Pl unk. The uni que sound of Reid Cark’ s golf bal
hitting the bottomof the cup was, w thout question, the
nost satisfying sound he could hear. But in this case, he
had to settle for the roar of the massive crowd as he sunk
his 12-foot putt, winning his sixth PGA tournament this
season. The intense pl easure, undeni ably the best high a
prof essi onal gol fer can experience, was surging through
Rei d.

Another win in his pocket, another cool mllion in his
bank account. No |onger was noney the goal. Now it was the
win, only the wn. The adrenaline rush was all consum ng.

After the trophy presentation, Reid wanted to get back
to the hotel. He quickly changed in the | ocker room doing
his best to avoid the press and the crowds. Not hing
irritated himnore than caneras flashing in his face.

He made it all the way to the parking |lot before a
paparazzo junped out from between the cars, alnost hitting
Reid with his I ens before snapping his picture. Enraged,
Rei d reached out, snatched the canmera and | aunched it over
hi s shoul der. The phot ographer watched in horror as his
canera smashed onto the pavenent.

Consunmed with fury, Reid pushed the paparazzo. “Maybe
next time you'll stay a little further away.”

“Who the hell do you think you are?” yelled the
phot ographer as he returned Reid s shove.

As Reid wound up to hit the guy, his armwas grabbed at

the top of his backsw ng.



Holding Reid’s armin his vice-like grip, Buck G een,
Reid’ s agent, nmuttered, “Down, boy! Wil k away now ”

It took a nonent, but Reid drew a lung-filling breath
and slowly let it escape through his nose. Al the while,
his eyes were fixated on the paparazzo in an evil stare. He
turned abruptly and wal ked away with Buck to their car.

“Man, you certainly know how to ruin a good day, don’'t
you?” Buck seet hed.

“Fuck you. You know, sonetinmes you're just |ike ny
not her, you don’t know when to stop.”

“You bastard! | just saved your ass from anot her
probable |aw suit, and this is the thanks | get?”

“Why can’t the paparazzi just stay out of ny way?”

“Because it’s their job, and you need to smarten up and
get used to it already.” Buck turned to | ook around. “I only

hope no one saw it this tinme. Let’'s get out of here.”

#

Several hours later, the bright flash of the canera in
Reid's face was nore than he could tolerate. He reached out,
gr abbed the paparazzo’s canera and tossed it over his
shoul der. Seei ng the photographer’s eyes quickly grow w de,
he turned in time to see the canera smash through the
w ndshi el d of a passing Rolls Royce.

Reid woke with a start. Damm! he thought. Dé a vu in a
dream how strange. The dreans had been haunting Reid for a
couple of nonths. Lately, after waking abruptly froma bad

dream he would lie in bed analyzing it, trying to figure



out what was bothering him He had a constant naggi ng
feeling that sonmething terrible was going to happen. He
searched his nenory for past events that could be haunting
hi s subconscious. It had to be that anonynous e-nmail sent to
the Inner City Sports Foundation (I CSF), a charitable
foundation Reid and Buck had started. It read “I CSF has a
new neaning - | can see a fatality.” The e-mail had been
decl ared a hoax by The Internet Fraud Conplaint Center.
Everyone but Reid had been able to forget about it; he felt
personal ly threatened, and the feeling wouldn’'t go away. It
wasn’'t just the nightmares; his typically high stress |eve
was becom ng unbearable at tinmes. Hi s tol erance of even
small irritations, which was normally m nimal, had
practically dissol ved.

He | ooked at the clock: 4 a.m Hi s sleep had been
restless; he was overflowing with anxiety. It was a travel
day. He had to be at the airport by 5:30, which neant
| eaving the hotel by 5. Wiat a life, he thought. Wy is
everyone so envious of the golfer’s life? It’s not fun! In
fact, he contenplated quitting every day. (The word that
peopl e used was retiring, but he knew better). The next
t hing he knew, his phone was ringing and soneone was bangi ng
on his door.

Damm, he thought. *“Ckay, okay, |I'mup,” he yelled. Buck
just kept knocking until Reid opened the door.

“Good norning, bright eyes,” Buck grunmbled with an
irritated look. “Read it and weep,” he said, forcing a

bundl ed newspaper into Reid s chest as he pushed by himinto



the suite and sat on a bar stool. “Sit down and listen to
this call.”

Buck’s dom nant air annoyed Reid. He thought, How
early did he wake up? W were both out partying until 1
a.m, and here he is showered, shaved and i nmuacul ately
dressed in pressed slacks and a bl azer. Even the shine from
Buck’s bal d head, dianond stud earring and bright white
teeth were too nmuch for Reid to handle in his barely
awakened state. At |east the cigar in Buck’s hand was
unlit.

Wth a deep breath Reid held back his anger, watching
curiously as Buck pushed the buttons on his cell phone, then
held it to his ear. Reid could hear the ring of the phone
from where he sat on the couch

“H Jay, it’s Buck, sorry to wake you so early. Listen
| don’t nmean to be rude, but | don't have tinme for chit-
chat. W got another e-mail threat last night and 1'd |ike
you to check it out. This one gets a little personal. Now
they're threatening ne and Reid. Hold on and I'Il read it to
you.” Buck lifted a piece of hotel note paper and read:

“Renmenber ny last e-mail, you know, the one that
said ICSF neans | can see a fatality? Wll, let’s
add two nore new neani ngs; REID now neans - Reid’' s
life will soon End I n Death, and the new neaning for
BUCK is - Buck Utimately Can be Killed. Are you
guys sweating yet? Am | ruining your day, gentlenen?
Ahh, revenge is soo sweet. Good |uck in Augusta

boys.



#
Buck |istened, then spoke again. “Yeah, I"'mwith Reid
now. We’re heading down to Augusta in a little while. W

have an endorsenent neeting, then of course the Masters..

Great, thanks Jay. I’'ll be waiting for your call...
Alright, you too. I'll have Cathy Biggers forward you the e-
mail. She’'s our e-mail adm nistrator. Evaluating every

nmessage we receive has becone a full tinme job for her and an
assistant...l know, but we have no choice. I'll talk to you
soon. ‘Bye.”

Reid slowy shook his head and said, “Geat, just what
| need, nore stress. As if finalizing the endorsenent deal
and the Masters weren’'t enough? Now another threat!”

“Put it out of your mnd for now,” Buck said as he
stood up. “It’s nothing.”

“I'f it’s nothing, why did you call Jay Scott?”

“Because | run everything by him He's a good friend
and the best private investigator in the country. He'll
clear this up quickly. W’ Il be fine. Let it go.”

Reid crossed his arnms and |l et out a sigh.

“Go get ready and neet ne out front at the lino in an
hour.” Buck spun on his heels and wal ked out.

The phone was ringing again. Reid knew Buddy, his
caddi e, would continue to call until he answered it. On
edge, he lifted the receiver and barked, “1I’mup, |’ mup.
"Il see you in Augusta.”

He sl ammed down the phone and threw t he newspaper on

the coffee table. The naggi ng ache that had been in the back



of his mnd was now consum ng him Buck was totally
irritating, but he also was right; Reid had to put the e-
mai |l out of his mnd. This stuff happens to top athletes and
celebrities all the time, right? Still, as a very successful
PGA gol fer, having been on the tour for six years now, he
was at the top of his gane with earnings nore than $30
mllion and endorsenment contracts topping $40 mllion. He
had al ready won six tournanments this season and was favored
by many to win the Masters. Wiy, then, was he so worried? If
Buck could dismss the e-mails so easily, why couldn’t he?

After showering and dressing, he grabbed a conb and ran
it through his wavy dirty-blond hair. No matter how often he
conbed his hair, it always had that w ndbl own | ook. As he
| ooked in the mrror, his crystal-blue eyes gazed back. He
| aughed at what he saw. Sun bronzed skin, strong chisel ed
cheekbones, tall |ean 210-pound body with a tight washboard
gut. He had the body of soneone who worked out every day,
when, in reality, all he did were a few occasi onal sit-ups.

Wnen were attracted to his rugged good | ooks. Hi s fane
and fortune probably hel ped, but he knew he coul d make wonen
melt with his grin alone. Magazines had |isted himas one of
the sexiest men in the world. While he enjoyed the conpany
of beautiful wonen, he felt they were a distraction to his
career. He had tine in his life for only one obsession.

Wt hout conplete devotion and concentration, his gane
could fall apart. Until recently, he had never stayed | oyal
to any woman. He had broken many hearts and left a trail of

angry, scorned ex-lovers in his path. In fact, the jury was



still out on his current girlfriend, Jennifer. Everyone el se
seened convi nced she was a golddigger. Only after the press
ran a few stories about her extreme shopping sprees did he
begin to agree. He wanted to believe she actually |iked him
nore than his noney, but it was getting nore difficult every
day.

He gl anced at the clock; he still had 20 m nutes. He
pi cked up the newspaper with a little apprehension,
wonderi ng what Buck neant when he said, “Read it and weep.”
He | eafed through the paper until he arrived at the sports
section. Hs entire body tensed as he saw a quarter page
pi cture of yesterday’'s scuffle with the photographer.
“Shit,” he seethed through gritted teeth. He wal ked to the
recliner, fell back and read:

W1l he never |earn? PGA tour |eader, Reid d ark,
once again, proves his nicknane, The Bad Boy of Colf,
is right on the noney. H's unprovoked assault of Post
phot ographer, WIIl Mendel son, was the |ast straw.

Rei d chuckl ed. “Unprovoked, who are they ki ddi ng?” He

conti nued readi ng:

It is alnost |aughable that instead of a single |awsuit
against M. Cark, we could probably start a cl ass
action suit. M. Cark seens to think it’s funny when
he attacks unsuspecting reporters and caneranen, often
destroying their expensive equipnent. Hi s abuse is
often directed at other players on the tour, caddies,
fans, girlfriends and the |ist goes on and on. M.

Clark’s sexy | ooks and great athletic ability may earn



himtitles and noney, but they do not earn himthe

right to abuse others. M. Cark s one downfall, his

uncontrol | abl e tenper, mght eventually rip apart the
enpire he and his agent, Buck G een, have built. Good
| uck, Buck!

Rei d sighed as he finished. Geat, he thought. E-mai
threats, bad press, what’'s next? This should make ny day
with Buck lots of fun. As much as he wanted to deny it, he
knew the story was correct. Hi s tenper had been a probl em
ever since the death of his father when Reid was a kid. The
medi a t ook advantage of his outbursts, never hesitating to
play themup in the news.

Everyone who cared about Reid, especially Buck, pleaded
with himto exercise nore self-control. The PGA had al ready
war ned himthat another incident m ght jeopardize his
eligibility.

Usual Iy, Buck could spin even bad publicity into
profits, but not this time. This article could destroy
their endorsenent negotiations wth Eagle |ater today.

He checked his watch. Tinme to go, he thought. Better
not keep Buck waiting. | don’'t want to add fuel to the
firestorm|’ malready going to get from him

On his way out of the room he thought about his
relationship with Buck. As far as agents were concerned,
Buck was the best of the best. Their friendship had grown
over the years, as did their bank accounts. They had a
mutual admration for each other’s strengths. But, although

they usually enjoyed the tinme they spent together, their



relationship frequently was strai ned because they
ant agoni zed one another. Buck was sick and tired of Reid s
chil di sh behavior. He was worried that Reid would bring on
a damagi ng | awsuit, or worse yet, get kicked off the tour.
Reid was fed up with Buck’s constant hen-pecking. He’'d had
enough of that fromhis nother while grow ng up. Sonetines
he actual |y wondered whet her or not Buck really cared about
himat all or was only concerned with the noney. Aside from
their agent-client relationship, they were also partners in
various business ventures.

They had becone a uni que W nni ng team over the past

four years.



