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For all the people who gave me 500,000 reasons for writing this book. Whoever you are; you know who you are.

Clawback:
Proceeds from an investment that is found to be fraudulent are confiscated and then redistributed to all investors on a proportional basis.

Prologue
A
fter years of running Sedona's Sugarloaf CafÃ©, Bob Larson was enjoying the fruits of his labors and one of the most enjoyable benefits of retirementâ€”the opportunity to sit at the kitchen counter, linger over a second cup of coffee, and watch the morning news. Short-order cooks in diners never see the news at that time of day. They're always too busy dealing with the morning rush.

His attention had drifted momentarily to an Anna's hummingbird delicately sipping nectar from the blooming paloverde just outside the living room window, but the words “Ocotillo Fund Management” penetrated his consciousness and drew his attention back to the screen. Realizing he'd missed the first part of the story, he grabbed the remote and ran the footage back to the beginning of the segment, so the sweet-faced, blond-haired news anchor could take another crack at it.

“Yesterday, employees at Phoenix-based Ocotillo Fund Management were sent home early with the doors chained shut behind them and the company out of business. Late yesterday afternoon, the Securities and Exchange Commission announced that they are launching a full investigation into allegations that monies invested with the company have gone missing. An unnamed source who is also a former employee of the firm said that the move came as a complete surprise to all concerned. This morning, we've left several messages for the company's founder and CEO, Jason McKinzie. So far those messages have gone unanswered.”

Bob could barely believe what he was hearing. Ocotillo Fund Management?
That
Ocotillo Fund Managementâ€”the very company Bob and his wife, Edie, had chosen to manage their retirement funds? How could it be? With his heart hammering in his chest and both hands shaking, Bob set down his coffee mug and pulled his cell phone out of his pocket. He scrolled through his contacts list until he found Dan Frazier's numberâ€”numbers, actuallyâ€”work, home in Sedona, home in Paradise Valley, and cell. He tried the cell as well as both home numbers. Those calls all went to voice mail. The last oneâ€”to the work numberâ€”didn't go through at all. Instead there was a tuneless three-toned signal followed by the standard notification.

“The number you have reached is not in service at this time. If you feel you have reached this message in error, please check the number and try again.”

Bob Larson did not try again. He ended the call and slipped the phone into the pocket of his worn khaki shirt. That was only to be expected. If the office's doors were in lockdown, most likely the phones would have been turned off as well. So it was frustrating but hardly a surprise that there was no answerâ€”no answer on the phones and no answers to his questions and no answers to his fears, either. All the while he'd been trying to call, a clutch of dread had grabbed his gut and twisted it, turning that last half-drunk cup of morning coffee into pure acid.

Abandoning both the TV remote and his coffee cup on the kitchen counter, Bob staggered over to one of the pair of easy chairs he and Edie had bought new when it came time to furnish their newly rented two-bedroom unit at Sedona Shadows. He was grateful Edie wasn't there with him and hadn't seen the news. She had gone off an hour earlier for her morning water aerobics session. She was still down at the pool, doing whatever it was the ladies did for an hour or more every morning. He could imagine her chatting away with her pals, blissfully unaware of the financial calamity that had just befallen them, but Bob was fully aware. He understood it completely.

Their nest egg was gone. Wiped out. The safety net he and Edie had carefully put aside for a rainy day had evaporated. Much as Bob wanted to unknow the extent of what had just happened, he couldn't. He also knew it was his fault. Not his alone, of courseâ€”damn Dan Frazier anyway. That was the thing that was causing that white-hot knot of anger to form in Bob's gut. He and Dan were friendsâ€”at least that's what he had thoughtâ€”friends first and clients later.

They'd known each other since their early twenties. When Dan's dream of becoming a CPA had come to grief, he'd gone to work in his father's property and casualty insurance agency right there in town, where Bob and Edie Larson had been among his first customers. They'd stuck with him through the years as Dan's insurance business grew and prospered. Over time he had added an alphabet soup of official designations after his name, enough incomprehensible letters to choke a horseâ€”Chartered this and Certified that.

Somewhere along the way, Dan had hit the big time, partnering with Jason McKinzie, a young hotshot financial wizard specializing in wealth management who had taken central Arizona by storm. Eventually Jason had invited Dan to join Ocotillo Fund Management, and where Dan Frazier went, Bob and Edie inevitably followed.

Once on board the OFM juggernaut, Dan had continued to maintain his Sedona office, running the insurance part of the business with underlings, while he spent most of his time operating out of the corporate office in Phoenixâ€”the very one where the doors had been locked and the phones were no longer in service.

Dan had been a regular at the Sugarloaf, back when Edie's mother had still owned it. He and Dan had worked several community service projects over the years, and when Dan was able to go to a Barrett-Jackson auction and acquire a fully restored 1966 Mustang convertible, he had come to Bob looking for advice on the care and feeding of it.

Through the years, Bob and Edie had faithfully salted money away for retirement, stashing it in Ocotillo-managed accounts that Dan had recommended. When Bob reached age seventy-and-a-half and had to start taking annual distributions, they'd still been running the restaurant and hadn't needed the money, so they had plugged those funds back into non-tax-deferred accounts with Ocotillo as well. When they had finally decided to sell the diner, Dan had used his connections to help locate the business broker who had effected the transaction. Since their unit in Sedona Shadows was essentially a rental, they'd had to pay a deposit, but they hadn't needed either a down payment or a mortgage. That's when they decided to put the proceeds from the sale of the restaurant into an Ocotillo account as well.

“Are you sure about this?” the always practical Edie had asked. “Isn't it a lot like putting all our eggs in one basket?”

“Dan's a good friend,” Bob had replied. “He wouldn't steer us wrong, would he?”

That was the problem. Obviously Dan Frazier had done exactly thatâ€”steered them wrong. Bob remembered every detail about their discussion that day, shortly after the sale of the restaurantâ€”every single word. Dan had told him everything would be fineâ€”that their money would be perfectly safe. Only it wasn't, and now all their retirement eggs were shattered, lost beyond repair.

The news reporter had mentioned that the SEC was now involved, and Bob had no idea what that meant or what would happen next. Bankruptcy, maybe? Lawyers? All of that was above his pay grade, but Bob did understand that if lawyers got their grubby paws on the process, whatever happened next was bound to be expensive. If he and Edie were luckyâ€”very luckyâ€”they'd maybe get pennies back on the dollar from an amount that, with the sale of the diner as well as the accompanying living quarters, had risen to a total of over a million bucks.

When they sold the Sugarloaf, they had splurged on a new Buick for Edieâ€”her toes-up Buick, as she called itâ€”and on some new furniture for their unit at Sedona Shadows, but the rest of the money had been handed over to none other than Ocotillo Fund Management!

When Dan had first urged them to move their IRAs and defined benefit accounts to Ocotillo, he had brought them a shiny, full-color prospectus delineating the various funds and their expected returns. There had been all the CYA stuff about “historical returns are no guarantee of future results,” and Bob had wondered about that.

“How can Jason McKinzie make these returns happen?” Edie had asked, after reading through one of them. “How is it possible for him to beat everyone else's earnings by two to four points?”

“By being smarter than the average bear,” Dan had replied with an engaging grin. “He's bright enough to spot market corrections coming in advance. That way he unloads underachieving properties before things go south, giving him cash to reinvest while prices are still low. That's what you have to do in this businessâ€”be ahead of the curve.”

In the end, though, having voiced her opinion, Edie had left the final decision up to Bob. “I'm the one who knows everything there is to know about flour and yeast,” she told him. “You're the one with the head for business.”

Armed with Edie's somewhat grudging agreement, Bob had gone along with his old friend Dan, and signed on the dotted line. Ocotillo had three separate funds for him to choose from, and Bob had opted for the most conservative of the three. Two points above the market was one thing. Four points or six? That sounded like too much of a good thing, so he had settled on the lowest one.

But now even that fund had been wiped out. Ocotillo was out of business. The office was locked, the phones were off. As for Jason McKinzie? Bob realized that McKinzie was most likely in the wind, but what about Dan Frazierâ€”Bob's good friend, his old pal? What was he doing right about now? Did he have the good grace to at least feel guilty about what had happened? Was he ashamed of himself for not warning people in advance?

That was the thing Bob could hardly stomach. Dan must have known this was coming. The “unnamed source” the newscaster referred to, the one who said all this came as a “complete surprise,” was maybe low enough on the totem pole that he'd had no idea about what was happening, but Dan was another story. Supposedly Dan had been part of upper management in the firmâ€”at least that was how he'd had presented himself as far as Bob and Edie were concerned. If the venture was about to implode, he must have had some inkling in advance that something was wrong.

And yet, a few weeks earlier, when Bob and Edie had run into Dan and Millie Frazier at the annual Kiwanis Mother's Day Pancake Feed at the high school, Dan had been his jolly old self, glad-handing everyone who came within reach and giving the ladies, Edie included, discreet pecks on the cheek. It irked Bob now to realize that, the entire time, Dan must have been putting on a show and pretending that everything was A-OK. He hadn't said a word to Bob that day that had hinted that anything was amissâ€”nothing to warn his loyal clientele of the oncoming train wreck.

Dan had been a businessman in town for decades, so it stood to reason that he was well known in the community, but today Bob couldn't help wondering how many other folks attending that pancake breakfast had been duped out of their life savings in the same way he and Edie had. How many poor rubes had that low-down snake in the grass greeted that morning with his firm handshake and misleading smile? Remembering that breakfast, Bob blinked back to the memory of introducing him to Betsy Peterson, one of Sedona Shadows' most recent arrivals and the grandmother of his grandson's wife, Athena.

Betsy was still in the process of selling her properties in Minnesota, and Bob had intended to introduce her to Dan with the recommendation that she might consider putting her funds under Dan's management. At the time, Betsy had responded with a firm “Thanks, but no thanks.” Bob had been a little put off by that, but now he was supremely grateful that she had. At least Bob had dodged that bullet.
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