
 

 

 



 

 

Alice and Don Harriman are the owners of Blue Sun, the largest residential 

real estate and construction service in the northwest. When a house cleaner 

stumbles upon Don Harriman being held at gunpoint by two masked men, 

she is able to flee the scene to alert the neighbors. The police find no men, 

no body, and no sign of a struggle to support her claim. It is only later, when 

Don Harriman’s body is found floating in the Willamette River, that the 

house cleaner is believed. 

Moments before Don Harriman is snatched, he fires off a text message 

to C. J. Cavanaugh. The problem for C. J. is he has no idea who Don 

Harriman is or what the text message means. For the Cavanaugh 

investigation team, what began as a couple of minor events sets off a 

shockwave of discoveries that lead to intrigue, narcotics trafficking, 

violence and murder. 
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CHAPTER TWO 
 

Suzanne ran down the hedge-lined walkway to the sidewalk screaming, 

“Help! Somebody help!” 

It was mid-afternoon on a Wednesday. Most affluent suburban Crystal 

Gardeners were away at work. 

“What in the hell is going on?” a potbellied man with a blond ponytail 

said, rushing to Suzanne’s side with a loaded .45 in his hand. 

“Two men…with guns…,” Suzanne squeezed out through her panic, 

sounding as winded as if she had just completed a marathon. She warily 

glanced at the weapon. 

“What’s happening, Lock?” A brown-eyed woman with wavy hair and 

tanned skin jogged up to them, settling on the other side of Suzanne. Both 

towered over the diminutive maid. 

“I don’t know, Jan. I just got here,” the potbellied man said. 

“They have…Don…” Suzanne gasped for air. “Men…with guns.” 

“What?” Lock said. “What are you talking about?” 

Suzanne continued her fight for air while struggling to speak. 

“Just calm down, dear,” Jan said, “and tell us what you saw.” 

Suzanne took in a few asthmatic breaths. She was hyperventilating. The 

few neighbors who were at home trickled cautiously onto the scene. 

“I saw…two men...with guns…holding Don…hostage.” The small 

crowd gasped. 

“Where?” Jan asked. 

“Upstairs…I think…they’re going…to kill him.”  

The crowd broke out into a worried murmur. 

“I’m going in,” Lock said, marching toward the house. 



 

 

“No!” Suzanne said. “Didn’t you…hear…what I said? They have guns.” 

“What do you think this is?” Lock said, holding up his .45. “I didn’t hear 

any gunshots. Did any of you?” he asked the crowd. 

The consensus was no. 

“In this neighborhood, a gunshot would sound like a canon being fired. 

That could mean Don’s still alive. All I know is: we’re not going to find out 

by standing around out here.” Lock turned and marched toward the house. 

“Wait!” Janice said. “I’m going with you. Don is my friend, too.” 

“I’m calling the police,” a plump, elderly woman wearing Mom jeans 

and an embroidered tunic said as Lock and Jan entered the house. She 

separated herself from the crowd and made the call from her smartphone. 

The crowd huddled around Suzanne. Her breathing remained rapid, but she 

felt her hyperventilation subsiding. She continued to explain, as best she 

could, what she had just witnessed inside the Harriman house. The captive 

audience offered their ears, along with sympathetic words and appeasing 

looks. 

“The police are on their way,” the caller said a minute later, joining the 

others. Silence fell upon them. It seemed as though they were holding their 

collective breaths. 

Everyone stared at the Harriman house as if it were haunted. The two 

were inside for a few heart-stopping minutes. For the people anxiously 

waiting outside it seemed much longer. When Janice and John emerged, 

they said they'd found nothing no men, no body, and no sign of a struggle. 

Suzanne remained persistent about what she had seen. The consoling 

neighbors had no reason to doubt her. The police were far more skeptical. 

 


