
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Dog Pound

        

        
        
          Jim Scott Books, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Mike Jackson

        

        
          Published by Mike Jackson, 2022.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      DOG POUND

    

    
      First edition. October 12, 2022.

      Copyright © 2022 Mike Jackson.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8215084342

    

    
    
      Written by Mike Jackson.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Mike Jackson

	    

      
	    
          
	      Jim Scott Books

          
        
          
	          Baghdad Butcher

          
        
          
	          Back to Iraq

          
        
          
	          Dog Pound

          
        
          
	          Toboggan

          
        
          
	          The Tickleton Affair

          
        
          
	          The Saltwater Connection

          
        
          
	          Dead Silent Calm

          
        
          
	          Devil's Brew

          
        
          
	          Sedona Chip

          
        
          
	          Birth Of The Asps

          
        
          
	          The Zimo Hunt

          
        
          
	          Fido

          
        
          
	          Tears And Terrorists

          
        
          
	          Bear's War

          
        
          
	          Bullets And Baseball

          
        
          
	          Billy's Rescue

          
        
          
	          Father Mulligan

          
        
          
	          Adios, Amigos

          
        
          
	          Whodunit Did It

          
        
          
	          Horace Goes Home

          
        
          
	          How 'bout Both

          
        
          
	          Bob Becker P.I.

          
        
          
	          Bigfoot Bait

          
        
          
	          Pool of Blood

          
        
          
	          Back to China

          
        
          
	          Monster's Palace

          
        
          
	          Escape From Mexico

          
        
          
	          Assassin I Am

          
        
          
	          Dirty Bomb Crisis

          
        
          
	          Devil Two

          
        
          
	          Nohow Robotics

          
        
          
	          Hitler's Twin

          
        
          
	          Protecting Nikola

          
        
          
	          Short Stack With Bacon

          
        
      

      
    
    



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    This book is dedicated to the men and women, past and present, of the United States Air Force; to the men and women, past and present, of the United States Army; to the men and women, past and present, of the United States Coast Guard; to the men and women, past and present, of the United States Marine Corps; and to the men and women, past and present, of the United States Navy.

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Dog Pound

A Novel by

Mike Jackson

1.

[image: ]




The young Chinese man carried a bag to the door and knocked.  As he was admitted, the “derelict,” who had been sitting nearby, jumped up with lightning quickness and barged into the room behind the courier.  Once through the door, he slammed it shut.  Besides the bagman, there were three other men in the room.  All were Chinese, and all reached for weapons.  The intruder shot all three, then turned to the stunned and unarmed young man, shrugged his shoulders, and shot him in the chest at point-blank range.

On the way in, he had pulled down a cut-off leg of panty hose hidden beneath his wool watch cap.  That restricted his view somewhat, but not so much that he couldn’t see the stacks of money piled on the table in the center of the room.  With quick but controlled movement, he opened the duffel bag he had brought with him, dumped in the contents of the young man’s paper bag, and then began on the stacks of money.  When the table was cleared, he saw wrapped stacks of money in a nearby cart, and started on them.  When he had his duffel filled as full as he felt he could easily carry, he left the room, checking first to make sure the street was empty.  He shut the door behind him, ran across the street, then headed down an alley to a trash dumpster.

There he tossed in the watch cap, the poncho he wore for the first time, and the pair of sweatpants that had covered his trousers.  Then he took off the panty hose mask, and put it in his pocket.  Next he grabbed a dirty blanket, a floppy hat (which he put on), and a bottle of cheap wine, all of which he had hidden near the dumpster earlier.  Then he sat down in clear view of the door he had just exited.  While sitting there, he popped the four empty shell casings out of his revolver and replaced them with new bullets, and placed the gun in his lap.  Carefully grabbing the four casings in his left hand, he peeled off the thin rubber surgical glove from that hand, trapping the empty shells inside, but left an identical glove on his right hand.  He had worn the gloves to avoid leaving fingerprints.  He carefully placed the glove in his pants pocket, then wrapped the blanket around his shoulders before opening the bottle of wine.  He took a drink, swished it around in his mouth, and spit it in the direction of the dumpster.  After splashing himself with wine, he pulled the blanket around him, with his right hand hidden from view, leaned against the duffel bag full of money and waited.  The entire process had taken less than four minutes.

His wait was short-lived.  Soon three Chinese men, who had been on the third floor of the building—and had ridden down the elevator due to the building’s lack of steps—rushed from the building.  One ran left, one ran right, and the third saw him sitting next to the dumpster.  That one ran over to him, and asked, “Did you see anybody come out that door?”

“Yeah,” he slurred, “you three just came out.”

“Don’t be funny, you fool.  Anyone before us?”

“Yeah.”

“Which way did he go?”

The apparent wino pointed toward the far corner.  “Guy ran to the corner.  Some car was waitin’ for him.  They drove off.”

“What’d he look like?”

“Don’t know.  Bigger than you.  Had a roll-down cap, and some kinda cape.”

The Chinese man, who had seen the shooting and robbery on a closed-circuit monitor asked, “A poncho?”

“Coulda been.”

“What kind of car?”

“Don’t know.  Big and black, or some dark color.  Guy got in the back with a duffel, kinda like mine.” 

The Chinese man spoke into a handheld radio, “He’s gone.  He had someone waiting for him in a car.  I’ve got a bum here who saw the whole thing.”

Then he looked down, and asked, “Did you see him go in?”

“Yeah, followed another guy in, shorter, looked like you, was carrying something in a bag.”

The Chinese man nodded.  “Thank you, you’ve been quite helpful.”

Just as the Chinese man started to leave, the would-be wino held out a shaking hand.  The Chinese man looked at him in disgust, but reached into his pocket, and peeled a twenty-dollar bill off a roll and handed it to him.

After the three men went back into their building, the man staggered to his feet and shuffled down the alley.  At the end of it, he saw no one.  He straightened and walked purposefully to his car, which he had parked near the end of the alley.

There he opened the trunk, tossed in the bag of money (with the partially full bottle of wine and the dirty blanket), shut the trunk, walked around the car, and got in.  As he drove off, he smiled.

Dale Martin had planned this operation over the last six months.  He knew the building to be a Triad headquarters facility, and had watched many times as bagmen carried money in through the back door he had just used.  From the alley, he had often slumped near the dumpster and peered inside with small binoculars to see the stacks of money inside.  With no small amount of effort, he learned that, for security reasons, there were no steps in the building.  The second and third floors could be accessed only with elevators.  Three or four times a week for the last three months, he had made sure to be seen with his duffel bag—at the time filled with dirty clothes, a pillow, and other stuffing—in and around the alley.

Those cold San Francisco nights out in the open now paid dividends.  Martin knew he would have only one try at the money room, and had planned everything to the last detail.  He chose this night as a symbolic gesture.  Today was his last day on parole.  After serving eight years of a ten-year sentence, he had been paroled for the two-year period now completed.  During that time, he worked as a mechanic, and kept his nose clean.  The eight years was the third time he had visited a California prison, and he just missed the “three times and you’re out statute” this time around.  He knew that another fall would put him behind bars for the rest of his life.  Prison was not something he ever planned to experience again—especially not for the rest of his life.

This job would be the last he pulled in California.  Now that he was totally free of the system here, he would use the money from this heist to move to another state, and have a nice cushion with which to begin the remainder of his life.  That he would continue to be a criminal went without saying; that he would be caught again was not an option.  With careful planning, as he had executed tonight, he could stay one step in front of the law—and anyone else looking for him.

As he drove through the silent streets toward his apartment at 2:30 AM, he felt good about getting away with this dangerous gamble.  He knew full well if the Triad ever found him, he wouldn’t be going to jail.  He would be dead.

When he reached his apartment, he went inside and picked up his mail.  It was the last mail he would ever receive there since he had earlier posted a change-of-address card using his sister’s Los Angeles address.  Two bags contained all his earthly belongings, and he placed them in the car before he headed south from the city.  Along the way, he stopped at a wharf side area, made sure no one was behind him, rolled down the passenger side window of the car, and tossed his gun into the water.

While he didn’t relish the idea of being without a weapon—especially one that had been so much trouble to obtain without a trace—there was no way he would ever be caught with that particular gun.  After tossing it, he removed the surgical glove still on his right hand and laid it on the seat next to him.  The four used shell casings, two gloves, and piece of panty hose would be disposed of in short order.  When they were gone, all physical evidence that could tie him to the murder/robbery would be gone.  Not that the police were his main concern, but there was no reason to leave open the possibility of arrest and conviction.  

While he knew the Triad would never stop looking for him, he felt certain they had nothing to lead them to him.

***
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Steve Bettencourt watched his wife, Polly, as she bent over and placed eggs benedict on his plate.  He patted her on the bare bottom exposed below the shortie nightgown she wore.  She giggled.  “Stop fooling around...the eggs’ll get cold.”

“I can think of worse things,” he joked as she put her share of the eggs on her plate, and sat down as Steve held her chair out for her.  They were in their kitchen.  Steve had set the table, and poured champagne while Polly cooked.

The eggs had become a Sunday staple—on the first Sunday of each month—for over six years.  It was the only time that they ate eggs, which both of them loved.  However, now past forty, they felt watching their diet was a sound idea.

The champagne was an extravagance, since most of it would ultimately end up going down the drain after they ate, but it added a little something to their once-a-month egg feast.  After they finished eating over light conversation, they cleared away the dishes, washed them, and left them out to dry.

Steve then took Polly in his arms and kissed her deeply.  She kissed him back, then skipped off to get dressed.  “I don’t want to be late for my fishing date.”

Steve smiled and watched as she left the room, admiring her firm body.  At forty, two years his junior, her excellent shape had not diminished a wit in the years of the marriage.  She was a tall, full-figured lady who had worked in the bank Steve did business with when they met, both had been in their twenties.  Even at that early age, Steve’s business was flourishing, so after their marriage Polly had quit working, and contented herself with being a housewife—that and the various volunteer work she did.  The volunteer work was mostly at children’s hospitals and other facilities dealing with children, since theirs was a childless marriage.  Steve had to smile in wonderment every time he thought of all she did for the various organizations she helped out.  He felt sure she actually worked harder than he did.

He had once asked if she’d like to get a maid to help around the house.  That had drawn a curt reply.  “When I can’t keep my husband’s house clean, I’ll hang it up...darling.”

In spite of expanding wealth, they lived in a modest three-bedroom ranch-style home south of St. Louis, on the banks of the Mississippi.  The bluff they lived on was high enough to avoid worry about periodic floods, and offered a beautiful view.  Steve was gazing out a rear window looking at that view when Polly, now fully dressed, came back into the kitchen.  “I’m ready.”

Steve hugged her.  “Okay, to Iowa we go.”

Polly—unlike her husband—was an avid fisherman, or “fisherlady” as Steve liked to joke.  She had read a brochure about a wonderful trout stream in Iowa, and that was to be their Sunday outing for this week.  Steve had a private executive jet they would use for the day trip. While he had a pilot for the plane, both he and Polly flew, so the pilot’s Sunday wasn’t disturbed by their little side trips.

Polly loaded the picnic basket she had prepared into Steve’s car while he loaded up their fishing gear, a cooler for “Polly’s” fish, and their dog Murgatroyd.  The dog was just past puppy hood, replacing a dog they had recently lost.  She was just barely potty trained...and this would be her first experience in the plane.  Steve joked, “You pee in my plane and Aaron” (Steve’s pilot) “will have your cute butt, Murggy.”

“Don’t be picking on our sweet puppy.  If she soils your crappy old plane, I’ll clean up the mess.”

Steve laughed as he started the car, and drove off to the small airstrip where the plane was located.  The flight was uneventful.  Polly caught (and cleaned) her fish—while Steve spent more time playing with Murgatroyd than fishing—and they flew home in time to have a fish feast for supper.  The plane went unsoiled by Murgatroyd.

In the living room, with after-dinner drinks, Polly looked at her husband, with love in her eyes.  “Thanks for the nice day.  I know you don’t enjoy fishing the way I do, so I really appreciate you going along with the plan.”

“Happy to do it for the best woman alive.  If my dad had taken me fishing all the time the way yours did, maybe I’d be more avid.”

“Did you say ‘more avid?’  How about you are no part of avid.  But thanks for the ‘best woman alive’ bit.  And, thanks again for the fishing trip.  One of us had fun.”

“Murggy and I had fun, too.  Beats the hell outta walking her when she doesn’t want to go in the direction we do.”

“What—just because she lays down in the street to get her way?”

“Yeah, something like that.”

“I think it’s funny.  Anyhow, to change the subject, where’re we going next Sunday?”

“How about...”

***
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“Steve.  Steve.  Wake up.”

Stephen J. Bettencourt came suddenly awake, shook his head to clear it, and realized he had been dreaming.  He looked over at Aaron Middleton, his pilot.  “Uh, sorry, Aaron.  I was dreaming.”

“Figured you were.  You had the yoke in a death grip, and sweat was beading up on your brow.  I almost didn’t wake you ‘cause you didn’t seem to be in distress, other than the way you were gripping the yoke...least ways not until the sweat started popping up.”

“It’s okay.  I was dreaming about Polly.  The Sunday before she got killed. We went on a fishing trip, and were just discussing the next week’s venture—which never happened.”

“Oh, yeah, that trip you took to Iowa the week...sorry.”

“That’s okay, Aaron.  Gosh, that dream was so real.”

“I hardly ever dream.”

Steve reached down between the pilot seats, and absently petted Murgatroyd, who was curled up in a ball.  “I don’t too much either.  But this one was plenty vivid...”

As Steve’s words tailed off, both men fell silent.  Steve was pleased at the dream, and yet just a bit disturbed.  While the companionship of Murgatroyd was comforting, he wondered if he would ever find another woman to share the rest of his life with.  He had dated several women in the five years since Polly’s death, had affairs with two, but hadn’t found that right woman—though nearly all of those women felt he was the right man.

He was a successful businessman, loved by his friends and employees, most assuredly including Aaron who—like a large number of other Bettencourt Industries employees—thought of Steve as a friend first, boss second.  This trip was a prime example.  The plane was scheduled for a complete maintenance overhaul during Steve’s three-month vacation.  Aaron was responsible for overseeing that maintenance.  For the remainder of the three months, Aaron was on his own in Hawaii—at Steve’s expense.  Steve was also feared, but respected, by his competitors who—to a man—hated to compete against him, but who all felt he was honest and fair-minded.  One describing Steve to another competitor had once joked, “Steve would be an easy man to hate, if he wasn’t such a nice guy and such a straight shooter.”

Steve seemed to be able to handle any challenge that came his way, and easily mastered all tasks he set for himself.  He had wanted to fly his own plane; therefore he became a very good pilot.  He decided sailing would be good relaxation, so he had learned how to sail the boat he bought, and was considered an excellent seaman.  Yet, if someone was to ask Steve to describe himself, he would more than likely respond, “I’m just a guy.”

Now as he flew westward, he sighed, smiled, and reached down to pet Murgatroyd, who rolled over on her back to accept the attention while in her favorite position.  He had no idea that each additional mile he flew was bringing him that much closer to the adventure of a lifetime. 

***
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When Dale reached the outskirts of San Jose, he pulled off the road at a motel and registered for the night.  Once inside the room with one of his suitcases and the duffel bag, he decided to see how much money he had before going to sleep.  

As he started separating the money into denominations, he was disappointed at the number of one-dollar bills.  He didn’t want to spend the time necessary for an accurate count, but by estimation—not counting the piles and piles of ones—he guessed he had no more than seventy thousand dollars; he had hoped for at least five or ten times that amount.  He wondered if the Triad’s main business was now the highly profitable, but small-bet, numbers racket.

Rather than think about the matter any more, Martin went to bed, and slept soundly until after 10:00 AM.  After showering, shaving, and dressing, he carefully packed most of the large bills in the bottom of the duffel bag.  Finally, he dumped the ones on top, and decided he would just spend the ones first.  Only then did he pick up the mail he found in his apartment.

There was a utility bill, which he tossed in the trash can, thought better of leaving it behind, picked it up, and tossed it into the duffel bag.  There were two pieces of junk mail—oh, how he hated that—and one letter.  It was rather bulky and the return address was his own, so he opened the neatly addressed envelope with curiosity.

Inside he found thirty one-hundred dollar bills, and a note that read, “The enclosed money is sufficient for a round-trip ticket to Hawaii, and a three-day stay at the Hawaiian Sunset Hotel.  I have a million-dollar proposition for you.  Please register at the hotel in your own name.  I will contact you.”

Martin counted the money, re-read the note, and muttered aloud, “Why the hell not.”

After checking out of the motel and eating, he drove south toward Los Angeles.

***
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In Los Angeles, Lloyd Wallace, the man who wrote the note to Dale Martin, paced the floor, hoping Martin would find his plan appealing, and that it would work.  He was more than just a little pressed for time.  For things to go as planned, Martin would have to be on that plane within three days.  In the meantime, he had to finish up a few things in Los Angeles before taking the night flight to Hawaii.  He had to be sure that the trip scheduled for the following week was still on and that his client, Billie Jo Lane, movie star of many recent smash hits to come out of Hollywood, wouldn’t alter their plans for Hawaii.

The trip had been Billie Jo’s idea in the first place, but that didn’t necessarily mean she wouldn’t have something or other come up at the last minute.  Happily, she wasn’t in any type of relationship at present, and he hoped that wouldn’t change.  While she was far from the worst behaving star in town, she still had her moments.  On a whim, she could decide to head for Russia...or some other cockamamie place.

***
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When Dale arrived in Los Angeles, it was late enough in the day that his sister was home from work, but too early for her husband to have arrived.  That timing pleased both brother and sister, because her husband—rightly—wasn’t too fond of Dale.

He told his sister he would be leaving in the morning for Hawaii, and that his mail would be coming to her home.  He asked her to just hold it, because he wasn’t sure how long he would be gone, and didn’t know for sure where he would be staying.

He called the airline and made arrangements for a flight out at 11:30 AM, which he hoped would give him time to take care of a few matters.  One of those would be to sell his car.  Another would be to convert much of the stolen money into large bills.

After an unpleasant evening spent with his sister and disapproving brother-in-law, Martin got a good night’s sleep, and left early the next morning.  He made stops at four banks, converting over three thousand one-dollar bills into hundred-dollar bills.  His story at each stop was the same; he had been tossing one-dollar bills in a box for a rainy day—and it was about to rain.  A good deal of grumbling at two of the banks didn’t deter him in the least.

Deciding his time was running out if he was going to make his plane, he pulled into a used-car dealership and approached the owner.  “Like a fool, when I got out of the Marines after my twenty, I stayed in the reserves, and now they’ve called me to active duty.  Rather than fool around, I’m just gonna sell my car.  How much will you give me?”

After much posturing, the car dealer offered him a thousand dollars for a car Dale had paid more than three times that much for just seven months earlier.  He gave the dealer a dirty look, but accepted the price.

At the airport, he checked in the duffel bag and both suitcases, paid for his round-trip ticket with one-dollar bills, then went in search of something to eat.  A less-than-happy ticket agent watched him leave, and thought he surely had just served a kook.

***
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After landing in Honolulu, Steve drove the car he maintained there to his boat—and now he sat in the living quarters of that boat, the Dog Pound, with Murgatroyd.  She was part beagle/part basset hound, and was stretched out relaxing (as he was) after a hard day of working on the boat.  Actually he and two friends, Rodney Clampton and his son Craig, worked while Murgatroyd had alternated between playing and sleeping. 

His two friends, who used the boat at no charge—except for the three months a year Steve came to the islands, and used it for pleasure cruising—had just left after pronouncing the boat fit for the trip he planned.  His idea was to head in the general direction of Australia, with several stops at uninhabited islands along the way.  Whether he made Australia or not was of little importance.  The exploration of the small islands dotting the Central and South Pacific Ocean was his main goal.

In the next day or two he would load up on provisions, and he and his trusty companion would head southwest.

***
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Dale’s flight to Hawaii was uneventful, and he was soon checked into the Hawaiian Sunset Hotel as instructed.  That night he partied until late, and slept the sleep of the just—even though he was anything but.

Mid-morning the following day, Lloyd Wallace sat poolside at the plush Hawaiian Sunset Hotel with sweat dripping off him like water from a tap.  His pasty-white 245 pounds on his 5’9” frame looked out of place, in spite of the tank-top shirt and local décor shorts.  Even had he heard the two young lovelies nearby joking about him looking like a “beached whale,” he would have paid no attention.

His full attention was directed toward Dale Martin, full-time criminal, ex-con three times removed, and general all-around villain.  The sweat pouring down Lloyd’s armpits, and off his brow was because of his nerves.  After three months of effort to find the right man, Martin now sat not thirty feet away.  

Lloyd had no intention of approaching Martin when he could be seen doing so, but just the thought of actually putting his plan into motion with such a violent man, actually talking to him, left Lloyd wondering if there was some other way to recoup the money he had “borrowed” from Billie Jo Lane.

Lloyd Wallace was the manager, investment advisor, and overall counselor to the singer- turned-actress of staggering wealth.  The rub was, Lloyd realized, that there was just no other way.  He had lost nearly two million dollars in the stock market when the tech stocks turned south.  “Dammit all to hell,” he thought, “the very semi-annual audit I so stupidly insisted on all those years ago is going to burn my big fat arse!” That audit was due in less than three months.  Therefore, Lloyd knew—whether he wanted to or not—he was going to contact Martin with his plan.

Right now he was just wishing Martin would go to his room.  Finally, after what seemed like an eternity to Lloyd, he watched as the man he sought got up and walked from the pool area.  He rubbed his sweating palms together, stood, and followed.

As soon as Martin got on an elevator, Lloyd pushed the button for another elevator, entered, and pushed the button for Martin’s floor.  When he stepped out of the elevator, Martin had just reached his door.  The other man just stood there as Lloyd approached.  When he was less than ten feet away, Martin nodded.  “You must be the man who writes notes to people to come to Hawaii.”

Lloyd blanched, stopped short, and muttered, “Yes.  But how did you know it was me?”

As he opened the door and walked into his room, Dale replied, “You’ve been staring at me for the last hour down at the pool.  With all those good-looking broads walking about with next to nothing on, you’re either the note writer or a fag.  And if you’re after my body, I’m gonna rip your heart out.”

Even if Lloyd was gay, he certainly wouldn’t share that information with Martin—especially after that comment—so as he entered the room, he simply said, “I had no idea you knew I was watching you.”

Dale frowned, pushed the door shut, made himself a drink, and sat down.  “Only a fool wouldn’t have known you were watching me.  Help yourself to a drink if you like.  Then tell me about this million dollars.”

After he poured himself a very liberal drink, Lloyd sat down.  “I have a proposition for you.”

“What?”

Lloyd swallowed and asked, “Do you know who Billie Jo Lane is?”

“Of course.”

“She is going to be here in Hawaii next week.  When she comes here, she always goes to the same places.  I know where and when.  I propose that you kidnap her, and hold her for ransom:  A five-million-dollar ransom.  I’ll keep half; you get the other half to split as you choose with whomever you select to help you.”

“Why me, and how do you know I won’t go to the police with this?”

Lloyd was pleased that Martin hadn’t said “no.”  Emboldened, he answered, “I’ve researched you.  Know your record, and know that you just got off parole.”

Dale turned the drink in his hand, and asked, “Suppose I go along with you...who will pay five million to get her back?”

“She has quite a bit of money, over which I have a limited power of attorney.  Also, she has just signed for a new movie, and the studio has taken out a large insurance policy on her and the movie.  The insurance company would more than likely pay a good deal to avoid a total loss.”

“How do you know I won’t take the five million and split?”

“I wouldn’t advise that.  I’m not operating alone in this.  The man who suggested I contact you is...well, I doubt that you could get away with it.”

“Who’s this other person?”

“I cannot and will not tell you that.”

“Then I don’t think I’m interested.”

Having dealt with heads of studio for years, Lloyd knew a bluff when he saw it, so he stood.  “Thank you for your time.”

As Lloyd walked toward the door, Dale held up his hand.  “Wait, maybe I was a bit hasty.”

Lloyd could hardly keep the smile off his face as he turned around.  “I can understand you wanting to know the other person involved, but that just isn’t possible.”

“Do you have some sort of plan?”

“Yes, quite detailed.”

“How many men would I need to get?”

“At least two, no more than three.  If one happened to have a boat, or at least knew how to sail one, it would be quite beneficial.”

Martin raised an eyebrow.  “You want us to take her somewhere off the islands?”

“Yes.”

“Why not just kill her, and dump the body where it won’t be found?”

“That won’t do.  She is not to be harmed; she’s my meal ticket.  My part of this is just a little bonus for years of servitude.”

“All right, I’m in...if I can find the men I’ll need on such short notice.”

“Good.  I’m in room 1472.  Call me by six in the morning if you find the men.”
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While Lloyd Wallace and Dale Martin were plotting, Steve Bettencourt had also been busy.  With the help of Rodney and Craig Clampton, he had laid in provisions sufficient for a three-month voyage aboard the Dog Pound.  When they finished, Steve walked toward the bar section of the lounge, and asked, “Anyone up for a drink?” 

Rodney answered, “I’m good for a beer.”

“Me, too,” echoed Craig.

Steve handed each man a beer, tossed the opener to Rodney, poured himself a drink, and said, “Sure appreciate your help, fellas,” and tipped his glass toward them in friendly salute.

Rodney asked, “When are you planning to set sail?”

“Another day or three.  I’m expecting a call from home...business.  Normally they don’t bother me when I’m on vacation, but this is about a rather large order with the government.”

Steve owned three mid-sized companies that produced a variety of machine parts.  After four years in the Navy as a Machinist Mate, he’d gone to work for a small machine parts company, bought it three years later when the owner decided to retire, then added two more companies within ten years.  The combined profits of the three companies ran close to a million dollars a year.  Half of all profits went to the employees in profit sharing.  Steve routinely put twenty percent of the remainder back into the companies.  The rest he kept for himself.  The contract he was expecting to finalize would increase the profits for one of the companies by over forty percent, so his normal procedure of letting the companies run without input from him, during his annual three-month vacation would be put on hold in this particular case.

He started taking these three-month vacations five years earlier, after Polly’s death in an auto accident.  At that time he needed to get away, so he came to Hawaii.  Here he met Rodney Clampton, and struck up a friendship with him.  The Dog Pound was purchased the next year.  He bought the boat with the help and advice of Rodney, and the following year, when Rodney’s charter boat suffered severe damage, Steve proposed—and Rodney gladly accepted—a deal whereby Rodney would use the Dog Pound nine months out of the year for his charter service, and take his three-month vacation when Steve came to use the boat.

The arrangement had worked well for both men, and their friendship deepened over the five-year period.  For the first two years Steve had owned the Dog Pound, either Rodney or Craig had worked with him to show him how to sail, when to use the inboard motor rather than sail, and how to avoid bad weather.

Rodney smiled at the mention of a government contract, and replied, “The rich get richer.”

“Or,” joked Steve, “get to be a big pain in the ass.  The damn deal is already costing me a day or so of my vacation.”

“I know this is a touchy subject, but are you ever gonna take a woman along with you on one of your cruises?”

Steve smiled.  “If I ever find a woman I think I’d feel comfortable being cooped up with on the Pound for two or three months.”

At that point, Murgatroyd, who had been roaming the deck, came in wagging her tail and flopped at Steve’s feet.  She rolled on her back, and wagged her tail.  Steve reached down and rubbed her belly.  As he did so, Craig sighed.  “Oh, for a dog’s life.”

Rodney grunted.  “If you want your belly rubbed, son, find a woman.”

***
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After Lloyd left him alone, Dale did some fast thinking.  Jerry Workman, who he’d served time with, wasn’t the brightest guy around, but he would take orders, and would happily settle for fifty or a hundred grand.  Then there were Henry Stillman and Oscar Brakefield, who had a boat right here in Hawaii.  They ran a charter business, and were also ex-cons who had served time with Dale.  They had fallen into a homosexual relationship while in prison, even though Henry was married.  When he was released from prison before Oscar, he had gone back to married life.  Two months before Oscar was released, Henry’s wife was hit and killed by a bus in Los Angeles.  Henry was the sole beneficiary of a life insurance policy worth a hundred and fifty thousand dollars.

When Oscar got out, he and Henry renewed their love affair.  By the time both men were released from parole, they purchased a boat, and learned how to sail it.  They decided California was no place for them, so they set sail for Hawaii, and went into the charter business.  Word of their good fortune had somehow seeped back to Dale, and he decided to give them a call.

They had just returned from a charter when Dale called, and they agreed to meet him at his hotel...for conversation over the dinner he agreed to pay for.  As a precaution, they ate in Dale’s room, but nonetheless ate well (the meal cost Dale over three hundred dollars).

During dinner, the three men discussed the proposed kidnapping.  Dale eased into the conversation by asking, “Are you guys totally on the up-and-up now?”

Oscar smiled.  “All depends on what you call up-and-up.  If you mean are we keeping our noses clean—well, not exactly.  From time to time we may take a dime or two belonging to someone else—but only rarely, and with extreme caution.”

Dale decided diplomacy wasn’t his bag and ventured, “Are you two game for a high stakes play?”

Henry asked, “How high?”

“Two fifty each.”

Oscar asked, “If that’s two hundred and fifty thousand each, who do we have to kill?”

“It is, and no one.  A little snatch-and-sail job.”

Henry cocked his head sideways, and asked, “Are you talking kidnapping?”

“Yeah.”

Oscar muttered, “It better be a damn good plan.  If so, I’m in if Henry is.”

Henry nodded.  “Me, too, but only if the plan is damn good.  Who we gonna snatch?”

Dale shook his head.  “Later with that—when we get together to present the whole plan.  I still have a few pieces to put together.  I’ll call you tomorrow, and you can come back tomorrow night for another meal on me.  We’ll go over the full plan then.”

The two men agreed and left.  Alone again, Dale called Jerry Workman.  “Jerry, Dale Martin here.  Can you travel?”

“Sure, I’m off all supervision...have been for nearly a year.”

“And you’re still out?  Good job!”

“That wasn’t very nice, Dale.”

“Have you got enough money to fly to Hawaii?  I’ll reimburse you and pay your expenses while you’re here.”

“Yeah, I’ve got the money, but why?”

“Got something for you...big payday.”

“Okay, when you want me to come?”

“Now, tonight.  I’m staying at the Hawaiian Sunset Hotel, room 1011.  Just come on up when you get here.  I won’t be going out, except maybe to eat.”

“I’ll leave as soon as I can get a flight.  This better be good.”

“It is.”

After hanging up, Dale called Lloyd Wallace.  “I’ve lined up three men and a boat.  Come to my room, and tell me the plan.”

Lloyd could barely hide his excitement as he replied, “I’ll be right there.”

When Lloyd arrived carrying a briefcase, he poured himself a drink without being asked.  “Billie Jo will be here next week.  When she’s here she always goes to the Suicide Prevention Center, which is a nightclub in a dingy area owned by an old friend from her singing days.  She travels with two bodyguards, and either on the way in or the way out, you’ll have to give them a shot to knock them out—then take her.”

“A shot?  A shot of what?”

“Something that’ll knock them out instantly.”

“And just where do I get something like that?”

Lloyd opened the briefcase, and handed Dale three syringes.  “I’m not sure just what’s in them, but the other man involved says it’ll work in seconds.”

Dale looked at the syringes, then laid them on the coffee table next to his own drink.  “Okay, go on.”

“The car for transporting her...you’ll have to come up with that.”

“No problem.  Go on.”

Lloyd reached into the briefcase again, and pulled out a navigational chart of the Pacific Ocean that covered the western portion, from Hawaii to Australia. He spread it out, and pointed to a small dot circled in red.  “Your boat will take her to this island.  She should be left there, chained to a tree or something, near the fresh water on the island.  Food should be left with her, so she’ll have food and water available.  Then the boat should just go on to Australia.  You’ll give me a call when the boat has set sail.  I’ll call the authorities, and tell them I received a ransom demand call and fill in the details.”

Dale interrupted.  “By then the cops’ll have a tap on your phone.  I’ll have to give you the details when I call.”

“All right, good point.  After you call, it’ll take me only a day or two to get the money together.  I’ll insist on making the money drop, and I’ll have a cell phone with me that you’ll have the number to.  I’m sure the authorities will monitor it, but no problem because you’ll give me false directions—which I’ll follow until you call back, and give me a change at the last minute.”

Lloyd then took out a map of the immediate area, pointed to a spot marked in red.  “There’s a culvert that runs under the road here.  As I drive up to it, you’ll call, and tell me to drop the money there.  You grab the money, go through the culvert, which is quite large—big enough for you to walk through standing up—and on the other side there’s a hill you can slide down to another road below, where you will have previously parked your car.  Then you just drive off.”

“Just what do you think the cops’ll be doing all this time, playing tiddlywinks?  You know they’ll insist on a homing device being placed in one of the packets of money.”

“I’ll tell them not to do that.  I’ll insist on it.”

“Okay, with a few refinements, it could work.  I’ll look over the area tomorrow and check out this Suicide Prevention Center.  Better do that tomorrow night...see what the scene looks like at night—you know, traffic, both foot and car.  The problem I see with the pick-up—besides homing devices—is helicopters.  You know they’ll have at least one up to follow you and the money.”

“That lower road is heavily tree-lined.  If you park your car where it can’t be seen and we do the money exchange at night, you should be able to get lost, especially if you don’t have your lights on for a distance.”

“I don’t like it, but, as I said, I’ll look it over.  If I come up with a better plan, I’ll let you know.  What happens to the broad?”

“After the money is in your hands, call me on my cell phone and tell me the coordinates of the island.  I’ll pass that along to the authorities, and they can go rescue her.”

“Are there any animals on the island?  And how do you know about it?”

“No animals, and I know about it because some years ago I was a production crew member when a movie was shot there.”

“You sure you have the right island?”

“Very sure.”

“It still seems like convoluted excess to take her all the way there.  If you don’t want her harmed, we could still find somewhere here to hide her.”

“No, that’ll be our ace in the hole in case something goes wrong.  Trade our freedom for the location of the island.”

“You’re dreaming.  If they catch us, there won’t be any trading to be done.”

“Then she dies.”

“Then it’s murder and we all get the needle.  It’s stupid to waste the time and effort to take her to that island.”

“Just let it go...I have my reasons.”

“No good.  I wanna know what your reasons are, say something that makes sense.”

“Very well.  I need the time it will take her to be rescued to put back some money I have borrowed from her.”

“Aha!  A little misappropriation of funds—so that’s what this is all about.  Well, I hate to tell you this, but the authorities will just send a seaplane down there and pick her up.  You won’t have more than a day.”

“I will if you give me the wrong coordinates and don’t call back with the correct ones for three or four days.”

“Okay, to the island she goes.  For as much money as you’re cutting me in on, I’d have my friends take her to Antarctica if you wanted it.”

“Now, there’s a thought.  Except I’ll still need her when this is over.”

***
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Early the next morning, Billie Jo Lane was making her own plans for the coming week.  She knew this trip was really just about being bored, and wanting to get away before the next picture.  She wasn’t all that thrilled with the script, but dear old Lloyd thought it would be a smash hit.  What she really needed was a man in her life.  Since her divorce, she had tried out several, from leading men to extras, and found all of them wanting—more often than not in more than one area.

She had just come in from swimming and stood naked in front of her mirror, checking herself out.  At five feet, eight inches, the hundred and twenty pounds of her shapely figure was still about where she wanted it to be.  Last year she had turned forty, and she noticed just a bit of sag in her breasts, a gray hair now and then to pull out of her normal brown, which had never needed touch-up, and few wrinkles in her still lovely face.  But, as she patted her still fit and trim mid-section, she thought, “Not bad for an aging symbol of beauty.”  She really detested being considered by some as no more than a sex symbol.  She thought of herself as an actress first, sexy second.  When man-shopping, though, she had to admit that being sexy sure helped.

As she started to dress, she ran through her mind what she needed to do over the next few days in preparation for her trip.  She had already made an appointment to have her hair done; clothes shopping would be done tomorrow.  Lloyd always made the travel arrangements and reservations.  That left her with very little to do.  “How boring,” she thought.

What she needed—well, at least wanted—was a real person in her life.  A man who didn’t need the Hollywood glitz to plump himself up.  She realized, of course, that nowhere she circulated was likely to produce such a man.  

***
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Steve Bettencourt was playing with Murgatroyd half an ocean away.  She loved to play “tough dog” with him.  She would snarl and growl, and chase him around the boat.  Over time, she developed fairly good sea legs, so even at sea she played her games.  

When Steve had enough “fun” for one session, he collapsed on the deck, Murgatroyd came over to him, turned on her back, and waited for her belly rub.

Just as Steve started rubbing her stomach, Rodney Clampton came aboard.  “Bad news, Steve.  Big storm coming.  You better delay your trip for three or four days.”

Steve got up from the deck.  “Thanks for the warning.  That’s all I’d need with Murggy.  The last time I hit rough weather and high seas with her, she nearly went over the side.  From then on, I couldn’t get her out of the cabin.  Thought she was gonna pop before it calmed enough for her to hang her butt off the fantail to do her business.”

Rodney chuckled, “I don’t know how you ever trained her to do that.”

“Now that you mention it, neither do I.  Wanna beer?”

“Sure.”

After getting a beer for Rodney and pouring himself a drink, Steve asked, “Where’s that son of yours?”

“Off looking for a woman, I hope.  Sure will be glad when he gets married, and gets out from under foot.”

“He’ll probably just move the new missus in with him at your place.”

“Over my dead body!”

“If you’re lucky, he’ll find one that likes the sea, so she can spell you on some of your day charters.”

“Now that would be nice.  By the way, did you get your business taken care of yet?”

“Yeah, about an hour ago.  We got the deal, and just the way we wanted it.”

“Congratulations.”

“Thanks.  Of course, with your weather report, I can’t leave anyhow.”

“Which raises a point.  Steve, this is a pretty ambitious trip you’re planning, and I’d sure feel a mite better if you had another hand aboard—you know, just in case you run into some real rough weather.”

Steve just sat and looked at his friend with a bemused look.

Rodney held up his hand as though warding off a frontal attack.  “Steve, what I’m trying to say, evidently not too well, is that two hands are better than one—hands as in two people, not the things at the end of your arms, but those too, I guess.  I wouldn’t want to try this trip by myself, and I’m sure Craig could be talked into going along with you.  I’m not suggesting that you aren’t a more than competent sailor; just that this is a good-sized boat for one man alone if you hit something rough.”

Steve offered a warm and friendly smile.  “Thanks for worrying about me, but I’ll go it alone.  You’ve taught me well enough that if nasty weather shows up, I know to run for the nearest safe harbor.”

Rodney shook his head, and smiled.  “Okay, I said my piece and I’ll shut up.”

“Rod, I really do appreciate your thought, but the thing I like best about these three months out here is the time I get to spend alone...which isn’t to say the right woman wouldn’t change my mind.”

Rodney just laughed, but hoped his friend wasn’t making a mistake.
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3.
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When Jerry Workman arrived, he called Dale Martin’s room and was told to come up.  He arrived at ten in the morning, and Dale asked, “Have you had breakfast?”

“No.”

Dale ordered breakfast for Jerry and, as they waited for it to arrive, he lost no time.  “I’ve got an easy job for you, pays fifty grand.”

“Fifty thousand sounds good, but if it’s so easy, why so much?  And what do I hafta do?”

“Money drop pick-up on a kidnapping job.”

“Kidnapping!”

“Calm down, Jerry.  It’ll go okay.  It’s a good plan, and we’ve got inside help.”

“Tell me about it.”

“Not much to tell.  You go to a site...when the money is dropped, you grab it and split.”

“Who’s getting kidnapped, and who do you have on the inside?”

“Doesn’t concern you.  All you do is pick up the money and bring it to me.  You won’t be involved in the kidnapping, so if you should get caught, all they can get you for is picking up the money.  You just say you have no idea what was involved.  Just say some guy—we’ll make up a name—told you he’d pay you five hundred bucks to grab the package, and take it to him.  Maybe you could say you had a feeling it was drugs, but didn’t ask ‘cause you didn’t want to know.”

“Who in the hell would believe a story like that?”

“Nobody, but proving it was false would be near on to impossible.”

“If I get caught, you don’t get the money, and I’m left holding the bag with nothing to show for it except a nice long sentence.”

“The idea is to not get caught.  But, if you do, I’ll take care of you.”

At that point, Jerry’s breakfast arrived.  After the waiter left, Dale got two thousand dollars out of his duffel bag and tossed it next to Jerry’s plate.  “This should cover your expenses getting here.  Should be enough to cover hotel room and food money for you, also.  Let me know where you’re staying.  My room here is being paid for or I wouldn’t be here—too damn pricey.”

With a mouth full for food, Jerry muttered, “Thanks.”

After Jerry ate, the two men left to check out the drop site.  Dale drove to the pick-up place marked on the map he got from Lloyd Wallace.  When they reached the drop site, they got out of the rental car and walked down the embankment.  The culvert was just as described to Dale.  Then they got back into the car, and drove until Dale found the way down to the lower road.  Unlike the highway they had just been on, this road was old and not well maintained.  Not being familiar with Hawaii, Dale assumed the road might have been an old highway replaced by the one that ran higher up.

Dale was pleasantly surprised at how well covered the road was.  He pulled the car off to the shoulder, parked near where the culvert came out above them, and the two of them got out.  Dale looked up and was satisfied that a helicopter flying overhead would have difficulty seeing through the heavy tree cover.  He pointed this out to Jerry, who agreed.

Next, Dale and Jerry got back into the car and drove on down the road.  When Dale came to the first possible exit from the road, it was a left-hand turn that ultimately led back to the new highway above the old road.  It was also well covered by trees until it neared the highway.  At that point, Dale turned and went back to the old road.  It led on for nearly a mile before the tree cover started to thin, but at that point another left-hand turn saw them on another road that was well covered by trees.  On the way back to the new highway, there were three possible turns—all onto roads with good cover.

After driving around the area several times, Dale and Jerry determined that a person driving at night without lights could easily avoid any form of pursuit.  Dale also decided that someone had done their homework well, and felt certain it wasn’t Lloyd.  He thought, “I wonder just who in the hell that other guy is?  Whoever came up with this area for the drop sure must be familiar with Hawaii—and I’d bet it isn’t the Dough Boy.” 

As Dale drove back to the hotel, he decided to come back to this area at night with Jerry, even though he was certain it would do.  When they reached the hotel, another thought crossed Dale’s mind.  He realized he didn’t know his contact’s name.

Back in his room, Dale asked, “Well, whaddaya think?”

“I think it could work.  But I’d like to have a dirt bike stashed on one of those roads.  I saw all kinds of places where I could use a bike to really lose any tails.  Chopper wouldn’t have a chance at me.”

“Good idea, I like it.  You good on motorcycles?”

“Yeah, used to race ‘em.”

“I didn’t know that.”

“Not something I talk about very much.  It was what I wanted to do with my life before the lure of easy money got to me.  About the bike, I’d like to get one soon so I can go up there and check it out.  We’ll need something to haul it in.  I’m sure I can stash it up there somewhere.  I guess the car I use will be a throw-away.”
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