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CHAPTER 1


          

          CHRIS

        

      

    

    
      “I wonder how much money I’d make donating sperm?”

      Since Hugo had moved out, money was tight. The picture of a smiling couple cradling an infant next to the sign for the sperm bank was reassuring. Not only could I make a little cash, I could help a couple struggling to have a child achieve their dream. 

      “Fuck it, I don’t have anything to lose.” With a shaking hand I pushed open the glass double doors and strolled into a frigid waiting room. I rubbed my arms, trying to get warm. Three men were seated on beige plastic chairs, with several seats in between them. Moments later, a dude with long brown hair in braids strolled into the room carrying a little plastic container with a huge grin stretched across his face. He went to the front desk and handed it to a nurse, who yawned and thanked him. She looked like she’d rather be anywhere else than here. Must be a boring job collecting sperm samples, especially when you didn’t have to extract it yourself.

      It must be bizarre knowing that strange men were in that little room where that dude was, jerking off into a plastic container. Lord knows I’d be making up all kinds of stories about them in my head while…

      “Sir, how may I help you?” The nurse muttered, organizing papers on her desk at the same time.

      “Um, well, I was wondering about…”

      “Here,” she handed me a glossy brochure with a baby’s grinning red face on the front. “This is all the information you need. Read it over, and if you are still interested call the number on the back to set up an appointment.” She spun around on her chair and began stuffing folders into a file cabinet.

      “Sure, thanks.” I muttered, then felt a flush of embarrassment race up my neck. Did I really want dozens of mini-me’s growing up in Los Angeles? Hell, I’d do anything to pay the rent, and with Hugo gone, I was struggling. I hurried to the door, and when I was back out on the sidewalk realized I’d been holding my breath. Leaning against the building for a moment, I watched an older man in his thirties practically skipping into the sperm bank. He was probably excited to go jerk one out on his lunch hour.

      “How did things get so fucking bad?”
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        * * *

      

      As I fumbled for my keys, the door to the apartment across from mine opened, and a homely dude walked out, followed by my neighbor. The dude was my age, with a smattering of zits on his left cheek, and curly black hair cut short.

      “Can we do this again?” The guy asked, pecking my neighbor on the lips and slapping his ass. How the hell does my neighbor, who must be in his mid-sixties with dyed black hair and a pencil-thin mustache, get lucky all the time? He was only wearing a shiny black robe with a picture of a tiger printed on it.

      “You know the rules, Enrique. One and done, but trust me, you were perfect.” My neighbor replied, then I slid my key in the lock and hurried inside. Just as I was going to flip on the lights there was a knock at my door. 

      “Who the hell is it?” I muttered, then dread washed through me. My neighbor, I could lay money on it. I peeked through the peephole, and saw my intuition was correct. There was something extra sleazy about this guy. When he’d hang out by the pool wearing nothing but a neon-colored thong, everyone avoided him. Plus he reeked of tacky drugstore cologne. Reluctantly, I pulled the door open and attempted a smile.

      “Hi, my name is Billy Higgins.” The man grinned and held his hand out. I shook his damp palm once and let it drop. “We’re neighbors, and I was hoping you could help me out with something.”

      Jesus, I hope he wasn’t expecting me to do whatever Enrique had just done. “Um, depends on what it is.” I stepped into the hallway and shut the door, hoping to discourage Billy from wanting to go inside my place.

      “I’m flying to the coast tomorrow for a few days.” Billy’s eyes dropped to my waist, then slowly worked their way up my body. I shuddered, then hoped he hadn’t noticed. 

      “Um, that’s nice.” I said, wondering why people on the west coast always assumed you knew which coast they were referring to.

      Billy licked his lips, his tongue briefly covering his mustache. “I was hoping you could keep an eye on my place, since it’s right across the hall. More importantly I was hoping you could collect my mail every day that I’m gone.” He stuck his hand in the pocket of his robe and pulled out two twenty dollar bills. Shit, I was so desperate for cash I’d do just about anything. The door to the stairs at the end of the hallway flew open just then, and the breeze made Billy’s robe nearly come undone.

      Hell no. I won’t do that. 

      I eyed the money, then snatched it out of his hand.

      “Here’s the key to the mailbox.” He held the key out, and I reluctantly took it. “Thank you very much. What is your name, young man?” Billy winked.

      “Chris.” I forced a smile. “Sorry, but I have to go and um, get dressed for an event.” I lied, then I turned and opened my door. His hand clamped onto my shoulder, and I froze.

      “This is my card, and you can reach me at this number.” Billy said, so I turned again, took the card, and went inside, shutting the door before he could say anything else. I leaned against the door, and a fit of giggles hit me.

      “Jesus, he’s so sleazy. I can only imagine what he and those young dudes get up to.” I whispered, then wondered if they were prostitutes. Flipping the business card over, I noticed it only had his name, Billy Higgins, and a phone number. Whatever his business was, it apparently wasn’t important enough to put on a card. I turned on the overhead lights, then my phone buzzed. I pulled it out of my pocket and saw a text from Mom.

      
        
          
            
              
        I saw you on the cover of another romance novel 😀

      

      

      

      

      

      “Shit.” I sighed, then strolled into the living room and fell back on the couch. Everyone thought I was a brilliant success thanks to those romance covers, but I made no money off of them. When I first arrived in Hollywood I’d been hired by a photographer to model for her. It was the first bit of cash I’d made from modeling, but it was a one-off deal, with no royalties. The woman apparently posted the photos on stock photo sites online, and made all the money. It was too bad, since my mug was on the cover of over a dozen novels and counting.

      “Hell, maybe I need to accept the fact that I’ve failed. Making it in Hollywood was just a pipedream…” I hit the pillow next to me, grateful that Hugo had left all of his furniture. Now that he lived in a fucking beachside mansion, he didn’t need this cheap stuff. “...and accept the fact that I might be heading home to Richmond with my tail tucked between my legs.”

      My phone pinged again, but I didn’t have the heart to chat with Mom or anyone else. Something bad must have happened, because all of my modeling and acting gigs seemed to dry up at once. If only I could figure out what went wrong. It had been almost two months since my last job, and if something didn’t change fast, I’d either be living in one of the homeless camps downtown on Skid Row, or hitchhiking back to Virginia. 

      I didn’t have many options. My agent seemed to have vanished off the face of the earth, and it was virtually impossible to get work in Hollywood without one. I could get a job waiting tables, but I totally sucked at it. I’d had three jobs as a waiter over the years, and I’d been fired from every one of them within a month of starting. Now I was contemplating donating blood or sperm. Hell, maybe I should swallow my pride and knock on old sleazy Billy’s door. I was a helluva lot better looking than most of the guys trooping in and out of his place.  

      The lights flickered out. 

      “What the fuck?”

      I reached beside me to switch on a lamp, but it didn’t work. Then I realized how quiet it was. The usual hum of the refrigerator and air conditioning was gone.

      “Oh hell,” I moaned, then picked up my phone. “Fuck me.” There was a message from the electric company. My power was shut off due to non-payment. My arm swung back, ready to slam the phone into the wall, but somehow I stopped myself. I swiped a tear from the side of my nose, then burrowed down into the cushions.

      “What the hell am I going to do now?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          JETT

        

      

    

    
      “I think I’m going to be sick,” I muttered while struggling to get the bathroom window open. My eyes watered, and I could barely breathe. After another push, the ancient wood finally budged, and a stream of chilly fresh air streamed into the bathroom. 

      I lived in the basement of an ancient house in Oregon Hill, one of the few in the neighborhood that hadn’t been renovated, which was why I was able to afford it. Unfortunately, it meant wiping down the walls of the bathroom every month with a bleach solution to kill mold and mildew. If I didn’t my voice would suffer.

      “Can’t have that.” I stuck my head out the window for a moment, inhaling fresh air. 

      “Hi Jett.” My upstairs neighbor leaned down and grinned at me from the sidewalk. Mike was a bartender at the local gay bar, Thirsty’s. I waved, then backed out of the bathroom into the bedroom, and threw myself onto the mattress in the corner. I couldn’t afford a bed, and the few items of furniture I possessed came from the surrounding alleys. Nevertheless, I was thrilled about one thing.

      For the first time ever, I paid my bills entirely with my music.

      I grabbed my phone and clicked on TikTok. According to them, I now had 37k followers, and made a little over three hundred bucks there last month. Combine that with the cash I made with streaming services like Spotify, and live performances around Virginia; I cleared more money than I ever had before. It wasn’t much, but it was enough to pay all my bills doing what I loved the most—writing and performing music.

      The problem was how long it was taking to build up a fan base, and living in Richmond, Virginia wasn’t helping matters any. I needed to be in New York, or LA. That was where all the action was, where I could connect with people in the industry who could help me break into the big time.

      I clicked on Instagram, and the first picture on my screen was Chris. He was my ex-boyfriend, though we hadn’t dated for long. We went to the same private school in the west end, and the summer after graduation was when our brief affair started. Who knew what could have been between us, because we knew from the start that once summer ended and I moved to Boston, it would be over. Both of us were ambitious, and he totally understood why I had to go to Berklee College of Music. Chris knew he wanted to be a model and an actor, and a couple of years after graduation he left Richmond for Los Angeles. I was the stupid one who came back home, when I should’ve moved to New York after I got my degree.

      “You are still easy on the eyes, Chris.” I tapped on picture after picture on his profile, relishing the memory of his touch. He’d been my first, and he claimed I’d been his. Our school was small, and neither of us had felt comfortable coming out until after graduation. 

      “Jesus, you’re sex on a stick.” I muttered. This picture was taken on a beach in LA. He was tall, muscular, but without being an overdeveloped muscle freak. His green eyes popped next to his tan skin, and Chris’s dark-blond hair was blowing in the breeze. But what I noticed most was the bulge in his tight blue swim suit. 

      “Damn it, my career isn’t going anywhere in this fucking town.” I clicked off the phone and forced myself to my feet. Every afternoon I roamed the streets of Richmond taking pics and videos for social media. Hell, TikTok was almost a full-time job in itself. I resented the amount of time I spent on self-promotion, because it took me away from what I loved most—music. 

      My leather jacket had fallen off the beat-up chair I’d rescued from a dumpster, so I snatched it from the floor and slid it on. Then I grinned at my reflection in the broken mirror next to the front door, making sure I looked presentable enough to take more pics and vids of myself. My wavy brown hair scraped my shoulders, and I noticed a tiny zit sprouting on my chin. No problem. That was simple to filter out.

      “Hi beautiful.” I laughed, though it wasn’t from joy. It was from nerves, from feeling like an imposter every time I posted yet another picture of myself. There was a blurry line between self-promotion and vanity, and I prayed I never, ever crossed it.
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        * * *

      

      After shooting a video of me on a rock in the middle of the James River I was chilled to the bone, so I decided to grab a cup of coffee at Percolate. It was an LGBTQ friendly coffee house that featured occasional concerts by local artists, and I’d played there myself a handful of times. 

      On my walk up Laurel Street, I passed the tall, fancy apartment building my landlord Michael owned. A few of my friends lived there, but I could never afford it myself. It was sleek, sophisticated, and filled with successful lawyers and doctors, with a sprinkling of successful musicians and artists. They had what I wanted, success. If I didn’t figure out a way forward with my career soon, I’d end up living in moldy basements for the rest of my life.

      “Jett!”  One of my favorite people in the world yelled at me from a block away.

      “Sneaky!” I threw my arms around her. “It’s been way too long.” She pushed me back and eyed me.

      “I heard a song of yours on Spotify while cleaning the bar last night.” She brushed imaginary lint off my jacket and grinned. “Somebody’s making a name for himself. Are you heading toward Cary Street?”

      “Yeah, I’m grabbing a cup of joe at Percolate.” 

      She took my arm in hers and started dragging me up the street. “I’m going to work, so let’s keep each other company.”

      Sneaky was a fixture in Oregon Hill, and owned a bar next door to the coffee shop. I’d also performed at her bar before, but now I was hitting a stage in my career where playing live at small local venues didn’t pay what I was worth. Recently I’d been making the trek up to Washington DC every couple of weeks to play bigger venues, like the 9:30 Club. 

      “How’s Gabe?” I asked about her husband, a disc jockey at a local radio station. He’d been incredibly helpful getting my music out there when I first began recording.

      “Oh, he’s planning some sort of show on Brown’s Island for April.” We turned onto Cary Street, and were steps away from her bar. “Would you be interested in performing? He didn’t ask me to ask you, but you’ve played so many gigs with him that I thought you might want to.” She let go of me and started digging in her backpack, then whipped out a set of keys.

      “I’m not sure what’s happening over the next few weeks.” I sighed. “Tell Gabe to shoot me an email with the details, and I’ll check my calendar.”

      “Is something wrong?” She stuck her key in the lock, jiggled it a few times, and the door popped open. “You don’t sound like yourself.”

      “I’ve got a lot on my mind.” I pecked her on the cheek. “If the coffee doesn't warm me up, I might stop in for a drink later.”

      “Please, do.” She swiped her black curls off her forehead, and I noticed a small teardrop tattooed under her eye, which must be a new one. Lord knows she didn’t have any other available skin left to adorn. “The college kids have been drinking at that new bar over on Floyd Avenue, and I would love the company.”

      When I pushed open the door to Percolate, a blast of warm air hit me. Then I noticed a young woman on the tiny stage tuning a guitar. 

      “Hey, Jett. Over here!” I heard a man’s voice, then saw Josh and Serge seated in a booth toward the rear of the coffee house. I held up a finger, and mouthed, “Give me a minute,” then got in line to get a cup of coffee. A few moments later I slid into the booth next to Serge. He was one of my idols, a man who made his living completely off of music, though in an entirely different genre. He was the conductor of the Richmond Symphony, and Josh, his husband, was a cellist. “Hey guys, what’s up?”

      Josh opened his mouth to answer, but the woman on stage began strumming her guitar. Like all musicians, the three of us stopped talking and paid attention, while most of the audience kept murmuring to themselves. People were totally fucking rude, and I made a mental note to leave her some money in the tip jar next to the stage. She was a decent singer, though folk music wasn’t my jam. It was a little too hippy-dippy for me, but I appreciated anyone with the nerve to put themselves out there. Half-an-hour later, she took a break, and Josh winked at me.

      “What’s wrong, Jett?” Josh raised his coffee cup to his lips, then set it down without drinking it. “You look like someone kicked your cat.”

      Jesus, my parents are right. I wore my feelings on my face, and couldn’t lie my way out of a paper bag. “That singer reminds me of myself when I first started. The problem is that I’m beyond where she is right now, and I feel like I’m treading water here in Virginia.”

      “I don’t listen to pop music very much, but maybe it’s time to move.” Serge sipped his tea, then made a face. It was probably cold.

      “Move?” Josh raised an eyebrow. “Why should he move?”

      Serge put his arm over my shoulder. “You went to one of the best music schools in the world, and you know the business. If you want to make it, like truly make it in pop music, you need to be where the action is. Los Angeles, or New York, though I’d opt for London. It’s much more exciting there.”

      My phone buzzed, so I pulled it out of my pocket. A second later I heard Serge gasp. When I glanced at him, his eyes were trained on my phone. “Jett, you have almost forty thousand followers on TikTok. That’s more than the symphony has.”

      “Wow.” Josh snatched the phone out of my hand and began scrolling. 

      “And that’s why my head is in a fucked-up place.” I sighed. “Last month, I didn’t have to work a single temp job. I paid every bill with my music, but I’m still living in a horrible basement eating ramen noodles for breakfast, lunch, and dinner.”

      “Time to move on.” Serge’s baritone rumbled. “Richmond’s perfect for me and Josh, but we’re not in the pop-music world. If you want to take your career to the next level, you gotta move.”

      Josh handed me the phone back, and I switched from TikTok to Instagram. Chris’s face filled the screen. He was mugging the camera with that celebrity buddy of his, Hugo something. Chris was doing alright in Hollywood, and I thought I saw him in an ad for tennis rackets a few months ago. 

      ‘Maybe you're right, Serge.” I pointed at Chris’s pic. “This is my ex, Chris Reynolds. We went to the same school here in Richmond. Now he’s in California modeling and making commercials.”

      “Are you guys still friends?” Josh asked, raising a red eyebrow.

      “Well, kind of.” I shrugged. “We like each other’s posts on social media, if that counts.”

      “You should contact him.” Serge nodded toward me, and I realized he wanted out of the booth. I stood and let him up. When he was on his feet, he placed his hands on my shoulders and looked me square in the eye. “Maybe he can help you find a place to live, or a job while you figure out what to do next with your career.” He let go of me and walked toward the restrooms. 

      My head swirled. Chris and I hadn’t had a serious conversation in years. But what if he could help me out? 

      “Do you believe in yourself?” Josh asked, and I slid the phone back into my jacket pocket. If I’d gotten this far with my music, there was a slim chance that moving to Hollywood might put me in touch with the people who could really move my career forward.

      “Yeah.” I put my face in my hands and sighed. “The question is, will anyone else believe in me?”

      

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

          CHRIS

        

      

    

    
      “If I pay the power bill, I won’t be able to afford food.” I sighed. “If I don’t pay the power bill, I won’t have a way to cook any food, damn it.”

      This situation was dire. Yes, I could call my parents and ask for a loan, and they wouldn’t hesitate in sending enough money to get me by for a few weeks. But I was twenty-five years old, and going to my parents with my hand out wasn’t cool. 

      I glanced at my phone, and it was now only nineteen percent charged. The coffee shop down the street would let me charge it there, but they’d probably frown when I didn’t buy anything. 

      “This absolutely sucks donkey dicks.” I flipped through my contacts, found my agent's number and placed the call. Cramer would tell me what was going on, and why I hadn’t had a job in weeks. Even if I had to fire his ass for not doing his job, I needed to know what happened.

      “Hello?” The old man’s voice cracked. Something didn’t smell right about this, because he normally answered with Cramer Talent Agency.

      “Cramer, it’s Chris Reynolds.” The room was growing dark, so I got up and opened the drapes. “Why haven’t you booked me any work recently? Is there something wrong?”

      “Chris?” The old man sounded confused. “I released you and all of my other talent weeks ago when I retired. Didn’t Gerty send you the letter?”

      “What?” I couldn’t believe this. “No, I never got a letter, or anything else telling me that…”

      “Damn it.” Cramer sighed. “My secretary was angry that I closed up shop. You’re the third client I’ve heard from who didn’t get notice of my retirement. She did it to get back at me, I swear.”

      I hit the sofa arm with my fist. “What the hell am I supposed to do now? Like, I’m sitting in the fucking dark because I can’t pay the power bill.”

      “I’m very sorry, Chris. After I retired I moved to Salt Lake City to be near my family, so I’m not even close to the action. If there was anything I could do for you, I promise I would do it.” Cramer’s voice trembled, or my phone was about to die. The man wasn’t fucking me over on purpose, because he looked like he’d been working in Hollywood since before the talkies. The only reason I accepted him as an agent was because no one else was interested in repping me.

      “Okay,” I sighed. “At least now I know what’s going on. Enjoy your retirement, Cramer.” I disconnected the call before it became even more uncomfortable. 

      What the hell was happening? I had no money, no upcoming work, and I might end up jerking off into plastic cups so I could make rent if something didn’t change, and fast. I glanced out the window, and saw orange and purple streaks in the sky. If I was going to charge my phone at the coffee shop, I’d better do it now before it got dark.

      I pushed myself off the couch, then hit my shin on the coffee table. 

      “Fuck!” I screamed, and someone knocked at the door. “Hell, knowing my luck it’s my pervy neighbor.” I hobbled to the door and threw it open.

      “Chris, what’s wrong?” Hugo crossed his arms over his chest and looked at me like I had two heads. 

      “What are you doing…? Scratch that, come in.” I stepped back, then Hugo walked past me and attempted to flip on the lights.

      “Um, your lights don’t seem to be…”

      “The power company shut off service.” I groaned, shutting the door. “Today has been the worst day of my life. My agent retired, so I haven’t gotten work in weeks. Then I came home and the power went out.” I fingered the two twenty dollar bills in my pocket. “Like I have less than fifty dollars to my name, and I don’t know what the hell I’m going to do.”

      Hugo opened the drapes even wider, then strolled into the kitchen and came back with two lit candles on saucers. “The reason I’m here is I left a box of cookbooks somewhere, and I wanted to get them. But you’re in trouble, so let’s get you taken care of first.” Hugo placed the candles on the coffee table, and pointed at the couch. “Sit.”

      I flopped down on the couch, and Hugo whipped out his phone and started typing. Seconds later it rang, then he answered.

      “Marla, Chris is in big trouble.”
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        * * *

      

      “Have you told Chris the news yet?” Marla sat in between Hugo and me on the couch and opened her briefcase.

      “News?” I shrugged. “What’s up, Hugo?”

      “I figured I’d wait to tell you until after we figured out this mess, but the tabloids will probably find out soon anyway.” Hugo grinned and waggled his eyebrows. “Becks and I are getting married in Mexico City next year, and you’re going to be my best man.”

      “I am?” Wow. Oh, I’m supposed to congratulate him. “Oh, Hugo, that’s awesome news.” I felt like I should hug him, but I was too exhausted to move. “Yeah, I’ll be your best man, as long as I’m not homeless or something.”

      “Aww, sweetie, chin up!” Marla smiled, then opened her laptop. “Do you have a copy of your power bill? I’m going to pay it for you, and you should consider it an advance.”

      “An advance?” What on earth did she mean?

      “Hugo’s career is blowing up, and I want to grow my stable of talent.” Marla pushed her glasses up her nose, then began typing away. I found the account number for the power company on my phone and handed it to her. A moment later, she shut the laptop and patted my knee. “It’s paid. They say it will be turned back on within twenty-four hours. Do you want to stay with me or Hugo tonight?”

      “Oh no, I don’t want to put either of you out.” I fell back against the cushions and stared at the ceiling. “How did I let things get so bad?”

      “So what happened with your agent?” Marla asked, then Hugo got up and padded into the kitchen.

      I told her about the phone call with Cramer, and Marla shook her head slowly back and forth.

      “That’s so unprofessional. No wonder your career wasn’t going very far.” Marla said. “Tell me about the work you’ve done, and don’t leave anything out, especially if it’s embarrassing. I’ll represent anyone, unless they’ve done porn.”

      I snickered. “Things haven’t gotten that desperate yet.” Hugo walked in with another lit candle on a saucer. “Well, maybe I am at the bottom. No porn. Mostly modeling work, catalog stuff. For two years I had steady work with Nordstrom, modeling for their catalogs. Last year I started getting commercials, including one for Babolat tennis rackets. Shit, why haven’t I gotten any residuals for that yet?”

      “You might need to have an audit done on your last agent. Sounds like someone wasn’t paying you what you were owed.” Marla tapped on her phone. “I’m emailing you the contact info for my attorney. They should be able to handle it for you, and they’re reasonable. For lawyers, that is. So, where do you see your career going? Like, tell me your ambitions.”

      I shrugged. “In high school I was in the drama club, and thought I wanted to be an actor. Then I was scouted by the Wilhelmina modeling agency in New York before I graduated, and thought that was the direction I should go in. But after interviewing them, I decided against it. I didn’t feel comfortable with them, so I took a chance and came to LA.”

      “Would you be open to acting classes?” Marla blew a lock of burgundy hair off her forehead. “The real money is in acting. With your looks, even if you’re not super-talented, we can get you noticed.”

      “Well, yeah. I kept telling Cramer I wanted more acting gigs, but he kept tossing me modeling jobs.” I murmured, then wondered for the first time if I’d made a huge mistake signing with the old man. “It’s like I was treading water the whole time I was signed with him. I made enough money to pay the rent, and thought that was pretty successful. At least I wasn’t waiting tables as a side gig.”

      “Okay, I need your promise that you’ll trust me.” Marla pulled a folder out of her briefcase and squinted at the sheets in the candlelight. “I can get you some great modeling gigs right off the bat, but I know we can make you a successful actor if you’re prepared to work hard for it.” She pulled a pen out of her bag and handed it to me. “I want to sign you up for acting classes, which will come out of your pay, along with the electric bill. I take fifteen percent of your gross, and as you can see with my little brother, I’m worth every penny. It will take a little time to start the wheels turning, so you will need to come up with a part-time job for a few weeks. Get a roommate too, to help with expenses. Hopefully you won’t need a side gig for very long.” 

      Marla held out the papers for me to sign, and I prayed I was doing the right thing. I took them from her, and scrawled my name on the dotted line. 

      “When’s the last time you had headshots taken?” She took the pen and contract from me and stuffed them in her briefcase.

      “When I first arrived in LA, so it was maybe five years ago?” I couldn’t remember.

      “We’ll have new ones taken, pronto. I’m positive you don’t look the same way you did when you first showed up on the scene.” She stood and held her hand out to help me to my feet. “It’s the same photographer Hugo uses, so the quality is top-notch. Hugo, do you need a ride?”

      Hugo stood and grinned. “No, I drove. Chris, why don’t you spend the night with me and Becks. We’ve got three guest rooms, so you aren’t putting us out. It’s too depressing in this dark apartment.”

      Hm. Beachfront mansion for the night, or sitting alone in the dark here? I swallowed my pride and answered him. “Thanks, Hugo. Yes, I’ll spend the night. Let me grab a few things out of my bedroom, then we’ll take off.”

      I took a candle from the table and hurried into my bedroom. “Well now, things are definitely looking up,” I muttered while stuffing my backpack with my phone charger, a pair of shorts, and a t-shirt. Then I felt my phone ping in my pocket. “Shit, I thought you’d died already.” I pulled it out, and saw a message from someone I hadn’t spoken to in years.

      
        
          
            
              
        Hey Chris, it’s Jett. I know it’s been a long time, but can we talk?
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redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
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DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
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using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
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