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“Walk softly and carry a big stick.” 
Theodore Roosevelt 
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My Grandmother taught me everything I needed to know 
about life. “Erin,” She said once, “if curiosity killed the cat, 

stupidity killed the human.” She explained that the only 
way I would survive the harsh realities of the world would 

be to remember three crucial facts:  
1. People are selfish assholes. 

2. People do not give a fuck about you. 
3. The world is composed of people.  



 

 

Chapter One: “Whoever gossips to you will gossip 
about you.” – Spanish Proverb 

 
Los Angeles Flash to be Repped Exclusively by TPRA – 
INDUSTRY NEWSLINE Exclusive 
 
My insiders are telling me the Los Angeles Flash football team, 
its players and personnel, will be represented exclusively by 
TPRA. This is a huge coup for Christina Feller, Gerald Kent and 
co. who are continuing to dominate not only the film industry, 
but now the sports world as well. CAA and WME, I’m told, were 
also in the running though they deny any negotiations.  

 
My name is Erin Banks and like 70% of the 

American population, I hate my job.  
I work as an agent for TPRA—more formally Talent 

Publicity Representative Agency—a firm founded by 
Christina Feller, the wife of legendary director George 
Feller, and Gerald Kent, engaged to former supermodel 
Lucy Wei. I’m one of their many junior agents (and 
publicist for some of my clients), which equates to my lack 
of name and existence in their small and frequently 
changing world.   

TPRA is a behemoth. It’s where dreams come to 
die, their ashes repackaged and sold to consumers for an 
exorbitant fee.  It is the worst characteristics of an agency 
(which finds mediocre work for clients) and a public 
relations firm (which creates messes and cleans them up 
for exposure). We walk around spouting the individuality 
of our clients while chanting team-team-team and 
throwing daggers at each other’s backs. We complain about 
the industry and about the decline in quality while arguing 
that our clients—most of whom cannot even act normal—
should be paid eight-figures to headline/direct/produce 
Attack of Another Shit Film. We speak of how consumers 
refuse to go see crap movies like Summer Blockbuster 
Movie A regardless of who is in it because it sucks and 
people want to see quality; but, the following week 
Summer Blockbuster Movie B, which is also shit, is 
Number One and then we worry about the business as a 



 

 

whole; all thanks to the combined work of TPRA and other 
agencies. We eat creativity for breakfast, marinate 
individuality for lunch and keep the remnants as 
reminders to inspiration that we still haven’t eaten dinner 
yet. 

My title as an agent and publicist, I like to say, in 
laymen’s terms, is glorified babysitter.  I clean up the 
messes of some of the world’s most celebrated celebrities—
while also finding them work.  At twenty-seven-years, I am 
a Summa Cum Laude graduate of Emory University with a 
degree in psychology and a minor in global health culture 
and society, yet, I still started out in the mailroom.  I have 
six loyal clients, and by loyal I mean they call me day or 
night or at the crack of dawn to make me remind them of 
why they are so special and in fact do not need to throw 
themselves in front of a bus.   

My tenure at TPRA began when I applied for a 
position as an agent and ended up as a gofer in the 
downstairs dungeon.  Joel Hirsch happened to think that I 
have “pretty legs” and wanted “that frigid bitch Brenda 
Hansen” out of TPRA, therefore at the tender age of 
twenty-five I was hired as an associate (also known as a 
secretary-slash-receptionist-slash-shit-taker). He somehow 
feels as if I owe him due to my bump in position from 
nonexistent mailroom clerk to nonexistent agent. Joel 
would probably be my most favorite person in the world, if 
he weren’t a Martian.  

My boyfriend Tyson Williams and I relocated to Los 
Angeles from Atlanta together.  He wants to be an actor (as 
does every person out here, even the animals) and I 
decided that working in entertainment sounded better than 
the alternatives my degree sought.  Today would have 
marked our third anniversary of relocation had I not made 
my way to our $2600 per-month apartment in West 
Hollywood and found him having sex with the maid. 

“What are you doing?” Well Erin, what does it look 
like they are doing? I tended to do this a lot: question the 
obvious. In the back of my mind, I had to know Tyson was 
cheating on me. I was rarely at home and when I was, I was 
asleep. I figured that at the least, if he had to cheat, it 



 

 

would be with a casting director or producer or anyone in 
the industry that could do anything else besides avoid 
dusting in the corners.  

“¿Qué?” Maria looked at me as if I had three heads 
and spouted fire. She pushed him off of her and held one of 
my favorite Wamsutta blankets close. I cringed. At least it 
was only $16.99 at Marshalls. 

“You did not just pull the ‘what’ card! Maria I know 
you know English!”  

“Erin… let me explain?” Was he kidding? How do 
you explain having sex with the maid? How do you explain 
cheating? Was this a magician’s trick? Was he going to pull 
my dignity out of hat because I didn’t know where it went? 

I turned around in the doorway and walked out. It 
wasn’t like he would be able to catch me, he was half 
naked.  

I went directly to the manager’s office and paid out 
the remainder of my half of the lease and then I found my 
best friend Anna Kim to eat my feelings. 

“So what are you going to do?” She asked as she 
stabbed at her salad. “I mean, I can’t believe you paid out 
half of the rent! You should’ve stuck him with the bill: 
jerk!” We were lunching at a trendy sidewalk café on 
Sunset, down the street from the scene of the crime. I 
should have marched over to In-and-Out. 

“I set up a meeting with a realtor.” I took a sip of 
my water. “I just left… we were together for six-years.” I 
looked out the window and across the street. Six. Wasted. 
Years. The longer I thought about my situation, the less I 
cared about the infidelity and the more I worried about my 
apathy. I wasn’t sure of what I wanted out of that 
relationship other than the stability I lacked in my home 
life growing up. At least I’m now stable in my exhaustion 
from my job.  

“And you just left him… in the apartment?”  
“I don’t suppose there was anything else I could do. 

I didn’t want to stand there and stare as he jumped all over 
himself to explain and watch Maria look confused.” It was 
either that or kill them both and light the place on fire, but 



 

 

that was too many felonies for someone that, to begin 
with, wasn’t that special.  

“What about your clothes?” 
“Are you serious?” I laughed, “I only had a Banker’s 

box full of clothes and all of those are tucked away in my 
office so that no one would look at me weird for wearing 
the same thing twice.” How had this happened to me? 
Couldn’t he have just ended it? Couldn’t there have just 
been an earthquake or a fire or something that did not 
require me to walk in our apartment at that moment? We 
live in California! “I mean, I haven’t bought myself 
anything new for the past three months. The only jewelry I 
wear is my mom’s knot bracelet and these stupid earrings 
Tyson got for me.”  

“And you think that buying a house is the best 
remedy right now?” Anna asked gravely. “You don’t want 
to stop and look over all of your prospects? Maybe you 
don’t want to stay in California or Los Angeles.” 

“I don’t need any more upheaval right now. The 
point of me saving was for a permanent residence and now 
I can do that on my own. Where else do I have to go 
anyway?” 

She smiled. “Hyatt Regency?”  
“It’s a start.”  
I reluctantly returned to the TPRA offices and 

almost immediately rushed to the restroom to empty my 
lunch into the toilet. I sat back on the cold stone floor and 
leaned against the matching stall wall. For a moment, I 
thought of nothing and it was welcome.  

I splashed my face with cold water and rinsed my 
mouth before venturing back into the office; evidently just 
in time because Christina Feller and Gerald Kent beckoned 
the entire agency staff—minus the assistants/minions—to 
the upstairs conference room for some big announcement. 
Is she is going to roast the bodies of small children? 

I walked alone.  I had no friends at the agency 
(outside of my shared assistant Jodie) because: 

a) No one in Los Angeles is really your friend if they 
work with you, they are your competition, and  



 

 

b) I was the youngest agent; therefore everyone 
else, especially the women, hated me.  

“Welcome. File in, we don’t have all day.” Christina 
held up her champagne flute and motioned for us to obtain 
one from the large teak table in the middle of the room.  I 
stood in the back.  As much as I wanted to grab a glass, the 
last thing I ever needed to do was bring attention to myself 
during one of these gatherings.  

“Alright settle down. I’ll allow Christina to take if 
from here.” Gerald Kent took a step back and gestured for 
Christina to take center stage. She smiled at him.  We all 
pretended not to know that they were having an affair.  

“Thank you Gerry. I’m sure you all know of the 
recent talk over a Los Angeles football team.” She paused 
to take in our bemused facial expressions. “The Los 
Angeles Flash are currently stationed at the Rose Bowl in 
Pasadena, but as you know construction has nearly been 
completed on the Claw, their home stadium in Industry.” 

Why was she giving us a play-by-play of the new 
Los Angeles sports team? There were so many other things 
I could be doing with my time: polishing my finger nails, 
Google-ing potential famous husbands, etc.  

“As you know, athletes need sponsors. To receive 
sponsorship, they need agents. TPRA just happens to be 
full of agents, therefore they need us.” She smiled at her 
statement. It never ceased to amaze me how much people 
loved the sound of their voice. “Right now you are receiving 
emails with a list of three to five names on them. These 
names are your new clients.  Make me proud.” With that 
sentiment, we were off to discover the new children we 
were left to coddle.  

I trudged downstairs and back to my office to check 
my email.  

According to The Los Angeles Times, the LA Flash 
were the new California-based football team and were 
created after the acquisition of one of the other smaller 
market football teams by a wealthy investor based in 
Wyoming (I know, how does Wyoming equate to Los 
Angeles?). Apparently the revenue stream and ability of the 
team to win a game in its previous location was lackluster 



 

 

(they went 3-13 and their season ended in January with no 
playoff berth), so after several trades and various shuffling 
the Los Angeles Flash was born.  This wealthy investor 
then sold his newly relocated team to the Three Wise Rich 
Men: Ron Garcia, Lord Byron Jensen and Arnold Wolfe, 
who I can only assume were bored and looking for 
somewhere else to store their riches. The team wouldn’t 
debut until next year and instead was still stationed on 
their old home turf, but the new players and the one’s that 
wouldn’t be cut were headed to Los Angeles to further 
congest traffic.  

Since I was the youngest associate of the agency 
staff—and the fact that I had never slept with one of the 
senior agents and I didn’t have any friends in the 
industry—I would most likely receive the low end of 
players to represent.  Little did I know I would receive the 
low end, completely.  

“I only had one name on my list.” I stood in Joel’s 
doorway perturbed at the fact that my roster of rejects was 
only a name higher.  

“You’re new to this game. You only needed one new 
client. Some people received six names.” He snipped 
refusing to look up from his computer monitor. “Don’t you 
know how to knock?” 

I ignored him, “But she said between three and 
five.” 

“Technicality,” He replied dismissively.  
I returned to my office and dialed the number of my 

new client, Max Bishop’s manager, Gary Freely. “Gary.” He 
sounded like a middle-aged Jewish man that had just 
returned from vacation in Boca Raton. At that moment, I 
was jealous and wanted to be him. 

“Hi.” I exclaimed, “This is Erin Banks. I’m with 
TPRA and I will be assisting you with your client Max 
Bishop.” I tapped my pencil and wrapped the phone cord 
around my fingers. Since when did athletes need 
managers? Was he trying to broker an Armani 
underwear ad? 



 

 

“Yes.” He said with kind disinterest, “Young 
Max….Will you be in the office today? We can drop by, say 
our hellos.”  

“Absolutely! Just give me a call.” 
“Will do.” Dial tone. What was it with everyone in 

this town never saying goodbye?  
So far, my client roster hadn’t been that difficult to 

manage. I was handed Amy Austin, Joel’s reject, whose 
marriage to Hollywood heartthrob Jason Anders was in 
shambles. She had recently done an interview with Spirit 
U.K. magazine (because none of the American publications 
wanted to speak with her), but of course managed to screw 
that up. So now it was up to me to fix her mess. Before I 
started on the Amy Austin debacle, I did a little research on 
my newest protégé and typed his name in the Google 
toolbar.  

Maxwell Joseph Bishop helmed from the windy city 
and was drafted as the third round, eighty-ninth pick to the 
Denver Broncos from Notre Dame, four-years-ago.  He had 
only played in fifteen games his entire career, but signed a 
two-year, $16 million contract with the Los Angeles Flash 
($9 million guaranteed without performance bonuses). 
Why couldn’t I ever have that type of luck? 

Joel peeked in my doorway. “Banks, why haven’t 
you been answering your phone? Crazy Amy just called me, 
which is a problem because she should be calling you. Fix 
this and tell the bitch to lose my number.”  

I let out a long exhale. My phone rang. “This is 
Erin.”  

“Erin?! Oh, great! I’m glad I reached you. It’s Amy!” 
Ah, Amy. “I’m a wreck. Jason has left again! I gave him an 
ultimatum and he didn’t choose me… why don’t you think 
he chose me? I don’t find that fair. What am I going to do?”  

I put my head down on my desk. Why, why, why 
did I have to be Amy Austin’s agent? “I’ve got a copy of 
Spirit here… should I read it or will I cringe?”  

“I don’t know…” She whimpered. I took this as a 
sign. “Some of my statements were taken out of context 
and aired on hotgossip.com.”  



 

 

“Like what statements?” I wasn’t listening. I was 
busy logging onto the internet fiendishly searching for 
anything suspicious, like someone caring what Amy has to 
say.  

The one thing I tried to do with each of my clients 
was to keep up with all of their interviews, appearances 
and even snippets of their personal lives. I knew it best that 
if I was aware of what they were doing in their off time as 
well as professional moments especially, I could better 
understand how to navigate their disturbed waters. The 
problem with Amy was that her waters were never still. 
Still waters may have run deep, but choppy waters were 
gunning for a drowning.  

In any interview I managed to snag for Amy, she 
found a way to say something completely unnecessary or 
just all around crazy. She had a knack for it. The whole idea 
behind her session with Spirit U.K. was to allow her to feel 
like people were listening with the American public being 
less aware of whatever shenanigans spewed out of her 
mouth.  With the advent of technology and that fun little 
machine called the internet, her statements just continued 
to go viral. Found it… 

 
CrazyBitch Austin Airs Dirty Laundry 

 
Filed Under: Amy Austin, Juicy Breakups 

 
Amy CrazyBitch Whatsherface, 28, has done it again 

dissing ex-hubby to be Jason Anders, 31, and his 
undercover love and co-star Michelle Maddox. This 

time she took mudslinging to a new low, telling Spirit 
U.K., “The broken marriage wasn’t what hurt the 

most…it was the broken fidelity.” Check out excerpts 
below.  

 
On Her Children (Isabella Rae, 6, and Jonah Roark, 3): 

“They’re the only things that keep me going you know? I 
mean, they are the only reason I can say that my 

marriage was not a waste.”  

 



 

 

On Jason and Michelle:  

“I wish them the best. I’m not a mean spirited person. I 
hope they can live with the destruction they have 

caused.” 
 

On if Jason Cheated:  
“My husband said that he didn’t cheat. I chose to believe 

my husband. Jason on the other hand…I’m not so sure.”  

 
“Oh, Amy...” I put my head in my hands. “Look, I’m 

going to have to call you back after I sort through this.”  
“Please don’t hang up. I don’t know what to do right 

now. Jason’s got the kids with Michelle on their shoot in 
Greece—” 

“I’ll call you back—”  
“Wait!” She cried quickly, “There is a little more…” 
“Like what more?” I asked, afraid for the answer.  
“I… may have released a statement this morning…”  
“WHAT?” I banged my receiver up and down 

against my desk, “How could you have released a 
statement? I release your statements! You don’t even know 
what a statement is!”  

“I’m sorry Erin,” She wailed, “I was… am just so 
mad at him!”  

“I’ll call you back,” I hung up the phone before she 
could dispute it anymore. I ran my fingers through my hair 
to calm myself before clicking over to Yahoo! away from 
my TPRA homepage. Under the entertainment tab was a 
surprisingly flattering picture of Amy with the title, 
“Anders’ Estranged-wife believes there was Infidelity.” I 

clicked on the “What she has to say” link below her photo.  
 
Hollywood Movie Star Jason Anders’ estranged wife Amy Austin believes 
he cheated 

 
Amy Austin, 28, finally releases a statement blasting her ex-husband’s rumored 
infidelity with Hollywood beauty Michelle Maddox. Austin says,  
 
“At first I wanted to protect Jason. I still loved him and I didn’t want the media to 
slaughter him with all of those accusations. It’s just that, I was trying 
desperately to get him to respect me as well and not be so open about his 



 

 

relationships after our break up. He hasn’t respected my wishes so I can’t 
continue to protect him from his childlike behavior. Yes, I thought with pretty 
persuasive evidence that Jason had in fact cheated on me and that is what 
lead me to file for a legal separation from him. I’d had enough of the games 
that he was playing with me. I tried to keep our marriage intact for 6-years of 
my life that I will never get back. Yes, I am somewhat bitter, but over the last 
months I’ve grown out of this pity party that I’ve inadvertently thrown for myself. 
The media is no help though.  It is so difficult to go through the day and see 
tabloids with your face on it making false claims just to make money. What kind 
of society are my kids growing up in?  I knew then for their sake that it was time 
to let go, to divorce, and right now they are living in peace away from all this 
ridiculousness. I know for them that I have made the correct decision.” 
 
This comes on the heels of Austin’s interview in Spirit UK  where she wished 
both Anders and his rumored new love “the best”.  Reps for Austin, Anders and 
Maddox could not be reached for comment.  

 
“Why, why, why?” I moaned before resting my head 

on my desk. Why was everyone gunning for my premature 
death? I thought no one cared. I couldn’t think about this 
right now. I had to channel all of my energy into my D-List 
football players.  

Amy was like my second child, Max Bishop now 
being my first. At twenty-one she met and then became 
pregnant for Hollywood’s most popular lothario to trap 
him in what was expected to be one of the shortest and 
most loveless marriages in history. Fast forward seven 
(unexpected) years and another child later and Mr. and 
Mrs. Anders are headed for one nasty and public divorce. 
Jason, who insiders had speculated for the entire union 
was one pair of socks away from packing his bags, had 
signed on to an as yet untitled romantic thriller co-starring 
his ex-girlfriend Michelle Maddox. Cue the tabloids; a 
media circus of divorce and new relationship allegations 
and now Jason and Michelle are shooting said romantic 
thriller in Greece with his two children (with Austin).  

“Banks!” 
I sighed, “Yes, Joel?” I waited because I knew if he 

didn’t respond in the next five seconds, that meant he 
wanted me to get up and walk into his office for something 



 

 

he could have told me through email. I stood up and 
started the commute. 

“You wanted to see me?” I asked when I arrived in 
his doorway. It was nicer and more airy than my little 
corner office with one window that had been converted 
from a filing storage room when we went electronic.  

“My printer won’t print.” He answered without 
looking away from his Mac screen. “I just had Jodie put in 
a new cartridge.” Poor long-suffering Jodie. 

“I’m sorry.” 
“What do I do?” 
“Call IT. I’m not your personal assistant, Joel.” 

Sure, my rank was way below him, but I also knew Joel 
enjoyed my frustration when he would call me in to 
complete tasks that were not under my position 
requirements.  

“I love how you speak like people are listening.” 
“Hit the tool button and clean the cartridge.”  
“In English.”  
“You’re a dumbass,” I whispered and walked over to 

his printer and hit the menu keys before the printer started 
whirling to indicate that it was fixing the problem.  

There was another knock at his door. I looked up 
from the printer. Deidre, Christina Feller’s office slave, 
cracked open his door and pursed her lips with superiority. 
“Christina needs to see you in her office, now.” She 
smirked.  

I reluctantly followed behind her. Deidra was a full 
three minutes ahead of me because she closed the elevator 
doors before I could meet her. The top floor of the TPRA 
offices resembled my floor minus the several offices. It was 
just as airy and minimalistic, but without the several 
assistant desks. She cracked Christina’s door open for me 
before leaving me to fend for myself. 

“You’ve got a lot of cleaning up to do.” Christina 
seethed, “Do you know what to do or are you 
incompetent?” 

“I know.” I responded to the back of her leather 
chair. Christina hadn’t even granted me the privilege of 
responding to her verbal abuse face to face. I sometimes 



 

 

wondered if she thought this entire operation was a bad 
Bravo reality show. Either that or something the E! 
network conjured up after one of their execs was dropped 
on the head one too many times.  

“I had to have Deidre and her incompetence hunt 
you down because I didn’t know your name and then wait 
for her to go get you.” She turned her chair around to face 
me. “Do you know how long I had to wait for you?”  

I was silent. I was hoping she had a short attention 
span and would forget I was standing there. This was 
almost as bad as America’s Next Top Model, except no one 
was referring to themselves in the third person. 

“Get your client under control. She is messing with 
two of TPRA’s largest money makers. She’ll have to find 
new representation if she cannot shut up.”  

“Yes—”  
“And you’ll need food stamps.” She hissed. “GET 

OUT!” 
I teetered cautiously out of her office and back 

downstairs. It was only three o’clock and I felt as if four 
years had passed. On my way back into my office, Jodie 
stopped me.  

“Hey… I wanted to grab you before you go back in 
there.” Go back in my office? What, did someone let the 
dinosaurs loose? 

I frowned. “Why?” I asked perplexed.  
“Gary Freely and Max Bishop are in there waiting 

on you. I told them you were in a meeting upstairs. I just 
wanted to give you a heads up.” She smiled. She was my 
only semblance of a friend at the agency.  

“Thanks.” I took a deep breath and opened my 
office door.  

They both stood up and turned to look at me. I 
sized them up and immediately knew who was who. Max 
was in khakis and a plaid button down, while Gary was 
dressed in a gray Ermengildo Zegna Men’s Wearhouse suit.  

“She’s my agent.” Max frowned at his presumed 
manager.  

The man in the suit walked forward. “Hi, Gary 
Freely. I’m Max’s manager.”  



 

 

“Erin Banks.” I shook his outstretched hand. “You 
must be Max Bishop.” I walked forward to greet him, but 
not before he pulled Gary out of my office to speak to him 
privately.  

I sighed. Wasn’t it my luck that I would get the 
prima donna afraid of a woman with a position other than 
a housewife? I thought we were past this. It wasn’t even 
like he was that good, because if he was I wouldn’t be 
representing him. 

I pulled my thick glass door open. “Look, if you 
have a problem with me being your agent, fine, get the hell 
away from my office.” I went back to my desk and sat down 
to check my messages. I knew I would be receiving a nasty 
gram from Joel soon if Max and Gary thought it necessary 
to complain.  

It was a little odd that the phone hadn’t rung. I was 
sure Amy had most likely been calling every five minutes, 
and if not her, someone wanting her story.  

Gary stepped back inside my office. “Ms. Banks, I’m 
so sorry about my client. I’ll return a little later, if that’s 
alright with you.”  

“As you wish,” I replied. I needed a nap. My phone 
rang.  

“This is Erin.”  
“Check your email.” Joel snapped. Nasty gram! 
“Okay. Why—” Dial tone. I huffed and clicked for 

my TPRA account. I had a new message from Christina. 
Was she banishing me to the underworld because of my 
mentally inane client?  

 
Fwd: erinbanks@TPRA.com 
To: joelhirsch@TPRA.com 
Cc: christinafeller@TPRA.com 
From: deidrecarnes@TPRA.com 
  
Re: Los Angeles Flash 
 
You have another client: 
 
Darius Hall – represented by Gary Freely. 



 

 

 
C 
 
Talent Publicity Representative Agency 
2300 Avenue of the Stars 
Los Angeles, CA 90067 
424.281.1234 
 
Please Note: All messages sent from Christina Feller are dictated, but 
not read, unless otherwise noted. This email and any files transmitted 
with it are confidential and intended solely for the use of the 
individual or entity to whom they are addressed. If you have received 
this email in error please notify the system manager. This message 
contains confidential information and is intended only for the 
individual named. If you are not the named addressee you should not 
disseminate, distribute or copy this e-mail. Please notify the sender 
immediately by e-mail if you have received this e-mail by mistake and 
delete this e-mail from your system. If you are not the intended 
recipient you are notified that disclosing, copying, distributing or 
taking any action in reliance on the contents of this information is 
strictly prohibited. No employee or agent is authorized to conclude 
any binding agreement on behalf of TPRA with another party by email 
without express written confirmation by Christina Feller or Gerald 
Kent. Yes, we are being redundant.  

 
I banged my head against the desk. Great. Just 

freaking great. When was Calgon going to come take me 
away? I composed myself before picking up my telephone 
and dialing Gary Freely’s mobile number. I didn’t feel like 
running after him and I never called a manager’s office 
because no manager is ever in the office. 

“Gary Freely,” Oh, he answered. What a surprise. 
“Hi. Glad I caught you. It looks like we’ll have more 

business to take care of—”  
Beep! Damn it. It was his answering machine. 
“Hi Mr. Freely,” I chimed, “This is Erin with TPRA 

calling regarding Darius Hall of the Los Angeles Flash. 
Please return after you receive this message.”  

I sighed as I hung up the phone. I wondered if I 
sounded as exasperated as I felt.  



 

 

Chapter Two: “A private sin is not so prejudicial in 
this world, as a public indecency.” – Miguel De 

Cervantes 

 
I settled down on my king-size feather bed in my 

luscious suite at the Hyatt Regency hotel. After staying at 
work until six, without a response from Gary Freely, I went 
shopping for some clothes and spent an hour with my 
realtor narrowing down prospective properties that 
matched my needs. Whatever home I decided on would be 
my first permanent residence since I lived with my 
grandmother. I knew she would have been so proud, 
especially now that I was doing it on my own. I only wished 
she was around for me to beg her to visit. I knew she would 
tell me, ‘if people were meant to fly Erin, God would have 
given them wings’ even though I would have still pleaded 
with her, before giving in and sending her a Kodak-kiosk-
sized amount of photos.  

I finally found three condos in Century City in my 
price range that I could tour in the upcoming week. I 
wasn’t even sure if I didn’t just want to live in my office for 
the rest of my life. I was there all the time anyway. 

I was lucky because out of my six clients, Amy was 
the most work. I had one model, Lucretia Scott, who 
squandered all of her money on cocaine in an attempt to 
look as thin as Kate Moss (it had landed her the Lawrence 
Fisher—aka low rent Calvin Klein—ad) and another, Tate 
Tristan, that spent all of his money (whatever he had 
because last I knew he was broke) on alcohol and pot. Then 
there was Caitlin Jones, a former child star (she screamed 
and yelled “Aliens!” in a ridiculous horror movie when she 
was 13) who wanted to transition to adult roles and 
thought herself Oscar worthy because she managed to 
twitch and act angst-ridden while still maintaining a dead-
behind-the-eyes look (I don’t think anything was going on 
in there anyway). She was one of Joel’s rejects and had left 
Paradigm for us three years ago. My final two clients, an 
aspiring singer that was still working on her debut album, 
and an aspiring producer, who was working on said 



 

 

singer’s album, were my favorite because they never 
bothered me as they were always being “artistic.”  

Christina, being the wonderful boss that she is, 
responded to Amy’s veiled allegations of infidelity (without 
telling me): “Ms. Maddox’s family would appreciate it if 
Ms. Austin would stick to one story and speak about it 
every chance she can. It would make refuting the claim so 
much easier if we knew what tale it was at the time.” Even 
more wonderful was the fact that I discovered it through 
the Monday Morning Mail (the meetings were reserved for 
people with “clients that matter,” according to Joel).  

It was then up to me to field calls all day with a 
consistent “no comment” and listen to Amy’s wailing 
emails (it was as if I could hear her cries through my 
computer monitor) about how she couldn’t understand 
why her agent wasn’t answering the phone nor how her 
own agency could turn against her. Anna invited me to a 
night out with her friends from work, but I declined. I was 
too busy hoping that my next day would be better than the 
last.  

Tuesdays were always worse than Mondays because 
I had to come to grips with the fact that another week had 
begun. Gary Freely called and left a message telling me that 
he would be in bright and early (11 am) with my two star 
athletes to talk about endorsement deals and “easy 
money.”  

I spent most of the time I was in the office sending 
contacts at various sports drink and jewelry companies 
pictures of Darius and Max. I received several emails, but 
most were just to coerce me into getting dinner dates with 
them. My phone rang. Please be Calgon. 

“This is Erin.” 
“Ms. Banks, what do you think about the reports 

that your client has been admitted into Cedars Sinai for 
hitting two parked cars?”  What? No. No. No. 

“No comment…” I stammered, “Of course.” What 
client?  

“Sources tell us that Ms. Austin had just been seen 
snorting cocaine with boyfriend Ryes Olin…” The 



 

 

anonymous reporter continued, “Do you have a statement 
for that?”  

I hung up the phone. Of course it was Amy. I didn’t 
have any other client that people would care about…but, 
since when did they care about Amy? Since when did they 
get my office number? 

I stood up and grabbed my purse. Jodie was already 
at my door. 

“Amy’s at Cedars Sinai… they have been calling all 
morning.”  

I slung my purse over my shoulder. “Tell them that 
you heard that she isn’t in for the drunk driving. That she is 
actually there for exhaustion. I’m going over there now.”  

The hospital was a madhouse. Reports surfaced 
that Jason was on his way back from Greece. Amy was 
ecstatic over these reports and refused to be discharged 
from the hospital—even though she was perfectly fine.  

“Amy. You are going to go to jail for this.” I said 
seriously, “You were drunk driving…and under the 
influence of cocaine.” I hollowly reprimanded her while 
fielding emails from various news outlets wanting to know 
if Jason was in the hospital room. She sat up in her bed 
and bundled up under the sheets. Her hospital chamber 
was nicer than my old bedroom at my grandmother’s 
house. It was ridiculous what money and notoriety could 
buy these days. 

“I hit my own parked cars…in my driveway. Ryes 
was doing coke with someone else, not me…” Amy clarified 
through tears and snot, “and I wasn’t drunk, I was crying 
and I didn’t turn the lights on so I backed up into the 
Mercedes.” 

Then why was she at Cedars Sinai?  
“Where is Jason? They said he was coming.” Amy 

stood up from her bed and went to look out the blacked-
out windows. “Wow. Look at the media circus…he has to be 
here.”  

“Amy… I wouldn’t get my hopes up okay…you know 
they,” I searched, “He has a very intense shoot for Murder 
for Murder in Greece. You know they won’t let him go.” I 



 

 

smiled feebly. We both knew he wasn’t coming for other 
reasons. Like, for starters, he doesn’t love you. 

“Well…he’ll call. I’m sure he’ll want to talk to me—
to make sure I’m alright.” She looked at the floor. “They 
said he left as soon as I was placed in the ambulance. And 
I’m already getting movie deals! I got a one today.”  

“Really,” I asked suspiciously, “What is it called?” 
“Knee Deep!” She chimed, “It’s about this guy who 

just gets released from jail and his son is kidnapped. I’m 
going to play RayRay. I’m kind of like his sidekick/lover!”  

I nodded. “Amy, that sounds like Waist Deep.”
 “Nobody will know.” She replied, “That was so long 
ago and it’ll really help me with the black community! 
Don’t you like it?” 

“Amy, if I liked it I would have brought it to you.” I 
said, working to even my tone. “I want you to feel better,” I 
replied, “That’s what I would like.” I would also like for 
you to stop attempting to do my job. You can barely do 
yours. Amy was always bringing me shit pitches or 
projects. The last time she decided to direct her career was 
when The CW or one of those stupid teen stations was 
adapting a bunch of Disney and Comic Book themed 
shows. Apparently, some genius got it in their head to 
adapt The Little Mermaid for television and dubbed it 
Under the Sea, about a hotshot Coast Guard Detective—
and previous Abercrombie and Fitch shirtless spritzer-
manikin—who teams up with a magical underwater 
breathing runway model (the role Amy dubbed her “Pretty 
Woman breakthrough performance”) to investigate 
nautical based crimes. I wasn’t a smoker, but I lit a 
cigarette, puffed it until my lungs were tar black and then 
chucked it and the script into a trashcan of lighter fluid.   

My phone rang. Damn it. “This is Erin.” 
“Hey, Erin; it’s Jodie. Gary Freely is on his way with 

Darius and Max. I just wanted to give you a heads up.”  
“Thanks.” I said before hanging up and slinging my 

phone in my purse. “Amy, I’ve got to get back to the offices. 
You need to get home.” I arranged my thoughts. “I’ll call a 
car service to take you back. They’ll escort you out of the 
back entrance. I’ll make sure everything is taken care of.”  



 

 

She nodded solemnly. “Maybe his plane was held 
up?” 

“Just get some rest, okay? For me.” I shuffled out of 
the room quickly. I needed to get back to TPRA, but it was 
also saddening to see her hold on so strongly to something 
so toxic. I guess we all did that from time to time. Being 
famous didn’t change anything about being human.  

I flew back to the office as quickly as I could. 
Vitamin Water sent me back an email agreeing to have 
Darius and Max in several print ads for their latest flavor. I 
assumed this had to do with the other star athletes signing 
more lucrative contracts with other sports drinks.  

“Hey Jodie. They aren’t here yet are they?” I asked 
as I walked past her into my office. I was in my dungeon 
before she could answer. 

It was empty, thankfully. They must have been 
stuck in traffic or something. I sat behind my desk and 
started pulling up their profiles on the computer. 

“Tell me you’ve got some great news for our two 
star clients.” Gary exclaimed as he bounded in my office 
without knocking and sat across from my desk. Darius and 
Max filed in behind him.  

“I do actually…” I replied excitedly, “If you guys are 
interested.” 

“It depends. We’re not schlepping pencils or 
anything?” Max asked tiredly as he sat down beside Gary.  

“Let the lady speak.” Darius interjected smoothly. 
“I’m sure she has great things to tell us.” He smiled at me 
before situating himself on the left side of Gary.  

Max conspicuously cut eyes at him.  
My phone rang. Shit. “This is Erin.”  
Gary frowned impatiently. 
“Hey Erin. It’s Monica with Breitling. We’d like to 

discuss branding Max and Darius for a watch ad.” This 
most likely had to do with Jansen Ashford, the presumed 
star Quarterback (3-years, $21 million), signing with Tag 
Heuer.  

“That sounds great. I’ll call you right back as soon 
as I speak with them. Can you email over an offer sheet?” I 



 

 

spouted off my email address to confirm what she had in 
her system and hung up the phone. 

“Okay. So, that was Monica Wallace with Breitling. 
She’d like for you two to do some watch ads as would 
Vitamin Water.”  

“Well that’s fantastic.” Gary declared. “That’s just 
great!” The pupils of his eyes turned into dollar signs.  

“So, let’s talk about compensation—of course, I’ll 
work to get you the most lucrative deal possible.” 

“I don’t really care.” Max crossed his arms 
indifferently. “It’s not really important to me.” 

And they said actors were prima donnas. It was 
taking all I had not to chuck my keyboard at his head.  

“The more millions, the better for me,” Darius 
dabbed fists with Gary. 

“Okay,” I replied. “They’ll draft the contracts and 
TPRA lawyers will look them over before I forward them 
on to you.”  

It was such an odd dynamic. Darius was overtly 
flirting with me, Gary Freely was vicariously living through 
his clients and Max wasn’t fighting his disinterest.  

Max stared at the wall. “Is that all?” He asked 
apathetically. I figured he didn’t want to look at me. Well I 
didn’t want to look at him either. Sometimes I really hated 
this job. 

“Yes, that’s all.” I replied stiffly. “When will you be 
taking your team promotional shots?” 

“That’s all tomorrow.” Darius answered. “You 
should come.” 

“I don’t think anyone is permitted back there D.” 
Max interjected, “I’m not sure they’re allowing visitors yet.” 

“Nonsense,” Gary ignored them both. “That 
shouldn’t be a problem Erin. You should get back there. 
I’m sure some other TPRA agents will be in attendance.”  

My phone rang. I took a deep breath. “Okay. I’ll see 
you then.” I smiled to dismiss them.  

Max was already out the door. Gary was playing 
with his Blackberry and Darius was continuing to overtly 
flirt.  

“This is Erin.”  



 

 

“Erin?! It’s Amy.” Who else would it be? I mean 
really Erin, who else would it be? You don’t have any other 
friends and you have seven clients or eight… not enough. 

“Hi Amy…” I started cautiously, “What’s up?”  
“I’m hearing that Jason is over at the offices—is 

that true?” She asked desperately.  
“Not that I know of Amy.” There was a knock at my 

door. I looked up and in glided Jason Anders and Michelle 
Maddox. Shit. How could they be here this quickly? Greece 
was a 16 hour flight to LA!  “Amy, I’ve got another call. I’m 
sorry, it’s my boss it’s important—I’ll have to call you 
back.” I hung up the phone and mentally checked to make 
sure my mouth wasn’t hanging open.  

“Hi. Can we talk to you?” Michelle asked and 
walked over to shake my hand. It never ceased to amaze 
me how talent pretended like they were unaffected and 
polite, but still assumed everything would be dropped at 
the mere inclination of their presence. I guess because 
that’s usually how it works.  

“Of course; please, sit.” I motioned for her and 
Jason to sit in the vacant chairs parallel to the front of my 
desk.  

“We told Joel not to interrupt—” Jason added, 
“So…”  

“Look,” Michelle started, “I’m going to be frank. I 
want Amy to stop.” She paused to calm herself. “Jason and 
I flew back together strictly for publicity. I know it sounds 
ridiculous, but we’re not having affair.”  

“We’re not together.” Jason laughed to himself, 
obviously amused by the soap opera that was his life. “We 
really are just friends.” 

“Sometimes I rub it in to get back at her,” Michelle 
continued, “Which I know is wrong, but you have to 
understand, please understand, that she has called my cell 
phone and left crude messages—” 

“She just changed the number again.” Jason 
exclaimed before turning to Michelle. “This is the what—
seventh time?”  



 

 

“The point is—I’m not here to threaten or argue, 
but, after today Jason and I are staying away from each 
other and I’d just appreciate it if Amy would lay off.” 

“You and me both,” I replied. “I’m really sorry 
about this.” I wished I could clarify that I was sorry for 
Amy. Not her, nor Jason, nor the complete and utter lies 
they were spouting.  

“Is there anything we can do?” Jason asked. He 
means he can do. He has to know this is all his fault. 

“She’s volatile at the moment. It would be great if 
you would pay her a visit.” I suggested, “I think that and 
your idea will be fine. I’m sorry about this, I really am. I 
just think she’s taking it harder than most.”  

“I’m sorry too.” Michelle responded meekly, “You 
forget the people that have to pull the strings.” No you 
don’t. You cause more shit for us to clean up. 

“Even if you were dating, that doesn’t give her the 
right to smear you,” I clarified, “But this is life and people 
do what pleases them. All I can tell you is that you should 
go talk to her and even the playing field.” My phone rang. 
“This is Erin.”  

“Erin. It’s Amy. I know he is over there. I’m in the 
parking lot and his Range Rover is there.”  

“He’s in a meeting Amy.” How was she in the 
parking lot? We valet! 

“With Michelle?” She demanded, “IS HE WITH 
HER?” 

No Amy, he ran away with my sanity. “Well 
they’re in the movie together so I’m sure they’re in a 
meeting together.” 

“Aren’t they supposed to be shooting in Crete?” She 
asked suspiciously, “Where are the kids?”  

“You’ll have to take that up with them. Look, I’m 
with other clients. I’ll call you back.” 

“What is going on?” She wailed, either holding back 
tears of rage or happiness. I could never tell anymore. 
“Why do you think they’re here?” 

Probably to visit you since you are sick.” I lied, 
“Shouldn’t you play the part and be fatigued at home?”  



 

 

Jason and Michelle were laughing at something: 
presumably Amy.  

“Oh yeah! You’re the smartest person I know.” Dial 
tone.  

“I’ll go see her now. Get it out of the way so we can 
get back to Greece.” Jason stood and waved. “Thanks.”  

“I appreciate it.” Michelle followed him out of my 
office.  

  
MY REALTOR sent me an email regarding my new 

home away from home the office. The last thing I wanted 
to do after a day like today was tour apartments that I 
would rarely get to see the inside of even after one of them 
was on track to legally belong to me.  



 

 

Chapter Three: “Scandal is gossip made tedious by 
morality.” – Oscar Wilde 

 
Los Angeles Flash team promotions were held at 

the UCLA Rose Bowl in Pasadena. I arrived at twelve 
o’clock while my two star clients were working out in their 
minicamp. Press was insane as usual—everyone wanted a 
piece of the hot new players regardless of whether they 
could actually play football well or not.  

“There you are.” Gary Freely walked towards me in 
the locker room. “Glad you could make it. It’s intense isn’t 
it?” 

He must have read my mind. “I just got here from 
legal with Darius’ and Max’s contracts.” I pulled two large 
manila envelopes from my everyday bag.  

“They’re going to make us rich!” Gary snatched the 
envelopes out of my hands and started rummaging through 
the pages. 

My cell phone rang. “Excuse me.” I backed away 
from Gary and dug through my purse for my Blackberry.  

“This is Erin.”  
“Erin! It’s Amy.” Who else would it be? I never 

received any other phone calls. I was really going to have to 
come to grips with this reality at some point. Maybe I 
should answer the phone, “Hi, Amy.” 

“Hi, Amy,” I internally exhaled. The room around 
me went into a panic as hundreds of sweaty football 
players walked from the field into the locker room.  

“Amy, I’m going to have to call you back.”  
“Jason and I are reconciling!” She squealed 

excitedly.  
“What?!” I looked around to make sure no one 

heard me scream. “I’ll have to call you back.” I stuffed my 
phone in my purse to keep from chucking it forcibly across 
the room.  

“Here are our two guys!” Gary grabbed my arm and 
lugged me towards Max and Darius’ adjacent lockers.  

“What’s all the commotion about?” I asked 
confused. I had enjoyed a football game or two on 
television, but I never understood why everyone was in a 



 

 

panic over a mini camp or practice or whatever it was they 
were hosting. 

Max ignored my question so Darius swooped in. 
“They’re about to announce starting lineup.”  

“Like first string, second string?”  
“Yeah, pretty much.” Darius said as he turned to 

grab his change of clothes. “This is a renewal in all senses 
of the word. Even though the LA Flash was moved, they’re 
starting over completely—as if this is the first time the 
team has been inducted into the NFL.” 

I nodded as if I had even vague comprehension as 
to what that meant.  

“We’ll see you out there.” Gary said anxiously. He 
nudged both players and tugged me out and towards the 
press room with him.  

“Who do you think they’re going to announce for 
the positions?” I knew it wouldn’t be my clients—I would 
never receive anyone with potential.  

“My bet is on Jansen Ashford as QB for sure…the 
wide receivers I’m not so certain about though.” He 
shrugged. “Darius might have a chance.”  

The press box was a nightmare. People were 
swarming around the sole table at the north end of the 
room decorated by the Flash’s trademark backdrop. Since 
Gary and I were Darius and Max’s manager and 
agent/publicist respectively, we were allowed to stand 
towards the side doorway where the players entered.  

Reporters started firing off questions and jostling 
for the attention of Flash head coach Mike Mandingo as he 
made his way to the podium. He chewed his gum calmly, 
failed to give specific eye contact and seemed to relax the 
atmosphere with his almost apathetic demeanor. 

“Hey guys. Thanks for coming to the first and I wish 
only Los Angeles Flash training camp for the press.” 
Everyone in the room began to clap so I followed suit for 
fear of backlash. “As you all know, the Flash will not make 
their debut until next year, however, I’m here to announce 
the starting positions for the team.”  



 

 

I glazed my mind over with other issues, 
particularly Amy and Jason’s reunion, which was sure to be 
a nightmare when he came to his senses and left her again.  

Mike listed out his entire offensive line, continually 
jostled with questions by ruthless reporters. He then began 
on the defensive line and special teams. I felt my eyelids 
droop.  

“Alright and now we have our quarterback, running 
backs, and wide receivers.”  

I stifled a yawn.  
“Our wide receivers are Terence Knight, Ray 

Watkins, and Darius Hall.” 
“YES!” Gary cheered loudly. I smiled to myself, but 

I was expecting a phone call from Joel telling me that my 
latest client was “misplaced” and really his. During my 
thought process I missed out on the Flash’s first set of 
running backs. I pulled out my Blackberry waiting for it to 
alert me of my impending email message.   

“And finally, the Los Angeles Flash first season 
quarterback is Max Bishop.”  

“Damn it.” My phone rang again. “This is Erin.”  
“Hey, it’s Jodie.”  
“Hi, Jodie. What’s up?” Of course Joel would have 

my only semblance of an ally at the office call to tell me 
that my one client that may actually do something with his 
career was not mine. He was becoming much more 
proficient at sending out nasty grams and his methods 
were even more effective.  

“I just wanted to let you know that people have 
been calling all day to confirm whether or not Amy and 
Jason are together again.”  

“Tell them no comment,” I looked at all the 
commotion surrounding me. Gary Freely had passed out.  
“Jodie. I’ll call you right back!” I bent down to ensure that 
Gary was not comatose. “Gary, can you hear me?” I patted 
his forehead. 

He was starting to come to. “Max…Max…” 
“Max what?” I was about to start shoving people 

away when Mike Mandingo began answering questions of 



 

 

reporters who were uninterested in Gary’s charade; people 
were beginning to pay attention to him again.  

Gary stepped to his feet. “Max is starting next year. 
I’m going to be rich!”  

I chuckled. One of the reporter’s questions caught 
my attention.  

“Why is Max Bishop starting and not Jansen 
Ashford?”  

“When we assign players we look to see who will 
have the most beneficial impact for the team within their 
position,” Mike replied, “Jansen Ashford is a great 
Quarterback for the National Football League. I will not 
specify any further than that.”  

So that must have been why they signed Max for so 
much money. Jansen was going to be traded to the first 
team that would provide some kind of incentive. I heard 
reporters speculating amongst themselves that the Flash 
would most likely be looking for a draft pick or two in next 
year’s round in exchange for Jansen.  

“Where’s Max?” Gary demanded eagerly, “I need to 
go speak with him and Darius!” He grabbed my arm and 
tugged me along to see our future national stars.  

“How exciting is this?!” Gary asked both Max and 
Darius after he managed to shuffle them away from the 
press. Darius looked as he always did: pleased with 
himself. Max was slightly withdrawn, but I assumed that 
just had to do with my presence.  

“I don’t know. How exciting is this for you Erin?” 
Darius asked, much more smug than usual, with his 
perpetual grin slapped across his face.  

“Are you serious?” I replied, “I arrived here with 
bells on. You don’t hear them jingling?”  

Max laughed and then composed himself when 
Darius cut him a look.  

“All joking aside, it’s obvious you both deserve this, 
so congratulations,” I finished. “I don’t think Gary could be 
any more excited for the both of us and for you then he 
already is.” 

“That’s right!” Gary exclaimed, “I told you this day 
would come! And look, now we’re going to be rich!”  He 



 

 

grabbed Darius’ arm and pulled him to go speak with 
someone or do something. Whoever knew with Gary? That 
just left me and my biggest fan and his sack full of 
misplaced animosity.  

After a minute of shuffling I smiled and readied 
myself for departure. “Well, again… congratulations.”  

Max nodded, “Thank you. I’m really pleased, 
especially for Gary. He was with me when no one believed I 
would do anything more than get cut from a practice 
squad, if that.”  

“Well see, you proved them wrong.”  
“They’re not worth proving anything to.”  
I tried to steady my line of vision. I was studying 

every other area of the room that didn’t house Max. This 
was more awkward than talking to a wall.  

“Erin, I—” 
“Max! Max!” Gary yelled, even though he was 

within two feet of us. “Come! Come! You’ve got to meet this 
guy!” He grabbed Max’s arm to drag him over into the sea 
of press sharks and I waved goodbye to them both.  

“I’ll see you later!” I called after them, “I have to get 
back to the office.”  

  
IT TOOK A SHORTER AMOUNT OF TIME for me 

to return to the TPRA building than I expected. I wasn’t 
sure I even wanted to make it back to the office, especially 
with all of the shenanigans Amy was tossing out of her hat. 
My email inbox was in overdrive and my phone was 
blinking with messages from the trifecta of trashy tabloids, 
Hollywood Weekly, Insider Weekly and People in the 
News being the most fervent. Jodie told me that People 
Magazine and US Weekly were trying to scoop stories and 
that In Touch was already claiming that Amy was pregnant 
with twins.  

“What are you going to do Banks?” Joel asked 
irritatingly. He was pacing back and forth across my office 
floor debating on how he could make this bigger for the 
company, but also and more importantly: himself.  

“I’ll make an announcement as soon as I speak with 
Amy.” I said while dialing her number on my desk phone.  



 

 

“Well, speak with the crazy bitch!” 
“She’s someone’s mother, Joel!”  
“That’s why they call it protection. Get her on the 

phone, now!”  
“I will if you leave my office.”  
Joel slammed the door behind him and I smiled to 

myself.  I was finally accomplishing something where he 
was concerned; especially him and his bag of crazy.  

“It’s Amy Anders!” She greeted cheerfully. Too bad 
her happiness was going to be over soon, along with her 
marriage and my sanity. It always was.  

“Hi, Amy.” I said. “So you and Jason are 
reconciling?” This was obviously a lead in question. I 
already knew they were getting back together as she had so 
quickly announced it to me over the phone and to the 
world over an amplifier. It was better to ease into a 
conversation with someone lacking the rationality gene 
compared with a normal person and Amy, for all her good 
traits, was not normal and very irrational.  

“Yes!” She responded exuberantly. “He’s on his way 
back to Greece right now! Get me some magazine offers so 
I can talk about it.” Dial tone.  

I hung up the phone and rested my head in my 
hands. Hollywood-psycho Amy had resurfaced and 
replaced suicidal-psycho Amy. Either way, she was still a 
psycho.  

“So what did she say? What’s going on?” Joel 
stormed back in my office and stared at me menacingly like 
he did when he was trying to be threatening. Sadly for him: 
he was about as threatening as a Brussel sprout.   

“They are getting back together, but Jason is 
headed back to Greece.” I responded while looking at my 
door and wondering if I could have a deadbolt lock 
installed on a glass door. “Have you not spoken to your 
client?”  

“He’s in an airplane… so of course his mobile is off.”  
“You didn’t even know he was on his way back to 

Greece.” I folded my arms and smirked. “Did you?” 
“Bye Banks. I have work to do,” Joel replied as he 

and his superiority complex marched out of my office 



 

 

before I could uncover any more blows to his fragile and 
overgrown ego.  

I tried to enjoy the peace and quiet of my usually 
chaotic office. I checked internet reports on Jason and 
Amy’s reunion.  
 
Anders and CrazyBitch Reconciling? 
 

Filed Under: Amy Austin, Jason Anders 

 
Jason Anders and Amy CrazyBitch Whatsherface, 

28, are reported to be reconciling. After Austin was 
checked into Cedars Sinai for “exhaustion” (she was 

high and hit her own parked cars), Anders returned to 
the States from Greece, where he was filming Murder for 

Murder with his rumored new love Michelle Maddox, 
and now Anders and Austin are said to be getting back 

together.  
 

Reps for Austin and Anders, 31, have not confirmed the 
reports. Anders and Maddox were spotted hopping a 

private jet back to Greece. Methinks that this is all bs. 
Let’s hope he and Maddox, 27, continue to be pretty 

together.   

 
Jodie knocked on my door before coming inside. 

“Hey. Tate Tristan is on his way up; just wanted to give you 
a heads up.”  

I nodded, “Thanks Jodie.” 
How had my job turned so nightmarish in the span 

of two days? I opened Tate’s profile and waited for him to 
schlep into my office.  

Tate Tristan became famous after staring in 
Dividers, one of the late 90s primetime soaps. After his 
character was prematurely killed off to boost a sophomore 
season ratings slump he felt that he had enough fans to 
either petition his return or help him transition to films. At 
the time, Joel served as his representation and acquired a 
staring vehicle for him as the lead in Target Assassin, 
presumably an action packed trilogy that would boost his 



 

 

appeal with men while securing his status as a heartthrob 
for Middle American women. Reviews were mixed at 56% 
on Rotten Tomatoes and although the film received a B+ 
Cinemascore, it tanked like a lead balloon. After a mid-
teens opening, it went on to only gross $86 million 
worldwide, on a $110 million budget and a prints and 
advertising scheme to match. Not wanting to give up, Tate 
was provided two more traditional film leads (a vampire; a 
cocaine addict that is also a genius) that did nothing to 
enhance his box office status and subsequently he was 
relegated to guest starring spots on Monday night sitcoms 
and playing the lust figure in Lifetime Original Movies.  

About this time, Joel was working to lure Jason 
Anders from CAA (Creative Artists Agency) and decided to 
drop Tate. I was there to pick up the pieces and ensure him 
that “TPRA values our clients” and wanted to “make sure 
the client to agent ratio is still small.”  Tate wasn’t stupid. 
He knew Joel dropped him because he was no longer as 
valuable as he had been and he also knew that no other 
agency was in a frenzy to sign him. I had only been working 
for him for three months, but in that time we secured an 
arc on a USA Original series that he just completed and he 
also climbed back aboard the sober wagon. This was after 
he went on a rampage criticizing Hollywood for its 
prejudicial practices and inability to hire talent over 
shallow appeal. As he was already D+ list, this relegated 
him to F-list and finding a job for him became that much 
more difficult.  

“Erin!” Tate walked in, arms ready for a hug.  
“Hi Tate,” I complied and returned his hug. Why 

did everyone in this town need to hug? They also loved 
those effing air kisses. Yeesh.  

“How have you been?” I returned to the shelter of 
my desk.  

“Really well,” He said proudly, “I’ve been sober for 
a week.”  

“That’s great.”  
“Can you believe it?” He continued, “It’s been a 

really difficult transition, but I feel all the better for it.”  
“Well, that is still really great.”  



 

 

“So…” He started, “I’m here to tell you that I want 
to work.” 

“Oh, yeah! Great. That’s fantastic. Just wonderful.” 
But no one wants to work with you. “Well, let me work my 
magic and find you something…because I can.” I said 
reassuringly (more for myself than him). 

“That’s great.” He stated, “I want to be serious 
though.”  

“Of course.” I replied, “You have to have faith that 
we will find you that project.” 

“I do Erin.” He stood to leave. 
“As soon as I get you something, I’ll call you [since 

he is manager-less] and we’ll put something together.”  
We shook hands and he departed. That was one of 

the largest wastes of time I had ever encountered. Even 
Amy could put on a better show. 

I sunk into my office chair. Who was going to care 
about a washed-up has been television actor? I buzzed 
Jodie. She appeared in half and second. 

“What’s up?” She asked kindly. “What do you 
need?” 

“Can you do me a favor?”  
She sat in one of my office chairs. “Yes, of course!”  
“Can you get me a stack of rejected scripts to look 

through before I present them to Tate?”  
“Yes!” She smiled, hopped up and turned to leave. 

“Anything to get from behind that desk.”  
“Thanks.” I said, slathered in faux cheer. “Just 

make sure they’re rejects out of anyone else’s pile except 
Joel’s!” 

“I’m on it!” She replied, already down the hall.  
My phone rang. “This is Erin.” 
“Hey Erin. It’s Cynthia with Vitamin Water.” She 

said overly enthusiastic. Maybe I should work for Vitamin 
Water. 

“Hi Cynthia, what can I do for you?” 
“I was hoping we could have Darius and Max here 

to shoot their ads on Friday…” She suggested, “We want to 
get the billboards and magazines ready as soon as 
possible.”  



 

 

“I don’t see why that would be a problem.” I said, 
“I’ll have to let their manager Gary Freely know, but other 
than that everything should be fine.”  

“They do know that we signed them first,” She 
asserted suspiciously, “So they can’t work with any other 
company except for Glacéau.” 

“I think that should have been common sense to 
them,” I added, “But I can remind them if you like.” 

“Well, they are the stars of Los Angeles’ first 
national football team…in a while at least.” She continued, 
“We don’t want them getting too big now.”  

“Of course not. Oops, that’s my other line.” I lied, 
“See you Friday at eleven.”  

“It’s an all day shoot.” 
“Thanks.” I hung up before she could suck me back 

in. 
I called Gary with the news and told him that it was 

fine if they met me at the offices first. My door swung open 
and Deidre and her stilettos teetered inside.  

“Christina will see you in her office.” She pursed 
smugly before retreating. She really was one for the 
theatrics. 

“Will you ask her if she can stop with the human 
messenger system?” I hissed when she was out of earshot. 
“It’s really irritating.” 

 
CHRISTINA WAS PERCHED behind her desk with 

a death glare ready and waiting.  
“Sit.” 
I complied. Couldn’t she have just sent me an 

email? 
“So, Max Bishop is the quarterback of the Los 

Angeles Flash.” She started, “Joel wants him.” 
I knew they would never allow me to have a client 

with potential. “Okay. That’s fine. He can take Darius as 
well.” I was still getting a paycheck regardless. 

“That’s very big of you.” 
I nodded. I didn’t particularly care if she thought I 

was big or not.  
“Max refused to be moved.” 



 

 

I frowned incredulously.  
“As did Darius.” She continued, “They must really 

like you.”  
I laughed to myself. Little did she know. 

“This is big for our company.” She said gravely, 
“The Los Angeles Flash is represented exclusively by TPRA. 
You have the team’s most prolific and profitable players. 
Don’t mess this up.”  

I smiled.  
“Leave.” First Tate and now Christina; what was it 

with these people and the 45-second meeting? 
 
FRIDAY’S QUICK APPROACH was much 

appreciated. The rest of the week had been relatively 
smooth. Jodie had a fresh stack of scripts on my desk each 
day for me to look over and Amy hadn’t done anything 
stupid, yet. I booked her the cover of Surface Italy because 
no American magazines believed that she and Jason had 
reconciled. Outside of her chaos, I didn’t have too many 
other commitments to pepper my to-do list, or so I 
believed. I had forgotten completely about the Vitamin 
Water shoot, per my usual, and was currently preoccupied 
with finding my earring and its back from my office floor.  

“Hello…Anyone in here.”  
Of course this would be the perfect time for a 

visitor. “I’m right here.” I stood up from behind my desk 
and dusted my skirt off.  

“Oh.” Max said nonplussed. “What are you doing?”  
“I lost my earring, but I found it.” I was always the 

victim of wrong place, wrong time. Embarrassment was my 
one true friend that I could always depend on. At least I 
had something. “What do you need?”  

“Well, I called,” He said cryptically, “But you didn’t 
answer…” 

“Okay…”  
“You know, the Vitamin Water shoot… you’re 

supposed to go with me.”  
“Oh, God…yeah.” I remembered, “I’m so sorry. This 

day has just been ridiculous. [Lie] I’ll meet you 
downstairs—just give me five minutes please. I’m sorry.”  



 

 

“It’s fine. You can take longer—I just wanted to 
make sure you know—” 

“Yeah… sure,” I smiled.  
“Darius and Gary are downstairs too.”  
I nodded. “Okay.”  
He slid out of the room just as quietly as he stepped 

inside.  
 
I HAD THE ENTIRE DAY to spend with Max and 

Darius and consequently my attention was designated for 
them as well. Amy was preoccupied with spending Jason’s 
money now that her access to his accounts was no longer 
frozen. Tate was spending time with his family in 
Wisconsin afraid that he may leap off the sobriety 
bandwagon at any moment. Caitlin was prepping for her 
shoot in the sequel to the teen-drama and box office smash 
Familiar Strangers, Familiar Strangers: The Clones. My 
singer and music producer had scrapped her nearly 
finished album and started over again and Lucretia and her 
44-year-old boyfriend Paolo were vacationing aboard his 
yacht off the Amalfi coast in Italy.  

Glacéau created an eponymous sports drink 
dedicated to the Los Angeles Flash and although the drink 
had not been completed, they faked it with bottles filled 
with some unassuming colored liquid.  

“I don’t understand why I need to be shirtless 
jumping rope since I play football.” Max said to Gray 
Freely about the content of the ads. “But, who am I to 
question, right?”  

Darius was flirting with the photographer’s 
assistant, Cynthia Cox’s assistant and Cynthia Cox.  

I sat in a folding chair in the background reading 
over rejected screenplays for Tate, my reject client. It 
would take a miracle to find a script with production 
commitments already in place that wasn’t a remake, “re-
imagining”, rip-off or spoof. There was also the issue of 
actual depth and quality, but that was lacking in 
Hollywood overall and consequently would be less likely 
found in a pile of TPRA reject screenplays. Then there was 
the issue of Tate actually passing the audition process or 



 

 

even being placed as a likely contender for whatever role I 
managed to side mark for him. I wish I had the gall to be 
an actor. It was such an odd mixture of self-loathing and 
self-absorption. How could they day by face rejection in 
audition after audition, but then pitch a fit when someone 
brought them water that was 2o above the temperature 
they wanted? These attitudes were starting to trickle down 
into the masses thanks to Facebook and YouTube, which 
were singlehandedly ruining civilization. 

“What are you up to?”  
I looked up from page 4 of a very bad Southern 

romantic thriller to see Max peering at me curiously. He 
glanced at the pile of papers in my lap. “This shoot boring 
enough for you?” 

“No, not at all,” I lied, “I’m just trying to kill two 
birds with one stone.” Make that seventeen hawks with 
one pebble.  

“Any interesting reads?” 
“Well, there was one about Frankenstein becoming 

a vampire hunter, but I’m not so sure that isn’t just some 
sort of joke to see what idiot would actually take it 
seriously.” 

He laughed and I studied his face wondering if I 
wasn’t actually speaking to an imposter. Since when did 
Max ever attempt to have any sort of civil conversation 
with me? “What was it called?” 

“Frankenstein: Vampire Slayer.”  
He shrugged, optimism coloring his face. “You 

never know, maybe it would translate well onto the 
screen.” 

“Well, since they’re already putting shit out there 
now, you can’t get too much worse.”  

“Maaaaaxx, I NEED you honey… come over here!” 
The makeup artist cooed from the row of vanities on the 
other side of the room. Max was fairly attractive without all 
the added paint, which made it fairly obvious that she was 
just abusing her power to get closer to him. I wanted to 
blame her, but couldn’t. 

“Hello, hello,” Darius said smoothly as he angled 
his way closer to me. 



 

 

I felt an oncoming eye roll and a simmering 
migraine. He was exhausting. Cynthia Cox, her assistant 
and the photographer’s assistant must have already given 
him their addresses, phones numbers and undying 
devotion. “What can I do for you Darius?” 

“Anything you want.” 
Does that include pushing you off a cliff? “What 

happened to your Holy trinity over there?”  
“They’ve got nothing on you Erin.” 
“Then they must really have nothing.” My 

Blackberry buzzed and I gestured towards it. “I hate to 
break up this riveting conversation, but work calls 
literally.” 

“You’ll just have to make it up to me later,” He said 
with a smirk before walking off. Only if the poison doesn’t 
kill me first. 

I reluctantly hit the answer button on my phone. 
“This is Erin.” 

“Hey Erin, it’s Jodie. People in the News called and 
said that they have a deal with Alyssa Carter to out her 
relationship with Max. I just wanted to give you a heads 
up.” Alyssa who? It was always some issue with these NFL 
players and their cocktail/P.F. Chang’s waitresses.  

“Thanks Jodie.” I replied, slightly annoyed. “Tell 
them no comment please. I’ll call you back if I get anything 
else.” I turned off my phone and placed it and my 
mountain of scripts in my everyday bag. 

Renaldo Bevier (not his real name), the Vitamin 
Water photographer was yelling for Max and Darius to 
continue jump roping. I went and stood as close to him as I 
could to whisper that I needed a moment with his two 
muses.   

 “Okay…Les take a break!” He commanded in an 
accent as real as his name. 

As soon as Darius and Max neared me I flagged 
Max down. “Do you have a girlfriend?” 

He frowned. “Why does it matter?” And there was 
real Max again! I knew he couldn’t leave for too long!  

Darius pouted, but then noticed the craft services 
girls and headed over to flirt with them. 



 

 

“Because there is a girl named Alyssa Carter who is 
trying to sell your story to People in the News.”  

“I’ll deal with it.” He snapped before stalking off 
and I returned to my mountain of scripts. Of course he was 
going to be an ass hole. Why did I expect anything 
different? 

After the shoot at Shadowbox Studios, we left for 
the UCLA football field and Van Nuys airport to continue 
shooting the ads before calling it a day. I finally found a 
script for Tate and had a copy mailed to him in Wisconsin. 
I slid the script in Joel’s pile for Jason to look over with a 
side note for Jason to play the lead. After tons of 
bargaining, I locked down the supporting role for Tate.  

The rest of my Friday and weekend was spent 
finalizing the purchase of my first home in the Atelier 
Building, one of the more unassuming buildings off 
Wilshire, only a couple of blocks from the TPRA offices. I 
received what I believed to be a deal on the 2-bedroom, 2-
bathroom, third floor spread, but since it was bank owned 
it was in need of a little bit of TLC—especially where the 
bathroom and kitchen were concerned.  

“So, how long do you think it will take?” I asked 
Marta, an interior designer that had done work previously 
for TPRA. She owned a small firm in Santa Monica and 
was much less flashy than some of the other designers I 
came into contact with during my time in entertainment. 
“And how much will it set me back?” 

“Well, with what you want done, I’ll have to draw 
up some figures before I can give you an exact total.” 

“I’m fine with the cabinets in the bathroom,” I 
replied, “But the counter top is dated. I’d like to have some 
granite or stone instead of tiles. Maybe we could change 
them with the same stuff we’re using in the kitchen.” 

“Okay,” She said as she scribbled notes on her 
notepad. I liked that she had that instead of an iPad or 
tablet like everyone else lately. What was so wrong with 
being old school? “You also want to change the appliances 
right? You need stainless steel, dear.”  

I nodded, “I might as well.” We walked out of the 
guest bathroom and back into the main room where my 



 

 

new stack of mattresses sat waiting for a bed frame to 
structure them. “Okay, Marta, I am counting on you. I can 
only do IKEA. I have an IKEA budget.” 

Marta frowned, “Oh, dear,” She huffed. “Fine, fine. 
I’ll see what magic I can work. You kids and this IKEA.” 
She shook her head and started for the front door. “I’ll have 
something ready for you by next week.” 

“Please,” I replied. “I can only sleep on mattresses 
and watch television off the counter for a few days!” 

She smiled, “Enjoy your weekend, Erin. We’ll talk 
soon!”  

 “Will do,” I replied as I grabbed my purse and 
headed out behind her for my only true friend: the office. 



 

 

Chapter Four: “It isn’t what they say about you, it’s 
what they whisper.” – Errol Flynn 

  
The Los Angeles Flash was co-owned by Arnold 

Wolfe, Ron Garcia and Lord Byron Jensen. Wolfe and his 
wife Leticia were founders and current stakeholders in 
Swingline Studios, which had been purchased seven years 
ago by one of the big six studios (I don’t remember which 
one and don’t care) and had since been rebranded as art-
house subsidiary Swingline Pictures. It didn’t matter one 
way to the Wolfes, they were still loaded. Garcia and his 
wife Evelyn Park Garcia owned the Garcia Group, “a group 
of privately held companies in the professional sports, 
manufacturing, and real-estate development industries 
doing business in 76 countries,” according to Wikipedia. 
Park Garcia’s family disowned her at the age of 25 after she 
told them she was marrying her Mexican American spouse, 
before he became the Ron Garcia. Since then, they have 
become the Brad and Angelina of the business world, 
adopting babies from places only discussed on Discovery 
Channel or CNN after a natural disaster. Lord Byron 
Jensen hailed from British aristocracy—his father was The 
Duke of Cleveland and his older brother Charles currently 
holds the title—and he and his wife Lady Catherine were 
patrons of several different British charities and were rich 
from Jensen Enterprises (something I assume to be 
similar to the Garcia Group). In their spare time the wives 
founded an events firm in Washington D.C., which was on 
its way to opening a West Coast office in the not too distant 
future.  

As a gesture of appreciation and excitement for the 
upcoming season, the owners had their wives’ events firm 
plan a soiree at Garcia’s Colorado Springs Resort for the 
entire Flash team and their spouses (no children).  TPRA 
managed to snag invites for Christina and Gerry (who were 
too busy) and I somehow found one lying on my desk. 

 I would have rather undergone a root canal.  
Additionally, I received a quick email from 

Christina that flat out stated the only way I would be 



 

 

permitted to not attend would be if I were dead, and then 
she would just ship my body.  

I had no qualms about spending a four day 
weekend in beautiful and relaxing Colorado Springs at the 
world renowned Templeton Resort. I had problems with 
doing so emotionally alone, but physically stuck with Max, 
Darius and my last shred of dignity. Now I was being 
forcibly shipped to Colorado with one QB and one 
Ladykilling wide receiver to help in my quest of premature 
age. If they had stuck Amy in a wheelchair with a fruit 
basket and a copy of the Mayan calendar, I would have 
been assured that it was December 2012 and we were all 
headed for hell in a hand-basket.  

“So why don’t you want to go again?” Anna asked 
confused, while I was rummaging through my closet for 
warm, but lightweight clothes to pack. “It’s as if you’re 
being paid to vacation… Actually, you are being paid to 
vacation and besides, a change of scenery may do you 
well.”  Anna was excited because her cousin Paige and her 
fiancé Jared were visiting to scout real estate prospects for 
their new home. They were also filthy rich and Anna knew 
that there would be shopping on the agenda, especially if 
Paige had anything to do with it. She was even less 
interested in my shenanigans than usual. 

“Because I need a break from Hollywood; a change 
of scenery does not constitute a break if I’m going to bring 
along the problem. I’m basically flying Hollywood to 
Colorado Springs for a four day work week.” I was 
exhausted; not only because of the scenario that was going 
to play out after tomorrow, but also because I wasn’t sure 
how warm my clothes needed to be and how warm could I 
make a suit? My luggage was going to weigh more than me.  

“Amy won’t be with you.” 
“She’s always with me in spirit.”  
Anna laughed, “Erin, enjoy your vacation. You’ve 

earned it and I’m sure you’ll make lots of wonderful 
memories.”  

So she said. I could feel this entire trip coming back 
to bite me in the ass. 

 



 

 

THE TEMPLETON RESORT was extraordinary. 
“We’ve hit the big leagues, haven’t we?” Gary Freely said to 
me earlier in the day when we arrived. I wasn’t sure about 
that, but I knew that I hadn’t felt this good from just 
walking into a hotel in a long time.  

“Hey, Erin. I’m in Lakefront Suite number five,” 
Darius said with a wink as he passed by me in the lobby. I 
rolled my eyes, but he still smirked and started chatting up 
one of the hotel concierges.  

Each of the starting players had been given a suite 
with either lake or mountain views. Joel had snagged a 
junior suite while I was provided luxurious surroundings in 
a 400 square foot room in the Templeton Main complex. It 
may not have been a suite, but I wasn’t complaining.  

Most of the weekend, I spent in the spa. Outside of 
the team breakfasts or golf outings, I wasn’t required to 
mix and mingle as much as I had presumed. Amy wasn’t 
calling, but I believed this had more to do with the fact that 
she and Jason were in an okay place than a decrease in her 
neediness.  

As much as I tried to reroute my pity parade, it had 
somehow followed me all the way to the springs of 
Colorado and my Superior Main complex hotel room. It 
was Sunday night and I had spent the majority of the day 
reading over Joel’s reject scripts in search of something or 
anything I could line up for Amy or Tate. Joel sent me an 
email about a new potential client meaning that it was 
most likely some former B-list child star or an outright D-
list personality that he wanted nothing to do with 
professionally. I knew his plan was to cause a diversion 
while he siphoned off my two sports talents, but I didn’t 
care. Life was an uphill battle and the road was being 
slicked with oil.  

As it was the final night of the trip, the Flash 
ownership decided it the perfect evening to join their star 
team for a dinner to be hosted in the Park Room, a private 
dining facility named after Evelyn. I would have been much 
more enthused to spend the night in my room with Panda 
Express and primetime entertainment, but alas, the things 
I would do for a paycheck.  



 

 

Seating had me at the end of the table next to Gary 
and some of the rookie players. I assumed this was meant 
to show my position on the totem pole, but the dinner was 
lovely nonetheless. 

“How has your weekend gone?” Gary asked me 
kindly, while slowly pulling meat off his braised short ribs. 
“I haven’t seen you too much outside of the mandatory 
breakfasts. You working hard?”  

I smiled, “As always, but this has been a welcome 
reprieve from the usual.”  

“I got to tell you, I wish the wife was here to enjoy 
this. She would’ve loved that spa.”  

“Would she ever!” I exclaimed, after thinking about 
all of the wonderful massages and facials Rhoda had given 
me over the past three days. “You’ve never mentioned your 
wife before.”  

“Oh, my lovely Deborah—she passed about three 
years ago.” He replied with gusto, “She was my light!” 

As silly as I thought Gary most of the time, my 
heart hurt a little at the thought of him saddened and alone 
without his wife… without someone, especially as he aged. 
“That sounds lovely… having someone to be with you.” 

“Oh, it is. Deborah was my soul mate. As much as I 
love Gloria, Deborah will always be the light of my life.” Ah, 
Gloria… the girlfriend. 

How was it that this 60-year-old man that looked 
80 managed to do something I could never do: get a life? 
“Why didn’t you bring her with you?” 

“She didn’t want to come. She and her book club 
went to Hawaii for the weekend. She wanted the warm over 
the cold, I guess.” He shrugged and dug into his plate.  

“You know, I think all of my spa days have tired me 
out,” I stood and pushed my chair into the table.  

“Leaving so soon?” Gary asked, “But they haven’t 
even brought out dessert!”  

“How about you enjoy mine for me?” I said with a 
smile. “I’ll see you in the morning for takeoff. Goodnight 
guys,” I gestured towards some of the rookie players, who 
nodded and continued to converse amongst themselves; 



 

 

fresh out of college and already enjoying the good life. I’m 
sure their parents were proud.  

I headed out of the dining room and toward the 
lobby area, but not before meeting Max who was leaving 
the men’s room.  

“Leaving already?” He asked, “I feel like I haven’t 
seen you all weekend.”  

“Well, it’s my job to not be seen or heard, so thank 
you, I feel accomplished.” I nodded and started towards to 
exit. “Have a good night.” 

“Are you busy later?” He called. 
I paused. “No,” I turned and replied. “Do you need 

something?”  
“Do you mind coming by in about an hour-or-so?”  
I internally seethed. Why? What did he need? I 

shook my head, “No, not at all. What room are you in?”  
“I’m in the South Penthouse suite,” He said, “It’s in 

the South Templeton Tower. I’ll let the concierge know so 
she can let you up unattended.”  

I nodded. Ah, the perks of luxury. “See you in one 
hour.”  

 
I KNEW IT UNPROFESSIONAL TO WEAR 

PAJAMAS TO MEET WITH A CLIENT, but this was a 
vacation and it was the evening. Besides I was wearing 
leggings and a sweatshirt. My talents as an agent should 
have outweighed my dress sense. What did he need me to 
come by for, anyway? Anytime I was in near him he acted 
as though he was being subjected to some tortuous act.  

“Hi,” He said eons more cheerful than I would have 
ever expected, “Come in.”  

I followed his gesture inside the hotel suite and 
internally gawked. This was a vacation room. The living 
room space alone was nearly the size of my apartment. I 
was sure the entire penthouse was larger than my now 
seemingly small abode. “This is lovely.” 

“Yeah,” He agreed as he shut the door. “They 
provided really nice accommodation for this trip, huh? Mr. 
Garcia and his wife came by earlier in the day and they just 
sat and talked.” He said the last part in a way that I 



 

 

understood to mean that he had no choice in the matter, 
but enjoyed their company nonetheless.  

I nodded. “That sounds nice. Have you met with 
any of the other owners?”  

“No, but they invited me to a dinner in Los Angeles 
sometime in the coming weeks.” 

“Oh, wow. They must have already taken a liking to 
you… you’ll be the favorite for sure.”  

He smiled, “Would you like to go?” 
I froze, my face not hiding my shock or confusion. 

“Um… well…” 
“I figure it would be great to have my agent there 

and they said I could bring whoever I would like as a plus-
one.” 

And he thought of me, how odd? “Well, I’d love to 
go. I’m flattered you would even shortlist me. Just let me 
know the time or date, I’ll be there with bells on.”  

He laughed. I felt the awkward moment of the 
evening rear its head closer and closer. I was definitely 
incapable of diverting it. I wasn’t even sure of why I was in 
the room at all.  

He placed his hands in his pockets, “Well, I feel like 
we started off wrong.”  

That was the understatement of the decade. 
“I figured we could talk privately, maybe I could get 

to know you better, or—” 
“Yeah, sure, okay,” I replied, still slightly perplexed 

by the situation. We couldn’t just have a meeting on 
Tuesday? This was strange. Was this the real Max and the 
other a substitute?  

I followed him into the living room and sat on the 
sofa while he positioned himself across from me in one of 
the overstuffed chairs.  

“So,” I said after a moment. I rubbed my hands 
against my leggings to ease my nerves.  

“This is strange isn’t it?” 
“No,” I replied quickly, “Well… maybe just a bit. 

You’ve kind of taken me by surprise. I’d be on my A game if 
Amy was here.” 

“Who?” 



 

 

I shook my head, “Don’t worry about it.” I swatted 
away the statement, “You’ll just be drained.”  

“Okay.”  
I watched him twirl his Breitling watch around his 

wrist. Maybe he’s nervous too. The thought calmed me.  
“I wanted to apologize for my behavior before; I let 

my ego…” He trailed off, “I was rude and it wasn’t called 
for so I’m sorry.”  

“Apology accepted.” I smiled, “Were you just not 
happy about receiving a female agent?” 

“No, not at all,” He answered sharply. I saw the 
honesty in his expression, “I think you’re great. You’ve 
really helped both me and Darius navigate these waters. 
Gary had been the only person doing that for a while. 
Neither of us were important enough for anyone else to 
take notice.”  

“Well, look at you now. I’m sure they’re regretting 
that.” 

“I’m not.”  
I felt my cheeks warm at the complement. It didn’t 

help that the look in his eyes conveyed such sincerity. I 
wished he were like Joel and then I would have known the 
statement was just for some perceived future benefit. It 
was so much easier dealing with people with no feelings 
than people that generated them.  

“So why did you choose this profession? What 
made you want to become an agent?”   

I wasn’t sure of what came after that question. I just 
remembered that I started to talk and for once I felt like 
someone was actually listening. For it to be Max of all 
people was astounding. We sat there and talked for hours 
about everything: Crazy Amy, TPRA, my new house, his 
dream to play for his hometown Chicago Bears, what he 
wanted to do in the future and a whole list of topics I 
wasn’t able to recall. In that time he had also managed to 
move closer and was now only inches away from me on the 
sofa. I was consumed in thought and conversation to 
notice.  

He looked at me earnestly, “Erin, I like you.” 



 

 

I smiled and playfully punched his arm, “I like you 
too!” I replied and turned away lost in thought. I wasn’t 
even sure I had told Anna half of the things I had shared 
with Max. Even more so, I couldn’t believe I shared it with 
him of all people. His response when I told him about 
Tyson and the maid was priceless: “I hope she was giving 
you guys discounts!”  

He placed his hand on my cheek and softly turned 
my head to face him. “I think you heard me, but I don’t 
think you were listening.”  

I laughed, “What are you talking about silly? You 
said you liked me—” I froze at the look on his face and 
turned away from him again.  

He gently pulled my gaze back. 
“What are you doing?” I mumbled. 
He paused, a warm smile forming on his lips. He 

slowly lowered his face to meet mine and I pulled back.  
“Well, I better get going.”  
He whispered something incoherent and swiftly, 

yet smoothly rested a hand on my cheek, pulling me close 
and kissing me lightly on the lips.  

With the same amount of care, he pushed me back 
into the lushness of the sofa and slowly came to rest on top 
of me. It was then that I started to realize the intensity with 
which the small peck he had placed transformed.  

He broke the kiss and studied my face as if 
searching for some sort of signal. I had two options, the 
latter of which made the most sense cerebrally, but not 
necessarily emotionally. And as with everything, heart won 
over head, feelings won over thoughts and emotions 
prevailed over good old fashion common sense.  


