
Smokey’s Girl 

Prologue 

 

“Your luh-----ve girl is so so sweet. I need it girl, like the preacher man needs 

to preach,” his sultry voice crooned the words soothingly to the melody playing in 

his head.  

“Your luh-----ve, your love girl is so so rare, I need it girl like my lungs need 

air.”  “Your luh-----ve girl so so it. I need it girl like a fiend needs that last hit.” The 

hypodermic needle pierced the weak veins in his upper thigh as the last words of his 

tune parted his lips. Immediately, he felt the warm sensation travel through his 

body. However, the feeling wasn’t as intense as the ecstasy he felt his first time so 

many years ago. The ecstasy he chases every time needle pierces skin. The dragon 

that he can never quite catch, but is constantly pursuing, courting almost, anxiously 

awaiting its triumphed encore that will never happen.  

But this time, he was too anxious, too persistent with his pursuit that the 

chase turned into a retreat. He had not found the dragon; the dragon had cornered 

him. Breathing its raging fire in his direction. The heat so overbearing that all he 

could do is convulse in fear. His body shook uncontrollably, violently.  Vomit spewed 

from his mouth and he started to asphyxiate. Yes, the dragon had found him in that 

dimly lit room which moments prior was filled with an angelic tune about a man’s 

appreciation of his lover.  

Within minutes, Smokey was dead. The needle still pierced his lifeless limb.   

 



Chapter 1: Nina 

“And everything that I do, is out of loving you. Lalalalala lalalalala lalalala la la 

la la do do do do do,” I looked quickly to my left and stopped mid rift because I 

noticed the older lady standing next to me staring intensely. I paused Minnie on my 

IPod, and smiled shyly at the lady. “I’m so sorry; I’m a little nervous about an 

interview that I have. I guess I sing when I’m nervous.” I smiled again. “I didn’t 

realize I was loud.” She cocked her head to one side, and then smiled a wide gap 

toothed smile.  

“No child. You’re no bother. I was actually waiting for you to hit that next 

note. Baby, you was almost sanging that better than Miss Riperton herself,” she said 

with conviction. My cheeks burned red as I said thank you and turned my attention 

back to the red light. We were on the corner of 47th and Ellis waiting for the light to 

change, but it seemed like it was taking eons. I had five minutes until my interview 

started, and I was only two blocks away; still I was jittery because the El was 

particularly slow this day, and I was going to be late.   

The older lady spoke up once more, “Baby, you have a voice on you. I hope 

you putting it to good use.” 

“Thank you ma’am, but I just like to sing.” I responded coyly. Typically, I was 

not the shy type, but talking about my singing voice always brought out my bashful 

side. As soon as the light changed, I smiled back at the older lady once more then 

crossed the street in a brisk strut, half jogging almost.  In less then a minute I 

reached the address. The building was a red, brick three-flat which had a large open 

lobby on the first level. More than likely the lobby was converted from a storefront. 



From the outside it was nothing spectacular. Actually, it looked similar to most other 

buildings on the block, but looking through the large window pane that covered the 

width of the building, you could tell that it was newly renovated. I wasn’t surprised, 

because Bronzeville was supposedly “up and coming,” but in most parts of the 

neighborhood it seemed like the “coming” hadn’t quite arrived yet.   

Before I opened the door, I gave myself a once over from my reflection in the 

storefront window. I was wearing a heavy navy blue blouse that had a sensible 

round neckline and buttons down the back. My blouse was paired with my favorite 

knee-length, black pencil skirt with the small split in the back. The skirt was fitted to 

my petite but curvy frame. It gave an heir of sexy professional and not sexy 

“working girl.” My black patent leather round toe heels were a practical height, and I 

wore a sheer pair of panty hose. My hair, thick, long and wavy, was pulled back into 

a low messy bun that was chic and modern, but still professional. Typically, my hair 

had a mind of its own and didn’t do well when trying to be tamed, like me actually.  

However, today it was on its best behavior. My makeup was very light only a little 

bit of eyeliner and a nude lip-gloss. And in my ears, I had on my grandmother’s pearl 

earrings. After my last minute examination, I decided that it was too late to second-

guess my wardrobe choices at the moment. So I acquiesced in proceeding forward 

with looming job search.  I slung the door open.  With my mind still on my 

appearance, I wasn’t paying attention to my surroundings. That’s when we collided. 

Hard! 

 

Chapter 2: Travis 



“Oh Shit,” slipped out when I nearly knocked the girl onto the concrete. She 

stumbled backwards, but I grabbed her by her small waist right before she would 

have been on her ass. Why was she in such a rush anyway? I took a good look at her 

as I helped her back up. She was pretty. Actually, she was more than pretty; she was 

stunning, but not in an artificial way. She had a classic natural beauty that was often 

hard to find. Her hazel eyes were piercing, but big and inviting. She could make a 

stranger feel welcome or chill her closest friend with those eyes. I suspect she often 

did both depending on her mood. Her nose was small and button like, and her lips 

were extremely full and pouty, very kissable. Her skin hue was the color of 

cinnamon toasted almonds. As I helped her regain her balance, my hand lightly 

brushed against her arms. She probably exfoliated, or used some really good 

moisturizer, because the softness of her skin was unimaginable.     

She looked like she was on her way to a business meeting with her hair 

swooped into a low bun, but her skirt was a tad bit too tight for the office because it 

was extremely fitted against her toned legs and I imagine her ass, but her blouse 

seemed office appropriate. I looked her over once more then gave her an award 

winning approving grin as she straighten out her clothes. Then she cut those 

piercing eyes at me lightening fast. 

“Excuse you, sir,” she hissed as she stepped past me and proceeded through 

the doors of my office building. Damn, no thank you? I couldn’t help but stare at her 

through the glass as she walked to the security desk. And yes, I was right. The skirt 

was really fitted against her ass.  For such a small frame, her ass was pretty 

substantial, nice and round. I shook the thoughts that started to creep in mind away. 



“Remember Travis, you have Angela,” I reminded myself. Besides this young lady 

had an attitude problem. I wasn’t one to deal well with attitudes. She had the nerve 

to barge into my building without paying attention to were she is going, then she 

blamed it on me when I saved her from a sore back side? I absolutely did not have 

time for a woman carried herself so hotly.  

I turned around and continued to my car to grab my cell phone charger. I was 

actually in a rush myself because I had a two o’clock with an interviewee. My 

practice had been officially open for a little over a year. At first I thought I would be 

able to do without help, however, my lack of organization proved me wrong. My 

office was in desperate need of a secretary or clerk to keep it in order. Thus, I 

reached out to the local universities’ prelaw departments to find students that were 

interested in interning at a small firm.  

In law school I knew that I wanted to practice entertainment law. However, I 

understood that Chicago was a poor market for such a field, and it would be hard to 

be hired at a firm after graduating. My mother was the one who convinced me that I 

should start my own firm and pave my way in this city if I was determined to make 

it here. Angela, my girlfriend of two years, tried to convince me to go into a field of 

law that had more certainty, and by more certainty she meant a field where I would 

make a high paying salary pretty early. But I had already let her convince me to stay 

in Chicago since she didn’t want to leave her family, so I wasn’t about to concede and 

not follow my dream career. Besides, I was smart and charismatic. I knew that I 

could build a good clientele and have a booming practice.    



After, I grabbed my charger; I strutted back into the building. I took the lobby 

elevator to the fourth floor. When peered down the long hallway as I stepped out of 

the elevator, I saw “Ms. attitude” standing at my office door. Fuck! 

 

Chapter 3: Nina 

 

Fuck! The bastard that damn near knocked me back into the street was 

headed straight toward me. Was he the attorney I was supposed to interview with? 

He looked way too young; at most he was only a few years older than I. This 

absolutely was not what I needed at that moment.  

His swagger down the hall was attention commanding. He was poised and 

confident as he moved toward me with a semi arrogant grin on his face. The same 

damn grin he flashed when I was trying to regain my composure. I really hated that 

grin; I wanted to smack the smugness off his face outside when he stood there 

staring at me without apologizing, but I was already running late and a 

confrontation in the earlier would have only added to my tardiness. For obvious 

reasons, it was a good thing that I kept my wrath under control.  

I looked him over really well as he moved toward me. He was on the tall side 

but not too tall; he probably stood at 6’2”. His build was slender and athletic with 

broad shoulders and a slim waist. Most likely he played some sort of sport in school. 

He had neatly faded hair, bright brown eyes, deep dimples, a beard that was neat 

and low cut, and stunningly straight white teeth. His skin was blemish free, smooth 



and dark brown. He would definitely qualify as handsome. He looked like the type 

that was used to having women with low morals throw themselves at him.  

Within seconds he was standing in front of me wearing a tailored navy blue 

suit tieless, a white shirt with the first two bottoms unbuttoned, expensive coffee 

brown shoes, and argyle socks. He indeed was very handsome and well put together.  

I sucked up my pride and stuck out my hand. 

“Hello, are you Mr. Tribeca?” I asked in a very matter of fact tone. 

“Please, call me Travis,” he said as he took my hand in both of his briefly, 

squeezed lightly and then let it go. I guess he didn’t want me to give him a bone-

crushing handshake.  “Ms. or Mrs. Rae is it?” 

“’Nina,’ please.” 

“Well, Nina, after you.” He opened the door to his office, and motioned for me 

to take the lead. His office was modern and cozy.  He had two desks one larger oak 

desk with papers scattered everywhere and another nearly half the other’s size that 

was completely empty. The two desks faced each other. The windows were huge 

and spread from wall to wall. The room filled with natural light from the Chicago 

streets. Two of the three walls in the room were painted a misty gray color and the 

wall behind the larger desk was painted midnight blue.  

Travis walked toward the larger desk and pulled out a chair facing it. “You 

can sit here Nina,” he said with that arrogant grin still on his face. I walked over and 

sat in the seat. He strolled behind the desk and sat in a large cushioned leather seat. 

He shuffled the papers around on the desk as if he was dissatisfied with the mess in 



front of him. He was, however, only creating a greater clutter. Finally, he pulled out a 

single sheet of paper.  

“Here it is,” he sat up straight in his seat and smiled at me as he spoke. “So an 

interesting start to the interview outside huh?” I smiled politely back at him. I wasn’t 

going to give him the satisfaction of seeing me go off. My uncle would have been 

pissed at me if I didn’t get this internship. He was always stressing how grad schools 

and law schools looked for students with work experience and an internship was 

the perfect way to gain real world experience. I wasn’t so sure, though, that “real 

world experience” was what I really wanted, at least not in a nine to five institution. 

“So Nina, tell me a little about youself,” he said still smiling and interrupting 

my thoughts.  

“Is there anything in particular that you want to know?” I said a little 

annoyed by the question. 

“Well start by describing yourself in one word then explain why you chose 

that word to describe yourself.” I mused over the request for a few seconds before I 

spoke carefully. 

“Determined,” I said. 

“Interesting word choice. How so?” he replied.  

“Because challenges give me a thrill, and I am always determined to complete 

any challenge or task that I seek to the best of my capacity no matter how large or 

small. My family jokes and calls it stubbornness but I like determined better.” I 

smiled at the end to lighten my response. I’m not sure if he actually liked my answer 

or if he was just a smiling buffoon because that stupid smirk didn’t leave his face.  



“Good answer, Nina. So why are you determined to work in a law office?” I 

started to shift slightly to his question, but I caught myself because I refused to let 

him intimidate me. I would chew a smug bastard like him up and spit him out if we 

crossed paths outside, but in this moment I needed to be in his good graces. Yet, I 

still refused to let him see me squirm. If he hired me or not, I would never let him 

think that he made me nervous.  

I smiled once again, then responded, “I want to work in your law office for 

two reasons. One, I am considering law school, and this will give me a real world 

experience what attorneys do, before I invest or waste, depending on how one views 

it, tens of thousands of dollars in such an endeavor. Two, I know you are an 

entertainment lawyer. The entertainment field is very dear to me. 

“Oh are you an inspiring model or actress?” He rolled his eyes as he asked 

then leaned back in his seat with his arms crossed. I shook my head and smiled 

sweetly at the same time. 

“No, I am not an inspiring entertainer, but I do love music. It’s been a part of 

my life since I was a little girl. It’s in my blood so to speak.” I rolled my eyes at my 

tongue and cheek remark. “I mean music is a universal language. It speaks to all. It’s 

conversation is typically so intimate with each individual where the person it speaks 

to tends to feel jealous to find out that others have such deep discourse with it as 

well.  I believe if I become an attorney, an entertainment attorney, I will gain a 

deeper relationship with music that not too many have had.  

“Poetic, I see” Travis responded. His grin faded. Then he looked at my resume 

and back at me. “So basically, I am looking for a student that can handle routine 



office work. You will be answering calls, preparing documents, making copies, 

sending faxes—you know the whole nine. I understand that you are not a law 

student, so you probably don’t know how to do the legal aspect of the work yet, but 

if you are a quick study you will catch on. Are you a quick study?” 

“ Yes, very quick. I think one of my greatest skills is the fact that I catch on to 

anything very fast. I need very little direction and then I’m off to get the job done. My 

grades reflect that I believe.” He looked down at the paper that I believed to be my 

resume.  

“4.0 GPA. Impressive,” he said genuinely.  

“Thank you.” I responded curtly. 

“Well Nina, I hate to cut this short, but I have a meeting with a potential client 

shortly. So, I will give your references a call and get back to you by the end of the 

week. Fair?” he asked as he started to stand. 

“Thank you Travis. I will be looking forward to hearing from you. I said as I 

stood up. I stuck out my hand to shake his, but once again he grabbed my hand with 

both of his and squeezed it lightly. This time he embraced my hand for a few 

seconds longer. 

“Good meeting you, Nina,” he said with a look in his eye that I couldn’t read. 

He released my hand and I once again smiled warmly.  

“Same to you.” I said. I grabbed my bag and headed toward his office door. 

Travis stood there and watched. When I reached the door he spoke. 



“Oh, Nina.” I turned around “My sincerest apologies for nearly knocking you 

down earlier,” he smiled, but this time more sweet than arrogant. I smiled a genuine 

smile back at him. 

“No, that was my fault. I should pay more attention next time,” I said, then 

walked out the of office. I headed toward the elevator with a smile on my face. 

Hopefully, I would finally be able to tell my uncle that I landed an internship. 

Hopefully.  

 

Chapter 4: Nina 

 

I sat on my bedroom floor with my legs folded Indian style. My two calculus 

books, study guides and notes were scattered around me, and Mariah Carey and 

Stevie harmonized through my speakers. The music was blasting and I bellowed 

along to “Here and now.”  This was my ritual every evening after class. I would study 

on my bedroom floor with my books and notes scattered everywhere. I would play 

some old school R&B, vibe and sing along as I completed my assignments.   

My room was cozy, but neat. I had a twin size bed, a dresser, full-length 

mirror on the wall and a TV. I had the same bedroom since I moved with my uncle 

after my father passed when I was ten. My mother was never around and my father 

raised me as a single parent until his early demise. Like so many black men in 

Chicago, he lost his life to violence. He was a pretty well known drug dealer in our 

neighborhood, and as they say when you live by the sword you die by the sword. 



Although he lived a fast life, he did his best to shield me from the madness. I was his 

princess. He would be happy to see that I would soon be a college graduate.  

My uncle, however, was the complete opposite of my father. He worked a 9-5 

job as a mechanic for the past 20 years. He never had nor wanted kids of his own, 

and he and his high school sweetheart were married as soon as they graduated 

although they divorced some years back. But most importantly, my uncle despised 

the street life; drugs and all the despair both had brought to our family. Like me, he 

lost his father, my grandfather, as a kid.  

Most people didn’t know that my grandfather, Smokey Rae, was a world 

famous entertainer when he was alive. He was one of the hottest musicians and 

vocalist in the late 60s and 70s, and he had several top 100 hits. However, like many 

musicians he didn’t deal with the fame and fortune well.  

When I was younger I would hear stories from distant family members about 

how smooth and charming Smokey was. No matter who you were, when you first 

met Smokey he made you feel important, and you felt like you knew him for years. 

At family reunions some of my great aunts would tell me how Smokey would take 

everyone in the family downtown to what use to be Marshal Fields on shopping 

sprees. Also they talked about how he would drive the cleanest Cadillac and wear 

the best furs. They said that he kept my grandmother dressed in designer clothes 

and adorned with expensive jewelry. During the holiday’s he would give all the 

children in the family 100-dollar bills and invite everyone out to his enormous 

house in Beverly and have a huge bash. My great aunts loved how regular people 

from the old neighborhood and the family had the chance to mingle with stars and 



industry big wigs. And my grandfather treated everyone the same no matter how 

much clout or money they had or didn’t have. If they deserved respect, they got it 

from him.  

Often when I was younger, I wondered what happened to all of his money.  

My grandmother passed when I was in my early teens, but when she was alive I 

never saw her wear designer clothes or expensive jewelry, and she surely didn’t 

own a mansion in Beverly. In fact, all of my life, those I considered immediate family 

lived in lower income neighborhoods. My grandmother lived with her sister on the 

Westside.  My father and I stayed in Bronzville before it was gentrified, and my 

uncle’s house was in South Shore.  

Over the years, however, I started to piece together the reality of my family’s 

situation through rumors I heard. Although my grandfather was bigger than reality 

during his time, in reality his actual finances didn’t reflect his talent and fame.  His 

record label, Atlantic Records, owned the copyright and masters to his sound 

recordings and the copyright and publishing of the songs he wrote. During his time, 

most Black musicians had even less bargaining power than they do now. So all the 

money people thought he had came from advances on his record cycles, publishing 

of his songs, and royalties. Also, my grandfather’s contract was extremely favorable 

to the record company. The amount he was paid in advances was minimal, 

compared to the actual revenue his albums generated. Apparently, most of that 

money he did receive was blown on the nice house, cars, clothes, and jewelry. 

Likewise, often times he was paid with a new car instead of receiving an actual 



royalty check. And what he didn’t spend on the things used to uphold his image was 

spent on his women on the side and drugs, lots of drugs.  

I discovered that at the height of his career, my grandfather started to 

indulge more often. He was always either drunk or high on heroin when performing 

or recording. Yet, his music stayed genius. Most speculated that he was always 

under the influence in order to deal with the pressure of having to create hits; they 

said that he knew that once the hits stopped the money stopped. 

And indeed the money did stop; after my grandfather overdosed in the early 

80’s life spit my family back into poverty. My grandmother went bankrupt because 

without more hits coming the meager royalty checks were not enough to continue 

with the mortgage, credit card payments and other debt that my grandfather 

accumulated in their name. 

 My father, infatuated with the image that our family once held, turned to the 

streets to make money and rebuild that image.  

My uncle, however, was disgusted by what my grandfather’s flashy lifestyle 

had done to his family.  He was the one to find my grandfather’s lifeless body with 

the heroine needle still stuck in my grandfather’s thigh. Although my uncle never 

spoke about it, I know it was the worst thing that ever happened to him. It had 

hardened him and made him distrustful of the entertainment industry, drugs, and 

especially distrustful of music. For all I knew, he blamed the music for taking his 

father’s life.  

As I continued to sing and complete calculus problems, I heard banging on 

my bedroom door. I cut the music down already knowing who it was. 



“Yeah, Unc?” I yelled. 

“Can I come in girl?” His deep voice boomed. 

“Yeah, Unc!”  My uncle swung the door open widely and stood in the 

doorway. His face frowned, as usual. It was hard to tell how handsome he really was 

with his constant scowl on his face. But he was actually a nice looking older man. He 

was about 6 feet even with an average build. He had a square jaw, and his cheeks 

were defined. He had hazel eyes, a fair completion and thick wavy hair. His eyes 

were deep set, hypnotizing, and intimidating, but on the rare occasions that he let 

his guard down, his eyes were extremely warm.  

He walked to my bed and sat on the edge. “What homework you doing?”  He 

asked awkwardly. 

“Calculus. I’m working on some extra problems before my exam Friday.” 

“Aww, okay. So how is the research going for graduate school?” 

“It’s going.” I’m looking at a few different MBA programs and law schools. Oh, 

that reminds me; I forgot to tell you.” I jumped up with a huge grin on my face mildly 

surprising my Uncle.  I’m not giddy often; so I know he was taken back to see my 

excitement. “I received a call back from the interview I went to last week. I got the 

internship!”  

“Well, congratulations, girl,” my uncle stood up and gave me a quick 

awkward pat on the back then he shifted away. I could tell that he was genuinely 

excited for me and proud of me, but he never was one to show affection well, “so 

which interview was this again?”  



“The one at the law firm with that smug ass young lawyer. I told you about 

it.” 

“Girl, your language.” 

“Oh, my bad Unc. But yeah, he left a voicemail earlier today saying that he 

wanted to extend an offer to me. I will be working part between fifteen and twenty 

hours a week. At the very least I will hopefully get to see what lawyers do on a day 

to day basis before I decide if I really want to go to law school.” 

“Well, that’s good. I’m proud of you! Besides, the internship will be good 

experience no mater what program you apply to.” He stood up, “Well, I ordered 

pizza. It should be here soon. I’ll yell when it makes it.” 

“Alright Unc. I’m about try to finish some of these problems before I come 

down to eat,” I sat back on the floor and turned my music up louder. My uncle 

grunted showing his disapproval of the loud music and quickly left closing my door 

behind him.  

 

Chapter 5: Nina  

 

On my first day at the firm, I walked through the office door nervous and 

unsure of myself. The feelings were unnerving and alien to me. However, I was 

troubled more by the fact that I couldn’t explain why I felt the way I did than 

actually feeling that way.  Travis was on a call when I stepped inside his office. 

Feeling awkward, I stood by the door shifting my weight to my right hip as I held my 

briefcase in my left hand.  



We hadn’t discussed the dress code yet, so I wore business professional attire 

to be on the safe side. I wore my nude colored pumps and tights and tweed pants 

suit. Under my suit jacket, I had on a cream ruffled blouse that added a nice air of 

femininity to my ensemble.  My hair was pulled back into a low ponytail and wore I 

side bang, which I tucked behind my ear.  

My eyes wandered the office space in order to avoid staring at Travis. I found 

them pulling back to his direction, however, every few seconds like he was a 

magnetic force drawing them in closer. He looked well put together sitting at his 

desk. He had on a fitted gray cardigan with a navy blue oxford shit under it and a 

blue, tan, and brown diagonal stripped skinny necktie. On the bottom he wore a 

well-tailored pair of gray slacks with black oxford shoes. He more closely resembled 

a fashion model in GQ than a young disorganized lawyer as he sat back coolly in his 

seat. Before I had a chance to dart my eyes away, his gaze caught mine. I refused to 

blush even though I was extremely embarrassed that he caught me staring. I smiled 

faintly and noticed that before my eyes his face changed from stressed to amused. I 

casually turned my gaze toward the window in order to avoid a really awkward 

moment.  A few seconds later, he was off the phone. 

“Nina! You do not know how glad I am to have you here. Come take a seat.” 

He motioned to the seat facing his desk that I sat at for the interview. I walked over 

and placed my brief case on the floor as I sat in the chair.  Travis leaned back in his 

seat before he started to speak. “First, I want to say thank you for accepting my offer. 

I am in desperate need of some organization and help around here, and I think you 

are the perfect candidate for that.” 



“No, I should be extending my gratitude. I’m really excited for the experience 

I am sure I will gain here.” Travis smiled then sat up straight. 

“Well, let’s get to business.” He seemed very straightforward, and I could tell 

that he didn’t want to waste any more time with idle chatter. He continued to speak 

as I tried to hang on to everything that he said, “ You will have the empty desk right 

there. I need the most help with organizing for now. I have files all over the place, 

and I need some type of system set up so that I can keep track of work from my 

different clients. You should answer the phones, keep track of my schedule, and 

schedule meetings. Also, from time to time I will need you to compose documents 

for me. I’ll set you up with a Gmail account that you can use for here. Are you getting 

all of this right now?” 

“It’s all going in my mental rolodex,” I smiled sweetly.  

“Good,” he smiled back. “So why don’t you jump right into it, okay?” he stood 

up suddenly and walked to a file cabinet with a more than a dozen boxes sitting in 

front of it.  These are documents from some present clients and other potential 

clients. I’m working for a good number of them pro-bono, but I’m hoping to gain 

connections to more paying clients in the near future,” he smiled warily at me then 

turned his head toward the window. He gazed into the gray Chicago sky for a few 

seconds then headed back to his seat. “I need the documents sorted by client, issue, 

and date then filed away. I should have been doing this as I go for the last year, but 

as you can see I am a bit discombobulated.” He motioned his hands over his desk, 

which was still spewed with papers everywhere. “I really need those files organized 

immediately. In between doing that you should answer calls and keep my schedule 



organized in my cloud.” He handed me a folder that was sitting on his desk. Our 

fingers brushed lightly as I reached for it and I this time a blush flushed my face. 

“Inside there you will find instructions and passwords to the phone, voice mail, and 

your MacBook. The MacBook will stay here for the most part.” He glanced sideways 

at me. “So, do you have any questions?”  

“Ummm, none that I can think of at the moment.” I responded as I tried to 

process everything he just told me. 

“Good! Well I have a lunch meeting that I am going to be late to if I don’t leave 

immediately. So I’ll let you at it.” Once again he abruptly stood up, but this time I 

followed suit. For a moment or two we stood there awkwardly neither not knowing 

what to do. I was the one to make the first move.  

“I’ll start with the files now.” I slowly headed toward the file cabinet 

removing myself from our silly standoff. I looked back over my shoulders and Travis 

stood at the same spot still staring at me. I guess he felt a little embarrassed because 

he quickly glanced to his desk and started shuffling some papers around. He 

grabbed a few, and put them inside of his Italian leather brief case that was sitting 

on the floor next to him. Then he straightened out his clothes and headed to the 

door. Right before grabbing the handle, he suddenly turned around.  

“Oh, Nina” 

I cleared my throat. “Yes?” 

“You can wear business casual attire unless I say otherwise for some reason. 

Just as suddenly as he stopped in mid-stride, he turned back around and was out the 

door. I picked up the first box I saw and sat in on top of my new desk. I sat down in 



the seat and reflected on what had just happened.  I didn’t know why, but Travis 

made me uneasy. In the room with him, I felt self-conscious and nervous. One thing 

was for sure. I didn’t like the feeling at all.  

 

Chapter 6: Nina  

 

 Nearly four weeks had passed since I had started my internship at Travis’s 

solo practice. After my first day of feeling awkward, things changed rapidly.  Travis 

no longer made me nervous, and that was because my original impression of him as 

an ass started to prove itself true. In the office, we rarely spoke to one another 

unless I had a question or he was giving me some type of directive. We no longer 

exchanged awkward glances or stares. Actually, he often didn’t even make eye 

contact with me. And either he spoke in a monotone voice and gave one word 

responses as if he was disinterested in holding a conversation, or he barked orders.  

 His abrupt way of dealing with me wasn’t the only reason why I cared so 

little for him. Deep down inside I felt as if he looked down on me like the only role I 

had in life was “the hired help.” Mainly, this feeling came from how superficial he 

seemed. Although the attention he gave to keeping his practice organized was lack 

luster, as time pass it was hard not take notice to his attention to detail in his 

appearance. His schedule was as filled with appointments for grooming as it was 

with appointments with clients. Likewise, he always wore designer suits or business 

casual attire depending on his schedule. His shoes and accessories were trendy at 

times but always stylish and expensive. In less than a month I had seen him wear 



Gucci, Saint Laurent, Prada, Ralph Lauren, Versace, and Valentino. At first it boggled 

my mind how such a young guy could afford all of those labels, the decent office 

space he had, nice car he drove, and yet not even turn a profit in his practice. I was 

in charge of sending the billables to an independent accountant that handled the 

books, and I was definitely certain that the practice was not at all profitable. The 

way Travis spoke about his practice, however, you would think that he was the 

hottest lawyer in town. Although, his actual lawyering skills deserved much credit, 

the income from his practice most certainly did not reflect that.  

 Regardless of my personal feelings toward Travis, I did my best to work 

diligently on all tasks he threw in my direction. In less than a week, I had completely 

organized all dozen boxes of his clients’ files, and I even scanned everything so that 

he would have soft copies in folders on his laptop. Moreover, I completely reworked 

his schedule so that it would maximize his hours with all of his clients, and I was 

able to make connections in the office building to generate leads to more potential 

clients. Thus, although I felt like the hired help with Travis, I knew my role in his 

practice had already become essential in a short time.  

  One Friday, around six in the evening, I stopped in the office after school. I 

wanted to finish making the revisions on a contract that Travis wanted for one of 

the clients, so it would be ready first thing Monday morning. On Travis’s schedule he 

was supposed to meet his mother, who I learned was the financer of this operation, 

for dinner. Since he wouldn’t be in the office, I decided to wear leggings and a tank 

top to the office, so that I could have a quick work out at the gym immediately after I 

left.  



Most other people on the floor, being older with families, had already left for 

the weekend. So after settling into my project, I popped the ear buds in and turned 

up the volume on my iPod. At first I lip-synched the lyrics of Lady Marmalade as I 

rocked my body back and forth to the catchy rhythm. Within moments, however, the 

room was filled with my voice bellowing along to Christiana Aguilera’s soulful voice 

in my ears, “Hey, Hey, Hey! Touch of her skin feeling smooth. Color of café au lait, all 

right. Made the savage beast inside roar until he cried: more, more, more!” Before I 

knew it I was on my feet dancing the moves I learned so long ago that Mya, Pink, 

Christina and Kim had performed in the music video. I gyrated my hips seductively, 

as if I was actually performing in a burlesque show while still singing powerfully 

along with the song in my iPod. “Mocha Choca lata yay a, Creole lady Marmalade. 

Voulez vous coucher avec moi ce soir. Voulez vous coucher avec moi,” I sang 

grinning widely as I dipped down to the ground and quickly opened my leg then 

slowly rolled my body as I maneuvered back to an upright position. Preparing to 

begin a catwalk strut I quickly turned around.  

There he was. Travis was leaning his athletic body against the doorframe. His 

arms were crossed and he was grinning like a kid in a candy store.  

 

Chapter 7: Travis  

 

 For the past month, she had been moving around this office with her nose 

stuck in the air, she had no sense of humor, she wasn’t friendly, and without a doubt 

she acted as if she could do my job better without having her bachelor’s yet let alone 



passed the bar, and I walk into this? Although, I was use to dealing with stuck-up 

women, Nina seemed to get under my skin a little more than others. I think it was 

because I knew she was rough around the edges, but her façade was one of a woman 

who came from a quality lineage. Thus, amused is the only way to describe how I felt 

standing in my doorway.  

 My mother had canceled dinner, so I stopped by the office to complete a few 

more sections of a contract for a client, and then I would head to the gym to run a 

few laps. When I stepped off the elevator a powerhouse voice greeted me.  I 

assumed it was a member of the building’s cleaning staff singing while she finished 

her Friday night rounds. One thing I knew for certain, whoever it was couldn’t just 

‘sing.’ She could sang! She had one of those deep sultry voices that you expected on 

an older heavyset woman from the South. A voice that made parishioners fall to 

their knees, shout, and send loud praises to God during worship service on Sundays. 

I imagined that angels wept when this woman would sing a melancholy tune, and no 

Siren could ever enchant any sailor like she could with her voice. It seemed a little 

odd, however, that a woman with such a powerful and beautiful voice would sing 

such a lewd song.  

 The closer I made it to my office, the clearer it became that whoever was 

singing was in there. To my surprise, when I reached to door I saw Nina sitting at 

her desk. That voice was coming from her. She was so into the music that she didn’t 

notice me. I leaned against the doorframe and grinned as I continued to watch her. 

Suddenly, she stood up and started to dance like she was performing for someone. 

She still didn’t notice me. Actually, I started to feel like I was invading her privacy. 



After nearly of a month of employing her, I had no idea that she could sing. She 

never even hummed in the office. However, at this moment passion invaded my 

ears. This girl lived for singing, and she never even hinted at it. Yes, I was definitely 

invading her privacy.  

 Quickly she dipped to the ground still singing the raunchy tune, “Voulez vous 

coucher avec moi ce soir,” then she stood up rolling her body extremely seductively. 

She turned around and noticed me for the first time. All color had left her brown 

skin like she had seen a ghost. She fumbled with her iPod after a few seconds to cut 

it off. Then she stood stalk still staring at me. I decided to break the tension 

 “Madame, quelle proposition inappropriée.” I chuckled, shook my head, and 

walked to my desk. She stood still in the same place for a few more moments before 

turning around to speak. 

 “Come again?” she said with a confused look and annoyance in her voice. My 

laugh grew deeper, uncontrollable almost. I couldn’t help it. By the second I could 

see her embarrassment grow and anger rise; it was too amusing for me to stop, 

however. It took a few more seconds for me to regain my composure.  

 I looked her in the eye and grinned slyly, “Nothing, sweetie.” 

 “Sweetie?” she cocked her said to the side and narrowed her eyes as she 

glared at me. She was shooting ice daggers in my direction. “Look man, I might be a 

lot of things, but your sweetie is not one.” She turned to her desk and started 

grabbing the papers laid on top of it and stuffed them into her bag. She was fuming. 

 “Whoa, Nina,” I said as I started to slowly approach her. She raised her voice 

an octave. 



 “Don’t whoa Nina me, okay?” She quickly shot those piercing eyes up at me 

and just as quickly focused them back on her desk as she continued to gather her 

things hurriedly. “I mean what gives you the right to snoop on me like that anyway.” 

 “Well, the last time I checked this still is my office. No one told you to do your 

little strip tease bit here anyway.” I said, a little annoyed.  

She dropped the bag in her hand on her desk and completely devoted her 

attention towards me. In that brief moment she went from fuming to irate.  

 “That wasn’t a damn strip tease, you smug bastard!” she nearly yelled at me. 

She grabbed her bag than stormed through the office door. A second later she came 

back through and paused facing me. “And trust and believe even if you were the last 

fucking person on earth I would never proposition an asshole like you.” I was 

momentarily shocked by her language and anger. 

 “Come again?” I said, confused.  

 “Je ne suis pas une pute,” she hissed between clutched teeth. And just like 

that she was back out the doors.  

 Damn. I didn’t realize she even understood me let alone spoke French, when I 

made my little joke. I guess it was a little pompous of me to assume that she 

wouldn’t speak it. And oh was her accent on point. I spent summers vacationing in 

Paris with my parents and a semester or two there in undergrad, so I was fluent in 

the language and my accent was pretty good. But I never expected a girl like Nina to 

be able to speak the language. Maybe I had been an ass to her?  

I rushed out the office. I needed to catch her to apologize for my behavior. 

Although she flew off the handle at it, my joke to her was definitely inappropriate. I 



can imagine that she was deathly embarrassed by me catching her having a little fun 

while working, and I had the nerve to condescend to her and brush off her justifiable 

reaction. I jogged down the stairs because I thought the elevator would take too 

long. When I made it to the lobby, I walked briskly out the front door. There she was. 

She was standing at the bus stop on the corner. Her bag was still unzipped and the 

papers were overflowing out of it. She clutched it to her chest like a child would 

clutch a favorite teddy bear if he were scared. Her chin was buried into her chest 

and her face was looking down into the bag.  

 “Nina,” I spoke up clearing my throat. She looked in my direction startled. She 

blinked her eyes rapidly then used her sleeve to wipe them. “Nina, look,” I exhaled 

heavily and stuck my hands in my pocket. I rocked back and forth on the balls of my 

feet before speaking again. “I’m really sorry about what happened upstairs. I was 

out of line for making that comment. And I shouldn’t have laughed at you since I 

could clearly tell that you were embarrassed. You were right. I was being an ass. And 

I apology.” She blinked a few more times, but she didn’t say anything. “Will you 

accept my apologize?” I nearly pleaded with my eyes. She exhaled loudly then spoke 

up with a cracked voice. 

 “Yes, I accept your apology. I’m sorry as well for how I spoke to you.” 

 I interrupted her, “No don’t worry about it. I deserved to be talked to that 

way.” I paused for a second longer, “By the way your French accent is impeccable,” I 

said questioningly.  



 “Yeah, well eight years of French classes in school and a semester abroad last 

year,” she said shrugging her shoulders. I looked at her dumbfounded. “It was on my 

resume that I am fluent in French,” she squinted her eyes at me. 

 “Oh, I guess I didn’t notice,” changing the subject I quickly spoke, “And why 

didn’t you tell me that you could sing. When I stepped off the elevator I thought to 

myself, ‘wow Christina Aguilera is finally getting back to me about representing her,’ 

but to my surprise I found you there.” Her face finally softened as she blushed 

brightly. “Seriously, though your voice is amazing,” I said.  

 “I just fool around sometimes. It’s nothing major,” she said dismissingly then 

quickly looked down the street. “It looks like my bus is coming, so…” 

 “Oh okay. Umm would you like me to give you a ride?” I asked. 

 “No, that’s not necessary.” 

 “Are you sure?”  

 “Positive?” 

 “Well, be safe, okay?” I started to turn around. 

 “Travis,” she spoke up 

 “Yes?” I quickly turned back around. 

 “Does your apology mean that I still have my job?” she asked with worry in 

her face. 

 I smiled briefly before responding. “Of course you still have your job. I don’t 

know how I was running this setup before you came.” Her bus pulled up and the 

doors opened. I spoke once again before she stepped in, “Nina, you should really 

consider pursuing your talent. Your voice is one of the best that I have heard in a 



long time.” She blushed again then stepped into the bus without saying anything. I 

watched as the bus departed and continued down 47th street.  

 

Chapter 8: Nina  

  

Thank you Lord Jesus that he didn’t fire me! 

 

Chapter 9: Travis  

  

 It had been a little over a month since I made an ass of myself to Nina. The 

dynamics around the office seemed to change after our blowup. She started to warm 

up to me. When I would tell little jokes, she would actually laugh, and sometimes she 

would discuss how her classes were going or ask me questions about legal issues in 

the entertainment world that she would see on the news. Sometimes she hummed 

to herself, and on rare occasions when she was really deep into a project I had 

assigned her, she would sing softly while working. I was still enchanted by her voice.  

 One day while typing an engagement letter for a potential client Nina spoke 

to me from across a room, “Travis?” 

 “Yes?” I looked up from my computer screen at her.  

 “What are termination rights?” she asked. 

 “Termination rights?” 

 “Yes, in this engagement letter, you told the client that you will help her 

invoke her termination rights with the publishing company?”  



 “Oh yeah. You can take that out. Now she only wants me to negotiate her 

current publishing deal,” I looked back to my computer screen at the legal problem I 

was researching. 

 “Sure, will do. But what are they?” 

 “What are what?” I said while still looking at the computer. 

“Termination rights.” She said cocking her head to the side.  

I looked back up, “Oh, Yeah. Well, under section 203 of the copyright act the 

owner of a copyright can terminate exclusive or non-exclusive grants in the 

copyrighted work after a period of time. That client was interested in invoking her 

termination rights, but she changed her mind. She said it was a headache that she 

didn’t want.”  

“How long does the owner have to wait before he is able to terminate the 

grant?” she asked with more curiosity in her voice. 

“For copyrighted works transferred after January 1, 1978 I believe its 35 

years. Wait a minute. Let me look in my notes. I had researched the issue earlier for 

that client.” I opened up the word document that I worked on a few weeks prior 

with the copyright research in it. I scanned it for a few minutes then I spoke again. 

“Yes Nina, 35 years after executing the transfer the owner has a five year period in 

which he or she can terminate the grant.” 

“So what if the copyright owner is dead? What happens then?” now she was 

staring intently.  

“If the owner has a will, whoever he or she gave the rights to in the will has 

the rights. If the owner didn’t have a will, then it will go to the surviving spouse. If 



there are surviving children as well, however, the spouse will receive half the rights 

and the children will divide the other half of the rights among them” 

“Well what if--” I interrupted her before she could finish speaking.  

“Wait a minute. Why are you asking about copyright termination? You’ve 

been shooting them at me rapid fire for the last couple of minutes.  

“No reason.” She shifted in her seat. I stood up. Why did she have so many 

questions? Since Nina had been working for me, she had shown her inquisitive side, 

but she has never taken this much interest in any particular legal issue.  I walked to 

her and stood directly in front of her desk.  

“So you ask me question after question about terminating a grant of 

copyright without any motivation to do so?” I smiled at her. “For some reason that 

just doesn’t seem very believable.” She stood up from her desk and walked over to 

the windows. She looked into the Chicago sky as she spoke. 

“I seriously was just curious is all,” I walked over and stood next to her. 

“Well, curiosity killed the cat.”  

She smiled up at me.  

“So cat, spill the beans. Copyright termination.” 

“Okay,” she inhaled deeply then walked back over to her desk and plopped 

into her chair. I remained by the window but turned around to face her crossing my 

arms and raising one eyebrow. “Well, I believe someone in my family might have 

granted away some of his copyrights in songs that he wrote and recorded. And I was 

wondering how section 2-0…”  

“203” I reminded her. 



“Yes, how section 203 might apply in my family’s situation.” 

“Do you know when he transferred the copyrights in the musical 

compositions and sound recordings?” I asked. 

“Well, most likely in the late 70’s and early 80s. I’m not sure of the exact 

dates though.” She shifted in her seat. 

“Well, like I said before the owner can terminate a copyright grant for grants 

executed after January 1, 1978 35 years after the execution date. So, someone 

executed a grant on January 2, 1978 the earliest termination would be available 

January 2, 2013. However, it probably isn’t worth the trouble to terminate. Most 

music isn’t typically relevant 35 years later. Who is the family member anyway? Is it 

someone I may know?” She shrugged her shoulders, then looked down at some 

documents at her desk. I walked over to her. 

“So you are not going to tell me who it is?” I asked. 

“It’s my grandfather; he’s deceased.” She said quickly looking up at me then 

back to the papers on her desk. 

“Well, who is your grandfather?” I asked. Now, I was really curious because of 

her evasiveness. She sighed then looked back up at me. Her face was wary as if she 

was contemplating whether to tell me or not. My curiosity grew. Why did it bother 

her so much to tell me who her grandfather was? She looked back at her papers then 

back up at me. 

“His name was Smokey,” she finally spoke. 

“Smokey?” I asked. 

“Yeah, Smokey. Smokey Rae,” she said then looked away. 



“You mean the Smokey Rae?” I asked with my voice slightly raised. “All My 

Heart Smokey Rae? Genius musician and vocalist Smokey Rae? Your Love Smokey 

Rae?” I asked, rapid fire. 

“Yes, one and the same.” She raised both eyebrows as she spoke. I looked at 

her for a few seconds in awe. Then a smile cracked across my face. She had to be 

joking. Smokey Rae was one of the greatest musical geniuses in his era. His songs 

were still immensely popular. Everyone from rappers, pop-artist and rock-and-roll 

musicians sampled his music. He couldn’t be her grandfather. My smile turned into a 

light chuckle then a full on laugh. I expected that Nina would soon say, “Gotcha” or 

something of that nature, but she just sat there. Anger grew in her eyes; I was 

confused why. I stoped laughing. 

“You were just joking right?” I smiled again. 

“No, I’m serious as can be.” She said and shifted in her seat. My smile 

disappeared. 

“But if Smokey Rae is your grandfather, then why…” I stopped midsentence. 

“Why what?” she asked defensively. 

“Why do you live in the hood? Shouldn’t your family have money? I mean that 

man is legendary.” Silence. I couldn’t read the expression on her face. Out of 

nowhere she jumped out of her seat. 

“Travis, that was one of the most ignorant things anyone has ever said to 

me,” her voice cracked. “Thank you for once again acting like an ass. I’ve never told 

anyone outside of my family who my grandfather was because I didn’t want to deal 

with ignorant questions like that, and the one time I thought I could let my guard 



down to trust someone with this information you go ahead and prove my initial 

reservations correct.” By this time tears were flowing down her cheek. “Thank you, 

Travis. I hope you feel accomplished.” She turned around fast and headed to the 

office door. I darted after her.  

“Nina, stop. Nina,” I yelled. I grabbed her arm and spun her around before she 

was out the door.   

“Let go of me.” She jerked her arm free. 

“Nina. I am so sorry. I honestly didn’t mean to offend you.  

“No, of course you didn’t mean to offend me by saying my ‘hood’ ass couldn’t 

possibly be related to a famous musician.” She dripped sarcasm.  

“I didn’t say it like that.” I said, pleading. 

“No, but that’s what you meant, isn’t it? Since I’ve started here you’ve been 

looking down on me and making assumptions about who I am.” 

“I have not.”  

“Yes you have. You assumed that I wouldn’t know French. You talk to me like 

I’m the cleaning woman and not an intern, and you just assumed that I’m from the 

hood, so my grandfather could not have been a famous entertainer?” She said in 

tears. She paused for a few seconds then she wiped her face with her sleeve. “Do you 

know what Travis? I don’t think this is working out. I need to resign” 

“Nina, please don’t say that. You’ve have been tremendous here. I wouldn’t be 

able to continue without you. With your help and organization skills, my billables 

are increasing and I think I might start actually turning a profit soon.” I paused for a 

few seconds. “Besides if you leave, who is going to remind me to stop acting like an 



ass,” I said then smiled, wary. It took a few seconds but she cracked a slight smile 

too.  

“Well, that has seemed to be apart of my job description lately,” she said 

rolling her eyes.  

“Yeah, I probably should have put that in your offer letter.” 

“You didn’t give me an offer letter” 

“I didn’t?” I grabbed both of her shoulders. “I didn’t? See without you I would 

be lost. At least you have to stay long enough to write an offer letter to the next 

intern that says keep the ass grounded in it.” We both smiled, then started laughing. 

My laugh was a deep and booming. Hers was feminine and sexy, yet sincere. I don’t 

know if it was our proximity or the genuine laugh we were sharing, but before I 

realized it, my lips were on hers. An electric current passed through us. We kissed 

passionately and intensely, and it felt right. I wrapped my arms around her waist 

and pulled her in closer. For the next few moments we explored each other’s mouths 

as if we were children in a new playground excited about the possibilities we found 

there. The passion grew and the kiss became deeper. I found solace with her pillow-

soft lips against mine. This kiss was perfect. Then out of nowhere I remembered 

Angela. It was as if Nina could since the panic that rose through my body because 

she immediately pulled away.  

I turned around and stepped a few steps back. I put my face in my hands as if 

that action was going to help me figure out why this just happened. I couldn’t 

believe for that brief moment that we became lost in one another. I turned around 

and looked at Nina. She was looking back at me. 



“Nina, I’m sorry…” I started to say. 

“Please, no apologies. It was a minor indiscretion that we can look past and 

forget about. If you are serious about wanting me to stay, I will,” she said unsure of 

herself. 

“Yes, I need you. I mean you here at my practice.” I said, feeling awkward.  

“Okay, then I will stay.” She paused, “I should finish working on that 

engagement letter.” She walked back to her desk and started to work as if nothing 

had just occurred. After a few moments I walked back to my desk, sat down, and 

started to work again too. A few minutes passed before an idea came to me.  

“Nina,” I said. 

“Yes,” she looked up.  

I starred at her for a moment mesmerized by her intense eyes, but I didn’t 

realize I was starring until she looked away. I spoke, “do you think all of your family 

members would be interested in terminating your grandfather’s copyright grant?” 

“Ummm I don’t know,” she said and looked back at me. “According to what 

you told me, the rights only go to the surviving spouse and surviving children. So, it 

will be my uncle’s decision.” She said.  

“I’m assuming that your grandmother is deceased?” 

“Yeah, she passed away a few years ago. My grandparents only had two 

sons—my dad and uncle. My dad passed away when I was a girl. My uncle doesn’t 

have any kids, and I was my father’s only child.”  

“In that case you and your uncle will have a 50% ownership interest in the 

copyright. The surviving children of the deceased’s children receive their parent’s 



share, and the ownership between children is divided on a per stirpes basis, which 

means evenly. Thus, your uncle would own 50% of the copyright and your father 

would have owned the other 50%. You receive your father’s 50% since you are his 

only heir. However, in order to exercise the termination you both must agree. You 

need more than one-half of the author’s interest in order to terminate.” 

“Really?” 

“Yes, really. It’s your right to be able to terminate if you want. Congress wrote 

the termination right into the act in 1978 so that authors and their heirs could have 

a second chance at their copyrights. They understood that authors have little 

bargaining power when they originally assign their copyright. So, congress figured 

that it would allow authors chance at negotiating a better deal once their copyright 

proved its value. I believe Smokey’s music has been proved to be extremely valuable 

of the years. You and your uncle deserve an opportunity to reap the benefits of its 

worth,” I explained to her. 

“Well, from what I hear, my grandfather did get a pretty shitty deal with the 

record labels and publishing companies. They basically gave him pennies compared 

to what they made off his music.” 

“Exactly! That’s why you and your uncle should seriously consider 

terminating the grant. Of course you need to determine when your grandfather 

actually made the grant, because timing is everything.” 

“If we decide to do it, terminate the transfer, would you represent us?” she 

asked hopefully. 

“Are you kidding me? Of course I would.” I felt a huge smile cross my face.  



“Thanks, Travis.” Nina said with a little more cheer in her voice.  

“No, Nina, thank you.”  

 

Chapter 10: Nina  

It had been a few days since Travis explained how termination rights 

worked. I was nervous to bring up the conversation with my uncle, but I knew it was 

something that had to be done. My grandfather and our family had been cheated out 

of what was rightfully ours, and we owed it to ourselves to at least look into whether 

or not we could actually exercise these rights. When it came to my uncle, however, 

that was easier said then done. My uncle wanted nothing to do with the music 

industry. So this wasn’t going to be an easy conversation.  

I was sitting in the living room watching TV when my uncle walked through 

the door. He was wearing his blue mechanic’s jump suit and his handsome face wore 

a frown as usual. He was taking off his boots when he spoke, “Hey, girl. What you 

doing watching TV shouldn’t you be cooking me some dinner?” he asked. 

“Unc, I’m your niece, not your wife. I have no obligation to cook for you,” I 

joked with him. 

“Well, since you have no obligation to cook that must mean you’re about to 

start paying some rent around here?” He chuckled as he dropped his tool bag in the 

coat closet. He seemed to be in a good mood since he was joking. So I decided that 

now was as good as time as any to bring up the copyright situation.  

“Now you know that I don’t have any rent money.” 



“I guess you best get to start cooking then,” he laughed one more and sat 

down on the couch diagonal from me.  

“Lucky for me I already did. There is some chili and cornbread in the 

kitchen.” 

“Good, because I’m starving.” He started to stand up. 

“Unc, I actually have something I want to talk about really quick.” He sat back 

down and looked at me. 

“What is it?”  

“ I don’t really know how to say this except to come out to say it.” 

“Well say it then, girl.” My uncle was definitely the no nonsense type.  

“I was speaking with Travis, the attorney I work for, and he was explaining to 

me how owners of copyrights or their heirs have the right to terminate any 

assignment or grant in copyrights after 35 years from the date of the assignment.”  

“Okay. So what’s your point?” my uncle asked hesitantly. 

“You know grandpa’s music. You and I have the right to terminate any grants 

he made to the record company and publishing company. His music is still making 

money, and we have the opportunity to get some of the money from it.” I paused for 

a few seconds before speaking again. “Uncle, we owe it to ourselves and Grandpa to 

look into this.” Another pregnant pause overtook the room. My uncle broke the 

silence. 

“Nina, I don’t like this. You know how I feel about that whole music industry. 

I don’t want to get involved with those record labels. They’re only going to try to 

cheat us,” my uncle said sternly.  



“Uncle, I know exactly how you feel about the record labels and publishing 

companies and the industry in general, but this is our way to get back what is owed 

to us. Grandpa would have wanted this. You know he would have not wanted to see 

his family struggle.” 

“Girl, I don’t know what the hell my damn daddy would have wanted.  All I 

know is what was. And what was is that my momma struggled without two pennies 

to rub together once he left.” His voice boomed loud and deep. My uncle was 

typically grumpy but he rarely ever raised his voice. I know I had touched a nerve. I 

stood up, walked over to the couch he was sitting on, and set next to him.  

“Unc, Grandpa didn’t leave. He died.” I said with tears in my eyes. 

“He might as well have left. It wasn’t like he was sick or anything. He died 

with a drug needle in his thigh. That was his choice. As far as I am concerned he 

chose to leave his family. He chose the industry over us. He chose his music, women, 

and fans over us. He chose drugs over us. And he didn’t leave us with a damn thing. 

So don’t tell me what my daddy would have wanted? What he wanted was anything 

to satisfy his own selfish desires.”  

I wiped my tears away.  “Well, at the very least, Unc, we need to do this for us. 

No matter how much you hate the music industry, no matter how much anger you 

have toward grandpa, we deserve this money and we need it. Don’t deprive me of 

the opportunity to have money to pay for grad school, and don’t deprive yourself of 

the opportunity to have extra money to pay for bills and to have security. This isn’t 

about getting involved with the music industry. This about getting our just dues 



from it.” He looked down at his hands for a few moments. He looked as if he was 

struggling internally. Then he finally spoke again. 

“Okay. I’ll agree to let your lawyer friend look into this, but if at any time 

something about this doesn’t feel right. I will stop it in its tracks.” He looked up at 

me. “You got me, girl?’ 

I wrapped my arms around his neck and squeezed hard. “Thanks so much 

Uncle. I promise that this will bring nothing but good to us.” I let go of his neck and 

saw that my uncle was looking awkward and trying to suppress a smile at the same 

time. I know it always pleased him to see me giddy and excited. “So, I was looking 

through some of grandma’s things in the attack and I found some of grandpa’s 

contracts with publishing and the record labels.” 

My uncle raised his eyebrow at me, “Oh so you already knew I would say 

yes.”  

“How couldn’t you? It only makes sense to do it.” He grunted and I continued 

to talk. “Anyway, I showed the papers to Travis, and he said that some of the songs 

we can’t terminate yet. He said that they were transferred before January 1st, 1978 

thus they fall under the 1909 copyright act. Under the 1909 act we would have to 

wait fifty-six years before we are able to terminate the transfer. However, we can 

terminate the copyrights transferred after January 1st 1978 thirty-five years after 

the transfer, and some of his biggest hits were apart of this contract in March of 

1978. That means that this upcoming March we can exercise the termination right.” 

I smiled excitedly as I spoke. “So the only problem is that we have five years to 

exercise this right after March. The only way to exercise the termination is to send 



notice to the record label and publishing company, but the notice cannot be sent 

more than ten years or less than two years before we plan to terminate.” 

“So if we send the notice today the earliest we could terminate is until two 

years from now?” My uncle asked. 

“That’s exactly what I’m saying.” 

“I don’t think the two years notice is too big of a deal. This not something that 

we need to be rushing into. So this two years will give us enough time to make some 

solid and smart decisions.” 

“Yeah, that’s true.”  

“So don’t worry, girl. We’ll be good” He stood up and walked into the kitchen. 

I was ecstatic that he actually agreed to the termination rights issue. This was 

definitely a positive step forward.  

 

Chapter 11: Nina 

 

Travis and I were immediately on top of the termination rights after my 

Uncle agreed to it. He had me looking up on point cases where people tried to invoke 

their termination rights. The case law was sparse, however, because the 1978 

termination rights issues hadn’t matured. Actually when we invoked our 

termination rights it would be apart of the first wave of termination for post 1978 

transfers under the Act. Most of the cases out there had to do with termination for 

pre-January 1, 1978 transfers.  



After the research, Travis composed a letter that we thought would give 

sufficient termination notice. The termination letter informed Atlantic Records and 

Warner Chappell Music that my Uncle and I, sole heirs of Smokey Rae would 

terminate all assignments, grants and transfers of ownerships in songs and sound 

recordings to the entities. The letter further stated that the termination would 

become effective on January 15, 2015. That would be exactly two years and one 

week from the day that we planned to give notice. That date also fell within the five-

year period that we had to terminate the post-January, 1978 grants. Travis also filed 

a copy of the notice with the Copyright Office in order to comply with the statute.  I 

was excited and nervous about the termination. This could be the opportunity that 

my family needed.  

Three weeks after we sent the termination notices, Travis walked into the 

office with a sneaky smirk on his face. I was sitting at my desk wearing a gray 

sweater dress, tights and black knee boots. This was one of the rare times that I 

wore my unruly waves down and fall in a mess over my shoulders. Travis was 

talking as soon as he stepped in. 

“I have a surprise for you,” he said grinning. 

“Surprise?” I inquired 

“Yes, a surprise. I have a friend who is a producer and owns a studio 

downtown. I gave him a discount on some legal documents I worked on for him, so 

he gave me a discount on some studio time. So I booked a few hours for you in the 

studio.” He strutted to my desk and stood over me.  

“Wow. Ummmm. You shouldn’t have…” 



“No problem; it was nothing,” He said still grinning. 

“No, I really mean that you shouldn’t have. I can’t record in the studio,” I said, 

feeling my voice quiver. 

“Why not?” Travis said with genuine shock on his face. “Your voice is 

amazing. There’s no way possible that you should keep it to yourself. That would be 

selfish,” he said with conviction.  

“Travis you don’t understand.” I stood up and walked a few feet away. Then I 

turned to face him and rubbed my temples before speaking. “My uncle would kill me 

if he found out that I had been in the studio recording.” I shook my head. “I 

absolutely can’t,” I said more to myself than to him.  

“Are you serious?” He said loudly, “This isn’t about your uncle.” He moved 

closer to me and put both of his hands on my shoulders. “This is about your voice, 

your talent, and how you need to explore it,” his voice softened. “You would actually 

let your uncle keep you from something that you are so passionate about?” He 

stared directly in my eyes waiting for my response. For a moment I was enchanted. I 

shook my thoughts and broke our gaze before slidding away from his touch. His 

hands dropped awkwardly to his side. After a few seconds I spoke again.  

“How do you know I’m passionate about singing?” I said in a low nervous 

voice. 

“Are you kidding me? A deaf man can hear the passion in your voice. It’s raw 

and pure. You even said yourself that music was in your blood. That it speaks to you, 

and you converse intimately with it.”  

I cracked a smile, “At my interview I said that.” 



“Yup.” 

“I can’t believe you remembered. I honestly thought you weren’t even paying 

attention to me.” 

Once again he stared directly in my eyes, “How could I not?” he said in a tone 

that I couldn’t decipher. “Look I already paid him for the studio time, and like me, he 

doesn’t give refunds. So if you want to waste my money and not go, then so be it.” He 

shrugged his shoulders then walked over to his desk. He looked back at me before 

he spoke again, “But I think the bigger waste would be your talent if you don’t at 

least attempt to pursue this,” The sincerity in his eyes started to wear on me. Did 

Travis really think I am that good?  Would my talent be wasted if I don’t attempt to 

pursue singing? Every bone in my body was telling me that this was a bad idea. My 

uncle would have a heart attack if he had even an inkling that I was pursing music 

professionally. However, my soul was speaking louder at this moment. It was 

pleading with me for once in my life stop worrying about making my uncle happy 

and worry about doing what made me happy. Singing made me happy. 

My phone rang distracting me from my conflicted thoughts. I shook my head 

and walked back to my desk. I sat down and answered the phone on the third ring. 

“Tribeca Law Practice, this is Nina speaking.” A soft, feminine voice filled my ears.  

“Hello, Nina. My name is Kyle Wesley. I’m general counsel at Atlantic Records. 

May I please speak with Mr. Tribeca?”  

“One second Ms. Wesley. I will check to see if he is available.” 

“Thank you, dear.” I put the call on hold.  



“Travis,” I spoke. He was now sitting on the corner of his desk looking 

through his cellphone. 

“Yes?” He asked without looking at me. 

“General counsel from Atlantic is on the phone. Her name is Kyle Wesley,” I 

said concerned.  

 

Chapter 12: Travis 

 

After I spoke with the general counsel from Atlantic, Nina had been in 

disarray about the entire termination issue, and admittedly so was I.  

“So are you telling me that they are going to sue us? My uncle and I can’t 

afford to pay you to litigate. I might not know much about the law, but I do know 

that defending a lawsuit can cost tens of thousands of dollars. We don’t have any 

money. Where in the hell are we supposed to get that type of money,” Nina rambled 

hysterically. 

“Nina, can you please calm down? Please! I am not saying that Atlantic will 

sue you. I am just trying to explain the conversation that took place and advise you 

of what may happen,” I responded slowly in an effort to calm her.  

“But, Travis--” tears began to form in her eyes as she spoke.  

“No, Nina, have a seat and take a deep breath. I will finishing explaining 

everything only after you calm down.” I grabbed Nina’s hand and guided her back to 

her seat. I simulated deep breathing exercises as if I were a physician trying to make 

a mother in labor focus. Nina imitated my breathing, and after a minute or so, I could 



see the tension leave her face. Once I was sure she had calmed, I began to speak.  

“Let me start from the beginning, and please let me finish completely before you 

start shooting questions rapid fire.” I looked at her with squinted eyes. She nodded, 

and I continued to speak. “Atlantic claims that fifteen of the thirty-five songs we are 

asserting termination rights for were co-authored by someone named Randy 

Peoples. According to Atlantic, Randy renegotiated the exclusive transfer of 

copyright for those fifteen songs in 2001, and the 2001 agreement between Randy 

Peoples and Atlantic Records terminated and superseded any prior grants of 

copyrights for those songs.  Thus, Atlantic is claiming that since the 1978 agreement 

was superseded by this 2001 agreement, we cannot assert any termination rights in 

the fifteen songs under the 2001 agreement because the termination rights were 

already asserted when that Randy Peoples entered into the agreement. Wesley, the 

attorney I spoke with, cited to Penguin Group v. Steinbeck Central District of 

California to back up her assertion.” I paused for a second and studied her face. Her 

expression was blank so I continued speaking. “So what I am telling you is that 

Atlantic is claiming that we have no rights to those songs. Although Wesley didn’t 

say so, there is always a possibility that Atlantic could file suit for a declaratory 

judgment. What that means is that they will ask the court to declare that our 

termination notices are invalid as to those fifteen songs. By no means am I 

suggesting that they will absolutely sue. However, it is always a possibility.”  She 

closed her eyes for a few seconds then began to speak when she reopened them. 

“So what does this mean for us? I mean what do we do now?”  



“Well, we have a few option. We can always revise our notice so that the new 

notice won’t include the fifteen songs they claim we have no rights to, but I don’t 

suggest that we go that route. Instead we can wait until it is time to negotiate a new 

grant and assert that we do have rights in those fifteen songs. If things become ugly, 

we can always sue. Likewise, if they try to seek a declaratory judgment we can 

either fight or settle,” I said earnestly.  

“Why wouldn’t you suggest revising the notice so that it no longer includes 

the fifteen songs? Wouldn’t that be the easiest thing to do?” She said with hesitation. 

“We would still be terminating grants for twenty other songs. I mean, I don’t think 

it’s worthwhile to get into a huge legal battle with Atlantic Records. This isn’t some 

small time label. This is Atlantic. Their resources is nearly unlimited, and 

unfortunately my family’s resources are non-existing,” her voice trailed off as she 

looked down at her hands. I gently nudged her chin up so she could look at me as I 

spoke. 

“I don’t suggest that you forget about those other fifteen songs because 

honestly believe they are wrong. I think it comes down to a big record label trying to 

bully you and your uncle, bully us, into accepting what they are willing to give.” I 

paused for a second then began to speak again. “If I’m not mistaken, I already read 

some case law on point with this issue. First, Penguin Inc. v. Steinbeck had to do 

with termination under section 304 of the copyright act for pre-1978 transfers. So 

we can always distinguish our situation from Steinbeck on this issue of whether or 

not this 2001 agreement that your grandfather’s alleged co-author entered into is an 

agreement to the contrary that section 203 supersedes. Second, even if the courts 



find that this 2001 agreement is not an agreement to the contrary superseded by 

section 203, under Scorpio Music v. Willis Southern District of California a co-author 

that grants his copyright interest separately from other co-authors can unilaterally 

terminate his transfer. As far as I know, your grandfather’s grant of copyright was 

separate from this Randy Peoples character. So Peoples’ negotiation should not have 

anything to do with your family’s termination and vice versa. Like I said before, 

Atlantic is just trying to weasel its way out of having to give back the copyright.” I 

smiled at her weakly at first but then I gave her my full-fledged classic grin. All of the 

worry left in her eyes dissipated.  

“So what’s are next move?” 

“I’ll contact Atlantic again and let them know are position.”  

“Yeah, you do that,” she smiled at me. 

“Oh, I should do that huh?” I continued grinning. 

 “Yup, that’s what we are paying you the big bucks for!”  

 

Chapter 13: Travis 

 

For the next few weeks I took Nina to my friend’s studio. Unexpectedly, the 

studio served as the perfect distraction for her from the negotiations with Atlantic. I 

thought she would be timid when actually recording. However, she came in with 

guns blazing. On the first night she listened to a few tracks that my friend had 

comprised and immediately a few stood out to her. However, she had something 

else in mind for the first track that she would lay. I guess she had done her own 



research and discovered that a person could get a mechanical license to record a 

song for a fee of 9.1 cents per copy. Since the termination for her grandfather’s 

music wasn’t technically in effect yet, Nina decided to pay the few and record a 

cover of her grandfather’s song “Your Love.” And man was it amazing. She not only 

paid homage to him, but she made it her own. Her vocals were absolutely genius. I 

couldn’t believe that this girl had the nerve to doubt whether she should actually go 

to the studio or not.  

In the office one day I was playing Nina’s version of “Your Love” while we 

worked. She had left to run to the post office to mail some important documents. I 

had the music on repeat, I pressed paused when I heard knocking on the door. I 

looked up, and through he glass window I saw a tall fair completed man standing at 

the door. He was rugged looking, and from what I could tell he seemed angry. I stood 

up, straightened out my suit and walked over to open the door. I held out my hand 

and spoke. “Hello Sir, Travis Tribeca. How may I help you?” He ignored my hand a 

brushed right past me.  

“What was that music just playing?” he said in a deep and gruff voice. 

“Pardon me?” I asked. 

“That music. Wasn’t you just playing some music young man?” 

“Oh.” I walked over to my iPod. “That was my intern here. Her voice is 

amazing. She did a rendition of Your Love by Smokey Rae.” I cut the music back on 

beaming with pride of Nina. I looked back at the man and I could see rage growing in 

his face. Just when I was about to ask him who exactly was he. Nina stepped into the 

room. 



“Travis, I stopped and picked us up on some lunch on the way back,” she said. 

When she finally noticed the visitor. The bags in her hands fell to the floor.  

 

Chapter 14: Nina 

 

 My uncle was standing in Travis’s office, and my song was playing. Oh shit, 

was all I could think. Before I had a chance to say anything he was yelling. 

 “Nina what the hell is this? You recorded my daddy’s song? Did you go to a 

studio for that? Girl, say something when I’m speaking to you,” he screamed. Travis 

stopped the music. He looked like he was ready to jump to my defense, but I started 

talking before he could say anything. 

 “Unc, it wasn’t even like that. I was just fooling around and…” 

 “Fooling around? Your ass don’t have time to be ‘just fooling around.’ You 

suppose to be studying for finals and the LSAT and applying to law schools, and you 

think you have time to ‘just fool around’ in a damn studio?” 

 “Look sir,” Travis spoke up. “Don’t blame Nina. I talked her into going to the 

studio. I thought since her voice was…” My uncle redirected his attention and rage 

toward Travis. 

 “You thought? And who gives a damn what you think? Oh I see. You think 

since you’re an attorney you know what’s best for her, right? You only have her best 

interest at heart. I bet you’re the one that put that mess about termination rights in 

her head too. You just ‘think’ you know what the hell my niece should be doing with 

her life. Oh but I got the number on you buddy. I know your type. You lawyers in the 



entertainment business ain’t shit either just like the managers and record labels. 

You only look out for your best interest, and your best interest is to give the ones 

with the deeper pockets what they want. So you ‘just thought’ you would convince 

my niece that she should be getting involved with the labels and getting in the studio 

because it was in her best interest. Well Nina won’t be anywhere near that shithole 

music industry. You hear me!” 

 “With all do respect sir, I think that is Nina’s decision to make and not yours.” 

Travis responded with a little more force than I hope he intended. 

 “Who the hell do you think you talking to boy?” my uncle said as he started to 

approach Travis. I grabbed his arm and pulled him back.  

 “Unc? That’s my boss for Christ sake.” I screamed at him. 

 “Not no more he aint. You gonna quit this job and you won’t be going to that 

studio anymore that’s for damn sure.” 

 “Look sir, don’t be rash.” Travis spoke up. 

 “Boy, did I tell you to speak to me?” my uncle said with venom in his voice.  

 “No you didn’t tell me to speak to you, but one thing is for certain I’m 

nobody’s boy, and you’re Nina isn’t a girl. She is a grown woman making her own life 

choices, and whether you accept it or not she has a God-given talent. She would be a 

fool if she lets you or anyone else try to suppress it.” 

 “Bullshit.” My uncle screamed.  

 “The only thing that is bullshit is the way you try to control her. Let her be 

her own woman.” 



 “Just because she can wag her tail around this office doesn’t make her a damn 

woman.” 

 “Sir, you’re totally out of line if you’re implying…” 

 “Stop it!” I screamed. “Stop bickering.” Their full attention was now on me. 

“I’m tired of hearing what Nina is gonna do and how Nina will be crazy if she doesn’t 

do. This is my life. You get it? This isn’t your life Uncle, and I’m not your damn father. 

He was a drug addict. Singing and music didn’t consume and kill him; drugs killed 

him. He died of a drug overdose; music had nothing to do with that. It was his other 

demons that led him there. And Travis, I love music; trust me. I live, sleep and 

breathe it. But I’m not going to let anyone force me into a career in it. I don’t know 

what the hell I want to do with my life. And frankly I want my relationship with 

music to stay pure and not be muddled up by the dirtiness of the industry. What I’m 

trying to say is that neither one of you can tell me what I am to do with my life 

anymore. As of this moment, Travis, I resign. I can’t deal with all of the drama you 

and I seem to get entangled in.  

 “But, Nina.” 

“No, don’t but Nina me. I’m serious this time. I can’t deal with this anymore. And 

Unc, I need to move out. I need to be my own woman and decide for myself what I 

want, and I don’t think I can do that under your roof.” Without another word I 

walked out of the office and left both of them standing there. 

 

Chapter 15: Travis 

 



 When Nina left, things seemed to fall apart around me. She basically ran my 

office, and without her I was lost. I had not only started to be profitable with her as 

my intern, but my firm was bringing in good money. Likewise, my personal life 

wasn’t going smoothly either. My relationship with Angela had long since 

deteriorated. We had had stopped seeing each other weeks ago; however, with Nina 

no longer around I started to feel lonely for some reason. As I worked on my billable 

hours, scatter-brained, it hit me. My life wasn’t in shambles just because Nina kept 

my office together, but she also kept me together. She put me in my place like no 

other, but she was still caring and sweet. I loved Nina Rae. 

 

Chapter 16: Nina 

 

 I was sitting Indian style on my bedroom floor wearing a pair of black yoga 

pants and a pink tank top. I was packing up some knick-knacks when I heard the 

doorbell ring.  It had been a few weeks since my blow up with Travis and my Uncle. 

Things were still pretty awkward between Unc and me. So he spent more time at his 

auto shop while I spent time searching for another place to live. A girl from school 

who I had several classes with told me that her roommate had moved out, so I 

decided to take the roommate’s place on the lease.  

 Since I was the only one at home, I ran downstairs to open the door. To my 

surprise there stood Travis. 

 “Hello,” I said caught a little off guard.  

 “Hello Nina. May I come in?” he asked with pleading eyes. 



 “Sure.” I moved out the way and Travis walked into my living room. In his 

hand he was caring a guitar case, but I didn’t ask him why. “You can have a seat if 

you like.” He sat on the sofa nearest the door and I sat on a chair diagonal to him. “So 

what brings you here?”  

 “First, I want to apologize for my behavior in my office that day. I was totally 

out of line for speaking to your uncle that way and more out of line for trying to 

speak for you.” 

 “Travis, its not that big of a deal. I’m over that now.” 

 “No, Nina. It is a big deal. I though I was doing you a favor by speaking up to 

him. I just thought you were too scared to tell him how you really felt because he 

was too bull headed to listen, but all the time I was too bull headed to pay attention 

to how you really felt. I pushed you to go to the studio against your better judgment 

because I knew your voice was amazing, and I didn’t want to see your talent go to 

waste. I should have realized, however, that just because you chose not to sing 

professionally doesn’t mean that your talent is being wasted. You choose to harbor 

it for yourself, to bask in it, and enjoy it in its purest form. And I was an idiot to try to 

force you to do something else.”  

 “I really appreciate hearing that. I’m glad you understand how I feel. I 

honestly do love to sing. I’m just not sure yet if its something that I absolutely want 

to pursue just like I’m not sure about grad school or law school.” 

 “Yeah, I get that now.” He smiled that smile of his and I smiled back. “There’s 

something else too Nina.” He paused for a moment then opened up the case and 

pulled out a guitar. It was beautiful, but I didn’t know that he knew how to play. 



“One reason I believe I pushed you so much to sing is because I too have a passion 

for music that I never pursued for various reasons. Maybe I wanted to live 

vicariously through you.”  He smiled at me and looked down. “I do have something I 

want to share.”  

He started playing chords on the guitar, and quickly I recognized the melody. 

It was my grandpa’s song, “Your Love.” I closed my eyes and swayed to the music. Its 

beauty enchanted me, and then suddenly I heard a voice, raspy and beautiful, 

singing the lyrics. “Your luh-----ve girl is so so sweet. I need it girl, like the preacher 

man needs to preach. Your luh-----ve, your love girl is so so rare, I need it girl like my 

lungs need air. Your luh-----ve girl so so it. I need it girl like a fiend needs that last 

hit.” I opened my eyes and saw Travis singing my grandpa’s song. I was in total 

shock. I had no idea that he could sing, and his voice was so beautiful. Like a magnet, 

I felt drawn to him and stood up and walked over to the sofa. Travis stood up to still 

singing and looked me in the eye. “Your luh-----ve, girl your luh-----ve,” he stopped 

put his arms around my neck and pulled me into him for a kiss. And the passion in 

that kiss was more beautiful than any melody I had ever heard. 

 

Epilogue 

 

 It was a scorching hot day in July of 2015. Nina sat at a desk in her home 

office. Her unruly hair was tied back into a big messy bun, and she was wearing 

some cut off denim shorts and an oversized blouse. Travis walked into the room. He 



had on a purple Ralph Lauren polo with a pair of Ralph Lauren Khaki shorts and 

some loafers. He was grinning widely as he stood over Nina’s desk.  

 Nina and her uncle were on good terms. Both were happy because the 

termination rights of their grandfather’s copyright assignment had went into effect 

earlier in the year. They retained Travis as their attorney and he was able to secure 

the rights in all thirty-five of Smokey’s songs, and they received a lucrative contract 

with a high royalty payout with Atlantic. Moreover, they didn’t have to assign away 

the entire copyright in the new grant.   

 Nina looked up from her notes for her trademarks class when she noticed 

Travis, “Babe, what’s going on?” she asked.  

 “I have some good news.” He continued to grin. 

 “Are you going to tell me or what,” She couldn’t hide the excitement in your 

voice.” 

 “I went by Atlantic today and…” 

 “And…” she asked as she stood up. 

 “And they cut the check to your advance. My dear, you are now a paid 

recording artist!” Nina screeched and jumped into Travis’s arms. He caught her and 

swung her around before letting her down. Right as her feet touched the ground his 

lips locked around hers and they shared a deep and sultry kiss.  

 Ms. Nina Tribeca, future attorney at law, would soon be adored worldwide 

for her voice. 

 

The End 



 

 

 


