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Chapter
One

“Kendra,” Rosie yelled, her voice like an off tune violin
string as it echoed in the front foyer. “If you don’t hurry up,
we’re going to be late. Not the best way to start the new
semester.”

I raked my fingers through my hair,
the damp ends wrapping
snake-like around my fingers, and pulled it into a messy bun. “I’m
already on my way down,” I yelled and wrinkled my nose at the puffy
face staring back from the mirror above the bathroom
sink.

Rosie, Maggie, and I had moved into this townhouse at the end
of summer, leaving the residence building and the chaos of living
on campus behind. Rosie’s family had purchased the home as an
investment property. Maggie and I were happy to pay rent to Rosie’s
dad for our senior year rather than line the university coffers.
“Go on.” I yanked on a few blonde strands to puff up the wild ball
at the crown of my head. “I’ll meet you at the stop.”

“Ha. Ha. Nice try. I’m not leaving without
you. You wouldn’t want to be responsible for making both of us late … right?”

“I’m coming!” I ran to my room, the carpet
runner in the hallway curling into a wave along the polished
hardwood. I bent to pull it straight before diving into my room for
my bag. Then I thundered down the stairs. Rosie was standing in the entrance of our
townhouse, staring at her phone.

“Kendra,” she shoved a travel coffee mug at
me, “you really need to start getting your rear in gear. The bus is going to be here in less than
five.”

“We still have time.”

Rosie lifted an eyebrow as she
yanked the front door
open. “What would you do without me? Seriously.”

****

We made it to campus with time to spare,
and my first class crawled by. Conversations buzzed with news of a
band, Tweed, in town. A girl who sat in front of me, Shanna, talked my ear off about them
for the full ten minutes before the lecture started.

When the professor was finally done for
the period, I gathered my computer and leapt from my seat before
Shanna could start on another rant about this band. A small portion of me was curious
about the show—ten bucks a ticket seemed cheap—but I had an inborn
desire to do the opposite of whatever was trending, and I cared
little for bands and the people in them.

Pushing past the line of people chatting
in the aisle of the
study hall, I was determined not to keep Rosie waiting for me a
second time that day. We were meeting at the student council run
coffee shop at the center of campus, and I’d have to hurry to make
it.

After darting from the hall, I
squinted against the sun
as I strode up the footpath that wound through campus. Humidity
hung in the air like a wet towel, and I inhaled a hazy,
lilac-scented breeze that ruffled my hair. Although the night
temperature had been steadily dipping, the days were still as warm
as a July picnic. Perhaps this was the last day of this unusual
spike in the temperature.

Hefting my bag more comfortably, I squinted
in the direction of the coffee shop. Rosie was already at our usual
table, but she was always on time.

“Hey.” I smiled and tucked my bag under the table as I slid
onto a chair. These wrought iron bistro sets were nice to look at,
but the ground was uneven and the table tipped slightly when I
leaned on it.

“You’re ten minutes late,” she said plainly
and adjusted her
mirrored sunglasses.

I grinned and dragged the table backward, trying to find the
sweet spot that would level it. “I know, right? Not bad for the
first week.”

She clicked her tongue and looked away.
“Smart ass. Good thing I love you.”

“Good thing,” I said with a smirk and accepted the sweetened
iced tea she’d ordered for me.

We sat in comfortable silence, sipping our
drinks, when I spotted Maggie making her way across the lawn toward
the patio. Giant willow trees trailed long tendrils along the grass
and created an
interesting, almost magical backdrop as she approached. Her
waist-length red hair performed the same dance as the
trees.

She smiled when she walked up beside our
table, her freckled legs poking out from a very short mini skirt.
“Hey, girls.” She
flipped her curls over her shoulder. “Did you hear Tweed is going
to be in town at the end of the month? Tickets are
cheap.”

I was about to open my mouth and repeat
some of the conversation I’d had earlier with Shanna when Rosie cut
me off. “I heard. I’m going to skip class tomorrow morning so I can get a ticket.
I think we actually need to be in line tonight.” She smoothed her
dark hair and eyed a table of guys sitting behind us. “You know, to
camp out. We can do shifts so we’re not all out there the whole
night.”

“Camp out?” I repeated, not liking the idea of standing around
outside when the temperature was starting to edge toward the
fifty-degree mark. “Why not just order them online?”

“They’re only selling hard copies,” Rosie
said. “And you’re only
allowed to get one per person. One!” She held her finger up. “Nothing will be available
online. You have to actually be there. So retro.”

“I didn’t realize you guys were so obsessed
with Tweed.” I took a sip of my tea. “I mean, if I’m camping out
overnight for tickets,
it’s going to be for something huge.”

“This is huge!” my friends said in
unison.

Rosie frowned and her perfectly filled-in
eyebrows pulled together. “You know who we’re talking about here.
Right? Tweed? Hotter than Hades Tyler Dyne?”

“Sure. I’ve heard the name. I didn’t
realize they were such a big deal.”

Maggie and Rosie looked at each other
before giving me the near identical lecture I’d heard from Shanna.
These guys were from Denver. They were one of the biggest bands to
ever come out of the
area. If I didn’t know Tweed, I didn’t deserve to say I was from
Denver.

Rosie fished her phone out of her bag and
pulled up a YouTube video. We huddled around listening to several
songs, and the music was familiar

“They’re good,” I offered and
leaned in for a better look at
the singer as he moved back and forth across the stage. I had just
come out of a long-term relationship and was trying to keep my mind
off guys. The breakup with Greg, my boyfriend since freshman year,
had been difficult. I’d sworn I was going to spend at least the
next six months getting to know myself. It was tough, though, and
my need to be in a relationship nagged like a caffeine headache. I
hated feeling as though I needed to be in a relationship. I’d been
tied up for so long with Greg, life just didn’t feel right without
him. Relationships were tough—life was tough—and fan girl crushes
on lead singers in untouchable bands were a ridiculous waste of
mental energy. The next six months would be me time. Time to get to
know Kendra without the testosterone hanging off her arm. I
shrugged. “And the singer is kind of cute.”

“They’re … good? Kind of cute?”
Rosie stared at me like I had two heads. “They’re freakin’ awesome,
Kendra. Tyler Dyne, the lead singer, is absolutely adorable
and mysterious.”

“Mysterious?” I repeated. “Okay. I’ll bite. How?”

“He never takes his shirt off.” Rosie nodded
once. “Explain that.”

I laughed. “Why is that mysterious? Who
cares?”

“Everyone who loves them cares!” Rosie’s
volume was slowly edging up. “Guys in a band always take their
shirts off. You know how men are. They love to show skin. Tyler
… never …
has.”

I leaned back in my chair and folded my
arms across my chest. She was right about guys liking to show skin, but
generalizing was just making a big deal out of nothing. “Maybe
that’s just what he prefers. To stay covered. What
mysterious
reason would he have to never
take it off? This is all just … weird.”

And musicians were definitely not within the normal category in
my book.

Rosie glanced from her phone to me as she
talked, a video still
playing. “I have no idea. No one knows, actually.”

I laughed and squinted out across the lawn.
“Because it’s nothing.”

“It’s not nothing, Kendra,” Rosie snapped.

I knew when I’d pushed my friend too far. I
clamped my mouth shut.

“We have to
go to the concert.” Rosie nudged Maggie, who pulled her attention
from the video long enough to nod in agreement.

“She’s right,” Maggie said. “This
chance might never
happen again.”

“I don’t know.” The thought of missing
class in the first week wasn’t sitting well, especially since this was our senior year.
“I’d have to miss class to get tickets.”

“I’ll be missing too.” Rosie sipped her
coffee. “But it’s the first week. Profs expect people to mess up classes.” The
video ended and she locked the phone before throwing it back in her
bag.

I lifted an eyebrow. “What happens when an
entire class is missing because they’re getting tickets to a rock
concert?”

Rosie winked. “Not something for us to worry about. We need … to
see … Tweed. I’m willing to sacrifice one class. And, if this helps
your decision, the money they make from this show is being donated.
How can you say no to that?”

I smirked. “Easily.”

After more debate, it was agreed we were going to get tickets
by standing in line overnight. Reluctantly, I settled for the last
shift. Rosie would go from ten to two, Maggie from two to six, and
I would do the six to ten shift. The girls would meet me at ten,
and we’d wait together until the box office opened at noon. I felt
bad taking the best shift, but the girls assured me they had no
problem staying up late.

As Rosie and Maggie trotted away across
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