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CHAPTER 1
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Charlie ran towards the black Lincoln Town Car that was waiting for him at the All Saints’ Day School, in Carmel, CA entrance gates. The vehicle was a little too large to navigate the same route that the other cars were using to pick up the departing children, so it was parked at the entrance to the school.  Thomas was waiting for Charlie by the rear passenger door, and on seeing him quickly approach, opened the door for him.

“Hi Thomas, can I sit up front?” asked Charlie excitedly. “The other kids think I’m a spoilt rich kid having to sit in the back.”

“You know the rules Charlie,” stated Thomas, before continuing in a lighter vein. “So how was school today?”

“It was okay,” replied the disappointed Charlie, as he threw his backpack into the rear of the car and jumped in after it. 

Thomas closed the door, seeing his own reflection in the darkened window. Although he still had his own hair, it was thinning now and rapidly greying, brushed back from his face. Thomas frowned at his features. Blotchy skin, clean shaven, jowly skin hanging over his white dress shirt and the top of his dark grey tie. The glasses he had to wear nowadays didn’t hide the bags beneath his brown eyes, and Thomas, the chauffeur, shrugged as he made his way around the car, then settled his very creased grey suit back into the driver’s seat.

Charlie’s given name was Charles Rodgers IV and he was the youngest child, but the only son of Mr. and Mrs. Charles Rodgers III. The original Charles Rodgers was a self made man who had made his fortune in shipping. The family were still involved in the business, as members of the board, but it was now run by outsiders who continued to add to the family’s immense wealth.

Charlie was eight years old now, three years younger than his sister, Tiffany, who would probably be home already as her school was much nearer.  Although Thomas was charged with taking both children to school, he only picked up Charlie as the mother normally took Tiffany home. She didn’t want either of her children to be left waiting for a ride home, to use the school bus, or even walk. Charlie didn’t think it was fair and complained about it whenever he could.

Like his sister, Charlie attended a private school, so he had to wear a uniform which was grey, similar in color and style to the chauffeur’s.  The biggest difference to Thomas’s suit was that Charlie’s lapels were edged with dark blue along with the cuffs. He also had to wear a grey shirt and a tie with the school’s insignia on it. Above the uniform, Charlie was a cute kid and his Mom allowed him to have an unruly haircut. His mouse colored hair stood up, went this way and that, and best of all to Charlie, he didn’t need to comb it. 

Charlie had a small amount of homework to do so he rummaged through his backpack to find it, helped himself to a bar of chocolate from the fully stocked fridge in the rear compartment, and began his work. He really wanted to play a game on his cell phone, but knew he would be forced to do his homework at home if he hadn’t already done it.

Thomas always took the same route home unless there were road works going on, and as Charlie hadn’t noticed any on the way to school, he was surprised, when on looking up from his school work, that they were now on a deserted street lined with abandoned buildings.

Charlie didn’t say anything. He trusted Thomas, but when a car came out of nowhere and cut them off, making Thomas brake to a halt, he got scared and started to look for his cell phone in the backpack. 

Four masked men jumped out of the car and Thomas opened his door and got out to confront them.  Charlie saw the four men wave guns in Thomas’s direction and yelled at him to get in their car, before one of them pushed him into the rear seat.  The other three came towards Charlie, who had now found his phone, but he first tried to lock himself inside. He was too late.  Not that it would have mattered as Thomas had left the driver’s door open and the engine running. A masked man was now on either side of him on the rear seat, both were armed. He couldn’t see anything of their faces, and the one to his left  took his phone off him. The third guy jumped into the driver’s seat and the fourth got into the front passenger seat after closing the door on Thomas in the other car.

As they backed away from the abandoned vehicle and then maneuvered to speed past it, the man on Charlie’s right spoke very calmly, but very threateningly.

“If your Dad does exactly as he’s told, nothing will happen to you. Don’t try anything kid, you’ll be home very soon. We just need to talk to your Daddy.”

Charlie was shaking.

The masked man on Charlie’s right took the phone from his colleague with his surgically gloved free right hand, and though it didn’t seem to matter to Charlie, he noticed he was black and that the guy on his left was white. Both kept their black ski masks on.

Expertly handling the phone in one hand, the masked man pressed a button on the phone and waited for a response as he put the phone to his ear.

“Hey Charlie, are you on your way home?” came the pleasant reply.

“Mr. Rodgers?” asked the masked man very seriously.

“Yes. Who are you and where is Charlie? Is there something wrong?” responded the now concerned father.

“Charlie is right here and he will speak to you shortly. Now listen very carefully Mr. Rodgers. We have your son with us and your chauffeur is being held elsewhere. For now, both of them are safe. We are bringing your son home, but when you meet us at the front door we expect you to have the contents of your safe with you, a million dollars in cash, I believe, and we will exchange your son for them. If you call the police between now and when we get there, we start shooting and your boy and driver will be kissing their asses goodbye. Do you understand Mr. Rodgers?”

“Yes, I understand, but I don’t have a million dollars here, you’ll have to give me some time to get it together,” pleaded Charlie’s father.

“No need to lie Mr. Rodgers. We know for a fact you always keep a million dollars in your safe. This is a quick turnover. If you want to stall so that you can bring in the cops or the feds then the chances are that you will never see your son ever again. Or your chauffeur. Now do you want to say goodbye to little Charlie or do you want to deal?”

“How do I know that Charlie is okay?”

The masked man handed over the phone to Charlie to let him speak to his dad, then snatched it back again.

“Do we have a deal Mr. Rodgers?”

“Yes, but what about Thomas, my driver? How do I know he’s safe?”

“He is fine and he will be released as soon as we know we are safe and don’t have the police all over us. We will call you with his location at that time and you can pick him up. Now go and get the money, put it in a bag, and meet us alone at your front door. You give us the bag, we give you Charlie. Okay?”

“Okay”

“Now move,” the masked man ordered in a louder voice, “we’ll be there shortly.”

He hung up the phone and put it in his pocket.

“I’ll give you your phone back when we get you home kid,” he told Charlie.

All four men wore black clothing, the same ski masks, and the same gloves. Charlie had no idea who they were as he sat quietly, still shaking between the two men.

The passenger on the front seat nodded back at the captor as if approving of his conversation with Charlie’s father, and had relaxed sufficiently to put his left arm on the back of the driver’s seat. The two in the front of the car had been able to keep their masks on with the tinted windows, but hadn’t spoken to each other or to their two colleagues in the rear. As the front passenger stretched out his arm, Charlie noticed the tattoo on the back of the left wrist of a small red dragon. It looked familiar to Charlie but he couldn’t think of where from, but he resolved to remember it when his dad called the police.

Charlie’s father was already emptying the safe. Like his son, he had thin mousy hair, but his was combed neatly with a parting down the side. But where Charlie had inherited most of his mother’s features, his father was square jawed with blue eyes.

It was Charles’s grandfather who had started the tradition of always keeping a million dollars in the safe. He had lost a good amount of his wealth during the depression in the 1930’s, and although he regained it, and much more, he resolved to always have an emergency reserve in his home. Back in the thirties, a million dollars was a fortune, but nowadays Charles thought of it as a handy safety valve and as an old superstition. As he filled the leather bag he’d found in the coat closet, he was glad he’d kept the tradition going. He just couldn’t figure out who knew about it, as it wasn’t common knowledge. On filling the bag, he rushed from his dressing room towards the staircase, where his wife Anne was waiting at the foot.

“Is something wrong Charles? What’s in the bag?” she asked worriedly, as he hurried down the stairs toward her and the front door.

Anne and Charles were dressed very casually. Anne in white leggings with a very baggy blue shirt with the sleeves partially rolled up, and Charles in jeans with a white tee shirt. Anne was black haired, which she kept parted down the middle, and the shoulder length straight hair was always being pushed behind her ears. Like her son, her eyes were hazel/green but her pretty face was now worried.

“Find Tiffany and stay away from here until I come and get you or call you. She’s probably in her room so stay there. This will only take a minute or so and then I’ll explain, but whatever you do don’t call the police.” Charles instructed his wife, his manner very terse.

“What’s going on Charles?” she asked, her voice barely a whisper.

“I’ll tell you later Anne. Go find Tiffany”

As Anne hurried up the stairs, James, Charles’s butler, appeared.

“Is there something you need Sir?” he asked, very calmly.

“No James, I’m fine. I just have something I need to attend to privately.”

“Very good Sir. If you should need anything, please page me, or you’ll be able to find me in the kitchen.”

“Thank you James. Now if you’ll excuse me, I must ask for privacy.”

James left the way he’d come, knowing something was very wrong, but not asking about it.

Charles went to the front door and opened it, and saw the Lincoln coming up the long driveway.

Charlie saw his father come out of the front door with a bag in his hand, alone in front of the Tudor style house they called home. To an outsider, the house was very impressive but Charlie thought it was too big.

As they pulled up, the front passenger and the man to Charlie’s right got out and  brandished their guns, pointing them at Charles. Then the man on Charlie’s left got out and stood by the open door, his gun also trained on Charles.

“C’mon kid, you’re home now. Here’s your phone, now give me your hand.” said the same man who had done all the talking, turning away from Charles to assist his son.

Charlie took his phone back, picked up his backpack, and took the man’s hand, throwing the backpack onto his left shoulder as he got out of the car.

“Let me see the money Mr. Rodgers, then we can forget all this happened.” continued the same man.

Charles opened the bag and made sure that the masked man holding onto his son could see the contents.

“You’ll let Thomas go when you get away?” Charles asked.

“Yes. We have his phone and you’ll hear from us very soon unless you call the cops. Now lets do our exchange. Here’s your kid, unharmed, now give me the bag.”

After Charles handed over the bag and he had his young son safe in his arms, the men began to get back into the car, lowering the windows so they could keep their guns trained on Charles and his son.

“Daddy, Daddy, I know where I’ve seen it before.” Charlie excitedly remembered, in a voice just audible to the departing kidnappers. “Thomas’s son has one just like it!”

Charles looked down at his son, wondering what on earth he was talking about.

“Just like what Charlie? I don’t understand.”

“The tattoo Daddy. The one on the left wrist. It’s just like the one that Thomas’s son has.”

Charles looked up and saw the car stop.

“Run, Charlie. Run!”

All four men jumped out of the car, yelling at the father and son to stay where they were, but then giving chase as they ran into the house.

“Get everyone in the house in one place,” yelled the man with the tattoo, pissed that the kid had remembered seeing the tattoo the one time they had actually met.

“Fuck!” he shouted aloud, as he went in a different direction to his friends.

After yells, screams, shots being fired, and a lot of furniture overturned, the occupants of the house when found, were dragged, pushed and kicked towards the front of the house, and the kidnappers decided to put everyone into the adjacent dining room.

Tiffany asked her father what was happening, and he told her that they were being robbed, but that Charlie had recognized a tattoo that belonged to Thomas’s son.

“Thomas is behind this?” she asked, totally bewildered.

“Seems so. He or his son it seems. It doesn’t make any sense,” replied her father, keeping his voice down.

“You pay him well don’t you Charles?” asked Anne, keeping her voice low as well.

“Yes, I do. If he needed money, all he had to do was ask me. Not do this.”

There was a disturbance at the door and James was shoved inside, blood pouring from his shoulder from where he’d been shot, closely followed by his wife, Sylvia, who was the family’s cook. She was threatening the captors with all sorts of retaliation, as she tried to take care of her husband.

“Is James okay?” asked the very worried Anne.

“I think so. When they burst into the kitchen he threw whatever he could at them but then one of them shot him. He should be okay until we can get him to the hospital,” replied Sylvia, pressing a very red cloth against her husband’s wound.

The Rodgers’s had two maids, one of whom had already gone home, as the other one, Condoleeza, was then forced into the room, yelling and screaming.

“You mother-fuckers had best make yourselves scarce,” she warned them, as they forced her to sit down.

“Where is that fuckin kid?” they heard someone yell.

There was a lot more shouting and running from upstairs, and more worryingly, shots fired. Then there was more yelling, and there was a collective gasp as they all recognized Charlie’s voice, and very quickly he too was deposited into the dining room.

“Oh Charlie, thank God you’re okay,” gasped his mother. “ Come and sit by me, I need a hug.”

“Is there anyone else is this god damned house?”  Yelled one of the thieves.

“No,” answered Charles, “this is all of us.”

“We need to tie them up with something.” one of the robber’s stated.

“I’ll see if there’s anything in the garage,” someone replied.

He returned after a couple of minutes in a triumphant mood, having found some plastic ties which he then used to attach all of them to the wooden dining chairs. Once they were all secure, the four men withdrew to talk amongst themselves, the captives straining to hear what was said. Nobody really caught anything.

Charles quietly asked if anyone had managed to call 911 and was reminded by his wife that he’d told her not to. He shook his head in disappointment, as did the other captives.

“I wanted to Daddy, but I was trying to stay quiet,” apologized Charlie.

“You did the right thing Charlie, I’m very proud of you,” Charles consoled him.

They heard someone go outside and then return, after which all four men came back into the room. Two of them went to each female in turn, taking the opportunity to feel their captive bodies. The other two watched, one of them holding a gas can taken from the trunk of the Lincoln. Charles knew it was full.

“Don’t do this. Take your money and go. We won’t call the police.” Charles pleaded, his anger rising further as Tiffany and Anne were released, then dragged to the far end of the room, screaming as they were both stripped and brutally raped. 

“Leave them alone! Tiffany is just a child!” Charles yelled. 

The other captors also frantically pleaded and promised retaliation as they looked away from the horrific scene. Once the first two rapists finished, the other two took their turns, and Charles could do nothing to stop it. He was crying when his naked wife and young daughter were tied back onto their chairs, his sobbing daughter now next to him.

The one who had first raped Tiffany then said he was ready for a real woman, and he untied Sylvia, who tried to fight back until she got a fist in her face.

Her husband James, who was now covered in his own blood, desperately tried to wriggle free, and he was unconsolable as his naked wife was re-tied to her chair after the other rapists declined her.

“I can give you more money. We’ll keep this just between us. Leave now before this goes any further,” pleaded the desperate father of Tiffany.

“It’s too late now and we don’t want to go to prison.” one replied.

Charles and the other captives could do nothing as the four men took it in turns to douse everyone in gas, especially making sure that the raped females genitalia were doused.

“If this is what you are going to do,” said the defiant Charles, “the least you can do is show us your faces and shoot us all first.”

By now, all the captives were sobbing, the smell of the gas  overpowering as they realized what their fate was.

“Okay,” replied a kidnapper, “it doesn’t matter anymore, you may as well see our faces. But we’re not going to shoot you. None of us want to shoot unarmed people like assassins. We can’t leave evidence behind, so all of our DNA will burn.”

With that, he peeled off his mask revealing the face of Thomas’s son, Will.

“You won’t shoot us but you will burn us alive. Those are great morals,” cried the naked and ashamed Sylvia, hoping her extended family would all pass out before they burned to death.

“Will!” screamed Condeleeza recognizing him, “did that no good father of yours put you up to this?  You’ll get your comeuppance for this, mark my words. My soul won’t rest until you and your father rot in Hell.”

“Nor ours”, shouted Sylvia next to her injured husband, sickened at the sight of their female employer and her young daughter, naked, embarrassed, just as she was, as they sat with their heads held down.

“I will never forgive you for this Will. Not until you pay for what you’re doing today, mark my words,” warned Charles through clenched teeth.

Will ignored the false threats, instead directing his gaze to his three friends.

“We’re all in this together boys so lets get it done.”

All four of them set fire to the gas, by either dropping lit matches or a couple of disposable lighters.

The captives started screaming and yelling as the fire burned their skins, the noise and smell following the four men as they closed and locked the dining room door on them, and left, in the still running Lincoln.

Although it’s unusual for modern houses to have internal locks, apart from the bedrooms and bathrooms, the original owners of the home kept with the tradition of the time by having them installed. They prevented staff, or even family members, from walking in on a private conversation or meeting. The Rodgers had kept the still working lock, with a key in it, but about the only time it was ever used was if Tiffany wanted some privacy from her brother. Now, it had been used for a much more evil purpose. 

Charles fell over onto Tiffany to try to protect her from the flames, and Anne did the same with Charlie, trying to soothe her son’s guilt for what had happened. The fire, the heat, and especially the smoke soon overpowered them all. The screaming stopped, the pain disappearing, as their nerves were numbed with the gas fueled fire.
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CHAPTER 2
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As the Lincoln sped away, its tires screeching as it turned onto the street from the long drive, a neighbor walking his retriever thought it very strange. He’d seen the Lincoln, or one of the other cars from the house, exit many times, but never in that manner. He looked toward the house and noticed a little smoke emanating from it, so called 911 on his cell phone.

He waited as he was told to do at the end of the driveway, very happy to eventually hear the sirens, the noise escalating as they got closer. As he waved at the fire engine directing them to the driveway, the fireman on the front passenger seat shouted out from his open window asking if anyone was inside. All he could do was say he didn’t know.

As the fire engine headed up the drive, a cop car approached and stopped. Verifying that he was indeed the man who had called 911, the cop also asked if anyone was home. The neighbor could only repeat what he’d told the fireman, but did mention to the cop that the Lincoln belonging to the family had sped away, and he pointed in the opposite direction from where the cop had come. After telling the neighbor he would be spoken to again, the cop got onto his radio, then sped up the drive after the fire engine.

The firemen were hurrying around in a very organized manner, pulling the hoses out of their hose beds, as the smoke had now been replaced by a fire that was threatening to engulf the entire building. The heat had forced the dining windows to explode outwards as the fire truck had pulled up, and the fire captain asked the cop if he knew if anyone was inside as he jumped out of his cruiser, and the cop could only shrug his shoulders.

“Are there normally people inside?” he asked loudly of the cop.

“I don’t know, but I would guess so. There is nearly always someone in the house as far as I know, as the owners have a full staff. One of the family cars left just before we got here, but they or their staff didn’t call 911, a neighbor did.” 

“We got the call from the alarm company first, but I was looking for cars to be outside the house, some sign of life. You sure there are people always inside?” The fireman realized time was passing, but he had to be sure before sending his men inside.

“Every time I’ve been here there have.” the cop replied anxiously.

As he said, that another fireman came running from the back of the house,

“There’s a couple of cars out back, but no sign of fire there yet,” he yelled.

“Those will belong to the staff”, the cop stated, “that’s where their entrance is.”

The fire captain beckoned two firefighters over, explaining the situation as blasts of water hit the front of the house before they hurried to the rear in their full face masks, with compressed air tanks strapped to their backs. 

As they gingerly went inside the unlocked back door, the captain kept in constant contact with them, their safety paramount as they slowly navigated the smoke filled house. Another fire truck arrived, quickly adding thousands more gallons of water to the fire fight. as the two firefighters inside desperately searched for signs of life. It seemed an age before they reached the front of the house, the obvious source of the fierce blaze, and one of them informed the captain that the door into the room was either locked, or had been jammed shut. Although the fire had yet to be fully extinguished, the captain told his men to force open the locked dining room door, but to be very careful. They were already standing in water, it was pouring down on them from above, as they swung in turn with their axes. Gaining entrance, they shone their flashlights to the ceiling and then to the floor before venturing further. The smoke was now dissipating through the shattered windows as they sought life. They thought they were too late as they surveyed the blackened  horrifying sight before them, thankful that their masks prevented them from being able to smell the burnt flesh. Informing their captain of the scene before them, they were about to report no life when one of them noticed a leg twitch. It should never have been possible, but the fireman was sure. A lifeless body was covering the one that had moved, as blackened as all the others, and as he pulled the body away, grimacing as flesh tore off, the other fireman gathered the twitcher and hurried out. Carefully checking all the others, as the remnants of the fire subsided, the remaining fireman wondered why they were locked inside the room and hadn’t escaped out of the windows.  He couldn’t see the now burnt out straps, but he determined they were all dead and in no more pain.

The other firefighter had run outside with the body in his arms, and one of his colleagues rushed over to administer CPR. Although the other firefighter had said a leg had moved, there was no pulse evident. It was a desperate scene with the very severely burned body, and the firefighters trying to give life back without doing more harm. They thought it was a forlorn hope, mercifully for the victim, when they detected a very faint pulse.

A separate paramedic crew arrived at that moment and they helped the firemen, hooking up an I.V. drip, holding an oxygen mask to what was left of the face, and making frantic calls on their radios. 

They couldn’t even tell whether the victim was male or female, so badly burned was it, and blackened skin from whoever had tried to protect the victim had melted onto him/her. There were burnt remnants of wood beneath the victim, but vitally, the main organs had been somewhat protected.

The only reason the whole house hadn’t gone up in flames was that it was old and the thick timbers had protected the dining room and kept the fire reasonably contained, along with the alert neighbor’s early phone call.

More cops and firemen arrived, stunned at hearing there were bodies inside and that all had probably been burned to death. Once all the flames had been doused, and the safety of the building had been assessed, the other bodies were being checked again but weren’t moved. The rest of the home was also being extensively searched for survivors or bodies.

The original cop was on his radio, and was being told to secure the now active crime scene, along with his colleagues, until the lead detective arrived. No one was to be allowed further access until crime scene arrived, along with an arson expert, to check it over and hopefully find some evidence.

The paramedics had summoned flight care, and when one of the cops shouted that the helicopter was on its way, the paramedics very carefully put the victim on a sheet and then lifted the body onto the gurney. They put another sheet over the victim along with a couple of blankets, then holding the I.V. aloft they ran, after giving back the oxygen mask to the fireman.

They were directed down the drive and the noise of the helicopter got very loud as it moved in to land in the clearing, the draft from the blades making everyone duck down.

It didn’t cut its engine on landing, they’d seen the gurney and speed was of the essence, and when the call had come in an E.R. doctor had been summoned to come with them. 

The paramedics quickly transferred the victim and they watched as the care flight crew and the doctor got to work on the victim as the helicopter took off, heading to San Jose.  Nearby Carmel had a hospital but the victim needed special burn care, and San Jose could provide it. 

Going back towards the house, the paramedics met up with a couple of detectives who had arrived, who asked what the damage was to the victim.

“Well,” one of them replied, “the victim has suffered third and fourth degree burns to most of the body. It’s so bad that we couldn’t even determine the sex. If the victim survives, which is very doubtful, there is a lot of recovery involved with skin grafts, possibly amputations, and very severe pain. Personally, if that was me, I would want to end it. But we are trained to save lives, so we do our best. I have no idea how the victim survived. The firefighters thought that everyone had perished but they got a faint pulse on this one. You will see the other victims, and the one who has gone to San Jose looks no different. They say the room smells of gasoline and burnt flesh, and the firemen who rescued the victim had to smash the door in as it was locked. If it was a suicide pact than I could think of many better ways to do it. I hope you find out what actually happened here as I never want to see a living body like that ever again.”

“Do you think we’ll be able to talk to the victim?” asked a detective.

“Look. There was no hair left, no nose, no ears, no lips, just an opening. The hands and feet were practically destroyed, and the burns so bad they will probably have to cut away most of it and take skin from a dead body for the grafts. Or use pig skin, if the victim doesn’t die on the way to hospital, which would be the kindest option. Then he or she will probably be put into an induced coma until the pain would be barely tolerable, which could take very many months  When you see the other victims you will understand how bad it is, and you won’t be able to believe that the one who has just flown away was actually still breathing”

The detective nodded his head, and went to speak to the firemen. After seeing that the crime scene was secure, he instructed others to canvas the area for witnesses. The neighbor who had called 911 was now being spoken to by his partner, but somebody else must have seen something, maybe not realizing it, and it was vital to find them. Black Lincoln’s weren’t common in this area, he was telling the cops, and even though the house was in a remote area, there had to be another witness around. 
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CHAPTER 3
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Although an APB had gone out for the Lincoln, the car got away and the occupants met up with Thomas at the pre-arranged meeting place in a remote part of a vineyard.

The chauffeur was furious to be told that the family and his fellow staff had all been killed, because his son’s tattoo had been recognized.

“I told you to wear gloves,” he berated him.

“I did. I don’t know how he got to see it.” Will replied.

“Then you should have made sure they were long enough. But why did you have to kill everyone? It was a simple job, get the money and drive away. Now there’s going to be a huge manhunt for us all. Shit, this is a fuckin mess Will!”

“There was nothing else we could do Dad. I didn’t speak in the car in case my voice was recognized, but when Charlie told his dad about my tattoo we were screwed.  We couldn’t leave any witnesses,” explained Will.

“So did you shoot them all?” Thomas asked.

“No. We burned them.”

“What? Why the hell did you do that? You burned them all alive?”

“Yes.”

“Oh my god Will, what possessed you to do that? We’re going to have to change all our plans now,” said the visibly upset Thomas, who hadn’t envisaged being out of a job, or being a conspirator to a mass murder. Will never mentioned the rapes to him.

The other guys were standing around, morosely, not wanting to be a part of this conversation. They had never thought the job would lead to anyone’s death, but then they got worried about being caught and having to go to jail for the rest of their lives. That was why they’d all agreed about the killings and destroying the DNA and evidence. When Will had said he wouldn’t mind taking the rich kid’s virginity before she died and another wanted to screw the good looking mother, they further agreed to participate in the rapes so that no-one could say they weren’t involved.  As long as no one talked, they were fine. Will had wanted to take the mother as well after getting aroused again, but then decided to take the younger staff member as she’d been untouched.

“Okay.” continued Thomas once he calmed down. “We need to act quick. It’s done now so we have to move on. Will, you take my share and hide it in a very safe and secure place. I am no doubt going to be the number one suspect and they will search everywhere and anyone associated with me. You are going to have  to dump me somewhere, and you all need to destroy your clothes and the Lincoln. Everything stinks of gas.  As long as none of you left any fingerprints, or security cameras caught your images, or no-one starts throwing money around, we’ll be okay. If any of you gets picked up by the police, don’t talk to them or listen to their stories. They lie. Ask for a lawyer immediately and there will be no problem.”

“Where do you want us to go Dad?” asked Will.

“If you need to go to your homes, do so. Act normally. If you have jobs to go to then go. No-one can retire with two hundred grand. You all have to burn your clothing and as soon as you can. If you get stopped for some reason, you don’t want to be smelling of gas. Don’t just throw them away, they might be found and then we’re screwed. Dump me on a roadside somewhere, tied up and blindfolded, then go your separate ways. Will, you might get picked up because you’re my kid and you have a record. You know how the system works so stay away from your friends and say nothing. They can’t do shit unless they have evidence. So lets trash the Lincoln, throw whatever you don’t need in the car to burn with it, and lets go.”
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