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SECRETS

 


 


 



PROLOGUE

 


Death was his specialty. He was good at it.
Why wouldn’t he be? He was a professional, skilled at his craft.
His price was high, astronomical according to some. He refused to
do business with those who balked at the price for his services,
certain that they did not respect his level of expertise. After
all, his record was perfect. He had been at this for decades and
had never been caught, or even suspected. He was a master at his
craft.

Accidental death was his forte. His victims
never knew what hit them. Insurance monies were dispersed,
mistresses became wives, or partnerships became sole
proprietorships. Sometimes the motive was revenge. Whatever the
case, he did his job well.

He never met any of his employers face to
face. He never wanted to. Yet despite this referrals were
plentiful. Arrangements were made by disposal cell phones. All
funds were transferred by wire. No one ever cheated him out of his
earnings. Who would be that foolish? The consequences would be
deadly. So, he went about his life above suspicion, taking pride in
his many accomplishments and basking in the admiration bestowed on
him by others. No one knew that he was a killer without a
conscious, and he vowed that as long as he lived he would make
certain that no one ever would.

The job that he was hired to perform this
time should be simple. The target was an easy one. He hadn’t chosen
the method for the kill. There were a variety of options that he
used before, and all had been successful. The deaths were ruled as
accidents. He had no doubt that it would be the same this time.

His destination was the Monterey Peninsula,
where he planned on taking a much needed vacation after this job.
Eliminating human beings could be tasking. Sometimes he wished that
the path that he chose in life was more visible so that everyone
would know how good he was at his profession, and what a good actor
he was. He played the part of the average man so skillfully that no
one came close to guessing his true character. It would be nice if
everyone knew of his covert activities, but if that happened it
would be the end. Yet he had to admit that it was exciting having a
secret that no one came close to guessing. He found great
satisfaction in a job well done, and he was certain that the one
coming up would definitely be one of those.

 


 


 



CHAPTER 1

 


Reluctantly, Nedra Davis-Reasoner opened her
eyes as the morning light filtered through the colorful skylight
above her head. As dramatic as the dazzling prisms of light could
be there were times when she wished that they hadn’t added the
unique feature to their bedroom. This was one of those times.

Slipping a plump pillow over her head, she
closed her eyes and waited for sleep to return. She was exhausted.
That was the price to pay for a night of unbridled passion that
lasted into the early hours of the morning. The little devil inside
of her snickered smugly that it was well worth it. She and her
husband, Sinclair, did everything but swing from the chandelier.
Her lips curled into a satisfied smile.

Sleep began to reclaim her when suddenly the
cocoon of warmth in which she was burrowed was abruptly snatched
away, leaving her long, lean body laying bare for all to see.
Fortunately, the only witness to her nudity stood over her with the
fluffy down comforter in his hands, and he was nude as well.

“Up and at ‘em!” Sin declared. “If I have to
get up this early then so do you.”

Dropping the cover to the floor, he
proceeded to add insult to injury by pulling one pillow away from
her face, and the other one from beneath her head. Nedra took a
swat at him. She missed. Sin cackled in delight.

Hoisting herself up on her elbows, she
glared at him with sleep-laden eyes. That induced more laughter
from her playful spouse.

“I don’t see what’s so funny,” Nedra growled
sleepily, wondering how he managed to muster so much energy.
Pulling herself up, she sat on the side of the bed. “I’m tired.”
She released a long yawn to emphasize her point.

Still chuckling, Sin tossed the pillows
aside, took her by the hands and pulled his listless wife to her
feet. He folded her curvaceous body against his and whispered in
her ear.

“I know a little somethin’ somethin’ that
could give you a quick pick you up.” He rubbed his member against
her as it began to spring to life.

Nedra turned out of his arms and slapped at
him again. “Get that thing away from me! That’s what caused my
sleep deprivation in the first place. I thought that we were
supposed to slow down in our forties.”

“Not me.” Sin struck a pose. “I’m
Superman!”

“No, you’re a sex fiend!” She threw a pillow
at him.

Dodging her weapon, Sin watched with glowing
eyes as Nedra’s 5’ 10” frame dragged across the room toward the
bathroom to get ready for the day. How could he love one person so
much? After eight years of marriage, this tall, brown skinned
beauty could still stop the beat of his heart with one sultry
glance from her gorgeous eyes. Her intelligence and grace were what
men dreamed of when seeking a mate. She was gentle and kind, but no
pushover by any means. An ordained minister, Nedra Davis Reasoner
was not only the love of his life, but she was as sexy as hell. He
was a lucky man, and looked forward to being with this woman until
the end of his life.

When Sin walked into the bathroom, Nedra was
already in the large, etched glass shower enclosure. She knew that
he would be joining her. She was waiting. They had been taking
their morning showers together since they first got married. The
ritual provided to be a refuge from their three children. In the
shower they could make love without interruptions, but this morning
the best that they could do was lather one another’s bodies, wrap
themselves in fluffy towels from the warming racks and move on to
their individual dressing rooms.

After bathing, Nedra felt more energized,
but it was going to be a long day. An important visitor would be
making his appearance today at the non-profit organization where
she worked as Executive Director. Adam Casey, the distinguished
spiritual leader, renowned speaker and bestselling author was in
town. For the next few weeks he would be on the Monterey Peninsula
observing their operation and consulting with the staff about the
work that they did with the children of drug addicted parents.

The staff was abuzz with anticipation about
his pending arrival. Everyone who worked there was flattered that
someone of Casey’s prominence singled out their small organization
for special attention. Of course, the fact that their program’s
achievements had received numerous local and state awards wasn’t to
be ignored. His presence confirmed that the work that they were
doing was being fully recognized. Today was special. Nedra knew
that she had to be on top of her game. She wanted to make a good
impression and bags under her eyes just wouldn’t do.

After carefully applying her makeup and
choosing a flattering outfit, she entered the bedroom, just as Sin
breezed out of his dressing room. As he scurried around looking for
this and that, Nedra caught a whiff of his expensive cologne and
stopped in her tracks. It wasn’t merely his scent that halted her
steps, but the entire essence of the man. He was the CEO of an
import business that he founded years ago, and he looked every bit
the part. Dressed in a steel gray suit that was tailored to
perfection, he had complimented the suit with a pale pink shirt and
gray silk tie with pink designs. The man looked good enough to eat.
Her husband was gorgeous. It was a fact that she sometimes
forgot.

With his smooth chocolate brown complexion,
dark deep set eyes and full sensuous lips, accented by a well
trimmed moustache, Sinclair Reasoner was the kind of man who turned
women’s heads. The prominent clef in his chin and the threads of
gray in his close cut hair only added to his good looks. His smile
could weaken a woman’s knees and his sense of style rivaled that of
male runway models. Sinclair Reasoner could be described accurately
as 6 feet 2 inches of male perfection, and he was all hers. The
thought was like a shot of adrenaline. As he passed by, Nedra gave
his butt a squeeze. Sin stopped and turned.

“It looks like you’ve perked up.” His voice
was tinged with amusement.

“Sure enough,” Nedra wiggled her eyebrows
suggestively.

Sin grabbed her around the waist. “Does that
mean that I’ve got something to look forward to tonight?”

Nedra kissed the tip of his nose. “Maybe.”
Slipping from his embrace, she steered him across the room. “But,
first, we’ve got jobs to get to.”

Sin fell in step with her as they left the
bedroom and entered the hallway. “I bet you’re excited.”

“About Adam Casey coming today?”

Sin shook his head. “No, I’m talking about
the DNA test. The results arrive today.”

“Oh, that’s right!” Nedra brightened. The
maternal side of her family had submitted to DNA tests to find the
origin of their African roots. This was going to be a good
day.

 


****

 


“You know that I love you, don’t you?” Colin
Reasoner whispered sexily into his cell phone, and he meant every
word. This was Ayanna Abel, not one of the little honeys he wasted
his time on before.

In his eighteen years of living he had never
felt this way about any girl. All through middle school and into
high school he hoped that the pretty girl from Ethiopia would
notice him. After all, it wasn’t as if he was some kind of wall
flower. He was one of the most popular boys in school, a star
academically as well as athletically. He had to fight the girls
off. It got so bad that his parents had to put restrictions on the
days and times that girls could call him. His Dad got so annoyed
with the constant calls and texting that he took his phone away
from him for a month, which Colin considered a bit dramatic. It
wasn’t his fault that the ladies thought that he was “cute”. They
kept blowing up his cell phone, not vice versa. What was a
man to do?

Colin wasn’t quite sure of what the word
“cute” meant when girls were describing him. He knew that the
description wasn’t the same as the words “drop dead fine” that he
often heard women use when describing his father. Maybe it was
closer to the way that the media described his cousin by marriage,
superstar actor, Thad Stewart. They called him “a sexy, good
looking hunk”. After mulling it over Colin came to the conclusion
that “cute” was somewhere between “fine” and “sexy”, and it was
much better than average looking. No sweat. Why not embrace the
description. Who was he to disagree?

When he looked in the mirror the young man
he saw staring back was okay. At six feet tall, he was two inches
shorter than his Dad, but two inches taller than his mother. He
liked that. He had been working out in the exercise room in the
basement of their home since he was in his early teens. His body
was in shape, and the ladies liked that. His complexion was
cinnamon brown and his eyes were dark brown, but he had never been
pleased with the way his eyes slanted slightly upward. What was
that about? In the end, who knew and who cared? Ayanna liked
everything about him and that’s all that mattered—that, and the
fact that he was in love.

Although he’d known her since middle school,
Ayanna hadn’t noticed him until the beginning of their senior year
in high school. They ended up in the same Chemistry class as lab
partners. From the moment she smiled at him and said hello the rest
of his women became distant memories. His heart belonged to
Ayanna.

Just as their early morning conversation was
getting good it was interrupted by a loud knock on Colin’s door.
The door knob jiggled. By the boldness of the knock Colin knew
immediately who would be making an uninvited appearance in his
room—Gillian. He wanted to kick himself for forgetting to lock the
door.

“What do you want?” His manner was curt.

“It’s time for breakfast.” His little
sister’s manner was equally as abrupt. She was upset with her
oldest brother for his lack of support in her effort to get out of
the latest punishment that she had earned.

Colin gave a long suffering sigh. “I’ve got
to go, Ayanna. The brat just barged into my room.”

Disconnecting, Colin turned to his sister
well aware that breakfast was not the reason for her intrusion.
“I’m not going to plead your case for you.” He folded his arms
tightly to emphasize the finality of his decision. “You got what
you deserved.”

Gillian and her best friend, Sweet, had been
denied the privilege of accompanying Sweet’s parents on an upcoming
fishing trip and she was less than pleased.

“But it’s not fair,” whined the rambunctious
nine year old. “I didn’t pick the fight with Mindy Johnson. She was
picking on me and Sweet was only helping me because her big brother
jumped in. I don’t see why we should be punished for that.”
Dejectedly, she dropped down beside him on the colorful array of
pillows that decorated his room.

Colin groaned. He had been going through
this with this kid since she was in preschool. His sister was small
for her age and her stature was a challenge. It made her a target.
Yet she was no shrinking violet. Gillian was a fighter and when
provoked she took no prisoners. Colin admired her spunk. The girl
was fearless, but their parents did not condone fighting. She had
broken their cardinal rule—again—and there was a price to be paid.
Still, the pintsized pistol was a charmer. It was hard not to fall
under her spell. She was tenacious when it came to getting what she
wanted and she wanted to go on that trip.

There was another knock at the door and a
relieved Colin hollered loudly, “Come in.”

Thirteen year old Trevor entered. “Hey,
Colin, can I…” He stopped short at seeing Gillian and made a
u-turn. “Never mind, I’ll ask you later.” He shut the door firmly
behind him.

Colin looked at his sister. “You talked to
Trevor already.” It was a statement not a question.

“I woke him up this morning,” Gillian
snapped, “and he was about as much help as you.” Rising from the
pillows, she stalked across the room. “I guess I’ll have to take
care of this by myself.” She slammed the door behind her.

Colin snickered. That meant that Gillian
would be putting on a performance for their parents, and she could
be one first rate actress when she wanted to be.

“This ought to be good.”

Scurrying out of the room behind her, he was
anxious to get downstairs to breakfast. He wanted to make sure that
he had a front row seat for the show.

 


****

 


Nedra sat at the patio table where she and
her family were having breakfast awaiting the arrival of their
daughter. Gillian was the last one to come to the table, which
usually meant that she was planning on making an entrance. Their
youngest could be quite the drama queen. There was no doubt that
she was an undisputed original—a superstar in the making, for sure.
She even managed to acquire an entourage which family and friends
dubbed as Gillian’s Gang. Its members specialized in trying to
manipulate the adults in their lives into doing whatever they
wanted them to do.

The members of the gang were well known to
those who loved them. There was Trent Plaine, whose nickname was
Sweet. He was the son of media mogul, Brandon Plaine and his wife
Sash, who were close friends of the Reasoner family. A year older
than Gillian, Sweet was her willing slave. When he was around the
fearless leader he seemed to have no mind of his own. Rounding out
the gang membership were J.J. and Jana, the eight year old twins of
Jacob and Carla Belle. Carla was one of Nedra’s best friends, and
one of the godmothers to all three of the Reasoner children. It was
Carla who named the gang, and it was common knowledge that both of
her children suffered from hero worship of the bold and brazen
Gillian. They were willing to go along with any scheme that she
concocted just to please her.

As for the gang leader—whose height was the
same as that of the twins despite their age difference—she was the
master manipulator. She chose her targets carefully, usually
avoiding her mother, who more often than not stifled her grandiose
ambitions. It was Nedra who usually dispensed the numerous
punishments that Gillian had accumulated over the years. That being
the case, she preferred to work on her father, who she had wrapped
around her finger from the moment she first entered his life.

Over the years Sin tried to be strong. Nedra
made him aware of the various signals that his beloved “baby girl”
usually transmitted before dispensing her charm. He would be the
first to admit that he was weak when it came to denying their
daughter anything. As Gillian made her appearance at breakfast, Sin
prepared himself for her latest attempt to weaken his resolve. It
was show time!

Exchanging amused glances, Colin and Trevor
adjusted themselves in their chairs, eagerly awaiting their
sister’s latest performance. Their mother leaned back casually in
her chair, curious to see what tactic her precocious young one
would be using to get her way this time. Meanwhile, Sin braced
himself when his little girl’s arms curled around his neck, using
what Nedra called the “heart tug hug”. It was usually used when
Gillian wanted something really badly and had lost all hope of
getting it.

“Good morning, Daddy,” she greeted him with
a kiss on the cheek.

“Good morning, baby.” Sin knew that he was
in for the full court press.

Slipping into her chair, she gave her mother
a courteous, but cool nod. The boys she ignored completely. Each
had been given an opportunity to gain her favor but failed. They
would be getting the silent treatment. She wasted no time in
providing the table with signal number two. This was called the
“distressed sigh”. It was intended to draw attention and a query
regarding her issue. Usually Sin was the first one to acknowledge
the gesture, but to everyone’s surprise he ignored the unspoken
demand for attention and turned to Trevor.

“Are you looking forward to Art Camp in Big
Sur?” he inquired.

Trevor would be leaving for the prestigious
camp later this morning. He would be gone for two months. Nedra was
driving him to the bus site. It would be the longest period of time
that the boy had ever been away from home. Everyone would miss him
but the opportunity for their talented middle child to spend the
summer being taught by some of the best artistic talent in the
country could not be denied.

“I can’t wait,” Trevor answered. The grin on
his face confirmed his statement. His family’s promises of calls,
texts and visits had calmed any anxieties about being away. He was
excited about the prospect of being on his own and had been talking
about his upcoming adventure for weeks.

Sin turned to their other son. “What about
you, Colin? Are you excited about your new assignment?”

Since his junior year of high school Colin
had worked as a research assistant in the office of one of the
newspapers owned by Brandon Plaine. Colin enjoyed his job, and he
was good at it, so good that he had been given a special
assignment. He was going to be the research assistant for Logan
Mutunde, an investigative journalist who was working on a big story
for the paper. However, Colin shrugged nonchalantly in answer to
his father’s inquiry.

“It’s no big deal.”

Nedra raised a brow, aware of how
self-contained her eldest could be. She didn’t believe for a second
that he wasn’t excited by this latest opportunity, but she answered
with, “I see.” Her husband didn’t let him off as easily.

“Maybe it’s no big deal to you, but it’s one
to us.” He smiled proudly at his man-child. “From what I’ve heard,
you’ll be working with Logan on a series that’s so hush-hush that
Brandon won’t tell me what it’s about.”

“I tried to get it out of Sash,” Nedra
added, “and she said that Brandon wouldn’t even tell her.”

“It sounds important to me,” Trevor piped
in, always supportive of his brother.

“Daddy,” Gillian’s young voice interrupted
the chatter. There was a hint of frustration in her tone.

“Yes, baby?”

“I think that Colin’s job is important too,
and I’m going to miss Trevor.”

Her words put everyone on instant alert.
There was no doubt that the little girl’s words were sincere. She
loved her brothers, but it was what she would say next that they
were anticipating. She didn’t disappoint.

“It’s just too bad that they get to do
anything that they want to do and I’m almost ten and I can’t get to
do one little thing. It feels like sex discrimination to me.” She
looked at her parents pointedly, while ignoring the snickers coming
from her brothers.

“You’re getting to go to Sports Camp for the
summer,” Sin said innocently, aware that he was being set up. “It’s
co-ed. You’ll be competing with both sexes there.”

The boys could hardly contain themselves as
Gillian’s eyes narrowed. Her jaws tightened. Things weren’t going
the way that she had planned.

Rising, she addressed her family. “I just
want all of you to know that this discrimination ...”

“Discrimination?” Nedra raised a brow.

“Yes, it means unfair treatment, and you and
Daddy have hurt my feelings badly with this. But, like it says in
the bible, I’m going to forgive you.”

Turning dramatically, she stormed into the
house. Raucous laughter followed her departure.

“We’ve got to enroll that child in drama
school,” Nedra declared.

Sin agreed. “She’s destined for an Oscar, no
doubt about that.”

“You know that she’s going to work on you
when you drive her to camp,” Nedra warned her husband. “Just stay
strong, because she is not going on that fishing trip.”

After breakfast, Nedra was heading for the
garage where Trevor was in the car waiting, when Mrs. Lucia, the
family housekeeper, handed her a manila envelope.

“It came, special delivery when you were
upstairs.”

Nedra read the return address. It was from
the genealogy lab that the family hired to trace their ancestry.
“All right!”

Sin left to take Gillian to camp and wasn’t
there to share her excitement. Colin was gone to work. Trevor was
so excited about his upcoming adventure that she doubted that he
would care about the information contained inside the envelope she
held. Quelling her excitement, she tucked the package inside her
purse, deciding to take it to work and open it there. She could
hardly wait.

 


 


 



CHAPTER 2

 


“Girl, we are from a powerful people! The
Mandingo tribe on both sides! Can you believe it?” Nedra was
ecstatic as she spoke to her cousin, Beverley Cameron Walker. Their
mothers were sisters. Bev’s only child, superstar songstress,
Darnell Cameron and her husband, actor, Thad Stewart lived down the
street from the Reasoner family. After opening her envelope from
the DNA Center, Bev called Nedra at work about the information that
it contained.

“I knew that the Stillwaters clan was from
warriors. We’re too fierce not to be,” Bev bragged. “I spoke to
Mama this morning and she’s walking on clouds. She said that at the
next family gathering we should have a celebration ceremony to
solidify our connection to the Motherland.”

After the death of the family’s grand
matriarch, Esther Stillwaters, Bev’s mother, Ginny Little took over
as the head of the Stillwaters family, whose members numbered in
the hundreds. It was Ginny’s idea to trace their roots back to
Africa. The family was well versed in its history in America, both
on the paternal and maternal sides. This this additional bit of
information served to further strengthen their pride in its family
heritage.

Earlier, Nedra called Sin to tell him the
news, and he sounded happy for her. He suggested that they take a
trip to Africa to learn more about the Mandingo tribe. Nedra
couldn’t describe the surge of love that she felt for him at that
moment. Here was a man, an orphan by the age of ten, who knew
nothing about his family background. He didn’t know who his father
was, and he understood, more than most people, the importance of
familial connection. She suggested that he trace his African roots
through DNA, but he rejected the idea with no explanation. She
hadn’t pushed him. Sin had no living relatives, and rarely spoke
about his childhood spent alone on the streets of New York City.
His past left him with emotional scars, which Nedra hoped that one
day she could help heal.

She and Bev spoke for a few minutes more
before disconnecting. Just then, her administrative assistant burst
into her office to breathlessly announce the arrival of Adam
Casey.

Nedra felt a flutter of excitement as she
sat behind her desk waiting for the entrance of the man whose face
she had seen on television so many times. There was a charisma that
he exuded from the small screen that couldn’t be denied. She
wondered if he would be as electrifying in person. When the door to
her office opened and he stepped inside, she no longer had to
wonder.

Adam Casey was a handsome man, with looks
that could quicken the female heartbeat. Like Nedra’s friend,
Sharon Duncan, he was bi-racial—the product of an Afro-Brazilian
mother and a Swedish father. His dad had been a career diplomat and
Adam spent his childhood traveling the world. He spoke several
languages. An only child, he lost his parents in an airplane crash
when he was twenty. After that tragedy, he cloistered himself in a
Buddhist monastery for a year in an attempt to find his spiritual
center. It was there that he developed his spiritual message of
universal love. Unlike Nedra, he didn’t travel the academic route
and attend seminary to become an ordained minister. Instead he
spread his message of love and understanding through bestselling
books and seminars. His speaking engagements filled arenas. There
were legions of admirers who followed the Casey Method of Self
Awareness and Spiritual Devotion. Women were as captivated by the
man as they were by his message. Meeting him in person, Nedra could
understand why.

At six feet tall, Adam Casey carried himself
with an air of confidence that was bound to attract attention. His
olive colored complexion was smooth. Laugh lines teased each side
of his thin lips. His dark brown hair was thick and curly, tinged
with a touch of gray. His dark eyes locked with Nedra’s lighter
ones. He smiled, and as he moved closer she saw that his eyes were
as black as midnight. They were both mesmerizing, and unnerving.
Nedra stood and extended her hand.

“Welcome, Adam. I’m Nedra Davis-Reasoner.”
She flashed a smile that was meant to dazzle. He flashed one back
at her that was meant to have the same effect.

 


****

 


Colin tried to quell the feeling of
excitement in the pit of his stomach as he sat in the meeting with
Mr. Plaine and Logan Mutunde.

He no longer felt like he was being treated
like a boy who happened to be the son of his boss’ best friend. He
felt like a man, one who was trusted and respected enough to be
picked to work on an important assignment. He knew that it was the
opportunity of a lifetime, and he Brandon Plaine to thank for
it.

He admired this man nearly as much as he did
his own father. Like his Dad, Mr. Plaine didn’t inherit his
fortune. It was through hard work and sheer determination that he
turned a struggling regional newspaper, The Caller, into
Plaine Deal Media, a business empire that extended into every facet
of communication.

Despite his success, he left the day to day
management of his huge operation to hand-picked executives in his
San Francisco headquarters. He chose to manage the small anchor
newspaper, founded by his father. It was located in an adobe style
building in downtown Monterey. The Caller was special, not
only to Brandon, but to the Peninsula area which it served. It was
a highly respected publication that hadn’t suffered the economic
woes of other newspapers its size. There was loyal support from the
people in the region, and it was possible that the investigative
report, that was the subject of this meeting, could catapult the
newspaper into the national spotlight.

Refocusing his attention, Colin looked at
the two men sitting with him at the round table at which Brandon
usually conducted staff meetings. Colin listened patiently as the
men conversed, discussing their families initially, until the
subject gradually evolved into the reason for this meeting.

Logan Mutunde was a freelance journalist who
Brandon met through his wife, Sash. While living in Africa, she
became good friends with the younger man’s mother. She introduced
him to her husband when Logan moved to California. Logan
specialized in writing journalistic exposes and his articles
appeared in media outlets worldwide. His work had been nominated
for prestigious awards many times, and today he sat in Brandon’s
office with the story that just might win him one of those elusive
honors.

“So you think that you can find a connection
between Wheaton Hurbert and the drug cartel?”

Colin snapped to attention. Drug
cartel?

Logan nodded in the affirmative. “I think
that there’s something there.”

Interested, Brandon leaned forward. “He’s a
powerful man in this region.”

“So are you, and Hurbert and you have been
at odds for years...”

“Over the exploitation of his workers,”
Brandon clarified. “But I never suspected anything like this.”

“Me either. It was quite a surprise. ”

Logan had worked undercover for months to
report on the plight of immigrant workers at one of Hurbert’s
canning factories, located in nearby Salinas. If any improprieties
had been found, the worse penalty for the owner might have been bad
publicity and a large fine. But, the story that Logan stumbled on
could mean serious jail time. “If I can put all of the pieces
together I can prove some sort of connection.”

“Hmmm.” Although Brandon’s expression was
unreadable, he was literally licking his lips at the prospect of
such an exclusive. “Wheaton Hurbert can be a ruthless man.
Uncertainty is not an option about something like this. I hope that
you’ve been thorough in your investigation. These are serious
allegations.”

“I know.” Logan looked at Brandon
steadily.

Colin caught the silent exchange between
them. That look meant danger, intrigue. Wow!

“But, as you know, I didn’t start off with
this as my story. It just evolved…”

“With the dock worker and the secretary who
confided in you,” Brandon interrupted again. “And you have verified
that both of them knew that they were being recorded.”

Colin knew, as did Brandon and Logan, that
state law made such compliance a requirement. But, as he assumed,
Logan was on top of that.

“Yes, they confirm it on tape.”

According to Logan, while he was working
undercover he made friends with one of the dock workers. His fiancé
worked as a secretary in Hurbert’s office. It was through his
relationship with the two of them that he was informed of a
possible drug smuggling operation being conducted in the factory.
When they shared the information with Logan, the couple was
frightened by the enormity of what the woman discovered. They both
feared for their lives. When Logan revealed to them that he was a
reporter, they provided him with the evidence to collaborate their
story. When he went to Brandon with the story, the newspaper
supplied the couple with funds to leave the state.

“You’re absolutely sure that the information
they gave you is in a safe place?” Brandon sounded anxious.

“I’d bet my reputation on it. The interviews
and the evidence are in a safe deposit box. I’m transcribing the
interviews myself, but as I’ve told you further research is
necessary to collaborate all of the facts, and I need someone who
is not only thorough, but who can keep their mouth shut.”

They both turned to Colin. A smile curled
Brandon’s lips.

“Well, this is your man. He’s both, and I
trust him completely. He’ll get the job done.”

Brandon gazed fondly at the boy who he
watched over the years grow into quite a young man. He was aware
that Colin’s life experiences had been unlike most of the eighteen
year olds that Brandon knew. That was why he chose him to do this
job over some of the other eager cubs who worked for him. Colin’s
instincts had been honed by street smarts. The years might have
diluted some of those instincts, but they hadn’t been erased, and
there was one thing that needed to be made clear.

“I want to make sure that Colin does the
grunt work. I don’t want him involved in knowing any facts that may
put him in jeopardy. Understand?”

“No problem,” Logan agreed.

His eyes slid to Colin. “You’ve been sitting
in here listening to every word that we said. Do you understand
what we’re saying about your involvement?”

“Yes, sir.” Colin was disappointed that he
wouldn’t be privy to all of the possible intrigue, but he
understood. “My work on this article might be important, but I
won’t be given credit outside of The Caller. It might be too
dangerous. I’m to keep my mouth shut and do exactly what I’m told.
No problem.”

Brandon winked at Logan. “What did I tell
you?”

“He’s the right one,” Logan agreed.

Colin was thrilled. He couldn’t wait to work
with Logan Mutunde. He looked him up on the internet and discovered
that this thirty-four year old journalist from Nigeria was at the
top of his game.

Logan was from a well to do family, and was
educated in both England and in France. When he was in his
twenties, he worked for London’s largest newspaper. For the past
few years, he worked as a freelance investigative journalist,
covering stories in the most remote places imaginable. His bylines
appeared in some of the most prestigious publications in the
world.

Logan was single, spoke several languages,
and Colin had no doubt that with his crisp British inflected
accent, and commanding dark-eyed stare, he attracted the
ladies.

The dude was sophisticated and urbane. The
clothes he was wearing were expensive, yet casual—a pair of jeans,
creased to perfection, a shirt, opened, at the collar and a herring
bone sports coat. On his feet he wore soft leather slip-on loafers
with no socks. Cool! Colin was impressed.

Yeah, he and Logan should get along well.
Here was a man who craved excitement, and so did Colin. He sensed
that on this assignment even “grunt work” might not be too bad.

 


****

 


“Well what do you think of him?” Nedra asked
Sharon Duncan, her other best friend.

Sharon was the Foundation’s Director of
Social Work, and, like Carla, was like a sister to Nedra. The two
women were sitting in Nedra’s office recounting their introduction
to Adam Casey, who had returned to his hotel after meeting the
staff.

“He’s as hot as hell.” Sharon fanned herself
with both hands. “I can’t believe that he’s not married.”

“Actually, from what I’ve read he was
married briefly when he was younger. His wife died in an accident,
just like his parents.”

“Oh, that’s so sad. Maybe that’s why he’s so
spiritually centered.”

“He’s gentle and soft spoken too,” Nedra
observed. “I was impressed by his manner. He’s certainly has a
presence, that can’t be denied.” She sighed girlishly. “I can’t
wait for the family to meet him at dinner tonight.”

Sharon’s gray eyes widened. “Oh my goodness!
The dinner! I forgot all about it.”

Nedra frowned. “Sharon, I told you weeks
ago, and reminded you recently. I can’t believe that you
forgot!”

Sharon raised her hand against Nedra’s
accusatory glare. “Okay! Okay! I just forgot that’s all, and so did
Winston.”

“Don’t tell me that you’re not coming. I
started planning this evening since the day I found out that Adam
Casey was coming to town. Brandon and Sash will be there and I
asked them to bring Logan Mutunde, that investigative reporter that
Colin is working with. How could you forget?”

“I did,” her friend admitted meekly. “But in
my defense, there’s been so much going on with Winston and me
trying to get ready for this fishing trip. Since his parents are
going with us and they’ve never been fishing before, we’ve been
helping them buy gear and outfits, and you know that Rhonda’s at
that convention in New York. That means that we’ve had to make
arrangements for a sitter to watch Essence while we’re gone. It’s
all been too much trying to do everything.”

Sharon had defended herself in one
continuous flow of words, hoping to lessen her friend’s
disappointment, and to assuage her own guilt. She could see how
important this was to her friend.

Nedra tried not to sound as hurt as she
felt. “Okay, I understand. I guess the timing wasn’t good.”

Sharon tossed a handful of wheat colored
hair out of her face. She gave a shaky sigh. She felt terrible.

“Is Carla coming down with her family?”

“No, she and Jacob are trying to get ready
for that two week cruise they’re going on with the kids. She told
me that she couldn’t come a long time ago. It looks like neither
one of you will be there.”

“I’m really sorry, Nedra, and I can’t
believe that Brandon and Sash will be there. They’ve got to get up
as early as we do tomorrow.”

“Well they’ll be there.” Nedra didn’t want
Sharon to feel worse, but it was her own fault. This was a woman
who was the height of efficiency when it came to doing her job, but
when it came to her personal life she was rarely organized.

“Like I said, I’m really sorry.” Sharon
apologized again, but she didn’t recant.

That evening at the Reasoner household both
Adam and Logan turned out to be the perfect dinner guests. Colin
was allowed to invite Ayanna, and Brandon and Sash brought their
two kids, Sweet and Imani. Their son was allowed to dine with the
adults, but their little daughter was settled in one of the
bedrooms to sleep. Since Sin would be flying to the East Coast on
business the next day, and the Plaines would be going on the three
day fishing excursion, the evening was filled with welcomes as well
as farewells.

Both Adam and Logan were fascinating men
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