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	Once Again…Rated R…Reader Discretion is Advised 18++++

	 


We Hope you Enjoy this book!
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Chapter One

	Hannah…

	New York Times

	Newsroom…

	[image: Image]

	“Mystery creates wonder and wonder is the basis of man's desire to understand.” – Neil Armstrong.

	I tossed…

	[image: Image] the book on my desk, then frowned. It was complete crap! Why the author would imagine any intelligent person would want to read this shit, I had no clue. However, this was my job, and sometimes it was tedious. 

	I loved the fact that I could review most books before they even hit the bookshelves, nevertheless, most often what came across my desk wasn’t worth the paper it was printed on. I looked up as my editor Jordan walked into my office. Jordy was such a cutie, all SoHo, and completely gay. I’d had notions of him way back when, when we were teens, but those were dispelled a long time ago. Not to mention his Bf Kendrick, the tall chocolate dream, as we office girls called him was an amazing person. “What did you think?” He asked, and I frowned.

	“It was crap. Utter nonsense,” I muttered, when he rolled his eyes.

	“Really Han, he’s gotten nothing but rave reviews,” He lamented, when I shrugged.

	“I guess there’s no accounting for taste. There wasn’t one redeeming quality I could find in the entire manuscript. Not to mention, the concept was completely lacking,” I stated, when he glared at me.

	“And you’re not just saying that because it has an Middle Eastern feel to it?,” He snapped back, when my eyes widened.

	“No! Are you saying I’m racist Jordy,” I cried offended, when he shook his head no.

	“Of course not, but how you can legitimately state that this book is crap, I can’t fathom. Granted, the depiction of women is horrid, but it is a part of their culture. Are you sure your ethnocentric American ways aren’t interfering with an honest review Hannah?,” Jordan cried back, when I frowned as I folded my arms across my chest pouting. 

	“How can you even say that to me Jordy?,” I fussed.

	“For the reason that I want the review to be because you didn’t like the story, the characters or what have you; not due to the fact that you don’t understand the culture, the people themselves, dialect, slang, or what you deem not normal for Americans,” he sent back, when I exhaled noisily. I scowled at the book on my desk and fought against the urge to sweep it into the wastepaper basket next to my desk. I scowled up at him, then nodded.

	“Fine, I’ll go over my review, and make sure it has to do with the book and the book alone. I won’t factor in the fact that they treat women like shit, are a bunch of misogynist bastards, and I want to scream from the top of my lungs anytime I read such dribble,” I retorted, when he grinned.

	“Thank you, that’s all I’m asking. I value your reviews, and so do our readers, however, I want them to honestly reflect the author’s work, not your prejudices,” he countered, then frowned. “Mail just came from last week’s reviews.” He commented, when I laughed.

	“Fine, put it in my slot. Any new death threats?,” I asked laughing, when he grinned shrugging. 

	“I’ll get it on my way out tonight,” I returned, when he smirked for a second time. “Alright, if you’re inclined to go, Kendrick, Melly, Tom and I are heading over to Three Lights tonight after work for some Mimosas.” He smiled, when I laughed.

	“Cool, if I’m done with the review early, then I’ll head over; if not I’ll see you in the morning,” I said, he nodded, then left my office. Four hours later, I glared at the review, then rolled my eyes. It was the best that I could do, given the circumstances. My prejudices had already seeped themselves into what I thought about the book, so what I wrote I felt was gracious. 

	I shut down the computer, glanced at the clock, then sighed again. 

	It was 10pm, and I was so not in the mood for Mimosas. 

	I would have the catch the gang tomorrow. I just wanted to go home and sack out. I grabbed my briefcase, my purse, shut off the light, then left my office. As I walked down Broadway, I smiled, because I thoroughly enjoyed New York City. 

	And yes, it never slept. I loved Downtown. 

	The city and the inhabitants of New York City, Lower Manhattan particularly, is the southernmost part of the island of Manhattan. What one might call the main island, center of business and government for the City of New York. Lower Manhattan or “downtown” is defined most commonly as the area delineated on the north by 14th Street, on the west by the Hudson River, on the east by the East River, and on the south by New York Harbor, or what we New Yorkers call Upper New York Bay. 

	When referring specifically to the lower Manhattan business district and its immediate environs, the northern border is commonly designated by thoroughfares approximately a mile-and-a-half south of 14th Street and a mile north of the island’s southern tip: Chambers Street from near the Hudson east to the Brooklyn Bridge entrances and overpass. 

	Equally, two major arteries are also sometimes identified as the northern border of “lower” or “downtown Manhattan”: Canal Street, roughly half a mile north of Chambers Street, and 23rd Street, roughly half a mile north of 14th Street. Anchored by Wall Street, in Lower Manhattan, New York City functions as the financial capital of the world, and is home to the New York Stock Exchange, the world’s largest stock exchange by market capitalization of its listed companies. 

	The Lower Manhattan business district forms the core of the area below Chambers Street. It includes the Financial District, often referred to as Wall Street, after its primary artery, as well as the World Trade Center site. At the island’s southern tip is Battery Park; City Hall is just to the north of the Financial District. 

	Also, south of Chambers Street are the planned community of Battery Park City and the South Street Seaport historic area. The neighborhood of TriBeCa where Jay Z used to live, straddles Chambers on the west side; at the street’s east end is the giant Manhattan Municipal Building. 

	North of Chambers Street and the Brooklyn Bridge and south of Canal Street lies most of New York’s oldest Chinatown neighborhood. The Lower East Side neighborhood straddles Canal. North of Canal and south of 14th Street are the neighborhoods of SoHo, which is where Jordy and I live, the Meatpacking District, the West Village, which is where Melly lives, Greenwich Village, Little Italy, Nolita, and the East Village, which is where Kendrick lives. 

	Between 14th and 23rd streets are lower Chelsea, Union Square, the Flatiron District, Gramercy, and the large residential development Peter Cooper Village—Stuyvesant Town.
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	When I reached…

	[image: Image]

	the Times Square station, I frowned as the people jostled me back and forth. It was always like this. If I had to say anything I disliked about New York; it would be this. Not to mention, if you weren’t from NYC; you would assume all these people were actually pissed off. 

	However, it was just the look one took on when they reached the substation. I sighed as the woman next to me elbowed me, then smiled her apology. The man on the other hand frowned down on me as I stepped on his foot. I frowned, was about to apologize, when out of nowhere I went flying toward the tracks. 

	 


OMG!
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	Melissia…

	[image: Image]  screamed as she saw the woman next to her go careening towards the tracks. Melissia glanced up at the man next to her, he frowned down on her, when Melissa swiftly moved through the crowd. She instantly thought, “Fuck this,” then rushed out the station. Abel watched the entire scene; however, the man hadn’t noticed him watching. Abel saw the giant of a man push the woman, huffed up, then placed his hoodie over his head to hide his face from the man. 

	When he looked Abel’s way, he looked down, and pretended to be listening to his iPod. When the man figured no one else saw him, he quickly shoved through the crowd after the African American woman who had witnessed him shove the other woman.

	“Oh … my …God!,” the woman in front of Abel screamed as she saw the other woman hit the tracks and was immediately out. The police guards ran from the booth, shoved the people out of the way, then jumped down on the tracks just as they heard the blow of the train’s horn.

	“Stavens, Salazar, hurry the fuck up!,” Collins yelled, then jumped down to help them get the woman off the tracks. Once they got the woman up, and the waiting crowd moved out of their way, Stavens called New York City Police Department.

	“What the hell happened?,” Collins yelled, and Staven’s shook his head.

	“I have no fricken clue. One minute she was standing there, and the next she was on the tracks,” he cried as the paramedics pushed their way through the crowd. 

	“I could have sworn I saw some man push her, but with all the commotion, I can’t be sure,” Salazar stated, Abel pulled his hoodie further down, but not before Salazar caught his eye. Abel turned and rushed through the crowd, as Salazar called out to him. “Hay kid, come here!,” Salazar yelled, but the kid took off running.

	 


Lenox Hill

	Hospital…
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	I was… 

	[image: Image] shocked as I woke up in a hospital bed. I tried to pull out the I.V. when someone came forward. As I looked up, my lips immediately formed the word O. My God he was handsome, even with the scowl. 

	“Ms. Jackson, just lay still. You were in an accident. I’m detective Ó Malley of the NYPD,” He said as he stayed my hand.

	“Okay, but when?,” I asked as I looked up at him shocked. My mouth was dry, and my head was pounding. 

	“Three days ago,” he returned, and if I was shocked before, now I was floored.

	“But…I left my office to get the train,” I groaned confused.

	“Yes, however, that wus three days ago,” he stated smiling slightly.

	“Oh My God, I have to call my mother!,” I cried, when he smiled. My mother would freak! My mom’s Italian, my dad African American and Irish; however, my mother was the epitome of Italian mothers. She was probably out of her mind with worry, had the neighbor kids searching for me, and showed up to at my father’s office daily.

	“We already did that Ms. Jackson, as well as called yer work. Both have been here round the clock since you came in. What I wud like to do now, is go over what happened to you. How did you end up on the tracks?,” he asked taking his little black book from the inside pocket of his sports coat.

	“I have no clue,” I moaned, then I suddenly got a flashback, as a searing pain shot through my head.

	“And what, if any do you remember after leaving yer office?,” he questioned pen poised to write.

	“I went to get the A, got jostled a bit as always, and after that I don’t remember,” I inhaled rubbing my temples.

	“Well, as far as we can tell either you fell, or someone pushed you. Do you know anyone who would want to cause you harm?,” he asked grimacing, when I looked up laughing.

	“Aaaahh yeah, most of  the American public; at least those in the literary field,” I sent back exhaling.

	“I’m sorry?,” He quipped confused.

	“I work for the New York Times Book Review section. I’m a book reviewer,” I exhaled deeply for a second time, when he smiled as he understood now.

	“Oh, hum…but is there anyone in the near vicinity, who would want to harm you,” he clarified grinning now himself.

	“I have no clue,” I replied grimacing because I suddenly had a massive headache.

	“Alright, we’ll need details of those you work with, places you frequent, even something as simple as where you get yer coffee each morning,” he stated with a slight scowl, and I nodded as my mother sailed through the door.

	“Hannah, mio dio, quello che è successo! Sono stato così preoccupato,” My God, what happened Hannah, I was so worried. She cried as she embraced me kissing my face. My father walked in behind her, and he did not look happy at all, until he saw me lying in the bed and that fatherly concern kicked in as he embraced me too.

	“Well, I’ll leave you in the capable hands of yer parents, however I would like to return later, maybe to see if we can jog yer memory a bit,” the detective stated, when I nodded smiling slightly. He nodded in my parents’ direction, mainly my dad’s, then left the room.

	“Lui è molto bello Hannah, e credo che tu gli piaccia,” he is very handsome Hannah, and I think he likes you. My mother smiled, when I groaned rolling my eyes. Leave it to her to try and set me up on a date while I’m lying in a hospital bed nearly dying! I was thirty-three-years-old, unwed, living the single life, so to my mother it was worse than some Homerian tragedy.

	“Please mom; now is not the time,” I moaned as I moved further up on the bed, when my dad snickered. I sent him a withering look, and he pretended to busy himself arranging the flowers on the table next to me.

	“È sbagliato che io voglio che la mia unica figlia felice? Mi sbaglio che come una madre che voglio mia figlia sposata? È sbagliato che io voglio essere una nonna?,” Is it wrong that I want my only daughter happy? Am I wrong that as a mother I want my daughter married. Is it wrong that I want to be a grandmother? She cried, when I exhaled noisily closing my eyes, because my headache seemed to burn itself into my brain.

	“Mamma, si prega di smettere!,” Mom, just stop please! I fussed back, when turned towards the window, then reached into her purse. Great, here comes the water works. I looked at my dad for help, when he inhaled deeply.

	“Isabeta, honey, we came to make sure Hannah was alright, now is not the time for this,” my dad commanded, she gave him a “we’ll speak on this later,” frown, when my dad exhale noisily for a second time. “So, Hannie, what did the doctors say? When can we take you home?,” My dad asked, when I smiled. I was soo not going home with them, no matter how they tried to finagle this.

	“Not sure yet, they want to make sure there is no permanent damage, or any swelling on my brain. I swear dad, I have no memory of what happened. One minute I was talking to Jordy about the review, went to the train, and everything after that draws a blank. Do you think someone would really want me dead?,” I asked shocked, when my dad embraced me.

	“Of course, not Han. I’m sure this was an accident. You know yourself, how the station can be. It was probably just overzealous train hoppers, that’s all,” my dad smiled, but his eyes betrayed him. My dad didn’t believe what he was saying any more than I did. I nodded, despite my uneasiness. Who would want to seriously kill me? Had a review really pissed someone off that bad? I needed to get in contact with Jordy, whoever it was could be after all of us. I wasn’t the only reviewer who received hate-mail. “Well, you get some rest munchkin, and we’ll come by and see you tomorrow,” my dad returned smiling, but I noticed my mom frowned.

	“Henry, non possiamo lasciarla qui!,” We cannot just leave her here! My mother lamented, when my dad scowled.

	“Isabeta, they have a team of doctors and nurses here, and a police guard on the door. Hannie will be fine, at least until the morning when you can come back,” my dad countered, she inhaled, then smiled. I narrowed my eyes at him, then sent him a frosty look, when he grinned. My mother was a handful.

	“Fine Henry, if you insist, however I don’t like it,” my mother frowned, then walked to the bed and kissed my forehead. “Essere sicuri il mio amore, mamma ti vuole bene.” Be sure my love, Mamma loves you. She said, when I nodded as she kissed my forehead once more. My dad kissed me too, then grinned down on me.

	“It’ll take a lot more to fake out ma baby gurl,” he commented, and I laughed as he embraced me, then they both left my hospital room
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