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        These are some songs that Alintia and Joel listen too, and that I enjoyed while writing this book.

        I Want Crazy – Hunter Hayes

        Love Story (Taylor’s Version) – Taylor Swift

        Move Along – The All-American Rejects

        Everywhere – Michelle Branch

        Why Won’t You Love Me – 5 Seconds of Summer

        Who’s That Girl – Guy Sebastian, Eve

        Rock Me – One Direction

        Today Was A Fairytale (Taylor’s Version) – Taylor Swift

        Song On Fire – Nickleback

        Play That Song – Train

        Take My Breath Away – Berlin

        Fallin’ For You – Colbie Caillat

        If I Had You – Adam Lambert

        She Drives Me Crazy – Fine Young Cannibals

        Senorita – Shawn Mendes, Camila Cabello

        Latch – Disclosure, Sam Smith

        Just the Girl – The Click Five

        My Life Would Suck Without You – Kelly Clarkson

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

          
            Prologue - Alintia

          

        

      

    

    
      Why did I agree to this? Blind dates are hell on earth.

      If it weren’t for Chloe, my best friend since seventh grade, I wouldn’t be here. Chloe is persistent that I find a decent man to date. In hindsight, the dates and boyfriends I have had were all wrong decisions and show that I have appalling taste in men. They were all total assholes—only interested in appearances and sex. That’s not to mention the men that were racist pricks and wouldn’t date me because I am Aboriginal. Honestly, I know I am better off without those men in my life, but it still hurts to know there are still people out there in Australia who believe that Aboriginal’s are the pariahs here.

      For a while now, Chloe has insisted I needed to meet this man she works with.

      “He is the perfect man for you!” she had said to me. “He is emotionally available for starters—unlike the other guys you have dated—and he is funny, quirky, and totally easy to talk to.”

      If Chloe weren’t a lesbian, I would think that she was in love with him herself with how much she gushed over him. But if he’s so great, why wasn’t he on time? I managed to arrive at Starbucks, order my coffee, and take up my seat against the wall with five minutes to spare. The cushioned seat’s position allowed me to survey the entire shop for this “perfect man” without craning my neck.

      In the spirit of blind dates, Chloe refused to show me his photo or tell me his name. The only markers I have to identify him are his brown hair and that he will be wearing a hat and pair of coloured Converse shoes. Wanting to dress up for this date, I have on a sunflower sundress that falls to my knees, black wedges, and my blonde and brown curls fall over my shoulder.

      I check the time on my iPhone again—he is now eight minutes late. Several thoughts flick through my head at once. Did he see me and decide I wasn’t worth meeting? Did he stand me up? Car crash? Traffic? Did he go to the wrong place?

      Picking up my phone, I text Chloe.

      Me: Your “amazing” co-worker is late! If he isn’t here in ten minutes, I’m leaving.

      Chloe: Stop stressing, not everyone is as punctual as you are—tight ass!

      Sighing, I put my phone back on the table and pick up my Grande white mocha. As the sweet taste rolls over my tongue, I close my eyes and resist the urge to hum. Starbucks coffee is life. Am I falling into stereotypes? Yes. Do I care? No.

      I glance around the shop—again—the positive attitude I had this morning quickly drying up as the time ticks by. I scroll through my phone, checking out Instagram, when someone sits down at the table next to mine. Ignoring them, I keep my attention on my phone—is it too cliché for me to take a photo of my coffee cup?

      For a minute, they shift about, their wooden chair legs scraping against the ground.

      “This was such a stupid idea,” a gruff voice mutters.

      Annoyance flashes through me at all their noise, and I look up. A white man with sun-kissed skin is sitting diagonally across from me with his back to the store. Shaggy brown hair is stuffed underneath a cap, a muscle singlet showing off long toned arms. His left arm is covered in tattoos. Shifting in my seat ever so slightly, I see black distressed skinny jeans and bright turquoise Converse.

      It’s him.

      Chloe really wasn’t lying when she gushed about how attractive he is.

      “Finally!” I proclaim. “How long were you going to keep me waiting?”

      “I’m sorry?” he questions, his deep voice rolling over me. His hazel eyes widen as he meets my gaze under his hat, shoulders hunched as he leans against his table. His clean-shaven jaw tenses, a small muscle popping out at the edge of his sharp jawline.

      “We did say we would meet at eleven, right?” I smile softy. I don’t want to come off too intense.

      “We did?” He looks confused.

      “Anyway, you are here now,” I brush it off. Complaining about his tardiness won’t do me any favours. “I’m Alintia, but you can call me Ali—almost everyone does.”

      “Friends call me Jay,” he offers with an awkward hand gesture that I think is meant to be a wave.

      Silently, Jay picks up his coffee and moves to sit at my table, his legs knocking into mine.

      “Ali, it’s nice to meet you,” Jay says, a small smirk edging at the corner of his mouth.

      “Thanks, I’m sorry if Chloe forced you into coming today. I’m really not as pathetic as however she made me sound.”

      Jay chuckles, humour sparkling in his eyes.

      I’d never put any stock into insta-love, but insta-lust? Oh, yes.

      I can just imagine him pinning me against a wall, claiming me, owning me. Where did that thought come from?

      “Why don’t we start fresh? I’ll forget everything and you can tell me about yourself?” Jay asks.

      “Ok, sure.” I glance around the room, trying to think about something to say. “Uh. I’m twenty years old, I live in the Gold Coast, and I’m a singer.”

      “Really?” His eyes flicker with an emotion I cannot place.

      “Yeah, nothing crazy good or anything. My mum is worried about me trying to make a living from it.”

      “She doesn’t support you?” he asks, something akin to pity on his handsome face.

      “No, she is great—her and my dad came to all my shows and concerts while growing up—but she just thinks I should have a backup. It can be pretty hard to get your foot in the door in the industry. Sure, these days you can just record and drop an album on Spotify independently, but I don’t have a band. It’s just me,” I say with a shrug. “I have been trying for a while. I stopped by a studio open day and did a performance with both acapella vocals and with the studio band and they recorded it for me. I recently dropped that demo with a few recording studios, and I am waiting to hear anything from them. Even being backup vocals on someone else’s album would be amazing.”

      “That’s very admirable. It’s good to see you are pursuing your dreams. Not enough people do that anymore.”

      I blush at his praise and take a sip of my mocha to give myself a second to think about what to say next.

      “Well, I already know what you do for work—since you work with Chloe. What’s something else about you?” I ask.

      “Hmm. I have four brothers. I am the second eldest and a twin.”

      “Oh, your poor parents,” I joke.

      “It was a crazy house to grow up in, that’s for sure,” Jay says with a chuckle. His mouth spreads in a huge grin, like there is a joke in there that I don’t know.

      “Tell me about your tattoos?” I blurt out, overwhelmed with curiosity, glancing at the elaborate drawings on his arm. I have never really been interested in someone with tattoos before—but I can instantly see the appeal.

      “Well, my sleeve is combined of a few different things. It started off with one artist using a swirling line, now everywhere I travel to, I find an artist to add to it. In whatever why they think will match the theme.

      “It looks amazing.”

      “Do you have any tattoos?” Jay asks.

      “No, I wish. My dad is pretty against them. So I grew up being told not to get any.” I shrug. “I have never settled on a design I wanted enough to justify the argument of getting one, to be honest. Maybe one day when I fall in love with a tattoo then I will get one.”

      My phone buzzes across the table, interrupting our conversation, and I realise an hour has passed. The number isn’t saved in my phone, and I am tempted to let it go to voice message, but something in my gut tells me I should answer now.

      “I’m sorry,” I apologise to Jay while swiping to answer the call and bring my phone to my ear.

      “Hello?” I ask.

      “Good afternoon, is this Alintia?” a feminine voice rings through the phone.

      “Yes, how can I help you?”

      “Alintia, my name is Rachel, and I am calling from Reckless Tunez. I would have called your agent, but you didn’t have one listed on your submission.”

      “Really? This is really Reckless?”

      She laughs gently. “Yes, we were hoping you could come in today with your agent to discuss your demo?”

      “Oh, wow.” I take a deep breath, turning away from the shop to cut out the noise. “Yes, I can. What time?”

      “As soon as you can. Do you know our studio address?”

      “Yes.”

      “Ok, great. We will see you soon!”

      Rachel terminates the call and I lean back into my seat, releasing a big sigh.

      “Is everything ok?” Jay asks, jolting me out of my thoughts. I had forgotten he was here. His face twists in pain, but I don’t have time to think about that.

      “Y-Yes. I think so. I—I need to go. I’m sorry.”

      I stand up, hastily collecting my handbag and empty coffee cup, leaving the table.

      “Alintia?” Jay calls after me as I make my way out of Starbucks, throwing my empty cup in the rubbish bin as I pass it, and out onto the street.

      I don’t turn around or look at him—I don’t have time. I need to get halfway across the city. I’ll get his number from Chloe later to apologise and explain. He will understand. This could be my big break!
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      Eight months later.

      “J? Are you ready to go yet?” my twin brother, Charlie, calls from behind my closed bedroom door.

      “Yeah, yeah, keep your pants on!” I grumble, shuffling over to the door while pulling my hat on.

      Our band, Fly By, has a meeting with our manager today since our tour is starting up in a few months, and Charlie is always paranoid about being late. I may or may not be the chronically late twin. The only time I am not late is on tour, and that’s only because I have a manager literally dragging me around sometimes. My four brothers and I made our band Fly By when we were teenagers and got famous a few years ago when we won the TV competition ‘What It Takes!’

      Even with our fame, we have all kept pretty low-key and respect others and do our best to respect their time. I have to be on time, can’t be drunk, can’t be disrespectful. We were raised to be gentlemen, and we adapt that into our lives as famous rock stars. After we won What It Takes! we were on tour for two years—and don’t get me wrong, it was amazing—but this last year we have had a well needed break. I have spent my time getting back in touch with nature, spending my days out in the bush hiking or camping out under the stars, and of course, writing new music. As much as I have loved exploring, I am looking forward to getting back out there with my brothers and performing for our fans—or the Flyers, as they started calling themselves.

      I exit my bedroom and find Charlie sprawling on the couch, scrolling through his phone.

      “Stalking Gwen’s new boyfriend again, are you?” I tease him. Gwen has been his best friend—outside of me and our brothers—for fifteen years. And I think for about ten of those he has been in love with her.

      “Psh, no,” Charlie scoffs. He quickly locks his phone so I cannot see the screen and tucks it away in his pocket.

      I worry for him sometimes. How long is too long to hold onto a dream that won’t happen? Gwen has never given any of us any inclination that she returns his feelings, let alone even knows how he feels.

      Even though his love makes him miserable, at least he can spend time with the girl he likes. There’s this girl who has taken up residence in my head for eight months, despite the fact that I’ve only met her twice.

      I met her by chance at a Starbucks in the city. I made the foolish decision to go out in broad daylight and was swarmed by fans and paparazzi. After a few quick turns in the shopping centre, I escaped for a whole second and used it to duck into the nearest shop. I bought a coffee and sat down with my back to the room to collect myself before I could make my way back to my car.

      I can’t even remember now why I needed to go out that day now, but I remember everything about her. She struck up a conversation with me, and I was sceptical that she was another fan who wanted something from me. However, as we got chatting, I realised she thought I was a date she was supposed to meet—or that’s how it appeared at first. After the second time I met her, I wasn’t so sure.

      I didn’t want to tell her that I wasn’t this guy her friend had set her up with. I wanted to get to know her—to be this man she was supposed to meet. But then she bolted out of there, as if she didn’t care to ever see me again. I wonder if she even remembered me.

      “J, bro, you coming?” Charlie asks, pulling me out of my memories. He had gotten off the couch while I was lost in my mind and is holding the elevator doors for me.

      We leave the apartment and head down to the garage in our private elevator to where our cars are. Since we are going to the same meeting, we pile into my baby—my black 2019 Subaru XV.
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      “Last point of business for this meeting,” Mitch, our band manager, says. “Reckless Tunez has finalised negotiations for your opening act.” He rolls out a promo poster, and I feel a lead ball drop to the pit of my stomach. I see her eyes first. A blue as bright as a summer sky, made even more enchanting by the contrast to her light brown skin. Dark brown hair with blonde ends—it should be unruly ringlets, but they have straightened it out to fall over her breasts. They have dressed her in a long flowing sundress, hinting at the curvy frame silhouetted by the dress. Standing at the front of the group, two men on her right and a woman behind her on her left. It’s the country-pop band that Reckless Tunez created eight months ago.

      “This is Afterglow,” Mitch says, waving his hand at the poster. “Afterglow is a new up and rising band that are also managed by Reckless, and they will be joining you on tour.” Mitch explains.

      “What?” I ask, stunned.

      “As they are funding the tour, the label gets the say, and Reckless want to promote Afterglow to your fanbase.”

      “But they are a completely different genre! How is that going to work with the Flyers?” I protest. “That’s just not going to work!”

      “How do you even know who they are?” my youngest brother, Ethan, asks. “I have never heard of them.”

      “That’s irrelevant!” I state. She is the lead singer of Afterglow, my Alintia—not my Alintia. How am I meant to exist in her orbit without getting drawn in and hurt again?

      “Joel, unless you have a valid reason why Afterglow shouldn’t be the opening act, you’re going to have to swallow your complaints and be a professional.” Mitch gives me a stare that says, “I mean it,” before turning back to the rest of my brothers. “We will finalise everything for the new album at our next meeting, but so far, recording is going well. And we think ‘Runaway’ will be one of the biggest hits on the album. We are going to drop it as a single first—probably in a month.”

      That song wasn’t meant to see the light of day. I wrote it about Alintia after we first met, and Charlie overheard me playing around with the melody. One thing led to another and apparently now it will be the lead single on the new album. Don’t get me wrong, I am happy to contribute to the album and band—I just wish it wasn’t the song about her.

      “Good,” my oldest brother, Maverick, exhales. “Are we done?”

      I tune out my brothers, my thoughts turning inwards, and—try as I had to resist—think about Ali. My mind goes back to the second time I met her, in this exact room, actually. About a month after I met her at Starbucks, I had to come in to record vocals for an older recording. As I was about to go into the booth with the sound techs, Mitch asked me
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