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“Stop the car, Bobby,” Sam said to his
chauffeur Lieutenant Robinson. Sam liked having someone drive him
anywhere he needed to go. But, he did not like having someone
protect him. He wanted that job for himself. That is why he
sometimes got out and walked. It gave him the feeling of
independence and self reliance, and he occasionally needed a break
from the job of mayor in New York City. The long black limo rolled
to a stop in the crunchy snow, and the mayor got out.

“Bobby, I'll see you in the
morning at the regular time,” Sam said as he closed the limo door
and started walking through Times Square. It was a short walk to
his condo on Fifth Avenue, and the snow was just starting to fall.
He wanted to experience the mass of people having a night on the
town during the first snowfall of the year. After all, it
was his city, and
he wanted to be sure that the people in his city were having a good time. He
felt like a father to each person he passed, regardless of their
age. He would smile and nod at anyone that would render him eye
contact. No one noticed who he was because of the floppy winter hat
he wore. It was his way of becoming one of the people. Without the
hat, they would know he was ‘the Man’ and that would draw too much
attention. Tonight he needed privacy. He also needed distraction
from the crime updates, terrorists’ alerts, and the general mayhem
that goes with the mayor's job. It is not that he disliked the job.
He just loved the City and everything about it. It was the
proverbial playground, something for everyone. So, to keep the
playground running smoothly, he was willing to be the man in
charge.

Sam pulled a five dollar bill out of his
pocket and gave it to his friend Louie at the newsstand for a New
York Times newspaper. “Keep the change Louie.”

“Thank you Mister Mayor,” said Louie. Sam
liked it when people called him Mister Mayor. It had a ring of
importance. But, right now, in the middle of Times Square, he did
not want anyone to notice who he was. He pulled the tall collar on
his camel hair coat a little higher so he could blend in with the
sea of people.

 


 


Today had been especially
hard on Sam. He had a terrorist alert, and another mob killing.
Either would have been a stone in his shoe, but together it was too
much for him. And, these problems were in addition to the slipping
poll numbers that would inevitably affect his next election. Sam
needed a break, and so he thought of Jenny. When he got to
44th street, he turned left instead of right. Then he went one
block to Eighth Avenue where he turned right and walked a short
distance to Jenny's. He did not know if Jenny would be working
tonight, and if so, whether she already had a customer. But it was
not far, and the extra walk would be good exercise for him even if
she could not see him.

Entering the lobby to her brownstone, he rang
the door bell. She replied on the intercom, and upon hearing his
voice said, “Well, haven't seen or heard from you for a long time.
Come right on up my Love.”

Sam wondered if Jenny called all of her
customers ‘my Love’, or just him. He liked the ring of it because
it made him feel important, even if it came from a prostitute.

Jenny met him at the top of the stairs. She
was dressed like she was open for business.

“Hi Jenny, yea it's been a long time and I
thought we should get caught up” he said.

“Come right on in and sit down Love. I have a
customer that is coming over in a few minutes, so let me call him
and cancel. Don't go away. I will be back in a flash,” Jenny
replied.

Sam listened intently to the telephone
conversation in the adjoining room. He could barely make out the
words. It sounded like a legitimate phone conversation, but he knew
that he could not take anything for granted. After all, there were
many people that could be paying her to report his whereabouts.

“Okay my Love. That's done, so now we can
have a nice relaxing evening together,” Jenny said. “Would you like
a drink?”

“Sure, whiskey on the rocks,” he replied. He
liked Jenny because besides being a prostitute, she was well
educated and actually read the New York Times. So they both had
lots to talk about besides sex.

After a few drinks, and some small talk about
the Times, Jenny asked, “Have you seen Jimmy Gambezi lately?”

“Haven't seen him much since grade school. I
always go down to the police station whenever he's booked for
something,” Sam mused as he took the last sip of whiskey from his
glass. “How about you?”

“No, he doesn't call or stop by. I miss his
crummy jokes and dirty stories,” Jenny rolled her eyes.

“He never changes. I tried to talk him out of
following in his family's business, but the money and power were
just too tempting,” Sam felt a bit guilty when he accused someone
else of being power hungry. “I am just glad that he married Audrey.
That is the only good thing he ever did. And those two kids of his,
well, let's just say that I'm glad they take after Audrey and not
him,” Sam winked.

“I hear he spends all of his free time with
them. He must really like being their father,” Jenny said.

“Maybe there is still hope for him,” replied
Sam. “If Jimmy loved everyone else as much as his kids, the City
would be a lot better off.”

“Yea, no drugs, no brutal murders, just an
occasional terrorist attack...”

“I could retire,” Sam smiled.

Jenny slowly strolled over to Sam, lifted the
empty glass from his hand, and sat gently in his lap. She had not
seen him for over a year, and she liked him a lot. But, she knew
that she would never be anymore to him except an occasional
diversion from his job. She knew that he only came by when he had a
rough day and needed to get his mind off his work. Her daily
reading of the New York Times gave her a pretty good idea of
whether or not his job was going well. She did not want to ask him
any more about Jimmy Gambezi. She knew it would just aggravate him,
and it was her job to please him.

“Sam, why don't we go upstairs where we can
relax and get caught up?” Jenny spoke in her sexy voice. They
stood, silently walked to her bedroom, and closed the door.

 


***

 


Hours later, Sam's PDA alarm beeped; but he
wasn't asleep. Reaching over to the night stand he turned it off
and verified that it was three in the morning. He got up, silently
dressed, and placed a roll of cash on Jenny's night stand before
exiting as quietly as possible. Walking out the front door, he
double checked that he had locked it before closing the door behind
himself. After all, Jenny did live in New York City.

The brisk walk to his house invigorated him
so he was wide awake upon arrival. He showered, shaved, and then
read the Times while he drank his first cup of coffee. At five a.m.
Lieutenant Robinson pulled up front in the limo,

“Morning Bobby.”

“Long time no see,” Bobby replied with a
grin.

They were just turning onto Broadway when a
explosion ripped through the morning air. It sounded like it was
only one or two blocks away, and loud enough that Sam and Bobby
both ducked their heads instinctively.

“What the blazes was that!” yelled Sam.

“I don't know, but we are getting out of
here,” snapped Bobby as he floored the gas pedal. The limo squealed
its tires as the V-8 engine accelerated the car down Broadway.

Sam caught his breath and instinctively
counted his body parts, two arms, two legs, and his head was firmly
attached. “Okay, everything is intact. Now, where did that sound
come from?”

He glanced around and saw a plume of glowing
metal shards floating to earth on the west side of Broadway.
“Hmm... that's the area that Jenny lives in. I wonder... no, Jimmy
wouldn't do that.”

 


***

 


Upon arriving at his office, Sam called the
police commissioner, “Enrico, what was that loud explosion all
about? I heard it first hand on my way in this morning.”

“A car bomb blew up in front of some hooker's
house on Eighth Avenue. It destroyed her house and four others.
We've got a real mess to sort out. We are trying to get to the
bodies as quick as possible, but it looks like there are lots of
dead people,” replied the commissioner.

“Listen Enrico, I want Jimmy Gambezi brought
in and booked for these murders,” snarled Sam.

“But it could have been any of the families.
Why do you think that it was the Gambezi family?” he asked.

“Never mind, just do what I told you to do,”
Sam snarled again.

“I'll keep you posted.”

Sam liked Enrico. He always did exactly what
Sam told him to do, but sometimes he asked too many questions.

 


***

 


Since 911, Sam always called a news
conference anytime there was an event that might be misconstrued as
a terrorist attack. Today was no exception. He instructed his
secretary to set up a ten o'clock news conference. At ten sharp, he
appeared and gave the details of the event. One large car bomb,
seven dead bodies, but no threat from terrorists. In fact, the
evidence points to the Gambezi family. He knew that would help calm
the New Yorkers and get their minds off terrorists.

At the end of the press conference Sam opened
it up for questions. A slender young reporter with long flowing
blond hair introduced herself as Deanna from the New York Times,
“Mister Mayor, what evidence do you have that this was a Gambezi
hit?”

At this point he realized that he had spoken
too soon concerning who was responsible. He could not reveal his
inside knowledge about Jenny and how she made a sneaky call to
Jimmy that unfortunately caused her demise. After all, Jenny
thought giving information to Jimmy would probably do no harm, and
give her a little extra spending money.

“Ah… well… it is evident from the method of
the crime that it was a Gambezi hit,” Sam hoped that this would
satisfy her curiosity.

There were several other questions, and then
the news conference ended. Sam stepped down from the podium and
walked towards the hallway that leads to his office. Out of the
crowd the new reporter trotted towards him as fast as she could in
her high heels and tight skirt, “Mister Mayor, could I talk to you
for a minute?”

Sam's first thought was “No”, but now she was
close enough that he could see that Deanna had the deepest green
eyes he had ever seen. He dropped his guard, “Sure, what's up
Deanna?”

“I am still not sure how the City was able to
identify the suspect so quickly. I was wondering if we could talk a
little more about this over dinner tonight.”

Sam looked at Deanna for a moment without any
reply. He was deciding if this was a legitimate request, or did she
just want a date with the Mayor of New York. “How about the Tavern
on the Green at seven?”

Deanna replied with a smile, “It's a date...
or rather, an interview.”

Sam chuckled as he realized that Deanna just
made a Freudian slip, “Good, see you then.”

 


***

 


At seven that evening a gentle snow was
falling as the horse drawn carriages plodded through Central Park.
Sam loved the white snow falls in New York City. He remembered
sledding down the gentle hills when he grew up on the Upper East
Side. He always thought that the nickname “the City” was so
appropriate for New York City. There was no other place on earth
that could offer what the City had. He had spent his youth pursuing
his education and sports in the City. He loved to read, but he also
enjoyed full contact sports like football and wrestling. Later, as
the Attorney General for the City, he enjoyed the challenge of
putting bad guys behind bars. This made him feel like a good guy in
the old Western movies. He considered getting a white hat so he
would look like a “good guy“, but somehow that would not be fitting
for the Mayor of New York City. His whole life had been spent
playing the game of life in New York City, and now it was his job
to take care of the City. Nobody was going to do it any harm while
he was in office.

Deanna appeared promptly at seven, “Good
evening Mister Mayor.”

“Nice to see your smiling face.” The mayor
replied.

After being seated at a
round table in the corner, Jenny slid towards Sam, “Thank you for
the interview. I assure you that anything you say in confidence
will not appear in the newspaper.” I need
to build his trust so I can cover future stories.

“Are you from this area?” Sam queried
her.

“Oh yes,” she replied. “I grew up in the
Village and only left the City when I went to Harvard. I just
started working at the Times last month, so this is my first big
story.”

Sam liked the fact that she was from the
City. He could talk to anyone if they were from New York City. But
he noticed that Deanna was especially easy to talk to. She had a
talent for knowing what to say, how much to say, and how to say it.
She had a gift for conversation. As the evening wore on, they
talked about more than just the bomb attack. Sam realized that he
was more than physically attracted to Deanna; he was becoming
emotionally attracted to her. She was the type of person that could
be more than a friend, she could be a companion, and Sam liked this
idea.

“So, where do you live?” asked Sam.



“I rent an apartment on the Upper East Side,”
replied Deanna.

“How about I give you a ride home in my
limo?” he asked.

“Wow, a ride with the Man, in the City,” she
cooed.

Sam called Bobby on his cell phone and told
him to bring the limo around. When it arrived they exited the
restaurant and walked briskly to the limo to avoid the falling
snow. Deanna gave directions to Bobby and they began the slow drive
in the fresh snow. As they were driving down the snowy streets Sam
was thinking he needed to check in with the snow plow manager to
see if he was going to be ready to implement snow emergency
procedures. Deanna, on the other hand, was wondering what to do
when they got to her house. Should she just politely say “Thank you
for the interview and wonderful evening?” She pondered her
predicament all the way to her apartment.

 


As the limo pulled to a stop Deanna said,
“Hey, sometime I should show you some beautiful sunset pictures I
took of the Twin Towers just before 911.”

“I would love to see them. How about right
now?” Sam inquired.

“Sure, come on up and I will dig them out,”
Deanna replied with a smile.

Sam opened the door and held it as Deanna got
out, “Bobby, I'll be back.”

Trudging up the four stories to her apartment
Sam realized that he would have to be on his best behavior. After
all, she worked for the Times and anything that he said or did
could be tomorrow's headlines. As Sam helped her take her coat off
he scanned her apartment. He didn't see any nanny cams, or figures
lurking in the shadows. He hoped this situation was as innocuous as
it appeared. He hated to be so careful when he was with such a
young and innocent woman, but his instincts had kicked in and he
couldn't help himself.

Deanna's photos were more impressive than she
had let on. He realized that she was an accomplished photographer
as well as a journalist. They talked about her photos. Then they
talked about how 911 had affected the City. Then they talked about
how 911 had affected each of them personally. Sam realized that
Deanna was a rare person. She had depth and emotion, and wasn't shy
about talking on any topic. He liked this. Most women he knew could
only converse on a few topics. So, Sam found Deanna stimulating,
and stunning. Her combination of brains and beauty made him forget
his problem with Jimmy Gambezi.

The evening passed quickly. Soon it was
midnight. Sam said he had to get some sleep in preparation for the
next day. Deanna promptly retrieved his coat and handed it to him,
“Thank you for dinner and the interview. This will help me as I
follow up on the Gambezi story.”

“Certainly, it was my pleasure,” Sam paused
at the doorway and looked into her deep green eyes. As he paused,
she drew close to him. He took this as an invitation, and leaned
over to kiss her. Their lips met and lingered in a gentle kiss that
Sam had not experienced before. He was used to the fast and furious
ways of Jenny, and this slow approach was surprising and pleasant
to him.

As they kissed, Deanna reached out and pulled
herself into Sam's arms by putting her hands on his waist. She felt
the cold hard edge of the top of his Glock pistol that he kept
clipped inside the waistband of his pants. It was not visible; but
always cocked, loaded, and ready for use. Deanna acted like she
didn't notice, and continued enjoying the moment.

“That kiss is 'off the record',” Sam
smiled.

“Don't worry, it will not be tomorrow's
headline,” Deanna replied as Sam closed the door and walked to the
waiting car.

In the car, Sam contemplated the fact that
Deanna had probably felt his gun. He hoped it did not offend her.
It was a way of life for him. He wondered if she would ever
discover the 380 semi-automatic pistol in his ankle holster, or the
stiletto on his other ankle. Previous mayors of the City never
carried weapons, but Sam was different. He was always ready to
protect himself, in fact he looked forward to it. Growing up in
high school, he was in a fight almost weekly. He felt more secure
knowing that he had weapons hidden on his person.

 


***

 


Several months went by, and Enrico was still
furious about Sams accusation that Jimmy Gambezi killed Jenny.
Enrico knew that there was a procedure to be followed, and he saw
no reason for Sam to jump the gun, especially when it involved the
head of the Gambezi family. Enrico's best chance of getting Jimmy
was to take it one step at a time.

“But why Jimmy Gambezi?” Enrico asked in a
commanding voice.

Sam had never heard Enrico raise his voice
before, “Because Enrico… just because, that's all that matters. Do
your homework and get enough evidence to book the monster. Then the
City will be safe and we can all go back to working eight hours a
day.”

Sam and Enrico looked at each other and knew
that neither would ever work just eight hours a day.

Enrico was exasperated, and turned to walk
out of Sam's office. As he did, he threw his hands up in the air
with a motion that conveyed both disagreement and submission.

Sam, realized he won that
battle―even though
it was a temporary victory. He turned his big leather chair towards
his plate glass window that overlooked downtown Manhattan. As he
looked over the City he thought about Deanna. They had continued
meeting for dinner, and now it was a regular weekly event. He heard
that there were rumors about Deanna and him, but he didn't care.
What he did in his spare time was his business, even if the dinners
were paid for with taxpayer's money. He would continue seeing
Deanna as long as he wanted to, after all, he was the Mayor of New
York City.

Today was Tuesday and Sam's secretary
transferred a call to him from Deanna, “Hi Deanna, how are
you?”

“As a matter of fact, I've been thinking of
you all morning and I thought we might get together tonight for
dinner at my place. I found some more photos of the Twin Towers
that you would really enjoy.”

“Wonderful, how about eight?” Sam replied as
he pondered a change in her voice. Sam was very good at reading
people, and he sensed something was wrong. He wasn't sure why her
voice was different, but he knew that he needed to be careful.
Deanna and Sam had been seeing each other for three months and he
was used to her easy going voice. What he heard now was not
normal.

“Perfect, see you then,” she replied in the
unusual tone.

“Tuesday night?” Sam wondered. “Why Tuesday?
Friday night was the evening they normally got together. That way
she could spend the night and they could both sleep in the next
morning.” It didn't make sense, and Sam was not able to put the
thought aside. Sam's sense of survival was kicking in, and that
bothered him.

 


 


Deanna prepared Sam's favorite dinner,
grilled steak and Caesar salad. After dinner she pulled out more
photos of the World Trade Center and they reflected on the horrible
day that the towers fell. After a while the conversation slowed,
and Deanna changed the subject, “How is the hooker bombing case
coming?”

“Enrico will be wrapping that up soon,”
replied Sam. “Why do you ask?”

“You never did tell me how the City linked
Jimmy Gambezi to the murder,” she answered.

Sam paused to think through his answer. He
did not want to admit he was involved with Jenny. If it became
public knowledge it would be bad for his career, and his
relationship with Deanna would be ended. “We have an eye witness
that saw one of Jimmy's henchmen in the area just before the
explosion.”

“Guilt by association,” Deanna was thinking
aloud. “Is that confidential information?”

“Yes, for a while. I will let you know when
you can print it.”

 


 


The subject of the bombing did not come up
again for two weeks. Then, after one of Deanna's Friday night sleep
overs, she confronted Sam again, “By the way, I looked into the
story about Jimmy's henchman being in the area the night of the
bombing, and it doesn't seem to hold water. Enrico mentioned a
person being spotted near the car bomb, but was not aware of anyone
identifying him as a member of the Gambezi business.

“Well… ah… Enrico probably forgot. Or maybe
he didn't want to take a chance trusting a reporter from the Times
that he doesn't know very well. After all, he doesn't know you as
well as I know you, or does he?” Sam said with a grin.

“No, of course not,” Deanna chuckled quietly
at Sam's little joke.

It bothered Sam that Deanna kept bringing up
the story. He did not like lying to her, but he did not see any
other way to handle the situation.

Deanna looked Sam straight in his eyes as she
walked over to him and stood face to face, “I sense that we are
falling in love. I know that we haven't used the “L” word before,
and you can wait to use it when you feel the time is right. But for
right now, I want you to know how I feel. I am having a hard time
trying to love someone that may be lying to me. So, if you are
lying, you have to realize that it is going to hurt our
relationship. How can you love me, when you will not confide in
me?”

Deanna stood there and looked intently at Sam
for several seconds. Finally, when Deanna felt the silence had made
her point she said, “Hey, it's Saturday morning and I haven't had
any coffee yet. Let's go to Starbucks!”

Sam was glad she changed the subject and he
got dressed for the walk to get their morning coffee. As they
walked, they chatted about the weather changing and how they both
were looking forward to the spring time. Upon arriving and ordering
their coffee, they sat at a table by the window. There was a long
pause that seemed awkward to Sam. Finally he spoke with as much
sympathy as he could muster, “Deanna, you have to realize that I am
the Mayor, and you are a reporter. That will always be a problem
for us, and we need to work around it. I realize that you want
information about the City, and I want to give you as much as
possible. But, it is impossible to tell you everything. If I did
that, I would be compromising the work the police department is
doing, and I might be putting your safety at risk. That is the last
thing I want to do.”

Sam thought that sounded pretty good, and he
thought he said it convincingly enough that Deanna would believe
it.

“Sam, we have known each for only a few
months, but I think I know you rather well. I have to be honest and
say that I sense something is wrong. I don't know what it is, but I
feel like I need to get to the bottom of this mess. Otherwise…
well, let's just say that I don't think it will be good for our
relationship.”

Sam looked out the window at the wind blowing
spring snow flakes down the street. He said nothing for a long
time. It seemed like minutes to both of them. Finally, when Sam did
speak, he began talking about the weather. At this point, Deanna
knew that she wasn't going to get the information that she
desperately needed.

 


***

 


Five weeks went by and the topic of Jimmy
Gambezi never came up. The weather broke and the spring schedule of
concerts in Central Park had started. Sam had purchased tickets for
Deanna and himself. Since the weather was warmer, he wore a
baseball hat and sunglasses instead of his warm floppy winter hat.
No one at the concert seemed to recognize who he was. Sam and
Deanna sat near the rear of the crowd, and Bobby sat several rows
behind them where he could get a good overall view of the
situation. Deanna wore a bright yellow dress and a wide brimmed
straw hat. Sam thought she was a bit overdressed considering that
it was an outdoor concert. But, he liked her outfit and he wasn't
going to complain about having a beautiful girlfriend. They
unrolled a blanket, sat down in the warm sunlight, and enjoyed the
music. As the sun went down, Sam removed his sunglasses and thought
about how he had come to love Deanna. He realized how prophetic her
statement was about the “L” word. He did love her, and he
desperately wanted to tell her as much, but how? He had never told
anyone that he loved them. Why couldn't he communicate his
feelings? He was an experienced public speaker, and in college he
had won every debate he entered. He supervised hundreds of people
on his staff and spent his days communicating with people on a
regular basis. So, why was it so hard to communicate the “L” word
with Deanna. He was confused, and he wasn't sure why he hesitated
to do something that he wanted to do.

The concert was winding down. Sam turned and
looked over his shoulder at Bobby. Bobby caught his glance. Sam
nodded, and Bobby nodded back. Bobby then got up and began his walk
to get the limo for the ride back to Sam's. It wasn't far to Sam's
condo, but Bobby insisted that it would be safer for Sam and Deanna
in the limo, considering the large number of people that were at
the concert. Sam patiently waited. After a few short minutes he saw
the limo coming over the slight rise of the hill. Sam motioned to
Deanna, they both stood, rolled up their blanket, and walked to the
edge of the road. The limo pulled up and stopped at the curb. Sam
reached out and opened the door for Deanna and she slid in, but
instead of sliding to the far side of the limo, she stopped in the
middle of the leather seat. Confused, Sam bent over and looked in
through the open door. He was shocked to see three armed men with
guns pointed squarely at Deanna.

“Get in or she's dead,” one of the men
growled in a deep voice.

Sam slowly entered the limo as he visually
scanned the inside of the car, “Where is Lieutenant Robinson?”

“Don't worry about your body guard. You don't
need him anymore”

Sam pulled the door closed and one of the
three men started driving.

The limo traveled the streets of the City and
ended up at a warehouse on the east side near the river. As the
limo pulled inside the warehouse, large metal doors closed behind
it. In a few moments a side door opened and Jimmy Gambezi appeared
with six more henchmen. They were all carrying guns, and two had
machine guns.

“Hey, how youz doin?” Jimmy spoke with a
distinctively New York accent.

“What do you want?” Sam snapped as he stepped
out of the car.

“Well, let's see. First, I want that forty
caliper Glock that is in your wast band. And no funny stuff or your
girlfriend is gonna die.”

Sam slowly pulled his Glock out with two
fingers and handed it to Jimmy.

“Thank youz Mister Mayor,” Jimmy spoke with
glee. He enjoyed calling him Mister Mayor when he knew the most
important man in New York City was now under his total control.

Sam spoke even more firmly, “I asked you,
what do you want?”

“Hey there Mister Boss-Man, slow down a
little. First, I just want to talk. Youz see, the rumors are that
youz are getting ready to book me for that prostitute car bombing,
and I just want to know what kind of evidence youz got on me.”
Jimmy continued with his New York accent.

Sam was bristling with anger
as he listened to Jimmy egg him on, “It's simple. I was there that
night and I heard Jenny call you to tell you that I was at her
place. I left at three a.m. just before you blew the car up and
killed her and six other innocent people. This is
my city and you can't get
away with things like that.”

“Hmm... so 'the man' was with 'the hooker',
and now he admits it.”

Sam realized what he had just done. In his
anger towards Jimmy Gambezi, he admitted to being with a
prostitute. He glanced over his shoulder and saw that Deanna had
gotten out of the car and was standing right behind him. She had a
look of horror on her face that made Sam regret his last statement,
“Hey baby, I'm sorry you had to hear that. It was a long time ago,
before we met.”

Deanna poked her lips out in disgust. She
starred at Sam. Then she finally spoke, “It is bad enough that the
man I love has been with a prostitute, but then you also had to lie
to me about it.”

Sam looked down at the concrete floor of the
warehouse. He did not know how to respond to her anger.

“Alright, enough of the true confessions.
Let's get on with this little meeting,” Jimmy continued. “So Mister
Mayor, youz got a first hand witness, what else youz got?”

“That's all I need. I'm taking you down. Ever
since you took over your family business you have been a thorn in
my flesh, and I'm gonna put you away for a long time,” Sam railed
back.

“Hah! Youz think you are gonna put the hurts
on me? Think twice!”

With that Jimmy sucker punched the Mayor, and
Sam dropped to the floor of the warehouse as he clutched his
stomach.

“Get up and fight like a man!” Jimmy
sneered.

Sam kept his left hand on his stomach and
reached for the 380 pistol on his right ankle. Jimmy and all of his
henchmen were laughing at the Mayor's predicament and did not
notice his subtle movement that put his hand on his 380 pistol.
Pulling it out, he quickly took aim and fired two rounds into
Jimmy's chest. Jimmy stopped laughing. His face morphed from a look
of laughter to a look of horror. Jimmy realized in a flash that he
had dropped his guard, and “the Man” had gotten the best of him.
Falling on the concrete floor, Jimmy was no longer a threat.

Sam had four shots left in his 380 pistol, so
he instinctively made a quick decision to take out the two machine
gun henchmen. He knew that he only had a fraction of a second
before the shock of Jimmy's misfortune would dissipate from his
adversaries, so he quickly took careful aim, “Pow... Pow.” The
first machine gun henchmen dropped to the cold floor. Again quickly
aiming, “Pow... Pow,” and the second machine gunner dropped. Now
there were six men left standing and Sam knew that he was gong to
be dead in an instant if he did nothing. So, he lunged at one of
the bodies on the floor and grabbed the machine gun. His momentum
continued to roll him in a somersault until his feet settled on the
floor. He then rose to a kneeling position and squeezed the
trigger, pouring hot lead slugs into each of his adversaries. One
by one they dropped in rapid succession. The last two that fell had
finally escaped the shock of the moment and began firing back at
the Mayor. Before they fell to their death they both placed two
shots each into Sam's chest. Sam felt the burning lead penetrate
the front of his chest, then exit his back. His breath taken away,
he collapsed onto the warehouse floor.

“Sam!” cried Deanna. “Are you hurt?”

Sam lay on the floor with his hands clutching
the perforations in his chest. Blood was oozing. “Deanna, call
911.”

Deanna promptly called for help. She
purposely mentioned that “the Mayor” was shot. The ambulance
arrived in only two minutes. In those two minutes a pool of blood
appeared on the floor. Deanna felt weak as the pool of blood grew
larger and larger.

Paramedics quickly took control of the
situation and tried to stabilize Sam. Finally they loaded him on a
stretcher, and slid the stretcher into the waiting ambulance. The
beeping heart monitor was the only evidence that life still existed
in Sam's body. One of the paramedics glanced at Deanna.

Without being asked, she responded, “I'm
coming with him to the hospital.”

Sitting next to Sam, Deanna remorsed about
her contacts with Jimmy Gambezi. When Jimmy first contacted her, he
just offered her money. She could easily resist money. But when he
offered her interviews that she would be able to print, she
acquiesced. The thought of writing mob stories elated her and she
imagined her career skyrocketing. She realized now that none of
that was worth risking the life of the person she truly loved. How
could she have done this to Sam?

Sam was fading in and out of consciousness.
He could only talk in a weak voice, “You wore the yellow dress so
they could easily spot us?”

Deanna sobbed, “I am so sorry. I didn't know
they were such awful people. Jimmy seemed like a regular guy. I
didn't know that he was capable of such evil actions.”

Sam's words were growing weaker, “I love the
City... and I love you Deanna. I'm sorry I didn't confide in you.”
With those words, the heart monitor stopped beeping.

Deanna sat in silence. She knew how much Sam
loved the city, and now she knew that he had also loved her.

 


 


The City mourned the loss of Sam, but
eventually got over the shock of losing their beloved Mayor.

The Gambezi family was never the same. Since
Sam killed the head of the family, and all of his top henchmen,
there was no one who could rise to the position of leadership. As a
result, the Gambezi family floundered into obscurity.

Deanna never recovered from the fateful
events on that spring day. She lost interest in her career. She
only took the job at a small local paper in Connecticut because it
got her away from New York City. Every day she wondered how
different her life would have been if she had not given into her
temptations. She might have married Sam. Then, she would have been
able to spend every night with him, instead of just Friday
evenings. These thoughts were painful, and they haunted her the
rest of her life.

 


###

 


This story did not have a HEA ending because
it is based on the true story of Sampson and Delilah (Judges
Chapter 16). I wrote this so we can see the consequences of a
relationship based on deceit. If Delilah was honest with Sampson,
the ending could have been quite different.

Not to put all the blame on Delilah, Sampson
had his problems. His physical desires were not under control, and
that was detrimental to the relationship.

I hope this tragic ending will encourage us
to be open, honest, and faithful in our relationships… food for
thought.



In His Glory,

 


Ansley

 


 


Then Delilah said to Sampson,

"How can you say, `I love you,' when you
won't confide in me?”

Judges 16:15
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