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  Author's Note


My Daze With the Dark Muse is told in first person POV. Most of the book is in Journal format. 
This Book is not for the faint of heart.
If you wish to go in blind please skip to the First Chapter. Please remember this is a work of fiction. I do not condone any of the actions or situations which take place between the characters in the story. If you wish to go in blind, please remember that this is a work of fiction and you have been warned. 
Trigger warnings are on the next page if you wish to see them.






  
  Trigger Warning


This book is not for the faint of heart. 

This story is strictly a work of fiction and has open-door smut.

The following are trigger warnings, but some may not be included.

Attempted Murder

Cheating 

Open Door Spice

FFMF

FMF

Suggestive Language

Drug Use

Verbal Abuse

Threats

Mother Abandonment

PTSD

Sexual Innuendo
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Sex Addiction

BDSM

Attempted Rape

Physical Abuse

Child Injury

Prostitution

Bribery

Sex Parties








  
    
      Contents

    

    
      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        PROLOGUE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        BEFORE REHAB
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        1.
        
        LET’S BEGIN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        2.
        
        TEACH ME
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        3.
        
        FAME, TABLOIDS, AND THE EXES
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        4.
        
        ONCE AGAIN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        5.
        
        PITY PARTY FOR ONE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        6.
        
        VANILLA GETS BORING
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        7.
        
        NOT THE MONSTER, BUT THE HERO
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        8.
        
        I SAW HER FACE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        9.
        
        UNDER HER SPELL
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        10.
        
        NEEDS AND DESIRES
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        11.
        
        WHAT A PARTY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        12.
        
        A WOMAN OF MEANS
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        13.
        
        HEYDAY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        14.
        
        MISS HIGH AND MIGHTY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        15.
        
        CONTROL
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        16.
        
        YOU REMIND ME
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        17.
        
        TRINITY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        18.
        
        FIRST GIG
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        19.
        
        THEY SHOULD UNDERSTAND
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        20.
        
        WHO’S THE DISTRACTION?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        21.
        
        ANGER IS AN ENERGY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        22.
        
        THE ONE WHO GOT AWAY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        23.
        
        LOST
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        24.
        
        FEEL THE EUPHORIA
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        25.
        
        I’M SO SORRY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        26.
        
        THE KING
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        27.
        
        PRAISE ME
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        28.
        
        SERVICE PLEASE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        29.
        
        FAME COST
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        30.
        
        WOULD I HAVE LISTENED?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        31.
        
        THE SPECTACLE OF THE BULLSHIT
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        32.
        
        THE COVER OF THE ROLLING STONE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        33.
        
        MY WORST NIGHTMARE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        34.
        
        NEVER GET CAUGHT WITH YOUR PANTS DOWN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        35.
        
        MORE OF A PRISON THAN JAIL
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        36.
        
        I JUST CALLED TO SAY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        REHAB
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        37.
        
        THEY SAY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        38.
        
        PEN AND PAPER
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        39.
        
        THE COST OF THE EMBRACE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        40.
        
        AWAITING MY SENTENCE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        41.
        
        FOURTH TIME’S THE CHARM
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        42.
        
        SMOKING HOT MESS
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        43.
        
        WE ALL FEEL ALONE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        44.
        
        MOMENT OF CORONATION
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        45.
        
        IF ONLY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        46.
        
        TEST ME
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        47.
        
        THINK OF THE BEAUTY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        48.
        
        OUR ARRIVAL
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        49.
        
        BEST ADVICE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        50.
        
        EMBRACING SOLITUDE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        51.
        
        HAPPY BIRTHDAY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        52.
        
        AFTER THE CALL
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        53.
        
        I’M THE MONSTER
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        54.
        
        HOW COULD SHE?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        55.
        
        BREAKING POINT
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        56.
        
        BEWITCHED BY A KISS
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        57.
        
        MAKING PLANS
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        58.
        
        COMMITMENT
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        59.
        
        HOPE FOR THE BEST
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        60.
        
        SO FORGIVING
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        61.
        
        READY TO TALK
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        62.
        
        SURPRISE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        63.
        
        A DIFFERENT PATH
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        64.
        
        A BETTER MAN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        65.
        
        THE WRONG CHOICE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        66.
        
        WHO AM I?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        67.
        
        SOUL BATTLE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        68.
        
        UNCONVENTIONAL FAMILY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        69.
        
        THE DOWNWARD SPIRAL
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        70.
        
        I WANT IT ALL
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        71.
        
        TEMPTATION
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        72.
        
        DON’T CALL ME DADDY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        73.
        
        WANNA GO SWIMMING?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        74.
        
        AM I A JOKE?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        75.
        
        A GLORIOUS RELEASE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        76.
        
        PREY FOR ME
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        77.
        
        MASTER OF SEDUCTION
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        78.
        
        DANGER ZONE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        79.
        
        FAITHFULLY?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        80.
        
        LIE TO ME
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        81.
        
        MY NEEDS
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        82.
        
        A NEW PERSPECTIVE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        83.
        
        SO SCREWED
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        84.
        
        THE END FOR NOW
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        85.
        
        NO PEACE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        86.
        
        THE TRUTH ABOUT THAT NIGHT
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        87.
        
        AT MY MERCY
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        88.
        
        I THINK I’M PARANOID
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        89.
        
        WHAT HAVE I DONE?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        90.
        
        WHERE ARE THEY?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        91.
        
        IS THIS HELL?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        92.
        
        DREAM OR MEMORY?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        93.
        
        HELLO OLD FRIEND
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        94.
        
        ALL IS FORGIVEN
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        95.
        
        SUNNY BEACHES
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        96.
        
        THE END…OR IS IT?
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        THE AWAKENING
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        97.
        
        WAKE UP!
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        98.
        
        I’M BACK
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        99.
        
        FINALLY FREE
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        100.
        
        A NEW LEAF
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        101.
        
        LET THE GOOD TIMES ROLL
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        102.
        
        LOOKING FOR SOMETHING NEW
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        103.
        
        TIME TO GET SERIOUS
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        104.
        
        THE STUDIO ISN’T THE SAME
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        105.
        
        TEMPTED
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        106.
        
        THE TRUE GAME-CHANGER
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Playlist
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Also By D M Needom
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        ABOUT THE AUTHOR
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  PROLOGUE


 4 August 1984


The goddess, for me, was much different. When I took her in, she gave me the feeling like no other could. She invaded my nostrils, quickly allowing the numbness to invade my sinuses. While she numbed me, the real ride began when she hit my mind.
Tristan had cued up the new tracks we’d laid down. The colors I saw as the music filled the room washed over me in waves. For the first time in a while, clarity beckoned to me with a laser-beam focus I usually couldn’t find. She heightened the sounds to a new level of intensity as she called to me again. I tried to resist the temptation, but I knew she would only give me more of a rush.
Bending down, I grabbed the rolled hundred and took another hit, this time finishing by rubbing a little on my gums. My teeth began to feel numb as the music grew louder. As I sat there, I wondered if I was hearing my bass playing or if it was the thudding of my heart.
Wait. This didn’t feel right. While I still had clarity and focus, there was something wrong with my body. I began to feel nauseous, and the bile rose in my throat. I wondered if maybe I’d inhaled too much of the goddess. But how that could have been, I didn’t know, because I could never get enough of her.
Tristan looked at me oddly. “Are you all right, mate?”
I wanted to answer, but the words wouldn’t come. My chest started to tighten as the blackness overtook me.


      [image: ]A word before I open my world to you. I understand some who read this may feel repulsion toward me. Some will think I’m a terrible human being, but in all honesty, who are they to judge? No one’s life is perfect, and for those who believe they are above judgment and morally untarnished, I’d call them liars.
We all have a dark side. A side we choose not to share. And that’s okay, but don’t act like it doesn’t exist. Don’t act like you don’t have a vice or that you’ve never had an impure thought. As I said before, I’d call you a liar.
So, the reason for this little criticism is that I felt I needed to prepare you for the journey I’m writing. There will be stories I’ll tell of certain events of my life. Some will say that isn’t how they recalled it, but so what? It’s my truth, not theirs. This is the reality I knew of these events. Sure, some say it’s just my perception, but realize it’s my truth too.
I want to say there will be days where this may seem flat-out boring because it’s about my day-to-day life. Trust me, loves: my life will never be as boring as yours. There will be days you’ll read my opinion on something, and it’s what I’m feeling at the moment. There will be days where I’ll tell you a story about an event or experience in my life. If this isn’t your cup of tea… well, sorry, but this is just an honest view of my life and my world.
Now I think you’re ready for the journey to begin.
–N







  
  BEFORE REHAB









  
  1
LET’S BEGIN



There is no need for me to purge my soul. However, in the past, my therapist has told me it’s an excellent tool for me. I’d love to say, “Who needs therapy?” but considering that I’ve been in rehab numerous times, I guess I do. Maybe I should finally get to the root cause of who I am, or perhaps it’s because of the bender I’ve been on. I suppose only time will tell.
Who am I? Well, wouldn’t you like to know? All in due time, as they say, but honestly, it wouldn’t be fair of me if I let you know. Personally, I’ve been warned that this is a bad idea even to mention who I once was. The press would have a field day.
Hmm…wait, that might give my career the boost it needs.
Nah, I’ve had enough bad publicity, I shouldn’t invite more. When all is said and done, I want this to be about the truth of the man I was. I’d like you to see that the Phoenix has risen from the rubble of his once-failed life, a life which was glorious at one time, yet, somehow, it all was taken away. Some would blame me for this demise, but… well, I don’t see it that way.
So, this is a new start, right? A way for me to atone for the wrongs I’ve done to others. That sounds nice, doesn’t it? That’s what this is supposed to be about: apologizing to all the people I’ve wronged.
When I think about it, though, I’m not sure I’ve done anything wrong. I just lived my life. I lived in the moment without regret. If I didn’t regret, then how did I end up alone, almost broke, with my child hating me? Hmm…good question.
When I think back to the early days, dropping out of school and working at the club seemed like the perfect plan. My best friend and I had a vision of what we wanted to create. While I loved punk music, I also loved funk. My real musical loves were Bowie, Queen, and Roxy. Mix that with the punk and funk, and we would create a sound that no one else would have. It would be ours and ours alone. While my friend and I could’ve stayed a duo, we wanted more. We wanted to be a group. A supergroup that would rule the world.
Ah, to be young and to have dreams. The one thing we didn’t ponder was what would happen after we have everything we ever wanted. No one considers that, do they? Do you think past, “I’m going to have several mansions on different continents, a fleet of luxury cars, a beautiful wife, and a hot mistress or two?”
You don’t know what the hell you’re going to do after you have everything you want. Life will be a piece of cake after that, right? There will never be a problem; it will always be exciting. You can just kick back and relax. I’ll never have to work another day in my life if I don’t want to.
Nice thought, but it isn’t the truth.
All right, I must admit as I write this that I’ve come to realize that I might have a regret or two. I guarantee my regrets aren’t the ones you would think.
I’m sure you’re thinking I must regret losing my kid. Honestly, she was a brat created by my exes, the one who gave birth and the other who raised her.
No, what I regret is that I’m broke. I still have some money coming in from royalties, but it’s a limited amount. If I could get my creative juices flowing, I might be able to resurrect some kind of career. Hmmm…how could I get those juices flowing? Does anybody have any ideas?
Mmm…sorry, I got lost in my thoughts.
It would’ve been much easier if I’d been successful in…no, I’d better not discuss that. That would give you an unfavorable opinion of me. Not to mention, it might bring some problems of the legal realm. So, I’ll just keep that to myself. It’s one of those things that my therapist thinks if I write about it, it will do me good and maybe give me forgiveness from my wife. However, right now, I really don’t care.
So, I’m rambling; you shouldn’t be surprised. Sometimes the mind is a little Swiss-cheesed from too much partying. I tried almost everything. Well, anything that didn’t involve a needle. I’m terrified of those. My preferred party favors throughout the years have been the three B’s: blow, booze, and blow jobs. Though I guess the last one might not be considered addictive. Then again...
Hmmm… back to the creative juices.
I’m sorry to end this so abruptly, but something’s come up that I need to take care of. I’ll tell you more another time. Until then.
– N






  
  2
TEACH ME




Well, here is the second day of this BS. What shall we discuss today? Maybe we shouldn’t discuss anything at all.
However, I feel forced to examine her as I find myself watching her parade her success in front of me. She isn’t doing it on purpose; it’s just part of the job.
Hmm…my wife has a new movie coming out. I’m sure you’d love to know her name, but I’m only going to give you a tease. For this little writing journey, she will be referred to as A for now.
You might be saying, “If you hold such animosity against her, why not tell the world who she is?” Well, it’s more about protecting me. If I told you who she was, then you might be able to piece things together and, well, we can’t have that.
I’m sure your next question is, “Why do you call her your wife if you’re not together?” Well, easy. You see, she is my ex, but we are still technically married. There are perks of being married to her, trust me. There is no reason to rush into a divorce.
She really surprised me. See, I figured she would’ve gone for the quickie divorce and moved on with her lover, John. Nah, not her. I guess she thinks she can try and save me like she did last time. Things are different, though. I’m not willing to conform to who she wants me to be. I guess the same is true for her. I suppose I knew that from the beginning.
Do you want to know something funny? I don’t even remember meeting my wife for the first time. There is photographic evidence of the meeting, and I allegedly hit on her. Why wouldn’t I have? She was a sixteen-year-old with perky tits who loved my music. Mmm…the fun we could’ve had…
But I’m sure John had something to do with cock-blocking me. After all, they were dating back then. However, I’d like to think that I had something to do with her giving up her virginity that weekend to him. She told me she lost it that night after the show in a hotel room in Dallas. Lucky her. At least it wasn’t some sleazy motel or backseat of a car. No, he allegedly went all out for her indoctrination into the world of sex.
I bet you’re wondering what my first time was like. I mean, I have a reputation that has been talked about by many. Plus, if I’m honest, you need to understand I wasn’t always the sex god that I am now. No, there was a time when I was painfully awkward with the ladies.
As I crawl deeper into this entry, I find myself wanting to tell you a story. Well, I want to tell you more than just one. I want to tell you all of the tales, saving the best story for last: the one of how I ended up where I am. Perhaps after you’ve heard all of them, you will see none of it’s my fault, or maybe I can see the truth behind the reason for all of it.
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It was sometime in 1979. I was older than most when I lost my virginity. Like I said, I was awkward. I was seventeen when it finally happened. Not too old by some standards, but too old for my own. Understand, though; once I did, I more than made up for lost time. Maybe it was my thick glasses or my scrawny body, but no one ever looked at me the way she did. It was a look I’d only seen in the nudie mags I tossed off to.
I’m getting ahead of myself.
So why had I waited so long? I mean, I could’ve picked anyone with a pulse, but I had standards. Honestly, I wanted something more than a warm body. Call me old-fashioned; I thought I wanted some transcendental connection. You know, maybe the first time should’ve been with someone I was in love with.
However, that wouldn’t be the case, and looking back, I’m perfectly fine with how it all went down. I have to say this woman truly changed my life. We’ll call her Cami; it’s only fair that she has a name to give credit where credit is due.
It all started one night long ago, when I was working at the club. Yes, the very same club the band would eventually be discovered at. On this night, we were still pretty much unknown. We hadn’t even played our first gig. The group, in fact, was just in the beginning stages, so that wasn’t helping me with the birds—or, as the Americans like to call them, the babes. There was more to my shame than just being a lowly busboy; I was still wearing my thick glasses and still going through the last of my puberty pimple angst. Thinking about it, I know there was a reason none of the chic women at the club ever looked in my direction. Trust me; it would take this night to begin my transformation. I wholeheartedly admit it took me some time to become the smooth, debonair man that I am now.
Cami didn’t care. The only requirement was that I had a dick. The bar was almost closed when she came out of nowhere. My hands were full with a bus tub, but that didn’t stop her from grabbing at the goods. I remembered being shocked and dropping the container. No one cared, as the pounding music drowned the noise out. She grabbed my arm and led me to a very dark corner and forced me up against the wall. Part of me wanted to stop her, but the growing bulge in my pants had other plans. She smiled wickedly at me before she began to fumble with my zipper. Her hand was in there in a matter of a minute. She was older and, oh, so wise. She was pumping me, and I grew harder in her hand. I tried to contain my excitement, but when she took me into her mouth, I lost it in a few moments. She didn’t care; she drank me down and smiled. When she finished, she stood up.
“First time?” she asked.
I nodded. I couldn’t think straight.
“What time do you finish up?”
“In about a half hour,” I responded, still shaken from the encounter.
“Would you like to come home with me, or will your folks be upset?” she asked, playing with my chin.
“I have a flat, so it’s not a problem,” I said, trying to seem as mature as I could.
“Sure, you do,” she said with a wink. “Meet me out front when you’re done, and we can have a little more fun. You know, to finish what we started.”
“Sure thing.”
I still remember being floored when she asked me to come home with her. That was a night I’ll never forget, because I genuinely lost my virginity. She had only gone to the club to dance and find a plaything for the night.
That night and for the next few months, I was her plaything of choice. I think she took pity on me, and I became her project. She helped me transform from the geeky busboy to the suave bassist that I am today.
Cami taught me how to fuck and to make love, because the two acts aren’t always the same. She taught me how to please a woman and what I liked. She opened up a world of passion, which inspired my creativity. I have to give her kudos, as she certainly knew how to get my juices flowing.
I felt good being with her. I was able to write music and play bass. I’d managed to put together some of the best bass lines I’d ever come up with at the time. In fact, I came up with the rhythm line for our biggest hit.
Maybe that’s why sex always got my creativity going. Yeah, I could write without it, but something about sex gets me going. There are other things as well, but sex is the most significant driving force.
So, Cami and I eventually drifted apart, and I broke it off. I hate to say it, but she taught me all I needed to know. When we started becoming successful, and models were serving themselves up to me, the small-town club girl lost her appeal.
Now, as I close this, some may say what she did to me at the club that night was rape. I don’t see it that way. I was a young guy, and it was thrilling just to be taken by a dominant woman. So, if anything, I’d thank her for changing my life.
While I liked to be dominated then, I find that I want to be in control more now. Kind of funny since I’m anything but in control when I’m tripping, but when it comes to sex, that is what I want. I want to dominate. I want to have power.
My wife doesn’t play that way. Every time I’ve tried to spice up our sex life, she freaks out. Although I guess I can’t blame her. I was a little forceful, but that’s what I like. I like a bit of the kinky stuff. Doesn’t everyone?
- N
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FAME, TABLOIDS, AND THE EXES




Idid it to myself. There was no reason for me to turn on that entertainment show, but I had to know if Ava was going to show up at the premiere with John. Although, I know just because they show up separately doesn’t mean they aren’t together. After all, she and I did the exact same thing before we announced to the world that we were dating. Just because we had a dalliance early on, she didn’t want the scrutiny of the world until we knew for sure. I guess if I’m honest; I let it slip that we were together in the first place. I wanted the press. Because we were linked, she gave my career a bump, and even now, it still does. The only difference is, now it isn’t a positive one. 
So, I guess you’re wondering if they were together. Not as far as I can tell. If anything, John’s fiancée had her claws so tightly into him that there was barely a photo op for Ava and him. How disappointing. I was so hoping for some longing looks, but there was nothing. If anything, my wife seemed to be just going through the motions of being there. I know when she’s acting for the cameras, even when most others don’t.
Watching the clip, I almost felt sorry for John; he looked absolutely miserable. Most in the media have speculated that the only reason he got engaged was that she tried to off herself. Even her suicide attempt seemed like a publicity stunt. His fiancée reminds me a lot of my first wife.
My first wife—we’ll call her Sil. She wasn’t a gold-digger, as she came from money. Her dad was a big-time television presenter in OZ. However, she had more than romance on her agenda; what she really had her sights on was fame. While she had it from being a teen pop singer, she wanted to be a world-famous singer and actress, not just a pop singer in the UK. I guess being famous was what the mutual attraction was. Sure, I was famous, but my career had stalled, and hers was red-hot in my home country of England.
I’m not even sure what I was thinking at that time. Sil was eight years my junior; one might wonder what I might have in common with someone that age. Looking back, I wonder as well, but the truth was, at the time, it was about having a good time. She made me feel like I was needed and that I was the greatest man ever to walk the earth. I suppose some would say she had daddy issues. Others would say I corrupted her, but the truth was, she was a party girl way before I ever entered the picture. If anything, she corrupted me more than I ever could damage her. The tabloids loved us when they broke the story.
We were the hottest scandal around. I think the first headline read something like, “Playboy Rock Star Dumps Supermodel and Moves on With Teenage Pop Tart Party Princess.” The shit they come up with. I wouldn’t complain, though; that headline gave my career a boost. It also gave my underaged fans hopes that they could take her place. I was once again the most handsome and desired of the band. The sad thing was that even though I picked a young bird, there was no chance in hell I’d fall for a fan back then. I have to say back then because ultimately, Ava was a fan—at least at one time.
I digress.
I learned early on how to work the gossip rags. My first appearance came when Cami posted some private, intimate pics of us and shared her story. She should’ve waited a bit, and the story would’ve gone worldwide. But no, she did it to be vengeful. I was shocked at the time, but then realized that the more famous I got, the more people would try to capitalize on their history with me to get their little slice of fame.
Back to Sil and I and the tabloids. The thing about tabloids is, a scandal only lasts so long. We would get an occasional mention, but it soon faded, and so did the career boost. By the time the notoriety began to calm down, she was pregnant, and I was living life in a constant drug high. Once she got pregnant, her partying ceased, and so did the fun. I was about done with the relationship, but I knew that since she was pregnant, I couldn’t leave. I had to be responsible, even though I wanted to run. I checked into rehab, got my life together, and then proposed. Sure, we tied the knot and moved to L.A., hoping to make a fresh start and have a happy family.
What a fucking idiot I was. I wasn’t perfect either, so I guess I got what I deserved from it. I mean, I married someone for the wrong reason, and there’s not much to say about that.
Sometimes I think back and wonder how the fuck I got there. Truth is, if I actually take a look at my life, I know how, and I admit I’m one hundred percent responsible for losing the woman of my dreams, Melinda. She was the woman I thought I would spend my life with. We were engaged; we just hadn’t set the date. That was my fault, because I kept putting it off. As much as I loved her, I know I wasn’t ready to commit, so I kept trying to sabotage our relationship. No matter how much I said I was going to change, I kept falling into bad habits. Some of those habits were other models that were her friends. I suppose that was a huge mistake right there, but maybe I was looking to get caught. Have her end it so I wouldn’t have to hurt her like I did Cami.
I don’t know why I did it. Maybe I shouldn’t have been doing drugs and being an ass. No matter how many times I told her I would stop, well, let’s just say, the plans we made never panned out. There would be no wedding or children, just a final goodbye.
I met Ava between Mel leaving and Sil. I think Ava recognized I was a game player, and even after I got Tristan to bring her to a video shoot, I only ended up blowing it all up because of Sil. I wish I wouldn’t have played those games; if I hadn’t, Sil wouldn’t have been a thought. Had Ava and I hooked up, she would be Renee’s biological mom. Well, maybe she would’ve been, but who’s to say, with her having those female problems with having kids. Either way, it didn’t happen, and Sil was a reality.
I guess the loss of Mel left me so empty and worthless, so when Sil entered my life, she made me feel good. She made me feel young. She liked to party and wanted to be seen; that was what I needed, or at least my ego did. I wanted to be seen, so people would know I was still on top, that I was famous. Looking back, I have to wonder why it mattered, or even why it still does.
However, think about what fame really is. Fame is power, and power is good, isn’t it? The more famous you are, the better the table you’ll get at a restaurant and the more free stuff you get just because someone is hoping that maybe you might mention their name or product. The more people who know your name, the more you’ll be stopped to ask for your autograph. There is no other feeling like hearing your name chanted by thousands of people. If I could only have one drug, fame would be it. There is nothing else like it. It fills your soul and energizes you.
However, fame is a lovely, fickle mistress, and when she leaves you—and know that she will—the cut will be as cold as they come. I know this, as there have been a few times in my career when she has betrayed me. When she does, there is a void left in her wake. When you have to ask a maître d’, “Don’t you know who I am?” you feel like you pretty much have hit rock bottom. Please understand, in some circles, this isn’t rock bottom. However, in my world, it is, which is where I am right now.
As much as I hated being referred to as Mr. Ava—it’s her last name—at least they still knew who I was. Yes, it was emasculating on the surface, but the truth was, I had the power. She was so enamored with my daughter that after her second miscarriage, there was no way she was going to let go. She was so blinded by our picture-perfect family that she didn’t see the truth. I had carte blanche to do whatever I wanted to do. She worked a lot and took my daughter with her. So, with both of them gone, I got to play. I had the money to do whatever I wanted.
Imagine, if you will, what your life would be like if you had unlimited financial resources and were left to your own devices. You have a mansion in the hills and a convertible Porsche 911, an Aston Martin, and a Range Rover at your disposal. Do you think you might get into more than a little trouble? Those little whores wanting to fuck someone famous, so ripe for the picking. All I had to do was tell them one of my patented lines, and I got what I wanted.
Most of the time, I just got a hummer in the car or a club bathroom. A few times when my wifey was gone and for whatever reason I was pissed at her about something, I’d bring home a girl or two and fuck them right there in our bed. I’d usually wait until right before she got back from wherever. I guess I was daring her to catch me. Even if she did, it wouldn’t have mattered. I was the one who had legal custody of the only kid that might ever call her mother, so I knew she would stay with me no matter what. Wouldn’t she?
Well, you know the outcome already. Too bad I didn’t at the time.
– N
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ONCE AGAIN


My new therapist seems to think that I’m an egotistical sexual pig. 
Whoa, now. Wait, a second. She hasn’t said that to me, but I can tell by the way she looks at me. She tells me to take my mask off, to let my real personality show through. The only thing I want to take off is our clothes, but that would be unethical for her. Not for me. Trust me; I’ve created some wicked fantasies about the bird. Even though she seems to be very uptight, I’m sure I could release her from being so straitlaced.
So, you may wonder why I chose her if I believe she thinks this about me. Maybe because I figured she’d be a challenge, and she hasn’t disappointed me in that sense. I love a challenge. It makes life much more exciting. I think that was one of the things that genuinely attracted me to Ava.
Before you say I’m obsessed with Ava, let’s set the record straight: I’m not. She’s the reason my life is so fucked up. If she would’ve just done what I wanted, we’d still be together playing house. I just wanted an open marriage; it isn’t the first one in Hollywood. We would sell an illusion of having it all in the entertainment industry. I wanted her to sell the dream that we were a happy family and she had it all: a doting husband and a beautiful daughter. I just wanted my sexual needs fulfilled. Is that too much to ask when your wife won’t do it? I even opened the door for her to do the same. I told her she could screw anyone she wanted. I should’ve known the person she would choose to fuck was John.
She couldn’t pick some “flavor of the month” actor. No, she had to go for someone she loved. You can’t have an open relationship if someone is involved with someone else they’re in love with. That’s more than fucking, that is…
Ava was supposed to love me and only me. We exchanged vows, which included that she obey me.
I think that was in our vows.
Maybe it wasn’t.
Perhaps that’s what the problem was. If she wasn’t told to obey me, then why would she? I knew she was headstrong from the beginning. She had made her way to the top by working her ass off, and even when she had a little problem with alcohol, she managed to get past it. Why hadn’t I?
Did I love her? I think more important is, do I love her?
Somewhere deep down, I still do. Even though I’ve always focused more on her status and what she could give me, I still loved her. I enjoyed watching her with my daughter when she was little. There were times when I was sober that I loved being a family. It was something I’d never had with any of the other women I’d been with. It was more than that, though. She was equal in so many ways. She could play bass and recognized when I was trying to riff something out. She could give me a nudge in a different direction if I got stuck. She understood the rapid rise of being famous. I guess the truth is; she got me. She knew who I was.
I wish I could take it all back. If I hadn’t been so jealous of everything, then maybe I wouldn’t have fallen off the wagon. Perhaps, since Ava is alone now, she’ll forgive me again. She did it once, after all. I got sober, and we made a go of it. We could be a happy family once more, or at least live the illusion again, couldn’t we?
I need to go find something to pick up my mood.
Have a good day, folks.
– N
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PITY PARTY FOR ONE


Sorry I was so pathetic the last time I wrote. Apparently, I was going through a bit of withdrawal and decided to throw myself a pity party for one. That’s what it has to be, because I don’t know if anyone will ever see this. The funny thing is, I’m always writing as if someone will. Maybe it makes this whole confounded process more comfortable, as I feel that I’m chatting with a friend. 
Friends? Hmm, they are very few and far between these days. It seems most don’t appreciate what I did when they say that I “went off the rails.” Even Tristan Langford, whom I’ve known for over twenty years, has backed away. I’ve been keeping everyone else’s names out except that wanker. Ava was right; I should’ve sent him away when he came calling.
It was supposed to be about the band. I was so hoping to get back out there and do something. I wanted to be my own man again. What a lovely thought, to be working. It would be much better than being a kept man. I thought that was what I wanted—to just take it easy and live off my wife’s money—but losing my identity was not what I signed up for. I wanted more. I wanted to be known for who I was.
If Tristan had still been with his second wife, he wouldn’t have led me into temptation.
What a fucking cop-out. He didn’t drive me anywhere. I’d already fallen off the wagon before he showed up. If anything, I helped him with his descent into hell. I guess I can’t blame him for distancing himself; he needed to if he was going to save himself.
When I closed the notebook the other day, I had to find my dealer. I needed my monthly supply. Forty-eight hours have passed since I picked it up and I’m almost out again.
Maybe I have a problem.
Yes, I’m alone and miserable. That’s my problem. I hate to sound like a broken record, but if Ava would’ve... I guess that statement genuinely could mean two different things.
I’m going to stop for a minute and give her a call. I’ll be back.
Fucking voice mail. I bet she knew it was me and refused to pick up. Fucking bitch. She wants me to beg. Well, that’s hard when there is a restraining order in place. How can I atone for my sins if I can’t get within a hundred feet of her? Technically, calling her is violating the order as well, but who gives a fuck? It isn’t like I can do anything to her. I can’t climb through the fucking phone line.
I did leave her a lovely message, though, and maybe that will inspire her to call me back. I told her I love her and miss her. I bet she misses me, too. Since I know she isn’t with John and she doesn’t have my kid, she must be as lonely and miserable as me.
Nah, she’s never miserable. I’m sure she’s thrown herself into some project. I think she had a tour coming up. But wait… that got delayed.
Maybe I should drive past the house, and if she’s there, I could stop in. She wouldn’t call the cops on me. If we sat down and talked, she might actually forgive me, and we could get back on track. Maybe this time, she’ll work on some music with me. If I did a solo project and had her on it that would definitely get me some publicity.
However, the downside of her taking me back would mean I’ll have to go back to rehab. That’ll suck, but I would at least have to act like I was clean and sober for her. That’s what I’ve been doing when I go to court, and they’ve believed it. Why wouldn’t she? No doubt she would want a drug test this time. I’ve managed to bypass it so far for court, but I know sooner or later it’ll happen. Wow! If they do test me, then what? Kiss my freedom goodbye. Bail would be revoked.
I can come back from this, can’t I? I mean, people fall from grace all the time. Why can’t I be redeemed? There’s that fucking Phoenix again.
Maybe it’s a sign. I should form a new band and call it Phoenix or Rise of the Phoenix. Wait. I got it. The group will be Phoenix, and our first record will be Rise of. Brilliant. Absolutely brilliant, if I do say so myself. I’ve got to get this trademarked.
Catch you on the flip side.
– N






  
  6
VANILLA GETS BORING


She is still refusing to take my calls. I drove by the house last night on my way to my dealer, and there were guards out front. 
How dare she? That’s my house too. It was my castle. I’m the one that chose it. She wanted something much smaller, but I convinced her that with the money we had coming in, we deserved a palace—a place where we could create. Maybe even mentor young artists and start our own label.
I sold her an idea, and she bought it hook, line, and sinker. She would do anything to make me happy. Why would she have gone against me? After all, I was the one that had put down the money for the place. She was just left paying most of the mortgage. I suppose I was lucky she never figured out that was the reason I always wanted her to work.
I knew when we were going out on the road with her band; I only had one real goal in mind. She was the hottest female singer out there, and I was going to claim her. Tristan and I even created a little wager initially about her, but I knew she would be easy pickings for me. She was on the outs with her fiancé, John, and she seemed very into me on the few occasions we had met, but had always resisted my charms. I knew this time that if she rebuffed my advances, I would have to change my tactics. I had figured it all out in my head before we left for the tour after she gave me an opening at the launch party. I knew that if I played it right, she’d be mine in a very short time. While groupies are great on the road, I have to say that a fine piece of ass like my wife’s… well, there was no way a little groupie could beat that. Too bad she wasn’t as great in bed. Don’t get me wrong; she was great at head, and her pussy was so tight. I guess that should’ve been my first clue that she wasn’t as experienced as I would’ve liked.
Okay, maybe it wasn’t about the experience. But she wasn’t into what I was. She wasn’t into the adventure. While we fucked in a couple of interesting places, she wasn’t into being tied up. The first time I tried, she freaked out. No matter how much I pleaded with her, she wouldn’t let me. Every time I tried, she’d panic. I even said we would have a safe word, but she wouldn’t go for it. I just wanted a little fun, so eventually, I’d find playmates that were more than willing to play my games.
Here I go again, drifting off the topic.
Ava surprised me with her coolness about sex. I guess a few nudes and a tasteful Playboy spread by Herb Ritts doesn’t make a nympho. When we discussed the nudes from her modeling days, she didn’t see what the big deal was. Herb was an artist, and her body would never look that great again, so she had been pleased that she did it. I never told her how many times I thought about fucking her when I saw those pictures, sticking my cock between her tits as I stroked it… Mmm.
She was wrong. Her body was still hot, but you know vanilla gets boring after a while.
If she would’ve just done what I wanted her to, we would still be together. If she had let me have my little bondage games, I wouldn’t have cheated. After all, if she would’ve been open to it, we could’ve brought in another gal or guy. Oh, the things we might have gotten up to. I wouldn’t have strayed if she’d just let me have my way.
If we were so incompatible in bed, how did I end up with her? I don’t think we were ever really honest with each other about who we were. She somehow still thought of me as the guy that had hung on her wall, and… maybe for her, she knew it was driving John nuts.
My intention when I first started seeing her on tour was to conquer her. I was going to ride the ride until the end of the tour, but somehow, things changed. I got to know her and knew how hard this journey was. I have to admit; I discovered something more. We shared some common interests, and even though she was four years younger than me, she was much more mature for her age. When my ex-wife dropped my kid off and Ava was smitten, I had a feeling this was going to be much more than sex.
How did we lose that? Maybe I’m to blame. Maybe. – N
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NOT THE MONSTER, BUT THE HERO


Her movie had a banner opening this weekend. Lucky her! Lucky me! I still have access to money. 
Maybe I should change hotels. The Marmont is nice, but there is still a little too much press around. Perhaps I could switch to the Bel-Air. At least that would offer me a bit more privacy. After the incident with the kid, I can’t go back to my condo in Santa Monica. It really sucks that the paparazzi are stalking me, all of them wanting a picture or to get a little tidbit about the night in question. Fuck them! I just don’t need them tailing me. If they took a pic of me visiting my friend to score a little care package, I’d land in the slammer for sure. I suppose I could stay here and have him deliver. For my freedom, I’ll pay the delivery charge.
That being said, I may have to find another dealer. While I’m getting the frequent flyer discount with him, he told me he may have to curtail a bit because he didn’t want to lose his best customer. Maybe I have a problem. If I hadn’t started using again, then perhaps—
Shit! What’s that noise?
Just some stupid kids knocking and then running. Fuck! Can’t their parents keep the brats in line?
The media has a fucking love fest for my wife. She can do no wrong. Gee, if they only knew she wasn’t as innocent as she appears. But then, I suppose none of us are. When we were out on the road, she was a basket case at times. There was one time in particular when we were touring she really lost it. It wasn’t all her fault. I mean, it took three of us to drive her to it. Although none of us did it intentionally, I suppose I should elaborate so you can have a better understanding of who she really is.
We were midway through the first leg of something like a fifty-plus date US tour. I think it was either spring or summer of 1991. Anyway, my little girl had started to become a fixture on the road with us after Sil got a movie gig back in Australia. I was pissed at the time, but honestly, it was a blessing. I mean, I had my sights set on Ava, and in most cases, a kid would cramp any chances of us getting together. However, Renee did the exact opposite. If anything, she brought us closer.
From the moment Ava met Renee, it was hard to separate them. Ava seemed to relish playing Mom, and who was I to complain? We had planned Renee’s care between Ava, myself, and her assistant. Funny to think she had an assistant way back then. None of the guys in my band did. But apparently, that’s what happens when you have three careers going. Honestly, I think part of it was just an excuse to have one of her girlfriends on the payroll, as I never saw her doing too much before Renee came along.
Anyway, back to that night. The night that I saved her life. Ava and I were sharing a suite with Renee, and things couldn’t have been much better. As I watched her fixing Renee’s hair, I could see how happy they were. For the first time in a long while, I could see the potential of a happy future. A future with a normal life—at least as normal as it could be for people like us. Thinking back to then brings a smile to my heart. I was flying my folks over from England, and they were going to meet Ava for the first time. I know it shouldn’t have mattered, but I knew this was going to be the real deal this time. I was so caught up in the moment that night that when Renee said she wanted Ava to be her mom; the words tumbled out of my mouth effortlessly.
“I know it sounds crazy, but I think it’s a wonderful idea. In fact, I think we should get married tonight.”
I hadn’t planned it. There was no ring. It just felt right in the moment.
“Yes, you get married!” Renee screamed. “I can call you Mom!”
“Hang on. While that sounds wonderful…” She knelt in front of Renee and took Renee’s hands in hers. She spoke softly as she continued. “I don’t think today is that day. I would love that, and one day you can call me Mom if you want to.”
“But why?” Renee looked at her with sad brown eyes.
“Yeah, why not?” I looked at her, slightly perplexed. “Like I said, we could do it tonight.” I offered a smile.
“Why don’t you play with your toys while your dad and I talk?” she said, gently nudging Renee toward the dolls on the floor.
Ava looked up at me and laughed a little as she shook her head.
“Don’t you think that’ll be a little hard to do?” she said, coming to stand in front of me.
“How hard can it be? Our friends and family are here. Come on. It’ll be perfect,” I said, taking her hands in mine.
“I’m missing some of my family and a few people that I’d want to be there.”
“Call them,” I implored. “We’ll make arrangements to have them fly out tonight or tomorrow and get married tomorrow night. I’m sure your assistant can help with some of the arrangements. Of course, there’s always option two. We have an intimate ceremony tonight and have a bigger ceremony for everyone later on.”
“What about a license? I’m pretty sure we’ll need one of those, and at this time of night, I’m not sure where you’re going to get one. This isn’t Vegas.”
“An even better idea,” I said as I took her in my arms and spun us around. “We could catch the red-eye and get hitched in Vegas tonight.”
She placed her hand on my chest. “What’s the rush? I’m perfectly happy with the way things are right now.”
“She wants you to be her mom and… well, I want you to be my wife.”
“That piece of paper isn’t going to change how I feel about you, or her, for that matter.” Ava reached up and lightly touched my cheek as her eyes met mine. “I love you, and I love Renee. I don’t need a piece of paper to dictate our relationship. Maybe one day, when we aren’t on the road and things aren’t so crazy, we can do this.”
“That’s why I want to do it now,” I said, touching her shoulders. “Even though things are crazy, we’ve made it through. I’ve proven that the groupies aren’t a threat.”
“I’m secure enough to know they aren’t. At least for now.” She looked down at the ground and had contempt in her voice as she continued. “However, your backup singer, Tiffany.”
“She’s over me. Aren’t she and John a thing?”
“It appears that way, but I’m not sure.” She took a step back and shook her head. “There’s just something about her that I don’t trust.”
Thinking back about Tiffany, I have to say Ava was right, even though at the time, I didn’t see it.
“So, I understand you want to wait, and I get it. If we’re going to wait, though, I want to make a proper proposal. You know, bent knee and all.”
“Bended knee isn’t required. In fact, I think you proposed a few moments ago,” she said with a slight smirk.
I didn’t get to respond as the phone rang. I was hoping it was my mum, but it was Tiffany. This was the first time her meddling would pay off in a big way. She wanted to speak to Ava; she seemed okay, but it was a little odd for her to call.
“Is everything all right?” I asked.
“I just have to talk to Ava,” she said abruptly.
I was puzzled by her urgency. “You can tell me, and I’ll—“
“No, it’s kind of personal. I just need to talk to Ava.”
“It’s Tiffany,” I said as I held out the phone toward Ava.
“What does she want?” Ava mouthed as she took the handset from my hand.
I shrugged my shoulders.
I watched as Ava’s eyes held a look of horror in them. “What? How did it happen?” She was looking on the desk for a piece of paper as she continued to question Tiffany. “When? Is he in surgery? What hospital? Thanks. I’ll be there shortly.”
“What was that all about?” I asked, seeing the worry in her eyes.
“John’s been in an accident. Apparently,k he’s in surgery. I have to get to the hospital.”
The panic in her voice was lost on me. All I could think about was her choosing John over me.
“He’s why you didn’t want to marry me?” I said, looking down at the ground, feeling defeated.
“What? He has nothing to do with this. I didn’t say I wasn’t going to marry you.” She looked at me, confused.
“But you didn’t say you would.” I felt my anger rising. “You’re still in love with him.”
Her eyes were wide, and I could see she thought I was being ridiculous, but she didn’t give me an answer. “Look, can we talk about this when I get back from the hospital?”
“My folks are going to be here shortly, and you’re just going to rush off.” I let out a loud exhale. “I should’ve realized he will always come first!” I made a grand gesture with my hands.
She tried reaching for my hands, but I pulled away. “You know he’s like family to me. You are the person I want to be with, not him. I love you.”
I watched as she grabbed her purse.
“We can finish this later. I’ll try to be back before dinner.”
“Don’t bother!” I yelled. “In fact, stay at the hospital all night if you want. It’s obvious that you’d choose him over me.”
“You’re ridiculous. There is no choice.” She reached for my hand again.
“Am I?” I said, raising my eyebrow. “Maybe I’ve just been a rebound. You know, a replacement for him.”
She let out a long exhale before she spoke in measured tones. “You’re not a rebound or replacement.” She touched my face and made me look at her. “I love you, but you have to understand that I have to do this. If this were Tristan or someone else, you’d go.”
“He isn’t my ex.”
“So what? He’s my ex, and nothing is going to change that. Just like nothing is going to change the fact that I love you. Please understand that I have to do this.”
She went to kiss me, and I turned my face. Her lips brushed my cheek.
“I promise, I’ll be back,” she said, squeezing my hand as she walked toward the door.
“Don’t bother,” I bit out.
“You can’t be serious.”
“I am. When you walk out that door, your choice will be made, and it won’t be me.”
I remember the look of hurt in her eyes as I continued.
“John or me?” I demanded.
She turned to walk toward the door when Renee started to run toward her.
“Don’t leave. Please, Daddy, make her stay,” Renee begged.
I scooped her up into my arms. “She’s made her choice.”
Ava turned around and faced me, tears streaming down her cheeks. “I love you, and this changes nothing. I’ll be back in a bit.”
She didn’t wait for a response; she just left. I suppose she felt there was nothing left to say at that time to change my mind. At that moment, she was right.
Renee started crying as soon as Ava walked out the door. “Why did you chase her away? Why were you yelling at her?”
“Grown-up stuff. Things little girls shouldn’t worry about.” The only way I knew to calm her down was to lie. “She just had somewhere to go. She’ll be back in a few minutes.”
“But you told her not to come back.”
At five, she was a little too perceptive.
“I didn’t want her to come back with something for dinner because Gran and Grandad will be here soon.”
She looked at me skeptically.
“Which reminds me, you should pick up your toys so everything will be ready when they get here.”
“I want Ava to be here,” she said angrily.
“She will when she’s finished.”
That was enough to calm Renee.
Looking back, I admit I was a total sod. I could’ve handled things differently, been more understanding. I wasn’t, though. Ava had been right. If it had been Tristan, I would’ve rushed there. If it had been anyone in the band, I would’ve gone. But all I could think about was that she was rushing to see her ex. The one that I felt could take her away. I suppose my mind started thinking that if something went wrong, she would dump me to take care of him. She’d be the type to play nursemaid.
Apparently that night, though, John got pissed with her when he woke up at the hospital. From what I understand, it was because she wished she would’ve stayed with me since he was okay. Man, when I found that out, it warmed my heart. I had infected her.
However, even knowing that still didn’t change something, I felt at my core and still do. Since that night, I’ve always thought I’d be fighting for her with John and he was always going to win. Even after I got that ring on her finger, I still felt that he had her. I’m not sure why. Maybe it was the fact they were always together. A movie or an album always brought them together, yet I always pushed her to work.
What the hell was I thinking? Did I create my problems? Nah, it was still him, since the beginning.
I need to stop and get back to the story. So, where was I?
Oh yes, the lovely, duplicitous Tiffany. When we were waiting for my folks to arrive in the lobby, I spotted Tiffany entering the hotel. I thought this was odd, since she was dating John. I mean, she should’ve been at the hospital.
“What are you doing back? I thought you’d be at the hospital with John,” I said, looking up at her from the sofa.
“Please. Once Ava got there, she all but ran me off. She told me she would stay with him and that I wasn’t needed.”
“And you just left? You’re dating him. Why would you do that?” I looked at her, perplexed.
She let out a sigh. “Well, you know they have such a long history together. Honestly, I know John was only seeing me to get under her skin.”
She said her last statement with a shrug of her shoulders, like none of it mattered.
“So, the accident. How serious was it?”
She laughed. “Accident? Please, I didn’t say anything about an accident. He was feeling sick when we were at dinner. We went to the hospital, and before they wheeled him out of the room, he asked that I call her. So that’s what I did.” She seemed indifferent as she continued. “I told her it was appendicitis, and the doctor said he needed emergency surgery, or he could die. That’s all I told her. I didn’t tell her she needed to be there.” She looked at me directly in the eyes as she continued. “She was the one that made that choice. I was just doing what John wanted.”
I felt defeated after listening to her and turned away. I was
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