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Prologue 
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January 20, 2009

I didn't know where I was or what was happening around me. In addition to making sense of everything, simply opening my eyes seemed like the most difficult task in the world.

Blurry images of the last few hours ran through my mind in quick flashes. One moment I was walking out of the car with my wife by my side, hearing the loud roar and cheer of the people outside. They must have been waiting for our arrival; there were a lot of flashes from their cameras and smartphones. The first thing I registered was my body weakening. I was beginning to pass out from the throbbing pain rushing through me.

Panic set in once I shifted my head to look down. There was blood everywhere—my blood. I quickly realized I was bleeding out. That’s when a rush of people flooded the room, attending to me. Nurses and doctors, I assumed.

The room filled with noise, shouts of “code this” and “code that.”

The one doctor placed their hand on my chest and told me to try and relax and that they were going to take care of me.

One of the nurses had first closed the blinds when she entered the room and then proceeded to close the curtains around my bed. She had unknowingly left a bit of a gap in the curtains of the room I was in and I could see what was going on in the corridors since the door was also slightly opened. It seemed like there were two men in black suits guarding the hallway towards my room at the far end of the passage.

I heard the voice of a man carry through the hall ways of the hospital wing I seemed to be on.

He was extremely emotional and kept telling the men in suits to let him through, and that someone needed him. 

One of the men in the black suits just kept extending their hand out, indicating that the man who was shouting at the top of his lungs with smeared blood on his face would not be allowed through.

“Sir if you do not calm down and take a seat, I will be left with no other choice but to detain you myself. No one but doctors, nurses and family members, are allowed to see him right now.”

The highly emotional man didn’t seem to give two shits about the rules and regulations of the hospital. He was either getting in, or going to die trying by the looks of it.

After seeing all of this, I gathered that whoever he was trying to see must be very important, or at least very important to him if he was willing to continue fighting to get through the way he was.

Which then brought me back to the question, what was I doing in this place? What happened for me to end up here and why did my entire body hurt?

I tried to speak out but the nurse put a mask over my face and asked me to try and relax. She told me to take in deep breaths and not speak.

Suddenly a white light was shining brightly above me, it was the last thing I saw before passing out completely.  

I had no choice but to trust the doctors and the nurses in the room, and hope that this would all make sense eventually.  
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Chapter 1 – A few months before the inauguration Ceremony
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Somewhere in Washington DC

“Charlotte please, I don’t want to argue about this tonight, I’ve had a long day.”


“Well we are going to talk about it damn it. I’m tired of you brushing it off every time I bring it up.” 


“Don’t you get tired of talking about this?”


“Well excuse me for being interested with what you’re about publically announce one of these days.

You might want to avoid the subject with me, but you’re still going to have to make a decision about this matter sooner or later, and I would like for you to hear where I’m coming from.”


“Why does it bother you so much if I decide to make Lucy my chief of staff?”


“It bothers me because I don’t think it’ll help your campaign darlin’.” Charlotte said.

“It is a very real possibility that after these elections, you could be the next president of the United States of America. Not only would you be the next president, but you would be the first black president of the United States of America. I don’t think that introducing a female chief of staff would be the best move for your image.”


“Charlotte, I would like my time in the oval to mean something. If I win this presidency, it needs to mean something. I would like to make a real impact on people’s view of the world. 

I would think that you of all people would support me on this decision to make Lucy Wu my chief of staff.”

Charlotte had just taken off her make up in the bathroom and snapped shut the box containing her diamond necklace and earrings before making her way to the main bedroom after throwing off her heels too.


“Now baby, I am all for supporting and uplifting women in the workplace. Really, I am. 

But placing Lucy Wu in a position that has been known to be done by a man through out history, is too much of a drastic change. We want people to take you seriously. I just don’t think that she’s right for the job or right for your image, that’s all. It’s nothin’ personal.”


“Really? Is that all that this is about?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.


“Yes honey. That’s all that this is about. Making the next right move for your shot at the oval.” Charlotte said as she walked back into the bedroom, wrapped her arms around my neck and looked into my eyes before sensually kissing me.


“That’s interesting, because I thought it had to do with Lucy Wu being a very attractive woman. Or should I just believe that you didn’t notice that one tiny quality of hers?”

“No, I didn’t notice.” She said as she pulled back from one of her kisses and coyly smiled.”


“But since you’ve brought it up though, I think that can be added on the list of reasons that I don’t think she should be your chief of staff.”


“Ah, so this has nothing to do with if she’s actually qualified to do the job or not. You just think I’m interested in her?”


“No, not really. I don’t think you’re interested in her. However, I do think that it would be wise to not be around those who could eventually tempt you, especially if you don’t need to be around them.”


“Well it’s a little hard to keep her at a distance with her managing and running my presidential campaign. Plus I’ve known Lucy since our years at Harvard law school. I’m a little surprised that you think that something would be going on between her and me.  I just have to wonder why you would be thinking like this now...”


“Now that’s not what I was saying Rob. All I’m saying is that I think she wouldn’t be the right fit for you.”


“Who would you say is the right fit for me then?” I curiously asked.


“What about Sam?” 


“Oh, not this again. Baby I’m sure Sam is quite happy where he is right now. He is the head of the secret service in the white house.”

“Come on, Sam would be a perfect fit for this position and you know it.” 

As I turned to pour a drink, she followed me, standing close behind me. She unbuttoned my shirt, leaning in to continue the pitch.

"You've known him since your time in the army. He's trustworthy, and..."

“And, he’s the head of the secret service right now. I was thinking of keeping him in that position if I were to win this presidency.”

“Just talk to him about it okay? At least promise me you'll talk to him about this, and hear what he has to say before announcing who you would make your chief of staff in a few days, okay?”

“Fine.” I said as I took a gulp from the half empty glass.


“Great.”

“Now, I’m going to take a bath.”


“Oh, that sounds great. Want some company?” I flirtingly asked as she made her way back to the bathroom.


“Well I was hoping to have some alone time but, I’m sure if something came up I wouldn’t mind.”


“You naughty girl. Go on then. Go run us a bath. I’ll be there in a minute.”

I said as I smacked her ass through her tight office skirt, hard enough for it to make a pop, and for her to playfully respond in genuine surprise with a little jump and squeal.

“Don’t keep me waiting too long. I might be done by the time you decide to tag along.”

––––––––
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SHE UNBUTTONED HER white blouse and tossed it onto the floor, leaving herself covered only by a dark navy blue pencil skirt and a tight, sexy bra that was almost like lingerie. It was right then that I thought that even if I didn't become the first black president of the United States, life wasn't so bad the way it was.
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Chapter 2 – Charlotte Van Buren: First Lady
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January 22nd 2009 

"Doctor, I need you to tell me the truth about my husband. Is he going to..."

The words caught in my throat. I couldn't say them, couldn't ask the question that hung in the air like a noose. My feet felt like they were about to give out from under me.


"Madam first lady, please," the doctor said, his voice calm as he gestured to a leather couch in the private waiting room. "Let us sit down first."


"I don't need to sit down!" I snapped, the adrenaline surging. "I need you to tell me what the hell is going on with my husband, right this minute!" The doctor didn’t react much to my moment of anger and frustration when I unintentionally snapped at him.


“Very well then. Madam first lady, your husband has just come out of a very serious surgery. I would first like to say that I need you to be patient with his recovery, it certainly won’t happen overnight, and it also might not happen when we think it will happen. 

Healing is something that happens differently with every patient and I just want you to remember what I’m saying to you right now, on the days you might feel discouraged about his recovery.”


“Okay.” I said.


“I will start off with the facts that we know and can confirm. Your husband was shot on the evening of his inauguration, January 20th earlier this year.

He was shot once in the stomach and once in the chest. We’ve managed to extract the bullets out successfully and thankfully the bullet hit the non-critical parts of his body so, his chances of survival are very possible.


"Okay." 


"I do however need to be completely honest with you about how the next few weeks might play out. Your husband is currently in a coma, and all we can do now is hope that he wakes up. The worst-case scenario is that he might not wake up at all, which would indicate brain damage. You, or whoever is listed as his power of attorney, will be briefed on the situation and will have to decide if or when we take him off the ventilators and declare him dead."


After the doctor spoke that last sentence, I felt like I couldn’t breathe. He then tried to assure me that all hope wasn’t lost yet, while also mentioning a third possible outcome. He said that my husband might have some psychological trauma when he wakes up, but that we should cross that bridge if we reach it.

I couldn't believe what had started out as such a beautiful day had become one of the worst days of our lives. It had all played out on national and international television.  
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Chapter 3 – Beyond the Barracks: Rob and Sam
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The final day had arrived. I stood in my freshly-scrubbed dorm room, having completed my basic training, and found it hard to believe that years had passed since I was simply a high school graduate. Tomorrow was graduation. We’d been given the last two days simply to pack and put everything in order—a brief, strange lull before we were finally dismissed to greet the family and friends who would arrive for the ceremony.

As the new recruits, we’d planned to sneak out and throw a party by the far lake—a final celebration before we split up.

As soon as the sun went down, it was time. We all played along with the lights out drill, then quietly got up, threw on our comfortable clothes, and snuck out one of the windows we’d been loosening for days.

A rumor was going around that one of the guys had somehow convinced a "relative" to sneak in some weed during one of our visitation sessions. I still didn't know who managed to pull it off, but I was crossing my fingers it was at least someone I liked.

I didn’t know how the rest of them got alcohol onto the army grounds. All I knew was that this secret kickback by the lake was really happening. This was the last night that I was ever going to be on this base as a new recruit. After tomorrow, I would be heading home, enjoying the short break I would have before applying for law school and hopefully getting in.

I didn't know which school I wanted yet, but I was certain that law school was the next step in my life after my time in the army. I had planned to go to law school, just like my father did.

After they called lights out, we all pretended to be asleep until we eventually found ourselves sneaking out of our dorms and heading towards the lake, which was further from our base than I remembered.

We had been there for about an hour or so when I saw people starting to roll and pass joints around.

​It was the first time I had seen everyone so relaxed, so carefree. I had never seen the girls have their hair down before; some of them even had flowers woven in their locks.

​Couples were making out behind tree trunks, while others had brought picnic blankets and somehow managed to get their hands on a boom box radio.

​I'm sure if someone from the outside world were to walk in on us, they would think we were at some hippy section of a Coachella festival.

​After a round of cards with some friends, I went for a walk. I wanted to take in the scenery—the trees and the lake—one last time. I reminded myself this was the final time I'd see the army base and experience it just like this.

​“Boo!”

​Two hands slammed around my ribs from behind
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