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Chapter One

Friday Afternoon and Evening

Late Spring
|l t6s About Ti me: I finally | ocated the smal
was worried that it might be datheodaygust si nce | €

wandering around and enjoying my first day of freedom. Late in the

afternoon the shopping swarms had mostly disappeared from the

mall area for a while. | knew that the shop specialized in anything that

measured time, like watches and clocks , and that | 6d get the
wanted there. | also had a watch that, if it was real, needed cleaning

and some repair.

| was about to get out of the car when a young woman came out of the

door of the shop. She walked out to the edge of the portico into t he
sunlight, | ooked wupward, and stretched. I c
do was stare at her youthful perfection. She probably had no idea

anyOne was watching. | knew it had to be her. She fit the description

perfectly. If anything, he had understated her b eauty.

As he had told me, her long red hair was one of her most beautiful

features. It wasnot bright red, more bronze
curly but somehow it arranged itself to frame her beautiful face. A

gust of wind blew it into flying flames and she leaned her head to one

side and let it fly. When the wind subsided, she tossed her head a

couple of times and her hair settled around her shoulders and

breasts. From this di stance, I coul dndt S
forehead and cheeks.






| knew it w as Colleen. | remembered the visit when the Senator had

showed me a picture of his family. He and Michael were the book ends

and Colleen and Margaret, the Senatoros wif
two children, were in the middle. | knew which one had to be Col leen

and which one Margaret but | asked the Senator anyway. The two

women were so much alike in every way that they could have been

sisters instead of mother and daughter. Ma r ¢
color as Colleends but hers wasComuednshowaer
long and wild. | could almost picture Colleen on the rocky highlands

of the Isle of Skye where her family originated.

Colleen surveyed her domain, looked at the parking lot from one side

to the other, and probably doutdhtlietltttes ee me ab
rental car. | sat there waiting and watching. | felt something trying to

enlarge in my shorts and | looked down and was glad to see that my

buddy, after sleeping so much for the last few months, was interested

in what | was seeing.

She stretched again, arms upraised this time, legs spread, leaned

back, displaying maybe but to whom? She was wearing white socks

and sneakers, white knee  -length shorts like my khaki ones, and a dark

shirt, not loose but not tight, just taut enough for me to see the
mounds of her small breasts. | saw a tangle of gold -colored chains
with small colored beads around her neck. She was beautiful,
captivating, a tall slim gorgeous young woman. | knew she was
nineteen, a year younger than me, but she could easily ha ve been
immortal and ageless.

| looked down at the middle of the little rental car, found the parking

l ever, and pulled it. |l wasnoé6t familiar wit|
it earlier that morning. It was an automatic and | wanted to drive a

manualbu t | didnét trust my |l eft |l eg yet to he
The parking strip where 106d finally found a
from the row of small businesses, outliers around the big mall. The

rental attendant had given me a temporary handicapped st icker but

the handicapped spaces next to the businesses were all full. I had
circled around and parked in the next area of the parking lot. |
opened the door and got out of the car. | looked at her again and saw
her watching me.

Cane or no cane? | decide d to be safe, not sorry, reached back in, and

found my cane. | remembered the small package on the passenger

seat and grabbed that in my | eft hand. I  wo
| 6d been carrying around for so | ong, t he
about.






