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Prologue

Virginia. 

Where has the time gone? I cannot believe it’s 2019. 

Drew Bryant opened his computer and went into his file. He had been keeping notes since his senior year in high school, knowing that someday he was destined to write a novel. It seemed for some reason writing was in his blood. 

It was back in 2016, right before graduation, when he walked a classmate home from high school. On that day, he walked into a scene he’d never forget. A woman was in labor. He was told to call 911, and after he did, a man walked in and they both did a double take. The stranger looked so much like his great-great-grandfather and himself; blue eyes and dark blond hair. He wasn’t given much time to reflect on it when an ambulance siren was heard, it soon arrived and rushed the woman to a hospital. Two months later he was formally introduced to Adam Bryant when he came to see his friend. Her father was a detective and he and Adam worked at the same precinct. 

Drew mentioned to Adam how much they resembled one another, and what a coincidence that they both had the same last name. The man choked on his water and appeared a bit flustered. After clearing his throat, Adam laughed and said that everyone has a twin and many people have the same surname, but they were not related. After meeting Adam, he was more curious than ever and did some research on his family tree. He discovered that his great-grandfather, who he was named after, died sometime in the 1960’s. His Grandfather Drew, worked in the newspaper business most of his life. He dug further into his past and found out that his great-great-great grandfather was a Foster Bryant who was an author of a series of science-fiction books. Luckily, he was able to find copies of Foster’s novels. It was mind boggling how Foster Bryant, who used the penname, Josh Grant, had such a fantastic imagination, and how his fictional books on time travel sold so well in the 1800 hundreds. 

He read the prologue to Timeless Love:

In 2014, David Kish, a young man did the one thing he was warned against: he turned back the hands on an antique watch that his grandfather had told him many times that that it should never be wound. The young man should have heeded the advice, because of what he did, he woke up in 1863, in the south during the Civil War. Suspected of being a spy by his great-great grandfather, General Kish, David was beaten and brought to an army prison where he was treated by a young medic. Escaping, he took the medic with him in his journey back to retrieve the watch. Later David discovered who he believed was a male doctor was actually a young woman. Sarah Flynn had disguised herself as a boy in order to follow Foster Bryant, her fiancé into battle. When David returned to the twenty-first century he had changed history; the south had won the war. Back in 1863, he had told his great-great grandfather, General Kish, events that he knew had already taken place according to his history books. Forster deserted the army to search for Sarah. Following their trail to General Kish’s residence, he was given information that the general obtained from the man who captured Sarah. He delivered the news of a pending attack to General Lee and that changed history. Sarah and David returned from the future before Foster’s prior trip to stop him from delivering the message of warning to General Lee. They had returned to correct a wrong but in doing so, Foster had been wounded and they brought him into the future to save his life. In the hospital, Sarah explained about time travel to Foster, telling him he was in the twenty-first century. He spent a day being cared for by a nurse, by the name of Erica Richards. She had the misfortune to enter the room the moment Sarah was bringing Foster back to 1863 with the watch. Sarah left Erica in the past and returned to the future to be with David Kish. Far into the future, in 2080, a scientist, Zof created an android child about the age of ten. In that era, androids, also known as cyborg and RA’s, (replica acumen) lived among humans, but they were slaves. These man-made replicas were so like humans, one could not tell them apart. Every human, by the age of eighteen had to carry a birth certificate issued on government paper. Lonely, Zof wanted to bring life to his daughter. With his trusted android Quaiser, they traveled back in time by an antique watch Zof found buried in an abandoned house, along with the novel, Sarah’s Choice. In the book it explained how the watch enabled people to go back and forth in time. The scientist Zof decided to go back to the past with the watch to pay a visit to the author. In his seventies, Foster was all alone, his family was a shamble. Drew was beaten so badly that he was never the same. Reece disappeared somewhere in Europe and Adam never married and his daughter, Elayne died at the age of eighteen. The scientist from the future explained about his man-made daughter to Foster and Zof asked for a picture of the deceased Elayne and her birth certificate. Zof returned to 2080 and gave life to his android daughter, making her resemble the human girl. She grew up thinking that she was a human until her father died leaving a letter. Reading it, she learned the truth.  Zof’s daughter went back to the day Elayne died and she took the girl’s place. Katch was a human; a tracker of androids in 2080 was sent back in time in a spacecraft to find the android Elayne, and to bring her back. Katch did but he fell in love with her. He stayed in the nineteenth century with her, but another android, Quaiser was sent to capture Elayne and she was brought into the future. Reece and Katch journeyed to 2080 to save Elayne. Reece stayed in the future so his sister and her husband could live happy lives in the nineteenth century. One night, as Reece was camping, a spacecraft crashed near-by and he believed the alien pilot was another android because of her six foot stature. He was amazed that the young woman had come from another galaxy; a planet called Umatilla. While her ship was being repaired, they fell in love and Reece traveled to Umatilla, but he didn’t receive a warm welcome like Sha-Leda had on Earth. He had a difficult time trying to live a normal life on the planet that was still in Roman times. Sha-Leda’s father ruled with an iron hand, making life miserable for the couple, until they went back to ancient Roman times and changed that planet’s history for the better. Adam Bryant, the eldest son was content living a quiet life, running a small practice in New York City until one day he found his brother Drew shot, lying on the front steps. By taking his younger brother in to 2014, he met a Creole doctor and they fell in love. As Drew was recuperating, Doctor Dannie La Pierre had found the watch and unbeknownst to her she wound it back taking Adam and herself into the sinking Titanic. After escaping the icy waters of that doomed ship, Adam brought her back to his century where they were accosted by a gunman, abducted and threatened to save a life of a wounded teenager. Returning to Dannie’s era, Adam remained there to raise a family.

After reading Timeless Love’s prologue, he knew for sure that Adam was his uncle from the past. And he now understood why Adam was living in the future. His uncle had been a doctor in the nineteenth century and had traveled to the future to save his brother Drew’s life.  Apparently Adam wanted to keep the truth a secret and he’d respect his uncle’s wish. Drew sat back and smiled knowing his Uncle Adam was happy. He was glad that his grandfather lived a long life with his wife, Timmie. Not only had his grandfather been shot by gangsters, but his grandmother and he were later abducted by the mob. They escaped with Quaiser’s help but she was again kidnapped by a lunatic threatening to kill her if she did not marry him. His grandfather bravely affronted the crime boss thinking that the gangster was again involved. Discovering he was wrong, he was able to rescue her with the help of the mob boss and his men. 

Now that’s a twist, mused Drew. 

Drew continued thinking about the past. Home only a year after being discharged from the army, writing took his mind off the empty house and his painful leg. The time travel series still sits in a bookcase to his left along with his first novel, Time In The Future, was published last month, after two years, under his real name. Drew hoped it would be as successful as Foster’s books. 

Oh, how he’d love to get his hands on the watch that started the whole series; a timepiece that enabled David Kish to go back to the Civil War. But according to Foster, it was buried along with Elayne. Now, he sat back and smiled. Maybe his second novel will be about himself and the woman he had married. It was definitely one for the books. 

He stared at the computer a few seconds deep in thought. Hmmm, why not. He could write a chapter or two, maybe three for a start, while the events of the past are still vivid. He would write the book in his point of view as did Foster. Cracking his knuckles, he flexed his fingers and in italic, he typed Endless Time, a note to the reader that the novel would be in his POV. Drew typed;

Endless Time

by

Drew Bryant

Chapter One

Sheesh what a bore-in-g class...

Drew thought, attending his last year in high school. He sat in class, doodling on a pad, not particularly interested in the subject his professor, Mr. Lucus was lecturing on. Apparently the fellow sitting in front also thought as he, what use would algebra be in his future because the kid was texting on his cell phone behind a book? Drew was only interested in genealogy back then. It wasn’t until the professor said, “Yes, Miss Collins, what is the answer?” that his head snapped out of the clouds. He hadn’t notice the cute girl before and spared a few moments to gape at her as he sat up straight, completely interested in the session now. 

She gave her answer to the question he had missed and Professor Lucus nodded, “Very good, Miss Sandy.” The cute girl smiled and the room seemed to light up as if the sun had fallen in. Her ash-blonde hair clustered in short curls around a heart-shaped face. If he had to guess on her height, he’d say that she was tall because her skirt barely touched her knees showing off long, slender legs; the kind that could wrap around a man’s waist. Damn, he had to go there.

After class he would make it his business to introduce himself to her. But, just as he was approaching Sandy, a boy who had muscles in places he had never seen before, grabbed her hand and kissed her cheek.

Damn, she has a boyfriend, and a hell of a big brute he’d not want to tangle with. But when it came to cute girls, Drew did not think with his head, not the one on his shoulders anyway. No, he wouldn’t be deterred easily.

The next day he waited until Sandy walked into the room and he grabbed the seat next to hers. Drew coughed but she paid him no mind and snapped on a piece of gum until Professor Lucus entered. Halfway through the session, he poked her and gave her his most charming smile. She in return gave him a queer look and lifted the corner of that sweet mouth, which he figured was her attempt to smile back. 

“I’m Drew Bryant,” he took the liberty to introduce himself. 

“Hi,” she mumbled and continued taking notes with long sensitive fingers.

Not one to take a subtle hint, he continued to speak, “Glad to meet you.” 

“Thanks,” she answered and added in a fairly husky tone, “Be quiet, the professor’s speaking.” 

Well, at least she said a few more words than before. And although he felt a prick of irritation, he figured he was getting somewhere.

“How about we...”

“Shhh!” she snapped. It was then he noticed the color of her eyes, they were periwinkle, the prettiest shade of blue he’d ever seen. A strange notion popped into his head. What beautiful children we’d make.

“Mr. Bryant would you like to share your conversation with the class, since you feel free to interrupt it!” groused Professor Lucus. “Mr. Bryant?!” he repeated.

“Huh?” He jolted upright and could feel his face heat, seeing the whole class staring at him. And to make matters more embarrassing, he heard her snicker. 

“I do not see the humor in this Miss Sandy! You both can stay after class.”

Her smile faded abruptly and she whined, “But, I have a date to...” 

“Yes, you both have a date here for an extra assignment.”

“Shit!” she whispered, but luckily only he heard.

He had to bite his tongue to keep from laughing. If the professor thinks this is a punishment, the man couldn’t be more wrong. After class, Sandy told her boyfriend that she couldn’t go with him and Drew had to hide his smile.

The next day when he again took the seat next to Sandy, she gave him a thunderous expression and moved as far away from him as possible. Oh, well, you can’t win them all. But after class he noticed that Mr. Muscles hadn’t come for Sandy so he followed her out the building. When he tapped her on the shoulder she turned and inquired nastily, “What do you want?” 

“I want to apologize for yesterday,” he said with sincerity.

Her pretty eyes narrowing, she snapped her gum and voiced in a nasty tone, “Okay, now go away.”

“Sorry, I’m not convinced,” he barked back. 

She sighed in exasperation. “Look, I do not give a rat’s ass, so...”

He grabbed her and kissed away anything else she was tempted to say. He heard her suck a hard breath and he felt his loins tightened and then the earth shift beneath his sneakers. But it wasn’t the kiss that swept him off his feet. Before he knew it, he was flying through the air and the ground came up and kissed his face. 

What the hell? He took a quick sharp breath, groaned and opened his eyes to see Mr. Muscles cracking his knuckles. “Sonofabitch!” Drew snapped and gritted his teeth and rubbed his head feeling the lump. 

“I’ll kill you dumb-ass if you kiss my girl again!” the bully threatened and made a fist. Sandy tugged at the big brute’s arm telling him to leave Drew be. 

“C’mon, Lester, he’s an ass, the kiss didn’t mean anything. Let it go.”

Well that cut him to the quick and that’s twice in two days Drew made a fool out of himself, but it was worth it. As fellow students passed by snickering, a few aimed their cell phone at him. He brushed off his jeans, straightened himself and walked away with as much dignity as possible; tonight his mortification will be all over the internet. A man’s pride can only take so much!

I guess I deserve that, he shrugged. But it was worth it because the kiss might not have meant anything to Sandy, but it meant a hell of a lot to me! The blow he received to his head was not as powerful as the blow he felt when their lips touched. That girl was worth fighting for!

He was deep in his disturbing thoughts when a voice spoke behind him, snapping him back to earth. “Hey, dude, what the hell was that all about?”

Drew snorted,” Where were you when I needed your help, Brick?” he inquired jokingly. His good friend was dubbed Brick because not only was he built like a stone wall; he was thick-headed also. Besides, if anyone called him Owen, his Christened name, that person would leave with a split lip. So Brick it was if you wanted to speak again. His friend was part African, part Native American, and with a mixture of some German. One might say he was a mutt, but he was a kid to have on your side.

“Sorry pal, I arrived on the scene a little late. Do ya want me to go back and clobber the jerk?” Brick’s voice held a challenge. 

Drew rubbed his smarting head, muttering imprecations. “Naw, I’ll live. But you can give me a ride home in that jalopy of yours.” He playfully punched Brick on his forearm. Once in the car, Brick offered him a joint. Once again Drew refused giving his friend the same old lecture that marijuana might be legal now in some states but it was still dangerous to smoke. And once again his advice was met with a shrug.

***

Drew stretched thinking that the first chapter was easy. He will write the second chapter tomorrow. He entered his mother’s room telling himself that it was time to clean out her clothes and donate them. He had put off the painful project too long. He picked up a picture of his parents and himself when he was only five. Tears formed in his eyes, he surely missed them both. After boxing up her clothes he dropped them off at the nearest second hand shop and sadly parted with what was left of her material things. Her memory could never be taken from him.

Chapter Two

What the hell just happened?

Sandy walked away from Drew on shaky legs. Again she asked herself what in tarnation happened. Damn if she hadn’t lied to Lester and herself about Drew. That kiss not only made her head swirl, but she had swallowed her gum. 

She had tried her damnest to ignore him yesterday not liking the way her heart went pity-pat when he had smiled at her. He was so damn cute, but too cocky to suit her. Besides, she and Lester have been going steady now for two months, and they were serious. And Lester was on the football team and she was the envy of all her friends on the cheerleading team. Although Drew wasn’t as muscular as Lester, he did have a nice body. Now why did she think that? 

Sandy knew she shouldn’t but she turned back to see if he was all right. He was walking away and she now felt bad for him. Well, he had no right to kiss her like that! Maybe now, he’ll stay away from her. But did she want him too?

Drew wasn’t in class the next day and Sandy hated the fact that she was disappointed. Maybe Lester really hurt him. No, he seemed to be okay; surly it had to do with being humiliated on the internet and Face Book. She spent most of her class fretting over the boy and missed a lot of what the professor had said. Dammit, it was all Drew’s fault. Why did he have to kiss her? Not only had her head been in a cloud all day, but she dreamed of him last night. Sandy was in a bit of a conundrum. She had to snap out of it, she loved Lester and...that was that! Drew was just a passing ship in the night, as the saying goes. 

After class she waited for Lester but he didn’t show, so she texted him. He replied that he was staying later than usual for football practice and he’d see her tomorrow. It surprised her that she did not feel very disappointed. Since she had to pass Drew’s house on the way home, she decided to see if he was all right. She told herself it was the neighborly thing to do and nothing more. At the last step on the stoop she stood and paused a second before knocking, losing some of her bravery. What if he read something else into this? She didn’t want to give Drew the wrong impression that she was interested in him. She bit her lower lip, this was a silly idea, she told herself, and turned nearly bumping into his mother. 

“Oh, hello, Mrs. Bryant...um...” She stepped aside easing into a smile. 

“Hello, Sandra, right?”

“Yes, ma’am, I just came to see if, err, if Drew was okay, he wasn’t in class today.”

Drew’s mother seemed surprised. “Hmmm, he left as usual with his backpack, oh, dear; I hope he’s all right.” 

Oh, shoot! Now I probably got him in to trouble; he had most likely cut classes. Shoot! Think fast.

“Oh, um, he’s only in one of my classes. I’m sure he just cut it. Sorry, don’t worry.” Just then she caught him walking down the block. “Oh, here he comes. Well, good-by.” She ran down the steps feeling like a complete idiot. Thank goodness no one was around to capture her foolishness. As soon as she entered her house, her phone rang. “Hi, Lester...It’s okay, I’ll see you tomorrow. Yes, me too...Ah, huh, bye.” She sighed and popped a stick of gum into her mouth. “Is that you Sandy?” her mother yelled from the kitchen.

“Yeah, going to my room to study,” she hollered back and ran up the stairs. Shutting the door she plopped down on the bed next to her shabby old teddy bear and her old calico cat. “Oh, Teddy,” she hugged the bear with one button eye. “I’m such a silly girl,” she pouted. Sighing as if the world was coming to an end, she picked up the cat that had been stitched so many times that it was missing much of its stuffing. “Cicero, my life is so complicated. I’m so confused,” again she inhaled deeply and let out of frustrated puff of air. “You two are so lucky, no cares....and...oh, well, it’s my problem,” she pouted.

She laid them aside and turned on her pink laptop and logged on Face Book. “Oh, no! It’s no wonder Drew didn’t show his face in school. Damn!  She snapped down the cover feeling a bit sad for the guy. But then, on second thought, she snorted. It still served him right for kissing her and she wasn’t going to belabor it, either. Well, not much.

***

Drew was happy how chapter two read. He had plenty of time to write before he started his job. Adam got him a position at his police department, sitting at the front desk signing in visitors. He didn’t like being on disability, since he was discharged from the army but finding a career that was suited to his injury, and without a college degree did not leave much in the work field. 

He sat for a moment to recall that he had skipped school the next day and that his mother was waiting for him on the front steps. She had an expression on her face that confused him; it was a mixture of relief and annoyance. He didn’t have to ask, she knew he had cut classes. Surely, she’d understand the reason when he explained, he had thought foolishly at the time. Yeah, right, when frogs turned into butterflies. Oh, well, he had been smart enough to know he was in for a lecture so he fessed up to the truth; ready for come what may

“Hi, mom!” Drew greeted her cheerfully, even though he knew it would not help his case.  “Sorry, mom, I’ll explain inside,” and relieved her of the bag of groceries. Ten years ago, the first words out of her mouth would have been, ‘Wait ‘till your father comes home.’ And how he wished he could hear that threat again, but his father was killed by a drunk driver, swerving into the oncoming lane. His father left them with a healthy insurance policy, enabling his mother to pay off the house, but he’d give it all back for his father’s life.

“Sorry, mom,” he apologized again and placed the bag on the kitchen table. After he explained his dilemma, she laughed. Well, he hadn’t expected that! And he wasn’t sure if he should be happy or insulted; he gave himself the benefit of the doubt. 

She offered him a forgiving smile. “Son, I’ll let it pass this time because I know what puppy love feels like. I’m just sorry that in these times, everyone knows your business with all these cell phones and computers around. Maybe I shouldn’t tell you but this girl, Sandra came calling to see if you were okay. She might be sweet on you also, but she ran off just before you arrived. Now, a word of advice from a mother who you might not believe it a bit smarter than you, don’t miss school again because of some bully. You are stronger than that, you’re a Bryant! Supper will be ready in an hour,” she quickly changed the subject.

Drew exchanged a smile with his mother, and then shook his head with relief. He let out a sigh, his mother was right, and for some reason she became smarter as he grew older. He shouldn’t have stayed away just to lick his wounds and he was angry at himself for being embarrassed. Tomorrow, he’d show the world what he was really made of, and he whistled his way up to his room. Ah, ha, that kiss affected her also. Ha!  

Chapter Three

I believe mom saved some of pop’s cologne...

Hoping he was right, Drew opened the medicine cabinet and spied a half filled bottle on the top shelf. Deciding to spruce up that morning, he smiled at his find. “Yep, there it is, Dad’s musk,” he told himself. Splashing a generous amount on his face, he heard his mother yell, “Drew are you in there?!” He turned to answer her and knocked the bottle over spilling some on his blue jeans. He quickly salvaged the rest and put back knowing that she wanted to use the bathroom. It was too late to change so he grabbed his backpack and yelled, “See you later mom, love you!” and ran out of the house. 

History was his first period and for some reason his classmates moved a distance away when he took his seat. The cologne couldn’t be that bad, he thought. When the bell rang he was anxious to get to his next class knowing Sandy would be there. He waited to see where she would sit and the only chair that was empty was across from her. The blonde cutie was busy texting on her cellphone and if he had to guess it would be to that big bag of muscles, Lester. He had to grin; the Bozo did not look like a Lester. 

Sandy was paying more attention to her texting then to her surroundings as she sat down. A few minutes later she sneezed and wiggled her nose like a bunny. Pulling out a tissue Sandy blew then placed her phone in her pocketbook. She still hadn’t noticed him and sneezed again. “Ahchoo!” And again.

A few classmates turned and scowled at her as if she had the plague and he grinned. A few sneezes do not make her Typhoid Mary. 

“Ahchoo!”

The kid in front of her got up and moved; Sandy sniffled and mumbled, “Sorry.”

Drew noticed her eyes puffing up and tearing. He reached over and touched her arm, asking foolishly, “Are you all right?”

She turned and snapped petulantly, “Do I sound like I am?” 

In truth, her voice was hoarse and he was tempted to expel a frustrated breath but thought better of it. Although, he didn’t like her tone, he was beginning to feel sorry for her. 

“Ahchoo!”

“Miss, Sandy,” said the professor as he shuffled through papers impatiently, “Go see the nurse.”

She nodded and left and Drew wondered if he should follow her, he was really concerned but resisted. Later during lunch he asked a few of Sandy’s girlfriends if they had seen Sandy but they all said their friend was not in the rest of her classes. Drat! He even went after school to the football field to see if she was practicing with the cheerleaders or with Bozo, but Lester was talking to another cheerleader. When the cats away, goes the saying but that didn’t concern him as much as Sandy.

He walked home dodging a few young kids on their skateboards and stopped at Sandy’s house. He wasn’t sure if he should knock, but he did. Mrs. Collins answered and smiled.

“Hello, Drew,” she opened the screen door but he didn‘t move. “Sorry to bother you Mrs. Collins but I was just, err, wondering how Sandy is.”

She wrinkled her nose and sneezed, giving him the once over as if she were measuring him for a suit. ”What are you wearing?” she pointy inquired. He paused a moment, then looked down at himself as if he had forgotten his attire and  replied, a bit stymied, “Jeans and a shirt,  ma’am.” 

“Ahchoo!”

“Ma’am?”

“Drew, I mean what cologne are you wearing?” she sniffled “You simply reek of it.”

“Crap! Er, um, sorry ma’am,” he mumbled. “It was my father’s and...”

“Did you bathe in it? Ahchooooo!”

The woman stepped back from the door and quickly explained that she and her daughter are allergic to carnations and that Sandy was fine now. Then the door was quickly shut in his face. Aw, shoot! Can it get any worse?

Don’t ask pal...don’t ask.

At home he flew up the steps and Googled the name of his father’s cologne; sure enough one of the ingredients was carnations. What were the chances? he mused. He should have such lock playing Lotto!

His jeans went into the trash along with is dignity.

The next day Drew wasn’t taking any more chances and sat as far away from Sandy as possible. From where he sat he could see that she appeared to be her cute self again and for that he was glad, but he did so want to speak to her and apologize. After class as he walked down the hall to his next class he was tapped on the shoulder; an electrifying shudder reverberated through him. Turning, he was surprised to see the object of his thoughts standing there.

“Sandy?” he looked at her in surprise. 

She bit her lip and appeared to be uncertain if she should speak. “Drew, um, my mother told me that you had stopped yesterday and...”

Say something you fool.

But, he stood there like the fool that he was.

“Look, I’m not mad at you.” She gazed at the floor as if it was more interesting than he. She then murmured, “You had no idea that I’m sensitive to carnations.”

Whew, that’s a relief. 

So, apologize anyway, dummy! scolded his smatter side.

Drew cleared his throat of that annoying lump and did his best not to trip over his tongue. He should have kept his mouth shut.

Sandy looked up and smiled but he felt that her eyes were laughing at him more than her sweet mouth. An awkward minute passed when Lester came up and rudely sniffed. “What no perfume today.” 

He hooted and Sandy poked him in his ribs. Drew appreciated her gesture but he was still temped to wipe that smug smile off Bozo’s face. Although the muscles in his neck grew taut, he would not fight and walked away, because today he’d not openly make himself a fool again. But he was not discouraged from fighting for Sandy.  
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