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Chapter 1

Summer was winding down; the temperature appeared to be hovering around sixty-eight degrees.  The figure, clad all in black including a full concealment face mask, sat motionless in his kayak.  He was positioned rather tightly between two rocks both slightly higher than the top of his head. He’d been there before, just inside the breakwater beside Bald Porcupine Island, that protected the anchorage of Bar Harbor.  Someone walking past only five feet away would never have noticed him in the darkness.  The pulsing sound of the engines from the passenger ferry, Bluenose arriving from Nova Scotia was barely audible, though growing stronger rather than louder, quickly.  The time would be around nine-fifteen pm.

Ronnie knew it would not be long now.  He readied his night vision goggles in preparation.  He also had an electronic tracking unit as this package was not one to be lost.  It was imperative to make the pick up quickly then get back to a specific dock that had been modified to berth, and conceal, the kayak.  It was also where Packard Lane would meet him.  Just thinking about Lane caused a slight shiver go down Ronnie’s spine.  The man flat out scared him.

The engines of the Bluenose were growing louder now with its lights just rounding the rocky outcrop of Mt. Desert Island, located halfway up the Maine coast.  The evening was like other nights that this particular event took place; with little or no moon which was first and foremost when possible.  It was also nice the seas were not running rough.  In fact the Atlantic was about as flat as the Atlantic ever got in this region.

‘This is going to be a breeze,’ Ronnie thought to himself.  ‘Hell, in an hour I’ll be down at Murphy’s,’ the local hot spot which at this time of year would still be bustling.

The Bluenose was now quickly approaching the point where Ronnie had to pay attention.  When the stern of the ferry was approximately fifty yards through the opening in the breakwater that led into Frenchman Bay and the ferry terminal located just beyond Bar Harbor, he turned on the tracking device because this was where the object would be tossed into the water.  It confirmed the parcel was indeed now bobbing on the surface and now all Ronnie had to do was locate and retrieve it, and then bring it ashore.  He got a fix on the object’s position, slipped on the night vision goggles and quickly directed the kayak toward the source of the signal.  Quickly he spotted the floating carton, slightly larger than the size of a grapefruit.  With six strokes of the paddle he was reaching over and grabbing it, then safely secured the Styrofoam container just below his legs.  He then pointed his kayak toward shore and waited momentarily, knowing that he was being watched through night glasses.  He had already removed his own.  Then he saw it.  Two short flashes of green light.  The all clear signal from Lane.  Red flashes would have meant for him to hold his position indicating there was company that might see him.  Receiving the signal he started to paddle. In less than two minutes he was gliding under the dock.  “Christ, you’d think by now they’d let me know what it was I was picking up.  Fuck it, long as they pay me who cares?” he muttered to himself.

He secured the kayak to its berth which hid it from any position on the water.  He stashed his gear in a gym bag, black of course, and climbed through a cleverly disguised door and then up to the dock via the framework.  He carefully looked around to be sure no one was in the immediate area before climbing over the railing.  Before standing up he looked around carefully one last time knowing that Lane would be watching him.  He sure didn’t want to give him any excuse to jump his ass about anything.  Confident that no one else but Lane might see him, he quickly walked quietly down the dock toward the shore.  As always, the second his foot touched land, a menacing voice hissed at him.

“Any problems?”  Not so much a question but a statement, accompanied by a tone that indicated that he did not want to hear about problems.

“Nope, none at all, Packard,” Ronnie answered.

“Good.”  Silently they walked together to a garage where Ronnie handed the package over.  “Change, wait fifteen minutes, then go!” directed Packard.  “And try driving normal for a change.”

“Sure thing, Packard, just like an old lady.”

Packard Lane paused just long enough to glare at him and was gone.

‘What an asshole,’ thankful that Packard couldn’t read minds.  He felt genuine relief as the sound of Lane’s truck diminished in the distance.  He made sure he waited the required time before leaving.

Chapter 2

“Katie Lynn, where are you going?”

Katie winced, as Katie Lynn usually meant trouble ahead.  “The movies, Mom, and Jimmie’s picking me up.  “The new Mission Impossible movie is playing and he can’t wait to see it.  He’s so goofy he rented the first three last week-end just to get psyched up.”

Margot Henson walked into the large kitchen, primarily commercial in stature, to speak with her daughter.  “Sorry about the ‘Lynn‘, I’m not having a good day, or night, for that matter.  I’ve got one guest who insists on trying to smoke his cigar in the main house and I’ve had two go rounds with him.  It never ceases to amaze me that some people refuse to believe that rules apply to them,” she sighed.  Then she smiled and agreed, “Yeah, that does sound kind of silly,” referring to the renting of the three movies.  Jimmy was a fine boy and Margot knew that he was good for Katie.  They’d been dating for almost two years and as far as she knew Jimmie had not been making a fuss about Katie getting ready to leave for college in a few weeks.  Jimmy had enrolled in the local Tech University, while Katie was going to attend school out of state.

Margot was the Innkeeper of Tidewater, a nationally acclaimed oceanfront inn, located directly on the Shore Path in Bar Harbor, overlooking Bald Porcupine Island, a man-made breakwater which heralded the entrance to Frenchman Bay, and, of course, the Atlantic Ocean.  Now in her eighth year, she still enjoyed the position but was starting to wonder if maybe a change might not be good for her.  Divorced from her first husband, she had remarried five years earlier and Paul did not share her interest in the property she managed.  Oh he went through the motions, but she knew he wasn’t really enjoying it and from time to time it caused friction between them.  Besides Paul had his own business interests, including an import/export company.

“Well don’t stay out too late; remember I need you for breakfast in the morning,” she reminded her daughter.

“I know Mom; I’ll be home around ten.”

“Okay; well have a good time and say hi to Jimmy for me.  I’ve got to go make the rounds and be sure everyone is taken care of.”

“Sure thing and try to enjoy your night.”  Katie gave her mom a kiss on the cheek.  “Bye,” she said, and walked out the door.

Margot walked to the window, watching her daughter stroll down the drive knowing that Jimmy would be waiting for her in the parking area, where they would then walk to the movie theater in town.  Unconsciously she smiled, thinking about just how dramatically her daughter’s life was about to change in the very near future; Katie being her only child.  After a few moments of thought, she put on her ‘Innkeeper’ smile and went out to the common areas of the large English Tudor mansion to check on her guests.

Chapter 3

Packard Lane parked his truck, a highly customized, silver Dodge 3500 series quad cab four wheel drive with the Cummins turbo diesel engine, complete with round chrome running boards, chrome brush guard, six ‘Baja’ style spotlights mounted on top of the cab, and custom dark blue pin striping running the length of the side; in one of three private parking places behind Murphy’s.  He grabbed his gym bag, got out, and walked briskly to the side door; sporting his usual blue jeans and short sleeved sweatshirt.  He preferred hemmed sleeves as opposed to ‘cut-off’ sleeves because he thought they enhanced his biceps.  Then, on a hunch, he walked up to the sidewalk to observe the front entrance.  He was glad to see that the University of Maine football players, hired as bouncers for the summer, were doing their job and checking ID’s.  ‘Last thing we need are hassles about underage drinking here.’  He turned back and with his key let himself in.  This side door was a fire exit however he was one of three who had access through this particular entrance that allowed entry from the outside which usually proved more desirable than having to walk around to the front entrance and having to deal with crowds from time to time.

Packard’s role at Murphy’s wasn’t officially defined, though all employees knew his word was law. They knew that he was Miles Parker’s right hand man, Parker being the owner of Murphy‘s, along with two other clubs, one in New York, and one in Boston.  A ‘troubleshooter’ Miles would call him.  Everyone knew better than to question anything he might say.

Murphy’s was considered one of the best night clubs north of Portland, and without a doubt the hot spot of ‘DownEast Maine’.  It had undergone a complete renovation two years earlier.  ‘Comfortably Rustic’ might be the best way to describe the interior.  The knotty pine walls were adorned with Maine based artifacts and artwork.  Special homage was paid to Maine’s history with the sea, including a series of works by the renowned artist and Portland native, Dudley C. Merritt III, and another series by well-known Port Clyde native, C. Wilder Oakes.  Wrought iron railings and bar stools made for a nice contrast with the added security of knowing no bar stools could ever be lifted off the floor for any unwanted reason, a lesson learned by experience.  It featured a large U shaped bar, a sufficiently sized dance floor in front of the full length window facing the street, an ample sized stage for bands or disc jockeys, and a large open air space down the rear stairs and out the back, featuring picnic tables, that included its own bar and bathrooms. This area alone could comfortably house close to two hundred patrons.  Fresh grilled hamburgers with potato chips were available as a food option, which proved to be a somewhat unexpectedly popular addition.

One of the bartenders nodded at Packard as he entered the club.  Others just looked, with most quickly looking away.  A couple of the cocktail waitresses greeted him by name.

A few months shy of forty years of age, Packard Lane was a very large man; six foot five inches tall and weighing somewhere around 255 pounds.  Not built like a typical football lineman; he was chiseled muscle.  He usually spent two hours per day working out with free weights, only taking Sundays off.  Surprising, he drank very little, only the occasional beer or two.  He had a menacing scar running across the middle of his forehead; the result of a knife blade inflicted behind bars.  He’d served four years in Raiford; the state prison of Florida, for almost beating a man to death.  While it had been somewhat a case of self-defense, the prosecution along with a grand jury, had deemed that Packard had beaten the man far past the point of submission, permanently hurting him.  He had narrowly avoided an attempted murder charge, with probable conviction, by eventually agreeing to a plea bargain.  He was a self-taught boxer, and with a combination of size, strength, and an extraordinary mean streak, had never lost a fight.  His general attitude openly advertised that fact.  ‘Friendly’ was not a word that anyone would have ever used to describe him.  Most people tended to simply steer clear of him.

Packard stepped up to the bar and yelled at Scotty, one of the bartenders.  “When is Miles gonna get here?  Any problems?”

“Should be anytime, Packard.  He called about an hour ago and said he was on his way down from Bangor; and no.”  Scotty knew the shortest answers were the best with him.

Without a word Packard walked down past one section of the bar and went out on the landing which led down to the back patio.  He stood there for a minute and just observed.  Satisfied that everything appeared to be running smoothly, he retreated back inside and went up the stairs to the private office, unlocked the door, and let himself in, tossing the gym bag onto the sofa.  Opening it up, he pulled out the Styrofoam package that Ronnie had retrieved earlier in the evening and placed it on top of Miles’ desk.  He walked over to the fridge and got himself a V8 juice.  He lived on the stuff.  He then made himself comfortable in one of the overstuffed chairs looking through the large two way mirror onto the lively scene below.  He did enjoy girl watching.  “Come on Miles, get your ass here, I want to get this over with,” he said aloud.  And then he waited, impatiently.

Chapter 4

Margot was tidying up the library at Tidewater with the focal point being the world class pool table that so many of the guests enjoyed.  She smiled as she recalled all the positive comments over the past years complimenting the play of this particular table.

“Fastest one I’ve ever shot on,” was the usual comment, or something to that effect.  She also glanced over toward the area of the hidden door that opened to reveal the secret staircase that went up to the original owner’s bedroom which was located directly above, while his wife’s bedroom was located across the hallway, a popular arrangement back in the day.  “So how many maids did you sneak up there in your life?” she mused.  She picked up the empty wine glasses and beer bottles, taking them back into the kitchen to be placed into the dishwasher or the recycling bin.  She decided to make her final rounds of the inn and then head up to her private quarters to read the newspaper and watch some television.  Pausing for a few minutes to converse with a young couple on their honeymoon, she directed them to Sand Beach and Thunder Hole, both very popular locations in Acadia National Park.  Finally she was able to head upstairs.

Switching on the television, the only one the Inn featured, she half watched an evening news oriented program.  Her eyes fell on the bookshelves in their private living room, pausing to rest on a photograph of her brother and herself when they were children.  “I miss you, Jon,” she whispered at the framed photograph.  “I wonder what it would have been like if you weren’t born so damned special,” she said, almost with anger.

With a sigh of resignation, she picked up the newspaper and then turned to her dog and asked, “Mind if I share the sofa?”  She playfully slapped the black lab on her backside.  Rosie just yawned and slid down.  Margot laughed and scratched Rosie’s neck.  “What’s the matter girl, tough day napping?”

Then a story about college tuition costs rising caught her attention.  She was inwardly relieved that her daughter had been able to secure a scholarship that would help greatly.  Katie was intending on going into medicine though in exactly what capacity was yet to be determined.  In any case, it would require much more than just the basic four year degree.  Margot was quite proud of Katie’s determination to see her ambitions realized.  Her daughter had studied hard for her grades all the while paying attention as to what was going on in the world of medicine.  She had found the hallway that she felt she was meant to walk and it was now a matter of just choosing the right door to walk through.

At that point Rosie let Margot know that she needed to go out for her nightly walk and they headed back downstairs and then out the door.  Rosie was well trained and did not require a leash.  The two walked the four hundred foot driveway out to a field just past the original gate house at the head of the drive.  After finding just the right spot, business was completed and the two then walked back to the Inn with Rosie stopping to sniff here and there.  The outdoor lighting, directed upward in the wooded areas both sides of the driveway, made for a very comfortable environment no matter what the time of night, something she knew her guests appreciated greatly.  “Temperature is starting to drop a little, isn’t it, girl?”  Rosie looked at her ‘mom’ and seemed to nod in agreement.  They returned to the Inn with Margot sending Rosie back up the stairs to their private quarters.  She then took one last walk around downstairs gathering a few more glasses that had appeared, returned to the kitchen and placed them in the dishwasher.  She turned it on, then retreated back up the stairs to her living room whereupon she once again had to claim part of the sofa from her outstretched dog.  Groaning, Rosie reluctantly moved over.  “I know, it’s a tough life, isn’t it girl?” Margot laughed.  She continued watching television for a short while.  Then it was off to bed.

Chapter 5

Ronnie jumped on his motorcycle, a bright red Harley Davidson Low Rider equipped with a Screamin’ Eagle ‘heavy breather air cleaner’ mounted to the EFI unit and ‘Thunderheader’ 2 into 1 exhaust system, and headed into town.  He stopped by the gas station to fill up, decided to pick up a pack of smokes, then it was off to Murphy’s.  He grinned to himself as he pulled up and found a parking spot right out front.  “Must’ve known I was coming,” he said to himself.  Of course he had to gun the motor a few times to show off before shutting it down and setting the bike on the kick stand.  Making sure the bike was in first gear, to act as a parking brake; he got off and made a showing of stretching his arms and legs.  One would have thought he’d just ridden five hundred miles.

To most, Ronnie was somewhat of a local character, one who was more tolerated than liked.  He liked to brag, whether it was about himself or not made little difference.  He always tried to make a show of just about anything.  He fancied himself popular with the girls but rarely had a girlfriend, as most just kept their distance, being polite but never encouraging.  If Ronnie realized what exactly was going on, he never gave notice.

“Keep a close eye on’er for me, Mikey,” he yelled at one of the bouncers.

“Sure Ron, no problem,” Mikey replied.

‘Ron’ worked part time at Murphy’s, doing a little bit of everything, and a lot of nothing.  Mostly he was an errand boy for Miles also doing clean up at night when necessary, but usually in the mornings.  Once in a while he would serve beer at the bar if they were shorthanded or unusually busy during the week.  He was not allowed to mix drinks.  He tried the mixed drink routine once, and after screwing up three orders in a row, Miles had yelled at him that he didn’t think Ronnie could “mix a glass of chocolate milk” and that led to the ‘only beer’ edict.  And again, that was only occasionally.  Lately he had started grilling hamburgers to serve on the outside patio which was working out unexpectedly well, both for him and the establishment.

Idling up to the bar, he ordered a Bud and yelled at Scotty, “Boss around?”

“Nope, on his way down from Bangor, should be here anytime,” was the reply.  I think Packard’s upstairs, though.”

“Good place for him, think I’ll stay down here.”

“Might not be a bad idea, didn’t look like he was in a good mood.”

“Is he ever?” Ronnie quipped back.

Scotty probably didn’t hear him as he was already down the bar taking orders

One of the cocktail waitresses came up to put an order in.  Ronnie always tried to position himself near the waitress station to try to hit on the girls.  “Busy tonight, Cassie?” Ronnie asked.

“Pretty good for a Thursday I guess.”

“When you going to let me take you for a ride on my Harley?” Ronnie quizzed.

Cassie just stared at him.  “I doubt if Eric would like that much,” she said, referring to her boyfriend.

“Heck, it’s just a bike ride,” Ronnie persisted.

“Not going to get into an argument with Eric over a bike ride, Ronnie, that’s it!”

Well if you change your mind, the offer’s always open.”

“I’ll keep that in mind,” Cassie retorted, rolling her eyes as she walked away.

‘Damn bitch, hell, Eric doesn’t have a Harley.  What’s wrong with her anyway?’  He picked up his beer and made his way out to the rear open area to see who was around and to check out the girls.  He knew that Scotty would just put the beer on his tab, one of the perks of his part time job.  He spotted a picnic table near the ten foot high privacy fence that encircled the entire area and sat down on top of it so he could see everyone.  ‘Cassie was right,’ he thought as he appraised the crowd.  ‘Not bad for a Thursday.’  People were moving about, stopping to talk to friends or acquaintances.

A few even stopped to speak with Ronnie.  The one thing that he did not do was look up at the mirrored window up high over the stairs.  He knew that Packard could be watching and he didn’t want to give him any reason to come down and hassle him about something.  So he just stretched out and made himself comfortable listening to the disc jockey and watching the girls, a routine he was quite content with.  ‘Man, too bad the weather can’t be just like this for about ten months a year’, he thought.  ‘Hell, I could be on the bike that much more’.  Then he just lost himself in the music and girl watching.

Chapter 6

A mirror finish black Porsche 911 Turbo came singing down the street in second gear.  With its high performance Borla exhaust snarling, it turned heads, just the way its driver liked it.

Miles Parker wheeled into the back parking area and pulled into his personal parking spot next to Packard’s truck.  He got out hitting the electric door locks as he strode to the side door.  A snappy dresser, which usually meant expensive slacks, sport shirt, sweater or sport jacket and highly polished shoes, he walked with an air of confidence bordering on arrogance.

He stopped by the bar and instantly Stevie, Scotty’s twin brother, grabbed Miles an ice cold Blueberry Pale Ale which was brewed locally.  No words were exchanged as Miles headed up the stairs to his office.

“How’d it go?” asked Miles as he came through the door.

“No problems.  I’d like to wring Ronnie’s scrawny little neck just to see how easy it would snap,” Packard replied scornfully.

“Why are you always on his ass, Packard?  He’s nothing to you, and all you do is bitch about him.”

“I don’t trust that little weasel, Miles, someday you’re gonna see I’m right on that.”

“Packard, I’ve known Ronnie for over ten years now, and while he damn sure isn’t the sharpest knife in the drawer, he’s never given me a problem.  He does what I ask and he doesn’t bitch.  Not unlike others!” Miles flatly stated, leaving his words hanging.

“Never is a damned long time, Miles, and ten years ain’t never.”

“Maybe, Packard, but just try to lighten up a bit on him will you?  The kid’s scared to death of you already, and making that worse isn’t going to help anything.”

“Kid’s got a reason to be scared of me, he screws things up and his neck will get snapped!”

“Make you a deal.  He screws up and I promise you get to do the snapping, but until then, just lay off a bit, fair enough?”

Packard just grunted, about as much as an agreement as Miles was going to get.  He knew that and decided not to push it further.  Packard wasn’t his favorite person, but he did play a vital role in his enterprises, and he did his job well.  There was no getting around that.  He had proven himself on more than one occasion at the same time dispelling any doubts there weren’t any limits on what Packard would be willing to do.  He felt he needed a man like that, particularly in the direction that certain aspects of his enterprise seemed to be traveling.

“I have to say, that is an imaginative idea of packaging,” Packard stated.

“Yep.  Works damn good,” agreed Miles.  He went over to the desk and carefully started opening the package, taking care when peeling the Styrofoam away to reveal a waterproof plastic box sealed with duct tape.  “Check and be sure I locked the door would you, Packard?” he asked.

Packard shot him a look but Miles had purposely avoided looking in his direction.

Without a word Packard got up and locked the door and then walked over and sat down in a chair opposite Miles’ desk.

Carefully Miles unwrapped the duct tape, opened the box, and poured the contents out onto a dark towel he’d placed on his desktop.  About two hundred glistening uncut diamonds reflected the light.  Neither man spoke.  Retrieving a jeweler’s glass from a drawer in his desk, Miles picked up several, and one at a time carefully held them up against the lamp on his desk.  Finally Miles said, “They look real nice, real clear.  We should do well on this shipment.”

“Don’t care how they look long as we get paid!” Packard growled.

“Packard, anybody ever tell you that your personality isn’t all sunshine?” Miles said sarcastically.

“Not since my mother,” replied Packard.  “I’ve got some plans, so unless you need me to stick around, I’ll see ya tomorrow.”

“How are things downstairs tonight?”

“No problems according to Scotty.”

“Well he would know. Okay, later, Sunshine,” grinned Miles.

Packard turned around and grinned back.  That was just about his allotment of grins for the week.  Then out the door he went.

Downstairs Packard walked past Ronnie and gave him a just barely perceptible nod.

Ronnie nodded back and they both thought in their minds at exactly the same moment, ‘Fuck him’...  Then Packard was gone.

Upstairs Miles picked up his phone and made a call to Boston.  A voice answered and all Miles said was “Thanks for the invitation, we’d be pleased to attend,” and hung up.

The voice on the other end of the line hung up the phone and said to someone else in the room, “Stones are in.”  Everyone was smiling.

After hanging up the phone he decided to take a walk around his establishment to see how everything was going.  After locking the diamonds away in his safe, he went downstairs and spoke, one by one, with his bartenders and cocktail waitresses.  He then walked out to the front entrance and engaged in casual conversation with his door men.  One complained that the house they were staying in, one of three provided by Miles Parker for his out of town employees, could use a larger hot water heater and Miles assured him he would take care of it.  He then walked back to the outdoor patio and spotted Ronnie.

“Nice job tonight, Ronnie,” Miles said.

“Thanks, but it’s pretty easy to do, Miles.”

“Maybe, but sometimes easy is easy to screw up, and you pay attention.  That’s what counts.”

“I try.”

“I know you do, Ronnie, just keep doing what you’re doing.  I’ve got paperwork to finish up back in my office, I just wanted to check with you,” knowing that his statement would make Ronnie feel good.

“Sure thing, Miles, take it easy. And thanks.”

“You too, Ronnie, later.”  Miles retreated back upstairs after grabbing another Blueberry Pale Ale from Stevie.  He then started going over the receipts from the previous evening.  An hour later he leaned back in his office chair and smiled.  The figures that were in front of him, along with the accounting details from his two other clubs, plus the proceeds from all the little bags that had passed through his safe, got him to thinking, ‘Hell, maybe I can get that Ferrari this year.’  That thought made him smile even wider.

Chapter 7

That same afternoon, nearly twenty two hundred miles away, a bit east of Houston, Texas; Jonathan Patrick Steele was dressed in his usual casual attire of blue jeans, tee shirt, and athletic shoes, and picking up the keys to his newest automotive acquisition from Robert Ward, co-owner of Ward Brothers Restorations and Performance.  This particular car would be classified more of a resto-mod than a restoration; the difference being modifications made to improve or perhaps update a particular car.

This automobile was a 1967 Corvette Stingray coupe. Black. Jonathan had also made the decision not to paint the stinger on the hood a contrasting color which was the usual practice, preferring to leave it the matching color.  The car boasted a menacing appearance.  It featured a black leather interior and a full custom state of the art chassis and suspension.  Robert Ward had installed sixteen by eight inch polished aluminum mag styled wheels which allowed the use of much wider tires front and rear than original; lightweight yet very strong.  Stock appearing side pipes, although they featured the new ‘Vette Packs‘ offered by Chamber Exhaust..  This was a new system on the market and sounded great while eliminating the tiring interior drone that the stock side exhaust systems were known for.  This design also allowed for a higher rate of ‘flow’ than any other exhaust system offered.  A Tremec ‘Magnum’ six speed transmission, four-eleven gearing in the posi-traction rear end, and last but not least, a four hundred twenty seven cubic inch all aluminum small block engine equipped with every imaginable high performance goodie that helped produce over six hundred eighty horsepower and would rev up to seven thousand rpms effortlessly.

“It came out better than I dreamed, Robert!” Jonathan grinned.

“She’s a runner Jon, no doubt about that.  One of the quickest we’ve ever produced; definitely the fastest naturally aspirated one; meaning no supercharger, turbocharger or nitrous oxide systems installed.  When she hooks up ought to be good for a three second flat zero to sixty time, probably mid ten’s in the quarter, and top out over a buck eighty, maybe a bit higher.  Also carves corners better than anyone would guess.  Sorry we had to add the front air dam, but without it, anything over hundred and forty and the steering was just getting too light.  Course we both know that would be exceeding the legal limit,” Robert Ward winked.

“I like it, though the NCRS crowd will probably have en masse cardiac arrest,” chuckled Jon.  “We all know I’m a bit of a non-conformist”, Jonathan laughed outright.

“We put about a hundred miles on it testing and tuning, she’s good to go!”

Walking back out through the shop to the parking lot they both stopped to just admire the car.  Jonathan spoke first.  “Just plain classically beautiful styling, with all the advances, today’s technology has to offer.  Man, talk about best of both worlds.  Robert, you did a great job.”

“Thanks, Jon, it was a fun project, we’re all sorry to see her go.  Just be careful of her; she’s got an unbelievable power to weight ratio.  Take it easy and get a feel for her.”

Jonathan always wondered why cars were usually thought of as ‘her’ rather than ‘him’ or ‘it‘.

“  You driving her back to Florida or what?” Robert asked.

“I’m going to spend the night and head out in the morning.  Figure I can make it in one day fairly easy long as I don’t get hung up with traffic somewhere, and the weather’s supposed to be good.  Don’t want to get her wet first time out.”

Robert nodded in agreement.  “Can’t blame you there, my friend.”

“Well, guess I’ll shove off.  Think I’ll put a few miles on her, and then hit the motel early.”

“You staying at the Holiday Inn with the underground parking?” quizzed Robert with an innocent smirk.

“What do you think?” Jon grinned back.  “You got a final invoice for me?”

“Nah, I’ll mail it out in a few days.  Damn sure not worried about you, Jon.”

“Again, thanks, Robert.  I’ve been looking forward to this since we first talked about it.”

The pair shook hands and he walked over to his new car.  He climbed in, inserted the key, fastened the five point racing harness in place, and fired the motor off.  ’Robert’s right, this sounds nasty.  Pure music.’

He clicked the transmission down into first gear and was off.  Even taking it easy he was quickly impressed with the car’s acceleration.  He owned several fast cars; this one was undoubtedly the quickest.  “No need to hurry things, just take it easy,” he said to himself.  Everything about the car was equally impressive; the handling, it‘s stopping power, everything.  ’This is one hell of a car.  Bet it’ll walk away from that new Z06 George has.’

He had about a ten mile drive back to the Holiday Inn, but rather than head straight there, he drove past, got off the Interstate, then looped back around St. Rd. 146, pausing to fill the gas tank at a Sunoco Station.  The car instantly drew a couple of admirers.

“What’s it got for power?” asked a man in his early fifties.

“427 small block.  Good for about 680 horsepower, give or take.”

“It sure sounds mean.”

Jonathan couldn’t help but grin.  “Probably a little loud for most but I love it.”

“Can’t blame you there, listen, you take care of that beauty.”

“I’ll do my best.”  He watched as the two men went inside.  Jonathan slipped in a credit card, touched the appropriate electronic buttons, and after a few seconds proceeded to fill the tank, being particularly careful not to spill gas on the paint.  Punching the button for a printed receipt, he waited for it to come out.

Tearing it off, he climbed back into the car and put the receipt in the envelope in the glove box marked for such.  ’George’ll have a friggin’ hissy fit if I don’t grab these stupid receipts.’

Buckling himself back in, he keyed the starter and listened closely at the car’s rumble under the large canopy of the filling station.  ‘Yeah, bad ass all right and sounds too damned good to turn on the A/C,’ he thought.  He could feel himself grinning ear to ear as he pulled out and headed for the motel.  He stopped by the office although he had already checked in, taking a taxi from the airport.

“Got a question for you,” he asked the desk clerk.  “I just picked up a new car and was wondering what you have for security down in the parking garage?”

“Well sir, there are cameras that cover the two entrances and exits, we’ve got one covers the elevator area, and we have four others on each of the two levels that pan the entire parking area.”

“Is there any one particular area that’s covered exceptionally well?” Jon asked.

The desk clerk went over to the monitors and studied them for a minute.  “Drive down by the elevators and try to park within the first three spaces of center row.  They have the most camera coverage from what I can tell.  Mind if I ask why?”

“Sure, like I said, I just picked up a car and it’s pretty special to me.  I’d just feel more comfortable knowing an eye’s being kept on it, even if it’s electronic.”

The desk clerk walked over to an office and had a young woman come out.  “Leslie, watch the desk for a minute if you would.  I need to help this gentleman.”  Turning back toward Jonathan he said, “I’ll meet you at the elevator and show you.”

“Thanks, appreciate it.”

Less than two minutes had elapsed and the desk clerk heard the car coming long before he saw it. In the underground garage, its sound was amplified greatly.  It was an impressive reverberation of a high performance engine.  He directed the black Sting Ray into a parking spot he knew the driver would like.  The car pulled in; its owner shut it down.

“Thanks, guy, I really appreciate the help,” the driver said getting out of his car.  Jon walked over and tipped him ten dollars.  

“Thank you,” he replied as the desk clerk went back to the elevators.  “I’m on all night and I’ll keep a close eye on her.  That is a real beauty.”

Jonathan walked back to his car, reached in and retrieved a bag.  He opened it and removed the car cover that Robert had supplied, and carefully positioned it over his car.  Making sure he had it in place correctly he headed toward the elevators.  Riding back up to the lobby he walked over to the restaurant in the motel and ordered a large salad, small pizza, and two bottles of water to take out.  He sipped a glass of water until his food was up, paid the bill and walked back to his room. He was excited about the drive home the next day.  Turning on the television, he watched a re-run of “NCIS”, his favorite show.  “Ziva, you’re the only woman I’d let drive that Vette”, he laughed to himself, after which he caught the news.  A story concerning rising tuition costs for college caught his eye.  He immediately thought of his sister and niece who he knew would be entering college in a few weeks.  He knew that she wanted to go to medical school.  Jon and his sister had lost some of the closeness they had enjoyed most of their lives.  Jon was adamantly against his sister’s choice for her second husband and told her of his concerns.  Admitting it was primarily a ’gut’ feeling he’d had about the man, she scoffed at his fears and went ahead with the wedding.  Both brother and sister were very headstrong.  Jonathan, with apologies, had declined to attend, and that had opened a rift between his sister, Margot, and himself.  While they spoke monthly on the phone, the warmth between the siblings was missing.  Completely unknown to his sister, Jon had set up a trust fund for his niece’s education.  Now he was concerned that Margot might take the gesture the wrong way; that perhaps she might think that he was trying to buy his way back into her good graces.  That was not the case.  While he knew that Margot was capable of providing for her daughter, he could simply afford to do this more easily and lessen the financial strain he felt it would put upon her.  More importantly, he merely wanted to help his family.  He also had strong doubts that Margot’s second husband would contribute much.  Jon realized that he could be entirely wrong about the husband, but he simply did not believe it.  He intended to call her shortly after his return home to acknowledge his intentions.  Although he would never admit it, Jon was slightly nervous about the impending conversation.  ’That’s something I’ll deal with when I get home.’  Then it was lights off and into bed, for an early night.

Chapter 8

It was around seven-thirty in the morning when Miles walked into the offices of the Frenchman Bay Lobster Company.  Herman Ford, a man in his mid-forties although he looked closer to late fifties, was the general manager.  Miles had brought him up from New Haven, Connecticut to run this part of his business enterprise.  Miles had known him for over twenty years and trusted him.  He also knew from experience that Herman had no problem indulging in questionable activities if the price was right.  And in this particular venture, the price had been right.

“Morning, Herman,” Miles greeted the man.

“Back at ya, boss,” responded Herman.  “The Tanner boys are out back with their catch.  Let me go deal with them for a few minutes and I’ll be right back.”

“Important to keep our lobstermen happy, Herman, take your time, I’ll be right here.”

Herman walked back out the door and Miles could hear talking, sometimes heated.  He then walked over to the desk and set a bag down on it.

About five minutes later Herman returned and walked over to the desk.

“Our latest little travelers?” Herman asked innocently, but with a wry smile.

“Yep, make sure they make the trip safely.  What was that about outside?”

“Oh, a whole lot about nothing.  Them Tanners is always bitchin’ about the money.

They know damn well that market price is market price and I sure as shit ain’t got nothing’ to do with that, but they always gotta bitch.  Told’em if they don’t like dealing here then go fucking somewhere’s else.  Nuff about them drunk dicks, you know I always pack these lobsters up myself, Miles.  No one else need know.”

“That’s why you’re here, Herman.  We have a good arrangement and you value that.”

“Yes I do Miles, yes I do.  Same destination?”

“Yes, although there may be a change shortly, I’m not sure yet.”

“Well you just keep me posted.  They’ll ship early afternoon, be there tonight.”

“Sounds good, after all we do pride ourselves on freshness,” laughed Miles.

“That’s about a fact,” Herman laughed back.

With that Miles walked out the office and back to his car.  Climbing back into his Porsche, he decided to drive back to the club and go over the receipts from the previous night.  He had a lunch date at one that afternoon, but had plenty of time to make up the bank deposit.

Passing in front of the club he couldn’t help but notice Ronnie’s Harley still parked out front.  Although he didn’t know why, that bothered him a little.  ’Hell, maybe he just drank a little too much and actually used his brain for once,’ thought Miles to himself.  Then he laughed.  ’Suppose he might have gotten lucky.  He dismissed his concern and unlocked the side door, turned off the alarm, and went upstairs to the office.  The message machine was blinking.  He walked over to see who it was.  Tapping the play button he listened intently.  He then immediately erased the message and began to think.

***
[image: ]


THE NEXT MORNING AFTER serving breakfast to her guests, Margot and her daughter were relaxing for a moment out on the veranda, overlooking Frenchman’s Bay.  The impressive stone breakwater, which stood approximately fourteen feet above water at low tide, yet was just barely under the surface at high tide, was just off their property, perhaps one-hundred yards to the east, then it was the open Atlantic Ocean.  The water was still quite calm, very little breeze, and the seagulls could be heard flying all about.

“So how is Jimmy acting about you going off to school, Katie?” Margot asked.

“So far so good, Mom.  He really seems to be supporting me in what I want to do,” she replied.

“Hmmm, maybe there’s hope for men after all.  I seriously doubt Paul would be acting the same.”

Katie kind of winced.  Her mother knew that Paul was not Katie’s favorite
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