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Chapter 1: The Morning Heat
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The red "ON AIR" sign was practically vibrating. At 6:02 AM, the pulse of the city was already surging through the speakers of every G-Wagon, sedan, and bus in the metro area.

BJ Swagg didn't just sit in the studio; he occupied it like a king holding court. He leaned into the mic, his voice a smooth, calculated baritone that had built this station from a struggling frequency to the #1 powerhouse in the market.

"You’re locked in with the Morning Havoc," BJ purred, adjusting his designer glasses. "We got the top hits, we got the hottest takes, and we definitely got the drama. Today is Tuesday, and you know what that means—truth serum is in the water."

Behind the glass, Hailey was already signaling for the traffic update. She looked as polished as a news anchor, but her eyes held the exhaustion of someone who had to manage four grown men acting like toddlers before sunrise.

"BJ, keep it moving," Hailey’s voice crackled through his headset. "Traffic is a disaster on the I-35, and we’re behind schedule."

"Hailey, sweetheart, you’re always so tense," BJ laughed, leaning back. "It’s a beautiful day to be great."

"It’s a beautiful day for you to get a flat tire," a voice shouted from the doorway.

It was Rydaddy, stumbling in, half-zipped hoodie on, clutching a lukewarm coffee. He was supposed to be in at 5:30 AM to prep the news segments. He was late. Again.

"Rydaddy," BJ said, not looking away from the board. "The only reason you still have a job is because you’re funny when you’re delusional. What’s the excuse today?"

"Alarm clock betrayed me, man," Rydaddy muttered, sliding into his chair and fumbling with his headset. "And my girl... look, it’s complicated."

"It’s always complicated with you," Nae Nae chimed in, tossing her hair. She was the anchor of the show, sharp-tongued and lethal. She was currently texting her husband on one phone and her boyfriend on the other, her thumbs moving at a speed that would baffle a court stenographer. "BJ, just get to the phones. We have a caller on line four who says she has 'exclusive' information about your weekend at the club."

BJ’s smile faltered for a microsecond. He knew exactly who was on line four. Monica. Or maybe Tracy. Or potentially Crystal. He had been so reckless at the club on Saturday—getting into that scrap over that girl he didn't even know—that he had left a trail of breadcrumbs any jilted lover could follow.

"Line four," BJ said, his voice regaining its practiced cool. "What’s the word? You’re live on the Morning Havoc."

"BJ, you lying dog," the voice on the other end was shrill, high-frequency. "I saw you at the Vibe. I saw you with Crystal. You told me you were at a 'corporate retreat' in Vegas!"

BJ glanced at the studio monitor. The comments section of the station’s social media was already blowing up.

"See?" Nae Nae whispered, leaning into the mic. "The #1 station in the country, and our lead host is getting read for filth by his own rotation of women. I love my job."

BJ felt the sweat bead on his neck. He was driving a six-figure G-Wagon, living in a loft that looked like a magazine spread, and tonight, he was almost certain his tires were going to be slashed.

"I don't know who this is," BJ lied, his eyes darting to the glass where DPaul was currently trying to hide his phone under the desk. DPaul was busy messaging Kay, pretending to be at the gym while he was actually planning a lunch date with someone else.

"You know exactly who I am!" the caller screamed.

"We’ll be right back with the news after this break," BJ cut in, hitting the music button a little too hard. "Hailey, give us the weather—is it going to be stormy or what?"

Hailey rolled her eyes. "It’s going to be a thunderstorm, BJ. And that’s just inside this room."

This is perfect. We’ll establish 104.5 The Beat as the undisputed king of the airwaves, and we’ll weave these recurring segments into the flow of the week so the readers feel like they are actually tuning into the show.
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Chapter 2: The Sound of the City
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"104.5 The Beat," the station ID dropped—a heavy, bass-boosted audio drop that signaled the return from commercials. "Where the city breathes."

BJ smoothed his shirt, trying to project an air of unbothered excellence. The studio was tense. Nae Nae was laughing, literally holding her stomach, while watching the social media feed explode with memes about BJ’s morning call.

"We are back," BJ said, his voice smooth as silk. "And because we love you, and because the streets are talking, it is officially time for 'Ask Nae Nae.' If your man is acting like he’s got a degree in deception, you call us. Nae Nae is the resident expert in spotting a liar from three states away."

Nae Nae leaned into her mic, her tone switching from playful to clinical. "Listen, ladies. If he’s 'working late' but his Facebook location says he’s at the Cheesecake Factory, don't come for him. Call me. Let’s break down the toxicity."

The lines lit up like a Christmas tree.

"See, BJ," Nae Nae said, eyeing him. "This is how you do radio. You give the people a platform for their pain. Not just your own personal soap opera."

"I’m a giver," BJ muttered, clicking a line. "Hello, you’re on with Nae Nae. What’s your man doing now?"

"He told me he was at a funeral," the woman on the line sniffled. "But I saw his car parked outside a lingerie store on the East Side."

Nae Nae didn't even blink. "Honey, was it a funeral for his morals? Because he’s definitely trying to resurrect his single life. Dump him. Next."

The studio was electric. It was moments like this that kept 104.5 at the top of the ratings. The celebrities knew it too—A-listers didn't just come here to promote movies; they came here to survive the interrogation.

"Alright, enough of the misery," BJ interrupted, signaling the producer. "Rydaddy, wake up. It’s Tuesday, and the people are hungry. Give us the word."

Rydaddy sat up, finally putting down his phone. He was wearing a vintage silk button-down that cost more than most people's monthly rent. He didn't care that he was late; he only cared about the palate.

"Welcome back to 'Popular Spots by Rydaddy,'" he announced, his voice dropping into a connoisseur's register. "Today, we’re talking about The Glass Vault over on the North Side. If you’re trying to impress that woman who clearly has expensive taste—or if you’re just trying to eat like the king you are—this is the spot. The miso-glazed Chilean sea bass? It’s not just food, it’s a religious experience. If you’re pulling up in anything less than a luxury sedan, don’t even bother trying to valet. They’ll look at you like you’re trying to pay for a jet with Monopoly money."

DPaul laughed, leaning back in his chair. "Rydaddy, man, you sound like a travel brochure. Some of us just want a burger."

"That’s why you’re always cheating at dive bars, DPaul," Rydaddy shot back, checking his reflection in his phone screen. "You eat cheap, you get cheap drama. You live at the top, you eat at the top."

BJ smirked, but his phone buzzed again. A text from Tracy. Then one from Monica. The drama wasn't just on the air; it was closing in on the studio walls. He looked at the clock. Three more hours on air, and then, he had to figure out which woman’s house he was going to visit—or which one was coming to visit him with a set of keys to scrape his G-Wagon.
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Chapter 3: The Geometry of a Lie
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The studio air was thick enough to chew. Between the scent of Rydaddy’s imported cologne and the lingering stress of BJ’s morning call, the room felt like a pressure cooker waiting to pop. DPaul was the primary candidate for the explosion. He was currently hunched over, his thumbs flying across his screen, crafting a masterpiece of deception for his girlfriend, Kay.

"Kay is asking why I'm not home yet," DPaul muttered, his voice barely audible under the playing track. "I told her we had an emergency production meeting. The station manager is going to kill me if she calls the front desk."

Nae Nae didn't even look up from her own screen. She was busy monitoring the "Ask Nae Nae" hashtag on Twitter, which was already trending. "DPaul, you’re an amateur. You tell her there’s a technical glitch with the transmitter. It buys you two hours of 'fixing' time. If she still wants to talk, say you’re in a dead zone. It’s classic, it’s reliable, and it’s pathetic."

"I don't need advice from you," DPaul snapped, though he immediately started typing the excuse.

BJ leaned into his mic, his transition from personal chaos to professional host seamless. "You’re rocking with 104.5 The Beat, the heartbeat of the city. We’ve got the biggest records, the wildest stories, and we aren't stopping until the clock hits ten. Coming up, we’re going to be talking about why some men treat their relationships like a revolving door."

He looked over at DPaul, a smirk playing on his lips. "Isn't that right, DPaul? Or are you too busy working on your 'technical difficulties'?"

DPaul shot him a glare that could have withered a cactus, but he kept his cool. He knew better than to go to war with BJ on air; BJ had the microphone, the power, and the audience’s ear.

Outside the soundproof glass, the lobby was filling up. A local artist was waiting for an interview, and two women—one in a sharp blazer, the other in a sundress—were standing near the reception desk. The receptionist, Sarah, looked terrified. She had already texted the group chat: BJ, you have two visitors. They both look like they’ve been crying, but they’re holding bags of sugar.

BJ’s blood ran cold. Sugar? That wasn't just to talk. That was for his engine.

"Hailey," BJ hissed, his voice tight. "Give me the news update. Now."

Hailey, sensing the shift in atmospheric pressure, didn't argue. She pushed her glasses up her nose and hit her cue. "This is Hailey with your 104.5 News Update. We’re seeing heavy congestion on the North Dallas Tollway due to an overturned truck, so expect delays if you’re heading toward the city center. In local news, the Mayor announced a new initiative for youth arts, but honestly, it’s overshadowed by the humidity warnings we have for the rest of the week. It’s going to be a hot one, folks—and I’m not just talking about the weather."

She glanced at BJ, her eyes glinting with a mix of pity and amusement.

"Back to you, BJ," she said, before adding under her breath, "Good luck with the sugar."

The show was humming, the phones were ringing, and the drama was cascading. They were the #1 station for a reason: because their lives were as messy as the city they served. And for BJ Swagg, the day was only just beginning.
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Chapter 4: Sugar and Spice and Everything Vice
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The lobby of 104.5 The Beat looked like the staging ground for a rom-com gone wrong. Sarah, the receptionist, had her hand hovering over the silent alarm. Through the glass, BJ could see the two women—one wearing a blazer that screamed "corporate lawyer" and the other rocking a sundress that looked like it cost more than his monthly mortgage payment. They were both staring at the studio door with the kind of focus usually reserved for snipers.

"BJ," Nae Nae said, her voice dropping into a stage whisper as she hit the button to kill their mic feed. "You’ve got a situation. And by 'situation,' I mean your personal life is about to invade the broadcast, and I am here for it."

"Shut up, Nae Nae," BJ snapped, his fingers trembling as he adjusted his headphones. He had to go to commercial. If he didn't, the next segment was an interview with a high-profile guest who definitely didn't need to hear about his tires being threatened.

"DPaul, you handle the board," BJ commanded. "I’m going to go talk to them."

"Oh, no you don't," DPaul smirked, his eyes glued to his own phone, where he was busy dodging a barrage of texts from Kay. "You stay in here. If you walk out there, you’re admitting guilt. If you stay in here, you’re just a busy, successful man who can’t be bothered by 'fans.'"

"They aren't fans, DPaul! They’re my—"

"Current, soon-to-be-former, and possibly vengeful?" Rydaddy interjected, not looking up from his tablet. He was busy researching a new, hyper-exclusive pop-up bistro downtown for his next segment. "BJ, listen. I’ve dealt with this. You walk out there, you look calm, you look wealthy, and you look confused. Wealthy, confused men are hard to stay mad at. It’s a fact."

"He’s right," Nae Nae added, leaning back in her chair and crossing her legs. "Now, hurry up and finish the set. We have 'Ask Nae Nae' in ten, and I have a backlog of women with man-problems that make your little trio look like a Sunday school outing."

BJ let out a long, ragged breath. He looked at the console, then at the monitor showing the lobby. He needed a distraction.

"Okay," BJ said, his voice regaining its professional polish as he hit the button to go live again. "You’re listening to 104.5 The Beat. We’re coming back with the 'Beat Down,' where we take your problems and turn them into solutions. But first, let’s check in with Rydaddy. What’s the word on the street for the bougie set?"

Rydaddy straightened his silk shirt, cleared his throat, and leaned into the mic as if he were addressing the United Nations.

"Welcome back to 'Popular Spots by Rydaddy,'" he announced, his voice smooth and authoritative. "If you really want to change the trajectory of your week, you need to head over to Le Jardin des Riches by the waterfront. It’s not just a restaurant, it’s a lifestyle choice. They have a wagyu beef tartare that’s served on a bed of chilled Himalayan salt, and the service is so discrete that you could bring your wife, your girlfriend, and your secretary in on the same night and never cross paths. It’s expensive, it’s exclusive, and if you aren't pulling up in something worth more than a small island, they might just ask you to use the service entrance."

Nae Nae burst out laughing. "Rydaddy, you’re a mess. DPaul, you should take notes. Maybe you could take Kay there and actually finish a meal without getting caught by a side-chick."

DPaul’s face went pale. "I don't know what you're talking about," he muttered, though his phone started vibrating violently against the desk.

BJ looked at the glass, then at the women in the lobby. He realized he was surrounded by chaos, both in the booth and out, and for the first time in his career, he wondered if the #1 spot in the city was actually the most dangerous place to be.

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BJ AND THE
MORNING TEAM

THE VOICE OF DALLAS

BY STORMY MCKNIGHT¢





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





