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			Dedicated to the four women in my life.

			My oldest daughter, Aly, is beautiful and incredibly intelligent, driven and successful. But, in recent years, has had more health challenges than most people experience in a lifetime. Yet, she never complains and always smiles, laughs and insists everything is wonderful no matter how much pain she is in. Aly is the most positive person I’ve ever known.

			My daughter, Maya, brightens every room with her presence. Her laugh is contagious; her smile is warming. But most of all, she is the most caring person I know.

			My youngest daughter, Kira, is a “rock.” She is the strongest-willed and one of the smartest people I’ve known. When determined, there is nothing she can’t accomplish.

			My wife, Nancy, is the most beautiful, empathetic, loving, and wisest person I’ve known. She is the reason my daughters are as wonderful as they are. She is my inspiration for “Rose” in all the Booger McClain books.

			Together, these four incredible women in my life push me to be the best person I can be and remind me every day how wonderful life can be.

		

	
		
			
			

			CHAPTER 1: THE ABDUCTION OF ANGELA HOLLAND

			It all started with a diary. A call from an anonymous source led Booger McClain to an abandoned house in Springfield. In its attic, among boxes full of possessions from a previous time, was a diary. Small and handwritten, it told a fascinating story of one woman’s life, and hidden among the pages, it also told a fascinating story of one woman’s death and the murder of Jon Feeney’s wife and two children.

			The diary contained stories of drugs, murder, revenge, a secret society, and a game of Vampire the Masquerade that was played in a place called Hell’s Kitchen in the Jordan Creek tunnel underneath the city of Springfield.

			That diary was what led Booger McClain to investigate the unusual disappearance of Angela Holland in the Fall of 2020. It was a disappearance in West Central Missouri that he had followed over the years. Now, thanks to the diary, he might have the puzzle pieces to solve the mystery. 

			Clinton, MO, a small farming community nearly halfway between Springfield and Kansas City, didn’t seem like a likely spot for such a high-profile case. Crime was petty there. Residents were easy-going and, for the most part, honest, law-abiding people. It was the type of place to raise a family, to retire to, to enjoy a slower pace. It was the type of place where no one locked their door or their cars, where children could walk and ride their bicycles without fearing something might happen. It wasn’t the type of place where someone just vanishes in the dead of night, where a stranger comes into town unnoticed and abducts someone.

			The abduction of Angela Holland just didn’t make sense. It was a missing puzzle piece that Booger was determined to find, and with the help of that diary, he was hopeful that he was being pointed in the right direction.

			So, on a stormy Saturday in early November, Booger and his wife, Rose, drove 90 minutes north on Highway 13 to Clinton. 

			According to the FBI, every year, police departments across the country record more than half a million people as missing. In some situations, a person is found (living or deceased), but often some of these missing cases can go unsolved for years. That fact holds true for the case of Angela Holland.

			The story of Angela Holland’s disappearance started on the night of April 4, 1991. That evening, the twenty-year-old was abducted from a pay phone while talking to her fiancé, Rob Shafer. The abduction shocked her small Clinton, Missouri, town. Just before her kidnapping, she parked her car to make the call at the phone booth. While talking with her fiancé, she informed him of a suspicious pickup truck that was continuously driving around the booth. Her suspicions grew more when the driver of the truck parked his vehicle beside hers, and he got out — seemingly searching with a flashlight. Unsuspecting of what was about to happen next, Holland described the man’s physical appearance and his truck details to her fiancé.

			“He’s a large man, filthy, bearded, and scary looking.”

			“I just don’t understand,” Rose said to Booger on the drive to Clinton. “How can a stranger looking like that come into a small town like Clinton and not be noticed?”

			“It was late at night,” Booger replied. “Maybe most people were asleep. Maybe the area around the phone booth was empty.”

			In just a few short moments, Holland was heard screaming on the phone, and her fiancé, who was just several blocks away, sped to the location. Holland was likely taken by the driver of the truck. In route to the scene, however, Shafer reportedly passed the truck Holland had previously described to him. From the passenger side of the truck, he heard her scream and call out his name. In his quick reaction, he swiftly turned his car around and began to chase after the truck, purportedly with his fiancée inside. Unfortunately, his sudden switch of gears totaled his vehicle’s transmission, and the car  was unable to complete the pursuit. Holland was never seen after that. 

			“Talk about terrible luck,” Rose said. “If the transmission wouldn’t have given out maybe the boyfriend could have prevented the abduction.”

			“Doubtful,” Booger replied. “she was already in the truck. Her abductor would have likely done whatever it took to avoid capture or give up his prey.”

			“But her boyfriend had to be sick about what happened and the fact he couldn’t stop the abductor.”

			“Yes, I’m sure he was.”

			Holland was a beautiful, bright, twenty-year-old woman who was in love with her boyfriend, Rob Shafer. They planned to marry in a few months, and both looked forward to the birth of their first child. Holland was four months pregnant at the time of her disappearance.

			Clinton, MO, was a quiet farming town located in west central Missouri. A town of less than 10,000 people, it felt insulated from big city crime. But that sense of security was shattered on the evening of April 4, 1991.

			Angela Holland was an outgoing, well-liked woman known to everyone as Angie. Her fiancé, Rob, was a star athlete on the football team in high school. They were each other’s first loves. When he gave her a diamond engagement ring two months before her disappearance, he promised to always take care of her.

			Early that day, Angie and Rob attended a family barbeque at Angie’s mother’s house. It was a happy occasion. Angie was just beginning to show, and the happy couple was planning to marry a few weeks later. They announced their plans to family and friends who weren’t already aware of them. Angie’s baby bump was almost unnoticeable, and she was still able to wear her normal clothes and maintain a petite, slender body. No one would have noticed that she was pregnant.

			The pregnancy was unplanned, but still, the couple was excited about their new journey into marriage and parenthood. After all, Angie and Rob had been in love since their junior year of high school. They had planned to marry long before the pregnancy. 

			Following the family barbeque on the evening of April 4, Angie dropped Rob off at his house and said she would call him a few hours later. Rob had agreed to watch his younger brother for the evening while his mother was out.

			“That was about 10 PM,” Rob said. “I was going to meet her back uptown as soon as my mom got home. I was watching my little brother at the time. And she called later that night.”

			Angie called Rob about an hour later from a pay phone uptown. She was just seven blocks from Rob’s home. 

			“Angie said a truck had circled the block several times. She said it was an older model green Ford pickup.”

			Angie seemed unconcerned even when the truck parked by the phone booth, according to Rob. Then, the call took a disturbing turn. “He used the phone next to her, got back in his truck, and looked at something with a flashlight. He was looking for something. I had her ask him if he needed to use the phone. Maybe the other phone was broken. And he said, no, he’d try again in a minute.

			“Then we just talked about other things. We weren’t too worried about him. And that’s when I heard her scream on the phone. The only thing that went through my mind was getting up there and finding out what in the hell was going on. I just dropped the phone and ran out of the house and headed to that payphone.”

			As Rob was driving toward the area, a pickup truck sped past in the opposite direction.

			“Angie yelled out the window, “Robbie!” that’s how I knew it was them.”

			Rob turned around on the street and chased the pickup through the empty streets of downtown Clinton. During the chase, he took notice of the make and model of the pickup truck and the large fishing mural that covered the entire back window. He never got close enough to see the license plate number but was fairly certain it was a Missouri plate. 

			Unfortunately, in his haste to turn around and follow the pickup, he threw his car into reverse and  severely damaged the transmission. Rob chased the truck for about two miles before the transmission completely gave out. He watched as Angie’s abductor sped away. That was the last time anyone saw Angie Holland.

			Marsha Cook, Angie’s mother, said, “Rob blamed himself for the kidnapping because he always told her that he’d be there to take care of her. And he tried. He did everything that could be done. Nobody blames him, but I think he thinks that people blame him.”

			Angie’s abduction sent shockwaves through the town. A massive search of the area found no trace of Angie or her abductor.

			“We did a computer search of the type and model of the truck based on Rob’s description,” said Detective Damon Parsons of the Clinton Police Department. “Through the help of the Missouri Highway Patrol, we found 1,600 vehicles in Missouri that matched the description. But none of the possibilities turned out to be a match.”

			Rob described a mural of a fishing scene in the back window of the Ford pickup. That had to be checked on all 1,600 vehicles that matched Rob’s description of the truck. When no matches were found, the case completely stalled.

			“Maybe his description of the truck was wrong. Or maybe the truck wasn’t registered in Missouri but out-of-state.”

			“Both of those things are possibilities, Rose. Also, you have to wonder how many of those 1,600 trucks investigators actually checked. Even if they did check all of them, one little mistake in Rob’s description of the make, model, and year of the truck could have eliminated the abductor’s truck from consideration.”

			When other leads dried up and when no other witnesses came forward, Angie’s fiancé became a prime suspect. It was common practice to investigate those closest to the victim whenever there wasn’t a clear suspect. But within a week, he was cleared of any involvement. So were other family members.

			“I think it was natural that people wondered, ‘Did the boyfriend do it?’ But my feeling was, I’ve known the kid all his life, and I never doubted for a minute that he had anything to do with it,” said Angie’s mother in an interview not long after the abduction.

			Shortly after Rob was cleared, police began to suspect that Angie’s abduction was connected to two other unsolved cases within a hundred miles of Clinton. 

			On January 19, 1991, Forty-two-year-old Trudy Darby was abducted from a convenience store near Macks Creek, Missouri. She was working alone in the store when she spotted a suspicious man loitering outside. She called her son to tell him about the man and to ask him to come up to the store. Trudy’s son hurried to the store but found it completely deserted when he arrived just ten minutes later. Two days later, Trudy’s nude body was found on a riverbank ten miles from the store. She had been fatally shot twice in the head.

			On February 28, 1991, thirty-year-old Cheryl Ann Kenney vanished from a convenience store where she was working in Nevada, Missouri. She had not been seen since. Less than a month after that, Angie Holland was abducted. Detective Parsons, who was the lead detective in the Angela Holland disappearance, suspected at the time that the three cases were linked because of the close proximity of all three of the victims and because of similarities in their abductions:

			“If Angie is found, it might provide a link that relates to Trudy Darby. Or, if Cheryl’s found, maybe that will be a connection to Trudy Darby.”

			In each of the cases, an older 1970s model green Ford F-150 truck was spotted in the area.

			All three women were abducted within a 70-mile radius of each other. Police suspected a serial killer was loose in west central Missouri.

			At the time, Henry Lucas and Otis Toole were suspected of committing several murders of young women while they crisscrossed America. Lucas admitted to a killing spree that, by his own admission, may have numbered as many as 100 victims.

			Captured in the early nineties, Lucas and Toole confessed to a number of killings in Missouri. Angie’s abduction was not one of them.

			
			

			Robert Craig Cox, a convicted sex offender and murderer, was considered a suspect in Angie’s abduction, too. He was known to visit Civil War battlefields to participate in enactments of various battles. And although there wasn’t a battlefield near Clinton, Missouri, the town was on a corridor that led to two major Civil War battlefields, The battle of Wilson’s Creek just outside Springfield and the Battle of Lexington, MO. Perhaps Cox abducted Angie on his way to either of those Civil War battlefields. He was known to abduct and kill young women and bury them in rural areas near the Civil War battle site.

			The theory of a serial killer that struck in west central Missouri gained momentum with the abduction of three women from a home in Springfield, Missouri, one year later. The theory stuck for thirty years until the Fall of 2020 when new details of the case emerged from a diary found in an abandoned home in Springfield. A colorful Springfield private detective named Booger McClain found the diary thanks to an anonymous tip and turned the diary over to authorities. 

			Based on entries in that diary, Investigators began working on a theory that Angie Holland was mistaken for another woman who was being targeted in the aftermath of her father’s legal affairs. This father was an informant in a narcotics case and had received a note threatening the life of his daughter, also named Angela. That note was sent to the father on April 4, 1991, the same day as Angie’s abduction. The note was not signed, and to date, there was no evidence of who wrote the note.

			Similarities between the two women were amazing. Both had brown hair with brown eyes. Both were petite, standing barely 5 feet tall and weighing about 120 lbs. Both were within two years of each other age-wise. It certainly left open the possibility that one Angie could be mistaken for the other.

			Booger’s trip to Clinton would be short. He wanted to look over the crime scene. He was an old-fashioned detective. Booger needed to get a feel for the area where the abduction took place. He needed to talk to family and friends, people that knew the victim. He needed to stand in the place Angie stood as her abductor stalked her. She was abducted on a Saturday night, so Booger drove up on a Saturday so he could stand where Angie stood, and at the same time, she was there in the moments before the abduction. Not that any of that would help him solve the crime, but he needed to have a sense of what the victim saw and what the abductor saw just before the abduction.

			There were three major drug corridors that ran through Missouri at that time, all coming out of the St. Louis market. One ran down Highway 70 west from St. Louis through Kansas City. Another ran down Highway 44 from St. Louis to Springfield and points west. The third connected the Springfield market and Kansas City market via Missouri Route 13. It ran directly through Clinton, MO.

			The St. Louis mob, the Kansas City mob, and a group out of Springfield referred to as “The Order” managed the flow of drugs west, north, and south. Together, the three organizations were tasked with moving millions of dollars of drugs every week through their markets.

			Some of the drugs stayed, most moved on to other markets. The revenue from drug sales was enormous and required huge sums of money to be laundered in the markets they passed through. Clinton, Missouri, was a small hub for those money launderers and drug smugglers. Hence, how one money launderer from Clinton with a daughter named Angie got involved with The Order out of Springfield, MO, and the mob in Kansas City.

			The FBI found it easier and more productive to target the money launderers in the hierarchy of drug smugglers. The accountant, facing years in prison, was given a deal to talk, to inform on the mob and The Order. The deal would put him and his family in the witness protection program for the rest of their lives.

			Angie Holland was an innocent victim. She was at the wrong place, at the wrong time, and bore too many similarities to the intended victim. 

			“Angie Holland’s body will likely never be found. The Order had become proficient at disposing of victims,” Booger said to Rose that night as he was standing in the spot where Angie was abducted. 

			Booger had experienced first-hand the wrath of The Order when they invaded his office two years earlier to destroy evidence of a drug syndicate operating in Springfield. They nearly killed him and burned down his office that night. Oh, he couldn’t prove it was The Order that came to his office  that night, but he suspected it was them. The Order would do almost anything to protect their own interests. Booger had watched on his security monitors as they murdered an informer in the parking lot of his office. He was helpless to do anything about it.

			He watched on those same security monitors as they invaded his office. When he tried to stop them from taking evidence that may have brought down their organization, they nearly killed him, leaving him for dead in a burning building. Boger cheated death that night. 

			The thing that Booger couldn’t figure out was why and who informed the FBI of the hit on the other Angie. 

			Booger’s friend in the FBI, Special Agent Terrence Moffitt, told Booger off the record that the FBI alerted the family hours before the abduction was to take place. The other Angie and her family were taken into protective custody that day. There would have been no opportunity for the hitman to be successful that day. In fact, the FBI was waiting for the hitman at the house of the intended victim. If the hitman had attempted to strike there, he would have likely been taken into custody.

			The other thing Booger couldn’t figure out was how the hitman picked the wrong Angie. It wasn’t like members of The Order to make that kind of mistake. And why didn’t the hitman go to the intended victim’s house? Or did he, and maybe he saw something that scared him away.

			“Booger,” Rose said. “I don’t understand how a hitman could make a mistake like that.”

			“Maybe it was just a case of the wrong Angie being at the wrong place at the wrong time. Maybe the hitman went to the right Angie’s house, saw something he didn’t like, and drove away. Then, he just happened to spot the wrong Angie at the phone booth. He circled the block several times, looking at her. Maybe he was trying to determine if she was the Angie he had a contract on. When he stopped and went to the phone next to her, maybe he heard her name in the conversation between her and her boyfriend. Maybe that’s when he decided to abduct her.”

			Booger couldn’t believe his own words. He didn’t believe in coincidences. Something just didn’t add up.

			Also, the fact that there were no witnesses puzzled Booger. He drove the same route that the boyfriend did in his pursuit of the truck. The abductor drove right into downtown Clinton. There had to be witnesses. 

			At nearly 11 p.m. that night, Booger and Rose saw people in their cars and people on the street following the same path as the abductor. Surely, someone witnessed what was happening.

			“There were witnesses that came forward,” Detective Parsons said, “and they gave essentially the same description of the truck and driver that Angela’s boyfriend did. But efforts to find the truck or suspects were not successful.”

			The irony of it all was that Angela Holland was a good young woman. From all accounts, she never took drugs. She had her entire life ahead of her. Soon, she would be married. Soon after, she would give birth. Life was cruel to her that April night of 1991.

		

	
		
			
			

			CHAPTER 2: THE DIARY

			Two months earlier, Booger had pulled out all the stops for his honeymoon with Rose. He needed to do something special since he had delayed the honeymoon for nearly six months. Rose requested they go to a tropical island, maybe someplace in the Caribbean. Booger kept the destination a secret from her. That was part of the excitement, not knowing where he was taking her. From Springfield, they took a flight to Kansas City, a short one-hour flight. They waited in the Kansas City airport for nearly six hours for their next flight.

			During that time, Rose constantly tried to get the final destination out of Booger, but he wouldn’t say. 

			“Is it Cancun? Jamaica, St. Johns? Just tell me, Booger.”

			“No, Rose, it’s a surprise.”

			“Well, at least tell me, we are going to a Caribbean Island.”

			“Rose, I can’t say.”

			When, thirty minutes before the next flight, they made their way to the counter for a flight to Los Angeles, Rose went a little crazy.

			“OK, it’s not the Caribbean. Otherwise, we’d fly to the southeast. So where are we going?”

			“Rose, you’re just torturing yourself. Why don’t you just relax, and you’ll see when we get there?”

			“Is it Hawaii?” Booger, you know I’ve always wanted to go to Hawaii. It’s tropical with beautiful beaches and blue water, but which island? The Big Island has the volcanos and the lava fields. But I think most of the beaches are rocky. Then, there’s Maui. It’s supposed to be beautiful, but I think it’s mostly known for golf resorts, and neither of us golf. Kauai has the dense forests and beautiful waterfalls but has few beaches and is very hilly. My money is on Oahu. It’s the second-largest island with stunning white sand beaches, great food, and all kinds of resorts. But where on Oahu? Maybe the north shore? I hear that is wonderful. Which island is it, Booger?”

			“I’m not going to tell you where we’re going, Rose. It’s a surprise.”

			Rose was convinced the honeymoon would be to Hawaii, but that thought went away not long after the plane landed in Los Angeles, and Booger and Rose got on transportation to the international hub of the airport.

			“So, we’re not going to Hawaii because it wouldn’t be an international flight. OK, Where are we going?”

			This had Rose absolutely stumped. She had requested only two destinations, the Caribbean or Hawaii. Now, she discovered they weren’t going to either.

			The answer would be revealed at check-in.

			“Tahiti,” Rose shouted loud enough to get the attention of security guards standing fifty yards away. “I never dreamed of that place. Thank you, thank you, sweetie,” she hollered, giving Booger a big hug and kiss.

			Booger had mentioned Tahiti as a destination weeks earlier during their pre-honeymoon celebration in Arkansas, but Rose never dreamed he meant it. After all, Tahiti was halfway around the world, and neither Rose nor Booger had been outside the U.S. It was a dream come true for Rose.

			“We’re staying at a resort on the ocean, in a hut built on top of the water with a glass floor so you can see the fishes swimming underneath,” Booger replied.

			The flight would leave a few minutes after midnight and would fly throughout the night and land approximately ten hours later on a runway built between two mountain ranges and parallel to the beaches and the ocean. The island looked like a piece of heaven.

			
			

			The flight to the island was long, and most people slept, but not Rose. She wound up reading a tourist magazine on board the flight about the islands of Tahiti. There were 118 of them, with Bora Bora and Moorea being the two most famous. 

			“We’re staying on the island of Moorea,” Booger said. It’s about a 45-minute boat ride from the main island of Tahiti. 

			“Why not stay on the main island?” Rose asked.

			“Because Moorea is so much more beautiful,” Booger replied.

			He was right, too. The island of Tahiti was crowded and more commercialized, with a lot of poverty. The water and beaches were beautiful, but the rest of the island was not. Moorea was more secluded and more relaxing, with pristine beaches, gorgeous resorts, and friendly people, most of which spoke French. It was a wonderful place and well worth the long boat ride.

			Booger and Rose stayed at the Hilton Moorea Lagoon Resort. It was a slice of heaven for the Ozark couple. Quiet, secluded, with a room right on the water and food that was some of the best either had eaten. It was a place of romance, a place for lovers of all ages. They relaxed on the beach, went horseback riding, and traveled the island shopping for nicknacks in the many French and locally owned shops on the island. 

			The water was crystal blue, and you could see all the way down to the sandy bottom in shallow water. 

			But the thing Booger would take away from it was the topless beaches. It was a European resort, a part of French Polynesia. Many of the European women were topless on the beaches and at the resort swimming pool. Booger couldn’t help but look.

			“Stop staring at them, Booger. You’ve seen tits before.”

			“Not that many of them,” Booger responded.

			“Maybe I should go topless,” Rose said.

			“Please do, sweetie.”

			Dinner was an experience for both of them. The first night, they showed up at the restaurant at 6:30 pm. It was empty. Booger and Rose were the only ones there.

			“Europeans must eat a lot later than us,” Booger said.

			The portions were a lot smaller, too. Booger walked away from dinner, still hungry, and the restaurant was still empty.

			As the week went on, they developed a system. They went to dinner at 6 pm when the restaurant opened, and then they came back at 10 pm for their second dinner. That one was crowded, and the second dinner filled both Rose and Booger up.

			“The food was incredible. I just wished they weren’t all served like child portions,” Booger said to Rose.

			The food wasn’t the only thing that came in small portions. On the second day in Moorea, Booger rented a car to tour the island. The only cars available were small Fiats. Small might have been an understatement. Tiny was more accurate. Two seaters really, and although there was a backseat, Booger couldn’t see anyone other than a small child fitting in it. The cars were all stick shifts, too. Booger had driven a stick shift before but had not driven one since he was a teenager. 

			“I figure it’s like riding a bicycle,” Booger told Rose, “Once you learn, you never forget.”

			He was wrong. Driving that car on the hilly roads of Moorea was an experience both Booger and Rose would have wanted to forget.

			All in all, it was the trip of a lifetime for both of them, and it certainly was one they would never forget.

			Two weeks later, it was back to Springfield and back to work.

			The office and home of Booger and Rose McClain had undergone the final stages of construction by the time the couple returned from Tahiti, and everything was finally complete. And, although they had been living in the building for the last six months during construction, it was nice to have everything complete and finally to be alone without the constant sound of drills and hammers. 

			
			

			It had been over a year since the building was nearly destroyed by the intruders, and in the rebuilding process, several security measures were added to prevent the same intrusion from happening again. Those improvements included a safe room with a six-inch thick steel door similar to a bank vault. The inside had separate air and heating units from the rest of the building. It also had an escape hatch, more like a shoot or slide, that allowed people trapped inside to escape to the ground floor to a separate hidden room. The vault was stocked with enough food and water to last three weeks and included a telephone with a separate line that connected directly with the Springfield police department. The saferoom was on the third floor of the building, the same floor where Booger McClain’s office was located.

			The second floor contained various rooms used for different purposes, similar to an office building. Booger’s war room, security room, and planning office were on that floor. Both the war room, as Booger called it, and the security room contained facial recognition locks and six-inch steel doors. 

			The first floor contained the lobby, staircase, and elevator, and down a long hallway was McClain’s house, attached to the office building with a separate entrance and exit. 

			This home was both Rose’s
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