
  
    [image: Limelight]
  


  
    
      Limelight

    

    
      
        David Neth

      

    

    
      
        [image: DN Publishing]
      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, organizations, places, events, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.

      

        

      
        Limelight

        Copyright © 2016 by David Neth

        East Pembroke, NY
        

        www.DavidNethBooks.com

      

        

      
        Publisher: David Neth

        Editing: Amy Maddox of the Blue Pencil

        Cover Design: Jason Neth

      

        

      
        All rights reserved. No portion of this book may be reproduced in any form, except for reasonable quotations for the purpose of reviews, without the author’s written permission.

      

        

      
        ISBN: 978-0-9905177-6-4

      

        

      
        First edition

      

        

      
        www.DavidNethBooks.com/Newsletter

      

        

      
        Follow the author at

        Facebook

        Twitter

        Instagram

      

      

    

  


  
    Contents


    
      
        
          Limelight

        

      

      
        
          More by the author

        

        
          About the Author

        

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Limelight

          

        

      

    

    
      What are we doing?” Jay asked Michael, his bodyguard. He stretched in his seat to see the traffic in front of them.

      Michael looked at Jay in the rearview mirror and said, “I think there’s an accident up ahead.”

      It was bumper-to-bumper traffic for as far as Jay could see. There was no way he was going to make it to his show on time. His manager, Greg, was going to kill him.

      It was his fourth and, luckily, final stop of the day and he had been late to every one. He had had a late night and of course he had to start his day at the gym. Six percent body fat and washboard abs didn’t just happen on their own. An investment into his body was an investment into his career.

      He tried to remember where exactly he was going. His guess was on some late night talk show. After all the traveling he did in the last few months, it was hard enough to know what city he was in, let alone the next thing on his schedule. Whoever thought doing a string of tour dates on top of promo was a good idea obviously never lived it.

      Jay wished he had his cigarettes with him. The record label recommended he quit smoking so he didn’t ruin his voice. He didn’t think smoking had any effect on his voice. If anything, the bottle of whiskey he finished off the night before is what was causing the rasp. Jay thought it added texture. The label saw it as a liability to his career. Still, he didn’t think anyone gave Nat “King” Cole any slack for his chain smoking habits.

      The stress of the traffic made him crave a smoke.

      “Hey, man, do you got any smokes?” Jay asked Michael.

      Pulling forward a few feet before stopping yet again, the driver looked in the rearview mirror at Jay. “I’m sorry, sir, I don’t. I wouldn’t be able to allow you to smoke in the vehicle anyway. Company policy.”

      Jay sat back in his seat, dissatisfied. He flipped through his phone. Besides his band, a few friends, and some family, he didn’t have many people he talked to. Part of the reason was that he was so busy; the other part was that he was an asshole. He knew it, but didn’t care. He’d rather lay the cards on the table instead of biting his tongue.

      Jay’s publicist told him to just smile and nod if he didn’t have anything nice to say. He found it was harder to do in practice. To the rest of the world, he was the charmer. To the few who knew him he was a loose canon. His label made his last two assault charges disappear before they went public. Still, the rumors flew.

      Michael finally inched his way closer and closer to an exit and soon they were cruising down Sunset Boulevard. Within minutes, they reached the studio.

      Jay waited for Michael to come around to his door to let him out. Once the door was open, he was bombarded with flashing lights and the sound of screams. Most of the screams were from the teenaged girls who idolized him, but there were a few women who were only there to personally tell him how horrible of a person he was. He saw the posters at his shows. He knew what they thought about him.

      Signing over the booklet from his latest CD to one girl—he thought her name was Amy, but she might’ve said Katie—her mother decided to join in with the protests.

      “Do you hit your wife like you beat up that man in Atlanta?”

      “Mom, stop,” Amy or Katie whined.

      Jay scribbled his name and passed it back to the girl. He flashed a smile to the mother—per his publicist’s instruction—and moved on to the next group.

      Still, the mother persisted.

      “Just because you were able to pay him off doesn’t make you any better of a person. Money can’t buy you everything.”

      Jay’s temper boiled and he looked right in the mother’s eyes. “Why don’t you shut up? You don’t even know what you’re talking about.”

      The building’s security stepped between them and Jay’s bodyguard pulled him away.

      When Jay got inside, he realized he was in an office building, not a TV studio. Was he wrong?

      “This way, sir,” Michael pointed toward the elevator.

      In the elevator, Jay called his manager, Greg.

      “Where am I supposed to be right now?” It was a stupid question, but one that got asked a lot.

      Greg sighed and answered, “KTSA, it’s a radio station. You have a radio interview. Where are you now?” Jay could almost picture Greg closing his eyes and rubbing his forehead—his usual expression when it came to Jay.

      “I guess I’m at the station,” Jay said. “I’m not really sure. I thought I was on Jay Leno or something?”

      “No, that’s tomorrow,” Greg droned. “Come on, get organized! You were supposed to be on the air fifteen minutes ago! The producer has been calling me to see where you are!”

      “Yeah, yeah,” Jay ignored him. He didn’t even bother to tell him about traffic. It wouldn’t have mattered. They’d been through it before. Greg wasn’t the best manager—by that, it meant that he and Jay often argued. Jay had been meaning to find a new one. Maybe after this album cycle.

      “Look, I really think you should get—” Greg started to lecture, but Jay ended the call and put his phone back in his pocket. He was going to suggest an assistant. Jay had tried that. He fired her after the first day. She was too hot to have a platonic relationship with. Assault charges were one thing, sexual harassment was another.

      Once they were on the right floor, Michael announced Jay’s arrival. One of the producers glared at Jay and said, “You’re late. Follow me.” Jay walked in and got set up with a mic and headphones after the “On-Air” light kicked off.

      The DJ introduced himself, but for the life of him, Jay couldn’t remember his name two minutes after he met him. It didn’t matter. He met about a dozen DJ’s, talk show hosts, and reporters in an average week.

      The interview started off pretty boring. The same questions were asked in almost every interview. With the exception of a few random ones, Jay could pretty much predict how the interview would go.

      First, he would be introduced based on his accolades: Grammy winner, platinum artist, anything that boosted his credibility—step one. Then they would go into what he was currently working on, an album, a tour, a new single, a guest appearance in a movie or TV show, upcoming performances, anything that put him in the limelight—step two. Sometimes the interview would end there, but often times they would talk about his personal life, asking about his romantic situation—which his publicist told him to keep strictly to Heather, his wife. That was step three.

      He was married, technically. It was more of a publicity stunt. He and actress Heather Garrison were dating for a while, but when they wanted to break up, their publicists suggested they didn’t. Instead, their solution was to get married. Fans loved them, branding their relationship “Jeather,” which Jay hated with a passion. Jay popped the question after a supposed “romantic” weekend in Italy. What really happened was Heather spent her time at the beach while Jay drank through the mini-bar. Their teams milked the attention for all it was worth. Suddenly, they were doing promo together to talk about their engagement. PDA to the max.

      The guest list for the wedding was decided by the wedding planner their publicists hired. Jay’s own mother was added as an afterthought. As long as most of the A-list celebrities came, it didn’t matter. The wedding pictures were sold to People magazine for an absurd amount—which helped Jay keep those few lawsuits quiet.

      The whole thing reignited their careers. Album sales were up. Jay was suddenly selling out arenas. Meanwhile, Heather was sought after by the best directors and paired with the hottest actors. Their lives were made.

      Minus the whole wedded bliss thing.

      At the time, Jay’s second album wasn’t selling as well as his first and he needed something to hold onto the spotlight. Heather’s latest movie was a box office flop and she needed something to give her more credibility as well.

      In the year and a half since they got married, whatever love they had for each other was completely gone. They were just two people living separate lives, claiming to be in love
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