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A celebrity client, an uptight CEO, one night to break the sexual tension and get it out of their systems. 

Last time he was famous, Riley’s life spun out of control in a maelstrom of drink and bad decisions. So when an impulse upload of his catchy new song threatens his hard won peace, he needs help managing the lure of the spotlight. He just didn't expect the gorgeous CEO of the PR firm he hires to be the biggest temptation of all. 

Vince knows he should say no to the man behind the song that defined his disastrous teen years. The last thing he needs is a recovering alcoholic as a client; he knows first hand how addiction can destroy lives. But one look at Riley and he would do anything to protect him, as a client, and much more. 

Their chemistry could incinerate a city, making working together impossible. They make a deal to indulge just once, so they can concentrate. Once isn’t enough, but the paparazzi are closing in, ready to expose Riley’s hidden identity. How can a relationship with a client end well, when Vince’s professionalism and Riley’s private life are on the line?
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An avid reader, Renée Dahlia writes contemporary and historical queer romance. Renée is a bisexual cis-woman who is fascinated by people and loves to explore human relationships, with a side of humour, through her writing. Renée has a degree in physics and mathematics, using this to write data-based magazine articles for the horse racing industry. Her love of horses often shines through in her fiction, and she loves a good intrigue and to escape the real world in the pages of a book. When she isn’t reading or writing, Renée spends her time with her four children, usually watching them play cricket.
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For second chances.
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Welcome to CRAVING HIS SPOTLIGHT, the third book in the Kapow Advertising series, set in Sydney, Australia. 

CRAVING HIS SPOTLIGHT is a sexy story of a gay CEO, a bisexual pop star, and the one night stand that becomes love. These two will capture your heart, especially if you love opposites attract, one night stand, and workplace romances. 

Readers, please be aware that this story includes references to alcoholism. 

If you are keen to keep up to date on new releases and, more importantly, sales, I recommend you sign up to my newsletter, or follow me on social media. 

Social Media Links

Twitter

Facebook 

romance.com.au

Instagram 

BookBub

I hope you enjoy reading this book!

Renée
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Chapter 1
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Vince would know that voice anywhere. The rich dulcet smoky voice with sultry notes. Truly, it was the only good thing about the bloody pop beat of those songs. For two long years, he’d listened to it on endless repeat, because there was no other option. Hearing that voice meant only one thing—the lead singer of So You Think was here in the office of Vince’s advertising company, Kapow. It must be over a decade since the boy band was huge. He shuddered. That fucking car with the So You Think CD stuck in the dash represented some of the worst years of his life. Nah, not the absolute worst. They were the end of the worst and the beginning of now. 

Reframe your thinking, that’s what he always told his clients. Pivot. Imagine the outcome. One cheap unbreakable Toyota, and that bloody band, marked the moment he’d given himself the choice to be something more. To be the CEO of his own company and rise from the trash of his childhood. He’d achieved it all. The kicker was that he still wanted more. 

Anna tapped on the glass door to his office, interrupting him before he could get carried away. What was it about that voice? 

“Yeah?”

His PA had a giddy look on her face with a huge grin and glowing eyes. “Riley Micah is here.”

He nodded and almost said, ‘I know. I heard his voice.’ “Send him in.” He would not roll his eyes at her joy just because he found the whole thing awkward for reasons he didn’t want to discuss with anyone.

“You know who he is?”

“I am aware of pop culture, Anna.” It was literally his job to be aware of all the trends. 

“OMG. Do you know what this means?” She actually bounced, and Vince had never felt older than right at this second, much older than his twenty-eight years. 

“That the conspiracy theories are wrong and he’s not dead?” 

“Can I put that on the Kapow socials?” 

“No.” Vince wanted to sigh, and he never bloody sighed. Instead he unclenched his jaw. Odd, he didn’t remember clenching it. “Not until we know why he’s here and what he wants. There’s no good sense in pissing off a potential client before we’ve signed them up.” 

“Right. Well, you’re the boss. You’d know best. I’ll just get him, shall I?” 

“Yes please Anna. And perhaps stick around in case we need notes taken.” They wouldn’t need notes. Vince had a spectacular memory. He did have one weakness; or more accurately, it was the weakness he’d readily admit to. He liked making people smile, and Anna’s smile warmed him. She ran out of the room and he went to stare out of the large glass window at the city. Nothing made him feel lonelier than Christmas in Sydney—all those people with families doing stuff normal things together. How fucking maudlin. That bloody voice singing out happy pop tunes with an upbeat baseline had pulled him back to a part of his life he’d rather keep buried, a past he’d worked his arse off to escape. Anna’s tap on the door dragged him back to the real world and he plastered on a smile as he turned around. 

Well, fuck me dead. No wonder fans had screamed for Riley. The man was spectacularly handsome. A rush of dry heat swept up his spine and it took all his effort not to lick his suddenly dry lips. Short black hair, long limbs, lean muscles under a casual shirt with jeans that clung to strong thighs. His face had weathered since his boy band days, but it added substance to his classically beautiful features. Vince could understand why they’d made him the front man for a boy band. He had it all; incredible good looks, a lush voice, and a presence about him that made Vince want to follow him. He never wanted to follow anyone. 

“Ahh, Vince, this is Riley Micah. He wants to see you on some business.” Anna’s quiet tone whipped at him, and he blinked. Had he been staring hungrily at his potential new client? Shit and balls. He squared his shoulders, marched across the room, with his hand stuck out for a handshake. He gripped Riley’s hand and shook it. Another shot of heat raced up his arm, and he tensed rather than scuttle away like a scalded cat. 

“Riley Micah. I’m Vince Catteneo. Welcome to Kapow. What can we do for you?” 

“It’s complicated.” Riley’s voice purred over Vince’s skin and his toes nearly tapped out the beat to Vegas Showgirl where Riley sang those same words. She’s complicated. I’m complicated. The whole situation... well, it’s complicated. 

“Isn’t most of life? Ha ha.” Oh fuck, now he was the dickhead saying that out loud. “Would you like a coffee? Anna can get you anything you want.”

“No thanks. Water is fine.” 

With any other uptight potential client, Vince would have turned on the charm and wooed them. But someone had turned the aircon up too high and the room was too stuffy, and he couldn’t find the words he needed. Routine. That’s how to cope with the unknown. Take a breath, go through the standard welcome chat. 

“Please have a seat and we can discuss your complicated problem. Our discussion is completely confidential, and we guarantee that regardless of whether you sign on with Kapow or not. Kapow is in the business of solving complicated problems for clients and we have an excellent track record.” This was where Vince would casually indicate the wall of awards on display in his office, but something held him back. He eased out a slow breath as Anna placed clean glasses on coasters on the table in front of them both, poured iced water into them, and then sat down. 

“How much do you know about the music industry?”

“About as much as I need to know to help you.” Vince paused, waiting to gauge Riley’s response but he sat poker faced. “I realise that sounds flippant and it’s not meant to be. We are in the business of advertising. We understand people and their motivations. We are experts in knowing why people spend money. If we need to understand a particular industry for a client, then we have a research team for that. What I’m saying is that if you need me to know everything about the music industry, come back in a week, and I will know it.” 

“Okay?” Riley was apparently a man of few words. 

“I take it this has something to do with So You Think?”

Riley frowned, with a deep furrow between his brows. “You know about that?”

“Anyone alive a decade ago would have to be living under a rock not to know.” Vince had been sixteen when the first So You Think song had been released. It hadn’t really been his scene. He’d been into angry music, not happy pop, and it wasn’t until he bought that damned car that he’d truly listened to their music. Totally not his thing. He wouldn’t have listened to that CD, except he’d had no other option. At the time, it had been an analogy for his life; one that he’d used as motivation to give himself options and create opportunity. 

Riley lifted his chin and spread his arms wide. “Perhaps my problem is not so complex, after all. I’ve been writing some new songs and one of them has some airplay.” He paused, opened his mouth, then closed it again. Vince ran a few scenarios through his head. Which was more likely?

“I take it you’ve used a different name?” 

“Yes. Riley Le Breton.” 

Anna gasped. “OMG, I’ve heard that one on Triple J. That’s you? Man, when the world knows that, you are going to be huge.” 

Riley cleared his throat. “You guarantee me confidentiality?” 

“Absolutely. And that includes all my staff. This will NOT leave this room. Anna?” 

Anna squeaked. “Yes boss.” 

“Here’s the deal. The music industry thrives on hope. When So You Think was formed, well, manufactured, whatever... The three of us were so happy to be famous, we signed the contract without really knowing what it would mean. A million dollars up front sounded like a fucking fortune. Sorry.” 

“It’s fine. This is advertising. We do use swear words on occasion.” Vince cringed a little inside; he sounded like a complete tosser. Anna giggled.

“Right. Well, we got fucked over, basically. No one told us the advance wasn’t real money. All our expenses came out of it; like they paid us a daily allowance, and paid for all our travel, and clothes, and fucking everything. And all of it came from the original million they’d given us. So much for generosity.” 

“What about royalties?” 

“By the time the producers and song writers and the music company had taken their cuts, we got almost nothing in percentage terms. Less than 4% of net profits, and when the music company did the accounting...” 

“There wasn’t much in the net profit line?” Vince guessed and Riley nodded. 

“After three years of constant touring, So You Think was the biggest boy band in the world, we’d sold out concerts everywhere, we had platinum records, industry awards, all of that shit. And for all of those millions of records we’d sold, we were almost broke. And it broke us. Well, you’ve read the stories, I’m sure. How we went from the glamour boys to dust in three years.” 

Vince had no words. He thought advertising was a cut-throat industry, but fuck. “That’s fucked up.” 

“Yes. I can’t do that again.” There was a weight to Riley’s voice that asked more questions than it answered. Somehow Vince knew he didn’t just mean the whole being famous without being rich, but that something more had happened in the intervening years. His team would fill in the details for him. 

“And you want us to prevent that?” Vince wasn’t sure how they could help. 

“No. This time around, I will be the producer, the songwriter, the singer. I will create the wealth, if I’m so lucky as to hit the charts again, and I will keep it.”

“Great.” He waited, still unsure about why Riley had come to an advertising agency with his issue. 

“What I need is someone to manage the public and the publicity for me.” 

Vince was tempted to brush Riley away and send him to a PR company instead, but he’d always been good at sniffing out business, and from the look of awe on Anna’s face, he knew it wasn’t just him who found Riley appealing. Sexy. If he could put his own physical response aside, Riley could be a valuable client. 

“You want us to manage your fame for you?” His guess was spot on. Riley’s face lit up, his brown eyes glowing and a smile slowly unfolded over his features. 

“I’ve been there. I know how wild it can get, and as soon as anyone finds out that Riley Le Breton is really Riley Micah from So You Think, things are going to get out of hand. I want Kapow to launch Riley Le Breton in a way that manages the So You Think fans, but keeps the focus on the music and who I am now.” 

“And who are you now?” 

Riley chuckled. “If I knew that, I wouldn’t be here.” 

“I don’t think that is true, at all. I think you know precisely who you are and what you want.” Vince leaned forward, his elbows on the table. 
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Riley wasn’t going to tell this man exactly who he thought he was. A washed up thirty year old ex-pop singer, a sober alcoholic whose fans thought was dead. There was a whole industry dedicated to that; websites, blogs, social media accounts, faux-headstones. The advice that you should never google yourself held true. He’d been okay not knowing, but as soon as his Riley Le Breton song had gained air-time on Triple J, he’d decided to have a look on the internet. Only to discover he was dead. In hindsight, he should’ve listened to the generic advice. It was quite unsettling.

In a different way to being here, in an advertising agency with Mr Catteneo. They made men differently in the city. Mr Catteneo stared at him with his dark brown eyes focused only on Riley as if he were the most important person—the only person—in the world. On anyone else, it would be flirting, if you could call this intensity flirting. Riley had obviously spent too long in the outback if this slick suited handsome advertising executive made him hot under the collar. The way he leaned forward on the table inspired dirty thoughts, especially with his shirt sleeves rolled up to his elbows, and his muscular forearms exposed. Riley could lick him. Prickles of heat burst on his cheeks and he swallowed. 

Who was he now? That’d been the question, hadn’t it? “I’m a singer. I want to make music that makes people happy. That’s all I’ve ever wanted.” It was some of the truth, enough of the truth for this conversation. Riley certainly wasn’t going to tell this intense man the truth; he’d been so fucked up on alcohol and drugs that he’d lost touch with everyone who mattered. He’d ended up in Bourke in outback NSW, broke and broken. 

“And astute enough to know that making people happy results in income for you.” 

Riley swallowed down the bitter taste at the back of his mouth. It wasn’t his first time around this particular circus. “If I play this right, my music can make people happy...” It was the most understated way he could manage to explain the rapturous joy he gained from singing for people. No drug ever gave him the same high. “...and I get to control the money.”

“Understood.” The look on Mr Catteneo’s face proved he did in fact understand. “We can run through the details of how the money works later and see if our lawyer Ella can make the deal better for you.” 

“It’s fine. Now that music is all digital, the big companies have less power. I can be my own record label.” 

“But that means doing all your own marketing, shelf placement...”

“Shelf placement? No one buys physical music anymore. I can manage the uploads myself.” He didn’t need tech help. What he needed was distance from the So You Think fans, and someone to stop him falling off the wagon. No, he could do that if he had control over, well, everything. No surprises and definitely no parties. That would be the key. 

“Okay. Like I said earlier, I’ll have a better understanding of the music industry next week. Anna, write a note to get the market research done on indie labels.” 

Riley’s chest warmed and then a cold shiver raced across his scalp. He knew this sensation—the moment when he was being charmed by someone who wanted something from him. “No thanks, Mr Catteneo.” 

“Please call me Vince. No to the research, or to us helping you manage the media announcement? As you said yourself, once the public finds out, it’s going to get a little wild. We can look after all that for you so you can concentrate on your music.” Vince’s eyes narrowed a little and then he held up his palm. “I can see you have some doubts—” 

Riley nodded. He sure did and it was difficult to remember why he’d come here in the first place. Vince was only saying what Riley knew was true. He did need someone to deal with the fans so he could write, sing, and perform. 

“Everything will be done at your request. You will have complete control over the messaging and how your image is portrayed. What I meant is that we will provide a service to you to assist you in how you want to tell the world about yourself.” 

“I don’t need to be sheltered.” Although he did, and fuck, part of him wanted this gorgeous man to be all heroic and protective. He’d hardly been a saint in the last decade, although the opportunities for one-night stands without the entire town knowing had been scarce in Bourke. Small towns had many advantages, but the disadvantage was that everyone was in everyone’s business. He’d pretended he was Paul Micah, Riley’s cousin, for so long, he’d almost forgotten what it was like to be Riley Micah. Plain old boring old Paul, as the song went. The town bought it—‘Oh you look just like him’—and then left him alone. He’d nearly believed the lie, except he’d stepped back into his old self with ease today. His stomach cramped. He couldn’t go back to being Riley Micah, but he also knew his mates in Bourke would be gutted when they discovered he’d been lying to them. They’d cover the hurt with silly jokes, sure, but he couldn’t pretend everyone would know he didn’t trust them with the truth.

Vince chuckled. “No, I don’t imagine you do. You have the look of someone worldly who knows exactly what vultures are out there.” 

Riley’s pulse skipped a beat. “I’ll take that as a compliment.” Being here made his decision to reveal himself so incredibly real, even though he’d spent months thinking through all the implications. Theory had nothing on this twisting tornado in his stomach. 

“You do that.” Vince’s gaze didn’t budge, somehow inviting Riley to sink into those brown eyes of his. Riley could write a song for this man and it would be soulful with long notes and a deep bassline. A little bit of jazz with a sharp electronica intro. 

“Thank you.” 

“I’ve talked a fair bit about what Kapow can do for you, so tell me, Riley. Do you think this is a relationship that could work for you?” 

Yes. Imagine being in bed with this man and the glory of being watched by those incredible eyes. Riley blinked. He hadn’t meant that sort of relationship. “Should we talk about the cost?”

“We can get to that. I’m sure you’ve done your research about us and our services.”

Riley nodded once. “Your website doesn’t have any pricing information. I shortlisted you for a couple of reasons.” He deliberately glanced at the impressive display of awards along one wall. Should he mention that they had underground parking, so he could drive here without being seen by the public? No. 

“Pricing depends on what package you want. Do you want the basic advertising package? A website, basic promotion of your new album, etc. Or do you want more of a PR deal where we also manage your media time? I’m picking the combination will be the most useful to you, given the media frenzy that will happen once the link between So You Think and Riley Le Breton is discovered.” 

“I don’t want it discovered. I want to announce it.” 

“Control the story. Perfect.” 

Yes, and more than that. Riley wanted to control the hysteria before it controlled him. He’d already drafted a text to all his mates back at work in Bourke. It would have to be enough for the moment, an inadequate way of thanking them for keeping him level over the past eight years. 

“Excuse me.” The PA interrupted in her breathy voice, like she might burst with the excitement of being in the same room as him. God, he’d become a cynical old fuck. Coldness surrounded his chest and he tried not to roll his eyes. 

“Yes?” 

“Have you talked to the other members in So You Think about this?” Her sharp question made his stomach sink. This was going to affect so many people. 

“Not yet.” 

“We will need to prepare them for this news, with a confidentiality clause, otherwise this will get out of hand quickly. Do you keep in touch with them?”

Riley breathed out slowly to try and calm his galloping pulse. There was no easy way to say this, so he just spat it out. “They both work for the company who originally signed us. Ethan is a songwriter, and Dylan finished his MBA and is an executive there.” 

“Can you trust them?” Vince aimed for his jugular. Direct. Fucking sexy. A shiver rushed up his spine.

Riley wanted to say yes. “I’m not sure. We went through a pretty tough time together and that experience sticks with you, but...” He’d been a complete jerk to them both and it’d been years before he was well enough to reach out to them again. Now they had a very cautious relationship where they texted each other every few months, but nothing deeper. Hardly a friendship, although they’d probably understand the situation he was in. 

“Understood. They work for a company who’d be pretty keen to re-sign you. Would you?” 

Riley was glad he’d spent months trying to figure out the answer to this one. “Look. I’m not going to rush into anything, but if they offered me the right sort of deal, then I’d be silly not to consider it. I’m just not looking for the sycophantic bullshit that goes with all of that. Indie suits me at this stage. It means I have to pay for all the costs upfront, marketing, artwork, video production, etc, but I don’t have to do anything I don’t want and I don’t have to listen to their ideas about how it should happen.” 

“That’s clever. And it perfectly encapsulates why you need Kapow; to do the market placement, media management, and advertising that a big label would usually do.”

“Yes.” A big breath rushed out past Riley’s lips, drying them out. “That’s precisely it.” He should’ve opened with that, rather than let them dictate the conversation. He was so out of practice at being in this world—things were simpler back in Bourke.

“One last question.” 

“Yes?”

“How much time do you have before someone puts the two names together?” 

Riley squirmed. “What do you mean? No one will connect the two.” 

Vince shifted a little, and his mouth twitched at the corner. “Riley Micah, Riley Le Breton. And it’s hard to disguise your voice. You sound the same as you did back then.” 

A buzz started in Riley’s ears. Vince had recognised his voice? He’d assumed no one would do that. Crap. “But most of my fans think I’m dead.” 

“I’m going to assume we don’t have much time. Today is Monday. Let’s book a radio interview for Thursday morning.” 

Riley’s breath caught in his throat. “So soon?” 

“Thursday is the best day for press releases. It’ll get the most attention, and it’s Wednesday evening in America, which is also good. That gives us today to go through the contract between you and Kapow and three days to create a logo and website for you.” 

Riley knew this feeling. It was like being struck across the knees with plank of wood, sudden and jarring. Was he ready? Would he ever be ready? 

“And I’m pretty sure if we waited another week, Anna might burst.” Vince grinned at his PA and she giggled. 

“It’s true. I want to ring my mam and tell her. I won’t. I won’t. Promise. But wow. This is so exciting.” Her thrilled reaction reminded Riley why he was doing this. He wanted to make music and make his fans happy. Seeing videos of So You Think fans in tears about his death had slayed him. It still made his eyes prickle with uncomfortable heat. Would they forgive him, even though he hadn’t started the rumour? He’d done nothing to stop it either. 

“Thursday it is.” 

Vince’s smile was worth it. He glowed. There was no other way to explain it. “You won’t regret it. Now Anna, can you please get Ella? We’ll go over our basic contract, then make the adjustments you wish.” 

“That sounds good.” Riley pushed away the flutter in his gut. He’d given this plenty of thought and he wanted it. The alternative was to fade into an ordinary life. It had its appeal, but it wasn’t enough for him. Music spoke to him, it begged to be released into the world, as much a part of him as the beating of his heart. And to achieve that he needed support; support he was willing to pay for. It didn’t help that Vince was so incredibly gorgeous, in an intimidating way. He wasn’t classically handsome, not with that cragged nose, and angular features. It was more the way he commanded the room and spoke with complete confidence in his ability to solve all the Riley’s problems. And boy, did he find that seductive. Almost too seductive for a working partnership. 
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Thursday morning came along far too fast. Riley had spent the last three days locked in various offices at Kapow going through so many details. Every single piece of information they needed for this announcement had been collated, investigated, brainstormed, until the perfect website had been created and the precise words written for this morning. They’d made sure his Riley Le Breton song was uploaded on all platforms for fans to buy, and the website would go live at the beginning of his interview. The preparation had far exceeded his expectations; to be fair, so had the price, but he could see the benefit he’d gain. He’d maxed out his credit card to pay the initial amount to Kapow and now he hoped it would all be worth it. 

As he stood in the studio waiting room, he shook out his hands and ran through a few breathing exercises. It’d been years, literally, since he’d performed, and yet his body remembered the buzz of initial nerves and the ways he’d dealt with them. What he wouldn’t do for a drink to take the edge of though. No. Fuck. He’d rather stumble in an interview than end up there again. His pulse raced. 

“You okay? Remember I’ll be with you the whole time.” The rich tone of Vince’s voice whispered over his skin, and Riley nodded. 

“It’s fine. Fine.” It wasn’t fine. One pesky thought about a drink to ease his nerves was the beginning of a relapse. Eight years sober. His breath tripped and fluttered over his lips as he tried to slow his galloping pulse. When he’d uploaded the Riley Le Breton track it had been a deliberate choice. He couldn’t keep living without music, and he’d learned tactics to maintain sobriety. Now he needed to implement them because even though he was returning to the music industry, he couldn’t let himself to return to old habits. He wouldn’t survive. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
AVOIWN REPEATING OLD MISTAKES® e

]

RENEE DAHLIA





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





