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Chapter 1

I confess I love musicians. Not necessarily bad boys, but I like so hard rock musicians most of all. Many times those are the bad boys. I am in my thirties as of the date of writing this book. 

A little young for the heydey of Motley Crue and Guns N' Roses. 

But those are the kind of guys who I fantasized about and still make my body shake with excitement.  I love how they come across so powerful and tough, but they also share their softer, sensitive side. 

That's why girls love them. They don't need anybody or anything. They just need the thrill of playing and performing and the good times that go with them. 

My first boyfriend was in a band. I still think about him. How great he made love to me on nights after he performed. How exciting it was seeing him up on stage.

Yeah I like rockers. I don't think there is any woman who doesn't if given the chance!  

That's what I explored with Greta and Barrett in this short story.  Is it based on my life or the life of someone close to me?

I 'll never tell.  But I sure had fun writing it!

Kayla

When you're done, check out the Hot Romance Stories of my friend Rebecca Lee by joining her Reader's Club. You'll get 20 FREE Books right away. And it's FREE to join!
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The week was not flying by. And I was tired of all of it. The meetings, the griping parents, the overly hormonal kids in the spring time. 

Only two more weeks. I still had a mountain of papers to grade then I had to  pick right up and grade finals. So it was more like three weeks.

Normally I wouldn't have minded a good assembly. They were a  break from having to get up in front of the class and instruct.

But it was rock and the kids were going to be rowdy.  The timing was bad. I was in a foul mood and overwhelmed mentally from everything going on at work and at home.

Steve was on a big project four hours north of town. I hadn't seen him in two weeks. He always worked a lot. There was friction between us all the time because of his job and how he'd leave me home alone.

When we got married two years earlier, I was only Twenty Two and had just earbed my professional certificate. We were the hometown sweethearts who rode the turbulence of a long distance romance and saw it through. 

But there we were married but back in the long distance romance once again. We were growing apart. I could feel it.

The worst of it was I didn't care enough to do anything about it. 

I was still young and I knew I looked good. Confidence was never a problem for me. Growing up, guys were always around to show interest. 

But I was always faithful. It was just that afternoon things happened so fast. And I was in a different place than I'd ever been emotionally.

Chapter 3

The whole high school appearances thing pissed me off.

I had enough money to do a real summer tour, maybe co-headline small outdoor amphitheaters with another hard rock act. Maybe open for the opening act of someone pretty big like “Iron Maiden” or Alice Cooper.

But playing high schools?

Seemed like a shameless publicity grab. And I fucking hated what it was doing to my reputation. I buillt my following on being a rebel and take-no-shit bad boy. And wasn't an act.  

My life was hell growing up. I was from the hood. Most people didn't know that. I learned to play guitar because it was that or get in with the drug dealers and the gangs.  School wasn't my thing. In fact, I hated it.

Now I was going back to high schools and play for preppy, spoiled white kids from the burbs.

That's not who my music was aimed at. But these dickheads at my agency decided we needed to make me more mainstream.

Hey, I wanted to make money like everyone else. So it was this new high school out east of Riverside in one of those new build communities.  It was show two on the school tour. The first one sucked.  I played all my boring pop hooks and not the stuff that I loved.

The only upside was all the little hot seventeens and eighteens wanting to basically drop their panties for me the first chance they got.

I loved the rock life even if those lame high school shows were nothing but a bunch of shit. And damn sure I got into it to be able to get more women easier. Any guy who says that didn't motivate them to pick up their first guitar, is full of crap. 

They all think I got money too. So that never hurts. 

It was no challenge. I banged three of those girls at the  first school alone. They were all eighteen. Believe me I checked. 

I couldn't believe it, but it all started to get boring really fast. They were boring. 

I'd changed a lot in four years in the business. Back when I was in high school, I would have given my left nut to ride some of the hot young bitches I was banging after every show.

But it was too easy. I guess because my life was always hard and easy bored me. 

I had the one show and then it was back to LA to meet with my label and hit a couple parties out near the coast. 

I could have given a shit to be there at the second show that day.

Then everything went fucking crazy when I laid on eyes on Greta Reynolds. 

Fucking amazing.
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These girls I have in my classes, they are so spoiled. Nothing is ever good enough. 

I notice they blow off the nice guys to be around the bad boys and jerk jocks. They get what they deserve when those guys screw them over.

I was lucky. My high school experience was never like that. I went with a good guy who I knew for basically my entire life. He treated me great. Like my parents told me I was the luckiest girl in the world.

I never forgot that either.

It got Steve and I through the hard times. So when I looked at those silly teenage girls with their phones watching videos of this metal head rock and roller about to come on stage, I just shook my head.

I never understood women wanting anything to do with guys they knew weren't solid and respectable. Why they would give themselves up to guys who weren't interested in them for more than one thing.

They see a guy with a guitar and their pants come off.

It was none of my business. I had my five grueling periods of English Literature and Western Civilization every day. That's all I cared about. That and getting to summer break without strangling a student, a school administrator, or my husband.

Steve was doing it again. A long text about how the only day he could come home was Sunday. But that it was his only day off. So he didn't want to spend it on the road. Blah, Blah, Blah.

I fired off a nasty response that would have been worthy of one of the spoiled trust fund princesses who were in my classes. As the lights dimmed in the school auditorium, I suddenly felt trapped. Trapped in a life that was becoming frequently less fulfilling by the day.

I knew the answer. I needed to get pregnant. That would bring Steve around to staying closer to home. It would give me something to focus on besides my job too.

I'd only been teaching two years and it was nothing like I thought it would be. I knew one thing. I wasn't in it to open up and nurture young minds.

I was in it to keep those dental and health benefits.

“Fuck!” I said to myself in pissed off frustration, turning my head away from the other faculty. 

Then I leaned against the frame of an exit door and saw him emerge from a cloud of haze created by a fog machine.

I was taken in right away by his ability to move a crowd and his remarkable talent with a guitar. I even knew some of his songs. The ones that were more pop sounding. But the beast inside him and his honesty came out in the harder, louder numbers.

“Where did you take me, when I was innocent!”

He screamed than pounded out a solo on his guitar that left me in awe. 

The song was about the damage of our youth and how it can't be undone by avoiding the pain and avoiding who you are.

I don't know how I even knew what he was singing. It was loud and it was him screaming. But it was like he was talking directly to me. He was moving me to forget the path I was on and to really make myself whole. 

No job, or perfect life could change who we are until we confront the source of our pain.

I swear our eyes met many times during that performance of “Providence”.

Of course it's easy for me to sit here and say that now, given all that happened after.


Chapter 5

The whole performance I kept looking at her. She acted like she doesn't see me. I could look out at every other woman or high school girl in the audience and they'd melt. I could get any one of them to my tour bus within an hour of the show. 

Start with an offer of a tour. We'd sit down in the back. I'd put my hands on her, whisper in her ear how hot she was and how I want to be with her....

Same formula worked every time.

But Greta Reynolds was way different. 

I don't even remember the one-hour set because she was looking so fine standing over there. I loved her shapely legs. She kept pulling her foot out of her strapless heals and pointing her toe into her other leg. 

Like she was scratching her shin. The muscle tone on display made my mouth water into the microphone.

I was always into the dark Italian skin tone types. She had


















Chapter 6

[image: ]








































































[image: ]















Chapter 7















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
N0, KSTAR
RAL






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





