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            AUTHOR’S NOTE

          

        

      

    

    
      If you’ve read my previous books, you’ll know the chapter names are all song titles. Music has been an integral part of my life and always sets the mood for my writing. Whether it’s the overall energy of a song, the lyrics, or even the title, that tone carries through into my written words on the page. The playlist and a link can be found at the back of each book, or you can find them on my website: www.amybookerauthor.com.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        When chaos swirls around you,

        its traitorous roots taking hold,

        don’t give up or give in.

        Thrive, darling.

        Thrive.
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            NUMB

          

          BRAD

        

      

    

    
      The politics of rock ‘n roll fucking suck. And it’s not just the kissing asses and kissing babies part of it to keep our ‘image’ in check that rubs me the wrong way. It’s the whole – ‘be somebody you’re not.’ Because ultimately, that’s exactly what it is.

      ‘Whatever it is you’re doing, stop doing that. You should look like this, and sound like this, and act like this…’

      Fuck that noise.

      I have never conformed to what society expected of me a day in my life, and I’m not inclined to start now. And while we’re now sitting in the conference room of our record label getting our asses handed to us for losing another bass player, we got here by being ourselves in the first place. The suits never see that part of the equation.

      Our new manager, Ian Summer, a former British rockstar himself, seems to get it. Mostly. And is trying to stick up for us.

      “Eliza, you know that Frankie wasn’t going to be able to cut it in the long run,” he says to the VP of Blackmore Records, our label. “I say it’s better that this happened now on the way up, rather than at the top, wouldn’t you agree?”

      The exec twirls a lock of hair as she considers his question, it’s shoulder-length, and platinum with bright blue ends. At first glance, she’s not your typical boardroom filler, but she can be a hardass when she wants. Unfortunately, it looks like she wants to be one right now.

      Lucky us.

      “I get what you’re saying, Ian. I do.” She glances around at us, a bit disparagingly. “But Frankie was the third bass player this year alone. And these people have contracts that we need to pay out, even when they leave. We can’t afford to keep doing this.”

      And there it is. It’s all about the money. It always is. We’re digging into their bottom line. Fuck the music. Fuck the artistry.

      Money. Money. Money.

      Ian nods and rubs a hand down his face as if he understands. Before managing us, he was an executive with Blackmore too. In fact, he’s the guy that got us signed with the label in the first place. But he’s a former musician. He gets where we’re coming from. I really hope he’s not about to start agreeing that we need to change somehow, because that would piss me the fuck off. I like Ian, and I don’t want that to change over this stupid shit.

      Band members come and go all the time, and all over the place. Hell, I couldn’t even count the number of bands I’ve been in and left for one reason or another. Sure, not always by my choice, but that’s how it is. Everything in this business is temporary, except the music.

      The music is what fucking matters.

      “So, what are the options, then?” Ian asks, his eyes tired. “I take it you have a suggestion as to how to fix this?”

      Eliza looks around at all of us, her face unreadable. But I get the sense that she’s trying to figure out how we’re going to react to whatever she’s about to say. My spine tingles with fight or flight reactions at the ready.

      “Your auditions for a new bass player start next week, correct?” She asks, but she knows the answer already. I’m not crazy about the slight nervousness in her tone now. As if she knows she’s about to disappoint us. When we only nod, she goes on. “Well, we’ve brought in a new PR person for the label, Tess Lagerfeld. She’s brilliant at image makeovers. A little new at this industry, but she’s a game changer. And she’ll be shadowing you during the process and handling all social media going forward for Chaos Fuel.”

      We all stare at each other, dumbfounded.

      ‘Image makeover?’

      Oh, fuck this.
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            ROCK SHOW

          

          TESS

        

      

    

    
      When Eliza Kerr invited me to work for Blackmore Records, I was initially hesitant. Music PR isn’t my wheelhouse. Believe it or not, it’s a completely different skillset from working with actors or politicians, who, amazingly, are very similar in their public relations nightmares. And technically, are easier to put a shine on.

      Music fans are a little more nuanced than a typical audience because music itself speaks to the soul, not the mind. Lyrics and melodies call to a person’s heart and live there. Once that gets tarnished, it’s a lot harder to polish.

      I welcome the challenge that this will bring, but I am not one to jump ships like this. I liked the stability of my previous jobs. I knew what to expect from day to day. I needed that control in my life. Ever since my parents divorced when I was young, and I bounced between houses I’ve craved order.

      So, why I accepted Eliza’s offer, I have no idea. The only reason I can come up with is that I’d hit a mental plateau of some kind. Nothing felt fulfilling anymore. There wasn’t any purpose to anything, other than to do the same thing over and over. Rinse and repeat.

      I was bored.

      Chaos Fuel will be my first project with Blackmore, and in my research of the current state of their PR, it’s going to be a complete trial by fire. They’ve fired every manager they’ve had except the current one (so far). They can’t keep a bass player to save their lives. Brad Chambers, the singer, is known to be a playboy, though that’s slowed down a little bit the last few years. Emmett Cavenaugh, the drummer, is a horrible prankster that nobody wants to work with. And Stefan Karlsson, their guitarist, parties way too much.

      Typical rockstars.

      Brad is the one that stands out for me, and not just because he’s the incredibly hot lead singer with a voice of an angel who smokes menthols; He’s a dad. He has an eight-year-old daughter, Charlotte, he shares with an ex who is married to the bass player of Indigo King, another Blackmore Records band.

      While Chaos Fuel may be typical rockstars, with typical bad boy reputations – full of too much partying, hot lingerie models, and every other excess imaginable - fixing their image won’t be so easy. The press seems to always want to find the flaws, and never look at the good stuff. So, researching anything good about the band is almost impossible. Outside of Blackmore’s own press releases, there isn’t a lot to work with. Everything positive comes from the fans themselves.

      That’s got to be my angle - the connection between the band and the fans. But to do that, I’m going to need to see them in action. And that means I need to meet them. Soon.

      Eliza told me that the band will be holding auditions for a new bass player next week, so that’s my opportunity to get up close and personal and get an idea of what I’m working with. I won’t know how to approach any of this if I don’t know them.

      Chaos Fuel, here I come.
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            WHAT A WONDERFUL WORLD

          

          BRAD

        

      

    

    
      “But Jude said I could,” my eight-year-old daughter, Charlie says, opening the fridge in my apartment, looking for a soda. Something I purposely don’t have for a very good reason. Charlotte on concentrated sugar isn’t something anyone wants to deal with.

      “Well, that’s awesome for him,” I say, not sure if I don’t believe Jude would say that just to get at me. He’s married to my ex, and Charlotte’s mother, Ren, and we haven’t always seen eye-to-eye on things. We play it cool for Charlie’s sake, though.

      They’re both off to London for six weeks with their youngest child – son August, since Indigo King are judges for some TV rock band talent show that I’ve never heard of, and Charlie didn’t want to go. So, I get to spend some quality time with my girl. I was over the moon when she said she wanted to hang with me instead of taking the trip overseas.

      But now I need to entertain an eight-year-old little girl.

      We have gigs still on the schedule in a few weeks, but they’re up in the air without us having a permanent bass player in place. The upcoming auditions are even more pressing now than before Eliza’s lecture, with those dates looming.

      “You don’t have any soda,” Charlie announces, obviously disappointed, crossing her arms over her chest, her long red curls just like her mother’s bounce as she huffs.

      “I never said I did.”

      “But Jude said I could have some,” She repeats. Her lower lip is now making a bold appearance in her growing pout.

      “Well, then Jude should have given it to you and not assumed I had any,” I shrug, keeping my face impassive. “There’s always water. Or beer.”

      Charlie’s a smart girl. She’s not usually difficult, and her sense of humor is sharper than most. At my suggestion of beer her pout twitches briefly before she breaks out in laughter.

      “You’re silly,” she says between giggles. “I can’t drink beer until next year when I’m twenty-one.”

      I smack my forehead. “Oh, that’s right. I keep forgetting you’re not middle-aged yet.”

      Still giggling, she throws herself onto the couch. “And you’re out of beer too.”

      “Well, damn,” I groan, pretending to be upset. “I guess we’re both out of luck, huh?”

      She turns serious again. “So, are we going to do anything fun while I’m here?”

      I’m not sure how to take her question. I think we have fun every time we get together. Not that I try to be the ‘fun’ dad who entertains her every second, but I try to make the most of our time. However, when this stay was planned months ago, I didn’t realize I’d have to spend any of it looking for a new bass player. That’s not something I’d categorize as ‘fun.’

      “Well, you’re going to help Chaos Fuel pick out a new bass player. That’ll be cool, right?”

      Her eyes go wide. “Really? I can pick?”

      “No, you can help us pick.”

      She seems to be transported into a dream world. “What if they’re all like, really cute? I won’t be able to pick.”

      A chuckle bubbles up, and I shake my head. “Yeah, that’s always the hard part. What if they’re all really cute?”

      The size of the eyeroll that remark gets me has to hurt. How does she do that? “Dad, they have to be cute to be in your band. It’s important.”

      This surprises me. “Oh? And why is that?” Here I thought it was our music that mattered. Silly me. Maybe Charlie could be our new PR rep instead of this Tess person.

      “Because,” she sighs dramatically, “if you want girls to like your music, you have to be cute.”

      I arch a brow at her. “And who told you that?”

      “Well, it’s just my opinion. But everyone thinks that way.” She shrugs matter-of-factly, but I see a hint of doubt flash in her eyes.

      I love that doubt. She should doubt that opinion.

      “And do you always do what everybody else does?”

      She scrunches her nose at the idea.

      There’s my girl.

      “No.” Her forehead creases as she clearly starts to examine her position on the matter.

      I don’t continue and let her figure out how she wants to deal with this personal revelation. Some things just need to be figured out on their own without intervention.

      I’m not a candidate for ‘Dad of the year.’ Never have been. In fact, in the very beginning, I was downright awful. I was scared shitless to become a dad; thinking it would ruin my life, and crush my music dreams, hold me back somehow.

      The exact opposite is true.

      Having Charlie in my life has changed me so completely, it’s mind blowing to look at how we started, to where we are now. Never in my wildest dreams did I think I could do both – and succeed at either of them. Not that I’m perfect. I’m not. I still have moments of my old mindset creep in on occasion and go off the rails a bit on some quest for ‘freedom.’ But overall, I think I’m doing okay with everything.

      That’s today’s feeling. It can change in a heartbeat.

      “Okay, he can be ugly,” Charlie says ruefully, snapping me out of my reminiscence.

      “Wow, Charlie. Really?” I say, not sure I like this opinion either.

      “What?” Her bright eyes turn up to me questioningly. So innocent.

      How do I approach this now? I throw my figurative dreams of being ‘Dad of the Year’ out the window, and sit next to her on the couch, trying to gather my thoughts.

      “What’s your favorite food?” I ask as she sits up straight and gives me her full attention. I love that we can talk like this, and that she’s open to it all the time.

      “Meatloaf,” she says without thinking.

      Again, there’s my girl. Forsaking the norms of pizza or burgers.

      “Okay,” I say, nodding, trying to conjure the right lesson in my head. I don’t know if I can work with meatloaf. “Can you imagine that there are people who hate meatloaf?”

      Her serious face is confused for a moment, and she shrugs. “Well, they’re wrong. Meatloaf is the best.”

      I stifle a laugh.

      Okay, maybe meatloaf isn’t the ticket to salvation here.

      “What about Pepsi, you like that, right?”

      “Yeah…”

      “Well, I like Dr. Pepper. Some people prefer Coca-Cola. Or root beer. Or orange soda. Or none of them at all.”

      “Okay…” she shrugs again, and I don’t think my point is coming across at all.

      “Those sodas have been around for years. Even way before your great-grandfather, Pops, was born. Do you think they’d still be around now if people didn’t like them?”

      She shakes her head thoughtfully but stays quiet.

      “It’s the same thing with people, kiddo. Someone you think is ‘cute’ may not be cute to someone else. Everyone likes different things. Do you get what I’m saying?” God, I hope this is making fucking sense. I’m losing my way in my own head now.

      “I get it.” Her voice is soft as she leans onto my shoulder, sliding her arm through mine to hug tightly. “But does that mean that I’m wrong?”

      Great. Now I’ve gone and made her feel like shit about herself and her opinions. Way to go Dad.

      “No, no,” I soothe, ruffling her hair. “It just means that everyone has opinions and feelings. There are lots of people that would agree with you, but there are also lots of people that wouldn’t. Everybody is different. And everyone has a right to their own opinions and feelings. It’s how you share them with the world that matters.”

      “So, if your new bass player is ugly, I shouldn’t say anything.”

      That makes me laugh, and I can’t help it. If that’s what she got out of my stupid example, I guess it’s good enough for now. I didn’t mean for this to be a lecture, or ‘teaching moment.’

      “No. Please don’t tell the bass player they’re ugly.”

      “Can we watch Frozen now?”

      Her question throws me way off since my brain is still stuck on the soda metaphor, but I should be used to her sudden shifts in attention. Not that Charlie is flighty, but the focus of her intensity moves targets frequently.

      “Sure…” I say, unravelling from her grip and grabbing the TV remote. Movies have become our love language. Especially Disney movies. We do our own version of Mystery Science Theater 2000 as we watch; critiquing everything from the dialogue to the animation. It’s become a favorite pastime of ours, and somehow, we still find new things to comment on.

      “Some people are worth melting for,” Charlie says wistfully, quoting the snowman Olaf from the movie as she curls up next to me.

      As I start the movie, I suddenly get the feeling we’re heading into dangerous waters of her girlhood, and a fear starts to press its way down my spine. Cute bass players? Someone worth melting for?

      Oh no…

      My thoughts get interrupted by my phone blowing up with calls. It's my stressed manager Ian, no doubt freaking about our bassist problem again.

      If we can't get a solid player locked in soon, our upcoming gigs are screwed. These days bands live and die by their streaming numbers. Tanking some shows means our fan loyalty takes a hit. I can't let everything we’ve built go down the drain.

      "Dad, no," Charlie whines, bummed our movie night keeps getting messed with. I hate shutting off her protests, but this band crisis isn’t going to solve itself.

      I should answer.

      I squeeze Charlie's shoulder, feeling guilty. I’m damned if I do, and damned if I don’t. I know I need to fight this battle with the label not just for my creative pride, but to protect the career that will support her dreams someday too. As she smiles and snuggles in closer, I reluctantly turn my phone off, making a silent promise to myself that we'll get through this storm.

      Somehow

      Just not right this second.
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            THIS TOWN

          

          TESS

        

      

    

    
      The first day at a new job is always nerve wracking. My usual home turf involves high rise corner offices, stylish business suits, and triple-shot lattes. Now, I'm contending with grumbling trucks, thrift store jeans, and gas station coffee as I pull up to the gritty, low-profile warehouse space that houses Chaos Fuel's rehearsal studio.

      The paint-peeled metal door groans loudly announcing my entrance. This is definitely out of my element, but I straighten my spine. The first rule of PR: Never let them see you sweat.

      I pause, scanning the space, wary of interrupting the easy creative synergy of this band that might be happening, and I'm supposed to somehow harness. What do I really know about the alchemy behind inspiration in sessions like this? The closest my career has ever steered to actual music-making lately is damage control for drunken award show antics. This is totally new.

      Seeing this unguarded creative habitat in action stirs an unease I can't quite place. These musicians live in a carefree, uninhibited headspace foreign from the calculated corporate waters I've sailed thus far. Witnessing the messy vitality of their collaborative sparks firsthand may demolish my long-held assumptions on rockstar personalities. Everything rides on my ability to adapt and realign perspectives, but maybe they’ll just see me as an outsider incapable of ever capturing their true selves?

      Imposter Syndrome creeps in despite my efforts. I'm used to commanding rooms, but this arena makes me question what value I can possibly contribute...or if I even speak the right language.

      Taking a deep breath and straightening my shoulders, I dive in. My heels click conspicuously on the cracked cement floor, drawing the attention of the ragtag group clustered around a makeshift stage of amps and equipment.

      Here we go.

      "Who the hell's this?" grunts a shorter, stocky guy with dark hair clutching drumsticks, an unlit cigarette hanging from his lips. Emmett Cavenaugh. Chaos Fuel’s trickster drummer. I’ll need to be wary of him if the stories I’ve seen are correct.

      My gaze darts around trying to mentally map territory critical to maneuvering this intro. The beat-up leather couch and mini fridge stocked with water bottles imply the lounge area. A cluster of mismatched chairs surround various sound equipment are likely the mockup control room hub. My eyes catch on scuffed up isolation booths for recording takes, duct tape barely holding acoustic foam panels onto worn wooden dividers.

      I inch subtly closer, avoiding wires all over making precarious trails I'm certain to trip over if I have to walk anywhere. Nothing about this workspace conforms easily to every efficient, ergonomic, corporate office layout I've occupied for years. The fish-out-of-water sensation that started before I walked in, hits with full force now.

      Before I can start into my carefully rehearsed introduction, one of the tall, handsome men steps forward smiling with a hand extended.

      "You must be Tess! I'm Ian, the band manager." His British accent is adorable. Maybe I could love this job…

      His friendly handshake steadies my nerves slightly. From the wary glances, I can already tell the suits versus creatives culture clash will be steep. But maybe Ian will prove to be an allied interpreter straddling both worlds. I know he used to be in a band himself. That could come in handy as we move forward.

      Drawing a centering breath, I brace to convince these dubious rockstars that order and image can align with artistry.

      “Daddy, come look at what me and June made,” a little girl with long red curls calls from the corner, where three of them are huddled. My thoughts are instantly interrupted and derailed.

      “In a minute, honey,” says the most attractive man out of the bunch. The infamous Brad Chambers. His long blonde hair is perfectly messy, his strong jawline a mix between scruff and beard, his dark eyes are wary and guarded. The tattoos on his arms seem to dance when he moves. And it’s all sexy as hell.

      He’s around the same age as me, early thirties, but he seems older and younger at the same time. He’s definitely lived. I can’t seem to keep my eyes off him. It’s as if the rest of the room disappeared when our gazes met, and we’re the only people in the room.

      “I’m Brad Chambers,” he says, stepping closer and shaking my hand. He seems reluctant or resigned. I can’t tell which. But when his hand touches mine, it’s warm, and an odd sensation flutters over my skin as if it’s waking up from a long, dormant sleep. It’s odd, and I resist the urge to shudder visibly when I let go.

      “Nice to meet you,” I finally say, pulling my shit together.

      I stifle a surprised laugh as the compact drummer launches into an eccentric introduction.

      "I'm Emmett Cavenaugh. Resident skin-smasher and all-around chaos conductor for this operation," he proclaims, giving an exaggerated bow. "When I'm not cracking the whip on these knuckleheads, you can find me trolling paranormal message boards for my podcast. Gotta chase those ghosts, baby."

      I lift an eyebrow, uncertain if he's kidding but amused, nonetheless. Before I can inquire further, the lanky guitarist ambles up, nonchalantly blowing an unruly strand of Nordic blonde hair from his eyes.

      "Name's Stefan Karlsson. Self-proclaimed legend," he offers a dramatic wink, relinquishing his cigarette to shake my hand loosely. "Watch your step around here though, I tend to leave trails of guitar picks everywhere I go. They breed in my pockets I think."

      As he wanders off absently humming an intricate riff, I feel all the leftover tension begin to ease by their silly antics. Apparently, moods shift as quickly as the chords around here. But maybe these guys have more harmless depths than their prickly press implies.

      “So,” Ian says, clapping his hands together after an awkward silence covers us. “What do you need from us to get the good PR train rolling?”

      Suddenly, I’m on the spot. I’ve prepared for this. I had it all planned out in my head before I walked in here, but it all flew out of my brain when Brad shook my stupid hand.

      I’m a professional. I’ve been doing this for years. I’ve run my own teams, and suddenly, I’m reduced to that of a dumb schoolgirl in the presence of a crush. Not a brain cell to be found in my empty head.

      Snap out of it, Tess.

      “Well, to be honest, I’m just here to observe for the first few days,” I say, grabbing at tethers of thought from the ether in my head. I think that was my plan. “I’d like to get a sense of the band before forming any solid strategies.” At least it sounds like a reasonable thing to do. I’m pretty sure it’s close to what I prepared. I do like to get a feel for things before diving in.

      “Okay, that sounds good,” Ian says, glancing at the band for any other input. None is forthcoming. They’re all still eyeing me warily.

      I’m the enemy. I get it. Loud and clear.

      “You can sit with me over there,” he points to the group of chairs alongside a tattered couch. “Our first auditioner should be here soon. We’re just warming up.”

      “Sounds good,” I mutter, following him to sit down. I make sure to avoid catching Brad’s eye as I go. I get the feeling that’s dangerous water to swim in.

      But as I think that, I see him go over to the corner where three girls are huddled together over some project. He affectionately ruffles the redhead’s hair as he leans over to inspect whatever it is they’re working on. That must be Charlotte, his daughter. There’s not much online about her or their relationship, but it’s obvious from just their body language that there’s something special in their bond.

      My preconceptions about Brad Chambers, the magnetic frontman known for bedding groupies and trashing hotel rooms in years past, might be all wrong. Maybe there’s more to him than that. Actually, seeing him now with his daughter, I’m sure there is.

      One key thing about good public relations is that it isn’t a mask, or a one-dimensional thing. The most important part is to tap into something relatable. Something everyone, or at least your target audience, can identify with. You need to show the world that you’re human. Complex. Layered.

      Like them.

      I think I may have just uncovered Chaos Fuel’s redemption.

      Charlotte.
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            LOVE NO MORE

          

          BRAD

        

      

    

    
      "Dad, check out this crazy creation we made!" Charlie waves me over to inspect the explosion of glue, fabric and glitter she orchestrated with the girls. I can't help grinning, mussing her vibrant red curls. No matter the chaos swirling round, her energetic spirit always lifts me up.

      “That’s awesome, kiddo. What is that? A guitar?” It looks like it might be a guitar. It’s hard to tell with all the freaking glitter.

      “It’s a bass guitar,” Ian’s daughter Hayley announces proudly, taking the piece from her sister June to show me. “For the new person, to welcome them.”

      I arch a brow, impressed that they’re being so thoughtful. I never in a million years would have thought to get a new band member a welcome present. But then, I’m mostly an asshole.

      “Well, that’s really cool,” I say, grinning at her.

      My smile fades a bit though, glancing toward Tess standing rigid in her jeans and blouse while clutching her leather covered tablet. Not a strand of straight blonde hair out of place. She almost looks kind of silly playing corporate doll in our grungy studio. I don’t know. Having a label rep hovering around us rubs me wrong, even if she is here to polish our reputation.

      Ian trails off his conversation with her seeing most of us aren't exactly welcoming Tess with open arms. An awkward silence descends on the room until Emmett shatters it by tapping his drum sticks wildly. "Who's ready to audition our next victim?" He grins deviously in Tess’s direction.

      Subtle as always.

      I shoot an agitated glance toward Tess, resenting her upcoming critique of our creative process. Her pursed lips take scribbled notes on her tablet tracking the day like some clinical fucking science experiment. I can't shake an uneasy feeling about everything riding on nailing this bassist search without it changing the raw vibe Chaos Fuel's built on. We have to find somebody soon, but we also have to be picky about who we let in.

      We’ve been doing this a long fucking time. As long as Charlie’s been alive, in fact. And we’re finally getting where we wanted to go all along. We’re signed with a label. People know who the fuck we are. But with it comes complications. Like bad press, and crazy social media. When we first started together, things like that didn’t matter. The music did.

      And now? Now we have a ‘handler’ to manage our ‘image.’ We’re getting choked by greedy corporate fingers not even polite enough to thank us after they fuck us.

      Tess hanging around now to observe is getting to me. It’s like we’re a fucking zoo exhibit or some shit. Caged animals on display for entertainment. But only if we entertain in the right way. Only if we put a certain foot forward.

      Only if…

      My thoughts get interrupted as the door to the practice space creaks open, and our first ‘victim’ as Emmett called them, walks in. I hand the artwork back to the girls and take a deep breath, steeling myself for the long day ahead.

      My fingers rake restlessly through my hair, its overgrown length starting to feel like a noose cinching my restless thoughts too tight. I shift my weight between my feet as our first prospect enters, temptation to bolt itching at me.

      Fucking label leashes.

      We’ve been through this before. Many times. Too many times. And it’s never fun. Now it’s worse with judging eyes on us. It’s almost as though we’re on that stupid TV talent show that Indigo King is in London for, even though we’re not the ones trying out.

      I’m a frontman. The spotlight is always on me. I’m used to it to a point. This is different somehow. I don’t feel like I’m the one in control here, and the strings puppeting me are now visible with Tess right in front of us. And as those ropes tighten, my grip on the steering wheel of my life slides ominously.

      I don’t like where this is headed.

      As we play, Tess circles, watching us like some freak show and irritation simmers beneath the surface at her intrusion. Yet some buried part of me prickles awake too each time our gazes catch.

      She moves through the ragged studio completely oblivious to how those curve-hugging jeans
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