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JEMMA LARSEN CHEWED on her pen and spun around in her desk chair as she tried to force new ideas for her blog into her head. She frowned. Unfortunately, ideas didn’t come as freely under pressure. Entertainment with Jem, had done really well the past few years. It had helped her pay the bills and supplemented her income when slinging fries didn’t cut it. Now, thanks to the world of video blogging her blog had taken a hit. People wanted to see faces and interesting videos. They were not into reading as much as they had been. 

She pushed a long, black curl out of her face, tucking it back into the mess piled high on top of her head. She sighed as she looked back down at the chicken scratch on the note pad in front of her. Her to do list only had two things, and even those things weren’t that great. 

	Get an interview with a famous person

	Start making videos


The first was kind of impossible because she hadn’t the first clue how to contact a famous person. The second was impossible because Jemma had severe anxiety and making a video thousands upon thousands of people would see made her sick. She had many loyal followers, but the only way for her blog to make money was continuing to grow. The larger she was, the more advertisers wanted to work with her and the more people wanted to collaborate with her. This in turn brought more people and the cycle continued.

She decided to check out the competition and see what she had that everyone was dying over. Recently, comments on all her posts had either told her she should make videos or she should watch videos of one girl Entertainment with Ali. The channel sounded similar to Jemma’s and her followers cried foul and said either Ali stole from her or Jemma should be more like her. That was of course mixed in with all the hateful messages about her opinion, her appearance, and anything else the trolls could say about her.

Jem’s picture on her blog wasn’t the clearest in the world. Her long black hair was obscuring part of her face, as if it would hide her from the world. One bright green eye was fringed with thick sooty lashes. The picture quality simply wasn’t the best. She could almost hear her mother’s nagging voice: “I really wish you would get that mess out of the way and show the world your beautiful face.”

“I know, Mom.” She sighed and scrolled through the different videos. 

She finally clicked on a video and it came up with bright letters and swirls around Ali’s name. Ali—at least Jem assumed that’s who the girl was—popped into the video brightly smiling. Energetically, she talked about the newest celebrity couples. Her bouncing blonde curls were in direct contrast of Jemma’s black ones, and while she preferred to go with the natural look as far as makeup was concerned, Ali’s was bright and cheery. Jemma wanted to hate her instantly. She was simply too perky. 

“Yikes,” she muttered, as the bubbly blonde spouted this and that about random celebrities. This was what people wanted? 

She clicked through the videos, watching each one and trying to picture herself doing the same. It wasn’t something she thought would even be possible, but more was at stake besides her online persona. Jemma was the legal guardian of her seven-year-old brother. When she was eighteen her parents were killed in a car accident, and she took on the responsibility, caring for her brother, trying to make sure he led as normal of a life as he could. 

Waiting tables wasn’t cutting it, so she had created her entertainment blog and learned everything she possibly could about being online. Jemma caught on fast, and she had quickly made enough money to support herself and her brother. She kept him fed and clothed so every time the social worker came, Jemma proved she could take care of him. The worst part was, if she didn’t keep everything in line for her brother, social services would take him. 

Her brother was her top priority, and it didn’t matter what it took, she would do anything to make sure he was well taken care of. If that meant stepping out of her comfort zone and in front of the camera to do videos, then so be it. If something didn’t change soon, they were going to be faced with some tough decisions, like putting food on the table or living without power. It was a decision that no one should have to deal with and yet, if she didn’t make this work, that would be exactly what would happen to her. 

If she were to lose power because she couldn’t afford to pay the utility bill, she was most certain that child protective services would come sniffing around. The thought of losing her Robbie to the system made her stomach clench painfully. Her eyes watered as they looked at the screen. He was the only family she had left. She’d promised to keep him at his current school so he wouldn’t have to be ripped away from his friends and forced to start all over again. However, the cost of his tuition was through the roof and picking up extra shifts at the diner simply wasn’t cutting it. The blog had made her the money she needed up to this point, but for the last several months the profit had been declining. 

As she clicked through the comment threads on Ali’s videos, one name kept coming up over and over again. Daniel Starke. Jemma’s brows drew together in a frown. She had written some fluff pieces on him and the reality show he was on. She hadn’t realized people were that into him. It was becoming more and more apparent: he was rather popular. The farther down she went, the more people begged for Ali to do an interview, to which Ali responded in kind that she would do her best to set up an interview. She repeatedly said the same thing to her fans, “Anything for you my darlings.” It was horrible, and left a bad taste in Jemma’s mouth. 

Considering the fact that Jemma had enough bills, she didn’t have any kind of cable or satellite television. She had Netflix and that was about it. So she couldn’t watch reruns of the reality show, she would have to research him online and find clips of him doing interviews to see what he was like. 

Jemma decided that was how she would get her foot in the door. This Daniel Starke would be the one interview that would revive her blog.

Now, she just had to figure out how she was going to get him to agree to an interview. If she could get that, it would be the golden ticket to getting traffic back to her blog. It wouldn’t be just a regular interview. No, she would interview him on camera. It was perfect. But she broke out in a cold sweat as she thought of the possibility of trying to interview him on camera. 

Not sure of how the process of video blogs went, Jemma wondered exactly how much time it would take to put something together like that. She knew her way inside and out of a standard blog; however, the thought of adding a video component was a bit intimidating. 

Thankfully, over the years, Jem had made several friends who worked for the different news and media outlets. She’d even made friends with some of the dreaded paparazzi in town. Perhaps, if she pulled one of those strings, she could get close enough to Daniel to get an interview. 

Excited by the prospect of a new idea brewing, she eagerly picked up her phone and dialed a number she knew by heart. It rang twice before a chipper voice sounded on the other end.

“AMB, we find ambiguous men bearable.” 

“Don't joke silly man, you knew it was me.” She laughed.

“I did,” Jack told her. He had worked for All Media Babes for years and tried a new slogan on her every time she called.

They were basically the Perez Hilton of their little slice of New York.

“What's good with you?” she asked, as she cradled the phone between her shoulder and ear. Jack and her had actually become pretty good friends, despite their vastly different personalities. 

“I am stalking and living the dream, you know just the usual, how about you?” In the background, he typed on a keyboard. 

“I'm looking to get into video interviews. I was thinking about trying to catch one particular reality star, Daniel Starke. I heard he’s on the market again.”

“Daniel!” Jack screeched into her ear. “You would be so lucky.”

She laughed at his dramatics. “Do you think you could help me out?” She eagerly tapped her pen on the top of her desk.

“He might be doing some press around here soon. There is some buzz that a network wants to offer him his own reality show, but that’s all I’m at liberty to say.”

“There’s a couple of delicious cherry bombs in it for you if you get me the details, Jack,” she bribed. Getting to him with his favorite alcoholic drink was playing dirty. Desperate times called for desperate measures and needing money meant she was definitely pulling out all the stops.

Jack sighed dramatically into the receiver but finally relented. “I hate you, that’s just wrong praying on my weakness. Okay, I’ll dig up some more information.”

“It would really mean a lot,” she added. 

In the background, Jemma heard the wailing of another phone. 

“I promise I’ll see what I can do, but right now I gotta grab that phone. Later bitch.”

Jack hung up, and as soon as she placed the phone back in its cradle, the butterflies in her stomach turned into bats. Was she seriously about to do this? What if she failed? What if her brother was taken from her and given to a family that didn’t want him and would treat him...

“You seriously need to get yourself under control,” she said, and shook away the threat of failure trying to drown her. Leaning forward, she rested her elbows on her desk. Jemma placed her fingers against her temples and slowly moved them in circular motions, trying to ease the headache her anxiety was rapidly bringing on. If she was going to step out from behind the screen of a computer and in front of the camera, she was going to have to find a way to get over her nerve issues. 

Deciding it would be best if she were prepared, she needed to do her homework. Better to be prepared than not. She clicked through the open tabs on her screen until all she was left with was one. She typed in the address to her favorite search engine and pulled up the information she needed.

Almost immediately, her screen filled with images of a ridiculously sexy man. Jem’s eyes nearly bugged out of her head. Staring back at her through the screen was the picture of a perfect male species. He was the golden boy. Bright blue eyes twinkled with a hint of mischief as blond hair was neatly tousled around his head. A deep dimple dug into his cheek, and Jem’s heart fluttered nervously. When she saw pictures of him before and when she’d watched the television show, she didn’t notice how attractive he was. One of the photos was of Daniel standing beside the pool with his hands on lean hips. Seriously, was this the same guy she had seen before? Had she just not been paying attention? How the hell was she going to interview that without fainting?

“Whoa.” She whistled low as her eyes took in the swimming trunk clad hunk. Every inch of the man looked to be cut out of marble. His bright orange trunks were slung low on his hips, revealing the beautiful V of the Adonis cut that disappeared beneath his trunks. There was no doubt that he took care of himself. He looked like he belonged on a beach somewhere in Maui instead of in Manhattan. He must have started working out more since the show began. That was probably what happened, he became famous and had to get those cuts.

Okay, Jem’s love life had been less than stellar over the past three years. There had been a few men here and there, but somehow, they’d all been lacking. She’d chosen to remain single because, honestly, she just didn’t have time to date. 

Her curiosity grew as she scrolled through the numerous articles and pictures of Daniel. There was a beautiful redhead on his arm in most of the pictures. She assumed the woman was Lexi. The woman was freaking gorgeous.

She clicked on a link that immediately grabbed her attention. The funny thing about Daniel was he hadn’t even ended up with the winner of the hit reality show, Date me Now. The girl he’d originally chosen to be his date hadn’t worked out at all, so he had later—after the show ended—ended up with Lexi Rockford, Victoria Secret model and some heiress to a fortune of one of Wall Street’s finest. She was the runner up in the show because he felt like the other girl had more substance according to the show notes. The article gave a few details about his rumored break up with Lexi Rockford, but nothing really passed speculation and rumors. 

“What on earth have I gotten myself into?”
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DANIEL RAN HIS HAND over his hair as he read the script his agent had brought him. “What is this shit?”

“That is the next blockbuster, buddy. Your face is golden. You will make it the best!”

“That's nice, Adam, it's B movie bullshit at best. There's no way I'm doing this. Reality stars aren't taken seriously as actors. I should have never done that stupid dating show,” he grumbled, as he flipped through the pages.

“You should be thankful that you are getting scripts at all right now. That stupid reality show is the reason you are even getting these offers. The new reality show offer is still on the table,” Adam said, as he situated himself in the chair across from Daniel.

Daniel looked out his penthouse window at the overcast New York sky. It was about as bright as his mood. “Oh great, more reality.”

Daniel had been all too happy to do the dating show, until he realized that all the women were acting. Not one genuine thing about any of it, and it made him sick. By then, it had been too late to back out. He’d signed a contract, and no way in hell was he was about to break that. None of the women compared to Lexi. She was a real piece of work. She could have won an Oscar for the performance she’d put on with him. She’d actually had him believing that she cared. 

Adam was still rambling about other movies and television shows that he might look into, but Daniel was only half listening. He looked around at his lavish apartment and frowned. Sure, the show had paid handsomely and the handful of commercials and guest spots he’d done kept the money coming in, but he didn’t feel like it was real acting. As far as he was concerned, the reality show had tainted his career. Forever typecasting him as the douche bag that was on the hit reality series Date Me Now. The bad thing was, those scenes were cut and put together like that. Now, the media world expected him to be a dick. That simply wasn’t who he was. 

“So I take it you're going to turn down the reality thing? I honestly think out of all this, it's the best thing we have going for us.”

“Us?” Daniel asked, arching a golden eyebrow, and turned his attention back to Adam.

Adam nodded. “Yes, listen, Daniel, I get paid when you get paid. The fame train is rolling by you, and if you don't jump, you’re going to wind up left standing on the tracks while the dust settles. You’ve got a fan base with screaming eighteen to forty-somethings. Time to strike while the iron is hot, my boy.”

Daniel laughed and rolled his eyes as he slouched back against his chair. Adam moved from his seat and grabbed the computer from the table and slapped it down on his lap. 

“Look at this shit, man,” Adam said, as he pointed to the screen. “Some chick called Entertainment with Jem is teasing an interview with you, and some YouTube chick with almost seven hundred thousand followers wants you to come on. She's Entertainment with Ali.” 

“Man, they are really clever with the names.” 

“The point is, smart ass, you’re what's hot right now. There are so many out of work actors that would kill to be in your position. Throw these girls a bone and get out there some more.”

As much as Daniel didn’t want to admit it, Adam was right. He couldn’t be too picky. He’d dreamed about being an actor for as long as he could remember. If this was what he had to do to get where he wanted to be, then so be it. However, he couldn’t help but to feel like a sellout. 

He plowed his fingers through his tangled hair. It was early when Adam had come beating on his front door. He hadn’t even brushed his teeth, and he was still wearing his pajama bottoms. He pushed out a weary sigh. “I just never thought this is where my career would be at almost twenty six years old, man.”

“You’re still young, bro, we’re close to the same age, and even my chances aren’t gone. There are still plenty of opportunities out there for old Adam.”

“Not if you keep referring to yourself in the third person there isn’t,” Daniel joked, and leaned back. Finally, he relented. “Okay, we’ll just see what opportunities come through.” 

“Don’t let them slip away, boy, I’ve seen it happen too many times.” Adam got a faraway look in his eyes. 

Daniel knew he was full of shit because Adam was only a year older than he was and had so far represented one model and him. Adam wasn’t as big as he would like to think, but Daniel wasn’t the one to dash dreams, so he just let him think he was a big deal. It was much easier to deal with an overly confident manager than a sullen and cranky manager. 

***
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“WHAT DO YOU WANT FOR breakfast, Pan?” Jemma yelled up the stairs of their two-bedroom rental. She leaned against a handrail, yellowed by the previous owner’s nicotine habit. The wallpaper leading to the second story was peeling and in gross need of replacement, but when she’d mentioned the condition of the place to the landlords, they’d shrugged her off, not willing to budge on the rent at all. 

“Pancakes,” came her little brother’s muffled voice. 

Since watching a Peter Pan special a few weeks before, he had insisted she call him Pan and that they eat pancakes every morning. He thought that’s what Peter Pan would eat of course. 

Since he was tiny, Robbie had slept with pillows and blankets piled over his face. She was always scared he would suffocate, but after watching him, she figured it was something that made him feel safe. So she just checked on him several times before bed and uncovered his face each night. He was only two when their parents had died, so it was unlikely he remembered anything at all. That didn’t stop him from being guarded. Much more so than most seven years old little boys.

“Get in the shower, Pan, or I’ll put your little butt in there myself.”

He groaned loudly. Thump, thump, thump rattled the house as he stomped his little feet over the floor, followed by the slamming of the bathroom door.

He did this every morning. Satisfied Robbie was going to get in the shower, she started getting out the ingredients for pancakes. As she did, her mind wandered over the interviews, articles, and clips she’d seen about Daniel. A lot of them had been unflattering, and from what she’d seen on the video clips of Date Me Now, he was kind of a dick. She had never paid attention to the show when it was on, but now, she rather wished she had. 

Jemma stifled a yawn behind flour-covered hands. She’d stayed up until three in the morning researching different articles and sites dedicated to him. Some bordered on stalking the man. 

Many of the videos were fan made, showing clips of him without his shirt or in varying forms of undress as cheesy music played in the background. He was a fit guy with a tan body, it was easy to see what all the fuss was about. Though, if she had to bet, she would say his looks were about all he had going for him. She seriously doubted he could have a meaningful conversation with her, even if she could get an interview. She scooped batter onto the pan and continued to sift through her findings on Daniel Starke.

As she’d browsed through the interviews, she learned the reality show Date Me Now was an insipid attempt at hooking women up with ridiculously sexy men. She recognized some of the women’s faces as local celebrities. The women were made up of both celebrities and what the show called average women. If these women on here were what the world considered average, Jemma must look like a hobo. 

While the pancakes were cooking, she fired up her laptop and clicked to some of the videos she’d watched the night before. 

“What are you watching?”

Jemma let out a startled squeak and spun around, cracking her elbow on the side of the refrigerator. 

“Shit,” she hissed, and cradled her throbbing arm.

“You cussed,” Robbie said with a disapproving frown.

“I know, I’m sorry,” she said, ruffling his still wet hair. 

She looked down at the clothes he’d picked out himself. The pajama bottoms with bananas covering them with a bright red T-shirt with Spiderman shooting out a web in the middle.

“Nothing, you need to go change for school.”

“I’m ready for school.”

She arched her eyebrows at him. “Uh, no, you’re not.” She turned and flipped the pancakes. 

“Why can’t I wear this?” Robbie whined.

“Because you will get picked on, and I’m pretty certain that the headmaster would frown on it. Now, go put on your uniform and get your butt back down here. Besides, you can be more incognito as Pan if you fit in with the regular kids.” When he didn’t move, she frowned. “If you don’t, I’m going to throw these pancakes out the window and let the birds have them.”

He looked at her with wide brown eyes, horrified she would even mention something like that. “Scoot,” she said, pointing the spatula back to the stairs.

He grumbled and ran back upstairs as she chuckled to herself. Stacking all the pancakes onto a plate, she carried them to their small table, then grabbed the butter, syrup, milk, cups, and paper plates.

“Better?” Robbie asked, as he shuffled back in. 

“Much, now eat so we aren’t late today.”

Begrudgingly he sat in the chair and began to spear pancakes and stuff them into his mouth. While they ate, she sipped her coffee and continued to do her research. As she scrolled through the pages, a new article caught her attention. 

Insight and coverage on Daniel Starke’s breakup with Lexi Rockford.

There were pictures of Daniel out drinking with captions like, “Reality King Parties Away Heartbreak,” and pictures of her with a different man that said, “Model Goddess Finds Rock and Roll Prince.” 

It was a picture of her and some grunge looking guy with gauged ears and tattoos covering every surface of skin. Someone from the band, “Extreme Toad Pop,” which, judging by the frozen expressions of screaming fans in the background, was some hot group.

“What the heck kind of name is that,” she muttered. 

“Hey, that’s ETP,” Robbie exclaimed, as he hopped on one foot behind her. 

When had he gotten up from the table? He was like a freaking ninja sometimes always sneaking up on her. She faced him, surprised he knew who these people were. 

“ETP?” She raised an eyebrow. 

He reached over her arm and clicked on the play button beside the band’s name. Immediately loud grunge rock blared from her speakers, and she winced and looked at her brother.

“I didn’t know you listened to this kind of music.”

“Mostly at school when the other kids choose what we listen to on the playground.” He started darting around the table and laughed loudly, going back into his song. He was on medication for ADD and a couple of other conditions that made him more of a challenge than other kids his age. She always told people he had a great spirit, but even for a twenty-three-year old, keeping up with him was exhausting.

“C’mon, Pan, we gotta bounce,” she said. 

She finished her coffee, and he downed the rest of his milk. She grabbed his backpack and umbrella and walked to the bus stop together. In her mind, she did a check of everything he should have with him. This included homework, lunch, his book bag, a note for his appointment on Thursday morning, and clothes for Monday gym time. 

They lived in New York in a small village called Tarrytown. They had a couple of claims to fame, but avid bookworm Jemma loved that it was the home of writers Washington Irving and Mark Twain. The Legend of Sleepy Hollow was set in Tarrytown, and the nearby high school Robbie would attend, when he was older, was Sleepy Hollow High School. Another cool book-related Tarrytown tidbit was that in Judy Blume's book Otherwise Known as Shelia the Great, the main character spends their summer in Tarrytown. Jemma had worn the paperback of that and many Blume novels completely out when she was little. It was such a big deal to her that they were talking about her town. It was probably the main reason she refused to go live with her grandmother when their parents had died and insisted on living with her cousin Martha.

The minute she turned eighteen, she’d moved them out on their own, determined not to be a burden on Martha's family. Now, they still lived in Tarrytown, and she was able to get him to school. 

Once she had Rob off on the bus and was back inside, she continued to research Daniel. At the end of a recent article, it said that he lived in New York. Not only did he live in New York, he lived in Manhattan. She could get there by Metro in a day, and if she could get an interview with him, she could have it up on the blog the same day. She would just have to find his agent's number. In the meantime, she checked into Extreme Toad Pop. Until she heard back from Jack, the Daniel Starke angle would be put on the back burner.

Their schedule was jam packed, but they were set to come to New York on tour and hit the press circuit pretty hard. She would find a radio station or news show they would be on and wait outside to get an interview. It was time she started being a bit more daring and giving the people who might follow her blog exactly what they wanted. What did she have to lose? 
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DANIEL WAS IN THE SHOWER when Adam came barging into the bathroom. “Did you see this shit about Lexi dating the lead singer from ETP?”

Daniel stuck his head out of the curtain. “Dude, I’m in the shower. Get out!”

Adam ignored him and continued to natter on, but Daniel tried not to listen. Realizing his quiet time in the shower was over, he turned off the hot water and stepped from the stall.

“Shit man,” Adam said, as he turned around.

“What? You’re the one barging in on my shower. If you can’t handle seeing my junk, then keep your ass out there,” he said, grumpily, and secured a towel around his waist.

“I was thinking that you should do this interview with this Entertainment with Jem chick,” Adam said, holding the laptop up in front of him.

“Get out of my bathroom, and give me ten minutes of peace and quiet, and I’ll kiss your ass if that is what you want.”

“Fine! But I’d rather a prettier set of lips on my ass thank you very much. Preferably with big ole double D’s.”

“You’re a pig.” Before Adam could respond, Daniel slammed the door closed in his face.

“Finally,” he said, and listened to the silence. He liked Adam well enough, but the man could seriously get on some nerves. He wiped away the fog from the mirror and took in his reflection. There were slight shadows beneath his eyes, evidence of his recent lack of sleep. His chin was covered with two days’ worth of stubble. He picked up his razor to shave but decided against it. 

“Screw it,” he muttered to his reflection. Lexi had always liked his face to be clean-shaven. As he went through his routine of brushing his teeth and preparing for the day, the breakup from three days ago played through his mind.

Lexi looked at Daniel through narrowed, green eyes. “Are you kidding me with this shit right now, Daniel?”

“Lex, what am I supposed to believe,” he said, as he held up the picture of her with the members of ETP. 

She didn’t even bother to defend herself. “We were just partying. I didn’t think you and I were all that serious!”

“You’re kidding me right now?” he said, his voice beginning to rise. They were in their favorite—Lexi’s favorite—restaurant. Couples nearby turned their attention to their table, some trying to subtly snap pictures.

“What? Did you think what we had was serious?”

“We’ve been together for five months now, I sure as hell did think it was serious.”

“Ahh, that’s so sweet,” she said in a mock sincere tone, and she pursed her bright red lips. The tone in her voice was much like a mother would do a child if he presented her with the ugliest piece of artwork known to man. 

“Are you telling me that you’ve been seeing other men?”

“I didn’t know we were exclusive,” she purred.

Daniel felt as if he’d been slapped. She’d confessed her love for him after two months. His hand closed around the tiny velvet box in his pocket. The woman in front of him was as fake as her tits. 

He leaned forward. “You’re a fucking bitch,” he hissed, pushing away from the table with so much force the chair scraped loudly and clattered to the tiled floor.

“Daniel? Where are you going?” she called after him.

He flipped her the bird over his shoulder and didn’t bother looking back.

“Daniel!” she screeched at the top of her lungs. 

Yeah, by that afternoon every blogger in New York had been all over the break-up.

Coming back to reality, Daniel decided he had better suck it up, but as badly as he didn’t want to admit it, it hurt like hell.

By the time he emerged from his room, in jeans and a black shirt, Adam was pacing the living room anxiously. “It’s about damn time,” he said, as he looked up.

“Adam? Did you forget your meds again today?” Daniel teased.

“Screw you man. I think we should do this interview with this Jem chick,” he said, and pointed to the computer screen. 

With a frown, Daniel grabbed a glass of orange juice from the fridge and began to look at the woman’s blog. It was actually pretty impressive, right up to the interview with him that he had no clue about. He clicked on the About Me section and read. It was pretty simple. 

Hi,

I’m Jemma. There’s really not much to know about me. I’m kind of boring, but here it goes. I’m twenty-three years old, and I take care of my seven-year-old brother. I live somewhere in Tarrytown, and I’m in love with it. I am a lover of books and love to get lost in their pages. I am fascinated by people, movies, and places. I love writing about interesting people! So yeah, that’s me. Told you I wasn’t anything special.

Daniel wasn’t really all that impressed with the about me page. She seemed like a hipster with nothing better to do than to drum up gossip about actors and starlets. It was nothing more than a gossip blog.

“Seriously? This is what you want me to do?” he asked, and looked back up at Adam.

He shrugged. “What would it hurt?”

“Oh, I don’t know, my reputation?”

“Let’s face it, after that very public breakup, your reputation is already on the rocks.”

Damn, got me there, he thought and stared back down at the computer. There was a picture of the girl named Jem. He couldn’t tell much from it, other than she had black hair and one beautiful green eye. He hoped she at least had two, because they were absolutely stunning. There was just something mysterious about the way she looked that had his interest piqued. He was fascinated.

Daniel rolled his eyes. “Fine.”

“Good, because a guy over at AMB just contacted me wanting to set something up with you for her.”

“AMB? Really? Damn, dude, that place is worse than TMZ.”

Adam lifted his shoulder by way of response. Already pressing his cell phone to his ear, he made the call.

***
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“I SERIOUSLY CANNOT believe you got to meet ETP!” her friend, Maya gushed, as they ducked inside the coffee shop from the pouring October rain. They ordered their drinks and settled into a table in the corner. At eleven o’clock, the coffee shop was already full of hipsters and college students bent over their computers. 

Most wore stocking caps, pulled low over their ears. Jemma briefly wondered what it would have been like to go to college. Once upon a time, she’d dreamed about going to NYU and majoring in entertainment journalism. In her dreams, she would fly out to Los Angeles and get a job at one of the top entertainment magazines in the country. She would marry a surfer, have three kids, and live happily ever after while running through the surf on the beach.

That dream had vaporized in front of her the night her parents died in the car accident. No time to go to college. She’d just barely graduated high school. No, Robbie’s life was more important right now. Maybe one of these days, she would get her happily ever after. 

Jemma rolled her eyes. “Trust me. They are so not worth the time.” She snorted and picked the top of her blueberry muffin.

“Seriously?”

Maya had been her best friend for as long as she could remember. She was currently in her last year of college as a fashion major. 

Jemma nodded. “Yeah. They were rude, and honestly, they smelled like they hadn’t showered in like three months. The lead singer kept trying to grab my ass and feel me up, it was awful.” She gave a shudder as she remembered stale cigarette smoke, cheap booze, and vomit had wafted off the lead singer.

“That’s just nasty,” Maya said with a little shudder. 

“No kidding.”

Maya took a big bite of her brownie and chewed. “So tell me about this interview with Daniel Starke.”

Jemma flushed. “Well, I would love to if it were real.”

Maya’s brown eyes widened. “You’re shitting me. You mean that you posted to your blog that you had a video interview with Daniel Starke and you don’t?”

“Pretty much,” she said sheepishly. “But I’ve got Jack helping me out.”

“Jackers is helping out, eh? How is our little favorite little gossip?” she asked, before taking a sip of her coffee.

“He’s good.” As if on cue, her phone blasted Raining Men. “Speaking of the gay devil,” she said and held up her phone.

“Hey Jack. What’s up?”

“You’re going to love me,” he said.

“I already do.”

“No, you are seriously going to love me, and owe me more than two cherry bombs after you hear what I am going to tell you, honey.”

“Okay, what do you want?”

“I want a date with that cute little waiter down at your diner. Erick?”

“I don’t think he’s gay,” Jemma said with a frown.

“He will be when I’m done with him.”

Jemma chuckled. “Deal. So what do you got?”

“Okay, so are you ready for this. I have got you a meeting set tonight with the one and only Daniel Starke.”

Jemma had been taking a drink of her coffee when suddenly she sputtered and began to choke. “You’re kidding me? No freaking way!”

“Way, princess, and let me tell you, you’d better dress hot because his manager said he wanted to meet you specifically. He said it was a tossup between you and some bitch named Entertainment with Ali. What the hell, princess, is she ripping your name off? Anyway, you’re to meet him tonight at Le Bernardin at eight.”

Panic gripped Jemma tightly, causing her hands to shake.

“Le Bernardin?” That was one of the most expensive places in New York. How in the hell was she going to pay for something like that? And how was she going to video the interview.

“You still there princess?” Jack’s voice pulled her back.

“Yeah. Yeah. Thanks, Jackers. I love you.”

“You too, peach. You too.”

Jemma placed her phone on the table and looked up at Maya, who was staring back at her as if she’d sprouted another head.

“What the hell was that all about and why do you look like you just seen a ghost?”

“I’ve got an interview with Daniel Starke at Le Bernardin tonight.”

“What? Are you freaking serious right now? That’s awesome!”

This time panic reared its ugly head. “I can’t do this, Maya. I can’t interview him on camera, how in the hell am I supposed to do this? I am supposed to be behind a screen not in front of a camera. I can’t interview him. I can’t afford to go to that place and what in the hell am I going to wear? What am I going to do with Robbie?” Her sentences ran together as she tried to breath.

Maya grabbed her hands. “Honey, calm down. You got this. When you get there, ask if there is a different place you can go. Say there are too many people around, and you would like it to be a little quieter that way you can focus. As for what you are going to wear and who’s going to keep Robbie,” Maya gave her a wink, “I’ve got that covered.” 

She then reached in her wallet, pulled out three, one hundred dollar bills, and slid them across the table. 

Jemma frowned, her pride taking a bit of a hit. “I’m not taking that.”

“The hell you aren’t, now deal with it.”

Begrudgingly, Jemma stuffed the bills into her wallet. “I’m going to pay you back.”

“Uh huh, whatever. Now come on. We have some primping and stuff to take care of. I am going to treat you to a mani-pedi, and then we are going back to your place, and you are gonna get all smoking hot.”

Jemma allowed Maya to loop her arm through her own. Outside on the sidewalk, they snapped open their umbrellas. 

“You do realize that I’m just interviewing him and not trying to date him, right? Besides, I don’t understand what all the fuss is about. It’s not like he earned his fame by staring in shitty movies. He was on a freaking horrid reality show that exploited women’s emotions and feelings toward him. If you ask me, he’s kind of a pig.”

“Honey, I don’t think there was a woman on that show that didn’t want that man to exploit them in every way possible. As for earning his fame, I don’t think he’s as big of a dick as people make him out to be. You know those shows manipulate that shit all the time.”

Jemma shrugged. “I don’t know.”

“You’re going to have fun. I’ll bet you he is nothing like what you’re expecting.”

“Maybe.”

Maya just smiled, a wicked little gleam in her eyes.

She was certain she was the only woman in the history of ever that was tense while getting a relaxing foot massage, but she was, and the only thing she could think about was her meeting with Daniel. By the time they stopped at Maya’s loft and made their way back to Jemma’s, it was time for Robbie to get off the bus. 

He set into his routine of watching television and doing his homework while she and Maya went upstairs to begin the arduous task of getting dressed. 

While Maya was torturing her with curling irons and flat irons, Robbie came plodding up the stairs. He bounced on her bed and looked at her in the mirror.

“What’cha doin?”

“Your sister is going out tonight,” Maya said excitedly.

“On a date?”

“No.”

“Yes.” Both girls spoke at the same time.

“Why?” he asked, jamming his finger up his nose.

“Robbie, get your finger out of your nose. And it’s for work.”

“For your blog?” 

“Yes.”

“Who is he?”

“Daniel Starke. Ouch, Maya, da—dang,” she said, flinching as Maya got to close to her scalp with the curling iron. 

“That guy’s a douchebag!” Robbie said matter-of-factly.

“Robbie Allen! Where did you learn that?” Jemma gasped.

Maya snickered but otherwise kept quiet.

“Keegan said it at school today.”

“Well, you shouldn’t always repeat what Keegan says.”

“Why?”

“Because it’s not always nice.”

“Why?”

“Because douchebag isn’t a good thing to call people.”

“Why?”

“Okay, kiddo, why don’t you go get a pen and paper and write down everything that you want for dinner tonight,” Maya said, running interference.

“Are you staying here with me, Aunt Maya?”

“I am kiddo, and you know what, we’re going to eat ice cream and pizza and stay up late.”

“Until eight,” Jemma corrected.

“Until eight,” Maya amended, exaggerating a wink at him.

“Really? Sweeeeet,” Robbie said, and bounced from the bed before vanishing from the room.

“Thanks for that,” Jemma said with a tired sigh.

“How are things? I mean really,” Maya asked.

“We’re making it. Scraping buy some weeks, but we’re good. The social worker was happy the last time she was here, though she did say something about needing to do some repairs on the house, otherwise she was happy. Robbie is doing well in school, he’s the top in his class. So . . .”

“How are you?”

“I’m fine.” 

“You’re a terrible liar,” she said while putting the finishing touches on Jemma’s hair.

“Am not,” she muttered.

“Seriously? You sounded like Robbie just then.”

“What do you expect when a seven-year-old is the only man you hang out with,” she said.

“I know honey. That shit that Joe pulled with you was awful, but who knows, this Daniel Starke fellow might just be the man for you.”

Jemma shrugged as Maya spun her around to work on her makeup. “I’m not going to date him, Maya. He’s the key to getting my blog more traffic. If this doesn’t work I don’t know what I’ll do.” 

“Stop that. You will live with me before you go homeless. Now, shut up and let me focus.”

Maya’s brows drew down and her tongue poked out the side as she attacked Jemma’s face with brushes, tweezers, sponges, and heaven knows what else. 

The butterflies floating around in her stomach felt as if they were going to lift her completely from her chair. She kept her hands folded tightly in her lap, trying to keep them from shaking. 

Her gaze darted to the clock. It was five thirty. She would leave in an hour and a half and meet a complete stranger-celebrity. “Is it too late to back out?”

“You’re going tonight if I have to throw your cute little ass into the back of my car and drive you there myself. Now, shut up and let me concentrate.”

Jemma bit her bottom lip. Maya always seemed to make her feel better.
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​Chapter 4
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DANIEL LOOKED AT HIS watch. It was seven thirty. He was early, but he hoped to get this interview over with so he could get back to his apartment and forget about the whole rotten damn day. Not one thing had gone as planned. 

The meeting with Calvin Kline had gone badly. The reps said they didn’t need a bad boy to dirty their reputation. It had been the same with the other three prospective gigs he’d gone through. Lexi had ruined him. That damn reality show had ruined him, and now here he was sitting in the back of the restaurant, waiting on some blog geek to show up so she could get her fifteen minutes of fame, and somehow boost his while he was at it. 

Adam had reserved one of the VIP sections in order to allow them some privacy. It was a video interview, so they didn’t particularly need people nosing in. Perhaps he would be able to convince this Entertainment with Jem to go somewhere else. He hated being out in the open in front of strangers. He had absolutely no privacy whatsoever. Adam had said it was the price he had to pay for his dreams.

Daniel was really beginning to question everything in his life, and his chosen career path was the big one.

“Um, excuse me, Mr. Starke. There is someone up front claiming she has a meeting with you,” the timid, little waitress said.

“What is her name?” 

“Jemma Larsen.”

Daniel frowned. Adam hadn’t given him the bloggers actual name. However, he drew the lines and figured since the blog was so cleverly named Entertainment with Jem that this was the woman he was waiting for. 

“Of course. Show her back please.”

Daniel sipped his water as he waited. Soon the waitress reappeared but his eyes weren’t on her, instead they were locked on the woman walking behind her. This was the blog geek he was supposed to be meeting? She was stunning.

Jemma had pulled her hair into a braid and slung her mass of black locks over her shoulder. Thin wisps framed her flawless, oval face. Unlike Lexi, and other women, Jemma wore little makeup. Just a touch of liner and mascara on the longest, most beautiful black eyelashes he’d ever seen in his life. 

As she crossed the room, he studied her. She wasn’t stick thin like many of the women he knew, but she wasn’t heavy either. She had curves and in all the right places. A full chest and ample hips nearly had his mouth watering. She wore a long sleeved, black lace layer over a black strapless dress. The design was shorter in the front, showing beautiful, flawless legs, while the back was longer. Her black heels clicked across the floor, and damn, if they weren’t the sexiest feet he’d ever seen in his life. 

All-in-all, Jemma Larsen from Entertainment with Jem was not at all what he had been expecting, and for the first time in a long time, he smiled a genuine smile. When his gaze finally made it to her face, he froze. Staring back at him were the widest, most beautiful green eyes he’d ever seen. Right then and there, he had to know Jemma Larsen.
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JEMMA NEARLY FROZE when her gaze met his blue eyes. She blinked at Daniel before allowing her gaze to soak in the man standing before her. No, the pictures on the internet had definitely not done him justice. From his aquamarine eyes to his towering height, her gaze swept over him while her heart thundered against her chest so hard she was certain it would bruise. She realized, as he stood from the table, he was tall, pushing close to six foot four. That put him towering over her by close to a foot. 

His broad shoulders filled out his black shirt beautifully. He wore a white silk tie and a pair of distressed jeans. 

Why can’t I wear jeans, she thought. Because he’s a star, and you’re not. 

In all the pictures she’d seen, his jaw had been shaved clean, but that wasn’t the case here. He sported stylish stubble that made him all that much sexier. Oh boy. She was most definitely in trouble.

She was closer now. Ten feet. Seven feet. Her throat was dry and her tongue felt like it was coated with sand. Five feet.

“Mrs. Larsen?” he said, offering his hand.

“Uh . . .” she croaked. She flushed and cleared her throat and tried again. “Yes. Well, it’s actually just Miss, and you can call me Jemma or Jem or Miss Larsen. Whichever you are comfortable with I am fine with,” she rambled.

Kill me now please.

He chuckled and the deep sound made goose bumps rise on her skin. Damn, even his laugh was sexy. 

“Well, let’s sit,” he said, as he pulled out her chair, and helped her. 

“Thank you,” she said, placing her bag on the floor beside her feet. She grabbed the glass of water and took a sip, her hand shaking slightly.

“Would you like some wine?”

“Yes,” she said almost too quickly.

He nodded and soon their waitress appeared and poured two stemmed glasses full of the house wine. Taking a quick sip, she let the bitter sweetness rest on her tongue. She took a deep breath, faced him, and nearly jumped when she found his eyes studying her intently.

“You’ll have to excuse me, I’m a bit nervous,” she admitted. 

“I couldn’t tell,” he said with a wink and slow smile. 

His teeth were brilliantly white but what she found odd was the fact that the bottom row was slightly crooked. So the perceived perfect Daniel Starke had imperfections after all.

“Don’t be nervous,” he said smoothly.

“I’ve never really done this before. I tend to stay behind my screen instead of getting out like this.”

“Well, I guess we have to all step out of our comfort zones at some point, don’t we?”

She nodded. “I guess so.”

“Tell me about yourself, Jemma.”

“Me?” she squeaked. 

“Yes, you. If I’m going to give you an interview I would really like to know a little more about who I am talking to.”

She lowered her gaze to the tablecloth and empty plates. “There’s really nothing to know about me.”

“I read on your blog that you take care of your brother. How old is he?”

“You looked at my blog?” she said, looking up.

He lifted a shoulder and took a sip of wine, his eyes never leaving hers. “As I said, I like to know the person I am letting interview me.”

“Oh well. He’s seven and his name is Robbie.”

“And he’s in your care? You’re only what, twenty-four?”

“Twenty-three actually.”

“That’s awfully young to be responsible for raising a child.”

Jemma frowned at Daniel. She was protective of Robbie, but she really didn’t like the slight hint of condescension in his voice.

“I can assure you, Mr. Starke, that I am more than capable of providing care for my brother.”

Daniel held up his hands. “I wasn’t meaning to imply you couldn’t. I just meant that, you should be in college and enjoying the young life. So much responsibility for one so young.”

“I’ve been taking care of him since I was eighteen. I don’t really know what it’s like to be young and irresponsible.”

“Really?” 

“Mmhmm.” She took a bigger drink of wine this time, not comfortable where the conversation was going. The last thing she needed was to be thrust into the spotlight with a playboy reality television star. No, she needed to stay focused, get what she needed, and get the hell out of dodge before Daniel Starke affected her any more.

Daniel watched as Jemma shut down right in front of him. He’d touched on a nerve revolving around her brother. What had she meant she’d taken care of her brother since she was eighteen? She was practically still a kid herself and raising her brother. For a moment, he thought she was going to open up and allow him in. But no. Jemma Larsen was not one to allow him to get close. 

“So what made you want to interview me?” Daniel asked, as their food arrived.

“I’m not sure, honestly. I was looking for something new and fresh to put on my blog, and I came across your name.”

“You just happened across my name?”

“Well, it’s not exactly like you blend in. You’re pretty much splashed on the cover of every tabloid in the tristate district.”

“Yeah, I know,” he grunted, speared his entrée, and stuffed it into his mouth.

“Honestly, I didn’t know that much about you until I did some digging. I watched the show for a while, but in reality, I felt it was a useless waste of my time to watch some weird scripted mating ritual.”

Daniel snorted and inhaled the water he’d been drinking. He sputtered and coughed violently. Gasping for air, he drew the attention of the other patrons. 

“Are you okay?” she asked.

He swallowed some water and then nodded. “I’m fine. You’re blunt.”

“Well, I don’t see any use in mincing words.”

“I can tell. But tell me, if you’re so blunt, why are you so nervous?’

She opened her mouth to respond but snapped it shut. 

“I’m not now,” she said.

“That’s good,” he said, lifting his glass, and took a long slow sip; his gaze never left hers. 

Flush rose into her cheeks, and she tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. Feeling parched she sipped her wine and when she looked back up at Daniel, she found him still watching her. He took another sip and slowly drew his tongue over his lips, licking away wine. 

Jemma shivered at the thought of how that tongue would feel against her body. She imagined it teasing her . . . 

Jemma’s eyes widened when she realized where her thoughts were heading. She cleared her throat and crossed her legs under the table, trying to ease the dull throb that had begun between her legs.

“So, Jemma, tell me why it is you do what you do.”

“I enjoy it.” She didn’t want to get into details with him because honestly, it was a bit embarrassing.

“It’s always good to do the things we enjoy.” His beautiful blue eyes sparkled mischievously as he took another sip of wine.

Is he flirting with me? Good grief look at those lips.

She opened her mouth to respond, but the sight of a frown marring his features caused her mouth to snap shut. Something behind her had caught his attention. The atmosphere changed and Jemma could tell nothing good was about to happen. It had been nice when it was just the two of them, and she’d nearly forgotten she was on an interview. However, the frown on his face made her want to turn around. The minute she did, she’d immediately wished she hadn’t. 

What the hell was she doing here? Had this been planned? Was it a battle of bloggers? 

Ali was talking animatedly to the camera a short man was holding as she walked backward in their direction. 

“Is this the homewrecker, sipping wine and getting cozy, with our beloved Daniel? It’s been three days since the breakup, and we have to get the answers. You’ll hear it here in just a minute with Entertainment with Ali.” Ali’s voice was like nails on a chalkboard, high pitched and irritating. 

Jemma spun and looked at Daniel accusingly, feeling a little more than foolish for allowing herself to forget exactly who the player was in front of her. “I was supposed to get the exclusive. Was this your idea of a joke?”

“Jemma? I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he said, holding up his hands. 

She folded her napkin and placed it in the middle of her plate, food having gone completely untouched. She pushed away from the table and retrieved her purse. As she slung it over her shoulder, she leveled a cold glare at him

“Unlike some people, I don’t do this for fame. I took a risk coming out here and putting myself on the line. I couldn’t care less about the fame, Daniel. I don’t do this for fame, but I seem to have forgotten that not all people seek to be in the limelight.” Her voice was frigid as she backed away. 

The other people attending the restaurant were beginning to stare and whisper. A few of them were trying to subtly snap pictures. 

Daniel’s eyes tightened as his hands clenched his napkin. “This isn’t my doing. I’m just as lost as you are.”

For a moment, Jemma wanted to believe him and she was just on the cusp of believing what he said except for when he looked at the man that was currently talking to Ali. The man gave Daniel a wink and a thumbs up. She had to remember Daniel was an actor. It didn’t matter who got in his way. If it meant staging a fight between two bloggers, he would not hesitate. Well, she wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction.

“Had nothing to do with it, eh? Bullshit,” she hissed, training her frigid glare back on him. 

Ali was standing in front of a man, applying an appalling soft pink shade of lipstick—seemingly bored—while the man chatted steadily.

“Adam,” he bellowed from across the room. He turned to Jemma, his mouth a thin line of anger. “I think I know what’s going on. Just don’t leave, okay? I’ll get this fixed, and I promise you,” he took a step closer and placed his hands on her shoulders, “you will be the only one to get the exclusive.” 

Taking long strides, he walked over to the man he’d called Adam. It became obvious that a heated discussion was going on. She stood awkwardly while people whispered behind their hands. She’d prided herself on being professional and staying out of the way of the natural order. However, she was afraid that this little mishap had just thrust her into a world she wasn’t quite sure she was ready to handle.
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​Chapter 5
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“ADAM WHAT THE HELL are you doing here?” He watched as his agent giggled along with the little blonde fussing with her hair.

“I'd like you to meet my new client, Ali Silver. She has an amazing video channel and a huge following. I’m letting her interview you because it's what her fans want, and that's why she agreed to be my new client. Everyone wins.” He beamed back like the cat that had just swallowed the canary.

“Excuse me,” Daniel said to Ali through clenched teeth, as he grabbed Adam roughly by the arm, and hauled him into the hall leading to the restrooms.

“What the hell are you doing man? You already gave Jemma the exclusive.”

Adam shrugged Daniel off and made an elaborate gesture to straighten his cheap jacket. “This is part of the business. Deals are made, and people get stepped on in the process. So what, a no name blogger gets her feelings hurt because I might have stretched the truth. I mean come on, look at her.”

Daniel turned and looked at Jemma, who was sitting back in her chair. Her shoulders were square and her back stiff, and even though her back was too him, that defiant little chin was raised. Adam’s comment about Jemma pissed him off. He took a menacing step closer to his manager. “You are a dick. You don’t know her, so stop talking shit, and tell the valley girl to take a hike, I’m
































[image: ]
































[image: ]












d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)

“}i\ W





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
" ENTERTAINMENT
WITH JEM
A Celebrity Romance

»

CLARISSA CARLYLE





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





