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Prologue
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After my performance, The owner of the club approached me. He gave me an invitation to join the club, Shadow Falls. 

That was amazing! Even though I’m interested in the offer, I am more intrigued by the beautiful woman and wonder if she is associated with the club. 

I  need to decide if I’ll accept the invitation. What would it mean?

If I go along with the invite at the club, will I see the beautiful woman again?

I need to find out who she is and why she is so intrigued with me.
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I told the owner of the club, I needed to think about the invitation and I will get back to him. 

I  noticed the woman watching me as I spoke with the owner. As soon as the owner leaves, she approaches.

“Hello,” she said, looking directly into my eyes.

“Hello,” I replied.

“I noticed you staring at me,”

“I’m sorry, my bad,” I said.

“No it’s okay,” she smiles, “I liked it,”

“Oh,” I said, raising my eyebrows.  

“You’re an excellent performer,” she said. 

“And you’re a beautiful woman.” I replied. 
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Chapter 1 - Intuition
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Darius
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Growing up on the far south side of Chicago, there wasn’t much to do but hang out with friends, go to the store or get in trouble with the gangs. My mom didn’t play any of that so she kept me busy. With her being a single mother, she made sure I wouldn’t become a statistic.  It’s not like we needed another black male in jail or dead. She wanted me to have better than her, which is why she worked 2 and sometimes 3 jobs to make sure she had the money to pay for all of  my extra curricular activities that kept me busy while she was at work. 

I was lucky enough to be raised by such a mother that saw the potential in me, even before I knew it. My mom said I could sing before I could speak, which I think was impossible. She made it seem like I was crying in a melody. But I always remembered music in the house and I've alway loved to sing, thinking back as far back as I could remember. 
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“Let’s try that again Darius,” Marcus said over the speakers.  
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Marcus Harper is a good friend of mine that I met not long ago. He found me one day in the subway singing. He’s a Grammy award winning producer and he wanted to introduce me under his label, ChiTown Finest Entertainment or CFE. Marcus, along with his friend - Franklin, run the entire company. 

“Sure thing,” I said as the music started playing again. I was back in my element as I started singing. I could see Marcus’s head bouncing to the beat. His girl, Siedah was smiling and bouncing her head too.  I was happy the both of them loved the song. 

“A’ight, we got. That sounds good,” he said after I finished. 

“You sure we got it?”

“Yes, I’m sure. Trust me,” he said smiling.  I walked out of the booth as Analia was walking in the door. 

“Hey y’all,” she said walking in while holding two shopping bags. “I figured y’all would be hungry so I stopped by Lem’s and got some food,”

“Aw shit, that’s what I’m talking about. Let’s break,” Marcus said, walking over to get a bite. 

Analia Cunningham is my friend from school and one helluva singer. She got some pipes on her little ass frame. I noticed her back in high school when we auditioned for the choir.  Since my mom had me take music and piano classes, I decided that I would finally put them to use. Honestly, I had no choice, it was either to sing in the choir or join the debate team because my dreams for joining the football team were out. My mom would not allow me to join the football team because she was afraid I would get hurt and my career would be over. She wanted me to use my brain instead of my body. 

Analia stood about 5’2” against my 5’7” frame. She’s cute as a button and she was the reason I joined the choir. I saw her in the hallway outside of the audition room looking nervous. She was afraid to sing in front of people so I suggested that I sing with her to help calm her nerves. It worked and we both joined. 

“Hey Darius,” Analia said sitting down next to me on the couch. “You finished laying the track already?”

“Yup, you know it,” I smiled. She rolled her eyes.

“For real?” 

“Girl, you know I’m good like that,” I said, giving myself props. 

“Boy stop playing with me,” she said. “Siedah, is Marcus finished with Darius’ part?”

“Yeah, he just finished before you walked in,” she said without looking up from her phone. “It was nice, but I know you're gonna do betta!” she laughed. Analia stood up and started shaking her ass.

“Yes I am,” she started chanting. “And you know this, man!” Analia pointed at me and laughed.  She went over and clapped hands with Siedah while both of them giggled. 

“Marcus, I think we got us a bit of competition up in here,” 

“Yeah, I think so too,” he laughed while munching on a rib tip bone. 

“So that’s how it’s gonna be?” I looked at Analia and she stuck her tongue out. 

“You know it, you ain’t got nothin’ on me,” she said walking into the studio and closed the door. 

Siedah spoke to Analia as she set up the track, boosting her up to beat me. 

“You got this girl, you know this song, blow it out like you own it,” she said. Analia nodded. 

“You ready?” Marcus asked as he sat down at the mixing console while wiping his mouth after his meal. She held up a thumbs up signaling she was ready to go. 

“A’ight Analia, relax and let it flow,” Siedah coached her.  Analia closed her eyes and zoned in. 

I watched her and smiled. Analia has grown so much vocally, I’m surprised she hasn’t blown up yet, but she’s on her way - Marcus and Siedah will make sure of that. 

Analia
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I can’t believe I’m actually in the studio, singing on a track made by the Grammy award winning Marcus Harper. I was so happy that Darius pulled me in with him when he got a call from Marcus to come and audition. It was kind of along the same lines as he did back in high school. I remember when I met Darius; it was during an audition and I was full of nerves. I had never sang in front of anyone before and he walked over and ran a few bars with me to ease my nerves. When it came time for us to audition, he asked the judges to allow us to sing together and our harmony was crazy. 

People were blown away and instantly thought we were a couple, yet we weren’t. But from that day on  a crush began to grow in my heart for Darius. Now here we are years later, way after high school and we are still hanging out with each other doing what we love - music.  And I still have that crush on Darius. He doesn’t know because he’s fucking clueless and doesn’t realize it.  It’s not like I hide it or anything, I believe since we have been friends for so long, he doesn’t want to cross that line or he really doesn’t see me in that way. 
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“A’ight, so you blew me out the water girlie but it’s all good, we're all on the same gig, right?” Darius said as I exited the booth. 

“Aw, now you wanna change your tone. You were talkin’ all that shit before I went in,” I said pointing at him. He shook his head and laughed. He still looked the same from all of those years ago and my love has been continuous for him. 

“Girl, you know you got them vocals tight,” Marcus said as he pushed some buttons along the sound board. “I think we might be able to do something with y’all later. Me and Siedah have been working on something on the down low,”

“Oh really?” Darius’s eyes widened as he perked up. 

“Yeah, but it ain’t ready yet. When it’s done, we’ll make sure y’all two will be the first to have at it, if you want,” 

“Cool cool, that sounds like a plan,” Darius grabbed his coat and walked towards the door. “A’ight y’all, I’m about to bounce. I got a few things I need to take care of,” he said as he stepped into his boots at the door while putting on his hat. 

“Aye, don’t forget you got that gig tomorrow!”

“Bruh, I ain’t gonna forget,”

“A’ight, don’t have that man call me and yo’ ass didn’t show up,”

“It’s not even gonna be like that, you know I’m serious about my music,”

“A’ight,” Marcus voiced as he approached Darius at the door. “It’s just a small set, nothing special. Go in there, blow them away and I’ll hear back if they want you to come again,”

“Okay, Cool. I’ll call you when I’m done, how about that?” Darius said as he put on his gloves. He was getting prepared to go outside and face the Hawk.  Chicago weather ain’t nothing to play with in the winter time; it takes no prisoners as the cold will try to infiltrate any winter attire. 

“Cool,” Marcus nodded and gave a fist bump to Darius and he was on his way. “Ready Babygirl to get in there with Analia?”

“In a minute,” Siedah said, looking at her phone. 

“You ready?” Marcus asked as he walked back to the sound board.

“Always,” I smiled. I was born ready. 

Siedah
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Marcus had been finding some really good talent from right here in Chicago which helped put CFE on the map.  He had just happened to find Darius singing in the subway downtown. Marcus suggested he come to the studio and he’s been knocking out the park ever since. We’ve been putting together a nice release album for Darius featuring Analia to help her career take off as well. They sing so well together, I swear I get chills when they sing. Their voices just blend together so perfectly it was as if they were fated to sing together.  I sound just like Monica with that ‘fate’ shit, but it’s true.

“They sound so good together,” I mentioned to Marcus as he started playing the track with Darius singing.  I watched Analia close her eyes and get in the zone. 

“They sound good as fuck together,” he said as he pushed buttons and turned knobs. I didn’t know exactly what he was doing so I just watched him. “To bad they only friends,”

“You really think they are only friends?”

“That’s what Darius said. Why? You think it’s more?”

“I have a feeling there is, but I don’t have anything to go on yet,” I watched Analia as she hit a high note and it sent chills down my back while goosebumps formed on my arms and neck. 

“Well Darius said they’ve known each other since high school, so maybe that’s what you see,”

“Just like a man, clueless,” I smiled. 

“Seriously?” he said, turning towards me and pulling my chair over to him. I laughed as my chair rolled slowly towards him. “I’m clueless?” Marcus leaned and placed a kiss on my lips. 

“Yes,” I whispered. 

“I wasn’t clueless about you,”

“No, you weren’t. You’re not clueless, it’s just a woman’s intuition,” I said, giving him another kiss upon his lips.  I scooted away from him smiling as Analia was finishing her part on the song. 

“Intuition? So what do you see?”

“I ain’t telling you until I find out more info.” Marcus rolled his eyes as I smirked at him. I knew it irked him not know but he’ll get over it. 

Analia stepped out of the booth and looked at us. 

“How was that?”

“Girl,” I closed my eyes and raised my hand. “When you hit that high note, I got fucking chills!” Analia smiled hard. She was happy and proud of her skills; she had every right to be. 

“Really?” I nodded my head up and down along with Marcus. “Awesome!”

“A’ight so I’ll work on this tonight and I’m gonna need you to come back tomorrow, sound good?”

“Yup, for sure,” Analia glowed as she agreed to return. “I’ll see you guys tomorrow then,” she said as she grabbed her coat and stepped in her boots at the door. 

“Be careful going home,” I said, being concerned. “And cover up your throat!” I yelled as she wrapped the scarf around her neck. Analia gave us two thumbs up and out the door she went. 

“So you really see something in those two?” Marcus asked again.

“I do.”  And I was determined to follow up on my intuition. 
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Chapter 2 - Showtime
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Darius
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I showed up at the club, Shadow Falls, to meet up with Marcus’s contact. Apparently this club gave opportunities to those breaking into the music industry. From my understanding, it’s not a paying gig, just something to get me out there and noticed. I needed to build a fanbase and a following so I had to get out there and do my thing. 
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I walked in and the place wasn’t packed at all. The Dj was in the booth and two bartenders stood behind the bar setting up with a few people sitting at one of the few tables they had in the entire place. I checked my phone to make sure I had the right place.  I was hoping I could only assume I was just too early. 

“Darius?” A guy called my name as he approached me coming from a corridor next to the dj booth.

“Yes,” I turned around to him, holding out his hand .

“I’m Bileu, nice to meet you,” he said as I shook his hand.

“Thanks, nice to meet you too,”

“Well it’s still early so you can do a sound check with Mike over there, he’s our sound guy so he will run through everything with you,” 

“Oh ok cool,”

“Yeah, so make yourself at home. The doors open around 7pm and the show will start around 8 pm and it gets packed wall to wall. I think we have you going on around 9 pm. Marcus is my boy, so I told him I would keep the best for last,” he said. I smiled as he called me the best. Marcus had it already set up. 

“Yeah, Marcus is a cool dude,”

“He is and he is always reaching back into the community and raising someone else up like him,”

“That’s true, he found me in the subway,”

“Oh yeah, he told me about you. I heard you got skills, kid,” he said, raising his eyebrows.

“Thank you, I try,” I chuckled.

“Well just keep trying and have fun. I gotta go and finish up a couple of things so go ahead and talk with Mike to get set up,” he said walking backwards as his phone started ringing. And just like that he was gone just as fast as he came. 
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“Hey, I’m Darius. Bileu told me to talk to you about a sound check,”  The guy at the dj booth looked up and grinned.

“Aww, you that nigga from Marcus?”

“Yeah, that’s me,”  

“Cool, cool. I heard you can blow. Let’s get you set up,” he said as he handed me a microphone. “You can go to the stage and we’ll start. Marcus sent me your music last night,” 

“‘A’ight, cool,” I said walking over to the stage at the back of the room. As I stood on the stage, I realized that from that angle, the place looked huge. 

My nerves started rising in my stomach when I
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