kind of surprise. 
 
    Walter was down on his knees, ignoring the dirt and mold as he felt around in it all, and he suddenly froze. He pulled out what he had found, and they all realized they were looking at a small human skull. 
 
    “He never got out,” Walter said. 
 
    Steve stared at the skull for a moment. “Oh, God,” he said, his eyes wide in shock. “He was probably here when Jensen was killed, and nobody knew, he probably starved...” A sob escaped him, and tears ran down his cheeks. 
 
    Jade shook her head, her own eyes beginning to fill with tears. “Jensen? Steve, think about what you’re saying. The beloved pastor was actually a monster who kept children imprisoned in his basement? Couldn’t this be…” 
 
    Eric was unable to tear his eyes away from the skull, and a wave of nausea passed over him. "This is where he kept his victims,” he said. “Before he was done with them." 
 
    Steve nodded slowly, forcing himself under control. “And no one knew, so no one checked to see if anyone was down here.” The tears were still flowing, and Jade reached out to lay a hand on his shoulder. 
 
    "Maybe," she said, swallowing hard. "But, Steve, we don’t know that for sure. What if this was from before he got the place? According to the files, he was only here for a few months before he was killed." 
 
    Steve took a deep breath and turned to look at her. “Yeah,” he said. “Maybe. We need to get out of here. The police will need to take over down here, and the remains will have to be recovered and tested to identify the—the victim.” He looked at Walter. “Put it back where you found it, best you can.” 
 
    Walter set the skull back on the floor, and all four of them made their way back up the stairs and out of the house. Steve leaned against his car and stood there, looking back at the front door, and Jade watched him for a few seconds before taking out her cell phone and hitting a button. 
 
    “Sam?” she said. “You need to come out to Jensen’s house, and you need to bring the local crime scene techs with you. We’ve found another victim.” She listened for a moment, and then said sadly, “Yeah. It looks like Pastor Jensen may have kidnapped a child, and we found remains in a hidden cellar under the house.” 
 
    Eric was leaning against the SUV when Jade came to him a moment later. He was looking up at the sky, steadfastly refusing to look at the house itself. 
 
    “Eric,” Jade said, “I need to ask you something.” 
 
    Eric nodded. “You want to know how I knew where the key was,” he said softly, but then he shook his head. “The trouble is, I honestly don’t know. It just suddenly reminded me of a story I read once. In that story, there was a trap door under the stove, and that’s where the key to the trap door was hidden. Under the cabinet next to it.” He looked into her eyes. “But it was just a story.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Sam and the others arrived fifteen minutes later, accompanied by Detective Franklin and two people who made up Boulder’s crime scene investigations unit. Steve started to lead them into the house, but Sam caught him by the arm. 
 
    “Steve?” He tilted his head toward side of the house, calling him aside. The former detective raised an eyebrow in surprise, but turned and followed Sam as Jade led the rest of them inside and to the trap door. 
 
    “Sam?” Steve asked when they were out of earshot. “What’s up?”  
 
    Ignoring Steve's questions, Sam stopped and just looked at him in silence for a moment, until Steve began to get irritated. 
 
    "Come on, Sam. What's this about?" he asked, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    "Reverend Martin Jensen," Sam said simply. "Is there something you might want to tell me? About your connection to this case?" 
 
    Steve looked him in the eye without flinching. "What about it?" 
 
    "Oh, come on, Steve,” Sam said, his eyes narrowed. “Indie found the records. I know that your little boy, Scott, was kidnapped, and I know that you knew Jensen from when he was living in Golden. You thought we wouldn’t find out? Or were you just waiting for the right time to tell me?" 
 
    There was a moment of hard-eyed silence between them, a battle of wills between a pair of strong and stubborn men. It went on for almost a minute, but then Steve sighed and closed his eyes wearily as he slumped against a nearby tree trunk. The anger slowly faded from Sam's face as he got a glimpse of a part of his old friend that he had never seen before: a heartbroken, grieving father.  
 
    "Do the others…" 
 
    "They don't know anything, yet," Sam answered quietly. "I told Indie not to say anything to anyone else, but any one of them could stumble across it if they dig deep enough." 
 
    Steve nodded vaguely as if he wasn't really paying attention, rubbing a hand across his eyes before raising his head to face Sam again. "I’m sorry I didn’t tell you before," he started, "but you need to understand that it’s a very private thing. It took a hell of a long time for me to come to grips with it.” He shrugged. “We never found him, Sam. The police never even had a suspect to look at, not a single one. Jensen was the pastor of the church Edith and I went to back then. That’s how I knew him, but I didn’t think it mattered in this case.” He looked toward the house. “At least, not until now.” 
 
    Sam stood there and studied Steve’s face for a moment. "Is that everything?" he asked at last, a frown on his own face. "You're not leaving anything else out?" 
 
    Steve shook his head. “No, that’s it. I’m sorry, Sam, I just didn’t—I just didn’t want to live through it all again.” 
 
    Sam let out a sigh and just looked at his friend. "I'm sorry I came at you so hard," he said. "It took me by surprise, that’s all, and when Jade called and said you’d found a child’s remains...” 
 
    Steve grimaced. "I should have brought it up," he said after a moment’s silence. "God, Sam, I guess I didn't see the point. I honestly didn’t think it could have any bearing on this case. Personal emotion wasn’t an issue, not with me. Hell, especially after all these years." 
 
    Sam hesitated, the lines of his face growing deeper as he kept silent on the thoughts that were racing through his mind. Steve watched him for a moment, unsure of what had his friend so uncomfortable.  
 
    Suddenly it dawned on him, and his eyes went wide."Sam," he said sharply. “You can’t be thinking I did this...” 
 
    "Of course not," Sam said smoothly, keeping his face straight. "I’m not accusing you of being a killer, Steve, I’m pretty sure I know you better than that. The thing is, according to what Indie found, your son disappeared a few months before Jensen moved here to Boulder, and just a few months after that, Jensen was beaten to death by someone letting out a lot of rage. I’d probably be a fool if I didn’t wonder if maybe…." 
 
    Steve narrowed his eyes. "If I found out somehow that Jensen was the one who took my son, and I came up here to kill him for revenge." He paused, considering his next words before forcing them out. "Sam, do you believe that?” 
 
    "I didn't say that," Sam said evenly. "But now that we are on the subject, why don't you tell me? Did you kill him, Steve? It sure as hell wouldn’t be hard to understand if you did, if you found out he took your son from you, after all. I’m not saying it was planned or premeditated, I’m just asking if you figured out who did it and came to question him, then lost control. Like I said, it would be understandable. It still wouldn’t be right, but it would be understandable." 
 
    "Sam, listen to me," Steve said, his voice cold and unable to hold back the tears that began streaming down his cheeks once again. "I didn't kill Martin Jensen. Sure, I'd like to know who did, and if it turns out that’s my son’s skull down there, I can’t even swear I wouldn’t shake his hand." His face twisted into a grief-stricken grimace. "But if you stop to think for a minute, you’ll know I didn't kill him. Think about it; wouldn’t I be doing something to try to deflect you from finding out about this? Wouldn’t I be trying to derail the investigation if I was the killer we were looking for?" 
 
    Sam relaxed and managed a small grin. "Steve, I really didn’t think you killed him," he admitted. "But, after Indie told me what she found, and then Jade’s phone call, I just needed to be sure." 
 
    "So you accuse me of murder," Steve said, anger and pain in his voice. He made a great effort to get himself under control again. "I'm not saying I don’t understand, Sam, but we could have talked about this without you coming at me like Batman, you know?" 
 
    "What was I supposed to think?" Sam asked, his voice rising a bit. "You held back information on the case, Steve, information we needed to know! Why would you expect someone to do that unless maybe, just maybe, they had something to hide?" 
 
    "Maybe because it was something I didn't want you or the team to know!" Steve shouted. 
 
    A softly cleared throat caught their attention, and they turned toward it. 
 
    "Uh, guys?" Eric said nervously. "Is everything okay? You been getting kinda loud out here." 
 
    Sam and Steve struggled for a moment to rein their emotions back in, both of them frustrated that they had gotten so upset that they forgot to keep their voices down. 
 
    "Everything's okay," Steve said, glancing at Sam as he turned and headed toward the house again. "Sorry to disturb you. We just had a mild disagreement." 
 
    Eric looked doubtful, but decided not to ask any questions; he stood aside for Steve, then shot Sam a curious, wide-eyed look before following the pair of them into the house again. 
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    Detective Franklin looked up as they entered. He was standing over the trap door in the kitchen floor, listening to the CSI techs in the cellar below, and his face was pale. 
 
    “Definitely a child,” one of them said. “Based on the forehead and jaw, I’d say it appears to be a male around 5 to 7 years old.” 
 
    Steve was standing beside Franklin, and closed his eyes tightly. Sam laid a hand on his friend’s shoulder, and Steve turned his face slightly toward him. 
 
    “Thank you,” he said. “God, Sam, what if that’s…” 
 
    “You don’t know that for sure,” Sam said. “Just wait, they’ll be able to identify the remains.” 
 
    “I just hate to think of Scotty being down there in the dark, maybe even hearing the violence that was happening just over his head. He was such a gentle child, Sam.” 
 
    Franklin had turned and was watching them. “Prichard,” he said. “Am I missing something?” 
 
    Sam looked at him. “Mr. Beck’s young son was abducted about twenty-five years ago,” he said. “He also knew Pastor Jensen from back in Golden, before he moved here. Naturally, he can’t help wondering if the remains found down there could be those of his son, Scott.” 
 
    Franklin met Sam’s eyes for a second more, then turned to look at Steve. “Was Jensen a suspect?” 
 
    Steve shook his head. “No,” he said. “We never had any suspects. Scotty disappeared out of his bedroom in the middle of the night, and we were never able to find any leads at all.” 
 
    Franklin nodded. “Okay. Well, I’m genuinely sorry for your loss. We’ll know something soon, once we can run a DNA analysis. We’ve been sending stuff to Crawford Labs in Denver, they generally get results back to us within a day or two.” 
 
    “But at least we’ll know,” Steve finished for him. “I think that’s the worst thing, the not knowing. All these years, I’ve held out hope that maybe Scotty was out there somewhere, but that just—that just makes it harder to let it go, to put it in the back of your mind. If I knew he was dead, at least the wondering would be over.” 
 
    Franklin looked at him, and licked his lips before turning to look down into the cellar again. Sam caught the gesture and looked closely at him. 
 
    “Franklin? You okay?” he asked. 
 
    Franklin shrugged. “I was the first officer on the scene when the neighbor called this in,” he said slowly. “I’m the one who found Jensen.” He turned and looked Sam in the eye. “I can’t help wondering if that child was alive down there right then. What if he was down there, and slowly starved to death because I didn’t know he was there?” 
 
    Sam nodded sympathetically. “You were just a rookie officer, right? Franklin, this isn’t on you. Whoever checked out the crime scene should have found that trap door back then, but nobody did. Yeah, it’s possible this kid was alive, but if he wasn’t making any noise, there was no reason for you to suspect he was there. You can’t let this break you down.” 
 
    “I just wish I’d had some idea,” Franklin said. “Maybe I could have been an actual hero, brought this little boy home safe.” He glanced over at Steve. “If it is his son, he’s never going to forgive me.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    The crime scene technicians came up out of the cellar twenty minutes later, bringing up the bones they had found in a large plastic container. Sam, Steve and the rest of the Windlass team were standing around the kitchen with Franklin and the two uniforms who had come with him. 
 
    “You done down there?” Franklin asked. 
 
    The lead tech, whose name was Borden, nodded. “We’re done for now,” he said. “We recovered the remains of one human male, a child. We also found some rotted clothing and shoes, as well as—well, his hair.” 
 
    Steve’s eyes shot open wide. “You found hair?” 
 
    Borden turned to him. “Yeah. Kind of surprising, given the conditions down there. Under normal conditions, hair will decompose within a year or two, but there was a fair amount of it that’s still intact. I would suspect that it’s been pretty dry down there until relatively recently.” 
 
    Steve swallowed hard. “Could you tell—can you tell what color it was?” 
 
    Borden looked at his partner, then turned back to Steve. “It appears to be black,” he said. “We’ll know more after we get it cleaned up, the black could be from the soil down there.” 
 
    Steve clamped his eyes shut tightly. “Oh, God,” he said. “Scotty’s hair was as black as coal.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    “I think it’s time you tell us everything, Steve,” Sam said. They were back at the police station, gathered in their makeshift conference room. Detective Franklin had joined them as they sat around the table. 
 
    Steve let out a sigh, then rubbed a hand over his face as he sat up straighter. “It’s not easy for me,” he said. “But I’ll try.” 
 
    “Just take your time, Steve,” Summer said. “And remember that we are all here for you, all of us.” 
 
    “Amen to that,” Denny said. Darren nodded his agreement, and Jade offered a smile. 
 
    Eric leaned close to Steve. “Just tell it slowly,” he said. “That’s the best way.” 
 
    Steve gave him a slight grin, then nodded. 
 
    “Well,” he began, “I was on a short recuperative leave, because I’d been in a traffic accident. A car T-boned my unmarked car and left me pretty banged up, so they gave me a week off. Edith still had to work, so I spent that week taking care of Scotty.” He grinned. “Gave me a whole new appreciation for what mothers go through, I can tell you that. That boy could go like there was no tomorrow, he had more energy than I ever dreamed of. That last day, before—before it happened, I took him to the park and let him play for a while. The idea was to get him worn out so that by the time Edith got home, we could have a little time to ourselves. It didn’t work quite the way I planned; by the time we left the park, I was the one who was ready for a nap.” 
 
    Sam grinned. “I know the feeling,” he said. “Kenzie and Bo can both wear me out.” 
 
    Steve managed a chuckle. “Well, anyway, when I put him to bed that night and tucked him in, he was still kind of wound up. I remember I read him a story, something about a bunch of animals who acted like people. I don’t remember what it was, but I know he loved it. He settled down while I was reading, so I kissed him good night and closed his window, and I went back out to watch TV with Edith for a bit, then we went to bed ourselves.” He blinked. “Sometimes I think that if I hadn’t been so tired from the park, I would’ve heard something. Something would’ve felt wrong, and I would’ve gotten up to check on him. If I had, I probably could have stopped it from happening, but I didn’t.” 
 
    He was quiet for a few seconds, then let out another sigh before he went on. 
 
    “Edith got up that morning before I did,” he said. “She went downstairs to put on coffee and get breakfast started, the way she always did. Once that was going, she came back up and stuck her head in our room to tell me it was time to get up, and then she went to wake Scotty. I had just sat up on the side of the bed, I was thinking about taking a quick shower, and that’s when I heard her scream.” 
 
    He fought back a sob. “She yelled my name, and I didn’t even stop to think. I got up and ran down the hall and found her standing just outside Scotty’s room, looking through the door, and I was—I was terrified of what I was going to see. I thought maybe he had hurt himself or something, so I pushed her aside and ran in—and he was gone. His window was open, the one I knew I had shut the night before, and there was no sign of Scotty anywhere. I stuck my head out the window and looked out, and I saw the ladder leaning against the house. It was my own damn ladder, Sam. The son of a bitch got my own ladder out of my garage and used it to kidnap my son. If I had only locked the window, if I had only locked the garage, maybe it never would’ve happened.” 
 
    “You can’t blame yourself, Steve,” Sam said. “If Scotty was targeted, it probably would have happened sooner or later.” 
 
    Steve nodded. “I know that, up here,” he said, tapping his head. “That doesn’t change what I feel down inside, though. There’s a part of me that will always believe it was my own fault, that I could have prevented it from happening if I had only taken an extra minute with some locks.” He rubbed his hand over his face again. “We called the station, and they came and did what they do, but there were no clues of any kind. We figured out that the bastard climbed into the window, but then he picked Scotty up and carried him right down the stairs and out the front door. There were no fingerprints, no marks, no footprints outside at the bottom of the ladder, absolutely nothing to go on.” 
 
    “What steps did the police take?” Darren asked. 
 
    “Oh, they did everything they should,” he said. “They rounded up all the local pedophiles and questioned them, but that led nowhere. I talked to my bank and found out I could get a second mortgage for over fifty grand, so I put up a reward for any information about what happened, but no one ever tried to claim it. I talked to every snitch I knew, but none of them had heard anything about a child being kidnapped. I talked to psychics, three different ones, and got three different stories about what happened, but I followed up on each one just in case. Still nothing, no sign of Scotty, and no leads on who might’ve taken him.” 
 
    “How did Pastor Jensen get involved?” 
 
    “Edith and I had been going to Grace Baptist, and he was the pastor. We didn’t really know him all that well, but when he heard about what happened, he showed up at my front door. We sat and talked with him for hours, probably more than a dozen hours over the next few days. He prayed with us for Scotty’s safe return, and now it looks like he was probably the son of a bitch that took him from us.” He shook his head. “This will get Edith all torn up again. She was convinced for a while that those prayers were going to bring Scotty home. Imagine what she’ll think when she finds out she was praying with the very man who took Scotty from us.” 
 
    “We aren’t certain of that yet,” Jade said. “There could still be hope that your son is alive, somewhere.” 
 
    Franklin looked at her and she caught his eye roll. It didn’t take a genius to figure out what it meant: any child gone that long was probably long dead and buried, somewhere. 
 
    Steve nodded. “I used to think so,” he said. “I even did one of those DNA kits a while back, because they say sometimes people take them and find out about relatives they didn’t know they had. I was hoping maybe Scotty would take one someday, and find out I was his real father, but now…” 
 
    All of them sat there in silence for a moment, then Steve continued talking. 
 
    “I went back to work a couple weeks later, and naturally, I drove the detectives crazy asking if they had come up with anything. I had only made detective myself about six months before, and of course I wasn’t allowed to actually work on the case because I was too close to it, but they let me look at the file now and then. Nothing, of course, they didn’t have any kind of leads at all. That was the hardest part for me, being a detective myself. I believed in the system, I believed that criminals always leave some kind of evidence behind, but this guy—it was like he was a ghost. He didn’t drop a hair, not a skin particle, nothing off his shoes, nothing. Except for the ladder and the fact that Scotty was gone, it was like no one had been in my house at all.” 
 
    Silence fell again, and lasted for several seconds before Sam broke it. 
 
    “Had Jensen ever been to your house before?” he asked. 
 
    Steve looked at him for a moment, then nodded. “Yeah, once. It was kind of customary for everybody in the church to invite the pastor to have dinner once in a while, so Edith did. I ended up working that night, so I wasn’t there, but she said he was a polite guest, a perfect gentleman. He was a widower, did you know that? Yeah, of course you did, it’s in his file. His wife had died of cancer a few months earlier, one of those things that wasn’t a surprise to anybody, we all knew it was coming. She was a very nice lady, I remember her. A week before she died of lung cancer, she stood up and sang for the church, and you never would’ve believed she was sick. I don’t remember what it was she sang, but it was a beautiful song, and she had a voice that should have been making records. Beautiful voice.” 
 
    “Okay,” Franklin put in suddenly. “That means he could have gotten the layout of your house, maybe even saw the ladder in the garage. How long was this before…” 
 
    “About a month,” Steve said. “And he probably did see the ladder, because I almost never closed the garage door before I got home each night. We lived in a pretty nice neighborhood where nobody ever bothered anything, so I just never thought about it.” He shook his head. “If I had only locked the garage…” 
 
    “Well, all we can do on this for now is wait for the DNA results,” Sam said. “We still have a case, however, and we need to work on it. I think, considering we now have reason to believe that Jensen had taken at least one child and held him prisoner, that we should probably look into the possibility he had done it before.” 
 
    “That sounds like a job for Indie,” Denny said. 
 
    Sam nodded. “I agree,” he said. He took out his phone and dialed her number. “Hey, babe, it’s me. I need you to look up any children who went missing between twenty-five and thirty years ago, probably around the Golden area.” 
 
    “Children who went missing?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes,” Sam said. “We found the remains of a child in a hidden basement under Pastor Jensen’s house. It looks like he kept him chained up down there, so we’re looking into the possibility that it wasn’t his first victim.” 
 
    Indie was quiet for a couple of seconds. “It was a little boy?” she asked cautiously. 
 
    “Yes. We’re waiting for DNA analysis to determine whether it might be Steve’s little boy.” He grimaced as Steve winced. “The remains do seem to be about the right age and size, and they found some of the child’s hair that may be the right color. It’s too soon to know for sure, but we have to accept the possibility that this may have been Scotty Beck.” 
 
    “I’m okay, Indie,” Steve said. “At least, if it turns out to be him, I’ll know what happened.” 
 
    “I’m so sorry, Steve,” she said. “Sam, I’ll start digging. I’ll let you know what I find.” 
 
    “Thanks, babe. Love you, and I’ll talk to you soon.” He cut off the call and looked around the table. “Anybody got any suggestions?” 
 
    There were none. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 SIX 
 
    Back in their makeshift conference room, Sam answered his phone and put it on speaker. "Indie," he said. "What have you got?" 
 
    "I did what you wanted and tried to find any other missing child reports that might be connected to Jensen," she said, "and you were right. I found four more.” 
 
    “Good,” Sam said. “Give us the details.” 
 
    “It all seemed to begin about two years before he moved to Boulder. A boy named Ricky Sykes, six years old, disappeared from his bedroom in the middle of the night. Ricky’s family lived in Arvada, but Ricky had been going to Pastor Jensen’s church the week before for Bible School. That was the first one. Next, we have Randy Grossman, who lived in Boulder and was also six years old. There’s no indication of whether he had any connection to Pastor Jensen or not, but he only lived about a block away from the house Jensen ended up moving to, which led me to getting curious about that house. It turns out that Pastor Jensen’s mother and stepfather had bought that house a few years before, and he inherited when they passed away. He had owned it for several years before he moved there.” 
 
    “So he could have been using it to hide these kids, even before he lived there,” Sam said. “Good work. You said you found four; who were the other two?” 
 
    “The third one was a boy named Kenneth Givens, five years old, from Boulder. He disappeared about two months after Steve’s little boy, again taken right out of his bedroom in the middle of the night, but then he was actually found alive about a month later, the only one of these who was ever recovered. He couldn’t tell anybody where he had been, just said it had been a dark place and somebody brought him food and took care of him, but he never saw who it was. He called him ‘the bunny man,’ because of a mask he wore.” 
 
    “That’s strange, but better than the alternative. And the last one?” 
 
    “The last one disappeared the same day the Givens boy turned up, and that was only a couple days before Jensen was killed. He was snatched out of a shopping center, so it may not be connected. That boy was Ronnie Lindell, and he was six years old. Again, no visible connection to Pastor Jensen at all. He was never found, either.” 
 
    Sam and the others had all been taking notes. “Okay, do me a favor,” he said. “See if you can track down the families of these missing kids. I’d like to speak to the parents or siblings, if they’re still living and in the area.” 
 
    “I’ll get on it,” Indie said. “Love you.” 
 
    The line went dead and she was gone. 
 
    Steve got to his feet. “I need coffee,” he said. “Anybody else?” 
 
    One after another, they all got up, except for Eric, who was staring at the table. Steve looked over toward him. 
 
    “Eric? You want a cup of…” 
 
    “He doesn’t need any,” Sam said. “He drinks too much coffee as it is.” 
 
    Denny had not gotten out of his chair. He grinned at Sam and said, “I’ll stay here and keep an eye on the lad. He looks like he’s lost in thought, anyway.” 
 
    The fact that Denny could tell he was nervous was making Eric feel even worse. He kept his eyes firmly locked on the table in front of him, to the point that he lost any sense of who was in the room around him, sinking into the dark parts of his own mind as he tried to figure out what was bothering him. 
 
    "You gotta learn the proper time and place to zone out, Eric," Denny said with a chuckle, laying a hand on his shoulder and sinking into the empty chair next to him. Suddenly, Eric noticed that the entire room had emptied out. Everyone had left except for him and Denny. 
 
    Denny grinned. "Yeah, mate," he said, "you were out of it for a bit. Ten or fifteen minutes, at least. The others went to get some coffee." Eric looked up hopefully, but Denny shook his head. "Sorry, Sam ordered me to stay here and keep you off the stuff for now. He thinks you drink too much of it, right?" 
 
    Eric frowned in disappointment, but his conundrum came back to him and his hopeful face turned into a scowl, one that Denny couldn’t help but notice instantly. 
 
    "Hey, what's eating at you, mate?” 
 
    Eric shook his head. “It’s nothing,” he said. 
 
    Denny made a face. “Don't tell me it’s bloody nothing, Eric, 'cause it’s a mite obvious. So, come on, tell me; what's got you all bollixed up?" 
 
    After only a second's hesitation, Eric sighed and lowered his head, his hair falling down to cover his eyes. "Pastor Jensen’s house," he mumbled. "I can’t stop thinking about it." 
 
    "All right," Denny said carefully. "What about it, then?" 
 
    Eric shook his head. “I’m not sure,” he said. “But I think I may have known one of his victims.” 
 
    “Really? What makes you think so?” 
 
    "It could be nothing," Eric said. 
 
    Denny narrowed his eyes. "A gut hunch," he said, nodding slowly. "A lot of investigators get them, and sometimes they’re absolutely right." He looked at Eric intently. “I’ve gotten to know you pretty well, Eric. That brain of yours is probably the smartest one I’ve ever come across, so I’m having a little trouble believing you don’t have any idea what’s making you believe this. Are you sure there isn’t something else you want to tell me? 
 
    Eric bit his lip nervously. "Well," he said, "I—if I do, can we keep it between us for now?” 
 
    “Of course,” Denny said. “Eric, what is it?” 
 
    Eric wrinkled his brow. "Well," he said uncertainly. “A year or so before I was committed, there was this guy I met through the Internet, and we kinda became friends. His name was Kenny Givens.” 
 
    Denny’s eyebrows rose. “Givens? That was one of the names Indie gave us a bit ago. Is that why you zoned out?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Eric said. “I used to talk to Kenny online about a lot of stuff. He taught me a lot about hacking, but he wasn’t part of the black-hat crowd. He was a lot older than me, in his twenties, but we used to talk a lot, late at night.” 
 
    He paused, so Steve encouraged him. “And?” 
 
    Eric grimaced. “Kenny lived on Grand Junction Boulevard, here in Boulder. He had a lot of anger inside him, and one of the things I knew he hated was—well, people who hurt kids. Pedophiles, people like that. He used to write stories about that kind of thing, and it was one of his stories that made me think of looking under that cabinet for the key to the trap door. In that story, there was a trap door under the kitchen stove, just like in this case, and that’s where the key was kept.” 
 
    Denny waited for him to continue, but he didn’t. “Are you saying you think he might be involved in this case? He would’ve only been a child when Jensen was killed, Eric.” 
 
    Eric shook his head sadly. “I know that,” he said. “The thing is, after I was arrested, I lost contact with him. I tried to look him up after you guys got me out, but I haven’t been able to find him.” 
 
    "I see," Denny said. "And now you’re wondering why his name came up in this case?" 
 
    Eric nodded, still seeming confused. “I think something may have happened to him,” he said, and then he hurried out of the room, leaving Denny standing there, lost in his thoughts. 
 
    Denny watched him go, then pulled his phone from his pocket and punched in a number. 
 
    "Denny?" Indie asked as she answered the call. 
 
    "Indie," he said. "I have a favor to ask you." 
 
    “Okay. I'm a little swamped with trying to track down the families of the abducted kids, so is it something quick, or another bigger problem? I wouldn't mind if it was something big, of course, it will just take a little longer." 
 
    "It’s not anything big," Denny said. “Fairly simple, I think.”  
 
    "Oh, well, okay then. What can I do for you?" 
 
    "I need everything you can find on Kenny Givens, the one who was found safe and sound. He’d probably be around thirty or so by now, and about six years ago, he lived on Grand Junction Avenue in Boulder. He was known to be a computer hacker, but that’s all I have on him. Do me a favor and see if you can track him down, would you, love?” 
 
    “Sure,” Indie said. “I take it you think he has something to do with the case?” 
 
    “I’m honestly not sure,” Denny said. “I just have the feeling there’s a reason to find out whatever happened to Mr. Givens.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    “Mommy, look,” Kenzie said. Indie turned to see what she was doing and broke into a smile. Kenzie was standing next to the playpen, where little Bo was up on his feet and smiling in her direction. 
 
    “There’s my big boy,” he said. “He’ll be walking any day now.” 
 
    “He just did,” Kenzie said. “He walked across the playpen, that’s what I was trying to show you.” 
 
    “Oh, really? Oh, I wish I’d seen that.” She smiled at her children for another moment, then turned back to the computer on the table in front of her. 
 
    Denny’s request for her to look up the elusive Kenny Givens wasn’t going well. She had programmed Herman, her personal AI assistant, to search for any reference to the young man, but so far, she hadn’t found anything that looked like it might connect to the right person. The only thing that came up on the search was an old reference to a Kenneth Givens who had once lived in Boulder, in an apartment building. His name turned up on a search of utility records, showing that he had once had an electric bill in his name in that building, and she also found an Internet bill. Both of them had outstanding balances, indicating that he had never paid them when he had left. 
 
    Unfortunately, there was no other Kenneth Givens that she had come across who could possibly be the same one. They were either much older, much younger, or had a long history of residence in some other location. 
 
    Biting her bottom lip, she decided to try another tack. She put Herman to work hacking into Givens’ old Internet account, and wasn’t surprised when it took him only a moment to do so. Within a couple of minutes after that, she had his email addresses and a lot of other information. Some of it had to do with his forays into the dark web. 
 
    Kenny Givens had gone by the hacker name of BitStryker, and she was able to find numerous references to that name in various hacker forums. BitStryker was known far and wide to the hacking community as a whiz at breaking through some of the highest levels of Internet security. 
 
    Putting Herman to work once again, she set him to searching through all of the hacker forums she knew of, looking for any recent activity under that name. There were thousands of such websites, so she wasn’t expecting results quickly. She pushed herself back from the table and headed toward the kitchen, thinking that it was about time she started preparing dinner. 
 
    Sam and his Windlass team were in Boulder, and it was doubtful he was going to make it home that night. They were looking for a killer, but Indie wasn’t terribly worried. Sam was very good at what he did, and he had an incredible team working with him. After a few previous adventures that had nearly gotten him killed, his team had become extremely protective of him. She knew they wouldn’t let anything happen to him, if there was any possible way for them to avoid it. 
 
    Since it was only her and the two kids, she decided to keep dinner simple. She had a pizza in the freezer that would feed her and Kenzie, and plenty of baby food on hand for Bo. Dinner was going to be easy, so she wasn’t disturbed when her phone suddenly rang. 
 
    She glanced at the caller ID and smiled. It was her mother calling. 
 
    “Hey, Mom,” she said as she answered. “Would you feel like joining me and the kids for pizza tonight?” 
 
    Kim hesitated for just a second, and Indie’s brows knitted together. “That sounds good,” Kim said after a moment. “That wasn’t what I was calling about, though. Indie, I’m afraid—I’m afraid it’s Beauregard.” 
 
    Indie closed her eyes for a moment. “Beauregard,” she said flatly. “He’s been kind of quiet lately. What’s up with him now?” 
 
    Once again, Kim hesitated. “Indie, he says the case Sam is working on is going to turn his whole world upside down. He says he can’t explain it any better than that, only that Sam is going to learn something that is going to upset his entire world.” 
 
    Indie’s heart skipped a beat. “But he’s going to be okay?” 
 
    “As far as I know,” Kim said. “Beauregard says he didn’t see Sam being in any physical danger, but that this case is going to change things for him forever.” 
 
    Indie let out a sigh. “Well, that’s a good thing, at least,” she said. “Should I tell Sam?” 
 
    “I don’t think so. The way Beauregard is talking, I think he just wanted me to let you know. Maybe you’re going to have to pick up the pieces or something.” 
 
    Indie rolled her eyes. “Gee, thanks, Beauregard.” 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
   


  
 

 SEVEN 
 
      
 
    Denny checked the caller ID when his phone rang and answered quickly when he saw Indie's number. He left the speaker off; after all, if Indie had something that Eric needed to know, he could turn it on after he confirmed it was not a private call that he didn't want Eric to overhear. 
 
    "Indie," he said, ignoring Eric for a moment. “What’s up?” 
 
    "I did what you asked," she said without preamble. "I dug up everything I could on Kenny Givens. He’s thirty years old, now, but he was abducted and missing for over a month when he was just shy of his sixth birthday. As far as I can tell, they never found out who had taken him. His parents were super protective after that, naturally, so he rebelled pretty heavily as he got older. From what I can tell, he’s been something of an outlaw since he left home at seventeen, but the last traces I can find of him are when he lived there in Boulder six years ago." 
 
    Denny frowned, considering in silence. "Where did he live, Indie?" He was careful not to mention anything that might tip off Eric to the conversation’s subject matter. 
 
    There was a pause, one that made Denny wonder if she was reluctant to answer. 
 
    "Well…  Strangely enough, he lived less than two blocks from Pastor Jensen’s house. There were only about six houses between them." 
 
    "And his kidnapper was never caught or anything?" 
 
    "No—at least, not officially. Here’s the odd part: Kenny Givens was taken only a couple of months after Steve’s little boy. It’s the only case where two abductions that might be related to Jensen seem to overlap. Do you think it has any bearing on the case you guys are working on?" 
 
    "Thank you, luv," Denny said. “I’m not sure if it’s relevant at the moment, but it may be important in other ways.” 
 
    He could hear the smile in her voice. “No problem,” she said. “But, let me know, will you? I’m curious about him, now, myself.” 
 
    “Sure will, luv,” Denny said, and then he ended the call. 
 
    Eric looked over at him. "Something wrong?" he asked. "What did Indie have to say?" 
 
    "No new developments,” Denny said, trying to sound disappointed. "Maybe the others have found something." 
 
    Eric nodded, still looking doubtful. "Maybe, but I don't hold out much hope. This is a pretty old case, and I’m not finding much information that might lead to the killer." 
 
    "Don’t sell Sam short," Denny said. “He’s cracked a few cold cases in his day, I understand.”  
 
    Eric only looked at him, and then shrugged. “We can only hope,” he said. 
 
    * * * 
 
    It was just over an hour later when everyone gathered back at their makeshift conference room at the station, varying degrees of disappointment spread out upon them. Summer and Sam were already sitting at the table with a number of old files laid out between them when Denny and Eric arrived. Jade, Darren, Walter and Steve were all close behind them. 
 
    "What're those?" Jade asked, slipping into a seat beside Summer. 
 
    "Old case files on the missing kids Indie told us about," Summer said. "Unfortunately, there's an unsurprising lack of any valuable information. Apparently, the detectives didn't take doing the paperwork on their cases very seriously." 
 
    Eric frowned, disapproval on his face as he joined the others and picked up an unread file, quickly flipping through the contents before setting it down with a disgusted look. "It’s not even in order," he said. "What did they do, just scribble down notes as they thought of things and stuff them in a folder?" 
 
    Summer shook her head. "I don't know, but these aren't much help. The detectives who handled the investigations are either dead or retired, and some of them say they can’t remember anything about them at all. They're as lost about all this as we are." 
 
    Denny took a seat on the other side of the table, reluctantly picking up a file to look through. Predictably, Eric got through them faster than anybody, but he didn’t find anything that he thought was helpful. 
 
    Sam's phone went off a few minutes later, and he excused himself to answer it, leaving them to their task. However, he came back after only a handful of seconds, the phone still in hand, apparently still on the call. 
 
    "Denny," he said, motioning for Denny to come out into the hallway. Denny put down the file he had been reading and followed him through the door, sure that he knew what it was about. 
 
    "All right," Sam said to the cell in his hand, which was on speakerphone, once Denny had closed the door behind him. "Indie, tell Denny what you told me." He looked over at the former commando with an expression that was unreadable. 
 
    "Well, Denny asked me to research Kenny Givens, so I did," Sam's expression didn't change, nor did he say anything, but Denny knew he was going to have to explain once Indie finished speaking. "Thing is, he kind of hung up on me before I could finish, and I couldn't get a hold of him again, so I called you.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Sam said. “And what was it you didn’t get to tell him?” 
 
    "Well, I looked through everything I could find for ideas on whether it was Jensen who had kidnapped him, but that meant researching Kenny’s family. His mother passed away about four years ago, but his father is still around. Lou Givens is a mechanic, and still lives in the same house Kenny mostly grew up in after he was recovered. The only thing that was strange is that the family had moved into that house from the one they lived in previously just days before Kenny was found, and the strangest part is that it was Lou Givens who found his son. According to his statement, he was driving along the street in his old neighborhood, and spotted Kenny sitting on the front steps of their old house." 
 
    “They moved while Kenny was still missing?” Sam asked, and Denny’s eyes said he was thinking the same question. 
 
    “Yes,” Indie said. “About three weeks after Kenny was abducted, Lou and his wife suddenly moved across town. The cops actually thought that was a little strange, too, but they didn’t find anything that seemed in any way incriminating, so they left it alone.” 
 
    "Could Givens be the killer?" Sam asked, finally looking away from Denny to focus on the phone. 
 
    "From what I could see, it’s possible. Their original home was only a couple streets over from Jensen’s. If Jensen was the one who took Kenny, Mr. Givens might have figured it out somehow and taken revenge." 
 
    "Thank you, babe," Sam said. 
 
    Before he could end the call, Indie said, “Hey, hold on.” 
 
    “There’s more?” Sam asked. 
 
    “Yeah. When I talked to Denny earlier, I told him I couldn’t find Kenny, but I did find out he’s still in the area. He uses a PayPal account for money, and Herman was able to get into it. Kenny used his debit card three days ago at an ATM in Boulder, and it looks like he uses the same one all the time. It’s at the Cornerstone Mountain Bank on Chestnut Street.” 
 
    Sam nodded. “Okay. Is that it?” 
 
    “That’s all I’ve got so far, but I’ll keep Herman checking on him.” 
 
    “Sounds good, babe. Let us know if you find anything else.” 
 
    Sam cut off the call, then looked at Denny. "So," he said, "what got you so interested in this Kenny Givens, and why did you feel the need to ask Indie to try to track him down? Is there something you haven’t told me?" 
 
    "Not really, mate," Denny said, "but that doesn’t mean everyone’s sharing everything." 
 
    Sam raised an eyebrow and just looked at him. "Who?" he asked after a moment when Denny wasn’t forthcoming. 
 
    Denny licked his lips, thinking of how to keep his promise to Eric not to say anything. "I overheard it," he said at last. "Thought I'd just ask her to take a look, see what she could find. I suppose it paid off; we've got us a new lead, right?" 
 
    Sam stared at him for another second before he spoke. "Yes," he admitted, "I suppose we do. We should talk to Lou Givens. He might be able to tell us more about what was happening around that time, if nothing else. You and I will go, and the others can keep working on those files." 
 
    Denny nodded, but then he thought about Eric. Should he be told that Kenny Givens might still be around? He decided against it, mostly because he was afraid Eric would want to come along to meet Kenny’s dad. 
 
    "When do you want to go?" he asked, pushing all the troubling thoughts away. "And what do we tell the others?" 
 
    "We'll leave when we can get away without arousing too much of their suspicion and curiosity," Sam decided, looking doubtful of his own plan. "Not too long, though; it’s getting late, and I don't want to have to wait until tomorrow. There’s at least a chance Givens might provide a real lead for the case." 
 
    "Sounds good,” Denny said. “Might be good to look in a different direction, anyway." 
 
    "I agree," Sam said, scooping up his phone and starting for the door. "And I want to close this case as soon as possible. I don't like all the secrets that are turning up around it." 
 
    Without looking back at Denny, he went back to the conference room, leaving the former commando staring at the closed door in silence. 
 
    * * * 
 
    "Where are you going?" Steve asked half an hour later, looking up from his file as Sam and Denny rose from their chairs and started toward the door. 
 
    "Possible lead on the case," Sam answered without looking at him. “We’re going to check it out.” 
 
    "What kind of lead?" Eric asked, reading the last line in the file in his hands before looking up at Sam and Denny. "Where did it come from?" 
 
    Steve leaned back in his chair. "Why weren't we told about it?" 
 
    Sam paused on his way out the door, briefly glancing at Eric before addressing Steve. "Because it might be nothing. No point interrupting the work of reading the old files if this turns out to be a wild goose chase. If anything comes of it, we'll let you know." 
 
    He followed Denny out of the room and through the station to the front doors. 
 
    “I think they don’t trust us, Sam,” Denny said jokingly, but Sam shot him a hard look. 
 
    “Distrust is nothing to make fun of,” he said, “not in a team that’s supposed to work together the way we do.” He shook his head. “But there’s a lot of it starting to show up around this case. I notice you didn’t trust me enough to tell me who you overheard talking about Kenny Givens.” 
 
    Denny scowled. “Not a matter of trust, Sam,” he said. “I promised not to say, that’s all it was. Is it really that important?” 
 
    Sam stopped in the parking lot and looked at him. “I don’t know, Denny. Is it? Maybe you should think that one through and let me know what you think.” He turned and stalked off toward the car and Denny tucked his head down as he followed. 
 
    Neither of them said any more until they were in the car and pulling out of the parking lot, and then Denny looked over at Sam. 
 
    “It was Eric,” he said. “Remember how he guessed about where to find the key to the trapdoor? He told me he used to know a guy named Kenny Givens who lived in Boulder, and Kenny used to write stories about kidnappers and pedophiles and such. One of those stories is what gave him the idea to look for the key where he found it.” 
 
    Sam kept his eyes on the road in front of him. “That’s an awful lot to chalk up to coincidence,” he said. “I can see why you wanted to check Kenny out.” He glanced at Denny and then cut his eyes back to the front. “But why didn’t you tell me this before? Better yet, why didn’t Eric tell me?” 
 
    Denny shrugged. “Eric’s worried he might be losing his mind,” he said, “like maybe he just imagined Kenny. That didn’t sound right to me, and as you say, bit of a wild coincidence, there, so I asked Indie to see what she could find. I haven’t told Eric anything yet.” 
 
    Sam sucked on his bottom lip for a second, then nodded. “That might be best, for right now. I’m not sure what it means, but it strikes me as pretty odd that two members of this team have some possible connection to the case. Let’s hope Givens can help us figure it all out.” 
 
    “Too right, mate,” Denny said. “Too right, there. And I get what you mean, Sam, it’s a stretch to think about Steve being connected, but Eric? The kid just knew somebody online. Is that really a connection, d’you think?” 
 
    Sam glanced at him once more, then focused on the road again. “It’s close enough to make me wonder what’s going on. Kenny Givens wrote stories that almost seem to be about Jensen; that makes me wonder how he knew those details to put into his stories, unless he was the boy who was there the longest. The fact that Eric read them is probably nothing but an extraordinary coincidence, but I’d almost have to call that eerie.” He shook his head again. “Something about this case is eating at me, and I don’t think I’ll be able to sleep if we don’t find the answer.” 
 
    They drove on in silence for a few minutes and arrived at Givens’ address. Sam parked the SUV in the driveway, right behind an aging Cadillac, and the two of them got out and walked up to the front door. Sam rang the doorbell, and a large man in his mid-fifties answered it a moment later. 
 
    Sam and Denny both held up their IDs. “Mr. Givens?” Sam asked. “I’m Sam Prichard, and this is Denny Cortlandt. We’re with Windlass Security, currently assisting Boulder PD in an old investigation, and we’d like to talk to you for a few minutes, if that’s okay.” 
 
    Givens looked at their IDs and then at the two of them before shrugging and holding the door for them to enter. “Come on in,” he said. “Don’t know how I can be of any help, but I’m willing to try.” 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 EIGHT 
 
    Givens' living room was small but comfortable, but had a lack of knickknacks and personal possessions. The furniture was old and somewhat worn, and no two pieces seemed to match. The wallpaper was faded and the trim needed new paint, but there was a homey-ness about the place that felt familiar. Sam realized that it was the sense of a child having lived and played there that made it feel that way. 
 
    Lou Givens himself didn't look nervous, but both Sam and Denny noticed the way his fingers locked onto the arms of his chair as he lowered himself into it. They took seats on the sofa and watched him for a moment, and then Sam spoke. 
 
    "Mr. Givens, we'd like to ask some questions about your son, Kenny," he said. “I understand he was abducted about twenty-five years ago.” 
 
    “Yeah, I figured that’s what this is about,” Givens said. “I saw in the paper they been looking into that old case about Jensen. Every time they start digging into that, somebody comes around asking about when I knew him, after what happened to Kenny.” He shrugged. “I don’t know what you expect to find after all this time.” 
 
    Sam leaned forward. “I just want to get a sense of what was happening around that time,” he said. “I know that your son was taken, but I don’t really have a lot of details. Can you tell me what happened?” 
 
    “I can tell you the same thing I told the cops back then,” Givens said. “Brenda, she was my wife, we got up that morning and I went to wake Kenny for breakfast, and he was gone. His bedroom window was standing wide open and there was no sign of him. I thought for a minute that maybe he just climbed out the window, but he couldn’t have opened it himself. When I realized that, I knew somebody had taken him. We looked all through the house just to be safe, then I called the police. They started working on it right then, even did a house to house search around the area, but didn’t come up with anything. It was like he just disappeared into thin air.” 
 
    “Yes, that’s what I read in the reports,” Sam said. “Now, you were the one who found him, right?” 
 
    Givens nodded. “Yeah, it was about a month later. I was driving past our old house and spotted him sitting on the front steps. At first, I couldn’t believe it was really true, but I stopped the car and walked up to him, and—and it was him. I grabbed him up in a hug and held him close, and I tried to ask him where he had been, but he said he didn’t know. I took him to the police station and called my wife, but Kenny said he didn’t know where he had been or who had taken him. He just kept talking about somebody he called the bunny man. The cops made me take him to the hospital, they checked him over there and said he was fine. He was real pale, I remember that, and the doctors said he must’ve been kept somewhere dark. Kenny said that was right, but that was all he knew.” 
 
    “Okay. Now, one thing I read in the report that had me kind of confused; you moved into this house while Kenny was still missing?” 
 
    Givens looked him in the eye. “Yeah, everybody thought that was odd,” he said. “The thing is, we had just made the deal to buy this place when Kenny disappeared. We’d already sold our house, so we had no choice but to move. It was just a stroke of luck that I happened to drive past the old place the day Kenny got loose.” 
 
    “Okay, I guess that makes sense,” Sam said. “How did Kenny get loose? Did you ever figure that out?” 
 
    Givens shook his head. “All he ever said was that the bunny man had him put him into a big box and carried him out. He said they got into a car and he could feel it moving, but then it stopped and the box was set down on the ground. He heard the car drive away and pushed his way out of the box, and he was right in front of the old house. He went and tried to get in, but the door was locked, so he sat down on the steps. I guess he thought my wife and I were out, and he was waiting for us to get home.” 
 
    “And you never had any idea who might have taken him?” 
 
    “No, sir,” Givens said. “The police never did figure it out.” His eyes narrowed. “Do you think it had something to do with that Pastor Jensen?” 
 
    “We’re not sure,” Sam said. “Did you happen to know Pastor Jensen?” 
 
    Givens looked at him for a moment, then nodded his head. “Yes, but not well,” he said. “He came to talk to us a few times, while Kenny was missing. My wife really appreciated it, he gave her hope. Why?” 
 
    Sam hesitated for a couple of seconds, but then said, “Well, it’ll be in the news tonight anyway. We found the remains of a little boy in a hidden cellar under the pastor’s house today. It looks like he may have been kidnapping young boys and keeping them prisoner. I was wondering if you ever considered him a suspect in your son’s disappearance.” 
 
    Givens’ eyes went wide. “Jensen? No, of course not. My goodness, you actually found…” 
 
    “We did, yes,” Denny said. “A small boy. The cellar he was in would have been very dark, so it could be the same place your boy was kept.” 
 
    Givens shook his head. “I never woulda thought… I mean, everything they said about him when he was killed, I thought the guy was some kind of saint. He was always nice to us.” 
 
    “Mr. Givens, we know that Kenny is still around here somewhere. Do you talk to him very often?” 
 
    He scoffed. “Kenny? Hell, he don’t even come around. After his mom died, he come around a couple of times and then just stopped. He said he couldn’t put up with my attitude, can you believe that?” 
 
    “What seemed to be the problem between the two of you?” Sam asked. 
 
    “I wanted him to get a job, act like an adult,” Givens said. “He don’t want no truck with that. He says he makes all the money he wants just doing his computer crap, he don’t think he needs to bother with a regular job. I told him, I said, it might not be that long before he decides he wants a family or something, and he’ll need things like insurance, stuff like that. You don’t get that hustling computer crap.” 
 
    Sam nodded. “He sounds rather rebellious,” he said. “Would you have any idea where we can find him? I’d like to ask him a few questions, as well.” 
 
    Givens shrugged again. “Last I knew, about three months ago, he was hanging out with some girl over on Sundown Lane. She goes by Fiona Jones, but I don’t think that’s her real name.” 
 
    “Fiona Jones? Do you know anything else about her?” 
 
    “Not a lot. She’s another computer nerd, like Kenny, but I don’t know what all she’s into.” 
 
    Sam made a mental note, then looked at Givens again. “Mr. Givens, we’ve heard that Kenny used to write stories about people who harm children. Were you aware of that?” 
 
    “Oh, Lordy, yes. He was always writing stuff like that, even when he was a lot younger. Some of it was pretty disgusting, to be honest. I was figured it was just his way of dealing with what happened to him.” 
 
    Sam and Denny looked at one another, then back at Givens. “I don’t suppose you have any of those old stories laying around?” 
 
    Givens touched his tongue to his upper lip for a second, then held up a finger as if to tell them to wait. He got up out of his chair and left the room for a moment, then came back with a small spiral-bound notebook. He handed it to Sam. 
 
    “This was his writing book,” he said. “Lots of stories in there, and not all of them are that sort.” 
 
    Sam opened the book, and Denny leaned in close to look over his shoulder. The handwriting was obviously that of a young boy, with most words simply printed, rather than in cursive. The first entry was a story about a ten-year-old boy who discovered a dragon hiding in his backyard. The two of them became fast friends, and the dragon became his protector. When monsters tried to break into his home, the dragon fought them off with its fiery breath. 
 
    The second story started out to be about a happy little boy named Scooby, but then a man broke into the house one night and took him away. Sam and Denny read about how the man put the little boy in a cave under his house and kept him chained up so that he could not escape. He was given food and water, and once in a while, he was even allowed into the man’s house, but only when the man’s face was covered with a mask. Those days were the best, Scooby thought, because he was allowed to play with toys the man kept in a box. 
 
    One day, while the little boy was in the cave, the man brought in another little boy, whose name was Kenny. They were going to be friends, the man told them, but Kenny was always afraid. He cried a lot, and then he began to get sick. One night, after Scooby went to sleep, Kenny disappeared and was never seen again. Scooby missed him a lot, so much that he changed his name to Kenny so he would never forget him. 
 
    Sam and Denny looked at one another, then Sam turned back to Mr. Givens. “Did Kenny ever go to counseling after what happened?” he asked. 
 
    Givens suddenly looked nervous. “Counseling? Good Lord, no. I wasn’t about to let any of those head shrinkers get their hooks into him. He been through enough, he didn’t need them poking around inside his head. No sirree, Bob, we didn’t need none of that. Me and his mama took care of him, and that’s all he needed.” 
 
    Sam just looked at him for a moment, then held up the notebook. “Would you mind if I hang on to this for a bit?” he asked. “I’d like to show it to someone, see if maybe it might hold some clues to whether Jensen was the one who abducted your son.” 
 
    Givens then grimaced, but then he nodded. “Yeah, that’s fine,” he said. “I read all those so many times I probably know them by heart, anyway. I’d like to get it back when you’re done with it, though.” 
 
    Sam promised to return it, and then he and Denny got up to leave. Givens walked them to the door, but Sam suddenly turned and looked at him again. 
 
    “Mr. Givens, do you know if the police ever spoke with Pastor Jensen?” 
 
    Givens looked at him for a moment, then shrugged. “They might have,” he said. “You know, now that I think of it, there was one detective who asked about him, asked if we had any problems with him. I said we didn’t, of course.” 
 
    “A detective? Do you remember his name?” 
 
    Givens looked at him for a moment, then shook his head. “Sorry, I don’t.” 
 
    Sam took a business card out of his pocket and handed it to him. “If you happen to remember, please call me. I’d like to speak to that detective if he’s still around.” 
 
    Givens took the card and nodded. Sam and Denny turned to walk away, and Givens stood and watched as they got into their car and backed out of the driveway. 
 
    The two of them waited until they had driven away to speak, and it was Denny who said it first. 
 
    “We need to find Kenny, Sam,” he said. “Something tells me he’s the key to figuring out what really happened to Jensen.” 
 
    Sam nodded, his eyes on the road. “I agree.” He took out his phone and hit the speed dial for Indie, then put it on speaker. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” she answered.  
 
    “Indie, I need to locate a woman who goes by Fiona Jones, probably a hacker here in Boulder. According to Kenny’s dad, he was last known to be living with her.” 
 
    “Fiona Jones? Hang on a minute,” she said, and Sam could hear the keys clacking on her computer. “Yep, I thought I recognized that name. I’ve been tracking some of Kenny’s hacking work online. He goes by BitStryker, and one of the people he works with a lot is called FoxyJo. I traced FoxyJo to the name Fiona Jones. She lives in an apartment at 2800 Sundown Lane, apartment 4.” 
 
    “Got it,” Sam said. “Any background on her?” 
 
    “She’s in her mid twenties, actually has a degree in computer science. She seems to be a white hat, uses her skills to try to do good, ripping off bad guys online. People who deal in stolen credit cards, child pornography, people like that. Their money disappears, and then somehow the appropriate authorities suddenly find out who they are and where to find them. She’s got a pretty good record of getting them busted.” 
 
    “I guess that’s one way to make money,” Sam said. 
 
    “Oh, she doesn’t keep it,” Indie said quickly. “She donates all of it to various legitimate charities, anonymously. Looks like it’s usually to groups that fight child sex trafficking.” 
 
    Sam and Denny looked at one another. “Okay, babe, thanks,” Sam said. “We’re going to see if we can find her and Kenny.” He started to add a goodbye, then stopped. “What about Kenny? Does he help her with that kind of stuff?” 
 
    “He’s got his own gig,” Indie said. “Kenny is an internet security expert, and he specializes in cracking through the toughest firewalls and security measures out there, but only on dark web sites that are involved in criminal activity. As far as I can tell, he’s the one responsible for breaking the case on the drug ring that was flooding Europe with meth last year. They were doing everything online, and he leaked some of their highest passwords to the European Intelligence and Situation Center.”  
 
    “I read about that,” Denny said. “It was a big takedown. This Kenny sounds like our kind of people, Sam.” 
 
    “I agree. Indie, thanks. We’ll let you know what we find out.” He ended the call and dropped his phone back into his pocket. 
 
    “I’ve got the directions,” Denny said, holding out his phone to show the nav app. “Shall we head over there now?” 
 
    Sam nodded. “Damn right,” he said. “I want to know what Kenny knows, and I’ve got a hunch it’s going to be something pretty big.” 
 
    Denny raised an eyebrow. “Mind sharing what you mean by that?” 
 
    “It’s that story,” Sam said. “The little boy changed his name to Kenny, remember? So he’d never forget his little friend who disappeared?” 
 
    “Right,” Denny said. “You think that’s important?” 
 
    Sam set his jaw as he looked through the windshield. “I just have a feeling that it could be.” 
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    With Denny’s nav to guide them, they found the apartment building with no problem and parked at the side of the building, out of sight of any of the windows. Sam knew the SUV looked like a law enforcement vehicle and didn’t want to spook either of the people they were looking for. 
 
    They entered the building and saw that there were four apartments on each floor, with apartment 4 being the one in back on the right. They stood in front of it for a couple of seconds and heard music coming from inside, and then Sam knocked. 
 
    A woman with purple streaks in her black hair opened the door as far as the safety chain would allow and peeked out. “Yeah?” she said. 
 
    Sam and Denny held up their IDs. “I’m Sam Prichard, and this is Denny Cortlandt. We’re investigators with Windlass Security, and we’re looking for Fiona Jones and Kenny Givens. Neither of them is in any trouble, we’re just hoping they might be able to help shed some light on something for us.” 
 
    The woman looked at their IDs for a moment, then looked back up at Sam. “You’re the private eye from Denver, right? The guy who stopped the nuke at Lake Mead?” 
 
    Sam grinned. “Guilty,” he said. “You read my wife’s blog?” 
 
    She shook her head. “No. I hacked the DHS to find out what really happened out there, and your name was all over it. And if you’re thinking about busting me for that, think again. I don’t leave any evidence behind, so you can’t prove I’m not blowing smoke up your ass.” She closed the door and took off the chain, then opened it again and waved a hand to invite them in. “Come on in and have a seat. I don’t know what you want, but I’ll help if I can.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Sam said as they stepped into the living room. Sam was leaning on his cane and Fiona glanced at it, then pointed at a chair.  
 
    “Take a load off, man. You look like you could use it.” 
 
    Sam grinned at her. “Thanks,” he said as he sank into the big recliner. Denny took a seat on another chair as Fiona sat on the couch that faced them. 
 
    “Okay, I’m Fiona,” she said. “As far as Kenny goes, I haven’t seen him for a couple weeks. He comes and goes as he pleases, so I never know when he’ll show up. What is this about?” 
 
    “Fiona, did Kenny ever talk to you about what happened when he was a child?” Sam watched her face closely. 
 
    “About when he was kidnapped, you mean?” she asked. “He told me it happened, but it isn’t something he likes to talk about.” Her eyes narrowed. “Are you guys looking into that old case?” 
 
    “Actually, we were brought in to help with another old case,” Denny said. “Reverend Martin Jensen was murdered about twenty-five years ago, beaten to death in his own kitchen. Nobody was ever charged with the crime, and a lot of people think it’s time to put that case to bed.” 
 
    “Unfortunately,” Sam cut in, “it’s opened up a whole new avenue of investigation. During a walk-through of Pastor Jensen’s home, a hidden trap door was discovered. In the cellar underneath the house, the police found the remains of a little boy who died there. We think he might have been alive at the time Jensen was killed, but we’re waiting for forensics to give us more information about that.” 
 
    Fiona nodded slowly. “So, now you think Jensen might’ve been the one who took Kenny, right?” 
 
    Sam made a noncommittal gesture. “We think it’s possible,” he said. “We know that Kenny has written stories about abducted children, and we actually wonder if he might have some information about some of the other children that went missing around that time.” 
 
    She bit her bottom lip for a couple of seconds. “I wouldn’t know about that,” she said. “Like I said, it’s not something he likes to talk about. If you think it’s important, though, I can probably get word to him that you need to talk to him. Would that help?” 
 
    “Do you think he’ll be willing to talk to us?” Sam asked. “I’d hate to scare him off before we get to talk to him about this.” 
 
    “If there’s one thing Kenny hates,” Fiona said, “it’s people who hurt children. He’s dedicated his life to stopping people like that, so I think you’ll be able to get his attention. Hold on just a minute.” She reached on the coffee table and picked up her cell phone, then let her thumbs fly over it. A moment later, it chimed as she got a response to her text message, and she grinned. “He’ll be here in ten minutes,” she said, and then she looked up at them again. “Would you guys like some coffee? I just made a fresh pot before you got here.” 
 
    “That would be lovely,” Denny said, and Sam echoed him. Fiona got up and went into the kitchen, returning a few minutes later with a carafe and four cups on a tray. She poured a cup for each of them, and pointed to the sugar bowl and creamer. 
 
    Sam and Denny were halfway through their coffee when the sound of a motorcycle came clearly through the walls. They could tell it came to a stop outside, and the engine died a second later. Fiona grinned, but didn’t move from her spot on the couch, and a moment later, the front door opened and they got their first look at Kenny Givens. 
 
    Kenny was just short of six feet tall and wiry, with wavy black hair and piercing blue eyes. He eyed Sam and Denny cautiously, then glanced at Fiona. She smiled and patted the couch beside her. Kenny stood there for another couple of seconds, then walked over and sat down where she had indicated. She poured a cup of coffee and handed it to him and he took a sip of the black liquid. 
 
    “I’m Kenny,” he said. “What’s this all about?” 
 
    Sam glanced at Fiona and she said, “I didn’t tell him anything. I figured it would be better coming from you guys. I just told him he needed to come talk to you.” 
 
    Sam nodded his gratitude and turned to Kenny. “Kenny, my name is Sam Prichard. I’m a private investigator with Windlass Security out of Denver, and my partners and I have been asked to assist the Boulder Police Department with an old case, the murder of Pastor Martin Jensen about twenty-five years ago.” 
 
    Kenny nodded. “I’ve heard about that,” he said. “Somebody beat him to death, right?” 
 
    “That’s right, mate,” Denny said. “I’m Denny Cortlandt, also with Windlass.” 
 
    Kenny looked at him for a moment, then turned back to Sam. “So, what’s all this got to do with me?” 
 
    “Earlier today, there was a hidden trap door found in the kitchen of Pastor Jensen’s house. Under the kitchen floor, the remains of a small boy were found. It appears he may have been trapped down there at the time Jensen was killed.” 
 
    Kenny’s eyes were wide and he was staring at Sam. “It was a dark space? Rock walls and a dirt floor?” 
 
    Sam nodded. “The walls were concrete, but there was a lot of stone in it. Does that sound familiar to you, Kenny?” 
 
    Kenny shrugged and tried to make his face relax. “There’s lots of dark basements,” he said. “That doesn’t really mean anything.” 
 
    “No, in itself I guess it wouldn’t,” Sam said. “On the other hand, the trap door was underneath the kitchen stove. It had a padlock on it, and one of my team suddenly got a hunch and took a look under the false bottom of the cabinet beside the stove and found the key.” 
 
    The eyes went wide again. “What made him look there?” he asked. 
 
    Denny leaned forward. “He said he read a story once, about a trap door under the kitchen range, and he said that’s where the key was kept in the story. He also said you wrote that story. You let him read it once several years ago, when you were talking to him online.” 
 
    Kenny’s eyebrows lowered. “What’s his name?” 
 
    “Eric Brenner,” Sam said. “He works with us now.” 
 
    Kenny stared at him for a moment, and then a slow smile spread across his face. “Eric? Last I heard, he got locked up for hacking into something he wasn’t supposed to get near. He’s out of jail now?” 
 
    “He didn’t go to jail,” Sam said. “He was actually put into an institution for genius level kids, but now he works with us. I’m glad you remember him. Kenny, where did you get the idea for that scenario in your story?” 
 
    Kenny licked his lips. “I think it was from a dream,” he said. “I remember having dreams about a trap door under a kitchen stove, so I think that’s where it came from.” He glanced at Fiona, then turned back to Sam. “Now it sounds like maybe that dream was really a memory. You think this Jensen is the one who kidnapped me?” 
 
    “I’ll confess I’m leaning in that direction,” Sam said. “From what I’ve read, you said you never saw the face of the person who took you. Is that correct?” 
 
    Kenny nodded. “Yeah,” he said. “He always wore a mask whenever he came around me. It was a rabbit mask, like the Easter Bunny or something.” 
 
    “In the cellar where we found the remains, there were chains hooked to the wall. Do you remember anything like that?” 
 
    Kenny closed his eyes for a second, then popped them open again. “Yeah,” he said. “When he first got me, he put chains on my legs, my ankles. After a little while, maybe a couple weeks, he took them off. He said I didn’t need them anymore because I was being good.” 
 
    “You never tried to escape?” 
 
    “Of course I did. Anytime it got quiet upstairs, I tried to push that trap door open, but it never would budge. Now that I think about it, I saw the way it was hidden under the stove the first time he took me upstairs and let me play with toys. After that, I figured there was no way I could get out, so I just sorta gave up.” 
 
    “That’s completely understandable,” Sam said. “Kenny, we went and visited your father a little while ago. He…” 
 
    “Really? How is the old bastard?” Kenny grinned at him. “Pop never cared much for my lifestyle. He always wanted me to get a regular job, but I’ve always had trouble dealing with people telling me what to do.” He gave a shrug. “I think it has something to do with being trapped in that basement for so long. When I got out, I decided I was never going to feel helpless again. People try to tell me what to do, it makes me feel like I’m not in control of my life anymore.” 
 
    “He seemed in good health, and decent spirits. Kenny, he let me have a notebook where you had written some of your stories. There’s one particular one that I saw that caught my attention. It was about a little boy named Scooby. Do you remember that one?” 
 
    Kenny’s eyes narrowed and he cocked his head to the side as he looked at Sam. “Scooby? Yeah, vaguely,” he said. “I’m not real sure where I got that one.” 
 
    “In the story, Scooby says there’s another little boy that comes into the cellar with him. That little boy’s name was Kenny, but he wasn’t there very long. One day he disappeared and Scooby decided to change his name to Kenny so he would never forget him. Does that sound familiar?” 
 
    His head still cocked to the right, Kenny nodded slowly. “Yeah, a little bit. That’s kind of weird. I don’t really remember the story all that well, but it’s weird that I would say he changed his name. And to my name? That doesn’t make any sense, does it?” 
 
    “Kenny, were there any other children brought in while you were there? Think hard, it could be very important.” 
 
    Kenny open his mouth and started to speak, but then paused. He closed it and closed his eyes for a moment, then opened them again slowly. 
 
    “Yeah,” he said. “Yeah, I had completely forgotten about it until now, but there was another boy. I can’t remember his name, but I remember the bunny man saying that we looked like twins.” He looked into Sam’s eyes. “You think maybe he was Scooby?” 
 
    “I honestly don’t know,” Sam said. “I was hoping you could tell us. Do you remember someone named Scooby?” 
 
    Kenny’s face twisted up in deep thought. “You know, I—I’m really not sure. There was another little boy, I know that, but I really can’t remember his name. It seemed like it started with an S, though. I know I was a big Scooby Doo fan back when I was little, maybe that’s where I came up with the name.” 
 
    Sam and Denny looked at one another, and then Sam turned back to Kenny. “Could his name have been Scott? Or Scotty, maybe?” 
 
    Kenny’s eyes went wide. “Yeah, maybe,” he said. “That—that does have a familiar ring to it. I wish I could say for sure, but I’d be lying, I’m afraid.” He looked closely at Sam. “Why? Was that one of the kids who went missing?” 
 
    “Yes,” Sam said. “His name was Scotty Beck, and his father is a friend of mine.” 
 
    Kenny closed his eyes for a moment, then opened them again. “The name sounds familiar,” he said, “but that’s all I can say.” 
 
    Sam let out a sigh. “I appreciate it, Kenny. Listen, if I come up with more questions, could I give you a call?” 
 
    Kenny nodded again. “Sure.” He leaned over to the coffee table and picked up a piece of paper, then took a pen out of his pocket and scribbled down his number. He passed it to Sam, and then Sam and Denny got up to leave. 
 
    Kenny also stood. “Do me a favor, will you? Tell Eric I said hi. If he wants to talk, you can give him my number.” 
 
    Sam smiled. “I’m sure he’ll want to.” 
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    When they got back to the station, only Eric and Summer were still at the table, struggling through the last remaining straggling files. There were only three left, and they were holding two of them in their hands.  
 
    “Where is everybody else?” Sam asked. 
 
    “Break room,” Eric said. “And no, I haven’t had any more coffee.” He added this with a bitter tone in his voice. 
 
    Sam managed to suppress the grin that wanted to break out across his face, then turned and walked into the break room. Steve, Walter, Jade and Darren were there, each of them holding a cup of coffee as they sat at the small table. Sam poured two cups and carried them back to the conference room, and he heard the rest of them get up to follow him. 
 
    “Here you go,” Sam said, setting a cup in front of Eric. “I think you’re going to want this in a moment.” 
 
    Eric stared at the cup for a moment, then raised his eyes to Sam. “I am?” 
 
    Sam nodded. “Wait till everybody else is here, and I’ll explain.” 
 
    The rest of them filed in and took their seats at the table. Steve was the first to look up at Sam. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. “So what was the new lead all about?” 
 
    "Eric," Sam said, “I’m afraid I made Denny tell me something that you had said to him in confidence. For what it’s worth, he tried not to give up your name, but I can be pretty persuasive. I’d like you to tell the rest of us how you knew to look under the cabinet for the key to the trap door padlock.” 
 
    Eric looked at Denny for a moment, then let out a sigh. “I read a story once, and it had an almost identical scenario. Trap door hidden under the kitchen range, the key was hidden under a false floor in the cabinet beside it. When we saw the trap door there, it all just sort of came back to me and I just had to look.” 
 
    Jade nodded. “I thought there was something fishy about that,” she said. “So who wrote the story?” 
 
    Eric grimaced. “It was a guy I knew through the Internet,” he said. “His name is Kenny Givens, and the funny thing is that he lived on the same street that Jensen’s house is on. Seeing that trap door and finding the key made me think of him again, but then when Indie was talking about kids who had been kidnapped, she mentioned his name. That’s when I got really shook up, I guess.” 
 
    Sam nodded. “I can see why that would shake you up,” he said. “Well, I had Indie look at the families of all those kids, and we managed to track down Kenny’s dad. He told us where to find Kenny, and Denny and I have just come from talking to him.” He grinned. “He says to tell you hello, and I got his number if you want to give him a call sometime.” 
 
    “Seriously?” Eric asked, his eyes wide. “That would be awesome. How’s he doing?” 
 
    Sam chuckled. “He’s doing pretty well, actually. He’s still hacking, but he uses it to accomplish some good in the world. I think you’d be proud of him.” 
 
    Eric grinned, and Sam turned to the rest of them. “What this means for us is that we now have reason to believe that it was Martin Jensen who abducted Kenny when he was a child. He was very likely kept in the same cellar where the remains were recovered today. However, there is another little twist in the story, and we’re not entirely sure what to make of it.” 
 
    He turned to Steve. “Steve, Kenny said there was another boy who was brought into the cellar while he was there. There’s a possibility that other boy was your son, Scotty. Kenny can’t remember the name for sure, but he says that name does sound familiar.” 
 
    Steve stared at him. “Does he know what happened…” 
 
    Sam shook his head. “All he knows is that the other boy was gone after a while, and he was still there. It was not long after that when Jensen put him in a big box and dropped him off in front of his old house. His father happened to drive by and saw Kenny sitting on the front steps. That’s how he came to be rescued.” 
 
    Steve dropped his eyes to the table. “So, the son of a bitch probably killed my son, but let the other boy go?” He shook his head. “Almost makes me wish I did kill him.” 
 
    “I think we can all understand that, Steve,” Sam said. “Unfortunately, this doesn’t give us any more information on who did kill him. It’s getting late, and I’m inclined to say we need to head home for the night. With any luck, we may have DNA results back on those remains tomorrow sometime.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Steve said. “Part of me is dreading it, and part of me wants them to hurry up. I just want to know whether that was Scotty or not.” There was a sadness in his voice that went beyond grief, but Sam decided not to comment on it. 
 
    “Okay, then,” Sam said. “Let’s pack it up and head for home. We’ll meet up at the office tomorrow at eight a.m., and go from there.” 
 
    No one had any objections, so they all got up and headed out the door, climbed back into the SUVs they had arrived in and started back toward Denver. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “I’m stuffed,” Kim said as she followed Indie into the living room. “Why did you let me eat so much?” 
 
    “Hey, I just put the pizza on the table,” Indie said. “You’re the one who put it on your plate. Not my fault if you eat too much.” 
 
    “I know, I’m just mad at myself. I think that’s the first time in my life I ever ate four whole slices of pizza in one sitting.” 
 
    The two of them joined Kenzie in the living room, where the little girl was scanning through the movies on Hulu. She turned around as her mother and grandmother entered and smiled. 
 
    “What you want to watch?” she asked. 
 
    “You can pick,” Indie said. “Something funny, okay?” 
 
    Kenzie chose a movie while Indie took care of Bo’s diaper and got him settled into his playpen. The little boy looked up at her accusingly and said, “Daddy!” 
 
    “Daddy is working,” Indie said, but then her ears perked up at the sound of an engine coming down the street. She took a couple of steps toward the front door and broke into a smile when she saw the headlights of the Mustang swing into the driveway. “I stand corrected,” she said, looking over her shoulder at Bo. “Daddy’s home.” 
 
    Bo gave her a huge smile. “Daddy!” he said again, while Kenzie ran to the door before her mother could get there. She yanked it open, and stood at the screen while Sam climbed out of the car and walked slowly up the walk and onto the porch. 
 
    “Hi, there,” he said, grinning. “Got room for an old man to come in for the night?” 
 
    “You bet,” Kenzie said, swinging the screen door open. 
 
    Sam stepped inside and accepted a hug from his daughter, a kiss from his wife and then picked up his son from the playpen and got another of each. 
 
    “Wow,” he said, “if I’m going to get a welcome like that, I need to be gone more often.” 
 
    “I thought you were going to be gone overnight,” Indie said. “What brings you home so early?” 
 
    “Well, do you want the official story, or would you rather have the truth?” 
 
    Indie’s eyes narrowed. “I want the truth, of course,” she said. “What’s going on, Sam?” 
 
    “Well,” Sam said, sitting down in his recliner with Bo on his lap, “this is turning into something a lot more personal than we expected. We are almost certain that Jensen is the one who abducted Steve’s son, and it’s even possible that the remains we found will turn out to be his. However, there’s another possibility that I’m considering and I’m afraid to even speak it out loud.” 
 
    “And what is that?” Indie asked. 
 
    Sam bit his lip for a moment, then picked up the notebook he had carried in and handed it to her. “The guy who wrote the stories in that book is Kenny Givens,” he said. “I met him today, and if I didn’t know better, I would swear I was looking at a younger version of Steve. In one of those stories, he wrote about a little boy he called Scooby, who had been kidnapped and held in a dark cellar just like the one under Jensen’s house. He was there for some time, I guess, and then another little boy was brought in. He said that boy’s name was Kenny, and that he was scared and didn’t do very well. After a couple weeks, Kenny disappeared and Scooby didn’t want to forget him, so he changed his own name to Kenny.” 
 
    Indie’s eyes narrowed. “He changed his name to Kenny?” 
 
    Sam nodded. “Yeah, that’s what got me, too,” he said. “The guy writing the story is named Kenny, and sounds like he’s talking about himself in the third person this way? Well, when I was talking to him today, I asked him about that story. He said there was another boy who was brought in while he was there, and it may have been Scott Beck. He said the name sounded vaguely familiar, but he couldn’t really remember.” 
 
    Indie looked at him for a moment. “Scott Beck—Scooby? Are you thinking that Scooby was Kenny’s nickname for Scott?” 
 
    Sam shook his head. “I’m not really sure what I’m thinking,” he said. “All I know is that Kenny said Jensen—I’m assuming for now that it was Jensen—made the comment that he and the other boy could pass for twins. What if Scooby was really Scott, but he was the first one there? If the other boy who came in was named Kenny, and Scooby changed his name so he wouldn’t forget…” 
 
    Indie’s eyes went wide. “Oh, my God,” she said. “Then Kenny Givens might really be Scott Beck!” 
 
    “That’s what I’m trying to find out,” Sam said. “I don’t want to get Steve’s hopes up unless there’s a real possibility that I’m right, you know what I mean?” 
 
    “Of course I do,” she said. “Just a minute.” She got up and went to get her computer, then brought it back to the living room. A minute later, she had two photographs on the screen side-by-side. 
 
    “Take a look,” she said. “I got these out of the respective police department files. The boy on the left is Scotty, and the one on the right is Kenny. These are the photos the police were given when they disappeared.” 
 
    Sam leaned over and looked closely at the monitor. “Good grief,” he said. “They really do look a lot alike. Everything, even the eyes, the nose, the hair—it’s all nearly identical. They really could pass for twins.” 
 
    “Sam, you may be on to something. The thing is, wouldn’t Kenny’s parents have known if they got the wrong child back?” 
 
    Sam started to speak, but Kim cut him off. “Would they?” she asked. “They probably thought their son was dead; if he seemed a little different when they got him back, they would probably just chalk it up to whatever happened while he was gone.” 
 
    Sam nodded. “She’s right,” he said. “And that’s what I’ve been thinking about. Mr. and Mrs. Givens would have probably figured anything different about Kenny was just because of his being kidnapped in the first place.” 
 
    Indie shook her head. “I’m not buying that,” she said. “I don’t care how long I was away from one of my kids, I would know them when I saw them again. And I would certainly know if the child I thought was mine wasn’t. When they took him home, if it was really Scott, he wouldn’t act the same at all, and there would be physical differences as well. Nobody can be a perfect double for somebody else, not even identical twins. They usually have some differences between them, and the mother would certainly be aware of them. Scott might’ve had a birthmark, or maybe Kenny did, but it would only appear on one of them. Or maybe it’s a mole, or a scar, even a missing tooth. A mother would have known about it and realized she was looking at a different child.” 
 
    Sam looked at her. “You know, you could be right,” he said. “It didn’t hit me at the time, but Mr. Givens gave me a song and dance about how they wouldn’t take Kenny to counseling because he was afraid of letting a psychiatrist mess with his head, but what if he was afraid of something else? What if he was actually afraid the psychiatrist might figure out that he wasn’t really dealing with Kenny Givens?” 
 
    “But wouldn’t they want to know?” Kim asked. “If they realized something was wrong, wouldn’t they want to know the truth?” 
 
    “Maybe not,” Sam said. “Maybe they were just so relieved to have him back that they refused to see any evidence to the contrary. The last thing they would want is someone forcing them look at that evidence, right?” 
 
    “I see your point,” Indie said. “Sam, what if it’s true? What if you really have found little Scott alive?” 
 
    “Then it’s going to be quite a shock to several people. Steve, of course, he would be overjoyed, I’m sure. Kenny himself will probably be shocked, and I would imagine that Mr. Givens will have a rough time with it. After all these years, he may have convinced himself that it really is his son.” 
 
    Indie looked at the two pictures again, then turned back to Sam. “What are you going to do, Sam?” 
 
    Sam looked down at his own son sitting in his lap. “I’m going to wait for the DNA results on the bones we found in Jensen’s cellar,” he said. “If it turns out to be the remains of Scott Beck, then there’s nothing to do. If not, though, I’m going to have to figure out some way to find out for sure about Kenny.” 
 
    Indie started to say something, but Kim suddenly held up a hand. “Sam,” she said, “Beauregard told me earlier today that this case is going to change your life forever. At first, I didn’t think he wanted us to tell you, but now he says you shouldn’t wait. He says that if you wait for the DNA results, it’s going to put you and others in danger.” 
 
    Sam stared at her. “In danger? Do you mean I should tell Steve that I think Kenny Givens might really be his son? If I do that now and then the remains come back as Scotty, he could be devastated.” 
 
    Kim shook her head. “Beauregard says those remains are not Scott. He’s not certain about Kenny, but he says you have to speak up now, right now, or something bad is going to happen.” 
 
    Sam’s eyes were locked on his mother-in-law, but it took him a moment to speak. “I don’t know what to do,” he said. “I know Beauregard has been right over and over again, but this is at least four lives we’d be playing with. Steve and his wife, Kenny, his dad…” 
 
    “Sam, Beauregard has never been wrong,” Kim said. “How many times have his warnings saved your life, or someone else’s?” 
 
    Sam turned to his wife, but she was nodding her head in agreement. “Sam, she’s right. You can’t afford to ignore him, no matter what he is.” 
 
    Sam nodded, then. “Yeah, you’re right.” He held Bo up and let Indie take him, then pulled his phone out of his pocket and touched an icon. “Steve? Listen, I hate to bother you when you just got home, but there’s something I need to talk to you about. Mind if I come over?” 
 
   


  
 

 ELEVEN 
 
    Twenty-Five Years Earlier 
 
    When Edith shook the bed as she got up that morning, Steve's eyes came reluctantly open to glare at the clock. It wasn’t even five yet, and he had been planning on sleeping for at least another hour before getting up to take care of Scotty for another day. He turned to look at his wife, who smiled apologetically. "Sorry," she said. "I didn’t mean to wake you. Just getting a glass of water. Go back to sleep. I don't have to work today, so I'll deal with Scotty if he wakes up." 
 
    Steve nodded, then closed his eyes and sank back into the pillows. He heard the soft footfalls of his wife as she left the room and felt himself slipping toward dreamland, hoping to fall back asleep soon. He’d almost made it when a sharp, panicked scream snapped him fully awake instantly. 
 
    He leapt out of bed and was halfway down the hall before the sounds even registered properly in his mind, but his feet knew exactly where to go. He rushed toward his son's room and saw his wife immediately, standing just outside the door and covering her face. He slid to a halt beside her, panic welling up within him as he saw her horrified, glassy eyes. 
 
    "Steve," she said in a trembling voice, turning to stare at him. She looked hollow and pale, so frail it seemed like she might shatter. "He’s gone. Scotty’s gone." 
 
    Hardly daring to breathe and starting to feel suddenly nauseous, Steve turned to their son's room and stepped inside. Broken toys were scattered across the floor, looking trampled on as if there had been a struggle. The pillow was ripped and laying on the floor, and Scott's favorite teddy bear was lying forlornly under the bed. There was no sign of the boy, himself.  
 
    Steve's eyes were drawn to the window, which was wide open, the curtains fluttering in a gentle breeze, and Steve immediately spotted the stain of red on the wood. Blood, he thought. There’s blood on the window of my son's room, the window I forgot to lock last night. 
 
    Beside the window was a piece of paper, caught under a box of crayons. Steve didn’t notice when his legs gave out from under him, but he suddenly found himself on the floor, leaning against the wall as he listened to his wife’s sobs. He couldn't tear his eyes away from the blood stain, even when Edith started calling out for little Scotty. 
 
    He didn't hear her call the police, and he didn’t even notice when she broke down in the hallway, sinking to the floor just as he had done. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The room was silent except for Steve tapping his foot against the wooden floor. The sound of a clock ticked on behind him, but it was muffled and too unimportant to get past the horrified haze that had been clouding his thoughts since he woke up to Edith's shriek and the discovery of his son’s empty room. 
 
    Steve could hardly think clearly, his fingers wrapped tightly around the arms of his chair as he stared at nothing. He was thinking of Scott, thinking about their recent day at the park, but it was his oversight in leaving the window unlocked that was at the forefront of his thoughts. He vaguely remembered Edith's wracking sobs and scratchy voice as the police arrived at their house, and the gentle hands that guided him away from Scott's room. He didn't remember the drive that must have taken him to the station. He didn’t remember entering the station and blindly finding his way to his own office. Someone must have helped him, but he had no idea who. 
 
    Detective Hank Nestor sat quietly across from him, letting him drown in his thoughts for a moment too long. Hank studied him quietly, his own face unreadable, and absently touched the wedding band around his finger. 
 
    "Steve," he finally said, his voice calm and soothing enough to bring Steve back from the guilt and fear that had overtaken his mind. "You know we have to do this," Hank said, leaning back in his chair. Steve blinked at him for a moment, barely able to see him, but his mouth tightened as he noticed the hint of sympathy in his friend's eyes, and he nodded at last. 
 
    Hank let him stew for a moment longer, slowly watching Steve pull himself back together. He was pale and more tense than Hank could remember ever seeing him before, but he no longer looked as if he were lost in some terrible nightmare, which was an improvement. 
 
    "What happened last night?" Hank asked, knowing the reaction he was almost certain to get from Steve, but no angry or hateful look came his way, and that only worried him more. "Did anything seem out of place? Edith said you took Scott to the park—did anyone pay a little too much attention to him while you were out? Is there anything you remember being out of place?" 
 
    Steve reached into a pocket, releasing his vise-like grip on the chair arm for only a moment, and took out a crumpled piece of paper. Hank watched patiently and quietly as Steve delicately placed the paper onto the table between them and smoothed out the creases. 
 
    "I didn't see anything," he said at last, staring at the paper with a strange expression on his face. "But this was trapped by Scott's window. It was caught in the breeze when we—when we couldn't find him. Scotty was drawing a picture last night, but he wouldn't let us see it. He said it wasn't finished yet." 
 
    "What was it?" Hank asked, leaning forward to try to see the picture he could just make out scrawled on the paper. "Is it something that might help us find your son?" 
 
    Steve turned suddenly, jerking in his chair. "Where's Edith?" he asked, fingers twitching protectively over the paper as his eyes roamed listlessly around the room. Hank wasn't sure if Steve really couldn’t remember, or if he just wanted a distraction. 
 
    Either way, Hank kept his tone even as he answered. "She's with Detective Melrose in the next office. They're going over what happened last night, just like we are, to see if Edith remembers anything that might help. Same thing we’re doing, remember?" 
 
    Steve slumped in his chair. He looked so lost and forlorn that Hank hardly recognized him as the policeman, and later detective, he had known and worked with for the past couple of years. This broken man just didn’t seem like the Steve Beck he knew, and Hank didn't have a clue how to proceed around this side of his friend.  
 
    "He knew," Steve said quietly. "Scotty knew and he didn't tell me. I didn't see it, but I should have, and if he had only told me…" 
 
    "Knew what, Steve?" Hank asked carefully. "What did Scott know?" 
 
    Silently, reluctantly, Steve slid the sheet of paper across the table toward the other detective. Hank kept a wary eye on him as he gently picked up the paper and looked at it. 
 
    The drawing sprawled out across the paper was the work of a typical five-year-old, Hank thought. It had stick figure people standing around smiling under bubbly clouds and a scribbled sun that was streaming sunbeams across the page. It was simple, with four figures scattered around, three of them helpfully identified. Daddy, Mommy, Me.  
 
    The fourth, however, was unidentified. It was off to the side, separate from the stick-figure family, and colored differently. This one was drawn with a dark red crayon, whereas the others were done with a happier pink one. The red figure wasn't smiling like the others, but almost seemed to be leering at them, the child’s limited artistic ability trying to convey the idea of the red guy watching the pink family. 
 
    Hank furrowed his brow as he studied the drawing. It could mean anything, really. Maybe it was an imaginary friend that Scott had thought to add at the last minute. Maybe it was his babysitter, whom Steve had mentioned had been there at the park that morning. Maybe it was a friend Scott had seen. 
 
    But maybe, just maybe, it was a hint that Scott had seen the man who took him, and he'd made enough of an impression to be added into the boy's drawing. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Hank stood up from where he had crouched beside Scott's bed, scanning the room as he made his way over to Steve, who was staring at the windowsill. Hank stepped up beside him and followed his gaze, his own eyes fixing on the bloodstain. 
 
    "They haven't determined whose it is yet," he said quietly. "It may not be his. We might even get lucky and get a hit on the kidnapper." 
 
    Steve leaned over the windowsill, looking at something other than the red splotch. Hank twitched his eyebrow, his eyes going to Steve's face before yet again following the line of his eyesight. The outside portion of the window stuck out of the wall, almost like a small ledge. The white paint was scratched in two places, and Hank wracked his brain to try to come up with any idea of what could have caused them. 
 
    "My ladder," Steve said. "The kidnapper got it out of the garage and leaned it against the windowsill. The top of it scratched the paint." 
 
    "It’s possible," Hank allowed. "But how did he climb back out with a five-year-old?" 
 
    Steve hesitated. "Scott would've struggled," he finally said. "Even if it meant that the kidnapper might drop him, he wouldn't have let a stranger take him without a fight. If Scott did know him, he would've been suspicious that he snuck in through the window." 
 
    "Maybe the suspect never meant to kidnap him," Hank said, crossing his arms and resting his chin on his fist. "Maybe they just wanted to break into the house, steal a few things. Just didn't realize that Scott was in here. Maybe Scott woke up; startled the suspect." 
 
    "Then why not just kill him?" Steve questioned, hiding the quiver in his voice well, but not well enough to escape Hank's notice. He chose to ignore it. 
 
    "Maybe he didn't have a weapon, or wasn’t strong enough to strangle or…" Hank, noticing Steve's expression, despite his best efforts to cover it, quickly changed tack. "So they just took him. Or maybe they didn't want to have to kill anybody. Was anything taken?" 
 
    Steve shook his head, then paused. "Not really. Scott's baby blanket is missing, but I assume he had it with him when…" He shook his head again. "Why break in here to rob the place, only to run off with Scott?" 
 
    "Maybe they weren't wearing masks and were worried that Scott would be able to identify them if they took anything, so they took him to cover themselves.” He let out a sigh. “Of course, the fact that they didn't take anything else could mean that it was Scott they were after in the first place." 
 
    Steve shook his head again. "Even if they did change their mind, the average robber would at least take something of value. Nothing's missing, from Scott's room or anywhere in the house other than that blanket, and it’s not exactly valuable." 
 
    "So maybe Scott was the intended target after all." Hank sighed again, rubbing his forehead. "Basically, we're back to square one." 
 
    "In other words, we have absolutely nothing to go on," Steve said, his eyes firmly focused on the wall above the small, barren bed. "My little boy could be anywhere, with anyone." 
 
    * * * 
 
    Two Months Later 
 
    "Steve?" Hank called as he entered the room. "The front door was unlocked," he said by way of answer when Steve spun around and stared at him. "You didn't come to work today, and you haven’t been answering your phone." 
 
    "I was busy," Steve said vaguely, turning back to the wall opposite the door. 
 
    "I see that," Hank said, pulling out a chair from the desk and easing himself in to it. "Quite the set-up you've got here." He looked around the room, taking in the various photos and notes taped to the walls. It was rather like the boards the task force set up when they were working on a case, but on a larger, whole-room scale. 
 
    "You're still looking for him," Hank said quietly. 
 
    Steve clenched his jaw, but didn't turn away from the wall, keeping his back to Nestor. "Of course I am," he said. "He’s my son. I'm not going to give up on him until I know what happened." 
 
    Hank eyed his friend. "Steve." He sighed reluctantly. "It’s been two months. You know the chances for abducted children, I know you do. I hate to say it, I really do, but Scott was most likely…” 
 
    "I know," Steve said sharply, cutting him off. "I know that children who are kidnapped are usually killed in the first twenty-four to forty-eight hours, but he’s my son, Hank. I have to believe he’s alive. If I don't…" He paused and took a breath. "I'm going to act like he’s alive; I’m going to keep right on working his case, until the day I'm proven wrong, until I see absolute, incontrovertible proof that he’s dead. I won't like it, not in the least, but I'll accept it. I hope it never happens, I hope I'll be able to get him back alive—but I'm going to keep working my ass off to find him until there is no hope left." 
 
    Hank stayed quiet for a moment, allowing Steve to study his notes and the photos of Scott's room. "Have you actually gone into Scott's room yet?" he asked. Steve stiffened and shook his head. Hank's eyes were drawn to a framed picture on the desk. It was the stick-figure drawing that Scott had done. "How's Edith?" 
 
    Steve let out a sigh. "She’s threatening to leave me." 
 
    "What?" Hank blinked in shock. "Threatening to leave? Why?" 
 
    "She thinks he’s dead. She's been trying to convince me to let the case go, to allow myself to grieve. She doesn’t understand that I can’t accept it without proof." 
 
    "Would you be able to handle proof?" 
 
    Steve hesitated. "I don't know. But I have to have it, if I’m ever going to let this go. Edith doesn’t get that. She insists that our boy is just gone, and that I need to accept that. At first, she believed me. She believed that he was alive as much as I did; she encouraged me to keep looking for him. Then, two weeks ago, it was Scotty's sixth birthday." He paused. "That's when it changed for her. She… broke down. Cried for a week, wouldn't leave the house. Convinced herself that he was dead, that it was too late. After I refused to believe it, she said if I didn’t give this up, she would have to leave, that all I was doing was dredging up memories and not allowing them to be put to rest. She said I wouldn't let myself or her have peace—wouldn't let my son have any peace." 
 
    Hank watched him for a moment. "You know, she doesn’t want your son to be dead any more than you do, Steve. She just needs peace of mind, closure. I know," he raised a hand to stall Steve's protests, "that you can’t get closure until you have your son back or know for sure that he’s gone. But Edith has accepted that Scott isn’t going to be coming back. I think you need to do the same, old buddy." 
 
    "Okay." 
 
    Hank blinked in surprise and narrowed his eyes at Steve. “Just like that? Seriously?” 
 
    "Let's say I do accept that. Then what? What changed? I'd still want to find the one who took him, so that he could be put behind bars—or, if I’m going to be honest, so that I can have my own justice. Even then, I'd still be working the case, just without the extra motivation of hoping to find Scott alive. Who is that going to help?" 
 
    Hank took a deep breath and let it out. "Chief Kelly called me this morning," he said simply. Steve turned his head to face him. "He wants you to stop working this case. He suggested that you hand it off to someone else in the department. He thinks you're too close, too involved." 
 
    Steve snorted. "Give it to somebody else?" he asked. "Who? Who’s going to work on this without stopping, when the case gets old? You know as well as I do, Hank, nobody is going to put the effort into this that it is going to take to find out who took my son. Nobody but me." 
 
    "I don't know," Hank said mildly. "Maybe you’re right, but right now, all you’re doing is spinning your wheels. Steve, if you don’t pull yourself together and come back to work, you’re not even going to have a job." 
 
    "Look, Hank, I’m doing the best I can. Chief Kelly, you, none of you know what it feels like to be in my position. I’m doing the best I can possibly do." 
 
    "I'll take that as a 'no' to passing off the case." It was not a question, and Steve didn't bother to reply. "Have you at least thought about taking the early retirement you were offered?" 
 
    "I'm too young to go into retirement," Steve said, waving a hand in dismissal. 
 
    "That's why it was called 'early retirement'." 
 
    Steve paused and finally turned to face Hank again. "I've thought about it. I've also thought about writing a book on the proper analysis of crime scene data, but I’m not going to be able to do either until I know what happened to Scott." 
 
    "Right." Hank exhaled. "Thought so." He paused before broaching the next topic. "I actually came by for another reason," he said cautiously.  
 
    Steve slowly turned and gave Hank his full attention. His friend kept his eyes locked on the framed picture that Scott drew as he continued. "The lab finally came back with the results of the DNA test they did on the blood sample from the window." 
 
    Steve stared at him intently, his eyes wide, his lips trembling. "And?" he asked nervously. "What were the results? Was it—was it Scott's?" 
 
    Hank shook his head slowly. "No, it wasn’t his,” he said. “Unfortunately, we don’t know whose it was. The lab couldn't find a match in the DNA database." 
 
    "Two months of waiting and we still got nothing?" Steve said bitterly. "Why'd it take them so damn long?" 
 
    Hank shrugged. "They were in the middle of changing some of their procedures, getting new staff. The state crime lab is trying to come up with a system that will be able to identify samples quicker. Won't do any good if they aren't in the system, of course." 
 
    "Great," Steve mumbled, rubbing his forehead. "Once again, we've got absolutely nothing." 
 
    "Steve," Hank started up again, "I've already told you that Chief Kelly wanted you off the case. What I didn't tell you was that he anticipated your reaction. He said he’s going to give you two more months, but only because he knows how important it is to you. That’s all, though, no more time after that." 
 
    "Two months?" Steve repeats. "Really?" 
 
    Hank's mouth twitched. "He had to pull some strings," he said. "But after two months, you have to give it up, let somebody else take a shot at it, Steve. You won't have a choice anymore." With that, Hank pushed himself out of the chair and walked out the door. 
 
    Steve stood there for a moment longer before turning around and studying the notes and photos once more. 
 
   


  
 

 TWELVE 
 
    A Year Later 
 
    Steve gritted his teeth, but somehow he managed to keep the biting irritation that flooded through him from seeping into his voice or onto his features as he struggled to breathe out evenly. He achieved it surprisingly well. 
 
    "I'm asking for one more look," he reasoned. "That's it. Just one more look, just in case you—in case I missed anything the first time I looked it over." 
 
    Before the detective across from him was able to voice the poorly-concealed irritation he was obviously feeling, the two were interrupted by a third presence. 
 
    "I’ll take this," Hank Nestor said, discreetly tapping the cold-case detective on the shoulder as a signal to leave. The man did so immediately, his face clearly bearing an expression of relief as he made a rapid departure. 
 
    Steve frowned at the retreating figure's back, his eyes troubled. "That new detective doesn’t have a clue how to do his job," he said. 
 
    Hank raised an eyebrow and looked at him closely. "That 'new detective' has been here almost a year. He was the guy who took your place on the task force. He’s pretty good, too, if you want my honest opinion. I'm sure he'd be more polite toward you if you showed up around here every now and then." Nestor shifted and eyed Steve critically. "You took a sabbatical, Steve, and you almost never come in anymore. The last time had to be at least six weeks ago, and that was just to try to force Chief Kelly to give you authority over the investigation, which you know he can’t do." 
 
    Steve didn't deny what Hank said, but he stood his ground. "I still work here. I'm still a damned detective, and I have the right to help out with an investigation if I feel that the case is going nowhere." 
 
    "You do," Hank agreed. "But that's not why you came back here now. Maybe that's what you told yourself, but it was not the truth." 
 
    "So then what was the truth?" Steve challenged him, leaning back against a nearby desk. 
 
    Hank thought about how to answer. "It’s been over a year," he said quietly. "More than a year since Scott was taken. I know it was his seventh birthday a couple weeks ago. Do you think maybe that's what caused this sudden desire to look through the case file again, even though the cold case team hasn’t had any success?" 
 
    Steve was silent for a moment, biting the inside of his cheek as he thought about it. "I haven't read over the case in a few months," he said carefully, thinking out every word before it left his mouth. "I think that if I looked over it again, it might be like looking at it with fresh eyes—even though that approach didn't work last time." He shot a half-hearted glare at the man. "What could it hurt?" 
 
    Hank's eyes widened. "It could hurt you," he said plainly. "Bringing it up again, going through all the emotions again. That can’t be healthy, Steve." He sighed. “But...” 
 
    "But?" Steve prompted. 
 
    "But," Hank said, "I suppose, if you're determined about this, I couldn't stop you. Even if I could, I probably wouldn't. Just wait here." 
 
    Steve nodded and Hank left to retrieve a copy of the case file. Steve didn’t really expect to find anything new, but there was always a faint chance that something had been discovered since he had last looked at it. 
 
    It only took a few minutes for Hank to return with the file. He handed it over to Steve and watched him head for home, promising to inform Nestor immediately if he figured out anything new—no matter how unlikely that scenario was. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Over the next few days, Steve studied the file, but didn't bother the actual active case. Hank would let him know of any important leads, but those were few and far between. Steve tried to keep himself from diving completely into the case, and even tried to occupy his mind with other things. He gave serious thought to writing a book, but his mind kept straying back to his son and the case, and his concentration was easily ruined. 
 
    Something about the case—other than the obvious—irritated him. He felt like he was missing something, a key factor that would enable him to untangle everything and find his son—hopefully alive. 
 
    Another month passed, and then another. As each one went by, that hope faded a bit more. Finally, there was no hope left, and Steve accepted the inevitable. 
 
    Scott Beck was dead. His little boy was gone. 
 
    Once he finally accepted it, Edith came home. They comforted each other, and eventually life returned to something similar to normal. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The Present 
 
    Steve answered the door and held it open for Sam. “Come on in,” Steve said. He led Sam into the living room and offered him a chair, then took one for himself. “Edith is out with a couple of her friends for the evening. What’s up, Sam?” 
 
    Sam took his seat and remained quiet for a moment, and Steve could sense the hesitation. He waited silently, certain that Sam would speak when he was ready. Finally, Sam looked up at him. 
 
    “Steve, you know about Beauregard,” Sam said. “Right?” 
 
    “Yes,” Steve said, nodding cautiously. “Your mother-in-law’s friendly ghost, right?” 
 
    “Yeah, something like that,” Sam said. “I’m sure I’ve told you before, but in all the years since I first met Indie and her mother, Beauregard’s predictions have never been wrong. I literally can’t tell you how many times one of his predictions has either saved my life or cracked the case for me, so I’ve learned to pay attention when he speaks. You can understand that, right?” 
 
    “Of course,” Steve said, looking at him closely. “Go on, Sam.” 
 
    Sam let out a sigh. “Steve, Beauregard says the remains we found are not those of your son Scott. He says he’s absolutely certain of that, and he insisted that I tell you right now, but there’s more.” There was another few seconds of hesitation before Sam went on. “Steve, I think there is a distinct possibility that Kenny Givens may be your son.” 
 
    It was Steve’s turn to sit silently, and he continued for several seconds. “What makes you think that, Sam?” he asked slowly. 
 
    “A number of things. First, when I spoke to Kenny today, he told me that another boy was brought in while he was being held in that cellar, and Jensen commented that they could be twins. Indie dug up photos of Kenny and Scott from back then, and they were almost identical. On top of that, I have a story that Kenny Givens wrote as a kid, where he talks about how a little boy he called Scooby met another little boy named Kenny in that same type of situation. Kenny was only there for a short time, and then he disappeared, and Scooby began calling himself Kenny so that he wouldn’t forget his friend.” 
 
    “Scooby…” Steve said, his eyes wide. “My God, Sam, that was my little nickname for Scotty. Scooby Doo was his favorite cartoon show, and he had a stuffed Scooby that he insisted on sleeping with every night. It just became kind of normal to call him Scooby every now and then.” 
 
    “I suspected as much,” Sam said. “When Kenny wrote the story, the main boy was called Scooby. I don’t know for certain, yet, Steve, and even Beauregard says he isn’t sure if this is correct, but I think it’s worth looking into.” 
 
    Steve nodded slowly. “Kenny Givens was the boy who turned up alive, right?” 
 
    “Yes,” Sam said. “I talked with his father today—the man who raised him, anyway, and he claims that Kenny was just released and dropped off at their old house, which is where he found him. He says he just happened to be driving by and spotted Kenny sitting on the front steps.” 
 
    “Do you think he was telling the truth?” Steve asked. “I’m having a little trouble believing it was that simple, myself.” Sam noticed that his eyes were moist. 
 
    “Yes, I thought it was unusual. Apparently, so did the police who investigated back in the day, but they never found anything to suggest that it wasn’t true. Givens took the boy to the police station after he found him, and they insisted he be taken to the hospital to be checked out. Nowhere in all of that did anyone suspect he might be the wrong child.” 
 
    “Why would they?” Steve asked. “In a situation like that, Sam, everyone would just be blown away that the boy was recovered alive and healthy. Still, you would think his parents would know.” 
 
    “And if this is correct, I suspect they did. The thing is, Steve, not everybody is emotionally stable. I think there’s a good possibility that they may have known that it wasn’t their real son, but accepted the substitution as a way to assuage their grief.” 
 
    “Yeah, I can see that,” Steve said. “I don’t think I could have accepted another child in Scotty’s place, but the truth is that I can’t know for sure what I would’ve done in that situation.” Steve shook his head. “What’s the next step, Sam?” 
 
    “The only way to be certain will be with a DNA test,” Sam said. “However, I think it might be advisable for the two of us to pay Mr. Givens another visit in the morning. I think we might cut through a lot of the fog if we simply ask him point-blank.” He leaned close and laid a hand on Steve’s arm. “We’ll still need a DNA test to be absolutely certain, but I have a feeling this is going to prove out correct, Steve.” 
 
    Steve nodded his head again, more slowly than before. “My gut is telling me the same thing,” he said. “I’m not going to say anything to Edith just yet. The last thing in the world I need to do is get her hopes up and then have it turn out that we are wrong, you know?” He looked up at Sam. “You really think it’s going to be a good idea for me to go with you?” 
 
    “Why not?” Sam asked. “Steve, if we are correct, there’s a pretty good chance that Lou Givens could be the man who killed Jensen. He was considered a potential suspect back then, because his son was thought to be the only one recovered alive. If the boy remembered details that led Givens back to Jensen, it wouldn’t be that hard to believe that he might have gone after the preacher.” 
 
    Steve just looked at him for a moment, then ran a hand over his face. “The thing is, Sam,” he said, “I don’t get why Scotty would go along with it. I mean, he was only a little boy, but don’t you think he would’ve realized that those weren’t his parents? Don’t you think he would have said that to somebody, or given the hospital his real name?” 
 
    Sam bit his bottom lip for a second. “I considered that myself, Steve, but we don’t know what kind of circumstances he may have had to endure with Jensen. I think it’s quite possible he may have been so traumatized that he wasn’t sure who he was anymore. If he had somehow identified with the little boy whose name was Kenny, and if he had been through enough trauma to affect his memories, then I have to assume that it’s possible he was unable to offer any coherent information. All we know from the files is that he kept saying he didn’t know where he had been or who had him. He just kept talking about a dark place and ‘the bunny man.’ That’s all they got from him at the time.” 
 
    Steve sat silently for a couple of moments, and then looked at Sam again. “I think you should go alone,” he said. “I don’t think it would be a good idea for me to be there if Givens admits to this. I don’t mean the killing, I could completely understand that; I’m talking about if he were to admit that he knew that wasn’t really his kid.” He blinked back tears. “I’m not sure I could keep myself together, Sam.” 
 
    Sam looked at his old friend for a moment, then nodded his acceptance. “Okay,” he said. “In that case, I want you to take tomorrow off. Just stay home, and I’ll call you as soon as I know something. Either way, I’m going to try to make arrangements for Kenny to give a DNA sample. Crawford labs can tell us within a couple of hours whether he’s your son or not.” 
 
    Steve nodded. “And what do I do if he is, Sam? How do I make up for twenty-five years? How do I admit to him that I gave up looking for him?” 
 
    “He strikes me as a pretty intelligent young man, Steve. I doubt he would hold it against you, but at least it would give him the chance to get to know his real parents. He deserves that chance, don’t you think?” 
 
    Steve looked at him. “But do I? Do I deserve it? I gave up looking, Sam. I thought he was dead, so I just gave up. Something inside me kept telling me that he was alive, but I let the logic sway me. Everybody kept reminding me that children who weren’t found in the first few days were rarely recovered alive, and I ended up swallowing it.” 
 
    “And that makes you no different than anyone else, Steve. Nobody can hold on that long, not without some evidence that there’s still hope. Your gut is pretty powerful, but it’s not enough to keep anybody hanging on for more than two decades.” 
 
    Steve fell silent again, and they sat there like that for a couple of minutes. Finally, he looked up at Sam once again. “Who will you take with you?” he asked. 
 
    Sam sat there for a couple of seconds, then broke into a grin. “I think I’ll take Summer,” he said. “She seems to be pretty good getting the truth out of a man.” He reached into a pocket and withdrew a long, slim plastic envelope. He popped it open and pulled out a long handled cotton swab, then grinned at Steve again. “Open wide.” 
 
    Steve looked at the swab in his hand, then opened his mouth. Sam reached in and rubbed the swab along the interior of his cheek, then slipped it back into the envelope and sealed it. 
 
    “Can’t run a DNA test without a sample to compare against. I’ll let you know what I find out.” 
 
   


  
 

 THIRTEEN 
 
      
 
    "Summer and I are going back to talk to Givens again,” Sam said when they had all gathered at the office again the following morning. He had only told the rest of them that Steve was taking the day off for personal reasons. “I have reason to believe he knows more about this case than he’s letting on, but I’m going to keep that to myself for the moment. In the meantime, I want the rest of you to start digging for any other connection between Givens and Jensen. My gut says there is something to find, and I may need it before this is over.” 
 
    He glanced over at Summer, who was looking at him with a question in her eyes, but she got up without a word and followed him out the door. 
 
    Summer waited until they were in the car before she looked over at him to ask, “Okay, so what’s going on?” 
 
    “We’re just going to try to get the truth out of Givens,” Sam said. “But to really answer your question, there is a strong possibility that Kenny Givens, the boy who was found alive after being abducted by Jensen, may actually be Steve’s son, Scotty. I think that Scotty was already in Jensen’s possession when Kenny was abducted, but apparently Kenny didn’t last long. Somehow, Scotty began to think of himself as Kenny, probably through some sort of deliberate brainwashing effort. Givens and his wife raised the boy as if he was their own, but I find it difficult to believe that they honestly couldn’t tell the difference.” 
 
    Summer blinked. “Wow,” she said. “That wasn’t exactly what I was expecting you to say. So, you honestly believe Steve’s son is alive after all these years?” 
 
    Sam nodded. “I met Kenny Givens yesterday,” he said. “One of the first things I noticed was that I could have been looking at a younger Steve Beck. It turns out that Kenny and little Scott looked an awful lot alike, almost to the point they could be mistaken for twins. Kenny even told me that Jensen, assuming he was the bunny man, commented that they were almost identical when the other boy was brought in. When he told me about it, he thought that boy might have been Scotty, but there’s a story he wrote several years ago that makes me think it’s the other way around.” 
 
    “A story? What kind of story?” 
 
    Sam picked up the notebook off the seat and handed it to her. “Second story,” he said. “It’s short, read it.” 
 
    Summer flipped through the pages until she found it, then read through the scribbled lines. It took her only a few minutes to get to the end, and then she looked up at Sam with her eyes wide. “I have to agree with you,” she said. “It sounds like the guy who thinks of himself as Kenny now was the boy who went by Scooby in the story.” 
 
    Sam nodded. “Yes, and it turns out that Scooby was the nickname Steve used for his son. Scooby, Scotty, sort of a similarity in the sound. Considering that Scotty was in a traumatic situation, probably scared to death, I think it might have been reasonable for him to create or slip into a Scooby persona. Children often do so when they find themselves in frightening or dangerous situations.” 
 
    “Yeah, they do,” Summer said. “It could also make them unstable enough to adopt another personality or identity, especially if it’s got potential to help them survive. You think that’s what happened with Scotty, right? That somehow, his becoming Kenny had something to do with why he was released?” 
 
    Sam looked at her. “To be honest, I hadn’t thought of that, but it does make some sense. I’ve been racking my brain trying to think of why Jensen would’ve released him.” 
 
    “God, there could be a hundred reasons. Maybe after the real Kenny died, Jensen felt guilty about it?” 
 
    “The guy was a serial kidnapper, at the very least, and probably a serial murderer. I’m having a rough time thinking of him as being able to feel guilty about anything. I think there had to have been something more to it, but I’m damned if I can figure out what it could have been.” 
 
    Summer nodded again. “Well, let’s see if we can’t get some ideas out of Mr. Givens.” She reached up and undid a couple of buttons on her blouse, then pulled it open so that she was displaying her ample cleavage. “I wish I’d known you were planning this, I would’ve dressed more appropriately.” 
 
    Sam grinned. “I think what you’re wearing is going to be effective enough,” he said. “Denny told me your jeans look like they were only painted on.” 
 
    Summer chuckled. 
 
    They pulled up at Givens’ house an hour later and Sam parked the SUV in the driveway again. He noticed a curtain twitch as they got out, and the front door opened before he and Summer even got to the front steps. Lou Givens stood in the doorway, looking somewhat annoyed. He was glaring at Sam, but then his attention was taken by Summer, and he seemed to have trouble pulling his eyes away. It took him a moment, but he finally looked at Sam again as they got close. 
 
    "Mr. Prichard?" he asked, narrowing his eyes. "What brings you back here today?" 
 
    "A few more questions,” Sam said. "May we come inside?" 
 
    Givens looked at him for another moment, then turned to look Summer over once again. "What kind of questions?" he asked, carefully keeping his eyes focused on Summer’s face. 
 
    “Questions you might not want to answer standing out here where your neighbors might overhear,” Sam said. “Could we step inside, please?” 
 
    Givens turned and looked at him again, but then he stepped back and held the door open. Sam let Summer go in first, then followed her into the living room. The two of them sat down on the sofa and Givens took the chair Sam had used the day before. 
 
    “Okay,” Givens said, “what is it you want to know?” 
 
    "For starters, I’d like to know why you lied to me yesterday," Sam said, and Givens' eyes went wide. "Or why you didn't tell us everything." 
 
    Givens leaned back in his chair, and Sam saw him struggle to keep a straight face. "I don't know what you're talking about," he said stubbornly, looking Sam in the eye. 
 
    "You said you’ve read all of Kenny’s stories, right?" Sam asked, watching Givens closely for his reaction. A hardly noticeable widening of the eyes, a clench of the jaw, eyes flicking over to Summer, and a trace of worry on his features. "In which case, you would’ve read the one about Scooby and Kenny, right? I think you might’ve forgotten that story was in the notebook when you let me take it, especially after I met Kenny yesterday." 
 
    Givens swallowed. “I’m sorry, I still don’t know what you’re talking about.” He looked back at Sam. “Are you trying to imply something?” 
 
    “Mr. Givens, there was another boy who was abducted around the same time as your son. His name was Scott Beck, and we have reason to believe now that it was Jensen who took him. I suspect he might have been the boy Kenny identified as Scooby in the story.” 
 
    Givens’ eyes dropped back toward the floor. “Well, what’s that supposed to mean? Just because they brought another boy in after Kenny was kidnapped, what’s that supposed to mean?” 
 
    Summer leaned forward. “Mr. Givens, I know you went through hell when your son disappeared. Please understand, we aren’t trying to be cruel, here, but there’s something that’s got us confused, and we were hoping you might be able to help us figure it out.” 
 
    His eyes softening slightly, Givens turned to look at her again. “Well, what would that be?” 
 
    “Mr. Givens, Scotty Beck was taken before your son,” she said softly, looking him in the eye. “In that story, it was a boy named Scooby who was in that basement first. Kenny was the boy who was brought in afterward, but something happened to him. Scooby, who we believed was probably Scott, seems to suffer from some sort of trauma and somehow identified himself from then on as Kenny.” She reached out and laid a hand on his knee. “Mr. Givens, we believe that might be the boy you found sitting on your front step. We think you might have been so relieved to find him that you may have convinced yourself that it was your son, even though it really wasn’t.” 
 
    “That’s insane,” Givens said. “You think I didn’t know my own kid? It was Kenny! Hell, when he got let loose, he went straight home to our old house. Would this other boy have done that?” 
 
    “We don’t understand all of it,” Sam said. “However, I met Kenny yesterday. He looked an awful lot like Scotty Beck’s father.” 
 
    “Well, I’m sorry about that, but you’re crazy. Kenny is my son, mine and my wife’s. We would’ve known if he wasn’t, but he was.” 
 
    Sam and Summer were both watching him closely, and Summer looked over at Sam. Givens had been looking her in the eye when he started talking, but as soon as he began speaking, his eyes were darting all over the place. In addition, as he insisted that Kenny was his own son, he was suddenly shaking his head in the negative. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Mr. Givens,” Sam said, “but you don’t even believe what you’re saying right now. Look, I can understand how badly you wanted your son back, I can understand that you might have been willing to overlook the differences, but Kenny deserves to know the truth. Now, I’m not a hundred percent certain that he’s Scott Beck, but I intend to find out. So, Mr. Givens, why don't you stop lying and tell us the truth?" 
 
    Their host swallowed and leaned back, nervously swiping his forehead as he struggled with an internal debate with himself. Finally, he let out a sigh. 
 
    He lowered his eyes once again. "Kenny disappeared out of his bedroom in the middle of the night,” he said. “He was just gone the next morning, and nobody had any clue what could have happened. The police, they came and did their thing, but days passed, and then it turned into weeks and there was nothing. Brenda, she was just a total wreck.” He licked his lips and swallowed. “Like I told you, we had already bought this place and had to be out of the old one, so I started moving us. Brenda, she was no help at all. All she did was sit and cry all the time. When Pastor Jensen would come over, he would always try to draw her out, but nothing seemed to work. She was just—losing Kenny was the worst thing that had ever happened to her, I guess, and she just couldn’t deal with it. I couldn’t get her to eat hardly anything at all, and some days she wouldn’t even take a drink of water. I was just about to the point of talking to the doctor about—well, about putting her in the hospital for a while. Maybe get her on some medication, something to help her cope and get back to normal, you know?” 
 
    Sam nodded. “I’m sure it was a terrible shock,” he said. “And I take it that continued until Kenny seemed to have come home?” 
 
    Givens struggled for a minute, grappling with words, carefully avoiding looking at Sam. "She—I was afraid she was going to die. I mean, she wouldn’t eat, she wouldn’t drink, wouldn’t take care of herself at all. I don’t think she even took a shower during that time, if you want to know the truth. All she did was sit there, and she was crying almost constantly. Sometimes it would be like she cried herself out for a while, but give her another hour and it would start again. The only time she even got any rest was when she cried herself to sleep, but she wouldn’t even come to the bedroom. She just sat there in that same damn chair, like she was just waiting for death to come and claim her.” He gave a rueful smile. “She actually told me that, you know? She said she just wanted to let go and die, so she could be with Kenny again.” 
 
    “She thought he was gone forever,” Summer said. “I’m sure that must’ve been terrible for her.” 
 
    “It was, it damn sure was. I tried everything to get through to her, but nothing worked. It was like she just didn’t have it in her anymore to want to live.” 
 
    “And then you found Kenny on your doorstep,” Sam said. “Did that help her?” 
 
    Givens smiled, but there was still a sadness in it. “Oh, yes,” he said. “When I called her after I took Kenny to the police station and told her I’d found him, that was the first time she showed any signs of life since the day after he disappeared. My God, she went and took a shower and got dressed, then drove up to the police station to meet us. She threw her arms around that boy and I thought she was going to squeeze him to death.” 
 
    “Did you always drive through your old neighborhood?” Sam asked. “I took a look at where you were working, and that would’ve been out of the way.” 
 
    “I—no, I usually went a different way, but that day, something told me I should go by the old place.” He kept his eyes firmly on the floor, but once again he shook his head slightly in the negative as he spoke. 
 
    Sam and Summer shared a silent glance, and Sam nodded. Summer turned back to Givens. 
 
    “Mr. Givens, forgive me, but you’re not telling us the truth. Why did you really go by your old house that day?” 
 
    Refusing to look up, Givens continued shaking his head. “I’m not lying,” he said. “I’m not lying. I just had a feeling, that’s all it was. Just a feeling.” 
 
    “I think it was more than that,” Summer said. She got up and walked the two steps over to where he sat, then sat down on the arm of his chair and put an arm around his shoulders. “Come on, Lou,” she said. “You’ve been carrying this burden for a long time. Secrets like this one, they can eat at you. You know I’m telling the truth, because it’s obvious you want to tell us what really happened. Come on, just tell me.” 
 
    Givens sat there silently for another moment, then slowly nodded, blowing out a breath. "Brenda was going to die,” he said. “I didn’t know what to do, nothing seemed to get through to her. I was doing the best I could, can you understand that?” 
 
    “Of course I can,” Summer said. “I’m sure just about anybody would understand. All we want is to know how it happened when Kenny came back. Can you tell us that?” 
 
    He drew in a deep breath now and then let out a big sigh. “I was at work,” he said. “It was close to quitting time, and I was sitting in my office. I was the maintenance foreman out at the appliance factory, and I was doing my end of day reports when the phone rang. I don’t know who it was, but a voice said I needed to go by my old house. I asked why, and all he said was to be sure I did if I wanted to see my son again.” 
 
    Sam’s eyes went wide. “Did you tell the police about that call?” 
 
    “Oh, hell, no,” Givens said, looking up suddenly. “That was the other thing he said. He said if I told the police that he called me, I’d never see Kenny again.” 
 
    Sam bit back the retort he wanted to let out. “Okay, I get it,” he said. “Mr. Givens, did the voice sound familiar at all?” 
 
    Givens shook his head. “I think maybe I thought so back at the time,” he said, “but now—hell, I can’t remember what he sounded like. I could tell it was a man, but that was about all. Sounded like he was talking through a fan or something, if you know how your voice warbles when you talk into a fan. He kind of sounded like that.” 
 
    “You said you knew Pastor Jensen. If you thought you recognized the voice back then, is there any possibility you might have thought it was him?” 
 
    “I don’t know, maybe,” Givens said. “If that thought ever crossed my mind, it must not have been strong enough to make me remember it.” He looked up at Summer, then turned back to Sam. “Look, all I cared about was getting my boy back. I got Kenny back, and then Brenda came back from whatever dark place she had gone off to. That was all I knew, and that was enough.” 
 
    “And the police were never able to come up with any leads about this bunny man?” Sam asked. 
 
    “No. They questioned Kenny over and over, until I finally put my foot down and said that was enough. All they ever did was confuse the poor kid, because he just didn’t know how to answer them. I had to put a stop to it or he woulda probably lost his mind.” 
 
    “Okay, that’s fine,” Sam said. “Now, when did it dawn on you that the boy you found wasn’t really your son?” 
 
    Givens started to shake his head, but Summer put a hand on the back of his neck and began to massage. “Come on, Lou, let it out.” 
 
    There was another sigh, and then tears began to roll down Givens’ face. 
 
    "I'm sorry," he said. "I couldn't tell anyone; it wasn't entirely my secret to tell, can you understand that? Brenda, she was just so happy to have him back, if I had said anything… God, she would’ve probably killed herself.” He looked up at Sam once more and then got to his feet. “I think you better leave now. Don't you have a job to do?" 
 
    Sam got to his feet, followed by Summer. He reached into a pocket and said, "As a matter of fact, we do." He took out a pair of handcuffs and held them up for Givens to see. "I think you better come to the station with us, Mr. Givens. We still have some questions for you, and I'm sure the rest of our team do, too." 
 
    Givens narrowed his eyes and took half a step back, keeping his eyes fixed on the metal bracelets. "On what charge? You wouldn't bring those out if you weren't planning to charge me with something." 
 
    "Oh, I don't know," Sam said idly. "Let's begin with obstruction of justice for now. On the other hand, if you did recognize Jensen’s voice, that means you had a pretty big motive to murder him. Maybe you'll feel more like talking by the time we get to the station." 
 
   


  
 

 FOURTEEN 
 
    "You know we can’t hold him," Franklin said to Sam as they stood outside the interrogation room, looking in at the man inside. "Any obstruction charge we could bring against him would get tossed out after this many years, and we’ve got nothing connecting him to the murder." 
 
    "I wouldn't say that," Sam said mildly. "Besides, a little pressure might make him a little more willing to talk about what he knew, or at least suspected, twenty-five years ago." 
 
    Franklin gave him an odd look, but Sam brushed him off, turning again to study Givens through the one-way glass. He could still feel the other man's gaze on him, but Sam was accustomed to that feeling.  
 
    "I think we should let him stew for a bit, and then go in and question him," he said to Franklin without turning, nearly out the door as he spoke. "Let him sweat for a while." He paused before he started down the hall, started to comment on the fact that a lot of secrets from twenty-five years earlier seemed to be tied up in the case, but then changed his mind and went on his way, leaving Franklin alone in the room. 
 
    At the moment, Givens was Sam’s only viable suspect, but he didn’t really think the guy was capable of murder. Of course, when your child has been stolen from you, you might be capable of things you would normally never consider. That’s why Sam wanted to let him stew; to see if there was an anger in the man that could turn violent under the right circumstances. 
 
    A part of him was hoping that there was. While there was nothing indicating that Steve had been involved in Jensen’s death, there was something nagging at Sam in the back of his mind. Steve would have just as much motive as Givens, and Steve had investigative experience that might have let him track a man down. As much as he didn’t want to believe his friend could be a killer, that nagging doubt was there. 
 
    He walked into the makeshift conference room to find everyone sitting there waiting for him. “We get anything back on the DNA results from the remains in Jensen’s basement?” 
 
    Darren looked up at him. “Just couple of minutes ago, actually,” he said. “They said they couldn’t get a positive ID, but there are certain markers that preclude any possibility that it was Scott Beck. They are most likely the remains of Ronnie Lindell. He was the last boy to disappear around that time, and he was never found, either.” 
 
    “Does Steve know that yet?” Sam asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Darren said. “I called him, Sam. I had to, I think you can understand that. He needed to know. He, um… Sam, he started crying, but I think it was just out of relief.” 
 
    “Yeah, I can imagine.” He turned to Jade and Summer. “I want you two to go see if you can find Kenny Givens and bring him in. Do whatever you have to do, but I want him in the interrogation room as soon as possible.” 
 
    The girls looked at each other, then got up without another word and left the room. Sam turned to Walter. 
 
    “Walter,” he said, “how do you think Steve is doing?” 
 
    “Steve is scared,” Walter said. “I think he’s scared to find out that his son might still be alive.” 
 
    Or maybe he’s afraid that he killed a man over something he didn’t do, Sam thought. Aloud, he said, “You think that’s all it is?” 
 
    Walter wouldn’t meet his gaze and didn’t respond. That was enough to tell Sam that Walter was having some suspicions of his own. 
 
    “Walter, tell me what you think is going on.” The insistence in Sam’s voice was unmistakable. 
 
    “Steve loved his son, and his son was gone,” Walter said. “Steve knew Pastor Jensen.” 
 
    Darren, Denny and Eric were all staring at Walter. 
 
    “Walter, do you think Steve might have killed him?” Sam asked. 
 
    “Steve had motive. Steve could have suspected him and found him. If Pastor Jensen admitted he took Scott, Steve would have gotten very angry.” 
 
    “Angry enough to kill him?” Darren asked. 
 
    “Steve could have gotten angry enough to kill him,” Walter said, and then he got up and walked out of the room. 
 
    “He’s taking this pretty hard, Sam,” Denny said. “Steve is his best mate, you know.” 
 
    “Yeah, I know,” Sam said. He wondered if Walter would be able to continue doing his job if it turned out Steve was a murderer. Steve was the only one who could bring Walter out of his occasional meltdowns. 
 
    “Sam?” Eric asked tentatively. “What happens if it turns out Steve is the killer?” 
 
    Sam grimaced, but turned to face the kid. “We don’t discriminate,” he said. “Murder is murder, no matter who does it.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Fiona was sitting at her computer when the knock came on her door. She decided to ignore it, but then it came again more insistently a moment later. She rolled her eyes and let out a sigh, then hit a button on the keyboard that disguised what she was doing as a video game before she got up out of her seat. 
 
    “Yeah?” she asked as she opened the door. 
 
    Steve held up his ID. “My name is Steve Beck, and I’m with Windlass Security. I’m looking for Kenny Givens.” 
 
    “Well, you just missed him,” she said. “He left about fifteen minutes ago.” 
 
    Steve put his ID away. “Any idea where he was going? It’s very important that I talk to him.” 
 
    “Sorry, man, not a clue. Kenny comes and goes as he pleases, I don’t have any hold on him.” 
 
    “Then I don’t suppose you have any idea when he might be back?” Steve looked hopeful, but not very confident. 
 
    Fiona chuckled. “I can tell you exactly when he’ll be back,” she said. “He’ll be back when he gets horny again. Everybody thinks I’m his girlfriend, but we’re just FWB.” 
 
    Steve’s eyebrows rose. “FWB?” 
 
    She leaned her elbow on the doorframe and struck a pose, then gave him a wicked grin. “Friends with benefits,” she said. “I’ll leave it to your imagination what kind of benefits we get from each other.” 
 
    “I’m not that old,” Steve said. “I know what it is. Like you said, though, we were under the impression that you two were a lot closer than that.” 
 
    “Yeah, well, that’s what you get for paying attention to impressions. Anyway, sorry, but I don’t have any idea where you can find him or when. Anything else?” 
 
    “No…” He began, but then he cocked his head to the side and hesitated. “Actually, would you happen to have a photo of Kenny?” 
 
    She looked at him for a moment, then stepped back and swung the door open so he could enter. He followed her into the living room and watched as she picked up a picture frame. It showed her with a man, and Steve only needed a glance to know that he was looking at a picture of his son. 
 
    He blinked a couple of times and then handed it back. “Thank you,” he said. He turned and walked out the door without another word, then stopped just outside when she came to close it. He turned and looked at her once again. “Do you happen to know what kind of car he drives?” 
 
    She looked at him for a moment, as if considering whether she was going to answer. “He’s got an old car,” she said. “1967 Pontiac GTO, it’s pretty wicked. Candy apple red, chrome wheels, he’s probably spent more on that than most people spend buying a new Cadillac.” 
 
    Steve suppressed a grin. He had a ’67 GTO sitting in his garage at home, one he had bought years earlier and was slowly trying to rebuild. 
 
    “That sounds about right,” he said. “Thanks for your time.” He turned and walked down the hall, and Fiona stared after him for a moment. Something about the old guy seemed familiar, but she couldn’t quite put her finger on what it was. 
 
    * * * 
 
    “Sam could’ve given us some kind of hint about where to find this guy,” Jade groused. “Any ideas?” 
 
    Summer kept her eyes on the road as she shrugged. “We’re looking for a guy who doesn’t think much of rules, who makes his living by basically breaking the law, even if he thinks he’s doing something good. You’re looking for a guy like that, the best place to start is local bars.” 
 
    Jade rolled her eyes. “Great,” she said. “It’s getting close to lunchtime, so they’ll probably be busy. I’m lucky I’m with you; the thought of being hit on by a bunch of drunks about now makes me gag, but they’ll all be after you, so I won’t have to put up with it.” 
 
    Summer grinned. “As long as they tell me what I want, they can hit on me all they like. Doesn’t mean they’re going to get anywhere.” 
 
    Jade giggled. “Just don’t let them figure that out too soon, or they won’t tell you anything.” 
 
    Jade pulled up all the local bars on her GPS, and they began making their rounds. It was the fourth one they went into where they struck pay dirt. The bartender knew Kenny, and he was too busy grinning at the thought of these two beauties trying to find him to wonder about why, or who they were. Neither of them bothered to flash ID, preferring to let him think whatever he wanted. It didn’t take a lot of thought to realize he was thinking of a Kenny sandwich, with the two of them as the bread. 
 
    “If you want to find Kenny this time of day,” he said, “your best bet would be the library.” 
 
    Summer blinked. “The library? Seriously?” 
 
    The bartender nodded, still grinning. “Yeah,” he said. “Don’t let on you got this from me, okay? Kenny is trying to write a book, and he says the library gives him the right kind of atmosphere. He’s tried writing other places and said he never gets more than a few sentences down. At the library, he can crank out several thousand words a day.” 
 
    “Really? Any idea what he’s writing about?” Summer asked. 
 
    “Don’t you know who Kenny is? He’s writing his life story, about how he got kidnapped when he was a little kid. I don’t know the whole story, but I gather it was pretty rough.” 
 
    “Okay, thanks,” she said. “We really appreciate it.” 
 
    The bartender burst into a laugh. “I’ll bet he’s going to appreciate it more,” he said, leering at them. 
 
    The girls looked at him for a moment, then turned and walked out of the bar. They got back into their car and Jade located the library on her GPS. 
 
    “Take a left at the next light,” Jade said. “The library’s about eight blocks down, on the right. You really think we might find him there?” 
 
    “I guess it’s possible,” Summer said. “Lots of people like to write.” 
 
    They made their way through the city and pulled into the library parking lot. Summer was about to park the car when Jade pointed across the lot. 
 
    “That’s a GTO,” she said. “When I ran Kenny’s name, it said he had a GTO like that. Looks like we might’ve hit pay dirt.” 
 
    Summer grinned and parked the car, and the two of them got out and headed inside the library. It only took them a couple of minutes to spot Kenny, sitting at a table by himself with a laptop. They walked toward him quietly, and he didn’t even notice until they were standing just beside the table. 
 
    He looked up and broke into a curious smile. “Something I can do for you girls?” 
 
    Both of them held out their IDs. 
 
    “Kenny, I’m Summer Raines with Windlass Security. You met my boss, Sam Prichard, yesterday. He’d like to talk to you again, and asked if we might bring you down to the police station.” 
 
    Kenny’s eyes narrowed and the smile vanished. “Police station? What’s this all about?” 
 
    “Well, I can tell you that you’re not in any trouble,” Summer said. “He really does just want to talk to you, but it could be very important to our investigation. Would you mind to come with us?” 
 
    Kenny looked at her for a moment, then turned his eyes to Jade. “Nobody’s going to try to arrest me?” 
 
    Jade shot him a smile. “It’s like she said,” she said. “Sam just wants to talk to you. There’s a pretty good chance that you might be able to help us solve this cold case.” 
 
    “But I don’t really remember anything. I told him that yesterday.” 
 
    Summer pointed at the laptop in front of him. “From what I hear, you’re writing about it even now. Maybe you remember more than you think you do.” 
 
    Kenny looked at them for another few seconds, then let out a sigh. “Fine,” he said. “I’ll come with you. Give me a minute to get all my stuff together.” He shoved his computer into a backpack, then picked up a stack of papers that he had apparently scribbled notes on and stuffed them inside with it. He zipped it closed, slung it over his shoulder and got to his feet. “My car’s in the parking lot,” he said. “Is it okay if I just follow you?” 
 
    Jade started to say that would be fine, but Summer cut her off. “We’ll take you,” she said. “No offense, but I don’t want to be told no at the last second and take off. I saw your car in the parking lot and I don’t think I want to try to catch it if you decide to run.” 
 
    Kenny grinned. “Hey, it was worth a shot. Last time I went to the police station, it wasn’t just to visit and talk. Can you believe they actually thought I was hacking ATMs around town?” 
 
    “You? Never,” Summer said. She grinned and the three of them made their way to the exit. 
 
    “So, you guys are some kind of cop?” Kenny asked. 
 
    “Private investigators,” Jade said. “We work for Windlass, and the company was asked to help out on this old case.” 
 
    “Yeah, I read about it in the paper. Your boss seems to think that preacher that was killed way back then might be the guy who kidnapped me. I don’t know how you expect me to help, though. I certainly don’t remember anything that might be useful today.” 
 
    “Again,” Summer said, “it’s amazing how often people remember things they don’t even know they remember. Sometimes when we start asking questions, little details come to the surface that they haven’t thought about in many, many years. I think Sam might be hoping for that today.” 
 
    Jade opened the back door of the SUV for Kenny and he climbed inside. 
 
    “At least they give you nice wheels,” he said.  
 
    “It’s one of the perks of the job,” Summer said. “Buckle your seatbelt, I wouldn’t want to spill you in the floorboard.” 
 
    She started the car and backed out of the parking lot, then headed out onto the street and toward the station. 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 FIFTEEN 
 
    Sam and Franklin walked into the interrogation room together, sitting down across the table from Givens. 
 
    “Mr. Givens,” Sam began, “I want to talk to you about Martin Jensen. He said he came to counsel you and your wife after Kenny’s disappearance. Can you tell us more about that?” 
 
    Givens was looking down at the table, but then he raised his eyes up to meet Sam’s. “I already told you,” he said. “He just came to talk to us a few times. I didn’t really get involved with him very much, but my wife did. Brenda, she really needed—she needed hope, I guess. He kept telling her that he was praying for Kenny to come back, and I guess that was what she needed to hear.” 
 
    “But you did speak with him at times?” 
 
    Givens shrugged. “Yeah, I guess I did. I just didn’t have a lot of confidence in prayers to do any good. That was more down Brenda’s line, she was the one who always liked going to church.” 
 
    Sam raised an eyebrow. “Was she a member of Jensen’s church?” 
 
    “No, she wasn’t a member anywhere. She just liked to go sometimes. I think she went to his church a few times, especially after Kenny was gone. Yeah, I know she did, because she told me about one time when they asked her to come down front, and the whole church started praying for Kenny to come home.” 
 
    Sam nodded. “And there was never any time when you wondered if Jensen might have been involved?” Sam hit him with the question quickly, hoping the sudden redirection would throw him off guard. 
 
    Givens didn’t react. He simply shook his head as he had done before. “I don’t think so,” he said. “You know, Kenny just disappeared out of his room in the middle of night. There weren’t any kind of clues or anything, nobody had any idea who could have done it. The cops didn’t know, I certainly didn’t know; nobody even had a guess. I know they talked to everybody around here who had any kind of a record, but they said everyone had an alibi. One cop told me that other kids had been taken from other towns around the area, and they thought maybe it was the same guy, but nobody had any idea who he was or where to look.” 
 
    Sam decided to try another tack. “What about the detective who mentioned Jensen? Did you remember who it was?” 
 
    Givens’ face suddenly took on a guarded look, and Sam caught it when his eyes flicked up to Franklin for a split second before settling on the table again. “No,” he said. “That was so long ago, I… What would it matter, anyway? Obviously they never connected him to it, right?” 
 
    “But for a detective to ask about Jensen, something must’ve pointed him in that direction. I’d love to know what it was. I notice you looked at Detective Franklin just then; why was that?” 
 
    Givens looked up at him. “I don’t know,” he said. “He’s a detective, I guess maybe I was trying to see if it might’ve been him.” 
 
    “I was just a patrol officer back then,” Franklin said. “I didn’t become a detective for another four years.” 
 
    “Yeah, I remember,” Givens said. “You were at the station when I brought Kenny in that day. I remember you.” 
 
    “When was it the detective asked you about Jensen? Was it before Kenny was found, or after?” 
 
    “Um, after, I think. Yeah, Kenny was home already. You know, now that I think about it, it might have been after the preacher got killed. I think maybe that’s when they were asking questions like that.” 
 
    Sam looked over at Franklin. “Do you know anything about that?” he asked. “Was Jensen’s death connected to the missing boys, somehow?” 
 
    Franklin’s eyes went wide. “Not that I recall,” he said. “As far as I knew, we were all convinced the preacher was some kind of saint who never did anything wrong. I mean, yeah, there were a few rumors about him and some of the ladies, but we never found any real evidence of it. Could have been just jealous women making it up, wishing he would come on to them, you know?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Sam said. “I’ve heard of things like that before. Still, if one of the detectives around here was asking about whether Jensen might have been connected to Kenny’s disappearance, there had to have been something.” 
 
    “Well, it’s like I told you before,” Franklin said. “There were rumors that he had some kind of dark secret, but nobody seemed to know what it was.” He shrugged. “I suppose it’s possible that one of the detectives looking into his murder might have been thinking about those rumors, and wondered if maybe there was a connection to the kidnappings. Wouldn’t be completely unreasonable to at least explore the possibility, but I’m pretty sure they never came up with any kind of evidence to go along with it.” 
 
    Sam nodded and turned back to Givens. “Lou, you’ve admitted that you knew the boy you found was not really your son. Why did you go to such lengths to try to keep that from coming out?” 
 
    “It was for Brenda,” Gibbons said with a sigh. “She just—she needed him. She needed Kenny to be safe and come home, and that’s what she got. I wasn’t going to ruin that for her.” 
 
    “Do you believe she honestly thought that was her son? That she didn’t know the difference?” 
 
    “Oh, I think she knew. Would’ve been hard not to, because Kenny had this big birthmark, a big red spot on his back. When he came home, it was gone. There’s no way she could have convinced herself that it just fell off or something, so she had to have known, but she never said a word. Not even to me, not once.” 
 
    “What kind of relationship could she have with him after his return? Was it a good relationship?” 
 
    Givens grinned. “God, yes,” he said. “She doted on that boy every minute of every day. I don’t think she ever let him out of her sight when he wasn’t in school. She wouldn’t even let him go over to his friends’ houses to play, they always had to come to our place. I think that’s why he got into computers, because she wouldn’t let him go anywhere.” 
 
    “And what about you? How did you get along with him?” 
 
    “We were great for a while,” Givens said. “Up until he was about twelve or so, we had things pretty good. I guess it was rough the first month or so, because I had to kinda make myself think of him as my son, but—when something hurts that bad, you do whatever it takes to make the pain go away. I just got to the point I was glad to have him, and then we started really getting along good. We used to play ball in the yard, and he was always helping me when I was fixing stuff up around the house.” He shut his eyes for a second, then opened them again and looked at Sam. “I guess if I’m going to be completely honest, that was another reason I knew he wasn’t really my son. Kenny, before the kidnapping, Kenny wasn’t the best student. He had a hard time learning his alphabet, and there were other problems, but afterward? The boy was smart as a whip. A lot of times, when I was trying to fix something, he’d ask me why I didn’t do it a different way, it would turn out to be better than what I was already planning.” He shook his head. “Smart as a whip, I tell you.” 
 
    “I suppose that’s why he did so well with computers,” Sam said. “How did that come about?” 
 
    “Hell, you know how it is,” Givens said. “All his friends were getting computers, so he had to have one. I bought him one for Christmas, when he was about to turn thirteen, and it seemed like he just knew exactly what to do with it from the moment he got it. We got the Internet, and he started learning all kinds of stuff on there. Next thing I knew, he was actually making money, doing stuff on the computer for other people.” He scowled. “Then he started the hacking stuff. He got into the computer where I worked and set it to give me a raise, and he thought it was absolutely hilarious. I told him he could have got me sent to jail, if we’d got caught.” 
 
    There was a sudden knock on the interrogation room door and Summer stuck her head in. She looked at Sam and nodded once, and he returned it. She closed the door and Sam turned back to Givens. 
 
    “Lou, Kenny was just brought in so that I can talk to him. I’m going to have to tell him what we’ve learned. I’m going to have to tell him that you are not really his father.” 
 
    Givens lowered his eyes to the table again, then shut them tightly as tears began to roll down his cheeks. “You tell him one other thing,” he said haltingly. “You tell him that his mama and me, we loved him. I still do.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Sam stepped into the second interrogation room, where Kenny was waiting, and took a seat across the table from him. 
 
    “This is looking kind of ominous,” Kenny said. “Those girls told me I wasn’t in any kind of trouble.” 
 
    “You’re not,” Sam said. “The thing is, Kenny, there are some things we learned that I’m going to have to share with you, and it’s possible they may help jog your memory about what happened to you back then. I need to warn you, however, that what I’m about to say is going to come as quite a shock.” 
 
    Kenny’s eyes opened a bit wider. “This got something to do with that preacher Jensen?” 
 
    “In a way it does,” Sam said. “I can tell you that we are fairly certain that he was the one who abducted you, and other boys. We still don’t know precisely why, and that’s one of the things we are hoping you’ll be able to tell us. Are you ready?” 
 
    Kenny crossed his arms over his chest and leaned back in his chair. “I guess I’m as ready as I’m ever going to be.” 
 
    Sam took a deep breath, and then let it out. “Kenny, here’s the thing. How much do you remember from before you were abducted?” 
 
    Kenny tensed slightly. “That’s a pretty weird question,” he said. “Especially since the answer is that I don’t really remember much of anything before that. I talked to a doctor once, and he said it was probably because the kidnapping was so traumatic that I blocked everything out before the time I got released.” 
 
    “That’s one possible theory,” Sam said. “I’m afraid I’m going to give you another one. Kenny, your dad is in another room here right now. The reason we brought him in is because he has confessed to something that is going to have a major impact on your life. You see, when he found you the day you were released, he knew something seemed off. He went through all the motions, took you to the police station and to the hospital to get checked out, but the truth is that he knew you were not really his son.” 
 
    To Sam’s surprise, Kenny nodded. “I’ve wondered,” he said. “I knew there were a lot of differences between us, things that would usually be at least a little bit similar between father and son. Let me guess, my mom had an affair? Got pregnant and didn’t tell him until I was missing?” 
 
    Sam blinked. “No,” he said slowly. “No, Kenny, I’m afraid the truth is even stranger than that. When he found you sitting on the front step of their old house, he said he knew almost instantly that you were not really Kenny Givens. You were another boy who looked a lot like him, but there were obvious signs. Unfortunately, he chose to ignore those signs and pretend that you were his son, mostly because his wife wouldn’t have been able to handle the truth. And the truth was that their son, the real Kenny Givens, was dead.” 
 
    Kenny was staring at him. “I don’t know what to say,” he said. “Are you telling me this is really true? That my dad admitted to this?” 
 
    Sam nodded. “I’m afraid so. He also wants me to tell you that he and his wife did love you very much, and that he still does.” 
 
    “But wouldn’t my mom—I mean, his wife, wouldn’t she have known that I wasn’t really Kenny?” 
 
    “He believes that she did, but she didn’t ever say so. She was apparently in pretty bad shape when Kenny went missing, and when you were presented to her as her son, she simply clung to that and refused to acknowledge the truth. I guess it was the only way she could cope.” 
 
    Kenny’s lips were pressed together and his eyes were wide. “Do you—do you have any idea who I really am?” 
 
    Sam nodded again. “I have a strong suspicion,” he said. “Do you remember I asked you if you remember the boy named Scotty? I suspect rather strongly that your true identity is Scott Beck. I’d like your permission to run a DNA analysis to be sure.” 
 
    Kenny sat still, staring at him for quite some time, and Sam simply remained quiet. After a moment, Kenny closed his eyes. 
 
    “I’m Scott Beck,” he said. “I don’t know how I know that, but now that you said it so clearly, I just know that it’s true.” He opened his eyes and looked at Sam. “I used to be Scooby. I mean, that was—that’s what I called myself. I guess I remembered that when I wrote that story, but—I don’t know, it just didn’t seem like it was me. So you think I’m the one who was in this dark place when the real Kenny was brought in, and that he’s the one who died? And somehow, I decided to take his name?” 
 
    “It’s got something to do with displacement,” Sam said. “When people, especially children, are placed in traumatic situations, they have a tendency to create other personalities to deal with the trauma. Scooby was a nickname your father gave, because you were really into Scooby Doo. We think you may have begun using that name when you were kidnapped as a way to pretend it was only happening to Scooby, and not Scott. When Kenny died or disappeared, whatever happened to him, you may have once again transitioned into a new persona to further separate what you were going through from your real identity.” 
 
    “I’m some kind of nutcase,” Kenny said. “That’s what you’re telling me?” 
 
    “No, not at all. This sort of displacement is very common, and it’s actually a survival mechanism. It’s the way your personality protects itself. After you were released, you had Lou Givens and his wife assuring you that you were really Kenny, so there was no reason for you to give up that persona. I guess it became kind of a habit to Kenny, and it was more comfortable to you than trying to remember who you really were.” 
 
    “Yeah, I’ve read about that kind of stuff,” Kenny said. “I guess it does make some kind of sense. Now all I have to do is come to grips with all this.” He focused hard on Sam’s face. “What about my real parents? Are they alive?” 
 
    “They are,” Sam said. “Your father, if you really are Scott, is actually a friend and coworker of mine. He was a police detective when you were abducted, and he never gave up looking for you. Not completely, anyway. Your mother, his wife, is not aware just yet that we may have found you.” 
 
    “But he knows?” 
 
    “Yes. I told him last night that it was possible, and that I was going to try to find out today. Would you be willing to let us take a DNA swab? Just to be absolutely certain?” 
 
    “I gotta think about this,” Kenny said suddenly. “I mean, what happens if we are right and I’m Scott? What does that do to me?” 
 
    “It doesn’t change who you are, Kenny,” Sam said. “Legally, you would become Scott Beck again, but you could always claim Kenny as a nickname, if it’s too hard to adapt to being called Scott. The thing is, you would at least know for sure who you were, and you do have parents who would truly like to get to know you.” 
 
    Kenny leaned forward and put his hands over his face with his elbows on the table. He sat that way for a long moment, then parted his fingers to look between them at Sam. “Okay. Do your test. I guess, if it gets down to it, I really want to know.” 
 
    Sam grinned at him. “I think that’s the best reason to do it.” 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 SIXTEEN 
 
    Steve had been a detective for many years, and was very good at what he did. He had known quite a few computer hackers in his time, and one of the main things they all seemed to have in common was a fondness for alcohol. He began prowling the bars in town shortly after leaving Fiona, and was surprised when he spotted Summer and Jade going into one just as he pulled up to it. 
 
    Obviously, they were looking for Kenny as well. That would make sense; Sam would want to talk to him, probably trying to be certain that his theory was correct before bringing Steve any further information. He held back and waited until the two girls came out of the bar, then followed them at a distance. He’d followed people enough over the years to know how to stay far enough back not to be spotted, and he was good at that, as well. 
 
    They went into another bar and came out a short time later, and he followed them again. This time, they took a left turn and drove directly to the public library. Steve turned into the parking lot shortly after they did, but made a point of going farther back. He spotted the GTO as he did so and grinned. If Kenny really was his son, then he was probably as much of a bookworm as Steve himself. 
 
    He sat in his car and waited, just in case Kenny was to come out alone, but it wasn’t long before he spotted Summer and Jade with the young man. It was obviously Kenny, and Steve recognized him from the photo Fiona had shown him. He waited until they had gotten into girls’ SUV, and then eased out of the parking lot to follow them down to the station. 
 
    Now what? he asked himself. Do I just sit here and wait? Sam wanted me to take the day off, but I really want to know if that’s my son they just took in there. 
 
    He decided to simply wait for the moment. He didn’t think Sam would be too terribly surprised if he came walking in, but he wasn’t ready to tip his hand just yet. 
 
    Fifteen minutes later, Darren Beecher came out of the station and got into his car, then drove away. Steve watched him go, thinking that he seemed to be in a bit of a hurry. He considered going inside once more, but then decided it was better to simply wait. 
 
    An hour passed, and then another. It was well past lunchtime, and Steve was getting hungry. He started his car and drove down the street to a fast food joint, grabbed a burger and fries at the drive-through and hurried back to where he had been parked before. The SUV the girls had been driving was still parked where it was, so it was a safe bet Kenny was still inside. 
 
    He took a big bite of his burger and that was when his cell phone rang. He glanced at the caller ID and saw that it was Sam calling and answered it quickly, swallowing as he did so. 
 
    “Yeah, Sam,” he said. 
 
    “Steve,” Sam said, “are you sitting down?” 
 
    Steve swallowed again, involuntarily. “I am,” he said. “You got some news?” 
 
    “I do,” Sam said. “We brought Kenny Givens in and talked to him, Steve. During the conversation, he began to feel that he really is your son Scott, so we took a DNA swab and Darren rushed it up to Caldwell labs in Denver. They just called me a few moments ago; Steve, the DNA was a match. Kenny Givens is your son.” 
 
    Steve’s jaw began to tremble. “Sam,” he said haltingly, “I don’t—I don’t know what to say.” 
 
    “Well, why don’t you save it for when you get in here? You might think you are invisible sitting out there, but Darren spotted you as he drove out. I’ve been keeping an eye on you ever since, so you might as well come on in and meet your son.” 
 
    Steve burst out laughing. “You son of a bitch,” he said. “I’ll be a minute, I’m eating lunch.” He ended the call and dropped the phone into his pocket, then let the tears flow for real. 
 
    Scott is alive, he thought. He is actually alive. Should I call Edith now, or wait until after I meet him? 
 
    He suddenly realized that he had taken his phone out of his pocket again and had it in his hand. That was the answer, he figured. He found the icon for Edith and tapped it with his thumb, then put the phone to his ear. 
 
    “Hey, Steve,” she said as she answered the phone. “I was just about to call you. Can you pick up potatoes on your way home tonight?” 
 
    “Sure, honey,” he said automatically. “Edith? Sweetheart, are you sitting down?” 
 
    “Oh, God,” she said, “I am now. What’s wrong, Steve?” 
 
    “Wrong? Why would anything be wrong?” 
 
    “Steve, the only time you ever ask me if I’m sitting down is when you have bad news. Are you hurt? What’s going on?” 
 
    Steve broke out in a smile. “I’m not hurt,” he said. “I’m actually calling with some very good news, but it’s going to be a shock. I need you to prepare yourself, okay?” 
 
    “Okay, okay,” Edith said. “What are you talking about, Steve? What kind of shock?” 
 
    “Edith,” Steve began slowly, “if there was one thing in the world you could have that seems impossible, what would it be?” 
 
    There was silence on the line for a moment. “You know the answer, Steve,” she said. “I would want our son back.” 
 
    “Then start thanking the man upstairs,” Steve said. “Because Scotty is alive, and I’m about to meet him. Sam found him and figured out who he was because of this case we are working on, and he told me last night that he was pretty sure about it. He took a DNA swab from me last night, and they just had it compared at the lab. It confirms that it really is Scotty.” 
 
    Steve heard a sob escape his wife. “Steve? Where?” 
 
    “He was raised by a couple up here in Boulder. We’re pretty sure it was our old pastor, Jensen, who took him. Apparently he took a lot of boys, and he kept them captive in the basement under his house. It seems that when Scotty was there, another boy was brought in who looked a lot like him. That boy died or something, and somehow Scotty got switched for him. He was released and has grown up thinking his name was Kenny Givens, but Sam has told him the truth, now. He said he remembers something about it all, because he believes that he really is Scott. It’s our son, Edith. He’s alive.” 
 
    “Tell me where to come to,” Edith said. “Don’t you dare do this without me, Steve.” 
 
    Steve sighed. “Sam is waiting for me to come inside and meet him, Edith. It’ll be okay, you just come on down to Boulder and come to the police station. We’ll all be here.” 
 
    “I’ll be there as soon as I can,” she said, and then the line went dead. Steve grinned and put the phone back in his pocket, took another couple of bites of his sandwich and then tossed it back into the bag. Food could wait; meeting his son couldn’t. 
 
    He opened the door and stepped out of his car and started toward the front door of the police department. He got about three steps when something hit him in the back and he pitched forward onto his face. Darkness started to close in, and he heard himself screaming, even though there was no sound coming out of his mouth. 
 
    * * * 
 
    The sound of the gunshot rang through the whole block, and several officers standing near the front door of the station hurried outside to see where it had come from. Two of them came rushing back in a moment later, shouting for Sam Prichard. 
 
    Sam heard his name called and stepped out of the conference room, where Kenny was now sitting with the rest of the team. He and Eric were catching up as Sam left the room. 
 
    “I’m here,” he said. “What’s going on?” 
 
    One of the officers hurried over to him. “One of your guys is laying in the street outside,” he said. “Looks like he’s been shot. We got an ambulance on the way.” 
 
    Sam pushed past him, rushed out the door, and spotted several officers gathered around the prone figure. He didn’t need to guess who it was, because Steve’s car was visible just beyond them all. He hurried over and pushed his way through the huddle of officers, then knelt down beside his old friend. 
 
    A bullet had struck Steve in the back, and it was bleeding profusely. Sam instinctively pressed his hand down on it, trying to stem the bleeding. 
 
    Steve let out a groan. 
 
    “Steve? Steve, it’s Sam, can you hear me?” 
 
    Barely conscious, Steve tried to nod. “I hear you,” he gasped out. “You tell Scotty—you tell Scotty I never gave up.” 
 
    “You can tell him that yourself,” Sam said. “You’re like me, you’re too damned ornery to die. There’s an ambulance on the way, Steve. Any idea what happened?” 
 
    “Mack truck hit me in the back,” Steve mumbled. “I didn’t…” He faded out, and Sam felt for a pulse. It was there, but it was thready and weak. 
 
    A siren cut the air, and the ambulance roared up beside them. Sam kept pressure on the wound until the paramedics were on the ground beside Steve, then let them take over. It took them several minutes to reach a point where they figured he was stable enough to move, and then they loaded him onto a gurney and hurried him into the ambulance. Siren still screaming, the driver threw the big truck into gear and they were gone. 
 
    Sam turned to find the rest of the team, along with Kenny, standing there staring. 
 
    “That was him?” Kenny asked. “That was my father?” 
 
    Sam nodded. “Yeah,” he said. “Come on, let’s get to the hospital. Kenny is coming with me, and the rest of you fan out and start looking for clues. I want to know who shot him, and I want to know it today.” 
 
    Kenny followed Sam to one of the SUVs in the parking lot, and they climbed inside. 
 
    “You know the way to the hospital from here?” Sam asked. 
 
    “Yeah,” Kenny said. “Go up that way three lights and take a right. It’s about a mile down on the left after that.” 
 
    Sam followed his directions and they arrived at the hospital in less than eight minutes. Steve was still in the ER, and Sam and Kenny were told to wait out front until he was stabilized. The doctors couldn’t give them any information about his condition just yet, so they took seats in the waiting room. 
 
    “Who the hell would do this?” Kenny asked. “Why would anybody want to kill him?” 
 
    “Your dad was a police detective before he became a private eye,” Sam said. “It’s possible, and I mean just barely possible, that he has an enemy in the area that might want him dead, but I don’t think that’s the case. Whoever shot him is trying to keep us from learning something, but I am at a total loss to figure out what might be. The only thing I can figure is that if you and he get together, somebody’s afraid something else might come out.” 
 
    “Like what? I keep telling you guys, I really don’t remember much of anything.” 
 
    “I don’t know what it could be,” Sam said. “All I know is that my gut is telling me the shooting is related to this case. And no matter how we might look at it, you are suddenly thrust into the middle of it. There’s almost no doubt now that Pastor Jensen is the one who was kidnapping boys, including you and Kenny Givens. Somewhere along the line, there has to be something you know that somebody doesn’t want us to find out.” 
 
    Sam’s cell phone rang and he took it out of his pocket. It was Denny calling and he put it to his ear. “Go ahead.” 
 
    “I’m trying to figure out all the angles, Sam,” Denny said. “I just can’t fathom why anyone would want to hurt Steve, not over this case.” 
 
    “Kenny and I were just talking about that,” Sam said. “It seems to me that somebody is worried that if Steve and Kenny put their heads together, they might reveal something this person doesn’t want known. I’d say there’s a good chance our shooter is either Jensen’s killer, or someone connected to the murder.” 
 
    “In which case,” Denny said, “there should be some connection to Jensen and the people around him at the time. I’ll see what I can make of that, Sam. Any word on Steve yet?” 
 
    “Nothing yet,” Sam said. “He still in the ER, they’re trying to get him in stable enough condition to take the bullet out. Between you and me, he was bleeding an awful lot. I don’t mind telling you I’m worried.” 
 
    “Want me to call his wife?” 
 
    Sam let out a sigh. “No, that’s my job. I’ll do that now.” 
 
    “Good on you, mate.” Then he cut the call, and Sam looked in his phone for Steve’s home number. When he found it, he hit the button and put the phone back to his ear. 
 
    Edith answered on the fourth ring. “I’m coming, I’m coming,” she said. 
 
    “Edith, this is Sam,” Sam began. “Edith—Steve’s been shot.” 
 
    “Shot?” Edith screamed. “Sam, he just called me a few minutes ago to tell me that Scotty is alive!” 
 
    “That’s true, but Steve was sitting in his car outside the police department and I had just told him to come in. Apparently he was shot as he got out of the car, probably right after he talked to you.” 
 
    “But why? Who?” 
 
    “We don’t have those answers yet, Edith, but we’ll get them. You have my word on that.” 
 
    “Sam… How bad is it?” 
 
    “Edith, I really don’t know. He was losing a lot of blood, but he was talking to me. He blacked out as the paramedics got there, and they got him in the ER, working on him now. They’ll let me know something as soon as they can, and I’ll call you.” 
 
    “Oh, my God,” she said. “Sam—what about Scott? Is he okay?” 
 
    “Yes, he’s fine,” Sam said. “In fact, he’s right here with me.” 
 
    “He’s there? Sam, it’s really him? Steve said you were certain, are you?” 
 
    “I’m certain, Edith. We ran a DNA test, and he confirms that he is your son Scott.” Sam looked at Kenny, sitting beside him, and the boy’s eyebrows were trying to crawl over his forehead. 
 
    “Is that my mother?” Kenny whispered, and Sam nodded. Kenny held out his hand for the phone, and Sam gave it to him without another word. 
 
    Kenny put it to his ear in time to hear Edith saying, “…can’t wait to see him!” 
 
    “Um… Hello? This is—this is Scott.” 
 
    A nurse came in the room and was looking around, and Sam got up to give Kenny and Edith some privacy. He approached the nurse and showed his ID. 
 
    “Any word on Steve Beck?” he asked. 
 
    “Yes, Mr. Prichard,” she said. “They got him stabilized, and he’s going to surgery now. It’s probably going to be a couple of hours before we know anything more, but the doctor thinks he’s got a good chance to make it through this.” 
 
    “That’s good,” Sam said. “I’m going to have a couple of my people come and stand guard once he’s out of surgery. Someone tried to kill him, and they may try again.” 
 
    The nurse’s eyebrows went up, but she didn’t comment. She simply nodded and turned to walk away. 
 
    Sam went back and sat down beside Kenny again. “They said he’s stable, and they are taking him to surgery. It’s going to be a while before we know anything else, but the doctor seems to think he’s got a really good chance.” 
 
    “Did you hear that?” Kenny asked. “The doctor says he’s got a good chance. Yeah, me too, I really want to meet both of you.” 
 
    Sam grinned and turned away, trying to tune out the conversation so they could talk with some semblance of privacy, but he couldn’t help hearing. He thought it best to simply pretend not to until Kenny handed him the phone back. 
 
    “Edith? Are you coming down?” 
 
    “Of course I am,” she said. “I’ll be there as soon as I can, Sam. You tell that stubborn husband of mine that he had better wait for me. He’s not allowed to leave without me.” 
 
    “I’ll tell him, if he wakes up before you get here. You probably have plenty of time, though. They said it will be at least a couple of hours in surgery.” 
 
    “And I’m going to get off the phone and get in the car. I’ll be there as fast as I can.” 
 
    Sam said goodbye and ended the call, then dropped the phone into his pocket. The two of them sat there in silence, just waiting for word. 
 
   


  
 

 SEVENTEEN 
 
      
 
    Edith arrived a little over an hour later, and Sam made the formal introductions. She and Kenny went to the hospital cafeteria to talk, and Sam promised to let them know as soon as there was any word. 
 
    As soon as they were gone, he took out his phone and called Denny. 
 
    “What have you got?” he asked as soon as Denny answered the call. 
 
    “Not a lot, mate,” Denny said. “We’re going over all of the case files on Jensen, and the girls are looking at all of the church members again. So far, we’re not finding anything that’s making any sense where this is concerned. I’m inclined to agree with you, we are probably dealing with the original killer or someone close to him. I don’t know how to handle this, Sam.” 
 
    “It’s just another case, Denny,” Sam said. “Stop thinking about it as being our friend, it’s just another attempted murder. Somebody had a motive, and we need to find out who.” 
 
    “That’s so easy for you to say, mate,” Denny said, “but not so easy to do. Steve is our friend, you know? This isn’t just some random case, this is some bloody bastard trying to kill a friend of ours!” 
 
    “Yes, but the only way to solve the case is to treat it like any other. I know it’s hard, but we can do it. Have you come up with any ideas yet?” 
 
    “I only wish. Sam, what could that lad possibly know that he hasn’t already remembered and told someone? What could there be that someone is afraid Steve would find out, even though no one else ever did?” 
 
    “I don’t know that answer yet,” Sam said. “But I intend to.” 
 
    Denny let out a sigh. “Fine, fine,” he said. “Walter and I are going out to look around the area, see if we can figure out where the shot came from. I don’t know what else to do, do you?” 
 
    “Just keep plugging,” Sam said. “That’s the name of the game, for now.” 
 
    “Will do, Sam.” The line went dead. 
 
    Sam sat back and thought about the problem himself. Unfortunately, he wasn’t coming up with any ideas, either. 
 
    He raised his phone again and called his wife. Indie answered on the first ring. 
 
    “Hey, babe,” she said. “How’s it going down there?” 
 
    “Well, we confirmed that Kenny Givens is really Scott Beck, but then, just as Steve was going to meet him for the first time, somebody—somebody shot Steve, Indie. He’s in bad shape, but the doctor seems to think he might pull through.” 
 
    “Oh, no,” Indie said. “Sam, why?” 
 
    “That’s what we’re trying to figure out,” Sam said. “My only guess is that somebody doesn’t want Steve and Kenny to put their heads together. There must be something they are afraid Kenny will remember if he starts talking to his dad.” 
 
    “Is there anything I can do to help, Sam?” she asked. 
 
    Sam started to answer in the negative, but then stopped. “Maybe,” he said. “Detective Franklin gave us a list of all the church members from back when Jensen was pastor who are still around, but some have died or moved away. Do you think there’s any chance you could get a list of all the members from back then? I think we might need to talk to any who are still living.” 
 
    “From a church? That could be a tall order. Some of them have digitized all that information, though. Let me see what Herman can find out and I’ll call you back.” 
 
    They said goodbye, and Sam put the phone back into his pocket. There was nothing for him to do but sit and wait, but that was something he had grown accustomed to over the years. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Denny and Walter were prowling around under the trees that lined the parking lot of the clerk’s office across the street from police department. Steve had been parked on 33rd Street, just in front of the main entrance to the station, so it was most likely the shooter had fired from somewhere under those trees. 
 
    They had been at it for almost half an hour, and Walter was getting frustrated. There were footprints everywhere in the grass under the trees, but no telltale sign of the sniper. Denny had watched as he had gotten down on the ground several times to look closely at broken blades of grass, or to sight across the surface, but each time, he got back up shaking his head. 
 
    “Bloody bastard could have been good enough to leave some brass,” Denny said. “At least we would’ve known where he fired from.” 
 
    “He shot Steve from somewhere around here,” Walter said, “but I can’t be certain exactly where he was standing.” He stopped suddenly and leaned against a tree, and Denny wondered what he was doing when he began sniffing at the bark. “He was close to here. There’s powder burns on this tree, I can smell it.” He went back to looking at the ground, then suddenly dropped to his belly again. 
 
    “Right here,” he said. “He was standing here, right behind the tree. He probably braced the barrel of his gun against the tree to keep it steady.” 
 
    “That would explain the powder burns,” Denny said. “Definitely a clear line of sight to where Steve was parked. Rifle, you think?” 
 
    Walter shook his head. “Based on these footprints and their proximity to the tree, it had to be a handgun.” He turned and looked toward Steve’s car, still sitting where he had parked it earlier. “That’s a long shot for a handgun, but with the barrel braced against the tree, it could be done.” 
 
    Denny nodded. “So the shooter is good. Steve is probably lucky it wasn’t a rifle. He’d probably be dead already.” 
 
    Walter was looking at the footprints again. “The shooter was a man, probably between five ten and six feet, weighs about one ninety.” 
 
    Denny’s eyebrows rose. “You can tell that much from his footprints?” 
 
    Walter nodded. “Yes. The left foot was planted firmly on the ground, but his right foot was balanced on the ball of the foot, slightly behind the left. That puts his legs at an angle that indicates his probable height, and the pressure on the left foot indicates his weight.” 
 
    Denny grinned. “Or maybe it’s a long legged midget with an eating problem. I’m kidding, Walter, just playing silly buggers. I know you’re probably right. Let’s go tell the others.” 
 
    They went back into the station and to the conference room, where Summer, Jade, Darren and Eric were waiting. Then he told them what Walter had found, with Walter filling in details to help them understand his conclusions. 
 
    “My question,” Summer said, “is how this shooter could have been aware that Steve is Kenny’s real father, assuming that was the motive. If Sam is right and the shooter wanted to keep the two of them from getting together, how did he know? I mean, we only found out over the last couple of days, right?” 
 
    “I’ve been going over that very problem,” Darren said. “Unfortunately, the only conclusion I can come to is that it has to be someone privy to our investigation.” 
 
    Jade’s eyes went round. “But that would mean someone here in the police department,” she said. “Nobody else could possibly know anything about our investigation.” 
 
    Darren nodded solemnly. “I’m afraid that’s exactly what I’m saying,” he said. “Whoever shot Steve is probably one of the officers we’ve been dealing with. And to my mind, that makes every single one of them a suspect.” 
 
    “Too bloody right,” Denny said, his face growing darker. “There haven’t been that many we’ve talked to, so that should narrow the list.” 
 
    “I thought so, too,” Darren said, “until I realized that just about anybody could walk past the door and hear what we’re talking about in here. Sorry, Denny, but it could be anybody who was in the building this morning. In a department this size, we could be talking about dozens of people.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Eric added, “but how many of them would have known enough about our investigation to realize what we were talking about? I’ve gone over what was said in my head, and I don’t think anyone who didn’t know quite a bit about this investigation would be able to put Steve and Kenny together. It would have to be someone who has actively been involved, I think, somebody who has been close by when the matter was discussed.” 
 
    Darren scowled, but didn’t argue. “That still leaves us with at least a dozen potential suspects. Every single officer who has been around us, at least three detectives. How could we possibly figure out which one of them had motive?” 
 
    “Because that’s what we do,” Summer said. “We figure it out.” She got up from her chair and opened a couple of buttons on her blouse. “I’m going to start on it now.” She turned and walked out of the room, and all three of the men watched her go. 
 
    “Somebody’s in trouble,” Jade muttered. “She’s in interrogation mode.” 
 
    “Let her do her thing,” Denny said. “Meanwhile, we need to find out where every one of those officers and detectives was when Steve was shot.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Sam was still sitting in the waiting room a half hour later when the doctor walked in. 
 
    “Mr. Prichard?” he said. “I’m Doctor Wilkie. Your friend made it through surgery, but I’m keeping him listed as being in critical condition at the moment. The bullet nicked his aorta, and if it had been a couple of millimeters to the left, he would’ve bled out before he ever got here. As it is, he’s lost a lot of blood and we had to give him several units. I think he’s got a pretty decent chance to pull through, but a lot depends on the next few hours.” 
 
    “Thank you,” Sam said. “His wife and son are here. Can we see him?” 
 
    “Not right at the moment. He’s in the ICU, and I got him under constant watch for right now. Let’s give it about four hours, see how he’s doing then. If he’s showing signs of becoming more stable, we can allow visitors then.” 
 
    Sam nodded. “I do appreciate it, Doctor,” he said. “I’ll let his family know.” 
 
    The doctor turned and walked away, and Sam took his phone out. He called Denny as he walked toward the cafeteria. 
 
    “Denny, it’s Sam,” he said unnecessarily. “I just talked to Steve’s doctor, and he made it through surgery. He’s in critical condition at the moment, but they think he’s going to pull through.” 
 
    “That’s bloody good news,” Denny said. “Now let me give you some bad news. We’ve come to the conclusion that the shooter had to be one of the policemen in this building.” 
 
    “Yeah, I think the same way. Nobody else could have known that Steve is Kenny’s real father, so somebody there knows too much about this case. Makes me wonder if Jensen’s killer could be on the force, but he’d have to be pretty old.” 
 
    “Not necessarily, Sam,” Denny replied. “Franklin said he was a rookie back then, and he’s only in his early fifties. Maybe we need to find out who else was on the force back then and still with it.” 
 
    “Good thought. See to it, will you? I’m on my way down to tell Edith and Kenny what the doctor had to say.” 
 
    “Good enough,” Denny said. “We’ll take it from here, and you keep us posted.” 
 
    Sam cut off the call and put the phone in his pocket, then stepped into the cafeteria. Edith and Kenny were sitting at a table, and Edith was wearing about half of a smile. She looked up as Sam approached and the smile disappeared. 
 
    “Is there news?” she asked. 
 
    “Yes, I spoke to the doctor. Steve made it through surgery, but he’s in critical condition at the moment. The doctor says to give it about four hours and see how he’s doing then, and maybe we can see him after that.” 
 
    She let out a long breath of relief. “At least he’s alive,” she said. “This isn’t the first time I’ve been through this, you know. Steve was shot twice before, back when he was on the force. He nearly died both times, but he’s pretty stubborn when it comes to living through something like this.” She gave Sam a sad grin. “I’m thankful for that stubbornness. I don’t know what I would do without him, Sam. He always complains that I take him for granted, but deep down I think he knows how much he means to me.” 
 
    “I can assure you he does,” Sam said. “He talks to me when nobody else is around.” 
 
    “So he’s going to be okay?” Kenny asked. 
 
    “The doctor thinks he will be, but it’s going to be a few hours before he will say for sure. Apparently the bullet hit his main artery, and the doctor said if it’d been just a little bit further left, Steve wouldn’t have made it at all. He was lucky.” 
 
    “He’s got to come through this,” Kenny said. “Mrs. Beck and I have been talking, and I think I’m starting to remember a few things. I remember I had a green stuffed Scooby Doo, and she says they still have it. I remember things about an older man, and I think it was him. When I have those memories, I can feel—I feel loved, I guess. I really want to know him, I really want to have the chance to know him.” 
 
    “He’s a good man,” Sam said. “He and I have been friends for years, ever since I heard him speak when I was a rookie cop. He taught me a lot of what I know about being an investigator, and I might not be here if it wasn’t for him.” 
 
    Edith looked up again. “Sam, is there any information on who did this?” 
 
    Sam grimaced. “Right now, we suspect it was one of the officers on the Boulder Police Department. They would be the only ones who could have possibly known about this connection to Kenny, and that’s the only conceivable motive we can come up with. We think it’s possible that somebody was afraid Steve might trigger memories in Kenny that they don’t want discovered. Nothing else really seems to make any sense.” 
 
    Edith looked at Kenny. “Can you think of anything it might be?” 
 
    Kenny shook his head. “No, I’m sorry. I don’t know if I just blocked out everything that happened back then or what, but I really don’t remember much about when I was kidnapped. I mean, I remember being in the dark and I remember chains, I remember that stupid bunny mask the guy wore, but if you asked me to remember anything I did during that time, I’m just at a loss.” 
 
    “That’s not entirely true,” Sam said. “After we talked this morning, you remembered seeing the trap door under the kitchen stove. Remember that?” 
 
    Kenny looked at him for a moment. “Mr. Prichard, do you still have that notebook full of my stories?” 
 
    Sam nodded. “It’s back in our conference room at the police department.” 
 
    Kenny turned to Edith. “Ma’am, I need to go back and read those stories again. Mr. Prichard is right, I did remember something that I put in one of those stories when I was a kid. I need to read through them, see if maybe it will trigger more memories.” 
 
    Edith nodded and patted his arm. “You go right ahead,” she said. “I’ll wait here until Steve can have visitors, then I’ll go sit with him until you come back. You will come back, won’t you?” 
 
    Kenny looked at her for a couple of seconds, then leaned over and put a kiss on her cheek. “I’ll be back, Mother,” he said softly. “If he wakes up, you tell him we have a lot of catching up to do.” 
 
    He got up quickly and followed Sam as Edith wiped away the tears that were flowing down her cheeks. 
 
    Sam and Kenny arrived back at the conference room a few minutes later and Sam picked up the notebook and handed it to the younger man. Kenny sat down in a chair and began reading, turning the pages slowly as he puzzled out his childish handwriting. 
 
    “Where are we?” Sam asked. 
 
    “Summer is out talking to the officers we’ve been dealing with,” Denny said, “trying to get a feel for whether one of them might be the shooter. Jade is going through the computer system here to try to find out who might have been out of the building at the time. Walter is in the bathroom and refuses to come out. Eric is working on the security camera footage, trying to get an idea whether it caught anybody slipping out shortly before the shooting, and Darren is tracking down Detective Franklin and his helpers.” He grinned. “I went directly to Chief Kelly, and he ordered full cooperation with the investigation.” 
 
    Sam nodded. “I would imagine he would,” he said. “I doubt he wants to think there’s a killer in his department, but I’m sure he would want to get to the bottom of it quickly if there is.” 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 EIGHTEEN 
 
    “I’ve always had kind of a thing for older men,” Summer said breathlessly, speaking softly to the veteran officer standing in front of her. “And uniforms. They get to me, too.” 
 
    Officer Turner smiled, or rather continued to smile. He hadn’t stopped since she had walked into the break room, where he was sitting with a cup of coffee. “Now, if only I was single,” he said with a chuckle. “You are sure a pretty little thing, but my wife would take off important parts of my anatomy if I let you sway my head.” 
 
    “Oh, forgive me,” Summer said. “I wasn’t trying to come on to you, I really wasn’t. I just—I guess I just wanted you to know that I admire you. You’re a handsome man, officer, and you obviously know your job very well. How long have you been on the force here?” 
 
    Turner screwed up his face for a second in concentration, then nodded his head. “Wow, I’m up to thirty-two years, now. I actually started out directing traffic, back before we put in all the stop lights. There were a couple of intersections that were getting really busy before then, so the city hired a few of us to handle the traffic in those places. I didn’t get to be a patrolman until my second year.” 
 
    “Oh, then you were a full-fledged policeman when Pastor Jensen was murdered, right?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, I remember that. That was an ugly, ugly time. Seems like everybody who ever knew him suddenly had something nasty to say about the man, even though everybody acted like he was some sort of second coming of Jesus while he was alive.” He shook his head. “I knew Martin for years, back then, and if anybody had ever told me then that he was doing the kind of things we know about now, I woulda said they were crazy. What kind of man can preach the gospel on Sunday mornings and then do the things he must’ve done with those children?” 
 
    “That would take a sick individual,” Summer said, “I have to agree with you there.” She leaned across the table and lowered her voice. “Listen, did you ever hear of anybody having suspicions about him while he was alive? Anybody ever talk about this dark secret he was supposed to have?” 
 
    Turner shook his head. “Not even once,” he said. “Afterward, there were a lot of people in his church who said he was into something strange, but nobody seemed to know what it was. It was all just rumor and speculation, the same kind of thing you get whenever somebody dies violently. I mean, the man’s head was bashed in with a baseball bat. That took somebody pretty angry to do that, I would say. Had to be somebody he pissed off, right?” 
 
    “That’s for sure,” she said. “You know, they say there were rumors about him and some of the ladies at church. Do you think maybe it was just a jealous husband?” 
 
    “Not with all that rage,” Turner said. “I never wanted to be a detective, but I’ve been around a few murders. You don’t get that kind of rage over jealousy. I mean, sure, a jealous husband might beat a guy to death, but usually the jealousy dies off as soon as the victim stops fighting back. Marty Jensen’s head was smashed to bits, which means the killer kept swinging that bat even after he was dead. That doesn’t strike me as jealousy, that sounds more like some kind of revenge.” He shrugged. “Maybe one of those kids’ daddies figured out he was behind it. That would make most sense to me, and now that we know.” 
 
    Summer nodded. “You know, that’s the really sad thing,” she said. “Our friend who was shot earlier? He just found out this morning that the boy who was the only one to survive was really his son. Did you hear about that?” 
 
    Turner’s eyes went wide. “Seriously? How in the world did that happen?” 
 
    “His little boy was kidnapped twenty-five years ago,” she said, “and it turns out that he looked a lot like the Givens boy. We don’t know why, but apparently Jensen actually cultivated him to replace the real Kenny Givens, who probably died. Mr. Givens knew that he wasn’t really his son, but we aren’t sure about his wife. They just took him in and raised him as if he was, because Mrs. Givens was so depressed when her son disappeared. If she knew, she never let on.” 
 
    Turner shook his head again. “If that don’t beat all,” he said. “They got any idea why he got shot?” 
 
    Summer shook her head. “Not a clue,” she said. “Care to speculate?” 
 
    The old officer bit the inside of his cheek for a moment. “Seems to me,” he said, “somebody might be afraid the boy would recognize his real daddy. Maybe even start to remember things that somebody wants to keep quiet.” 
 
    “You know, that’s exactly what I was thinking,” Summer said. “I just can’t figure out, after all these years, why would it matter?” 
 
    Turner glanced around at the break room door to make sure no one was close by, then leaned close to her. “Listen, you didn’t get this from me,” he said in a whisper, “but my gut says if Jensen was doing these things, he wasn’t working alone. I think he had a partner.” 
 
    Summer narrowed her eyes at him. “What makes you think that?” she asked. 
 
    “Like I told you, I knew Marty Jensen,” he said. “Some of those kids were taken out of upstairs bedrooms and ladders were used. Marty Jensen was scared of heights, couldn’t even stand on a chair to change a lightbulb.” 
 
    “Are you sure about that?” Summer asked. 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” Turner said. “See, somebody busted a window in his church one day, and I got called down there to take the report. He was standing there with one of their janitors by a stepladder, and the janitor offered to hold it while he went up to look at the broken window, and the man just about had a panic attack. He come right out and said it, said he couldn’t stand to get on a ladder or climb on top of anything, too afraid of falling.” 
 
    Summer stared at him. “That’s an interesting tidbit of information,” she said. “I wonder why it wasn’t in any of the files on the case?” 
 
    “Well, because he was dead,” Turner said, “and he wasn’t a suspect in any of the kidnappings back then. Why would anybody mention his fear of heights?” 
 
    “Officer Turner,” Summer said, “that’s going to get you in trouble.” 
 
    “In trouble? How?” 
 
    Without answering, Summer leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. “Just be sure to wipe off that lipstick mark before you go home,” she said. “We wouldn’t want you to lose any important body parts.” 
 
    She got up and left the room, walking quickly back toward the conference room. If Jensen had an accomplice, and somebody in the police department wanted to keep Steve and Kenny apart, then that accomplice was probably wearing a badge.  
 
    It only took her a few minutes to get back to the conference room, where she found Sam, Denny and Kenny. 
 
    “I have a new theory,” she said quickly. “Courtesy of Officer Turner, the senior patrolman. He’s been with the department for more than thirty years, and he knew Pastor Jensen pretty well. He says if Jensen was abducting these boys, he couldn’t have been doing it alone. He had to have had an accomplice.” 
 
    Sam narrowed his eyes and looked at her. “All right, I’ll bite,” he said. “What makes him think that?” 
 
    “Because some of the boys were taken from second-story rooms, using ladders to go through the windows. Martin Jensen was afraid of heights, couldn’t even stand on a chair. That didn’t get mentioned in any of the files because he was not a suspect back then.” 
 
    Slowly, both Sam and Denny nodded. “And if somebody here is trying to cover things up,” Sam said, “then it’s a safe bet the accomplice is a policeman. Did you get any sense of who it might be?” 
 
    She shook her head. “Unfortunately, no,” she said. “I talked to most of the men we’ve been working with, and I didn’t get the feeling any of them knew what happened to Steve. The only one I didn’t see was Detective Franklin.” She looked at him meaningfully. 
 
    “Darren found him,” Denny said. “He and Darren are working together to check out the rest of the detectives and officers. There has to be something that connects at least one of them to Jensen. I think we need to let Darren know what you’ve discovered.” 
 
    He took out his phone and punched the button to speed dial Darren, then quickly related what Summer had told him. Darren relayed the information to Franklin, and then told Denny that they had not been able to come up with anyone from inside the department who could have been the shooter. It seemed that everyone they had worked with could be accounted for at the time of the shooting. 
 
    “Well, don’t give up,” Denny said. “That bloody bastard is here somewhere, and I want his ass.” 
 
    “No more than me,” Darren said. 
 
    The line went dead and Denny dropped the phone onto the table before turning back to Sam. “They’re on the way back here, now. Darren said they haven’t had any luck, either.” 
 
    Sam shook his head. “My gut says we’re on the right track,” he said. “I just wish I knew where it was leading.” 
 
    Denny looked at him. “You’ll figure it out, mate,” he said. “You always do.” 
 
    Sam started to respond, but Kenny looked up at that moment. “Mr. Prichard?” he said. 
 
    “Yeah, Kenny? You find something?” 
 
    “I’m not really sure, sir,” Kenny said. “I’m going through all the stories I wrote back when I was a kid, and I found something that I don’t really remember. In one of these stories, I talk about how the boy in the basement—apparently me, but I wrote in the third person—was scared a couple of times when the bunny man came down with another man tagging along. The second man was bigger and looked mean, and he was wearing a mask that looked like a gorilla. Apparently he came more than once, because it seems I got used to seeing him.” 
 
    Sam pursed his lips. “Then there was an accomplice,” he said. “If only you could remember details.” 
 
    Kenny shrugged. “I wish I could, sir. As far as I’m concerned, anybody who was working with my kidnapper is just as guilty as he was.” 
 
    Sam nodded solemnly. “I couldn’t agree more,” he said. “Kenny, would you consider going under hypnosis to see if you can remember specific details?” 
 
    “I suppose we could try,” Kenny said. “I’ve never been hypnotized, but if it might help…” 
 
    “Let me see what I can do,” Sam said. “I worked with a psychiatrist once to use hypnosis to get to the bottom of a few things that people couldn’t remember. It’s certainly worth a try, anyway.” 
 
    Sam’s phone chose that moment to ring, and he pulled it out and looked at the caller ID. It was Edith calling, and he put the phone to his ear instantly as he walked out of the room. 
 
    “Edith? What’s going on?” 
 
    “Sam, he’s doing well enough they’ve upgraded him to serious condition, rather than critical. And even worse than that, he’s awake. He’s demanding to see you.” 
 
    Sam couldn’t hold the grin. “Cantankerous, is he? Tell him I’ll be right there. Would you like me to bring Kenny along?” 
 
    He could hear the smile in Edith’s voice. “Would you? I’m sure Steve would like to meet him, even after all this.” 
 
    “We’ll be there in a few minutes.” He ended the call and went back into the conference room, crooked a finger at Kenny and said, “Come on, Steve is awake.” 
 
    “What about us?” Summer asked pointedly. 
 
    “He’s still in serious condition,” Sam said. “I think the rest of you should wait until he’s in a little better shape. I probably wouldn’t go now, but he’s insisting on it.” 
 
    “Hold up a minute, mate,” Denny said quietly, catching his attention. “Something you better consider. If somebody was worried enough about Steve and Kenny talking that they tried to take out a seasoned investigator, don’t you think that means Kenny is in just as much danger?” 
 
    Sam looked him in the eye, then nodded sharply. “You’re right,” he said. “We need protection on him, twenty-four seven until we catch this killer. I’d go to Franklin, but we don’t know who we can trust in the police department.” 
 
    “No troubles,” Denny said. “I’ll stay on him until you can get the security team up here.” 
 
    Sam chewed his bottom lip for a second, then nodded again. “That’ll work.” He turned to Kenny. “Kenny, considering someone tried to kill Detective Beck to keep you guys from talking, I think we’re going to keep security on you for a while. Summer is going to make arrangements for some security people, but in the meantime, Denny, here, is going to be your bodyguard.” 
 
    Kenny stared at the two of them. “You really think that’s necessary?” 
 
    “I think it’s absolutely necessary,” Sam said. “You may turn out to be the biggest break in this case, and we can’t afford to have anything happen to you.” 
 
    Kenny shrugged, then he and Denny got up and followed Sam out the door and back to his car. They were back at the hospital only moments later and Sam got directions to the ICU. He was required to put on a mask before he could enter the room, but it was worth it to see Steve once again. 
 
    “About damn time,” Steve grumbled when he walked in. “You find out who did this yet?” His voice was strong, but he was speaking slowly. 
 
    “We are on it,” Sam said. “I hate to say this, but it looks like it had to be one of the cops we’ve been working with. We don’t know which one yet, but we will find out.” 
 
    Steve grunted. “Why the hell would somebody want to shoot me? Don’t make no sense.” 
 
    “We have a working theory,” Sam said. “We have reason to believe that Martin Jensen wasn’t working alone when he kidnapped children, particularly those who were taken out of upper rooms. It turns out Jensen was so afraid of heights that he couldn’t climb a ladder, so somebody else had to have done that part for him. Adding that to the fact that you were shot, we’ve come to the conclusion that the accomplice was probably a police officer back then, and he might be afraid that if you and Kenny get to talking, he might remember things they would rather not have come out.” 
 
    “I guess that makes as much sense as anything,” Steve said. “Hard to believe this kid is my son, but I guess DNA don’t lie. How is he taking all this?” 
 
    “He’s worried about you. He and Edith sat and talked for a long time, while you were in surgery, and they seem to have hit it off. He was pretty upset at the thought that you might—well, that he might not get to know you at all.” 
 
    “I’m too damn stubborn to kill,” Steve said. “How is Walter?” 
 
    “Last I heard, he was hiding in the men’s room. I think he’s pretty scared of losing you.” Sam hesitated for a second, then decided to plow on through. “He’s also worried about the fact that he hasn’t been able to rule you out as a suspect in Jensen’s murder. Maybe this will do it for him.” 
 
    “Harrumph. Did it do it for you? You finally believe I didn’t do that?” 
 
    “Pretty much, yeah. I don’t think you would have yourself shot this badly just to try to look innocent.” Sam softened his comment with a grin. “I never really thought you did it, Steve, but you know me, I think like a cop. You had motive, you had the skills to track him down, and you could have easily made opportunity anytime you wanted to. If you honestly thought you knew Jensen was the one who took your son, you would have been a suspect for real.” 
 
    “Hell, I know that. Remember, boy, you learned half your investigative skills from me.” 
 
    Sam chuckled. “Trust me, I’ll never forget that. How are you honestly feeling?” 
 
    “Like somebody hit me in the back with a sledgehammer. That’s what it felt like, Sam, like something big and heavy hit me in the back. Knocked me on my face, I can tell you that.” He blinked. “Next thing I know, I’m laying here with tubes sticking out of me.” 
 
    “At least you are alive. When we got you here, nobody was too sure you were going to make it.” 
 
    “I told you, I’m too damn stubborn to die.” Steve grimaced suddenly, as if he was in pain. “I’ll be damn glad when I get out of here. And you might as well figure I’m going to take some time off. I need to get to know my son, Edith and I both do.” 
 
    “I don’t think that’s going to be a problem,” Sam said. “You’re likely to be on recuperation leave for a few months, anyway. You ready to meet Kenny? He’s out in the hall, waiting for the chance to come in and see you.” 
 
    Steve looked Sam in the eye. “You really think he’s handling it all okay?” 
 
    “I do. To be honest, I don’t think he was all that surprised to find out that he really isn’t a Givens. He did say that he is excited at the prospect of getting to know you.” 
 
    Steve tried to adjust himself in the bed and grimaced again. “Ouch, that hurt. Okay, bring him on in. I really wish I could have met him before this happened, hate to have him think of me as the banged up guy in the hospital.” 
 
    “I don’t think he’s all that picky, right now. Be right back.” 
 
    Sam stepped out of the room and nodded for Kenny to go on in. Edith was standing beside him and she patted him on the shoulder as he put on his mask and pushed the door open. 
 
    “What do you think, Sam? Is he going to be okay?” 
 
    “I’m no doctor, Edith, but my money is on Steve. If I’ve ever known anybody who could come back from the brink of death, it’s him.” 
 
    “That’s high praise, coming from you. From what I understand, you’ve been there a few times yourself.” 
 
    “Once or twice,” Sam said. “I keep trying to break that habit, though.” 
 
    “Well, Steve’s going to break it,” Edith said. “Sam, I’m going to put my foot down this time. It’s time for him to retire for good. He’s almost 65, anyway, and it’s not like we need the money he makes. I know he’ll never quit completely, but maybe you could convince him to just work with Walter from now on. Do you think?” 
 
    Sam nodded. “I’ll back you up on that,” he said. “Steve is ready to take it easy, but traveling with Walter on his consultations is probably his way of having fun. We’ll talk with him about that when he gets out of the hospital.” 
 
    Edith put a hand on his arm and rubbed it. “Thank you, Sam.” 
 
   


  
 

 NINETEEN 
 
    The young man known as Kenny Givens walked into the hospital room and looked at the man who was lying there. Despite the IV lines and the oxygen tube that was clipped to his nose, there was something vaguely familiar that Kenny felt, and he had a brief mental flash of a younger version of the man before him. In that image, Kenny was looking up at him, and there was a smile on his face. 
 
    “Hello, sir,” he said haltingly. “I’m… I’m your son.” 
 
    Steve looked up at him and tears began to flow from his eyes. “Scotty,” he said softly. “Sorry, I know that’s not the name you go by, but…” 
 
    “It’s okay, sir,” Kenny said. “That’s the name you gave me. It’s not your fault I’m not used to it, but I’ll try.” 
 
    A sob escaped Steve, and he forced himself back under control. “I never really believed this day would ever come,” he said. “After so many years, I just thought… You know, the odds say that if a child isn’t found within a fairly short time, they probably…” 
 
    “I know,” Kenny said. “This isn’t your fault, sir.” 
 
    “Okay, let’s stop with the ‘sir,’ stuff, can we do that? I don’t expect you to call me Dad, but Steve would do.” 
 
    Kenny grinned. “Okay, Steve,” he said. “We’ll work our way up to the other one.” He looked at the machines that were connected to Steve, monitoring his heart and respiration. “How are you feeling?” 
 
    “I feel like I’ve been shot,” Steve said, trying to grin. “Now I just wish I knew why.” 
 
    “Mr. Prichard thinks somebody didn’t want us to talk. He seems to think that they might be afraid you will help me remember things, somehow.” 
 
    Steve’s eyebrows rose slightly. “Think there’s any chance of that? I’ve spent an awful lot of years wondering what happened to you, and I would really like to know as much as I can. Feel like talking about it?” 
 
    Kenny gave him a wry grin. “I hate talking about it,” he said, “but it seems like I’ve been doing a lot of that the last couple days. Mrs. Beck told me about the day I went missing, from her perspective. I’m really sorry you folks went through all that. I don’t have any kids of my own, yet, but I’m sure it must’ve been horrible.” 
 
    “It was, and I pray you never go through it. I was in shock for a long time, because there were no clues, no leads. Nobody seemed to have any idea what happened to you, and in my world, that was just unacceptable. I was a detective, I was the guy who found the clues and broke the case, but this was one I couldn’t even understand. How could somebody come into my house and take my son, and not leave any sign that he’d even been there? That was just too much for me to accept.” 
 
    Kenny reached over and picked up a chair, then pulled it close to the side of the bed and sat down. “Mr. Prichard has a theory, now,” he said. “They found out that Jensen was afraid of heights and wouldn’t climb a ladder, so they figured he was working with somebody else. Since it looks like whoever shot you had to have been connected to the police, they think the accomplice might have been a cop. Maybe that’s how he knew how to get in and out and not leave clues behind.” 
 
    “Yeah, that makes sense. Most cops know enough about the rules of evidence to figure out some way not to leave any behind.” Steve shook his head. “Bastard! When we find out who it is, I’m going to enjoy watching him in court.” He cocked his head slightly and looked at Kenny, his left hand resting on his chest as if to comfort a painful spot. “Do you remember seeing anyone else with him? Do you remember the night you were taken?” 
 
    Kenny shook his head, but then stopped. “I have a really vague memory of two men coming down into the basement where I was held. I wrote a story when I was a kid and described it, and when I read that today, it kind of brought back the memory a bit. One of them was the guy I always saw, the one in the Easter Bunny mask, but the other one wore a gorilla mask. He was—the Bunny man was always pretty polite, but the gorilla man was mean. He acted like he thought everything was funny, and he—oh, God, sir, I mean Steve, he made me do things. Sexual things, but I don’t want to say what it was. Is that okay?” There were tears brimming over his own eyes. 
 
    “It’s fine, son,” he said. He reached over with his right hand and held it out, and a moment later, Kenny took it and held it tightly. “What about the night you were taken? Do you have any memories of that?” 
 
    Again, Kenny shook his head, but stopped. “I don’t know if it’s real,” he said. “I–I remember waking up and somebody carrying me, but whoever it was had a hand over my mouth. I think I tried to kick and scream, but he held me real tight and—and he said something about if I wasn’t quiet, he would have to kill somebody, so I guess he meant you and Mrs. Beck. I—I don’t think I’ve ever rememebred that before.” 
 
    Steve nodded. “That’s what the shooter was worried about, maybe. Think hard about that; do you remember anything about the man who took you?” 
 
    Kenny grimaced. “I remember he was big, but I was pretty small back then, so that may be just my point of view. I don’t think I ever saw his face at all, it was covered up. Maybe he was wearing a mask then, too, I don’t know.” 
 
    “Close your eyes,” Steve said. “Just relax and think about that time. Don’t try to look at his face, think about other things that you can see or smell or feel. Tell me about those things.” 
 
    Kenny closed his eyes and sat there in silence for a moment, then his eyes seemed to tighten as he cocked his head slightly to one side. “There was a smell,” he said. “I can almost remember it, it was something that should be familiar. And I saw his hair, it was dark, but not really black. There was a little bit of light somewhere as he was walking, and I saw it. Brown, maybe? A dark brown, but not super dark.” 
 
    “Okay, that’s good. Stay with it, what about after you left the house? Did he put you in a car?” 
 
    “Yeah, he did. I really didn’t get a look at the car from the outside, but he put me in the back seat and made me lay down. I remember I was laying there and I could see him between the front seats, but not real well. I could see the lights on the dashboard, but he still kept the mask on. I never got to see his face.” 
 
    “That’s very good. So, the car had bucket seats in the front, we got that. I know you like old cars, can you recognize what kind of car it was now, from those memories?” 
 
    Kenny’s tongue snaked out from between his lips and licked them. “It wasn’t a big car,” he said. “Pretty small, in fact. It had four doors, I remember that because he opened the back door to put me in. I’m trying to visualize the dashboard, but it’s—it’s kind of blurry. Maybe it was a Honda, or a Mitsubishi? I’m pretty sure it was a foreign car. And there was that smell, again, I can’t place it. It’s just a smell that I know I should recognize, but I can’t.” 
 
    “Okay, the smell could be important. Was it a sweet smell? Like candy or something? Or was it more of a smell like meat cooking or something?” 
 
    Kenny shook his head, his eyes still tightly closed. “No,” he said, “no, nothing like that. I can’t quite remember it, but it was—when I think about it, I think of leaves burning in the fall. A smoky smell, maybe.” 
 
    “Smoky? Like cigarettes?” 
 
    “Maybe, but that doesn’t seem to fit. It’s stronger than that, so maybe cigars? Yeah, I think maybe it was the smell of cigars.” He hesitated for a moment. “There was somebody else there,” he said. “Another man, sitting in the passenger seat in the front. He looked back at me, and it was the bunny man. The Easter Bunny mask, I mean.” 
 
    “That could be important, son. What else comes to mind?” 
 
    “I don’t really know,” Kenny said. “We weren’t in the car very long, I remember that. It was a kinda rough ride, bumpy. That’s about all I can remember at the moment. I think the next thing is when they took me inside somewhere. They covered my eyes then, so I didn’t see anything until they put me down on the dirt floor in the basement, and the gorilla man hooked the chains to my ankles. After that, they both went upstairs and I just remember being scared.” He opened his eyes. “You really think any of that is going to help?” 
 
    “Well, we know some things we didn’t know before,” Steve said. “We know that the kidnapper who took you probably smoked cigars, and that he drove a small, probably foreign car. We know that Jensen, assuming we are correct and he was the bunny man, was waiting in the car while his accomplice took you out of the house. If we can get a lead on who Jensen was close to, it could help us find the kidnappers, and he might even be the killer we are looking for.” He pointed toward the door. “We’ll have plenty of time to catch up,” he said. “Why don’t you ask Sam to come back and let’s tell him what we just learned. Believe me, he’s going to want to know all of this.” 
 
    Kenny looked at him for a couple of seconds, then got up and went to the door to ask Sam to come back in. He let Sam take the chair beside the bed while he stood on the opposite side and looked down at the man he was trying to think of as his father. 
 
    “Scotty, I mean Kenny,” Steve began, “has remembered some things. The man who kidnapped him out of my house smelled like cigars, Sam, and he probably drove a small, foreign car. Jensen was waiting in the car while this guy came in and took him, and then they drove back to Jensen’s place. He was covered up as they carried him inside, but then they chained him up and left him in the basement.” 
 
    Sam’s eyes narrowed. “Cigars? Kenny, are you sure?” 
 
    “I’m not a hundred percent certain it was cigars,” Kenny said. “I know it was a smoky kind of smell, and it reminded me more of burning leaves, but cigars might be pretty close to that. I think it was cigar smoke I smelled.” 
 
    “That would make sense,” Sam said. “Cigars tend to permeate everything about the people smoking them, like their clothes and hair. It can be pretty hard to get rid of that smell.” He closed his eyes for a moment. “Something about cigars is nagging at the back of my mind, but I can’t place it.” He opened his eyes. “Hopefully it will come to me, but in the meantime, we’ll make sure to share this with everyone helping in the case. It’s possible someone will remember an associate of Jensen who smoked cigars.” 
 
    “I’ve been thinking about that,” Steve said. “I knew him back in Golden, but not all that well. I don’t think I ever met any of his friends, other than the few times we went to his church.” 
 
    “If the two of them were involved in this together, I kind of doubt Jensen would be parading the guy around as his BFF,” Sam said. “Most likely, they kept their association fairly quiet, so that if one of them were caught, the other might not be.” 
 
    “Good point,” Steve conceded. “Still, there’s a chance somebody saw the two of them together and might have noticed the cigar smell. If we could find someone who might remember, that could help.” 
 
    “Yes, absolutely,” Sam said. He turned back to Kenny. “This is good news, Kenny, that you’re starting to remember things. There’s something else I want to ask you about, though. Do you mind?” 
 
    “No, not at all,” Kenny said. “Anything I can do to help, Mr. Prichard.” 
 
    “From what I understand, at some point Jensen just decided to let you go. Do you remember anything about that day?” 
 
    Kenny looked at him for a moment, then closed his eyes and tried to think. “Well—I remember being in the basement, and the bunny man came down and told me to come upstairs. He did that every once in a while, he’d take me upstairs and give me this box of toys to play with in his living room. I’d always sit there and stare at them for a little while, but eventually I think the urge to play would get the better of me, and I’d pick a few toys and play with them. On those days, he would bring me something to eat in the living room, and we would sit there and watch TV together. He never took off the mask, but he would ask me if I liked the food, or if I thought something on TV was funny, stuff like that.” He cleared his throat. “Anyway, I remember he took me upstairs this one day, and I was sitting there when somebody rang his doorbell. He told me to sit there and be very quiet, and that if I made any noise I would be in trouble, and then he got up and walked over to the door. He kept his back to me, but he took off the mask and held it behind the door as he opened it.” 
 
    “Okay,” Sam said. “Could you tell who was there?” 
 
    “It was a woman, that’s all I know. I could hear her voice, and—I think she was crying, now that I’m really thinking about this. I think she was crying and begging him for something, and I remember him telling her that he would—he would try to make a miracle happen. I remember he said those words exactly, that he would try to make a miracle happen. He stepped outside for a minute, and shut the door behind them so I couldn’t hear anything, but he came back after a minute. Then he closed the door and put the mask back on, and he came and sat down beside me again. He kept looking over at me, and he asked me—wow, he asked me who I was.” His eyes opened and he looked at Sam. “I hadn’t ever really remembered that before now, but he did. He asked me who I was, and I said I was Kenny. And then he asked me what my mother’s name was, and I said Mommy.” He swallowed hard, then licked his lips before he went on. “It was just a little after that when he left the room and came back with a big box. He told me to get inside it and that he was going to take me home. I did what he said, and a little while later, I felt him put the box into a car and we drove away. I laid there in the dark, just wondering if I was really going home or if I was going wherever the other boys went.” 
 
    “Other boys? You saw other boys, plural, while you were there?” Sam asked. 
 
    Without opening his eyes, Kenny nodded. “Yes. I don’t really remember much about them, but there were three or four, I’m pretty sure. They would be there for a few days, and then they would go somewhere else. When they left, they never came back.” 
 
    “Okay. What do you remember after he put you in the box and took it for a ride in the car?” 
 
    “I remember the car stopped, and he took the box out and set it on the ground. He put it on the grass right at the edge of the road, and then he said, ‘wait a little while and then get out. There’s a house right in front of you. That’s your house, go sit on the front steps until your daddy comes for you.’ A few minutes later, I heard the car start up and drive away again. I laid there for a while, I guess I was afraid to move, but then after a while, I pushed the top of the box open and looked out. There was a house, just like he said, so I went and sat on the front step. A little while later, my dad—Mr. Givens showed up.” He opened his eyes and looked at Sam. “Does that help?” 
 
    “I think it might,” Sam said. “It certainly raises a couple of questions in my mind.” He turned to Steve. “Listen, Steve, we had to consider the possibility that Kenny is also going to be in danger, after what happened to you. Summer has called back to the office to arrange for the security detail to protect the two of you, and Edith as well. Until they get here, Denny is going to stay close by. He’s out in the hall with Edith, now.” 
 
    “And you’re telling me that because you’re about to leave,” Steve said. “Fine, I know you want to get back to work. Tell Edith and Denny to come on in. We can all visit in here, and Denny can keep watch on us easily that way.” 
 
    Sam looked at him askance. “Don’t you think your doctor is going to want you to rest after all this visiting?” 
 
    “My doctor can kiss my ass,” Steve said. “My family is about to be back together for the first time in twenty-five years. If you think any doctor is going to take that away from me, you don’t know me half as well as you think.” 
 
    Sam grinned, then patted him on the shoulder as he walked out the door. A moment later, Edith and Denny stepped inside as Sam headed for the elevator. 
 
    “Well, mate,” Denny said. “Gotcha something of another pickle, did you?” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Sam called ahead as he was getting into his car and arranged for Lou Givens to be brought back to the police department interrogation room. By the time he got back to the station, Givens had already been brought in and handcuffed to the table once again. Sam wasted no time, walking in and sitting down in the opposite chair, looking Givens in the eye. 
 
    “Mr. Prichard,” Givens said. “What’s going on now?” 
 
    “I’m just doing some thinking, Lou,” Sam said, “and a couple of things are not ringing true with me. You told me that you found Kenny sitting on the front step of your old house, right?” 
 
    Givens’ eyes narrowed. “Yeah, that’s right,” he said. “Why?” 
 
    “You said your wife became quite a fan of Pastor Jensen, is that right?” 
 
    Still looking suspicious, Givens nodded. “Yeah, she did. She kept expecting him to produce some kind of miracle.” 
 
    “A miracle? Did she use those words specifically?” 
 
    Givens’ eyes widened, then. “A couple times, yeah. Why? What’s this all about?” 
 
    “I’ve been talking with Kenny, and he’s beginning to remember some things that he had previously suppressed. For instance, he remembers the day he was let go. A woman came to Jensen’s door while Kenny was upstairs with him. Jensen turned his back to Kenny and took off the mask he wore, then opened the door and talked to the woman. Kenny remembers him saying he would ‘try to make a miracle happen.’ Sometime later, Jensen put him in a box and told him to sit on the front step of the house where he got dropped off.” 
 
    “You think that was Brenda? You think it was my wife who came to his door that day?” 
 
    “I’m wondering about it,” Sam said. “Did she happen to say anything about a miracle that day?” 
 
    Givens stared into his eyes for a couple of seconds, then slowly nodded. “Yeah,” he said. “She called me at work that day and told me that she believed there was going to be a miracle. She said that God was going to bring Kenny home, but that he wouldn’t know that we had moved. She wanted me to go by and check our old house on my way home from work.” 
 
    “Lou, earlier you told me that it was a man’s voice that called and told you to check your old house. Why didn’t you tell me it was your wife who made that call?” 
 
    Givens made a sour face. “You know, at first, I just thought she was having another of her episodes. She was always calling me and saying some crazy things, like she thought she heard Kenny in his room, or she saw some kid walk past the house and she was just sure it was him, stuff like that. I thought it was just another one of those things, but just so I wouldn’t have to lie to her, I decided to go ahead and drive past the old place. I didn’t really expect to find anything, but I wanted to be able to be honest when I told her I did go and check, you understand? I just didn’t want to lie to her. So I drove past the house, and sure as the Dickens, there he was.” He let out a sigh. “At first, I thought maybe it really was a miracle, but then I could see that there were little differences. I knew it wasn’t really Kenny, but—but by that time, I was just as desperate as Brenda was to have him back. He answered to the name Kenny, when I said I was his dad, he threw his arms around my neck and hugged me, and by the time I got to the police station, I knew I wasn’t going to say anything other than I found my son.” 
 
    “But you never mentioned that it was your wife who called you,” Sam said. “Why didn’t you tell anybody that, Lou?” 
 
    “Isn’t it obvious? It wasn’t any miracle, but somehow Brenda knew that I was going to find him there. I don’t mean she just had faith, I mean she knew. The way she sounded when she called me, she was absolutely certain Kenny was going to be sitting there when I came by, and I got to wondering how she could have known that. And the only thing I can come up with was that, somehow, she knew who had taken him. She had somehow figured out, and must have done something to make him let Kenny go. I figured that Kenny, our Kenny, he must’ve already been dead, so they gave us this other kid instead.” There were tears falling from his eyes, and he tried to wipe them off on the sleeves of his jail jumpsuit. “I didn’t want Brenda to end up in trouble, so I kept my mouth shut. I asked her later if she knew who had taken him, and she kept insisting she didn’t. That’s when she said again that Pastor Jensen said he was going to arrange a miracle.” 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 TWENTY 
 
    Sam stared at him for a moment, then nodded slowly. “And that’s when you figured out that Jensen was the one who had taken him, right?” 
 
    Givens’ eyes shot wide again. “What? No! No, he would have been the last person I would suspect. He came by the house several times after Kenny came home, he even brought Kenny presents. It never would have occurred to me that he could have been the one who kidnapped the boy.” 
 
    Sam continued looking at him for a moment, but there was something that smelled like truth in Givens’ words. Sam had been ready to accuse him of Jensen’s murder, but now he was certain the man was innocent of at least that crime. 
 
    “Did you know any of Jensen’s friends?” he asked. “In particular, did you ever meet anyone with Jensen who might have smelled like cigars?” 
 
    “Cigars? No, not that I remember. Is that somehow important?” 
 
    “It could be. Kenny remembers that the man who took him from his home smelled like cigars, or cigar smoke, at any rate. We are trying to find out who that might’ve been. We’re pretty certain that Jensen had an accomplice who was working with him during the kidnappings, and it’s possible that’s who killed him.” 
 
    Givens nodded. “I thought of that earlier today, while I was sitting in the jail. Maybe somebody got angry that he let our boy go. I mean, it wasn’t long after Kenny came back that he was dead, like just a few days.” 
 
    “That’s basically what I’m thinking,” Sam said. “The accomplice might have been angry about Kenny being released, or he might have panicked, thinking Kenny could identify Jensen and that Jensen might crack and give him up. We are fairly certain that the accomplice was a police officer, or somehow connected to the police department. We also believe he’s the same person who shot Kenny’s real father a few hours ago.” 
 
    Givens’ eyes looked like they were going to pop right out of his head, this time. “Somebody shot him?” 
 
    “Yes,” Sam said, nodding. “We think that the accomplice is still around, and might have been worried that Kenny would remember things when he met his real father. We believe he tried to prevent that by attempting to kill Mr. Beck.” 
 
    Givens’ face became angry. “Dirty rotten sons of bitches,” he said. “You know, it’s bad enough Kenny had to find out I’m not really his daddy, but he’s bound to be curious about who his real family is. That would be a damn dirty trick, to take them away when he was just getting to meet them.” 
 
    Sam’s eyes narrowed as he looked at Givens. “Why do you say them? I only mentioned that Steve Beck was shot, not anyone else.” 
 
    “Well, it stands to reason,” Givens said. “If they wanted to keep him from meeting his daddy, they probably want to keep him from meeting his mama, too, wouldn’t you think?” 
 
    “I guess that’s possible,” Sam said. “Luckily, we already arranged for them to be protected. Lou, can you think of anything else that you should’ve told me, something else you might’ve held back?” 
 
    Givens bit his bottom lip. “Maybe one thing,” he said, “but I don’t know if it’s really important or not. Remember I told you there was a detective who asked me about whether I thought Jensen might have been involved?” 
 
    “Yes,” Sam said. “Did you remember who he was?” 
 
    “No, I’m afraid not. The thing is, when he came by to talk to us about Kenny being missing, I noticed that he knew his way around my house. This was before we moved, of course. He said he wanted to look at Kenny’s room, and I started to show him where it was, but he passed me up and went straight to it. It was like he knew exactly where it was, and—well, you’d have to know about my old house. It was originally two small houses that got put together, so there was a zig-zaggy hallway in the middle. If you didn’t know which room you were going to, you would find yourself stepping into a closet or a bathroom, but he went straight to Kenny’s room.” 
 
    “Like he’d been there before?” 
 
    Givens nodded meaningfully. “Yeah. That didn’t really hit me until later, after he was gone, but it was just like he had been there before.” 
 
    “Do you remember anything else about him? Who he worked for, maybe?” 
 
    “I just assumed he worked for the city,” Givens said. “He showed me a badge, but I didn’t really look at it that closely.” 
 
    “Can you tell me what he looked like?” 
 
    “Oh, hell, that was a long time ago. He was maybe five ten, stocky. He had brown hair, and I thought it was a little long for a detective, but things were changing around then. And now that I think about it, there was one other thing I remember about him.” His eyes twinkled as he looked directly into Sam’s own. “Mr. Prichard, he smelled like cigars, the expensive kind.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Darren, Summer, Jade, Eric and Walter were all sitting in the conference room when Sam came back a few minutes later. The two women were looking through the files once again and sorting them into two separate stacks, Eric was going to one of the stacks as they finished, and Darren was looking over a separate file that contained the duty roster for the police department for the year when Jensen was killed. Walter was sitting by himself over by the window, just looking out at the scenery. 
 
    Sam walked over to where Walter was staring out. “Walter? You doing okay?” 
 
    “I’m okay,” Walter said. “I’m okay. Steve didn’t do it.” 
 
    “Yes, I know he didn’t,” Sam said. “You know, it looks like Steve is going to be okay.” 
 
    “That’s good. Steve needs to be okay.” 
 
    Sam stood beside him for a moment, then said, “Walter, would you like to go see him? He’s allowed to have visitors now.” 
 
    “Yes, I want to go see him. I want to go see Steve.” 
 
    Sam grinned and turned to the others. “Keep at it for now,” he said. “I’ll be back in a bit.” Turning back to Walter, he said, “Come on, Walter. Let’s go see Steve.” 
 
    The two of them started for the door and then had to wait as a police officer pushed a cart holding several boxes into the room. “Found some more files on the Jensen case,” he said. “Not sure if it’s going to be any help, but I figured you guys would like to see them.” 
 
    Sam grinned at him. “No problem,” he said. “You never know where the next lead will come from.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    “I wonder what they found,” Eric said. “That looks like an awful lot of files for an old unsolved murder case.” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s probably nothing but notes,” Darren said. “Any good detective saves all his notes, even if they don’t lead anywhere. If nothing else, when the killer finally gets caught, there’s always the possibility of a book deal. Those notes can come in pretty handy when you need to write a long story.” 
 
    “Really?” Jade asked with a smile. “I’ll have to remember that. Maybe if I keep notes on some of our cases, I can finally write a bestseller I keep wanting to write. Make a fortune as a famous author, and I can quit getting up early to come to work.” 
 
    Summer chuckled. “You wouldn’t know what to do with yourself,” she said. “You live for the thrill of the chase, and you know it.” 
 
    “Yeah, maybe,” Jade said. “Besides, what I do with an extra hour of sleep? I’d probably go nuts just from the crazy dreams I would have.” 
 
    “Well, I need a shot of coffee if I’m going to go through those boxes,” Summer said. “Anybody else?” 
 
    “I’m good,” Jade said. “You guys go ahead, I’ll get started on these.” 
 
    Summer turned to walk out of the room, and Eric and Darren followed her. Jade heard the three of them chatting as they walked down the hall toward the break room, but she turned her attention to the first box on the cart and dragged it onto the table. As she opened it, however, she heard the sound of a cell phone ringing, and looked around to see if one of the others had left it behind. 
 
    It rang again, and she realized the sound was coming from a box on the bottom shelf of the cart. Her eyes narrowed as she wondered what a phone would be doing there, but that was the last thought she ever had. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Sam and Walter stepped out into the hall and headed toward the front entrance of the building. They had just reached the parking lot when Walter suddenly stopped, and Sam turned to look at him. 
 
    “Walter? What’s the matter?” 
 
    “No more files,” Walter said. “Detective Franklin said there were no more files on the Jensen case.” 
 
    “Okay, I guess they found some,” Sam said. “Come on, let’s go see…” 
 
    “No more files!” Walter said, emphatically. “Detective Franklin said no more files.” 
 
    Sam stared at him for a moment. “You think there’s something funny about the new files turning up?” 
 
    “Something funny about it. No more files.” 
 
    Sam nodded slowly, still staring at Walter. “Okay. Let’s go back and see…” 
 
    The blast blew out every window on the east side of the ground floor, and the shockwave knocked Sam and Walter, and others who were standing outside the building, to the ground. Cars all over the parking lot and street were suddenly screaming as their alarms went off, and smoke began to roll from windows near the center of the east wall. 
 
    That was where the conference room was, Sam thought groggily. He staggered to his feet and began limping toward the door, his bad hip hurting him even more than usual after the tumble onto the sidewalk. He reached the door and simply stepped through it, with all the glass gone, then made his way through the smoke and acrid smells toward where he had just left his friends in the conference room. 
 
    People were stumbling around in the hallways and voices were shouting, talking over one another. The lights were out, so the only light available was what came through the doors and broken windows. Sam pushed on toward the conference room, and realized that Walter was suddenly beside him. 
 
    The door on the conference room had been blown off, and was actually embedded in the wall on the opposite side of the hallway. Sam’s heart sank as he looked inside the room, but the smoke was so dense he couldn’t really see. 
 
    “Sam!” he heard behind him, and turned to look back into the hallway. Darren and Summer were stumbling toward him, coming from the break room where the coffee machine was kept. 
 
    “Darren, where is everybody else?” Sam demanded. 
 
    Darren shook his head. “Eric is in the break room, he’s unconscious. Jade… Jade asked us to bring her coffee, she wanted to start looking at the new files.” 
 
    Sam stared at him for a moment, then turned back into the conference room and started walking into the dense smoke. “Jade?” he shouted. “Jade, where are you?” 
 
    Darren and Summer came in with him, and it was Summer who finally found her. She was on the floor, an inverted table laying on top of her. 
 
    “Here! She’s over here!” Summer shouted, and both men converged on her voice. Darren flipped the table off of Jade, and all three of them knelt down beside her, taking a good look at her condition. Her left arm was missing completely, gone from the shoulder down, and her face and body were badly burned. Bits of debris were embedded into her flesh, and Sam reached out and placed a hand on her throat, feeling for a pulse, but then he looked up at the others and shook his head. 
 
    “She’s gone,” he said softly. 
 
    “Oh, God, no,” Summer said. A sob escaped her. “No, she can’t be gone!” 
 
    Darren put an arm around her shoulders and pulled her close, and suddenly the room was filled with police officers. Sam got to his feet and looked around, then suddenly contorted his face as he lunged at one of the officers who was standing there, staring wide-eyed at the devastation. 
 
    “You!” Sam shouted, grabbing the officer by his shirt and slamming him against what was left of the wall. “You brought those boxes in here,” he said menacingly. “You did this!” 
 
    “God, man,” the officer said, “I just pushed the cart here, like I was told. You think the bomb was on the cart?” 
 
    “Told? Who told you to bring that in here?” 
 
    The officer stared at him, his own eyes wide and round. “Well, Detective Franklin,” he said. “You said you wanted everything we had on the case, and that he found these old files.” 
 
    Sam stared at him and slowly relaxed his grip. “Where the hell is Franklin now?” he asked. 
 
    “Sir, I don’t know. He just spotted me in the hall and told me to bring the cart with those files down to you guys. I swear, that’s all I know.” 
 
    “What on Earth has happened here?” came another voice, and Sam looked around to see Chief Kelly standing in the doorway. 
 
    “Where is Franklin?” Sam asked. “He sent a cart full of files up here to us, and there was a bomb in one of the boxes. One of my people is dead, dammit. Where the hell is Franklin?” 
 
    Chief Kelly looked at him for a moment, then shook his head. “I’ve no idea, but I’ll help you find him. There’s no way in the world he would’ve done this, but we need to find out who could’ve gotten access to those boxes.” 
 
    “Yeah? Well, we’re going to start with Franklin.” 
 
    Sirens were tearing the air apart and paramedics were running into the building from every direction. Two of them followed directions and checked on Jade, then confirmed Sam’s conclusion. She was dead. 
 
    Several others were injured, and rescue efforts are underway already. While most officers were involved in trying to find people in the rubble of the rooms that had been affected by the blast, Chief Kelly assigned a dozen more to finding Detective Franklin. The dispatcher said he was listed as still being in the building, but no one could find any trace of him. Calls to him on the radio and his cell phone went unanswered. When the search of the building was complete, Chief Kelly ordered a BOLO, instructing all officers to keep their eyes peeled for Franklin and report his whereabouts whenever he was seen. 
 
    Darren, Summer and Eric were all checked out by paramedics and then taken to the hospital for further evaluation. Summer had insisted that Walter ride along with her in the ambulance, which managed to forestall the meltdown she suspected was coming. Sam called Edith to let her know what had happened, so she could tell Steve, and then suggested that she bring Walter up to see Steve as soon as possible. 
 
    And then he called Indie. 
 
    “Sam?” she asked as she answered the phone. “What’s going on?” 
 
    “Good God, have you heard about it already?” Sam asked. 
 
    “I haven’t heard anything,” she said, “except that Mom just called and said Beauregard told her there was something serious happening down there. He didn’t know what, so tell me. What’s going on, Sam?” 
 
    “Somebody rigged a bomb and sent it into our conference room,” Sam said. “I’m okay, Walter and I were already outside the building when it went off, but—Indie, Jade was the only one still in the room when it exploded. She’s gone, Indie. Jade died in the blast.” 
 
    “Oh, my God,” Indie said. “Oh, no, Sam.” He could hear the tears in her voice, and he was expecting them. Indie, Jade and Summer had all become good friends. 
 
    “I know, babe,” he said softly. “I knew you’d want to hear about it right away, so I called you first. Now I have to call Ron and Jeff, and let them know.” 
 
    “Okay, Sam,” Indie sobbed. “Call me back when you can, will you?” 
 
    “Sure will, babe.” He cut off the call, then immediately dialed the number for the Windlass offices. 
 
    The phone rang several times, and then went to the after-hours voicemail message. Sam cut it off and dialed Ron’s cell number, and he answered on the second ring. 
 
    “Sam? I just heard something about an explosion down there.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Sam said. “Somebody put a bomb in our conference room at the police department. Ron, Jade Miller is dead. Darren, Summer and Eric are shook up, and Denny was at the hospital with Steve, so he’s okay. Walter and I were outside the building when it happened. We’re okay physically, but Walter is pretty shook up.” He sighed. “So am I, to be honest. Right now, it looks like it may have been Detective Franklin who bombed us.” 
 
    “James Franklin? He’s the lead detective on the cold case. Do you really think it might have been him?” 
 
    “Another officer said Franklin told him to bring a cart full of boxes, supposedly files, to the conference room. The bomb was in one of the boxes, and Franklin can’t be found anywhere. So, yeah, right now he’s my number one suspect.” 
 
    “But, why? Why would he do something like this?” 
 
    “We’ve been learning some things up here,” Sam said. “One of the things we found out is that Martin Jensen had an accomplice, and we have reason to believe that accomplice might have been a policeman. Franklin’s been on the force since before Jensen was killed, and he was even the first on the scene. Right at the moment, he’s also my number one suspect for that murder, along with a lot of the kidnappings.” 
 
    “Sam, I don’t know what to say. Jade—oh, my God. I need to contact the police department there, to get whatever information I can so that I can notify her family. This is going to devastate them. Hell, it’s devastating me.” 
 
    “Yeah, it’s pretty rough on all of us. Jade was part of the team, and a very good one. She will definitely be missed.” 
 
    “Sam,” Ron said, “you find who did this. Whether it’s Franklin or somebody else, you find them. Somebody needs to pay for this, and I want you to make damn sure they do.” 
 
    “You know I will,” Sam said, and then he cut off the call without another word. 
 
    He stalked his way toward Chief Kelly’s office, which was on the other end of the building and undamaged, and barged in without waiting for the secretary to announce him. 
 
    “Any word on Franklin?” he asked. 
 
    “Not at the moment,” Chief Kelly said. “Prichard, listen…” 
 
    “No, you listen,” Sam said, cutting him off. “Here’s what we know so far. Martin Jensen was involved in the kidnapping and murder and God knows what else of several young boys, but he was afraid of heights. Some of those boys were taken out of second-story bedrooms, with ladders used to gain entry to the windows. He had an accomplice that handled that part for him, and I don’t know what else, and the only things we know about the accomplice is that he had dark brown hair and smelled like cigars. There’s been something about that poking at the back of my mind ever since I heard about the cigars, and then it hit me a few minutes ago. One of the first things Franklin told me when I met him was that he had recently stopped smoking cigars, after a lifelong habit. And while his hair might be graying now, the fringes are still dark brown. Now we have the fact that Franklin told an officer to bring those boxes into the conference room, the boxes that had a bomb hidden inside. Considering one of my men has been shot, one of my team is dead and the rest of us were supposed to die with her in that bomb blast, James Franklin is now my number one suspect.” 
 
    Chief Kelly’s face went white. “Dear God,” he said. “I can’t believe what you’re saying, but I can’t call you a liar, either. As soon as we find him, we’re going to bring him in for questioning. We will get to the bottom of this, Prichard, I guarantee it.” 
 
    “You’re damn right we will,” Sam said. “You’re damn right.” 
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    Because they had been close to the blast, Darren, Eric and Summer were taken to the hospital to be checked out. None of them had any serious injuries, although Eric could seem to have a mild concussion. He was ordered to stay overnight and placed in the same room as Steve, who had been taken off the intensive care list and moved to a regular room. 
 
    Rob Feinstein, the head of security services for Windlass, had arrived with a squad of his soldiers and secured a section of the floor they were on. No one who wasn’t positively identified as having reason to be there was going to get past them.  
 
    “I heard about Jade,” Rob said. “I’m really sorry, Sam.” 
 
    “Yeah, me too,” Sam said. “But not nearly as sorry as I’m going to make the son of a bitch who did this. We have a pretty good idea who’s behind it, but it still remains to prove it. You just make sure nobody gets close to these guys, will you?” 
 
    “No chance of that,” Rob said. “Brought my best people. This is family, and we take care of our own.” 
 
    Sam nodded and then stepped into the room. Edith and Kenny were still there, and Kenny was sitting beside Eric’s bed. 
 
    “Sam,” Steve said, a growl in his voice. “I’m hoping you’re coming in here to tell me it was all a mistake, and Jade is okay.” 
 
    Sam looked sadly at his friend. “I wish I could,” he said. “I’m sorry, Steve, but she’s gone.” 
 
    Steve closed his eyes and Sam saw tears begin to flow down his cheeks. “Damn,” he said. “I always figured if one of us was going to get killed, it would be you or me, Sam. That poor little girl shouldn’t have been in that situation.” 
 
    “She was an investigator, Steve,” Sam said. “As much as we hate it, it’s one of the risks of the job. We all take the same risk, every day we get up and come to work. You have to remind yourself that at least she was doing what she enjoyed doing.” 
 
    “But it’s not fair,” Eric said suddenly. “Jade was always so nice to me, it’s not fair that she’s gone.” 
 
    “She was a nice person,” Sam said. “That was just her way. We’re all going to miss her, Eric.” 
 
    He turned back to Steve. “We have reason to believe that Detective Franklin is the one behind all of this. It’s also very likely that he was the accomplice Jensen had, the one who climbed the ladders. I remembered what was bugging me about the cigar thing; Franklin said he smoked cigars most of his life, and only recently quit to go to an e-cigarette. He’s also got brown hair, or at least it was before he turned gray. When you add in the fact that nobody knows where he is, he’s looking pretty good as a suspect.” 
 
    Steve’s eyes opened up and shook his head. “Sick bastard,” he said. “If he was the accomplice, then he’s the one…” His eyes cut over to Kenny, and he fell silent. 
 
    Kenny looked at him, and nodded slowly. “Then he’s the one who raped me,” he said. “He’d be the one in the gorilla mask. I wish I had gotten to meet him at the station, I think I would’ve recognized his voice. Believe me, I’ve never forgotten that.” 
 
    Sam narrowed his eyes. “You hadn’t? You never told anyone about the sexual abuse aspects before. Why not?” 
 
    Kenny lowered his eyes. “It’s not exactly an easy thing to say,” he said slowly. “Guys are just as ashamed of being raped as women are, you know? I never wanted to tell anybody about that, but—well, it was just time.” 
 
    Sam nodded thoughtfully. “I understand,” he said. “Good enough.” He turned back to Steve again. “I’ve got to get back to the station. Walter is down there, going through the blast area the best he can. I tried to get him to come with me, but he refused. He wanted to look at the scene and try to come up with something to help.” 
 
    “That’s Walter,” Steve said. “You tell him I’m taking him out for ice cream when I get out of here. He loves ice cream.” 
 
    Sam grinned. “I’ll tell him.” The grin faded quickly, and he turned and left the room. 
 
    Strangely enough, there had been very little in the way of fire after the explosion, and it was put out quickly by fire extinguishers. Sam saw a couple of fire trucks parked outside the station when he got back there, but there was really nothing for them to do. The firemen were helping to clear some of the damaged area, and they even put up some posts to keep the ceiling from caving in any further than it already had in the conference room. 
 
    Sam found Walter down on his hands and knees, looking closely at pieces of charred cardboard. 
 
    “Walter? What do you think so far?” 
 
    “The bomb was in one of the boxes on the bottom of the cart,” Walter said. “The cart had three shelves, and the middle shelf was blown upward while the bottom shelf was blown downward. I found pieces of a cell phone embedded in some of the cardboard from the boxes. The bomb was set off that way, by somebody calling the number of the phone.” 
 
    Sam looked at the piece of cardboard Walter was pointing at and saw the little electronic pieces stuck in it. He had figured the bomb might’ve been rigged to go off when a box was opened or something like that, but this meant that the perpetrator, Franklin, had deliberately set the bomb off when he expected to get them all at once. It was nothing but pure luck that everyone but Jade had chosen that moment to leave the conference room. 
 
    Sam felt sick. Franklin had been a decorated officer, and later a highly decorated detective. How does a man like that become a murderer, he wondered. 
 
    “Mr. Prichard?” said a voice, and Sam turned to find a young officer standing at the doorway. “Chief Kelly wants to speak to you, sir.” 
 
    Sam nodded and followed him out of the room, and back down to Chief Kelly’s office. Once again, he walked past the receptionist without even a glance, but this time she just ignored him. 
 
    “You got something?” Sam asked as he entered Chief Kelly’s office. “Something on Franklin?” 
 
    “Not yet,” the man replied. “However, I did come across something I thought you might want to know about. I sent officers to Franklin’s home, naturally, and they just reported in. Mrs. Franklin says James had come home earlier, around the time Mr. Beck was shot, and spent half an hour in the garage. When he left, she saw that he had a file box with him, but she had no idea what was in it. She tried calling him while my officers were there, but he didn’t answer.” 
 
    “He’s not going to,” Sam said. “He’s burned himself, and he knows it. He’s probably had an escape plan set up for a long time, just in case he ever got caught out. I’d be surprised if he’s even still in town.” 
 
    “I feel the same way,” Chief Kelly said. “I can’t imagine he would stick around here, not knowing that we would all be out looking for him after this.” He shook his head. “It just doesn’t make any sense to me, though,” he said. “Why would he try to interfere in the investigation in such a drastic manner? Even if some of the evidence seemed to lead back to him, his record was so spotless that it would have been hard to believe. He would’ve had plenty of time to make a run for it, then, without adding more murder and attempted murder charges.” 
 
    “I don’t think he could stand the thought of being found out without bringing it down on himself,” Sam said. “For whatever reason, he figured that if Kenny and Steve got to talking, they would probably figure out that he was involved. He may have thought that taking Steve out would protect him, which would explain the shooting, but Steve didn’t die. At that point, knowing we’d never let him get close enough to Steve to finish the job, I think he just decided to go out in a blaze of glory. I think he figured if he could take all of us out, he’d be able to make a getaway.” 
 
    “Then he’s probably pretty upset about now. I know I would be, if I were him. He’s got to worry about Sam Prichard being on his trail, now. And your reputation definitely precedes you.” 
 
    “I don’t care about my reputation,” Sam said. “I just want to find Franklin and bring him in.” 
 
    Chief Kelly looked at him closely. “Are you sure that’s what you want? To bring him in? Look, Prichard, I know I’d be thinking about something a lot more permanent, if I were you.” 
 
    “I believe in justice, sir,” Sam said. “We bring him in, he stands trial. That’s how the system works. Our job is just to make sure there’s enough evidence to see that he’s convicted, if he’s guilty.” 
 
    “You have some doubt of his guilt?” Chief Kelly asked. “As much as I hate to admit it, I don’t.” 
 
    “I don’t have any doubt he’s behind this,” Sam said. “But it’s not my doubt we have to be worried about. The jury has to be convinced beyond a shadow of a doubt, remember? We not only have to bring them in, we have to build enough of a case to be sure that the jury is going to convict.” 
 
    Scowling, Chief Kelly nodded. “Of course,” he said. “But I’m sure the evidence is there; all we have to do is find it.” 
 
    “And that’s exactly what I intend to do,” Sam replied. “Our office is contracted with the Department of Homeland Security; I’m using that to get law enforcement officers everywhere looking for this guy. I plan to use every tool available to me, but I intend to bring Franklin in, and then it’s up to the courts.” 
 
    “Then we’ll do whatever we have to do to back you up. You can count on my department, Mr. Prichard.” 
 
    Sam thanked him and left the office, returning to the blast zone to find Walter sitting cross-legged in the very spot where Jade’s body had been removed. 
 
    “Walter? You okay?” 
 
    “I’m okay,” Walter said. “I’m okay. I was just thinking about Jade. She was always nice to me.” 
 
    Sam nodded. “She was nice to everybody, I think. That was just her way.” 
 
    “She was smart. She used to talk to me about computers and math. Nobody else likes to talk to me about computers and math.” 
 
    Sam sat down on the floor beside him and chuckled. “That’s because you make us all feel stupid,” he said. “We don’t know as much as you do about those things.” 
 
    The two of them sat there for a couple of minutes, and then Walter got to his feet. In a rare display of respect, he held out a hand to help Sam get up. Walter normally hated to be touched at all, and wouldn’t even shake hands with most people. Sam was touched, but knew better than to say anything. Walter could get embarrassed easily at times, and he didn’t handle embarrassment well. 
 
    “I think we’re going to call it a day,” Sam said. “Eric is staying at the hospital tonight, and so is Steve, of course. I’ll call Darren and Summer and let them know, and we can all head for home. Come on, I’ll give you a ride.” 
 
    They made their way out of the building and toward the parking lot again. Walter stopped once and looked back, staring at the blown out windows where Jade had lost her life, then turned and went on to the car. He climbed into the front passenger seat and fastened the seat belt without a word, and Sam got behind the wheel and started it up. 
 
    Sam’s phone connected to the sound system in the vehicle, and he called Indie again. 
 
    “Sam? Is anything new happening?” Indie asked. 
 
    “Not yet,” Sam said. “Eric is spending the night in the hospital up here, but the rest of us are coming home for the night. We’ll get back on it tomorrow. How are you holding up, babe?” 
 
    “I’ll be okay,” she said. “It was just a shock, Sam. Jade wasn’t that much older than me, I don’t think.” 
 
    “We’re all going to miss her. The company will be footing the bill for the funeral, so of course we are going to attend. Have you told Kenzie yet?” 
 
    Their daughter Mackenzie had been very fond of Jade. “I had to,” Indie said. “She was standing right beside me when I started crying earlier. She’s upset, but she’ll be okay. We’ll all be okay, we just have to come to grips with this.” 
 
    “What I want to come to grips with is James Franklin’s neck,” Sam said bitterly. “Unfortunately, I have to bring him in and let justice have its way. It’s times like this I start to understand people like Noah Wolf.” 
 
    Indie shuddered. “Oh, no, Sam, you don’t want to be like him. I saw the nightmares you had last time you worked with him.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be like him,” Sam said. “I just said I start to understand him. Sometimes it would be nice just to make people like this vanish from the world, but I have no itch to play God.” 
 
    “Okay, good. Hey, it’s getting pretty late. Have you had anything to eat?” 
 
    “No, we haven’t had time. Too much going on. I can whip me up a sandwich or something when I get home.” 
 
    “Nonsense, I will put in a pizza. It should be ready about the time you get here, and then we can sit down and relax for a bit.” 
 
    “That sounds good, babe. I’ll see you pretty soon.” 
 
    He cut off the call and glanced over at Walter. “Walter? You want to stop and get yourself something to eat before we get to your place?” 
 
    “I need to go to the office,” Walter said. “My car is at the office. I can stop after I get my car, I can go to McDonald’s.” 
 
    Sam grinned. “The office it is.” 
 
    Thirty minutes later, Sam pulled into his own driveway and limped his way up the front steps. He hadn’t even bothered to pick up his car at the office, because the sudden fall when the bomb had gone off was beginning to show itself in soreness. His back and hip were both complaining as he crossed the porch, but then Indie opened the door for him and he forgot about the pain in her embrace. 
 
    Kenzie was still awake, and she had several questions about what happened. Sam answered her honestly, only tempering his responses for her level of understanding. She shed a few more tears for Jade, but then she was just glad that her daddy had not been injured. 
 
    They sat in the living room and had a pizza, then Indie turned on the television and found a comedy on Netflix. They watched a couple of episodes and some of the tension drained away, and then they put Kenzie to bed and followed suit themselves. 
 
    * * * 
 
    He sat in his old pickup truck and watched the ER door of the hospital in front of him. It was almost eleven o’clock at night, and there wasn’t a lot of traffic going in and out, but he was being cautious. The last thing he wanted was to draw attention to himself, but he needed to be sure that certain people didn’t dredge up old memories that could ruin his life. To do that, he needed to get into the hospital without being noticed. 
 
    Of course, there was security watching over them, so that was another problem. Luckily, he was pretty sure that none of the security people had been to the department or gotten a look at him, so they weren’t likely to recognize him. If he could lay his hands on one of the smocks that the doctors and staff wore while they were on duty, there was at least a chance he could get close without being noticed. 
 
    First things first, though. There were security cameras on every floor, and they needed to be disabled. That wasn’t going to be too difficult; the hospital’s security budget wasn’t very big, so they didn’t have anybody watching the monitors at night. He could get in and shut down the recorders so that there would be no record of his visit. 
 
    He opened the door of the truck and stepped out, then jogged across the street to the ER entrance. With his hat pulled down low over his eyes, he ducked under the security camera by the door and hurried through when it slid open automatically. Instead of heading toward the ER intake desk, he turned left and walked purposefully down the hall. He’d learned years earlier that nobody paid attention to a man who seemed to know where he was going and what he was doing, and he had become very good at giving that impression. He made a right at the next hallway and glanced up at the camera hanging from the ceiling as he stopped in front of the security office and quickly picked the lock. Less than a minute after entering the building, he was inside the security office and sitting at its control computer. 
 
    Cameras had seen him coming in the building, and another couple of them had caught him moving through the hallways. It took him only a moment to figure out which cameras they were, and then he quickly deleted the previous hour from their records. After that, it was simply a matter of shutting all of the cameras down. If none of them were working, none of them could possibly catch sight of him. 
 
    He had only been in the building for five minutes by the time he stepped out of the security office again. He had checked the registration roster while he was in there, and learned that Steve Beck and Eric Brenner were in the same room. There was also a security notation that Mrs. Beck and Kenny Givens were staying in that room for the night, as well. He chuckled as he realized he was going to able to take them all out at once. 
 
    There was a doctor’s office a couple of doors down the hall, and he had no trouble picking that lock, either. Sure enough, there was a smock hanging on a hook on the back of the door, and he even found a stethoscope to loop around his neck. The doctor’s badge was still clipped to the smock, so he would look the part as long as nobody got too close. 
 
    Kenny Givens was kind of a pity, because he’d honestly gotten over losing that kid way back then. He hadn’t known why Jensen let the kid go, not at first; when he learned the answer, it had sent him into a rage that ended up with Jensen dead and his realization that he couldn’t continue their hobby, or at least not locally. He had begun finding excuses to travel, indulging himself on those trips. 
 
    He chuckled again. A lot of those trips had been on police business, and that meant the taxpayers had been footing a lot of the bill for his abductions. He wondered how Chief Kelly would feel about that. 
 
    He took the elevator up to the third floor, where his quarry awaited. As he stepped out, the military-looking security guards glanced his way, but he turned in the opposite direction. It wasn’t going to be hard to pull this off; by turning away, he had essentially made himself invisible to the security guards. They paid no attention as he stepped into a room down the hall, and that was exactly what he wanted. 
 
    The elderly woman in that room was sleeping soundly, and he simply went through the motions of glancing at her chart and then replacing it. None of the scribbles on it really meant anything to him, but it was something anyone looking in would expect to see. When he was done, he stepped directly out of the room again, this time turning toward the security guards. 
 
    The ruse had paid off. The security guards glanced at him, but then seemed to lose interest. When he stepped into the room beside the one they were guarding, they seemed no more interested than when he had been walking directly away from them. 
 
    There was an old man in this room, but he looked like he was already at death’s door and only needed the slightest nudge to fall through it. He was certainly not conscious, and the machines hooked up to him were beeping steadily. 
 
    He reached up into the back of his shirt through the inch-thick, ten by thirteen envelope he had put there before he left home. He applied some double-sided tape to it and stuck it to the wall behind the headboard on the old man’s bed. That was the wall that adjoined this room and the one Steve Beck and company were in, and the four pounds of C4 inside the envelope would be more than enough to blast through the wall, sending hundreds of BBs into the room with the force of bullets. Nobody inside that room was likely to escape unscathed, and they probably wouldn’t even survive. 
 
    He reached into a pocket and withdrew a cheap cell phone, the old flip phone style that were used mostly by those who didn’t like being traced too easily. There was a wire sticking out of the envelope with a male plug on it, and he had glued a female plug to the phone’s classic case. He connected them together, then pushed the bed back up against the wall and walked immediately out of the room. He nodded toward the security guards, only one of whom was even looking in his direction, then made his way to the elevator again and punched the down button. 
 
    No one paid any attention to the white coated doctor as he walked out the ER door and kept going. He was in the truck and gone only seconds later, and he didn’t bother to take out the second throwaway phone until he had put a half dozen miles between him and the hospital. 
 
    He had programmed the other phone’s number into the one he was holding, so it was just a matter of pressing a single button. He heard the sound of the other phone ringing once, and then there was a squeal on the line. He grinned, closed the phone and tossed it out the window as he continued driving. 
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    His cell phone ringing on the nightstand woke Sam, and he glared at his alarm clock when it dared to tell him that it was only a quarter after five in the morning. He fumbled for the phone and pulled it to his ear, barely even registering the caller ID display. 
 
    “Prichard,” he said. 
 
    “Mr. Prichard?” said a woman’s voice. “This is Officer Ramirez at Boulder PD. Chief Kelly told me to call you, sir, to tell you that there has been an explosion at the Boulder Hospital. It appears that your friends were targeted with a bomb.” 
 
    Sam was instantly wide awake, and sat up to throw his legs over the side of the bed. “A bomb? Oh, my God, are they…” 
 
    “There were only minor injuries in their room, sir,” Ramirez said. “CSI is on the scene, but it appears that the explosive may have been placed against the wall of a neighboring room, but then it fell off and ended up under the bed of the occupant. He was the only fatality, I’m afraid.” 
 
    “You said minor injuries,” Sam said. “Who was injured?” 
 
    “Well, everyone who was in the room suffered some level of minor injury. The bomb was packed with BBs, the kind kids use to shoot birds and such. They ricocheted around both rooms pretty badly, but I believe the most serious injury in your friends’ room was a few dozen BBs that ended up in their skin. Doctors are treating them now, but they don’t expect any serious complications.” 
 
    “Do we have a lead on who did this?” Sam asked, though he was certain Franklin had to have been behind it. 
 
    “Nothing yet, I’m afraid. It seems the security cameras were all disabled, so there is no record of who came in or out. The security guards stationed outside the room were not injured, but the only people they saw were doctors and nurses. They did say that a doctor went into the room where the bomb was placed a short time before it went off, so the assumption is that he was the one who planted the bomb. The trouble is, the only doctor on duty tonight was in the ER when the bomb had to have been placed, so it wasn’t him.” 
 
    “Okay. I’ll be down there as soon as I can. Tell them not to disturb the crime scene more than necessary, because I want my own expert to look at it.” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Ramirez said. “I’ll pass that message along.” 
 
    Sam cut off the call as Indie sat up in the bed and wrapped her arms around him. “What’s going on, Sam?” 
 
    “Somebody put a bomb in the room next to where Steve and the rest of them are, and set it off. Only minor injuries to our people, but the man in the room next door was killed. It has to be Franklin, there’s no doubt in my mind. I’m going to call Walter and pick him up, then we’re headed down there. This means Franklin is still in the area, and there’s a chance we can catch him before he gets away.” 
 
    She gave him a squeeze. “Okay. Do you want me to call everyone else for you?” 
 
    “You can call Summer and let her know,” he said. “She can take care of notifying everyone else. Then, do me a favor. Find a picture of Franklin and start doing your thing with traffic cameras around Boulder. See if you can come up with anything to give us an idea where he might be hiding.” He held up his phone and hit the button to call Walter, and it was answered almost instantly. “Walter? It’s Sam. How quickly can you be ready to go? We need your talent, and we need it now.” He listened for a moment, then nodded. “Good. I’ll be there in twenty minutes.” 
 
    Indie was up out of bed and holding her own phone as she walked out of the room. Sam hobbled into the shower and rinsed himself off with hot water, then hurriedly got dressed and headed toward the kitchen. She had coffee ready when he got there, already poured into a large travel cup that he could take along. 
 
    “Thanks, babe,” he said, kissing her quickly and hurrying out the door. 
 
    * * * 
 
    Walter was waiting on his front porch when Sam pulled up, and hurried to slide into the front passenger seat. 
 
    “Is Steve okay?” he asked. 
 
    “From what I know, yes,” Sam said. “Somebody put a bomb in the room next door and it went off, but the people in Steve’s room only got minor injuries. Everyone is going to be okay, but I want to get you to look at the scene before it gets too contaminated.” 
 
    Walter nodded, but didn’t speak. He turned and looked at the road ahead, his eyes wide and his hands playing drums on his thighs. This was a typical sign that Walter was agitated, and sometimes preceded a meltdown. 
 
    “Walter,” Sam said softly, “Steve needs your help. We have to stop whoever did this before he can try again. Can you stay focused long enough to help me?” 
 
    “I’ll focus,” Walter said. “I’ll focus. No problems, no meltdown. I’ll focus.” His hands played a faster beat, but Sam relaxed a bit. Walter was pretty good at controlling his emotional outbursts most of the time, and especially when it was critical that he do so. Later, he would probably become hysterical for a while, but Sam would deal with it when the time came. 
 
    When they arrived at the hospital, Rob Feinstein was waiting for them near the entrance. There were police officers all over the hospital, and Sam and Walter would have been stopped a dozen times were it not for Rob’s presence. They made it to the third floor without being interrupted and went directly to the room that had been utterly destroyed by the blast. 
 
    Walter stepped inside without hesitation and began looking at the ruins of the room. The blast had flipped over the hospital bed and shattered all of the equipment in the room, but the body of the victim had already been removed. Sam mentally groused about that, but he could understand; the hospital would face liability if the body were allowed to lay too long without some sort of care, even though it was too late to save the victim’s life. 
 
    Walter stood in one spot and looked all around the room for a moment, then walked over to the gaping hole in the floor. It was about two feet in diameter, and was almost that far from the wall that separated Steve’s room from this one. Most of that wall was intact, though there were some holes between the studs toward the bottom of it. There were also several dozen tiny holes that peppered the rest of the wall, evidence of the BBs that had served as shrapnel. 
 
    Walter stepped close to the wall and looked closely at it, then rubbed a finger across one spot. He looked at the tip of his finger and sniffed it, then got down on his knees and looked through one of the bigger holes into the other room. It was empty, everyone was gone, and he turned back to his examination of the scene. 
 
    Moments later, he got to his feet and turned to Sam. “The bomb was thin and flat,” he said. “It was stuck to the wall with adhesive, but it must’ve been too heavy. It fell off and hit the baseboard, and that made it slide up under the bed. It was set up by a cell phone, like the other one.” 
 
    Sam’s eyebrows rose. “You found evidence of a cell phone?” 
 
    “Just pieces,” Walter said. “There’s lots of them, all over the place.” 
 
    Sam nodded. “Makes sense. That’s the way he set off the one at the department yesterday.” A brief expression crossed his face as he remembered that Jade had died in that explosion. “Come on, let’s go find Steve.” 
 
    Rob led them down the hall to the new room to which Steve and Eric had been relocated.  Kenny and Denny were still with them, and Sam was surprised to see that each and every one of them was sporting multiple Band-Aids. Denny had one under his left eye, and Kenny had one across the tip of his nose. 
 
    “Everybody’s okay?” Sam asked. 
 
    “We’re all fine,” Denny said. “Though I suspect a bit of luck might have helped with that.” 
 
    “Probably more than you know,” Sam said. “Walter says the bomb was stuck to the wall between the rooms, but the adhesive failed and it fell off. It bounced off the baseboard and that made it slide up under the bed in the room, so the bed ended up taking a lot of the blast. You probably only got a tiny fraction of the shrapnel that was intended for you.” 
 
    “So who did it?” Steve demanded. “Was it Franklin?” 
 
    “We don’t have any hard evidence, but he’s my guess. The important thing is, this means he’s probably still in the area. At least we have a chance to catch him before he can get away.” 
 
    “He still hasn’t been found?” Edith asked. “I would think he wouldn’t be that hard to locate. He’s pretty well known, isn’t he?” 
 
    “He probably is,” Steve answered her, “but he’s also a detective. If he doesn’t want to be found, he’ll know how to avoid it. Hell, I know I would.” 
 
    “Steve is right,” Sam said. “It’s going to take more than usual police work to locate him. I’ve already got Indie working on some things, and we’re going to try everything else we can think of. If our luck holds out, we might be able to catch him before he can get himself established somewhere else.” 
 
    “Okay,” Steve said, and then he grimaced. “Damn, I gotta remember not to try to sit up just yet. Even with the pain meds they’ve got me on, that hurts. Sam, you ought to be looking at his finances, too. If he’s going to make a run for it, he’s almost certainly got some hidden accounts, somewhere.” 
 
    “That’s a good point,” Sam said, “and I’ll get Indie on that, as well. In the meantime, I want you to rest. Has the doctor had anything to say yet about how long you’ll be here?” 
 
    Steve started to speak, but Edith cut him off. “The doctor says he needs to retire,” she said firmly. “He said it’s a miracle Steve pulled through this time, and he wouldn’t take bets on how much damage it did to his heart.” She turned her head so only Sam could see her, and winked. “I know he’s too damn stubborn to retire completely, so I suggested maybe he should just work with Walter. Maybe they could even go into business together, work for themselves and take the cases they want to.” 
 
    Sam grinned. “That actually sounds like a pretty good idea,” he said. “You know you’d get plenty of work out of Windlass, but you could also work directly for other law enforcement agencies. In fact, I would bet that insurance investigators would jump at the chance to hire you guys.” He turned to Walter, who was standing beside him. “What do you think, Walter? Think you and Steve should go into business together?” 
 
    “We could go into business,” Walter said. “We could make a lot of money.” 
 
    Sam turned back to Steve with an even bigger smirk on his face. “That sounds like a vote of confidence to me, don’t you think?” 
 
    “It’ll piss Ron off,” Steve said. “I’d be taking his best crime scene man.” 
 
    “He’ll get over it,” Sam said, “and he’d be paying you a lot more money than he does now. He won’t care, he just passes it along to the client, anyway.” 
 
    “Hey,” Eric said, sitting on the bed on the other side of the room. “What about me? Can I go in with you guys?” 
 
    “And me,” Kenny said. “You might need somebody with my computer skills, right, Mr. Beck?” 
 
    Steve looked at Eric and grinned. “Ron might pay me to take you,” he said, and then he narrowed his eyes at Kenny. “I won’t even consider it unless you stop calling me Mr. Beck,” he said. “How about just calling me Steve?” 
 
    Kenny grinned. “Sure thing, Pops,” he said. “How about it? You, Walter, Eric and me? We’d make a pretty good team, don’t you think?” 
 
    Steve looked at Sam, who shot him a wink. “That sounds like a pretty interesting proposition,” he said, “and a pretty good team. Walter’s insight into crime scenes, Eric’s genius analysis, Kenny’s computer abilities? All you have to do is be the manager, Steve.” 
 
    Steve was quiet for a moment, then turned to his wife. “You’d be okay with this idea?” 
 
    “Of course,” she said. “I suggested it, didn’t I?” 
 
    Sam chuckled. “Sound like a plan, then. Listen, again, I’m going to get down to the station and get to work. Franklin is around here somewhere, and I want to nail the son of a bitch.” 
 
    “Yeah,” Steve said. “And punch him once for me, will you?” 
 
    “And wait for me,” Denny said. “I’ve had all this babysitting I can stand.” 
 
    * * * 
 
    Summer and Darren were walking into the building when Sam and Denny pulled into the police department parking lot, and they stopped to wait for them. Sam climbed out of the SUV and leaned on his cane as he hobbled toward the door with Denny beside him. 
 
    “Indie told us about the bomb,” Summer said. “We understand everybody is okay, other than minor boo-boos?” She looked at the Band-Aid on Denny’s face. “Does that hurt?” 
 
    “Only when I wink at the ladies,” Denny said. “It’s not really bad, just like a big bee sting.” 
 
    “Everybody is okay,” Sam said, “although I think this is going to make some big changes for us all. Steve, Walter and Eric are seriously considering leaving Windlass to go into the consulting business together. Kenny Givens is probably going to go in with them.” 
 
    Darren grinned. “Good for them,” he said. “With Walter’s talents and Eric’s, they could be making a lot more money in the private sector than they can working for Ron and Jeff. I actually suggested this to Steve once, but he was too loyal to the guys.” 
 
    “So, where are we?” Summer asked. “Do we have any kind of leads on Franklin?” 
 
    “Nothing yet, but I’ve got Indie working on some things. With any luck, we might get a hit sometime soon. Let’s get inside and see what the locals have come up with.” 
 
    They entered the building and were immediately called to Chief Kelly’s office. When they arrived, the receptionist looked up and simply rolled her eyes. “Go on in, Mr. Prichard,” she said. “It’s not like you’re going to wait to be announced, anyway.” 
 
    Sam grinned and stepped past her desk. He opened the door to the chief’s office, and then froze in the doorway. 
 
    Detective James Franklin was sitting in the chair beside the chief’s desk. When he saw Sam, he held up both hands to show that they were empty. 
 
    “We need to talk, Prichard,” Franklin said. “I’m not the guy you’re after.” 
 
    “That remains to be seen,” Sam said, forcing himself to step into the room. Darren, Denny and Summer followed, and the two men moved to where they could reach Franklin quickly if the need arose. “Right now, I’ve got one person dead and several others injured, and you are my number one suspect.” 
 
    “Prichard, listen to what he has to say,” Kelly said. “If he were the killer we thought he was, I would probably be dead. He was waiting here in my office when I came in this morning, and I didn’t even see him until he announced himself. He could have taken me out without even making a sound.” 
 
    “Yeah? You heard the old story about the devil? He always appears in the most beautiful form he can, because he wants everyone to believe he’s innocent.” 
 
    “Yes, but I’m not all that beautiful,” Franklin said. “What I am is framed. I went home yesterday morning to pick up a box of files that I had taken home to look through, months ago. I’d forgotten all about them until yesterday morning, and I didn’t really think they would be any help, but there was some background information on some of the church members in it. I figured it couldn’t hurt, so I went to get it and brought it back here. As I was getting it out of the trunk of my car, I got hit by a Taser and the next thing I knew, I woke up locked inside the trunk. I managed to find the emergency release and got out, and that’s when I realized my car was inside an old garage. I checked the time on the clock on the radio, and it was almost 5:30 this morning. Besides being tased, I think I was drugged. I called my wife to tell her what happened, and she informed me that I was the target of a manhunt, and everything that happened yesterday.” He lowered his hands and laid them on the arms of the chair he was sitting in. “I figured I had one chance, and that was to come in. I have the key to the back freight entrance, so I managed to sneak in here to wait for Patrick.” 
 
    Sam stared at him. “So, you’re saying you have no idea who might have stuffed you in the trunk of your car? That’s a pretty flimsy alibi, Franklin.” 
 
    Franklin nodded. “You think I don’t know that? Look, we can do a polygraph, whatever you want, but I’m telling you, I’m not your man. I love my job, Prichard, and I do my best to put people like this away. There’s no way in hell I could ever be part of the things Jensen did, and I would certainly never bomb my own department. I have friends in this building, you know?” 
 
    Sam limped over to the chair beside Franklin’s, and sat down. “Assuming for the sake of argument that I believe you at all, what’s your take on all this, then?” 
 
    “I think you are probably dead on the money with your suspicion that Jensen’s accomplice was a policeman. There are still half a dozen of us who were on the force back then, but I can’t think of any of them I would suspect, which simply means that all of us are suspects. Dan Williams, John Cooper, Charlie Turner, Lester Shaw, Bill Harmon and me; we were all on the force back then. Cooper and I were rookies together, but the others were already on the force before us.” 
 
    “Then we need to get all of them in for questioning,” Sam said. “One at a time, in the interrogation room. Ms. Raines will handle the questioning, and she’s very good at it.” 
 
    Chief Kelly nodded. “I’ve already sent word out to have all of them come in,” he said. “They don’t know why, so if any of them fails to show…” 
 
    “Then that’s quite possibly our guy,” Sam said. “I can go along with that, but this guy doesn’t get out of our sight until we know for sure.” 
 
    “I’m perfectly okay with that,” Franklin said. “Believe me, Prichard, I want to get to the bottom of this even worse than you do.” 
 
    “I bloody doubt that,” Denny said. “You obviously don’t know Sam Prichard.” 
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    Sam stifled a grin and turned back to the chief. “How soon can we expect these others to show up?” 
 
    “Three of them are already here,” Kelly said. “Charlie Turner and Dan Williams are waiting now, and John Cooper is booking an arrest, so he’ll be available shortly.” 
 
    “Then let’s get started,” Sam said. “The sooner we get to the bottom of this, the better.” 
 
    “I’m ready,” Summer said. “Who do I get first?” 
 
    “Take Williams,” Kelly said. “He’s sitting in the hall with Turner, now.” 
 
    Sam turned to Denny. “You stay here and keep an eye on Franklin,” he said. “Darren, you come with me and Summer.” He got up out of his chair and led the way, and they found officers Williams and Turner sitting on folding chairs in the hall outside the interrogation room. 
 
    Both of them looked up as the three investigators came toward them. Williams spoke first. 
 
    “Are you the ones we were told to wait for?” 
 
    “That would be me,” Summer said. “You’re Officer Williams, right? Come with me, please.” 
 
    She led Williams into the interrogation room and Sam followed. Darren turned and stepped into the observation room, just on the opposite side of the two-way mirror, and turned up the speaker that would let him hear everything that was said in the room. 
 
    Summer invited Williams to take a seat, and then she and Sam sat opposite him. She shot him a smile, then leaned slightly toward him, as if she was about to whisper a secret. 
 
    “Don’t get all panicky,” she said. “I don’t really think you had anything to do with the shooting or the bombing yesterday, but we have to make it seem like we are treating everyone equally.” 
 
    Williams’ eyes grew wide. “Shooting? Bombing? Why in the world would I have anything to do with either of those?” 
 
    “Exactly,” Summer said. “You wouldn’t, obviously. That’s what I mean about treating everybody equally, though, we can’t have anyone thinking we were picking on someone unfairly. That means that everybody who was on the police force at least twenty-five years ago gets questioned.” 
 
    “Twenty-five years ago?” Williams asked, his eyes suddenly getting narrower. “What’s that got to do with anything that happened yesterday?” 
 
    “Officer Williams,” Sam said, “Ms. Raines will be the one asking the questions.” 
 
    “No, that’s a fair question,” Summer said. “I don’t mind answering. See, we have a pretty good suspicion that whoever shot Mr. Beck and set off the bomb that killed Ms. Miller was probably one of the officers from back then, and was probably Martin Jensen’s accomplice in all the kidnappings and murders of children.” 
 
    Williams’ eyes almost popped out of his head. “Are you freaking kidding me? You think one of us was helping Jensen to do that kind of stuff?” 
 
    “Well, it makes sense, if you think about it,” Summer said, speaking rapidly. “Somebody was afraid of Mr. Beck and Mr. Givens, the younger Mr. Givens, really getting to know each other, since the younger Mr. Givens is really Mr. Beck’s son, who was kidnapped twenty-five years ago and never recovered. Of course, everybody thinks that Mr. Givens the younger is the son of Mr. Givens the elder, but that’s only because Mr. Givens the elder didn’t bother to tell anyone that he knew it wasn’t his son when he found Mr. Givens the younger, back when he was a child. He was afraid his wife would get upset if he admitted that it wasn’t his son, so Mr. Givens the elder just told everybody how excited he was to have his son, Mr. Givens the younger, back again, but Mr. Givens the younger remembered some things about Jensen’s accomplice, and we are absolutely certain that the only reason somebody here would know that it could be a problem for him to remember certain things and tell Mr. Beck is if the somebody here who is worried about it was the accomplice back then. See? It’s really simple if you think about it. What were you doing when Mr. Beck was shot yesterday morning?” 
 
    Williams was staring at her, his mouth hanging slightly open. “I—I was out on patrol,” he said. “I heard about the shooting on the radio and came rushing back.” He shook his head. “Who’s Mr. Givens? Elder or younger, either one?” 
 
    Summer looked over at Sam. “He’s telling the truth, Sam. He’s not our guy.” 
 
    Sam nodded. “I agree,” he said. “Officer Williams, you are free to go.” He followed Williams to the door and let him out, then motioned for Officer Turner to come into the room. 
 
    Turner entered with a grin and sat down in the chair Williams had just vacated. “Ms. Raines, are you trying to get me in trouble again?” 
 
    Summer grinned at him. “Nah,” she said. “I know you didn’t have anything to do with the shooting or the bombing yesterday, but we have to make it look like we’re being fair to everybody. You know what I mean?” 
 
    An hour later, after Summer had interviewed all five of the other officers who had been on the force the whole time, they were no closer to having an official suspect than they had been before. Only two of the officers had been less than perfectly forthcoming, Turner and Harmon. Summer had deduced that Harmon was having an affair, cheating on his wife, which might have explained why he was being secretive, but she wasn’t sure about Turner. 
 
    “What makes you think Turner wasn’t telling you the truth?” Sam asked. “He seemed pretty sincere to me.” 
 
    “The technique I was using is actually a rapid hypnosis technique,” Summer said. “I blast them with what sounds like a bunch of confusing nonsense, and then hit them with a question and they feel compelled to answer honestly. When I asked Turner what he was doing when Steve was shot, he started to say one thing, then shook himself and stopped. He had to think about what he was going to say, and that indicates that he may have been untruthful. I can’t say for certain, but there was something he had to stop himself from telling us. Same thing with Officer Harmon; he had to catch himself because he almost blurted out that he was with his girlfriend at the time.” 
 
    “And what about Franklin?” Sam asked. “You got the feeling he was telling you the truth?” 
 
    “I think he was, Sam,” she said. “No matter what I asked, he didn’t hesitate even for a second.” 
 
    “Yes, but that could simply mean that he practiced his responses,” Sam replied. “He could’ve easily anticipated the kind of questions you were going to ask.” 
 
    “It wouldn’t have mattered,” she said. “The nonsense part is to get them disoriented, so a sudden question requires an answer. If he was trying not to answer honestly, there would’ve been hesitation and I didn’t see any.” 
 
    Sam let out a sigh. “Okay,” he said. “We’ll give him the benefit of the doubt for now. So, that leaves us Harmon and Turner as potential suspects.” He chewed on his bottom lip for a moment, then nodded his head. “I need to make a phone call,” he said. “I’ll be back in a few minutes.” 
 
    Sam left the interrogation room and walked directly out a side door of the building. He found a spot under a shady tree and took out his phone, then dialed his wife’s number. 
 
    “Sam,” she said as he answered. “I was going to call you in a few minutes. I’ve had Herman searching cameras and running facial recognition all morning, and I haven’t found a single trace of Franklin anywhere.” 
 
    Sam grimaced. “Yeah,” he said, “about that. I should have called you earlier; Franklin showed up at the chief’s office this morning, and we have been interviewing him and some other potential suspects. That’s actually why I’m calling.” 
 
    He could hear a bit of exasperation in her voice. “Well, it would’ve been nice if you’d let me know,” she said. “I could’ve saved an awful lot of time and trouble. What do you need now?” 
 
    “Officer Charles Turner,” Sam said. “You should be able to find a picture of him on the department website. See what you can dig up about the guy, would you, please?” 
 
    “Okay,” she said. “Anything particular I should be looking for?” 
 
    “I don’t know what it would be,” Sam said. “Maybe anything that might connect him to Martin Jensen, back then?” 
 
    “That would be a tall order, since there wasn’t a lot in the way of social media back then,” she said. “I guess I can scan the Wayback Machine for old MySpace posts. I’ll see what I can find, and call you… Oh, hold on a second, Mom is beeping in.” 
 
    “Just call me back when you have something,” Sam said. “Love you.” He ended the call before she could respond and headed back into the building. 
 
    Suddenly, another thought occurred to him and he took his phone out again. He called Eric’s cell phone and got an answer after only the third ring. 
 
    “Hello?” Eric said. 
 
    “Eric, it’s Sam. Is Kenny still there?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, sir,” Eric said. “Kenny? Mr. Prichard wants to talk to you.” 
 
    Sam heard a rustle as the phone was handed over, and then Kenny came on the line. “Mr. Prichard? What can I do for you?” 
 
    “Kenny, you said you thought you might recognize the voice of the man who worked with Jensen,” Sam said. “Do you honestly think so?” 
 
    “I’m pretty sure of it, sir,” Kenny said. “Why do you ask?” 
 
    “Kenny, it’s beginning to look like Detective Franklin is not the guy we thought he was. We actually have five more potential suspects, but it’s hard to tell if any of them are truly guilty. Can I send someone down to pick you up, bring you back here to see if any of these voices sound familiar?” 
 
    “Yes, sir,” Kenny said. “I’d give my right arm for the chance to put that bastard away.” 
 
    Sam grinned. “I can understand that. Okay, sit tight and I will send someone to get you. It’ll be just a few minutes.” He ended the call and went back to the interrogation room, where Summer and Darren were waiting. “Darren, would you run back to the hospital and pick up Kenny Givens? He thinks he might recognize the voice of the man who was working with Jensen. I thought we might put him in the observation room and bring each of the potentials back in for another quick round of questioning.” 
 
    Darren broke into a smile. “My pleasure,” he said. He walked out of the room immediately and Sam sat down beside Summer. 
 
    “This could be a break,” he said. “Kenny honestly believes he would recognize the voice, so we need to give him the chance to hear each of them.” 
 
    Summer nodded, her own face bright with a smile. “Sounds like fun,” she said. “We need to work out a way he can let us know if one of them sounds that familiar.” 
 
    “That’s easy,” Sam said. “We’ll just tell him to tap on the glass.” 
 
    Darren returned with Kenny twenty minutes later, and was smart enough to sneak him into the building through the side door. That door led directly into the hallway where the interrogation room was, so he was able to get him into the observation room without running into anybody else. He let Sam know that Kenny was there, and Sam began bringing all of the officers back into the interrogation room, one at a time. 
 
    Just to get him out of the way, he brought in Detective Franklin first. Summer engaged him in a bit of conversation, discussing the things he had seen when he discovered Jensen’s body, but there was no tap on the glass. After five minutes, Franklin was sent back out with Denny, and they returned to the chief’s office. 
 
    Next was Officer Harmon. Once again, Summer used her quick-confusion technique to catch him offguard, then asked him point-blank if he was involved with Jensen and the kidnappings. His reaction seemed clear and honest, as he denied any knowledge of Jensen’s activities before his death. 
 
    Officer Turner was brought in then, and the smile he had greeted them with earlier was gone. He seemed irritated at being brought back in for more questions, and scowled as he sat down. “What am I doing back in here?” he asked. “Haven’t we already gotten past all this?” 
 
    “I just have a couple more questions…” That was as far as Summer got, because a steady tapping began on the mirror behind her. 
 
    Turner looked up at the glass and the confusion on his face vanished instantly. “Shit,” he said, and then he was up out of his chair in a split second. He reached behind himself and grabbed the metal rim of the back of the chair and swung it around with everything he had, catching Summer in the head with one of the legs and knocking her into Sam. Both of them went down in the sprawl and Turner bolted for the door. 
 
    He snatched it open and took off down the hall while Sam was trying to get to his feet. Sam looked at Summer, but she was waving at him to go, that she was okay, so he snatched up his cane and took off after the patrolman. As he came out of the interrogation room, Darren and Kenny both came out of the observation room behind him, and the three of them gave pursuit. 
 
    Sam’s hip had hit the floor hard when he fell and was giving him some serious pain, but he forced himself to ignore it and keep going. Darren and Kenny passed him up, just as they saw Turner slam the emergency bar on the side door and rush outside. 
 
    Darren and Kenny were out right behind him, and Sam heard a gunshot. He snatched out his own pistol and kept moving as fast as he could, shoving the door open and bolting out with his gun raised and ready. 
 
    Darren was on the ground, and Kenny was bending over him. Sam stopped long enough to see that Darren Beecher had taken a bullet through his left eye, and then he roared in rage and turned back toward where Turner was hurrying away. He raised his gun and fired a shot, but it went wild, striking a tree across the street. 
 
    Turner dropped to a crouch and spun, raised his pistol and fired three times in rapid succession. Sam took careful aim and sighted down the barrel of his Glock, then squeezed the trigger, and he felt a sense of elation when Turner went over backwards. 
 
    Still keeping his weapon out, Sam took a step and suddenly found himself pitching forward. He hit the ground hard, and the breath rushed out of him. He tried to raise his head, but it wouldn’t cooperate, and suddenly his mind registered the impacts he had felt only seconds before. Three of them, as three large caliber bullets had slammed into his body. All three had entered his chest, and Sam suddenly realized that he was bleeding profusely. 
 
    It was the last thought he had before darkness closed in completely. 
 
    * * * 
 
    It took a little while before Sam realized that there was something going on around him, but at first he couldn’t tell what it was. Everything was dark, and there was no actual sound, just a sensation of someone or something moving around close by. He tried to open his eyes, but they wouldn’t respond, so he focused on trying to listen. 
 
    Faintly, somewhere in the distance, he thought he heard a voice calling his name. He tried to open his mouth to speak, but it wouldn’t move, either. He concentrated, trying to force himself to call out, and finally he heard himself shout, “I’m over here!” 
 
    “Well, there you are,” Sam heard, a deep southern drawl in a masculine voice. For a moment, he thought it was Harry Winslow, but this voice was much deeper than Harry’s. “Just relax, Sam,” the voice said. “That’s all you can do, just relax.” 
 
    Sam thought for a moment, trying to figure out why the voice seemed somewhat familiar, and then it hit him. It wasn’t the voice that was familiar, it was the drawl. 
 
    “Beauregard?” Sam asked, and it dawned on him that he wasn’t speaking aloud. It was only his thoughts that were being broadcast, and it was thoughts that he was hearing. 
 
    “It’s me, Sam. Bet you weren’t expecting to run into me today, were you?” 
 
    Light flooded in and Sam thought that his eyes finally opened, but then he realized that he was able to see in every direction at once. A tall, thin, gray-haired man stood in front of him, dressed in the uniform of a Confederate soldier from the Civil War. 
 
    “Oh, God,” Sam said/thought. “I’m dead.” 
 
    “Right nigh onto it,” Beauregard said. “This is that part you hear about sometimes, when people manage to come back. You know, how they talk about meeting their friends and loved ones, and that bright light at the end of the tunnel. This is your tunnel, Sam.” 
 
    Sam looked around. “I don’t see any bright lights,” he said. “Does that mean I’m going in the other direction?” 
 
    “I don’t think there’s much chance of that, Sam. Now, the reason you don’t see a light yet is because there is still a possibility you might survive. You haven’t quite died just yet, but I have to be honest with you, Sam. It ain’t looking very good.” 
 
    Beauregard pointed to the right, and Sam turned his head to look. As if he were looking into a hologram of some sort, he suddenly saw himself lying on the ground while paramedics worked over his body. Summer and Denny were standing over them, and Summer had tears streaming down her face. 
 
    “Geez, is that me laying there?” Sam asked. 
 
    “The one and only,” Beauregard replied. “They are trying desperately to save you, Sam, but one of those bullets lodged in the bottom of your heart. It’s still beating, but it’s pumping blood out the wrong way. They are trying to get you stabilized so they can take you to the hospital for surgery.” 
 
    Sam stared at the scene for another moment, then turned to look at Beauregard again. “I’m not going to make it, am I?” 
 
    “Of course you are, Samuel!” Sam jumped at the sound of his mother’s voice, and spun to see her advancing purposefully toward them. “You have a family to take care of, and this is no time to abandon them.” 
 
    “Now, Grace,” Beauregard said, “you know that’s not up to Sam. Don’t you think he’s going to feel bad enough about leaving his family? You don’t need to make it worse, dear lady.” 
 
    Sam was staring at Grace. “Mom? Is that really you?” 
 
    “Well, of course it is, Samuel. Beauregard told you I’ve been hanging out with him, ever since your brother killed me! Didn’t you believe him?” 
 
    “I—I—Mom, I didn’t even believe in Beauregard! What are you, a ghost?” 
 
    “Well, of course I am,” Grace said. “I’m dead, remember?” 
 
    “But—shouldn’t you be, like, in heaven, or something?” 
 
    Sam had a mental image of his mother puffing up in indignation. “Samuel Wayne Prichard,” she said. “Surely you don’t think I would leave my family? If I don’t stay here, how can I keep my eye on all of you? Somebody has to watch out for you, you’re always getting yourself into trouble like this.” 
 
    “And what do you expect to do about it, Mom?” Sam asked. “As you pointed out, you’re dead.” 
 
    “Samuel, don’t you take that tone with me…” 
 
    “Now, Grace, darling,” Beauregard said, “remember how disoriented you were in the beginning. This is a big adjustment for Sam.” 
 
    Sam stared at the two of them, and while he knew he wasn’t really using his eyes, it seemed like it. “He just called you darling,” he said. “Are you guys, like, lovers or something?” 
 
    Grace smiled. “Not exactly the way you’re thinking of it,” she said, “the processes are quite a bit different when you’re on this side and without the flesh, but it’s every bit as delightful and…” 
 
    “Oh, I gotta go back,” Sam said. “Mom, I love you, but there’s no way I can deal with this right now.” He turned to Beauregard. “Beauregard, tell me how to go back. I’m not ready to be dead yet.” 
 
    “I’m afraid it’s not that easy, Sam,” the old soldier said. “It’s up to your body. It has to call you back, and it can’t do that as long as there’s a question of whether you’re going to survive.” 
 
    Sam turned to look at the image of his body again, and the paramedics working on him. One was doing chest compressions while another was squeezing a bag to give him air. “I’m obviously not dead yet,” he said. “Isn’t there something I can do to help them?” 
 
    “I’m afraid not, Sam,” Beauregard said. 
 
    “Well, of course there is,” Grace said. “Sam, you get back in that body and hold onto it, don’t let go! As long as there is still life in it, your spirit can hold on. Now go, get in there!” 
 
    Sam looked at her, and he felt like if he had a face, it would probably look like the one on a crazy person. “For crying out loud, Mom, how? I can’t even figure out how to move away from you!” 
 
    “Oh, it’s easy, just concentrate on where you want to go and lean in that direction. Okay, you don’t really lean, but it feels like it, sort of. Just do it, Sam!” 
 
    Sam turned back toward the holographic scene, but then paused. He looked around at Beauregard again. “What about Turner? Where is he?” 
 
    “Ah, Mr. Turner,” Beauregard said. “I’m afraid your bullet was more effective than his. You killed him, Sam, with a single shot.” 
 
    Sam stared at him. “And Darren?” 
 
    “He is gone, Sam,” Beauregard said. “I know not where, but he did not remain on this plane. As the life left his body, he simply faded away. For most of us, that means we have gone on to whatever our final destination should be.” 
 
    Sam tried to sigh, but there was no breath to let out. He turned back to look at his body again, then concentrated as hard as he could and tried to throw himself forward. 
 
    There was a rushing sensation, and suddenly there was pain. He coughed, and the paramedic with the bag jerked it back. Searing agony erupted in his chest as the other paramedic shoved packing cotton into the wound with long forceps, plugging the hole in his heart as well as he could. 
 
    “Okay, that should hold until we get to the hospital,” the man said. “Let’s get him on the gurney.” 
 
    His partner, a woman, leaned close to Sam’s face and looked into his eyes. “Hang in there,” she said. “It’s gonna get rough, but you can make it!” 
 
    Sam looked up at her and tried to smile, but the pain was too great. A growl escaped him, but it was only a groan that was bubbling through the blood in his throat. He felt himself being lifted off the ground and then quickly strapped to a wheeled gurney, and then he was moving across the ground. 
 
    Summer was running along beside him, and Denny was behind her. Sam managed to lift his left hand slightly, but he couldn’t reach her, so he carefully curled his fingers in and shoved his thumb upward. 
 
    And then everything went dark again. 
 
   


  
 

 TWENTY-FOUR 
 
    Sounds were going off around him as Sam slowly faded back into something resembling consciousness. He fought for a moment to get his eyes open, and they finally obeyed. He rolled them around and took in the sight of monitors and machines, all the devices hospitals use to let the doctors and nurses know whether they need to bother bringing you your next meal or not. 
 
    The one with the squiggly line, the heart monitor, seemed to be working steadily, and Sam was glad to see it. If that was his heartbeat it represented, he wanted it to be just as steady as he could manage. Other machines were humming or whirring or whistling, but that was the one that he liked the most. The one that was going beep, beep, beep, beep… It meant he was still alive. 
 
    He looked to the side and saw Indie sitting beside the bed in a chair. She seemed to be asleep, and then he realized that the lump under the blanket with her was Kenzie. He tried to smile, but the tube that ran into his mouth and down his throat made it difficult. 
 
    He felt around and found the call button, hanging on the rail at the side of the bed. He managed to get his hand wrapped around it and thumbed the button. 
 
    “How can we help you?” came a nurse’s voice through a speaker. Sam grunted as loud as he could, and the noise startled Indie awake. 
 
    “Sam? Sam, are you okay?” 
 
    “Ah—mmm—ogh,” he grunted.  
 
    Kenzie also woke up, and stared at her daddy with her eyes wide. “Daddy? Daddy, are you okay?” 
 
    A quick sense of déjà vu flashed through Sam’s mind as both his wife and daughter asked essentially the same questions the same way. He tried to smile, but that stupid tube was still in the way, so he waved a hand at them instead. 
 
    A doctor and nurse came rushing in, and a few minutes later, the doctor agreed to take the tube out of his throat. It was pulled out slowly, and Sam gagged a couple of times during the process, but once it was gone, he felt better. His throat was sore and his mouth was dry, but at least he could breathe and talk. 
 
    “How long…” he began, but Indie cut him off. 
 
    “You’ve been in a coma for almost a week, Sam,” she said. “It’s been—it’s been terrifying. The doctor said there was no way to know if you were ever going to wake up or not, so we just had to wait…” Tears started streaming down her cheeks, and Sam lifted a hand to touch her face. 
 
    Kenzie climbed on the side rail and looked at him. “Daddy? You got shot again. You told me you weren’t going to get shot again.” The accusation in her voice was clear, and though Sam felt the pain and fear she was dealing with, he almost had to laugh. 
 
    “Sweetheart, trust me,” he said hoarsely. “It really wasn’t my idea of a good time.” 
 
    “I know,” Kenzie said. “But I still don’t like it when it happens.” 
 
    Indie wiped her eyes and leaned toward him. “Sam,” she said, “did you—did anything strange happen while you were…” 
 
    Sam looked at her, confused. “Strange? When?” 
 
    Indie licked her lips. “I’m sorry, never mind,” she said. “It’s just that—well, Mom called me the day you got—the day you got shot, and she said you had been hurt and it was really bad, but Beauregard was there with you to try to help you come back to us. She—she said your mom was there, too.” 
 
    Sam looked into his wife’s eyes for a moment, then slowly nodded his head. “It’s true,” he said. “If I ever again doubt that Beauregard is real, just remind me that I owe him and my mother my life, this time.” 
 
    “You saw Grandma Grace?” Kenzie asked. “Like, for real?” 
 
    “I did, yes,” Sam said, managing a grin. “And I’ll tell you a little secret, but make sure you don’t let her find out, okay?” 
 
    Kenzie leaned forward and lowered her voice conspiratorially. “Okay,” she whispered. “What is it?” 
 
    “She’s still just as annoying as she ever was when she was alive,” Sam said. 
 
    Kenzie giggled. “How do you know she isn’t listening right now?” she asked. 
 
    “Good point,” Sam said. “Mom, if you heard that, I’m sorry. You’re not quite as annoying as you used to be, just real close.” 
 
    “Sam, you’re terrible,” Indie said. “But seriously,” she said, pushing away the humor. “This time really scared me, Sam. We honestly thought we were going to lose you, this time.” 
 
    “I know, babe,” Sam said. “To be honest, I thought so myself.” He let out a deep sigh and saw Denny Cortlandt come through the door into the room.  
 
    “Sam? Bollocks, mate, we thought you were a goner this time.” 
 
    Sam shook a mocking fist at him. “Thanks for the vote of confidence,” he said. “I’m too stubborn to kill, haven’t you heard that before?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Denny said. “From you, so I took it as just so much hyperbole. How are you feeling?” 
 
    “Like death warmed over. Enough about me, though, what about everything else? What’s happening with the case?” 
 
    Denny shrugged. “It’s closed,” he said. “Seems there was plenty of evidence tying Turner to Jensen, once we knew what we were looking for. And incidentally, remember Kenny talking about how the accomplice smelled like cigars? Turns out Turner had a bout of oral cancer a few years ago, and that’s when he gave up smoking them.” 
 
    Sam nodded slowly. “Well, that just helps to clinch it, then.” He thought for a moment, then narrowed his eyes. “What about Lou Givens?” 
 
    “Well, he wasn’t a deliberate accomplice,” Denny said. “The DA considered charging him with accessory, for not coming clean about Kenny, but it turns out the statute of limitations would apply. He’s gone free, Sam, and I understand he has been up to visit Steve. He’s just a couple of doors down, and he’ll probably be released within a day or two.” He shook his head. “We came to close to losing him and you, Sam.” 
 
    “We lost too much this time,” Sam said. “Jade is gone, and Darren. Steve will be retiring from investigation, just to help Walter do his thing. It’s made me do some serious thinking, and I was already thinking along these lines before this happened.” 
 
    “What kind of thinking, Sam?” Indie asked. “What have you got in mind?” 
 
    “Retirement,” Sam said. “We have enough money put away to live comfortably the rest of our lives, and it’ll even grow if we invest it wisely. I’m ready to quit, Indie. I’m ready to accept my retirement and my bad hip and everything, and just enjoy life with you and my children.” 
 
    Denny’s eyes went wide. “Bloody hell,” he said. “Are you serious, Sam?” 
 
    Indie’s eyes were wide, but Kenzie’s were even wider. “Daddy? Do you mean it?” 
 
    “I sure do, sweetheart. I’m done. Sam Prichard is hanging up his gun and calling it quits.” 
 
    Denny threw his hands in the air, but then he began to laugh, as Sam’s wife and daughter burst into smiles and leaned close, hugging him the best they could without causing him pain. Sam was happy, delighted that they were pleased with his decision, and confident that he was ready for a life of leisure. 
 
    And then, somewhere in the back of his mind, he heard a southern drawl. 
 
    “Until the next case, anyway. Right, Sam?” 
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 WHAT'D YOU THINK? 
 
    If you enjoyed this adventure, would you please consider taking a moment and leaving your thoughts for others who might also enjoy this book? 
 
    It takes only a handful of seconds to leave a review, but can literally make or break a self published career. Please don't feel any obligation to do so, but if you had fun, or perhaps enjoyed yourself at all,  then I'd sincerely appreciate it! 
 
    To make things quick and easy, here are the direct links. Just click your country and it will take you right to the review page. 
 
    US Review Link 
 
    UK Review Link 
 
    CA Review Link 
 
    AU Review Link 
 
    * * * 
 
   
  
 

 READY FOR THE NEXT MYSTERY? 
 
    If you are ready for the next book in the series, then you can continue reading now! Here are the links: 
 
    US Link – Coming soon 
 
    UK Link – Coming soon 
 
    CA Link – Coming soon 
 
    AU Link – Coming soon 
 
      
 
    * * * 
 
    WANNA BE KEPT UP TO DATE? 
 
    If you'd like to be kept up to date, click here, and sign up for my mailing list. I only send out emails when I have a new book up for sale (and also give discounted links for the first few days). If that interests you, then feel free to join. 
 
    P.S. When you sign up, you will be sent two free novel's from my other two USA Today bestselling series. 
 
    Just tap here and sign up. 
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