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Chapter One

As instructed, the young woman stood near the entrance to the tunnel leading to the locker rooms, and surveyed the massive, screaming crowd.  Off to her left, two other girls, clearly a bit older than she, waited as well.  Looking at their faces, she thought to herself that they wouldn’t have looked out of place at one of those old religious tent revivals, such was their expressions.  They looked positively enraptured- those two girls…and the rest.  Only she and many of the numerous police patrolling the stadium allowed their attention to even momentarily wander from second base.
The August night was sweltering, and she found herself wishing that she could have just waited inside where it was air conditioned, but, she had admit, that would have looked too suspicious.  She was supposed to be a fan, after all, and not just any fan at that.  No, as uncomfortable as she was feeling, she would just have to tolerate it a bit longer.  It wouldn’t do to blow it all now.  Not after all she’d done to ensure her place here.  The thought made her smile, but it was a smile of satisfaction, not pleasure.  Had anyone noticed her at that moment, they might have thought she looked a bit mad…but of course, no one had….their attention was focused on the four small  figures on the makeshift stage in the distance.
Just then, she felt a gentle tap on her shoulder.  Startled, she swung around, immediately relieved when she saw the familiar face of her father’s former partner. She forced a smile.
Leaning in, he shouted in her ear, trying to make himself heard above the cacophony.  “Glad to see you made it, Abigail!”

“I couldn’t have done it without your help, Frank, thank you again!” she shouted back.

With a nod toward the stage at second base, he smiled coyly and said, “So, I take it they invited you back after I introduced you?”
Shrugging indifferently, she replied, “We’ve been getting to know each other.”

“So, uh…which one is it?”

Puzzled, she asked, “Which one…?”

Glancing back toward the hall behind them, he gently took hold of her arm and led her back toward the locker room where they could better hear one another.  It was evident that he had something on his mind, although, upon entering the relative quiet of the locker room, he asked blithely, “Which one of the boys has fallen under the enchantment of the lovely Miss Durbin?”

“Oh!” she giggled, “Paul….Paul McCartney….the guy playing bass.” 

Nodding slowly, he grinned and teased, “Ah….the ‘cute Beatle,’ huh?”

Struggling to keep the hard edge from her tone, she replied simply, “Yeah….him.”

Glancing down at his feet, Frank’s brows knitted in concern.  Looking back up at the girl, he gave a forced smile. “Great!  That’s great, Abby! I’m glad you got to meet and get to know your idol. Just, uh…just be…careful….okay, kiddo?  I’ve been on their security detail before, and I’ve seen….well, let’s just say that I’ve seen some of the things that go on back at the hotels. Just…watch yourself.”

Abby knew exactly what – and who - he was thinking of as he issued the warning.  Reaching up, she gave him a soft kiss on his cheek.  “I will, Frank.  Don’t worry.  I’m not Mary….I know better.”

At the mention of her late older sister, Frank’s face warmed red. Smiling sadly, he conceded, “Ah, I know, Abby!” With a sigh, he added, “Mary was a great girl, but she always was a bit of a wild child.” Giving a light laugh, he continued, “But you and she were always as different as night and day, weren’t you?”  Running a hand through her hair, he swallowed the lump of emotion that had formed in his throat at the memory of the past two years and all that had befallen the Durbin family. “You’ve grown into a beautiful young woman, Abby, and I just feel like I owe it to your Mom and Dad to keep an eye out for you, you know?”

“I know, Frank,” she answered softly, his loyalty and concern eliciting a pang of guilt.

They were interrupted when Frank was hailed over his hand-held police radio.  Arching an eyebrow, he grinned.  “Jesus!  Another fainter!”  Leaning in, he kissed her forehead.  “I’ll see you, kiddo!”
“Okay, Frank.”

At the doorway, he turned back, “Listen, Abby, have fun….but just remember what I said, okay?”

“I will, Frank,” she replied, smiling sweetly.

As the locker room door clicked shut, Abby closed her eyes, and, basking in the welcome coolness of the room, she leaned back against the table that as yet held a substantial spread of food and drink. Grateful for the quiet and solitude, she allowed her thoughts free rein for the first time since Frank had arranged for her to meet the Beatles at the Warwick Hotel three days before.  Since that afternoon, she had been ensconced as a temporary member of their entourage, practically living in Paul’s room on the thirty-third floor.
Thank God Frank had been assigned to this detail! I don’t know how I would have managed to meet Paul otherwise.  Oh, I would have found a way…but this made it so much easier.  Of course, if Frank had only known who Paul was, not only would he not have introduced us, he might have shot Paul dead on the spot!  She laughed softly at the thought.  But, yeah, getting in had been the hard part. After all, a lot of girls get an introduction, not all of them end up spending the night, much less several nights.  It really was incredibly easy!  Just the right dress, the right hair and make-up, the right attitude….so easy….so predictable!  And now the hard part is over….

Grabbing a bottle of beer from the ice-filled tin basin, she used the opener to flip the cap and took a long swig.  Walking to the dressing area, she ran her hand aimlessly over the stage suits hanging from the steel pole.
Eighteen months.  Remarkable!  It feels so much longer….years, in fact, but, alas, no, it’s been only eighteen months since events were set in motion, forever changing life as I knew it.  Eighteen months leading to tears, anger, guilt, and one loss after another.  Eighteen months since my life changed irreparably….all because of him.
She felt the rage building and knew she had to bring it under control before it took her over completely.  No!  Not now!  Don’t blow it, Abby!  This isn’t the time – this isn’t the place.  It will come….you’ve been so patient….just a while longer.  As she struggled to bring her emotions under control, she repeatedly and forcefully snapped the rubber band against her wrist.  She wore it constantly to deal with moments just like this.  Naturally, Paul questioned her about the odd habit, but eventually, he accepted it as just a strange quirk. 

By the time she felt ready to resume the façade, her wrist was left with several angry red welts.  It was painful, but it worked…and that’s all that mattered.  It would help her to do what she needed to do. 

Tilting her head back, she drained the remainder of beer and tossed the bottle in the can.  Then, taking a deep breath, she walked from the room back down the tunnel and to the entrance.  Emerging from the tunnel, one of the other girls glanced at her curiously. Abby offered her a fleeting smile before turning her attention to the stage.
Apparently the group was on their last song as, just then, one of their minders had crossed the field and approached the three waiting women.  “Right girls, time fer us to get movin’!” he shouted and gestured.  

The other girls leaned down to retrieve their belongings from the bench behind them, but, throughout the evening, Abby had kept her purse clutched firmly in her hands.  As the trio fell in behind the man, she allowed the other girls to go ahead of her.  Cautiously, she unzipped her purse a quarter of the way, and, reaching her hand inside, felt the cold steel comfort of the .22 caliber pistol.  With a last glance at the figure on the left hand side of the stage, she zipped her purse closed again and quickened her pace to catch up to the others.   
