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Chapter One
 

The clock struck twelve and the store was already crammed with hungry desperate customers rubbing shoulder to shoulder, itching for a sweet treat during the lunch session. They poured in droves to the newest trendy pastry shop in town, “Cream Fusion.”

 

The cozy pastry shop had high ceilings, with modern art work hanging at each corner of the walls, creating the perfect atmosphere for a modern contemporary eatery.

 

“Cream Fusion” baked fresh the finest gourmet cakes, muffins and cupcakes in Huntington.  It also served hot or cold beverages at the customer’s request.

 

Samuel Hamilton, wearing a dark gray suit that hugged his chiseled body, stood several feet away from “Cream Fusion,” just enough to glimpse inside without being detected. His beloved ex-fiancée Kimberly Johnson was working the best hours of her new store. Each time the door swung open, he lifted his chin and stretched his neck, hoping to glimpse her even once. Instead, he saw Mrs. Bellman and her broad straw braid hat blocking his view.

 

A disappointed Sam shook his head. “I know she is going to get the carrot cake, the new customer special,” he thought.  “She always orders the same thing.” He wondered why she couldn’t shake things up for a change. “I mean, I love carrot cake too, but every day?” Deep down, his issues weren’t really the carrot cake; it was that he couldn’t hang out with Kim, the love of his life, but it was easier to blame Mrs. Bellman.

 

He refocused his attention on his failed relationship and his fruitless attempts to see his ex-fiancée. After 15 minutes outside, he abandoned his hopes when the impenetrable crowd stood like a brick wall, blocking his view of the large glass counter full of pastries.

 

He made his slow journey back to City Hall. “At least I can get Jerry to pick up my favorite cupcake, aaaaah the moist fudge flavored one. Ooh man, I miss that girl.” Sam smiled as he reminisced about his lost love and her baked goodies.

 

Sam finally reached his destination: Huntington’s Town Hall Legislative House. He pushed through the revolving doors and instantly was harassed by the town clerk who desperately sought his approval.

 

“Sir, please,” the town clerk asked eagerly. “Can I please get your signature on the new zoning audits?”

 

“No, not right now.” Sam said. “Bring it to Lisa. She will put it on my timetable.” Sam's stern dismissive attitude was not like him. The toll of his failed engagement had started to affect his professional life, diminishing his usually calm demeanor.

 

Sam was already bombarded and he hadn’t even reached his office yet. The Legislative House, a French Renaissance building, was bustling with council members, special interest groups, and advisors making new grand plans for the city of Huntington. Sam quickly rushed through the security checkpoint and made his way to the elevator before anyone else could steal his time.

 

Once Sam finally reached the Mayor’s Chambers, he found a  group of six senior council members patiently waiting for the appointed interim mayor to confirm a new proposal.   All eyes were fastened on Sam as he entered, took his seat and listened attentively to the council’s proposition.

 

A heavy-set man, 6'2, got up and spoke.

 

“You’re doing such a fine job as interim Mayor,” enthused Mr. Guttman. “The economy is coming back and new citizens are moving in. We had it rough last year, but like a phoenix, this town is rising out of the ash.” He continued to boast about the rising new Huntington. But as usual, Guttman went off onto a tangent. He looked intensely at Sam. “Back in my day, men had guts and hearts…a--”

 

Fuming with a desire to focus on the proposal, Harold, a toupee council member, intervened. “Cut to the fun stuff, Guttman,” he said contemptuously.  “Sam, what Guttman is trying to say is that we want you to run for mayor on your own mandate, not just as interim mayor.”

 

Sam’s jaw dropped at the mention of the  five-year job. Uneasily, he propped himself up, smoothed his jet-black hair, then moved his attention away from Guttman and Harold, to glare at the other members of the council.

“That was not my plan. I just wanted to bring the town back to recovery and step down once Huntington was in a good place,” he explained.

 

Ignoring Sam’s plea, Guttman walked over to a wine/liquor cabinet in one corner of the room, poured a 70-year old Scotch into a glass, and slid it in front of Sam.

“You're the best man for the job! You have an excellent track record so far and you're the new face for the recovery. Huntington needs you a little longer.”

 

Guttman cleverly targeted Sam’s deep desire to help the people of Huntington, in order to carry out his own agenda. He neglected to tell Sam that new investors were interested in funding more construction sites, and they needed the mayor’s approval before the investors could start building the new commercial properties. Guttman wanted Sam to be the mayor who would approve these construction proposals.

 

“Conveniently,” Guttman continued, “I found an old bylaw that allows an incumbent mayor to run unopposed in a state of emergency. We have already decided, Sam. It's still premature for us to change leadership, so all six members of the council voted for an unopposed election in September, due to a state of economic emergency.”

 

Sam stared sternly at Guttman and Harold. He felt disingenuous about this so called “grand plan.”  It placed his political beliefs in a tough spot.

 “The people need their voice in a town election; that’s one thing I promised them when I took this position six months ago,” he proclaimed patriotically.

 

“You're still young, son,” Harold said, his dark eyes piercing the interim mayor.

“See, that’s why you are perfect for this position; you are a man of the people. You will safeguard their voice, but the next challenger might not…. Besides, you cannot fight us on this. Are you going to walk away from Huntington after working relentlessly for months to bring it to this point?”

Sam scratched his head indecisively.

 

Obviously these older men are wise and brilliant. They have guided me so far, and they do have a point. I took a failing town with a broken treasury and a failing economy and created a functional town with a growing business. Maybe this is not the time to walk away.

 

Speechless, Sam wrapped his head around the possibility of holding the mayor gig for five years. He quickly grabbed the glass of expensive Scotch.

“I'm in!” he said, gulping the drink. Guttman and Harold smiled in a satisfied manner.

 

After the meeting, Sam could not shake the feeling that he was being a deceitful politician. He felt like he had signed a deal with the devil.  He sat alone in the Mayor's Chambers and reflected.
I honestly don't know if I could do this. I am so overwhelmed.

 

“Ring, Ring.” His phone disturbed his thoughts on his current dilemma.

 

“Hello--- Ma, I am at work; this is not a good time,” Sam said with concern.

 

“I am just so proud of my baby boy the mayor,” she said gleefully.

 

“Ma, I'm actually really busy.”

 

“Shucks, my son cannot even spare two seconds,” Marie said, using her motherly guilt trip. “I'm planning a special dinner for the entire family in June; I even got Pete and Portia from New Orleans.”

 

“Ma, I don’t think I will be available,” Sam muttered. He planned to be busy that day.

 

“Nonsense; I already checked with Lisa and your schedule is wide open.” Sam shook his head in horror at the thought of visiting his overbearing mother. He knew full well her intention to flaunt him in front of her country club lady friends and boast to Uncle Pete. Moreover, she disapproved of his beloved Kim.

 

“Ma, what is this party really about, and be honest!” Sam said sternly.

 

“You have to ruin the surprise,” sighed Marie. “I just wanted some time with the family to celebrate your success. The last time I was in Huntington, police investigations and curfews were the talking points. Now, I hear about summer festivals and the Huntington Parade. You guys haven’t done one of those in a while, but you somehow pulled that all back together.”

 

“Ma, it was a lot of team effort; I cannot take all the credit.”

 

“You were always so generous, ever since you were a little boy.”

 

To squash her walk down memory lane, he said, “Ma ….okay, okay, I will make your dinner.” But  in the back of his mind, he already regretted it.

 

“Great! I'm going to make all your favorite steaks and mashed potatoes…”

 

“Ma, sure, but I have to go.”

 

“Samuel!” Marie called out tearfully, “I am so proud of you!”

 

"Yeah, I know. I've gotta go."

 

Marie clutched the phone a little longer as the dial tone beeped in her ear, thinking how her little Samuel was all grown up to be the mayor of a thriving town.

 

On the other end of the phone line, Sam was very dissatisfied with his secretary Lisa.

 

“How could you give sensitive information out?” he scolded.

 

“I am so sorry, Sir; she told me it would be a meaningful surprise, I didn’t know….”

 

“In the future, don’t let my mother know my schedule.” Sam controlled his anger as he explained to Lisa about past attempts by his mother to control his life.

 

At first, Lisa was scared by Sam’s anger: she had never seen him this upset before. Once Sam explained, however, she understood why he was so guarded with his mother. Her disapproval of Kim was a big contributing factor in Sam’s coldness towards her. Sadly, he still was not ready to deal with it.
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