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   ~1~
 
    
 
   I stopped by my cubicle, as I did every morning, turned on my radio and grabbed my coffee cup. Sunny 107 was on a commercial break as I wandered off to fill my cup and wish Peter a good morning. I didn’t find him in his office, which was unusual, so off I went to the coffee room to fill my cup with some wake up juice. I returned to find Peter standing in my cubicle with a serious look on his face. I had no idea what was up but it looked important. Little did I know I was about to set in motion a series of events that would change my life forever and meet the man that would turn my world upside down.
 
   “There you are,” Peter said.
 
   “Good morning to you too,” I replied. Peter was my boss and mentor, a good guy and usually not wound up like this so early in the morning.
 
   “Sorry. Good morning, Simone. I need you to bring the Battery files to the conference room ASAP. Victoria is on the warpath,” he told me.
 
   “Great. I’ll be there in a minute,” I replied as Peter smiled to let me know he wasn’t upset with me and left. I took a sip of my coffee and listened to P!nk sing “Raise Your Glass” for a moment before I sighed and abandoned my coffee. The files Peter wanted were for the heavy metal band Battery, one of the agency’s biggest clients. I hadn’t had the pleasure of meeting James Turner, the band’s lead singer and rhythm guitarist, not to mention the brains behind their success. Honestly, I’d never even heard their music to my knowledge and really had no desire to. All that heavy metal sounded like horrible noise to me.
 
   I was Peter’s assistant at the Roland Talent Agency, a job I’d only had for three months. Peter was my boss but Victoria was his boss. She was the daughter of the founder of the company and now the CEO after her dad, a sweet and caring man by all accounts, died about five years ago. Apparently, Victoria took after her mother, or the milkman or maybe Satan, because she was anything but sweet and caring. In fact, she was a raving…we’ll if you can’t say anything nice don’t say anything at all, right?
 
   I grabbed the files from my desk, a six-inch thick stack of them, and carried them to the conference room. Battery had been with the firm since they were discovered back in the late eighties practicing in a garage and playing dives around Southern California. I’d heard rumors they were becoming increasingly unhappy with the representation they were getting since Victoria took over. I don’t blame them. Peter says a lot of clients left the agency when Victoria’s brand of bottom-line first management replaced the client-first creed of her father. However, the agency still had its share of clients, many loyal to the Roland name, and was still a powerhouse in the industry.
 
   Peter waited nervously in the conference room clicking his pen repeatedly. I walked behind him, set the files down and stole the pen from him as I took a seat. He looked over and smiled. “Sorry. I hear that Mr. Turner is…,” Peter began to explain when Victoria walked into the room talking to someone, James Turner I assumed, in that phony voice she used to imply she actually cared about more than money and power.
 
   The man that followed Victoria was tall with cinnamon streaked blond hair cropped short to his head and a wild, bushy goatee. His eyes were a deep golden brown, bright and full of intelligence. He wore a plain black t-shirt that failed to hide his broad chest or the deep v of his torso, faded jeans with a tear across one knee that looked one size too small stretched around his strong thighs and big, black leather boots. Tattoos of all kinds covered his strong, muscular arms. In short, he was the kind of guy I was sure, up until that very moment, wasn’t my type.
 
   “Pete! Thanks for coming on short notice,” the man said taking Peter’s hand and shaking it roughly as his eyes settled on me.
 
   “Morning, Mr. Turner,” Peter replied and the man cocked an eyebrow and pulled his penetrating gaze from me and shifted it back to Peter.
 
   “Pete, it’s James. My father is Mr. Turner…for the millionth time,” James said and laughed as his eyes found me again. “And who might you be?” he asked as he walked around Peter and took my hand. His hand was rough and calloused, the result of playing a guitar for a living, I assumed, but his touch was warm and inviting. I realized suddenly that I hadn’t taken a breath since he had walked into the room. I looked up at him to introduce myself but Victoria beat me to the punch.
 
   “That’s one of our new assistants, Simone Navarro. We all know she’s very cute James but let’s stop pawing the help and get down to business, James,” Victoria said with barely concealed contempt. Her father respected musicians, actors and performers, however, Victoria seemed as if she thought they were all beneath her. James knit his brow and growled almost imperceptibly, a rumbling groan that both frightened and excited me.
 
   “Whatever you want, love,” James turned with a sudden smile as phony as the one Victoria wore. He marched around the conference table and sat opposite me, dropping into his chair like a bratty teenager and looked at me with a crooked smile as he propped his big boots on the table.
 
   “So, what’s the problem now, James?” Victoria asked in a condescending manner that made even me want to wipe the smug grin off her face. James seemed to take it all in stride but his displeasure was evident as he clenched his fist and his knuckles turned white.
 
   “You know damn well what the problem is, Vicky. The record company is insisting on forty-two tour stops and I told you no more than thirty. But somehow, the draft contract now shows thirty-six. Thirty was my final offer not my starting point. I thought I made that clear,” James said with remarkable restraint.
 
   The vein above his temple twitched as I stared at him. I didn’t find men like him appealing, or so I tried to tell myself. Nevertheless, I couldn’t take my eyes off of the man. I was completely captivated by the rock star and the warmth between my thighs only confirmed it. His rough looks and aggressive manner would have normally turned me off but instead I found myself attracted to this James Turner in a way I’d never felt before and couldn’t begin to understand.
 
   “I don’t recall you specifying that, James. I did what I thought was best for all the parties involved,” Victoria said and suddenly I remembered something I’d read in the files. I began digging through them and yes, there it was. However, James was already talking.
 
   “Well, Victoria, I don’t pay you to represent all the parties. I pay you to represent Battery but that could always change,” James answered with a thinly veiled threat. I hesitated for a moment, but Victoria was trying to railroad James and whether it was just my sense of right and wrong or the fact I was weak in the knees over James, I had to set the record straight.
 
   “If I may, I’ve got the meeting minutes of the pre-negotiation meeting last month. James did say that thirty tour stops was the maximum the band would agree to,” I said and felt all the eyes in the room turn towards me. Peter wore a look of warning as daggers flew at me from Victoria’s eyes. However, James looked at me with a look of appreciation and something else that made me want to blush.
 
   “Thank you, Simone, for clearing that up. Any other issues James?” Victoria announced, her voice dripping with sarcasm. James pointed out several other issues and each time Victoria acquiesced, she looked at me and raised her eyebrows as if daring me to contradict her again. I hardly noticed. My eyes were on James again but this time my imagination got the better of me.
 
   I wondered what his calloused hands might feel like cupping my breasts, what that wild goatee might feel like between my thighs and what I might find in those way too tight blue jeans. I felt hot and breathless. I was chewing on the pen I’d taken from Peter when James caught me staring at him. I turned away and when he diverted his attention back to Victoria and the contract, I shook my head and admonished myself for acting like a smitten schoolgirl.
 
   I stared at the back of Peter’s chair focusing on the mechanism used to adjust the backrest to avoid looking at James again. What was I doing? I had never looked at a man as I looked at him, never had thoughts like that. That’s not how I was raised and it’s not how I preferred to act. Nevertheless, his presence called to me, tempted me. I looked up for just a moment and found his eyes staring back.
 
   I held them for a moment but his stare was too intense and I looked away. My mind was scattered and I felt out of control. I wasn’t myself and I couldn’t wait to get out of the room and back to my cubicle, my coffee and my morning ritual. Just one more look and that’s all, I promised myself, and found James staring at me still. I quickly looked away again as Victoria apparently had enough and excused herself from the meeting. She ordered Peter to handle the balance of James’ issues with the contract that she referred to as minutia.
 
   The room felt lighter the moment Victoria left, or would have if I wasn’t still fighting the urge to stare at the rock star across the conference table. Thankfully, five minutes later we were finished. Things always went faster when Victoria wasn’t around. As James and Peter shook hands, I pretended to ready the files for transport back to my office, as if they needed any such thing. Peter left and James made ready to leave himself. I walked around the table with the files hugged to my chest looking at the ground when I saw two big black boots between me and the door.
 
   “Excuse me,” I said weakly and then dared to look up. I found James looking down on me from more than a foot above, his height increased by the soles of his scuffed leather boots.
 
   “I want to say thanks for sticking up for me. I was bluffing. I wasn’t sure I’d ever said thirty was our final offer but I’m always looking for an excuse to hassle the Fraulein. I’m James Turner,” he said and took a step closer to me. I hugged the stack of files tighter against my breasts.
 
   “You’re welcome, Mr. Turner. Nice to meet you officially. I need to get back to work,” I stammered and tried to step around James. However, he blocked my path.
 
   “Whoa, little girl. It’s James and what’s the hurry? If you’re going to be working for me, we should get to know each other. How about dinner or maybe something more intimate?” he asked. My eyes had drifted from his, with great effort on my part, but my gaze returned to James after his torrid implication.
 
   “Excuse me?” I asked not believing what I just heard. Part of me was appalled at his lurid suggestion but that part was overwhelmed in short order as I imagined what he might mean by intimate. James laughed softly at my nervousness and I told him again hoping to avoid my own scandalous thoughts, “I need to get back to work.”
 
   “Or Fraulein Victoria will fire you? I wouldn’t worry about that. Even though she acts as if we need her, it’s the other way around. If it wasn’t for Samuel, God rest his soul, Battery and a lot of other acts would be ghost. So, we on for dinner or should we just skip to the dessert?” he said.
 
   “No, sorry,” I said as I scurried around James leaving him in the conference room. I fought the urge to indulge my baser thoughts knowing exactly what he was insinuating. I didn’t like guys like James Turner I tried to tell myself. I liked nice men that didn’t come on too strong like James was. As I walked briskly away, I heard James chuckle softly and under his breath, he said, “Nice ass, little girl.” I blushed shamelessly and walked towards my cubicle even quicker.
 
   

 
   

 
 
   ~2~
 
    
 
   I ducked into my cubicle after leaving James Turner in the conference room. After setting the Battery files on a shelf, I sat down and wished I had a door to close. My hands were shaking and my stomach was doing somersaults, not to mention the tingling in my panties. What the heck just happened? I’ve never been affected like that, especially by a man like James Turner. I took a sip of my coffee hardly noticing it was only lukewarm. I just needed the comfort of my ritual to settle my nerves. Hall and Oates played some song older than I was on my radio but the tune was catchy and it helped to calm me down.
 
   As my mind cleared, I began to consider the meeting and the affect James had on me in there. He was handsome, no doubt, tall and muscular with an edginess that whispered of danger. Honestly, men like him scared me. I avoided them and always had. I know it was ridiculous, but my mom had me convinced that every guy on a Harley-Davidson or in a leather jacket was about to rape me. My parents raised me in a wholesome and rather protective environment and men like James had no place in my life. Sometimes I wondered what it might be like to let loose and go wild, but I didn’t think I had it in me.
 
   So why did I find James so attractive? Why was I dreaming about him doing things to me I shouldn’t be dreaming about? I had no idea so I forced myself to work so I wouldn’t think about it any longer. I didn’t take a lunch and I worked late, leaving my cubicle only to use the restroom and refresh my coffee, taking the long way around to avoid going near Victoria’s office. I still remembered correcting her and her obvious displeasure with that. I was surprised I hadn’t been hauled into her office and scolded, or even fired, yet. Peter checked on me once but I could tell he had other things on his mind so we didn’t discuss the meeting in any detail.
 
   Finally, at almost seven that evening I headed home to my apartment. As I sat in traffic in my little red Fiesta, away from the distraction of my work, my mind wandered again. Suddenly, I was nude and James was ravaging me in my mind. His head disappeared between my thighs and his scruffy beard tickled me as his tongue zeroed in on my hot nub. I wrapped my legs around his broad shoulders and as I pulled him in closer, I heard the blare of a car horn. The fantasy burst into nothingness as I saw at the green light and the empty road ahead of me. I checked my rear view mirror and found the driver behind me waving at me with his middle finger.
 
   My tires squealed as I mashed on the accelerator and took off, my face flushed and red. Only then did I realize I was absently stroking my inner thigh just under the hem of my skirt. I pulled my hand away and blushed even deeper, looking around as if another driver might suspect what I was doing. I turned on the radio and found an AM talk station to occupy my mind. Politics, yes. That would surely kill any thoughts of a naughty nature.
 
   I made it home having learned more about entitlement spending and tax revenue than anyone should have to endure. Thankfully, Josie’s car was parked in her spot next to mine. I needed to spill my guts and get her take on the events earlier that day and my vivid, sexual fantasies. Josie Rodriquez was my roommate, a wardrobe assistant at a major movie studio and the best friend I had. She was Latina and catholic, but she wasn’t nearly as reserved as I was even though I wasn’t really religious at all. She wasn’t a slut or anything but she had more experience with men than I did. That wasn’t saying much though.
 
   I had dated a guy in high school during my senior year, the first year mom and dad let me date boys openly. He got to second base with me. I might have even orgasmed with him as he fondled me through my panties in his old Ford F-150. Maybe. He got his share of hand jobs, but that was about the extent of it. In college, the University of Southern California courtesy of mom and dad’s savings, I lost my virginity to a guy at a party. That experience still embarrassed me. I’d had sex exactly two times after that with two different guys and each as big a disappointment as the first.
 
   I wasn’t a prude, just the product of a rather strict, small town upbringing and a mild case of shyness. I’d discovered that my own touch was at least as gratifying as sex with another person. I guess that’s what you got when you dated boring guys. Boring sex. But the guys so many other girls seemed to enjoy pining after, men like James, scared me. If I was being honest, the way they made me feel was a lot like James made me feel, far more anxious than I was comfortable with. With James, however, my imagination got away from me and I wasn’t really sure why.
 
   “Hey, girl!” Josie said as she sat watching reruns on one of the local channels. She was in her pajamas already and curled up under a blanket even though it was still warm outside.
 
   “Hey,” was all I said and she diverted her attention from the television and looked at me. She always knew when something was up.
 
   “Was the witch on the rampage again today?” she asked.
 
   “Yeah. I kind of shut her down in a meeting this morning,” I said and Josie’s eyes went wide.
 
   “No, shit? Shy little Simone?” Josie asked obviously surprised by my behavior.
 
   “That’s not all,” I said as I walked down the hall and into my room to change with Josie following. I kicked off my heels and shimmied out of my skirt as Josie plopped on my bed.
 
   “Dish, girl. You’ve piqued my interest,” she said and rubbed her hands together in anticipation. Josie thrived on gossip. If she sensed I, or anyone else for that matter, knew something she didn’t, she made it her mission in life to find out what it was.
 
   “You know that band, Battery?” I asked and she nodded. “The lead singer was in today and he was giving it to Victoria. She contradicted him but I found some meeting minutes and corrected her. She wasn’t happy,” I said but I’m not sure Josie heard anything after I mentioned James.
 
   “You met James Turner? Fuck me! He grew up in Palmdale just over the hills. God, he’s so sexy,” Josie exclaimed as if nothing else I said was of any consequence.
 
   “Yeah,” I said and then I remembered the last thing he said to me and felt a delicious burning sensation in my core. “He asked me out,” I told her as I shed my blouse and slipped into a sleep shirt.
 
   “Shut the front door! You’re fucking with me, right?” Josie asked and I shook my head. She fell back on the bed, clutching her chest as if having a heart attack. “Details, girl!” was all she said as she writhed in her mock death throes. I told her everything, even the way I’d felt around him and my sudden fantasy in the car on the way home.
 
   “I think I’m going nuts,” I remarked as I finished my story.
 
   “You don’t like guys like James Turner. He doesn’t wear sweaters, he has facial hair, he’s not a virgin,” Josie joked, well aware of my inexperience and my penchant for nice, safe men.
 
   “Very funny but I’m serious. I’ve never felt like that before. Ever. Either way, I’m not going out with him. It’s against company policy and you’re right, he’s not my type,” I told he but even I didn’t believe it. Josie cocked an eyebrow and then laughed.
 
   “Whatever, girl. You can give him my number if you don’t want him,” she said. I laughed and felt better for having spilled my guts. My momentary lapse of reason and judgment was probably just that, temporary insanity. I joined Josie out on the sofa and we watched television for an hour or so before I headed off to bed. I’d worked hard all day and I was mentally fatigued. Thankfully, sleep came quickly and my earlier fantasies did not make an appearance. Apparently, purging to Josie had gotten James out of my system.
 
   ~~~
 
   The next morning I showed up for work as usual and delved right into my routine, Sunny 107, coffee and then I checked my emails. I had none since I’d left so late the previous night and I was only Peter’s assistant, but I could dream, right? I began editing some meeting minutes for Peter when I felt someone behind me. I turned and found Victoria filling the doorway of my cubicle. “Come with me, Miss Navarro,” was all she said as she turned and walked towards her office. I swallowed hard and as I left my little cubicle, I looked back as if I was seeing it for the last time. I was sure she wanted to see me about my outburst in the meeting.
 
   Victoria walked around and sat behind her glass and metal desk, her long legs crossed and her dress that probably cost more than my car smoothed over her lithe body. She wore those old-fashioned horn rimmed glasses and had her blonde hair up in a bun giving her a severe look. She was beautiful but in an ice queen meets uptight librarian kind of way. I just knew this was the end. I took a seat and prepared for the worst, retribution for contradicting her in front of a client. I was already writing my resume in my head.
 
   “Well, looks like you made quite an impression yesterday,” she said and I cocked my head not expecting her to begin like that. “Mr. Turner called me last night and insisted that you represent him from this point forward. I tried to tell him you’re merely an assistant and haven’t the skills or the backbone to represent him and his band effectively, but he made it clear that he didn’t care what I had to say. What’s new? Looks like you’re moving up to the big leagues,” she told me with that fake smile she wore to pretend she didn’t want to cut your heart out and eat it.
 
   I gasped and sat utterly speechless before Victoria. She smirked and said, “Feeling in over your head? You should be. Mr. Turner is quite the handful. Nevertheless, hear this, Miss Navarro. You fuck this up and you’ll never work in this business again. That’s not a threat, that’s a promise. Good luck with your new client. Oh, and by the way, I’ve told Peter that he is forbidden to assist you in anyway. You’re on your own. Have a nice day, Miss Navarro, and get out of my office.”
 
   I stood and walked back to my cubicle in shock. I nearly collapsed before I made it to my chair as reality hit me. I felt sick. I was terrified. Why couldn’t she have just fired me? James was in my head again, this time standing over me as his eyes bored into my soul. Whether he wanted to have sex with me or he was displeased with my representation of his band, I couldn’t tell even though it was my own daydream. Why would he do this? Why would he put me in a situation where I was sure to fail miserably? Life wasn’t perfect but it wasn’t bad either. What the hell had happened to my little world? What did I do to deserve this?
 
   

 
   

 
 
   ~3~
 
    
 
   As I sat in my cubicle, feeling sorry for myself and wondering how even to begin representing Battery, some cheery pop song, Katie Perry I think, came on the radio. I shut it off, not really feeling Sunny 107 in the Morning suddenly. As I considered what to do first, including the possibility of quitting my job, the phone rang. I picked it up out of habit, “Roland Talent. This is Simone.”
 
   “Good morning, little girl,” came the deep, resonate voice of James Turner. “Congratulations. I hear you’ve been promoted,” he said. I felt my blood boil. I was usually shy and quiet, which made my outburst during yesterday’s meeting all the more confusing, but I had a temper. It took a lot to unleash my inner bitch and James just did it.
 
   “Why are you doing this to me? I’m not an agent. I’m barely a functioning assistant. I can’t represent you and your band. On top of that, Peter isn’t even allowed to help me. Is this because I wouldn’t go to dinner? Are you trying to ruin me?” I asked in a hushed but stern voice. A moment of silence followed and then laughter. What the heck was so funny about my career going down in flames before it even started?
 
   “Oh no, you’re just what I need. Listen to you. I definitely want you by my side,” James said suggestively and then added belatedly, “in negotiations.” His intent was clear, however. The vague sexual suggestion had me flustered again like after the meeting the day before. My anger melted and gave way to something else. I was still hot but this feeling was much more pleasurable and decidedly frightening.
 
   “Why are you doing this?” I asked trying to ignore the moistness between my thighs.
 
   “I like your style. I’ve never seen anyone stand up to the Fraulein like that. Even Peter defers to her more often than not,” James said. That was true. Peter was a good agent, but he wasn’t as assertive as he could be. He represented his clients well, but it was more about finding middle ground for him than dominating the opposition. He was a sweet guy, a family man and the kind of guy I hoped to marry someday. At least that was the plan before I met James Turner. Now I wasn’t sure what I wanted or why I was suddenly reconsidering my entire life.
 
   “I usually don’t do that. I’m not sure what came over me yesterday. I guess I should thank you. If you didn’t put me in this position, Victoria probably would have fired me. So, thank you for delaying the inevitable,” I said trying to sound snarky but I’m not sure it worked.
 
   “Well, now I can have dinner with you. I’ll pick you up at your office at five. We’ve got a lot to discuss,” James said. Great! Now I had to face him in person and I knew what that would do to me. It was already happening. I had to make a concerted effort to stop my mind from wandering where it shouldn’t.
 
   “Is that what this is about? Dinner and dessert? Is this just all some ploy to get me into bed?” I asked, my temper not fully gone just yet.
 
   “No, that’s not all this is about. I honestly think you’ll represent the band well,” James replied. I chose to ignore his subtle implication that this was about getting me into bed and focused on my new job.
 
   “Fine, I guess I don’t have much choice. You’re my client now,” I said in resignation.
 
   “See you at five, little girl,” James said seemingly pleased with himself. I was about to ask him not to call me that, but the phone went dead. I hung up and took a deep breath. It didn’t help much. My panties were likely soaked and my stomach felt as if I was going to throw up. I hadn’t been this flustered since, well ever. I closed my eyes and fought the urge to cry, confused now more than ever. Why did he put me in this situation? How did this happen? Most of all though, I wondered why I couldn’t stop imagining the man looming over me, both of us naked as he made love to me? Why did I find such an uncivilized man so exciting?
 
   I worked, finding it even harder to get into a rhythm today than I did the day before. I was still working on Peter’s stuff when he invited me to lunch so we could talk. I went reluctantly. On top of it all, I felt like I’d stolen a client from him even though it wasn’t my choice. He took me downstairs to the deli on the first floor of our building and we both ordered a chicken salad sandwich and matzo ball soup. Sal, a retired firefighter from New York, ran the deli. It was a dream of his since he was a boy, but he just couldn’t take the New York winters anymore so he wound up here in Southern California.
 
   “I’m sorry Peter,” was all I said as we found a table.
 
   “For what?” he asked as if he honestly had no idea what I was talking about.
 
   “For stealing James and Battery away,” I said and Peter laughed.
 
   “I know you had nothing to do with it. This is just more of Victoria’s games. I’m not sure why James asked for you to represent the band, but I can guess. Victoria sees it as an opportunity to rid herself of you and punish me for some reason. She doesn’t like you very much,” Peter said stating the obvious.
 
   “You think? What is her problem, anyway?” I asked. Peter sighed and he looked sad.
 
   “Samuel Roland was a magnificent man. He loved doing what he did and really cared about his clients and they all loved him back. So did his employees. He spoiled his kids too, especially his eldest daughter. Unfortunately, Victoria took it all for granted. He called her princess and I’m pretty sure she took that literally. She thinks she’s the center of the universe and she is more concerned about being in control than she is about her clients and what they want,” Peter explained.
 
   “That’s too bad. So why does she hate me?” I asked.
 
   “Who knows? You’re pretty, young and smart. Maybe she sees you as some kind of threat,” Peter offered. I didn’t know how I could be a threat, but Victoria didn’t really need a reason. I think she got off on messing with people.
 
   “So why did James ask for me? To get at Victoria? Am I some pawn?” I inquired since Peter seemed to have some secret knowledge.
 
   “I don’t think James would do that. I think he’s got a crush on you,” Peter replied. I blushed and looked away. Even with Peter, I couldn’t get away from James and the way he made me feel.
 
   I’m glad you’re not angry. I know you can’t help me in representing Battery. I’m doomed,” I said, changing the subject.
 
   “Simone, you’ll do fine. This job is as much about taking care of our clients and their egos as it is about negotiating and representing them. You’ve got the right mix of talent to pull it off. You proved yesterday that you’ve got a mean streak when you shut down Victoria. It took all I had not to stand up and applaud. I wish I had more of that in me,” Peter said. I got up, went to Peter and hugged him.
 
   “Thanks, but I’m not sure why I did that,” I told him. I wasn’t about to tell Peter about James and the way he made me feel, but I wasn’t even sure if that’s why I called out Victoria.
 
   “It was the right thing to do. And if you need help, you can call me at home. Fuck Victoria,” Peter said and I laughed. He didn’t cuss often. He wasn’t a Quaker or anything, but he had a wife and kids and I think he was just out of the habit or maybe he was just getting more comfortable around me.
 
   “Thanks. You’re the greatest,” I said and Peter seemed to puff up a little. As we ate, he gave me some general advice and told me a little about James so I’d know what to expect. Apparently, James wasn’t the partier he used to be, but he still was a little wild. He’d been married and divorced but he didn’t have any kids. He liked to get his way and usually did. I should have been wary, but Peter’s assessment did nothing to quench my confusing desire for him. In fact, it might have made it worse.
 
   The afternoon went by far too quickly and as five o’clock approached, I found myself dreading my dinner meeting with James even as my body seemed to anticipate seeing him again. Nerves and sexual tension left me feeling unbalanced and shaky. I’m sure the gallon of coffee I’d consumed during the day in the hopes of taking comfort in the heavenly drink and the routine didn’t help. Probably not the best idea, I know. Then I got a call at four-fifty-seven.
 
   “Miss Navarro? You have a client waiting in reception,” came the ominous announcement. I thanked the receptionist and took a deep, cleansing breath as I hung up the phone. I stood and unconsciously checked my clothing. A gray tweed pencil skirt, a white blouse and black pumps that were more comfortable than they appeared. Then I looked in the little mirror on the wall next to the door. My hair looked fine after a little mussing but I wasn’t satisfied with my lip-gloss, so I applied some more. Was I meeting a client or going on a date I wondered as I primped. I didn’t want to answer that question.
 
   I found James in the lobby standing and chatting up the receptionist. I hadn’t seen his butt yesterday but now as he leaned over the reception counter, his black jeans showed his tight, defined ass in all its glory. I fought the urge to let my mind wander and instead caught his attention, surprised at the sharp feeling of jealousy as he talked to the girl behind the counter.
 
   “Simone, you look smokin’. Do you always dress like that? Damn,” James said and I tried my best not to blush but was wildly unsuccessful. The blonde bimbo of the week behind the reception counter scowled as James turned his attention to me instead of her. “You ready?” James asked as he came towards me. I nodded as he approached and I felt as if he was about to kiss me but instead his hand found the small of my back and he led me out of the reception area to the elevators.
 
   “You like meat?” he asked abruptly as the elevator doors opened.
 
   “Huh?” I asked not quite sure where that came from.
 
   “Meat, steak, burgers, ribs, you know, meat,” James clarified.
 
   “Oh, yeah. I’m from Idaho and not the uppity part. Our house was surrounded by cattle pastures,” I explained.
 
   “Cool, Benny has a place near Stanley. It’s nice up there. Steaks it is,” James said as the doors closed. He turned to face me and I instinctively backed against the side of the elevator car to put some distance between us. It didn’t work and James came way to close for comfort, so close I could detect his amazing musky, masculine aroma. James, in turn, inhaled deeply as he towered over me seemingly savoring my essence. He didn’t say a word as he stood over me and sighed. The elevator dinged and the doors opened. James smiled down at me, a devilish grin, and then led me from the elevator with his hand on the small of my back again. I swear I don’t know how my knees didn’t give out as we walked through the lobby.
 
   

 
   

 
 
   ~4~
 
    
 
   “Is that yours?” I asked as we exited the building. Parked out front in the loading zone was the biggest pickup truck I’d ever seen and I’m from Idaho.
 
   “Like it?” James asked like a proud father.
 
   “Um, how do I get into it?” I asked. It was a Dodge Ram, with four doors and a long bed - as I said, I’m from Idaho - with tires that nearly came to my bust line. It was all black, the wheels, the paint, the windows, everything. It wasn’t the lack of door handles that worried me; it was getting into the cab with my tight skirt without aide of a ladder. James pulled the keys to the behemoth from his jeans and pressed a button on the remote. The door clicked and swung open on its own as a set of steps unfolded from underneath the cab. James stood next to the steps and offered me his hand.
 
   I admit I was impressed. Trucks were a big deal in Idaho and James’ pickup would have been the envy of just about every man in my small town under the age of thirty-five. I took his hand and carefully placed a foot on the bottom step and then the other foot on the next. James used his other hand to help me in, placing it on my waist. I sighed as his strong hands touched me and I felt weak again. I looked at him, his eyes nearly level with mine even though I sat in his lifted truck. What was it about him, a man that by all accounts I should have had nothing but disdain for, that drew me to him and made me feel so vulnerable and excited in his presence?
 
   James closed the door and walked around the pickup. I luxuriated in the fine leather seats, each with a small guitar embroidered into the backrest. As I looked around, I noticed the back window had a life-sized guitar etched into the glass and the truck had speakers crammed into every open spot throughout the interior. I didn’t know it then, but that etched guitar was James’ favorite, the same one he’d been playing since he was in high school.
 
   James climbed in, not bothering to use the steps, and closed his door. He fired up the engine, a diesel I was sure by the rumble and noise, and said, “Buckle up, little girl.”
 
   I did and after James buckled his own seat belt, he slammed the truck into gear and off we went. I couldn’t help but smile as we towered over the downtown traffic. This reminded me of home and high school. Almost every boy had a pickup, as did my dad. I remembered riding around with dad and with my only boyfriend in their trucks and it always made me feel special, like I was somehow more important riding above everything in a truck. However, none of them was like James’ truck.
 
   “This is amazing, James,” I told him barely able to keep the wonder out of my voice. He smirked and with an empty lane in front of us, he gunned the engine and threw me back in my seat. I squealed and laughed despite myself as he let the truck coast down the road. That one moment represented the way I felt about James. I was thrilled, scared and my blood pumped through my veins in a rush of excitement.
 
   “She’s my baby,” James said proudly and pat the dash as if the truck was alive. I smiled at this big, rough and tumble rock star petting his truck and calling it his baby. We took Sunset Boulevard - yes, that Sunset Boulevard - towards West Hollywood. James told me he had a steakhouse up there and I assumed he meant a favorite of his. “You mind if we listen to some music?” James asked.
 
   I should have known better but I told him that I didn’t mind. It was his truck, after all. He turned on the stereo. Growling vocals and shrieking guitars suddenly filled the cab and I could feel the resounding bass in my chest. I hated this stuff, but he was the client so I endured it. After a while I asked, “Is this Battery?”
 
   “What?” James shouted back.
 
   “Is this battery?!” I shouted again. James looked at me again as if he didn’t hear so I asked one more time. “Is this…,” I began to yell, enunciating each syllable, only to have James turn off the stereo leaving me yelling, “…Battery?” in a silent cab. Nice! I was thankful he shut the noise off and I repeated at normal volume, “Is this Battery?”
 
   “I heard you. I just can’t believe you don’t know Battery when you hear it,” he said.
 
   “Sorry, I don’t like that heavy metal stuff,” I said.
 
   “What do you listen to? No, let me guess. Brittney Spears and Katie Perry? Please don’t say Cold Play,” James said as an exaggerated grimace crossed his face.
 
   “Yeah, so what?” was my response.
 
   “Fuck! My new agent listens to bubble gum pop and doesn’t even know what my music sounds like? We’re going to have to indoctrinate you and quick,” he replied.
 
   “No thanks. I can’t handle that noise,” I replied a little miffed that James seemed to be making fun of my taste in music.
 
   “Noise? Really? Wow, thanks! You know how to make a client feel special,” he replied in mock pain. I rolled my eyes and remembered why I didn’t like guys like James. He huffed and turned the stereo on again, but this time he found a song that I actually kind of liked. It was still raw, with a pounding beat and distorted guitars but it was slower and melodic and he didn’t have it on nearly as loud.
 
   “Is this Battery?” I asked and now James rolled his eyes.
 
   “Yes!” he replied seemingly annoyed. “You really don’t know my music?” he added.
 
   “I’ve probably heard it but I know I don’t like it. Besides, you picked me. You put me in this situation. If I needed to know your music by heart, you should have asked,” I retorted, my temper flaring as James implied this was somehow my problem.
 
   “You’re right. Truce,” he said as we pulled into the parking lot of a fancy steakhouse. I nodded and a valet helped me down the steps that appeared as he opened the door. I didn’t recognize the name of the place, but then again, I didn’t spend too much time in West Hollywood on my salary.
 
   “Miss Navarro,” the valet said helping me from the cab. How did he know my name?
 
   “Thank you,” I said as James joined me. James tossed the keys at the valet, a young man maybe just out of high school, probably a university student. He looked like he’d be more comfortable on a surfboard than the dress shirt and slacks he wore. The valet caught the keys and his excitement was palpable.
 
   “Take care of my baby, kid,” James said referring to his truck and then handed the valet a hundred dollar bill.
 
   “Thanks, James. I saved the back corner of the lot for you and nothing will get anywhere near your baby. I swear,” the young man replied as if he knew James. Again, I admit I was impressed. What girl wouldn’t be? No matter how abrasive or uncouth James could be, seeing a man with the power he apparently had was kind of arousing. We went inside and the same thing happened. The hostess, a blonde of maybe thirty in a crisp white blouse, short skirt, tights and heels, all in black, approached James as if she knew him.
 
   “Monica! Looking good,” James exclaimed, gave the woman a big hug and lifted her from the floor.
 
   “James, nice to see you,” she greeted us after the big hug and then added, “Nice to meet you, Miss Navarro,” and extended her hand.
 
   “Thank you,” I said, shaking the woman’s hand and feeling like some kind of movie star or something. What the heck was going on? She sat us in a private room near the back of the main dining room. Just James and I seated at a table big enough for a dozen people, James at the head and me to his left. Still the room had an intimate feel. The walls were dark wood with several pieces of modern art hanging on the walls, a fireplace with a small log burning and a single guitar in a glass case. I lingered on the guitar for a moment wondering why a place like this would have a guitar as decor.
 
   “That belonged to a friend. He was killed in a plane crash traveling to a show. His wife gave it to me,” James remarked seeing my interest.
 
   “I’m sorry,” I said. Again, James showed a softer, sentimental side like when he pet his truck proudly.
 
   “Shit happens and life goes on,” James mused as if he didn’t want to dwell. We read over the menus in silence until Monica returned to take our order. I ordered a petite filet and James ordered a bone-in ribeye steak. James took control of the rest of the order, however.
 
   “A heaping side of mac and cheese, grilled mushrooms and uh…how about some of the sweet potato fries,” he told Monica. I found the side dishes odd for such an upscale restaurant. Mac and cheese? Really?
 
   “Drinks?” she asked.
 
   “I’ll take a Coke. What about you, Simone?” James asked me. I expected him to get a beer or maybe a cocktail, but then I remembered Peter telling me he was a recovering alcoholic.
 
   “Just water with lemon,” I said. I wasn’t much of a drinker anyway.
 
   “You sure?” James asked.
 
   “Yes, thanks,” I replied. He shrugged and Monica left us. I assumed he came here a lot because they all knew him. I was still surprised they knew me. They took us immediately to this private room and so I guessed he had made reservations and told them my name. Nevertheless, I was flattered by the thoughtfulness. 
 
   “You know, you could have ordered some wine or something,” James offered. I wasn’t sure if he was just telling me it was an option or if it was his way of letting me know I could drink even if he didn’t. Then he added, “You’re paying after all.”
 
   “What?” I asked. I was paying? I guess I was the agent and he was the client. That’s how it was usually done. The agent usually bought for the clients. Peter told me it used to be a rule when Samuel Roland was alive but Victoria had abolished it to save money. However, it never occurred to me since James had asked me out.
 
   “Fraulein Vicky gave you an expense account, didn’t she? I’m guessing that’s a no by the look on your face. Well, I’m sure you can submit the receipt and get reimbursed or something,” James told me. I saw the prices on the menu and my credit card might be able to withstand the bill. Maybe. I know James could tell I wasn’t prepared for this, probably because the blood drained from my face. “Problem?” he asked.
 
   “No, I…um…,” I stammered as he began to laugh. I frowned as he seemed to take delight in my dilemma but James was just laughing at his own joke as it turned out.
 
   “Don’t sweat it. You really don’t know anything about me, do you?” he asked. My frown turned to confusion.
 
   “I know a little. I know what Peter told me,” I said in my defense though it was pretty weak.
 
   “Well, Pete didn’t tell you much. I own this place. Dinner’s on me, little girl. I thought you might have figured it out when I told you about the guitar or when everyone knew my name or when I ordered my favorite sides from the menu I helped design. But you wouldn’t know that would you?” he mocked and laughed again. I suppose I should have guessed but still I didn’t like him laughing at me.
 
   “You’re kind of an ass, you know that,” I said. He had me squirming pretty good and he could have just told me he owned the restaurant. Was he trying to piss me off or just keep me off balance?
 
   “Mmm, there’s the fire I like,” James said with a smoldering look in his eye that sent tingles straight to my core.
 
   “Do you enjoy teasing me to get me angry?” I asked tersely ignoring the excitement between my thighs. His face went serious as he hooked his leather boot around the leg of my chair and slid it across the tile floor towards him. I grabbed the seat to keep from tumbling to the floor. James leaned close and I felt my breath catch in my throat.
 
   “I’m going to enjoy so much more than teasing you,” he said in a low whisper as his hand found my bare knee and worked its way under the hem of my skirt. I sighed despite myself as this man, this agonizing, abrasive man, touched me and I suddenly wanted him never to stop. His hand squeezed my inner thigh, just short of my panties, and he kissed me ever so softly. For a moment, there was nothing but his lips and his hand but after the initial shock wore off, my defenses kicked in.
 
   “What do you think you’re doing?” I asked as I pulled away and pushed his hand from my leg. I wanted him to kiss me again and touch more than my thigh but I was scared. I’d never felt the way I did as he touched me. My heart felt as if it might beat right out of my chest and my panties were surely soaked. James laughed softly.
 
   “Yeah, I do like your fiery side. You come off as some innocent farm girl from the sticks but I know there’s more inside. I can sense you’re just aching to let loose and I’m the man that’s going to set you free, little girl,” he said as he pushed my chair away to where it belonged. I was pissed or turned on beyond belief, I wasn’t sure which.
 
   “I’m not some groupie. You can’t just assume I’m going to jump into bed with you. I’m not attracted to men like you. I’m not some whore that will just peel her clothes off and submit to the egomaniac rock star. And stop calling me little girl,” I replied as sternly as I could muster but every word was a lie. Against my nature, contrary to everything I believed about myself, I wanted nothing more than to be nude for James and let him have his way with me. I was dying to let loose and do things with James I’d never even dared to dream of before. I did want to be his whore and do anything he asked. Nevertheless, I wasn’t ready for that and it was as if James could read my mind.
 
   “You’re not ready...not yet. Nevertheless, inside you’re all those things. I can see past your prim and proper exterior. I’m going to bring out your wild side, little girl. Mark my words,” he said ignoring my request and everything else that I’d said. I was hot, flushed and my breathing was fast and ragged. I wanted it to be anger. I wanted to hate him, to slap his face and walk out of the restaurant. However, it wasn’t anger and I didn’t leave. Thankfully, the chef walked in and I never had to find out if I had any self-control left at my disposal.
 
   

 
   

 
 
   ~5~
 
    
 
   “James, so good to see you,” the chef said. I assumed he was the chef by the white clothes and tall cylindrical hat. He was on the portly side, maybe fifty-five years old and wore a full beard that was greying.
 
   “Hey, Lyle. How’s the kitchen treating you?” James asked and rose to hug the man.
 
   “Same as usual. I can’t stop sampling my own creations,” he said and pat his round belly. Both men laughed but I wasn’t in the mood to join in after James’ advance. As I sat there watching the two men reminisce, my arousal waned and turned slowly to anger. I couldn’t believe he touched me like that. He didn’t ask and I never gave him permission. Lyle turned towards me, took my hand and kissed it causing me to put my thoughts aside.
 
   “And you must be Simone. I’ve selected the best filet in the house for you,” he said as I tried to appear jovial. Then still holding my hand he turned to James and said, “She’s lovely, my friend. My compliments,” as if James and I were an item. Monica returned with our drinks and Lyle told us he wished he could stay and chat but the kitchen beckoned. Lyle and Monica both took their leave and James sat back down. I stared at him and I could feel my temper boil. It seemed that I was either sexually aroused or angry when I was around James and right then I was definitely both.
 
   “Just who do you think you are? I don’t care if you’re a rock star or the prince of Persia. Keep your hands off me. I’m not your girlfriend and I won’t ever be. I’ve got to stay here since you’re the client, but that’s the only reason. I like my job and I swear I’m going to be the best damn agent you’ve ever seen. Victoria can shove her threats up her tight, little ass. Spoiled rotten bitch!” I ranted, letting all my frustration of the past day out, and then I kicked James in the shin for good measure.
 
   “Ouch! Damn, you’re sexy when you’re mad,” James said chuckling and then looked at me seriously. God, his eyes were so sexy. “Fine, I won’t push it. I’ll keep it all business,” he said but before I could reply he added, “But it won’t be long before you’ll be begging me to fuck you good and hard. And I will, heavy metal blaring in the background, you naked underneath me and coming like the sexy, fiery goddess you are. I didn’t ask Victoria to make you my agent because of your skills, at least not just your negotiating skills, which by the way I think are going to be fantastic. No, I asked so I could be close to you. I asked because I want you like I’ve never wanted a woman before,” James explained.
 
   I was speechless. Why didn’t I see it? He did this to get into my panties. Part of me was repulsed and offended. I was naive enough to believe it might have been my skills, though I honestly had few to speak of. No, it was my body he wanted and though I hated to admit it, that was exciting beyond words. I’m not sure a man had ever wanted me like that or had the guts to tell me if he did. I had no idea why he wanted me badly enough to order Victoria to assign me to service his account, but it was thrilling nevertheless.
 
   Honestly, I wasn’t anything special. In Idaho, I might have been considered beautiful but in Los Angeles, I was plain at best. This town was full of women that made me look more like a teenage boy than anything else. I had a nice figure and I worked hard to keep it that way. I was your typical girl next door, a small town beauty, chestnut hair, an average build and smallish but perky breasts. Sure, I was pretty, but I couldn’t compete with the tanned, plastic girls around here and James could have his pick.
 
   However, that wasn’t the only thing that bothered me. I took my job and my career, even though it was in its infancy, seriously. I’d studied hard in college and I loved this kind of work. I looked at this situation as an opportunity, though it was patently unfair to me. I hoped I could swim with the big fish and impress James and Victoria, make Peter proud of me and maybe feel good about myself to boot. As it turns out, however, this was all about James and his desires and libido. He was right; I did feel like a whore suddenly. Was I the only one foolish enough to take this all seriously?
 
   “Fuck you, James Turner,” I said totally out of character. I was mad and hurt and wanted nothing more than to leave but I wasn’t going to. I had a job to do. Whether James took me seriously or not, I was going to be the best agent he’d ever had. He might not care, but I did and I was going to do this for me. I was determined to show everyone that I wasn’t just a pawn in their stupid games. Hopefully, James would get tired of me and move onto some other girl so I could just do my job and forget about him. At least I hoped I could forget about him.
 
   James didn’t respond, only sipping his Coke as he reclined in his chair. He wore a self-satisfied smile on his face as he stroked his wild goatee. As quickly as my tempered flared, it was gone. It was hard to find and always short-lived. I almost regretted saying those things but James deserved them. Sometimes I wish I could just be a bitch and not worry about it, but I always felt guilty after my temper faded. “I’m sorry for saying that,” I offered sheepishly.
 
   “Hey, I’m an easy going guy. I used to get all uptight about stuff but life’s short. You’re forgiven,” he said. Now I was apologizing and begging forgiveness while James was the one taking advantage of the situation. He was the one pawing at me. I sighed and let it go. Whatever. He was the client and I suppose he got a little grace. He didn’t deserve it but he was going to get it. I was pretty sure I’d meet a lot of egomaniacs in this business and I had better get used to it.
 
   “Thanks,” I replied, as a good agent should. Monica brought our food and it was amazing. I was thankful for the distraction. My filet was perfect and the mac and cheese was to die for. I mean it. It was creamy, rich and darn near orgasm inducing, though I had far too few good orgasms to compare it to. The food took the edge off and helped me relax. After I was done, I’m not sure anything James said could have upset me. I hadn’t been fed that well in months, maybe since the last time I was home.
 
   “So, you ready for dessert?” James asked. I glared at him expecting another pass at me but James added, “Lyle makes a kickass cheesecake.” I relaxed and shook my head.
 
   “No, I don’t think I can eat another bite. That’s sounds good though,” I replied.
 
   “Then I’ll order some to go. You might get hungry later. It’s going to be a long night,” James said and I immediately bristled again. He just couldn’t stop with the suggestive comments.
 
   “Look, I’m not going to…,” I began to tell him before he interrupted.
 
   “Hey, settle down. You’re coming to my house. You’re my agent whether you want to be or not. You better get to know me and Battery’s music. You can’t very well represent us if you can’t even recognize our music when you hear it. Besides, I think you’ll come to like it,” he clarified. He was right, damn him.
 
   “Sorry,” I said on the defensive again. “You’re not going to make me listen to your albums, are you?” I asked. James had me on edge almost constantly. If he wasn’t making me wet just being himself, he was hitting on me or bringing out my temper. Then he’d say something reasonable and I’d feel bad for getting angry. Then I was all hot and bothered again.
 
   “All night, little girl,” he said calling me by his pet name. I wanted to find that demeaning and I promise you, I tried, but it was growing on me. I let it pass. James was being James and my job wasn’t to babysit him or turn him into a gentleman. I was his agent.
 
   “Great,” I replied not disguising my displeasure at the prospect of listening to Battery’s brand of noise all night. James laughed and looked as if he knew something I didn’t. We left his steakhouse and repeated the greetings but in reverse. Monica handed James a plastic bag, the cheesecake I assumed. Everyone had hugs and goodbyes for James and included me as if I was part of the family. James handed the valet another hundred for having his pickup already waiting. James let the valet help me in and I was annoyed at myself for being disappointed James hadn’t assisted me.
 
   I found the whole restaurant experience rather confusing. James wasn’t a complete jerk, but he could be rather abrasive and rude at times. Nevertheless, everyone at his steakhouse seemed to love him. He seemed to have a lot to affection for them too. Again, I saw a side of James I didn’t expect, completely the opposite from the man that swore I’d be begging to have sex with him. When I thought about his softer side, I almost believed that I might.
 
   We drove west to the coast and then along the ocean on Highway 1 into Malibu. James pulled up to a gated house along the ocean and the iron gate opened for him. Inside the tall exterior walls beyond the gate was a Spanish style house with a red tile roof. Okay, it was a mansion. Not the rock star haven I might have imagined, but a lovely, well maintained and landscaped yard surrounding a rather large two-story house that could have easily been home to a well-to-do family. I’m not sure what I expected, but this wasn’t it.
 
   We pulled up to the front of the house on a large covered driveway. Wow! I’d never been in a house like this and I wondered what I’d find inside despite the well-maintained exterior. I half expected a huge man cave filled with tacky furnishings, posters featuring bikini clad woman and empty pizza boxes. I couldn’t have been more wrong. James’ house was as beautiful inside as it was outside. Rich wood, marble floors, soaring ceilings and a wall of windows overlooking a beautiful pool and the Pacific Ocean. I immediately went to the windows, drawn to the amazing view. I looked out over the water and then at James, finding the home and the man incompatible.
 
   “It’s beautiful,” I said. Nothing in the house spoke of the abrasive rock star that lived here.
 
   “Thanks. You look surprised,” he said as he offered me a bottle of water he had retrieved after putting the cheesecake away.
 
   “I guess I am. This isn’t what I expected,” I admitted.
 
   “Come with me,” James said and his hand found the small of my back again as he lead me away from the windows. I allowed him to do it, mostly because my temper had been quenched by the meal and the beautiful view. However, I’d be lying if I said I didn’t like it when James touched me like that.
 
   We approached a set of French doors at end of the expansive living room and as James opened them, I saw the man cave I expected but it wasn’t tacky or unkempt. The room was all James Turner. It screamed rock star but in a classy sort of way. Guitars hung on one wall and a collection of amps sat below them. A sofa and ornate table anchored the wall opposite the guitars and against the far wall was a large, oak desk and leather chair in front of another bank of windows. Concert photos and platinum albums hung everywhere. Memorabilia sat on selves, mostly music related.
 
   “This is home,” was all he said and offered me a seat as he went to the sofa. I followed but something caught my attention. A poem, handwritten on a cocktail napkin, hung framed on the wall. I stopped to read it.
 
    
 
   She awaits in my mind, a vision, a goddess, a haze.
 
   I am no good, not worthy of her but nevertheless I crave.
 
   She looks upon me and lays me bare with her fiery gaze.
 
   I am powerless before her, a broken, willing slave.
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   “What’s this?” I asked. The poem was beautiful if not a little dark.
 
   “That’s James Turner 101, little girl,” he said and then picked up a remote and music came from unseen speakers. James sorted through songs I didn’t recognize until he found the one he wanted. He motioned for me to join him. “Take off your shoes and get comfy,” he told me. I did, seeing no harm in it. As I sat, a soulful song slowly built in volume and filled the room. Two guitars sang in harmony, one laying down a steady beat, the other rising and falling in tone. I felt something, emotion, sadness, longing. Then James’ voice joined the guitars over the hidden speakers and the man next to me whispered, “Listen.”
 
   I did and I heard a story of a man who longed for a woman. The story, as well as the music became more and more intense until I heard the words I’d read on the wall. I looked at James as his recorded voice filled the room, filled with an angst and pain that I could feel to my core. I wanted to cry as the lead guitar wailed as if feeling the same sadness I did. As the guitar solo ended, the story continued. The woman those words referred to was dead and gone and the man in the song took his own life to find her somewhere beyond. The lead guitar wept again as the other, James’ guitar, pounded out a relentless beat that slowly died away as if it was the man’s heart slowing and finally ceasing to beat as he died.
 
   I looked at James and found him staring at me already. I felt a tear run down my cheek. “Did you write that?” I asked.
 
   “I did. Those lines came to me one night as I drank myself into a stupor. Sylvia, my ex, had left me and I had nothing. I mean I had it all, but I had nothing worthwhile. I’m the man in that song,” he said. I looked at him, my face grave.
 
   “You didn’t…,” I asked not wanting to finish my thought thinking the worst.
 
   “No, it’s a metaphor. I felt like I wanted to die but that night the old James did die in a way. I went in search of that dream,” he explained without really explaining anything.
 
   “You quit drinking?” I asked.
 
   “Yeah, I’d lost everything important to me. I was rich, famous and adored but none of it brought me any joy or satisfaction any longer. I decided to change things and I wrote the rest of that song in rehab. I left the drinking behind and went in search of something more,” he clarified. Why did I suddenly feel like I was the woman in that song even though that wasn’t possible? Maybe it was the desire in James’ eyes or the way the song tugged at my heart. I wanted to soothe his pain and make it all better suddenly but James found another song and it shattered the feeling.
 
   “Enough of that,” he said as a loud, rowdy song filled the room. At first, it sounded like a jumble of notes with no real pattern. However, as I listened, really listened, a pattern emerged from the cacophony. James’ voice roared as he sang, angry and intense and I began to discern the words. It wasn’t just random yelling as I’d assumed. Instead, I heard another story, a dark and frightening tale, but a story nonetheless. The lead and rhythm guitars spoke too, each in their own way adding layers to the story. I felt the anger within me as I listened and in a way, it was a release. As the song ended, I was breathing hard and clenching my fists but I felt cleansed somehow.
 
   “I’ve never listened to this kind of music before. It’s not just noise, is it?” I asked already knowing the answer.
 
   “Nope. You’re learning, little girl. Did you feel it?” he asked and I knew what he meant.
 
   “Yes. It made me angry but it was liberating somehow, cleansing,” I admitted.
 
   “Exactly. You think it feels good hearing it you should try singing it. It keeps me sane,” James told me. I was as amazed at the music as I was the man. He, like the music, was so much more than I thought. He wasn’t just a rock star. James was intelligent, thoughtful and emotive. However, he was still brash and rough around the edges. James was a series of contradictions and I found myself freely wanting him suddenly.
 
   I wasn’t ready to beg him as he suggested, but I saw past his persona and found the real James Turner and I liked what I saw, much to my surprise. James was soulful, kind-hearted man that lived life on his terms. Maybe it was the music and the emotions it spawned, but rational thought was nowhere to be found. My baser needs ruled. I wasn’t sure how to proceed, inexperienced at this kind of thing, but James seemed to sense the change in me. He moved closer, mere inches from me, and stared into my eyes. I could feel his warmth through the space between us and the anticipation was palpable.
 
   Suddenly, James roughly pushed me onto my back, my head coming to rest on the soft arm of the sofa. I gasped as his lips came close to mine, stopping short as I nearly hyperventilated. My pussy swelled and warmed in my panties, aching for James as he stared into my eyes. Then he took me. His lips found mine and his tongue invaded my mouth exploring me. I let my tongue dance with his as James cupped my breast, growling as he ravished me. I moaned and closed my eyes, letting the moment wash over me. This was nothing like that boy in high school or those timid guys in college.
 
   James pushed my thighs apart with his strong, calloused hands. His hips thrust at me and I could feel his cock straining to escape his jeans. My skirt slipped up my thighs and my panties were no match for the rough denim of his blue jeans. I could feel the rough fabric through the thin satin of my dainty undies as his jeans rubbed against my swollen mound. James broke the kiss as he tugged my blouse from my skirt and pushed it over my breasts. My bra followed and soon my breasts were exposed and James bent to take a nipple between his lips, his beard tickling me.
 
   I was in no mood to giggle, however, instead wrapping my legs around James as I whispered, “Oh my God!” James looked up with his crooked smile and then took my other nipple in his mouth. I squealed as he bit softly and his hips slammed into my pussy, the ridge of his hard cock under his denim driving me wild. I wanted him to fuck me. I needed him to fuck me just as he promised, hard and fast with his music blaring throughout. I’d never felt anything so desperate and intense and I wanted it all. Still, I could not bring myself to beg.
 
   “James?” was all I managed as he kissed his way down my torso and then he slipped to the floor, his head between my thighs. My panties were a mere annoyance that James made quick work of, tossing them over his shoulder after he tugged them down my legs. My skirt was next and soon it joined my panties. I stared at James, desperate for his touch and he didn’t withhold. A finger traced around my glistening sex as I moaned and panted. James spread me open and growled deeply before looking up at me and saying, “Fucking beautiful.”
 
   James barely let me hear his words before his mouth found my pussy and his tongue swept up through my velvet folds and his goatee tickled my inner thighs just like in my torrid fantasy. I cried out, took his head in my hands and pulled him in closer as my legs draped over his shoulders. I was beyond excited and soon I was riding the edge of something I hadn’t felt in a long time, if ever. Not like this. I tensed and moments later, James’ tongue found my engorged clit and a finger slipped into my hot, wet pussy.
 
   I screamed aloud as an orgasm, an honest-to-goodness-no-doubt-about-it orgasm, stole my breath and sent jolts of electricity throughout my body. The pounding heavy metal only added to the potent feeling. James’ fingers found that special place that only I had managed to discover up to this point in my life and I arched towards him as another delicious climax rolled over me. I screamed and writhed as James sucked hard on my clit and fucked my pussy with his calloused and dexterous fingers.
 
   Before I could recover, another orgasm took me and I could barely scream as my breath caught in my chest. Suddenly, James was on top of me again, his lips finding mine. I could taste myself on him as his beard tickled my neck and I found my own taste rather arousing in the moment. His tongue slowly played with mine as I recovered, one of his strong hands playing in my hair, the other stroking my cheek. I wanted more and I broke the kiss to say so, but James pressed a finger to my lips before I could say anything.
 
   “Not tonight, Simone. That was just a taste but I don’t want you like this,” James whispered.
 
   “What do you mean?” I asked. I’d just given him what he wanted and now that I wanted it too, he wasn’t going to oblige me. I felt a twinge of regret in letting him have me but as he explained, that feeling faded.
 
   “I told you you’d beg me. Maybe you were about to,” he said and he was probably right. I did want James inside me. “I don’t want you to beg me when you’re all hot and bothered. I don’t want you to regret it tomorrow. I want you to do it with a clear head and after considering all the possibilities. You will though, and when you do, I’m going to fuck you as no man ever has. I can’t wait to feel you from the inside and come in that beautiful pussy,” he said and growled in frustration.
 
   I was shaking as much from the intensity of the orgasms as from the depth of his words. I wanted James more than I’d ever wanted anything. Not despite his personality, but because of it. He was rough and abrasive on the outside, but inside he was so much more. I felt special that he chose to show me the part of him his fans probably had no idea even existed. I wanted desperately to pleasure James.
 
   “What about you?” I asked wanting to see his hard cock, feel it as he just promised.
 
   “I can wait. I’ve been waiting for you my whole life,” James said cryptically and kissed me again as he pulled my bra back into place and then my blouse. He broke the kiss and went to retrieve my skirt and panties.
 
   “James, why me? I’m nothing special. I’m not as pretty as a million other women you could have. I’m nothing more than a talent agent in training,” I asked suddenly feeling unworthy. Why would this man want me? James could have any woman he wanted but he was pursuing me. I just couldn’t understand it.
 
   “Ask me again later. Right now, we need to get back to work. Put your clothes on. You’re shameless,” James told me and I laughed at his little joke. I did as he said. If he could wait, so could I. I refused to let reality in just yet, however. I would have plenty of time to analyze this later and dissect my feelings. Right now, I just wanted to learn what I could about James and discover what made him tick. I wanted to know everything about him.
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   James and I spent the rest of the evening listening to Battery along with a few other heavy metal and hard rock bands that he enjoyed or that had inspired him. I was slowly gaining an appreciation for the genre, the feeling, the emotion and the raw anger. The music made me feel alive in ways my pop and contemporary music couldn’t. The similarity between the music and the way James ravished me was not lost on me. The men I’d been with before didn’t possess the passion James had and it showed. They didn’t make me feel much of anything but James made me feel everything and we hadn’t even really had sex. If he fucked like he ate my pussy, I was pretty sure I’d lose my mind.
 
   I also spent time looking over the memorabilia and pictures about the room. I could hardly believe the skinny boy in those pictures with the long reddish hair and thin mustache was James but the eyes were identical, full of intelligence and life. The wild boy had become a man, still wild but more focused and thoughtful. At least that’s how I felt looking at the young James. Pictures of him on stage and with friends, almost always with a bottle of beer or whiskey in his hand. I saw the angst and troubles in his youthful eyes, a quality James no longer had. Now he possessed a look that spoke of the hard-earned wisdom born of his wild and crazy youth.
 
   After sharing the cheesecake we’d taken with us, I ended the evening listening to James play his acoustic guitar for me, doing an unplugged version of “Destroyed”, the song we started the evening with that had grown from the words on the cocktail napkin on the wall. Again, I felt as if I was the woman the song referred to, especially as James sang the song just for me as he stared into my eyes. His impromptu version was even more mournful and haunting than the recorded version. I felt myself follow the man in the song to the depths of sadness and then as he was metaphorically reborn, I felt that too.
 
   It was a special moment that I was grateful to share with James. It was even more special than the sudden, intense encounter we had shared earlier. Around eleven that night, James took me back to the office to get my little car. He was off to San Francisco in the morning to do a charity concert with Battery on Saturday, the night after next, at a small club owned by a friend. I wouldn’t see him for a few days and I was thankful for the opportunity to consider my change of heart concerning James. Honestly, I couldn’t wait to tell Josie what had happened and get her opinion on the whole situation though I could guess what her reaction would be.
 
   “I’m glad you came over tonight and took the time to get to know me and my music. I’ll see you in a few days. See what you can do about those concert dates in the meantime. No more than thirty stops! If it’s more than that, it’ll be a year before we’re back in the studio recording a new album,” James told me. I was his agent, after all, and now it fell to me to straighten this out. I wasn’t sure I was up to the task but I was going to give it my all.
 
   “I will. Thank you for…you know,” I said. I wanted to do something to show him how much I appreciated not only his deft tongue, but also his patience with me. Impulsively, I lifted my ass off the seat of the truck, lifted my skirt and slid my panties down my long, silken legs. James cocked an eyebrow as I handed them to him. “Something to remember me by. You’re a rock star after all and it seems appropriate. I’m sure I’m not the first fan to throw my panties at you,” I told him.
 
   James laughed and took my beige, satin thong panties and put them to his face and inhaled. “I love the way you smell and taste, Simone,” James said and as I blushed, he hung the panties on his rear view mirror. Then he leaned across the center console, took a hand full of hair and pulled me close. His lips met mine and I wished I still had my panties on. My skirt was dry clean only and I knew it would need a trip to the cleaners after this. Our tongues danced in my mouth and his unruly goatee tickled my chin. I giggled as we parted, hot and shaky.
 
   “Have a safe trip,” I told him as I opened my door.
 
   “I will. I’ll see you soon. Naked underneath me, I hope,” he said and I blushed again, my cheeks burning. I stepped out of the truck and watched him go before getting into my Fiesta. I had to take a moment to compose myself before driving home. Two questions burned in my mind. What just happened and when would it happen again?
 
   ~~~
 
   “No he didn’t!” Josie exclaimed after I got to the juicy part of my evening with James.
 
   “Yes, he did,” I said. 
 
   “Whoa, that is amazing. And then what?” Josie asked excitedly. It felt good to tell someone. I told her the rest and Josie waited until the end to ask, “He didn’t fuck you?”
 
   “No, he told me he wanted me to ask when my head was clear,” I told her.
 
   “You’re going to ask, aren’t you?” she chided expectantly. Honestly, as the memory of the evening settled in, I wasn’t so sure anymore. I wanted it desperately after James took me on his sofa, but now it seemed a little scary and incredibly intense.
 
   “I don’t know,” I answered honestly. Maybe it was my inexperience. Maybe I was afraid of what might happen. Maybe I was afraid of how intense James could be and how easily I was laid bare before him.
 
   “Shit, girl. You don’t know? Whatever! You’re going to at least go up to San Fran and surprise him, aren’t you? I would,” she said. I hadn’t thought of that and it was an interesting idea. After a little more girl talk, I hit the sack. It was nearly one in the morning and I was spent, physically and mentally. It had been a roller coaster of a day.
 
   I couldn’t sleep as the memory of the night swirled around in my head. I found my hand between my legs petting my bare mound absently as it all came flooding back. Maybe Josie was right. Maybe I should go see James and surprise him. I was his agent and I should see him live, right? Heck, who was I kidding? I wanted to see James again and as I remembered the way he made me feel, nearly naked as he pleasured me, I wanted to beg him to fuck me silly. However, I had something to take care of first.
 
   The next morning, Friday, I headed straight for the coffee before I turned on the little radio in my cubicle. Some sugary pop song was playing and it sounded incredibly bland. I turned the dial and found a rock station instead. Not metal, but not pop either. Before I fell asleep, sometime around three in the morning, I’d decided that if I was going to be Battery’s agent, I was going to do it right. I sucked down one cup of coffee and then went to get another before heading to Human Resources.
 
   “You aren’t authorized for an expense account or credit card, Miss Navarro,” the woman told me.
 
   “Well I am servicing the Battery account and I need an expense account. I guess you could call Ms. Roland and ask. I doubt she’ll be too happy you apparently lost the authorization though,” I bluffed. The woman gave me a look of disdain.
 
   “Fine, I’ll open an account and you’ll have a credit card delivered to your office this afternoon,” she said begrudgingly, doing as I asked but I could tell she wanted to stay as far away from the Fraulein as possible. I giggled to myself as a realized I’d used James’ term for Victoria. “What office are you in?” she asked. I hadn’t thought of that until just then. There was an empty office near Peter’s and I decided to move in before my meeting with the record label.
 
   “I’m right next door to Peter McMillan. While you’re at it, please see someone comes up and puts my name on the door. Simone Navarro,” I said and for a moment, I thought I’d gone too far. Maybe I was letting all this power go to my head. However, the woman told me she would send a request to maintenance and I wondered if I’d been missing something all these years by not being more assertive.
 
   I wasn’t painfully shy and I was confident in my abilities, but I wasn’t one to assert myself. Until the meeting the other day, I was more of a listener, a wallflower. However, there was little doubt James was having an effect on me. I don’t know why or how to explain it but the more I was with him, the more lively I felt. By midmorning, I had moved into my new office though I was essentially a squatter. A few days ago, such a bold move wouldn’t have even been on my radar, much less gaming Human Resources to give me an expense account. I felt as if anyone who tried to kick me out of my new digs, including Fraulein Vicky, had better watch out.
 
   And so I went into the meeting I’d set up with Battery’s record label with a newfound sense of confidence. I’d been in meetings with the record company before but I doubt they remembered me, the lowly assistant. All they knew was I’d been named the new agent for Battery at the band’s request and we needed to hammer out the new contract terms ASAP. I faced three men at the record label’s offices, each in a suit and looking stern. I, on the other hand, had chosen my sheerest blouse, my shortest, but still professional, skirt and a pair of very uncomfortable stilettos that I usually only wore when I really dressed up. 
 
   The men couldn’t keep their eyes off of me but when I told them Battery’s demands, they stopped staring at my body. For three hours, we went back and forth. I gave a little, taking some liberties I hoped James and the band wouldn’t mind, but I got what they wanted and more. I knew enough from reading the files, the meeting minutes and looking over the old contract to feel confident in what I’d given up to get what James wanted. I hoped he'd agree.
 
   Back at the office, I found the draft contract waiting in my email as well as my name on my door. I printed out the contract and tucked it into my briefcase, printed out my boarding pass and as I left, I peeked into Peter’s office.
 
   “What are you doing, Simone?” he asked and I knew he was referring to my new office.
 
   “Possibly going down in a ball of fire,” I said and Peter smiled.
 
   “I taught you well, you’ll do OK,” he said.
 
   “If not, at least I’ll have a nice office for a few days,” I replied.
 
   “If it pisses off Victoria, then I’m fully supportive,” he said.
 
   “Thanks, I have a plane to catch. I’ll see you when I get back,” I told him. I wanted to tell him everything, but I didn’t have time and I wasn’t sure that was the best plan. Peter was a good guy and I knew he was on my side, but the less he knew, the less chance he’d get in trouble if this all went south and there was a good chance it all might. Victoria could take offense at my presumptuousness or she could get angry that I had gone in the opposite direction dealing with the record company. In either case, she could make my life a living hell. I got the feeling she couldn’t fire me, probably because she couldn’t afford to lose the Battery account, but honestly, she could do much worse.
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   The next morning, Saturday, I awoke in San Francisco with a plan. It wasn’t hard to figure out where Battery was playing. The Saturday night show was all the buzz in San Francisco. Battery rarely did small venues outside of Southern California and so it was all over the papers and local news. Getting in to the show, on the other hand, was going to be harder. I decided just to go to the source. James mentioned a friend owned the club so I went there and talked to the owner, using my new title and the agency as leverage. It took a little while and some verification on his part but he was finally satisfied I wasn’t just some imaginative fan trying to get in the back door, so to speak.
 
   With several hours before the show, I decided to go shopping to buy something more appropriate for a rock concert than my normal office attire or the workout clothes I lounged around in at home. It wasn’t hard to pick out a nice outfit, something I hoped James would enjoy, and I was still able to go for a run before it was time to get ready. I used to work out a lot more before I began working at Roland but since I was hired, free time was a luxury I rarely enjoyed. Still I kept myself trim and fit, eating well most of the time and going to the gym or for a run when I could.
 
   After my run and a shower, I spent a little extra time on my hair and makeup. I was going to a club after all and I wanted to look the part. I applied my makeup, usually just lip-gloss and mascara, maybe a little eye shadow, heavier, especially around my eyes. I didn’t do anything special with my hair, but I still made sure it was just so. After I finished in the hotel bathroom, I slipped into my new outfit. A tight, fitted, long-sleeve, t-shirt sporting Battery’s logo, bold lettering with a lightning bolt underneath, a short pleather skirt, much shorter than anything I wore to work, a real leather jacket, short with lots of buckles and zippers, and finally the black fishnets thigh highs and black, spike-heeled ankle boots. Under it all was just my normal bra and thong panties but in black, of course.
 
   I guess I looked the part of some heavy metal diva, but what did I know? I did look cute, however, and I hoped James would think so too. One last once over and I was satisfied. Downstairs I went to hail a cab to go see my one and only client perform and surprise him after the show. Exactly what that surprise would entail, I wasn’t sure. Part of me was ready, more than ready, to beg James to take me to bed. Another part of me was scared to death. I’d accepted the fact that even though he wasn’t my usual type, my usual type was pretty boring compared to James. Nevertheless, was I ready for the intensity of a night with James?
 
   The problem was that he had a lot more experience than I did and I was scared of how being with him would make me feel. Could I live up to his expectations, was I really sexy enough for a man that could have any woman he wanted and could I handle the way it would make me feel? I’d had real honest-to-goodness sex only a few times and frankly, it sucked. I didn’t know it then, but now with something to compare my previous experiences to they were rather disappointing. James had shown me there was so much more than my limited experience had taught me, but could I handle it? Could I jump in the deep end and tread water or would I drown? To make it all worse was James’ promise. He told me he was going to come inside me, something that scared the hell out of me but also made my pussy wet just thinking about.
 
   I was on the pill, but still. It was such an intimate act, so personal and so fucking hot! James wanted to make me his, take me fully and completely. Was I ready for that, really ready? Physically, I longed for what James promised but mentally, I wasn’t so sure. I couldn’t decide. Maybe seeing James in his element would help. Maybe I could find answers in his music or by watching him perform. Maybe not, but I was his agent, something I was already enjoying, and whether I ended up begging him to take me or I rejected him, I was going to be spending a lot of time with him and I had to play with the hand I was dealt.
 
   I hardly realized we’d already reached the club, in deep thought the entire ride through the city. I paid the driver and went inside. The guard stopped me at the door, but he let me in after I showed my ID, the owner apparently leaving word. Inside it was smoky and crowded. I ordered a water deciding that if James didn’t drink, neither would I. I could have gone backstage but I wanted to see the show from a fans perspective, even if these fans were mostly affluent doctors, lawyers and stockbrokers that could afford the five thousand dollar donation to get in the door. Besides, I wanted to save my surprise for later.
 
   Finally, the lights dimmed and the stage went dark. When the stage lights burst on again, James and Battery were on stage and broke into the big hit from their last album. It was funny to see all these thirty and forty-something professionals in leather, denim and suede banging their heads, but the energy was undeniable. James’ guitar, its likeness etched into the back window of his pickup, pumped out a heavy beat as Tommy Sullivan played the incredibly complex opening solo. Chad Reynolds, the bass player, laid down a deep bass track and Benny Ford kept it all together with his powerful drumming - I’d made sure I’d researched the band completely before leaving the office. As amazing as all that was, it rose to another level as James added his vocals.
 
   I heard an intensity and emotion pour from the wall of amps and speakers behind the band that I hadn’t in their recorded songs or when James played for me at his house. James was in command of the stage and he drew me and the rest of the crowd into the music and the story it told. The show brought me to my feet without my even realizing it and it appeared everyone else was standing too despite the tables and chairs scattered around the club. I made my way forward, pushing through the crowd, drawn to James. As Battery played song after forceful song and James ruled the crowd, I found myself caught up in the moment.
 
   James was covered in sweat, his guitar slung low and the muscles in his tattooed arms flexing as he played. I suddenly knew why his fingers were so adept as I watched in disbelief as they flew up and down the neck of the guitar and he picked wildly yet precisely. Only Tommy’s playing rivaled James’ in speed but not in power or emotion. Soon I was mere feet from the stage, still hoping to surprise James and unaware he had spotted me long ago. I was so caught up in the scene as the band played and the crowd went crazy, time lost all meaning. I chanted, cheered and screamed along with the rest of the fans but suddenly, it was over and like the night at James’ home, I wanted more.
 
   Battery had played their hearts out and the crowd wanted more too, chanting for the band to continue. James pulled off his guitar and the crowd chanted louder, but he took the microphone and quieted the mass of fans. He asked for a spotlight and after a short discussion with a roadie, the man disappeared for a moment and returned with James’ acoustic guitar. The rest of the band waited in the dark. I wondered if this was all part of the show, but I soon learned that it wasn’t.
 
   “I’ve never done this, we’ve never done this before, but tonight is a special night. I want to thank all of you for your donations to a worthy cause. I want you all to be the first to hear “Destroyed” unplugged. Well, not the first exactly but the first in public. You guys ready?” he shouted and the crowd went nuts. Nevertheless, within all that craziness and noise I felt like I was back in James’ house alone with him again. James stared into my eyes as if he knew I was there the entire time and he began to play.
 
   He sang the song, just as he had at his house, to me and me alone. The crowd could appreciate his acoustic version but not as I did. I knew suddenly that I was the woman of whom he sang. She wasn’t a specific person but an ideal and to James, I was that ideal. I still wasn’t sure why he’d chosen me, and James had refused to tell me, but I found myself thrilled to be that woman. I felt weak in the knees and I’d be lying if I told you my pussy wasn’t drooling as James sang. I felt a tear run down my cheek as he sang the mournful song.
 
   James sang with more power and more feeling that he had all night. Even though the acoustic version of “Destroyed” was softer and mellower than its amped up counterpart, this version packed more punch. The emotion was more insistent and it took all I had not to breakdown and cry. I looked around to see more than a few women sobbing openly and even a few of the men in the crowd appeared misty. When James finished, he bid the crowd goodnight and just before walking off stage, he turned back and nodded at me inviting me to join him backstage.
 
   I fought through the cheering crowd as a roadie met me and helped me on stage. Then I followed the band into a small room in the back of the club. I didn’t even acknowledge the other band members, walking right up to James and hugging him. His strong, tattoo covered arms held me tight and he kissed the top of my head as I buried my face into his chest. “That was beautiful, James,” I whispered.
 
   “I’m glad you liked it. We threw the arrangement together back here before we went on stage once I found out you were coming,” he admitted.
 
   “How did you know?” I asked.
 
   “I couldn’t track you down so I called Peter to find out what you were up to,” James explained. I hadn’t told Peter exactly what I was doing but he must have guessed. I’m glad he did. The surprise I’d planned for James turned into a surprise for me. I looked up at James and stared into his golden brown eyes.
 
   “I am so going to beg you later,” I told him, sure now of what I wanted. I wanted James. I didn’t understand why he was so interested in me or why I was so attracted to him but right then, I didn’t care. I only wanted him to follow through on the torrid promise he made me as we dined at his restaurant. I wanted him inside me making me come as I screamed his name. James laughed at me and smiled warmly but in his eyes, I saw the naked desire. However, we had pleasantries to engage in. James pulled away and draped an arm over my shoulders as he faced his band mates, all of them relaxing on the two sofas in the room.
 
   “Battery, meet your new agent,” was all he said and I wondered why he hadn’t said more but as the thought coalesced in my head he added, “and so much more to me.”
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   “Simone Navarro, meet Tommy Sullivan, boyhood friend and lead guitar,” James introduced me and Tommy came up and gave me a big hug.
 
   “Nice to meet you, agent lady,” he said. Tommy was tall and lanky with a head of spiky black hair.
 
   “And that’s Chad Reynolds, bass player extraordinaire,” James said pointing to the shortest member of the band, but still almost six feet tall, with the thick black glasses and a shaven head.
 
   “Hello, Simone,” was all he said before taking my hand and kissing it. He looked up, smiling playfully, and then winked at James before the last member of the band pushed him out of the way.
 
   “Why is the drummer always last?” he asked of nobody in particular before taking my hand in his two strong hands and saying, “I’m Benjamin Ford. Glad to meet you, Simone Navarro.” I giggled at his formal introduction. Benny was tall and broad, with powerful arms and wavy blonde hair.
 
   “Nice to meet all of you,” I said as they dispersed. Chad was teasing Benny about trained monkeys easily replacing drummers and Tommy wondered aloud why it was always Benjamin instead of Benny around the ladies. They all seemed nice enough and it was fun to watch them interact. James and I sat for a while as I got to know the rest of my clients but it wasn’t long before I turned to James and said quietly, “Don’t make me beg in front of the band, James.”
 
   “Well, we’ve got to go boys,” James announced as he stood and took my hand. I found his sudden enthusiasm amusing and rather exciting. My tummy was suddenly full of butterflies. The band all hugged me and told me not to be a stranger. James’ hand was on the small of my back again as he lead me from the room and out the back of the club. There was a car waiting, driver and all, and as we climbed into the back seat, no steps needed, James asked, “You’re place or mine?”
 
   “Mine,” I said and leaned forward and told the driver where I was staying. He started the engine and in moments, we were on our way.
 
   “Why your room?” James asked curiously.
 
   “All my stuff is there. Besides, I want you in my bed, or at least the bed I’ve rented for a few nights,” I teased. James gave me a low moan and his hand went between my knees.
 
   “What about my stuff?” he asked playfully.
 
   “What stuff do you need?” I wondered.
 
   “Do you know how long it takes to get this beard looking like it does?” James asked in all seriousness.
 
   “Uh…about two seconds,” I said and James laughed as his hand moved up under my skirt and found my bare skin above my stocking top where it lingered for a moment.
 
   “If that. You know, you look fucking sexy as hell in this little rocker girl get up,” James said as his fingers found my panties. “Almost as hot as you do in those sexy skirts and blouses at the office,” he added.
 
   “You look pretty good yourself,” I replied as his fingers deftly teased my throbbing folds and his thumb found my clit behind my panties. He was in his signature clothing, a black t-shirt, faded and worn blue jeans and those black boots of his. I imagined he had a closet full of this stuff lined up all neat and tidy and the thought made me smile. I couldn’t see him wearing anything else. Honestly, I wasn’t imagining him wearing anything at all as he teased my pussy.
 
   James moved closer and his face was just inches from mine as he stared into my eyes and played with me under my skirt as if he was daring me to succumb. I reached out and found the bulge in his jeans and it was bigger than I had dared imagine. Another low rumble came from James and his thumb pressed more firmly. I wondered if the driver knew what was happening in his back seat but found I really didn’t care at the moment.
 
   “Did you mean it?” James asked and I knew what he meant. He wondered if I meant it when I told him I was going to beg him.
 
   “I wasn’t sure until I saw you on stage. When you sang to me, I wanted to jump up there and give the crowd a real show,” I teased. I heard another low groan in response.
 
   “This is San Francisco. Live sex shows aren’t that big a deal to these folks,” James replied and I laughed. I’d heard about the theaters downtown where women performed live sex acts for the patrons. The idea of letting James take me on stage was preposterous, but strangely arousing.
 
   “Then maybe I should have,” was all I said and I saw the look of desire in James’ eyes. As much fun as this was, I was anxious to get to my room. I wasn’t sure how the evening would turn out, but I knew what I wanted to do. I was going to beg James to fuck me but actions spoke louder than words. Finally, we made it to my hotel. We wasted no time getting upstairs to my room. I was on a lower floor so there was little time for James to be naughty in the elevator. Once inside the room, however, James was on me before I’d even bolted the door.
 
   “Damn, I want you so bad, little girl,” James said as he spun me around and pulled me to him. His lips met mine and his tongue invaded my mouth exploring and playing with mine. His arms pulled my hips to his and I felt his hardness press against me. Oh, how I wanted to touch it and please him. I let James have his way with me though, enjoying his desperate touch. I raised a fishnet-covered leg and wrapped it around him, James grasped my thigh and his lips moved to my neck.
 
   “I want you, James Turner,” I said breathlessly and he lifted his head to regard me.
 
   “You call that begging?” he asked. I could see the intensity in his eyes and I was pretty sure James was going to fuck me no matter what I said.
 
   “No, but if you go to my bed and sit down, I’ll show you some begging,” I said. That got a devilish laugh from James before he let me go and walked to my bed. I followed, feeling wildly sexy in my leather and fishnets. He sat on the bed and I knelt between his knees. My hands immediately went to his belt, worked it loose and then the metal button and zipper of his jeans were next. I yanked his fly apart and then took his plump cock from his briefs. It stood tall freed from James’ pants, long and thick, his balls covered in a trimmed fuzz. I took him in both hands, one on his shaft and the other fondling his balls, though he could have easily accommodated both of my hands along his beautiful cock.
 
   “This is begging,” I said and took James’ quickly hardening cock into my mouth. He grunted as he disappeared between my lips and my hand slid up and down softly along his length. He was iron sheathed in silk and I could already taste his excitement as he leaked into my mouth. My inexperience didn’t seem to matter. I let James’ moans and growls tell me what felt good to him, though I was pretty sure he’d enjoy anything I did. James took a handful of my hair and pushed himself further into me. He was gentle but I was thrilled as he exerted control.
 
   “Yeah, that’s the kind of begging I like,” James hissed. His breathing was ragged and I could tell he would not be able to endure much of my attention his excitement was so extreme. I sucked him faster for a moment and then lifted my head. I stroked him as I smiled up at him. His mischievous grin returned as he stroked my hair, then let his hand caress my cheek and finally held my face and stroked my lips with his thumb. “I do like it when you get fired up, little girl,” James whispered.
 
   “I want you inside me, James. I want you to make love to me like you sing on stage. I want to feel that same power and intensity. Take me, James. Fuck me and make me yours,” I begged him. His nostrils flared as he inhaled deeply and then James tossed me to the bed before I knew what had happened. James stood and undressed so I could watch. God, he was magnificent! His tattoos extended beyond his arms and onto his chest and back. Random images that I assumed meant something to him and I made a mental note to ask sometime but right now, I was interested in more than his ink.
 
   Once James was finished pulling his boots off, he reached out and relieved me of my skirt and black panties in one fell swoop. He pushed my legs up into the air as he dove between my fishnet clad thighs and I felt that grisly beard tickle my hot folds and bare mound. I shrieked as his tongue found my crease. He drew it up through my silken lips and over my clit before he engulfed me in his mouth. I was so wet but I was glad he took the time to go down on me. I loved that beard and the way it tickled my nether regions.
 
   I gasped and fought for breath, as James brought me to the precipice and held me there. I reached out and ran my hands through his hair as his eyes found mine. James watched me as his tongue found my clit and pushed me over the edge. I screamed out as the warm tingle flowed through me. I arched towards him as my climax took over for a moment and all reason left me. My hips churned, desperate for more and James obliged.
 
   His arms wrapped around my thighs, forcing them wide as his fingers pulled me open and his tongue delved inside my hot tunnel. As he fucked me with his warm tongue and groaned to make it all that much better, his finger did a number on my clit. I went rigid as another orgasm hit me hard. James ate me as aggressively as he sang but this performance was so much more satisfying. I cried out and bucked my hips but James held me with his strong arms and pressed the issue with authority. Without so much as a moment to regain my sanity another climax tore through me, a torrent of sensation unlike anything I’d ever felt.
 
   As the orgasm waned and left me shaking, James loomed over me. He looked possessed and I knew exactly how he felt. I needed him inside of me as badly as he needed to penetrate my soft silkiness. He hesitated for a moment as his hard shaft bobbed between my thighs. Sensing his concern, I told him, “I’ve got that taken care of. I trust you. Do it!”
 
   James wasted no time pushing the head of his cock between my slippery folds and sliding his stiff rod inside. It hurt for a moment but I was so excited and wet, I didn’t offer any meaningful resistance. I felt his hips settle against mine and his balls rest against my ass. I draped my legs over his shoulders and James began his insistent thrusting as he hugged my thighs to his broad chest. I discovered I was wrong. I’d never had sex before, not like this. Whatever happened in college couldn’t begin to compare to this in any way, shape or form.
 
   James looked at me as his cock pounded my satin depths and watched as I came yet again, this time all over his thick cock. I was on the ragged edge of sanity and it seemed every thrust of James’ magnificent tool caused me to feel a new and mind-blowing sensation. I screamed and worked my hips in time with James as he stretched me wide around his long, broad shaft. As the climax released me, I pulled one leg from his shoulders, wrapped it around James’ back and pulled him in even deeper.
 
   “You like it rough, little girl?” James asked but it was more of a statement and I was in no condition to respond anyway. He pushed my other leg from his shoulder and leaned over me. He pushed my t-shirt and black satin bra up to expose my breasts. I still wore the leather jacket and he pulled it wide open to expose me further. Then James took my delicate wrists in one hand, pushed them over my head and held them there. His other hand pushed my leg up and he pinned it to my chest. I was utterly at his whim as he held me fast and fucked me hard.
 
   “Are you scared?” he asked in a low rumble.
 
   “Yes, a little,” I told him honestly as I felt another climax approach.
 
   “Good,” was all he said before he growled like a wolf and bent to bite my nipple. I shrieked as the amazing pain and my strongest orgasm yet conspired to rob me of control. I began to sob as the frenzied explosion of exquisite sensation washed over me. James savagely fucked me, holding my wrists and leg, trapping me in place and I loved every wicked moment. With my last ounce of sanity, I lifted my head and kissed him, slipping my tongue into his mouth and then biting his lower lip hard. That was all James could handle and I felt his cock swell and his own orgasm surge from deep within.
 
   “Do it, James. Come inside me and make me your little girl!” I said and I felt him explode inside me. I screamed and wailed as my own intolerable pleasure matched his. James let out a gutturally, low groan as he arched his back. He pushed as deeply as he could and held himself there as he pinned me to the bed and filled me with his orgasm. He roared one last time and collapsed on top of me, freeing my arms and leg, which I wrapped around his hot and sweaty body as I nuzzled my face into his neck.
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   James and I lay on my bed recovering. I had no idea sex could be like that. It was intense and raw, so much better than my experience in college and it lasted a lot longer too. Nevertheless, I was only slightly disappointed that it had still ended so quickly, but knowing it was because I aroused James so deeply made it all worthwhile. Finally, James rolled off me and lay next to me. I missed him filling me, his cock still semi-hard. I sat up, taking a moment to let my head catch up to my body, and wiggled out of my jacket, t-shirt and bra. I turned to face James and he engulfed me in his arms as our legs entwined. I traced his tattoos as we lay together basking in the best sex of my life.
 
   “Was that everything you hoped,” I asked after a while. James pushed me away so he could look into my eyes.
 
   “It was perfect, just like you,” he said. I smiled and blushed like a schoolgirl. It was perfect but I wasn’t so sure about my own perfection. I remembered James telling me he would tell me later why he pursued me and I wanted to know. I needed to know. I saw the women in the club, some of them obviously much younger than the wealthy men they were attached too. James could have had anyone of them, or just about any other woman he wanted, but he chose to pursue me. I just couldn’t understand why.
 
   I wasn’t anything special. I was just another Southern California transplant, a small town girl from a simpler life somewhere else. I wasn’t as pretty as a million other girls in and around Los Angeles but I was in bed with a man most of them would die to spend a night with. Could it be as simple as dumb luck? Was I just the girl that he happened to be attracted to? I didn’t think so. There was a riddle in that song that I felt was somehow about me. I couldn’t solve it, however, and without the answer, I couldn’t imagine why I was that woman and not any number of other candidates.
 
   “James, that song is about me, isn’t it? I’m like the woman in the story, the one the man dreams about and longs for?” I asked. He smiled and stroked my hair.
 
   “Yeah, I think so. Time will tell I suppose but I think I finally found you,” he said. I felt warm inside at his words but the question still nagged at me.
 
   “Why? You told me to ask again later. Well, it’s later. I need to know,” I told him. I looked at him and waited. I had given my body to James and I wanted to give him my heart but I needed to know why I was the one.
 
   “You just answered your own question, little girl,” James told me. I had no idea what that meant and I knew he could see the impatience in my eyes. James laughed softly and explained, “It’s precisely because you can’t figure it out that you’re the one. I’ve been with my share of women, even been married. My ex was a good woman but just like the rest. They want James Turner, the lead singer and rhythm guitarist for Battery. They want the rock star.” James paused and kissed my forehead sweetly.
 
   “You aren’t like that. You don’t want the rock star. You didn’t even know who the hell I was until a few days ago. You took the time to get to know the real me and I hope you like that man. You’re not pretentious and demanding, you’re not all made up and plasticized. You’re just plain fucking beautiful and you don’t even know it. That’s why it’s you. You’re the woman I destroyed my old self for. You’re the woman I’ve longed for. I get to decide who she is, not you. I promise you’re her. Trust me,” James finished and I pulled him to me and held him tight as he stroked my hair with one hand and my back with the other.
 
   “Thank you. You’re right. You get to decide who she is. I’m just glad it’s me,” I whispered.
 
   “So am I, little girl, so am I,” James told me and held me even tighter.
 
   ~~~
 
   The morning light seeping into my room woke me the next morning. I’d love to say I was still curled up in James’ arms but apparently, at some point during the night I climbed under the covers to warm up. James was lying on the other side of the bed, still naked and snoring softly. His cock was erect and I carefully slid out of the covers, cuddled up next to him and began stroking him as he awoke.
 
   “Good morning, little girl,” James said groggily. I used to hate that term but I loved it now. I was happy to be his little girl.
 
   “Morning,” I replied and kissed James’ chest as I continued to stroke him. James wrapped an arm around me and pulled me closer.
 
   “That feels nice,” he groaned.
 
   “You made me come so many times last night, not to mention at your house, I figured I owe you one,” I said. James moved his hand, slapped my ass hard and then massaged the spot. I squealed and sat up to use both hands on him. He stroked my back as I fondled his balls and slid my hand up and down his hardness, finally coaxing a drop of his slippery fluid from the end of his cock. I massaged that in using it as lubrication and soon James was breathing hard through clenched teeth.
 
   “You getting close?” I asked.
 
   “Uh huh,” was all he could manage.
 
   “I know what you want, but you’ll have to make me do it,” I teased. James smiled and his hand found my hair. James took a handful between his fingers and pushed me towards his swollen cock. I liked it when he took over, something none of the boys I’d been with before had dared to do. I let his cock slide between my lips as I fondled his balls with one hand and dug the nails of the other into his chest. James used my hair to make me bob on his shaft as his hips worked beneath me. I knew he was close as I submitted to his whims and loved every moment.
 
   “Fuck, little girl,” James growled and exploded in my mouth. I took his cock in my hand and stroked him furiously as James enjoyed a powerful orgasm and I tried to capture every precious drop of him. I almost got it all, but some leaked from mouth and ran down his length. Finally, as he finished, I pulled away, turned to let him see and swallowed him. Another manly groan escaped his lips as I submissively drank his semen. Then I bent to kiss James and he eagerly accepted my tongue into his mouth. Damn, that was dirty.
 
   “You’re a naughty rock star,” I teased as I broke the kiss and cuddled next to him.
 
   “You have no idea,” he replied.
 
   “You plan on showing me I hope,” I told him.
 
   “Damn right,” James said excitedly and I giggled at his enthusiasm. “I need to get up. I’d love to lay here all day with you but I’ve got a tee time with the band at the Olympic Club,” James told me, his enthusiasm gone at having to leave.
 
   “I have a flight back at noon, myself. When will you be back in L.A.?” I asked.
 
   “Tuesday. I’ll pick you up after work,” he said assuming that I’d want that and I did.
 
   “You’d better,” I replied. We got up and went to shower, together of course. James couldn’t resist dropping to his knees and pleasuring me as the warm water ran down my naked body. I came twice as he fingered me and sucked on my swollen nub. I was never going to catch up with him if he kept doing stuff like that. An hour later, we parted as my cab arrived. I hated to leave James but having a couple of days to digest everything would be nice. A lot had happened, all of it good in retrospect, but still I felt slightly overwhelmed. After I landed at LAX, I headed home, excited to tell Josie everything. It was Sunday afternoon and I expected her to be home.
 
   When I got there, however, Josie was gone. I took advantage of the peace and quiet, so seldom was I home without Josie there. I meant to read but instead, I just lay on the sofa contemplating everything that had transpired. Meeting James, initially not really liking him, Victoria’s announcement that James insisted I service his account, which made me smile, my education at his home, then my impromptu trip to his concert and making love to James. Had it only been just a few days? It felt like months.
 
   Less than a week ago, I was your typical country bumpkin in the big city. Now I was involved with one of the world’s biggest rock stars. My sexual experience, though still limited, had been greatly expanded. I didn’t feel as if all this had changed me but I did feel a dormant part of me had been awakened. I had James to thank for that. I had always been somewhat shy and reserved. I tended to let loose among close friends and family but otherwise, I wasn’t exactly the life of the party. I was kind of a wallflower, content to watch and listen most of the time.
 
   However, with James, I found myself being more assertive, like the first day I met him and I called out Victoria. Like going to San Francisco on a lark. I wouldn’t have done that before meeting James. I might have thought about it but I wouldn’t have dared to actually to do it. James lived his life on stage and he was impulsive, emotive and didn’t seem to care much what other’s thought of him. I guess that was rubbing off on me.
 
   Josie came home as I worked through the previous few days in my mind, deciding that I was happier than I’d been in a long time. Of course, I dished to Josie. I’d sent her a text when I left for San Francisco telling her not to expect me until today but not what I was doing. To say she was floored by my story was an understatement. I’d rarely seen Josie speechless but the revelations about my trip left her without words.
 
   “No opinion?” I teased. Josie closed her mouth and shook her head slowly.
 
   “That’s like some kind of modern day fairytale. Oh my God, you really slept with him?” Josie asked. I didn’t give her the details just teasing her with a summary of the more intimate matters.
 
   “Yes and it was wonderful,” I told her.
 
   “This is so cool! I’m roommates with James Turner’s girlfriend. Holy shit, girl,” Josie exclaimed as she began to find her words again.
 
   “Whoa, I’m not his girlfriend. We slept together,” I said not wanting to move too fast and make assumptions. OK, I wanted to make assumptions but I forced myself not to. I suppose that wasn’t necessary after everything that had happened, but James hadn’t said it and so I refused to think it.
 
   “Oh, girl. C’mon! You’re his girlfriend. I can’t wait to tell everybo…,” Josie began to say but I stopped her in her tracks.
 
   “No! Don’t you dare. I don’t want Entertainment Tonight parked out in front of the apartment. This doesn’t leave the room. Not yet, OK?” I scolded Josie.
 
   “All right,” she replied.
 
   “Promise me,” I added.
 
   “Promise,” Josie answered obviously disappointed by my demand. She was an unabashed gossip and I wondered if telling her was a good idea. She was my best friend in L.A. but I wondered if she could really keep quiet. I didn’t want James to have to deal with the paparazzi and I didn’t want to deal with that either. I’d been in the talent agency long enough to learn how vicious those people could be. I felt like things were going well and I didn’t want anything to ruin it.
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   Telling Josie everything weighed on me all evening and before we went to bed, I made her promise to keep quiet again. She seemed sincere, but she gossiped like most people breathed. It was too late to take it back so I had no choice but to trust her. But as I’d discover, the paparazzi were the least of my concerns. I went into work the next day as usual, except to my new squatter’s office. My name was still on the door and I took that as a good sign.
 
   Peter stopped in and said good morning but with Victoria’s warning to him not to help me, he couldn’t risk staying long. I understood. I unpacked my briefcase and found the contract. I’d totally forgotten to show it to James and the band. I was so caught up in the excitement of the show and being with James it slipped my mind. I contemplated emailing it to James but I never got a chance. Before I could even figure out how to break what I hoped would be good news to the band, Victoria found me in my new office.
 
   “Nice! I see you’ve given yourself a promotion,” she said coldly. I suddenly felt like a child that had been caught doing something bad. She had that effect on people.
 
   “I just thought since it was empty...,” I replied weakly. I hated how she made me feel.
 
   “Well, since you’ve got a fancy office now, we can talk here,” she said as she closed my door and took a seat. She grabbed the draft contract before I could put it away and looked it over, the good parts highlighted for James’ convenience. “Well, look at you. Looks like you’ve done well for your boyfriend,” Victoria said and I tried hard to keep a straight face but I know I reacted to her words.
 
   “I just did what Mr. Turner asked,” I lied. The contract was all my doing and James knew nothing about it. I called him Mr. Turner in an attempt to deflect any thought of us being intimate.
 
   “I see. Well I know you’re aware of company policy on such matters. I had my assistant pull your signed copy of those policies. They clearly state that sexual relations between company employees and clients if strictly forbidden,” Victoria said. I felt my face flush and I was suddenly hot.
 
   “I…I’ll keep that in mind,” I said hoping this was all just Victoria’s way of screwing with me. I doubted she was going to apply the policies strictly but instead use them to keep me under her thumb. I was wrong.
 
   “I know about your little trip to San Francisco and your little tryst with Mr. Turner. Never mind how I know. What’s important is the fact you’ve violated company policy. Pack your personal belongings and be out of the building in no more than an hour or I’ll have security remove you. Understood?” Victoria said coldly and then grinned smugly at me.
 
   “But James wants me to be his agent. He’ll leave the agency,” I said desperately but I already knew Victoria wasn’t going to back down.
 
   “I’ve spoken with Mr. Turner. He won’t be going anywhere. This contract you’ve so naively negotiated for me will help insure that. He’ll be grateful that I’ve negotiated so well on his behalf,” Victoria said and then added just to be mean, “Money is far more important to Mr. Turner than some halfwit floozy stupid enough to believe he really gives a damn about her.” I tried to ignore her mean-spirited words.
 
   “I negotiated that, not you. You can’t do that. I’ve got copies on my hard drive and I’ll take them with me. I’ll tell him the truth,” I countered but in my haste to try to gain the upper hand, I gave away too much. Victoria picked up my phone and pushed a few numbers.
 
   “Yes, I need a security officer to Simone Navarro’s office. She’s been fired and I need someone to ensure she doesn’t leave with any company property and escort her from the premises,” she told the person on the other end of the line. She hung up the phone and told me, “I’ll have your personal items sent to your address along with your last paycheck. For now, just hand over the credit card you conned Human Resources into giving you and be happy I don’t dock your last paycheck for the unauthorized expenditures.”
 
   I was speechless. How did this happen? My mind whirled with theories. Did Josie talk and it had already gotten back to Victoria? Was James really staying with Roland even if they fired me? Was I just being used? I fought the urge to cry and fought harder to keep from punching the smug bitch across the desk from me. I waited silently refusing to look at the woman that had just fired me and moments later a security guard appeared. I went with him willingly hoping to preserve some of my dignity. I looked at Peter as I passed his office and he looked at me with concern. It wasn’t as if the walls were so thick he couldn’t have heard every sordid detail. I mouthed, “Thank you,” to him as I passed and he smiled and nodded.
 
   Two minutes later, I was standing on the sidewalk in front of the building. I broke down right there, dropping my head into my hands and crying. People walked by staring but no one said a word or offered help. I felt utterly alone. After a minute, I composed myself enough to walk to the parking garage and get my car. By then my anger had taken over and I managed to make it home without crying. But it wasn’t long before everything hit me again and I curled up on my bed and sobbed. The events overwhelmed me and I was unable even to form a coherent thought as I cried on my bed.
 
   I don’t know when I fell asleep, but Josie woke me up when she got home from work. I must have slept for at least six hours but it felt as if I’d run a marathon. I immediately accused Josie of talking about James and me. I stood up and got right in her face, “Who did you tell?”
 
   “What’s wrong? Why are you here? I can tell you’ve been crying,” she said.
 
   “Who did you tell about James and me?” I asked again even more forcefully.
 
   “No one. I swear I didn’t say a word. I promised you and I meant that,” Josie said. I collapsed on her and she hugged me tight as I cried again. She held me for a moment until I composed myself.
 
   “I’m sorry,” I offered and Josie led me out to the living room and sat with me on the sofa.
 
   “Tell me what happened,” she asked gently. I did, able to keep my emotions in check for the most part. I told her all of it. Victoria firing me, her assertion that James was staying with the agency and then about Victoria taking the contract I’d negotiated and promising to claim it as her own.
 
   “What a bitch! You don’t believe that James is part of this do you?” Josie asked.
 
   “I’m not sure what to think. I don’t want to believe that, but…,” I answered not wanting to finish my thought. Part of me wasn’t so sure. I wondered if maybe James was using me in some way, though I couldn’t figure out why. If this was somehow designed to secure a beneficial contract, there were certainly easier and less convoluted ways to do it.
 
   “Have you called him?” Josie asked.
 
   “No, I’ve been asleep since sometime this morning. I guess I should,” I said though I was afraid of what he might say. I hated myself for not trusting him but I hadn’t known him for that long. I didn’t want to believe he was using me but I was in Los Angeles and he was a celebrity. He wouldn’t be the first rich and famous person to lie to get what he wanted. I retrieved my phone and dialed. I got his voicemail. I hung up and called again and like the first time, I got voicemail. I didn’t want to dump all this on James in a message so I only asked him to call me.
 
   “Hopefully he’ll call and straighten this all out,” Josie offered. I hoped she was right but I didn’t feel like talking about it. Josie was sweet, telling me everything would be OK, offering to get me dinner and telling me she could cover the rent until I found another job. I wasn’t hungry, but I appreciated the offer. Honestly, I was ready to go back to Idaho and get the hell away from here. We watched television all night and it helped to keep my mind off of everything. However, as soon as I went to bed, I lay awake as my imagination ran wild.
 
   Why wasn’t James calling me? Was Victoria telling the truth? Was James avoiding me now because he got what he wanted, a night in the sack and a favorable contract? I didn’t want to think that, but as more time passed without hearing from him, I couldn’t help but wonder. I fell asleep sometime after two in the morning but I didn’t sleep well and at seven, Josie talking to someone roused me.
 
   I got up and found her at the front door, “She’s sleeping. I don’t know if I should let you in. I‘m not sure she wants to see you.” It was James and my heart was suddenly in my throat.
 
   “It’s OK, Josie,” I told her. I was afraid of what he might say, but I needed know. Josie let James in. He looked tired.
 
   “Get dressed, we need to settle this,” he demanded. I expected a hug or an explanation, not an order.
 
   “Tell me what’s going on,” I replied but he refused to talk. He only told me to get dressed and come with him and then his eyes looked at Josie. I assumed he didn’t want to talk in front of her. I went to do as he asked and Josie followed me to my room.
 
   “Are you sure? What if that bitch was telling the truth?” Josie asked.
 
   “I trust him. I have too. I’ll be fine, thanks,” I told Josie and hugged her. She stayed with me protectively as I threw on a comfortable jogging outfit and tennis shoes. I brushed my hair and then went to leave with James. Josie followed me to the door and watched me leave. She was a good friend and I felt bad about thinking she had broken her promise. I followed James out to the parking lot. He didn’t have his truck, instead driving a mid-sized rental car. Something was up but I was at a loss to see it.
 
   James was quiet on the way to wherever he was taking me. I asked him what was going on and all he said was, “You’ll see.” He wasn’t helping to ease my conspiracy theories but I tried to reserve judgment. Traffic was hell and it was slow going but I could tell we were headed downtown. After nearly an hour, we got off the freeway and drove directly to the Roland Talent Agency. James parked in the loading zone in front of the building, apparently his favorite spot to park, and then James got out of the car, came around to gather me and tugged me by the hand towards the front doors.
 
   “What are we doing? I was fi…,” I began to say but James looked back at me as we hurried into the lobby.
 
   “Trust me,” was all he said.
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   Up the elevator we went and James was still quiet but his hand held mine fiercely. I still wondered what his role in this was but I was getting the feeling he was pissed off and not at me. The vein above his temple twitched as it did the day I met him. The elevator opened and we walked briskly through the reception area, past the vapid receptionist as she asked, “May I help you?” We left her behind and then walked through the offices. Peter caught sight of us and I could see the puzzled look on his face as James and I walked by. I looked at him and shrugged.
 
   James led me into Victoria’s outer office and he stopped in front of her secretary and asked, “Is the Fraulein in?”
 
   “If you’re referring to Ms. Roland, she’s in but occupied,” the woman answered giving the standard response. James turned and pulled me with him as the secretary called after us, “You can’t go in there!”
 
   We burst into Victoria’s office and found her on the phone, her long legs and high heels propped on her glass and metal desk. “I need to go,” was all she said and hung up the phone. “So, my little fib has been exposed. Oh well, it doesn’t matter,” she said. I expected James to go off on her, blow up and lose his mind. I half expected him to wring her neck. As much as I hated to admit it, I would have liked to see that. Instead, he calmly approached her desk.
 
   “I suppose it doesn’t. Vicky, you’re fired,” James said. I looked back and found Peter and a couple of other employees standing in Victoria’s outer office watching and waiting to see what might happen.
 
   “Fired? How original,” Victoria answered and then stood and walked around the desk towards me. She stopped and asked, “Who’s going to represent your horrid band now? This slut?” Victoria said and I suddenly felt Peter behind me. He obviously sensed something was about to go down and was there to support me or hold me back, I wasn’t sure which. I looked at him and he shook his head. Good thing because I was about this far from punching the Fraulein in the face.
 
   “Actually, yes. Simone is the band’s agent. I saw the contract she negotiated and she’s a hell of lot better than you ever were, Vicky. I asked you to assign her to the band for several reasons, not the least of which is that you suck as a talent agent, not to mention as a human being. Samuel’s agency died with him. This mess is all on you. You can take your piece of shit agency and shove it up your squeaky, tight ass, Vicky,” James said calmly but with force. I had no idea how he’d seen the contract but then I looked back at Peter and he nodded. I smiled at him.
 
   “How dare you? This agency is still the best in the industry. You’ll find out soon enough that Miss Navarro’s negotiating skills aren’t so effective without my name behind her. Good luck, Mr. Turner. I hope you and your girlfriend will be happy. It’s a good thing I’ve helped you become so wealthy. You’re going to need it because I’m going to ruin you and Miss Navarro,” Victoria said ominously. James came over to me and his hand found the small of my back.
 
   “Bring it, Fraulein,” was all James said and we turned to leave but Peter stopped us before James could lead me away.
 
   “Victoria, I happen to agree with James. You can take my job and shove it,” Peter said totally out of character. James and I laughed and Victoria tried hard to remain stoic, but I could tell she was beyond angry at losing control of the situation. Peter joined us as we walked out of the offices and made our way to the street.
 
   “Breakfast is on me,” James announced once we found ourselves outside. We all climbed into the rental car and James pulled into traffic.
 
   Peter sat back and sighed deeply, “I know you don’t drink James, but I’m having a fucking bloody mary. Did I really just quit my job?” I looked back, offered Peter my hand and smiled warmly as he took it.
 
   “Thank you, Peter. You’re a good friend and you have balls of steel,” I said. Peter laughed as James turned to regard him as we stopped at a red light.
 
   “Pete, don’t worry. I take care of mine. You’ll be fine,” James told Peter who thanked James for saying so. I could feel Peter’s hand shaking in mine. Peter wasn’t used to this kind of thing. Honestly, neither was I but I had a feeling that life with James would be full of moments like this. I had to admit that it was quite exhilarating if not a little frightening. I took James free hand and squeezed. He looked over at me.
 
   “You were having bad thoughts about me, weren’t you,” James said and I looked away sheepishly.
 
   “Yes, I’m sorry,” I answered and then looked back at him with fire in my eyes and said, “but not as bad as the thoughts I’m having right now.” James’ eyes flared and he squeezed my hand.
 
   “Look, I’m happy for you two, but don’t forget I’m back here,” Peter remarked. I laughed and blushed at my brazen behavior and James was smiling too. We simmered down and found a place to eat. It wasn’t nine o’clock yet, but Peter sucked down two bloody marys and I matched him cup for cup with coffee. James joined in with a virgin mary of his own. I sent Josie a text letting her know everything was fine and I’d tell her all about it when I saw her. After we ate, Peter insisted on taking a cab home.
 
   He told James and me we should be alone and we didn’t need a third wheel. He wasn’t looking forward to telling his wife about quitting, but James assured him again everything would be OK. Peter thanked him and gave me a big, drunken hug before climbing into his cab. James and I climbed into the rental and headed for his house in Malibu. I knew where I stood after James confronted Victoria, but I still had questions.
 
   “What was all the cloak and dagger stuff about?” I asked referring to our nearly silent ride downtown.
 
   “I like a little drama now and then,” James told me. I frowned.
 
   “You could have said something. I was so confused after Victoria fired me. I even wondered if what she said was true. I’m sorry for that,” I explained. James took my hand.
 
   “I understand. The Fraulein has that effect on people. I hope you trust me, really trust me, now,” James said and looked at me meaningfully.
 
   “I do,” I replied and then asked, “So, how did you know what happened. I didn’t say anything in my phone message.”
 
   “Swami Turner knows all,” James joked theatrically wiggling his fingers at me but I refused to laugh and just glared at him. I could only play mad for so long, however, before cracking a smile. James explained, “No dice, huh? OK, Pete left me a message but I didn’t get it until late last night. I called him and he explained the whole deal and then sent me a copy of the contract. I guess he stole it off your computer after you left. I never got your message I was so upset. I couldn’t get a flight so I rented a car and drove here overnight.”
 
   “Wow! Thank you. I meant to show you the draft contract in San Francisco but I forgot after the concert and all that,” I told him and then asked, “Do you like it?”
 
   “You did good, little girl. Twenty-four stops? That’s fucking awesome. That will give the band more than enough time to work on the new album and I can spend the rest with you. I could give a crap about the pittance you gave up to get that. I knew you’d make a great agent,” James told me and I blushed. Then he asked, “All that? That’s how you refer to the other night when you fucked my brains out?”
 
   “Thanks but I seem to remember you fucked my brains out, Mr. Turner,” I replied using the formal term he so hated.
 
   “Yeah, you were pretty submissive. I like that. But I like it when you get fired up too. I’ll have to figure out how to get you to take the reins and fuck me silly,” James said. I blushed again, something I did quite often around James, but the idea was appealing.
 
   “Take me home and I’ll show you what I’m capable of,” I said calling his bluff but James only sighed.
 
   “I can’t. I’m so tired. How about you let me grab a nap first? You can take the truck, go home and get some things. I’ll feel better when you get back,” James suggested.
 
   “I’m not moving in,” I replied even though he hadn’t asked. I didn’t want him to misinterpret anything.
 
   “I know, but seeing as you’re unemployed and all I figured you could spend a few days hanging out. I’ll take things slow. I know this is all a little too much right now,” he clarified.
 
   “I can do that,” I said. James looked over and smiled. “You sure you trust me driving that beast of a pickup?” I teased him.
 
   “You’re from Idaho. Didn’t your daddy have one?” he shot back.
 
   “Yeah, but not like yours. I’ll try really hard not scratch the paint,” I joked and James grimaced dramatically making me laugh. When we finally made it to Malibu, James called the rental car company to pick up the car, one of the perks of being a famous rock star, I suppose. Afterwards, I tucked him into bed and told him I’d wake him up when I got back.
 
   I drove home, showered and packed for a few days. I left Josie a note telling her I’d fill her in when I got home and not to worry about me. I knew it would kill her not to know all the details immediately, but she could wait and it would probably do her good. She told me she hadn’t spilled the beans about James and I and I believed her. However, I still figured the less people who knew the better. I still couldn’t figure out how Victoria had found out about James and me. Was she spying on me or did someone else tell her? Maybe she just assumed as she had about James staying with the agency. I guess it didn’t matter.
 
   That was all over now and everything seemed to have worked out for the best. I guess I was Battery’s new agent and Peter was going to be taken care of, but I wasn’t clear on the details. James wasn’t using me and Victoria was still a raving bitch but at least the Fraulein had gotten a taste of her own medicine. I remembered her last words to us. She’d promised to ruin us, but what could she do? James could probably buy Roland outright and still have money left over. James was right too. Roland wasn’t the same agency it was when Samuel was running it. I’d heard that so many times and seeing the way Victoria operated, I knew it was true.
 
   Victoria was a self-aggrandizing egomaniac. It wasn’t in her nature to listen to others or do as her clients requested and when the goodwill Samuel had engendered ran out, she’d find herself bankrupt. It was sad to think of her ruining her father’s legacy, but she deserved whatever she got. Maybe something would change that probable future, but I doubted it. She was too stubborn to listen to anyone and her ego wouldn’t allow her to change. Too bad but that was my past now and I had a great future to look forward to, even though it wasn’t anything like I’d imagined.
 
   I finished packing and drove back to Malibu. James was already up when I arrived. He told me sleep was something he had learned to go without over the years. Apparently, touring wasn’t conducive to sleep, especially when you were partying with you band mates on the bus every night. I’d been gone for almost four hours so he got a decent nap anyway. Now he was hungry but all I wanted to do was to make good on my promise to fuck him silly. He wanted to go out instead.
 
   “Are you just teasing me?” I asked as he turned me around and pushed me back out the door.
 
   “Just keeping you guessing,” he said as he looked his truck over, even bending, licking his thumb and rubbing a spot on the front fender. “Just dust,” he reported and came to help me into my seat. My capri pants and tank made getting in and out much easier than my tight business skirts did.
 
   “The fender’s fine, but there might be a dent in the tailgate,” I joked and James shot me a death stare and then laughed. Still, he walked around the back of the truck to check before climbing into the driver’s seat.
 
   “You don’t joke about a man’s truck,” he warned jokingly.
 
   “Just keeping you guessing,” I replied and got a raised eyebrow as we left to get an early dinner. I giggled as James threw the truck into gear and mashed the accelerator causing the tires to bark and then he laughed too.
 
   

 
   

 
 
   ~13~
 
    
 
   We got back to James’ house around seven that evening. After dinner, we took a walk on the beach. James told me he loved the ocean and had even learned how to surf. I laughed at that, picturing him in his boots, jeans and black t-shirt on surfboard. He assured me he wore board shorts and left his boots on the beach. Still it didn’t seem like James, the dark, brooding rocker, but I did ask him to teach me. He promised he would get me lessons instead.
 
   “I absolutely suck at surfing,” he told me and I laughed hysterically. Back at his house, he made us some ice tea as I looked out over the ocean and his pool.
 
   “Can we go swimming?” I asked impulsively
 
   “Sure, mi casa es su casa. But I do have a rule. No clothes allowed in the pool,” he said. I laughed and James reiterated, “I mean it. No clothes out there.”
 
   “Really?” I asked him, surprised at first by his rule but then after a moment, I thought I would have been surprised if James didn’t have such a rule.
 
   “Really. Sometimes I wear my boots though,” he said and then smiled.
 
   “That’s good, I guess, since I didn’t bring a swimsuit,” I replied and started peeling my clothes off. “Last one in the pool’s a pop star,” I said as he fumbled with his boots. I was already naked and opening the French doors.
 
   “That’s cheating,” he called after me, but in a few short moments he dove in as I was still easing my way down the steps. He popped up as I was still only in the water to my upper thighs and said, “There’s no way I was going to be a pop star!” Then he splashed me. I screamed as the water covered my naked body.
 
   “That’s not right!” I shouted but he came for me and pulled me in with him. The water, though quite warm, took my breath away. As I caught my breath, James was behind me wrapping me in his arms. I felt his hard shaft nestle between my thighs as he kissed my neck. I’d wanted to do this all day and finally we were alone and naked together. I squirmed and turned to face him, wrapping my arms around his neck and making sure he was between my thighs again. We kissed, James slipping his tongue into my mouth. I met it with my own tongue and they writhed together in my mouth.
 
   I took an arm from around his neck and reached down to squeeze his cock. Oh my God, he was so hard and I felt my pussy open in anticipation. I pulled away from him, swam to the steps and climbed out of the pool into the warm evening air. Somehow, I knew James would appreciate my naked, dripping wet body and his quiet growl as I walked away confirmed it. I laid down on one of the pool lounges and beckoned James to join me.
 
   “I thought you wanted to swim, little girl,” he said. I spread my legs and ran my hand over my bare mound, up my torso, over my breast and then took a finger into my mouth and sucked it.
 
   “I lied,” I said as I slipped the finger from my mouth and rubbed my erect nipple with it.
 
   “I do like it when you get fired up,” he said as he stepped from the pool, water draining from his muscular form and the scant hair on his legs and chest matted to his skin. His impressive cock was standing tall, his hard shaft stretching its silky sheath to its limits. I could have come just looking at that. James approached and laid on top of me, holding himself aloft above me and the lounge with his powerful arms, and kissed me deeply. He moved from my mouth to my neck, then to my shoulders and down to my breasts. He bit each nipple hard, each time causing me to squeal. I reached up, drew my nails up his sides, making sure I left marks, and I could feel his torso rumble as he groaned.
 
   Down my taught belly he went, kissing and nibbling as he progressed towards the prize between my legs. Instead of continuing with his mouth he sat between my legs, I draped my thighs over his and I waited to see what he had in mind. James stroked my pussy and caressed my naked torso, taking time to pinch my nipples now and then. My breathing was ragged and desperate as he took his time and teased me. Just when I thought I couldn’t stand it any longer, James sank two fingers into me and I arched my back in response. He found that special spot inside and rubbed it forcefully as the thumb of his other hand found my clit.
 
   I cried out as an orgasm rocked me. Even though we were in his backyard, I didn’t care who heard. I let the pleasure take me fully. My hips rocked, begging for more and James obliged, slipping from the lounger to his knees on the wooden deck and adding his tongue into the mix. His beard was wet but it still tickled causing me to giggle. His amazing full frontal assault was too much, however. I pinched my own nipples hard and shrieked as ripples of ecstasy flowed through me. My God, this orgasm was even better than any I’d had in San Francisco. James could hardly keep up as my hips churned beneath him.
 
   “Fuck me!” was all I said as I grabbed his face and made him look at me. That devilish grin appeared as he climbed atop me and impaled me with his rock hard cock. I wrapped my legs around his waist and my arms around his neck. I pulled him to me and slipped my tongue in his mouth. I slid my tongue in and out between his lips mimicking his cock sliding into my dripping wet pussy. I let my hands slide down his back to his hard ass and after spanking him, I dragged my nails up his back. James pulled away and groaned as I left red lines up his back.
 
   “Oh yeah! I love it! You’re so fucking sexy, Simone,” he said though clenched teeth. I smiled up at him as I came again, milking every ounce of bliss from his rock hard cock. He jackhammered into me even harder and I lost my mind, screaming and moaning as his powerful thrusts rocked my body. Our flesh made the most obscene noises as his hips met mine. I could feel James’ cock swell to its limits inside me. I knew that he was leaking and adding to my own slippery lubrication.
 
   “Come for me baby. I love it when you come in my pussy!” I urged him but he just laughed.
 
   “No way, little girl. You promised to fuck me silly and you’re going to,” he said and pulled his cock from me. I was quicker though and grabbed it before he could get away. I leaned forward and took him in my mouth. James took my head and forced himself deeper. God, I was learning to like it rough. Pleasuring a man like James was almost as thrilling as being pleasured by him. I eagerly sucked him as I found his balls and squeezed. He let out a deep groan as I tormented him with my soft lips and warm tongue. I knew I’d have to give him a long, loving blowjob sometime but right now, this was just a tease.
 
   I pushed him away from me suddenly. I stood up and pushed him over to the steps of the pool. I turned him around, standing on the first step and pushed him down. He sat on the edge, his feet in the water reclining on his arms stretched out behind him. I straddled James and lowered myself on to him, letting his cock fill me slowly as I took his face in my hands and kissed him deeply. Once my ass touched his hips, I started bouncing on his amazing cock, taking him as deep as I could. I felt so naughty fucking him like this, naked in his backyard for the whole world to see. We had plenty of privacy but it was still exhilarating having sex in the open. I felt like I’d do anything for this man.
 
   I hoped my racy behavior surprised James, but he had so much to teach me. James sat up and his hands found my ass. He massaged my soft flesh and then suddenly he spanked me hard. I broke our kiss and screamed, even more turned on than I was before. He spanked the other cheek as I ground my hips on his. Then he took my jaw in his powerful hand, his thumb invading my mouth. I sucked it as he slid it between my lips. His other hand found my clit and began to rub it fast and hard.
 
   I exploded in shuddering spasms as James took over, forcing me up and down on his long shaft. My legs burned as I squat over him but I didn’t care. I took his shoulders and held on for dear life as James turned the tables on me. His hand slipped from my jaw, onto my neck and he grasped it roughly. “Beg for it, little girl. Beg me!” he ordered. I tried but another wild wave of pleasure stole my breath. James abandoned my clit, pinching and tugging at my nipples, even slapping my small breasts playfully. “Beg me, Simone,” he demanded.
 
   I looked at James and found his eyes full of lust and fire. I found my voice. “Please come inside me, James. Please I need you so bad. Come in my pussy like a fucking rock star!” I pleaded, all but screaming, but James was already filling me with his jarring, pulsing climax. We came together as one final shattering release took me over the edge. For a moment, neither of us made a sound as the pleasure stole our breath. Finally, after a small eternity of absolute rapture, I wailed and collapsed onto James and he let out a deep sigh. I kissed his neck as I remained on top of James sitting on his hips feeling the burn of my fatigued legs.
 
   “At the risk of being repetitive, I fucking love it when you let your fiery side out, little girl,” James whispered. I hugged him tight.
 
   “It’s all for you, James,” I replied and he wrapped his arms around me. We sat on the edge of the pool for a long time recovering and enjoying being as one. I felt as if I’d stepped onto a roller coaster and tonight was just another set of thrilling loops. I was still amazed at how quickly life had changed since I met James. I wondered if this was how it would be with him all the time. Despite the whole incident with the Fraulein, I hoped it would be. After all of it, I realized just how mundane daily life had become and I found I craved the excitement James made me feel.
 
   We wound up in James’ hot tub and as the sun disappeared and the evening grew cooler. It felt like we needed a bottle of wine but instead, James produced a bottle of expensive Italian sparkling water, citrus slices and two crystal wine glasses from his house. Perfect!
 
   “Even though I’m sober, certain times you just need a glass or a bottle in your hand,” he explained. I knew what he meant. James had something else with him and after a few moments, he pulled a dark cigar from a case, clipped the cap and toasted the end until it burned red producing clouds of bluish smoke. I wasn’t big on smoking but it was James’ house and honestly, he looked hot as hell smoking that big cigar. It was one hundred percent James. It even smelled sexy and manly too.
 
   We cuddled in the tub and I let the uncertainty take a back seat for the moment. How this would all turn out, I had no idea. I was now Battery’s agent, James and I were apparently an item but one question nagged at me. “How am I going to make a living?” I asked. James looked at me as if I was stark raving mad and pulled the cigar from his mouth.
 
   “You’re Battery’s agent. There’s a salary involved, you know,” he said. I looked at him and I suppose it was a stupid question.
 
   “I didn’t really think it through. This has been a bit of a whirlwind,” I said and then added, “as long as the fringe benefits don’t stop, I don’t really care.” James laughed and kissed me. He tasted like the expensive cigar he was smoking, in other words like the rough and tumble man he was and that turned me on. Just a week ago, I would have found the idea repulsive, but I’d learned a lot about James and myself since then. He pulled me closer to him as we looked over the ocean and towards the lights of Los Angles to the southeast. This seemed perfect but I had no idea there were forces already conspiring against James and I. Nevertheless, life was good for now, maybe even perfect, and I was blissfully unaware.
 
    
 
   ~The End~
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   About this Book
 
   Rock Hard Love is the melding of two of my favorite things, erotic romance and rock & roll.  When I was outlining the story, I wanted the hero, James Turner, to have a rough boy exterior with a more tender and caring side he shields from the world at large.  I wanted him to come off as strong and dominant, but not creepy and pushy.  I think he turned out quite well.
 
   Simone Navarro, on the other hand, I thought of as the typical small town girl in the big city.  
A little shy, but not a shrinking flower by any stretch of the imagination.  Her self-doubt is always there, but it’s not a hinder to getting what she wants out of life.  I see Simone as a kind of every woman with feelings and qualities many women can identify with.
 
   Victoria, the last major character and a major source of the conflict in the story, was a lot of fun to write.  Villains often are.  She is able to say and do all the things many of us wish we could get away with.  Her motivations are sinister and selfish and she freely runs around chewing on the scenery, so to speak.  Never fear, I have plans for the Fraulein.
 
   Speaking of plans, I’ve plotted out three parts to the story of James and Simone.  I hope readers will give me the opportunity to write those.  If you enjoy Rock Hard Love, give it a good review and tell your friends and family.  If you want to interact with me, you can visit my blog at:  cameronromance.wordpress.com.
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