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Chapter One

 


The kitchen door banged open and
six-year-old Cammy hollered as he raced into the room. “Mommy,
Mommy! Casey’s gone!”

A collective gasp went around the room as
those who’d attended little Brogan’s baby shower gaped in horror.
Her arms full of baby, Lynne turned toward Cammy.

“What do you mean, gone?” Zakia
asked, panic clear in her voice as she dropped to her knees in
front of him. She held him by both arms and looked into his eyes.
To Lynne, it seemed she searched his expression for the truth. “Is
this another of your tricks?”

“No, Mommy. He talked to a man by the
driveway fence and I told him not to. It was my turn to hide, but
he didn’t come find me. I heard him holler and I looked for him,
but he’s gone.”

Tears fell freely down Cammy’s cheeks. The
bond with his twin brother was so tight, he was bound to sense if
Casey were in trouble.

“What man? Have you seen him before? What
was he driving?” Zakia asked.

Cammy shook his head wildly. “Never knowed
him. It was a green van with letters on the side. And Casey’s
scared, Mommy. Real scared. We have to find him.”

“We will,” Zakia said as she hugged him
close. Visibly shaken, Zakia looked around the room. “Thank you all
for coming to welcome my baby girl, ladies, but the party’s over. I
have to find my son.”

Murmurs of agreement went around the room as
the neighbors prepared to leave and then hesitated.

“No, we’ll call our husbands to come help
with the search,” said Yvonne, one of their nearest neighbors. The
rest nodded.

“And I’m staying right here,” said Winnie,
Rena and Zakia’s mother-in-law. “I might not be any good at
searching, but I can look after Cammy and Brogan.”

“Bless you, Winnie. I know you’ll keep them
safe,” Zakia said. “If he was taken by vehicle, there’s no point in
searching the ranch, but thank you for offering to help, ladies.
Please keep us in your prayers.”

Words of encouragement and consolation
filled the air as the neighbors departed.

“I’ll stay with Winnie until one of the men
can be here,” said Sam. “Just need to make a quick trip home first.
I like to be prepared.”

“Thanks, Sam, but I can get Luke to unlock
the cabinet. Come on, Cammy. Let’s go find Daddy, Blake, and Uncle
Mike so you can tell them what happened.”

Cammy swiped at his eyes with the back of
his hand. “They went riding with Grandpa and Uncle Cam. Me and
Casey wanted to go, but Daddy said they had to check the shacks for
trespassers and it might be dangerous.”

“Michael’s cell is police issue, a satellite
phone. I should be able to reach him,” said Rena as she palmed her
cell phone and hit speed dial. “Thank God you answered … Casey’s
missing … no, Cammy said he talked to a man at the fence. Yes, a
green van––good, see you soon.” She turned to Zakia. “The men are
on their way back. Michael said to lock up and wait here until they
arrive.”

“But Casey’s out there somewhere and scared.
I have to do something,” cried Zakia, usually so calm and
strong in the face of trouble. “Luke never should have left them
alone.”

Winnie walked over and embraced her.
“Assigning blame won’t help. We’ll find him, Zakia. Michael and
Blake are the best.”

“Trent! I must call Trent.” Zakia raced to
the phone.

“Who’s Trent?” Lynne asked as she witnessed
Zakia’s frantic movements. What a nightmare this must be for her.
Lynne felt terrified for the boy. How much worse it would be for
his mother.

“He’s a private investigator. His record for
finding people is flawless,” said Leah, Zakia’s sister-in-law.

“Cammy, can you tell me what the man looked
like?” asked Sam as she knelt in front of him and rubbed his tears
away with her thumb.

He nodded his head. “He had a black hat, a
bushy black beard like this…” He made a wide motion from his face
with his hands. “And a mustache. And long black hair to here,” he
said, placing his hand on his shoulder.

“Did the van have windows in the back?” she
asked.

“No. It’s dark in there and Casey’s scared,
Auntie Sam.”

Zakia turned quickly, the phone in one hand.
“Cammy, can you see what Casey is seeing?” she asked, looking
amazed at this newly discovered connection between her sons.

“Sort of. It’s dark and he can’t see
nothin’, but there’s light on the other side of the curtain.”

“So the driver has a curtain separating the
front from the back?” asked Sam.

Cammy nodded vigorously. “Yep, and Casey is
tied to a pole or something.”

“Anything else, honey?” asked Sam.

“He’s sitting on a black box. I think it’s a
tool box.”

“That’s good, real good. Now, think about
the letters on the van. Do you remember what they were?” Sam
asked.

“No, Casey was standing in front of it. I
think it started with an ‘S’.”

“You’ve given us a lot of information that
will help us find your brother. Are you all right?” Sam asked.

Cammy sniffed a couple of times and then
answered. “I miss Casey.”

Sam held him close and hugged him, bestowing
a brief kiss on the top of his head. “I know you do. I do too, but
we’ll find him.”

Lynne crossed to the window as riders
approached the house. “The men are back.”

Zakia hung up the phone. “Trent said he’d
catch the next flight out.”

“Really? That’s amazing, considering how
busy he normally is,” said Leah.

“Trent said he’d just tied up a case, but
I’m not sure I believe him,” Zakia admitted. “In any event, I feel
better knowing he’ll be here soon.”

“But Michael…?” questioned Rena.

“Michael has to stay within the law. Trent
doesn’t.” Zakia’s stance dared anyone to argue with her.

“Well, I suppose that’ll be one more person
searching,” said Lynne.

“Exactly,” Zakia replied. “And Trent has
sources everywhere. If anyone can find Casey, it’s Trent, although
I’m not demeaning the efforts of Michael or anyone else. That’s
just how it is.”

“What time is his flight? Do you need me to
pick him up?” asked Lynne, rocking the baby in her arms as she
began to fuss.

“I don’t know when he’ll be here, but he
said he’d grab a rental at the airport.” Zakia glanced at the clock
and held her arms out for Brogan. “It’s time for her to nurse. Send
Luke to me when he comes in. I’ll be in the living room.”

“Of course, dear. Now, don’t you worry about
a thing––we’ll take care of Cammy and the men will find Casey. Just
you wait and see,” said Winnie.

Zakia looked back as she left the room,
sadness filling her expressive features. “I can’t not worry.
That’s my son who’s missing.”

Lynne didn’t know what to do now that she
wasn’t holding the baby. As the door opened, Cammy ran to his
father, his cheeks awash with another bout of tears.

“Daddy, I lost Casey.”

Luke swept him up in his arms. “You didn’t
lose him, Cammy. Someone took him. It isn’t your fault that Casey
is missing.”

“I told him not to talk to that man, but he
didn’t listen. I shoulda stayed with him.”

“If you had, then maybe you’d both be
missing and we wouldn’t have any clues to go on. Now, tell us
everything you remember. Okay, sport?”

Winnie sat near Lucas Senior, her husband,
as they gathered around the table. “Luke, Zakia wanted to talk to
you when you got here. She’s in the living room with the baby.”

“In a few minutes.”

Luke sat at the table holding Cammy on his
knee as the little boy told them everything he remembered. Michael
and Blake wrote in their notebooks as Cammy spoke. Lynne felt so
bad for the child. It was clear that he felt responsible for Casey
being gone even though Luke had reassured him it wasn’t his
fault.

She crossed to the fridge, poured him a
glass of chocolate milk, and placed it on the table in front of
him. Cammy looked up at her with watery eyes.

“Thank you.”

Ever the perfect manners, even in the midst
of turmoil. Zakia and Luke had to be proud of their boys. But who
had taken Casey? And where was he now? Lynne couldn’t help but
worry. Suddenly, Cammy’s voice broke the silence.

“Daddy, Casey can see train tracks.”

“You know this? How?” Luke asked.

“I can’t hear anything, but I can see what
Casey sees and feel what he feels, like I’m there with him. We have
to find him.”

“Does Casey know you can do this?” asked
Blake.

“Yep. We do it all the time.”

“Why didn’t you ever tell us?” Luke asked,
holding Cammy at arm’s length.

“It was our secret. We swore never to tell,
but this is different. Right, Daddy?”

“Very different, and you are right to tell
us.” Luke cuddled him close for a minute. He closed his eyes as if
in prayer. “What else can you see?”

“Nothing. The curtain swung for a minute,
but it closed again. Casey can’t see over it from where he’s
sitting.”

“Okay, that’s enough for now. If you see
anything else, you let me know right away. All right?” Luke
asked.

Cammy nodded his head. “Can we go look for
him now?”

“Not just yet, as much as I’d like to. Uncle
Blake and Uncle Mike will help me make a plan first. Then we’ll
begin searching.” Luke stood and Cammy stayed beside him. “I need
to talk to Mommy. Be back soon.”

The kitchen became deathly quiet. Lynne
watched as Luke left the room, Cammy clinging to his arm as they
walked side-by-side. Tears pooled behind her eyelids as she thought
of the missing boy. Casey had always been the more practical of the
two boys and the less obvious one to get in trouble. She couldn’t
help but think, if a man had tried to kidnap Cammy, he would’ve
fought and kicked for all he was worth. And she understood the bond
between the twins––after all, she was one of three.

She glanced over at the table and locked
gazes with her mother, Lacey Kerrigan-Manning, and saw the same
sadness in her mother’s eyes as she felt. Her sister, Abby, sat as
if in prayer, and Rena, the third triplet, sat beside Michael, her
husband of two weeks. They’d just arrived home from their honeymoon
the day before, not wanting to miss the welcome party for
Brogan.

“Rena, do you sense anything? See anything
of Casey?” Lynne asked.

Rena’s bright red curls bounced gaily in
direct contrast to the sullen atmosphere as she shook her head.
“I’ll get Cammy to take me to the area where he saw Casey talking
to that man. Maybe I can pick up on something then.”

“Let’s just go for a walk and see what we
can find,” said Michael. “Cammy is already upset enough without
dragging him to the scene of the crime. I’ll call the station and
have the men stop every green van they see.”

He stood and held out his hand to Rena.

“Do you mind if Sam and I join you?” Blake
asked.

“Not at all. You might notice something we
don’t.”

The two couples left the kitchen and Lynne
slumped down on one of the vacated chairs. “It’s difficult to know
where to start looking. Why do bad things have to happen to nice
people?”

Lacey reached over and put a hand on her
arm. “I remember when you were young and you came in from school
holding tight to Rena’s hand and crying because you lost Abby. Rena
hollered like crazy because you wouldn’t let go of her, not even
once you were home.”

“Yeah, I remember. You had picked up Abby
because she was sick, but no one told us,” Lynne said.

Lacey nodded. “That was an error of omission
I never repeated. You, being the oldest by a scant few minutes,
always took responsibility for your sisters and I’ve always been so
proud of you.”

“Thanks, Mama. But what does that have to do
with Casey going missing?”

“Just that I know what you’re feeling. If
you could, you’d mother the world and keep everyone from harm.”

“Geesh, Mama. You make me sound like a clone
of Mother Teresa. I’m worried about him. That’s all.”

“As we all are,” said her mother.

Luke rushed back into the kitchen, Cammy hot
on his heels.

“Where’s Michael?”

“Out walking the fence line along the
driveway,” said Lucas Senior.

“Cammy said the van stopped in the woods.
Casey can see a river. The man carried him into an old cabin and
locked him in a room.”

“So they’re only about a half hour away,”
said Lynne as she checked her watch. “That should make it easier to
find them.”

“And they passed train tracks to get there,”
said Lucas Senior, rubbing his chin as he thought. “The railroad
tracks run along Highway 2 from Calgary south to Pearce. If he
turned left when he got to the main road, he woulda crossed the
tracks at Cayley. From there he could’ve taken a side road toward
the Rockies or turned off near High River. As to water, the Bow
River crosses through the eastern region with the Oldman River
runnin’ to the west.”

“That covers a lot of territory, Dad,” said
Luke. “Both rivers have good fishing and, if I remember right,
there are quite a few hunting camps scattered through both
areas.”

“So we’re looking at an area covering thirty
to forty-five minutes in each direction,” said Lynne’s father,
Cameron Manning.

“I’m going to the office to grab a map of
the area, Uncle Cam.”

“Cammy and I will get it, Luke. You go talk
to Michael,” Cam said as he rose and picked up Cammy, his namesake.
“Come on, sport. Let’s find that map.”

The boy nodded his head vigorously. “I know
where Daddy keeps the maps, Uncle Cam. I’ll show you.”

“I think I’ll walk over to the barn and see
if Cal is almost finished for the day,” said Leah as she stood and
rubbed the base of her spine. “All the excitement today, and now
worry over Casey has me feeling antsy.”

“Are you all right?” asked Winnie.

“I’m fine. I just need to walk it off.”

“Yeah, I’m feeling kind of antsy too. Mind
if I come with you?” asked Lynne.

“Not at all. It’s always nice to have
company on my walks.”

The two women left the house and walked in
silence for a few minutes. Luke’s dog, Rounder, joined them.

“Should we walk down the lane and see what
Michael has found? They seem pretty excited about something,” said
Leah.

“Sure. Maybe Rena’s had one of her
visions.”

“She has certainly helped the local police
solve a few crimes. Let’s hope her sight doesn’t fail her now, with
Casey’s life at stake.”

“What’s up?” Lynne asked as they approached
the others.

“Last night’s rain made the ground soft.
There’s a good tire track here, and a man’s boot print. My crime
scene team is coming to cast them,” said Michael. “From there, I’m
hoping they can identify the vehicle.”

“And the boot?” Leah asked.

“The boot print could tell us about the man
wearing them, with regard to weight and stance. It all helps.”

“Rena, did you get anything?” asked
Lynne.

Rena shook her head. “Just the scent of
evil. Not much help there.”

“Keep an open mind, Sis. You never know when
something might smack you one, right in the face.”

“I know, Lynne. I’m just so worried about
Casey. It could be clouding my judgment.”

“I doubt it. You came through for Dad and
you were worried about him, too.”

“Maybe if you held something Casey wore
lately?” asked Luke.

“Yes, I thought of that. Perhaps when we get
back to the house. I hate to bother Zakia with it, though.”

“No need to bother her,” said Sam. “I’ll run
upstairs and get the shirt he wore at lunch. Cammy had a fight with
the ketchup bottle and Casey wore the result.”

Everyone smiled at that, although
half-heartedly. Casey usually wore the brunt of Cammy’s
shenanigans––as they all knew quite well.

“Then let’s do it,” said Rena.

“I have to wait here, but you go. Let me
know if you see anything,” Michael said.

“You know I will.”

Luke and the four women headed back to the
house, a sense of anticipation spurring them on. They found Winnie
cleaning the kitchen and Abby arranging Brogan’s presents on the
sideboard. It seemed so awful to celebrate a new birth that
afternoon, only to have such terrible news follow.

Lucas and her father were poring over a map
spread out on the table. Cammy stood on a chair between the two men
and followed the movements, as Lucas produced a compass and drew a
circle around the immediate area.

“Goin’ by the time lapse, he should be holed
up somewhere within this circumference,” Lucas said.

Rena stepped up to the table. “That’s a lot
of area to cover. Maybe I can narrow it down for you. Sam’s gone to
get me the shirt Casey wore earlier today.”

Cammy’s hopeful gaze swung to Rena. “What
good will that do?”

“Well, sometimes a portion of a person’s
aura remains with their clothing, and I can see visions of the
person who last wore it.”

“Cool. You can see where that man took Casey
by smelling his o-ra?”

Everyone chuckled at Cammy’s
interpretation.

“That’s what I’m hoping for, kiddo.”

Sam returned and passed Rena the shirt.
Lynne took her sister’s arm and guided her out onto the porch.

“Why out here?” Rena asked, her face wearing
an expression of puzzlement.

“I didn’t want you to feel pressured besides
not wanting to disappoint the people we love, especially
Cammy.”

“Good point,” Rena said as she sat in the
wooden rocker. She held the shirt in her hands and closed her
eyes.

Lynne waited by the railing, not daring to
move in case it interrupted her sister.

“I see him. He’s in a dark room. The window
is boarded over, only a sliver of light shining through a slot
where the boards don’t quite meet. Casey has his face pressed to
the slot. He’s facing water, a river. The sun is low in the sky.
There’s a boat tied up at the wharf. Lots of trees. Mostly
evergreens. Wait. Something startled him. He’s moving. He jumped up
on the bed and shuffled back into the corner. He’s afraid. The door
opens. A man stands in the opening holding a plate of food and a
can of pop. He sets it on a table by the door and goes back out,
closing the door behind him.”

Rena opened her eyes.

“That’s it.”

“Did you get a good look at the man?”

“No, the light was behind him so he was
mostly in shadow. He’s tall, well-built, with dark hair that’s
rather long, but that’s all.”

“Wow, I wish I could do that.”

“No, you don’t, Lynne. It’s very difficult
to see things and not be able to do anything.”

“At least we know that the river is to the
west of him and, so far, he’s okay.”

“Right. Let’s go tell Dad so he can plan the
search a little better.”

Rena stood and Lynne hugged her. “You did
good, Sis.”

Cammy came running as soon as they opened
the door.

“Did you see him? Did you find my
brother?”

Rena hugged Cammy to her side as she walked
to the table. “Yes, I saw him. He’s scared but he’s okay. The man
hasn’t hurt him, and even took food to him.” She glanced at the map
and then at her father. “Dad, the room Casey’s in faces west . . .
toward a river.”

“Great. That’ll narrow it down some. What do
you think, Lucas?”

“Could be either/or, but I’m thinkin’ the
High River area. Cammy, do you know if Casey crossed a bridge to
get to where he’s at?”

Cammy shook his head. “I’m not sure. The
ride got real bumpy, sometimes.”

“That coulda been a bridge crossin’ or just
a back road.” He laid a finger on the map. “We’ll start our search
here, in High River.”

“There’s not much daylight left. Let’s get
moving,” said Luke as he grabbed his truck keys. “Remember, we’re
looking for a green van and a cabin with a clear view of the
river.”

“Daddy, can I go with you?” asked Cammy.

“Wouldn’t go on a mission like this without
you. Go tell your mother we’re leaving.”

Cammy ran toward the front of the house.

“Lucas, Rena, you ride with me,” said
Cam.

“Luke, can I ride with you? A second pair of
eyes and all that.”

“Thanks, Lynne. Much appreciated. We’ll stop
and let Michael know what’s going on.”

Cammy slid to a stop beside his father.

“Daddy, Mommy says I can’t go,” he
whined.

Zakia entered the kitchen with a sleepy
Brogan in her arms. “It’s too dangerous, Luke. I don’t want to lose
him, too.”

Luke reached out a hand and brushed a stray
tear from her cheek. “I won’t lose him, Zia. We won’t be getting
out of the truck. We’re just looking. If we find anything, I’ll
call Michael.”

“I saw him, Zakia. He’s scared, but not
hurt,” said Rena.

“All right. He can go, but I’m coming, too.
What if the kidnapper calls while we’re gone?”

“Michael has an officer bringing trace
equipment. Nobody answers the phone until it’s hooked up.”

“But if he doesn’t get an answer, he might
not call back. He might get mad, and…”

Luke hugged her close, baby and all. “If
it’s ransom money they want, they’ll call back.”

“And if it isn’t?” she asked.

“Then the sooner we start searching, the
better.”

“Okay.” Zakia handed the baby to Grandma
Winnie. “We’ll be back before it’s time for her next feeding.”

“All right, dear. I’ll take good care of
her.”

Lynne stood by the table as Luke grabbed
Cammy’s hand and headed out the door. Zakia followed close behind,
as did Lucas, Rena, and her father. Despite the somber procession
to their vehicles, it felt good to know they were doing
something. As they left the yard, Lynne watched from the
kitchen window and saw Zakia staring straight ahead, an expression
of dread lining her features instead of the ready smile she always
had for everyone.

How she’d hate to be in Zakia’s shoes right
now.

The Mannings were a close-knit family. What
concerned one affected them all, especially something as drastic as
a kidnapping. Lynne was so glad her mother had decided to visit
Cameron, her long-lost lover and the father of her children. She
loved Ireland and her family there, but she enjoyed life in western
Canada––except for times like this.

Her mother knew her so well. Lynne was the
most practical of the three girls. She’d worry about Casey until he
was home again. Hopefully, they’d find him tonight. She refused to
think of any other outcome.

She heard a vehicle start. Blake and Michael
were leaving, probably to join the search as Rena was with them
instead of their father and his brother, Lucas. Blake waved as they
left and that was when she registered Sam standing beside her.

“Sorry for blocking the window. I didn’t
know you were there.” Lynne glanced around the now-empty kitchen.
“Where are the others?”

“You weren’t blocking and they went to the
living room, supposedly so Winnie could rock her granddaughter to
sleep, but I know how uncomfortable these wooden chairs are. I was
checking the door and window locks when Blake texted me to say they
were joining the search. Thought I’d come and let you know.”

“Thanks. I wanted to help search, but I
couldn’t refuse Zakia that right.”

“Twins and triplets have a funny
communication system,” said Sam. “Cammy said he and Casey could
each see and feel what the other does, yet had never told another
soul until today. Now, that’s a secret kept until it was
necessary to reveal it.”

“My sisters and I had our own language when
we were younger, but except for Rena and her visions, all was
normal. I can’t say that I know what he’s feeling right now, but
I’m glad Cammy shared that information.”

“Yes, it certainly gave them a heads-up on
where to start searching. The searchers will be hungry when they
get back. Do you think we should start dinner?”

Lynne honored Sam with a smirk. “Is that a
hint for me to cook? We all know how good you are in that
department.”

Sam held her good hand to her heart. “You
wound me, girl. Zakia gave me a cookbook and I’ve been practicing
on Blake. I must admit some tasted pretty good. So, what are we
making and how can I help?”

“Do you think anyone will feel like eating?
I know I don’t.”

“Maybe not, but it’ll give us something to
do besides worry. Besides, we’ll all need our strength,” said
Sam.

“Good point.” Lynne crossed to the fridge
and then rummaged through the cupboard. “Macaroni and ground beef.
It’s easy to make and just as easy to reheat.” She glanced back at
Sam. “Want to chop the onion and green pepper?”

“Ah, I can try.”

“Oh my God, Sam. I’m sorry. I forgot about
your prosthesis.”

Sam chuckled. “Not













cover.jpg
KIDN APPEp

THERERRCHFORCASEY

LORRAINE NELSON

THUNDER CREEK RANCH SERIES





tmp_f768f26f9dc70efc3fcbce84ba2b9863_ltEAO9_html_m1463f335.jpg
Evernight Publishing

KIDNAPPED

THESEARCHSFORICASEY

LORRAINE NELSON

THUNDER CREEK RANCH SERIES





tmp_f768f26f9dc70efc3fcbce84ba2b9863_ltEAO9_html_767cf5ac.jpg
=
)





