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			About the Author

			Bridget Easton is a fictional name.

			This account is based on a true story, although the outcomes of some of the events may have been changed slightly.

			Further, pseudonyms have been used throughout for privacy purposes, and the two main band names changed and noted with an asterisk when they are first mentioned.

			The author is now living happily in Queensland, Australia.

			Prologue

			It’s 4 am. 

			The car’s heater is whirring gently, but outside there is the insidious dampness and chill of a freezing early morning in Canada. As it’s the last day of April, I hadn’t expected it to be so cold. Isn’t it spring here? I think to myself. 

			Then I’m tingle all over. The two white powdery lines that José and I have just shared sure make things look and feel much better. Now, as a buzz starts flowing through my veins with renewed vigour and meaning, the cold air is less intense. 

			‘Bridget ... wanna puff?’ 

			José’s sexy growl echoes around me. I turn to face him, and he softly blows a sweet haze of marijuana smoke into my face. 

			The dashboard lights cast an eerie glow on José’s handsome profile. Then his white teeth shine, and I chuckle. I feel like I’m in an animated movie ... his thick, wavy black hair that just brushes the tops of his shoulders resembles a lion’s mane, and I’m a fawn being seen as a potential evening meal. 

			I shake my head. Marijuana on top of the coke I’ve just done would send me into a spin, make me a bit antsy, and I don’t need that now. I need to stay in control, even though I’m starting to second-guess myself. 

			I gaze at the man I’ve only known for a short time. In my mind’s eye, I can visualise his features clearly ... a tall, broad-chested guy with the most unusual blue eyes. When you take into account that he’s the lead vocalist in a famous American rock band—the Hipnotiks—who showers me with extravagant gifts and says he can’t live without me ... well, hell! I enjoy that kind of attention. What girl wouldn’t? I definitely got lucky that night we met. 

			A smokey cough interrupts my pleasurable thoughts, I’m back in the car again, and a sudden chill makes me shiver. My butt cheeks protest at being seated for over half an hour. 

			’Can we switch on the tape deck?’ 

			José gives my long, ash-blonde hair a sudden tweak as if to reprimand me. 

			Suddenly a panicked feeling rises, making me want to burst out of my skin. I’ve only known him for just over a month. Fuck! What am I doing here? I bite my lip hard and take a deep breath. I sniff and peer forward into the silent and dark chill. The pinprick lights are still there in a straight line, disappearing in the distance and identifying a hastily set-up runway in a frozen grassy paddock. They are waiting, like us, for a small plane to arrive so that I can be smuggled into the US. 

			At that thought, my breath starts to hitch once again as I think about the fact that I’m about to commit a felony; I’ll be an illegal alien! Having grown up in Australia I’ve watched enough American movies to know that the Yanks don’t take actions like this lightly. 

			And nobody—not my best friend or even my parents—knows where I am or where I am going. My parents! Oh God! The thought of my family back home in warm, sunny Oz, all that is familiar to me... all that I’ve left behind...

			1

			Dating a Rock’n’Roller

			Six weeks earlier

			The Wham! Hit ‘Wake Me Up Before You Go-Go’ is rocking the crowd as we descend into the throbbing atmosphere of the Cauldron Night Club in King’s Cross. It’s the heart of Sydney’s ‘Golden Mile,’ or ‘Sin and Corruption,’ as my dad would scoff if it was ever mentioned. 

			It’s a Saturday night, and despite just finishing an exhausting waitressing shift, I relish the empowering feeling my red stiletto heels and short stretchy black dress give me. Madonna, my sister-in-law, is right behind me. 

			‘Ooh, I love this song,’ she shouts above George Michael’s sultry tones as he sings the chorus of what must have been one of the most popular songs just the year before—1984. Tall and slender, with supermodel-like looks, she starts waving her arms about in a natural rhythm. 

			I laughingly turn around to see a guy with a hairdo as big as hers grab her hand and entice her onto the dance floor. She casts a cheeky grin back at me, her blonde bouffant hair not moving an inch thanks to all the hairspray that has been lavishly applied. My blue eyes begin to smart at the memory of that same hairspray going everywhere, just an hour before. I had hastily changed out of my boring uniform, applied red lipstick and dark, smoky eyeshadow, and after fluffing up my long, blonde hair, given it an all encompassing spray. 

			I make my way to the bar and order two Long Island iced teas. Madonna will be back soon. We party girls stick together. I take a grateful swig of the five-spirit concoction (Bacardi, Cointreau, rum, vodka, and gin) mixed with Coke. Bloody hell, that’s expensive. I wince, handing over twenty-five dollars only to receive a one-dollar coin in return. Well, to be expected, I suppose, in an exclusive club. I look around, hoping to spot the attractive guy—the member—who scored me access so that I could bring a friend. Turning around with our drinks, Madonna jostles into me breathlessly. 

			‘Whoops!’ she exclaims with a giggle, eagerly grabbing her cool, tall glass as the sweet, sticky mixture spills slightly. 

			Luckily, we spot a couple getting up from a corner booth in the lounge area, so we swiftly pounce on their seats. After drinking our first ‘tea,’ we order another round. We have a great view of the ‘eye candy,’ although the disco ball scatters shimmering lights in every direction, sometimes making it hard to know if you’re looking at a guy or a girl. With everyone dancing we throw back the latter half of our second drink and immediately feel the buzz that propels us into the craziness.

			When a song by Talking Heads starts to play I’m reminded of my boyfriend, Liam, who also loves their tunes. The night before, I had suggested to Madonna that we go to the nightclub, to which she had asked if he minded that I go out.

			‘You need to take care of a guy like Liam, Bridget. You had a few questionable ones. He adores you and treats you like royalty. It’s a plus that he plays guitar in a famous Australian band. Their song that was released last year is still topping the charts. You don’t want to make him jealous by going out, and then he leaves you!’

			‘Hmpff! We’ve been together for a year. He won’t leave me; we love each other. Besides, he’s the one who’s away for two weeks. And since girlfriends and wives aren’t allowed to go with band members, there’ll be groupies all around him. I should be the jealous one!’ I paused and then added, ‘Besides, I miss him when he’s away on tour, and I can’t sit at home alone, always wondering who he might be talking to. That’s just not me, and he knows that. I’ve told him I’ll be going out, and besides, he calls me every day, so we have a good chat.’

			Now, as I listen to the the strains of another great song begin, I reflect on my deep love for the music scene. Sure, rehearsals can get a bit boring, along with all the behind-the-scenes tasks such as constant gear packing and unpacking, and extensive traveling. But I’m no groupie. I have no interest in hanging around stage entrances or motel rooms, hoping for a chance encounter with a famous musician or band, or seeking attention with the aim of ‘getting lucky’. Meeting Liam was purely coincidental and there was an immediate connection between us.

			As Madonna and I start rocking to the music, thoughts of my older sister, Jess, cross my mind. It was thanks to her that we had journeyed up north from Wollongong, in New South Wales, to the Gold Coast in Queensland for a weekend escapade. The Jet Club in Coolangatta is just a stone’s throw away from the beach and a short drive from Surfer’s Paradise. Because we’d booked early, we secured seats in the front row, closest to the stage, granting us an uninterrupted view of the band in action. I can still recall the pulsating rhythm from the speakers that night. The seats were so incredible that even the members of the Illusions band could see us. The eyes of the bass guitarist kept drifting towards me time and time again, and I returned his gaze with a smile. He was tall, dark, and handsome, and my eyes never left him for a moment. 

			Once the band finished their set, he jumped off the stage and made his way straight to our table. 

			‘Hello, ladies. I’m Liam Cooper,’ he announced charmingly; his captivating smile causing me to tremble. ‘How are you this evening? Are you enjoying the show?’ Both of us nodded our heads in bemusement. I mean, it was a pretty ‘wow!’ moment. Then, when he asked if he could buy us drinks, we regained our voices. ‘White Wine, thanks!’

			Once we started talking, it turned out that he was based in Sydney, and the band would be returning home after the show. However, since Wollongong was only an hour and a half’s drive south of there, they were actually going to play in our hometown in three weeks. 

			‘If I can have your phone number, Bridget, I’ll be able to call you and provide tickets for the concert for you, your sister, and your friends.’ 

			I thought that was a clever pickup line, so naturally, I gave him my contact details. Little did I anticipate hearing from him the very next night and then every night after! That happened over a year ago when Liam expressed his love for me and asked me to move into his North Sydney apartment, following several months of back-and-forth travels to be together—more on my side as Liam had constant band commitments—I’d been delighted when he’d said he loved me and invited me to move into his North Sydney apartment.

			Strange as it may seem for a band member in the 1980s, Liam neither took drugs of any kind nor drank alcohol, so he always seemed to be in full control of his faculties. Don’t get me wrong: he wasn’t dull; he just wasn’t a hardcore partygoer. That was fine, too, but I did enjoy a few drinks and having a good time. After a year of being together, I was starting to think more and more about how different we were.

			Oh, we were really good friends, and the nightlife was always interesting and exciting, but the sex was kind of ordinary. It’s understandable because when gigs with the band were over, Liam often played in other after hour bands, and we’d stagger into bed in the wee small hours. For me, mornings were largely spent catching up on sleep and the days were interspersed with walks on the beach, the occasional bit of surfing, and then just vegging out or working at my part-time waitressing job.

			Madonna’s voice interrupts my daydreaming. The music has stopped. We head off the dance floor; my heart is pumping, and I scoop up my hair off my sweaty neck to let in some air. Laughter and loud voices trill around us; the smells of perfume and boozy breaths bombard my senses. I feel warm, relaxed, and happy.

			After we order and quickly down the first half of another Long Island iced tea, one of Madonna’s girlfriends joins us. They soon get up to dance, but I politely decline. Threesomes are not my thing. I’m enjoying the music, tapping my hand on my knee when I notice a dark-haired, bearded man admiring me from across the bar. He raises his glass at me and flashes a seductive grin. I smile back, then look away. Within minutes, he approaches me, asking if he can buy me a drink.

			As I still have the remnants of one in front of me, I politely say, ‘No, thank you. I still have one.’ 

			‘Well, do you mind if I sit down and introduce myself?’ he asks, raising his black eyebrows. He has a powerful gaze that almost consumes me. I lean back and look up at him, replying, ‘I’m sorry, I’m with my sister-in-law. She’s on the dance floor and will be returning shortly, so the chair won’t be available.’ 

			‘I know,’ he counters. ‘I watched you both walk in earlier and couldn’t take my eyes off you.’ 

			I feel a smile forming on my lips. I’m flattered by his compliments and his efforts to maintain the conversation. Plus, his voice ... it’s such a cool American accent with a slightly foreign drawl.

			‘Well, you can sit until she returns then,’ I suggest. He does so, introducing himself as Manuel San Diego. However, he prefers to be called José. He mentions that he is from Los Angeles, California. His explanation is accompanied by a flash of his white teeth, which prevents me from feeling patronised. ‘I’m in a band and we’re currently touring Australia.’

			God, he’s gorgeous … Oh, he is absolutely stunning ... Despite his dark colouring, and brilliant blue eyes. Then I fully comprehend what he has said and think, yeah, typical Yank, trying to impress to get me into bed.

			‘I’m Bridget Easton,’ I respond, and his voice drawls out my name as if it is like a rich chocolate taste that he is savouring.

			As we talk for a while, I become intrigued. He’s probably about five years older than my twenty-seven years; he radiates confidence. Moreover, his gaze is so alluring that I find myself gazing at him quite often.

			As I finish my tea and notice the glass is empty, I confidently declare, ‘I’ll take a champagne if you’re still offering!’

			‘Of course,’ he answers, and gesturing to a waiter nearby, he requests a bottle of Cristal and four glasses.

			After tasting a few sips, I compliment, ‘Lovely champagne.’ At that moment, Madonna comes back from the dance floor. After introductions, José adds, ‘I was just mentioning to Bridget how incredibly beautiful you both are.’

			‘So, who’s the fourth glass for?’ Madonna questions. ‘That one is for my friend, Glen. He’s on his way over here now ... we noticed you both when you arrived and just had to introduce ourselves.’

			Glen is also handsome, but he is as blond as José is dark-haired. Both must be almost six feet tall and are well-built men. Madonna and I are both in our mid-twenties, and I believe these guys must be in their late thirties. There’s quite a significant age gap, but it doesn’t matter when you’re having fun. It becomes an intimate atmosphere in our booth. Another bottle of champagne is soon ordered, and while leaning across to refill my glass, José kisses me on the mouth and then on the cheek. I raise my eyebrow at him, thinking, You’re a bit pushy, mate, but I say nothing.

			Then, to change the topic, I ask, ‘So who are you touring with?’

			‘We’re with Billy Braxton and his band, the Hipnotiks. Have you heard of him?’ 

			‘You’re kidding!’ I exclaim. ‘I grew up with Billy Braxton—listening to his music, that is! Madonna and I tried to get tickets to his concert, but they’re all sold out.’ 

			José’s grin widens, then he asks, ‘Would you two ladies like to go to one of his concerts as our guests?’

			I stare at him, unable to believe my ears. I glance over at Madonna, and her expression mirrors my wide-eyed excitement. Almost unison, we shout, ‘We would love to!’ José proceeds to mention their four upcoming shows at the Sydney Entertainment Centre. 

			‘The first one is on Thursday, and we’ll be performing for a total of four days. Then we’re heading to Brisbane for a special one-off show. After that, we’ll be returning to LA, so you’ll need to decide which one you’d like to attend.’ 

			‘That’s an easy choice,’ I respond. ‘It’ll definitely be on Friday.’ Madonna nods in agreement.

			‘Have you been here long?’ I ask to fill the sudden silence that follows after such amazing news. 

			‘No,’ José shakes his head. ‘We just got here yesterday. We’ve been really busy until now, and this is our first chance to relax.’ 

			‘Oh, well,’ Madonna pipes up, ‘we should show you guys around Sydney.’ 

			‘That would be excellent,’ Glen says. 

			We all look at him. It’s the first time he’s said anything since we were introduced. A shy type of guy—unlike José.

			A thought strikes me. ‘What role do you play in the band, José?’

			‘Oh, I’m the vocals, lead guitarist, and keyboardist,’ he says matter-of-factly. 

			‘And what about you, Glen?’ I inquire, trying to include him.

			José interrupts. ‘Oh, he’s not in the band. He manages us. He’s the man! He gets us from here to there and back again.’ 

			‘Thanks, José.’ Glen nudges him. ‘I could have told them. But he’s right. There’s nothing that goes on without my approval. Whatever’s happening, I’ve had a hand in it.’

			Our conversation turns to the music playing in the background, and the drinks keep on coming. ‘All She Wants to Do Is Dance’ by Don Henley begins; it kicks off with an amazing drumbeat. My hand starts tapping on the table, and José takes this as a signal, asking me for a dance. 

			‘Yes,’ I respond, and immediately, he stands up and offers me his hand to help me up. 

			As soon as we hit the dance floor, his arms pull me close. Then he starts kissing the curve of my neck gently. They are affectionate, delicate caresses, and goosebumps begin appearing all over my body. A shiver runs down my spine. 

			Hoo boy! 

			Even though the music is blaring, his bearded mouth tickles my ear as he whispers loudly, ‘I would love to have kids with you...’

			Whoa! A bit too familiar... I pull away from him and stop dancing. ‘I’m going to go and sit down now.’ 

			I walk back to the booth. Madonna and Glen are leaning into each other, engaged in conversation. As I approach the table, Madonna notices me and, with a wide smile, exclaims, ‘Oh, Bridget, I was just talking to Glen about all the best nightlife spots in town. We should go to Rogues Night Club for a couple of drinks, and then maybe visit the Manzil Room. Did you know AC/DC is performing? No, you probably didn’t. The concert starts at 1 am, so the timing would be ideal. What do you reckon?’

			‘Sounds perfect,’ I answer, and both guys promptly concur. We opt to leave straight away. As we stand up, a man comes up to José and instantly begins chatting with him as he eyes all of us. 

			‘I’ve been searching for you guys everywhere. There’s a party taking place in Double Bay, and we’ve been invited. Let’s go!’ 

			Oh my god! It’s Billy Braxton! I glance across at Madonna, and she has the same wide-eyed look.

			‘Billy,’ José responds, ‘I’d like to introduce you to my future wife, Bridget, and her sister-in-law, Madonna. These ladies are taking us out to the Sydney nightspots. Apparently, there’s a spot called the Manzil Room where any band or solo performer who wants to jam can get up and do their stuff.’

			‘Sounds like a blast!’ Billy exclaims, looking at me and Madonna, his face creased in a smile. ‘Nice to meet you, ladies. José, I’ll give you the address of the party, and I’ll see all of you there later.’

			For a few moments, I’m completely mesmerised. I’ve just met Billy Braxton, my idol, in person! What an absolute whammy! Madonna and I grab each other and do a little dance. The guys look on with amusement.

			As we start to leave, I realise what José said. Future wife? He really is full of shit. I find it amusing nonetheless. 

			The cool night air wakes me up a bit, as do the bright neon lights of the shop signs in a vibrant mix of colours, some of them flickering. A couple of girls stand on the street corners, also trying to get attention. It’s a common sight along the King’s Cross stretch, but I see the guys looking around curiously.

			Soon, we’re settled into a luxurious black limousine that has magically appeared to transport us wherever we desire. As we arrive at Rogues Nightclub, we notice the anticipated long queue, but our familiarity with the security staff allows us to bypass it. 

			Once inside, I spot Gino, the owner, and approach him. He greets me with a warm embrace and kisses both of my cheeks in the traditional Italian style.

			‘Hello, beautiful!’ he exclaims. ‘It’s wonderful to see you again!’

			‘Hi, Gino! I’ve brought some friends. You already know Madonna, of course.’ 

			‘Certainly, I do. How are you, Donna?’ he asks, giving her a tight hug and a kiss as well. ‘Now I have two stunning ladies!’ He pronounces ‘ladies’ with a charm, and I can’t help but smile.

			‘And this is José and Glen.’ I gesture to the two burly men behind us. ‘They’re visiting from the USA, and they’re members of the Billy Braxton band, known as the Hipnotiks.’

			‘Nice to meet you guys,’ Gino replies, shaking their hands enthusiastically like he’s pumping petrol.

			Gino leads us to a table that has been cordoned off and is conveniently empty in a nightclub that is jumping. We have to push our way through warm, swaying bodies and hear fragments of shouted conversation as we follow him. He proudly announces that champagne will soon be served and that Gabby will be our personal waitress for the evening. ‘It’s all on the house. Enjoy!’ And with that, he turns around and disappears into the crowd. 

			José seems impressed. I’m thrilled. Both Madonna and I are popular with the management and staff—it’s nice to show off with our new friends.

			We stay there until around 1:30 am and then head to the Manzil Room. On the way, we roll ourselves a joint of hashish. God! I’m having a blast, I think as I look over at the three relaxed and smiling faces.

			However, when we arrive at the club, it’s so crowded that José suggests we skip it and go straight to the party instead. Considering that Liam and many of his friends are usually at the Manzil Room, I agree with his suggestion.

			We arrive at an impressive three-story townhouse in Double Bay. The house is brightly lit like a Christmas tree. We enter through an impressive hallway teeming with people and descend some steps into a lavish reception-like room with floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking Sydney Harbour. 

			Billy appears out of nowhere and shouts, ‘It’s about time you guys got here!’ 

			We’re introduced to the host and hostess, shown where alcohol is displayed in huge quantities with two bartenders serving it at lightning speed next to an equally impressive table loaded with food, and then left to our own devices.

			Two hours slip by, and we decide that going to Benny’s would be a cool way to end the night (or morning). Benny’s is a private club offering various ‘activities’. The private booths provide intimate settings where all the so-called ‘beautiful people’ can indulge in lines of cocaine and smoke weed without any interference. 

			When we arrive at Benny’s, José rings the buzzer. We’re observed through the peephole, and apparently we pass inspection as the door swings open to reveal a wild den of debauchery. At the far end of the room, illuminated by flashing strobe lights, is a DJ playing pulsating tunes that have everyone grooving. Madonna and I excuse ourselves to go to the ladies’ room. While I’m freshening up, Jenny, the wife of Illusions’ lead singer (Liam’s band), appears next to me.

			‘Who are you with, Bridget?’ she asks, looking straight at Madonna. 

			‘Oh!’ I exclaim, my heart racing. ‘This is Madonna, my sister-in-law. I’m here with her and a couple of her friends.’ Madonna and I get out of there super quickly. We can’t spot the men anywhere, so we head to the bar. Soft LED lights hang over the counter, illuminating the drinks. As I reach for my glass, warm arms embrace me from behind; a bearded face nuzzles my neck. Unfortunately, on the other side of the L-shaped bar is Jenny, and she’s staring right at me. She’s obviously wondering what the hell is going on. 

			‘José!’ I urgently elbow him. ‘My boyfriend Liam is also in a band and he’s currently touring New Zealand. One of his friends is watching us, so let’s tone it down while we’re here?’ 

			It’s disappointing, but there’s nothing I can do. Nonetheless, with the crowd of people, we manage to blend in and enjoy ourselves. At 6 am, when we leave, we’re famished. We make our way to a popular place called the Bourbon and Beef Bar in King’s Cross, which is open 24/7.

			After our meal, I announce that I need to go home. I suggest we meet up for lunch but, José doesn’t want me to leave. He pleads with me like a child. ‘Can I come with you?’ He’s so cute, it causes my breath to hitch as I gaze into his adoring blue eyes. 

			‘All right,’ I give in, trying not to smile. ‘If you really want to come with me, then come!’ 

			Fifteen minutes later, as I’m opening the door to the apartment, the phone starts ringing. I already know who it is, and as Liam’s voice asks, ‘How are you, Babe? I miss you so much. Are you missing me?’ I feel goosebumps and a rush of mortification. It doesn’t help that José is wandering around the living room right in front of me.

			We chat for a while, and Liam informs me that he still has another week before he returns. I make sure to tell him that I’ve been out with Madonna and some friends, just in case the news reaches him. 

			Then, Liam ends the call by saying, ‘Gotta go, Bridget. We have a soundcheck at 11 am. I’ll call you tonight. Love you.’ 

			‘Love you too,’ I automatically respond and then feel guilty. 

			‘Is everything all right, Bridget?’ José’s deep American voice startles me. 

			‘Yes, I’m fine.’ 

			‘Was that your boyfriend, Liam?’ 

			‘Yes.’ 

			‘You seem a little upset.’ 

			‘No!’ I reply, but immediately regret it. Sighing, I confess, ‘It’s guilt. I really shouldn’t be with you, especially in our house. But I guess … what he doesn’t know, his heart won’t grieve over,’ I end flippantly.

			I watch as José checks out the gold albums on the walls that were recently won by Illusions. ‘Is that all he has?’ he says sarcastically. ‘You should see my walls. They’re literally covered with gold and platinum records.’ He turns to look at me and declares, ‘Maybe I could show them to you one day.’ 

			We eye each other off and then I inform him that I’m heading to take a shower and get ready for lunch. ‘Behave yourself,’ I throw over my shoulder. Within thirty minutes, I’m freshened up and have packed a bag, as José has invited me to stay with him at his hotel.

			When we arrive there, I’m impressed—José has a suite. As soon as the door clicks behind him, José strides confidently towards me, and I know I won’t be able to resist him. He slowly undresses me... My heart starts pounding rapidly. Then he reveals a sachet of white powder, and after I snort a line, he proceeds to place his portion on various parts of my naked body. 

			‘Stay still,’ he orders gruffly. Leisurely, he begins to lick it all off. I shudder with pleasure and anticipation as his tongue explores erogenous zones that I didn’t even know existed. Oh my God! What a lover! He does things to me that I never knew were possible. My limbs twist in various positions, sometimes causing me to giggle but always providing the most exquisite pleasure verging on pain. The next few hours pass in a sensual daze. 

			When I open my eyes, the digital clock beside the bed shows that it’s 12:45 PM. Light is streaming through partially drawn curtains. I groan and shake José awake.

			‘We’re running late,’ I whisper. Madonna and Glen will be waiting for us, and I know that Madonna will have a knowing smirk on her face.

			The next few days allow me to show José around the delights of this amazing city. I’m having a ball. José is too. We seem to be getting along so well, and he’s told me more about his life in America. 

			‘I have two young boys who are six and eight years old. I have a nanny to take care of the children, and my mom, Elvira, stays with us, especially when I’m traveling with the band.’ 

			‘No wife?’ I raise my eyebrow. 

			‘We divorced a while back. She isn’t involved in their lives.’ José’s voice is neutral as he says this, and his face shows no emotion. 

			I decide not to inquire about her anymore. ‘You have a slight foreign accent that occasionally comes through,’ I mention curiously. 

			José’s eyes crinkle as he explains, ‘That’s because of my Latin heritage. I was born in the States, but my parents raised my older sister, Elena, and me traditionally.’ At my raised eyebrows, José chuckles, saying, ‘You know, being respectful to our elders, speaking in the “home” language. Nevertheless, I was somewhat rebellious as a teenager. Got into trouble with the law several times. Joined a boy band ... my sister and I left home and moved to LA, where I completed my last two years of high school. But enough about me. I love your Aussie accent ... and that phrase you use: “Bugger that”? I’m going to start using it too!’

			I tell him how close-knit my family is and that I have two older sisters and two younger brothers. ‘My brothers are really into football,’ I explain. ‘I enjoyed growing up in New South Wales—that’s a state similar to your states in America—and often, I would hang out on the beach and go surfing.’

			Our friendly banter continues, and the days fly by quickly. Then Friday comes. I call Madonna to agree on a meeting place so we can go to the concert together and am completely surprised when she says, ‘I’m really sorry, Bridget, but I’m not feeling well. I have to skip tonight.’ 

			‘You’re kidding, Madonna ... right? Are you really that sick that you’d miss the chance to go to this concert? Is it the flu?’ 

			‘I don’t know,’ she moans. ‘It feels like the flu because I’ve been having pain all over my body, but I’ve also been vomiting. It’s so bad that I can’t vomit anymore.’ 

			‘It sounds a bit like food poisoning,’ I suggest. 

			‘You may be right, but I’m planning to see a doctor later.’ 

			I ask if there is anything I can do, but she just tells me to enjoy myself. I’m not happy about this turn of events, and my disappointment must be evident because José asks what’s wrong. 

			He listens intently and then goes to his suitcase, saying, ‘Bridget, you deserve a little something special.’ Turning around, he has a stack of bills in his hand. ‘Here’s one thousand dollars. Go shopping and treat yourself to something really nice for tonight.’ 

			I gasp and stare at him dumbfoundedly. 

			He steps forward and puts a bunch of bills into my hand. ‘Get your hair done and your nails—whatever you want. I’d love to accompany you and watch, but I have a soundcheck coming up soon and I won’t be back until around three-thirty pm.’ 

			I’m still gaping at him when he grabs me and gives me the longest kiss. Of course, I thank him profusely when he lets me catch my breath. He gives me a cheeky grin as he heads out the door, saying huskily, ‘Oh, and buy yourself some sexy lingerie!’

			When he returns, I will have already taken a whirlwind trip to an upscale shopping centre. Halter-neck tops make my breasts look great, so I prefer wearing lacy bras or going braless altogether. Nevertheless, I have purchased a new high-priced lacy bra and a stunning little fire-engine-red dress with a low-cut bodice and a generous side split. To complete the look, I wear red strappy stiletto shoes. I have also indulged in a complete facial treatment, a manicure for my nails, and a wash and style for my long blonde tresses. My feathery fringe softly frames my blue eyes, allowing me to bat my eyelashes at José with maximum effect. Upon returning to the hotel room, I practice this in front of the mirror a couple of times.

			When he comes back, I’m in such a good mood that I bounce into his arms and declare that he has the best-looking partner any man could wish for. Naturally, we end up in bed and, with some chemical assistance, we passionately make love. We even find time for a refreshing nap, and as I am the first to wake up, I enjoy a welcome shower and begin beautifying myself. I have to admit, I look pretty darn amazing, and by the time José has showered and dressed, we look like a truly powerful couple. 

			With half an hour to spare before we have to leave, José grabs his guitar and announces that he wants to serenade me with a special song. As we sit on the balcony with martinis in hand, his sexy voice fills the air with a melody he has just composed called ‘I Finally Found My True Love.’

			As his slender fingers strum the final chord, I feel slightly teary-eyed. However, nothing prepares me for his words when he reveals that he wrote the song specifically for me. I’m utterly astounded by such a deeply romantic gesture. Our intense gazes lock onto each other so intensely that we fail to realise the persistent knocking on the hotel room door is intended for him. The knocking eventually escalates into an insistent pounding that we cannot ignore. 

			‘Finally,’ Billy exclaims as José swings open the door. Billy emits a whistle upon spotting me and then insists that we must not dawdle any longer. ‘The other band members are waiting downstairs. Let’s go, you two lovebirds!’

			Our arrival at the Entertainment Centre sparks a frenzy of interest from numerous media outlets and television stations. I am tempted to pinch myself multiple times. Could this be a dream?

			In the dressing rooms, José introduces me to the promoters and countless other individuals. Backstage is a whirlwind of chaos, with people scurrying around attempting to organise beverages, food, and various other necessities. Instruments are being tuned, melodies are being hummed, and the rooms are bustling with partners, bandmates, and all associated crew members. What an extraordinary spectacle! Although I have been backstage with Liam in the past, this experience feels amplified like everyone is on steroids.

			Right before the show starts, José approaches me and escorts me to the bathroom in the band’s dressing room. He reveals a small packet of cocaine and skilfully prepares a couple of lines. Two other band members join our impromptu gathering. This cocaine is truly top-notch and rapidly absorbs into my system with a whoosh through my bloodstream ... I feel hypersensitive and experience enticing goosebumps all over my body. 

			What a night! The best part though is when José takes a pause and announces, ‘I’d like to dedicate this next song to my special friend from Australia, Bridget!’ All of a sudden, a spotlight shines on me. OMG! What should I do? Should I wave or stand up? Despite the glaring lights, it’s evident that people have turned their heads towards me. Insecurely, I rise from my seat, put on a smile, give a wave, and then quietly sit down. From that point on, it feels like I’m in a trance and I’m pretty much blown away by the whole experience.

			As the crowd starts to disperse, the other partners and I head backstage after numerous ovations. Waiting for me is José; his entire face lights up with a big, shaggy grin. There’s no other place that I’d rather be at this moment, I reflect silently. Despite his perspiration from the performance, I lean in and give him a quick smooch. Before I can even begin telling him how fantastic everything has been, he interrupts me. He grabs my hand, he’s half-dragging me, and I’m desperately trying to keep my balance on my stiletto heels.

			Suddenly, José comes to an abrupt stop and urges me forward. I come face to face with an incredibly attractive man dressed in jeans and a black T-shirt. It’s the ‘Boss’, Bruce Springsteen, who is also currently on tour in Sydney. I am aware of this because I attempted to secure tickets to his sold-out tour. His latest hit song, ‘Born in the USA’, immediately starts playing in my mind. 

			I hear José say, ‘Bruce, this is my girlfriend, Bridget.’ I acknowledge the word ‘girlfriend’ but don’t have time to dwell on it as the rock’n’roll icon takes my hand and places a kiss on it. With a smouldering expression, he declares, ‘I’ve only been here for a few days, and you Aussie girls are truly something special. Oh, and that accent! I love it! You bear a striking resemblance to my ex.’

			As Bruce offers me tickets for his concert, I feel my lover’s body go still beside me. His voice has an edge as he says, ‘Isn’t it nice of Bruce to stop by? All of us Americans support each other and are good friends. And I want to keep it that way.’ His voice thickens. ‘So, I’m going to take Bridget away from you now, Bruce.’

			José turns me around and guides me in the opposite direction. His face is stony—an expression that could kill—so I don’t argue. All I can think is, I will never wash my hand again. It’s been kissed by the Boss!

			2

			Is it Love?

			‘Madonna, how are you feeling?’ My sister-in-law tells me that the doctor has cleared her. ‘Apparently, I just had a bad virus.’ 

			I empathise with her and share all the incredible things that she missed out on. It’s only been twenty-four hours, but so much has happened. I refrain from revealing my deep feelings for José to her. How can I? The band will be departing soon, and even I understand that this is merely a short-term fling. I feel like they are a long-lost family that I have just found—all of the Hipnotiks band members are super cool and so easy to be around. Naturally, José’s attentiveness is a part of this ‘new me and my world’; he makes me feel like I am the most precious thing on earth. It’s been decided that, although the band would normally fly between cities, they’re going to take the train from Sydney to Brisbane, leaving the crew to transport all their gear by road. They want to witness some of Australia’s countryside, probably because I have been extolling its beauty.

			José has played an instrumental  role in this change and in convincing me that I must go with him. I protested, of course, saying that I had to go to work and that he would be returning to the States soon, so what was the point? 

			‘No, Bridget! You can’t say that! I want you to come to Brisbane with me. I’ll triple your salary. Call your boss and let him know that you’re sick or something—anything—but just say you’ll come with me. Please!’

			I have so many mixed emotions, but not even the thought of Liam is sufficient to deter me from saying, ‘Okay, José! You win! You’ve convinced me.’

			To my surprise, my boss actually believes me when I inform him that my mum is unwell and I need time off to take care of her. The fact that I’m willing to work additional shifts when I come back makes it easier. 

			José spins me around and holds me tightly once I finish the call. He growls sexily into my ear, saying, ‘You’re all mine for a little longer.’

			Somehow, the media gets wind of our excursion, and as we arrive at Sydney Central Station to board the train, we are mobbed. Thankfully, security is on the ball and, despite the slightly alarming experience, I quickly wash away all the tension with a strong and refreshing alcoholic drink as we sit in the first-class carriage.

			I’m the only woman with the band. All the other partners have decided to stay behind and do more shopping before flying up to meet us once we reach Queensland. I sure feel special with all the male attention. I look around me in awe. They are such fit-looking men. José, on the other hand, is looking from a distance and smiling like a Cheshire cat. He’s so good-looking, I think to myself. The ripped T-shirt that he wears when he’s with the band shows off his muscular, tanned upper arms; it’s a big turn-on. We gaze at each other, our lips occasionally twitching, and the band members tell us to ‘go get a room!’

			After lunch, we do just that. The curtains are half-pulled across the large window, and then José starts to slowly undress me. He kisses my nipples and swirls his tongue around them. I gasp, and my body tightens in response.

			‘Bridget, I haven’t felt this way for a very long time, and I wish that you could be with me forever. I know we’ve only known each other for a short while, but I’m sure as hell certain that you’re the one for me. When this shebang is over, will you come to the US with me?’ I go still underneath his fingers and turn his face up towards me. I want him to stop what he is doing so I can stare into his eyes. I want to see if he means what he is saying.

			Swallowing, as his blue eyes pierce mine with their intensity, I slowly voice my thoughts. ‘José, as you said yourself, we’ve only known each other for a few weeks, and I’m not financially stable to make that kind of move—or commitment. Can I think about it?’

			‘Sure.’ His voice flattens slightly as he removes my hands from either side of his face. He leans back slightly. Then, in a rather neutral tone, he declares, ‘I’ll ask you the question again when we return to Sydney. But, please, think about it seriously.’

			‘I will,’ I promise. I place my hand on his chest and can feel his heart pumping. ‘But, if I decide to go with you, I will need a return ticket.’

			José nods his head, and then his eyes half-close as they start to wander over my exposed top half. My breath catches at his change in mood, but I’m still contemplating his offer. Shit! What about Liam? Suddenly, I feel immensely guilty. How the hell do I break it to him that I’m leaving him to travel to the States with a Spanish-American rock ‘n’ roll musician? I know it will shatter his heart. Then all thoughts of Liam disappear from my mind as José lays me down on the bunk and goes down on me for a long and wondrous time. When he finally penetrates me, both of us climax quickly.

			Later, when we have both recovered, José asks me if I want to ‘powder my nose.’ This is our code for doing those little white lines. Of course, I can’t resist. I also decide to roll a joint of hashish, and after a few puffs, José picks up his guitar. His deep masculine voice and the strums of his guitar draw me close. He stares at me, but it feels like he’s looking right through me. He is one with his music, and I am enveloped in it too. 

			I must have fallen asleep because, when I wake up, he’s gone off—probably to talk to the band. I turn on the TV to watch the news. Holy shit! It’s the scene at the train station. That’s me with José’s arms around me, protecting me from the media. Who else is going to see this?

			José returns about thirty minutes later. He carries a bottle of French Chandon. It’s decent, but I’ve grown accustomed to the Cristal.

			‘You’re a hit with the boys, Bridget,’ he proudly declares. ‘They think you’re fantastic.’

			I grin at him, and we get cozy, positioning ourselves for a view of the passing scenery while enjoying the champagne. José starts to talk about his life in America, including his two boys in LA and how he misses them so much. 

			‘You’ll love my boys, Bridget,’ he murmurs. ‘In fact.’ He downs the last drops of liquid in his glass and sits up straight. ‘I think I’ll call them. Would you be interested in speaking with them?’

			‘Yes, okay,’ I say. ‘I’ll talk to them.’

			José picks up the handset and books a call to LA. When the phone rings, he chats with Johnny. Traye, the younger one, is apparently at a friend’s place. When it’s my turn to speak with Johnny, I feel self-conscious. Johnny, however, is very comfortable and chats easily. José has obviously spoken about me previously, as Johnny ends our conversation by saying, ‘I’m really looking forward to meeting you, Bridget. You will love it here.’

			I look at Jose and respond, ‘I’m not certain yet if I will be coming, but we’ll see. 

			‘Let me put your dad back on now. It’s been nice talking to you. Bye!’ 

			Jose raises an eyebrow at my remark. Taking the phone back, he asks Johnny to put Grandma on the line. The next moment, he starts speaking Spanish. It sounds like a very seductive language. He had explained to me that although he was born in Mexico, where they speak Spanish, he is an American citizen and has been living in California for years. It’s clear that his mum is traditional, though, and I find it lovely that they converse in the ‘family’ language.

			That night at dinner with the band members, it feels utterly surreal. José and I are seated next to each other, and he lightly touches me from time to time, either to brush back a strand of my hair or simply as a gesture. The rest of the band remains silent, but I can sense their glances and their discreet smiles; José is clearly staking his claim.

			Billy and two of his bandmates are sitting across from me; never in my wildest dreams could I have imagined being with this rock’n’roll band by myself! The guys have numerous questions about growing up in Australia. I tell them that I come from a close-knit family with two older sisters and two brothers. We chat about kangaroos and koalas along with Aussie swear words.

			José is smiling at me and then he refers to me as his princess. I look up at him with delight. This is the first time he has called me by that name. He fills my glass with more wine, and the conversation flows effortlessly while we savour a scrumptious à la carte meal. Nevertheless, I can only pick at my food. For some reason, I feel slightly anxious... I’m starting to crave another hit of cocaine. Once our plates are removed, I politely excuse myself, letting them continue their man-talk.

			Once back in our compartment, I’m enveloped in euphoria from another white line. The silence is striking, except for the rhythmic clickety-clack of the train tracks. My body sways with each movement of the carriage, and anticipation for José’s return fills me. Sensations of desire consume me. I feel horny and cocaine sure makes all your inhibitions go out the window. I start a journey of self-discovery of my body, feeling naughty—I’ve never done this before. 

			My fingers glide delicately over my exposed flesh and it fascinates me how incredibly sensitive the tips of my nipples are when it is I who explores them! I descend to my belly button, passing over my mound, until I reach the moistness below. I begin to stroke and find a rhythm; pressure mounts and... whoa!

			My bones turn to liquid jelly, and I lie there in a sensual haze. I don’t know how much time passes before I hear a knock at the door. ‘Are you decent, princess? The gang and I thought of coming over to jam for a bit.’

			‘Give me a minute,’ I yell back. I slip into a smooth, salmon-coloured dress that I purchased with the money José gave me. It has slits on the sides and feels incredible against my skin. A pair of delicate lace panties makes me feel more presentable. 

			‘You can come in now.’ The door swings open, and the group of rowdy boys enter. 

			José’s gaze devours my outfit; it feels exhilarating!

			I let them settle down and sit off to the side. I don’t want to intrude. I’m so honoured to be a part of this totally off-the-cuff and remarkable experience. José starts strumming his guitar, and male voices join together in a magical serenade. Throughout the early morning, they continue to play, smoking pot and occasionally snorting cocaine. 

			Of course, the issue with a wild night is that, usually, it’s always followed by a tough morning. So it was for me, although the men seem to fare much better. I miss breakfast but am all dolled up when we arrive at the Interstate Rail Terminal in South Brisbane at 9:30 am. We hop onto the bus and make our way to the extraordinary Heritage Hotel; supposedly, Queen Elizabeth II stayed there during her last visit to Brisbane.

			While José is out doing a sound check with the rest of the guys, I give my sister, Jess, a call to invite her and her husband, Peter, to the concert happening that night. Since they reside on the Gold Coast, it will just take an hour’s drive. 

			They arrive a few hours before we need to depart and, in no time, José has organised room service consisting of a bottle of Jack Daniels, a bucket of ice, and mixers together with a huge platter of delicious-looking cheese, fruit, and biscuits. He notices that although we share similarities in appearance, Jessica—whom I introduced formally—has long black hair that is in total contrast to my ash-blonde hair. 

			José’s hospitality is flawless; and he treats us all like royalty. Jess and Peter are completely blown away, when Billy and the rest of the band walk in and welcome them as if they are a part of ‘the family’.

			I’m relishing the amazed glances that Jess and Peter keep giving me, and it’s almost a pity when we have to depart. José and the band, along with the crew of roadies, get on the band bus while Jess, Peter, and I follow in the limo. 

			‘What in the hell?’ Peter exclaims when he spots the police escort leading the way into ANZ Stadium. 

			‘I know, right?’ I giggle, and then we all burst out laughing.

			***

			Two days later, we board a flight back to Sydney, and I keep smiling when I recall the phone call with my sister the day after the concert; she couldn’t stop gushing. I look across at José fondly. What an amazing guy he is; he certainly knows how to treat people right. 

			When the aircraft touches down, the media frenzy begins again, and so does my anxiety. What if my boss sees me on TV? And Liam? Although that’s unlikely, as he isn’t due back until the day after José flies out... and that’s soon.

			Two days fly by quickly, though, and its José’s last day in Australia. We’re having brunch, and an awkward silence fills the air. He says my name with such a serious tone that I look up at him, raising my eyebrow. 

			‘Bridget,’ he begins and then swallows; his Adam’s apple bobs. ‘I’ve had so much fun since meeting you; I can’t imagine losing you. Have you made any decision yet about coming to the US with me?’ 

			I let out a deep sigh and reach over to hold his hand. ‘No, José,’ I reply sadly. ‘I really don’t have enough money for travel, and I don’t want to be a burden to you.’

			‘But you don’t need any money, and you aren’t a burden!’ he growls. He stares at me with determination, urging, ‘I’ll take care of you indefinitely. Please think about it.’ 

			Nervously, I twirl my hair with my left hand as I question, ‘Will it be a return ticket?’ 

			A playful grin appears on his face. ‘Anything you desire, darling. Just come, all right? You’ll love it!’ And with that, he reaches into his jacket pocket and hands me a little box. ‘This is for you,’ he casually declares. 

			The blue velvet container opens in my hand, revealing a dazzling diamond and sapphire ring. I’m amazed. My mouth becomes dry, and I have to swallow and moisten my lips. 

			‘I ... thank you so much, José,’ I stammer. ‘It truly is stunning.’ 

			‘Not as mesmerising as you,’ he says and, leaning in, he kisses me in front of everyone.

			When one of the band members comes along not long after to collect him and take him to the airport, I’m tempted to tell him there and then not to go—that, maybe, I can just go to the airport with him now and disappear, just leave.

			But I keep quiet, and with one last swoon-inducing kiss, he declares, ‘I’ll call you when I’m back in the States. I love you, baby!’ And with that, he is gone. 

			Suddenly, I feel tearful and devastatingly alone. We’ve been in each other’s company in such an intense state of togetherness that I feel like one of my limbs has been cut off. I pull myself together, though, and realise that tomorrow, I have to go back to work and prepare what I am going to say to Liam upon his return.

			***

			‘Hi, princess,’ José’s voice echoes across the Pacific Ocean. ‘I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I’m back in LA now, and I want you here with me. I have bought you a first-class return ticket for next week. You should be hearing from Qantas soon. Gotta go. I’ll talk to you soon.’ 

			‘Okay,’ I murmur, suddenly feeling breathless with excitement. ‘I love you.’ The phone returns a dial tone, and I don’t even know if he has heard me. 

			I’m sitting in my boss’s office. He’d called to say that I had a phone call from ‘some American bloke,’ and I had rushed up the stairs, my heart pounding like mad. 

			That night, back at home, the phone rings again, and I grab it eagerly. When I hear Liam’s voice though, I’m filled with nervousness.

			‘Hi honey,’ Liam says airily. ‘We’re back! We’re just collecting our luggage, and I’ll be home soon. I can’t wait to see you. I’ve missed you so much; I can’t wait to hold you in my arms and take you to bed.’ His voice lowers as he whispers, ‘I really need you.’ 

			I feel like such a fraud and am pacing the living room while waiting for Liam’s arrival. God! What am I going to say?! As he strides through the door, I feel almost paralysed with fear. My insides are churning, knowing that within minutes, I’m going to deliver a terrible blow.

			‘Bridget!’ Liam exclaims, throwing his luggage on the floor and opening his arms as he approaches. ‘I missed you so much it hurt. I’ll never leave you again. I’ll make sure you come on tour with me next time and every time or I won’t go. Then they’ll have to let you come!’

			He grabs me, and we kiss. We hold each other tight for a moment, but as he lets go of me, I avoid meeting his gaze, giving him a weak smile instead and saying some welcoming words. 

			‘God, you look stunning, Bridget,’ he declares. He’s completely unaware of my hesitation, and I’m struggling to find the words that need to be said.

			‘I’ve brought you something as beautiful as you are. But I need you now. I can’t wait any longer. You are all I thought about on the flight back.’ Taking my hand, he gently pulls me into our bedroom and starts undressing me. It’s not the right time to tell him, I convince myself. Tonight, I’ll let him make love to me, and I’ll tell him in the morning.

			***

			I wake up to see the sun streaming through the window. My first thought is, I must tell Liam. But, he’s sleeping so soundly next to me that I don’t want to disturb him. Since it’s almost noon, I prepare for work. He still doesn’t wake up, and when I give him a kiss on the cheek, he wishes me a good day and says he’ll see me later before turning over to go back to sleep! Shit! 

			Work is a nightmare. I can’t concentrate. I’m totally confused. I genuinely loved Liam, and our lovemaking last night had been surprisingly amazing. But my time with José... that had been out of this world. Can I sacrifice something safe and steady? Is the confusion I’m feeling because I’m avoiding acknowledging my wrongdoing? Urgh! 

			The next thing I know, the bar manager informs me about a long-distance phone call.

			‘Hi Beautiful, it’s me! I’m missing you terribly.

OEBPS/image/1.jpg
Those Little
White Lines

Kaz Piper






OEBPS/font/MinionPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/Aller-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/font/Aller.ttf


OEBPS/font/AGaramondPro-Regular.otf


OEBPS/image/Ebook_cvr.jpg
‘Well written and captures the essence of a basically good girl,
taking wrong turns down the road of her rocky and rolly life.’
SUZI QUATRO
American singer-songwriter, musician, and actress
1 of the 12 Queens of British Pop

BASED ON A TRUE STORY

KAZRPIPER






OEBPS/font/Aller-Bold.ttf


