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   Dedication –
 
   For my readers. Without you, I wouldn’t have made it this far.
 
   


 
   
 
  



  
 
   If grass can grow through cement, love can find you at every time in your life.
 
   ~Cher
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Foreward
 
   Oh, how I love the Beautiful Series. It started off as a single story by a girl who wanted to write something a little non-traditional. I had no idea it would become what it is today. 
 
   I have to say, that I really enjoyed writing about Marcus's journey, he went from cocky rock star to a man with a heart and I found myself really liking him – even loving him.
 
   I also love Lisa, she has a fun personality and gives Marcus a good run for his money. And Perry… well… I’m just going to let you meet him for yourself. 
 
     
 
   Happy Reading
 
   Lilliana xoxox
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Prologue
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
    
 
   “We’re chatting with the man of the moment, Marcus Bailey, on the eve of his world tour. Welcome Marcus. Thanks for coming on the show,” the young blonde video DJ says from across me. I have no idea what her name is, or who she works for. I’ve just been sitting in this chair for hours, answering the same fucking questions over and over again. I wish they would just film me and insert themselves in editing – Get it done in twenty minutes. Easy. 
 
   Despite feeling sick of sitting here, I put on my game face and smile broadly at the young lady. She’s pretty fucking hot actually - long slim, tan legs, poking out of a tube of orange fabric that’s been squeezed over her very curvaceous body to be a dress. She’s wearing those spike heeled ankle boots that all the girls seem to be wearing these days. She’s my last interview, so I might see if she’s up for it when the cameras are off. 
 
    “Any time,” I say to her smiling. 
 
   “Now tell us about this crazy whirlwind you’ve been on since you left your brother’s band Matiari?” 
 
   “Yeah, it’s been a real trip. I kind of thought my music career would be over after that. But you never know what people are going to love, do you?” 
 
   “Well, it was a very public way to break up with your band wasn’t it?” 
 
   “It was,” I agree, still smiling. 
 
   “For those watching who don’t know the story, you can go to our website where you’ll find a link for the YouTube video of Marcus’s very emotional rendition of ‘Weighted’. He chose the song specifically to send a public message to Naomi Prendergast, the band’s violinist after she chose to become romantically involved with Marcus’s brother, Theo Bailey, who is now Matiari’s front man.
 
   “Now, that video, catapulted Marcus into the international spotlight, earning him appearances on countless TV shows, as well as his own recording contract. So it’s well worth a look.” She turns back from looking at the camera and focuses again on me. 
 
   “So Marcus, I’ve been listening to your new album On the Other Side, and I have to wonder if the song titled ‘he’ll never be me’, is a direct response to the official announcement of Theo and Naomi’s engagement?” 
 
   “Ah, maybe,” I laugh. “Am I that obvious?” 
 
   “A little,” she laughs in return, flicking her hair slightly as her eyes drift down the length of me. My smile broadens; I know I’ve got her. 
 
   “The truth is, I had my heart broken that day, and the best way for me to deal with that pain is through my music,” I tell her, a sombre expression placed upon my face. Like I said, I’ve done this before. It’s all just an act now. 
 
   “I completely understand,” she sympathises, nodding her head as she makes eye contact with me.  
 
   “Listen. This is actually hard for me to talk about, do you mind if we move onto something else?”
 
   “Of course. Tell me all about your tour. How many shows and how long will you be travelling?” she asks, her eyes filled with sympathy for my broken heart… 
 
   ***
 
   “Oh god! Don’t stop! Don’t stop!” she yells, as I pound into her, slamming myself inside her, harder and harder as her body thumps up against the dressing room mirror. 
 
   I used to think it was easy getting girls into bed before, but add the word ‘heartbroken’ to ‘musician’ and you’ve struck gold. Panties just fall to the ground as they all line up to be that one that turns my head and teaches me to love again. 
 
   But no matter what they do, or how kinky they get, I’m not going to be that stupid again. Falling in love was the stupidest thing I’ve ever done. Fucked if I’m ever going to do that again. 
 
   There is a huge line of girls lining up around the globe, begging to share my bed. I’m never going to be lonely again. I’m a rock star now – I don’t need love.
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  



 Chapter 1
 
    
 
   one year later…
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
    
 
   I’m a rock star… 
 
   I remember that being this great idea that meant all of my dreams would become a reality. I could click my fingers, and anything I want would appear in front of me. Being obscenely famous is as close to magic as you can get. 
 
   The problem is, it’s lonely as fuck. 
 
   I’ve just spent two years travelling both Australia and the world, singing to audiences in every country imaginable. I’ve fucked more girls than I can possibly count. Done everything I’ve ever wanted to do, and a whole bunch of shit I didn’t even know existed. 
 
   I basked in the adoration of my fans. Let all of my values just slip away until I was the quintessential famous dickwad that I am today. 
 
   Now, I’m not even sure I’m ok with looking at myself in the mirror. 
 
   I used to have friends. I used to have family. I even thought I was in love once… Now, all I have are hangers on, and staff who are paid to nod their heads and make sure I’m happy. 
 
   But I’m not. I’m not happy at all. 
 
   I think back to where all this started, to that fucking video when I threw a tantrum on stage because I wanted the girl my brother had. I thought I loved her. At the time, I really did. But now I know it wasn’t love. Love is something I’ve never experienced in my whole over the top, gregarious life. Hell, I don’t even love myself. I’m sick of seeing my face plastered around. I’m sick of hearing my name chanted out loud. I’m sick of my own voice. 
 
   I need a break, and now that I'm finally back home where I started, I’m hoping that it won’t be long before I get that. Maybe I’ll pretend to be a normal person for a while. It’s amazing how many people believe me when I deny being me…
 
   Although, right now, being normal is only a dream for me. There’s still a good month of work left to do on my current album, and it won’t be long before we’re moving into production of the next one. 
 
   But for now, I’m home. I’m in Sydney and I’m putting on an ‘invite only’ acoustic show, before we do the big public concert to celebrate the end of my tour.  I’m actually looking forward to this one. The people coming aren’t going to be screaming fans who throw underwear at me. 
 
   There will be me, my guitar, and a couple of band members. No fancy lights, no filtered sounds – just me and my raw sound. It’s the way it should be. 
 
   There’s a buzz filtering through the audience as they murmur to each other, while I walk on stage and set myself up. I keep my head down and focus on what I'm doing. This is the first time I've done one of these unplugged shows. 
 
   Even though I expected it to be quieter than a normal show, the reverence of the audience is a little disconcerting. I expected at least a little noise. This quiet… it's surreal.
 
   For the first time in two years, I'm surprisingly nervous.
 
   The light shines in my face as I look up to greet my audience, and I need to shield my eyes as I lean into to the microphone to speak. "Welcome. I can't tell you all how glad I am to be back home. Tonight's very special. As well as playing some favourites, I'll be singing some of the new material I've been working on. Hopefully you're all going to like it."
 
   I briefly introduce the band and backing vocalists that are accompanying me tonight before launching into one of my most popular songs, ‘He’ll Never Be Me.’ I’ve sung it so many times now that it doesn’t seem to have the meaning it originally had when I wrote it. I was angry back then. My brother, Theo, and my ex-bandmate, Naomi, had just gotten engaged. It was when I was still hung up on her, thinking that what we had was love, even though I know now that it was just a bit of an infatuation on my part. But, at the time, I hated them for it. I hated that they were so happy. 
 
   They say that success is revenge. I’ve had plenty of it. Far more than they ever could. When I used to sing this song, I felt like it was this huge middle finger that I was sticking up at them. I’m not sure it ever made me feel vindicated though… and now when I sing it, I just feel hollow. 
 
   This song is only my voice and my guitar. Normally we use a piano and some extra vocal harmonies. But for the acoustic version, it’s all me. 
 
   The room is silent as I sing.
 
    
 
   When you come
 
   I’m sure it’s my face you see
 
   You don’t belong with him
 
   You know you belong with me
 
    
 
   While he is dark
 
   I am your light
 
   He’ll never be me
 
   He’ll never be me
 
    
 
   When you kiss
 
   I’m sure it’s my lips you feel
 
   You don’t belong with him
 
   What we had was real
 
    
 
   Let me be your lover
 
   Let our hearts beat as one
 
   You can’t possibly feel alive
 
   With the sorry beating of his drum
 
    
 
   Leave him. 
 
   Be with me. 
 
   He’ll never be me. 
 
   He’ll never be me. 
 
    
 
   As I finish the song, I place my hand over the strings on my guitar to silence it, and the room erupts in applause and a few wolf whistles. I nod my head and thank everyone for coming. Out of habit, my eyes scan the crowd, looking for a face that captivates me. 
 
   Surprisingly, my eyes land on Naomi. A pit forms in my stomach. I didn’t expect her to be here. I also didn’t expect to react like this upon seeing her. My chest has tightened and my mouth has gone dry. 
 
   I begin to sweat. This feels a lot like guilt. I don’t like this at all.
 
   I’m about to signal to my manager to ask who the hell let her in here, but I stop myself. There are cameras rolling and flashes firing. If I react publicly, the whole thing will be caught on camera. And despite the fact that my public break up is what launched my solo career, I’m not interested in the media becoming obsessed with my relationship with my brother and his fiancée again. 
 
   I glance at her. She’s smiling. I didn’t expect her to be smiling when she saw me. My eyes drift to the seats around her. I expect to see Theo, but she’s with a group of women. One I’m sure went to school with us – Stephanie I think her name is… 
 
   Moving my eyes away, I clear my throat and announce the next song, doing my best to get through the set and get this finished. I vow that when we are done, I’m going to find out how the hell she got tickets and then I’m going to fire whoever was responsible. 
 
   If I was ever going to see her again, it was going to be on my terms. Seriously, what’s the point of being a fucking rock star if I can’t pick and chose who the hell gets close to me?
 
   ***
 
   “Marcus? Great show tonight. You sounded amazing.” 
 
   I plaster a fake smile on my face as I turn to Naomi. “Thanks for coming,” I state, giving her a gentle touch on her shoulder as if she was any other fan. I see her expression fall as I move past her. I want her to see that having her there doesn’t affect me. I want her to understand that she never meant as much to me as she thinks she does. I’ve moved past it.  
 
   As is usual with any concert, I have to mingle with the important people before I can go back to my hotel room and bury myself, cock-deep in a couple of random women who are generally willing to do whatever the hell I ask of them. 
 
   “That’s all you’re going to say to her?” Stephanie asks, blocking my escape. 
 
   “How are you Stephanie?” I enquire, giving her my most charming smile as I ignore her previous question. “It’s been a long time. Are you going to introduce me to your friends?” 
 
   She rolls her eyes. “This is Paige and Katrina. They’re both married to beautiful men, so keep your sleazy eyes off them.” 
 
   “Nice to meet you,” I say to the exceptionally tall blonde and voluptuous brunette standing quietly off to the side. “Did you enjoy the show?” 
 
   “We did. Thank you,” says the one who I think is Katrina. Paige nods and says ‘yeah’ like it wasn’t anything special. It makes me smile. I’m so used to people gushing about their excitement. A little indifference is actually refreshing. 
 
   “Well, be sure to stay and enjoy the party,” I say, moving past them once again. I hear Naomi tell Stephanie to ‘leave it’ as I’m pulled into a conversation by a couple who won tickets on the radio. They are raving about the show. I’ve heard it all before, and my mind can’t focus on what they’re saying. My ears keep searching out the sound of Naomi’s voice. 
 
   I tip my head back and down the glass of scotch that somehow ended up in my hand. Being who I am, it’s replaced instantly. 
 
   “Thanks for coming,” I say to the couple, and quickly scan the room for a target. I need to get out of here. 
 
   I push past them and a busty brunette in a barely there top and skin-tight jeans thrusts herself in my path. 
 
   “I loved the show,” she coos. 
 
   “Want to get out of here?” I ask, not bothering to pull any punches. I’m pretty sure I could just say ‘wanna see my cock?’ and she’d follow me wherever I want her to. There’s no chase anymore. Pussy is way too easy. 
 
   I take her outside where a car is waiting. We get into the backseat and without even bothering to give me her name, she’s unzipping my pants and preparing to wrap her shiny red lips around my shaft. 
 
   The compartment between us and the driver slides up to block his view, and I drop my head on the back of the seat and try to let the sweet warmth of her mouth overcome me. Although it’s hard when all I can see is the hurt look on Naomi’s face. 
 
   Fuck I’m an arsehole. 
 
   “Sweetheart,” I say, as I lift the girl’s head out of my lap.  “I need you to stop.” 
 
   “Why? What’s wrong?” she asks, blinking at me blankly. 
 
   “Go back to the party love. I need some time to myself tonight.” 
 
   “But…” 
 
   “Go,” I say more sternly, as I adjust myself and zip my pants back up. Her face falls but she gets out of the car as instructed. 
 
   “Make sure she gets back in safely, “ I tell one of the security guards stationed nearby. 
 
   He nods then takes her by the elbow and ushers her back into the party. I lean back and rub my hands over the top of my head. I can’t believe that after all this time, Naomi is still getting to me. She’s like this shining beacon of goodness and I find myself questioning my actions because of her. I thought I’d moved past that – I really didn’t think I’d give a shit what she thought of me. 
 
   “Still up to the same old tricks I see?” 
 
   Speak of the devil. 
 
   “Naomi. I’m not in the mood.” 
 
   She gets in the car next to me and shuts the door. 
 
   “You haven’t been in the mood for two years Marcus. Meanwhile, your family is missing you. Why won’t you take any of Theo’s calls?” 
 
   “Is that why you came? To berate me about not speaking to Theo?” 
 
   “No Marcus. I came tonight because I want to make things right. We all miss seeing you.” 
 
   “Well I miss you, Naomi. And I hate that my brother – the one guy I should have been able to trust over everyone – stole you from me.” I don’t even know why I’m saying this. I know it’s not true. She was never mine to begin with. But I have my pride and right now, she’s on my turf. She doesn’t get to come to my show and tell me how I should behave. Her input in my life ended, the moment I left them in Melbourne.
 
   “I was never yours Marcus. You never loved me. You just loved the idea of me. We were never more than friends. How could we be? Even back then you were putting your dick into everything with a pulse. How was that behaviour going to make me love you?” 
 
   She’s so fucking self-righteous. I narrow my eyes at her. But I don’t reply, so she just continues. 
 
   “Perhaps it’s time that you took a good long look at yourself. If fucking an endless line of girls is what you want, then fine. The best of luck to you. But maybe – just maybe – you could stop being angry at your brother for finding his soul mate for long enough to find your own. Theo didn’t steal me Marcus. I was always his. Now stop feeling sorry for yourself. You have more than any of us could have possibly dreamed of and you’re just using it to stay miserable. I came tonight to remind you that you have parents, and that you have a brother. All of whom love you – despite your shitdick attitude. Give them a call, Marcus. Speak to your parents at least, and if you ever cared about me – forgive your brother. For some reason, he isn’t willing to marry me until you’ll agree to give us your blessing.” 
 
   I shake my head. “That’s not going to happen.” 
 
   “Then we don’t have anything else to say to each other.” She opens the car door and gets out before leaning down to say one last thing. “I hope your fame keeps you warm at night Marcus.” 
 
   “It doesn’t. Naked women draped over my body do that for me,” I retort. 
 
   She looks at me, narrows her eyes and shakes her head. “I feel sorry for you, Marcus.” 
 
   And with that she spins on her heel and stalks off, leaving the car door wide open while I sit there like an idiot and just watch her walk away – again. 
 
   I could have been nice. I could have just told her she was right. But I couldn’t seem to make myself. 
 
   Fuck I’m an arsehole…
 
   ***
 
   All night, I toss and turn. It’s not that I’m having nightmares or anything, I just can’t sleep. Seeing Naomi again has really unsettled me. I keep replaying our conversation over and over in my mind. I hate that everything she said was right. 
 
   ***
 
   “I need a break, man,” I tell my manager, Craig, over our breakfast meeting the next morning.  “I’m finally back in my home town, and I’m not fucking leaving for at least three months.”
 
   “That’s fine, mate. We’ll film your music video, and in that time, we can record the next album in the studio. We won’t book any shows after this last one, so you’ll be well and truly ready to hit the road again in three months.” He smiles, and I can tell he’s feeling really confident about what he’s saying. I’ll need to set him straight. 
 
   “No. I need a proper break. I’ve been on the road for two years, and I want three months of nothing before the album is recorded.”
 
   His face falls. “Marcus. Come on. We can’t stop now. Three months is a long time in this business. You’ve got to stay current.” 
 
   I reach out and pull a sugar out of the white ceramic holder and tear off the paper tip. “I’ve made up my mind. I’m taking a break.” I drop the sugar in my mug and watch it sink through the foam before stirring it in. When I look back up, Craig is wide-eyed and gaping at me. “What the fuck do you want from me Craig? I just gave you two years of my life. All I want is three goddamned months. It’s not a lot to ask for.” 
 
   “What about all of the interviews and promo we have lined up?” 
 
   “Schedule them for while we’re filming the last video. They can run them while I’m on a break. I doubt it’s hard.” 
 
   “Bloody hell Marcus. I thought you loved touring? What’s changed?” 
 
   “I’ve just realised how messed up my priorities have been. I need some time to work through some shit. I don’t even know who I fucking am anymore.”
 
   “Of course you know who you are. You’re Marcus-fucking-Bailey. You’re a superstar. I've got to tell you mate, you've got me worried here. I don't like the way you're talking.” 
 
   I place my hand on his shoulder and give him a reassuring squeeze before slapping him good-naturedly. "Relax Craig. I’m asking for three months, not the rest of my life."
 
   With that said, I push my chair back as I reach into my pocket and pull out enough money to cover breakfast. "Just make it happen okay?" I instruct, as I drop the money on the table and walk out the door, already feeling a little bit lighter. 
 
   


 
   
 
  

Chapter 2
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
    
 
   Bang, bang, bang.
 
   I pause and switch off the hair dryer to listen. 
 
   Bang, bang, bang. 
 
   “Damn it,” I say under my breath. Who the hell turns up at someone else's house at 7 o'clock in the morning? I place the hair dryer on the vanity bench top and try to smooth my dark brown hair with my hands so I look somewhat presentable. 
 
   My visitor bangs again. "Hang on I'm coming," I call out on my way to the front door.
 
   I peer through the peephole and see my friend Sandra on the other side. 
 
   “Open up Lisa. I need your help.” 
 
   The moment I turn the lock, she tumbles through the door, almost knocking me off my feet. She turns to me, breathless, her blue eyes wide and looking frantic as she clutches a manila folder to her chest. 
 
   “I need you to do an interview for me," she blurts out immediately.
 
   "What? No way. I'm no reporter," I say, shaking my head as I walk past her to return to the bathroom and continue getting ready for my actual job — in the advertising department of a national magazine.
 
   She follows me and starts to plead her case as I decide my hair is dry enough and begin applying my makeup. “Come on, Lisa. I’d do it for you.” 
 
   “That’s really awesome, Sandra. But you’d never have to do it for me - I don't interview people for a living, remember? Why are you so upset about doing the interview anyway? Did you sleep with the guy or something?” 
 
   “Yes,” she answers immediately, and my mouth falls open. 
 
   “Oh my god. I was joking when I said that!” 
 
   She grabs my arms and looks at me pleadingly, her blue eyes wide and earnest. “Please. It was this random thing I did. It was a year ago, but I’m so embarrassed by it. It happened when I was working for that music show and I don’t want to interview him again.” 
 
   “Who was it?”
 
   “Marcus Bailey.” 
 
   I shake my head and pick up my black eyeliner pencil to accentuate my honey coloured eyes. “I have no idea who that is.” 
 
   “Which is what I love about you and why I’m asking you. I know you can interview someone as famous as he is without going stupid over him.” 
 
   “Not taking away from your sexual prowess or anything, but if he’s a famous musician it’s probably more likely that all of the women he sleeps with are just one big blurry face with a pussy.” 
 
   Pressing her lips together, she reaches up and pulls her long blonde ponytail over her shoulder and smooths it over as she gives me a slightly unimpressed look. “I don’t care if he remembers me or not. This is about me feeling like a fucktard because I screwed him like a groupie. I'm scared that he'll remember me and expect me to do it again. But I'm even more afraid that he’ll have absolutely no idea who I am. And that will feel so much worse.” 
 
   “Oh honey,” I say, feeling my resolve slipping. 
 
   “Don't feel sorry for me. Just help me out… please?"
 
   I lean toward the mirror and concentrate on applying mascara to lengthen my already dark lashes.  “I'm not saying no. But why can’t you ask one of the other girls to do it for you?” 
 
   “Because, I still want the story.  If I get one of the others to do it then they’ll snag the by-line too.  Please do it for me.” She holds the folder out while she pouts her full lips and bats her eyelids in her best pleading face. 
 
   Reaching out, I take the folder from her. “Fine.” 
 
   “You'll do it?” 
 
   “Yes Sandra. I’ll interview your rock star for you so you don’t accidently screw him again,” I deadpan. 
 
   She throws her arms around my neck and squeals. "I knew I could count on you."
 
   "Yeah, yeah, yeah. What time do I have to be there?"
 
   "In 45 minutes."
 
   "45 minutes? Are you fucking mental? How the hell am I supposed to get there in time?"
 
   “It’s not far. If you leave now, you’ll make it there with maybe fifteen minutes to spare.” 
 
   My eyes bug out and I almost ruin my mascara. “Fucking hell Sandra. This isn’t cool. Why couldn’t you have asked me this last night, instead of dropping it on my lap this morning?” Feeling rushed, I select a pale rose lipstick and run it over my lips before twisting my slightly damp, wavy hair into a bun on top of my head. 
 
   I look in the mirror. That will have to do.
 
   “Because I thought I could do it. But look at me. I’m all splotchy just thinking about it. I’ll fuck it up and start accidently saying ‘cock’ or something.” 
 
   As I spritz my perfume in the air and let it fall over me, I take a moment to actually look at her properly. She’s right; she does look all splotchy – to the point where I think she might have given herself hives. Instantly my annoyance dissipates as I realise how distressed she really is. 
 
   “I’m sorry for snapping at you. Just do me a favour? Lock up for me and let reception know that I might be a little late. Tell them I have an appointment or something.” 
 
   “Done. Thank you Lisa.” 
 
   “Hey, what are best friends for?” I slip my feet into my black peep toe heels, check my appearance in the full-length mirror then grab my bag and car keys and head out the door. As I walk to my car, I open the folder to get the address I need to drive to. The moment I’m in the driver’s seat, I press the voice command button on my phone and tell it to navigate to the studios where Marcus Bailey is supposedly filming a music video. 
 
   Great. Just what I need to start my day – a cocky muso who thinks he can bed any woman he pleases. After spending two years of my life being the ‘stupid girlfriend’ who didn’t realise she was constantly cheated on, I don’t have much time for womanisers.  
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
    
 
   “How many interviews do I have today?” I ask Craig as we leave the set of the latest music video for my single ‘Animals’. We’ve been staging a massive costume party and I’m the entertainment, singing on stage while the partygoers gyrate in front of me. It’s the typical storyline - there’s some hot chick who catches my eye and we’re drawn by each other’s ‘animal magnetism’. 
 
   Doing this kind of stuff used to be fun. But after my recent revelations, I’m just feeling tired of it all. When I first started in this industry, I never dreamed there would come a day when I’d be saying this, but I’m tired of the constant parties. I’m tired of the constant women, and I’m tired of all the fake friends. 
 
   To be honest with you, I miss the days of Matiari. I miss the guys and I miss Naomi. Seeing her the other night really reminded me about everything I used to have. I know she was never really mine, deep down I’ve known that for a long time. But at least she was real - at least back then my whole life was real.
 
   Real. That certainly isn’t what's been in front of me all morning. My ‘love interest’ for the music video is a plastic Barbie doll looking model with the personality of a gnat. 
 
   I’m not even sure what her name is, but she’s been giving me that look all morning. I’m starting to wonder exactly when my music career started being more about sex than music. When I think back, the sex has always been what I saw as a ‘perk’ of the industry. But it wasn’t my driving force. These days, it seems to be all I do – fuck around. I feel lost. This isn't the life I wanted. 
 
   I remember my mother always telling me to be careful what I wished for. I know I wanted this. I wanted to be a rock star. I wanted to be internationally recognised. But now… well, it’s days upon days filled with people organising my time, telling me whatever they think I want to hear.  It’s all hollow and fake and I find myself craving normalcy. 
 
   “Five.  They’re happening throughout the day in between shooting. The first one should be here any moment,” Craig explains.
 
   Looking around the room, it’s packed with people, all of them here for me. But, I can count on one hand how may of them are actually my friends. Zero. So I guess I don't really need a hand for counting at all…
 
   My eyes stop scanning when they land on someone who looks a little out of place. It’s a woman. I’d guess she’s around five foot eight when she doesn’t have a pair of heels on. She seems out of place in her business attire. She’s wearing a mottled brown business skirt and a crisp white blouse. Dark hair, piled on top of her head, gorgeous eyes – I can see them from where I’m standing because they’re really light and kind of shine out of her. She’s got a nice looking body too. She’s not rake thin like most of the girls I see are. There’s a bit of meat to her, but in a good way if you know what I mean. A guy likes something to grab onto, so curves are hot, and this chick is definitely hot.  
 
   She’s rocking the sexy office chick look. I wonder if she’s a lawyer or something, but notice that the ID around her neck announces she’s press. 
 
   Pausing, she opens the folder she’s holding and scrutinizes something inside before scanning the room again with her eyes. She looks lost. I should go and help her out, but honestly, I’m just enjoying watching her. 
 
   She moves across the room slowly and elegantly, as she looks for some sort of guidance. Now this is a beautiful woman. You know those women who carry themselves really well? The ones who don’t even know how gorgeous they are? Yeah, that’s what she’s like. I can tell just by the way she's walking. She's not strutting like a lot of these other girls do, and my god it’s sexy as hell. 
 
   Craig is saying something to me, but I'm not really paying attention. I'm too busy waiting to catch her eye. I haven't thought this for a long time, but I want to know this woman – like, really know her – as a person.
 
   The moment our eyes meet, I break into a grin. All of my prayers just got answered – she doesn’t know who I am…
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
    
 
   As I enter the studio, there are people everywhere. Each one seems busy doing something, and I can’t seem to get anyone’s attention to ask where the hell I’m supposed to go. 
 
   Slowly, I move across the room. There are two men talking quietly to each other, but as I approach, one of them glances at me and breaks into what most would consider a ‘million dollar smile’. He’s probably one of the best looking men I've ever laid eyes on. He’s tall and well built, perfectly tanned with cropped blond hair and shining blue eyes, a perfect smile, a strong jaw and a roman nose. He’s the whole package of gorgeousness that women go for. He’s not covered in tattoos and leather, so I don’t think he’s this Marcus guy. I’m thinking he’s got something to do with the actual music video or something. 
 
   His eyes scan my body, and I can tell that he likes what he can see - which is probably why I have to fight the urge to roll my eyes. I didn’t come here to get hit on by some model wannabe.
 
   These days, I'm not a fan of overly attractive men. They always know how good-looking they are, and they always take advantage of women because of it. They seem to think they can do whatever and whomever they choose, just because they were blessed at birth with attractiveness. Well, that's not how it works in my book.
 
   My last boyfriend was one of those beautiful men that women fawn all over. I was stupid enough to think that he only had eyes for me. For two years I believed that my bed was the only one he shared. How stupid was I?
 
   Eventually one of his 'women on the side' decided to educate me on his 'business meetings'. Well, didn't I feel like the fool? He'd been sleeping around on me the entire time. It makes me sick to think how stupid I looked. How naive I was. I'll never allow that to happen to me again.
 
   Instead of smiling back, I just focus on the business of why I'm here.
 
   “Hi, I’m looking for…” I check my notes again to make sure I have his name right. “Um, Marcus Bailey. Can either of you point me in the right direction?” 
 
   The man who had his back to me, turns and gives me a really unimpressed look. “Are you serious?” 
 
   The other one just starts laughing and places his hand on the annoyed man’s shoulder. “Don’t mind Craig. He thinks the whole world revolves around his clients. What do you want with Marcus?” he asks, his blue eyes sparkling with amusement as he continues to flash that grin at me. 
 
   Butterflies threaten to take flight in my stomach as my gaze connects with his. But I squash them down, imagining a pair of heavy boots jumping up and down and keeping them firmly in place.
 
   “I have an interview with him. I’m Lisa Russell, from Voyeur Magazine…” 
 
   “You’re here to interview Marcus and you don’t know who he is?” Craig asks, and suddenly I’m cursing Sandra for pressuring me to do this. I knew I wouldn’t be able to pull this off. 
 
   “Um, yeah. I’m kind of covering for a friend though. Sandra Hagen? She was supposed to come today, but she had a last minute appointment… We can reschedule if you want. I’m just trying to help her out.”
 
   “No, it’s fine,” the first one says, running his hand over the top of his close cropped blond hair. “Come this way.” 
 
   “Thanks,” I say gratefully, as I follow him over to an area where there are two chairs and a small table with a jug of iced water and two glasses set up. 
 
   He takes a seat and gestures for me to take the other one. 
 
   “What’s going on?” I ask, my eyebrows creasing as my confusion sets in. 
 
   “I’m Marcus,” he states, leaning back in his chair with a cock sure grin on his face. 
 
   My mouth drops open and my face flames with embarrassment, as I wonder why he couldn’t have just said something in the first place. Now I look like a fucking idiot. Great. He’ll never accept an interview with Voyeur again and it will be all my fault. I probably just got Sandra fired as well… shit. I knew I should have taken an extra five minutes before arriving to look him up. 
 
   This just serves to prove me right – good-looking men can't be trusted.
 
   I swallow my discomfort. “Ok. I um… guess we should get started then,” I say as I take the seat opposite him.
 
   “Wow, you really don’t’ know who I am do you?” 
 
   I snap my eyes up to meet his, my face burning from this awkwardness. I just need this done and over. 
 
   “No I don’t. I’m sorry ok? As I said, I’m covering for a friend last minute. I have her questions though, so I hope that will be ok. I just don’t listen to much current music.”
 
   “What do you listen to?” 
 
   I stifle an eye roll. I can tell by the upturned corner of his mouth that I've just managed to attract his attention on a little more than a professional level. I try to act nonchalant as I answer.
 
   “Sixties stuff, you know – the Beatles, the Doors, Cat Stevens, Janis Joplin – things like that. I just don’t think today’s music holds a card to any of it,” I rattle off, before noticing the expression on his face fall. Oh shit. Now I’ve gone and offended him. Get it together, Lisa. This is Sandra’s job you’re messing with you can work on your pride later. Suddenly, I feel a little guilty about my attitude toward him. It’s not his fault society fawns all over rock stars. I guess he can’t help his ego. “No… I’m sorry. I don’t mean any offence to you. I mean, you could be the exception to the rule, right? I… oh shit. Can we just start again?” 
 
   He presses his lips together in a tight smile. “It’s fine, really. Let’s just get this interview done.”
 
   Great. Now I've pissed him off. Taking a deep breath, I pull out my phone and start the voice recorder then run through the list of questions Sandra gave me. I barely make eye contact the whole time, and I swear I’m shaking noticeably. Most of the time, I just wish that the ground would open up and swallow me so this could be over sooner. 
 
   I just walked in here acting like a queen bitch when I should have been acting professional for the sake of my best friend.
 
   When the questions are finally over, I stand and thank Marcus for his time, apologising once again for not doing my homework. 
 
   “It’s fine. It was kind of nice to talk to someone who doesn’t know me. I spend a lot of time around anything but.”
 
   I nod in response. “I’m sure if there are any issues with the interview, you or your people will get a call, but I think I got everything I was supposed to.” I turn to walk away, but stop when he reaches out and touches my arm. 
 
   My breath catches at the skin-to-skin connection. Shit. Those butterflies are trying to take flight again. I turn to face him and force my breathing to stay steady, as he moves closer to me and leans in to speak quietly to me. 
 
   “Listen, before you go, I was wondering if you’d like to have dinner tonight?” 
 
   I step back, increasing the distance between us. “With you?”
 
   “Yeah, me.” He grins, looking very sure of himself. 
 
   “Um… I don’t think so.”
 
   He frowns, seemingly taken aback by my refusal. “Can I ask why?” 
 
   I look around the room nervously, hoping no one is listening into this. “Listen I’ve read enough books and seen enough films to know how this works. Guys like you are used to clicking your fingers and having girls drop their panties. A girl comes along who doesn’t seem impressed by you, piques your interest, so you chase them down until they give in. Let’s not have this be something like that. Just accept the ‘no’ and go find some girl who’s willing to spread her legs for you. Ok?” 
 
   He laughs. “Wow. You’ve got me all figured out don’t you?”
 
   “Who knows what the hell goes on in a man’s head? I just know that I’m no notch on a bedpost. I’m no prize to be won, or game to be caught. I’m not interested. It was nice to meet you though,” I tell him with a curt nod as I spin on my heel and head toward the exit. 
 
   “I’ll see you around Lisa,” he calls after me. 
 
   Intent on ignoring him, I fail miserably and only make it a couple of steps before I pause and turn around again. This time I don’t care who hears. 
 
   “Just so we’re clear. I’m not saying ‘no’ so you chase me. I’m not playing some sort of game. It’s just a plain ‘no’ ok?”
 
   “Sure. I get it,” he laughs, his eyes are actually sparking as he continues to watch me amusedly. I nod again, feeling as though I’ve pushed my point across as much as I’m going to and turn to leave again. 
 
   I can feel his eyes on me, the entire time I’m heading out of the studio. I tell myself not to look back at him. I force myself to keep my eyes focused on the exit sign. But, as I round the corner, I can’t help myself. I glance toward where he’s still standing, still watching me. My breath catches as our eyes lock and he laughs. A deep loud belly laugh. 
 
   Shit. I’m in trouble.
 
   


 
   
 
  

Chapter 3
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
    
 
   “So? How did it go?” Sandra asks when lunch time rolls around. 
 
   The moment I got into work, I was called into a meeting with a new client and haven’t had the chance to get the interview recording to her yet. 
 
   “It was fine. Everything was fine,” I say. “I’ll email you the voice recording from my phone before the day is through.” I hand her the folder she gave me that contained a brief biography and the interview questions. “Although, you could have included a photo in that. I made bit of a fool of myself when I walked up to him and asked if he knew where I could find Marcus Bailey.” 
 
   Her hand covers her mouth as she laughs. “You didn’t? Oh my god! That’s hilarious. What did he say? Was he pissed?” 
 
   “No. He just laughed and said to follow him. I thought he was just some guy, taking me to meet Marcus, but then he sat down and announced he was Marcus, and I spent the rest of the interview with my face burning with embarrassment.” 
 
   “Well… I’m sorry you were embarrassed. But thank you for doing that for me. I really appreciate it.” 
 
   “It’s ok. I just don’t want to do that again. So no more banging rock stars unless you’re willing to interview them again – ok?” 
 
   She laughs. “Agreed. My knees shall stay firmly pressed together from this moment on.” 
 
   I pick up my bag, ready to go out for some fresh air and something to eat. 
 
   “What did you think?” 
 
   I pause and look at her. “Of what?” 
 
   “Of him. He’s pretty easy on the eyes right? Did he um… try anything with you?” 
 
   I shake my head. “I didn’t think much at all. And no. He didn’t try anything.” I touch her shoulder gently as I speak. I know that technically, he did try something when he asked me out to dinner. But she doesn’t need to know that. 
 
   I doubt I’ll ever have reason to cross paths with Marcus Bailey ever again. 
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
    
 
   I’ve just spent an entire day feeling distracted after my interaction with Lisa. I like her. I don’t know if it’s just because she didn’t know who I was or if it’s just her. She seemed so… genuine. No one speaks to me the way she did. She was… refreshing. 
 
   In my dressing room, I pull out a pad of paper and a pen and scrawl a note before calling out to my assistant, Karen. 
 
   She appears in the doorway, her greying eyebrows raised in question as she looks at me over the rim of her glasses. I purposely hired a woman who was old enough to be my mother. She’s the one who keeps my life organised. I didn’t want her to be a distraction to me at all. 
 
   “Send this to Voyeur Magazine, care of Lisa Russell. Include two tickets for the show this Saturday and VIP passes,” I say as I fold the piece of paper and hand it to her. 
 
   “Sure,” she says with a smile, taking the folded note from between my fingers. “Are there any particular seats you’d like me to give her?” 
 
   “Front, centre.” 
 
   “Of course.” She knows what this is about. It’s not the first time she’s sent one of these notes off for me. Although it has been a while since I’ve done it. But VIP passes and front and centre tickets to a show have always been a sure winner when I’m interested in a woman. And Lisa Russell is definitely a woman I’m interested in. 
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
    
 
   Marcus Bailey has been connected with more women than the tabloids can even count. A quick search on Google shows image after image of him with his arm wrapped around various women. Very rarely do I see him pictured with the same woman twice. 
 
   As I scroll through the images I do see one woman who pops up more often.  She is a tiny blonde girl who looks a little similar to Sandra actually. There are photos of them together posing as well as photos of them with three other people. As I continue to look, I find images of her and Marcus singing on stage together. He has a lot more hair in these photos… they must be old as they’re showing him in a band called Matiari. 
 
   I don’t know why I’m spending my lunch break looking him up on my phone. I’m telling myself that it’s just because I should have looked him up earlier. But it’s more than that. He’s been on my mind since I met him. I feel stupid doing this. But I console myself with the thought that no one needs to know. 
 
   I enlarge a few of the photos of him when he was in the band. I have to say he seems a hell of a lot happier in the old band photos then he does in his new shots.  I wonder what made him leave…
 
   One of the shots shows him singing at the blonde. She looks mortified and the caption with the photo has the word ‘scandal’ in it. I click and I’m taken to YouTube - to a video with over 200 million views. 
 
   I click the play icon and an amateur video filmed from within the audience loads on my screen, showing the band on stage.  At first there’s just a huge amount of screaming from the fans and then Marcus leans into the microphone. 
 
   “I’ll bet you guys are loving Naomi, right?” he calls out. The crowd all screams in agreement as he walks over to the blonde from the photos. She’s holding a violin at her side. She looks confused but she smiles and waves then looks over her shoulder toward the drummer. I have a terrible feeling about this, and I’m really not sure I want to keep watching. 
 
   Marcus moves to stand right in front of her and leans toward her microphone. “Yeah. I love her too,” he says, his voice calm but aggressive. 
 
   He returns to his microphone, leaving the blonde looking visibly shaken. “Now, Naomi is a fan of Aiden Price.” The crowd screams at the mention of his name. Even I know who Aiden Price is. Marcus shakes his head. “No, he won’t be here tonight, but I get that a lot of you are probably fans as well. Actually, I am too. A while back, as a bit of a treat we did his song ‘I Recall’, but tonight, I’d like to do something a little different. I have a special song, just for Naomi. This one is called ‘Weighted’.” 
 
   I place my hand on my chest. “Oh you didn’t?” I say to no one in particular. I know this song. Aiden Price is one of the few modern artists that I actually listen to. His music is very raw and emotive. It isn’t that same four-chord bullshit that dominates the charts. 
 
   ‘Weighted’ is about a relationship gone wrong - one where the singer can’t stand to even look at his lover any longer. It’s about a love that’s straddles that line and is turning into hate. I can’t imagine what this woman could have done to him to make him feel warranted by singing this. But I can’t watch anymore – he’s publicly humiliating that girl. She’s trying to act professional and play the song for the audience, but it is so obvious that when he sings ‘Cause you’re a bitch to be around’, that he’s directing it at her. 
 
   A sick feeling rises in my throat. I find the video far too confronting to continue watching.
 
   I tap the screen to pause the video and shut down my phone’s browser. I wish I hadn’t looked him up now. 
 
   ***
 
   "This came for you while you were at lunch," the receptionist, Erin, informs me, handing me a white envelope as I re-enter the building. 
 
   “Thanks.” There's nothing on the envelope except for my name, so I have no idea what's inside. I open it straight away, expecting it to be something work related. But it’s not. 
 
   I sigh audibly. Why couldn’t he just leave me be?
 
   I watch Erin’s eyes grow wide as she sees me remove two tickets and VIP passes that clearly state ‘Marcus Bailey’ on them. 
 
   I open the note they come with. It simply reads – 
 
   Perhaps I am the exception to the rule…
 
   Marcus
 
   Keeping my expression neutral, I slip the note into my pocket and replace the tickets and passes inside the envelope. "Would you like these?" I say to Erin, holding the envelope out to her. 
 
   Her hand flies out to grab it, but hesitates. “You don’t want them? Are you sure? That show was sold out months ago. I am such a huge fan of his,” she gushes. 
 
   “Then they’re yours. Have a great time.” 
 
   “Oh wow. I will. Thank you so much.” She accepts the envelope from me and immediately spills out its contents and holds the passes against her chest. “Thank you!” she squeals, just before she reaches for her phone to make a call. 
 
   I smile and nod at her and mouth ‘you’re welcome’ as I walk away. I can’t help but laugh as I overhear her hysterically telling a friend about the tickets.  
 
   When I get back to my office, I read over the note again. So far he’s anything but the exception to the rule. He’s currently being incredibly cliché. Marcus Bailey is one very cocky man. I’ll bet he does this kind of thing with women all the time. Well, he won’t be winning over this one. I ball the note up tightly and drop it in the wastepaper basket under my desk before breaking into a grin. It would almost be worth going to his concert just to see the look on his face when he sees a couple of squealing eighteen year olds in those seats. It will serve him right for being so presumptuous. 
 
   My grin fades fast though. Men like Marcus can have any girl they want. He won’t feel affected for too long. 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 4
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
    
 
   Saturday night has rolled around and I’m out on stage, going through my set. The lighting blackens the audience and I can’t see any faces. But I feel sure that Lisa will be here. I’m really keen to see her again as I haven’t stopped thinking about her all week.  It’s so unusual for me to feel like this, especially after only meeting her once. 
 
   I don’t know what it is. I may bang her and lose interest like I do with every other girl, and I may not… who knows? But I can’t get her out of my head. The way her cheeks flamed red with embarrassment when she realised that she had asked the Marcus Bailey where to find himself, and then how she struggled to make eye contact with me through the rest of the interview. And those eyes of hers…wow…just…wow. I think I could look at them all day.
 
   Her embarrassment was just such a normal interaction. There was no bravado. There was no ambition. She was just a person. She made me feel like a regular person too. I’m craving more. 
 
   As usual, the crowd is screaming for me. They have been all night. Sometimes I wonder if I sung the wrong words if they’d even notice. The noise can be so deafening that there are times when I can barely hear the music myself. 
 
   My final song is one called ‘Incredible’. I have purposely chosen this one last because I know that the spotlight is going to sweep over the first few rows of the audience and I’ll get to see her. 
 
   If I’ve played my cards right, she’ll think I’m singing this song for her. We’ll make eye contact and when she comes back stage we’ll be able to get to know each other a little better. 
 
   I figure if I can have just one night with her, I’ll find out if this is just some weird infatuation because she didn’t know who I am, or maybe there’s actually something there. Or maybe, this is all a set up and she knew who I was all along…. It’s so hard to trust people. No one seems genuine to me anymore. 
 
   I do my normal thing and introduce the band members, thanking them all for playing for me tonight and then I launch into the song. 
 
   It’s me on guitar and the keyboardist, playing together as I sing. 
 
    
 
   Your eyes
 
   Oh, they’re always shining
 
   You make me feel things
 
   Without even trying
 
   You’re so beautiful
 
   You make me want to stay
 
    
 
   I know
 
   When I flatter you, you’ll never believe me
 
   I know
 
   That in the mirror, you don’t see what I see
 
   If I have to
 
   I will tell you every day
 
    
 
   Two backing singers join in as I start to sing the chorus. At this point, I’ve closed my eyes and I’m putting as much emotion into the words I’m singing as I can. I know that soon, I’ll be able to see her.
 
    
 
   You’re incredible
 
   In every way
 
   I wouldn’t change a thing
 
   Everything about you
 
   Is heart stopping
 
    
 
   I open my eyes, ready to sing the last line on my own. I look directly where I expect her to be as I repeat the last line. 
 
    
 
   Everything about you
 
   Is heart stopping
 
    
 
   But she’s not there. There are two young girls I’ve never even seen before. My fingers stumble slightly over the final cords of the song. Thankfully, I recover quickly and I don’t think that anyone notices. 
 
   Fuck. Why the hell didn’t she come? 
 
   ***
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
    
 
   “Come on Perry. Surely you have pissed on every tree in the neighbourhood by now. Consider your territory thoroughly marked,” I say to my golden retriever as I tug at his lead. 
 
   Every morning, we go through this same routine. I swear that if this dog pees any more, he will become so dehydrated that he’ll turn into a dusty husk and blow away on the next gust of wind. 
 
   I walk him so we both get some exercise, but this constant stopping doesn’t do much for either of our cardiovascular systems. 
 
   Giving his lead one last tug, he follows along beside me, panting happily as his tail swings gaily in the air as we walk the last twenty metres back to my house without further incident. 
 
   Well… not really. I stop dead in my tracks when I find none other than Marcus Bailey sitting on my front porch. 
 
   “What the hell? How did you find out where I live?” 
 
   “There are surprisingly very few ‘L. Russell’s in the directory and even fewer within commuting distance to the studio,” he replies. 
 
   “Thanks for that Sherlock, you’ve just given me the perfect reason to become unlisted.” 
 
   Perry, the traitor, is wagging his tail happily at Marcus and trying to run toward him. I grip the lead solidly at my side, but I’m struggling to maintain my balance against my big strong puppy. 
 
   Before I know it, Perry has slipped his collar and is bounding up my front steps to jump up on Marcus who seems only too pleased to pat him and give him all the attention he’s after. 
 
   “So, did you get my note?” he asks, looking up at me from the dog. 
 
   “I did.” 
 
   “You didn’t want to see my show?” 
 
   “No. I didn’t. I told you. I’m not interested.” 
 
   His blue eyes level on mine for a moment. He studies me, as if he’s trying to read whether I’m telling the truth or not. 
 
   “I’m going to be in town for a while. My home is here and I haven’t seen my family properly for the last couple of years. I need a break from all the attention.” 
 
   “Good for you,” I say, wondering where this is all going and still a little wary as to why he is at my house. 
 
   “I’ve decided that we should at least be friends,” he announces, although he’s looking more at Perry than he is at me. 
 
   “Friends?” 
 
   “Yes. I like you. I like your no bullshit attitude. I also like that you don’t seem to know or give a fuck about who I am. So, I’d like to be friends.” 
 
   I hold my thumb over my shoulder and point it next door. “Mr Melnic over there probably doesn’t know who you are either. He can talk underwater with a mouth full of marbles. I’m sure he’d welcome your friendship.” 
 
   Marcus laughs and stands up. “See. That’s what I like about you. This is going to work out really well.” He walks down the stairs and stops just in front of me. I freeze, not knowing exactly what he’s planning to do. He leans in and my breath hitches involuntarily. His eyes crease in a knowing grin as he holds my eyes and reaches down to take the lead and Perry’s slipped collar out of my hand. As he steps away, my breathing returns to normal, but I can tell my face is bright red as I watch him resecure my dog. “I’ll see you around Lisa,” he says, his voice gently as he returns the lead to my hand, ensuring his hand brushes lightly against mine when he does. A ripple of electricity shoots up my arm and I clench my jaw, wishing it would fuck off. 
 
   “Don’t do me any favours,” I comment, trying to regain a little composure. I know I said that I don’t like good-looking guys, but it doesn’t mean they don’t affect me. It’s why I don’t like them being around me. I don’t want to be his friend. I don’t want to be his anything.  
 
   “I’m not.” He walks straight past me and gets into his silver Porsche 911. I can’t help but release a chuckle as I watch such a tall man fold himself up into a tiny sports car. It just looks so comical. 
 
   “What a douche,” I comment as the Porsche rumbles down the road. Perry barks once and I take that as him agreeing with me. Although based on his earlier reaction to Marcus, I think it was more a ‘come back’ bark than anything else. 
 
   ***
 
   “Lisa. Lisa!” I hear from behind me as I enter the office on Monday morning. I turn to see Erin bounding down the hallway toward me. “I just wanted to thank you again for those tickets. Saturday night was absolutely EPIC. I don’t think I’ve ever had so much fun. You wouldn’t believe all the celebrities we met backstage. Marcus Bailey is my absolute favourite singer. Thank you so, so much! It was just —"
 
   I hold up my hand to interrupt her gushing. "Don't mention it. It was my pleasure, Erin. I was never going to go, so I'm glad the tickets went to someone who enjoyed it."
 
   "Oh, I did. Very much. So did my friend."
 
   "Good." Lifting my briefcase to show her I still haven’t made it to my office, I tilt my head to indicate that I'm about to leave. 
 
   “Oh. Sure. Sorry. Have a great day. I just wanted to say thanks, and let you know that if you ever need anything from me - just ask." She lifts her hand up to cover her mouth conspiratorially. "Like if you need me to mark you here when you're running late just let me know. I’m more than happy to help you out. Anything you need. Anything. Just ask."
 
   I can't help but laugh. "Thank you Erin. I'll make sure I remember that." 
 
   As I walk to my office smiling, I realise that I’m never going to have to take a call I don’t want to for as long as Erin is on reception. That’s a pretty sweet deal as far as I’m concerned. 
 
   “Holy shit!” I exhale as I shut my door and find Sandra sitting behind my desk. “What are you doing in here?” 
 
   “Waiting for you, obviously,” she replies. 
 
   She doesn’t appear very impressed with me. “What’s up?” 
 
   “Oh. Nothing…nothing important anyway…” She lowers her eyes and scratches at something non-existent on my desktop. I place my bag on the floor and sit down in the visitor’s chair. 
 
   “Alright. I give. What’s not important and has you sighing petulantly?”
 
   “Like I said – it’s nothing. I just typed up the recording you sent through to me this weekend and well… I thought you said he didn’t try anything.” 
 
   “Who? Marcus Bailey?” 
 
   “Yeah. You obviously didn’t stop the recording when you finished talking to him because it recorded him asking you out to dinner.” 
 
   “Did it also record me refusing him?” 
 
   “Yes it did. But why didn’t you tell me he asked you out?” 
 
   “Why does it matter? It’s not like I went. It’s not like you dated him… right? He’s just some guy who took advantage of his fame with you because you look a lot like that Naomi woman he was in love with. You aren’t actually hung up on him are you?” I ask cautiously, wondering if my closest friend is about to call girl code on a rock star. 
 
   “How do you know about Naomi Prendergast?” she asks, narrowing her eyes. 
 
   I shrug my shoulders and look away for a moment. “Because…I Googled him. I was embarrassed after the interview and just wanted to see if he’d cause any trouble because of it…” I explain, pulling some vague reasoning out of my arse.
 
   She sighs. “I guess it doesn’t really matter. I just thought you would have told me is all. We could have laughed about it. It was pretty funny the way you rebuffed him. I just don’t understand why you wouldn’t tell me…” she drops her eyes, looking genuinely hurt. 
 
   “I didn’t tell you because you were so upset about seeing him again. I didn’t want you to know that he hit on me too.” I shrug. “I don’t know. I guess I was trying to protect you. I didn’t want you to feel hurt…” 
 
   “I’m not stupid Lisa. I know he probably has no idea who I am anymore. I know that he’s probably done exactly what he did with me, with at least a hundred other women. But Lisa – he’s amazing. I have never had a man with his skills before. After the interview, he hit on me. It’s not the first time it’s happened, but there was something about him. He seemed… I don’t know… vulnerable. I ended up falling for it and I had sex with him in the dressing room after the interview. But it didn’t end there. He took me back to his hotel and we spent the whole night talking and… well, you know… it was mind blowing. 
 
   “I ended up spending the whole weekend with him, and as much as I know I’m probably not the only one he’s done that with. I still don’t want to know for sure. I guess I’ve been hanging onto it. Hoping that I was special, but hearing him ask you out too… well… it just confirms what I knew all along – I was just another girl to him.” She stands up and touches her fingers at the corner of her eyes, making sure that doesn’t smudge her make up. “I don’t know why I’m so upset. I guess I just thought you would have been honest with me…” 
 
   I stand up. “I’m sorry Sandra. I wasn’t trying to deceive you. I just didn’t want to upset you… you were already upset…and I didn’t know the extent of your time together…” 
 
   She shakes her head. “It’s ok. I’m being an idiot. He’s a rock star for fuck’s sake. As if he’d really give a shit about a couple of girls working at a magazine right?” 
 
   I think back to Sunday morning when he was waiting for me on my front porch and bite at my bottom lip. “Exactly. I’m sure he’s moved on twenty times already,” I tell her, wondering how the hell I’m supposed to tell her that he’s still trying to pursue me. She’s already upset about a mere offer of dinner. 
 
   God, what is it about these men that makes women go stupid? I have a genuine fear right now that Marcus Bailey is going to destroy one of my closest friendships – all because he can’t take no for an answer. 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 5
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
    
 
   I have to admit, I’ve spent the last two weeks looking over my shoulder. I keep expecting Marcus to pop up again and get in my way. Thankfully, he seems to have gone away – all has been quiet on my end. No random notes or visits to my home. So after five days of silence, I’m starting to feel safe. 
 
   What is it about a man like Marcus that makes him think it’s ok to flit in and out of a person’s life as he sees fit. I specifically told him that I didn’t want him to chase me, yet he did it anyway. Then I rebuff him again, then he shows up at my house touting ideas of friendship and then disappears again… I don’t get it. 
 
   I mean, I don’t particularly want him in my life – that’s one thing I’m fairly sure of – but I don’t get why he’d go to the trouble of finding me and then… nothing… 
 
   I guess it’s all just the typical attitude of the good looking and famous – they can have anything they want, why work for it? 
 
   Forcing thoughts of Marcus from my mind, I prepare myself for my Friday night. This week, I’m planning a night in. Actually, who am I kidding? I plan pretty much every night in. I don’t really go for whole nightclub scene. I never really have. No… I lie. Once upon a time, I was a bleached blonde and I went to parties and nightclubs a lot. But, after going out constantly from the moment I could get past the bouncers, it all got very boring and repetitive. I never understood how my friends could keep repeating the same night out, over and over. Eventually I just stopped going. I guess that’s why my ex found it so easy to cheat on me. While I was at home, he was out partying  - with other women… 
 
   It still hurts to think about it. Jonathan and I became an item just before I began Uni. There was this huge New Years Eve party going on, and my friends convinced me to go. He took care of me when I got a little too drunk and seemed to me to be the perfect gentleman. He was beautiful to look at, exciting to talk to, and took his time getting to know me. 
 
   He made me feel wooed and slowly he became my world. I seriously thought that we would be together always. We got along well. We had planned out what our life would be like together. We were going to have two perfect children and be the best parents ever… What a fairy-tale! I can’t believe how naïve I was back then. 
 
   The last I heard, he was engaged to some girl who could easily be my doppelganger – she looks exactly how I did back then. I guess he has a type. Well… two types. He wants a ‘good girl’ to wait for him at home, and doesn’t ask questions while he ‘sows his wild oats’ with his other type – anything with a pussy and two legs. 
 
   I shake my head, and for the second time tonight, I force thoughts of self indulgent men out of my mind. I broke up with Jonathan over a year ago. He’s nothing to me now. Really, I should thank him – he opened my eyes and taught me that romance, love and a happily ever after are all just piles of shit we’re fed as kids to give us hope that the world is still magical. But it isn’t. It’s full of lies, deceit and disappointment, and the faster we get used to that, the better off we’ll all be. 
 
   Picking up my remote, I power on the television and flop down on the couch. Perry immediately climbs up next to me and rests his doggy head on my lap. I select the latest Jason Statham movie to rent then reach out for my glass of wine while I wait for it to load. 
 
   I take a sip, enjoying the cool, sweet liquid as it tantalises my taste buds and slides down my throat, that first sip of relaxation after a long week dealing with picky clients. 
 
   Absentmindedly, I sip at my wine and scratch Perry’s head as the movie starts, opening with a fight scene in the middle of a London street – perfect. No love stories for me. I don’t believe in them anymore… 
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
    
 
   “You know what you need right?” Craig says, as he walks with me to my car. 
 
   I flip my key over my finger and let it slap against the palm of my hand. “I know you’re about to enlighten me.” 
 
   His blue eyes reflect the lights of the car park that also make his strawberry blonde hair look even redder, as he turns to me and rubs his hands together as if he’s warming them up so he can use them to talk. Craig is a big hand gesturer when he talks. I swear that one day he’s going to knock someone out with those flailing arms of his. I often wonder if it’s because he’s a bit on the short and freckly side, so he tries to compensate for his lack of height and looks with an over the top personality and lots of money. 
 
   “I am. And remember that I know best. What you need, is a ton of pussy. I can’t help but notice that you’re a little on edge lately. And I also can’t help but hear the rumours about you saying no to more than a few girls. That’s not good for a man Marcus. Your balls are going to explode.” He holds his hand up and opens his closed fist for emphasis, mimicking an explosion in his throat. 
 
   Chuckling, I shake my head as I open my car door. “I don’t need a ton of pussy, Craig. I’ve had a few ton’s worth of pussy in my lifetime already. Maybe I just want one pussy for a while.” 
 
   Craig laughs at me and shakes his head. “You? With just one pussy? That’s like saying… I don’t even know. It’s so fucking wrong that I can’t even think of an analogy for it. You’ve lost your mind dude. You are not a one pussy man.” 
 
   “Goodnight Craig. I’ll see you Monday,” I say, ignoring him as I climb into my car and shut the door. Craig continues to shake his head as he walks toward his own car. I guess I can’t blame him for laughing at me. It’s not like I’ve ever had a steady girlfriend. I don’t even know if I’m capable of having a relationship. 
 
   The closest I ever came to one was when I gave up groupies to try and show Naomi I was worthy of her. And look how that turned out… 
 
   Since seeing her, I can’t get her parting words out of my head. “I hope your fame keeps you warm at night Marcus.”  It’s been ringing in my ears as I step back and take a look at my life. All I can see is a man who has everything, and no one to share it with.
 
   At the crux of it, I just know that I’m tired. When I think about it, I’ve been screwing around since I was sixteen years old. I’m now twenty-five. That’s eleven years of senseless fucking. 
 
   I know, I know. It’s most guy’s dream come true. And, until recently, I’ve loved it. I mean, who doesn’t want to get lost between the legs of a beautiful woman? But like everything in life, repetition breeds boredom. I’m tired of going through the same routine, day after day, night after night. 
 
   That’s why when I pull up outside Lisa’s house, I’m glad to see the inside lights on. It’s time for me to experience something real.
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   Engrossed in my movie, it isn’t until Perry jumps off the couch and starts barking that I realise that someone just knocked on my door. Picking up the remote, I hit pause and shoo Perry out of the way so I can see who’s there. 
 
   Glancing through the peephole, I close my eyes and wish away my visitor. Nothing good can come of this. “I’m not home,” I call out, feeling slightly annoyed that he’s here. Again. What part of ‘I’m not interested’ isn’t he getting? 
 
   “That’s ok,” Marcus replies. “I’ll just wait out here until you get back.” 
 
   Despite my annoyance, I can’t stop my mouth from quirking in a slight smile at his response. “You’ll be waiting for a while. I’m not sure what time I’ll be back,” I reply, watching him through the peephole. 
 
   He smiles and leans against the door. “Ok,” is all he says, as he pushes back and moves to sit on my front steps.
 
   I assume that he won’t stay there for too long and move back to the couch to continue watching my movie. 
 
   “Perry,” I call, trying to get my preferred companion to re-join me on the couch. But he won’t budge from the door. He just sits there, looking at it, then at me as his tail wags impatiently. "I'm not letting him in. So you're wasting your time."
 
   Perry starts whining then lifts his paw to scratch at the door. “Seriously Perry, what is your deal with this guy?" Perry responds by looking at me with his sad doggy eyes and continues to whine. 
 
   I roll my eyes and walk back over to the door. “Perry, if you still had your balls we’d be taking a trip to the vet after this. You’re supposed to be loyal to your owner. Not to some guy you’ve only met once.” 
 
   Seeing me place my hand on the doorknob, Perry’s tail starts to wag like crazy. I’ve never seen him so eager for me to let a visitor in. 
 
   “You might as well come in. My dog would like to see you,” I say as I open the door. 
 
   Marcus stands immediately and turns his charming smile toward me. “Your dog?” 
 
   “Yes. My dog.” 
 
   I stand aside as he walks in and immediately kneels down to scratch Perry behind the ears. “Oh you’re a good dog aren’t you?” 
 
   As I shut the door, I realise that I’m not really dressed for visitors. I’m just wearing black lounging pants, a white singlet top and an oversized cardigan with my ugg boots on my feet. My hair is twisted up in a messy bun on top of my head and I don’t have a scrap of makeup on my face. 
 
   “Well, you two have fun. I’m going to go and finish my movie.”  I walk back to the couch and take a seat before pressing play again. 
 
   “Is this the one where he’s into the nun?” Marcus asks, as he sits down beside me. Perry, the little traitor, jumps up beside him and lays his head on Marcus’s lap. Once again, my eyes roll. 
 
   “She’s not a full-on nun. She was forced to become one. It’s not quite as sordid as you think,” I reply. 
 
   We sit quietly for a while, watching the movie together. This just feels so strange. There’s a man in my house, who I barely know and my dog would rather be pet by him than by me… I reach over and take a rather large gulp of wine. 
 
   As I place the glass down, I notice Marcus looking at me. “Oh… Do you want some? I mean, I know I said you can visit with Perry, but since he can’t offer you a drink, I guess I should…you know, to be polite and all…”
 
   “Sure.” 
 
   I hit pause again and head to the kitchen to fetch a glass and fill it for Marcus. I also return to the lounge room with the rest of the bottle to refill my glass – I’ll need more wine if I’m going to get through this visit. 
 
   He thanks me when I hand him his glass and proceeds to watch me refill mine. 
 
   “Do I make you nervous?” he asks. 
 
   I lift my now very full glass and gulp down almost half of it. “Not anymore,” I say, tilting my glass toward him. 
 
   He nods slowly and takes a sip from his own glass. Perry just lifts his eyes and looks at me. He seems so at home right now. 
 
   I remain standing, still holding my glass while I use the other to wrap my cardigan tighter around my body. “Why are you here Marcus?” 
 
   “I told you. I want us to be friends.” 
 
   “Why? You can be friends with anyone.” 
 
   “That’s not true. It’s actually very hard for me to find a friend. Everyone wants something from me.”
 
   “So this is because I didn’t know who you were the other day?” 
 
   He nods slowly. “That’s part of it.” 
 
   I move and sit on the single lounge seat instead of right next to him, tuck my legs up and take another drink from my wine glass. My head is starting to feel the dizzying effects of the alcohol, helping me to relax during this odd visit. 
 
   “I looked you up. I know who you are now,” I tell him, narrowing my eyes a little.  
 
   “Ok. Who am I?” 
 
   I blow out my breath slowly. “Existentially – I don’t even think you know the answer to that question. Your life seems to be too fast paced for you to have any idea.”
 
   “Who am I theoretically then?” he asks, watching me over the rim of his glass as he takes another sip. 
 
   “Theoretically, you’re a typical rock star. Your life seems to revolve around parties and women - none of them keeping your attention for long. You’re constantly on the move, and beside the fact that you’re in your home town now, I’d hedge a bet that you’ve spent a hell of a lot of time not knowing where in the world you are…” 
 
   He nods and drops his attention to Perry as he runs his fingers over the dogs golden hair. “Call me Carmen Sandiego,” he smiles, making light of my assessment.  
 
   “I um, saw that YouTube video. The one with your old band.” He nods again, but doesn’t take his eyes off Perry. “Why did you do that to her? In the beginning, you say that you love her and then you humiliated her. Why did you do that?”
 
   “There’s a thousand articles out there explaining what happened Lisa. If you looked me up you would have seen them.” 
 
   “Ok. Truth time?” I say, setting my glass down on the table beside me. 
 
   He nods. 
 
   “I only did an image search on you. I wanted to see how many women you were pictured with.” 
 
   He grins. “I see.” 
 
   “There were a lot.” 
 
   He nods again.
 
   “I mean – heaps.” 
 
   “I know, Lisa.” His eyes meet mine for a moment and I see a flash of something in them. He wants me to stop talking about the women, but it’s not that he’s annoyed, it’s more like he wants to forget about them. 
 
   “Anyway, I found a bunch of pictures with you and your old band as well. And they led me to the video. That’s all the information on you I have.”
 
   “Ok.” He frowns slightly, and I notice the muscle in his jaw tick. 
 
   “Listen. If you’re going to push this friend thing on me, then you’re going to have to do your own talking. I’m not going to read articles on you just to learn what the world knows about you. If you want to be my friend, then let’s do this like regular people. You share. I share. We build a friendship.” 
 
   “That’s a bit of an about-face. Earlier you told me I was only here for Perry.” 
 
   I shrug. “Well, it doesn’t help Perry if I refuse to get along with his friends. So you played the ‘dog likes me’ card and won. You’re in. I accept you.” 
 
   He laughs, and the sound is almost musical. “I’m flattered.” 
 
   “Just don’t push this friendship thing ok? I want to keep this all on the down low. I don’t want my face in the papers or the magazines. If someone asks you if you know Lisa Russell, I want you to say ‘who?’ I don’t need my life turned upside down just because you need a friend.” 
 
   “Ok. I can accept that.” 
 
   “Good. Now, I want you to tell me about that video and then we can let the whole fame thing go.” 
 
   “Why are you so interested in why I did it?” 
 
   “Because, she looked mortified. I don’t want to be friends with someone who would do that without a very good reason.” 
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
    
 
   I really wish that Lisa hadn’t looked me up online. I was kind of hoping that she could be the one person in my life who didn’t know about the shit things I’ve done. It would have been nice to have a clean slate with someone and be able to base a friendship solely on the present. 
 
   But, that’s obviously not to be. I lean over and place my glass on the side table next to hers and instead of telling her the same story of heartbreak that I told the tabloids, I tell her the truth. 
 
   “I did it because I was jealous.” She sits and listens as I tell her about my relationship with my brother, Theo. “I’ve always been insanely competitive with him, and really, he was just trying to do the things he loved. And I was always there making sure I was better than him at everything. 
 
   "He excelled at music, so I excelled at music, and I did it bigger and better than he did. If he was interested in a girl, I'd go and ask her out. No matter what I did to him - he took it.” I rub my hand back and forth over the top of my head. "I don't know. I guess I just wanted him to fight for something. But he never fought; he just accepted that I was better. He encouraged me, he helped me and did everything he could to be a good brother. And I just kept stomping all over him.
 
   "I know why I did it. I just had this need to be the best, and he let me. Then we met Naomi. Naomi was this sweet girl who could see the good in everyone. She stood by me and continued to be my friend even though I kept screwing around leading her on.
 
   "She was just so good, you know? And I didn't want to ruin it with my shit. Then I found out she was interested in my brother, and I couldn't stop myself. I started to pursue her.
 
   "Long story short. I didn't win. She chose Theo. And I got so pissed that I got up on stage and almost ruined all our careers. I could have destroyed everything we'd been working for with that one song. Luckily, I didn't. But the fact of the matter is, I didn't care. I was so caught up in my own bullshit but I didn't even give a thought about anyone else. I was jealous. I was selfish. And I don't deserve this life I've been given as a result. Truth is, Lisa, I threw away my family that day. It’s the biggest mistake I’ve ever made.”
 
   Lisa stands from where she’s been sitting, quietly listening and moves to sit next to me. “Ok,” she says, slapping her hands on her knees as if she’s made a big decision. 
 
   “Ok what?” I ask, genuinely confused. I just poured my heart out to her and she’s saying ‘ok’?
 
   “Ok. I’ll be your friend. Perry’s a very good listener, but he doesn’t answer back. I do answer back. So…” She shrugs and looks all accepting of this thing we’re starting. 
 
   I laugh. I can’t help it. All of a sudden I feel lighter. I’ve been holding that truth in for such a long time now. I don’t know why I’m telling her things I’ve never spoken out loud before, but there’s something about her. I trust her. 
 
   “Just… no funny business ok? Friends is as far as this thing goes.” 
 
   “I can live with that,” I say, letting out a deep breath. She hands me my glass again and presses play on the movie. I watch for a few seconds then turn to her again. “I bet I can get you to change your mind.”
 
   She glances over at me, her mouth turned up slightly in an amused grin. “Is that so?” 
 
   “It is. No mortal woman can resist my charms for too long.” 
 
   This causes her to drop her head back and let out this beautiful throaty laugh. 
 
   “Perhaps I am the exception to that rule,” she smiles, although when her eyes meet mine, they lock. 
 
   This feeling is often referred to as ‘something passes in the air between us’ but it feels more like our souls connecting and speaking to each other in a language we can’t hear. When we finally drag our eyes away from each other, I feel like I know her and she knows me. 
 
   I watch the movie, but I don’t really see or hear what’s happening on screen. Instead, I’m lost in my head. This isn’t something I’ve ever experienced before. Normally, I meet a girl, I find her attractive, take her to bed and when I’m sated – I move on. I certainly don’t seek them out and watch movies with them and their dog as… as friends. 
 
   This is all new to me. It’s the most normal I’ve felt for a long time, and you know what? I kind of like it.
 
   I could really get used to this. 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 6
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
    
 
   When the movie finished, Marcus stayed a while longer and we just talked. Surprisingly, it was kind of nice. And extremely normal. 
 
   I don’t know why Marcus felt safe enough to tell me the real reason behind what happened with his old band, but I’m glad he did. It made me see him as being more human than rock god, and guy-I-should-steer-clear-of-at-all-costs. And the fact that Perry really likes him is a huge factor in me being ok with him. Perry loves people, but he NEVER loves people like he loves Marcus. Dogs are good judges of character, so I’m willing to give Marcus a chance just because Perry wants me to. (Hey, don’t judge me - if I need to use my dog as an excuse to change my mind about someone, then I’m well within my right to. If you had some guy spill his guts to you like I did, then you’d probably change your mind about him too – with or without the dog vouching for him.) 
 
   A week later as I do my slow walk around the neighbourhood while Perry does his daily territory mark, I’m still thinking about all the things we spoke about. I think Marcus really needs to fix his relationship with his family. His parents seem as though they really miss him and his brother also seems more than willing to sort things out. I think the only thing in Marcus’s way is Marcus himself. 
 
   For a while there I thought about telling him a bit about my own family. But I realised that it would be pointless to do so. It could actually freak him out and since it’s highly likely that when Marcus needs to go on tour again, our friendship will be over, I just don’t see the point in getting into my own crap. 
 
   I’ve always been a firm believer that people come and go in your life when you do and don’t need them. I have a feeling that my friendship with Marcus is the universe’s way of getting Marcus to look at his life and make some changes and for me to stop being so instantly judgemental of people. 
 
   I mean, I immediately decided that Marcus wasn’t worth my time because of my own history. The thought hadn’t even crossed my mind that there could actually be an actual person underneath that façade who is starved for some sort of meaningful human interaction.
 
   My only problem with this whole ‘friendship’ thing is that I don’t really know what I should tell Sandra. Now, I know that there’s really nothing going on between the two of them. I know that Marcus is unlikely to even remember her. But I also know that she remembers him very well. And to my eyes, she seems hung up on him a little. If I let her know that he’s been visiting me it could really damage our friendship. I don’t want that. I’ve known for her over a year now, and I don’t want something that I know will be fleeting and is essentially unimportant, getting in the way of things. 
 
   But at the same time, I don’t want to give up on Marcus. After everything I’ve been through in my life, it would be nice if I could influence just one person to move forward and become more than a cliché. 
 
   I think I should keep it from her unless she asks me a direct question. I don’t see the point in upsetting her, especially when Marcus and I aren’t going to be anything more than friends. I think that’s best… right? 
 
   Perry stops at yet another tree and cocks his leg. As I stand there and patiently, lost in my thoughts, I wonder what I'm really worried about; it's not like I've actually heard from Marcus since last Friday night. He left a little after midnight and that was the last I saw of him (well, in person anyway… I may, or may not, have done another Internet search and seen photos of him with one of our upcoming musicians taken at some sort of event for the rich and fabulous.)
 
   Perry pulls at his lead, snapping me from my thoughts so I start walking, before he settles in beside me at a happy trot. As we near our house, he lets out an excited yelp then surges forward, almost reefing his lead from my hand in his bid to reach home faster. Instantly I see why. Marcus’s car is parked out the front of my house again. 
 
   My heart starts to beat a little faster. “Looks like your man crush is here to see you,” I say to Perry as soon as we’re within Marcus’s earshot. He’s looking very casual sitting on my front step, in a pair of well-worn jeans, a faded red retro looking T-shirt, and a baseball cap for some team I don't even know. In his hands, he holds a pair of Ray ban Aviators as he swings them side-to-side by the arm. 
 
   “Hey,” he smiles, as Perry and I walk up the front path. Perry pulls forward, so I release the lead and let him run to Marcus. 
 
   “I feel like you and I are going to end up fighting for custody over him,” I joke, as I watch them greet each other. 
 
   Marcus takes a hold of Perry’s lead and stands to face me. “I thought maybe we could do something today? I could take you out for coffee or something? I would have called, but I forgot to get your number…” 
 
   I scrunch my face up a little. “I don’t know Marcus. I said I don’t really want to be spotted out with you. I’m a private person for a reason. I don’t want to draw attention to myself.” 
 
   “I’ll wear the hat and glasses. No one even notices me when I go out. I promise. Let me take you out for breakfast. It’s the least I can do after last Friday when I gate crashed your movie.” 
 
   I bite my lip in contemplation. “Ok,” I say. “But if even one photo of me and you ends up online or in a tabloid somewhere then you’re going to have to break up with Perry and leave me alone – alright?” 
 
   “Deal,” he grins, flashing me that disarming smile of his. I swear this man is lethal. He’s got me spending time with him when I swore I never would, and now he’s got me agreeing to go out in public with him. At what point am I actually going to be able to say no to him?
 
   “I’ll just put Perry in the backyard,” I say, moving toward Marcus and holding my hand out for the lead. 
 
   “Ok.” He does that thing again where he brushes my hand as he passes me the lead. I hate that my breathing changes when we connect, and that for some reason, our eyes lock and I struggle to break away. 
 
   Clearing my throat, I drop my eyes to the ground and point at the house. “I’ll just…” I start to say as I move to head inside, but figure the pointing will suffice because, if I keep talking, I’ll end up rambling and looking all nervous and flustered – which I am, but he doesn’t need to know that. 
 
   Racing through the house, I unhook the dog leash and make sure Perry has fresh water in his bowl before I grab my purse and head toward the front door. Just before I get there, I see a flash of myself in the hall mirror and freeze, taking in my appearance. 
 
   Shit. I should probably change. I’m currently in a pair of leggings, an oversized t-shirt that has ‘Wicked 66’ printed on it, and a pair of running shoes. My hair is in a high ponytail and once again I have no makeup on. I hardly look decent enough to be going out to breakfast. 
 
   I take a step toward my room to change but stop myself. “This isn’t a date,” I remind myself, then readjust my course, grab my bag, spray some deodorant on, and head to the front door. 
 
   “Ready?” he asks with a smile as he heads over to his car and hits the button on his keychain to beep it open. 
 
   His question causes me to rethink the changing part. “Why? Should I get changed?” I reply immediately. 
 
   “No,” he laughs. “I was just asking as in, ‘can I get in the car now’. Your outfit is perfect.” 
 
   “Oh good. Well, you’re just in jeans and a shirt, so I didn’t think I needed to get dressed up or anything. We’re just going for breakfast at a normal café or something right?” 
 
   His eyes settle on me from across the roof of the car, a look of amusement on his face as he watches me ramble. Fuck. I hate that I’m feeling nervous right now. 
 
   “Just get in the car.” 
 
   I do as he asks. I’ve never been in a Porsche before, and I immediately regret getting in one this time. “Um, do you think we could take my car?” I ask, as I try to adjust in my seat so my head isn’t pressed up against the roof at an odd angle. 
 
   He looks over at me and starts laughing. “What the hell? I’m taller than you. Why is your head pressed up against the roof?” 
 
   “It’s not my fault that all my height is in my body,” I retort, feeling indignant. Seriously, who makes cars with such small interiors anyway? “I don’t even know how the hell you’re fitting in. What are you doing? Driving from the back seat?” 
 
   He laughs again. “Almost.” 
 
   I open the door and get out. “Ok. I’m sorry. I just can’t sit in there. I feel like I’m on that episode of the Simpsons when that really tall man has a tiny car because that’s all he can afford and Nelson laughs at him. I’m going to feel like every time we’re at a seat of lights someone is going to look over and go ‘Har Har!’ and then I’m going to have to embarrass each and every one of them in return. It would make for a very long day and we’d never get the chance to eat because I’d be too busy wreaking vengeance upon all those who had the audacity to find my abnormally long body squished into a tiny Porsche, hilarious. It’s not that I don–”
 
   “Alright. We’ll take your car,” he interrupts, effectively ending my ridiculous rant. “I’m driving though, ok?” 
 
   I dig into my handbag and press the button on my key fob to open my garage before tossing him the keys. “I hate driving. You can drive all you want.” 
 
   “You have a Landcruiser?” he asks as the door lifts to reveal my car. 
 
   “Yeah? So? I like to sit up high. You’ll find that even at your height, you’ll actually be able to sit in the front seat in this car.” 
 
   “It’s more a truck than a car.” 
 
   “Yeah, well… one day I might decide to go four wheel driving on a beach somewhere. And then I’ll be high-fiving myself mentally for being awesome enough to buy a Landcruiser beforehand.” 
 
   “Have you ever taken it four wheel driving?” 
 
   “No,” I reply simply. 
 
   “Fair enough,” he laughs as he opens the car door and climbs into the cabin. When he starts the engine, The Doors, Break on Through starts blaring through the speakers. 
 
   I make a move to turn it down but he stops me. “Leave it,” he yells over the sound. “It’s much better than that modern shit people are playing these days.” 
 
   I can’t help but laugh as I relax in my seat and he reverses us out of the driveway. I’m surprised that he isn’t singing along to the music. He’s just tapping out the beat on the steering wheel with his fingers instead. When the track ends and 20th Century Fox starts playing, I decide that I may as well sing along – it’s actually hurting me not to because I freaking love singing in the car.
 
   Tipping my head back, I yell out the chorus line. I can sing just fine. I’m actually capable of playing an instrument or two as well, but there’s something about just yelling to really loud music that feels so good. 
 
   Looking over, I see that Marcus is grinning and alternating between watching me and the road, so I just start yelling the song at him until it gets to the point that we’re both laughing so hard that I can’t even sing anymore. 
 
   “What? Don’t you like being yell/sung at?” I ask, forcing my words out through my laughter. 
 
   He responds with more laughter, and I find myself just watching him and admiring this moment of happiness with a person I never thought I’d share a laugh with. Slowly, my laughter fades and my expression grows serious as the song comes to an end, and I’m forced to look away from him. He’s just… so bright to my eyes, and I feel a little like I’m caught like a deer in headlights.  
 
   As I look out the window, I actually pay attention to where we’re going. I had thought we would be going to one of the cafés not far from my home but it’s been fifteen minutes of driving, and I’m wondering where he’s taking me. 
 
   “Where are we going?” I ask as I lower the volume of the music so I can be heard. 
 
   “For a drive.” 
 
   “To where?” 
 
   “Katoomba.” 
 
   “Katoomba? Are you serious? That’s over an hour away. It will be almost lunch by the time we get there.” 
 
   “If it’s the first meal you have. It’s still breakfast,” he informs me. 
 
   “What’s in Katoomba that’s worth driving all that way just for a meal?” 
 
   “Lots of cafés and lots of quiet. I always find that if I go where no one is expecting me to be, then no one bothers me at all. People expect celebrities to hang out at really trendy restaurants in the city. They don’t expect you to drive for an hour just for a quiet cup of coffee.” 
 
   “Good point. I’ll go with your judgement then. I’m sure you’ve got this down pat by now.” 
 
   “I do. The photos you would have seen online, are all photos I was aware of. Did you notice each one was posed for? There isn’t a single image of me walking down the street or sitting in a restaurant right?” 
 
   I think back and realise that he’s right. Every photo was at an event of some sort and he was obviously aware of the cameras. 
 
   “You know Marcus, I’m starting to think that maybe there’s more to you than meets the eye.” 
 
   “You’re just figuring that out now? What? You didn’t get a hint when I showed up at your house the first time.” 
 
   I wave my hand about. “Oh. That kind of thing happens to me all the time. I’m very well connected you know.” 
 
   “I’m sure you are,” he laughs, continuing to focus on the road.
 
   I look over at him and study his profile for a moment, wondering if he knows how well connected I really am. 
 
   “What?” he asks with a grin and a quick glance in my direction. 
 
   “Why me, Marcus? Out of all the people in this world you could pursue a friendship with, why me?”
 
   He shrugs. “I don’t know. There’s just something about you.”
 
   “Aren’t you worried about me leaking anything you’ve told me to the press?” 
 
   “No.” 
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Because you’re in advertising.”
 
   “I never told you that.” 
 
   “You’re not the only one who can use Google. Besides, we got the interview back for approval and your friends name was on it. Any journalist worth their pay would have taken the by-line from her. Something tells me you’re a very good and trustworthy person.” 
 
   “What else did you learn from Google?” I ask. 
 
   “Nothing. Besides your professional stuff, there wasn’t much about you. No photos. Nothing. You’re a bit of an enigma.” 
 
   I look out the window at the passing scenery. “Good,” I murmur. 
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
   “This place looks as good as any,” I comment, adjusting my hat as we walk down the main street of Katoomba. I love the older style buildings here. Everything looks like it was frozen in time in the fifties or something. It’s quaint – relaxing. 
 
   “As long as they have chocolate croissants and coffee, I’m all over it,” Lisa says, walking ahead of me. She pushes through the wood and glass door of the coffee shop and a little bell jingles to announce our arrival. “Oh wow. Smell that.” 
 
   She inhales, sniffing at the air greedily as her eyes light up at the sight of the all the bakery items to choose from. 
 
   “It smells like butter and coffee,” I comment, watching her as she immediately relays her order to the attendant. 
 
   “What would you like?” she asks me, and I notice that she has her purse in her hand open and ready to pay. 
 
   “No. I’ll pay. Put your purse away,” I tell her. 
 
   She presses her lips together and shakes her head. “Yeah. Not gonna happen. This is my shout. Tell the lady what you want.” 
 
   “Um… ok, I’ll have the same I guess.” 
 
   “See? That wasn’t so hard was it?” she smiles, handing over a twenty dollar note to pay. We are given our table number - it’s a wooden spoon mounted on a small square of wood with the number ‘26’ handwritten on it - and head outside to take in the sunshine and breathe in a bit of fresh mountain air. 
 
   “Maybe we should have brought Perry up here too,” I comment, noting a couple of other people with dogs walking up the main street. 
 
   “Yeah. You should have thought of him since he’s your best mate and all,” she jokes, smiling at me. “He’d love it up here.” 
 
   Lisa laces her fingers together over her waist as she leans back in her chair and lifts her face to the sunshine as she takes a deep breath in. She amazes me. She’s completely comfortable around me; I can’t see any sort of pretence going on. She’s just – Lisa. She’s one of those people who fits with me immediately. 
 
   As she lets out a contented sigh, I find my mind starting to wander beyond the friend-zone, so I pull myself back. “Tell me, why did you call him Perry anyway?” I ask, stretching my legs out to force myself to relax as well. 
 
   She raises her hands and places them on her head as she looks at me before answering. “He’s named after Perry Mason. You know that TV show – he was an attorney who always got to the bottom of things? Just like my dog Perry does. You may have noticed that he’s pretty cluey. He’s a good judge of people…”
 
   “He is, is he?” 
 
   “Yeah, well, he got you in the door didn’t he?” she says, just as our croissants and coffee are delivered. 
 
   “Enjoy,” the server says, not giving me a second glance. 
 
   When she walks away I tilt my head toward Lisa and tap my hat. "See? No one pays me any attention."
 
   She rocks her head from side to side thoughtfully. "Well, they give you a little bit of attention. If you didn't want any you’d have to do something about that pretty face of yours." She picks up her croissant and takes a giant bite, causing the chocolate filling to ooze out the other end and drop on her plate. “Whoops,” she says, flinching a little to try and stop the mess from spreading. 
 
   I take a mouthful of coffee as I watch her amusedly. I can't help but respond to her comment. "Aww, do you think I'm pretty?" I joke, batting my eyelids at her comically.
 
   “Fuck off,” she laughs. “You’ve got a mirror. Don’t go fishing for compliments from me Marcus B —" she stops there just before she yells out my real name. Pressing her lips together, a blush creeps across her cheeks as she looks around to make sure no one heard her. “Hmmm, I’m going to just start calling you ‘Dude’ if this kind of outing is going to become a regular thing.” 
 
   “I guarantee, this will be a regular thing. ‘Dude’ it is. Now, hand me your phone so I can call you next time instead of hovering on your front steps.”
 
   She passes it over, and I enter my own number to call my phone and get hers. I then take my picture on her phone and save myself as a contact under the name ‘Dude’.  
 
   “Show me,” she says, laughing at the name I used. I take the opportunity to snap her picture for her entry on my phone. 
 
   “What did you do that for? I probably have chocolate on my face.” 
 
   I show her the picture. She’s laughing in it. “Relax. You look gorgeous,” I tell her as I hit save and pocket my phone. 
 
   Once again, we lock eyes. So much can be said when you’re not even talking.  
 
   ***
 
   We spend the best part of the day walking around and looking at some of the specialty shops, talking and just enjoying each other's company. This is currently the first time I’ve hung out with a woman without trying to get her into bed the whole time. It's surprisingly fun. 
 
   When four o'clock rolls around we decide it might be time to head back down the mountain and to the city. Pulling the keys out of my pocket I hold them up to her. "Are you sure you don't want to drive?" I ask.
 
   "No way. You go for it. I'm much happier as a passenger than I am as a driver."
 
   "Any reason for that?"
 
   "I like to live in my own little bubble. Driving means I have to pay too much attention to the outside world." She shrugs as she slides into the passenger seat next to me. 
 
   "Your own little bubble, huh? Sounds… Lonely."
 
   She folds her arms across her chest and looks out the window, taking a breath occasionally as if she’s about to say something. After a few minutes she turns to me and says, "I’m not lonely, Marcus. I'll have you know that I'm actually very good company to myself, and besides I have Perry."
 
   I nod my head, unsure what I said that’s made her seem so annoyed. 
 
   “What does that mean?” she snaps.
 
   Holy shit. “Nothing. I just–” She cuts me off before I have the chance to form a full sentence. 
 
   “Who the hell are you to knock my life? I’m not the one chasing you down just so I can have a friend. I have friends. I just don’t need lots of fake friends. Isn’t that the whole reason you’re here? You’re sick of fake friends? Maybe you should try living in your own bubble for a little while. It might help you figure out what kind of a life you want for yourself. It might show you what kind of a man you really are.” 
 
   Whoa, I wasn’t expecting that reaction. “Hey, I didn’t mean any offence by it.” 
 
   “See, this is what pisses me off about you people. You think you can just sweep in and fuck around with my life and then swoop out again when you’re done with me. Talk about fake friends.” She folds her arms across her chest and turns her head away from me so she’s looking out the window. 
 
   “What? Where the hell is this coming from?” 
 
   She folds her arms tighter. “Nowhere. I’m just generalising.” 
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
    
 
   Ok, so maybe I over reacted a little. But as you may have guessed, Marcus isn’t the first brush with fame I’ve had and spending time with him is just making all of these old feelings, I’ve tried to forget, resurface. 
 
   Remember that boyfriend I told you about? Well, when we first started dating, he had just landed a spot on one of the hottest weeknight dramas in Australia, and I was so proud to be dating the latest heartthrob to hit the streets. I believed him when he said that the tabloid photos of him with other women were just for show...
 
   Besides the cheating, fame changed him. It made him cocky and self-obsessed. When I look back on our relationship now, I wish I had turned tail and run the moment he announced his profession. I was stupid enough to think I could handle it, and to overlook things that, under normal circumstances, would set alarm bells ringing. 
 
   I know I’ve already said this, but I was naïve, and I was beyond stupid. I’m never letting that happen to me again. I’d prefer to be alone forever. 
 
   As we drive down the long stretch of freeway, Marcus’s phone starts to ring. 
 
   He glances at it, but ignores it. 
 
   “Aren’t you going to answer that?” I ask when it starts its second round of ringing. 
 
   “It’s my manager,” he replies flatly. 
 
   “Well, if he’s calling you on a Saturday, it must be important right?” 
 
   “It will be about going to some sort of event tonight. I’m not interested.” 
 
   “Ok, but isn’t that part of your job?” 
 
   He glances at me. “Do you want me to go?” 
 
   “I don’t know. Who the hell am I to decide what you do with your time?” 
 
   “I think we’ve already established that you seem to be the only real friend I have.”
 
   “Marcus…” I start, not really knowing what else to say right now. I feel bad for snapping at him.
 
   “What?” 
 
   I turn and look at him. “I like spending time with you. I really do. But… you can’t just push into my life and stay there. I need my own space.” 
 
   He grips the steering wheel tighter as his phone starts to ring again. 
 
   “It seems important,” I press. 
 
   “I don’t give a fuck if it’s important,” he growls, picking up the phone and switching it to silent before throwing it into the back seat. “Don’t you get it Lisa? I’m so sick and tired of that sort of shit. I just want one normal weekend. One normal friend. I haven’t felt like I’m Marcus Bailey all day. I actually prefer to be called ‘dude’ by you than Marcus by anyone else. You’re real. Do you understand that? I want normal.” 
 
   He doesn’t know me. “I. am not normal. You. are not normal. Don’t you get that, Marcus? This friendship you’re trying to force into existence, isn’t going to last. The moment you go on tour again, anything you’ve created here is just going to vanish.” 
 
   “Why do you keep judging me? Why can’t you actually accept that there’s something about you that makes me want you in my life?” 
 
   “Oh my god. You’ve spent like, twelve hours in total with me. The only ‘something’ you can see here is of your own creating.” 
 
   “Ok, so after spending time with me, you’re happy if I go to some party and get my photo taken with some random chick for the papers in the morning? It’s not going to bother you one bit?” 
 
   I hesitate a moment before answering. “Why would it? I’m not your keeper. I’ve made my position very clear here.”
 
   “That’s bullshit and you know it. I can see it in your eyes. You like me Lisa. A lot.” 
 
   He pulls up in front of my house, and I scramble to get out of the car, feeling aggravated at his over the top reaction. He’s being such a petulant child right now. 
 
   I turn around to give him a piece of my mind. “You know what Marcus? Seems to me that you’re so used to getting what you want that you can’t stand that I’m not willing to jump into bed with you right away. You can’t stand that I’ve said no to you. You’re acting like a sulky child who won’t go away just because he’s not being given into.  
 
   “And guess what Marcus? I’m not giving into you. EVER!” I yell, slamming the door on him. 
 
   Before I know it, he’s roaring off down the road. “Get back here! You’ve got my fucking car!” I yell after him, realising that he also has my house keys. “Shit.” 
 
   Pulling out my phone, I dial the only person who has a spare set of keys to my house. Sandra. This means I’m going to have to tell her what’s going on between Marcus and me…
 
   But first, I’m going to have to figure out what the hell is going on between Marcus and me, because right now, I have no idea. 
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 7
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
   “What?” I bite out, as I pull up outside my house and answer my phone. Already there are five missed calls from Craig and three from my assistant, Karen. 
 
   “Finally,” Craig says in response. “Where have you been all day? You’ve been asked to do Triple K’s Your Own Version. You know how they get hot artists to do a cover version of past hits and then you all go on an album together?” 
 
   “I know what it is, Craig. I’m not a fucking idiot.” 
 
   “Of course you do… Anyway, they called and since you’re going to be taking all that time off, I organised for them to record you tonight and they’ll play it during your down time. I need you at the studio, like, half an hour ago.” 
 
   I glance at the time on the dashboard and that’s when it hits me. I just took off in Lisa’s car. Shit. 
 
   “Marcus?” Craig prompts. “Can you get here or not?” 
 
   I shake my head, realising that Lisa has really managed to get under my skin. I can’t believe we were just arguing. And over what? Fuck. I have no frigging clue. 
 
   “Marcus?” Craig repeats, a little more insistently this time.
 
   "I'm here. Relax. I'm here. I just don't understand why the hell you're booking shit for me without asking first. My schedule was supposed to be clear all weekend.” 
 
   “Yeah mate. I know it's clear that's why I booked it. You didn't put in the calendar you were busy, and as far as Karen knew, you were free and clear, so we booked it. Listen, I get that you’re tired. But, you’re not on your break yet, Marcus. There’s still work to do, and you need to be ready when and if you’re needed.” 
 
   I clench my jaw, annoyed that my life isn’t mine. “Fine. I’m on my way.” 
 
   I disconnect the call before he gets the chance to say anything else and restart the car. I'll have to get someone to deliver Lisa's car back to her once I arrive at the studio. I just hope she isn't too pissed at me for taking off in it. 
 
   Suddenly, I release a short burst of laughter as I realise that this is probably the first time I've actually cared what somebody thought about me. I actually care about how this woman feels. Jesus, I promised her friendship. I'm not sure how I'm going to make that work…
 
   ***
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   “Here you go,” Sandra says, as she climbs out of her car and holds my spare keys in front of her face, jingling them like they're a musical instrument. Her head turns to Marcus's car parked at the curb outside my house and her eyes widen “Wow. Who owns the Porsche?"
 
   I reach out and take the keys from her fingers. "I'll tell you over a coffee inside.” 
 
   Following behind me, she keeps looking over her shoulder at the car. “It’s a bloody nice car. You wouldn’t catch me leaving it parked on the street like that. I’d be petrified that someone would steal it.” 
 
   I don’t comment. I just move inside and make small talk about how her weekend is progressing so far, as I switch on the coffee machine to warm up and open the pantry to find the coffee beans. 
 
   “It’s been ok. I went out with that guy I met in the lift last week. He was nice enough…” 
 
   “You met a guy in an elevator? You didn’t tell me about that?” 
 
   “Seriously? I can’t believe I didn’t tell you about it. It was hilarious, so I had really high hopes about this guy being a lot of fun. Basically, I was running late for work, so I was the only one in the elevator. Just as the doors are about to shut, this guy hits the button and makes them open again. When he gets in, I’m thinking, ‘yeah, this guy’s pretty cute. A little bit of designer stubble, decent looking body, nice eyes’ and it turns out I was openly ogling… Anyway, he notices me looking and looks at me, then just says ‘hi’ so I said, ‘Oh my god. Can you see me?’ – you know like I’m a ghost or something… I expected him to just look at me like I’m crazy and ignore me but he didn’t.” 
 
   “What did he do?” I ask, becoming engrossed in her story. 
 
   “He pulled my hair!” she laughs. “He reached out and tugged at a piece of my hair and said ‘yep’. And he timed it perfectly too, because next thing the lift pings and he gets off without saying anything else.” 
 
   “Ok. So how did you end up going out with him then?” 
 
   “Oh, I saw him leaving the building at lunch time and chased him down. We just went for drinks after work on Friday. His name is Brad. How funny is that? Who is called ‘Brad’ these days?” 
 
   “Him I guess?” 
 
   “Yeah him. Anyway, it was all right. There’s a tiny bit of a spark but I don’t know… I don’t feel that… thing… you know? That pain you get in your guts when you’re around someone?” 
 
   I take a deep breath and nod. “Yeah. I can see how that’s important.” 
 
   As I carry the coffees, I incline my head toward the kitchen table to get her to follow me instead of staying sitting on one of the stools at my bench top. 
 
   She settles in the chair across from me and takes a sip of her coffee. “So… that’s my weekend so far. What’s been happening with you? Are you going to tell me who owns that Porsche now?” 
 
   “Yeah, of course I am. It um… belongs to…” I start, only to get interrupted by the ding-dong of my doorbell. The noise sets Perry barking at the backdoor. “Um… one minute.” 
 
   I hear Sandra get up and go to the back of the house to let Perry inside as I answer the front door. “Yes?” I ask as I open the door to an older woman, a good foot shorter than I am, stylishly dressed and made up, her dyed blonde hair coiffed back and held neatly by a metallic clip. 
 
   “Lisa Russell?” she asks, and I have this feeling that she’s about to hand me an envelope and say ‘you’ve just been served’ so I hesitate with my answer. “I’m Mr Bailey’s assistant. I’m here to return your car and pick up his.” She holds out the keys to my car for me. 
 
   “Oh, thank you. I don’t have his keys though,” I tell her, taking my car keys from her and looking over her shoulder to see my car parked behind Marcus’s. 
 
   “That’s fine. I have his keys. Thank you for your time,” she says with a smile as she turns to leave. 
 
   “Wait,” I call out suddenly, causing her to stop and turn to me. 
 
   “Yes?” she asks, her face the picture of serene patience. 
 
   “Um… is he ok?” 
 
   “Of course he is,” she smiles.
 
   “So… he’s not angry or anything?” 
 
   “Should he be angry?” 
 
   “Oh… I just gave him a bit of a serve. That’s why he took off with my car. He had the shits with me.” 
 
   I see a grin tease the corner of her mouth. “He’s fine. Marcus is the kind of man who needs a good ‘serve’ occasionally.” She gives me a wink. “It’s how I’ve kept my job, I’m sure.” 
 
   As I thank her and close the door, I turn around to see Sandra looking at me with her mouth open and her expression… hurt. 
 
   “Marcus Bailey? That was Marcus Bailey’s car out there? I thought you said nothing was going on between you two. I thought you said ‘no’ and that was the end of it?” 
 
   “I’m sorry. It’s not what you think. I’m not dating him,” I flounder, trying to rescue the situation, somehow. I had hoped to break it to her easy and assure her that we were only friends. 
 
   “Then why would you hide it?” 
 
   “I wasn’t hiding it. I never lied. I just didn’t understand what was going on. He showed up at my house three weekends in a row and we’ve hung out a couple of times. I’ve made it very clear that nothing more is going to happen between us,” I assure her. 
 
   “So he’s definitely interested in you? You’re just saying no?” 
 
   “No. I don’t know. It’s just really complicated right now. I don’t think this is anything that’s going to last. He’ll go on tour and forget all about me…” I’m rambling. I knew she was hung up on him, and I hate that I’m upsetting her right now. 
 
   “So you’re ok with that? You’re ok with being just another girl he throws away? Didn’t you learn anything from my encounter with him?” 
 
   “No… I don’t know… it’s just… we’re just friends,” I argue. 
 
   “I don’t think a man like Marcus Bailey can do ‘just friends’ Lisa. I spent a whole weekend with him. He made me feel special and then he just disappeared and moved on to the next girl. It’s what he does. How can you allow that in your life?” 
 
   “I’m not allowing that in my life. He just pushed his way in! I’m totally out of control in this entire… I don’t know what it is – thing!” 
 
   “And what happens if this ‘thing’” she says, using her fingers to quote the word, “turns into something more? What are we going to do? Sit together and trade stories about how hot it is when he does certain things in bed?” 
 
   “No. It’s not like that. I haven’t even touched the man.” Suddenly, my face burns with discomfort. It’s just hit home with me how many women there are out there with that kind of information. The thought actually sours my stomach and I sit down to stop myself from becoming dizzy. “We had a fight today anyway. I doubt he’ll want anything to do with me after I yelled at him anyway. So you don’t have to worry,” I tell her quietly, resting my head in my hands. 
 
   Perry comes over to me and places his head on my thigh, lifting his eyes up to look at me with as much concern as a dog can muster. I sit back and let him jump up on the couch next to me. 
 
   Sandra kneels down in front of me and places her hands on my knees. “I’m sorry, Leis. I know I must sound crazy right now. I have no right to tell you whom you can and can’t see. I just… I want you to be careful ok? Just remember who he is. I know you don’t pay any attention to the who’s who of this world, but being a guy like Marcus – it means something… you know? I’m obviously not the only one he used and left. Just don’t become one yourself.” 
 
   I place my hand on top of hers and swallow down the lump in my throat. She doesn’t know much about my past either. She doesn’t know who my ex was and she doesn’t know who my parents are. I changed my name when things ended with Jonathan. I didn’t need that embarrassment following me around forever. Especially the article where my father spoke about how disappointed he was that I didn’t understand the industry. That probably hurt more than anything Jonathan did… When Marcus searched my current name, he didn’t find any photos online. If he searched my real name, however, he’d find plenty and very few of them show me in a good light. 
 
   You see, I’ve been hiding who my family is for years. My father is probably one of the most recognisable names in Australia’s music industry. I’m sure that being his daughter is what made Jonathan interested in me. And the whole experience taught me how fake fame is, and how much I wanted to be really far away from it. 
 
   Everything was going along just fine until I agreed to do a favour for a friend and Marcus Bailey entered my life. If I get seen with him, then my quiet life could be over. I don’t know if I’ll be able to successfully disappear again. 
 
   Now, more than ever, I realise I need to keep my resolve. But this time, I think I need to make Perry keep his too. Marcus Bailey needs to stay away, or I’m just going to be hurt, humiliated and exploited all over again. 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 8
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
    
 
   “Thanks man. I knew you’d do Dire Straits justice. That was an epic cover,” the producer says, as he shakes my hand when the recording is over. 
 
   I’ve already done the short interview with the DJ and I was given a short amount of time to prepare my cover version of Dire Straits Romeo and Juliet. I was familiar with the song anyway, but the trick is making the song my own and not just singing an exact replica. 
 
   As annoyed as I was when this got sprung on me, I have to say that I’ve actually had a pretty good time. I remember listening to Triple K when Theo and I first started out. It was a big dream to be asked on here to do Your Own Version, and now I’m here. Just me. I can’t help but listen to the niggling voice in the back of my mind that is telling me it would have been better with Theo. 
 
   To be honest, this whole experience would have been better if I had hit it big with Matiari. But unfortunately, that’s just not how it worked out, and more and more, I find I’m asking myself if I even deserve this life. Then I remember how miserable I am, and I realise – yes, after what I did to Matiari on stage and after the way I’ve treated my family and my friends… yeah, I do deserve this. Every shitty moment and fake smile – I deserve it all. 
 
   “Thanks for having me on, and thanks for recording this early. I know you usually do this live. I really appreciate your understanding and all.” 
 
   “Hey man, we all need a break every now and then.” He claps me good-naturedly on the shoulder. “Listen, there’s a bunch of us going out next weekend to see a few up and coming bands play. I’m sure you have some sort of big plans, but it would be great if you could come along and lend your support to the little guys.” 
 
   I can see he doesn’t expect me to say yes, but honestly, I wouldn’t mind going to a small gig. It’s probably just what I need to remind me where I came from. 
 
   “Yeah. Actually, I think that would be a lot of fun.” 
 
   “Awesome.” He nods, sounding cool but looking a little surprised as he pulls the flyer for the gig out of a pile of papers on a nearby desk. “We’ll probably get there around ten after the dinner service finishes. We’ll be up on the Mezzanine level. Do you want me to tell the door guys you’re coming?” 
 
   “No, I’ll go in the same as everyone else. I’ll find you.” I hold the flyer up. “See you next week at ten.” 
 
   We do one of those hand clap, back slap things that guys like to do and I head out of the studio to find Karen sitting out in reception waiting for me. 
 
   She holds my car keys out to me. “She’s worried that you’re angry with her,” she says as she drops the key in my outstretched hand. 
 
   “I’m not,” I tell her, and it’s true. I’m not angry – right now, I’m just confused as all hell. I don’t understand what’s happening. We just had a fight over what seemed to be nothing. I don’t get it. I don’t get it at all. 
 
   “You like this one, huh?” she asks, reaching out to adjust the collar of my leather jacket as if she’s my mother. 
 
   I shrug one shoulder. “I guess.” I walk outside with her to make sure she gets safely to her own car. “I have no idea what I’m doing here, Karen. I just feel… all weird. I don’t know, maybe I’ve just been working too hard.”
 
   “Maybe you should give her a call and let her know you’re not angry?” 
 
   I lean forward and open her car door for her before giving her a friendly kiss on the cheek. “Thanks for your help today.” 
 
   “I’ll make sure you aren’t dragged to anything last minute without calling your first,” she says. “Craig was just very insistent that you needed to do this ASAP.” 
 
   “It’s cool. It turned out well. I’ll let you know when I’m busy next time.” 
 
   As she climbs in, I shut the door and step back as she starts up the car and exits the parking lot. I stand there for a moment, watching the red of her taillights as she turns and drives down the street and out of sight. 
 
   I pull my phone out of my pocket and wonder if I should call Lisa. I really messed up this afternoon when I took off with her car. I should have kept my cool. I should have stayed and tried to find out what was making her so angry… or maybe I should have just stayed away in the first place. 
 
   She keeps saying that I’m forcing the friendship on her. Maybe I am… but I have a hard time believing she isn’t feeling this too. There’s something there, and I really don’t want to let it go. 
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   Sandra left not long after we had our ‘discussion’ about Marcus, and I’ve spent the rest of the evening wondering if I should call him. Then I realise he’s probably busy at some party. 
 
   Instead I keep composing different text messages to him without actually sending them. Some of them have said ‘sorry’ for blowing up. Others have read more like a break up letter. 
 
   The latest one simply says – Call me plz. Lisa x
 
   Initially it had three x’s there, but I’ve deleted two, feeling worried that he might think I was trying to say that I’m X-rated or something… Now, I’m just staring at it, wondering if I should change the x to a smiley face or something. I don’t want to send him something that is going to give him the wrong impression, but I don’t want to send him something that’s going to make him feel like if he calls me I’m just going to yell at him again…. 
 
   Shit. I’m over thinking this. I know. I’m just struggling here. I need to talk to him and tell him that while I think he’s a great guy, I just can’t see him anymore. I think it will be best for both of us. 
 
   Before I get the chance to send him any message, my phone jumps to life in my hand and Marcus’s face smiles at me in his hat and glasses as the word ‘Dude’ flashes up on my screen. 
 
   For a while, I just look at him smiling at me. What is it about this guy? I already feel like I’m going to agree to anything he asks. 
 
   “Stick to your guns Lisa. You know this can’t end well.” I take a deep breath and swipe my thumb across the screen to answer. “Hello.” 
 
   “I’m so sorry about taking off with your car today,” he says in rush of breath. “I feel awful. I just… I feel like I’m messing this up Lisa. And I don’t want to.” 
 
   “It’s not you Marcus. It’s me. I’m the one who started attacking you.” I press my lips together as tears sting the backs of my eyes. “I…I do like you Marcus. I think you’re charming and funny, and if you weren’t who you are, then I could see us being great friends. But the fact of the matter is – you are who you are and I think we should end whatever this is between us before one of us gets very hurt.” 
 
   I hear him let out his breath slowly. “I’m not going to hurt you Lisa.” 
 
   “I don’t think you’re planning to. It’ll just happen all by itself.” I close my eyes. “There’s a lot you don’t know about me Marcus. I think it’s best that you live your life, and I live mine. I chose my life for a reason. I don’t want a life in the spotlight. I just want to be me, and I can’t see myself being able to do that if I’m connected to you.” 
 
   “No,” he says in response. 
 
   My eyes pop open. “What do you mean ‘no’?” 
 
   “I mean, no. I’m not letting this go. Lisa, you’re the first woman I’ve wanted to spend time with in… forever.” 
 
   I laugh sarcastically. “You and I both know that isn’t true Marcus. You’ve spent plenty of time with plenty of women.” 
 
   “I’m not saying I haven’t been with women because we both know that I have. I’m saying that I’ve never taken the time to get to know one before.” 
 
   “That’s not true either. What about Naomi Prendergast? You told the world you loved her before you humiliated her on stage. You must have known her.”
 
   “I already explained that to you. At the time, I thought I loved her. But on reflection, I know it was some stupid one-sided competition against my brother. I spent all of my time with her flirting. With you, it’s different. I like spending time with you. Even if you never return any sort of affection, I still like you.” 
 
   “What about Sandra Hagen?” 
 
   “Who? What are you talking about? Isn’t she the reporter you covered for?” 
 
   “She’s also my best friend - and one of your conquests. You spent an entire weekend ‘getting to know her’ and now you don’t even remember her,” I accuse, needing to make him see that his lifestyle isn’t something I can cope with. 
 
   “That was a different time in my life, Lisa. I’m not interested in that kind of relationship anymore. I’m interested in you.” 
 
   I sigh, and shake my head. I can’t let myself fall for his lines. I know what’s best for me. And it isn’t him. A tear escapes my eye and slides down my cheek, betraying my internal dialogue. “You only want me, because I’m saying no. If I had slept with you the moment we met, you wouldn’t give me a second thought. I’d just be another face in a sea of women. I told you not to pursue me Marcus. I told you that this wasn’t a game. Please. Just let’s end this.” 
 
   There’s a long pause before he finally speaks. “I’m sorry, Lisa. My answer is still no,” he says in response, his voice practically a whisper as the line goes dead.
 
   I sit there, with my phone still pressed to my ear and my mouth slightly open as I blink away the tears that are threatening to spill from my eyes. Why can't he just accept that this won't work?  
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
   By the time I get home it’s after nine, and I’m so fucking on edge right now that I can't stay still. I spend a good ten minutes just pacing back and forth in my lounge room, talking to myself about why Lisa is wrong. 
 
   There isn’t one personal detail out there about me that I haven’t known would get out. In my daily life, I’m no one. I go out, I buy my own food, I go to dinner, I even go to the fucking movies, and no one notices me – unless I want them to. 
 
   Countless celebrity couples manage to live a very normal life. I’m not saying that we have to become a couple, but I am saying that we can see each other – we can at least be friends - without the risk of her fucking privacy being compromised. 
 
   What the hell is her issue anyway? She’s an advertising coordinator at a magazine. I couldn’t find a single personal thing about her online. As far as I can tell, she leads a very quiet and normal life and as much as she is interesting to me, I can’t see her being very interesting to the press. 
 
   I just… fuck… I don’t fucking know. 
 
   I stop pacing and put my hands on my hips as I contemplate going to her house and trying to talk some sense in to her, but I’m pretty sure that isn't going to work right now. She seems pretty dead against anything between us right now… I need to give her some space.
 
   Walking into my bedroom, I quickly change into a pair of shorts and a T-shirt and head towards my home gym. On the treadmill, I increase the speed until I'm running flat chat. I figure if I push my body hard enough, I won't be able to think any more. But that's not the case. If anything, it seems to make me focus more. 
 
   I think about all the women. There are so many, I don't think I could count them if I had a gun aimed at my head. And I think about Lisa and wonder how I'm going to get her to understand that her face is the only one I see, and the only one I'll ever care to remember. 
 
   Suddenly, the words to a song start to enter my mind and I immediately slow the treadmill to a stop and run into my studio, grabbing for my journal and a pen and I start to write. 
 
   If only…
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 9
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   “Get dressed. I’m coming over, and I’m going to take you out,” Sandra says on the other end of the phone. 
 
   Even though she seemed upset with me over my friendship with Marcus, she didn’t let it get in the way of our own friendship. I think from where she was standing, she couldn’t understand why I’d want to travel down a path she’s already been down and come back feeling hurt and dejected because of it. 
 
   I shake my head. “No. I’m really not in the mood, Sandra.”
 
   Two weeks have passed since I last saw or spoke to Marcus. I’m hoping he got the message and he’s going to leave me alone from now on. 
 
   I’m not going to lie and say that I’m glad things are over. Because I’m not. I would actually go as far as saying that I’ve spent every day expecting him to call. I mean, he said ‘no’. I’ve actually jumped each time the phone has rung, and I swear Perry is messing with me by constantly going to the door as if someone is there…
 
   This ‘staying the course’ thing is a lot harder than I thought it would be. I really do like the guy and I wouldn’t be a woman if I wasn’t attracted to him in some way. But I know in my gut that I’m doing the right thing. Even if he does make contact, I need to stay strong and stay away. 
 
   “I know it’s been a shitty couple of weeks. And I’m part of the reason why it’s been shit, so I’m going to do something to make it better. Put on a pretty dress and some make up and we’ll hit the town.” 
 
   “Can’t we just go and see a movie or something?” I whine, not really interested in going clubbing with her. 
 
   “Relax. I won’t take you clubbing. There’s plenty more we can do in the city. I have something that’s your flavour. Don’t worry yourself about it, ok? I just want to take you out and help get your mind off things. I’ll be there in an hour. Be ready.” 
 
   With that she disconnects and I look down at Perry who is looking at me with very interested eyes. “Looks like I’m going out,” I tell him, and his tail starts to wag excitedly. 
 
   “Sorry mate, it’s not with him. I’ve already told you, we can’t see him anymore. It won’t work out for any of us.” 
 
   He makes a small noise in response, and I know that he gets me. Of course he gets me. He’s the only one who knows all of my secrets. 
 
   ***
 
   “Lookin’ hot there mama,” Sandra says, as I answer the door. I’m wearing a knee length, black cocktail dress. It’s some sort of designer outfit that I still have left over from times gone by. I kept it because it’s still appropriate for most evening occasions. 
 
   I give her a smile and tilt my head to usher her inside as I continue putting my earrings in. I’m also not sure where my other shoe is, but I’m just about ready. I have my hair and make-up done and my clutch purse ready to go. It’s just that elusive shoe I still need… “Aha!” I call out, remembering that I saw it tucked under my bed a few days ago. 
 
   Exiting my room with both shoes on, I finally look at Sandra properly. “You look lovely yourself. Very hip. Where exactly are we going?” 
 
   Sandra is wearing a royal blue fitted dress that hugs her curves and shows off her shapely legs. The neckline is a see through lace that stops just above her breasts. She’s also wearing these giant heels that make her almost as tall as me. Almost. She’s pretty small. 
 
   She runs her hand over her wavy, blonde hair. “Oh, we’re just going to this little place I heard of for dinner and drinks. They put on a show for you while you eat. I think you’ll really enjoy it.” 
 
   “What kind of show?” I ask. 
 
   “You’ll see,” she laughs. “Just wait. I promise, you’ll love it.” 
 
   ***
 
   We pull up out the front of non-descript looking building that only has a few lights above the entrance and a bouncer standing guard and checking names as a long line of people wait to get in. There’s a chalkboard that advertises a dinner service and a live performance by someone called ‘Belle Adams’.
 
   “I thought we weren’t going to a club,” I state, noticing the state of dress most of those waiting in line are in. “What is this place?” 
 
   She approaches the front of the line and gives her name and nominates me as her plus one so we are allowed inside before she answers me. “I told you. It’s dinner, drinks and a show. You are going to love Belle Adams. She sounds just like Janis Joplin. The resemblance is uncanny. I’m actually interviewing her after her show so you’ll get to meet her if you like.”
 
   I look around the dimly lit room as we’re led to our table. Most of the tables are occupied on both levels, and I recognise more than a few faces. 
 
   “Why did you bring me here?” I whisper, a little panicked that I’m going to get recognised myself. My hair is dark now, whereas back when they knew me, I was bleached blonde, but still... 
 
   “Relax. It’s not your typical gig. If you can’t sit at a table, you don’t get to come in until after the dinner service. By that time, we’ll be backstage, so you won’t have to worry about crowds. I know how much you hate them,” she smiles, sitting back as the waiter places her linen napkin over her lap. 
 
   Inside, I start to panic. “Backstage?” I squeak.
 
   “Of course. What’s wrong? Oh, are you worried Marcus will be there? I doubt he would be. Look, his brother is here and those two don’t talk.” 
 
   My eyes flick to where she indicates and I see the girl Naomi and Marcus’s brother Theo sitting together looking just as attractive as their photos make them. “I don’t go to gigs, Sandra. You need to take me home.” 
 
   She places her hands on her hips and gives me a stern look. “Lisa, relax. We’re here to have a good time. I promise you, it’s won’t be awful music. I wouldn’t have brought you if I didn’t think you’d like the music.” 
 
   “It’s not the music I’m worried about,” I say, pulling at loose strands of my hair so they’re framing my face a bit more. 
 
   She smiles and shakes her head as if I’m just being the neurotic friend. “Don’t ruin what could be a fun night, Lisa. It took a lot for me to get an invite to this gig, so can you at least pretend to have fun? We’ll watch the show, I’ll do the interview and we can leave. You’ll be back home before you turn back into a pumpkin.”
 
   The waiter arrives and asks if we’d like something to drink then he announces the specials of the evening. 
 
   Sandra orders a glass of Pinot Noir which he jots down on his notepad. 
 
   “And for you miss?” he turns to me. 
 
   “A glass of Sauv Blanc, please.” As he turns to leave, I grab his arm. “Actually, make that a bottle.” 
 
   “Of course,” he nods. 
 
   “Nervous much?” 
 
   “I’m fine,” I tell her, hunting through my bag as a way to keep my head down. 
 
   “Lisa, you have to relax. He won’t be here. He’s probably at some A-list party or something. I’m sure there is nothing for you to worry about.” 
 
   "I'm fine," I repeat, just as my hand lands on my glasses case. I pull them out and put them on. “My eyes are sore,” I explain, before pulling out my travel make up kit and swiping a darker shade of lipstick over my lips. I feel as though all I have right now is the Superman disguise. 
 
   “And your lips are dry? What’s going on?” Sandra frowns. 
 
   "Nothing. Nothing at all," I say with a shrug, gratefully accepting the glass and bottle of wine as the waiter brings it over. "Thank you." I lift my glass and take a large gulp, noticing Sandra’s curious gaze as she watches me nervously fidget. “I’m fine,” I insist. 
 
   "If you say so," she says with a bounce of her shoulders as she starts to look around the room. "Do you want me to introduce you to anyone?"
 
   I shake my head quickly. "No. Thanks though… I'll be fine here watching the show.” 
 
   “Ok. That’s fine.” She sits and looks around the room for a moment longer, occasionally waving to someone she knows. 
 
   “It’s alright by me if you want to go and say hi. I’m fine on my own.” 
 
   “Really?” 
 
   “Yes, really,” I smile. “Please go and have fun.” 
 
   She bites her lip and smiles, pausing just before she stands up. “I promise not to take too long.” 
 
   “Take as long as you need.” 
 
   I follow her with my eyes as she makes her way across the room but look away when she motions toward me. I figure she’s saying that she’s here with a friend, so they’re looking to see whom she’s with. I pull my phone out of my purse and start to go through my emails. I’d rather keep my head down and look busy. Once the show starts, there won’t be time for mingling. I just need to get through this part. If someone as famous as Marcus can go out without being noticed, then I’m sure I can too... Although, he doesn’t go out to places like this without getting noticed… oh shit… I feel doomed. 
 
   Sandra mingles for a good half an hour before the lights dim a little further and it’s announced that the show is about to start. At the same time, our first course is brought around. Basically, we’re being served like we’re at a wedding or something. There is a set menu and we are alternately given one of three dishes. 
 
   I end up with an antipasto plate for my starter, while Sandra gets a bowl of potato and leek soup. “Have fun?” I ask as she takes her seat and surveys her food. 
 
   “Yeah. Just catching up. Although, funny thing. A couple of people thought they knew you from somewhere.” 
 
   I let out a burst of nervous laughter. “Strange,” I tell her quickly, stabbing at my food with my fork. “Perhaps I just look like someone?” 
 
   “It’s possible. You do look very classy with your hair up in a bun like that. They probably think you’re some big star. Maybe we should have some fun with them. You could talk in an American accent and keep them guessing the whole time.” 
 
   Laughing, I nod. “That could actually be a lot of fun. But no. I don’t need the attention. Anyway, time to be quiet. Bella Adams is just about to come out. I can see her in the wings.”
 
   Sandra schooches her chair closer to mine so she has a better view of the stage, then reaches over and steals my olives. I nudge her with my shoulder as she laughs as we settle in to watch the show. 
 
   Just as Sandra described, Bella Adams really does sound like a modern Janis Joplin. Her music has a different sound though, which is really nice to hear. I think she’s trying to set herself apart, which I really respect because it would be hard to do your own thing when you’re being so heavily compared to a legend. It’s why I never did anything with my music – I’d forever be compared to my father. 
 
   By the fourth song, our dinner has been served, and I’m eating a beautiful prosciutto wrapped chicken with asparagus and capsicum with a cheesy sauce on the side. Sandra has a salmon steak with béarnaise sauce, capers and a rocket salad. She reaches over and steals some of my food again. I don’t mind though, she’s been doing this kind of thing to me since we first met, so it’s expected now. 
 
   When dessert comes around, I just hand her mine. I don’t really have that much of a sweet tooth and I’d much rather that my calories came from drinking my bottle of wine than from a slice of lemon cheesecake. 
 
   By the time the show is over, I’m cheering and clapping along with everyone else. I’ve really enjoyed listening to her and the good part of a full bottle of wine has really helped me relax into the night instead of constantly looking over my shoulder. 
 
   When Bella Adams thanks everyone for coming, I know that it’s almost time to go back stage so Sandra can do her interview before the second show starts for the general public. 
 
   From what Sandra has told me, there will be a few other artists coming on stage and then Bella will once again perform before closing time. It’s quite the event here each Saturday night, and only those ‘in the know’ actually get the chance to come. 
 
   I down the last of my wine and stand to follow Sandra when she takes a hold of my arm to lead me backstage. There’s no one checking our backstage status or anything, so I think the fact that we were at the dinner part of the show means that we are ‘special’ enough to mingle with the talent. 
 
   My head feels a little fuzzy as I teeter along behind her but I’m still sober enough to know to keep my head down and not make eye contact with anyone. 
 
   “Ok, you take a seat here and I’ll go and get my interview done with Bella. After that, we can either stay and hang out, or go home. It’s up to you, ok?” 
 
   “Sure,” I say with a smile, fully intending to make her leave as soon as she’s done. I stand and cross the room to a wall that’s covered with framed black and white photos. They all feature the artists that have played here since they opened. I pause for a while and study a black and white of Marcus with his old band. In the image, his eyes are closed as he sings. He looks like he’s really feeling what he’s singing and I wonder where that guy is. He doesn’t seem to enjoy his craft as much anymore. 
 
   “I was so nervous that night,” a female voice says from beside me. “I’m Naomi.” She gives me a friendly smile and holds her hand out to shake mine in greeting. 
 
   “I’m Lisa,” I tell her in reply. “What made that night so nerve wracking?” 
 
   “I told her that she had to wow the audience, or I wouldn’t let her stay in the band,” Marcus’s brother Theo says as he comes up behind her. He slips his arms around her middle and plants a kiss on the side of her face. 
 
   I smile as I take them in. Naomi is blonde haired, blue eyed and petite. She’s the perfect ‘Aussie girl’ and she looks like she should be running along the beach somewhere. Theo is the exact opposite of Marcus. He’s just as good looking, but where Marcus is light in hair and eyes, Theo is darker and a little more angular. 
 
   “I’m Theo,” he says. I take his hand and offer my name in return. I like that they are so down to earth that they don’t expect me to already know their names. It causes me to instantly like them. 
 
   “Is that you back there on drums?” I ask, pointing at the photo of them on stage. 
 
   “Yep, although now I’m up front. My brother,” he taps the photo to point at Marcus, “has found his own success. So, we had to reshuffle a bit.” 
 
   “I see,” I reply, not really knowing what to say. I don’t want to talk to them like I know them and I’m not sure how me knowing Marcus will go down with them. 
 
   “How did you enjoy the show?” Naomi asks after a beat. 
 
   “Oh, I loved it. I’m actually really out of touch with modern music, but I thought she was great.” 
 
   “She’s got a wonderful voice,” Naomi replies just as Sandra returns from her interview.
 
   “There you are,” Sandra says to me. 
 
   “Here I am. Did you get everything you needed?” 
 
   “I did. I see you’re making friends.” 
 
   “Sandra, this is Naomi and Theo.” 
 
   They all lean forward and shake hands. 
 
   “I think we’ve met before, haven’t we?” Naomi says to Sandra. 
 
   “We have. I interviewed you at the music festival up in Cairns. I’m surprised you recognise me. It was raining cats and dogs that day.”
 
   “It was. I think that’s why I remember.” 
 
   They all make a bit of small talk, and I continue to peruse the photos on the wall, eventually landing on one with my father in it. It looks to have been taken even before I was born, so he must have been here not long after this place opened. He’s obviously returned though, as his photo sports his autograph in scrawling silver letters. 
 
   “That’s who you are. You’re Leisil Marx aren’t you?” My eyes widen as I hear my real name. I haven’t heard it for years and I’ve dreaded hearing it again. “Your hair is different but I knew I’d seen you somewhere before. Shit, I haven’t seen or heard from you since you went batshitcrazy over Jonathan Masters. How the hell are you? Do you remember me? I’m Colin Lucas. We used to run into each other a lot growing up. My mum is Sophie Lucas from the 80s band Twister. I’m in my own band now – Tender Trap, have you heard of us?” 
 
   Shit. Shit. Shit. Shit. I knew this would happen. I knew that someone would recognise me. And of course it’s fucking Colin Lucas. He’s one of the biggest namedroppers I’ve ever met. He’s bound to tell everyone he saw me. Him and his beady eyes and stinky black hair. He’s always been the same. God, why did he have to be here? 
 
   I fake that American accent Sandra and I were talking about earlier. “I’m sorry. I think you have the wrong person. I don’t know this Leisil you’re talking about.” 
 
   With that, I turn and hurry out while that fucking idiot keeps calling after me. 
“Aw, come on Leisil. Don’t be like that. I’d know you anywhere. Remember that huge Christmas pool party at my mother’s beach house when we were around sixteen?” 
 
   Feeling slightly panicked, I rush past Sandra where she’s still talking to Naomi and Theo and throw a quick “We have to go” over my shoulder. 
 
   She immediately follows but my sense of urgency is calling more attention to me. 
 
   “Who’s Leisil?” Sandra is asking from behind me. 
 
   “She’s no one. Let’s just go,” I insist over my shoulder. I’m not watching where I’m going properly and manage to find myself landing smack up against a wall of chest. “I’m so sorry,” I say as I turn around, still intent on making it to the door and not looking at who I banged into, until two strong arms grab mine and halt my departure. 
 
   “What are you doing here?” a familiar male voice asks me.
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
   “Hey man. Glad you could make it,” Jerry, the DJ who invited me to this thing says as he slaps me on the shoulder in greeting. I had planned to line up like everyone else, but I’ve been met out front and the bouncer immediately recognises me and gestures for us to go inside. 
 
   Once inside, I hear the smooth sound of jazz filtering through the sound system as the stage is prepared for the first performance. From what the flyer said, there’s going to be quite a few talented artists singing tonight, ending with the vocal talents of Bella Adams who I’m yet to have the pleasure of hearing perform live, although I have heard her on the radio. 
 
   Jerry leads the way to the stairs that will take us to the mezzanine level, but my attention is caught by something that is happening on the main floor. It sounds like an argument of sorts. 
 
   “You get your hands off me,” I hear a woman call out. Instantly, I know that voice. But what the hell is she doing here?
 
   “Leisil, calm down. I just want to talk. I haven’t seen you for years,” the man says. He has his back to me and he’s blocking her from my view. 
 
   “Lisa, what’s going on? Why is Jonathan Masters calling you Leisil?” Another woman says from beside her. 
 
   "Because that's her fucking name,” he retorts. 
 
   I move around so that I can see those involved more clearly and notice that Theo and Naomi are here too. Fucking hell. Anyone else? Is my fifth grade teacher going to walk out here too? 
 
   Lisa pushes through everyone, her face contorted in distress and when she sees me, it just worsens. “Shit,” she cries, breaking into a run and sprinting straight past me. 
 
   Those who were surrounding her give chase. “Get in their way will you? I need to help her,” I say to Jerry who nods and gets his friends to try and hold back Jonathan Masters and company. 
 
   “Lisa,” I call out as I run to catch up to her. I have no idea how the hell she knows Jonathan Masters, or why she was at that club, but I’m about to make damn sure that I find out. 
 
   “Go away,” she cries out, slowing to a brisk walk. Her hands lift to cover her face and I can tell that she's crying.
 
   "Lisa," I say again as I catch up to her. "Just talk to me. What's going on, and who the hell is Leisil?"
 
   "She's me, all right? She's fucking me.” She shakes her head, and keeps walking without bothering to look at me as I fall in step beside her.
 
   "Stop. Lisa stop," I say, grabbing a hold of her shoulders and turning her toward me to force her to stop moving.
 
   "Leave. Me. Alone,” she growls out through gritted teeth.
 
   "I already told you – no." Then, I kiss her. I don't know why, but it seems to be the only thing I can think of that might get her to stop and talk to me. If I let her keep pushing, I'm never going to know her. 
 
   I want to know her. So. Much. 
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   One minute, I’m crying and yelling and the next, his lips are on mine, and I stop fighting. A delicious warmth starts from the point of contact and spreads in curling tendrils, diffusing through my body until they reach the very tips of my fingers and toes and every part of me is humming. 
 
   His hands move from my shoulders to cup my face as he inhales and moves his mouth against mine. He uses only his lips as he sucks gently on mine and caresses my skin with his thumbs. 
 
   I feel light and breathless, and all thoughts surrounding my previous distress seem to float away out of my grasp, as I melt into him and slide my arms around him, gripping the back of his shirt.
 
   I think I could stay here forever, but the sudden click and flash of cameras causes both of us to snap away from each other.
 
   “Oh shit,” he says, physically turning my head away from the intruding lenses. Putting his arm around my shoulders, he hurriedly guides me forward, stepping toward the street where he places his fingers between his lips and lets out an ear-piercing whistle, before holding his hand up to hail an oncoming taxi. 
 
   He rushes me through a gap in the traffic and reefs the door of the cab open, guiding me inside before sliding in himself and slamming the door on the persistent flashing of the cameras.
 
   “Where to?" the cabby asks.
 
   "Just go!" I yell, freaking out because now I know my face is going to be all over the papers tomorrow. And if it wasn't bad enough that I got recognised, there's going to the pictures of me kissing Marcus. My father is going to love that.
 
   I lay my head against the back of the seat and close my eyes tightly, feeling like my whole world has just exploded as Marcus leans forward and gives the cabbie an actual address to go to.
 
   He sits back as well and takes my hand in his. The action causes fresh tears to spring from my eyes. I feel like such a fool right now. I should have left the moment I saw where Sandra was taking me. I guess it just goes to show that Clark Kent’s disguise is no good. The glasses didn’t help me at all. 
 
   My phone rings, and seconds later, so does Marcus’s. He releases my hand and removes his phone from his pocket. I feel a slight loneliness as a result but shake it off as I pull my phone out of my bag. 
 
   It’s Sandra. God, how am I supposed to explain all of this to her? She’s my best friend and up until now, she didn’t even know my real name. 
 
   Marcus silences his call and I decide to do the same, instead tapping out a message that tells her that I’m ok and will explain all soon. I don’t know if that’s what she wants to hear, but I’m not about to find out. I switch my phone off and put it away. I need to deal with all this in my own head before I start talking to anyone else about it. 
 
   The cabbie pulls up outside a modern looking apartment building and Marcus hands him a credit card to pay for the fare. “Where is this?” I ask. 
 
   “My place. Come on,” he says as he stands outside the cab and holds the door open for me. 
 
   I don’t know how I feel about going up to Marcus’s place. A few hours ago, there’s no way I’d want to be seen anywhere near his residence, but right now, it doesn’t really matter. I’m pretty sure the pictures of us together are already all over social media… fuck camera phones, and fuck the opportunists who own them. 
 
   Marcus stands in front of me and holds out his hand. I look at it for a moment, hesitating before taking it and following him inside. He nods at the desk attendant slash security guard as he walks to the elevator bay and inserts a small plastic key to call the lift.  
 
   As we enter the lift cabin, I release his hand and turn to face him. “Why are you still being so nice to me?” 
 
   “Because I like you,” he says simply, leaning against the silver railing on the back wall of the mirrored cabin. 
 
   “But you’ve just found out I’ve been lying about who I am. Doesn’t that bother you?” 
 
   “It all depends on why you lied. Where you doing it to hurt someone?” 
 
   “No. I was doing it to protect me. I wanted a new start and I couldn’t do it with my old name.” 
 
   His brow furrows with concern. “What happened to you?” 
 
   “Do you know who Jimmy Marx is?” I ask, speaking my father’s name out loud for the first time in years. 
 
   “Of course, everyone knows who he – ” He stops talking abruptly. “Leisil Marx. That’s who you are? Jimmy Marx’s daughter – Leisil the-one-who-publicly-humiliated-her-father-after-driving-a-car-through-the-front-wall-of-her-boyfriend’s-house Marx?”
 
   Closing my eyes, I let out a huge sigh and just nod. He knows the story. Everyone in Australia above the age of five knows the story. How could they not know? It was plastered all over the news for a whole week. That’s a long time to be newsworthy these days, and god, did I get dragged over the coals. 
 
   Firstly, you know about my ex, Jonathan. Basically, when it was finally confirmed that he had been cheating on me all along, I lost my shit. I got in my car and drove around to his house to confront him – only to find him in the middle of it with another woman. He acted like I was stupid and that surely – surely – I hadn’t really thought that he’d been faithful for all of our time together. 
 
   I screamed at him and told him we were through, and then I got back into my car, aimed it at his front windows and then wedged a rock on the accelerator, which sent it crashing into his living area. 
 
   After watching the crash and delighting in the shocked screams from inside, I walked away, feeling very satisfied with my act of vengeance. But, being a wealthy neighbourhood, the police were pretty fast to the scene, and I was arrested and processed almost immediately. 
 
   My mug shot adorned the news all night and through the next morning. Before my father could respond to my phone call to bail me out, he took an interview with news reporters and told them how disappointed he was that ‘I didn’t understand how the industry worked’, and how he was disgusted that I had reacted so childishly. 
 
   Needless to say, his words caused my blood to boil, and as the saying goes – Hell hath no fury like a woman scorned. 
 
   The moment I got out, I sat next to him in the car, listening to him berating me for being such an embarrassment and for being such a poor role model for my younger brothers. My jaw hurt from clenching it so hard. 
 
   As soon as we were inside the house, I snuck into his office and stole his laptop, then proceeded to make a very damning video about him and his sexual exploits - which he so kindly recorded for prosperities sake (I found them as a teen when I was cutting school and sticky-beaking into things that had nothing to do with me). I released it on the Internet, feeling satisfied that I was showing the world what a sordid character their so-called ‘music legend’ was. 
 
   But, it didn’t work. Instead, I was portrayed as the ungrateful daughter of a rock god who didn’t deserve the status life had bestowed upon her, and I was cast out, forced to change my name and start my life again or forever be ridiculed.
 
   And do you know what it did for all of them? It made them so much more fucking famous than they already were. Jonathan landed roles in blockbuster movies and now spends half of his time living between the US and Australia. 
 
   And my parents and siblings? Well, they’re on the fucking TV almost every bloody day with this stupid reality show on a cable music channel that follows my father around while he still tours and picks up groupies, while my mother acts uncaring about the whole disgusting affair as she waves around these giant diamonds that adorn all of her fingers. It makes me sick.
 
   I mean, how the hell does this happen? Why is the world so eager to praise their debauchery and crucify the one person that stood up and said it was wrong?
 
   It’s all total bullshit. 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 10
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
    
 
   Holy Shit. Lisa is a Leisil Marx. Shit. No wonder she didn’t want to be seen with me. The media would have looked into who she was and eventually someone would twig, just like they did tonight. 
 
   The elevator doors open to my apartment and I step out, pausing to hold my hand on the door when Lisa… I mean Leisil… doesn’t follow. “Are you coming?” 
 
   “I think I should just go home. You don’t want me here Marcus. I’m going to mess up your life, just like I’ve messed up mine.” 
 
   I reach out to her and take her by the hand. “I’m good at fucking my life up all by myself. It’s actually been better since you’ve been in it. Perhaps two negatives really do make a positive.” 
 
   Giving me a wry smile, she accepts the gesture and follows me through the door of what is supposed to by my home. I’ve barely spent any time here though since I bought it, so it still feels very sterile to me. 
 
   “Drink?” I offer. 
 
   “Yes please. Anything with alcohol in it.” 
 
   I walk ahead of her into the kitchen and she takes a seat on the kitchen stools while I search the fridge. 
 
   “I have hard liquor in the bar, or you can have a beer,” I say, holding one up to her. 
 
   “Beer’s fine,” she says. 
 
   Taking two out, I twist the tops off both and hand one to her. She tilts the neck towards me and clinks it against my bottle. 
 
   “Cheers.” We both take a sip of the cool liquid; all the while my mind is racing with questions for her. 
 
   Leaning against the bench top, I stand across from her and set my beer down. “So, why were you there tonight? I mean, if it’s so important for you not to be seen, why would you go somewhere like that?”
 
   “Technically, it’s your fault,” she states, matter-of-factly.  
 
   A burst of laughter escapes my chest. “My fault?” 
 
   “Yeah. If you hadn’t insisted on pursuing me, I wouldn’t have tried to force you away and then feel all depressed for weeks because I didn’t know if you were still in my life or not, then my friend wouldn’t have felt the need to cheer me up with a surprise night out, and I wouldn’t have pretended that I wasn’t freaking out all night because I didn’t want her to think I was an ungrateful bitch.” She speaks so fast that by the end, she’s out of breath and needs to take a deep inhale to replenish her oxygen. 
 
   I just stand there and blink for a few moments, trying to give my brain enough time to actually hear what was said. 
 
   “Ok…” I say, drawing out the sound as I’m still feeling completely lost. 
 
   She closes her eyes as if it annoys her that she needs to repeat herself. For some reason, I find it adorable. “Sandra took me as a surprise. And I was an idiot to stay there. I should have left the moment I realised where we were going. But I thought that maybe enough time had passed, and if I kept my head down, no one would recognise me. I mean, my hair is dark now and I went and interviewed you with no drama, plus, I got through the whole dinner service without being called out. But Sandra needed to interview the singer and while I was waiting, stupid Colin Lucas caught me looking at a photo on the wall of my father and put two and two together.”
 
   “Colin Lucas? God, I hate that guy.” 
 
   “I know, right? Doesn’t everyone. I mean, how is he still invited anywhere, he’s always been such a douchebag…” 
 
   We lock eyes for a moment and share a laugh. Suddenly, everything between us seems just that bit easier. She gets it. I’ve actually found a woman who really gets it. Being famous and in the public eye, isn’t always what it’s cracked up to be. People see the money and the bright lights, but they don’t see the downside – they don’t see the shit part. But Lisa does. Shit… what name do I call her now? 
 
   “So um… what do I call you?” 
 
   “I’m still Lisa. You can call me that, or you can call me ‘Leis’ that’s always been my nickname.” 
 
   “Ok. You can still call me ‘dude’ if you want.” 
 
   She laughs, looking at her beer bottle on the counter as she turns it around by the base. “Ok dude. I’ll do that.”  
 
   When she looks up, our eyes lock, and something passes in the air between us. I reach up and gently brush the backs of my fingers down the side of her face. Her eyes close and her breathing deepens. 
 
   “I’d like to kiss you again,” I whisper, leaning in a little closer, watching as her eyes move between my lips and my eyes. Her tongue darts out to wet her lips as she parts them on an inhale. 
 
   “I don’t know if that’s a good idea,” she whispers. But she’s not pulling away. In fact, she’s moving closer too. 
 
   “Why isn’t it a good idea?” I whisper in return, pausing mere millimetres away from her. 
 
   All I can hear is the sound of her thickened breathing in the quiet of the room before she replies. “Because I’m a jealous person.” 
 
   “So am I.” 
 
   “I won’t tolerate any other women.” 
 
   “I don’t want any other women.” 
 
   “I could ruin your career.” 
 
   “I don’t give a shit about my career.” 
 
   “I – ” I press my lips against hers to shut her up, inhaling deeply as I hold her mouth in mine, just enjoying the dizzying sensation of our connection. 
 
   “Stop making excuses,” I say when I come up for air. “You’re not going to chase me off.” 
 
   As I close my mouth over hers again, she lets out this beautiful little whimper and I swear my cock goes instantly and painfully hard. 
 
   Her lips part and I slide my tongue in just a touch, teasing her mouth as her whimpers increase. 
 
   Oh god, she’s going to have to stop those noises or I’m not going to be satisfied with just a kiss. By body wants her, and I would like nothing more to see what those whimpers turn into when she’s really turned on. But I need to take things slow. Rushing will just ruin it… right?
 
   As if reading my mind, she drops her head and breaks the kiss, pressing her forehead up against mine as she breathes heavily. “We need to stop.” 
 
   “Sure,” I say hoarsely. “Of course we do.” 
 
   “I think I’d better go home.”
 
   “You could always stay…” 
 
   She presses her lips together. I can tell by her expression that she’s at war with her feelings over this.  “I need to feed Perry and work out what I’m going to do now… I just… I worked so hard to disappear and now…” she closes her eyes and shakes her head before sliding off the stool and reaching for her bag. “It’s all going to happen again isn’t it? They’re going to make me look like some psycho bitch who doesn’t have a clue. There’s going to be meme’s of me as a spider and you caught in my web. Comedians are going to be cracking jokes about me and that fan club at the women’s prison is going to contact me… oh my god. I don’t want to go through this again.” 
 
   By the time she’s finished her rant, I’ve managed to move around the bench so I’m standing in front of her. I put my arms around her and hug her too my chest, although I’m struggling not to laugh. “You have a fan club?” I ask.
 
   “Yes. And don’t laugh. It’s not funny,” she pouts, her voice muffled as she buries her face in my shirt. 
 
   “I’m not laughing,” I tell her, although it’s a huge lie because I am, and the more I try to stop myself, the more the laughter escapes. 
 
   She lifts her head and meets my eyes. “I’d hate to see what real laughter is if this is no laughter,” she deadpans. 
 
   “I’m sorry. I’m trying not to laugh. It’s just… do you seriously have a fan club?” 
 
   Her mouth quirks with a grin. “Yes,” she laughs a little. It isn’t happy, it’s more of an exasperated sound. “It’s full of women who are in there for revenge crimes. You should have seen the letters they used to send me.” She shudders at the memory and places her hands on her face. “God,” she groans. “I have to go. I can’t think about this anymore.” 
 
   She walks to the front door and steps into the lift foyer. On this floor, there’s only my apartment and one other, so there’s little risk of running into anyone we’re not expecting. 
 
   “Let me drive you home,” I offer. 
 
   She shakes her head and pulls out her phone. “I’d really rather take a cab.” 
 
   “Well then, I’ll come down and wait with you.” 
 
   “Fine,” she concedes, pressing the button to call the lift. Almost immediately, it pings open revealing a very unimpressed looking Craig. 
 
   “Jesus fucking Christ. You two are all over fucking twitter and Facebook right now, and it’s not good. People don’t seem to like you very much,” he says to Lisa, stepping out with his phone in his hand. 
 
   “Oh god. What are they saying this time?” 
 
   He hands his phone over to me and points out the enormous amount of posts on my Facebook page that are outraged at the image of me kissing Lisa. They’re even going as far as calling her a honey badger. 
 
   “A honey badger?” she says from beside me. “Wow. I used to be named after venomous snakes and spiders. Now I’m as cantankerous as a fucking honey badger? Fuck me,” she groans, peering at the phone from beside me. 
 
   I shut the screen off. “We don’t need to look at this. It’s none of their business.” 
 
   “Excuse me? They’re your fans. Everything you do is their business.” 
 
   Lisa holds her hands up and shakes her head. “I’m going downstairs to wait for my cab. I really don’t want to be a part of this. You two obviously have a lot to talk about, and I’ve caused enough problems for one night.” 
 
   Craig reaches out and takes a hold of her arm. “No you don’t, sweetheart. There are camera’s downstairs and I’m sure they’re out the front of your house by now too. You’ve already fucked with his career enough for one night with your spiteful mind games. What is this - some sick way of getting the limelight back on you? Daddy doesn’t want you, so you’re going for Marcus. What are you going to do when he cheats on you - cut his dick off?” 
 
   “No. I never…” 
 
   “Shut your fucking mouth Craig,” I jump in, pointing my finger directly at his face and blocking Lisa from his view. “You need to take that back. I pursued her.” 
 
   “Oh come on, Marcus. You can’t possibly be that dumb. She’s been playing you the whole time. As if she didn’t know who you were. Everyone knows who you are. As if she didn’t know she’d get recognised and that you’d be at that club. She’s played you like a fiddle and you’re so cock obsessed with her that you can’t even see it.” 
 
   My hands ball into fists as I struggle to keep myself from punching his lights out. “Get out. You’re done. You’re fired, Craig. Turn around and get out of my face before I do something really dumb.”
 
   “You did the moment you let that skank’s lips lock with yours in public.” 
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   My mouth drops open in a gasp as Marcus’s arm cocks back and his fist slams into Craig’s face with a bone cracking crunch. The force causes Craig to stumble back inside the lift cabin, blood streaming down his face as he groans and spits on the floor. 
 
   “You’re going to regret this Marcus. I’m going to make sure no one wants to work with you ever again. Don’t think you’re irreplaceable. Everyone in this world is. You just signed your death warrant in this industry.” 
 
   Marcus leans into the lift and smacks his hand against the keypad on the wall then steps back into the foyer. “Do your worst. I don’t give a fucking shit.” 
 
   As the elevator doors close, Craig continues to curse Marcus and me to an eternity of damnation. It’s nothing I haven’t heard before, but I have a sudden urge to punch him in his self-righteous face myself. 
 
   “Are you ok?” I ask Marcus as he continues to face away from me, slowly blowing out his breath. 
 
   “Yeah,” he replies, turning his sorry eyes to mine. “How about you?” 
 
   I shrug. “Nothing I haven’t gone through before.” 
 
   He laughs a little through his nose and turns to face me fully, leaning up against the doors of the elevator. 
 
   “Honey badger is a new name though. I haven’t been called that before.” 
 
   He smiles a touch. “You’re the most beautiful honey badger I’ve ever seen,” he says, his voice smooth as silk as it filters through my ears. 
 
   “You aren’t worried I’m going to smash your house to pieces?” I probe, taking a step toward him. I want nothing more than to be back in his arms right now. 
 
   He reaches out and tugs me toward him and I stumble a little and land against his chest, in his arms – right where I wanted to be…
 
   “You’d need a helicopter,” he whispers, bringing his mouth closer to mine. 
 
   I place my hand against his chest and pull back a little. “Marcus. About what Craig said… besides not telling you my real name, I’ve been completely honest with you. I had no idea who you were when I met you.” 
 
   “I don’t doubt you. His logic was flawed. There’s no way you could have known I’d be there tonight – he didn’t even know. Besides, I know you. You’re not that kind of person.” 
 
   I inch closer to him, my lips craving the touch of his. “How do you know that?” 
 
   “Every time I look at you, my soul speaks to yours.” 
 
   With that, I melt. Every ounce of resolve I had. Every reason I had to fight being with him. It all melts away. 
 
   His soul speaks to mine…
 
   I think that’s the most beautiful thing someone has ever said to me. 
 
   “Kiss me, Marcus,” I whisper. 
 
   “Gladly,” he murmurs, pulling my body against his as his mouth closes over mine. 
 
   Slowly, he tastes me, his tongue entering my mouth and sliding against mine, exploring, teasing. My breathing increases and I can’t help the whimper that escapes my throat as I somehow try to press myself closer to him. 
 
   From the moment I met Marcus, I’ve been trying to convince myself that I didn’t want him. That I didn’t feel anything for him. I wasn’t fooling anyone for a second – least of all him. 
 
   And now, I’m admitting it to myself. I want Marcus Bailey. I want him for however long I can have him, and I no longer care about the repercussions on my life. Being with him, makes me feel… how do I explain this? As he kisses me, it’s as if I’m drunk. My head is swimming and my body is singing and I don’t want the feeling to end. 
 
   Marcus’s hands slide up my back, and clutch the back of my head as his mouth moves on mine. He hums pleasurably as he inhales. It’s as if he’s breathing in my scent and loving everything about it. 
 
   “Stay with me tonight,” he murmurs as his kisses move from my mouth and down my neck, just before we’re jerked out of our moment by the pinging sound of the elevator arriving on this floor. 
 
   Immediately, he pushes away from the doors and guides me away. I’m expecting that his neighbour is about to step out, but instead, the lift doors open to reveal two police officers in uniform. 
 
   “Marcus Bailey?” one of them says boldly, as soon as their eyes land on us. Asking his name is obviously a formality. I can tell by their discomfort that they know exactly who he is. 
 
   “Yes?” he answers carefully. 
 
   “I’m sorry Mr Bailey, but we’re going to have to ask you to come to the station to answer a few questions.” 
 
   “About what?” 
 
   “About the assault on a Mr Craig Stevens. He’s pressing charges.”
 
   “What the hell? How did you get here so fast? He bloody provoked him – this looks like some sort of setup,” I exclaim immediately, my face burning with rage as I realise that that little weasel must have had cops waiting for him downstairs. 
 
   “I’m sorry, Ma’am. We were here for the protestors. We’re just doing our job right now. Now if you can come willingly we won’t need to make a big deal out of this,” one of the officers says to Marcus. 
 
   Marcus releases me and places his hands on his hips. “Protestors?” 
 
   “Yes. We’re very sorry about this. The whole front of the building is crowded with Press and protestors.” 
 
   It’s at this point, I start to feel very sorry for the police officers, and they are obviously in a very uncomfortable position right now. 
 
   “You can’t go out there, Marcus. They could riot and a photo of you being arrested will be everywhere. This is exactly what Craig wanted,” I say, trying to figure out a way to get the press to move on. I turn to the police officers. “Can he drive himself?” 
 
   The taller of the two shakes his head. “I’m sorry. We’ve been sent to arrest him.” 
 
   Marcus smooths his hand down the centre of my back. “It wouldn’t matter. My car is back at the club anyway.” 
 
   “Well then, I’m going to go and get it. The press can follow me and then you can hide your face and sneak out quietly.” 
 
   Turning to face me, his hands move up to cup my face on either side. “You don’t have to do that.” 
 
   I grip his wrists. “I want to. Give me ten minutes and then you can go. Is that ok?” I ask the cops. 
 
   Nodding their acquiescence, they step away from us for a moment as Marcus gives me his keys and tells me where to find it. I call a cab to meet me downstairs and then hit the button to call the lift. 
 
   “Are you sure about this?” he asks. 
 
   I nod. “I’ll come and bail you out as soon as I can.” 
 
   Leaning in, I press my lips against his as we part. He whispers, “We’ll finish this later.” 
 
   “I hope so.” 
 
   Then I get in the lift and ride down to the ground floor with my heart lodged firmly in my throat as I prepare myself to meet the wolves…
 
  
 
  



Chapter 11
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus 
 
   The cops walk me discretely out of an emergency exit while the press is busy taking photos and yelling questions at Lisa. My chest becomes tight and my stomach lurches as I hear the ruckus echoing through the night – I just want to go and help her. I want to keep her safe and out of the limelight, like she wanted. Now she’s put herself, smack in the middle of it all, and she’s done it to protect me. I don’t think I’ve ever had someone put themselves out like this before. It makes me care for her even more. 
 
   "Listen, this is probably a really bad time to say this. But, if I don't get the chance, I just wanted to say that I'm a really big fan, and I'm sorry that I had to be the one to arrest you," one of the cops tells me as he opens the back door of the squad car and gestures for me to get in.
 
   “Don't sweat it mate,” I say, giving him a reassuring pat on the shoulder. “We all have our jobs to do.” 
 
   Taking one last look over my shoulder in the direction of the noise, I hope Lisa is ok as I slide into the back seat to be driven to the police station for processing.
 
   ***
 
   I guess the good thing about being a celebrity, is that you get pushed through very quickly at a police station. They don't want you out where anyone can see you because they don't want to be doing crowd control in their own workspace. 
 
   I'm taken to a room, questioned and booked before I know it. The only thing they haven't done yet is give me my phone call. 
 
   "You've got five minutes," an officer says, as he hands me a phone. I’m about to call Lisa to see how she is, but she said she’d get here as soon as she could. So I take the opportunity to do something I should have done years ago. I call my brother…
 
   ***
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   “Lisa! Oh my god. What the hell happened tonight?” Sandra blurts the moment our call connects. 
 
   “Oh Sandra. I’ve fucked up big time, and I’m so sorry. I just need you to trust that I’ll tell you everything soon. But right now, I need your help.” 
 
   “Girl, you will be spilling your guts like you’ve been disembowelled. I want to know everything and since I’m your best friend and all, I think it’s only fair that I get the exclusive interview.” 
 
   I chuckle a little in response. She’s always thinking of her career. “Of course. I wouldn’t want it any other way.” 
 
   “Great. Now what do you need?” 
 
   “Can you please take care of Perry for me. I don’t know when I’m going to be able to go home and he’s probably freaked out and hungry by now,” I plead with her as I take the corner without using a blinker. 
 
   They follow me anyway and all of a sudden, there’s a loud thumping noise coming from above me. “Of course. I’ll go there now to get him.” 
 
   “Thank you Sandra. You’re saving my arse right now.” 
 
   “Just one question though. Is that a helicopter I can hear?”
 
   ***
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
   “Marcus Bailey. You’re out,” yet another cop says from the other side of the bullpen I’ve been put in to wait until someone bails me out. 
 
   “What?” the guy brought in for drunk and disorderly conduct says as I stand up. He’s been telling me his sad and sorry tale of woe for the last hour and a half and currently looks very confused. “I thought you said yer name was ‘Jack Mehoff’.” 
 
   I press my lips together in a smile, but don’t address his query. “Good luck Davo. Hope you can sort things out with your wife when you get home,” I reply, before moving to the barred sliding door. 
 
   As I move past the other men, some of them claim they knew who I was all along, while others are either too out of it to respond, or just don’t give a shit. I flat out denied who I was the moment I was asked and then just kept my head down. 
 
   The officer leads me out into another room where my things are returned to me and I’m taken to where I’m expecting to meet Lisa. Although, I freeze, surprised when I’m greeted by Naomi and Theo. 
 
   “How are you, Marcus?” Theo asks, offering me his hand to shake. 
 
   I slap my hand against his forearm and pull him into a hug. “Better now. I’ve missed you big brother.” 
 
   We separate and look at each other. He smiles, looking a little sad over everything that’s passed between us. “I never thought I’d say it – but, I missed you too little brother. You and your stupid fucking cocky attitude. It’s been a lonely couple of years, man. Things just haven’t been the same without you around.” 
 
   “How are mum and dad?” I ask. 
 
   He shrugs. “They’re fine. They’ll be happy to see you. Mum’s been keeping a scrapbook for you and recording everything she can. They miss you.” 
 
   I let out a sigh, feeling the weight of my guilt settle on my shoulders. “I’m so sorry for being such a jerk for so long. I should have called you back.” 
 
   Theo slaps me on the shoulder. “We’re family, man. It’s water under the bridge now.” 
 
   Nodding, I give Theo another quick hug and slap him on the back good naturedly, before turning to Naomi who’s been standing right near us, watching with watery eyes. 
 
   “Hey Nomes,” I say softly, pulling her into a hug too. “I’m sorry for being a jerk to you too.” 
 
   She gives me a slight grin and shrugs. “You were always a bit of a jerk, Marcus. It’s nothing I can’t handle.” 
 
   I let an amused burst of air out of my nose as I place my hands on my hips. Funny how some people are exactly the same no matter how much time passes. It’s nice. I’m glad I called them. 
 
   “Are you ok though? You’ve been through a lot tonight.” Naomi asks, looking me over like she’s looking for cuts and scrapes. 
 
   “Looks like I’m going to have a record, but other than that, I’m just peachy. Thanks for coming to bail me out. Lisa was going to come but I think she might be having a bit of trouble with the press.” 
 
   “You think?” Theo comments, nodding to the television suspended to the wall in the waiting area. On it, there’s a news report showing my car driving along the street with the caption, ‘Leisil Marx attacks one and steals car in her most recent revenge plot involving Marcus Bailey.’
 
   My mouth drops open. “What the hell is going on?” I say to myself, watching as the news helicopter continues to film her driving around the same block three times. A flash of footage, filming her from the side as she takes a corner shows her looking slightly harassed and…squashed up. Suddenly, I’m reminded of why she refused to go in my car. Her head is touching the roof. 
 
   As I watch the news broadcast, my heart swells with affection for this woman. What she’s doing right now is nothing short of amazing. She’s keeping them busy so they don’t find me. Fuck, I think I’m falling in love with this woman. 
 
   ***
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   “Holy shit, Leis. You’re all over the news. They think you’re going to smash his car into something,” Sandra informs me from the other end of the line. Her voice fills the car through the Bluetooth. It’s almost as if she’s here with me. 
 
   I turn another corner. “I’m not! I’m trying to use all of my spy skills to lose them. But it’s not working. I’ve been driving for over an hour and now there’s a fucking helicopter! What the hell am I supposed to do?”   
 
   “Well, what would Jason Stratham do in this situation?” she asks calmly. 
 
   “Crap. I don’t know. He’d pull some trick driving manoeuvre and lose them in a parking garage or something.” 
 
   “Exactly,” she replies and I can hear the smile in her voice. 
 
   “That’s it! A parking garage! I can see a big shopping centre up ahead. There’s no way they’ll be able to cover all the exits. I’m going to cut through there.” 
 
   “Maybe you should leave the car there and catch a cab?” 
 
   “Sandra. I’m driving a Porsche 911 that isn’t mine. I am not leaving it in a shopping centre’s parking garage. It will be stripped and sold for parts in no time.” 
 
   “True. True. What are you doing to do then?” 
 
   “Something a little illegal.” 
 
   I hit the end call button on the steering wheel and turn into the enormous shopping centre’s car park, then begin winding my way through the levels until I reach the exit furthest from the way I entered. As I drive through the gate, I flick off my lights so I’m not as visible in the dark of the night, and using the GPS, I navigate my way back to Marcus’s apartment building, praying that I won’t get pulled over by the police for driving at night with no lights.
 
   When I’m almost there, I flick the lights back on and thank god his parking garage is gated. The moment it closes behind me, I park the car and breathe a huge sigh of relief and burst into tears. I never want to be involved in a paparazzi chase ever again. That was just… horrible. 
 
   On shaky legs, I get out of the car. Wiping away my tears as I look around for a way to get out of here, I see the elevator bay and head over to it, using the key on Marcus’s chain to gain access. 
 
   As I ride up to his apartment my tears keep on flowing. I feel so lost right now and somehow, I’m supposed to get to the police station to bail Marcus out. My only thought is that I’ll need to call Sandra again so she can drive me there unseen. 
 
   But first, I need to find out which police station is holding him – it’s something that didn’t even cross my mind earlier. As if hearing my thoughts of him, my phone lights up with a call, showing his smiling face and the word ‘Dude’. 
 
   “Marcus?” I say as I press the handset to my ear. “Where are you? Are you ok?” 
 
   “I’m calling to ask you the same thing. Lisa… my god. Are you ok? The news is saying that they lost you. I’m worried about you.” 
 
   I sob down the line as the stress of the evening comes crashing down on me. 
 
   “Hey, it’s ok. Don’t cry. I’ll come and get you. Forget the car, get out and dump it. I just want you safe.” 
 
   “I…I’m ok. I’m in the lift to your apartment. Where are you?” 
 
   “I’m in my apartment. Theo and Naomi bailed me out.” 
 
   “Thank god. I was freaking out that you were sitting in a cell with god only knows what kind of person trying to make you his bitch.” 
 
   He lets out a soft chuckle in response. “I’m waiting for you,” he says in a deep rumble that somehow calms me. 
 
   I let out a shaky breath. “Thank god,” I whisper, and I disconnect the call. 
 
   The doors ping and then open, revealing the most magnificent thing my eyes could ever see. “Marcus,” I cry out, practically throwing myself against him as I exit the lift. 
 
   He catches me effortlessly, lifting me so I’m wrapped around his middle. Instantly, his mouth is on mine and we’re moving through his apartment until we reach his massive bed.
 
   Laying me down gently, he leans over me and looks down at me with his beautiful blue eyes shining. “I want you to spend the night with me. But I don’t think we should…you know,” he whispers, looking slightly pained. “I mean, I want to… I just don’t want this night to be our beginning. Does that make sense?” 
 
   I reach my hand up and run it down the side of his face, delighting in the sensation of his stubble against my palm. “It makes perfect sense,” I whisper back. He turns his head and kisses my palm before dropping his weight so he’s lying beside me with his arm around my waist. Turning in his arms, I lay so we’re face to face. 
 
   He lifts his hand to smooth back my hair. “I got you to change your mind,” he smiles. 
 
   I grin in return. “Yes, you did. I guess I’m not the exception to the rule after all. I couldn’t resist your charms.”
 
   He brings his mouth to mine, making out with me like we’re teenagers. “You are you know,” he murmurs after a while. 
 
   “I am what?” 
 
   “The exception to the rule. I’ve never had this with someone before. I’ve never cared enough to take it slow. I’ve never been transfixed with only one person. You just… you amaze me. I think you’re amazing.” 
 
   “Aren’t you afraid that I’m going to ruin your career or something? Your fans are already so angry…” 
 
   “Babe, after what you did for me tonight, how could I ever be afraid of anything?” 
 
   I roll onto my back and look at the ceiling. “I didn’t do anything good Marcus. This all happened because of me. If I had have been honest about who I was…” 
 
   “Then your life would be different and we may not have met,” he tells me immediately, gripping my side and guiding me so I roll to face him again. 
 
   I look into his eyes and my heart swells. I’m filled with a sense of…I can’t even think that word right now… but this feels big.
 
   “You’ve got all the answers don’t you?” I murmur, and he smiles in response before kissing me again. 
 
   “The world doesn’t matter, Lisa. Only we do.” 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 12
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
   Despite both of us being totally exhausted from the events of that evening, Lisa and I stay awake, simply making out and talking in between, until eventually we pass out, fully clothed and in each other’s arms. 
 
   When I open my eyes, the first thing I see is Lisa’s beautiful face, soft from sleep. Her dark hair has loosened from the pins that held it in place all night and strands fall softly against her milky skin. 
 
   Her pink lips, bright and slightly swollen from our night of kissing are slightly parted as she breathes deeply - peacefully. 
 
   There has never been a time in my life when I’ve felt this close to a woman. If you had have told me six months ago, that I’d spend over a month with a woman I was really into without touching her, I would have called you a liar. Add to that the fact that we just spent the night together – sleeping – and I would have called you crazy. 
 
   But here I am, the man who swore he didn’t need love in his life, lying next to a woman who has slowly and surely captured my heart. I have a whole album’s worth of songs inside me about everything I’ve been feeling since she walked into my life. It could very well be my best work yet. 
 
   She whimpers lightly in her sleep and presses her body closer to mine. Slowly, I feel myself stirring down below. I move away slightly so my erection doesn’t press into her thigh, but the loss of contact causes her to wriggle even closer to me, right up against my cock. 
 
   I let out this tiny groan. It’s barely audible but god, she’s making me ache right now and I’m trying to do this right. 
 
   Feeling it’s the right thing to do, I roll away again, and just like that last time, she moves so she’s against me, and this time, she throws her leg over mine and slides it up and down, rubbing against me. Fuck she’s talented. Without even trying, she’s driving me wild. 
 
   I bite my lip against the sweet torture and all of my resistance crumbles. “Fuck it,” I moan, turning toward her and taking her mouth in mine. 
 
   Instantly, her arms are around me and she’s whimpering in my mouth as she rocks her body against me. “Finally,” she murmurs in a husky, sleep worn voice. She sits up so she’s on her knees beside me, and takes her hair out completely, allowing it to fall free over her right shoulder. 
 
   Smiling, she reaches down and pulls her dress up over her head. Seductively, she pulls her bottom lip between her teeth as she holds the dress out to the side, pausing for a moment before dropping it on the floor beside the bed. 
 
   I have never wanted a woman more than I do right now. 
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   My heart is thudding so hard in my chest right now. I want him. I’ve allowed myself to feel so much more for him than I wanted to. I don’t know that I should have let it get this far, but I feel like there’s no turning back. We need to get each other out of our system. 
 
   Marcus sits up and pulls his shirt over his head, dropping it on the floor next to my dress before taking me in his arms, kissing me as he guides me onto the bed and leans over me. 
 
   His mouth moves with mine as his hands slide over my ribs, causing my skin to prickle delightedly under his touch. “You are so beautiful,” he whispers, kissing from my mouth and down my neck. 
 
   I arch my back, expecting him to move to my breasts, but he pauses. “Are you sure Lisa? I don’t want you to rush into this.” 
 
   Opening my eyes, I relax my body and meet his concerned gaze. “I’m sure, Marcus. I want this. Before the world breaks in and ruins our day again – I want this. I want you Marcus. Be with me,” I whisper, as I slide my hands up over his back, curling my nails and dragging them up and down his back gently. 
 
   He dips his head and takes my mouth in his once again. The kiss doesn’t have the restraint in it that it did last night. With this kiss, I can tell he isn’t holding anything back. 
 
   His hands move from my ribs and gently caress the underside of my breasts, causing a surge of need to overcome me. I whimper a little and arch my body toward his. I want his touch. I want him. 
 
   Kissing his way down my neck, he continues this time toward the curve of my c-cup breasts. He runs his tongue down my cleavage as his hand cups my flesh through the lace, expertly finding my nipple and teasing it gently. 
 
   His fingers move up and pull back the fabric cup, releasing my breast and causing me to gasp as his mouth closes over my hardened peak. Still kneading the flesh, he grazes his teeth over the sensitive skin of my nipple, sucking it into a firm peak before moving over to my other breast and performing the same act. 
 
   My breathing deepens as I grip at the back of his head and continue to pull him toward me. As much as I’m enjoying the foreplay, I’m aching to have him inside me. But I have to say - waiting is divine. 
 
   Lifting my body as his hands slide behind me to undo my clasp, we discard my bra, along with our clothing on the floor. “Oh god, Lisa. I have dreamt about you every night since we met.”
 
   I slide my hand between us, rubbing over what feels like a very hard and impressive cock. “Do you think you’re dreaming now?” I ask. 
 
   He hooks his fingers in the waistline of my panties. “Fuck. I hope not,” he says as he pulls them down, and throws them to the side. “Because this will end soon if it is.” 
 
   Sitting on his knees, his eyes wander over my naked body, taking in everything about me. He reaches out and runs his fingers down the slight scar from my appendix operation, then leans down to kiss it softly. 
 
   I feel worshipped. 
 
   My heart swells and aches at the same time. This all feels so bittersweet as a little voice inside my head tells me that we can’t possibly last. The world will get the better of us.
 
   As he moves down my body and settles between my legs, I tell that voice to shut the fuck up – I have a beautiful moment to enjoy. 
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
   Holy shit. This woman is fucking amazing. I love a girl who looks after herself but I don’t like hairless. Lisa has this neat little strip of dark hair leading straight down to a smooth centre; I’m dying to taste her. 
 
   I position myself between her legs and kiss her gently, everywhere except where she wants me to be. She’s whimpering a little as she tries to move to guide me to the right spot. 
 
   Unable, to hold on any longer, I flick my tongue over her protruding clit then let out a groan as I close my mouth over it and swirl my tongue around the tiny nub. She is so hard right now. I suck back, increasing the blood flow just before I slide my tongue between her folds and taste her slick wet juices. 
 
   I’m in heaven, and heaven is a place where I’m craving this deliciously wet pussy around my cock as much as I’m craving that moment when her juices flow even more and she calls out in orgasm. It’s a beautiful moment and one I don’t tend to share with many women. But with Lisa, I feel like I could be lost in her body forever. 
 
   Moving back up to her clit, I love the fact that her hips jolt when my tongue connects. I suck and swirl again, this time entering her pussy with two of my fingers. She gasps and whimpers, then groans and gasps again as I curl my fingers upward and she’s on the brink of exploding. 
 
   Her gasps become louder and closer together as her thighs tighten around my head. Her hips buck and she grips wildly at the sheets of the bed before eventually calling out enough. 
 
   Pulling back, I slide my fingers out of her and keep my eyes on hers as I lean down and run my tongue through the wet flow of her orgasm. 
 
   “Condom,” she says breathlessly. “I need you inside of me. Now.” 
 
   I get up from the bed. “I’ll go and grab one,” I tell her, kissing her deeply as I force myself to pull away. 
 
   “Wait. You don’t have any in here?”
 
   “No Lisa. You have the honour of being the first, and hopefully the last woman in my bed.” 
 
   With that said, I head into the bathroom and grab the box of condoms before deciding to put it back and only take one – I don’t want to seem to presumptuous. 
 
   “Come over here,” Lisa instructs as I re-enter the room. “I want to put it on you.” 
 
   Grinning, I move over to her and relinquish the foil packet as she reaches out and undoes my pants, sliding her hand inside and along my shaft as she keeps her eyes on mine. She has this wicked look in her eyes as she slides my jeans down just enough to free my cock. It makes me want to grab her and ravage her instantly. 
 
   I hear the crinkle of the condom packet as she removes the rubber and positions it over my tip. My cock jumps. I can’t wait to get inside her and the sensation of her rolling it down my shaft is pure torture. 
 
   The moment it’s secured, I grip her shoulders and push her back on the bed, dropping my pants and boxers on the ground before climbing on top of her. Her legs lay open, inviting me into her centre and I position myself at her opening, leaning down to brush my lips against hers and take her mouth in mine as I push myself inside her. She wraps her legs around me as we move together, slowly - sensuously. 
 
   This isn’t what I normally do. This isn’t fucking. This is making… love. There, I admitted it - for the first time in my life, I, Marcus Bailey, am making love to a woman and it’s fucking transcendent.
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   As we move together, there is this beautiful silence between us. It’s as if we are both so caught up in the emotion that we can’t speak. Nothing more than primal noises escapes from our throats as we both move toward climax. 
 
   There is no space between our bodies. We’re joined by mouth and core, then pressed intensely together everywhere in between. Drawing each other in. Drinking from our life force. It feels like nothing I’ve ever experienced and I fear, that when we part, neither of us will ourselves. We’ll simply be one half of this whole. 
 
   The pressure inside me continues to build as he drives himself inside me, filling my core. I hold him so firmly against me that my clit is rubbing against his pelvis, sending glorious tendrils of arousal through my body as he rocks between my thighs. 
 
   Suddenly, the build up threatens to explode, and I drop my head back and let out a long, loud moan as my hips buck against him. Dropping his head into the crook of my neck, he lets out a guttural moan as he pulses inside me. 
 
   We continue to move slowly, helping each other come down from that glorious high before we collapse in each other’s arms, neither of us willing to let go. 
 
   Feeling drunk on emotion, we keep kissing and touching, our bodies already greedy for another round. That is, until Marcus’s phone starts to ring. 
 
   “Ignore it,” I whisper, rolling my hips against his. He’s still inside me, and still hard. “Let’s just have one day of perfect before we let the world back in.” 
 
   “That sounds perfect,” he murmurs, gripping my hips and rolling to his back so I’m now straddling him. 
 
   His hands cup my breasts as I rock against him, pressing up through my thighs, and squeezing at him internally as I lift myself up his length then drop myself down, deepening our connection beyond the point of full. 
 
   “Shit,” he hisses when his house phone begins to ring. 
 
   “Ignore it. They’ll call back,” I pant, trying to keep my focus while the world screams at us electronically. 
 
   He grips my hips and stops my movement. “Babe, I’m sorry. That’s not the phone, that’s the intercom. Someone’s here.” 
 
   “Seriously? It’s like…” I look at the digital read out on Marcus’s bedside clock, “eight-thirty on a Saturday morning. What the hell are they doing here?” 
 
   “I don’t know. I wasn’t supposed to be working today. Just…” he rolls me so I’m laying on the bed beside him and kisses me. “Hold that thought. I’ll get rid of them and we can switch everything off and just spend the day together. Ok?” 
 
   “Sure,” I say, disappointed. I’ve been through this kind of thing before. There’s no way we’re going to get a day to ourselves. We will be harassed constantly until one of us emerges for an interview. The press is relentless. 
 
   Pulling the sheets around me, I feel tears prick behind my eyes as the realisation of what my life will be like hits me like a lead balloon. I don’t think I can do this.  
 
    
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 13
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
    
 
   “Sir, I’m sorry to disturb you, but you have some visitors. They’re claiming to be your family,” Serge, the attendant at the building’s security desk informs me. 
 
   “Can you put them on please?” I ask, wondering if it really is my family or someone from the press trying to trick the poor guy into losing his job. 
 
   “Hey, it’s me and Naomi. We thought we’d bring you some food since the mob out here isn’t thinning out any time soon. If you don’t want to face them, you’re in there for a long haul.” 
 
   “Thanks man. Pass the phone back to Serge and I’ll get him to let you up.” 
 
   I tell Serge to let them up and put them on the list of people who are allowed to visit whenever they want. Once the instructions have been given, I hang up the phone and rub my hand over my short blond hair. It’s grown a lot in the last six weeks. I’m beginning to look like I did when I was in Matiari. 
 
   I head back toward the bedroom, not liking the knowledge that the press are still waiting outside for us. It’s exactly what Lisa didn’t want when I started insinuating myself into her life, and now here we are. Exactly where I wanted us to be, but the cost is putting her exactly where she didn’t want to be. 
 
   God, how the hell and I going to fix this? 
 
   “What’s going on?” Lisa asks from the doorway of my room. She’s wrapped in the sheet from my bed and looks absolutely divine in my eyes. I want to tell her that nothing is wrong and take her back to bed forever because I don’t think I’ll ever have my fill of her soft curves. 
 
   I turn to her, hands on hips. I’m still naked, but it’s just her and me, so I’m not too shy right now. “We need to get dressed. Theo and Naomi are on their way up with some food for us. They say there’s a bit of a mob downstairs still…” 
 
   My heart aches for her as I watch her mouth open and her eyes blink rapidly to force her tears back. She clears her throat and swallows. “Well, that’s to be expected I suppose. I can’t say I’m surprised.” 
 
   She turns from the doorway and walks around the bed, picking up her clothes and holding them in a ball in front of her. 
 
   I can tell by her demeanour that she’s freaking out right now. “Lisa. It will be ok. We can stay here. We can wait it out.” 
 
   She stops just before she enters the bathroom and turns to me. “I am Leisil Marx. I’m not Lisa Russell. She was just a dream I got to live for a while. This won’t end until they’ve ruined us both. Do you understand that? It’s what they do. They hate me, and they’ll hate you for being associated with me.” Her voice cracks with emotion and I move toward her. But I’m not fast enough before she shuts herself in the bathroom and locks the door. 
 
   “Leis,” I call through the door, needing to say something to her that will make her understand that I don’t care about what they think. The only person that matters to me right now is her. 
 
   “Just leave me alone, Marcus,” she calls through the door. I open my mouth to argue back, but the doorbell goes off, signalling that Theo and Naomi have made it up here. 
 
   “Shit,” I hiss, now feeling like their timing couldn’t be any worse. 
 
   I pull on a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt, then head to the door and open it up. Naomi holds up a large brown bakery bag and a tray of coffees. “Breakfast?” She’s grinning that grin of hers that lights up a room and it immediately makes me feel better. 
 
   Theo stands beside her, holding bags of groceries. He isn’t as dark and broody as he has been for most of his life. I think Naomi’s lightness has rubbed off on his dark. “Hey man,” he nods. 
 
   “Hey, thanks guys. This is a great surprise,” I tell them, trying to keep the worry out of my voice as I glance over my shoulder toward the bedroom. 
 
   “I hope this is ok,” Naomi says, as she sets things on the kitchen bench top. “We don’t want to intrude, but we saw the news this morning and thought you could use the help.”
 
   “No. It’s fine, honestly.” 
 
   “Where’s Leisel?” Theo asks as he does the same with the bags of groceries. 
 
   “She’s taking a shower,” I tell them, not really sure what she’s doing. For all I know she’s tying sheets together and trying to escape out the bathroom window.
 
   “Well, I look forward to meeting her properly when she comes out,” Naomi says. “I can’t wait to chat to the girl who’s actually made Marcus Bailey weak at the knees. She must really be something,” she smiles, talking to me like we haven’t spent the last two years ignoring each other. 
 
   “She is something,” I say in reply, once again glancing over my shoulder and hoping she’s ok. 
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   God, here I am, crying again. I don’t think I’ve cried since the last time the press decided to rip me a new arsehole. Why is it that so much emphasis has to be placed on the famous? Why can’t I just fall for whomever I choose and not have to worry about eyes looking over my shoulder?
 
   Splashing my face with cool water, I pat it dry with a cream coloured hand towel and try to calm down. 
 
   Looking into the mirror, I stare into my honey coloured eyes and try to work through my thoughts as I take in my tired appearance.
 
   It’s time for me to be very reasonable and tell myself the hard truths that my hope won’t want to hear. Marcus Bailey is a rock star. He has probably slept with more women than I myself have met in my entire life (and I went to an all girls school). He is used to always getting what he wants and out of all the scenarios there are, it is most likely that he is only infatuated with me because I said no to him multiple times. 
 
   If I were a bookie, I would be taking bets on how long it would take for Marcus to get sick of me and go back to his old ways. And if I were a gambler, I would bet that it would be the moment he went back on tour. 
 
   Now, here are my choices. I stay with Marcus, knowing that things will end badly, but stupidly hoping in some sort of fairy tale ending OR, I can go out there, be honest with Marcus, and go home so I can start my life again. 
 
   As hard as it will be, I know that the latter is the best choice for me. Marcus has everything to lose if he stays with me. Being associated with me will turn his fans against him and severely affect his career prospects. If I go, the media attention will only help him. And I, well, I have everything to lose as well. 
 
   I spent my life in the public eye. First, as Jimmy Marx’s daughter, then as Jonathan Masters’ girlfriend and finally as a psycho, revenge seeking, bitch whom everyone loved to hate. I don’t want that life again – no matter how much I lo…like Marcus. I can’t turn my life into a circus. 
 
   Stepping out of the bathroom, I walk around the room and locate my shoes and handbag before walking out into the living area, prepared to tell Marcus I’m going home – this isn’t going to work. 
 
   But the moment I set eyes on him, he gives me this amazing smile that’s both happy and filled with relief. He doesn’t even need to tell me. I think I’ve known how to read him since we met – the entire time I was in the bathroom, he was out here worrying that I was going to somehow run off on him. 
 
   “Hey gorgeous. Feeling better?” he asks, holding his hand out to me. “Naomi and Theo brought coffee and pastries. I saved you the chocolate croissant.” He smiles as I slip my hand in his feeling the hum of our connection traveling from his body and into mine. 
 
   I open my mouth, planning to say ‘I’m sorry, Marcus. You know this can’t work between us.’ But instead, I say, “Thank you, that’s really thoughtful.” 
 
   He hands me my coffee and the croissant on a plate and kisses the side of my head as he does so. This small and simple gesture touches my heart – he remembered what I ate when we went out together… how many men actually do that?
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
    
 
   Thank god she’s ok. After the way she was acting when she went into the bathroom, I thought she’d be acting like I was the last person she wanted to be around. But when she looks at me, that connection is still there. Thank god. 
 
   “Thank you both for bringing some supplies,” Lisa says to Theo and Naomi. “I mean, I know this must be really weird for you. You meet me kind of randomly and it turns out I’m well… you know the story.” 
 
   Theo, who was taking a sip from his takeaway coffee, lowers the cup and rests it on his knee. “Honestly, we’re just glad Marcus stopped sulking long enough to call us.”
 
   “Oi,” I reprimand jokingly, wishing I had something to throw at him. “Watch it, or I’ll piss off for another two years.”
 
   Naomi holds out her hand and shakes her head. “Oh no. Please don’t. I have my wedding dress chosen, and I’m never getting married if you don’t come to the wedding.” She turns to Lisa and briefly explains. “Theo wants his whole family at the wedding and more importantly, he wants Marcus as best man. They were very close before the whole ‘Fuck you’ debacle,” she says, using her fingers for quotes before holding her hand beside her mouth and exaggerating her speech as if she’s only talking to Lisa, “which is what I’ve taken to calling it.” 
 
   Lisa smiles, and places her now empty plate on the table. “Yeah. I only recently saw that. I questioned Marcus pretty heavily about that night.” 
 
   “Yeah. He told us last night. He said talking to you helped him realise what a dick he’s been most of his life. I’ve been telling him he’s a dick for years. But he’s my little brother. He gets away with everything,” Theo adds. Immediately, he’s acting exactly how he always has around me. Except now, he’s that little more relaxed. It makes me wonder why I waited so long to speak to him again. 
 
   I laugh. “I didn’t get away with shit. Mum and dad were just so worried about you all the time, Goth boy, that as long as I acted like a semi normal person, they were relieved,” I retort. It’s all in good humour surrounding Theo’s years as a tortured gothic artist. He barely spoke, dressed head to toe in black, and wore black and white make up that freaked our very traditional Italian heritage parents, and made them wonder if they were going to need an exorcist to snap him out of it. 
 
   Giving me a chuckle in response, he looks around my apartment, taking in his surroundings for the first time since he got here. “So, have you got a studio set up in here?” 
 
   “I do,” I grin. “Wanna see it?” 
 
   “Is the pope catholic?” 
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
    
 
   “I can’t tell you how wonderful it is to see those two talking again,” Naomi says to me as she watches Theo and Marcus walk down the hall, laughing and joking together before they disappear into a room I’m yet to see. 
 
   “If nothing good comes of all this, I’m glad it at least brought them together. I think Marcus has been very lonely doing this fame thing on his own,” I explain, taking a sip of coffee. The caffeine is certainly helping to wake up my sleep-deprived brain. 
 
   She tilts her head a little as if she’s studying me. “You don’t think you and Marcus getting together is a good thing?” she asks. “He seems like a new man, and I can’t help but think it’s your influence that’s changed him. He’s more… grounded… happy.” 
 
   I cross my legs, pulling at the hem of my dress so it’s covering my knee. “If we were regular people, I’d be saying an emphatic yes. But after what happened last night…” I pause, staring at my coffee cup in my hands as I shake my head. “How can being with a woman who the public hates be good for him or his career? His fans are already turning on him. His manager has threatened to ruin him… I just…” I shrug my shoulders and place my cup on the table. “I want to be with him. But I don’t see how.” 
 
   Naomi presses her lips together in an understanding smile. “Listen, I’ve been on the wrong side of the press as well. When Marcus had his ‘fuck you’ moment, all the press wanted to do was talk to us about what happened. But Theo, myself and our other band members, decided that we would simply refuse to comment and ignore the whole affair. It was hard for me, because I got a fair bit of hate mail from fans who thought I chose the wrong brother. But, you know what? Fuck them. They don’t know me. They don’t know Theo, or Marcus for that matter, and they certainly don’t know you. Don’t let them win.” 
 
   Nodding, I lean back and fold my arms over my chest. “I wish it were that simple, Naomi. But it’s not. Do you even know why they hate me so much? Do you remember what I did?” 
 
   She nods her head. “Yeah. I do. It was everywhere.” 
 
   “Then you know how bad everything got. I couldn’t go anywhere without someone calling me ‘whore’, ‘bitch’, ‘psycho’ or some derivative of all three.  I had things thrown at me, my car, my house. I was spat on. God only knows how long it would have gone on for if I hadn’t decided to lie low and change my name. It’s the only way I could make it stop.” 
 
   She takes a breath to say something to me, but Theo calling from down the hallway interrupts us. “Hey Nomes, get in here and see this set up he has. It shits all over the garage.” 
 
   Calling out that she’s coming, she stands and places a hand on my shoulder, giving me a reassuring squeeze. “There’s something really special between you two. I feel it in the air when you’re near each other. Don’t give up on that. It isn’t easy to replace.” 
 
   Tears prick in my eyes as I swallow back my emotions and nod. “Ok.” 
 
   “I’ll be back in a minute,” she says quietly. 
 
   I sit and finish my coffee on my own, running through every moment since Marcus and I met. My hope wants me to stay here and wait for them all to come back – to just pretend that everything will be fine. We’ll just ride it out and live together happily ever after. 
 
   But, I’m a logical person. This can’t work, and I’m not strong enough to tell him I need to leave and actually go through with it. 
 
   Picking up my bag, I stand and walk as quietly as I can to the front door and whisper, “I’m sorry,” as I quietly slip through it and leave like the chicken-shit-scum-of-the-earth bitch that I am. 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 14
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
   “I think this is the first time I’ve actually hated you Marcus,” Naomi says after a while. She’s joking of course, but she’s referring to my recording room. It’s basically a miniature version of what you see at an actual studio. 
 
   I had it built-in so I can lay down a demo track whenever it suits me without having to organise studio time. I haven’t had much of a chance to use it. But in the three months I’m taking off, I plan to use it a lot. I feel like I’m bursting with songs right now. 
 
   I chuckle as she and Theo play around with the equipment then excuse myself to get back to Lisa. I feel like I’ve already been away from her for too long. 
 
   “Sorry about…that…” I say to the empty room where Lisa is supposed to be. She’s gone. Shit! 
 
   My heart thuds in my chest and my mouth goes instantly dry as I start to panic. My eyes dart around for a moment before I race for the front door, opening it just in time to lock eyes with her as the lift doors close. 
 
   Shit. “Lisa!” I yell, running to the lift and hitting the button. I’m too late, it’s already on the move. 
 
   The only choice I have is to take the stairs. Flinging the door open, I burst out onto the landing and take the stairs at breakneck speed. The whole time I’m racing the elevator, I’m praying that she is ok, that the press hasn’t gotten to her before I do. 
 
   Reaching the downstairs lobby, I burst out of the door and check the lifts. It’s still moving. Fuck! 
 
   “Sir?” Serge questions as he sees the panicked look on my face. 
 
   I flick my gaze to him, just as the press outside sees me through the glass entryway. 
 
   “Marcus!” they call out, cameras flashing as they push against the police barricade. Shit, I didn’t realise the crowd had gotten that bad, and there’s protestors as well. 
They’re holding up signs with pictures of Lisa with an X over her face and there’s a rather graphic one of her as a spider with my head in her mouth…
 
   Shaking the images from my mind, I turn on my heel and re-enter the stairwell, racing down to the parking garage and hoping that I’m not too late. 
 
   ***
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   A few minutes earlier…
 
   “Lisa!”
 
   My mouth drops open and I stumble backwards in surprise. Marcus. He saw me. Shit. Fuck… oh god, I think I might vomit. What am I doing? Shit. I lean forward on my knees and breathe for a moment, convincing myself that I’m doing the right thing. He’ll find some other woman by tomorrow morning and all will be well with the world again. 
 
   But first, I need to get out of here. 
 
   My heart feels as though it’s wedged itself in my throat as I travel down to the parking garage. I’m hoping to be able to escape through there instead of the front entrance. This place is pretty secure and you need special keys and passes to get in, but getting out should be easier. I mean, there are laws pertaining to emergency exits and such. I just have to hope that I don’t set off any alarms. 
 
   I know what you’re thinking. I’m a total bitch. I’m not going to argue with you on that point but unless you’ve been through what I’ve been through, you’re not going to understand why I’m doing what I’m doing. So I’m going to ask you to keep your judgement to yourself and just pray with me that Marcus isn’t going to catch up to me at the bottom. 
 
   This is for the best. Don’t let your hope and love for a happy ending get in the way of what the right thing is. This isn’t a movie. It’s real life. I need to be logical. 
 
   Regaining my composure, I stand up fully and smooth my hand over my hair. The lift pings and comes to a stop on the third floor. When the door opens, I wonder why the universe is fucking with my life. Because who should step on? Fucking Jonathan Masters. 
 
   “Leisil. What a pleasant surprise,” he grins as he steps in next to me. 
 
   I fold my arms protectively over my middle. “What are you doing here?” 
 
   He grins and bounces a shoulder nonchalantly. “Just visiting a friend. A lot of press out there today. She feels like she can’t go outside.” 
 
   “And how does your fiancée feels about that?” 
 
   “She’s at a spa or something, somewhere. As long as she has the ring and the Platinum Card, she doesn’t question anything I do.” 
 
   “Ah, true love,” I sigh mockingly, batting my eyelashes at him. The lift opens in the car park and I step out in front of him. Pausing for a moment while I survey the area for a way to get out. 
 
   “Lost your car?” he asks. 
 
   “No, I’ve just lost my mind and my right to a quiet life, but as long as you’re happy…” I retort. Just seeing him again makes me so angry. I feel like running a car into his house all over again right now. 
 
   “Listen, Leisil. Despite everything that’s happened – I don’t hate you. I’m sorry the press are after you again. If you need help sneaking out - I’ll help you.” 
 
   I respond with a suspicious look, which garners a laugh from him. 
 
   “Come on Leis, you know me. I may be a philanderer, but I’m not a vindictive person. I would never throw you to the wolves. You can hide in the back seat of my car and I’ll get you out of here. That’s what you want isn’t it? You’re trying to run off again?” 
 
   Meeting his eyes, I nod. 
 
   “Then let me help you.” 
 
   I take a deep breath. “Ok”
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
    
 
   A loud metallic echo rings out through the cement garage as the door bangs against the wall and I step out into the cool air of the underground. The sound of a car going over the speed bumps draws my attention and I race toward it. 
 
   I catch it as it waits for the metal security gate to open and knock on the driver’s window. 
 
   “Shit. It’s you,” I say, slightly out of breath from running. 
 
   “It is me,” Jonathan Masters, Lisa’s ex-boyfriend and the start of all this crap, replies, looking me up and down like I’m some kind of freak who’s wasting his time. 
 
   “Is she with you? Did you see her?” I ask, trying to get a look inside his car, but his window is barely down and I can’t see much more than his face. 
 
   “Is who with me?” He drives forward slightly when the gate’s alarm starts to go off because it’s been open for too long, and I walk beside his car, refusing to let him go without answering me. 
 
   “Who the fuck do you think? Leisil. Did you see her leave?” 
 
   “No. I’m sorry. I have to go Marcus. I hope we can meet under better circumstances next time.” 
 
   He starts to move the car again and once again, I move with him, keeping my hand on the edge of his window. 
 
   “What do you want Marcus? I’ve answered your question,” he says, stopping again. I glance at the parking garage as the door starts to close. Shit. 
 
   “You’re lying.”
 
   “Am I?” 
 
   “Mate, I’m fucking in love with the woman you hurt. If you’re lying to me, then the next time a car goes through the front of your house, I’ll be the one behind the wheel – you feel me?” 
 
   “One hundred percent, mate,” he says, putting his car in gear and speeding off, leaving me standing on the sidewalk in nothing more than a pair of sweatpants and a plain t-shirt. It’s now that I realise that I’m not even wearing shoes. Nor do I have my keys so I can get back in. 
 
   Great. Now I’m going to have to go through the front. 
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   “You can sit up now. We’re clear,” Jonathan informs me after we’ve been driving for about ten minutes. 
 
   I pull the blanket off me and get up from the floor of the back seat, then look around cautiously. 
 
   “Leis, relax. I’m not lying to you. If you’ll remember, I never once threw you under the bus publicly. I never spoke out against you, and I dropped all the charges against you. I was pissed off, but I didn’t want your life turned upside down the way it was.” 
 
   Sliding onto the actual seat, I pull on my seatbelt and look out the window. “I know. I did it all to myself.” 
 
   He looks at me via the rear view mirror. “You always did have a temper on you.” 
 
   “And look where it got me - on the run from the press again. I hate this fame game, Jonathan. I don’t know how you do it.” 
 
   “I guess that’s because you’ve always been famous by association. When you’re known for something you worked on, it makes it a little more rewarding.” 
 
   “I don’t want to be known for anything. I just want to be left alone,” I reply, looking down at my hands. 
 
   “What are you going to do about Marcus Bailey? Are you leaving that behind too?” 
 
   I close my eyes, squeezing my emotions back before they flow out of me again. 
 
   ‘I’m fucking in love with the woman you hurt’
 
   The comment, and the distress in his voice keep replaying in my mind. There’s this intense heaviness in the centre of my chest that aches and nags at it. It wants me to go back to him. 
 
   I swallow against it, wishing it would go away. “Yeah. I have to leave it behind. He’s just like you. It won’t end well if I stay.” 
 
   “Are you sure about that?” 
 
   “What do you mean?” 
 
   “No offence, but after you broke up with me, I wasn’t chasing after you like he just did.” 
 
   “It doesn’t matter. Every way I look at this, I can’t see it working without one of us giving up on something that’s important to us. For me, it’s my privacy, and for Marcus, it’s his career. One of us would be forced into unhappiness – how can that work?” 
 
   ***
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
   Keeping my head down, I walk as fast as I can around the building. There are about four police officers standing around holding the crowd back. I shake my head – what a waste of resources. 
 
   The crowd consists of press and fans who are here to watch any sort of spectacle that might go down. Well, I’m about to give them one. 
 
   Staying as close to the building as I can, I push my way through the crowd and jump the barriers. 
 
   “Oh my god! It’s Marcus!” someone screams and all of a sudden, I’m being pawed by many sets of hands, grabbing at my shirt, and my arms. The cops immediately come to my aid, and push the grabby people back. 
 
   Flashes are going off everywhere, making it hard to see what’s happening. The yelling and the questions are this cacophony of noise that makes absolutely no sense. I’m thrust through the front door of my apartment building, almost tripping from the momentum. 
 
   I keep moving forward, feeling awful that all of this is happening because I’m living here. The other residents must hate my guts right now. No one knew I was here until yesterday. I had hoped I could come back to Australia and have some sort of a home for a while instead of living out of hotels. I guess that’s just not going to happen. 
 
   “Hey Serge,” I say as I walk, barefoot, toward him. 
 
   “Mr Bailey,” he replies with a nod, acting completely professional despite my appearance. 
 
   “Do you think you could give me a hand to get back upstairs? I didn’t bring my keys.” 
 
   “Certainly sir.” 
 
   As I ride up in the lift, I seriously have to fight with myself to keep from crying. Why did she have to take off? Why couldn’t she stay, talk to me and sort this out? I get that she’s scared. Hell, I’m scared too. But she ran. She fucking ran. 
 
   “Fuck,” I yell, slamming both hands into the side of the lift. “FUCK!” I do it again and again before dropping my head against the cool of the metal. “Fuck,” I whisper, just breathing to calm myself down until the lift reaches my floor. 
 
   The moment I make it inside my flat, Theo and Naomi are immediately questioning me. “What happened? You’re on the fucking news again.” 
 
   “She took off,” I reply with like, zero, emotion in my voice. Moving with purpose, I collect my keys, wallet and put on pair of shoes. 
 
   “Where are you going?” Naomi asks. 
 
   “To get her,” I tell her like it’s the most obvious answer on the planet. Because really – where else would I be going?
 
   Theo stands up and grabs his keys. “Don’t you drive, Marcus. You’re not thinking right. Let us take you. Besides, they’ll follow your car.” 
 
   I place my hands on top of my head and blow out my breath. “Yeah. Ok.” 
 
   ***
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   “I can’t see any reporters,” Jonathan remarks as we turn into my street. 
 
   “They’re probably all camped out at Marcus’s. They all think I’m there,” I comment, trying to see if there are any cars I don’t recognise in the street. Everything seems clear. 
 
   I point out my house to him and he pulls into the driveway. “Are you going to be ok?” 
 
   “I should be. Thanks for the lift,” I tell him as I get out of the car on the passenger side. “I appreciate the help.” Shutting the door, I begin to turn away when I hear him yell out. 
 
   “Shit Leis, look out!” 
 
   Seemingly from nowhere, a whole group of reporters have appeared and are coming toward me. For a moment I freeze, standing there, looking at them wide-eyed while I try to decide whether I should dive back into the car or run for my house. 
 
   I don’t get the chance to make the decision myself. Jonathan throws the blanket and his arm around me to shield me from the cameras and ushers me toward the door as the press descends on us, yelling questions. 
 
   “Jonathan, does this mean you and Ms Marx are reconciling?” 
 
   “Leisil, can you comment on your relationship with Marcus Bailey?”
 
   “Where is Marcus Bailey?” 
 
   “Where have you been Leisil?” 
 
   “Can you respond to the rumours that you’ve been living in a mental institution for the past eighteen months?”
 
   “Have you spoken to your father?” 
 
   “Now that you’ve come out of hiding will you be trying to reconcile with your parents and will you do that on live tv?” 
 
   “What do you have to say about the public referring to you as the Honey Badger?” 
 
   As we get in the house, Jonathan stands in the doorway and turns to them. “Leisil wants nothing more than to live a quiet life. Please respect that and leave.” 
 
   “Are you worried she’s going to lose her mind and stab you if you go in there?” one person yells out as he shuts and locks the door. 
 
   “Ok. So I guess they were hiding,” he says when he turns to me. 
 
   “Thank you… again. Seems like you’re my rescuer today.” 
 
   He shrugs. “If I had have been a better person in the beginning, I wouldn’t need to save you now. Consider it all a long overdue gesture. “ 
 
   “Lisa, is that you?” I hear from in the back of the house. 
 
   “Sandra?” 
 
   Her voice gets louder as she approaches. “Yeah, the press were everywhere when I got here and I couldn’t get out with Perry so I just stayed. He’s in the backyard…” She appears in the archway and freezes when she sees Jonathan. “You…you’re… oh wow. It’s really nice to meet you in person,” she says to him, walking toward him and extending her hand to shake his while she leans in to say only to me, “You have a lot of explaining to do, young lady.”  
 
   I nod, knowing that she deserves an explanation. “This is Sandra. She’s a reporter, so be careful what you say.” 
 
   Jonathan laughs. “Are you serious? You’re running from reporters and there’s one staying in your house. I hope the irony isn’t lost on you here.” 
 
   “No it’s not. But Sandra is my best friend. She’s not here to write a story.” 
 
   “Whories over stories,” she says, tapping her fist to her heart and then giving the peace sign with her fingers as she nods coolly. 
 
   I look at her and laugh. “Since when is that a saying?” 
 
   “Since just now. Ho’s before Bro’s didn’t fit, so I made one up. I think it might catch on,” she tells me matter-of-factly. 
 
   “Ok,” Jonathan interrupts. “So what’s the plan now that you’re home? Are you just hunkering down or are you moving on?”
 
   “I’m moving on,” I state. 
 
   “There’s a lot of press out there Leis. They’ll just follow you,” Sandra points out. 
 
   “I know. We’re going to need a distraction. Which is where you two are going to come in.” 
 
   The plan is simple. I trade clothes with Sandra, and using the same blanket he covered me with when we came in, Jonathan instead covers Sandra and leads her to his car. The press will naturally assume that she is me and follow them. Easy. Right? 
 
   I watch from a small gap behind my blinds as they all leave, waiting a moment to be sure they’re all gone, then I go to the back door and get Perry inside, thankful that I don’t get attacked by a flashbulb to the eyes out there.
 
   The moment I call him in, he’s jumping up and down and swiping his tail from side to side so fast that it’s a blur of golden fur. I kneel down and scratch his ears, telling him what a good dog he is as I wrap my arms around him and allow myself to have this one moment of comfort, with the one male in my life who will always be here for me. 
 
   “You ready to go on a trip?” I ask him. He responds by licking my face, so I’ll take that as a yes. 
 
   When you’ve remade your life, you’re forever afraid that the carefully woven strings of the fabric of your new world will fray and come undone, so I’ve always been prepared. Today is the real reason I have a Landcruiser – to aid in my escape when and if the shit finally hit the fan. 
 
   Moving around the house, I quickly collect as many essential items as I can and load them in the back of the four-wheel drive then secure Perry safely on the backseat. I leave everything else behind. My house, my friends, my lo… I shake the thought out of my mind. 
 
   I can’t think like that. I can’t ask myself the ‘what ifs’ of this world. I’m doing the right thing. For both of us. I know I’m doing the right thing.
 
   I just wish that painful void in my chest would quit with its incessant aching. It’s making this so much harder. 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 15
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
   “There. There. Her house is there,” I direct from the back seat of Theo and Naomi’s car. 
 
   “The one with the cornflower blue railings?” Naomi asks. 
 
   “Yeah. The one with the veranda.” 
 
   Without waiting for Theo to turn the engine off, I’m out of the car and racing up to the front door, knocking loudly against the painted white wood. 
 
   “Lisa!” I call out. “It’s me. Let me in.” I wait for a few moments, but there’s no response – only silence. I have no idea where she would go besides home; she doesn’t talk to her family and besides, they live in another state. The only other place I can think of is her friend Sandra… what was her surname. 
 
   I pull my phone out and look up Voyeur Magazine’s journalists. Sandra Haegan. That’s the one. 
 
   Punching her name into the directory, I come up with her address. She’s not far from here. 
 
   “What’s happening?” Theo asks as I return to the car. 
 
   “She’s not here.” 
 
   “Do you know where else she might go?” asks Naomi, her brows furrowed together in concern. 
 
   “I only know of one friend. This is her,” I say, handing over my phone. 
 
   “Ok. Let’s go see if she’s there.” 
 
   ***
 
   As we arrive at Sandra’s house, a sense of relief washes over me. She must be here. There are press mingling out the front. 
 
   “Do you want me to pull into the driveway or just drive by?” asks Theo as he slows the car right down. 
 
   “Are you fucking serious? Stop!” I command suddenly. Fucking Jonathan fucking-shit-dick-lying-arsehole Masters’ car is parked in the driveway.
 
   I jump out of the car and race toward the door. The press sees me and gives chase, yelling questions about the state of my relationship with Lisa and how I feel about my fans protesting against it. 
 
   I try to ignore them. I really do. But they are the sole reason I’m not with the woman I’ve fallen for right now. They have driven her away. 
 
   Pausing in front of the door, I turn on the lot of them. “You know what? Just FUCK OFF!” I yell, taking another breath to hurl even more abuse at them. 
 
   Although, I barely finish my first obscenity before I’m pulled backwards into the house. 
 
   “What are you doing? You’re going make this even more of a circus than it already is,” Jonathan says to me. I look around the room – no Lisa. Where the fuck is she? 
 
   I’m already seeing red, and his face coupled with her absence just makes the colour flare brighter. I charge toward him, grabbing him by the throat and pushing against him until he’s stumbling backward, finally stopping when I’ve slammed him against the wall. 
 
   Lisa’s friend, Sandra, is behind me, yelling at me to stop. But I’m not listening. Instead, I lean into Jonathan’s smug fucking face and growl through gritted teeth. “You’re a fucking liar! Where the hell is she?” 
 
   He moves his mouth like a goldfish out of water as his eyes bug out and water as his face turns bright red. 
 
   “You’re killing him!” Sandra shrieks, thumping her fists against my back. It’s enough to snap me out of my rage and release his throat.
 
   Jonathan stands up straight and rubs at his neck. “Oh god. Are you ok?” Sandra asks, racing to his aid and fussing over him while she checks that he can breathe ok. 
 
   He nods. “I’m fine. I’m fine. It’s ok.” 
 
   Still breathing heavily, and still furious with him, I ask my question again. “Where is she?” 
 
   “She’s gone. Neither of us know where,” Sandra answers. “I promise you. She didn’t tell any of us.”
 
   My head starts to pound. I don’t know what else to do. I don’t know how to find her. Squeezing my head between my hands, I shake my head, disbelieving that this is it. 
 
   Jonathan takes a small step forward before reiterating what Sandra already said. “She’s disappeared again, mate. I’m sorry. But she’s gone.”  
 
   “Fuck!” I yell, picking up a dining chair and hurling it toward the front window. The sound of breaking glass, blinds and the pop of camera flashes, fill the air around us. 
 
   I stand there, looking out at the destruction by my hand, chest heaving, soul destroyed, heartbroken. 
 
   And it’s all caught on film… again. 
 
   ***
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   When I filled up at the petrol station, there was a display with popular CDs inside it. I don’t know why, it’s probably some sort of sick torture on my part, but I purchased one of Marcus’s. 
 
   After knowing him for a month and a half, the only time I’ve heard him sing was when I watched that YouTube video. I’ve played his album on repeat my whole journey, and the moment his soulful voice filled my ears, I burst into tears. 
 
   So many of his songs are about heartache and loneliness. It feels like he’s singing my emotions and speaking to my soul. I should stop listening, but I can’t seem to make myself. I need to hear him. 
 
   I’ve now cried for nearly ten hours straight, and I’ve arrived at my destination. It’s quiet here. I’m pretty much in the middle of nowhere with no people around for miles. It’s the perfect place to get lost and hopefully stay lost. 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 16
 
    
 
   three months later…
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
   1,087. That’s the number of times I’ve tried to call Lisa since that day.
 
   How can two people, come together so perfectly one day, and then fall apart the next? It makes no sense to me. It’s not like I’m the only one who felt it - I know she did too. I was there - I saw it in her eyes. I felt it in her touch. 
 
   Our souls joined that day. Instead of being two, we became one, and when we parted we were only half. I need her to be whole. 
 
   For three months, I’ve carried this lump in my chest. It feels like a gaping wound, caused by our separation, and I can’t close it. I can’t stop the pain. 
 
   Drinking doesn’t help, and other women or drugs aren’t even an option for me. I wake in the morning with her on my mind. I go to bed thinking of her and dream about her while I sleep and every moment I’m awake, I’m wishing for her to come back. It’s pure torture. 
 
   I hired a private investigator. He found nothing. It’s like she’s just vanished off the face of the earth. 
 
   The only thing that helps remotely is to write music. In a month, I’m supposed to go on tour again. But I can’t bring myself to sing. Right now, I can only write and play. Because the day she left, she took my heart with her and I can’t do what I do without it. 
 
   I need her back. 
 
   The moment the media realised she was gone, my manager Craig came sniffing around again. He told me that if I honoured the rest of my contract with the label then he’d drop the assault charges against me. At the time, I agreed. I was too messed up to think it through. I just wanted him to go away. I wanted to be alone. 
 
   My family has been great. Naomi and Theo keep coming over and making sure I’m functioning at some sort of manageable level. Even though I moan that I want to be left alone, they come listen to me moaning and sit with me when I’m silent. Every other day, my mother is here. She fusses over me and cleans up. She’s a typical Italian mother, leaving food, telling me to eat. I know I’m worrying her, but I can’t stop feeling this way. I feel a great sense of loss.  
 
   Today, I’m supposed to be at some meeting about my tour schedule and I haven’t bothered to show up. I’ve had numerous phone calls come through from both Craig and Karen and I’ve ignored them all. I just can’t make myself give a shit. 
 
   I know - I knew her for six weeks. I was with her for one night. But I’m telling you, she’s the one for me, and three months without her feels like a lifetime of pain. 
 
   As expected, the calls eventually stop, but now there’s a knocking at my door. 
 
   “Marcus,” calls out Karen. Of course Craig would send her. I barely grunt at him these days. I hate his skeezeball face and really wish I could have the satisfaction of breaking his nose again. Although, I guess I’ll just have to be happy that his nose is now slightly off centre from the first hit. 
 
   He’s been trying to talk to me about re-signing with the label when my contract is up in the New Year. But that’s not going to happen. He’ll be lucky if I finish this contract out. At this point, I don’t really care how much it costs me. I just can’t do it anymore. I can’t go back to that life. 
 
   I knew true happiness for such a short period of time. I can’t go back – I just can’t.
 
   Karen bangs again. “I know you’re in there Marcus. Please answer the door.” 
 
   Finally, I trudge over to the door and pull it open. “What can I do for you Karen?” I ask, acting as though I have no idea why she’s here. 
 
   It doesn’t fool her though as she sets her hands on her hips. “You missed your meeting and you look like a hobo.” Her jibe makes me reach up and run my hand over my face and through my hair. I haven’t shaved in weeks and my hair has grown out in no real style. I’m beginning to look like a blond grizzly bear. 
 
   “I don’t care about the tour,” I retort. 
 
   Levelling her gaze on me, she shakes her head in disappointment. “I get that you’re heartbroken Marcus. I really do. But you can’t let your career go down the toilet just because you’re sad. If you quit, you take a lot of people’s jobs with you. I know there’s no love lost between you and Craig but what about me? What about your crew? ‘Marcus Bailey’ isn’t just your name. It’s a brand – an institution. If you go down – we all go down.” 
 
   “I know. I know. And I’m sorry. I just want her back. I don’t know how to stop feeling like this,” I tell her helplessly. 
 
   She steps forward and takes my hand in hers. “Marcus, we have one week left to find her before this becomes a huge issue. I promise to call in every favour I have to find her for you. But you’ll have to do something for me in return – clean yourself up. Cut you’re fucking hair and shave that beard off. The time for wallowing in your sorrow is over. Time to man up – alright?” she imparts, gripping my shoulders and peering into my eyes. 
 
   I nod, not expecting that she’s going to be able to find anything, but it doesn’t hurt to let her try. Maybe she can do something that I can’t. 
 
   ***
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
    
 
   At times, I’ve wondered
 
   Why we tried at all
 
   You’d come around, spend time with me
 
   All the while, I knew we couldn’t be
 
    
 
   You have to know
 
   I feel the same
 
   I think about you everyday
 
   Because you and I both know, that together we are one
 
   We both know
 
   Together we are one
 
    
 
   So many times, I’ve packed my bags
 
   Planning to run to you
 
   Your heart beats inside me, every day
 
   I know we can’t last, and so I stay
 
    
 
   You have to know
 
   I feel the same
 
   I think about you everyday
 
   Because you and I both know, that together we are one
 
   We both know
 
   Together we are one
 
    
 
   I know I ran away, but I wished I could stay
 
   I know I ran away, but I wished I could stay
 
   I ran away, I ran away, I ran away
 
   Because I knew I’d only lose you, anyway
 
    
 
   You have to know
 
   I feel the same
 
   I think about you everyday
 
   Because you and I both know, that together we are one
 
   We both know
 
   Together we are one
 
    
 
   One, perfect moment was all we had
 
   It’s all we had
 
    
 
   1,246,826. That’s how many times that song has been downloaded. I’m sure you thought it was Marcus’s, but it’s not. It’s mine. 
 
   In the weeks after I left him, I felt lost. And having no one to talk to, I turned to writing down my feelings. Those feelings turned into lyrics, which turned into music. And having little else to do besides wallow, I recorded it. It was a very crude copy, using some very basic equipment I got off eBay. 
 
   I don’t know why I did it – I haven’t played an instrument since I fell out with my family. My father made all of us take lessons growing up. I guess he felt that one of us would carry on his namesake. It was just a shame that none of us were ever good enough for him to say so. So music was something I’ve never pursued. 
 
   But now, while I’m on my own and away from it all completely - writing and singing the song helped me feel better. And feeling I couldn’t physically reach out to Marcus, I made the decision to put the song out there. Hoping that maybe he’d find it and feel some sort of connection with it… I don’t know. I guess it seems a little silly, but it’s all I could think to do. 
 
   No one knows it’s mine. I, of course, uploaded it with a fake name via an independent distributor, and for two dollars a pop, people are purchasing it. I don’t even know how they found it. I guess it’s just one of those ‘right place at the right time’ type of things. 
 
   The track is just basic piano and my voice. I think it would be much better with strings, but I didn’t have the contacts nor did I have the inclination to make that happen. I basically wrote it to try and lift that weight from my chest, and when writing didn’t alleviate the ache, I recorded it and uploaded, hoping that sending it out into the world would help me let go. 
 
   It hasn’t. I still miss him. I still search for him online. I feel like a stalker. But most of all, I feel cut off. There are no recent photos of him - none at all. And I don’t know why. 
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
   “Oh no. no, no, no, no. She’s going to hate me! What the fuck!” I yell at the television as I watch a press conference led by fucking Craig. If this is Karen’s idea then she’s on my shit list too. How could they do this? 
 
   They’re offering a reward to anyone who can find Lisa. The prize is a round-the-world trip, touring with me and the band – all access. I seriously feel like my head is going to explode. 
 
   To prove how distraught I am, they’re showing the security footage of me losing my shit in the lift on the day she left. They’re announcing that a website and hotline has been set up for anyone who has information on her. 
 
   “What is it Marcus?” my mother asks from behind me. She’s dropped over to bring me a casserole to make sure I eat something. 
 
   “My manager has just made sure that Lisa will never speak to me again,” I say, throwing the television remote with a thud against the leather of the couch. 
 
   Her mouth drops open as she sees the hotline number and website scroll over the TV screen again. “Oh dear. This isn’t good.” 
 
   “I know.” I grab my phone and punch in Karen’s number straight away. I need her to put a stop to this. 
 
   But she doesn’t answer. After five times, she doesn’t answer. I think they’re using my own game against me. 
 
   ***
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   Once every two weeks, I take a trip into the nearest town and pick up some food and supplies. It’s the only time I have access to the mobile phone network as my house isn’t close enough to a cell tower. So this is when I check my messages. 
 
   In the beginning, there were messages from everyone. My boss, Sandra, even Erin the receptionist called a few times. There would be interview requests and a few random people who managed to get a hold of my number. There were even a few calls from my father and a couple from my mother – they weren’t really checking after my welfare, they were just calling because I guess they felt that had to… 
 
   Most of the calls, as you’d probably guess, were and still are from Marcus. Each time, he asks me to call him back, he tells me that he’ll keep on ringing – he’s not going to give up. 
 
   Hearing his voice makes me smile, and I want to call him back, but I stand my ground. He’s due to go on tour soon. He’ll calm down when he’s busy working and he’ll forget all about me. It’s hard to ignore him, but I still feel as though I’m doing the most logical thing for us. We simply can’t work. 
 
   My favourite messages are when he talks to me about new lyrics he’s written. He never sings them to me, but he reads them out like poetry and sometimes shows me the music that will go with them. 
 
   When he leaves those messages, I save them, and play them over and over again so I can feel close to him. 
 
    
 
   I was a selfish man
 
   Doing anything I wanted, a man trying to have fun 
 
   I wouldn't do any of it
 
   I’d give it all up, 
 
   I’d give my wealth away
 
   If I knew there was a chance 
 
   That I could make you stay
 
    
 
   Now, I know it pains you
 
   To think the one you love
 
   Could possibly hurt you
 
   I wouldn't do any of it
 
   I’d give it all up, 
 
   I’d give my wealth away
 
   If I knew there was a chance 
 
   That I could make you stay
 
    
 
   baby, please
 
   Can we put the crap behind us
 
   Can we go somewhere that no one’s gonna find us
 
   I know you think I’ll leave 
 
   But I’m begging you to believe
 
    
 
   If only we could turn back time
 
   Erase every nasty thing we’ve done, 
 
   Every fucked up crime
 
   I wouldn't do any of it
 
   I’d give it all up, 
 
   I’d give my wealth away
 
   If I knew there was a chance 
 
   That I could make you stay
 
    
 
   He says he wants to call that song ‘If Only’. It sounds beautiful when he reads it, so I wish he’d actually sing it to me. Although, I guess I’m just going to have to wait for the single to release like everyone else in the world…
 
   I think about Marcus’s songs as I stroll through the centre of the busy city park. There are people dotted about on the grass, reading books, having a cigarette break, or they’re exercising or walking a dog like I am. 
 
   I always take Perry with me into town because it takes most of the day for me to drive here and get everything done. While I’m running errands, I book him into the dog groomers and when we’re done, I take him for a walk in the park to tire him out before we drive home. 
 
   I’ve had my haircut in a short bob and I’m wearing sunglasses. The funny thing about being known by the media means that generally, if someone recognises you, they just look at you like they know you and shrug it off when they can’t place your face straight away, and I don’t stay anywhere or make conversation for long enough to give people time to figure it out. 
 
   I remember the day I went up to Katoomba with Marcus, we sat out on the footpath of that café and no one paid us any mind because they weren’t expecting to see him there. As I found the last time I disappeared, you can hide in plain sight as long as you choose a place that isn’t frequented by those looking for you. 
 
   Perry does his usual sniff and pee thing, and I stand by and wait for him to be ready to move on. A woman comes running along the track with her long blonde hair pulled into a high ponytail. I’ve seen her a few times before. She’s almost the spitting image of Sandra and I look away every time I spot her in the distance. 
 
   I feel terrible that I never called Sandra to explain. I wanted to tell her everything, I wanted to explain. But in the end, I felt that cutting all ties would be best. Any link to my life as Lisa Russell or Leisil Marx would ultimately call everything back to me. I needed a clean break. New state, new life, new name… I go by Elizabeth Mackay now. 
 
   I’ve done everything different this time. I’ve kept to myself, I haven’t made friends, and I haven’t gone out into the work force. I have plenty of money anyway. You know who my father is. So of course, I have a trust fund. It was released to me when I was twenty-one and I refused to touch the money unless I needed to. Now, it’s what I’m living off, and if I’m careful, it will last me a very long time. 
 
   The runner comes closer and I turn to glance at her as she passes, but this time, her eyes meet mine and her head cocks a little to the side. She stops and pulls the buds of her headphones from her ears. Out of them, the familiar tune of Marcus’s song ‘He’ll never be me’ spill out. 
 
   “Oh my god. You’re her aren’t you?” she says. 
 
   I take a step back and shake my head, trying to stay calm. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 
 
   She smiles. “The whole country is looking for you. There’s a prize being awarded to whoever finds you.” 
 
   I look around the park and notice more than a few people milling around, pulling their phones out and snapping shots of me, others just ignore me and go about their business.
 
   “A p-prize?” I stutter. 
 
   Nodding her head, she beams then leans in next to me and quickly snaps a shot of the two of us together. “I think I just won it.” 
 
   She stands in front of me, tapping away at her phone feverishly while I shake my head in disbelief. This is not happening. Not again. Not this soon. 
 
   Furious, I grab her phone from her hand. “Hey! What the hell are you doing?!” she yells as I hurl her phone off to the distance then I turn around and tug on Perry’s lead, walking as fast as I can to the car. I don’t give a fuck about my groceries. I’m going to drive all night if I have to – someone needs a good slap in the face. 
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 17
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
   For two days, I haven’t been able to get in contact with either Craig or Karen, and no one else at the label seems to be getting any of my messages to them. I’m becoming increasingly irate and frustrated, as I just know that the moment Lisa is found, she’s going to blame me for this. 
 
   “Marcus, you need to calm down. You’re going to end up having a stroke if you keep freaking out like this,” Naomi says to me from where she’s sitting on the couch watching me pace. 
 
   Theo stands not far from me, also watching with his hands on his hips. He has plenty of experience dealing with the media, so he’s been trying to figure out a way for me to stop this. “I think you should call your own press conference.” 
 
   “I can’t. Anything the label hasn’t sanctioned violates my contract,” I reply. 
 
   “Do you care though? I mean, you’re in this position because you’re refusing to honour it and go on tour right?” 
 
   “I don’t want to go on tour and I was refusing to be part of the planning of it. I probably would have gone and just been a dick the whole time to piss Craig off.” 
 
   Naomi lets out a sigh, and adjusts herself on the couch before speaking. “Surely there’s something that says that they can’t violate your personal life. Because what they’re doing right now can’t be legal…can it?” she asks, looking from me to Theo. 
 
   “I have no idea,” I say, pausing my pacing and just placing my hands on my hips and shaking my head. 
 
   “Well, that’s maybe one way we could get them to back off you. I’m going to make a few calls and see what we can come up with. See, this is what’s shit about big labels. They act like they own you,” Theo says, shaking his head in aggravation as he heads for the front door with Naomi following. 
 
   I walk them out. “Thanks guys,” I say, giving them both a hug before opening the door to let them out. 
 
   Theo steps forward and hits the button on the lift. He’s about to say something else to me but he pauses. “Is that a dog barking?” he asks as he tilts his head to listen. “It sounds like it’s coming from the elevator shaft.” 
 
   All three of us listen at the doors. “See? There it is again,” Theo comments.  “It’s not a little dog either. Who the hell brings a big dog into an apartment building?” 
 
   As if in answer to his question, the lift doors ping and open, revealing a very pissed off looking Lisa with Perry by her side. “Lisa,” I breathe, so happy to see her that I don’t even notice her hand swing back and then slap across my face. 
 
   “You arsehole!” she screams, just as Perry breaks free from her grasp and jumps at me with such force that it sends me toppling on to the floor, landing with a thud on my backside. 
 
   Perry stands over me, his tongue lapping at my face in excited doggy kisses as his tail flicks from side to side ecstatically. Despite being slapped in the face, I think I feel as happy as this dog is. I can’t help it. I start laughing.
 
   Lisa stands beside me with a look of fury upon her face and her hands on her hips. “Explain yourself Marcus,” she demands. 
 
   Still laughing, I reach out and grab her arm, pulling her down on to my lap. 
 
   “Fuck I’ve missed you,” I say before clamping my mouth down on hers. At first, she tries to fight me but after a couple of beats, she gives in, sliding her arms around my neck and threading her fingers into my hair. 
 
   Not willing to be ignored, Perry decides he should be in on the action too and starts to attack our faces with his tongue and his dog breath. We pull apart, laughing before locking eyes and just letting our souls reconnect. 
 
   Theo clears his throat. “Well…I’m sure you two have a lot to talk about. We’ll just get going.” 
 
   “I’m glad you came back,” Naomi smiles, lightly touching Lisa on the shoulder as she and Theo disappear into the lift. 
 
   My focus stays on Lisa where she still sits on my lap. Perry has decided to lie on the floor beside us after he realised that we aren’t getting up to play with him. 
 
   “I promise you, it wasn’t me,” I whisper, cupping her face in my hands while looking her directly in the eye. I want her to see the truth in my expression. 
 
   Closing her eyes, her breath catches with emotion as her hands reach up to grip my wrists. 
 
   “Then who?” she asks. 
 
   “My manager, Craig, and my PA, Karen. Neither of them are taking my calls at the moment though,” I answer. 
 
   “But why? Why would they do that?” 
 
   I run my fingers down the length of her dark hair. She’s cut it much shorter than it was and it frames her face perfectly. She seems even more beautiful now than she did before. 
 
   “Because I was refusing to work,” I explain. 
 
   “But why?” she asks again. 
 
   I drop my hands to my sides and lean back before blowing out my breath slowly. I can’t seem to meet her eyes and shake my head before raking my hand over my face. 
 
   “Is it because of…of me?” she asks slowly. 
 
   My eyes meet hers and that’s all she needs to see the truth. 
 
   “It is? Oh wow,” she says, pulling her head back in surprise. She stands up and runs her hands through her hair. 
 
   Standing up with her, I nudge my head toward the still open door of my apartment. “Come inside. We can talk in there.” 
 
   Perry jumps up and immediately goes inside as if I was talking to him, but Lisa lets out a sigh and nods walking ahead of me. As soon as she hears the click of the door she turns to me with tears in her eyes, shaking her head slightly as she bites at her lip. 
 
   “I’m so sorry Marcus. This isn’t what I wanted,” she cries, holding her hands out and waving them about to indicate me. “Look at you. You’re a wreck. A beautiful wreck, but a wreck none the less.” 
 
   Reaching up, I scratch my head. “You should have seen me before I shaved a couple of days ago,” I respond with a smile, trying to lighten the mood. 
 
   “This isn’t funny Marcus. You’re messing up your career and it’s because of me. Part of why I left was so you wouldn’t need to do that.” 
 
   “I didn’t want you to go. I didn’t care what anyone else thought. I only wanted you. I still want you.” 
 
   “People were outside your apartment picketing against us, Marcus. You’re young, you’re talented and as long as people like me don’t fuck things up for you, you could have a career that spans decades. I couldn’t let you give that up for me. We wouldn’t last. And besides, the moment you went on tour and all those women were in your face again… I don’t know… who’s to say this isn’t just a passing fancy?” 
 
   It takes two strides to close the distance between us and take her in my arms and kiss her with everything I have in me. As I move my mouth against hers, I allow all of my emotions, all of my fear, all of my desire – to pour into her. 
 
   When we come up for air, we’re both shaking and breathless. “Does that feel like a passing fancy to you?” I murmur, my voice husky with my need for her. 
 
   “You’re going to ruin me, Marcus,” she whispers, her eyes swimming with tears as she looks up at me. 
 
   “The only way either of us gets ruined is if we stay apart.” My voice is strained with emotion and I’m struggling to keep it together as I drop my forehead against hers and slide my fingers into her hair, cupping her with my hand as I caress the smooth skin on her cheek with my thumb. 
 
   “Oh god, I missed you so much,” she whispers, moving her head so her mouth touches mine. She pulls back, hesitating as if she isn’t sure about what she wants to do before changing her mind and moving closer again. Using my hand, I hold her steady, inhaling deeply to breathe her in, holding her mouth in mine as her arms move up to wrap around my torso. 
 
   She presses herself against me, letting out those little whimpers I love so much as her tongue slides against mine. I move my hands down to cup her arse and pull her against me, pressing my erection into her hip. When she pulls her arms tighter around me, I step backwards until I’m sitting on the couch and she’s climbed onto my lap, her legs straddling me as she reaches down and pulls up my shirt. 
 
   I do the same with hers and we both drop them on the couch beside us before connecting our mouths again, touching and caressing. She rolls her hips against me, causing me to groan into her mouth. 
 
   “I want to feel you inside me,” she whispers, letting out a gentle moan as she presses her core against mine. “Just you. As long as you’re safe - I’m on the pill.” 
 
   I think my cock just got even harder. I have never gone bareback with a woman before. “I’m safe,” I reply with an involuntary grunt as she grinds against me. 
 
   “Good,” she whispers, kissing me gently before standing up removing her jeans and panties in one go. 
 
   As before, I remove mine as well, taking a hold of her hips as she climbs back on top of me and guiding her on top of my throbbing cock. Her hands wrap around my wrists and while locking eyes with me, she gasps as she takes me inside her warm wet depths. 
 
   Her eyes get that glassy look of someone in pure ecstasy, but she keeps her eyes on mine as she glides up and down my shaft. The sensation of her silk-like fluids against the naked flesh of my cock is enough to almost push me over the edge too early. I bite my lip, forcing myself to hold on until she’s ready. 
 
   Reaching between us, I use my fingers to tease her clit, her gaze almost falters as her mouth drops open and she lets out this long and low moan. I can feel the walls of her insides, pulsing around my cock as she comes, grinding us together at my base. 
 
   A flush of pink creeps over her skin, colouring her cheeks and her lips while also brightening her eyes as she continues her movement up and down my shaft. 
 
   Gripping her hips again, I push into her as deep as I can, spilling myself inside her in the most beautiful release I think I’ve had in my life. 
 
   She leans forward and drops her head on my shoulder as I wrap my arms around her and hug her to me protectively. 
 
   “Did you mean it?” she whispers into my neck. 
 
   “Mean what?” 
 
   She lifts her head and meets my gaze. “That day. Did you mean what you said to Jonathan about lo…” Her eyes close as she struggles to say the word. 
 
   “About you being the woman I love?” She presses her lips together and nods, tears forming in the corners of her eyes. I reach up and wipe them away, then hold her face steady so she can’t look away. “Yes. I meant it. And I still do. I love you Lisa. I love you more than I love myself… and that’s saying something,” I say with a smile. It makes her laugh through her tears. “Why does it upset you so much?” 
 
   She shakes her head. “I didn’t believe you,” she whispers. “I’m sorry. I convinced myself that you only wanted me because you couldn’t have me. I didn’t think it was real for you.” 
 
   “It was always real for me. The question is, was it ever real for you?” 
 
   “From the moment I met you, Marcus. I just… I’m sorry I hurt you.”
 
   I pull her toward me and kiss her deeply; her tears flow freely from her eyes as she releases that last bit of restraint she seemed to be holding onto. 
 
   “Can I start something with you Lisa? For good this time? No fear, no doubt, no running. Just me, you… and Perry.” 
 
   She nods, as a new set of tears flows from her eyes. “Yes.” 
 
   I wrap my arms around her again and hug her to my chest, just letting her get it out of her system. “I know this is scary Leis, but I promise you, I’ll stay true to you. You’re the only one I care about.” 
 
   She sits back and wipes at her tears. “Take me to bed, Marcus. Let’s shut out the world like we should have the first time.” 
 
   I grin, more than willing to agree to her request – I’ve become quite good at shutting the world out this past few months and there’s no one else I’d rather be with than Lisa. 
 
   Standing up, I carry her around my waist and lay us both on the bed together. “I love you, Lisa,” I whisper, leaning down to plant soft kisses along her collarbone. 
 
   “I love you too, Marcus. So much,” she whispers in reply. 
 
   My heart soars; filling that hole I’ve been carrying around in my chest. Thank god – she said it too. 
 
   


 
   
 
  

Chapter 18
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   When I finally wake, it’s almost 10am. I haven’t slept this long for years. Poor Perry must be dying to be let out. I sit up abruptly, dreading that there’s a horrible mess in the living areas for me to clean up. 
 
   “I already took him out,” Marcus mumbles from beside me, his arm reaches out and wraps around me, pulling me back on the bed so I’m nestled against him. 
 
   “You did? When?” 
 
   “At about six, he was scratching at the door. You were fast asleep so I took him outside, let him do his business and gave him some water and some leftovers from the fridge.” 
 
   I smile and let out a contented sigh. “You are a pretty special guy Dude,” I joke, smiling against his mouth as I press my lips to his. 
 
   “That’s what my mum always told me,” he replies, taking a deep breath before letting his eyes fall closed again. Within seconds, his breathing evens out and I can’t help but smile to myself as I snuggle against him.
 
   When I drove here yesterday, I was absolutely furious. I felt as though he had betrayed me when all I’d tried to do was the right thing for both of us. I’ll admit now that my choice was probably the wrong one. I think I managed to make us both even more miserable than we ever would have been with the press invading our lives – at least then we would have had each other. 
 
   Instead, we had three months of heartache. Marcus practically ruined his career anyway, and I… well, I didn’t fair much better either.
 
   My only problem now is - where do we go from here? We know that we both want to be together, but how? Am I to go on tour with him and endure the bullshit that comes with that or will I have to stay home and trust that he’ll stay true to me? 
 
   And what of the press? Eventually, I’ll be old news. But we’ll still have to get through whatever ridicule they dish out… It’s all so hard at the moment. I just wish we could run away together. We could go and live in some little beach town. Marcus could go back to being Independent…  
 
   “What did you just say?” he asks suddenly. 
 
   I roll over to face him. “I didn’t say anything. I was just thinking to myself,” I reply, touching my fingertips to the growing stubble along his jawline and tracing his face. 
 
   His blue eyes open to meet mine. “Then I must have heard your thoughts. What were you thinking?” 
 
   “It’s silly,” I tell him. “I was just thinking about a simpler life.” 
 
   He smiles. “I’d love a simple life. We could find a house on the beach. Perry would love it there. It would be quiet. I could even leave my label,” he muses, causing my mouth to drop open. “What?” he chuckles. 
 
   “That’s exactly what I was thinking,” I tell him. 
 
   “Then that’s exactly what we’ll do.” 
 
   “What about your contract?” I ask. 
 
   “Fuck them. I’d rather be poor and with you than rich and at the mercy of pond scum.” 
 
   “That is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever heard,” I cry, pressing my lips against his and hugging him. “Although, Marcus?” 
 
   “Yeah?” 
 
   “We could never be poor.” 
 
   “Babe, we will be if I break this contract.” 
 
   “You’re forgetting who my father is. I have my trust fund. It’s more than enough to last the both of us for a very long time.” 
 
   “So you and I are forever then?” 
 
   “Yes Marcus. You and I are forever,” I tell him, kissing him again. 
 
   “How do you feel about being spontaneous?” he murmurs against my mouth. 
 
   I pull my head back and give him a single raised brow expression. “Seriously? You know who I am right?” 
 
   Chuckling, he grabs my face and kisses me with a flourish. “Then we’re going to Hawaii.” 
 
   “Hawaii? Why?” 
 
   “We’re eloping,” he informs me, his face dead serious as he jumps up from the bed and pulls on a pair of boxer shorts. I reach out and tap him on the arse. 
 
   “Marcus Bailey! Is that a question or a command?” 
 
   He switches on his phone and grins at me. “Right now, it’s a command, but when it’s time to say I do – it will be a question.” He lifts his phone to his ear. “Hello, I’m just after details of your next available flight to Hawaii…How many?” he asks the person on the other end of the line. “One moment.” He looks at me as he places his hand over the receiver. “Are you coming with me?” 
 
   I get out of the bed, wearing nothing but my own skin and walk over to where he’s standing in his boxers, holding the phone and looking at me expectantly. 
 
   Watching as his eyes travel over my body, I pull at my lip with my teeth then press myself up against him, sliding my hand down over his chest and underneath the elastic of his boxers, taking hold of his now firm cock in my hand. “Of course I’ll come,” I whisper in his ear. “I’ll come with you anywhere you want.” 
 
   He swallows hard, and tries to keep his focus as he continues to book our flights and accommodation. I drop to my knees in front of him and slide his boxers down his legs. Looking up at him with a grin just before I take his cock in my mouth. 
 
   “My credit card?” he asks, his voice wavering slightly as he speaks. “Sure, I’ll just… It’s… oh crap. I’ll have to call you back,” he says, disconnecting the call suddenly and throwing the phone on the bed before threading his fingers into my hair, as my head bobs back and forth as I suck and swirl my tongue over his long hard rod. 
 
   He lets out a deep groan and I can taste the saltiness of his arousal. He reaches down, gripping my shoulders and pulling me up so I’m standing. His hand goes to the back of my head and his mouth is on mine, his tongue hungry in my mouth as his hand slides between my legs. 
 
   “Jesus, you’re fucking amazing,” he whispers as he slips his fingers inside me, gliding his fingers in and out, and making sure to pay careful attention to my clit. 
 
   I gasp into his mouth, my legs turning to jelly under his touch as my orgasm builds. As it bursts out of me, I grip his shoulders, crying out as my body shudders erotically against him. 
 
   Taking my weight, he walks us to the bed and pushes me down in front of him. Remaining standing, he grabs my thighs and pulls me up against him, sliding right inside and hitting that delicious sweet spot perfectly. 
 
   Bracing myself on the bed, I arch my back up as he holds most of my weight through my hips and pumps himself inside me. The build up of pressure inside me is so severe that I feel as though this time I might really explode. 
 
   “Holy shit!” I cry out as my hips buck wildly against him. 
 
   He slams himself inside me one last time and groans. “Holy shit is right,” he pants, out of breath and smiling, as we both come down from our high. 
 
   Sliding me back on the bed, he stays inside me as he lays over me and catches his breath. I run my fingers up his back and into his thick hair, massaging his scalp as he hums his pleasure. 
 
   “Book the honeymoon suite,” I tell him. 
 
   Instantly, his head pops up and he’s looking at me with this huge grin on his face. “Seriously?” 
 
   “Absolutely. Let’s elope.” 
 
   ***
 
   “Are you sure Theo and Naomi are ok looking after Perry for a whole week? Don’t they have work commitments?” I ask, after we’re already on the plane going to Hawaii. It’s a pointless question really as it’s not like we can turn around and go back. I just need to feel sure – after all, Perry is my baby. 
 
   “Babe, I’m positive. They have a big back yard and they are both more than happy to have a dog to walk around for a while.” 
 
   “And they have no idea why we’re going away?” 
 
   “No, they think we’re just taking a break together.” 
 
   “Ok. Do you think they’ll hate us for doing this?” 
 
   “It isn’t anyone’s business but ours. We can do it all again for show so all of them can see, but the first time – the real time – I want it to be you, me and the celebrant – that’s it.”
 
   “Can I offer you something to drink Mr Bailey?” the flight attendant interrupts, in this ridiculously throaty voice as she leans over, way further than is absolutely necessary. I swear, every time she comes near us she’s undone another button of her blouse. 
 
   “I can see your bra,” I tell her as sweetly as I can. “Perhaps one of your buttons has popped. It’s nice though,” I smile sweetly, keeping my eyes on her until she fixes her buttons and excuses herself. 
 
   Marcus grins and shakes his head. “And you worry about me. I didn’t even notice that.” 
 
   “I’m surprised. She was practically offering you a motorboat.” 
 
   Leaning his head against the seat, he chuckles as he looks over at me, takes my hand and kisses it. “I only have eyes for you,” he promises.
 
   Sighing, I lean back with him. “I know,” I say quietly. “It wasn’t about you.” 
 
   “Not having second thoughts are you?” he asks, and I can see a tiny bit of worry in his eyes. 
 
   “No. I just wish we could catch a plane with fake names. A bit hard to deny who you are when your name’s on the flight list.” 
 
   “Well, we have ten hours on this flight. How about we try and get some sleep so we have plenty of energy for the hotel room?” he suggests with a half grin. 
 
   “You think of everything,” I tease, pressing my lips against his before laying my head on his shoulder. After barely sleeping of late, I drift off much faster than I anticipated. 
 
   ***
 
   “Lisa,” Marcus’s soft voice calls to me, coaxing me from my sleep. “We’re landing soon.” 
 
   I sit up and roll my shoulders, working out the kinks in my neck. “I slept the whole time?” 
 
   “Yeah, you were beat.” 
 
   “Did you sleep much?” I ask, noticing his iPhone in his hand and figuring he’s been occupying himself on that while I’ve been sleeping. 
 
   “A bit. I was listening to music mostly.” 
 
   “Oh yeah? What kind of music does the great Marcus Bailey like to listen to?” I ask with a smile as I reach over and take his phone, holding it in front of me as I scroll through his playlist. “Ah, I see you’ve been listening to a lot of the greats,” I note with smile as I scroll pasts names like Janis Joplin, Cat Stevens and Bob Marley. There’s a decent mix of modern and classic rock on here. “Did I tell you that I bought your first album?” I ask as I continue scrolling through his list. 
 
   “Wow, and?” 
 
   I grin at him. “And, I could handle it if you were singing in the shower or something. I won’t throw a shoe at you and tell you to shut up.” 
 
   “That’s good to hear. At least I know I might have a bit of potential,” he jokes. 
 
   Suddenly, I stop scrolling and just stare at the screen disbelieving what my own eyes are showing me. “You heard it,” I whisper. 
 
   “Heard what?” 
 
   I swallow the lump in my throat and show him the screen. “’Together we are one’”
 
   “Yeah, you’ve heard this one too? It’s the first song of some indie who no one’s heard of. But she’s great. It’s a lot slower than my usual stuff, but… I don’t know, the lyrics sort of reminded me of us…” he explains, looking at me intently. 
 
   Pressing my hand to my chest, I close my eyes and nod my head. I know that the song has been successful, but just knowing that it reached him means the world to me. It’s like the universe proving to me that we’re connected.
 
   “You felt the same when you heard it?” 
 
   “I felt the same because I wrote it. That’s my song.” 
 
    
 
   
 
  

Marcus
 
   I’ve never experienced whiplash before, but I think I just about gave it to myself after the surprise that Lisa just dropped in my lap. “What? You are ‘Ana Gordon’? You wrote and sung ‘Together we are one’ and it’s about us?” 
 
   She bites her lip and nods her head. “Yes. I couldn’t stop thinking about you and I wrote down all my feelings. Before I knew it, they had become a song and well… I released it. I guess I thought that if you found it, it would connect us even when we weren’t together.” 
 
   “Oh baby,” I breathe, reaching out and placing my hands on either side of her face before kissing her. This woman just gets more and more amazing with every moment I spend with her. “That is the most amazing thing anyone has ever done for me.” 
 
   I am just floored right now. Never in my wildest dreams would I have thought that was her. She has a gorgeous singing voice, and her lyrics… well, they were perfect – they spoke to me, just like they were supposed to. 
 
    The captain’s voice comes over the PA system and announces that it’s time for us to put our seatbelts on as we prepare for out decent. 
 
   I’ve had everything set up so that when we arrive at the hotel, Lisa and I can get ready and be taken straight to a private little alcove where we’ll be married. I know it seems like we’re rushing into things, but when you find your soul mate – you know it’s right. And if there was ever a doubt in my mind, after discovering that Lisa is the artist behind the song I had on repeat that resonated so deeply within me – it helped me through some of my darkest times – well, there’s no question at all now. 
 
   This woman is undoubtedly my soul mate. 
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 19
 
    
 
   
 
  

Lisa
 
   Our suite is enormous. It’s been such a long time since I’ve been privy to such opulence, but it’s gorgeous and I feel like a princess the moment I step through the door. 
 
   “Go and look in the bedroom,” Marcus whispers in my ear. “You have one hour, and then a car is coming to collect us.” 
 
   “Ok.” I lean up and give him one last kiss before entering the bedroom and seeing a rack with various beach wedding dress styles hanging on it. 
 
   They are all so beautiful, but as I flick though the garments, there is one that stands out most to me - it’s a cream silk one with spaghetti straps that hangs loosely down to my ankles. It’s shaped a lot like a slip really, but its fabric is much more decadent and feels like it’s caressing my skin as I move in it. 
 
   I choose a pair of sandals to go with it. They have a simple Y strap that is decorated with small pearls. 
 
   My hair is simple to do. I spritz it with a little wax spray and scrunch it up before putting a pearl and diamond clip in one side. 
 
   I apply a small amount of makeup - it’s basically mascara and pink lipstick. Everything is simple. Everything is perfect. It’s exactly what I’ve always wanted. 
 
   “Are you ready?” he asks at the door. I turn to him smiling. “You look stunning.” 
 
   “You look breathtaking,” I comment, taking in his crisp linen pants and pale blue shirt. It’s a perfect match for his eyes causing them to stand out even more than they normally do. He’s even managed to do something with his unruly hair. He’s styled it so it’s supposed to look messy. But really, he’d look delicious no matter what he did. 
 
   “Then we make a good pair,” he grins. 
 
   The journey to the alcove is short and when we get there everything is set and ready to go. There are flowers for me and everything. 
 
   Our ceremony is simple and traditional, in front of two witnesses and the celebrant. He reads from an open folder in front of him as Marcus and I hold hands and beam at each other. 
 
   When it’s time for the vows, we’re asked if we’d like to say our own or have him read something for us. 
 
   Marcus jumps in. “I’d like to say my own,” he smiles, rubbing his thumbs soothingly over the backs of my hands.  “I didn’t even know I had a heart capable of love until you came into my life and set it beating again. Before you, I was a stone, cold and unfeeling. I need you Lisa. You are the very epicentre of my being. I want you – for your mind, your ability to see me for me and your willingness to fight for what you think is right. I love you, Lisa and I want you to be by my side always.” 
 
    
 
   I lift his hands and kiss them as happy tears fall from my eyes. “Marcus, in a room full of people, it was your eyes I found. They drew me in and captivated me from the get go and I should have trusted in that feeling instead of fighting it. I have a lot of regrets surrounding our early days Marcus, but you need to know that every moment I shared with you fuelled my happiness until the next time we’d cross paths. You are also the epicentre of my being. When we’re apart, I swear that my soul cries. I promise to stand by you, to love you and to support you until the end of my days.” 
 
   By now, I’m crying quite convincingly and one of the island girls who is standing in as witness hands me a tissue which Marcus takes and wipes away my tears. 
 
   “I hope these are happy tears,” he whispers, kissing each of my cheeks. 
 
   “Very happy tears,” I whisper. 
 
   “The rings?” the celebrant asks. 
 
   Marcus pulls them from his pocket and hands the one for him to me with a wink. I can’t help but smile. These are the perks of being a rock star. If you can throw enough money at something, you can have the perfect wedding organised in a very short amount of time. 
 
   As Marcus repeats the words of the ring ceremony, he holds his hand so I can’t quite see the ring but when he pushes it onto my finger and removes his hand, he reveals the most beautiful diamond solitaire I’ve ever seen. 
 
   “Wow, that’s a beautiful rock,” I comment, watching it sparkle in the fading sunlight. 
 
   He grins, holding his hand out so I can go through the same for him. “Look at the engraving first,” he tells me. 
 
   I hold the platinum band between my fingers and look inside ‘Together we are one’ it says. 
 
   “How did you…?” I ask. 
 
   He responds with a wink and a knowing look. “It’s inside yours too. I told you, the song spoke to me.” 
 
   I struggle to keep my voice level as I repeat the ring ceremony, feeling so glad when we get to the point where we both say ‘I do’. 
 
   “I now pronounce you husband and wife,” the celebrant announces. 
 
   Wrapping my arms around Marcus neck, we seal our union with a soul searing, head-spinning kiss. He picks me up and twirls me around before setting me on the ground and kissing me again. 
 
   “I love you Mrs Bailey, my wife, my life.” 
 
   “I love you too, Marcus. We’re married,” I grin, not quite believing this is really happening. 
 
   “Yes we are, and no one is going to get in our way.” 
 
  
 
  



Chapter 20
 
    
 
   twelve months later…
 
   
  
 

Marcus
 
   After spending our first week as a married couple, blissfully away from the Australian media, it was a bit of a rude shock to arrive back home and have the media swarming again. 
 
   While we searched for the perfect location for our seaside retreat, we stayed in my apartment. For two weeks, the picketers and the media hung around, waiting for either Lisa or I to do something newsworthy. We didn’t, and the world gets very tired of a happy couple very quickly. 
 
   Eventually, my fans started to come around to the idea of Lisa and I together. We released the news that ‘Together we are one’ is actually her song about her time away from me. We did a few interviews – one of them being with Sandra Haegan of course, who was very annoyed with Lisa for brushing her off, but after finally getting the full story, she was more than happy to forgive her friend. 
 
   The only people who continued to be annoyed with me were my parents. Naomi and Theo understood why we went and eloped – they wished they had been there, but they understood that we wanted one day of complete privacy to keep it special. My parents however, didn’t see it that way and have made Naomi and Theo promise them that they’re going to do the ‘right thing’ and have a family wedding. 
 
   My mother wore black for the first three months of my marriage. But when a pipe burst in their roof, they came to stay with us for a couple of weeks and got to see how happy Lisa makes me. So she’s finally wearing colour again and my father is speaking to me in longer sentences and grunts less these days. It’s a slow process though. 
 
   My record company didn’t take any action against me for refusing to tour as long as I agreed not to sue over the stunt Craig and Karen pulled. In the end, the competition was voided and nobody won. Lisa came to me all on her own. 
 
   I finally got the chance to talk to Karen about her reasons behind supporting Craig for the competition, and when she explained that she was just trying to find Lisa for me before Craig took over and things spiralled out of her control, I understood and kept her on as a personal assistant even after I left the label. 
 
   And after everything, I’ve never been happier. We’ve found this amazing house right on the ocean and we’ve had our own recording studio built in. Together, we’re making some pretty amazing music and we’re in control of all of our own stuff. 
 
   We’ve even done some really amazing songs together, our first single being ‘If Only’. Lisa’s family background in the music industry means that she really knows her stuff and I love spending time with her, working together.
 
   We play small gigs around the country and occasionally overseas, but we only do what we absolutely want to. Everything is now by choice. 
 
   A few years ago, I was angry and selfish and I’d closed my heart off to the possibility of anything like love. I know now, that I just hadn’t met the right woman yet – I guess she was too busy driving cars through people’s front windows…
 
   Standing in our kitchen drinking coffee, I say a silent thank you to the universe as I look through our back windows and watch my wife, running along the beach with Perry. She’s laughing and smiling as he repeatedly chases a stick that she’s throwing into the water. 
 
   Placing my mug on the bench top, I venture outside to where she’s standing and wrap my arms around her middle. 
 
   “Having fun?” I ask, gently kissing her neck. 
 
   “It’s more fun now that you’re here,” she grins, turning around to wrap her arms around my neck. 
 
   I pull her closer, bringing my mouth to hers, and kissing her passionately as the salty sea air whips at our hair and clothing. 
 
   “Hmmm, I think we should take this inside,” I murmur as she starts those little whimpers again. 
 
   “I couldn’t think of anyth– , Perry!” she shrieks, just as he returns the stick to us and shakes his wet fur all over us. 
 
   “Perhaps we should continue this in the shower then?” I suggest with a laugh. 
 
   The benefits of having your own private stretch of beach is that when your wife decides to reach down and pull her dress over her head, no one else can see it. 
 
   She grins at me, drops the dress on the ground and walks into the house in nothing but a pair of barely there white panties. 
 
   “Are you coming with me?” she calls over her shoulder. 
 
   Quickly, I follow after her, closing our back gate so Perry is safely inside before I race in after her. “I’ll come with you anywhere,” I growl out as I race up behind her causing her to laugh in delight as I pick her up and throw her over my shoulder. 
 
   It’s moments like these when I realise how much happier I am now. Who needs to be a rock star? When you’ve got a woman whom you love and who loves you in return (and it doesn’t hurt that she brings the great love of a bounding dog named Perry into my life as well). 
 
   Everything about her makes my life better - there’s nothing in this world that compares. Nothing could ever come close. 
 
    
 
   The end… 
 
    
 
   The Beautiful Series continues with…
 
   Devotion – The Beauty in Between (Naomi and Theo’s Wedding) – June 2014
 
   A Beautiful Star. Releasing November 2014. 
 
   Preorder them now on the iBook Store or purchase them on release day via Amazon
 
    
 
    
 
   Connect with me:
 
   For updates or to ask questions/ send comments, 
 
   www.lillianaanderson.com 
 
   you can contact me at lillianderson@live.com.au 
 
   follow me on twitter @Confidante_Lili  
 
   or facebook where I am most active-  
 
   http://www.facebook.com/pages/Lilliana-Anderson-Author/444649528938470 
 
   http://www.facebook.com/lilliana.anderson.12
 
   Thank you so much for taking the time to read my work. I hope to have a very long writing career, producing books and characters you’ll come to love. 
 
   If you enjoyed reading, please take a moment to let someone know. Use the social media options on your device to share this book on Facebook or Twitter, and if you have time, leave a rating and review – I love to read your comments. 
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