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			PROLOGUE

			Emotional Impetus

			April 2, 1984, West Jerusalem

			King George Street was a bustle of activity under a hot cloudless sky. Men, women, and children clogged the sidewalks and, in many instances, slowed traffic to a standstill as they darted back and forth across the street, visiting the many shops and eateries lining the popular Jerusalem thoroughfare which joins Ben Yehuda Street and Jaffa Road to form what’s known as the city’s Downtown Triangle. John Walsh stood on the sidewalk, hand-in-hand with his two-year-old daughter Amanda, admiring Kate as she strutted through the throngs of people on the opposite side of the road, heading for Habira Sporting Goods. Just before disappearing into the sea of bodies, his twenty-two-year-old wife turned and teasingly flashed that mischievous smile of hers. “Oh my”, he chuckled, “some things never change.”

			Looking toward Tsach Jewelry a few doors down searching for Kate’s parents Jacob and Mary, he grinned. What a difference from Waterloo. Geez, what a difference from St. John’s. Maybe this trip wasn’t such a bad idea after all.

			“Daddy, pee.”

			“Ok,” he sought Jacob and Mary to indicate where they were going, no sign of either. After the short hesitation, they turned toward the public washrooms directly behind them.

			Exiting the family facilities minutes later, he spied two young Arab men carrying plastic bags, moving a little too urgently, enter the sporting goods store.

			“Daddy, ice cream.”

			For some inexplicable reason, he couldn’t take his eyes off the store entrance as Amanda pulled him toward an ice cream vendor. “Daddy!”

			After getting a sundae for her and a cone for him, they stopped at an empty café table near the edge of the sidewalk and sat down to wait. Amanda sloppily lapped into the ice cream, but his was melting rapidly as he stared at the store’s big glass door waiting for his wife to appear, an incomprehensible feeling making him very uneasy.

			A few minutes later, Kate finally emerged holding up new sneakers with a broad smile. She stopped at the curb as traffic passed. Picking up Amanda in his arms, John could not shake the intensifying feeling. Suddenly, the serene atmosphere burst into a deafening barrage of automatic weapons fire and exploding hand grenades as the two men he’d spotted rushed out of the sporting goods store, targeting people indiscriminately. Bodies were falling everywhere, and cars were colliding in the instant mass confusion and human stampede.

			“Get down,” John yelled at Kate, losing sight of his wife as Jacob and Mary scrambled up, crouching, taking cover behind an abandoned car. He urgently handed them Amanda, fear and worry discernable on their faces. “Stay down!”

			“Kate?”

			“Stay down.”

			Amidst a hail of gunfire and the smokey haze of expended ordinance as Israeli security forces and shop owners engaged the terrorists, he ventured into the commotion, dodging vehicles and panicked people, searching for his wife. A third terrorist dropped in a crimson cloud in the street to his right as he reached the far curb. All at once gunfire ceased, leaving the sounds of police and pedestrians mauling the first two terrorists with extreme prejudice in front of the sporting goods store, a ring of people rapidly swelling into a vengeful mob.

			Coming around a bullet-ridden car, he came to a halt. There she was. Face down. A pool of blood expanding out from her inert body. He dropped to his knees and gently rolled her over into his lap. She struggled to smile, blood seeping out of the corner of her mouth. He struggled to contain himself. Her lips quivered, and then she went lifeless. He cradled her head in his arms and hugged her softly before affectionately brushing her hair off her face and kissing her. He said I love you, rocked gently back and forward, and looked skyward, his tears dripping into her blood.

			“Adoni. Adoni? Sir. Sir,” a voice gently tugged at his arm, his fixed, distant gaze becoming focused with rage, falling on the dead terrorist, then his two beaten comrades.

			“You fuckers!”
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			Vivid Memory

			July 4, 1984, Washington, D.C.

			The sun gently crested the horizon, emanating its orangey yellow glow over the sprawling city of three-quarters of a million people. Constant chirping of crickets was replaced by the more rhythmic sounds of birds singing their early morning rituals. Dew covered everything, twinkling as the sun’s powerful rays expanded out over the flat landscape. Early summer had been hot and humid and it was readily apparent that this would be the case again today.

			Washington was unusually quiet for a Wednesday. Normally at this time of morning, city transit buses and one of the busiest subways in the country would be full with hundreds of thousands of commuters. Today, however, Metrobus was on a Sunday schedule and its vehicles had not yet started to run while Metrorail was operating at a reduced rate with few passengers availing of the subway services. Streets, ordinarily clogged with bumper-to-bumper traffic and sidewalks typically crowded with people were virtually empty.

			It was Independence Day and most city offices and businesses were closed. Only early morning risers and those working in the hospitality industries were up and moving about along with volunteers and workers getting holiday venues ready.

			 

			The eastern side of The Oval Office was brightly illuminated as it was for a brief period every morning. The sun’s rays infiltrated through sparse openings between the leaves and branches of trees along the periphery of the grounds, cascading powerful beams of light through the large windows and glass paneled door invading everything in its path in a hazy brilliant morning light. Despite the hustle and bustle outside the office, workers getting the premises ready for the celebrations, the room was silent with only the cadent tic toc of the huge 200-year-old grandfather clock and the intermittent turning of pages interrupting the tranquility.

			On the large nineteenth-century Resolute desk was an advance copy of Rand Corporation’s report on international terrorism brightly accentuated by the penetrating light. The document was opened to the summary page but the President’s mind had drifted back to a sunny Sunday morning in Hawaii when, as a twenty-two-year-old 2nd lieutenant in the United States Army Enlisted Reserve, he experienced the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor.

			 

			After finishing his exams at Harvard University in mid-November of 1941, Edward Wilson arrived in the tropical paradise to fulfill his annual commitment to the reserves. The native of New York was assigned to the 25th Infantry Division garrisoned at Schofield Barracks Army Base in the central highlands of O’ahu. The base was adjacent to Wheeler Field, home of the Army Air Corps’ 15th Pursuit Group responsible for the air defense of the Hawaiian Islands.

			His company had been given a two-day pass, the norm for most units drawing no weekend duty, and the vast majority of its members had joined the exodus of military personnel venturing into Honolulu or Pearl City or one of the many other cities and towns ringing Pearl Harbor. The few that had stayed, himself included, were asleep, lounging around or, lingering in the outdoor kitchen serving breakfast.

			Lying atop his bunk on the first floor of Building 158 in Quad B he gazed out the window at the beautiful morning reflecting on how fortunate he’d been to receive such a posting. This was THE posting and the native of New York was going to savor every last minute of it.

			With thoughts of an afternoon at Waikiki Beach and nurses off the U.S.S. Solace prancing around in their swimsuits bringing a broad smile to his face he was brought upright by the distinctive sound of explosions? That’s strange, this is Sunday, there’s no training today, he questioned, glancing at the daily wall calendar, a pinup of Rita Hayworth glad in a black-negligee brightly lit by a lone beam of sunlight invading the room. Sunday, December 7, 1941.

			Blasts and shaking increased both in intensity and frequency and there were secondary detonations off in the distance. What in the hell is the Air Corps doing before 8am on a Sunday morning?

			Irritated, he was about to rise when a cacophony of bullets ripped through the glass, wood, concrete and mortar all around him. He instinctively dove for cover amid the frenzied shouts of his comrades.

			“The Japs. The Japs are here.”

			The wave of machine gun bullets quickly moved past his room and he sprang to his feet and rushed outside, joining his comrades, now on the move all around the base.

			“Get your weapons.”

			“What idiot decided to put the weapons in the armory?”

			“Watch out, here they come again. Take Cover.”

			“We’re like shooting ducks. Where the fuck is the air corps!”

			“Man down. Medic! Medic!”

			Under intense fire, he and a ragtag group of soldiers carefully maneuvered, ducking into and out of cover, as they made their way toward the Rifle Range Armory. Japanese planes, the rising sun clearly visible on their wings, were indiscriminately strafing the whole area and it was a painstaking journey trying to traverse the grounds safely. The enemy aircraft were flying so low he could clearly make out the crewmen as they passed by and their proximity to the ground made it hard to move without being seen and shot at.

			After what seemed an eternity, actually about five minutes, he had his M1 Carbine and ammo, had gathered what members of his Company he could find, plus a few others, and was heading back to his barracks. Once there they would head to the roof and try to defend the base as they had practiced numerous times over the last month.

			Climbing the three flights of concrete stairs, he was picturing where to place his men, issuing orders when he got to the top. Chaos and confusion reigned all around and by the time they were set up in their positions, the attacking Japanese planes had left the area and the immediate danger had subsided.

			 

			Nestled at the foot of the eastern slope of the Waianae Mountain Range near the towns of Wahiawa and Mililani, Schofield Barracks’ elevated and central location provided it with a strategically good position to defend the island. It also provided a clear view to the southeast of neighboring Wheeler Field and further distant, Pearl Harbor.

			Peering over the rooftop parapet, he was shocked at the massive damage done to the Air Corps base. The morbid scene of destroyed buildings, twisted wrecks of aircraft and dead and wounded scattered everywhere, sent a cold shiver down his spine. Looking through the barreling smoke from raging fires engulfing the airfield, he could see soldiers and airmen bravely scurrying around tending to the wounded. A task made more dangerous by secondary explosions as fuel ignited and ammo cooked off. In the distance, sounds of explosions echoed from the harbor.

			Below him, Schofield Barracks was badly shot up but it seemed to have escaped any major bomb damage. He could not see any dead around the Army base and the few that were wounded were now being treated but with the amount of strafing the barracks had received, he knew that they had to have more men down.

			Ironically, what he perceived as a foolish practice, units having weekends off, had undoubtedly saved a great number of lives. Had the outpost been full of its weekly compliment of personnel, the casualties would have been significantly higher.

			With the rush of adrenaline subsiding and a lull in the action, he began to relax. It was at this moment he realized how scared he was and he thought of his drill sergeant at boot camp, a veteran of the first world war, “It’s good to be scared. It keeps you honest.” He now got the meaning.

			Taking a panoramic view of the roof and the defensive positions he’d set up, then looking out in front of him, he was overwhelmed. Quickly, his fear changed to a combination of outrage, fury, and anger. He fleetingly wanted the Japanese planes to return so they could exact some revenge.

			A massive explosion to the southeast caught everyone’s attention and made those positioned elsewhere scramble to the south side of the roof as the shock wave reached their position. Over the skies of Pearl Harbor, enemy aircraft, swarming like bees in the distance, were swooping down on the Pacific Fleet. Bombs and torpedoes erupted in a hail of destruction filling the skies with clouds of thick black smoke.

			From the size of the detonation, it was apparent something major had been hit. Probably the magazine of one of the battleships at moor in the harbor, or, the ammunition depot or fuel storage tanks at Hickam Field. It was impossible to tell through the obscured skyline. The scene was something he’d never forget.

			The obvious notwithstanding, it was the utter outrage and anger that the decorated war veteran remembered most about that fateful morning, so vivid in his memories. Reflecting back, he thought that as soon as the first bomb and torpedo were dropped, Japan had started down a road ultimately leading to the devastation of its country. Yet again, a foe of the United States had gravely misread, misunderstood, and underestimated the will and resolve of the American people.

			Edward’s thoughts moved to his friends and comrades from that day, buzzing of his intercom interrupting the solitary silence in the office, ending his unintended slippage into the past. He’d asked his personal secretary to come in early, just for a couple of hours, until the off-the-books meeting scheduled for 8am was started and the arrangements for his departure later in the day were in place.

			“Yes Margaret?”

			“Mister President, Captain Edwards says Air Force One will be ready to leave by three pm.”

			After a short pause, Margaret Thompson, who’d been with him since he assumed the office of President of the United States in 1981, resumed in her usual professional and organized manner.

			“Kelly says that your agenda for the upcoming campaign trip has been finalized and that you have a fifty-three to forty-four lead in the latest poll. The First Lady will be ready on time.”

			“I’ll believe that when I see it,” he muttered under his breath.

			“Excuse me.”

			“Nothing,” he chuckled. “Continue.”

			“Your daughter will be accompanying you on the first leg.”

			“Excellent, I was hoping she could swing it.”

			“One other thing sir, Admiral Garcia is running late. There was another intrusion of Iranian fighters over the protected zone in the Persian Gulf but they broke off as soon as a flight of F-Fifteens was scrambled by the Saudis. The situation has stabilized and he will be along shortly. And sir, that is it.”

			“Thank you, Margaret,” he replied, ever thankful for her loyalty and expertise in handling his affairs. “When everyone arrives, let me know and show them in. Then go home and enjoy the day with your family and friends. And before you protest, I want you to do that. So, please humor me and have some fun and forget about work for a day.”

			“I will try Mister President.”

			This was a rare day with no scheduled commitments for the sixty-four-year-old President. Last year he’d given a live address on July 4th but this year he’d decided to tape his message to the American people for broadcast on the major TV networks. He wanted his day to be free so he could start his campaign tour and Independence Day seemed like the perfect day to begin his quest for re-election.

			The plan was to spend the next three weeks touring the southeast before returning to D.C. and then traveling to Los Angeles to open the Twenty-third Olympic Summer Games. First, however, he had to meet with his top advisers, military commanders and intelligence heads to start a highly secretive plan of action to address a growing concern. Terrorism had been troubling him for years and with the bombing of the Marine Barracks in Beirut last October it had risen to prominence.

			Since then, there had been plenty of official meetings and discussions within his cabinet, his inner circle of advisers and the Joint Chiefs concerning first, retaliation, and later, an overall strategic strategy designed to deal with the escalating problem.

			Unfortunately, there had been a lot of turmoil concerning the response and resultant lack thereof and some major riffs had appeared. After some very one-sided lectures he’d quickly restored political normalcy and focus. Eventually, a new organizational structure was put in place to confront terrorism and the new and distinctly different threat it presented.

			The problem, the whole arduous process concerned broad-based planning involving the military, the intelligence community, and law-enforcement as a whole. New coordinated tactics, procedures and policies had had to be planned and developed to address this new form of enemy.

			What he had in mind was something on a much smaller scale, that he considered vitally important, to identify what he perceived a major deficiency in the new defense apparatus designed to combat extremist groups. Early in the new year he had met individually, on numerous occasions, with all those attending this morning’s meeting to get their own personal opinions and ideas.

			Satisfied that they all understood what he wanted, he’d asked them to get together informally, as often as needed, and put aside any animosity that had formed over the last few months. He instructed them to formulate an outline and the process to create what he viewed as a necessity in this new struggle.

			On Monday, his Chief of Staff Phillip Mitchell informed him that the group had completed their task and had actually started making arrangements for the organizational form of his proposal. Though not planned, today was the perfect day to meet, with Capitol Hill and the Pentagon entirely shut down for the holiday.

			He had hoped the process would have been completed sooner, but he knew there had been some bad blood created after the Beirut attack that would take time to mend and it had. At least they did get over their differences for the most part and now the formation of a new, unique, wholly independent counter-terrorist unit would be started before he headed out of town.

			The alternative would have been waiting until his return which would have delayed things weeks if not longer with the upcoming Olympic Games. The only restriction he had given the group was that a plan be presented to him by the July 4th holiday.

			His biggest fear was a repeat of Pearl Harbor, recognizing that in today’s small world a tiny band of determined individuals could potentially cause significantly more death and destruction than the Japanese had. Terrorism was becoming more fanatical and less discriminate and the United States was in the cross-hairs. Edward Wilson knew that these organizations had to be defended against and dealt with decisively, wherever and whenever possible.
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			Lover’s Paradise

			September 11, 2001, The Points, 
Bay Roberts, Newfoundland

			The lovers were still locked in the naked embrace they’d naturally fallen into following an evening of passionate love-making that lasted well into the early morning. After the last of multiple orgasms, they’d remained motionless, drained, breathing deeply, their racing hearts beating in unison as she lay on top of him. Immersed in each other, they’d playfully caressed each other in erotically charged afterplay.

			Eventually overcome by weariness, they’d shared a tender kiss good night and exchanged I Love You’s and she’d slid off him, resting her head on his hairless chest, sinking into his receptive arms. He’d held her tightly, lovingly, and despite their naked vulnerability she’d felt safe and protected. Listening to the intoxicating sounds around them she’d softly stroked a pronounced scar on his chest and he’d lightly rubbed her leg, teasingly left draped over him.

			The mid-September night had been unusually warm with a light breeze ruffling the netting over the entrance of their two-man tent. Stars had shone brightly in a cloudless sky with Northern Lights prominent in a radiant pale green glow towards the horizon. Gentle lapping of the ocean swell over the rocks below enhanced the magical atmosphere and with nature’s tranquility providing the perfect sedative sleep had come easily.

			 

			The campfire was nothing but smoldering embers now, the morning sunshine blossoming out of a majestic blue background, its reflected brilliance dancing over an unusually calm Conception Bay, the water twinkling in the imperfections of a near mirrored surface. The temperature had already risen to 20 Celsius, a clear indication, barring a wind change, that this was going to be the second straight day of record-breaking highs approaching 30 degrees, the norm in Newfoundland at this time of year usually in the mid-teens.

			They were camped in a grassy depression on the northern slope at the head of the small peninsula making up the seaward end of the town of Bay Roberts. The spot over-looked Mad Rock, a jagged rock formation protruding out of the sea just off shore. Their tent, purposely facing east, was situated above Watering Cove, a small but quaint bight leading to the sea-carved rock structure.

			Up the hill was Franey’s Gulch, the highest point on the surrounding land called The Points by locals, its eastern side accentuated by Dark Hole, a twenty-five-meter cliff replete with razor sharp rocks and ledges dropping straight down into the sea. The vantage point gave the two outdoor enthusiasts a sweeping view of the bay, Bell Island in the foreground, Upper Island Cove to the left, the vastness of the Atlantic Ocean to the northeast.

			Sarah Parsons and John Walsh went on as many of these pleasurable getaways as possible during the short summer season. They loved the solitude and the romantic sojourns they tended to be and as Sarah adored, a chance to be alone, totally lost in each other.

			Often, they set their camp up at Juggler’s Cove, a more secluded and sheltered inlet a few kilometers in along the town’s harbor. The trails above the cove provided an excellent unconventional running path that the two fitness buffs always took advantage of, plus a picturesque path for romantic hand-in-hand walks on moonlit nights.

			John had taught Sarah to scuba dive there, the beach in the small cove excellent for setting out, its shallow depth gradually dropping off into the harbor. She had grown fond of diving and had become very good at it. Sometimes, they packed a lunch in a water-tight container and swam to Fergus Island, nine hundred meters to the southwest.

			“You’re awfully good at this,” she’d noted after one of their first dives, taken by his proficiency as a diver and swimmer.

			“I can hold my own.”

			“You must have taken a lot of courses, be a member of a diving club,” she’d probed, wondering how he’d acquired the skills, clearly expert ones.

			“Took some lessons when I was in university, never been in a diving club. Guess I’m just a natural.”

			“Yeah,” she’d chuckled. “You swim like a fish.”

			Despite the early skepticism, her curiosity toward his skill set waned as her enjoyment for the pastime grew. After a half dozen or so dives, using rented wetsuits and equipment, he’d bought her all the gear she’d need. Everything was brand new and suited her size and strength which was an added bonus compared to the rented stuff.

			“How did you find a suit that fits so well,” she’d asked the first time she wore the new form-fitting neoprene diving garment, running her hands down over her body. “It’s perfect.”

			“Glad you like it. I had it custom made.”

			“Really! You never asked for my measurements?”

			“Well, I have explored your body,” he’d playfully noted.

			“Indeed you have. Nothing like hands-on experience,” she’d teased, peeling off the wetsuit. “Like to check your measurements?”

			The equipment he’d bought included a black knife identical to his, carried in a sheath, worn on the thigh. It looked like the military ones she’d often seen in movies with the top of the blade partially serrated reminding her of Rambo’s knife. He’d called it a k bar but she, so focused on its sharpness, wasn’t exactly listening and thought he meant he’d bought it at K-Mart which led to a long laugh. Of course, her knife was forever christened the K-Mart knife.

			While showing her the proper way to use it, it was apparent that a KA-BAR knife could inflict some serious damage and it was something that he was very familiar with. Despite the initial chill it gave her, it wasn’t long before she became comfortable then competent with it, recognizing what a useful tool it could be.

			The knife always accompanied John whenever they went camping and his skill with it was undeniable. Despite its near foot-long length he trimmed wood pieces and cut and sliced things with the same ease her father did with a pocket knife.

			 

			Hoping to get at least one more of these romantic getaways before fall set in, both had purposely saved vacation time from their government jobs. When the forecast on Friday predicted unseasonably warm temperatures for the early part of the week they’d decided to take a couple of days off and take advantage, escape the city and head around the bay.

			John had grown up in Bay Roberts and he’d kept the family home after his parents passed away. Sarah and her soon to be eleven-year-old daughter Julie loved it there. Even though it was quite a bit larger, the laid-back rural atmosphere, especially prevalent in the older areas, reminded Sarah of her home town of Parsons’ Pond on the Northern Peninsula.

			The threesome spent most summer weekends in the Conception Bay town and Sarah and Julie often ventured there when John was away on work. His nineteen-year-old daughter Amanda made it a foursome, normally staying there in June, July, and August and her presence made the weekends even more pleasurable.

			Amanda, raised by her grandparents and still living with them in Cambridge, Ontario, came to Newfoundland in the summers to spend time with her father. The annual sojourn provided a welcome change of pace from her hectic college schedule and the peacefulness of the rural community offered an ideal setting for them to be together as a family.

			Sarah marveled at what a sincere and down-to-earth young woman Amanda was and how she’d taken to Julie, treating the younger girl as her little sister. She was genuinely considerate, always pushing her and John to go have some alone time, have some fun, spend time with their friends.

			It was quite clear Amanda’s grandparents had done a wonderful job of raising her after the tragic death of her mother in April of 1984. But what really amazed Sarah was the bond between John and his daughter, especially considering the extended time apart over the course of the young woman’s life.

			Amanda had returned to Cambridge in late August to start her sophomore year at the University of Waterloo, her parents’ alma mater, and continue her studies in Political Science as she worked towards a Law Degree. With their trusted babysitter gone Sarah’s brother Robert and his wife Roxanne had volunteered to look after Julie. The little girl was quite content there with her two cousins, also her closest friends.

			With nothing holding them back, they’d loaded up the Jeep and left St. John’s right after work on Friday using the weekend to clean up and put away all the patio furniture and summer paraphernalia around their home away from home. It was a little early for this chore but the weather prognosis for the fall season was predicting a heavier than normal period of hurricane and tropical storm activity so they thought it prudent to have it done so they would not have to make an emergency trip. With school open they spent little time in Bay Roberts in the fall anyway negating the need for the leisure equipment.

			By midday the cleanup was finished and the thermometer had climbed into the mid-twenties. Environment Canada noted on the morning news that Tropical Storm Erin had re-developed into a category 3 hurricane and that it would pass just east of the island later in the week. As often happened in Newfoundland, tropical storms coming up the eastern seaboard tended to push warm air ahead of its path. Erin was no exception and was propelling hot air and calm winds along its front resulting in the record-setting conditions. They were glad they’d decided to put the summer stuff away first thing because had they not, it would have been a necessity and might have interrupted their camping plan.

			“I was thinking, why don’t we strip the Jeep down and go for a run up to Brigus. It’s probably the last time we’ll get to do it this year,” Sarah had suggested as John packed the vehicle for their overnight camping excursion. Brigus, a small scenic community highly frequented by tourists, was a 15-minute drive away along the coast.

			“Sure, we can spend a couple of hours walking around and then go to E and E and treat ourselves to chicken fingers and fries, maybe polar bars for dessert,” he’d hinted.

			“Great idea.”

			“You’re not going dressed like that?”

			“Nah, thought about it. Figured you’d be drove nuts all afternoon,” she’d chuckled, turning and suggestively wiggling her hips as she walked towards the house. “I’m going to grab a wrap.”

			“Ha! Ha,” he’d countered, tossing his t-shirt at her.

			 

			They’d originally planned on using Juggler’s Cove because of its protection from chilly winds out of the north and east. However, with the favorable forecast and record-setting values continuing into Tuesday they’d decided to head to their favorite spot instead.

			As usual John had their camp set up and a fire going within 15 minutes. Like everything else concerning the outdoors, he was very adept at it. Being impressed had long past and, as he liked to say, she now considered it standard operating procedure.

			They’d left the barbecue behind after deciding to eat at E & E and all they’d packed, outside of things for breakfast, was s’mores and Jiffy popcorn. As such, it didn’t take her long to get the tent squared away.

			The sun had disappeared behind the mountain overlooking Spaniard’s Bay by the time they’d settled in by the fire. She’d curled up in her customary position in his arms, leaned back into his well-defined physique, his arms loosely positioned under her breasts. Still wearing the skimpy bikini she’d had on all day, the light wrap around her waist, her mostly naked body melted into his chest. In front of the flames, it didn’t take long before she’d removed the extra clothing.

			They chit-chatted away watching the dozens of small motorboats heading back in the harbors after an evening of cod fishing. It was apparent with Erin rapidly approaching those with tags were taking advantage of the weather to finish catching their 30 fish quota. The end of the first recreational cod fishery since the cod moratorium in 1992 was only a week away and it was obvious by week’s end conditions would basically close it much earlier.

			As darkness set in the lovers had enjoyed a couple of drinks and their snacks and had taken pleasure playfully fondling each other. They loved teasing and both had been in full form with subtle movements and gentle suggestive touches energizing their arousal.

			She’d savored an ice-cold Coors Lite gently stroking his leg, burying herself in his embrace, and he’d enjoyed a Lambs rum his hand innocently finding its way under her bikini top from time to time.

			John did not drink excessively and in fact she’d never seen him drunk, he was always in control. Thing was, he could have as much fun as the next person and he did not need alcohol to induce it. She admired this about him and she adored his demeanor and laid-back ways. She not only loved him in a romantic sense, she also loved the person he was.

			As the throes of passion overtook them, knowing the evening was going to end in sensual bliss, she’d sipped her beers slowly wanting to be able to feel the total sensation of what was always an addictive feeling of desire and intimacy encased in an infinite level of unconditional love.

			It hadn’t been long after dusk set in when the little clothing they were wearing had disappeared and they’d tenderly slipped back within the cozy confines of their love nest.
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			Unexpected Desires

			Conception Bay was full of hundreds of boats of all shapes and sizes, their occupants trying to land the remaining portions of their government assigned fish quota. John paid little notice to the activity, Sarah still cuddled into him in the position they’d drifted off to sleep in, the sun risen well into the sky.

			They’d planned on catching the sunrise from the cozy confines of their love abode but the previous night’s escapades had been so draining not even the rising sun’s brilliant glow through the tent opening could wake them from their slumber. Their naked bodies on full display to Mother Nature, the sun’s powerful rays radiating over them, he could feel her every breath, the light movements of her chest causing the nipples of her breasts to tingle against his skin. Enhanced by a melody of chirping Chickadees creating a blissful aura, the desire to remain as they were was seductively tranquilizing.

			Considering what he’d been feeling since awakening shortly after the sun had crested the hills running the eastern side of the bay, he’d easily let go of sleeping through the sunrise. This wasn’t the first time, as infrequent as they might be, anomalies had occurred but they always involved Sarah and that was something he was more than willing to accept.

			Falling back to sleep, even if he had wanted, had not been possible, his refined senses reacting to each disruption of the serenity. And the glorious morning was offering lots of intrusions as motorboats passed to and from the fishing grounds, the calm air allowing the sounds of their engines and the voices of their occupants to carry easily. The occasional hiss of a breaching humpback whale made the activities in the bay that much more soothing. Each intrusion aside, he’s spent the morning basking in this woman he loved.

			Feelings for Sarah gently nudged away, instigated by the voice of a woman, shockingly similar to Kate, he couldn’t help but think how much Kate would have loved Newfoundland. It was hard to believe seventeen years had passed since he’d cradled his bleeding wife and agonizingly felt her vibrant young life slip away.

			He’d moved on as best he could. All the same, it took some time to get over Kate’s loss, concentrate on his young daughter, finish his degree, and deal with the challenges of a new career. Combined with the support of his and Kate’s parents his life gradually began to regain some type of normalcy.

			Falling in love again had never been a consideration. Even as the years passed he’d bore an overabundance of responsibility for his young wife’s death and found it difficult to let go. On top of that, between his commitment to his demanding line of work, and to his daughter, there’d been little time for relationships, either serious or casual. He did try, managing the odd date, nothing ever lasting past a few outings, some intimate, some not.

			At Amanda’s urging, he’d purchased a two-bedroom condo overlooking Quidi Vidi Lake in 1998. Outside of the beautiful location, his daughter believed moving to the Forest Road area, with its close proximity to the downtown and the St. John’s nightlife, might entice him to get out more and maybe meet someone.

			The condo was perfect, situated in the middle of the building. With five-rooms it was big enough to be comfortable, yet small enough to easily keep clean and tidy, which he did without fail. A spacious deck on the top level with patios was ideal for barbecuing and taking in activities on the lake. Many a summer evening was spent eating hamburgers and having a rum, or two, watching crews practicing for the Royal St. John’s Regatta.

			The location didn’t hurt either, relatively close to his downtown office at the western end of Water Street, a 10-minute drive at the worst of times. Memorial Stadium, which up until this season had been home to the St. John’s Maple Leafs, was only a short walk away and there was an exceptional 3.8-kilometer trail around the lake that he regularly frequented for a walk or jog.

			Amanda had misread her father’s love life often berating him, telling him he had to let mom go. He had, to a point. But Kate wasn’t the issue, not directly. The problem was the standards she’d set. He found it next to impossible not to compare any woman with her and no one had come close to arousing his feelings like she had.

			Plus being an officer with the Canadian Security Intelligence Service tended to complicate things as well, the long hours and extended time away was not conducive to starting a relationship. The few women he’d been interested in shied away after numerous date cancellations or after he returned from one of his so-called work trips with varying degrees of injuries.

			There’d been one intriguing woman though, a cop. They’d met through work and became close during a joint investigation and eventually started dating once the investigation had concluded. After the initial infatuation, however, for him anyway, it was clear something was missing. Didn’t help either that she’d had a falling out with Amanda, a topic neither of them wished to discuss. Unwilling to let it drag out any further, he’d broke it off and then one Sarah Marie Parsons unexpectedly and vividly entered his life.

			 

			The date was February 26, 1999 and he’d stopped by the Confederation Building for both personal and professional reasons. He wanted to check out his life-long friend’s lavish new office and he also needed to source aerial photographs of the Clarenville area for an investigation.

			“Good morning Officer Walsh. Not a bad day for a February.”

			“That it’s not Eric.”

			“You have an appointment,” Eric Squires asked at the main desk of the expansive lobby.

			“No. I’m here to see the Premier,” John answered, gazing behind at the growing line of people waiting to enter the building housing the Government of Newfoundland. “Busy this morning.”

			“Been hectic since the election. Par for the course, always like this after an administration change,” noted the security guard, entering John’s name on a log sheet, twisting it for him to sign and retrieving a guest badge before dialing the eighth floor. “Miss Butler, John Walsh here to see the Premier… Go ahead sir.”

			Strolling across the lobby to the elevators, the abnormal amount of press was telling. Jimmy had said there would be changes and by the number of reporters milling about it would appear the new Premier was starting to make good on his promises.

			“I’m here to see the Premier,” he notified Aly Nassar, her security badge revealing her identity, upon reaching the eighth floor.

			“Do you have an appointment,” she asked.

			“No, I do not,” he replied, receiving a once over, speculating her origin, English near perfect. Middle Eastern, probably Saudi Arabia.

			“One moment. Deanne, there is a John Walsh here to see the Premier… Last office on the right.”

			“About time,” James Norman poked at his close friend moments later. “I was wondering when you’d get around to paying me a visit.”

			“I was giving you time to get acclimated,” John grinned. “Actually, I need some aerial photos. I was hoping Tourism might have what I’m looking for, figured while I was here, I’d check out your new digs.”

			“I have to say, quite the layout. Impressive. And the women, just how does Debbie deal with the harem of lovelies you have running around here? What did you hold a beauty contest for job interviews?”

			Both burst out laughing and for the next thirty minutes the two life-long buddies chatted and joked. Jimmy showed him around, introducing him to the people he did not know, including Aly Nassar.

			“I have an interview in fifteen minutes but I’m free after. Why don’t we run to Ches’s when I’m finished. Say in an hour.”

			“Sounds good.”

			“Great. When you get to Tourism ask for Sarah Parsons.”

			“Will do. See you in an hour.”

			Arriving Tourism, there was no one at the front desk. John glanced around, then at his watch, lunch time, wonderful. Just the same, there had to be someone here. Impatient with waiting, he proceeded down the empty corridor until he found an open door.

			I’ll be damned, he chuckled to himself, Sarah Parsons- Marketing Coordinator- Department of Tourism. Half on a laugh, he turned the corner, entered the office, and came to an abrupt halt, in front of him a scene which made every fiber of his manhood take notice!

			Standing on a step stool, on the toes of her bare feet, reaching for a shelf just beyond her reach, was the most sensuous woman. The fact her attire, a black spandex mini skirt and a red strap blouse, was inappropriate did not register. That by itself would have been enough to bring him to a standstill, but while stretching, her skirt had ridden up revealing a teasingly good portion of her sexy ass. Adding to the tantalizing view was her pink thong deep within areas it was meant to cover, however limited that might be. Little was left to the imagination and, to top it off, she had long, toned legs enhanced by a deep fresh tan extending fully under her skirt.

			Unable to resist, he made a further deliberate and admiring scan then did a quick survey of the office. Five-nine, one-forty, athletic, recently returned from an exotic location, ring finger bare, diamond ring on right hand, only a hint of perfume, though that could have to do more with office protocol, picture of a young girl next to a mommy drawing, no picture of a man, organized, business-style pant suit neatly hanging on the back of the door.

			Single, no significant other, has a young daughter, in her late twenties, early thirties, judging from the picture, drawing, and degree on the wall. She wore proper clothes to work, a clear indication there was an underlining reason for being dressed to kill.

			“A-Hem,” he lightly cleared his throat, guilt starting to take hold.

			After a short pause she straightened and slowly turned, revealing a beauty he was certain she possessed. In her surprised state and with the preceding awkward movement, her proportioned breasts were on full display in the loose, low-cut, now misplaced blouse. Panicking to pull her skirt down and top up, she lost her balance, stumbling forward into his quickly engaged outstretched arms.

			When she straightened, he looked into mesmerizing blue eyes accentuated by a sprinkling of freckles along her upper cheek. Rattled by long-buried emotion, there was no further notice of her revealing state. Forcing himself from the hypnotic daze, he had to allow her to collect herself and, himself also.

			“Would you like a minute,” he managed.

			“Yes. Please,” she sheepishly answered as he turned away. A few moments later she quietly said, “Hi.”

			When he turned back her skirt and top were properly fitted and her hair flowed, no longer in a ponytail. She was absolutely gorgeous.

			“Hi, I’m John Walsh,” he nervously and shyly extended a hand.

			“Sarah Parsons,” she responded timidly, unable to make eye contact.

			When she took his hand, their eyes naturally met and he was stricken by a magical trance that seemed to consume them both, a paralyzing romantic desire broken only by her ringing phone.

			“I. I, need to get this,” she hesitantly let go, moving around the desk, her gaze not leaving him as she picked up the phone.

			Dumbfounded by the sudden sensation, the arousal of this long dormant feeling felt good.

			“Hi… Ah…? Yes… That will be fine… Here… Yes… I have to go,” she ended, not hiding her indifference. “Now, mister Walsh?”

			“John, please.”

			“John, how can I be of assistance,” she attempted, hint of a quiver in her voice indicating she was still struggling to regain her composure.

			“I need aerial photographs of Random Island,” he stated, sitting without prompting, totally absorbed in this brown-haired beauty.

			“I, WE, should have that,” she advised, foregoing requiring further information, or questioning his request, proceeding to give instructions on how to acquire what he was looking for.

			She was putting on a good front but he could tell she was failing, easily recognizing her flustered state.

			Nervously perplexed, mystified by joy and indecisive shyness, excited, and unsure how to react he made his way out of the office with nothing but a thank you. With every step proceeding back down the corridor he was becoming angrier with himself, to the point of mumbling aloud.

			“You idiot, you fucking idiot,” he uttered walking by the main desk.

			“Ex-cuse me,” the receptionist confronted without response.

			Exiting the building he was still berating himself, unable to let it go. Of all the times he’d faced the unexpected he’d picked this one time to be taken totally by surprise, unable to react. It had been years since he’d felt like this.

			“Thank you? Really? Fuck! Idiot!”

			 

			Walking into Ches’s Fish & Chips on Freshwater Road, he found it strange Jimmy was accompanied by a Royal Newfoundland Constabulary constable and not Jillian. He hadn’t given any thought to his former girlfriend being present but he was glad, he was frustrated enough over Sarah Parsons.

			“I thought you might be a little uncomfortable with Jillian so I have her reviewing security arrangements for my trip to central next week. “Weird though, there was no argument from her,” Jimmy revealed.

			“Actually, it never came in my mind until I walked in.”

			“I see. You find what you were looking for,” Jimmy smirked.

			“Yes,” John voiced, starting to think he’d been set up, asking anyway. “Sarah Parsons?”

			“Aesthetically pleasing, wouldn’t you say.”

			“Seems I’m not the only one been sizing her up.”

			“Ask her out,” Jimmy prodded, curiously impatient.

			“No. The words wouldn’t come out.”

			“Shyness does not become you, my man. Go back. What’s the worst can happen, she says no.”

			“Believe it or not, already decided to do that,” John avowed, Jimmy doing his utmost not to give away how pleased he was.

			“Of course, she could always tell you to fuck off,” Jimmy sliced, ending any further talk concerning one Sarah Parsons.

			After they were finished their meals of battered cod and french fries John headed back to the Confederation Building. Summoning the courage and critically pondering what to say, he’d sat for what seemed like hours but was probably only minutes until he’d finally had enough.

			“This is nuts,” he bellowed, taking a deep breath, exiting the Jeep, marching off, inadvertently leaving the keys in the ignition.

			Hurriedly, he strolled past a once-again empty receptionist’s desk, proceeding as if he belonged, the buzz of the busy office concealing his presence.

			Hesitating at her open door, he innocently peeked inside. She was wearing the gray pant suit that had been hanging on the door, leaning against the wall, her head tilted to the side, facing the large window overlooking the city. His heart rate quickened.

			Feeling a little guilty about earlier and not wanting a repeat, he tapped on the door jamb with the back of his knuckles. Nothing?

			“Ahem,” he politely interjected, stepping inside. Still no response? Damn, not again?

			Finally, recovering from whatever she was preoccupied on, she faced him, the simultaneous changing expression enhanced by the unmistakable suppression of a smile.

			“John,” she greeted, the pitch of her voice indicating welcomed surprise and excitement.

			“Hi,” he awkwardly managed, pushing forward, nervousness triggering an instant blurting, “Would you like to have dinner with me?”

			“Yes, when,” came a rapid, enthusiastic response.

			“Tonight?”

			The smile she had been trying to suppress was now bright, affectionate, and warming. “I’d love to.”

			 

			He fondly remembers that day. Holding Sarah here in his arms, in this most perfect of settings, it was easy to reminisce about finding a love he doubted he’d ever find again. These last two and a half years had been as near perfect as you could get. Sarah and her young daughter gave him balance in his life. Julie was a joy and he loved her as his own and together with Amanda they made the perfect family.

			But he had a dilemma, one that couldn’t wait any longer, he’d waited too long as it was. The time had come to be honest with Sarah, and, to make a choice, one that would affect the rest of their lives. Summoning the courage however would be difficult, the risk of losing her great? The possibility filled him with a fear that chilled him beyond anything he’d ever experienced in the dangerous life he led.

			 

			Sarah was nudged from her peaceful contented state by the sound of an outboard motor passing close to shore. Lying motionless, her head still cradled in the crook of John’s arm, she dared not move, doting in the intimacy, wishing time could stand still, lazily opening her eyes, instantly dazzled by the overpowering brightness of the sun. Disappointment had swept over her after realizing they’d slept through dawn but the emotion quickly dissipated with thoughts of the incredible night they’d spent together. A night that was simply, perfect.

			With her hand curled around his waist, the tops of her fingers innocently touched the long deep scar on his lower back. Training exercise? Huh! No, not now, she immediately brushed away.

			She loved lying like this with the man she loved and she always did everything she could to prolong these pure and simply tender occasions. Glancing down over her naked thigh she smiled, for some reason the sex seemed better here, if that was possible, probably because there was always a chance of getting caught.

			Huh! What am I thinking, that is so unlikely. No, it’s impossible. John has this innate ability to sense or hear a person or animal long before she could even think of noticing them. She wasn’t sure what it was, astute awareness or just exceptional hearing, but they’d never been caught regardless of how intense things had gotten.

			This had been a typical getaway filled with nothing but the innocence of their love. They were so good together and their sex life was on a level she’d only fantasized about, totally in sync, instinctively knowing what the other wanted. Coming together was easy and the sexual pleasure was amazing. He was patient, knew the importance of foreplay and just as importantly, afterplay. Making love tended to be long and deeply moving.

			John satisfied all her desires being not only her lover but her best friend. She’d often heard the term he, or she, completes me and never fully grasped the meaning. She did now.

			 

			Growing up with three older brothers on the west coast of the island, she did not get to experience much outside of their immediate area. Her father was a fisherman and his summers were spent on the water, leaving little time for travel. And, like most Newfoundland outport communities, her entire family was in close proximity, leaving no relatives to visit, no chance to be exposed to different ways of life.

			Parson’s Pond and the surrounding area had been the center of her life until she left for university. Living outside the major urban centers meant things to do were limited, everything revolving around family, friends, and Richard, the only boyfriend she’d ever had.

			She’d never been to St. John’s and arriving in the capital, shortly before her eighteenth birthday, to attend Memorial University was an eye-opener. Unlike a lot of young people from outside the overpass who could not cope with the culture shock of university and city life, she had embraced the independence and faster lifestyle.

			Her Marketing degree was earned in the allotted four years despite finding out she was pregnant a month before her final exams. The revelation had come as a surprise even though she’d skipped two periods, she was on the pill. After the initial shock had subsided, and despite Richard’s skepticism, she was determined to have a career and be a good mother at the same time. Upon graduation, she applied for and accepted a marketing position with the Newfoundland Government’s Department of Tourism.

			Richard had moved into the city when he’d found out she was pregnant and they decided to get married. Trivial excuses kept putting the union off until it became readily apparent he had no intention of committing, his rebel ways nurtured by the allure of the city’s dark side.

			Understanding there was no future with him, she moved on. The boy, now young man, who had been the central figure of her life since they were kids had slipped into a sea of drugs and booze and when she caught him in bed with a former classmate, the decision was easy.

			That was a year and a half before John walked into her life. Snuggly in his arms, she slipped back to the most memorable day of her life. Well, the second, as nothing could ever top Julie being born.

			 

			February 26, 1999, is a day which will forever be etched in her memory. Her colleagues had gone off site to lunch, as was customary on Friday’s, and Sarah had volunteered to cover, which was nothing but an excuse to stay behind. She’d been dating a lawyer for almost six months and had decided to see if she could solve the mystery of their stalled relationship.

			Current relationship aside, she hadn’t had much luck dating after the breakup with Richard, none actually. Most of the men she’d went out with were interested in only one thing. The few who weren’t, quickly became scared off by the attention her beauty attracted or by the fact she had a daughter.

			Her sex life was practically non-existent when she was introduced to Liam Sullivan just before Christmas and, in a way, she regretted holding out, not giving in to his persistent advances. That was the problem. His advances had stopped cold since the New Year.

			The sudden lack of physical interest was puzzling? A man losing interest in doing her? Men lusted after her. Adding to the confusion, they hadn’t stopped seeing each other, nothing had changed in that regard, only the frequency. He just wasn’t interested in sex, with her anyway?

			With that in mind she’d spent the previous evening shopping for the sexiest outfit she could find. He was taking her out to supper at Papa’s, a trendy restaurant in Churchill Square, and she wanted to turn heads. If he did not find her sexually enticing then, there was an underlying reason and it would be pointless to carry on seeing him.

			That would be disappointing. Or would it? She was fond of Liam and she was trying to give the relationship an honest effort. But, the more she considered what she was about to do, being honest with herself, the clearer it became something was missing and she was beginning to have doubts about this out-of-character course of action.

			Still, she needed to know. Things were going to be different, work wise, in the coming weeks. With James Norman’s stunning upset, probably the biggest in the province’s history, she knew the future would be filled with departmental reviews and the numerous changes prevalent under a new administration. The hours would be long and there’d be little leisure time and she didn’t want to waste what she would have on a lost cause.

			Late getting home from her shopping mission, she’d decided to bring the outfit to work and try it on lunch time, when everyone was out. Slipping into the very revealing outfit, she realized she’d forgotten her tights, February was a bit cold to be going out in a mini-skirt and bare legs. Not to worry, she had an extra pair with other odds and ends hidden in the top shelf of the office-sized wall bookcase behind her desk.

			Despite her height, she still required a step stool. Holding on to the wooden structure with one hand and reaching with the other, she cursed mildly, the leggings pushed to the back. With each futile stretch from the tips of her toes she felt her mini-skirt gradually inch its way up over the cheeks of her ass and she fought the urge to pull it down, afraid of losing her balance.

			Aware everything was exposed, she mildly scolded herself for not having closed the door, briefly debating whether to get down and do so. Ah, what the hell, no one’s around to see my naked ass anyway.

			“A-HEM!”

			The sound hit her harder than any physical blow. She was sure she could feel every ounce of blood slip out of her body. Hesitant, attempting to collect herself, she slowly lowered to her heels. Turning, she became aware her blouse had been pulled down by her upward movement against the shelf and her braless endowment was in full view.

			Struck by panic and red with embarrassment she frantically tried to pull down her skirt and pull up her top, losing her footing, unable to believe what was happening. Fuck, she mused, falling forward right into the accepting arms of a stranger.

			Straightening from his grasp, she stepped backward and looked into the face of the most appealingly man, handsome and strong in a natural sort of way. A feeling of intoxicating attraction swept over her.

			Paralyzed by the unexpected emotion, she unconsciously stopped straightening her clothing. Remarkably, he wasn’t looking at the viewing she was fortuitously providing, he was staring straight into her eyes. A feeling of shyness came over her and she was filled with pure and alluring thoughts, the likes of which she’d never experienced.

			“Would you like a minute,” he asked, nudging her out of the emotionally charged daze.

			“Yes. Please,” she managed, taken by his sincerity as he politely turned his back to her.

			Pleasurably bewildered, she quietly adjusted her clothing and let her hair hang loose. With a deep, hushed sigh she nervously gave herself a quick once-over, then anxiously lifted her head. “Hi.”

			“Hi, I’m John Walsh,” he revealed, turning, extending his hand.

			“Sarah Parsons,” she replied, the magnetism impossible to deny.

			Taking his hand, she almost melted, fixated on his blue eyes, lost in a magical spell of overpowering attraction. Flooded by the incredible feeling, the ringing of her desk phone freed her from the passionate sensation.

			“I, I need to get this,” she reluctantly forced herself, struggling to let his hand go and break this hypnotic spell.

			Moving around her desk, she couldn’t stop looking into his blue eyes, even while berating herself for acting like a teenager. What she was unable to do Liam’s voice did instantly and she looked away.

			“Hi,” she answered, her self-control returning, mostly, Liam confirming their evening plans.

			“I have to go,” she abruptly ended the call with indifference after hardly hearing a word he’d said.

			“Now, Mister Walsh,” she posed, sitting at her desk, some composure returned.

			“John, please.”

			“John, how can I be of assistance,” she nervously addressed.

			“I need aerial photographs of Random Island.”

			“I, WE, should have that,” she stumbled. What the fuck is wrong with me, she agonized, distracted, totally forgetting normal procedure, not even any curiosity in the request.

			Though longing for him to stay, she needed to be alone, collect herself, comprehend this confusing, yet delightfully captivating happening. Masking her inner turmoil, she doled out instructions.

			When finished, she went blank, unable to say a word, mystically paralyzed. After a few indecisive moments, dominated by silence, and a nervousness she hadn’t felt since high school, he politely said thank you, got up, and left.

			She was sat facing the window, dumbfounded, when her close friend, Elizabeth Wareham, entered. It was Liz who suggested the whole seduction scheme and her friend had indicated she might drop down to see the outfit.

			“What’s wrong? You look like you’ve seen a ghost,” Liz joked.

			“I wish I had.”

			Always the optimist, Liz was intrigued. The two had been roommates their first year at Memorial and their friendship had flourished ever since. “Girl, you can’t let this go. You have to track him down. Did he leave a business card, phone number, anything?”

			“I don’t think so,” she scanned her cleaned desk in search of the small piece of cardboard that would unlock information she desperately wanted.

			“You never asked, did you?”

			“I wasn’t thinking,” she admitted, moving everything on the desk.

			“Get the phone book,” Liz encouraged, taking the initiative, floored by the number of John and J Walsh’s listed. “Fuck! There’s what? One, two… fourteen John’s. At least thirty J Walsh’s. Let’s try the internet, use that new Google thingy everyone’s raving about.”

			John C. Walsh, Security Liaison Officer, Canadian Security Intelligence Service, 709-555-2058 was the first entry on the screen.

			“Sounds like someone who might need aerial photographs.”

			“How do I know that’s him?”

			“You don’t,” Liz got up to leave. “I have to go, got a meeting. Call the number. You have to start somewhere. Oh, what are you going to do about Liam?”

			“Huh,” she uninterestingly replied realizing the inevitable had transpired and that the questionable relationship had come to an end.

			 

			There was little doubt the rest of the day was going to be a total loss. Somehow, she had to find the courage to start calling the long list of John Walsh’s, starting with the one in the Canadian Security Intelligence Service, whatever that was. First though, she had a more pressing matter.

			Changed back into her business attire she sat and fretted how she was going to break it off with Liam. Accepting there was no easy way, she picked up the phone.

			“Hi, I want to apologize for my earlier abruptness,” she began, desperate to get this over with.

			“No problem.”

			“Liam. There is no easy way to say this but I think the time has come for us to part ways.”

			“It’s probably for the best,” he astounded her, indicating finality.

			“I’m sorry. Good bye Liam, I hope everything works out for you.”

			The ease and swiftness did not register rising out of her chair and walking to the window. There was no regret, no sorrow, the only disappointment, letting John Walsh leave.

			Gazing outside, there was little notice of the charming winter’s day, ice crystals glistening off the snow as the sun completed its low orbit toward a late afternoon setting. How could she have let him walk away? Without a word? Call that number. You must.

			Frustration fueled her nerve and she was about to do so when movement deflected her focus. Taking a moment to gather herself, she noticed a faint reflection in the window but couldn’t make out who had entered her office. Turning, she was struck with enthusiastic relief, standing in the doorway was John Walsh.

			Overcome by the euphoric feeling, she fought to contain the smile starting to engulf her. “John,” she eagerly reacted.

			Get a hold of yourself girl. Then it hit her, he’s nervous too. The effect was instantaneous and paradoxically soothing.

			“Hi, would you like to have dinner with me?”

			“Yes, when,” she blurted in anticipation.

			“Tonight?”

			“I’d love to,” she responded, too eagerly, the smile she’d been trying to hide bursting forward.

			 

			John made reservations at Bianca’s, an up-scale restaurant on Water Street, so she left work early, rushing to get home and get ready. She’d never felt so nervous, continually changing her outfit and adjusting her hair style until Liz told her to sit down, have a beer and relax. Julie thought she was nuts.

			“You could always wear the outfit you modeled for him today.”

			“Ha! Ha! Aren’t we the comedian,” she countered, eventually settling on an innocently sexy, black, sleeveless dress, one that ended mid-thigh and showed only enough cleavage to tease. She opted to let her hair hang loose.

			When she arrived Bianca’s, John was sat at a small table for two in the Mezzanine Room on the second floor, tucked away in the corner with a window over-looking Water Street. The dimmed lighting and the centerpiece candle burning brightly exuded romanticism.

			Fidgeting with her dress, then her hair, she became transfixed on him in black pants and a white polo shirt gazing out at the street below so mesmerizingly appealing. What’s wrong with me she almost said out loud, her heart beating so fast she didn’t think it was going to stay in her body. Then he noticed her, standing immediately, his smile enchanting, vanquishing her nervousness.

			“You look sensational,” he affectionately greeted.

			“Thank you,” she acknowledged, stirred as he held the chair for her, pleasantly astonished how at ease she felt.

			“I took the liberty to order you a beer. It’s ice cold.

			“How did you know,” she inquired, noticing the Coors Lite and frosted glass on the table next to the candle.

			“I am an intelligence officer.”

			“Must be a good one by the looks of things,” she laughed, falling entirely within her comfort zone.

			“I’d like to think so,” he chuckled. “By the way, who’s looking after your daughter? She must be adorable, looks like her mom, can’t wait to meet her.”

			She was floored, not that he mentioned her ten-year-old, it was the sincerity. Any worries or concerns she might have had on how he was going to react to her having a child were wiped clean.

			“How? Excuse me, I know, you’re an intelligence officer.”

			“Also observant, the picture and drawing in your office.”

			“I see. Actually, Julie is gone for a sleepover at her Aunt Liz’s. Liz is not her real aunt, she’s a close friend and Julie adores her and loves spending the night there. They have a girls’ night. Liz treats her like a sixteen-year-old. Oh, to be a fly on the wall.”

			The magnetic attraction was electric and they spent the next few hours enthralled with each other, talking, laughing, sharing their life stories and they were still at their table when the restaurant closed at eleven. She could not get enough of him, never having felt this comfortable around a man in her life and it filled her with sheer delight.

			“Can I see you again,” he asked after the waitress came by and told them the establishment had closed, much to their surprise.

			“I’d like that,” she calmly replied, concealing how ecstatic she was.

			“How about tomorrow? I was thinking the three of us. Maybe take Julie sliding or skating or something.”

			She was speechless. As much as she’d hoped and longed for another fantastic evening, this couldn’t get any better.

			“I hear Pippy Park is great for sliding and there’s Family Skating at Memorial two o’clock. Maybe take her to McDonald’s afterward.”

			“I’d, we’d, love to. Thank you for an incredible evening, and thank you for being so thoughtful.”

			“I had a great evening too. As much as I’d like to spend another with you, your daughter has to come first. I don’t want her feeling left out, she is after all, a part of you.”

			She was numb walking side-by-side with him making their way out of the dining room, wanting nothing more than to link into him.

			“I’ll walk you to your car,” he suggested after straightening up the bill and helping her with her coat.

			“I took a cab. I never drink and drive, even if it is only one or two,” she stretched not elaborating she’d had a couple of beers beforehand.

			“Well then, my luck. Let me drive you home, my rates are cheap.”

			The ten-minute drive flashed by in no time, the endless small talk flowing with ease. The last few hours were nothing but a blur and she did not want it to end.

			“Would you like to come in for a drink or a coffee,” she nervously fumbled her keys pulling into the driveway.

			“A coffee would be fine.”

			They picked up where they’d left off in the car and it was 3am when he looked at his watch and said he should go. Sarah reluctantly led him to the front entranceway, casually resting against the porch door jamb while he reached into the open closet for his coat. She was amazed, it was like they’d been close friends their entire lives and she couldn’t wait for tomorrow to come.

			Watching him, she had this irresistible urge to kiss him, feeling like a teenage girl waiting, yearning for the inevitable to happen. When he turned their eyes locked and she was tranquilized, the allure hypnotic, as he slowly leaned in and kissed her tenderly. When their lips parted
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