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 Preface

 


When I started
writing A Twist of Fate I had all these wild and
wonderful characters swirling around in my head. I wanted them to
each be unique and bring “something” to the story regardless of how
little or big their impact was. To me this was just as important as
the story itself and I wanted readers to identify with these
characters, connect with them and fall in love with them, like I
had. There was so much more I wanted to explore in the first book
but I didn’t have the opportunity for a number of reasons. Firstly,
I wanted the story to be solely from Lexi’s point of view so it
didn’t allow me the vehicle to delve into the other characters with
the depth I wanted and secondly, I didn’t want the story to lose
its pacing by breaking off into divergent story lines. It was only
after the second part of the Lexi series, A Leap of
Faith, had been published and I was writing the third and final
instalment, A Time for Hope, that I felt I needed
to go back and revisit the first book again and let some of the
facets of the other characters come to light.

Maybe I’m a
control freak (Ok, so anyone who knows me will know this is NOT a
hypothetical!) but I wanted to write through the eyes of Alex (ummm
Hello, who wouldn’t?!), Taylah (Everyone needs a Taylah in their
lives), and Dan (I honestly LOVE him and I probably laughed the
hardest while constructing his dialogue). I also wanted to give you
all a little insight - a peek if you will, into my inner workings
so you can see how the story came together in my head (trust me,
it’s a crazy place in there so you don’t want to stay too long).
Out of this need (or that of my vanity) Twisted
Views: Fate’s Companion was born. I hope you enjoy reading it
as much as I enjoyed writing it and that it gives “a little bit
more” to those of you who aren’t ready to let go when the Lexi and
Alex’s journey finally ends. (This is not a spoiler alert!!! I just
mean the third and final instalment. Do not send hate mail, I’m not
killing them off... or am I?! **Insert maniacal laugh**).

So settle in,
get comfortable and lets go back in time, back to where it all
started and back to where I fell in love with these guys for the
first time.

 


T xxx
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Introduction

 


Twisted Views
is a series of vignettes written from different characters’ points
of view, which appear in the same order as the events of A Twist of
Fate. Each chapter will have a short note that explains what part
of A Twist of Fate the scene relates to. This book should not be
read as a stand-alone book, as it fills in some of the missing
pieces from A Twist of Fate and should be read as such.




Chapter 1 – Matt

 


Author’s Note: This chapter takes place in Houston, Texas.
The events of this chapter occur before Matt leaves for Australia
to take up his exchange with Cole. Matt has not yet met Lexi but he
has heard a lot about her and his boss is putting the hard word on
him to get Lexi to defect and work for his company.

 


“I’m telling
you Burns, I need her on my team. You have a real opportunity here
and I need you to be a team player.” Jerry was giving me the same
speech he had given me all week.

“Jerry, I’m not
entirely sure what you are asking me to do? I mean, by all accounts
you said she is loyal to Cole. How am I going to be able to
convince her to jump ship?” Seriously, no one could be that good.
He was making this Lexi out to be like some mythical unicorn.

“I’m not sure
you heard me, Burns.” Jerry closed the door behind him, “You didn’t
see this filly; she had men twice her size pissing down their legs.
She is smart as a whip and has no fear - zero. Well shoot, I
watched her negotiate a deal with JS Holdings and not even work up
a sweat. That tough son of a bitch doesn’t cave for anyone and yet
he did, for her. She signed him as a client and he thanked her for
the privilege. Now, maybe it’s cause she was packing an impressive
set of legs or maybe she is a genius - either way I want her.”

“Ok, I’ll talk
to her. See if I can’t convince her to give us a shot.” I hoped
that my agreeing to talk to her put this conversation to bed. I had
a lot of work to get through. Tomorrow I would be jetting off to
Australia where I would be doing a six-month exchange and getting
some much needed international experience. I had edged out Brett
Hardiman for the opportunity and the bastard was still pissed.

“You need to do
more than talk, Burns.” Jerry leaned up against my desk, his coffee
breath polluting the air, “I’m backing you for department head.
Show me you got what it takes. Give her that smile that makes girls
cream their panties. Let her look into those baby blues you have
and convince her she needs to sign. Don’t underestimate yourself
Burns, she is still a girl.”

“You aren’t
suggesting I whore myself out for the company are you?” This was
extreme, even for Jerry. I knew he liked to skate close to the
lines of ethical boundaries and he was a misogynist, but was he
really suggesting I seduce someone for a job?

“Pull your
tampon out Burns. She’s a knock out and you should be so lucky. You
go over and you lay it on thick. Give her some of that smooth Texan
charm you throw around, make her go gaga over you like the rest of
the girls in the office and well, if you end up with a roll in the
hay, then you just got the bonus plan. Well Burns, I want her
fucking signed. Now I have this pain in my ass client I need to
deal with so get y’er shit together and I’ll talk to you when you
land.” Jerry gave me his typical wink and strolled out of my
office. I couldn’t believe he was serious. Of all the bullshit
Jerry had asked me to do, this was by far the lowest.

I leaned back
into my worn leather chair. I wanted that promotion but I was not
willing to use someone to get it. Maybe Jerry was right? I needed
to be aggressive if I was ever going to get further in this
industry. Maybe I could “suggest” an opportunity? Ask her out and
discuss some options over a relaxed dinner? If she said no, well at
least I wouldn’t feel like complete dick. I sure as hell wasn’t
going to sleep with her. After all, we were going to have to work
together for the next six months and interoffice romances were
nothing but bad news.

I grabbed some
files off my desk and threw them into my briefcase. It was close
enough to clocking out time and I needed to get shit squared away
before my flight tomorrow. I grabbed my jacket off the back of the
chair as I strode to the door of my office. I paused on the
threshold before hitting the lights. This was the last I was going
to see of this place for a while. Despite its retro feel, I’d grown
accustomed to the familiar yellowed walls and dark wooden office
furniture. Tomorrow I was off into the unknown. The excitement
buzzed through my body, the only thing I wasn’t looking forward to
was the long-ass flight. I flicked the light switch and I closed
the door. I was ready.



 Chapter 2 - Jackson

 


Author’s Note: This chapter takes place in Melbourne,
Australia, prior to the accident that brings Lexi into the world of
Power Station. Jackson and Mike are negotiating a night off from
the hectic schedule of Power Station’s Australian tour.

 


“We’re in my
home town Mike, we need to go out.” I reached across the
table and tugged Mike’s sleeve. “It needs to happen. Me. You.
OUT!”

Mike sat across
from me as we enjoyed a perfectly cooked steak in his Crown Towers
hotel suite dining room. Mike wasn’t hard to convince, we had been
cooped up inside for the better part of the day and had been on the
road for over a week. Not that I was complaining, ‘cause I still
had to pinch myself that we were actually on this tour.

The support
slot for the Power Station gig was a gift, literally a freaking
gift. SALT was a decent band, having self-produced and
self-released our first album that was holding its own on the indie
charts, but we were by no means seasoned musos. We were used to
playing bars and pubs. For us, hitting the big time was getting on
a smaller stage at the Big Day Out so to be doing this, playing
STADIUM shows with Power Station, was beyond our biggest wet
dreams!

A stadium! No
matter how many times I said it, it never got old. Sound check, as
always, had been surreal. Etihad was where I’d seen most of my
favourite bands play. To be on that stage and hearing our stuff
coming out of those speakers was a dream come true. Sure we wanted
to hit the big time - have our songs on the radio and be headlining
our own big show, but for now, for these four guys from Melbourne,
this was as big as it got.

“Are you going
to introduce me to some local ladies?” Mike smiled as he tucked
into his sirloin steak, “’Cause I have to tell you, I’ve heard some
stories about Australian girls being crazy and I think I need to
experience that first hand!”

“Mate, I
guarantee you! You are going to have to fight them off with a
stick.” I took a bite of my own steak as my mind explored the
possibilities of where I could take him.

Mike and I had
gotten tight in the short time we’d known each other. We just
clicked. He was someone I would have been mates with even if we had
met under different circumstances. Sure, we had had completely
different upbringings and his older brother James was a big time
rock star, but Mike was still down to earth and humble. He was an
extremely hard worker too, busting his ass on tour. He would help
with everything, from set ups and pack downs to distributing run
sheets and front of house liaising. There was none of this, “I’m
James Bowden’s brother” bullshit, he got his hands dirty and I had
an enormous amount of respect for the guy. Of course he liked to
play hard too, which was more than OK with me. When the shows were
done and dusted we would head back to the hotel and party until the
early hours of the morning. Nothing shady, nothing illegal, just a
hell of a good time. The lads were happy to have him around and the
ladies loved him, he was one of us.

“I say we head
to South Yarra, get out of the City,” I suggested as I took a swig
of my beer.

“Dude. Your
town, your rules. But be warned when you eventually make it out to
my ‘hood, all bets are off!” Mike laughed.

“Ladies,” Dan
smirked as he entered from an adjoining room and sat down uninvited
at our table. Dan Evans was Power Station’s bassist and like the
rest of the band he was an all over nice bloke. He also seemed to
have no filter between his mind and his mouth and was by far the
biggest ladies man of the band. “When you two get done painting
each other’s nails, why don’t you head up to Troy’s suite and get
in on the poker game tonight?”

“Thanks Dan,
but we’ve got plans.” Mike politely declined as he nodded toward
me. While a Poker game with the boys was guaranteed to be an
eventful night, it was also a costly exercise. They played for cash
and to deal in was $500, small chips for them but for us, it was
over two weeks rent. They were good too, so you could pretty much
kiss those five big ones goodbye when you sat down at the
table.

“What kind of
plans?” James asked as he took the chair opposite Dan. It was
Flinders Street Station in Mike’s suite but he didn’t seem to mind.
When it came to the band or James he had an open door policy.
“Mike, I’d really like you to sit tight tonight. We have a show
tomorrow and I need you firing on all cylinders.” He gave Mike a
cautious look.

“Relax, James!
We’re just going to see the sights.” Mike rolled his eyes as he
continued with his dinner.

“Little Mikey
is looking to get laid,” Dan snorted as slapped Mike across the
back, “Kid, just make sure you wrap it. Herpes is for LIFE!”

“Dan, thanks
for the advice but I’m good,” mumbled Mike as his face flushed red.
I’m sure he didn’t really want to be having a conversation about
safe sex at dinner with anyone, least of all Dan.

“I would still
rather you hang around here. There’s clubs and the casino here in
the complex, maybe you can check one of those out?” James offered,
levelling Mike with a stare. His eyes spelled out clearly, “you
need to stay put and stop arguing with me!”

Mike wasn’t
buying it and argued, “The place is crawling with fans James, we
won’t make it two feet without someone recognising us and then
asking to us to meet you. Besides Jacks has his car, we’re keeping
it low key.”

I shifted
uncomfortably in my seat, the last thing I wanted to do was to
start shit between the two brothers, but I get where Mike was
coming from. It’s hard working for family, being in the constant
shadow of an older brother. Neither of them was to blame, James was
looking out for his younger brother, and Mike just needed to spread
his wings a little. Dan was obviously initiated to their sibling
spats and showed neither discomfort nor interest.

“Mike, it’s
pissing down rain out there. Tomorrow is going to be a long day. Be
reasonable.” James was starting to grow impatient and while he
didn’t raise his voice you could tell he was getting pissed. I was
beginning to rethink the little excursion myself, except that I
knew Mike wouldn’t back down.

“James, I’m not
a kid. Have I ever let you down? When have I ever not given you one
hundred and ten percent on the job? I’m going out tonight and I’m
not asking for permission.” Mike pushed his chair away from the
table and stood up. “Let’s go Jacks, grab your keys!”

I slowly rose
out of my seat, torn between not wanting to disappoint my friend
and also not wanting to bite the hand that feeds me. Last thing I
need was to be thrown off the tour cause I pissed off the guy who
was making it all happen.

“James… errrr…”
I struggled with what to say, “We’re just going to hit a couple of
clubs and come back to the hotel.” I hoped my lame explanation
smoothed over some of the disappointment I saw in his face.

“Drive
carefully. Either of you gets into trouble, you call for a pick up
- no arguments. I expect you both to show up for breakfast in the
morning, bright eyed and freaking bushy tailed and I better not
hear any complaints of being tired.” James might not be
rubber-stamping our little outing, but at least he was making it so
I felt like less of a dick.

“I’ll be at
breakfast,” boasted Mike. “I can function on no sleep, it’s all
good!”

“Don’t get
cocky Mike, you’re not invincible,” warned James as he pushed back
his chair.

“Dan, let’s go
over the set list now so you and the boys can get your game
started. I want to call Hannah.” James walked over to the door of
the adjoining suite.

“Sure thing,
brother!” Dan leapt out of his seat. “You going to join us or you
got a hot date with your hand?”

“Fuck you Dan,”
James smirked, flipping him off as they walked out of the room.
James gave Mike one last cautionary glance before closing the door
behind them.

“Ok, so are we
doing this?” Mike grinned, “’Cause I got to tell you, I’m itching
for some action tonight.”

“Get your
jacket, Bowden. We’re out of here!” I smiled as I jingled my keys.
We were both ready for one wild night and there was no way I was
disappointing either of us, not here in my town.

 


~~~~~~

 


We jumped in my
CRV and ended up travelling down to Chapel Street. It was raining,
but not heavily. The rainfall was actually more annoying than
anything as I couldn’t seem to gauge the intervals on the wipers
correctly. It was either too fast or too slow. I wasn’t in the mood
for pretentious clubs tonight so I decided Revolver was the
place to be. We could shoot some pool, hear a band or kick back
with the DJ - either way I knew the guy on the door so we wouldn’t
have to be wasting time or money in line. Sure enough we hadn’t
even made it to the door when my buddy Tom flagged us over.

“Jack-o!” Tom
hollered, “Didn’t think they let your kind in here!” The burst of
his mighty laugh carried over the noise from the club.

“My kind? You
mean drummers who can play with a click track? I hear you still
struggle to count past four?” I grinned as I punched him in the
arm.

“Yeah, yeah. I
play by feel mate, not this fancy in-ear monitor shite!” Tom
grumbled as he rubbed his arm. “How’s your big break going? Heard
you were supporting Power Station! Whose dick did you have to suck
to land that gig?!” Tom’s voice boomed.

“Yes, we are.
And no dick sucking was involved. Some of us can get by on talent
without resorting to man-whoring. Speaking of which, you still
working your corner in St. Kilda?” I barely contained my grin. This
was our usual spiel, back and forth with insults until it usually
disintegrated into talking about someone’s mother.

After a few
more friendly loaded exchanges we entered into the belly of the
beast that was Revolver. The strobe lights disturbed the darkness
of the mismatched décor while the heavy scent of sweat welcomed us.
I loved it.

“Let’s head to
the bar, you’re looking thirsty!” Mike enthused as we pushed past
the crowd.

“Not for me
mate, I’m driving. Besides, it’s going to be more fun watching you
get loaded. You know our beer pisses all over yours.” I grinned as
we made it to the bar.

“You aren’t
going to get an argument from me there.” Mike agreed as we ordered
a beer for him and a coke for me.

Ordinarily I’d
have a beer or two knowing I’d be fine by the time I hit the wheel
but I felt James’ caution weighing on me. The last thing I needed
was to screw up this opportunity on account of a big night. No,
this gig was too important and added to that was the responsibility
I felt for Mike. I was going to need to stay sharp.

The night
progressed as we predicted. We enjoyed a few drinks (I kept to the
soft stuff), shot some pool and listened to the band. Throughout
the course of the evening we received more than our fair share of
female attention but nothing that caught our fancy. Mike got a few
numbers but none that I saw him calling in the foreseeable future.
Of course the fact he was James’ brother was kept well under wraps,
most girls just assumed he was some random Yank on holiday and who
were we to correct them?

As the DJ
kicked on, the dancing continued but the crowd started to slowly
thin. I gave a cursory glance at my watch thinking it was maybe
midnight, but was floored when I saw that was it was already the
early hours of the morning. FUCK! So much for an early night. Today
was going to be brutal.

“Dude, we have
got to bail. Breakfast is going to be in a few hours and James is
going to hand us our asses.” I clapped Mike across the shoulder and
showed him my watch. It was almost 4 a.m.

“SHIT, how did
it get so late? I swear we’ve only been here for a few hours?” Mike
stared at me in disbelief.

“Yeah well, we
can dissect and extrapolate the “hows” later. Let’s make tracks.” I
palmed my keys as I directed Mike to the door.

I’ll admit that
while I was a little tired and while Mike had a slight buzz he was
far from being drunk so I wasn’t overly worried about getting
through the rest of the day. We just needed to push through. Once
we got to the show tonight the atmosphere would carry us through.
As long as we did that, we could crash later. Who knows, maybe if
sound check wasn’t too long we could even sneak in an afternoon
nap.

As we exited
Revolver, sheets of rain greeted us. The road looked liquid as the
fast moving water flowed down the street. Gutters struggled with
the deluge as their mouths bubbled, unable to funnel the water fast
enough. It seemed the night evaporating hadn’t been the only thing
that had slipped our attention while we were in the club.

“Jesus, this is
some kind of biblical style storm going on here!” Mike winced as
the cold water hit our bodies. The crash of thunder put a nice big
exclamation mark on his statement.

“The car’s not
far.” I yelled over sound of the rain, “Guess it saves us on
needing a shower.” I laughed as the water soaked through our
clothes.

We looked like
two drowned rats by the time we got to the CRV. I turned the
ignition and cranked on the heat, the blast of hot air making us
shiver.

“I can barely
see the road.” I mumbled as I eased the car from the curb.
Thankfully there were hardly any cars around as I negotiated back
toward the city. Mike eased into his seat and played with the
radio. The swishing wipers on the windscreen tried unsuccessfully
to keep up with the pelting rain.

“So, did you
see anything you liked out there tonight?” I glanced over at Mike
as I kept the car at an even speed. There was no way I was pushing
the limit tonight, not in this rain.

“Maybe? I just
wasn’t feeling it tonight.” Mike yawned, stretching his arms above
his head. “What about you?”

“Nah. You’re
right. The vibe was off tonight. Band was good though, not a bad
mix.” I released one of my hands from the wheel and rubbed my
eyes.

“Dude! The
light just turned red!” Mike cautioned as my eyes cleared.

“FUCK!” I
cursed as I slammed on my breaks. BAD MOVE! I don’t know what was
going through my head but hitting the breaks was the single worst
thing I could have done. I still had enough road to slow and stop
but some screwed up synapse told me to plant my foot on the break
and it was too late.

I felt the car
lunge as it lost contact with the road. Mike yelled but it seemed
like it was off in the distance, in fact it was as if I could hear
nothing but the rain against the metal of the car and the squeal of
the breaks. The car spun sideways as it aquaplaned across the road.
I helplessly tugged on the wheel and pumped the breaks but it only
made it worse. It was as if we were moving in slow motion as the
car slid laterally. I let go of the wheel, unable to regain control
and braced for impact. I looked across helplessly at Mike and
mouthed, “We’re going to hit!” I saw the panic in his eyes and my
stomach knotted as we crossed the intersection, narrowly missing a
Honda Civic. As we cleared the lights I breathed a sigh of relief
when the impact didn’t come. Thank God, there were no cars
travelling in the other direction.

“We’re going to
be ok,” I yelled over the noise as I grabbed at the steering wheel.
I looked over at Mike who was pale and shaking, that’s when I saw
it - the light pole.

 



<<Black>>

 


“Hello…are you
ok?” a distant voice asked.

I couldn’t make
myself focus as I floated into consciousness. The horn was blaring,
the wipers still streaked across the windscreen and I could still
hear the rain drumming against the car. A pungent smell overwhelmed
my senses; it was like burnt plastic or rubber. I could taste the
bitterness in the air. My face and chest felt like I had gone a few
rounds with Mike Tyson. Intense pain travelled through my arm and I
was covered in a fine dust or powder.

I tried to
answer the voice but all I could manage was an inaudible
mumble.

“Can you hear
me?” the voice demanded. The direction of the voice had changed, it
had moved further away. Behind me and to the side? I slowly
regained my orientation. I was in the car. I had lost control. We
had hit the pole. We? We… SHIT, Mike!!! The voice was talking to
Mike!!!

“Mike, Mike…
wake up dude… MIKE…WAKE UP!” I screamed as I looked over at his
lifeless body. He wasn’t moving. Mike - wake up. WAKE UP. God
damn it, I need you to wake the fuck up right now. I felt
myself hyperventilate as I tried to will him awake. I wasn’t
accepting the alternative. God please, don’t let me have killed
him.

“Hey, it’s
ok…calm down… Can you move at all?” she asked. She…the voice was a
she.

I nodded,
awkwardly unhooking my car seat. The angle sent me forward and I
almost fell flat onto the road. As I grabbed onto the door panel to
stop my tumble, pain shot through my left arm.

She had somehow
twisted her body over the seat and was now sitting up front. Her
head was pressed firmly on Mike’s chest. I knew what she was doing,
but my brain couldn’t reconcile what I was seeing. He had to be
breathing. He HAD to be.

Her grim look
told me what I wasn’t ready to hear. Mike was in trouble.

“GRAB MY PHONE
OUT OF THE CAR AND DIAL 000. TELL THEM WE NEED A MICA AMBULANCE,
NOW!” she shouted as I clung to the door.
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