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Chapter One

Jazz sighed as she studied the stage critically. “Run through it again,” she called to Len, her lighting guy. Everything had to be perfect. She’d invested a fortune in this event. She needed to bring some new blood into the club if she was ever going to cover the cost of the unnecessary sound-proofing of the London club.

It had all been fucking faked, she thought bitterly. Queen’s Rock Bar was well within legal sound limits but just because she’d turned down the inspector’s advances, he’d made up some bullshit about the club causing noise pollution. And now she was seriously out of pocket after having the walls soundproofed. The club had only been running a few years and she’d invested all her savings in it. Now she was in the damned red and falling further. The bar did well, but not good enough to cover the interest on her debt. If tonight didn’t bring in some new clientele then she was thoroughly screwed.

A last ditch bid to save her club.

And it just happened to involve Jackson Wilde.

She ground her teeth just thinking about him. How could it still hurt a decade later? But she had no choice, did she? Jazz leaned back on her bar stool and watched the lights play. Her ex-sweetheart, Jackson, was bound to bring in so many new faces. Though his band had split only a month ago, the lead singer of Ravaged Alter was still hot stuff. 

“Okay, Len, that will do,” she called and glanced at her watch. Jackson would be here soon. Her stomach twisted. What would he make of her? She wasn’t the same starry-eyed girl who spent all day listening to rock music and planning all the amazing acts that would come and play at her bar.

Jazz allowed herself a smile as she studied the bar. Okay, so she hadn’t had any huge acts yet but the club did rock. With a dark, clean interior, the leather couches and stools were trimmed with studs. When she first purchased the place, she had a graffiti artist come in and paint the walls with images of rock legends. Slash, Freddie, Lemmy, Ozzy... they all graced the walls of her bar, surrounded by some awesome rock memorabilia she’d picked up over the years. At least she’d achieved this. Jackson had what he wanted out of life—fame, fortune, adoration—and she had her bar. For how long though, was another question.

Clutching her stomach when it grumbled, she gave the place a quick once over and decided to grab something to eat. She lived above the bar, so she went through the rear doors and took the stairs up to her apartment. Jazz grimaced. It was still pretty bare. She’d really not had the time to do anything to it. The walls were cream. She had a couple of old rock posters on it and her blue couch was threadbare. She still kept a big collection of CD’s in spite of mostly purchasing music online nowadays. 

Jazz made a quick run past the coffee table and cleared away the discarded chocolate wrapper and an old coffee cup, dumping them in the small kitchen. Plates still awaited her in the sink and she scraped a hand through her hair, wondering if she even had time to do them. Problem was, the bar was pretty much a twenty-four hour job. By the time she finished at night, she was too tired and if she wasn’t in the bar, she was doing accounts and paperwork or dealing with bookings and staffing issues. Christ, what kind of a thirty-year-old woman lived like this? Her room in her parents’ house had looked better.

Fuck it, she’d worry about it later. Once tonight was over and Jackson Wilde had gone back to wherever he lived now—probably with some gorgeous blonde thing in a massive mansion somewhere.

Changing into clean jeans, Jazz pulled on her Queen’s Bar tee. It showed off the tiniest bit of tanned flesh at the waist. Thank God all the hours she worked kept her stomach flat. Sliding on a couple of chunky bracelets, she went to the bathroom to do her makeup. 

Ten years... Jazz sighed. Would she look ancient to Jackson? She still looked good, she thought. Though probably not up to the standard of the kind of women Jackson hung out with. When she’d caught him cheating, it had been with some insanely beautiful groupie types. Jazz’s caramel skin was still line free and her dark eyes usually looked pretty good when she slapped on some eye shadow. She nodded to her reflection, settling for black eye shadow and eyeliner. 

Of course, she didn’t have purple hair anymore. She’d grown out her short spiky do and instead opted for the dip dyed look. Her dark brown hair spiralled into a golden colour at the ends. It suited her. Made her look more grown up. Which was the real reason she’d originally done it. Nobody took the little rock chick seriously when she was trying to set up finance for the bar. 

But everyone has to grow up at some point, right?

Slicking on some lip gloss, she brushed her fingers over her brows to neaten them and went back to the kitchen to debate the contents of her fridge. A half-eaten sandwich still sat in its wrapper from yesterday. 

“Gross,” she said, aloud but still ate it, hunger erasing her scruples.

Chucking the wrapper in the bin, she flicked her hair over her shoulder and drew in a breath. “Here goes nothing.” 

Jackson would be here in the next few hours and tonight would be the most important night of her life. Tonight would decide whether her business would fail or succeed. All she had to do was be polite to the guy who broke her heart. She crossed her fingers. 

“It better damned well be worth it,” she muttered under her breath.

Chapter Two

Jackson paused outside the club to admire it. He grinned. So Jazz had actually done it. She’d sworn she’d buy the bar when they were kids and she’d actually done it. But of course she had. Jackson had never known anyone as determined as Jazz. And if anyone could match her determination it was him.

He was back and he was determined. By the end of the night, Jasmine Moreno would be his again. 

When he pushed open the door to the bar, shafts of light dazzled him.  A stage sat at one end of the club and someone was clearly testing the lights. He took a moment to let his vision adjust and shoved his hands into his jeans pockets as he studied the place. Damn, it looked fucking good.

Fifteen-year-old Jazz had spent hours designing the inside of her dream bar and he had to admit, she’d done a good job. He could still remember her excitedly showing him the drawings. She was so cute and funny. He could swear her determination was half the reason their relationship survived through college unlike so many other childhood sweethearts.

His heart sank as he remembered other things too. Like the look on her face when she’d come to surprise him when he was in New York. Unfortunately their relationship didn’t survive his band’s success. And he’d hardly done anything to help it. He’d never cheated on Jazz. Never. But as the lead singer and guitarist, hot women threw themselves at him constantly. He flirted and enjoyed the attention, never thinking how his girlfriend back home might feel when he didn’t answer her texts or take the time to email her.

Fuck, he’d been an idiot.

An old guy—a stereotypical old rocker—with long grey hair tied back in a ponytail and a faded Deff Leopard T-shirt approached, drawing him from his thoughts, and greeted him with a grin, 

“Jackson Wilde,” he stated rather than asked as he offered him a hand.

“Hi.” Jackson took the guy’s hand and shook it firmly.

“Thought you weren’t due for a few hours yet. You’ll be hanging around for a while I’m ‘fraid. I’m Lenny, by the way. In charge of sound and lights.”

“Good to meet you.” Jackson grinned. “I thought I’d come take a good look at the bar and maybe catch up with some old friends.”

“Oh, yeah, that’s right. You grew up here, didn’t you? Jazz mentioned you knew each other. ‘Spose that’s how she managed to get an act like you here.” The old guy looked embarrassed. “Not that Jazz doesn’t do a fine job of running this place—it’s sure to get some big names soon—but it’s early days for the club.”

“I’m happy to be here.”

Actually he was ecstatic to be here. He’d leapt at the chance to play in Jazz’s club. She’d sent the most formal email he’d ever read and he’d responded just as politely but inside he’d been high-fiving himself. At a loose end since the breakup of the band, he’d been debating going home and finding her. And now she’d given him the perfect entry back into her life.

He only hoped she’d have him back.

Hell, he had time. Though working on a producing career, it was not like he was in any hurry. He’d been savvy with his money from the band and he had a few endorsements still paying out. If it took him a lifetime to get Jazz back, it would be worth it. None of the groupies or model girlfriends had ever matched up to his childhood sweetheart.

“Lenny—” 

Jackson darted his gaze up to see an exotic woman pause in the door behind the bar. His heart stuttered as if it forgot how to beat for a moment and his jaw probably dropped open.

“Jazz!”

She appeared to physically shake herself before she stepped forward, letting the door swing shut. Coming around the bar, she approached with a careful smile on her face and a pensive look in her eyes.

“Hi... Jackson. Thanks for coming. We weren’t expecting you for...” She glanced at Lenny, who backed away, perhaps sensing the tension.

“Catch you later for sound check, Jackson,” he said before hastening away through the rear doors.

“Awesome.” 

He
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