
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          Titus Daniels, Private Investigator

        

        
        
          Titus Daniels, Volume 1

        

        
        
          James Dobbs and James Dobbs

        

        
          Published by James Dobbs, 2024.

        

    



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

    
    

    
      TITUS DANIELS, PRIVATE INVESTIGATOR

    

    
      First edition. October 7, 2024.

      Copyright © 2024 James Dobbs and James Dobbs.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8227158949

    

    
    
      Written by James Dobbs and James Dobbs.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To mystery buffs and to Pam as always

      

    



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1 
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Elaine Meadows had to slip away and stay hidden.  She didn’t know who was following her, but she had been aware of the fact that someone was for a few days, though she couldn’t imagine why.  In her 33 years of living, she had learned to trust her instincts, and her instincts were telling her someone was very interested in her life, which she had always thought rather boring.      

She had been alone since Thomas; her husband of nine years had died of a massive heart attack about a year ago.  It was hard to believe that she had been a widow for over a year, and sometimes it felt like that year was as long as the nine they had been married, even if she knew it couldn’t be true.  Days spent in grief seemed to be much longer than days spent in happiness.  Her husband had left her very well off, especially after she had collected his life insurance, but it could not make up for his being gone. 

They had met and married in just six months, but she knew the moment she saw him that he was the one for her, and after a heart attack had killed him, she had yet to meet anyone else who came close to being interesting to her.  They had both believed that God had brought them together. 

After nine years of marriage, she still had not known very much about him, and he said that he made his money on wall street and consulted with businesses as an accountant.  Since he was ten years older than her, she knew that he had several years in which to build that success, but she now wished that she had been a little more interested in his work.  There were times when he had been evasive when she had asked him about what he did, and now, even though he had been gone for over a year, she wondered if his work had something to do with someone following her now, because her life was too simple for anyone to have anything against her. 

Thomas had insisted there was no other place to live but New York City, but she had never felt at home there, so after he died, she had sold their condo and moved Taos, New Mexico shortly after his death.  She liked the laid-back atmosphere much better than she ever had liked New York City.  She had grown up in Arkansas, but other than her momma, Andrea, she had no relatives or even close friends there, and even though her mother had tried to convince her to return to Arkansas, she wasn’t ready to do that yet.  They talked at least every other day, but until she was sure who was following her, she decided that she would just disappear and not call her for a while.  She knew her mother would be worried, but she had rather have her worried than to bring trouble to her life, if someone really was trying to harm her.  

She had withdrawn money from an ATM a couple of times, withdrawing the maximum amount each time. She had loaded her suitcases in the car in the middle of the night and was fairly certain no one had been watching her when she did.  It was the best she could do anyway.  

She had spent a restless night, and a couple of hours before dawn this morning, she had headed out, making several sudden turns in hopes that she would spot them if someone was following her.  Since Taos was not a large place, she soon decided she had done all she could to make sure that she wasn’t followed and headed out of town. 

She headed north on 64 until she could head south on 285, through Santa Fe where she stopped for a couple of hours to eat breakfast and give herself a chance to check for any familiar cars that might have stopped when she did.  She didn’t notice any, so she headed west on I-40, and she then doubled back eastbound at the first exit she got to, and she didn’t see anyone following her. 

She couldn’t think of any reason why someone would be interested in her unless it had to do with Thomas, and after this long, why would they be following her now?  Of course, when she left New York City, she had really not told anyone where she was going, because the people she knew there were friends of Thomas and had mostly just tolerated her being around, since she had not been born into the rich upper class So, even though she hadn’t been trying to hide from anyone, it is possible that it had taken this long for someone to locate her.  She had always been more of a tomboy than what was considered a normal girl, so she had learned to face life without a lot of fear but that was when she could identify the threat and so far, this time, she had no clue, so she would hide for a while and see if she was just being paranoid, which she wasn’t susceptible to being.  

She spent a lot of time praying as she was driving, and fortunately there was no law against praying while driving.  She just arbitrarily chose to get off the interstate and head south on 183 to Hobart, Oklahoma, where she thought she would stay for a couple of days, even though it was too early to stop under normal conditions, since there would be no reason for anyone to be looking for her there, and she could see if she could come up with any reason why someone would be after her.  She got a motel room registering under the name Susan Smith and paying with cash, which the manager was reluctant to take, especially since she said she didn’t have an I.D. claiming she had lost her purse but was fortunate enough to have kept some cash in her suitcase, but when she added an extra ten dollars for him, he did.  She knew lying was wrong, but felt she was justified in this case, since no one was being harmed by her lie. She would pray about it later, not for justification but for God’s verdict about it.  The clerk also allowed her to check in early, since she told him she was exhausted.  Then she had the rest of the day to spend thinking and praying. 

She spent a lot of time thinking about Thomas, since she figured if someone was interested in her, it had to be because of him, even though she couldn’t figure out why now, over a year after his death, someone would be interested in what he had done before he died.  She felt in her heart that he was an honest man, so there should be no reason for anyone to be looking at her because of something he might have done years ago.  Yet, that was the only explanation she could come up with, and now she prayed that God would lead her to the answer so that she could feel safe again.  Of course, she knew that she would always be safe spiritually, but sometimes she had a hard time carrying that thought over to everyday life.  She thought maybe she might just need to strengthen her faith, since she had been a little bit indifferent to God lately, even though she knew she would always be thankful for His gift of salvation. 

She decided to spend the rest of the day studying His word and the Gideon’s had even provided her with a Bible to use, since hers was packed in the bottom of her suitcase.  Maybe that was an analogy of her faith these days.  She had packed her faith away at the bottom of her life, but the Holy Spirit was always available to help her even when she wasn’t displaying her faith. 

Later, she had driven to a convenience store, even though she could have walked, and got a hot dog and a coke for supper and drove away from the motel before looping back.  After eating her gourmet meal, she settled in for the night. 
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Titus Daniels was just getting established in his private investigator business after retiring from the Air Force after twenty-years.  He had been in the security police and had taken a few classes on criminal justice, but he had decided he would rather be his own boss than to be in a position of serving under possibly younger people in the police department.  He also liked the freedom of being able to decide which case he would take and which one he wouldn’t. 

He only had himself to be concerned with.  He had been married to Amanda for almost ten years, having gotten married right out of high school, but then she decided she didn’t want to be a serviceman’s wife and had divorced him, in spite of his not wanting the divorce.  He had always believed that marriage was for a lifetime and that with love and commitment to each other and to God that it would be, but she had disagreed.  They hadn’t had any kids, and she was soon remarried to an electrician who was home every night, and they had two boys.  

He had never come close to remarrying, and sadly, Amanda had died from breast-cancer about two years ago, so her happily ever after didn’t last long enough.  Though they had been divorced for several years, her death had left him with a heavy heart for several weeks, and he wasn’t sure he was really over her death yet. 

He was new to the P.I. business, having taken three or four cheating spouse cases, though he didn’t want to have that be his only area of cases.  Still, he figured he had to start somewhere, and he had been successful in the few he had taken. 

He had a small office in a shopping strip, and he had some business cards printed out with just his name and cellphone number on it.  The cell phone was strictly for his business, since he didn’t want to give out his private number.  He wanted to keep the business separate from his private life. 

He was surprised when a well-dressed middle-aged lady walk into his office, because he didn’t get many walk-in clients. He thought maybe she was in the wrong place, but he figured he could at least help her find the place she was looking for. 

“Good morning.  How may I help you? I am Titus Daniels", he said. 

“Mr. Daniels, I am Andrea Baker, and I need to hire you to find my daughter, Elaine Meadows.  She has been missing for four days.  I haven’t heard from her, and she is not answering her phone.  She was living in Taos, New Mexico, and the sheriff went by to check on her and said it didn’t look as though anyone had been home in a few days, but he didn’t see any obvious signs of foul play.  He said since she is an adult, he couldn’t do much more than keep an eye on her place and see if she showed up.  The police here were about as helpful as he was.  They filed a missing person report but didn't seem to be in any hurry to do much else.  They seemed to think she would show back up or get in touch soon.  That is why I came to you.  I need someone to look for her.  I know she wouldn’t disappear with no warning.  We always stay in touch,” Andrea said. 

“I don’t want to take your money and then have her suddenly get in touch with you, but I can look for her if you really want to pay out the money even if she does.  I charge two hundred dollars a day, plus expenses, and even though I try to keep them to the minimum, there will be expenses since I will need to go to Taos and check her residence.  I also need a two-thousand-dollar retainer.  If that is agreeable, then tell me what you can about Elaine that might be helpful.” Titus said. 

“That is acceptable.  I will write you a check, if you can’t accept credit cards.  Elaine is 33 years old, was married to Thomas Meadows for nine years before he died a year ago, so her last name is Meadows.  She is 5”8” tall and is a brunette, unless she has dyed her hair.  Her birthday is April 2nd, 1991.  She banks at Wells-Fargo.  I brought a recent picture of her as well.  She has always treated others nice, and she attends church there in Taos.  She is just a nice Christian lady who is willing to go out of her way to help others,” Andrea said. 

“I will get started right away.  I am going to drive to Taos, since it won’t take me much longer than waiting for a flight and then having to drive from whatever airport is nearest, and it will cut down on expenses.  So, if you will leave me the check, I will run by the bank, deposit it, and be on my way in a couple of hours.  I just have to pack a bag, and I will call you when I get there, if you will give me your number,” Titus said. 

“Thank you, Titus.  Here is the check and my number.  I feel better knowing someone is looking for her and will wait for your call.  Have a safe trip,” Andrea said. 

“I’ll keep you updated, even if I have nothing more to report,” he promised, and was soon on his way to Taos. This was more in line with what he had beome a private investigator for, and he was looking forward to getting to Taos.
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After two days in Hobart, Elaine decided it was time to move again.  She had gone to an ATM twice and withdrew the maximum it would allow her to each time, and she figured she would do so again today.  She knew if someone had the capability they could track her by her transactions, but she hoped it would take them a little time and now she could go a few days without using her credit or debit cards again.  She thought in order to put as much distance between her and Hobart, she would jump back on I-40 heading east, and after three or four hours, find another route east. 

Her car was fueled up, she went through a fast-food drive thru and got three sausage biscuits and coffee, and hit the road.  The other two sausage biscuits would be for later, since she only intended to stop to fuel up and go to the bathroom.  She would get more coffee at those stops. 

She still couldn’t imagine why someone would be watching her, but she was sure they had been.  Though she thought it might have something to do with her late husband,  she couldn’t think of what.  She had copied all his paperwork relating to his business and investments to her phone shortly after his death, so she was going to go through them again when she stopped for the night.  She felt like she was missing something, but since she had never been involved in his business, she might not even know if she did find something suspicious.  Still, she had to start somewhere and be proactive instead of just waiting for whoever had been watching her to find her and take action against her. 

She drove for a few hours, heading out of Oklahoma City north on I-35 toward Kansas, where she would get another motel room for the night.  She knew she wasn’t making a lot of progress in getting away from Taos, but she thought it was better to be somewhat evasive than to just storm up the road when she didn’t know where she was going anyway.  Somehow, she thought she might have to slip back into New York City to find the answers, but she was going to spend a couple of days wherever she stopped going through the paperwork of Thomas’s that she had on her phone.  She sometimes wondered how people had survived before cell phones and digital cameras.  

She found a motel room in Arkansas City, Kansas, which she thought was a little humorous, and once again paid in cash, and this time she didn’t even have to bribe the teller.  He was a young man who looked bored with the job and didn’t seem to be concerned with what the motel might require.  She used the Susan Smith name and the lost I.D. excuse again. 

She had bought some chicken strips and some potato chips at the last convenience store and thought that would get her through the night.  She settled on the bed and started scrolling through all the paperwork looking for a clue as to why someone would be following her after all these years.  She really wasn’t afraid, but she would feel better if she knew what she was up against.  

She also didn’t know how much anyone really knew about her in Thomas’s group of friends, so she still wasn’t going to contact her mother, even though she knew that her mother would be worried about her.  

After two hours of poring over the paperwork, she still didn’t have a clue, but she decided she had enough of looking at it for today, so she put her phone on the charger, ate some chicken and chips and washed it down with water from the sink. 

Later, she got undressed and took a shower, dressing back in some sweats and a T-shirt that she could wear if she had to leave suddenly. 

She spent another couple of hours racking her brain for any thought of how to continue, poring over the paperwork some more, and praying.  Then, she started to wonder if she could have been wrong about Thomas and also if she was even wrong about someone watching her in Taos.  She hadn’t had a breakthrough on where Thomas might have stored something that would be of interest to someone else a year later.  She did believe that she was not wrong about being watched, so she resolved to do all that she could to remain hidden. 

Then, she crawled into bed, said a quick prayer for guidance, and went to sleep.  She would trust God to keep her safe and help her find the answer to why she seemed to be of interest to some unknown party. 
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Titus had made good time on the trip to Taos, and the traffic wasn’t as bad driving at night, but he knew after he went by Elaine’s place, he would have to get some sleep.  He couldn’t go two or three days without sleep as he might have done in his younger days. 

It didn’t take long to find where she lived, since Taos was not a big place, but then he had to figure out how to get inside her place since Taos wasn’t a big place.  Add to it the fact that it was now daylight, and the problem became even bigger.  

He looked around from the outside as much as possible but couldn't tell anything about what might have happened inside.  Since he didn’t want to get arrested for burglary if he tried to break in, he thought he might as well see if he could get help from the police, so he located the police station and drove over there and walked in. 

At the desk, he said, “My name is Titus Daniels, I am a private investigator from Arkansas, here because the mother of Elaine Meadows, who lives here in Taos and has been missing for about four days now, hired me to locate her.  I believe her mother called here trying to get some answers from the police about her daughter.  I drove by her place and couldn’t see inside, so I was hoping you could go with over there and do a wellness check.” 

“I do remember her calling here, and we drove by but didn’t see any sign of a break in or anything, so we have been driving by occasionally to check if she has returned, but I guess we could go by and do a wellness check to make sure she isn’t in the house and unable to call for help.” the policeman whose name read Hodges said. 

“Thank you, Officer Hodges.  I know her mother will really appreciate your checking, even if we don’t find anything to tell us where Elaine might be,” Titus said. 

“I am just doing my job, so no thanks necessary, and just call me Peter,” he replied. 

They got to the house and knocked on the front-door and got no response.  They found the front door closed but not locked. 

Officer Hodges open it a crack and called out, “Taos police, here on a wellness check.  If anyone is home, please answer,” but there was no response, so he opened the door the rest of the way and looked inside. 

It didn’t take but one look to realize that something was definitely wrong.  Everything in the living room was turned over and some of the furniture had even been slashed open.  Officer Hodges drew his weapon before continuing on, and Titus decided he would rely on him to deal with any threat they found, though it went against his training in the security police and training as a private investigator.  Still, he was a long way from home and didn’t want to get himself into unneeded trouble for pulling a weapon. 

They found the kitchen to be in a similar state, and it look like some things had been smashed just out of spite or anger.  All the cannisters had been dumped, things from the refrigerator pulled out and left on the floor, and many of the pots and pans looked to have been beaten on the counter. 

When they got to the first bedroom, which looked to be the one Elaine slept in, the mattresses had been slashed and all her clothes were scattered across the floor, and some of them even looked like they had been slashed up. 

The other bedroom looked a lot like the first one, except there were no clothes scattered and torn in it.  The bathroom was also destroyed, with the shower curtain cut and pulled down and everything from the medicine cabinet broken and left on the floor. 
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