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Chapter One

 


Jet-lagged and half-asleep, Desmond O’Neill
stirred as the Aer Lingus jet circled to land at LAX. Below him,
the night landscape of Los Angeles spread to the horizon in a
panoramic view dotted with lights large and small. He gazed down at
the City of Angels, aware his new life began now, although he had
no idea yet where he might go or what he would do.

‘Tis grand,
and lovelier than I
remembered.

Unbidden, the old Guardian Angels prayer he
learned in childhood popped into his mind and his lips moved
silently with the words, ‘Angels of God, our guardians dear, whose
love of God commits you here, ever this day be at all our sides, to
light and guard, to rule and guide.” Although not much of a
churchgoer these days, Des didn’t think a wee word directed toward
the heavens would go amiss.

Although his brother lived in California, he
had no plans to descend upon Ash like a Biblical plague and wreak
havoc in his life. Last time he visited, Ash ended up with a bullet
intended for him, but it all turned out right in the end. No
lasting damage done and Ash got the woman he wanted. The pair lived
a charmed American life. Maybe, Des thought, he could too. For now,
though, he didn’t intend to tell Ash he’d come. He would succeed or
fail on his own merit.

Two hours later, driving north along the
Pacific Coast Highway with the ocean to his left so beautiful and
blue, Des decided he’d conquer the place. After all, he had the
devil’s own charm and stunning good looks. He drew women to him
like a magnet, and with few exceptions, Des could charm anyone. His
sweet talk convinced the bitterest old biddies to smile and open
their purses or pussies, whichever he wanted. A stack of crisp
American bills filled his wallet, exchanged for the Euros he’d
brought in his pocket.

The rented Toyota held the road well and he
pushed the speed higher. Confident he wouldn’t crash, Des sought
more and the car soared over the road, hugging the curves.
Unchecked, he might’ve driven to Seattle before stopping if hunger
hadn’t intervened.

At Malibu, a place Des
heard about in celebrity stories, playground for the rich and
famous, he wheeled into a well-known seafood restaurant. He left
the rental in the hands of the parking valet and strolled into the
place with a confident swagger. With my
good looks, sure, they’ll think I’m somebody––an actor or rock
star, maybe. He wondered if his faded blue
jeans (designer ones, bought secondhand) and his woven button-down
plaid shirt might be too casual, but a quick gander around offered
confirmation he fit with the crowd. Prada sunglasses hid his blue
eyes until he pushed them up onto his head, and his boots wouldn’t
shame him. With a casual air, he studied the two menu boards, one
for dining within, the other for dining outside overlooking the
beach. Variations in both price and food available were the sole
differences.

The maitre d’, elegant in a black silk suit
and crisp white shirt, smiled in greeting. “Will it be just you
today, sir?”

“Aye, it will,” Des replied, face outwardly
calm, his insides delighted with the respect given him.

“Would you prefer to dine al fresco, on the
patio?”

Desmond made a quick glance around the
place. In mere seconds he recognized faces he’d seen before – on
television programs dedicated to celebrities and such. He opened
his mouth to say no, he’d prefer to remain in the restaurant
proper, but before he spoke Des’ eyes fell on a woman on the patio.
Sunshine dappled her platinum hair with both light and shadows and
when she glanced up, her black eyes met his with interest. The
striking contrast between her fair hair and dark eyes intrigued him
but her heart-shaped face, pretty as a Victorian portrait, took his
breath away. Her dainty features pleased him and her lips curved
into a slow, sweet smile as he returned her stare. Within his
jeans, his cock perked up with definite interest. “Ah, yes, I’d
prefer to dine al fresco,” Des said.

“Very well. Follow me.”

He trailed behind the man aware the blonde
watched their progress across the covered veranda with a
world-class view of the Pacific. Des settled into a chair at the
small table in one corner, catty-corner from the woman. A waiter
arrived on cue. Desmond ordered a bottle of Chenin Blanc and
perused the menu, settling on broiled flounder served with rice
pilaf and garden vegetables. His wine arrived and so did a basket
of light rolls, hot from the oven. Aware of her eyes on him, Des
buttered one and ate it with slow bites. Then he lifted his glass
in a silent toast to her.

Her cheeks pinked but her
smile expanded. Des noticed she sat with five other women, all
lovely in their own way, each dressed in exquisite fashion.
Something about her seemed very familiar but he couldn’t quite
place her, although he vowed he knew her. She’s famous. I’m certain of it. His mind flipped
through a stored file of beautiful women and he came up with the
name to match the face. I’ll be damned –
it’s Simone Sage.

Simone Sage claimed to be the inspiration
for wet dreams worldwide. She’d been known to compare herself to
sex goddess icons like Marilyn Monroe and Farrah Fawcett. Her early
movies bordered a notch or two above pornography but as her fame
increased, she claimed bigger and better roles. After a decade of
stardom, anything with her name in the credits made millions and
could be classed as a definite hit. Critics often panned her flicks
but fans adored the blonde with the soft, breathless voice and the
wiggle in her walk. Desmond, fond of the cinema, had seen most of
her films and liked them. Like a lot of other men, he’d jacked off
to more than a few showings. Flattered that a Hollywood movie star
would look his way, a coup even with his impressive track record,
Des craved her with an addict’s desire. He vowed he’d have her and
imagined what an experience he’d enjoy.

Unmindful of the posh
restaurant or his manners, Des put down his wine and pushed back
his chair. He placed the fine linen napkin on the table and
strolled over to Simone Sage’s party. As he moved through the
place, other diners paused, forks midway to their mouths, lips wide
with surprise, and conversation fell silent. He knew he must be
acting outside of the social norm but Des didn’t care, especially
not when he noticed the admiration in the stares of most of the
women, and even a few of the men. The movie actress watched his
approach, a strange little smile twitching around the corners of
her mouth. She knows well enough what I’m
about.

“Good day, Miss Sage,” Des said when he
paused before the round table where she sat. He bowed with a
flourish. “It’s sorry I am to interrupt your meal. You must think
I’m a terrible intruder and I apologize, but I admire you and enjoy
your work so much I had to step over to speak to you. My name’s
Desmond O’Neill and I’ve just this day relocated from Ireland. I’ve
come to make a life in California.”

His Irish brogue flowed from his mouth with
the force of the Liffey or River Shannon back home, musical and
foreign in the California spot. Aware he stood out, Desmond
enhanced his difference rather than try to hide it. The other women
stared at him as if he’d sprouted an extra head or his hair had
gone green, but Simone Sage grinned.

“Oh, god,” she said. “You’re Irish. I’ve
been searching for a native Irish person to teach me the accent,
but I haven’t been able to find anyone who didn’t sound like the
Lucky Charms leprechaun. But your voice is marvelous. Would you be
willing to teach me?”

He would, he’d teach her a hundred things,
all carnal pleasures of the flesh. Images of her body bared, her
luscious breasts freed and in his hands sprang into his mind. Heat
claimed Des, with a wild rush so strong if he didn’t know better,
he’d think he came down with a fever. “Aye,” he said with slow
measure, his blue eyes locked on hers. “I’d be more than willing.
When would you like your first lesson?”

Simone’s black eyes met his. “Now would be
ideal,” she said. The husky voice made famous on the silver screen
poured into his consciousness, as heady as champagne. “Let’s
go.”

“He hasn’t had his meal yet.” A lovely
Latino, one of the diners with Simone Sage, spoke up for the first
time. “Let him eat.”

Despite the delectable aromas wafting
through the patio and the rumbling of his stomach which prompted
the stop, Desmond shook his head. He could eat anytime, but
intimacy with a major motion picture star equaled a million-to-one
shot. “I’m really not very hungry,” he said. “But I won’t
disappoint a dear lady in need of my expert assistance.”

Before he could act the gentleman and pull
back her chair, Simone rose. Upright, her beauty resonated all the
more. Des admired her freefalling platinum hair as it tumbled to
her hips, loose and wanton. Although he didn’t believe the shade
could be natural, he adored the shimmering brilliance it exuded.
The striking black-on-white caftan she wore swirled and sent wafts
of Shalimar through the room. Her breasts were visible through the
low, V-shaped neckline and he squelched an urge to pinch himself,
sure he must be dead or dreaming. “Then shall we?”

“Aye, we shall.”

He tossed down a hundred-dollar bill on his
table to more than cover the wine, the rolls, and his order should
the kitchen not have time to cancel it. Des offered her his arm and
she accepted it. The rich and famous stared and the sightseers who
dined to get a glimpse of celebrities gawked as they sailed out of
the restaurant and
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