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Nima folded hot towels, lost in thought. The damp heat was a distant sensation compared to the heaviness in her heart, every inch clogged with balls of lint. She hoped she had brought enough demo tapes with her. This could be her one shot to get close enough to making her only dream a reality. Not to mention producing those tapes put her bank account at negative $15. That very morning, she held the printed bank statement in her hand like the stale, cold toast they served in the hotel canteen. She scraped off as much of the charred surface as she could and ate it anyway, with too much jam to disguise the taste. Every meal she didn’t have to buy or cook could be spent on her music. Something had to happen, and soon. The weariness of waiting slow cooked her soul, day after day. As Nima’s eyes began to sting from welling tears, Every Rose Has Its Thorn by Poison played on her Walkman. The way the acoustic and electric guitars intertwined made her think of love, how the harmony of true love sounds. She often fantasized about seeing that special someone in the front row beaming with pride, instead of greeting her with resentment or envy when she returned from a gig. One day, her biggest cheerleader would also be her lover. Nima could feel her mood turning the same shade as burnt toast with this thought. Tina Turner knew best, because what the hell does love have to do with anything? 

Heaped onto her abysmal bank balance like dirty sheets was her fresh break-up with Bobby. Not a bad thing he was gone, but now she had no one to split rent with. Good fucking riddance. She didn’t need another naysayer in her life telling her she would never make it. Fighting the odds in music was a handful of thorns, but the career she wanted could be her garden if she pulled enough weeds. Her body continued to sway to Bret Michael’s voice. The music in her Walkman was always loud enough to drown out the sounds of this work. Not that she was above it, but she wanted more, knew she was capable of more. Everyone said there could never be a Mexican Lita Ford. She knew that. Her sound was all her own, even if she adored Lita. Especially her style and the voice that was a stiletto to the chest. The primal sexuality that made her music cling to your brain like a wet t-shirt.
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