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      Maggie’s hands were shaking. She clicked the mouse. She clicked it again. Oh fuck, please, come on, come on…

      

      “Maggie.” Her head snapped up and with lightning speed she minimized her browser window and hauled up her spreadsheet, her heart pounding in her ears. Looming over her desk under the fluorescent lights, Karin was hovering.

      

      “Yes?” Maggie’s voice came out unnaturally high. “Do you need my help with something?” Her back felt clammy where it pressed against her office chair.

      

      “What are you working on this morning?” Karin pressed her, and the thing was, Karin was not her boss. She wasn’t even an office manager or anyone else who should have any investment in Maggie’s day-to-day activity. She was supposed to be the receptionist, though it seemed she spent less time at the front desk than in the back searching for even the slightest hint someone’s entire heart and soul wasn’t deeply invested in their job every minute of every day. Considering Maggie’s job was to collate sales data and type up ad copy for a third-rate, small town, real estate company, that was a big fucking ask.

      

      “Spreadsheets.” Maggie was deliberately vague, the slightest hint of don’t fuck with me entering her tone. It was either that or she was going to throw a goddamned stapler because if she lost this last chance because of Karin, she was going to burn this whole place to the ground.

      

      “Well…” Karin hesitated, craning her neck sideways. Was she actually trying to peer over at Maggie’s screen? “When you’re finished with… that, please come and see me. There’s a backlog of filing I could use your help with.” With a gimlet glare through her cat’s eye, tortoise shell frames that said I know you’re up to something, Karin turned and left her cubicle.

      

      Fuck, fuck, fuck! Maggie hauled up her browser, adrenaline surging through her. She clapped her hand over her mouth, her eyes blown wide at the message on the screen. To reserve your selection please enter your payment details. Your basket will expire in seven minutes. She managed to swallow her shriek, entering her credit card details with trembling fingers, her face hot with glee as the confirmation page popped up.

      

      She looked wildly around the room, desperately wishing she could scream out loud to everyone, whoop like a child, tell someone, anyone, what she’d just achieved. Quickly she grabbed her phone out from her desk drawer - Karin frowned on her personal phone being anywhere visible in the workspace - and texted Jack.

      

      
        
          
            
              
        I DID IT! I got the tickets! We’re going to Twice Struck!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!!

      

      

      

      

      

      

      Maggie took a minute to gaze at the small collection of pictures stuck to her cubicle wall with thumbtacks. Hidden amongst photos of her and Jack, and one of her childhood cat, was a small magazine cutout of Twice Struck looking like absolute country music royalty at the Grammys last year. Stuck here in her cubicle, it always gave her a faint buzz to recall her favorite band sweeping every award in their category, like it was somehow her own achievement too. Staring at the photo now, that buzz turned into a roar.

      

      It was impossible to put into words what two unseated, general admission Twice Struck tickets meant to Maggie, but it went a little something like this: Imagine you lived in the middle of nowhere, Idaho. Imagine you were in every way, an average kind of kid. Imagine you were known - or unknown - all the way through high school as that mousy, quiet, shy girl. Imagine that you wanted to find a way out but your parents had no money to pay for college and while you were an okay student, you never had a hope in hell of a scholarship. Imagine that instead, at the age of twenty-two, you worked in a fluorescent-lit, tiny cubicle, doing achingly boring nothing that mattered to almost no one, with Karin watching your every move like a hawk. Imagine that your heart was filled with wild, passionate daydreams, but you were too terrified to open that door and step outside the little box you lived in. Imagine, then, that you were Maggie Dale.

      

      But then, imagine that your soul blazed into light the very first time you heard the Twice Struck single Open Window when you were fifteen years old. Because in this life, Maggie had never been the kind of girl who’d climb out of a cold Nashville night and in through someone else’s window - to sleep in their bed and gaze at them in the moonlight, feeling her heart beating in time with theirs - but Savannah Grace had, and when she sang those words, Maggie felt that night like her own memory.

      

      Everything that lay dormant inside her sparked to life in those songs. Because of Twice Struck, Maggie knew heartbreak; she knew love and longing; she knew lust. She learned how to feel it all, deep in her bones, through her headphones as she walked the cookie-cutter streets of her hometown; pressing play on the videos over and over again in the silence of her small suburban bedroom; blasting through her car speakers in the parking lot as she steeled herself for the day ahead. Twice Struck was the real Maggie Dale, the one she was on the inside, the one that no one ever saw.

      

      Not even Jack, her best friend, got to see that, though he knew her better than anyone. But he at least got Twice Struck. Over the years of their friendship, he’d even become a pretty massive fan himself. Maggie stared down at her phone, dying for him to see the message.

      

      
        
          
            
              
        JACK. SERIOUSLY. HOLY FUCK IT’S HAPPENING. TWO WEEKS TIME!!!

      

      

      

      

      

      

      She stared with glazed-eyes at her email inbox. Maggie needed to plan her outfit, plan Jack’s outfit, plan their road trip snacks and figure out where they should stay overnight. Her phone buzzed and she jumped; an incoming call from Jack. Her eyes lit up. Fuck you Karin, this is an emergency! Maggie answered the call in a whisper.

      

      “Jack! Holy shit, can you believe it?” There was a brief pause and Maggie heard strange tones in the background, a sharp repetitive beep. “Where are you?”

      

      “Mags,” Jack’s voice sounded weird. “I kinda… broke my leg?”
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