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“I know you lied.”

Kara heard a male voice behind her and turned. He stood only a foot away from her, but

she’d know him anywhere. “I’m sorry, can I help you?”

“Come now, Kara. Let’s not play games.”

“Do I know you?”

“Only in the Biblical way. Your hair color is different, but I know it’s you because your

green eyes haven’t changed. I spent seven years in prison because of you.”

She took a step back from the man. “I’m sorry, but I don’t know you.”
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BOOK 1—SHE LIED

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One
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Kara King walked into the Seattle Art Museum. With an hour to kill before her big meeting, she’d decided to do something she’d never had the time for in her busy days. She liked the peace of an art gallery or museum, but that was before she became vice-president of public relations for The Sanctuary of the Prophet.

Today’s meeting would be the card to move her forward. Jack Smith, the current president, would retire and she’d take over the position. It took a lifetime of hard work, but she’d finally gotten one step closer to the Prophet. In their group, Kings were meant to be higher on the pyramid. Her father would be so proud.

Kara stood in front of a painting that caught her fancy. It was created by the artist Tabaimo and held her attention to the point of hypnosis. The hands clasping, but broken, almost made her extremities hurt. Her imagination strolled through the scene.

“I know you lied.”

Kara heard a male voice behind her and turned. He stood only a foot away from her, but she’d know him anywhere. His face looked different now that it sported a beard, but she still recognized him.

Moving her chin up, she felt a frown on her lips. “I’m sorry, can I help you?”

The dark haired, blue-eyed man stared at her. “Come now, Kara. Let’s not play games.”

“Do I know you?”

“Only in the Biblical way. Your hair color is different, but I know it’s you because your green eyes haven’t changed. I spent seven years in prison because of you.”

She took a step back from the man. “I’m sorry, but I don’t know you.”

“You were a liar then and you’re still lying now. We can’t change what happened seven years ago, but I can get you to tell the truth now.”

He moved toward her and she turned to the opening into the gallery. There was a security guard standing by the doorway. Her heart pounded in her chest and she found it hard to breathe.

“Excuse me, sir,” she said as she moved closer to the guard.

The gray-haired man put his hand out and looked concerned. “Yes, ma’am, is there a problem?”

“There’s a man in the Tabaimo exhibition who is acting strange.”

When she turned to the door and looked into the dim room, she couldn’t see him any longer. He’d disappeared. The guard walked through the doorway and looked around the room. He shook his head and turned back to Kara.

“I’m sorry, but there’s no one in there.”

“But he stood right next to me.”

“Ma’am, this is the only way out and I would have seen him leave.”

Kara moved to the entrance and glanced around. He wasn’t there. There was a door in the back of the room, but the guard assured her that doorway stayed locked.

Running down the front stairs to the main entrance of the museum, she got out onto the sidewalk. The gray Seattle sky weighed down on her shoulders as she looked for a cab. Flagging one, she jumped into the back of the vehicle as soon as it pulled to the curb.

She looked around the street, and as they passed an alleyway, she saw the man standing between the buildings. Her mind went into a spin. How he’d found her after all this time confused her. Their paths crossed for the first time seven years ago in New York. She’d changed her looks. After she’d testified against him, the church reassigned her to Seattle.
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EIGHT YEARS AGO

Kara walked up to the elevator in the Sanctuary’s ten-floor building. She’d been called to the Director’s office for a meeting and didn’t have any idea what to expect. She’d never been called on the carpet for bad behavior and couldn’t think of any reason the Director would be unhappy with her work.

Her parents joined The Sanctuary of the Prophet before Kara was born and she’d only ever known this life. She’d been brought up, educated and employed by the church, and always did her best to meet the standards put down by Prophet William.

When she arrived at Director Masters office, his assistant, Josh Fram, told her to have a seat. She went to the waiting area and sat. Crossing her legs, she pulled the skirt of her pink dress down over her knees to maintain modesty.

After fifteen minutes, Josh said she could go into the office. When she opened the door, her knees almost buckled. The five top men for the East region stood with the Director. All were gray-haired, and they ranged from tall and thin to short and pudgy. Two other men, that she didn’t recognize, stood behind the Director’s desk.

“Come in, Miss King,” Director Masters invited, pointing to a couch along the wall.

Kara clasped her hands in front of her stomach and went to the couch. Her back straightened as she sat and her ankles crossed below the seat. The men sat, one on either side of her on the couch, two in chairs across from her, and the Director in a leatherback seat to her right. The other two men remained behind the Director’s chair. They wore dark suits with no ties, were clean-shaven, with short cropped hair, reminiscent of secret agents.

She waited. The room felt warm and a drop of perspiration rolled down her back.

“How are your parents, Miss King?” the Director asked.

The question seemed odd to Kara, but she smiled. “As far as I know they’re doing fine, sir. I haven’t spoken with them at any length for the last month or so.”

“And, didn’t your sister finish her twelve levels this last spring?”

“Yes, sir. Rachel finished very well.”

“Wasn’t she one of the top three of her class?”

“Yes, sir.”

Kara didn’t think of herself as an impatient person, but wished he’d get down to business. She still had piles of work on her desk to finish this afternoon.

“Very good. You must be very proud to have her follow in your footsteps.”

“Yes, sir. Thank you.” Her hands were clasped tightly on her knee and she wanted to tap her foot on the floor. The Director watched her and didn’t blink. It made her more nervous the longer he waited. 

“Miss King, we have a situation affecting the church that needs to be taken hold of very carefully. We’ve reviewed many of our devout parishioners and your name came up as a possible candidate to handle this particular situation.”

“Director Masters, I will do anything needed. You only have to ask.”

When she realized she wasn’t in trouble, she began to relax, but her knuckles were still white.

“That’s very giving of you, Miss King. I felt sure of your dedication and that you’d be able to handle this problem with care.” He sat forward in his chair and continued to stare at her. “How would you like to visit New York City?”

“New York...really? I’ve never been there. It would be wonderful to experience the church in the city.”

When she thought about it, she’d never been out of Florida. She’d never been on a plane or packed a suitcase. This would be the experience of a lifetime.

“Unfortunately, you won’t be able to visit the church. In fact, it is best that you tell no one of the trip. Secrecy is of the utmost importance.” The director leaned forward and put his elbows on his knees. “Miss King, there is a journalist who is attacking The Sanctuary. We know for a fact his background is less than admirable. We’ve received some very disturbing reports.”

“He abuses those around him and we understand he has quite a drug problem,” one of the men she didn’t recognize chimed in.

“What can I do to help, sir?” she asked.

The Director pointed at the two men who stood behind his chair.

“This gentleman is Rick Hughes. He will be assisting on this project and will explain all the details to you. My dear, you have no reason to be frightened. Mr. Hughes will protect you.”

“Sir, I’m not so much frightened as wondering. Why would I need to be protected?”

“We are asking you to be in the line of fire. We will be asking you to perform in a way you are not used to, but it’s imperative that Jim Hollis be removed from this situation. He cannot be allowed to create chaos for Prophet William. Now”—the Director paused, stood, and adjusted his suit jacket—“I have another meeting. Mr. Hughes will explain everything to you.”

Director Masters and the other men exited the office and left Kara with the two men she didn’t know. Mr. Hughes moved toward her and sat down on the couch. The other man sat across from her in one of the vacated chairs.

“I see you wear a Purity ring, Miss King,” Mr. Hughes said.

She looked down at the gold braided ring on her left finger and nodded. “Yes. I swore to it when I turned fourteen.”

“How old are you now?”

“Twenty.”

“This man, Jim Hollis, likes his women young. We’ve heard rumors he’s even seduced underage kids. It’s sick. We’d like to have you bait him and then we’ll take care of the rest.”

“Bait him? What does that mean?”

“We’ll teach you how to handle this. Director Masters has all the faith in the world that you’ll be able to handle Mr. Hollis.”

“Handle? I don’t understand.”
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Chapter Two
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Present day

Kara felt the cab stop and looked out the window at the glorious white building that was home to The Sanctuary of the Prophet. The driver told her the amount she owed and after she’d handed him the cash, she opened the door and stepped onto the curb.

Taking a breath to calm her nerves, Kara squared her shoulders and walked with confidence to the front steps. She needed to calm herself and act professional. It would be a momentous day for her and she found it hard not to get excited.

When she stood at the desk of the Director’s secretary, she found it hard not to grin and giggle. “Hello, Margaret. I have a one o’clock appointment with Mr. Saunders.”

“Yes, and you’re right on time.” The secretary pointed at the door. “You’re expected and can go right in.”

Kara opened the right-hand side of the double doors and walked into the huge office. The Director stood from his desk and walked toward her.

“Miss King, come in, come in,” he said and shook her hand covering it with both of his.

She felt a sense of unease. The office was empty except for Mr. Saunders. “Sir, I understood there would be an announcement. Am I early?”

“The announcement has already been made this morning, my dear. I thought you would have heard by now.” He motioned for her to sit and then settled behind his desk.

“I’m confused, sir. I understood that I would be announced to be the new leader of public relations once Mr. Smith retired.”

Mr. Saunders smiled and chuckled. “Miss King, I know you are aware of Prophet William’s stand on women in the workplace. This might be a good time for you to take a refresher course on his teachings. Men handle the public without the emotional complications women carry.”

She heard a knock on the office door and turned in time to see Rick Hughes walk in. Her neck snapped as she faced the Director and her nerves went on high alert. This couldn’t be happening again.

“Miss King, I believe you know our new President of Public Relations, Mr. Hughes.”

He stood next to her chair and smiled at her.

What she’d just heard made no sense. Rick Hughes didn’t have her experience in public relations. How could he be named the new president? Knowing she needed to maintain and say something, she stood, taking in a deep breath and letting it back out slowly.

She turned to Mr. Hughes. “Congratulations. I look forward to working with you.” It struck her as a proper way to accept being passed over for the promotion.

He nodded once and continued to smile. “Thank you, Miss King.”

“Now,” Director Saunders said and motioned for both to sit. “The reason I’ve asked you here.”

The Director stared at her and didn’t blink. Kara felt the room grow warm and a bead of sweat rolled down her chest into the crease between her breasts.

“Prophet William sent me a message. After many hours of meditation, he’s been told it’s time for you to consider marriage.”

“What?” Kara was astounded. She’d heard of the Prophet making instructions like this to others of the congregation, but never to those in the higher levels.

“Yes, you’ve served The Sanctuary with incredible loyalty over the years and the Prophet feels it’s time for you to move to the next stage of your growth. He knows there is no one you are close to and has been told that Mr. Hughes would be a good match for you, Miss King. It’s time for you to start planning a family. The Sanctuary needs children.”

Her back hit the chair as she deflated and felt rattled. “If I marry, I have to give up my work. It’s impossible.”

“No, Miss King. It’s possible and we don’t question the words from our leader. His word is law.” The Director pushed up from his seat. “Please, excuse me.” He went past her chair and left the office.

“I’m sorry. This came out of the blue for me, too. However,” Mr. Hughes stated, as he leaned toward her and took her hand, “since I first met you eight years ago, I’ve watched you rise within The Sanctuary. All of your work is very admirable, Kara.” He slid off the chair onto one knee. “I’d be honored to have you by my side.”

While her mind spun out of control, she didn’t realize he’d taken her Purity ring off her left ring-finger and held a box with a diamond engagement ring.

“Kara, would you agree to be my wife?”

She looked at the box and felt shocked. What was she supposed to say?

“We’ll be engaged for a time and I’ll court you to give you the time you need to get to know me. Do you think six months would be long enough?” He took the ring out of the box and slid it onto her finger.

“I don’t know,” she said in a small voice she hated. Sitting up straight, she realized the ring didn’t fit perfectly. “I need to think.” She slid the diamond off her finger and put it back into the box.

“I understand. Let me escort you home. Perhaps we could have dinner this evening and begin to learn about each other.” He pushed up from his knee and then pulled her up in front of him.

Taking a step back, Kara looked up into his brown eyes. “Mr. Hughes, I have work to do this afternoon.”

“I’m sure the Director will understand your needing to leave early to think about your wedding plans.”

He cupped her elbow in his hand and started toward the door.

“Mr. Hughes, I’d like my Purity ring back, please.”

He smirked, reached into his pocket and pulled the ring out holding it in his palm. “I must be honest. After our work eight years ago, I never understood why you continued to wear this. We both know your purity doesn’t exist.” He gave her the ring and then smiled.

Kara clasped the ring in her hand and looked away from him. Her tongue was stuck and she didn’t know what to say.
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Jim Hollis sat in his beater VW van outside The Sanctuary building in Seattle. He’d followed the cab that Kara rode in and now settled in knowing she wouldn’t resurface until after six o’clock.

He’d followed her for the last three weeks, getting all his ducks in a row. This morning he’d made first contact with her and hoped he’d scrambled her marbles. He wanted to create the same chaos in her life that she’d given him eight years ago.

After sitting for almost an hour, he looked around the street outside the sanctuary and tried to find a coffee shop. He’d need the caffeine infusion to help keep him awake. This afternoon his brother, Tom, would meet up with him and they’d start the plan. Until then, he’d be bored and needed to stay alert.

After about forty-five minutes, Jim leaned forward to start the engine on the car, but stopped. The glass door at the front of the building opened and a tall, blond haired man walked out holding Kara King’s upper arm. The man seemed to be pushing her and moved quickly to the curb. Her feet tangled and she went down on her knees hard. When the man pulled her back up, Jim could see her stockings were ruined and her knees bled. The man whispered something into her ear and continued to push her forward. She looked pale and for a second, Jim felt he should go to her rescue.

The blond man looked familiar, but Jim couldn’t place him. He took his cell phone from the charger, snapped a couple of pictures, and sent them to his brother with a note—Please, identify the man.

A black Mercedes limousine pulled up at the curb and the man pushed Kara into the back and then followed her in. The sleek automobile pulled away and started down the street.

Jim started his car and moved behind two other cars following the limo. He pressed the speed dial on his phone and listened to it ring as he maneuvered through traffic.

“Jim, I just got the pictures. Take a pill,” his brother’s voice said.

“Tom, we need to know who he is quick. The plan just changed.”

“Why?”

“He just dragged Kara out of The Sanctuary and threw her in the back of a limousine.”

“You’re sounding sympathetic.”

Jim thought about it and realized he did feel sorry for her. “You know I don’t think abuse is a good thing, even though she’s a liar. I don’t want to see her beaten by them.”

“God, prison made you a softy, which is really strange.”

“Tom, shut up and find out who he is.” Jim switched the phone off and followed the limo around the foot of Queen Anne Hill heading for Ballard. He thought that guy was taking Kara back to The Sanctuary apartments, but couldn’t be certain.

He ran everything he knew about the cult in his head. It was founded in the 1970’s during the peace-love-and-granola years and grew into a multimillion-dollar cult. They claimed to save lives from drugs, prostitution, and global crime, yet when he investigated them eight years ago, he’d been unable to find any proof of their good works. In fact, he’d found nothing but a faction that brainwashed people, stole their money, and their lives.

The limo turned into the parking lot of the apartments that The Sanctuary owned and the back door opened. Jim stopped and watched as the blond climbed out of the back, held out his hand for Kara, and pulled her out. She tripped and almost went down on her knees again. The man held her up by her arm and turned her to face him.

Kara put her hand against the man’s chest and it looked obvious to Jim that she wanted the man to let her go. This turned out to be a weird development. The guy pulled her close and tried to kiss her, but Kara continued to twist and turned her head away.

For a second, Jim thought he ought to assist her, but decided to wait to see what happened. The security door on the apartment building opened and three women walked out. The man let Kara go and she ran in through the door.

The man looked at the building and took a step forward as though he might follow, but then turned to the limo and climbed back into the back.

Jim watched it drive away and hit the speed dial on his phone.

“Yeah.”

“We’ve got a change in plans. Head over to the apartments now and bring the uniforms.”
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KARA SLAMMED THE DOOR to her six-hundred square-foot apartment and stood in her small living room. Shaking, she brought up her hand and opened it. The Purity ring stabbed into her palm and as she pulled it off a pool of blood formed. She looked at it and felt hot. Her knees buckled and she fell to the floor.

The day turned out completely wrong and she didn’t know what to do. There was no way on earth she would agree to marry Rick Hughes. His behavior to her in the back of the limo was atrocious. She’d sat as close to the car door as she could with him crowding her and his hands touching all over her body. He’d tried to put his hand up her skirt and said terrible things to her.
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EIGHT YEARS EARLIER

Kara moved to a stool at the bar and ordered a shot of brandy. She tried to remember all she’d been taught in the last month, but felt nervous. Hoping Jim Hollis wouldn’t notice her became her mantra and she worked at being small and unnoticeable. She realized it would be impossible with the dress Mr. Hughes bought for her to wear. That and the three-inch stiletto heels made it unlikely any man would not see her. The royal blue, spaghetti strap sheath would be a beacon in the dim lights of the bar. Of course, he’d see her.

Opening her laptop, she went into work mode as Mr. Hughes told her to do. Ignoring the rest of the room was not difficult. This wasn’t her world and she didn’t feel comfortable. The glass of brandy sat on a napkin untouched. She didn’t drink, but Mr. Hughes told her if she sat in a bar, she needed to look like she belonged. She’d sat in the same spot for four nights in a row, hoping Jim Hollis would show up. He apparently liked this place.

Kara took a small sip of the brandy and felt it burn down her throat. As she set the glass back down, she heard the bartender say, “Your usual?” Looking to her left, she saw the man that attacked The Sanctuary in his articles.

He glanced at her and smiled, and she turned back to her laptop. The letter she’d worked on was the same one she’d already typed four times. Her neck began to stiffen and her nerves shot to an all-time high. She took another sip of the alcohol to try and keep her hands from shaking.

Hollis sat on the stool one down from her and the bartender brought him a drink.

Kara typed a few more lines of the letter and decided now was the time. Reaching for her glass, she hit it wrong and knocked it off the counter.

“Damn,” she hissed as she mopped up the spilled brandy with a napkin.

Hollis grabbed a couple of napkins to help her and she saw him wave at the bartender who hurried over to clean the mess. He brought up the broken glass from the floor.

“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to break that.”

“It happens, Miss. Can I get you another?” The bartender smiled.

“Yes, thank you.” She looked at Hollis. “And thank you for your help.”

“I didn’t do much.”

She smiled and nodded and looked at her laptop. “At least I didn’t pour it into my computer.”

Chapter Four

Present day

Kara heard her phone ring and pulled it from the pocket of her jacket. Looking at the incoming call screen, she saw it was her mother.

“Hello,” she answered.

“Hi, honey. The Director got in touch and said I should check in with you. Is everything all right?”

She pushed up from the floor and went into her small bedroom. Kicking off her shoes, she sat on the end of her twin bed.

“Yeah, everything’s fine.” She knew the only reason her mother called was due to a warning call from Mr. Saunders. The Sanctuary looked after their people like hawks. She set the phone down and put it on speaker.

“You don’t sound fine. What’s going on?”

“I didn’t get the promotion. It went to someone else.” Kara started to take off her jacket and realized she’d gotten blood all over her gray skirt.

“Oh, Sweetheart, I’m sorry. I know you really wanted that job.”

“I’ll be fine.”

“Is there anything else bothering you?”

Kara’s back straightened and she knew for a fact her mother knew about The Prophet’s vision and instructions.

“Mom, have you ever heard of Prophet William arranging marriages for higher level people in the congregation?”

“Not that I can remember, but there’s a lot that goes on in Sanctuary I’m sure we’re not told. Don’t you think it’s a good idea?”

“Did The Director tell you?”

“Yes, and I think it’s incredible that the Prophet would have a vision about you. It’s so exciting that he singled you out. I’m looking forward to being a grandmother.”

Kara’s head fell into her free hand and she knew her mother did what the Director instructed. They’d told her mother to keep tabs on her.

“Mom, I’m sorry to interrupt, but I’ve got some studying to do. I’ll talk to you later.” Kara switched off the phone, left it on the bed, and peeled off her pantyhose.

The abrasions on her knees started to seep blood again. She took her skirt off and walked into the bathroom. Putting it into the sink, she turned on cold water and let it run over the cloth.

There was a knock at the front door of her apartment. Drying her hands carefully, she didn’t want to start her palm bleeding again and then put on a pair of sweats. She went to the living room and wondered which of her neighbors came to check on her.

Opening the door, she saw a tall, dark haired man wearing a Seattle City Light uniform standing outside in the hallway. He held a clipboard and wore a City Light cap pulled down low on his head.

“Good afternoon, ma’am. My name is Jarrod and City Light is responding to a power disruption in this building. Could I ask you a couple of questions?” He smiled.

On any other day, Kara might have found this all strange and would wonder how this guy got into The Sanctuary apartment building since the main door was secured, but she was distracted by the morning’s events.

“Sure.”

“Have you noticed any flickering lights or brown outs in the last week?”

“Not that I can think of.”

The man made a couple of checks on his paper. “Have you heard any buzzing?”

“No.”

The man made two more checks on his notes and pulled some device out of his back pocket. “Could I check a couple of the electrical outlets?” he asked and held up his gizmo.

“Sure.” Kara opened the door wider and let him in. She watched as he went into the kitchen and held it next to the plug. “Don’t you have to put that into the outlet to get a reading?”

“No, it detects electric waves and gives a reading.” The man looked at the machine and wrote on the clipboard and then looked at her. “Where are the ones in the living room?”

Kara turned and looked at the lamp by the loveseat. She started to point and felt a sharp pain in her side. Her knees buckled as she started to feel fuzzy.
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WHEN JIM GOT THE ALL clear from his brother, he wheeled a wooden crate into Kara’s apartment and they began to load her into it. Tom had put down some cushions for her at the bottom of the box and said he thought if she woke up in there, she might think they’d been nice to consider her comfort. Jim wanted to call him names, but decided if he didn’t want to go back to prison they should probably not bruise her up.

They closed the crate and positioned it on the hand truck. Tom checked the hallway and they moved out. The effects from the stun gun didn’t last all that long, so they needed to move fast to the van.

Jim pushed it down the handicapped ramp while Tom opened the side door. They picked up the crate, set it in the van with the hand truck on top and slammed the door shut.

Once they were moving, Jim noticed Tom looking around the outside of the vehicle.

“What?”

“Just checking. I think a woman on the second floor may have spotted us, but otherwise, it looks clear,” Tom reported.

Jim maneuvered them onto the freeway and since they headed north out of Seattle, the traffic was reasonably light. They’d be at their destination within a half hour.

A moan came from the back of the van and Jim and Tom looked at one another. “Hey...hello?” a weak voice sounded.

“That was fast,” Jim said quietly.

“The effects from a stun gun don’t last that long, you know that.”

“Yeah.”

“Do you want me to talk to her?”

“No.”
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Chapter Five
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Kara couldn’t move. The crate was tight and she felt pillows jammed in around her body. She could hear them talking in low voices outside the box, but gave up trying to figure out what they said.

Since they wouldn’t answer, she stopped yelling and tried to move. Her head and shoulder hurt, and the scrapes on her knees stuck to her sweatpants. She took in a deep breath and tried to clear her head.

****
[image: ]


EIGHT YEARS EARLIER

“What brings you to New York all the way from Charleston?” Jim Hollis asked, and then took a sip of his drink.

Kara closed her laptop and motioned to the bartender for another round. She twisted around on her stool so he could see her legs. Rick Hughes had told her to show off her legs.

“Work. The company I’m a secretary for sent me and a team to New York to sell our new computer chips at a conference. Very exciting stuff.” She smiled and finished her brandy as the bartender set a new round in front of them.

“What does a secretary do at one of those things?” He turned and his knee rubbed up against hers.

The alcohol loosened her up and she could get used to the light feeling it gave her. She just needed to remember why she drank it.

Rick Hughes gave her two weeks of instruction on how she should act and how to seduce Jim Hollis. This situation went against everything she’d been brought up to believe, but Rick convinced her that Jim Hollis was an evil man and needed to be brought down.

“I keep track of the deals we make and forward all the sales information to our headquarters. We’re just a start-up company, but hopefully, it will get our name out there and...I’m sorry. It’s very boring.” She laughed. “Why are you in New York?”

She needed to keep the attention on Jim. It was good for a man’s ego.

“I live here and work for a newspaper.”

“Which one?”

They talked and talked and the brandy helped calm her nerves. She found it difficult to think this man evil. He seemed a perfect gentleman.

At two o’clock, when the bartender said the bar would close, Kara signed her bill and turned to Jim.

“Want to come up for a night cap?”
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PRESENT DAY

The motion of the vehicle stopped and Kara heard some mechanical sound she couldn’t identify. The crate jiggled and started to move. It slid sideways and she hit her knee against the wood. The pain shot into her foot and she moaned grabbing at her leg.

It then moved smoothly for a minute, but began to bump around and it became obvious she was being taken down some stairs. Pressing her hands against the sides to keep from banging into the wood, she couldn’t figure out what this was about.

Finally, the crate came to a rest and Kara tried to keep from panicking. She couldn’t tell how long she sat there, but then the lid cracked open and started to rise. A hand appeared with the electronic device and shocked her again.

When her mind began to clear, Kara opened her eyes and found herself stretched out on a cot. She rubbed her eyes and pulled her body up, swinging her legs over the side.

A loud clink sounded and when she looked at the floor she saw a pile of chain with one end attached to a metal band around her ankle. The other end latched on a ring in the floor.

The fixture hanging from the ceiling didn’t give off much light. She could tell the walls were made of cinder blocks and there was no window.

Carefully she stood and moved to the metal door. It was locked. She looked around and found a toilet hidden behind a half wall. Her chain stretched far enough to reach it. A table and two chairs sat in the middle of the room.

The sound of movement came from the other side of the door and she heard the lock click as it opened.

The man who’d acted as an electrician walked in carrying a tray. He didn’t wear the uniform from earlier, but wore jeans and a T-shirt. She watched as he set the tray on the table and pulled out a chair.

He was tall and thin, but his arms looked strong. Standing under the light, she could see he had dark hair peppered with a few grays and when he looked at her, she saw his blue-gray eyes. He looked familiar, but she couldn’t remember from where she knew him. His cheeks were covered with a five o’clock shadow, which she hadn’t noticed before at the apartment.

Pulling a chair from the table, he pointed at it. “Sit,” he said and stared at her.

“What do you want from me?”

The man only continued to look at her and said nothing.

“Look, my family doesn’t have any money for a ransom. There’s nothing to be gained by kidnapping me.”

He smirked. “Sit.”

Putting her head down, Kara walked to the chair with the chain clinking on the floor. She sat and couldn’t look at him.

He went down on one knee and started to pull the leg of her sweatpants up.

“What are you doing?” She tried to move her leg away, but he held onto her calf.

His eyes seemed cold and his stare scared her. Holding still, she let him move the leg up and saw blood smeared all over her knee.

He opened a bottle of antiseptic and poured some into a bowl. Dabbing a ball of cotton into it, he looked up at her.

“This may sting. Just hold still.”

It did sting. Kara felt tears in her eyes and bit her lip to keep from crying out. After he’d cleaned her right knee, he did the same to her left and then bandaged both. He pulled down the sweatpants to cover her legs.

“Let me see your hand.”

He cleaned the cut caused by her Purity ring, put on a pad, and wrapped it with gauze. When he finished, he stood and picked up the tray.

“What is your name?” she asked.

He glanced back at her and smirked again. “You can call me Buzz.”

“What happens now?”

He didn’t answer and left the room. Kara heard the lock on the door click.
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TOM WALKED INTO THE kitchen and set the tray on the counter. Jim looked at his brother and waited.

“She’s patched. You’re up.”

He watched his brother open the refrigerator and pull out a beer. “Tom, if you want to leave, go ahead.”

Tom leaned against the counter and twisted off the cap. Taking a swig, he shook his head. “No, I’m in for the long haul, but if this backfires, I hope you’ll explain that I only helped because of family loyalty.”

“You got it.”

“Are we going to good-cop-bad-cop her?”

Jim laughed. “You just doctored her up, so I guess that makes you good.”

“I just channeled Mom when we were kids and nearly killed ourselves on our bikes. I still have the scars.”

“Me, too.”

Jim went to the kitchen table and picked up a box of files, putting it on his hip and holding it with one arm. He grabbed his coffee cup in his free hand.

“Would you mind opening the door for me?”

“Right, I’m the good brother.” Tom grinned and walked past him. “Do you want me to lock you in or leave it open?”

They went down the stairs to the basement. “Leave it open.”

As he walked into the room, Kara looked up at him. She still sat at the table. He moved to the other side, set his coffee cup down, and then the box of files. He could feel her eyes staring at him.

“You,” she whispered.

Sitting down, he flipped the lid on the box and took out a thick file. He slammed it down on the table which caused her to jump.

“What do you want from me?” she asked and her voice sounded shaky.

He looked across the table at her and sat back on his chair. “I want you to tell the truth.”

Her hands went down under the table and her eyes squinted. “Truth about what?”

He pulled out a small hand-held recorder from the file box and turned it on. He set it on the middle of the table. “I want you to tell the truth about perjuring yourself on the stand at my trial.”

“I didn’t perjure myself.”

“You did. You said I raped you and then beat you up. We both know nothing like that happened.”

“You did rape me and...”

“As I recall, Kara, you enjoyed our brief time together. You invited me to come up to your room.”

“You followed me up to the room and then attacked me.”

It interested him that she continued to make eye contact with him. Before he’d gone to prison, he’d done many interviews and could always tell when someone lied to him. He thought someone trained her very well.

“You knocked me out and when I woke up the cops were there and you were all bloody.”

She looked away from him. “I didn’t drug you.”

There it is, he thought. He’d been waiting for the tell and she did it. “You’re lying now. I didn’t say drugged.” He continued to watch her and after a few minutes she looked at him, her green eyes glistening with tears.

The silence annoyed her and she started to squirm in her seat. Jim opened the file and took out a picture. He held it out to her.

“Who’s this?”

She looked at the picture. “It’s Prophet William. He looks much younger.”

“No, it’s a man named Sam Brooks. He was born into a family of con artists and when he was in his thirties, started The Sanctuary. He signed on six or seven other con men to make it go and started the nationwide campaign. I don’t think they ever thought it would become as big as it is, but they found the right people to hook into it
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