
  
    
      TRUE CRIME CASE HISTORIES

      VOLUME 2

    

    
      
        JASON NEAL

      

    

    
      IDIGITAL GROUP

    

  


  
    
      
        
        All Text Copyright © 2019 by Jason Neal unless otherwise noted.

        All rights reserved.

      

      

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      Great effort and research has gone into the compilation of this material. It is the author’s intention to represent the information within as accurately as possible. However, the author and publisher do not guarantee the accuracy of the text, graphics and information presented. Any errors, omissions or misinterpretations of this publication are not the responsibility of the author, copyright holder or publisher. Although based on fact, some characters names may have been changed and/or scenes and dialogue maybe have been fictionalized. This publication is produced solely for informational and entertainment purposes and is not intended to hurt or defame anyone involved.

      Cover photos of:

      Alyssa Bustamante (upper-left)

      Bryan Stewart / Rick Valentini (upper-right)

      Robert Napper (bottom-left)

      Mark Twitchell (bottom-right)

    

  


  
    
      
        
        More books by Jason Neal

      

      

      
        
          
            [image: True Crime Case Histories Series]
          
        

      

      
        
        Looking for more?? I am constantly adding new volumes of True Crime Case Histories. The series can be read in any order, and all books are available in paperback, hardcover, and audiobook.

        Check out the complete series on Amazon.com

      

        

      
        All Jason Neal books are also available in AudioBook format at Audible.com. Enjoy a Free Audiobook when you signup for a 30-Day Trial.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: FREE Bonus Book]
          
        

      

      
        
        As my way of saying “Thank you” for downloading, I’m giving away a FREE True Crime e-book I think you’ll enjoy.

        https://TrueCrimeCaseHistories.com

        Just visit the link above to let me know where to send your free book!

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Introduction

      

    

    
      
        1. The Girl in the Barrel

      

      
        2. The Murder of Jamie Laiaddee

      

      
        3. The Dexter Wannabe

      

      
        4. The Murder of Elizabeth Olten

      

      
        5. Interpol's Most Wanted

      

      
        6. Paige’s Dirty Little Secret

      

      
        7. The Murder of Georgia Williams

      

      
        8. The Girl in the Box

      

      
        9. The Green Chain Killer

      

      
        10. The Murder of Nicole Leger

      

      
        11. The Glamour Girl Slayer

      

      
        12. A Walking Shadow

      

      
        13. Bonus Chapter: The Broomstick Killer

      

      
        14. Appendix A: “SK Confessions” by Mark Twitchell

      

    

    
      
        Online Appendix

      

      
        Thank You!

      

      
        Also by Jason Neal

      

      
        Free Bonus Book

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      As with Volume One, I'll start with a quick word of warning. The stories you are about to read are brutal and gruesome. They represent humanity at its worst. Television crime shows and stories in the news tend to gloss over the horrible parts, but if you've read the first volume of my series, you know I leave out none of the details. This book is no different. Killing can be a pretty messy endeavor. Consider yourself warned.

      When I started this volume of True Crime Case Histories, I didn't have a common theme in mind, just random stories that shocked me. However, as I was writing, I realized a few of them have some similarities. 

      Two stories deal with killers who stole identities or invented an identity out of thin air. Another two involve killers obsessed with taking photos of their victims – both before and after death. In three stories, police, counselors, and other authorities had plenty of warning signs but ignored them. Similar to Volume One, a few stories involve BDSM (bondage and discipline, domination and submission, sadism and masochism). None of these similarities were intentional, it just happened that way.
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        * * *

      

      Trying to understand why killers do what they do can be an exercise in futility. There seems to be no logic other than the fragility of the human mind. Some killers in this book kill out of curiosity. Alyssa Bustamante just wanted to see what taking another person's life was like. Some, like in the case of Myles Fukunaga, killed out of frustration with his own life. Killers who have no control over their anger are probably the most common, like Michael Adams, whose anger was directed toward the one person he loved most. It's a messed up way to show your love if you ask me. Another common trait among killers is mental health issues – murderers like Jamie Reynolds or Robert Napper should have been put away long before they got out of control. 

      The stories of murder are endless; in this volume, I've added an additional four stories for a total of twelve. I’ve also added an online appendix for photos, videos, and documents pertaining to the cases. Look for a link to that at the end of the book. I hope you enjoy reading the stories in this volume as much as I've enjoyed researching and writing them.

      Lastly, please join my mailing list for discounts, updates, and a free book. You can sign up for that at

      TrueCrimeCaseHistories.com

      Additional photos, videos, and documents pertaining to the cases in this volume can be found on the accompanying web page:

      https://TrueCrimeCaseHistories.com/vol2/

      Thank you for reading. I sincerely hope you gain some insight from this volume of True Crime Case Histories.

      - Jason

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 1

          

          
            THE GIRL IN THE BARREL

          

        

      

    

    
      On September 2, 1999, in the suburban town of Jericho, New York, just thirty miles from Midtown Manhattan, Ronald Cohen was preparing to sell his house. He had just found a buyer for the property at $455,000, and the new owner wanted to do a final walkthrough before taking ownership.

      During the walkthrough, the buyer was very thorough and wanted to see the crawlspace beneath an addition that had been built onto the back of the house about thirty years earlier.

      The crawlspace was only thirty-six inches high, so the two men had to hunch down to get through the large space. At the very back of the crawlspace, they noticed a fifty-five-gallon barrel on its side, wedged beneath the stairs. The buyer asked Mr. Cohen about the barrel, but he said it had been there since he bought the property over ten years ago. He had no idea what was in it or how it got there. He had never used the crawlspace, and it was far too heavy to move by himself, so he had just left it there. However, the new buyer said he wanted it removed before purchasing the property. Mr. Cohen and his real estate agent got some help, rolled the barrel out from underneath the home, and took it to the curb for the trash workers to haul away.

      When sanitation workers showed up the next day, they informed Mr. Cohen that, at 355 pounds, the barrel was far too heavy for them to take away. They also had no idea what it contained. He would need to empty it to make sure there was nothing hazardous or toxic inside.

      Mr. Cohen and his real estate agent decided to open the barrel and separate whatever was inside so it could be disposed of properly. There was a metal seal around the top of the barrel, so they pried it open with some tools. An overwhelming stench immediately hit the two men—the unmistakable stench of death.

      Once they had removed the lid, they saw a curled human hand and a woman’s shoe. The barrel was filled with a green gooey fluid surrounded by tiny plastic pellets. Mr. Cohen immediately called the police.
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        * * *

      

      Investigators took the barrel to the forensics lab, where they emptied it onto a large white tarp so they could collect any evidence. Inside the barrel, they found a small, mummified female body. The body had been crumpled over and bent in half to fit into the barrel. Because the barrel was sealed so tightly, her body had been relatively well preserved, with skin the consistency of rubber. However, the body began decaying quickly after the air hit it, and it was immediately taken away for an autopsy.

      During the autopsy, they determined that the body was a female of Hispanic descent. She was tiny, only about four foot nine inches tall, with long black hair and some unusual gold bridgework on her teeth. The bridgework was not commonly done in the United States and had most likely been done somewhere in South America. The cause of death was blunt-force trauma to the head. Someone had used a hammer or similar object to smash her head seven to ten times, crushing her skull. She was also eight to nine months pregnant. Police collected DNA from the fetus to see if they could later match it to a father.

      When investigators emptied the rest of the barrel, it oozed out a strange, green, gooey liquid, possibly a chemical dye of some sort. They also noticed tiny black-and-white plastic pellets mixed within the goo. The woman’s clothes were still intact and seemed to be a style from the sixties. Near the bottom of the barrel, they found a woman’s purse with some cosmetic items inside and a badly damaged address book. There was also a green stem from a plastic flower arrangement.

      At the bottom of the barrel were three pieces of jewelry: two gold rings, one with an inscription reading “M.H.R. XII 59,” as well as a locket that was engraved, “To Patrice Love Uncle Phil.”

      The pages of the address book were severely damaged and stuck together with the green goo. Detectives weren’t hopeful of getting any clues from it, but just in case, it was put inside a forensic drying cabinet for a few days to dry out.

      The following day, detectives began researching where the barrel may have come from. The homeowner, Mr. Cohen, explained that it was already there when he bought the house several years earlier. Detectives began going back through the prior owners to find out who built the extension on the house. 

      After researching four prior owners, they eventually found the homeowner who had built the extension on the home. He was now seventy-one years old and lived in Boca Raton, Florida. His name was Howard Elkins. He sold the house in 1972 and retired when he closed his plastics business in Manhattan. Police wanted to question him, but they needed to collect more information before making the trip south.

      As the days went by, the clues started to pour in. On the side of the barrel were printed the letters “GAF,” which turned out to be a chemical company based in New Jersey. Detectives took photos of the barrel and brought some of the pellets and a sample of the green dye to them for analysis. GAF confirmed that they used the polyethylene pellets to make many plastic products, one of those products being plastic flowers. The green dye was a unique product called Halogen Green, specifically used to make plastic flower bases in the 1960s. The only customer they had for that product was Melrose Plastics – the same company that Howard Elkins had closed in 1972.

      Meanwhile, the forensic documents lab made some progress on the damaged address book. They got it dried enough to separate the pages, but the ink had utterly disintegrated. Using a video spectral comparator device, they could read some of the information using alternative light sources. The first notation in the book was a number preceded by the letter “A.” It was a resident alien number. Detectives spoke with immigration officers, but the number was thirty years old, and their systems had changed since then. It would take time for them to come back with a result.

      Knowing that the barrel, the plastic, and the dye all came from Howard Elkins’ business, coupled with the fact that they’d found the barrel beneath Elkins’ former home, detectives now believed they had enough information to take a trip to Florida and question him. Before questioning him, however, they wanted to visit his former business partner in the plastic flower business – Melvin Gantman, who had also retired to Boca Raton.

      Gantman confirmed that he and Elkins were once business partners, but he hadn’t spoken to him in years. When shown a photo of the barrel, Gantman quickly confirmed that it was one they often used for their company. He also verified the dye color and plastic pellets were what they used in making their plastic flowers. When shown a photo of the plastic stem found in the barrel, he right away knew it was also from their company. 

      However, the most helpful information Gantman gave was something he recalled from the late sixties. He knew Elkins had an affair with a Hispanic employee at the company and rented her an apartment. He didn’t know her name, but he remembered that she had strange gold teeth in the front and long black hair. Gantman recalled receiving a phone call from the landlord of the apartment Elkins had rented for her. The landlord was looking for Elkins. The apartment was now empty, but the girl’s belongings were still in the apartment, and the landlord wanted him to get the things moved out so he could rent it again.

      Detectives were now more convinced than ever that seventy-one-year-old Elkins was the killer. They went to his home, and Elkins invited them in. Unfortunately, Elkins couldn’t recall all the things that Gantman easily remembered from the business. He had no recollection of the barrel, the dye, or the plastic pellets. Nothing.

      Surprisingly, when asked if he’d had an affair during that time, he freely admitted he had. However, all he could say was, “Yes, a very short affair. She left.” When asked if he knew she was pregnant or even if he knew her name, he seemed not to remember anything about her.

      Detectives informed him that the girl was found pregnant and deceased in a barrel beneath his former house. But Elkins seemed completely unfazed. He flatly refused when they asked him for a sample of his DNA.

      Just then, his phone rang. It was his wife. After speaking briefly to his wife, Elkins told the detectives they needed to leave. He said his wife was coming home, and they would have much to discuss.

      The New York detectives had no jurisdiction in Florida to get a warrant or make an arrest. Still, before they left, they informed Elkins that they would be back with a warrant and put him in prison for the rest of his life.
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        * * *

      

      Early the following morning, the two detectives received a call from the local Palm Beach Police Department. Howard Elkins had disappeared, and his wife had reported him missing. 

      Friends, family, and the police all searched for Howard Elkins. He was found later that evening in his neighbors’ garage in the back seat of their Ford Explorer SUV. That morning, he had gone to Walmart and purchased a 12-gauge Mossberg shotgun. Elkins had sat in the back seat of the SUV, put the butt of the shotgun between his legs, placed the barrel in his mouth, and shot himself in the head.

      There wasn’t any question of his guilt, but to be sure, detectives collected his DNA from the scene and took it back to New York, where investigators confirmed he was the father of the unborn baby.

      As soon as they returned to New York, eight days after they found the barrel, they got word back from Immigration about the victim’s identity. Her name was Reyna Angelica Marroquin, and she had immigrated to the U.S. in 1966 from El Salvador.

      The forensic document team also got much more information from the address book. They recovered several names, addresses, and phone numbers. Unfortunately, the phone numbers were over thirty years old; detectives didn’t have much hope for them, but they tried calling anyway. Amazingly, one phone number still worked. The woman that answered, Kathy Andrade, was a close friend of Reyna and was still living at the same location three decades later.

      Kathy identified Reyna from a thirty-year-old immigration photo. She said Reyna immigrated from El Salvador and worked making plastic flowers at Melrose Plastics in the sixties.

      In November 1968, Reyna told Kathy that she had been dating her boss at the flower factory and was pregnant with his baby. Kathy didn’t know his name, only that it was Reyna’s boss. One day Reyna told her that she had made a terrible mistake. She said she’d gotten mad at him and called his wife. Reyna told Mrs. Elkins that she was having an affair with her husband, he had also promised to marry her, and she was pregnant with his baby. Reyna told Kathy she was terrified that he would kill her. It turns out, her assumption was correct. That was the last time Kathy had ever heard from Reyna.

      Kathy recalled going to Reyna’s apartment one evening and seeing two plates set out for dinner. Dinner was still warm on the stove, but there was no sign of Reyna. She called the police to report her as missing, but the police told her that she couldn’t file a missing person report if she wasn’t a family member. She tried to call Reyna every day for weeks after that, but she never heard from her and eventually gave up.
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        * * *

      

      Oscar Corral, a journalist covering the story for Newsday, a daily newspaper in the New York City area, later tracked down Reyna’s ninety-five-year-old mother in San Salvador, El Salvador, and flew down to visit her. Her mother said she would speak to Reyna regularly on the phone, and then suddenly, the calls stopped. She had no idea why. She said she would often dream of Reyna trapped inside a barrel.

      Reyna’s body was transported back to El Salvador for burial. Her mother died one month later and was buried next to her.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            CHAPTER 2

          

          
            THE MURDER OF JAMIE LAIADDEE

          

        

      

    

    
      I am always amazed when prosecutors go to trial before a body is found. It’s an aggressive move. This is one of those cases. In fact, in this case, there wasn’t even physical evidence that a murder had occurred. The prosecutor was Juan Martinez, who became famous years later for prosecuting Jodi Arias, arguably one of the most notorious cases in Arizona history. This case was especially intriguing because it happened near my home in an area I’m extremely familiar with.
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        * * *

      

      Jamie Laiaddee grew up in California with her parents, who emigrated from Thailand. Her older sister, Pepper, had graduated from medical school, and Jamie’s parents pushed her very hard to do the same. They were obsessively adamant about her getting good grades so she could attend medical school, but Jamie resented the pressure and stress her parents put on her.

      When it came time to choose a school, Jamie decided to pursue her degree halfway across the country at the University of Michigan. She created a new life with new friends and excelled in school. Her friends called themselves the “516 Girls,” named after the house they shared at 516 Walnut St. in Ann Arbor, Michigan. The girls were diehard fans of their college football team, the University of Michigan Wolverines, and would watch every game together.

      After Jamie graduated from college, she got a high-paying job selling medical supplies in Arizona. Her parents pushed and pushed her to go to graduate school, but she was sick of being compared to her sister and cut off contact with her family once she left school.

      Arizona was a long way from Michigan, so that meant leaving all her college friends behind and setting out for a new life on her own. She kept in touch with her Michigan friends with phone calls and the occasional wedding, but the girls were now strewn across the world, with some as far away as Germany, Russia, and Australia. In the years after college, it wasn’t uncommon to not speak to them for months at a time.

      Her new job in Arizona kept her extremely busy with long hours, which also kept her from meeting new people. She decided to join a University of Michigan Alumni group that got together every weekend to watch the Wolverines games at a local bar. It wasn’t long before Jamie met a fellow alumnus named Bryan Stewart.

      Bryan was good-looking, muscled, charismatic, and just as enthusiastic as Jamie was about Michigan football. He worked as a personal trainer at the local Gold’s Gym, and the two hit it off. Within a year, Bryan had moved in with Jamie to the tract home she’d bought in Chandler, a suburb just southeast of Phoenix.

      Jamie, of course, made a lot more money than Bryan, but she didn’t seem to mind. She covered most of the bills, and from the outside, the two lived a normal life for the next two years.

      The economy was hit hard in the Phoenix area during the financial crisis of the mid-2000s. As a result, the house Jamie had purchased earlier was now “upside down,” meaning that she owed more to the bank than the property was worth. That was fine until August 2009, when Jamie lost her high-paying job with the medical supplies company. She looked for a new job for several months, but the prospects weren’t good during those times.

      Her money supply was dwindling – and so was Bryan and Jamie’s love affair. Jamie had always been quiet and reserved, but when the money started draining and the job selection grew slim, Jamie became despondent; her affection dropped off.

      It didn’t help that Bryan had problems with the law. To hear Bryan tell it, he was “wrongfully accused” of trespassing. It was all just a big, silly mistake. But, in reality, he was caught breaking into a Mercedes and was charged with burglary. He missed his court dates several times and was re-arrested a few times. Each time, Jamie would faithfully pay his bail. He had an excuse for her every time. As far as she knew, he didn’t have any court dates at all – he only told her that he was “meeting with lawyers.”

      Bryan decided it was time to end their relationship, so he got his own apartment in nearby Scottsdale. However, he didn’t tell Jamie about the apartment until he was ready to move out; on the night of March 17, 2010, he broke the news to her.

      But before he had a chance, Jamie had some news of her own. Jamie told Bryan she had been offered a job in Denver, Colorado. She had always told him that she didn’t like the Phoenix area, so she was excited to go to Denver and start a new life again. She wanted him to go with her.

      However, Bryan didn’t like the idea. He wanted nothing to do with Denver and had already decided to break up with her. He told her he thought it was better if she went her way, and he went his. The two argued for a bit, but according to Bryan, they calmed down and went to bed.

      Bryan had to be at work early in the morning, so he kissed her goodbye and left at around 3:45 a.m. A few weeks later, Bryan emailed the president of their Michigan Alumni club to tell her that he and Jamie had broken up, and she was moving to Denver to start a new life.

      Of course, this whole backstory was just Bryan’s distorted truth. It was the story he told Jamie’s friends and, later, the police. The actual truth was very different.
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        * * *

      

      Jamie didn’t have any close friends other than Bryan in the Phoenix area. The others at the alumni club were more acquaintances than friends. She wasn’t on the greatest terms with her parents and hadn’t spoken to them in quite a while. Her best friends were her friends from college, but she hadn’t kept in regular contact with them either. Thus, it was no wonder nobody noticed when there had been no contact from Jamie for almost three months.

      Bryan still attended the alumni meetings, but her friends were getting anxious. They had sent her numerous emails, but she wasn’t responding. Even if she had moved to Denver, she would have had the courtesy to return their emails. Finally, the alumni friends pressured Bryan to call her parents. He finally reached her estranged father in California and told him that his daughter was missing.

      Jamie’s father immediately called the Chandler police, and they stopped by Jamie’s home to do a welfare check. Officers looked in the garage windows and saw that her 1999 Honda was parked there, but her 2007 Ford Explorer was missing. When detectives spoke to a neighbor, he told them that there used to be a man and woman living there, but he hadn’t seen them in a long time.

      The neighbor also mentioned that someone from a local Phoenix company showed up a few days prior and said they had hired Jamie for a job. The man said he gave her a laptop, cell phone, and credit card, but she never showed up for her first day at work. Assuming she had decided not to take the job, the man was there to collect the items.

      Police broke into Jamie’s house to find it extremely messy, but there was no sign of a struggle, and it didn’t seem that anyone had tried to clean up a crime scene. It was just an unkept, cluttered house with mail on the table and clothes thrown about.

      Inside the house, they found her passport, clothes, and suitcases, but her driver’s license and purse were missing, so it was plausible she’d left somewhere on her own accord.

      Knowing that Jamie owned a second vehicle, police put out an alert to watch for it. Many police cars in the Phoenix area had license plate readers – in addition to police cars, they were on traffic cameras, entry gates, toll booths, and many other places. These were scanning devices that continually scanned license plates and stored the data in a massive database. Police were able to track the whereabouts of almost any vehicle very quickly.

      The databases tracked Jamie’s Ford Escape just eighteen miles away in Scottsdale. The plates were regularly seen entering the gate of a condo complex. Chandler detectives staked out the condo and waited for the SUV to arrive. When it did, Bryan Stewart was driving.

      When detectives asked Bryan why he was driving his girlfriend’s car, he immediately corrected them, “Ex-girlfriend.” He told them he had a perfectly good excuse for driving her car. He claimed she had given it to him as a parting gift before she left for her new life in Denver. But, of course, detectives didn’t believe his story.

      Bryan had been driving on an expired driver’s license, so they arrested him and got a warrant to search his condo. Bryan asked if he could go to the bathroom before they drove back down to Chandler, but the police denied his request. They suspected he wanted to hide something in his condo before they searched it. When they made the thirty-minute drive back to Chandler, he strangely didn’t need to use the restroom anymore.

      Bryan kept a meticulous home, quite the opposite of Jamie. As investigators searched his condo, they noticed everything was in perfect order to the point of being indicative of OCD. However, one thing seemed out of place: a woman’s wallet was sitting on his desk. Inside the wallet were several of Jamie’s credit cards. When investigators searched the purchase records they found that Bryan had been using the cards to purchase camping supplies online, shopping at Target, Costco, and Walmart, and even buying subscriptions to online dating websites.

      One of the cards was an American Express business card. The company name was CareFusion. Police later discovered that this was the company that had hired Jamie in Phoenix, not Denver. They had issued her a laptop, cell phone, and credit card.

      But even more interesting was a copy of his birth certificate that they found. It was handwritten, whereas most birth certificates are typed. It seemed very suspicious.

      They also found an envelope addressed to someone
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