Chapter Two



(N.B -- I don't actually know if Brett has a wife or if so what her name is so just for the purpose of the story I'll fabricate one!)

Michael hopped out of the shower, hastily wrapping a towel around his tiny waist and dashed into the bedroom of his apartment condo in LA. "Shit" he cursed under breath, as he glanced over at the clock perched on his bedside table. 6:37pm it read. "Gonna be late as per usual".

He was meant to be at Brett's house in a little less than 23 minutes to meet Lisa Marie, whom he had been trying to get in contact with for now, what seemed to be to him, nothing short of a lifetime. "Not a great way to start if I want to make an impression" he muttered through gritted teeth. Michael almost laughed at himself when he used the term 'impression'. Let alone that Lisa was a married woman, and as much as he didn't have confidence in himself when it came to his body and his looks, there was something deep within him that was telling him tonight could very well be the start of something good, something new, something exciting and entirely different. And even if the feeling was only going to last for a little more than a few hours, the sudden urge of confidence was something he wanted to exploit. He'd waited for this moment for too long.

Michael hurriedly dried himself and scoured the closest for something to wear. He slipped on his usual ensemble of black trouser pants and red shirt. Despite his reservations he knew he looked good in them, that’s probably why he wore them so often he mused in his head -- and he knew it was the easy option, but at least he'd feel comfortable. Well in his clothes at least, the mere thought of finally getting to meet Lisa Marie again was almost enough to make him want to vomit with nerves.

He called Wayne to tell him he was nearly ready and to bring the car around to the front of the building -- he was in no mood to drive himself tonight, besides he knew he would need a good few drinks in him. He quickly splashed on some cologne and grabbed one of his many hats, placing it on his still damp head of hair that he had tied back, grabbed his keys and headed out, slamming the door loudly behind him.

Lisa sat restlessly waiting with Brett and his wife in the living room of the Livingston-Stone household. "Are you sure he was ok with doing this?" she questioned Brett with a little apprehension evident in her voice. "Like, was he was definitely interested... I mean, because well..."

"Oh don't worry about Michael, Lisa" Brett reassured her. "Don't panic because he's running late, it's very much the norm for him. Besides he's only 40 minutes late. We could easily be waiting for him for another hour" he laughed. "And yes, he was more than interested in hearing your demos, believe you and me!" Just then, almost as if on cue the doorbell rang. "Ah, speak of the devil and thy shall appear". Brett got up to answer the door. 

"He really is a sweet guy" Ava, Brett's wife confirmed to Lisa. "I know you've probably got this idea of how you expect him to be from this public persona he puts out there, but honestly he really is nothing like that at all..." 

Lisa didn't really know what to say so she just sat there nodding her head and smiled. She could hear Brett playing with Michael about his lateness 'yet again' and their voices got louder the nearer they got to the room. Lisa found herself becoming more anxious now. She may have had the odd idea of how he might be like, rightly or wrongly she would not judge. However, one thing she did know was whatever kind of person he was -- he was hot. Especially when he danced, she almost sensed energy around him many a times when she had locked herself in her room and watched one of his music videos, something she had done a lot since she had first heard all those years ago that he wanted to be introduced to her. She briefly recalled a time not too long ago when she saw the recently released 'Black or White' video. Those long black curls, draped over his face. That perfectly slender, yet toned body that was exposed so well when he ripped his shirt open. That smoldering look. Those eyes. And of course that smile.

God, she could hear his voice now getting closer and closer by the second. Lisa was now suddenly aware of how dry her mouth had become, and how nervous she really was as her palms become clammy.

"Sorry, sorry, sorry" Michael protested, as Brett opened the door to him. 

"Oh don't worry man, we know you by now..." Brett stifled a laugh, as he held the door open wider for Michael to pass him. "Is Lisa's already here?" Michael hesitated. 

"Yeah. Has been for well over an hour, unlike SOME".

"Ok, ok enough already... has uhm, she come alone?" Michael asked. 'Please say yes, PLEASE say yes', he thought to himself.

"She has actually yeah. She wants your opinion without wanting to feel like you'll hold back on being honest, you know, she doesn't want you to feel that you need to big her up in front of anyone, let alone her husband" Brett informed Michael. "So, I thought after dinner we'd leave you two alone so you can get talking and work out a strategy of some sort... that's if you like her stuff of course..." he referred to the demo tapes that Michael was there to listen to. He'd promised Brett he would sort something out for Lisa, on his new record label, providing the material was right and she had a half decent voice.

"Ok cool by me. And I'm sure I will like her" Michael smiled. "Err, well like her stuff I mean" he corrected himself quickly, clearing his throat. 

"Come on through anyway" offered Brett, "She's just through here with Ava". 

Brett walked into the living room, with Michael a few steps behind. "Here goes" Michael took a deep breath before following him in, 'Don't make a fool of yourself'.

Lisa turned round with a start as they walked into the living room. "Michael, this is Lisa" Brett introduced, "Lisa, this is -- as I'm sure you're aware, Michael". She stood up to greet him. Michael was unsure how to carry himself, so he politely extended his hand to greet her.

"Nice to meet you... finally" he winked at her, with the biggest smile plastered across his face, as Lisa connected her hand with his. She felt herself in awe, somewhat amazed, transfixed if you will in his presence. She could almost feel the most fascinating of auras radiating from him. "Ye... Yeah, nice to. Nice to meet you too" she stuttered, quickly realizing she still had a hold of his hand. She pulled it back, a little embarrassed that she shook it for longer than was completely necessary. 

Something Lisa quickly noticed -- apart from the strong grip from his noticeably huge hands, was the overall beauty of him. She'd seen it in the videos of course, but to see it up close was something else. Could this really be the guy that publicly says he doesn't like the way he looks. 'What’s NOT to like...' she pondered in a world of her own. Wow.

