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RATING THE ROCKSTAR

By Jordyn LeFay

RATING THE ROCKSTAR

Ex Rated Book 3

Blurb:

How can I be free of him when he’s all that I can see?

I’ve been a struggling filmmaker ever since Ex Rated, the million-dollar blog that I ran with my friends, was ripped out from under us. When the fantasy of being rock star Rowan Slade’s dirty little secret blew up, so did my entire world. 

Getting as far away from that life as possible was the one thing keeping me sane. From then on, I vowed to keep the fantasies where they belonged... in my films. 

Pursuing my craft, that made sense. 

Opening the door to the past. That was an invitation to dance with the devil.

But there he was, like a rockgod Lucifer in all his hot sexy darkness, offering the kind of proposal that could land a girl in hell. He was everything I shouldn’t want, but can’t seem to stop thinking about. I shouldn’t want to touch him. Shouldn’t remember all the things he could do could do to my body. To my soul. His touch left an indelible mark that night, one that’s impossible to erase.

The fact that he doesn’t even remember me shouldn’t make me so furious. 

But something’s different this time... Rowan is hellbent on making me his. And with the fire drawing us together like moths to a flame, I’m the one who’s about to get burned. 

Just how much was the fantasy worth?

*****
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What if you could go back in time...for a one night do-over with the one that got away? Would history repeat itself, or be forever changed? 

When sleeping with these high-profile men had already blown Naomi’s world apart, would she risk losing it all to up the score?

We went to preschool school together.

To the same elite elementary and high schools.

Even the same exclusive college.

As the girls with the least powerful families, (and the smallest bank accounts, comparatively) we knew what it was like to never really belong. Excluded from everything, we became the side piece for guys who didn’t have the balls to choose who they wanted in their lives. Guys who either were too caught up in their fame, to settle down, or too controlled by their families to have a choice in who they spent forever with.

Sometimes, being excluded...just hurt. And after graduation, over a pitcher of margaritas, we took that pain and turned it into a massive money-making blog. Ex Rated became a super-secret multi-million-dollar business we cooked up after yet another night of being screwed then screwed over, by yet another guy deemed way out of our league. Spilling all the graphic deets of who did what and how well, was equal parts vengeful and cathartic. But what we didn’t know was while we were sharing our anonymous ratings of the nameless high-rollers we’d slept with over the years, someone was posting names. Ours included.

Whoever said there's no such thing as bad press never got outed for kissing and telling in vivid detail about some of the most famous and infamous men in the world. We lost our revenue and our book deals, because they were powerful enough to have all our accounts shut down...the blog included. But sometimes the end of one story is only the beginning to another... here’s what happened next.... 
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Rating the Rockstar ©2022 Jordyn LeFay

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

For all the ones that got away, here’s a chance to vicariously relive your very own what if....

Love Jordyn xo
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Chapter One
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Naomi

As soon as I hear the first beats of that damn song, I feel my stomach twist. Rhea, my best friend, instantly gets to her feet, clutching her beer bottle like it’s a microphone, and starts singing like she’s performing for a stadium audience. I roll my eyes, wishing I could block it out.

The song is Slayer Row’s biggest hit. It’s a good song, great even, but it triggers such a reaction in me any time I hear it.

Why?

Because it reminds me of him.

Rowan Slade—famous musician, frontman, singer and guitarist of the band. He’s also a colossal jerk. 

A good-looking jerk, but jerk all the same.

I suck back a long sip of my drink, ignoring the change of atmosphere in the bar. I shouldn’t care that people like his stupid band, but I do. 

Rhea notices my face and winces, sitting back down. “Sorry, I know he’s still a sore point.”

I wave a hand, as if I don’t care, even though my insides feel like they’re being cut to ribbons. He discarded me like I was trash, and that is what hurts. I don’t care that he didn’t want to take things further. I would have shrugged that off. It was the way he did it. 

“What do I care if you like that asshole’s music?” 

Do I sound bitter? 

I sure as hell feel it.

Rhea puts her bottle on the table and starts picking at the label. “I still can’t get over the fact you slept with Rowan freakin Slade.”

“He wasn’t that great,” I lie. 

He was an animal in bed. We had the most amazing night together. He rocked my world. Cherished me, made me feel like a goddess.

Too bad he didn’t even remember my name after it—or the night we spent together. I’d gone to a meet and greet a month ago with the band, expecting some recognition to flash in his eyes, but there was nothing.

He was vacant. 

There was no recognition at all.

He didn’t have a clue who I was and that he’d rocked my world for one night. He had no idea the fantasies I’d had since that night were all about him. When I touched myself it was his face in my mind.

He just signed an album cover for me, smiled and moved onto the next person. 

I stood there, my mouth open, waiting for him to tell me he was joking, but he didn’t look in my direction again and security finally moved me on. 

I’m not sure why it surprised me. From what I heard at the time he was screwing his way around the country, fucking anything with a pulse. 

I was just one of many notches on his bed post. 

I shouldn’t have been so naive, so stupid. No one knows, not even Rhea, that he was my first. My only. I gave my virginity to a man who doesn’t remember a single moment of our night together. 

That hurt. 

I hated him for that.

I should have been more careful about who I gave myself to. 

To get him out of my head, I wrote a post about him on a blog about our time together, rating his performance and what I felt. At the time it felt amazing to get it off my chest, but since the site was leaked—my post with it—it blew up, hitting all the major tabloids and entertainment sites. I became known as the woman who screwed a famous rockstar and rated his performance.

It went viral and I’ve been hounded by Slayer Row fans—and the media—nonstop ever since. The messages I received after that were a little terrifying. His fans are insane and fiercely loyal to him. Bless their ignorant little hearts. 

He was seen as a stud. 

Me? I was labeled a whore—and worse.

Even had death threats from some of his crazier fans. I had to close most of my social media, only keeping my YouTube channel going because I need an outlet for my creative brain.

I wish I could take that post and set fire to it. I wish I never told anyone—even if it was a private blog—that I slept with Rowan fucking Slade. I should have known better. Once something is created it exists and can be leaked. That is what happened to the blog. A lot of us were outed, and what had started as a way of a group of women expressing their hurt and feelings became entertainment for the masses. 

It’ll never die. Everything on the internet lasts for eternity, no matter if it is deleted. 

After that shit show, I’ve tried to throw myself into my YouTube channel, reviewing eighties indie movies, but I’ve struggled to focus on anything and my dreams of becoming a filmmaker seem far out of reach now.

Who is going to hire Rowan Slade’s desperate one-night stand?

Rhea gives me a sympathetic look. “I’m sorry, girl. Come on, let’s get some takeout and a bottle of wine. We can watch some true crime and plan the ways we’re going to hide his body.”

I laugh in spite of everything and let her pull me to my feet.

We head out of the bar and into the cooler evening air. As soon as we step onto the street a flash nearly blinds me. Voices start talking all at once and I hear one name through the din, Rowan’s. 

Rhea pushes through the crowd.

Questions are fired at me in rapid succession. 

“Miss Bancroft, do you have any comment about the blog you posted about Rowan Slade?”

I round on the reporter, a young woman with platinum blond hair and thick framed glasses. “If I





[image: ]






















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
o - o 3
7 i ; > 2
97 aanlV R
S e i —
O DY L
o A
\_ | E P B 74 e Fh
X A ¢ i SR Gty 3





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





