
Chapter 1 
Alan Jones hits the snooze button again. He looks 
across the bedroom and sees that his power wheelchair 
is fully charged. No more excuses. Yet, he pretends 
not to hear Selena Harris yell from down the hall. She 
has already shouted, “Get up Alan,” twice—two minutes 
apart. Nevertheless, with a devilish grin, he rebels against 
her orders by snuggling deeper under the down comforter. 
He knows that if he isn’t out of bed within two more 
minutes she’s going to employ a dramatic tactic. But, he 
always looks forward to her “consequences.” 
Selena glides into his bedroom, strips off the comforter 
and top-sheet, and gives his bare bottom five firm 
swats. “If I didn’t know any better, I could swear that you 
like getting spanked.” She says with a hint of amusement. 
“Now, enough fooling around! It’s Monday! You’re going 
to be late for work!” 
As he soaks in a feeling of warmth in his soul, he smiles 
and says, “Yes ma’am.” 
Unlike most people, Alan Jones doesn’t abhor Mondays. 
Monday, is the start of a new week. And, another chance 
to prove his worth to a society that frowns upon individuals 
who don’t fit. And, by no fault of his own, his Cerebral 
Palsy and power wheelchair make him stand out like an 
orchid in a rose garden. Orchids can be beautiful in their 
own right. But, nobody expects to come across one in a 
homogeneous field of roses. 
He has worked at P & N Networking Solutions in 
downtown Los Angeles since graduating college eighteen 
years ago. Beginning as a junior programming intern and 
slowly climbing the ladder to his present position of senior 
systems analyst. Now, at age forty, he enjoys the perks of 
being one of the top analysts in the city. Being on call 
twenty-four seven is a pain in the ass; however, he takes 
pride that his company covets his skills and experience. 
Selena, Alan’s attendant, chauffeurs him in his liftvan 
to his office five days a week. Despite just turning 
25, she’s been helping him for the past six years—doing 
everything he needs and more. From assisting with showering 



and changing to cooking, feeding, and cleaning— 
she has become an invaluable person in his life. And, over 
these years, he watched her blossom from a shy, bookish, 
socially awkward girl to a wise, confident, and beautiful 
woman who seems to have life, and Alan, all figured out. 
On this particular day, she senses an uneasiness disturbing 
his mind. 
“Do you want to talk about it?” She inquires. 
“Huh? What are you talking about?” He can’t fathom 
that she could know that something is amiss. 
“Oh Alan, you’re funny, I can read you like a cheap 
scandal rag.” She giggles. 
After all these years, Selena’s acute awareness of Alan’s 
innermost thoughts and feelings remains an unsolvable 
puzzle to him. The only other person who understood 
him this well was his late mother. He takes pride in using 
practiced facades in the presence of joy or adversity. 
Selena, however, is one of those pure, incorruptible souls 
who innately sees the truth through a firewall of lies. 
“Well, I have a big presentation before the board today 
and I know that they’re not going to like my report,” he 
looks away. 
“Why?” 
“They wanted me to implement drastic structural 
changes to a new system three hours before it went online,” 
he laments, “And, I don’t know how to tell noncomputer 
people that those kinds of modifications take at 
least a week.” 
“Well, why don’t you start slow and break the problem 
up into small, manageable chunks that a non-techie person 
can digest. Then, make a simple comparison that they 
can relate to like a teacher would for a class.” 
“That sounds good in theory, but these people aren’t 
interested in theories—just results,” he pauses, “I don’t 
suppose that you can give me an example of your idea?” 
She hums before replying, “Okay, let’s say you go to 
a classy restaurant that has valet parking, waiters wearing 
formal attire, and white table linens.” She waits for that 
scene to soak in, “Now, let’s say that after meticulously 
reading the menu, you tell your waiter that you want 
lobster tail-” 
“Alright,” he acknowledges, “I think I know where 
you’re going—continue please.” 



“Okay, where was I before I was so rudely interrupted?” 
She feigns annoyance for several seconds before easing 
into a subtle coquettish grin, “So, about ten minutes 
after your waiter puts in the order for lobster tail, you 
call him over and say that you changed your mind, and 
now you want filet mignon instead.” She changes lanes. 
“As a customer, at a high-end restaurant, you understand 
that when you change an order it restarts the clock on 
the cooking process. You don’t patron that kind of eatery 
for fast food. You go there for a high-quality dining experience, 
and great things take a little more time and are 
worth the wait.” 
Unbelievable, how can someone, her age, have that 
kind of insight? He muses to himself while staring at her 
in amazement. But, her aptitude to problem solve wasn’t 
what he finds puzzling. She had proven herself time and 
again to be a quick diagnostician and fixer of a myriad of 
issues during her time in Alan’s employ. No, what blows 
him away, is that—even after all these years of her demonstrating 
these abilities—her keen insights often left him 
awestruck. 
She continues, “So, just remember to slow down, and 
methodically explain all of your points. Break it down and 
keep it simple.” She rubs his left thigh. 
The sensation of her delicate hand trying to soothe 
him makes his body go limp. He finds her nearly irresistible 
whenever she mixes a cup of wisdom with a pinch 
of compassion. It takes every ounce of his rational mind 
not to shout, “I love you Selena!” But, he lives in the real 
world. About ten minutes before arriving at his company, 
while temporarily stuck in a traffic jam, she catches him 
giving her svelte, exotic, dark olive-skinned body a long, 
admiring gaze. 
“Alan, do I have to slap you?” Her flowing brown 
shiny hair flies to the left as she gives him a fiery glare 
before laughing. 
“I… I’m sorry, “ he stutters, ”I’d like to ask a question 
but I don’t know if it’s appropriate.” 
“Well, I’ll tell you what, why don’t you ask me and let 
me decide.” 
“Okay, um, I find you very unique and special compared 
to most young people.” 
“Thank you, but that’s not your question.” 



“Alright,” he fidgets, “usually, I can figure out a person’s 
general heritage in terms of their ethnic background.” He 
chickens out. “Oh, forget it...” He looks away. 
“Alan Jones, if you don’t ask me the question that you 
want to ask, it’ll show me that you don’t respect my ability 
to answer your question like an adult!” She shouts. “And, 
I’ll do anything you need. But, if you intentionally show 
me disrespect, I will slap you for real, and you’ll go into 
your meeting with a red cheek.” Her normally placid orbs 
emit an icy piercing stab to his soul, “Now, what do you 
want to know?” 
Selena has just shown Alan a side of herself that he’d 
never seen. Until now, she always engaged him with professionalism, 
grace, and civility. So, he feels frustrated for upsetting this sweet  
young lady. However, seeing her angry 
side stirs a strange blend of tingling warmth and discomfort 
within him, “I’m just wondering what your ethnicity 
is?” He blushes. 
“That’s an interesting question.” She has no problem 
with his inquiry, but for some reason, she is tickled by 
his apprehension and decides to have a little fun before 
answering. “Why would you ask me that?” She says with 
a stern face. 
“I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have brought it up.” His voice 
cracks, “Now, I’ve upset you, and if you knew how I feel 
about you...” 
“Oh Alan,” she chuckles to prevent an awkward situation, 
“you’re so easy to tease sometimes. I’ll gladly tell you 
about my ethnicity but you might need a notepad.” 
“That’s okay, I’ll try to keep up.” 
“I’m part Caucasian, African-American, Native 
American, Guatemalan, and Belizean. Also, I may have 
some Portuguese blood but I’m not sure about that.” She 
beams like a cheesier cat. 
“Wow!” He exclaims, “How could a young lady be 
both wise and beautiful?” 
He lets his guard down with a boyish, shy smile that 
reveals his affection for her. Then, he snaps out of it while 
attempting to rephrase what he meant her ears to hear, 
“What I really meant to say is that compared to other 
young, and not so young, people that I’ve met—during 
my lifetime, you’re way ahead of the game.” He looks at 
her. “And, your advanced maturity will serve you very 



well.” He turns away while blushing in hopes that she 
won’t focus on his slip. 
Like rays of a new day’s sunrise falling upon land after 
a cool night, Selena feels Alan’s heart reaching out and 
warming her soul. For a few months now, she sensed his 
gratitude blossom into something much deeper. But, 
whenever those thoughts seeped in, she’d always find a 
“logical” reason to dismiss them. She’d blame her over-active 
romantic imagination or her limited experience with 
men. In any case, she now must take the most responsible 
course of action. So, she chooses to ignore his temporary 
lapse in social decorum while responding to an obvious 
attempt to camouflage his faux pas. 
“Well, I like to act as responsibly as I can. But, I have 
to give my mom and dad all of the credit. They raised me 
and taught me to have a proper perspective on things.” She 
pauses, “I know that the universe doesn’t revolve around 
me, I feel joy when I can contribute. And, I’m honored to 
help a wonderful person like you Alan.” Her voice stays 
calm and unwavering as her eyes hug him. 
“I don’t know Selena.” He shrugs. “When I was your 
age, I didn’t have the ability to see beyond my own wants 
and needs. And I think that my friends were the same way. 
Heck, sometimes it was all I could do to stay motivated 
and get my lazy butt up to go to work.” He snickers. “I 
admire your attitude.” 
“But, Alan, while I appreciate the compliment, it’s unfair 
to measure how you were at twenty-five to how I conduct 
myself now—at that same age.” 
“Why?” 
“Every person is born into their own unique set of 
circumstances and challenges. You once told me that your 
mom never let you use your disability as an excuse.” She 
looks in the rear-view mirror. “But, even though I don’t 
feel sorry for you, I’m very aware of the severe obstacles 
that you’ve overcome and continue to tackle without hesitation.” 
She puts on her turn signal. “Alan, I honestly don’t 
think that I’d be the same person I am now if I had to deal 
with your life experiences.” 
Somehow, someway, she always knew the perfect thing 
to say. Whether he needed reassurance, a sounding board, 
or even an occasional light scolding when he got down 
on himself—her words made an impression on him. Yes, 



although Selena works for Alan, and is fifteen years his 
junior, she knows that he yearns for maternal type care 
and compassion. And, truth be told, he is happy that she 
shows that she cares for him by going beyond her official 
duties—even if it means sitting through a lecture now and 
then. 
Selena enters P & N Solutions underground parking 
garage and pulls the van into Alan’s designated space. 
After putting the van in park, she pushes a special button 
on the dashboard which causes the side door to open and 
a ramp to unfold. She unbuckles his seat belt then places 
her hands on either side of his torso as he transfers himself 
from the car seat to the wheelchair. Then, he descends the 
ramp until his wheelchair touches solid concrete. 
After closing the van back up, she squats in front of 
him while straightening his tie. “Now, you look at me, 
look at me,” she coos, “you’re going to do great today with 
the presentation! Just remember what I told you and keep 
simplifying the information until they get it.” She stands 
up and puts his briefcase in his wheelchair bag. “And, stay 
focused and confident. You’re the expert. They need your 
guidance.” 
She leans into him, giving him a hug while kissing his 
right cheek. “That’s a special kiss just for today to help you 
relax—don’t get used to it.” She giggles, “Have a great day, 
I’ll pick you up at five. See you then.” 
He smiles, nods, then turns and rolls towards the company’s 
doors shocked but happy. Facing an angry board 
now seems like child’s play. He’ll try not to touch his right 
cheek for the rest of the day. 


