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Dedication

This book is dedicated to the late Wilhelmina Cooper, founder of the legendary Wilhelmina Models, where I had the privilege of working as a talent agent in Beverly Hills. To the agents who first hired me as an assistant - never expecting I’d last, let alone thrive in the fast-paced world of entertainment when no assistant before me had. To the late Cami Scott, my partner in the kids’ division at Wilhelmina, who taught me that “it’s all about the eyes” when choosing the perfect headshot. To Los Angeles - my spiritual home - and to Lake Hollywood, whose beauty carried me through the loneliness of being far from my family in South Carolina. To my mother, for her unwavering love and support. And to my husband, for always believing in me - and in all my wild dreams.
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The morning sunlight danced across Lake Hollywood like dazzling facets of a flawless yellow diamond. The Los Angeles sky was a perfect robin’s egg blue. It was the height of summer but in L.A. every day was glorious. Samantha Connors, wearing pink shorts and a white tank top, laced up her sneakers for her daily run around the famous Hollywood reservoir. The lake had become like a comforting friend to Samantha. It was her haven, and she could always feel the stress of her demanding work schedule melt away every time she entered the gates of this tranquil Hollywood Hills hideaway and jogged the three-mile trail that wrapped around it. Nestled between the Santa Monica Mountains and the legendary Hollywood sign, it was peaceful and serene with beautiful California bluebells and poppies amongst the sagebrush and wildflowers. Created in 1924, Lake Hollywood was just as famous as some of the high-profile actors that Samantha represented. It had featured in many Hollywood blockbuster films since the seventies and it was one of the only places in Los Angeles where no one cared how you dressed, who you were, or whether you had seen the latest and greatest Beverly Hills plastic surgeon. The regulars included aspiring actors, influencers, celebrity moms pushing their tots in strollers, and anyone else who knew of this hidden gem.

As a high-powered Hollywood agent, Samantha Connors owned one of the most prestigious talent agencies in Los Angeles, The Samantha Connors Agency. She needed a place to unwind every day and on this very morning, she yearned for this solitary moment away from her demanding job. With her girl-next-door looks and southern charm, Samantha could turn a head or two when she walked into a room. As Sam ran past the ranger’s station, her blonde ponytail swished in the morning breeze. She sprinted across the reservoir bridge and glanced down at the City of Angels below. It gave her such a thrill. Hollywood was her home now, and she loved it. Samantha was living the dream. She still couldn’t believe that the girl from North Carolina had made it in one of the most powerful cities in the world. She never took her good fortune for granted. Her hard work had paid off and she had come a long way in twenty years. But Hollywood hadn’t always been good to Samantha. When she first arrived in Southern California with dreams of becoming an actress and of stardom, she could barely pay the rent on her rundown studio apartment, much less find an agent herself and land auditions. Samantha never forgot those years of struggle and frustration. Those tough times had given her character, and because of her solid southern upbringing, those difficult years instilled in her the strength to succeed, no matter what obstacles stood in her way.

Samantha grew up in Asheville, North Carolina, the only child born to John and Carolyn Connors. They were hardworking North Carolinian’s who believed that one should learn the value of a dollar at a young age, so Samantha got a job at a local ice-cream parlor and worked every summer while she was in high school. She saved almost every penny she earned from that job which she used to help pay her own way to Salem College, a prestigious all-girls school in Winston-Salem. Not the partying type, Samantha preferred studying and graduated at the top of her class. As an only child, she was very close to her parents and when her mother died of cancer, and her father soon after of a broken heart, she decided to make the move to Los Angeles. 

Right before her mother died, she had told Samantha to live her life to the fullest, to follow her heart and her dreams. And that dream had always been to become an actress. So, after her parents passed away, she never looked back. 

For Sam, dealing with her parent’s death was hard. Moving to L.A. was easy. And Lake Hollywood had been her friend through it all. It was like therapy for her. When she grieved for her parents, she would head to the lake and when she got homesick, which was often, the serenity of the calm water helped her get through those lonely times. The reservoir was home to Sam.

Sam ran faster along the trail, then slowed down and glanced up at the famous Hollywood sign. It stood there like the master of ceremonies for the runners and walkers as they made their way around the lake. The epic landmark always made Samantha smile. She had seen that sign in so many films and television shows when she was young and to actually see it in person every day was still so exhilarating. The regulars waved as they passed Samantha with their eyes hidden behind their sunglasses and baseball caps. Liam Hemsworth always said hello as he jogged the lake. He was like a God, statuesque, a perfect specimen. And she often saw Sandra Bullock as she was a regular at the reservoir. Samantha completed her usual five-mile run and made her way up the steep hill to her red Porsche Boxster. She stopped to tie her shoelace but as she leant over Sam felt a shove in her back. 

“Ouch!” Samantha blurted out, lurching forward. “Watch where you’re going!” she snapped, turning to see who the heck had just bumped into her. Samantha looked up to see a tall, dark-haired man of about forty-five with a very toned physique.

“God! I’m so sorry! Let me help you up,” the man said in a rather deep, resonant tone, holding out his hand while his eyes locked onto hers. “I was texting on my phone, and I wasn’t looking. Totally my bad. Please, forgive me.” 

Sam unclenched her teeth and relaxed her frown upon seeing the handsome stranger who had just nearly flattened her. His chiseled features and lean muscled body caused her to instantly forget his clumsiness. 

“Oh, that’s okay,” she smiled, brushing her blonde hair off her face. “I’m fine,” she replied, reaching up and taking his outstretched hand. The man pulled her back up onto her feet. 

“Here, let me get the door for you,” he continued politely, grabbing her car door handle. Sam bounced up on her toes. Whatever pain she felt was now long gone. 

“Oh, thanks.” 

“Beautiful ride,” the man added, admiring her car as Sam sank behind the wheel into the tanned leather driver’s seat. “I’ve always wanted a Porsche but they’re not the kind of car to have in a New York winter.” Sam snapped her seatbelt on and glanced up at him again.

“New York? Nope. But they’re perfect for L.A.” she smiled, lowering the khaki-colored convertible top on her car. “Maybe you should think about getting a sports car if you plan on sticking around SoCal.”

“Maybe I will,” the man shrugged his shoulders then smiled warmly. “Nothing quite beats a blonde in a red convertible.”

“You’re right, especially when I’m late for work,” Sam answered, deftly deflecting the compliment. She pulled a baseball cap on her head and tucked her ponytail underneath. “Well, I need to get going,” she announced, though she was really hoping to get the guy’s name before she drove away.

“Sure...yeah, of course,” he stammered, backing away from her car so she could leave without driving over his foot. “And I need to get my run in, too,” he smiled back, still not volunteering his name. “Sorry again about smacking into you.” 

“Oh, that’s okay, I’m still in one piece,” Sam replied, with both hands on the steering wheel. “I’m Samantha by the way.” 

“Nice to meet you,” he replied, feeling slightly awkward. “I’m Patrick.”

Samantha put her car in drive. “Maybe I’ll see you again, Patrick?” 

“You never know...” Patrick smirked, as Samantha revved her engine and sped away.
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Thursday - 8 a.m. The thick L.A. smog engulfed the city of angels like the desperate lips of a chain smoker. It was a typical hectic morning commute for Samantha as her ruby red Porsche hugged the curves of leafy Laurel Canyon as it curled southwards down towards Hollywood. That was where Laurel Canyon mystically changed its street name to North Crescent Heights as it crossed Hollywood Boulevard before coming to a complete halt. Irrespective of the famous street names, this was rush hour in L.A. No one went to work before nine. This was the entertainment capital of the world, not corporate America. 

Samantha’s cell phone rang continuously with talent and studio execs buzzing in early to catch her before her hectic daily work schedule began. And today was no different. The demands of Hollywood were great with huge deals ready to be won and lost, and sometimes that could happen really fast. When a movie project got the green light, it was action stations in all departments of the industry. Samantha handled the non-stop calls with ease. Anyone else would have been frantic but not Sam. Her southern charm and patience were her virtues. She did wonder sometimes why she even had an office. Most of the time, the small space of her convertible seemed to work just fine. Samantha did twenty-five percent of her business in that one hour on the way to work.

The traffic on North Crescent Heights finally chugged into life again and she proceeded to take a right on Sunset Boulevard, left on La Cienega and then another right onto Wilshire Boulevard lined with its elegantly tall palm trees. But Wilshire was also in gridlock and her sports car came to another complete stop. Samantha was now running late for work and that bothered the heck out of her. Even though she was the boss, she liked getting to the agency before anyone else. Samantha moaned out loud and took a sip of her Starbucks mochaccino. She heaved a sigh. Looking at the line of stalled traffic in front of her and in her rearview mirror she knew that she wasn’t in North Carolina anymore. Her small hometown of Asheville now seemed light years away. Sam figured there had to be a wreck ahead or some roadwork. Or maybe the writers were on strike again? Whatever the reason for the hold up, she had things to do, meetings to attend, temperamental actor’s egos to massage and more contracts to handle. Her back-to-back calls were the only thing preventing her from crawling out of her skin. 

The traffic jam was just getting worse. Car horns were now going off in every direction. Now everyone was getting impatient. Only in L.A. could a traffic jam look more like a posh car show. There must have been millions of dollars’ worth of luxury cars lined up and down Wilshire Boulevard. There was no point calling the office because no one would be there so she checked in with a few casting directors to see what might be on their books. After sitting at Wilshire and Doheny for what seemed like three lifetimes, the silver BMW convertible in front of her started to edge forward. “Thank goodness,” Sam muttered, as she finished up a call. The upscale vehicles were now moving at a normal pace. She put her coffee back in the cup holder and shifted from neutral into first gear but there was a loud clunk. Something was stuck. 

“Crap! Come on, baby,” Sam encouraged the car like talking to an uncooperative child. In her rearview mirror she could see a dark blue Tesla coming at her full throttle from behind, “God, you can do it, come on!” Sam yelled as she yanked at the gearstick but it wouldn’t budge. “I just had you serviced for this! This shouldn’t be happening!” Sam yelled, putting her foot on the pedal and praying for her life as the Tesla showed no sign of slowing down. She closed her eyes as her Porsche putted slowly forward. Her car wasn’t moving fast enough. “God, no. Please. Don’t hit me!” she screamed, closing her eyes and hoping she would be spared. 

Baaaamm! 

Sam’s head shot forward then whipped backwards, jerking her neck. Her driver’s airbag burst open and bounced her head back into the headrest again. At least the airbag had softened her blow. God, is my neck broken? 

Her imagination was getting the better of her because the Tesla really hadn’t been going as fast as it had appeared. But her mind continued to think the worst. Her calm demeanor had been destroyed. Her beautiful red Boxster now wore the front of the blue Musk made EV on its taillights. Sam was shaken up as she opened her eyes and felt the back of her neck. Coming out of the initial shock, she felt her arms, the top of her head and checked that all her limbs were still attached. So far, so good. She was still in one piece, even though her neck hurt like hell. So did her back. 

Tap! Tap! Tap! 

A man’s knuckles knocked on her driver window. A good-looking, overly tanned older man leaned down to look inside her vehicle. Sam glanced up at him, but the glare of the bright L.A. sun blinded her. She reached for her now bent Gucci sunglasses, buried under the huge white airbag. She placed them crookedly over her eyes and opened the window. 

“Sam? Is that you?” the older man anxiously asked. “Oh, God, Sam, I’m so sorry...are you okay?”

“I was until you slammed into me,” Sam groaned, still not fully aware of her surroundings or who was actually talking to her. The haze started to lift from her brain, and she finally realized that she had just been fender-bendered by one of her top talents, an actor named Clint Matthews who had starred in several Hollywood blockbusters and had a ton of movie credits to his name.

“Weird coincidence. I was actually on my way to see you,” Clint explained. 

“Well, you found me,” Samantha replied sarcastically, surprised she could still find her sense of humor. She gingerly got out of her car and slowly straightened up. Still clutching her sore neck, she walked back to the rear of her car to examine the damage Clint had caused. “You could have at least called first and warned me you were coming in today. I would have stayed home.” 

“Really sorry, Sam,” Clint blurted. 

They both stared at the smashed in driver’s side rear end. “Oh, Jesus Christ, Clint! Look what you did to my car.”

“I know. I should have just called you. But I wanted to tell you in person,” Clint mumbled with a nervous grin. His white veneers glowing against his fake tan.

“Tell me what? That you were planning on wrecking my car?” Samantha rubbed the back of her neck again. Clint grew nervous and took a step back from her car. 

“No...It’s just that I’m changing things up.”

“Good for you, Clint whatever the heck that means. Guess I need to call LAPD to get this on record for my claim,” Sam frowned.

“We don’t need to call the cops. Hell...aww...I may as well tell you now.”

“Tell me what?” Sam was getting seriously annoyed with Clint and his lack of any sense of remorse, and no apology.

“I’ve signed with another agent. Sorry,” Clint sheepishly blurted out. That got Sam’s attention. Did he just say what I thought he said? Sam thought, replaying Clint’s words in her head but she was still too shaken up to fully grasp his unwelcome news. Clint stood anxiously waiting for a snarky response from Samantha but instead she remained calm though inside she was boiling. Damn it, she thought to herself, Clint can’t be divorcing me. I nurture all my actors, especially Clint, and this is all the thanks I get? Just like that? No, thank you. No champagne and roses, just a sore neck from a car wreck to remember me by? 

“Clint, you know what? You’re right. It was time for you to move on...good luck to you,” Sam said flatly, staring straight into Clint’s eyes and trying to disguise her pain not only in the back of her neck but also in her heart. She cared about her talent, and she liked representing Clint. They had been a great team. But he had just turned seventy and there weren’t too many scripts around for his type right now. Hollywood was fickle. It loved courting the young and the beautiful and unfortunately, Clint was way past his prime in the industry’s eyes. The roles just hadn’t been coming in for him in the past couple of years. Maybe it’s best that he moves on, Sam surmised. He’d been with the Connors agency a long time and they did have a very good working history together so she would try to remain cordial. Samantha held her hand out to shake his, but Clint disregarded her friendly gesture. Clint folded his arms and pouted.

“Is that it? Is that all you have to say after all these years?” He was such the sensitive type even though he played the tough guy on screen. He had hidden his gay lifestyle from the media with the help of Sam who’d protected him from the paparazzi and from having a forced coming out party. Sam knew Clint was now in a very misplaced sulk.

“Yes. That’s it. What’s the matter, Clint? Have I hurt your feelings? What about mine? And oh, I’ll be taking out twenty percent instead of ten on your last film for the damage that you did to my car. I’m sure that will be adequate compensation,” Samantha shot back. She got back into her banged up car and turned on the engine.

A surprised Clint stood in shock at his agent’s angry response. He didn’t care about the money really. Clint had millions. He just wanted Samantha to beg him to stay. “I thought you cared for me more than this,” his large ego doing the talking.

“Not anymore,” Samantha snapped. “That’s why you’ll be paying my chiropractic bills, my mechanics bill and any hospital bills.” 

Before Clint could respond, Sam put her wounded sports car in first gear and the engine stuttered. She hit the gas, and her car putted off, leaving him standing in the middle of Wilshire Boulevard thinking about his badly timed career decision. For some strange reason, Clint wasn’t the only actor to abruptly leave her agency in the last two weeks. Even with Samantha’s impeccable reputation, it was becoming an odd occurrence that she couldn’t put her finger on. It worried her, but Samantha knew that some actors had larger than life egos, no matter how much she did for them. They were just plain fickle and when it came to older actors, many were living on past glories and not ready for a reality check. Sam had been at the top of her game for years but now but with this odd exodus of talent she was starting to doubt herself. She didn’t care which agency Clint was moving to and didn’t care but she was thinking she might have to consider downsizing her offices if this unexplainable trend continued. Clint had been her hottest client for a while, pulling in several million a picture for many of the roles he landed. Sure, she had other big-name actors but no one who you could call a movie star in the old sense of the word. Clint was a star name, for sure. Other agents had been snooping around him for years, but he had never taken their until now. But Samantha wasn’t about to let Clint know that it bothered her. That’s show business for you - no loyalty.
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Samantha’s car putted sadly and slowly into her reserved parking space at The Samantha Connors Agency located at 8383 Wilshire in Beverly Hills.  She put her car in park and glanced at her disheveled appearance in the mirror. “God, look at me,” she gasped, touching the small shiner on her right cheek where the air bag had exploded in her face. “Owe, that stings,” Samantha winced. I can’t see clients looking like this, she thought, fumbling for her Chanel powder compact in the abyss of her red leather Gucci handbag. “Finally. There you are,” she sighed with relief, dabbing some powder on the purplish bruise. The Chanel lip-gloss that she had applied before she left her house was now smeared over her lip line and her long blonde wavy curls were now flat and lifeless. She tussled her hair with her hands and yelped. “Ouch,” she frowned, rubbing the back of her neck. Sam continued to spruce herself up, dabbing more high gloss to her lips before grabbing her phone and calling her office. Brandy, her assistant of ten years answered immediately. 

“Sam, where are you?” Brandy asked in a worried tone. “It’s almost ten o’clock.”

“I know,” Samantha groaned. “I’ve been in a little fender bender, but I’m fine,” she reassured her before Brandy could freak out. “Could you please call my mechanic and chiropractor for me?”

Brandy could hear the stress in Sam’s voice. She’d worked with Sam for long enough to know that the wreck was probably worse than Samantha was letting on. “Are you sure you’re okay?” 

“I’m fine, I promise,” said Samantha through pursed lips. She didn’t want Brandy to worry about her. “One visit to my chiropractor and I’ll be good as gold.” 

Brandy knew better but appeased her boss anyway. “Alright...if you say so. I’ll make you an appointment with Dr. Fari asap.” 

“Thanks,” Sam sighed. “I’ll be there in a few after I get myself together.”

“Okay. I’ll hold your calls but the mochaccino I had waiting for you has gotten cold.” 

“That’s the last of my worries right now,” Sam replied, despite the niggling pain in her neck. The thought of chocolate did make her mood a little brighter.  Samantha checked her appearance one last time in the mirror before getting out of the car, Okay, I’m ready as I’ll ever be, she told herself, reaching for her black leather tote in the passenger’s seat, which now wore the remains of her coffee and smelled more like caffeine than leather. She grabbed her phone from the cup holder, dropped it into her bag before carefully getting out of the car and walking toward the entrance to the prestigious office building. As she approached the door, her stiletto heel caught the curb and she stumbled, sending her tote full of contracts onto the floor. “Damn! Damn! Damn it!” Samantha exclaimed, frantically gathering up the papers from the ground. 

“Need some help?” a calm male voice echoed from behind her.

“Uh, yes,” Samantha stuttered, still fumbling with the scattered paperwork. “Thank you so much.”

“No problem,” the male voice answered in a familiar tone and leaned down beside her to help her gather the mess of strewn contents of her bag. Samantha glanced over her shoulder at the good Samaritan’s face and did a double-take. It was Patrick.

“Oh, it’s you again.” 

“Samantha?” Patrick laughed in disbelief. “I don’t believe it! What are the odds of running into you twice in two days?” Samantha seemed pleased to see the mystery man again after their chance run-in by the lake, despite her disheveled appearance.

“I know, this is crazy!”

Patrick peered at Samantha’s bruised cheek. “I hope you punched the person back who did that to you.” 

Samantha smirked. “Oh, I had a little accident on Wilshire this morning but I’m fine,” she reassured him just as she felt another twinge in her neck.

“I’m sorry to hear that, let me carry your things for you and walk you to wherever you’re going.” Patrick took her tote bag and extended his hand to help her up.

“Thanks. I’m heading up to my office,” Samantha said, gladly taking his hand and standing up. “I’ll just consider you carrying my tote as payback for bumping into me yesterday.”

Patrick grinned. “That’ll work, but whoever rear-ended you owes you big time.” 

“Don’t worry. I know the guy and he owes me in more ways than one,” Samantha quipped as they walked together to the main entrance.

Patrick raised an eyebrow. “You know the guy that hit you?” 

“Yep,” Sam replied, as Patrick held the door open for her. “All too well. It’s a long boring story.” 

“That’s curious,” Patrick frowned, “But at least you know the two jerks that bumped into you in the last 48 hours. And don’t forget, I knocked you down first.” 

“I guess that should have been my sign. I shouldn’t have gone to work today,” Sam added in a sarcastic tone as they both headed towards the elevators. “They say it comes in threes, I hope that’s not true.” 

An elevator door opened and Patrick followed Sam in. “I can take it from here,” Samantha said reaching for her tote. “I’m sure you need to be on your way.”

“Nope.” Patrick replied. “I’m headed up to the top floor, so I’ll hold on to your bag for you. Which floor are you going to?” Samantha raised her eyebrows and ignored his question as she tapped an elevator button. 

“The penthouse?” She was now more intrigued with whom Patrick was going to see. “I thought that floor was empty.”

“Not anymore,” he chuckled, not volunteering any more information than that. The elevator stopped at the eighth floor. 

“Well, we’re at my floor,” Samantha announced, as the elevator doors opened and she took her tote bag from him and started walking away but still glancing back.

“Interesting,” Patrick smiled, eyeballing the sleek furniture and modern art that decorated the upscale reception area of The Samantha Connors Agency.

“You’re now free of your escorting duties,” Samantha called back as the elevator doors closed. Patrick stuck out his foot to stop the doors closing. Something had caught his eye. He’d noticed the name on the wall behind the receptionist.

“Hey!” Patrick called out. Samantha stopped and turned back around to face him. She knew this was coming and it was about time. He was about to ask her out for dinner, or drinks at the very least. She gave him an all-knowing look. 

“Yes?” she answered, coyly.

“You’re not Samantha Conners, are you?” It caught Sam off guard.

“Yes...why?” Samantha replied, now curious.

Patrick’s smiling demeanor turned serious. “I’ve just heard a lot about you,” he replied in a sudden rather formal tone.

“Yeah, I’m big on both coasts,” Sam quipped, remembering that he was from New York. Patrick didn’t laugh. He remained serious and somewhat bothered. He pulled his foot away from the elevator door and it slowly started to close. 

“I’m running late, too. I hope you feel better soon.”

“Okay. Thanks, I guess,” Samantha frowned, standing outside the entrance of her office reception area like an abandoned child. Well, that turned weird, she thought to herself.  Samantha threw her hands up in disbelief. She had intimidated lots of men in her life, but never like this. This had been one bizarre turn of events. She had never seen a guy’s personality change on a dime like this before. He must have been late for an appointment, or something, Samantha told herself. 

Brandy came hurrying down the hallway to greet her boss. “Perfect timing,” she smiled, handing Samantha a freshly brewed mochaccino. “Here, boss, I’ll take that.” She took the heavy bag from Sam. “You need to have that shiner on your cheek checked out.” 

“It’s just a little bruise,” Samantha sighed, glancing over her shoulder to see if Patrick had decided to come back and explain himself. “I’ll just put a little more concealer on it and no one will notice it.” 

Samantha sipped her coffee and walked with Brandy into her beautiful contemporary office. Even with the stunning view of the Hollywood Hills and the famous Hollywood sign through the floor to ceiling windows, it was a very clean and stylish workspace. Two white leather sofas, large glass desk and coffee table, covered in trade publications and a white stitched leather high-backed executive swivel chair that would not have looked out of place in a Rolls-Bentley. “This sure hasn’t been the best of days,” Sam snarked, trying to stay positive but struggling to get her head around the events of the morning. “My car’s bashed in and on the blink, my neck is out of whack and now Clint Mathews has left me for some bullshit reason.” 

Brandy placed Samantha’s Gucci bag on her glass desk. “I know,” Brandy solemnly confirmed without missing a beat, “he’s an idiot.”

“So, you already knew about Clint leaving?” Samantha prodded like a detective, not understanding how her assistant could already know about Clint’s departure since Sam hadn’t mentioned it until now. Brandy pulled The Hollywood Reporter out from under a stack of magazines, threw it down on Samantha’s glass top desk and opened it to page three. ‘A-lister Clint Matthews moves to The Wright Agency’ read the headline. Brandy didn’t have to say a word. The entertainment industry bible said it all. Samantha snatched the magazine from her desk and studied the article. “Who in the hell is The Wright Agency?” she barked. “I know everyone in this town so why haven’t I heard of this agency? Where’s Wilma when I need her?” Sam asked, staring down at a picture of her mentor and former talent agency partner, Wilma Morgan, sitting on her desk like a guardian angel. Wilma was a legend.

“Oh, some guy from New York moved here and quietly opened up shop,” Brandy informed her, pointing to a picture of a good-looking man on the next page of the weekly magazine. “See, here he is.” 

Samantha glanced down at the photo. “Oh, my God!” she cried. “That’s Patrick!”  

“You know him?” Brandy sneered.

“Yes, unfortunately,” Sam fumed. It now all makes sense, she thought to herself. No wonder he froze when he realized who I was. Or maybe he knew who I was the entire time and was just trying to butter me up for the fall. Patrick had stolen her best client right from under her very own nose. Sam didn’t like to lose, so Patrick better get ready.

“Tell me more,” Brandy asked, sitting down in the chair in front of Samantha’s desk, waiting patiently for her response. Samantha paced the floor. She glanced around her fancy office and admired all that she had built. Photographs of A-list actors lined the walls, while framed pictures of her and Wilma Morgan at the Screen Actors Guild Awards, the Golden Globes and The Oscars decorated her desk. She smiled inwardly as her eyes stopped on the treasured photograph of her deceased parents. They would have been so proud of me, she thought. Their little Samantha Conners, from North Carolina had built an empire in Hollywood with the help of her confidant, Wilma and no one was going to take that away from her. 

Samantha snatched up The Hollywood Reporter and noted The Wright Agency’s address at the bottom of the page. “So, the penthouse he was going to is his new office,” she muttered, “How convenient,” she continued in a one-way conversation with herself. Brandy was afraid to interrupt her boss’s understandably ill-tempered mood.

“I’m going to pay Mr. Wright a little visit,” Sam announced sternly and grabbing her copy of the trade magazine. Forgetting about her bad neck, she held her head up high and stormed out of her office like a soldier on a march. “He doesn’t know who he’s messing with.” Samantha rarely got mad but when she did it wasn’t pretty.  

“Are you sure you want to go up there?” Brandy asked, failing to block Sam’s exit.

“Oh, I’ve never been more sure in my life,” Samantha snapped, charging full speed ahead. Brandy knew that she wasn’t going to stop Samantha.

“What about your chiropractic appointment?” she shouted out to Sam as she stormed down the hallway.

“Oh, that can wait,” Samantha shot back, as she hurried toward the elevator that was conveniently waiting for her. Inside, Sam punched the button to the top floor, still steaming as it ascended. The elevator finally arrived at the penthouse level and Sam got off and marched towards the reception desk at The Wright Agency. Seeing the large shiny gold company name and logo in the lobby, Sam rolled her eyes. “So pretentious,” she muttered. She couldn’t hide her disgust for Patrick. With no holds barred, Sam stormed towards the receptionist.

“Can I help you?” a beautiful blonde ingénue asked politely, putting down her audition script. Samantha placed her hands on her hips and glared at her. 

“Why, yes you can,” she stated firmly. “I’m here to see Mr. Wright. I believe he’s expecting me, and if he’s not, then he damn well should be.” 

“Oh, okay. You can go on back then,” the unperturbed receptionist nodded, wanting to get back to her script. “You do know where his office is, don’t you?” she asked, pointing Sam in the right direction without further interrogation.

Sam headed down the long corridor, decorated with eye-popping contemporary paintings and passing several offices with busy agents working diligently at their desks. Sam eventually reached the opulent entrance to Patrick Wright’s office at the end of the hall. She turned her nose up at the stunning view of the famous Hollywood sign that stared back at her through the glass door. Sam’s frustration and anger mounted. Patrick Wright had not only stolen her talent, but he also had one of the best office addresses in Beverly Hills. Without knocking, Sam flung open the door to his office and walked straight over to Patrick sitting comfortably at his desk, taking in the magnificent view and talking on the phone. “What the hell are you doing stealing my talent?” Sam barked, throwing The Hollywood Reporter down on his pristine desk. 

Patrick swiveled around in his chair at Samantha’s unexpected arrival. “Sorry, but I have to go,” he abruptly announced, ending his call. Samantha stood in front of Patrick’s desk like Wonder Woman about to kill the villain. 

“So, how much did you offer Clint?” Sam fumed, not letting Patrick get in a word. “Are you taking less commission from him? Is that why he left me?” 

Patrick watched Samantha’s lips flapping at him at record speed. Wow, she was not only gorgeous, he thought to himself as he watched her long, toned legs pace across the concrete floor, but she was also so strong and feisty. He loved those characteristics in a woman. He sat back in his chair and smirked. “Can I just say something?” he asked, enjoying her tirade. But Samantha wasn’t ready for him to have the floor. 

“No wonder you never told me your last name at the lake,” she snapped at him again, standing defiantly with her arms crossed at his desk. 

“Now, that’s not true,” Patrick blurted out, but Samantha’s rant wasn’t over just yet.

“You must have known who I was,” she continued, pointing her finger in his face. “You’re not going to beat me, Patrick Wright.” 

Patrick threw his feet up on the desk, reclined back in his swanky leather chair and smirked at Samantha’s Oscar worthy performance. He was now enjoying her little episode. “What are you laughing at?” Sam sneered. “This isn’t funny.” She locked eyes with his. “I guarantee that you won’t be laughing for long.”

“I gotta stop you,” Patrick interrupted, wiping the cheeky grin from his face. His aloof demeanor confused Sam. She wanted him to argue back. “Number one, I didn’t know you were the Samantha of The Samantha Conners Agency until this morning and number two, I didn’t steal Clint Matthews.” 

Samantha sat down in the leather chair in front of his desk. “I don’t believe you,” she pouted. “Clint would never just up and leave me.”

“Well, I’m sorry, but he did,” Patrick responded diplomatically. “It’s business, Samantha, nothing else.” 

Samantha wasn’t ready to take him at his word. “Well, the way you go about business Mr. Wright is downright filthy and dirty. You should be ashamed of yourself.” Patrick stood up and peered down at Samantha. His six-two frame towered over her like King Kong. He looked more like a Hollywood actor that should be starring in an action film than the owner of a talent agency. He is a sight for sore eyes even if he is my rival, Samantha thought. She couldn’t help but be taken in by his manliness. 

“The one thing I’m not is a liar,” Patrick shot back. His voice full of sincerity. “Are we finished now?” he asked, walking over to the door and opening it for Samantha to leave. “I need to get back to work.”  

Sam was not ready to end the conversation. “If you cross me again, you’ll be sorry.” She glared coldly at him, walking toward the door. 

“I’ll keep that in mind, Miss, or is it Mrs. Conners?” Patrick asked coyly.

“What the hell has that got to do with anything?” 

Patrick smiled as he closed the glass door closed behind her. He leaned back in his chair and once again took in the amazing view of the Hollywood Hills. So far, he thought to himself, Hollywood is shining much brighter than New York. He was fitting in just fine.
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​CHAPTER 4
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“So?” Brandy started, as Samantha walked back into her office. She could tell by Samantha’s expression that it didn’t go well. “What happened?” Brandy prodded, handing Samantha a stack of messages from studios, casting directors and actors. Samantha sifted through the yellow sticky notes and sat down at her desk. 

“Nothing,” she lied, acting like she was talking to someone who couldn’t see through her stressed persona. Brandy wasn’t buying it. 

“You’re saying that nothing happened between you and the guy that you were preparing to take down a few minutes ago?”

Samantha tossed the messages aside. “He must know that I date Sebastian. Everyone does,” she muttered, still distracted from her confrontation with Patrick. 

Brandy stood over Samantha and raised her eyebrows. “I’m sorry, did I miss something? Didn’t you give it to that jerk?”

“I sure did!” Samantha replied, staring dreamily out the window. “Patrick knows not to mess with me ever again.” 

“Well, that’s a relief,” Brandy replied, remembering how good-looking Patrick Wright was from his picture in the Hollywood Reporter. “So, why are you talking about your dating situation?” she pressed, knowing good and well that Samantha wouldn’t let Patrick’s good looks cloud her judgment. Samantha snapped out of her dreamy state. 

“Because I think that Patrick Wright is a liar, and he knows more about me than he’s been letting on.” Sam was right. All of Hollywood knew that she was dating Sebastian Platt
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