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Chapter 1

Blaze


“I’ll run back, man!  You stay with him!” Spex shouts in his wake, as he heads back to the venue, where our crew are, while I stay with my old buddy.  He’s convulsing.  His body is trembling like a fish just caught on a hook.  I’ve seen it before, man.  It can’t mean good things.  Either he’s sick, strung out on some serious shit, or he’s injured.  The dude’s name is Lyxx.  Well, that’s his stage name, of course, I don’t remember what his real name is.  But he used to be a kickass guitarist, hence the nickname.  We both played in the same band once upon a time.  I was the bassist.  Lord knows what he’s doing out here, and the way things look I may never know. 
It takes two minutes for Ray, Slick’s girl, to come out running.  She’s pregnant, but she’s no delicate wallflower.  Slick’s following her, dragging one of the roadies with him.  Ray is a psychologist but knows a thing or two about the human body. A whirlwind of things happen in the next five minutes, when an ambulance rushes into the alleyway, just as his body stops moving, stiffening up, and Railynn starts delivering CPR. 
Suddenly I’m in the ambulance with the guy, on my insistence, with Erik, one of my security guys, up front. I’m guessing he volunteered because the chick is hot. They clearly recognize us, as the other paramedic, a dude, called me ‘Blaze’, when he asked if I wanted to tag along. All was fine and dandy until they check his pulse and see that it’s not beating. 
That’s when the guy pulls out the paddles. “You know this guy?” He asks, breathing heavy, as he struggles to save Lyxx’s life. 
“Yeah. He’s a former buddy of mine. Lyxx Malcolm.”
He does a double-take. “You mean this is Lyxx?  Of Lyxx and Julia?”
The guy looks to be about my age, so he would know, unless he’s been living under a rock, who ‘Lyxx and Julia’ is. My buddy and his former girl were the ‘it couple’ about five years ago.  When the band he was in, ‘Black is Back’, was the hottest thing since sliced bread.  They were the type of band that struck gold on their first hit, completely blindsided, and then when their first album went platinum, that’s when it happened.  Just when ‘Black is Back’ couldn’t be any bigger, Lyxx met up with Julia Diamond, a longtime actress, that in the end, was nominated for a laundry list of academy awards.  Lyxx and Julia were the couple that every couple loved and wanted to be.  They were on the cover of every magazine, on the screen of every television, and for a while, anything either of them uttered was recorded in history.
So much has happened since then, I had to stop reading the headlines, and finally, I had to stop answering calls.  
...needless to say, I had no idea that I'd be witnessing his barely recognizable body, as the paramedic injects a three-and-a-half-inch needle full of adrenaline into his chest, as he clings to life, years later.

      [image: image-placeholder]Lyxx

My axe is a little out of tune, as me and my technician gear up for the show, which starts in about thirty minutes.  We’re in the green room, while the rest of the guys are warming up, some with their instruments, others with the stimulant of their choice.  We’re opening for some lame ass band, which can only make us look even more lame, but it’s all we’ve got, so we give it our all, each time.  Our first single is set to be released next month, or three weeks away, and the recording company, as well as our promotions guys, are promising us the world.  I’ve heard it all before, mind you, just not with my own material.
Back in high school, I was in a cover band, and various other bands, as the current ones split up, always playing lead guitar and some backup vocals.  It wasn’t until this one night at a local bar that everyone who wants a leg up in the musical world frequents, that we met this chick who told us that she knew someone in the business.  Sure, she ended up fucking our lead vocalist in the bathroom later, so we thought nothing of it, but it ended up in our favor, after all.  That’s how we got this record deal.  It was a long road, but worth it, I hope.  The proof isn’t as solid as we’d hoped it would be.  Seeing as we’re opening for a shit band, but our manager assures us that it’s because our first record isn’t even out yet.  We’re nobodies to this audience.
As we hit the stage, we play like it’s our last gig ever, and that millions of people have come to watch us play.  This is how we always play, by the way.  Whether it’s five people or five hundred, we play like we mean business.  The crowd is pretty pumped for coming to see a shit show, I admit, and if it weren’t for the coke and Jack Daniels, I'm not sure if we’d be as pumped, either.  We’re heading into the recording studio again tomorrow, and I have to admit, I’m more excited about that.  We’ve been working our asses off, putting together the material that we’ve been using forever, tweaking it, making it even better.
If the recording company doesn’t give us anything, at least they gave us a decent engineer in the studio.  He’s a genius.  We’ve played a few things for him, while hanging out at my place.  Our producer, too. They work neck and neck, and they helped us perfect our first single. Nerves?  Nah. I’ve been playing in front of people since I was thirteen. Sure, it’s a little different with a bigger crowd, but you can’t see further than the first ten or so rows.  I can hear them, though, and it is a bit of a rush, until my solo comes, and I'm in my element.  I forget about the audience as I feel the strings and the vibrations from the output, and then I hear it.
The audience whistles in the silence, during a bridge, and I'm suddenly so awake.  It’s like I barely have to look at the strings or the fretboard.  A mental image is permanently etched into my memory, as I connect with everyone that’s paying attention.  The feeling is so heady and exhilarating, and I feel like this is what is to come.  Weeks later, our first single hits the top ten, and later, it goes to number one.  Our album is almost complete, and we’re riding on the waves of excitement. The audience sure feels different after this, and word is that we’ll be headlining for our next tour, for sure.  My mother didn’t raise a fool.  I’ll believe that when it happens.  This isn’t my first rodeo.  I’ve been promised the world on more than one occasion, and I'm not falling for that again.
“Heeeeyyy...!” I say, seeing my old buddy, Blaze, walk in.  We go way back.  
“How’s it goin’, man?” Blaze says, slapping his hand into mine.  We’re sitting in the back office, me and my roadie, that is, after shooting the shit.  “Congrats on hitting number one, man.  You earned it.” He says.  He’s been in another band forever, doing pretty good, but he’s never had a number one hit, something all bands covet.  
“Thanks, man.” He says nobly.  They have nothing to complain about, either, since all of their albums have been hits, just none of them hit number one.  But I don’t let that get into my head, either.  We both come from the same cloth.  Letting your ego get the better of you is totally uncool.  So, I don’t let it go to my head.
“You headlining next time around?” He asks, and I try not to take it wrong, since he and his band have headlined for years, but then, they’ve also got all that experience behind them.
“Yeah, that’s what the word is.”
“Cool.”
I want to ask why we've never opened for his band, but I think better of it.  It’s never up to the bands, who they perform with, it’s always the PR companies and the record companies that have say.  We’re just fucking puppets here, that don’t know any better.  Some more than others.  
“Hey, you ever heard from that chick?”
“Who, Lizzee?” He asks, brows furrowed.
“Yeah.” I tip my chin upwards.  “You had a real hard-on for her in high school, man.” I lick my lips.  “I figured she’d a looked you up when you hit it big.”
“Na, I haven’t seen her since high school. I’m surprised you even remember her.”
I change the subject.  “Too busy pounding other chicks, huh.” I wiggle my brows, as I light up a stick that my roadie hands to me.  I don’t smoke often, but if someone is offering, I take it.
“Can’t complain.” Is all Blaze says.  The roadie leaves, taking the hint.  I pull out a vile of coke from my pocket, and bump it out on the desk, sniffing it up, and I hand Blaze the pipe, but he declines.  He was always sort of a pussy.  But I didn’t hold it against him then, and I don’t now, either.  
“Where are you guys playing?  You’re still on tour, right?” I ask, pinching the bridge of my nose, feeling the coke hit me where I want it to hit me.
“Yeah,” He nods, telling me that they’re playing the next city over, but they’ve got a couple of days off, so taking advantage, doing a little sightseeing in between shows.  “I knew you were playing here tonight, so I thought I’d drop by.”
“Thanks, man.  It’s been a long time.” I nod, putting my shit away.  
“What about you, man?  You meet anyone?”
“Naw.  I fuck around enough, though.” I admit.  It’s been a couple of nights, but I’m sure that tonight I’ll have a groupie or two at my disposal.  “You sticking around?”
“Sure.  When do you do warmups?”
“Not for a while. You want to jam for a bit?”
“Yeah, sure.  Like old times.” He smiles.  I open the door and call out to my roadie to bring me two of my axes.  
“I swear I can’t get used to this shit.” I tell Blaze.  “Having roadies, man.  Someone at my beck and call.  It’s too weird.”
“When we were in high school, they were just nerds that worshipped us.” Blaze adds, reminiscing.
“Hey, you remember that little pissant with the Coke bottle thick glasses?” I chuckle, gesturing with my index finger and thumb shaped like the letter ‘c’, against my temple.  “That little shit used to follow us around, night and day, getting laid probably more than we were.”
Blaze snuffles a laugh.  “That kid’s a fucking lawyer now.”
I lift a brow, incredulous.  “Yours?”
Blaze waves.  “Nah, he’s a divorce attorney.  Heard through the grapevine.”
“Cool.” I nod, as my roadie brings in two guitars.  We both check them to make sure that they’re tuned.  I plug in the two amps and we get started.  The room sucks for acoustics, but we don’t give a shit.  It’s fun doing what we used to do together back in the day. There’s a reason why we’re both rock stars, and the proof is in the pudding, right here.  Blaze hits some higher notes, while I strike out some hot licks, and it’s like we’ve gone back in time.
“We should tour together, man.” Blaze suggests.
“Ah, you know how it is, dude. It’s all up to the record company, who gets to tour with who.”
“I get it.” Blaze shrugs, as my tour manager walks in, letting me know that I’m needed at soundchecks. 
“You want to come?” I offer. 
“Naw, man. I’ll come to the show later. If that’s cool. Just thought I’d see you beforehand.”
“Sure. I’ll make sure security lets you in. Unless you’re coming before we go on stage.”
“I’ll show when I can.” Blaze shrugs. Why, I don’t know, but his comment puts my back up. I wouldn’t take Blaze for anything other than humble, but sometimes, over the years, he’s said a few things that make me think his fame is going to his head. 
“Sure.” I nod, walking with my manager. I don’t bother seeing him out. If he’s got places to go, far be it for me to escort him out of here.  Before heading to the stage, I go to the shitter and pull out my vile again, taking a decent bump, making a mental note to call my dealer later, as this is the last of my shit. 
Another thing that bothers me is that he doesn’t even go back to see the guys. We all grew up together. And I start thinking that maybe Blaze is starting to be a bit of an asshole. But I shrug it off, since I've got a show to do, and I go join the guys, who seem equally pumped.  
“Yo, Lyxx.” Stryker, our drummer, says.
“Yeah.”
“Who were you with, man?  Chrome Dome said that you had a visitor?”
Chrome Dome is one of our bald security guys, but I'm guessing that you figured that one out.
“Ah, just Blaze came by.” I wave.
Steel, our bass guitarist, intervenes.  “Blaze?  He was here?”
I nod.  “Yeah. He’s coming by tonight, so he says.”
“Oh yeah?” Rikki, our lead singer, says, interested.  “God, you used to talk about that guy like he was some sort of legend.  It used to make my skin crawl. For a while I thought you were a fucking fag, man.” 
I don’t know how to respond. Blaze used to be someone I sort of looked up to. I still do, kind of, since he was the one that put a good word in when I wanted to join the band that he was in in high school. But I’m a little jaded with him now. Not sure why. It’s not jealousy, I don’t think, since we’re the ones with the number one hit, but he’s also been around for a lot longer. The guy is fucking loaded. Like, he has crazy money. So I hear. Lucky he’s not one to brag or I’d probably punch him. 
“I’m not a fucking fag, idiot.” I chuckle, cuffing him upside the head. 
“Yeah, but, isn’t Blaze like your fucking hero?” Stryker points out. “Isn’t he the one that got you into music to begin with?”
I shrug, not knowing how else to respond. Certainly I don’t want to come out sounding like I’ve lost faith, or that I’m ungrateful, but I don’t get the warm and fuzzies around Blaze anymore. It sucks but it’s the truth. “Yeah, so?”
The show is better than usual tonight. There’s some media in the front row.  Some with backstage passes, and I see one very hot chick with a pass around her neck.  But she looks way too professional, in her black trousers and white blouse, she wouldn’t be one to fuck up against anything.  So I ignore her, thinking I’ll just end up wasting my time if I pay any attention to her.  Then recognition comes to mind, just as Steel walks over to me, during a bridge.  “Hey, man, Chrome Dome says that Julia Diamond is here tonight.” He speaks over the din, as both our instruments are silent, while Rikki does a short, mellow solo.
“I thought I recognized her.  She’s there in the front row, right?” I check.
“Yeah.” He nods.  “Fucking hot piece of ass she is, huh.”
And then I gamble with myself to figure out who has a better chance with her; me or Steel.  Probably Steel, if I'm being honest.  He’s got that Hollywood look, not me.  In high school, he always attracted the preppy girls, the innocent ones that would hide him from their parents.  
“Yeah, she’s pretty smokin’.” I agree, not showing much more interest, since it will be a waste of time.  We finish our set, and I find myself face first in a towel, wiping off the sweat, as we walk through the hallway, to the green room.  It’s been pretty busy since our song hit number one, so I'm not surprised to see the place flooded with photographers and magazine staff, trying to get a glimpse of us.  We don’t have any interviews scheduled with them, since we had a bunch last night, but they’re still here to snap photos of us all around.  I think our record company made interviewing us a little scarcer, trying to create more hype, rather than just letting any Tom, Dick or Harry interview us when they want to.
Then I see her.  Julia Diamond herself.  She’s even more fucking beautiful in person.  The screen does not do her justice.  And under the lights, I couldn’t see how luminous she is.  But again, I don’t bother to waste my time, since Steel is all over her like white on rice.  Even Stryker and Rikki are looking her up and down.  They should all take a number.  Julia is the hottest, most talented, most well-known chick here.  And as much as the media is eating her up, as she is photographed with all of us, I still can’t keep my eyes off her.  I try to divert my gaze by noodling on my guitar.  It’s not hooked up to an amp, but it doesn’t matter.  
“Hey, Lyxx, is it?” Julia asks me, after a throng of both Black is Back and her own fans, make their way through.
“Yes, that’s it.”  I lift a finger.  “And don’t ask for my real name.  That goes to the grave with me.”
She smiles.  God, she’s beautiful.  I smile back, feeling like we’re the only two people in this hallway, despite the fact that it’s swarming with bodies.  I don’t take her attention to heart, because I've heard that this is what she’s like.  Very personable and down to earth.  
“Who gave you the stage name?” She asks.
“Um...” I think back.  Truth is, I’ve been called Lyxx for so long, if I was asked in a pinch what my real name is, I'd have to think about it.  Like when you’re at a bar and instead of asking you for I.D., they ask you to say what year you were born in quickly.  I’d fail that test.  “I’m not sure, actually.” I say honestly, taking a step back in time in my head, and then I remember.  “Oh, shit, it was my friend, Blaze.”
“Is this the same Blaze I’m thinking of?” She asks, naming off his band.
“Yeah.” I nod.  “I went to high school with him.  Met in the ninth grade.  First day, in fact.”
“Really.” 
Another nod.  Butterflies are in my goddamn stomach.  I’m a rock star.  I fuck sometimes two women a night, but this one, damn.  I say nothing else, suddenly growing very aware of my tongue.  It’s like if I say something, it’s for sure going to be something stupid, and I thank God the coke has worn off.  I go into the zone when that shit hits, and half the time, I don’t remember what I say.
She smiles.  I think that she senses my hesitation.  It’s unnerving.  And just when I think that I'm maybe not acting like as much of a dick as I think I am, Steel says.  “You ready?”
I look up, wondering what the fuck he’s talking about.  Our show is over.  If it weren’t for the PR for this tour, we could effectively leave now, if we wanted to.  But when I look at him, he’s not addressing me, he’s talking to Julia.  At first, I think he’s talking about taking her back to the front row, so that she can watch the headlining band, but he takes her arm in his, and they walk to the back of the venue.
What the fuck?
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Chapter 2

Julia


“That’s a wrap!” I hear the director call, as my male co-star and I finish a scene.  It’s a drama, very little romance, which I'm glad of.  Truthfully, I hate love scenes.  Despise them, in fact. It doesn’t matter how cute the actor is.  The cuter the worse it gets, actually.  And any spark that I might have had with him during rehearsals is quickly dissolved.  That’s why I never get personally involved with a co-star.  Like...ever.  It’s also because it becomes too complicated.  I’ve had an off-screen affair once before and got my heart broken.  Not falling for that again. 
Chuck releases me from his grip.  While it wasn’t a love scene, it was an emotional one.  The tears are still flowing from my eyes as the cameras are turned off.  Chuck wipes them off for me, and I detect a sudden spark in his eyes.  Oh, no.  Not again.  I’m beginning to think that every man I star with falls in love with me, and I have to break their hearts.  They’ll start calling me some cruel nickname, like ‘the heartbreaker’, or ‘the dreamcrusher’, or something, soon.  “You want to go for a coffee or something?” He asks me.  And there it is.  
“Sorry, but no.  I have an appointment.” I lie, feeling like a total shit for doing so, but I haven’t got a choice.  “Maybe some other time.” I throw in for good measure, as I head back to my trailer.  
Gail is inside, waiting for me.  “Shit, your eyeliner is all over the fucking place.” She comments, grabbing more from the palette on the bureau.
“It’s okay.” I raise a hand.  “Bruno said it’s a wrap.” I tell her, grabbing a tissue from the small table, wiping my eyes.  My script assistant is sitting there, readying to coach me, and I dismiss her.
“Already?” Gail squeaks.  “What’s his problem?  I thought he wanted to get to that nasty scene today.  I didn’t see any tanks coming in.”
It's a World War II epic film we’re shooting.  Production has taken more than a year so far, and I'm so burnt out it isn’t funny.  It could take another six months, and then we have the ever-loving post-production to contend with after that.  
“I know.” I sigh, looking at the smears of black eyeliner on the white tissue.
“What’s wrong?” Gail asks, picking up on more than the forced tears in my eyes.
“Nothing.” I exhale, but Gail knows that the sigh is code for ‘something upset me’.  She’s been my makeup artist forever, and I won’t do a film or any work without her, seeing as the last makeup staff I had, decided to get really handsy with me, even though she was female.  And then when I rejected her she slapped me in the face.  I found Gail on a set for another movie and offered her a king’s ransom to be my lifelong makeup artist, and the rest is history.  It’s great that I have something constant, since most of my life is all over the place.
“Chuck asked me out.”
She's only half listening as she clears up the palette.  “So?”
“You know my stance on dating co-stars.”
Her voice is flat.  “The stupid one you mean.”
I roll my eyes.  “We’ve been through this a hundred times.  You know how it ends.”
“Yeah, well, I also know that you haven’t been on a date, or anywhere other than a movie set, in months.  Hell, even I’ve been laid a time or two.”
I sit on the couch by the window and lay my head down.  “I don’t care.” I breathe.  “I hate this part of my job.  Every guy I work with is a dick off camera, or he’s horrible in bed, or he has no idea how to act in public.”
“You just named the last three.  They’ve not all been bad.”
I give her a look.  “I’m not going out with Chuck.  We’ve still got at least six months left of this shit, and hell if I'm going to torture myself further.  I’ll never do an epic war movie again.  This is insane.  I’m having dreams of limbs flying off people’s bodies, blood squirting out.” I flail my arms.  My role in this film is as a nurse, a surgical one, so I have to spend hours waiting for the special effects people to set up a scene, where the body looks like it’s actually being cut up or put back together, depending on context.
“Well, at least go and do something social, Julia.” She urges.  “God, you’re going to turn into a goddamn nun soon if you don’t.”
“I’m too tired to go out after work, Gail.  And I don’t feel like being social.  I just want to crawl into whatever bed I'm given and sleep.”
With a sigh, she sits next to me, and I notice the envelope sitting on the table, on top of a newspaper.  It’s actually paper-clipped to the paper.  “What’s that?”
She waves a hand, feigning dismissiveness.  “Oh, you wouldn’t be interested.”
“Stop being a bitch and tell me.” I chuckle.  “Did you look, you nosey bitch?”
Gail laughs.  “Of course I looked.  How else would I know that you wouldn’t be interested?”
“Well, what is it?” I ask, rising.  
“Milton was in here earlier and he brought it.”
“He’s never brought me a newspaper before.  What’s that about?”
“You’ll have to go and see for yourself.”
I rise, glancing back at her.  “Does he know that you peeked?”
She shrugs, frowning.  “Well, if he knows me at all.”
The paper is from yesterday. I remove the envelope and look at the Entertainment section, which Milton has folded over, so I can see the article about the band, ‘Black is Back’.
“In case you didn’t know who they are, since you, evidently, live under a rock.”
“I know who they are.”
“Of course you do.  You’ve got a crush on the damn lead guitarist, don’t you.” She says, matter-of-factly.  “Point lost for Milton not knowing that about you.”
“I don’t tell him everything.” 
“Clearly not.  But he seems to have read your mind, since he got you backstage passes to the show that they’re doing tonight.”
I open the envelope, and sure enough, there are two backstage passes, and two matching tickets, front row, to Black is Back’s concert tonight, right here in the bowels of West Virginia.  Something about the mountains and rough terrain that they wanted for some of these scenes.  I'm impressed by these tickets.  Not that I'm really following the band, and that they’re touring, opening for another band, and their first single, which hit number one, sits on a record player in my trailer, but I've always wanted to see them live.   
“Are you going to go?” Gail asks me.
“Gosh, I don’t know.  I’m exhausted.”
“Coffee.  Ever heard of it?”
“But we’re shooting again first thing in the morning, Gail.  I’ll look like shit.”
She thumbs to herself.  “Isn’t that why you pay me the big bucks?  To make you look good, no matter what shit you went through the night before?”
After a beat, I lift a brow.  “Do you wanna go?”
“Does a cow go moo?”
“Yeah, but then, Chuck, tomorrow...that’s all that I'm going to hear.” I whine.
“Do you tell your co-stars everything?”
“He’s going to find out, Gail.  The paparazzi will be all over me.”
“Well, you did tell him that you had an appointment.” She points out.
“I think he took that as like a doctor’s appointment or something.”
Gail waves.  “Details.  I don’t get why you think you owe people things that you don’t.  So, you turned him down, big deal.  You’re a big star, Julia, and you should have the freedom to date who you want to, and not date who you don’t want to date.  Hell, even if you weren’t a star, you should have the same privileges.”
“I just don’t like creating tension on set, you know.”
“And you don’t think that acting like a sheltered, undersexed, bored millionaire movie star creates tension?”
My mouth widens, so do my eyes, but I exhale in a half laugh.  “God, you are such a bitch!”
“A bitch that speaks the truth.” 
I purse my lips together.  “God, I hate it when you’re right.” I lift a finger.  “But I'm not planning on sleeping with any of them, so don’t even start with me.”
Gail lifts a brow, speaking rhetorically. “What if I do?”

      [image: image-placeholder]I’m not sure how many security people Milton thinks I need to go to a concert, where there are already a thousand of them, wall to wall, but still, he feels the need to outfit me with four of them.  Two to keep six on both sides of wherever I'm going, one to stick right next to me, and another to go check out wherever I'm going, before I do.  It’s pathetic.  I officially have an entourage.  Thankfully, Gail is so used to this, it’s like none of them are here.  She makes my life seem normal and can ignore anything, until it needs to not be ignored.  Then the gloves come off.  That’s what I love about her.  Hell, I don’t even need a bodyguard with Gail.  She’s a second-degree black belt.  Karate.  She could kick the ass off any one of these security guards.
She’s got her hand in mine, and it’s never weird that she does that, but she removes it before the paparazzi hit, no matter what. “Where are we supposed to go?” Gail asks me. And before I can answer that I haven’t a clue, we’re guided into what I’m guessing is the main hallway of this place. It’s a huge venue.  And I feel like we’re literally in a WWII scenario here, being that we’re being sent down a mildewy hallway with barely any lighting, and all we can hear are screams and muted shouting. 
“The concert has already started.” Gail snarls. It’s nothing for me to be fashionably late. In fact, I think that’s what Milton, my manager, prefers. Except for award shows. Always show up for the red-carpet event, no matter what. 
“It’s okay. We have front row seats.” I remind. 
I get an eye roll. I also get like a thousand flash bulbs in my face five seconds later as we arrive in what I’m guessing is the main meet and greet place. Somebody must have tipped the paparazzi off that I would be here, and I’m not being conceited saying that, either. It doesn’t matter where I show up. They’re always waiting. I throw some of them a bone, offering a wave, while one of the security guys takes Gail away for a moment, off to the side, as I’m instantly bombarded with the fact that in my life there is no day off. Or night off for that matter. 
Finally, we pass them and are brought backstage, through another corridor, and into the arena, where we’re told is our spot. It’s right in front of where Lyxx is playing. The music is already pumping, and my heart skips a beat as I see him up close. He’s more beautiful than in the photos. Tonight, he’s shirtless, but his chest glistens under the lights, and pictures don’t do him justice. 
His curls frame his face as it’s slightly downcast, while he strums the fretboard, and I can’t help but think just how sexy he is. I’ve never fallen for a rock star before.  And suddenly my trepidation starts.  Actor or not, this guy is still a celebrity.  And after the experiences I've had with dating people in showbiz, I'm turned right off.  I’d sooner fall for a garbage collector.  But then I chide myself, watching the overhead lights, listening to the rocking music, because, once again, I'm getting ahead of myself.  Gail is right.  I take life far too seriously, to the point where I've forgotten how to have fun.
“Did you see him look at you?” Gail shouts over the din.
“He did not.” I wave, growling.  The very idea is ridiculous, especially as I look around, and see a girl with her tits popped out of her white tank top, seated on the shoulders of what could only be a very large woman.  And two rows over, another girl is completely topless, bouncing her ample breasts about, as she rides on the shoulders of someone with an afro covering the face.  Sex unknown. 
“I saw him.” She nods.
“Right.” I laugh, forgetting, for a moment, who I am.  Then I remember, and the recollection hits me like a ton of bricks.  Nobody ever appreciates me for the human I am.  They only ever see me as a celebrity.  Dollar signs.  Paparazzi want money for my pictures, television stations want to interview me for ratings, and so on.  I’ll never be loved for who I am, other than by Gail, and I have to pay her.  It’s a sad reality.  My parents flaunt me around like I’m royalty, not their kid.  To everyone, I'm no longer the Julia that I was born as, rather, I'm the Julia that’s pasted on every magazine, seen in so many hit movies, and talked about by every radio station.
“Would you stop it?” Gail says, reading my mind.  I go into these modes where I go all into my head like that.  And she can see it.  “We’re at a fucking rock concert.  This is the first time that you’ve been out in so long.  Just enjoy yourself for once, Julia.  Fuck.  When will you get another chance?”
I purse my lips together, thinking it over.  She’s right.  Self pity isn’t the place to be tonight.  Not while this guitar god stands over me, seemingly playing his instrument to the tune of my thoughts.  I’m nudged suddenly, and the guy next to me offers me a drag from his joint.  He’s from another rock band. I recognize him from the same magazines that Black is Back is featured in.  Gail reaches over me, takes his offering, sucks a pull from it, and hands it to me.  “Live a little, Julia.”
The double-take comes, but then I take the joint and inhale, instantly feeling relaxed.  Gail looks at me with a frown and a nudge from her chin, encouraging me to take another drag.  I do and hand it back to her, so she can take a second, and then a third, before handing it to the next person.  We both look at each other and laugh.  I’m totally stoned.  I haven’t smoked weed since high school, and even then I was a lightweight.  Gail is stoned, too, but suddenly we’re having the time of our lives. When a bottle of whiskey gets passed down, I take a swig, thinking that this front row thing seems to be a smorgasboard.  Maybe it’s the rock dude next to me with all the supply, but whatever, it’s making my earlier thoughts further and further in the past.
It isn’t until he nudges me that I realize I'm head banging.  He wants to head bang with me, too, and then we’re both air guitaring, as I forget who I am, and love every minute of it.  I find myself singing along, dancing, watching the band play, until I’m nearly hoarse.  When the set is over, Gail looks at me.  “The suits are going to take us backstage, right?”
“Probably.” I answer, looking around for that joint again.
Since we’re in the front row, it’s an easy trek backstage, and thank God, because I'm still buzzed, comfortably.  The band is bombarded by photographers, so me and Gail stay in the sidelines, until it’s my turn to be introduced.  I say something stupid, staring mostly at Lyxx’s lips, and we end up chatting with this person and that, while I use surprisingly sober language.  And I don’t know what I agree to, but suddenly the bass guitarist, Steel, asks me if I'm ready.  I say sure, not knowing why, but my security guy doesn’t follow me, and I'm too buzzed to care.
...until it’s suddenly not about a rock concert anymore.
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Chapter 3

Lyxx


“Yo, where are they going?” I ask her friend, feeling my hackles go up.  She’s talking to Rikki, ignoring me, and her security guys don’t seem to give a shit, either.  They didn’t even follow her.  All the same, Steel’s arm is around her, as they walk down the hallway.  Normally we take chicks backstage all the time, mostly to fuck them, and none of us pay any attention, since we know that we’re next in line, with whatever chick we want, but this time...this time I don’t feel like simply letting Steel pound this chick. 
“Aren’t you going to follow her, man?” I demand of her bald security guy.
Rikki, overhearing, interjects.  “Dude, just chill, man.  She’s toasted.”
“So?” I bark.  
“So, why do you care so fucking much?” Rikki bites back.  “What, do you want to take her out back and fuck her?”
“No.” 
“Then fucking mind your business.” He says, before turning back to her friend.  Gail, I think her name is.  
I stand there, arms folded over my chest, feeling like I want to go back there.  
So I do.  
As I walk down the corridor, I can hear her laughing from behind one of the doors, so I knock on it.  Steel shouts a second later.  “Fuckoff!”
“Fuck you, man!  It’s Lyxx!”
“Well, then, fuckoff, Lyxx!” He shouts with a guffaw at the end.
“Fucking let me in, man!” I pound on the door with
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