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Public Image, Private Hell

Dallas loved its Mayor, and the Mayor loved his city. But tonight, standing on the steps of City Hall in his signature cowboy hat, a crisp button-down shirt tucked into worn-in jeans, and a belt buckle big enough to be seen from the front row, Gregory “Big Tex” Thomas was barely holding it together.

The applause rolled in like waves, crashing over the plaza as the mayor stepped to the podium. He scanned the crowd—voters, media, campaign volunteers, church leaders, and old heads from South Oak Cliff who remembered him before the title. He spotted Corrina Velasquez just off to the side, her honey-brown eyes watching him with the precision of someone who didn’t just work for him—but believed in him.

He cleared his throat and grabbed the mic. His voice was steady, but his soul was trembling.

“Dallas,” he began, “we’ve built something beautiful together. But this city—our city—ain’t finished growing yet. And neither am I.”

Another wave of applause. But all he could think about was Keisha.

Just six hours ago, he’d found her laid out in the bathroom of a seedy motel on MLK. The staff called him—not the police, not an ambulance. Him. Because even the streets knew: Keisha wasn’t just another dope fiend. She was the First Lady of Dallas. And Big Tex was still madly in love with her, no matter how many times she broke his heart and dragged their family through the gutter.

He had cleaned her up, wrapped her trembling frame in a blanket, whispered words she didn’t hear, and drove her straight to a private detox clinic outside Cedar Hill. Again.

Gregory inhaled slowly, letting the sound of the city calm him. Dallas had always been loud, brash, full of hustle and hope. That noise had once made him feel invincible. Now, it just reminded him how much he had to lose.

In the front row, Kylie and Kendall sat with Brandon, their Uncle B, dressed in matching denim jackets and pink cowgirl boots. Corrina knelt beside them, smiling softly, tucking a curl behind Kendall’s ear. She was everything Keisha used to be—stable, warm, dependable. But she wasn’t his wife. And he hadn’t crossed that line. Yet.

Greg tightened his grip on the mic.

“This campaign ain’t about politics,” he said, looking straight into the camera lens. “It’s about people. It’s about fighting for the folks nobody else will. It’s about standing firm—even when your world’s falling apart.”

Behind him, a giant campaign banner read:

“THE MAYOR WE TRUST. THE COWBOY WE NEED.”

Cameras flashed, but the Mayor didn’t blink.

He wasn’t just talking to Dallas. He was talking to Keisha. To God. To himself.

Because part of him still believed that love could save her. That loyalty wasn’t weakness. That standing by someone, even when they couldn’t stand on their own, still meant something in this cold-ass world.

The applause crescendoed. The chants began:

“BIG TEX! BIG TEX! BIG TEX!”

And yet, all he felt was hollow.

Later that night, after the cameras were gone and the speeches wrapped, Greg sat alone in his truck, parked on a hill that overlooked the Dallas skyline. He took off his cowboy hat and stared at the twinkling lights. His phone buzzed—Corrina texting to say the girls were asleep, and she was staying the night on the guest couch like always.

Keisha hadn’t called. No updates from the clinic. Just silence.

He closed his eyes and whispered a prayer to a God he wasn’t sure still listened.

“Help me keep her alive, Lord. Help me keep myself alive through this.”

Then he slid the hat back on his head, exhaled deeply, and started the engine.

Tomorrow would be another fight. But Gregory “Big Tex” Thomas didn’t back down from fights.

Not for Dallas.

Not for Keisha.

Not for love.
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Ghosts of the Preston Hollow House

The long driveway curled through manicured hedges and iron gates like a private road to royalty. Preston Hollow didn’t just whisper wealth—it broadcasted it, with sprawling estates, imported stone facades, and custom gates that cost more than most people’s homes. But none of that mattered to Big Tex tonight.

He pulled his F-250 into the garage and cut the engine. For a long moment, he sat there in silence, the soft ticking of the cooling engine the only sound. His hands gripped the steering wheel tighter than necessary, veins bulging across knuckles that still carried the weight of the streets he’d come from.

From the outside, the Thomas home looked like perfection. The kind of place designed for campaign photo ops and magazine spreads—four-car garage, marble columns, balconies that overlooked the city lights. Inside, it was beautiful too. Except for the pain that lingered in every room Keisha had ever cried in, every hallway she’d once stumbled through on heroin legs.

Gregory stepped into the kitchen through the side door. The scent of jasmine candles filled the air—Corrina’s touch. The dim undercabinet lights glowed against granite counters. Everything was clean, calm, in place. Like it always was when Corrina was here.

But it felt hollow.

He slipped off his boots, lined them up beside the island, and made his way through the house in stocking feet. Every painting, every family photo, was curated for the image: husband, father, leader. Only a few frames hinted at the chaos they were trying to hide.

He reached the hallway near the kids’ room and paused.

Their nightlight cast a soft glow across the open doorway. Inside, six-year-old Kylie slept with a book on her chest—The Day I Became Mayor—something her teacher had gifted her after Greg’s last school visit. Her little sister Kendall was curled up beneath the covers, holding her worn plush cowgirl doll, the one Keisha used to pretend was her “mini-me” before the nodding spells and mood swings took over.

Greg stepped inside just far enough to watch them breathe. The rise and fall of their chests. The innocence. The peace. He fought the lump rising in his throat and gently pulled the book from Kylie’s chest, tucking it under her pillow.

“You’re doin’ good, girls,” he whispered. “Daddy’s got y’all.”

He stood there for another beat, just long enough to say a silent prayer, then turned to leave.

Corrina Velasquez was waiting in the hallway.

Still dressed in her slacks and cream blouse, barefoot now, her curly hair let down from its usual bun. In her hands—two glasses of warm tea.

“You looked like you needed something,” she said quietly, offering him one.

He accepted it with a soft nod, then motioned for her to walk with him. They moved to the sitting room at the back of the house, where the floor-to-ceiling windows opened to a moonlit view of the garden patio and koi pond. Corrina folded herself into one of the leather armchairs. Greg remained standing, looking out at the night.

“She went quiet again,” he said, voice gravelly. “Not answering. Not texting. Clinic says she’s ‘uncooperative.’ Whatever that means.”

“It means she’s still hurting,” Corrina replied. “Still running from something.”

“She’s got everything,” he snapped, spinning to face her. “This house. These girls. Me. And she throws it all away every time she shoots up.”

Corrina didn’t flinch. She never did.

“I know,” she said softly. “But pain don’t care about square footage or campaign endorsements.”

Greg sat across from her, burying his face in his hands. “How long do I keep holding on, Cori? How long do I keep tellin’ myself that love is gonna be enough?”

There it was. The real question.

Corrina took a sip of tea. Then leaned forward, her voice steady but warm. “You love her because she was your first. Your storm and your calm. But you’re dying inside, Greg. You can’t pour from an empty cup.”

He looked at her. Really looked. And for a split second, the world faded—just him and her and the quiet truth hanging in the air. He saw how she looked at him—not with pity, but with longing and loyalty. She loved him, even if she’d never said it.

But he looked away.

“I made vows,” he said. “And I ain’t breakin’ ‘em. Not now. Not ever.”

Corrina nodded slowly, eyes glistening. “I know. That’s why I’m still here. Playing my position.”

They sat in silence, drinking their tea. Outside, the wind stirred the rose bushes Keisha had planted during her last clean streak. A single petal drifted to the patio floor, unnoticed by anyone but the moon.

Greg stood up first.

“Thanks for takin’ care of the girls.”

“Always,” she replied. “They love you. So do I.”

He froze for half a second. Then gave a tight nod and walked upstairs.

Corrina sat alone in the glow of the garden lights, fighting tears she refused to shed.

Upstairs, Greg lay beside two sleeping daughters and stared at the ceiling, wondering if love—real love—meant losing yourself to save somebody else.

And if it did, how much more of himself could he afford to give?
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A Cowboy in City Hall

By 6:45 a.m., the first floor of Dallas City Hall was already buzzing, but not because of routine governance. Today, the halls echoed with rumors, political whispers, and shaky hands gripping coffee cups tighter than usual.

And at the center of it all?

Gregory “Big Tex” Thomas, the Black cowboy mayor with a heart full of war.

He stepped out of the back entrance of his F-250, Stetson already on, black button-down shirt neatly tucked into dark denim jeans, boots polished but worn. His belt buckle, heavy and golden, caught the light like a badge of honor—one he’d earned the hard way.

The door opened before he knocked.

“You’re early,” Brandon said, walking toward him with a tablet in hand and a slight limp in his step—a remnant from their younger days when Dallas offered more bullets than ballots.
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