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Chapter One 

         An elderly white man led by a young African American woman exited 

Gill Harris’s office and hurriedly made their way to the 39th-floor elevator 

bank. They did so silently. As they waited for the elevator, the woman hit 

the down button repeatedly. It’s a sign of her anxiousness. 

She broke the silence and asked him, “My God, what did you do?” 

        The Old Man shrugged his shoulders with a confused look on his face. 

He then stuttered as he tried to speak. 

       “I, I, I told him.”  

        The woman looked at him with a perplexed look. She’s in disbelief as 

to what just happened. She interrupted his stuttering and said sternly, 

“Don’t say another word until we get out of here. Not another word, do you 

understand me?”  

        “Yes, I do, I understand,” he said without a stutter. 

        “Okay, I will get us out of here, and then we’ll figure this out. The 

elevator will be here in seconds and when it does follow my orders.” 

        When the elevator arrived, she whispered as they boarded, “Keep your 

head down, there’s a camera in here. We can’t let the camera see our 

faces.”  

        It took the elevator seconds to reach the ground floor. The woman 

then pointed to a private exit reserved only for the executives of the 39th 

floor.  

        “We are going to the private exit. Do you understand me? I need you 

to move fast, okay?”  

        “I understand. I will move as fast as I can,” the old man said. 

        She didn’t wait for him to move. She was nervous and scared. She 

grabbed him by the arm and pulled him to the private exit that lets them out 



of the building and into the city streets.  

        Just minutes earlier, while the old man and woman waited for the 

elevator, Donald Alexander dialed the extension of Kwame Mills.  

        Mills was working late in his office on the 37th floor. He recognized 

Alexander’s extension and picked up the call right away.  

        “Hey Donald, what’s up?”  

        “Kwame, can you come upstairs? I’m hurt bad and need help. Please 

come, immediately.” Donald dropped the phone, and after he did, Kwame 

heard him moan in pain. 

        Without another a word, Kwame hung up his phone and sprinted from 

his office and up the two flights of stairs. He made it to the 39th floor and 

missed by seconds the elevator with the assailants as its doors closed and 

began to descend.  

        He ran full tilt to Donald Alexander’s office with no idea what he just 

missed and what lay ahead.  

  

  

  

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Chapter Two 
  

         Nurse Anna Dulany’s cell phone rang. She is the head of the 

Emergency Room crew at City Hospital. The call was from Johnson, the lead 

paramedic in the ambulance racing to her emergency room. When Johnson’s 

name flashed on her phone’s caller I.D., she answered it immediately. 

        “Dulany here, what’s up Johnson?” 

        “Hey Dulany, this is not a catch-up call. I am bringing in a big one from 

Harris Simmons, the media company. He is one of the top executives and 

has lost lots of blood. You may want to secure the premises.”  

        “Oh my, Johnson, thanks for the heads up. How long will it take for you 

to get here?”  

        “We’re hightailing it and should be there in five to ten minutes. Please 

be ready. This guy is in bad shape.”  

        “Thanks Johnson, I’ll be ready. Got to go,” Dulany said. She ended the 

call and jumped into action.  

        “Crew, let’s gather around,” she yelled out.  In seconds her team of 

E.R. nurses and attendants have gathered, in front of her, ready for action.  

        “Listen up everybody, we’ve got a VIP shooting, and the paramedics 

are on the way. We’ve got about five minutes, and this may be a long night, 

so run to the bathroom if you need to go. And let’s clear a treatment area 

and be ready. We don’t know what’s ahead, but I just got a call from 

Paramedic Johnson, and he said it is serious.” 

        Dulany’s crew was experienced with VIP admittances but hadn’t 

received one in a while, so she reminded them of the protocol.  

        “Let’s focus on the patient and remember no one is to talk with the 

police. They will likely arrive shortly as well and will be itching to get any 

news they can about the victim and the shooting. Let’s also be aware of the 

press. If they find out we have a VIP, we’ll have a dozen or so newspaper 



reporters wanting to get the scoop on what will be tomorrow’s big headline 

story.”  

        “Remember,” she continued “once the patient arrives, the only people 

who will be working without any ulterior motives will be the doctors and us. 

So, we must be on our A-game.”  

      She then took a step back and inspected her team. They had the intense 

game face on that she liked to see during emergencies. They were ready 

and she was too. She then shouted, “Okay, you all know the code. So, let’s 

hear it.”  

         Dulany then roared “Nobody,” and the team shouted with her even 

louder in unison, “and I mean, nobody gets in the way of us saving lives.” 

They then broke off to get ready for the incoming patient.  

As the ambulance raced through the city streets, Paramedic Johnson 

was having a similar conversation. He yelled to the driver Lucas, who was 

only on the job for a couple of weeks. “Lucas, when there’s a high-profile 

shooting, the uniformed police officers want to crack the case as it is a sure-

fire way to a detective’s promotion. And that goes for the press as well. For 

the local newspaper reporters who hang out in the emergency room parking 

lots, high-profile shootings don’t happen very often anymore in New York. 

The shooting of this guy is going to be a big story, maybe even a career-

making one. Everyone is going to try and make a name off it. So be ready as 

this admittance may be crazy.” 

        The Newspaper reporters that Johnson was referencing call themselves 

the Celebrity Press Patrol. The E.R. crew, paramedics and cops call them the 

Celebrity Hack Patrol.  

        Johnson didn’t like the Celebrity Hack Patrol. He continued to gripe 

about them as they made their way to the hospital, “We’ve got to be 

particularly aware of the Celebrity Hack Creeps.”  

        He had long stopped calling them by their favored moniker. “These 



Hacks, they get in the way of us saving lives, that’s why I despise them. 

They spend most of their days hanging out in the parking lot at City 

Hospital. They hang around, hoping to catch a story with a celebrity spin 

that will capture the next day’s headlines. Most of the time, they end up 

drinking coffee and playing low-stakes poker and blackjack until it’s time for 

them to head back to their newsrooms to put together a story for the day.” 

        “Celebrity Creeps, that’s funny,” Lucas said and laughed.  

        “Well, we don’t need them in the way of things. We have precious 

cargo in here, a life is on the line, so I need you to be sharp. Got it, Lucas?” 

        “Roger that Boss,” Lucas said to his Johnson, who was also his 

supervisor. 

        Johnson then recalled the last big VIP shooting. “These kinds of VIP 

shootings are pretty rare nowadays. I worked the last high-profile celebrity 

shooting five years back when Yancey Stuart, the Manhattan real estate 

tycoon, was shot and killed by his wife, Dawn Davis Stuart.”  

        “Five years seems like a long time ago,” Lucas said. 

        “Yeah, Lucas, it does, but it was a big one. Dawn Davis Stuart, man, 

oh man, she was something else. That woman shot her husband to death for 

cheating on her. The truth is he was a real cad and probably deserved it. 

She caught him, literally, with his pants down in a VIP booth with a 

prostitute at a strip club. The story is she was alerted by a friend, went to 

the club packing a gun, found him and shot him dead.”  

        “Damn, that’s gangster stuff right there,” Lucas said. 

        “Indeed, the Celebrity Hacks nicknamed her Madame Hot Temper. She 

was so notorious for her snobby, boorish, and belligerent demeanor in New 

York City society circles that nobody felt bad for her. She wore out 

friendships easily, so much so that her character references at her trial were 

limited to immediate family. She ended up getting three years in jail.” 

        “Wait, hold up,” Lucas’s voice rose with excitement." Did you say, 



Madame Hot Temper? I remember that story. I was in college. All the guys 

in my dorm followed the shooting, the arrest, and the trial. It was such a 

crazy tabloid, only in New York news story." 

        “You got that right Lucas. Only in New York does a wife, in this case, a 

real hot wife, go into a strip club with guns blazing and then become a 

celebrity,” Johnson said and smiled in remembrance of Madame Hot Temper. 

        “I have to admit though we loved us some Dawn Davis Stuart,” Lucas 

continued. “She was so glamorous. Man, we all thought she was a babe. 

Stupid Yancey Stuart had it coming. He married her, so he should have 

known better, but I guess he didn’t know just how hot-tempered she could 

be.”  

        “No doubt, that was a fatal mistake. Yancey should’ve gone home that 

day. A bad decision on his part,” Johnson said, shaking his head. 

        “Well, she’s out of jail now,” Lucas said. “She was featured in an article 

about “Criminal Wives Who Have Served Their Time.” Her story said that it 

had been a couple of years since she fulfilled her sentence. She was a model 

prisoner and led a tutoring program in the prison GED program. She has 

quietly remarried and moved on from New York City society and public life.”  

        “Good for her, but before prison, she was something else,” Johnson 

said. “Anyhow, as far as the New York City gossip circles are concerned, an 

incident such as tonight’s shooting at Harris Simmons is way overdue. I 

know the City’s gossip whores are ready for another high-stakes murder 

involving New York Society. These are the true-life tales that the New York 

press covet. They sell newspapers.”  

        Johnson was right. Five years had indeed been a long time, but based 

on tonight’s event, the news, gossip and society pages of New York were 

about to get a murder story that rivaled the Yancey Stuart murder.  

 

 



 

 

 

 

Chapter Three 
  

         “I forgot how loud this city could be,” Kwame muttered to himself. It’s 

6:00 am, and he can hear from outside that the City is already in fast 

forward. His friend, Tom’s apartment, is on the fourth floor of a luxury 

doorman building but far from sound-proof. Kwame is regretting that it’s not 

this morning. 

         He turned over in the bed and said, “It’d be great if I can steal 

another 15 minutes of shut-eye. I’m going to need it with this big day in 

front of me.” 

         His thoughts are for naught as the noises from car horns blaring, 

motorcycles revving, and the churning of a compactor in a garbage truck, 

pierced his early morning grogginess.      

          “Next time I am staying in a hotel. After all, I am here on business, 

and Tom was at a record industry party, so I didn’t even get to see him last 

night.”  

         As he laid in bed, the fight for 15 more minutes of sleep lost, he began 

to think about the big meeting, the reason for his trip to New York.          

         “I’ve got to be on today, if these guys don’t like me, it will be a great 

opportunity lost.”  

         He then decided to pray. 

         “Lord, thank you for waking me up this morning, healthy and clear-

headed. I ask you to be with me today for my meeting with Donald 

Alexander, President of Harris Simmons. I want this job, Lord, you know I 

do, and I ask that you stay in charge. May you guide me and take over my 



judgment and lead me through this meeting. I thank you, God, for all that 

you do for me. In your name, I pray. Amen.” 

         “Thank you God, take away all this stress and leave me blessed,” he 

said to himself following the prayer.  

          Kwame knows that he needs all the help he can get today, the 

opportunity is too big. The position at WORLD MEDIA will make him one of 

its top executives. He’ll also become a leader at Harris Simmons, the most 

highly regarded and coveted place to work in the media industry.         

         His good friend, Steve Ryan, worked for seven years at Athletes Week, 

Harris Simmons’s top-selling sports weekly. Ryan raved about Harris 

Simmons as a first-rate company. “Look man, for starters, if you can get in 

here, you’ll be able to retire in twenty years with two homes and two 

country club memberships.”  

          Kwame was doing well, but his current company Trident was not the 

kind of place where you could retire with multiple homes and country club 

memberships. The possibilities of a great future at Harris Simmons excited 

him. He wasn’t thinking about sleep or the noise anymore, mentally he 

began to gear up for the day ahead. He sat up in bed and recited aloud his 

rehearsed career highlights.  

         “I am now the Chicago Head of Sales for NewsInc, a 10-year-old 

digital news magazine that is owned by Trident Newspapers, a national 

digital news and media company. NewsInc was Trident’s first foray into 

digital media publishing. I was a key member of the start-up team. We 

became profitable in only six years, and I was promoted to run the Chicago 

office. In my four years in this role, I increased sales for the office by 75%. 

This success has earned me a great total compensation package of $300,000 

annually.”  

         Going through the rehearsal calmed him. He knew what he had to say 

and that his pitch was solid. His thoughts returned to Steve Ryan and his 



advice.  

         “Kwame, I know that the Chicago market has treated you well, but 

this is a great way to return to New York. You’ll be back in the mix here with 

the hottest company in the business. You’ll also get away from those 

dreaded Chicago winters.”  

         He also said, “And let me emphasize that it’s not often that you’ll get a 

call from the President himself. I tell you Don Alexander is the real deal. He 

is an amazing executive and an even better person. He asked you to come in 

and talk about this role. You should feel honored and do whatever you can 

to get this job.”  

         Steve Ryan was a great friend. He could have been envious of 

Kwame’s opportunity and not helpful. Instead, Ryan was the ally he needed. 

Like Kwame, he knew how rare it was for African Americans to rise to senior 

executive levels in the business. Ryan was cheering hard for him. 

“You deserve this, Kwame. I know you will reach back and pull us up 

once you get going, just as Donald Alexander is doing with you.” 

         To have his good friend rooting so hard was encouraging. It also 

inspired him to be even more buttoned-up. He jumped out of bed and 

headed to the bathroom to shower and shave.  

         “Let’s get this day started and get this thing done,” he said out loud as 

he walked to the bathroom. 

         By 7:00, he is dressed and ready. He then decided to take a walk and 

get a cup of coffee, “I can kill a little time by going go to the corner store 

and pick up a coffee and say hello to Juan.”   

         It’s a five-minute walk to the store, and he began to think about how 

much he enjoyed New York City and how excited it would be return in this 

prominent role at Harris Simmons. He was also eager to visit with Juan, the 

store owner. 

         Juan’s store is a neighborhood hangout. Even for the corporate suit 



types, they all come to gossip and trash talk.  Tom loves the place, and after 

Kwame’s first visit, he did too. It’s nothing fancy, and if you didn’t know 

better or Juan, you might find it a bit grimy. But the coffee is good, cheap, 

and Juan, the owner, is one of those New York guys that is friendly with 

everyone. Since his departure from New York, Tom’s place had been 

Kwame’s New York home, and he had gotten to know Juan. As they became 

friendly, Juan and Kwame developed a witty New York versus Chicago 

banter. 

         When Kwame walked into the store, Juan sees him and smiled 

brightly. He then shouted out, “Well, alright now, hey everybody, it’s 

Kwame, my man from Chicago.” 

         It may be early in the morning, but Juan was full of energy and 

excited to see a familiar face and talk trash.  

         “Good to see you, my man. What are you doing here? How’s the 

Windy City and those Barons, they still got a good basketball team?”  

         There were three other customers in the store. They noticed Kwame’s 

smile in recognition of Juan’s early morning energy. They smiled as well.  

         Kwame walked over to the self-serve coffee station. He picked up a 

large coffee cup and said, “Good Morning Juan, what in the heck are you 

yapping about so early in the morning? Is it because the Barons suck? And 

by the way, you still owe me $40 for that jersey. Don’t make me call the 

goon squad to get my dough.”  

          A few years back Kwame gave Juan a replica of a jersey for the all-

time Chicago basketball great James Strachan. Juan offered to pay for the 

Jersey, but Kwame refused it. 

          “What jersey? I burned that darn thing. I hate James Strachan. 

Besides, Carl B. Gainey and C.J. Strong were the best players on that team.” 

Juan knew that this comment made no sense, given that James Strachan 

was a professional hoops legend. He only said it to get a rise out of Kwame.  



         Kwame kept pouring his coffee. He didn’t take the bait, he was 

accustomed to Juan’s trash talk by now. Instead, he turned to him and 

asked, “You forgot to take your medicine this morning, right? You better call 

home and get your pills, because you need to be medicated talking that 

nonsense.”  

         Laughter filled the store as Juan and the other customers burst out in 

laughter.  

         After the laughter subsided, Kwame walked to the cash register to pay 

for the coffee. Juan then asked him, “So what are you doing in town Poppi?” 

         “I’m here for a job interview with a big media company.” 

         “Nice Bro, so it means you may be coming back if you get it?” 

“Yes, indeed Juan, if I get it, I’ll be coming back.” 

         “That’s good for you, my friend. You look like you are ready for today 

with that million-dollar blue suit and tie. You are ready for today, right?” 

         “You know I am, but just the same, it’s not a good thing to be too 

confident. So, say a prayer for me.”  

         “Of course, I will. I always pray for my friends, especially when they 

ask. And coffee is on me today, another way of me throwing some good 

vibes your way.” 

         “Thank you, I appreciate it, Juan. I hope to get it and if I do I’ll see 

you a lot in the future.” 

         “That’s a bet, Brother, that would be awesome.”  

          Kwame then walked to the door and right before he stepped outside, 

Juan yelled, “Hey Poppi, I almost forgot, I see your ex-wife, Carrie Sinclair, 

has made quite a name for herself. She’s some woman, Poppi. Can I ask her 

out?” 

         Kwame turned back to Juan, smiled, and said, “Go ahead Poppi. But 

you know what they say, be careful what you ask for, you just might get it.” 

         “Si Poppi Si. I know all about that, Kwame. I suck at love, and I got 



two divorces as proof.”  

         Juan then gave himself the sign of the cross and said, “I take back 

what I just asked for. Jesus help me for I know not what I ask.” 

         And then he said to Kwame “But you know Carrie is special. She’s 

smart, successful, and smoking hot.”  

          “Yes, she is Juan, she is, you don’t have to tell me. I’ll see you soon 

my friend.”       

         As he walked back to Tom’s, Kwame smiled as he thought about 

Juan’s fascination with Carrie. Everybody was fascinated by Carrie 

Sinclair.  But that part of his life was over. 

         Kwame made it back to Tom’s at 7:20 and it’s quiet as Tom isn’t up 

yet. But as he looked throughout the living room he quickly realized that he 

might be wrong. The door to Tom’s bedroom is closed. There’s a purse on 

the love seat and below it on the floor, a pair of expensive-looking lady’s 

shoes.  

         Kwame had seen this before, so many times that it was beyond 

counting. This morning he just smiled. 

         Tom Wilson is his best friend, he is also a babe magnet. Women 

adored him, and Tom relished the attention. Tom’s magnetism was so 

unique that to Kwame it seemed as if he had a Superpower. Facetiously, he 

would tell his buddy, “Besides being six foot six, smart as hell, articulate, 

broad-shouldered, lean and muscular with chiseled facial features and a 

glowing mocha skin, brother you’ve got nothing on me.” 

         Tom would often say back,"Bro, you are doing quite fine on your own. 

You are six feet two, and the girls love your chocolate skin tone, thick head 

of curly hair, and that dimpled, white perfect smile. And besides, most of the 

girls I meet when we hang out are asking about you. They are all interested 

in meeting Kwame." 

          Kwame knew that Tom liked having him as a wingman; they looked 



out for each other. He also knew that Tom was the guy who could walk into 

the room, engage the prettiest girl in conversation, and by the time the 

evening was over, she would ask for his number. He was on a whole other 

level. 

         So, as he was seated on the couch in the living room drinking his 

coffee, he grew quite curious about who was in the bedroom. Was it 

someone he knew or somebody new. He then heard from the bedroom what 

sounded like a hushed conversation and a giggle. He strained to listen to 

what was going on when the door suddenly swung open.  

          Kwame recognized her immediately. A tall, slender, breathtaking, 

dark-skinned African-American woman walked out in front of Tom and 

wearing a form-fitting, black mini dress. She was Danielle Jackson, the 

fashion industry’s latest supermodel. Her face was everywhere, including the 

cover of the leading fashion magazine, SOVO just two months back. 

         Tom spoke first. It was a good thing because seeing Danielle left 

Kwame momentarily speechless, “Kwame, my man, you made it in,” Tom 

said as he rushed past Danielle to hug his buddy.  

          Kwame stood up to greet them. Tom, dressed in a tee-shirt and 

warm-up pants, bounced across the room in two huge steps and hugged 

Kwame heartily. He then took a step back to look him over as it had been 

months since they last saw each other.  

         “Look at you, Mr. Media Mogul. You look great and thumbs up on the 

nice suit,” he said as he admired Kwame’s royal blue custom-made suit. 

“Sorry, I wasn’t here last night, another one of those industry parties.”  

          “That’s cool, brother,” Kwame said, and it was a response purely by 

rote. He was still mesmerized by Danielle, who had yet to move from the 

bedroom doorway.  

         “Talk to her, you fool,” he thought to himself. He then was able to turn 

his focus from Tom to Danielle, “Hello, Ms.…”    



         Tom quickly cut him off. “Oh, my bad, meet Ms. Danielle Jackson, my 

interior decorator.”  

         Danielle, fitting in an earring, scowled at Tom’s attempt at humor.  

         Tom knew better and quickly corrected his bad joke, “Just kidding 

Kwame, Danielle, and I are doing the dating thing. She’s wonderful,” her 

smile then returned, broader and brighter. 

         “I know who Danielle is,” Kwame said and turned to Danielle a 

bit more relaxed, “So what are you doing with this thug?”  

          “Slumming,” she said without missing a beat. She then looked at Tom 

and smiled.  

         “You’re so right,” Kwame said. “You can do much better, let me give 

you my number.”  

         “Hey, hey, watch your manners, brother. You wouldn’t be trying to 

steal my woman, would you?” 

         Kwame nodded his head up and down rapidly. “Yes, uh-huh, 

absolutely, you’re darn right I am.”  

         “I like this guy,” Danielle said with a big smile. She then excused 

herself, “Pardon me Kwame. I have to go to the restroom.”  

         As Danielle exited, Tom turned his attention to his buddy. “It is good 

to see you. How are you, bro?” 

         “Life is pretty cool. Work is fine, Mom and Dad are good, Chicago’s still 

cold, you know. And yeah, I’m very excited about today’s meeting.”  

         Kwame was still in awe of Danielle Jackson. Tom always dated well, 

but she was on a whole other level. He nudged his buddy.  

         “You hit the jackpot buddy. She’s a star. I hate to say it but she might 

even be out of your league.”  

         “I know man, and I won’t argue that. She’s a superstar but way more 

than just a pretty face and a nice body. Danielle is genius-level I.Q. smart. 

I’m serious about her, and I hope it works out.”  



          “Well, it’s about time Bro. You say it’s serious, huh? Give it to me 

straight. You know I know you. How long have you guys been together?”   

         “Two, two and a half months.”  

         “Tom,” Kwame rolled his eyes in exasperation, “I know you man. 

You’re right, she is special, no doubt, but talk to me in six months.” 

         “I’m serious, Kwame,” Tom’s voice rose as he protested. “We just 

started dating, but I’ve known Danielle for nine months, and we’re taking it 

slow.” 

         “Eleven months,” Danielle yelled as she opened the bathroom door. 

Tom and Kwame knew then that she was listening to Kwame’s cross-

examination.  

         “And he better be serious.” She then gave Tom a penetrating sister-

girl stare.  

         Tom shifted into damage control and quickly changed the subject. 

“Baby, you know I am serious. Now let me make you some coffee.” 

         “Thank you honey. But I can’t have any coffee. I have an audition this 

afternoon, but I will have some herbal tea.” 

          “Herbal tea? I don’t have any herbal tea Danielle, sorry.”  

          “Yes, you do. It’s in the right cupboard. I bought it last week, and 

there’s some honey in the cupboard too. I also bought a teakettle. It’s in the 

left cupboard.”  

         She looked and smiled at Kwame before saying, “Your Boy is a 

hardcore bachelor. I’ve got to bring my own stuff with this Dude.”  

         “True that,” Kwame said, nodding his head in agreement. “But, he’s 

coachable.”  

          “Yeah, I suppose you’re right. I think I can work with him and smooth 

out those rough edges.”  

         As Tom was in the kitchen making the coffee, Kwame learned from 

Danielle that she had been living in New York for the past seven years and 



was quite familiar with the fast life that surrounded Tom Wilson in the record 

industry. It was something they shared in common. 

         “We’re both out here in these glamour jobs trying to stay grounded. 

It’s not easy, but I pray for guidance all the time and try to let God direct 

my path.” 

         “As a supermodel, I know first-hand the temptations and challenges of 

being pursued constantly by rich, powerful men. Dating without purpose 

sucks Kwame, and it’s nice to be with someone who understands your world. 

And besides, don’t tell him I said it, because I have to keep your Boy 

humble, Tom is hot. Much hotter than all those rich guys.” 

         Their short conversation pleased Kwame, he learned from it that 

Danielle was far more than just a pretty face. She could have her pick of 

pretty much any man in New York. She still sought love, and for now, she 

was hitching her saddle with sound reasons to Tom Wilson.  

          Tom, unaware of their chat, yelled from the kitchen, “Kwame, I 

should have left you a note to tell you that I finally broke down and bought a 

coffee maker.” 

          “Wow,” Kwame said teasingly. “Welcome to the 21st century, my 

brother. So, I guess you don’t get to see Juan much anymore.” 

         “No, not true Brother, I see Juan all the time. That’s where I have my 

meal plan. I still go there sometimes just for the laughs, as you know Juan is 

funny as hell.”  

          Danielle smirked and said, “Can you believe that? This brother needs 

help. That place is a dump.” 

         Tom walked back in with three cups, two for coffee, and the third one 

for tea. He placed the cups on the coffee table. He then sat next to Danielle 

on the sofa and said. “Hey now, give me some credit. I’ve got a coffee 

maker and now a teapot and you. You all a package deal, right?”   

         “Yes, we are a package deal and don’t you forget it. If I leave you, I’m 



taking my teapot with me.”  

          “You are never leaving me, honey. I need you and your teapot. I’d be 

lost without you both,” he said as he leaned over and gave her a kiss on the 

cheek. 

         Danielle smiled and then stood up and walked to open the shades in 

the living room. The bright light of the morning’s sunshine lit up the room. 

The natural light so early in the morning was also unnatural for Tom.  

         “Whoa, I can’t recall the last time that I’ve been up this early on a 

weekday. I think I come in more times than I wake up at this hour.” He then 

returned to the kitchen to get milk, sugar, and lemon for the coffee and 

teacups that he set up on the coffee table. 

         “Welcome to the real world,” Danielle yelled to the kitchen. She then 

returned to her seat on the sofa, and the sunlight showed off her features 

even more. She was more beautiful in person without makeup than she 

looked on her SOVO cover. 

          Kwame and Danielle hit it off tremendously. He sensed from their 

short chat that she had a good heart. He could also tell from their banter 

that she was strong enough to keep Tom in check. He liked her and had high 

hopes that they continued to date. 

         After only one cup of tea, Danielle said, “I’ve had enough, I can’t get 

bloated. Got to keep this tummy flat.”  

         “Don’t worry,” Tom reassured her. “You’re looking fine, baby.” 

         “Thank you Baby,” Danielle said. 

         She then announced that it was time for her to leave. “Kwame, I’ve 

got a busy day ahead. I’ve got to get home to shower and change for my 

day. I’ve enjoyed meeting you.”  

         “The pleasure has been all mine Danielle. I’ve enjoyed meeting you as 

well.” 

          As they all stood up, she walked over to Kwame and gave him a hug 



and kiss on the cheek.  

         “Good luck. I hope everything turns out well today.” 

“Good luck to you too,” Kwame said as he released Danielle from the 

embrace. “My day has already been great. I started with a hug and a kiss 

from a supermodel.” 

         “Oh, thank you Kwame, so sweet of you to say,” she said and smiled.  

          Tom walked Danielle to the door, and they kissed goodbye, 

passionately, like new lovers.  

         Once the door closed, Kwame began to cross-examine Tom about his 

intent with Danielle.  

          “So, what’s up Boy? This babe’s off the hook, all I want to hear you 

say is that I hope your playboy days are behind you.” 

          “I know this is not going to mean anything to you Kwame because 

you know my past, but she could be the one Bro.”  

          Kwame was hopeful for his buddy. He knew Tom was terrible in 

relationships, so he didn’t buy into this declaration of intent. Instead, he 

gave his buddy a tongue-in-cheek lecture.  

          “Good for you, my man. I like her too. But what does that mean, she 

could be the one? Does that mean the one right now? Talk to me in six 

months. Remember Sharon?” 

          “Ah, see, I know you were going to pull that one.”  

         “What? You know this list is pretty long.” Kwame then ran off a list of 

Tom Wilson’s ex-girlfriends, “And Gabriella, Susan, Linda, Debbie, Shelby, 

Maggie, Judi, Kimberly, Carla, Kawanne and oh, yeah, I almost forgot, 

Chari.” 

         “Okay, okay.” Tom realized that he had to prove his commitment to 

his best friend.  

         “Time will tell, Kwame. But enough about me, you know if you get this 

gig, you’re going to have to deal with her. Have you given any thought to 



that?” 

         Kwame, who was now sitting on the loveseat, crossed his legs and 

looked to the window. The sun was bright and made him squint. The squint 

seemed to heighten his concentration on the subject of her. 

          “I am so over Carrie, and I’ll tell you what. If there is one thing that I 

enjoyed about being in Chicago, it was not having everyone in my business. 

Being the subject of everyone’s gossip is not fun at all.” 

         “I hear you on that.”  

          Tom was now lying on the sofa and was trying to contort himself into 

a comfortable position.  

          “You can count on the wolves to come out of the woodwork on that 

one for sure. If there is one thing that will never die in this town, it’s gossip.” 

         “Man, are you right.” 

         Kwame then looked at his watch and realized it was time for him to 

leave.  

         “Alright, you need to get up and go to bed, your butt is too big for this 

sofa anyhow,” he said as he watched Tom still struggling to get comfortable 

on his sofa. “Besides, I’ve got to get going, it’s 8:15 now, and although it’s 

just a 10-minute subway ride, anything could happen. You know, these New 

York subways. I don’t want to be late.” 

          “Yeah, you’re right. You’d better get going.” 

          Two minutes later, at 8:17, Kwame Mills was on his way to Harris 

Simmons. 

 

 

 

 

 

 


