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  About Encore



What happens during a Vegas residency doesn’t stay in Vegas. Not when you hate your rock star boss.

I don’t know what crawled up my drum tech’s ass, but I’m over Alice’s bullsh*t.

I’m too busy juggling my not-so-anonymous NA meetings, our new Vegas residency, and my dad’s Alzheimer’s demands to tiptoe around Ms. Alice.

She works for me.

So next time she sets up my drumkit, I don’t want to hear her snarky comments or muttered insults.

Her shapely little body doesn’t make up for her smart mouth.

No matter how curvy it is.

Or how pouty her full lips are. Dammit.

Just because I’m her boss and we hate each other doesn’t mean we have to play by the rules.

After all, what happens in Vegas…

Encore is the final book of the Tin Gods Rock Stars series. Grab this angsty, enemies to lovers, bad boy redemption romance between a rock star and his talented instrument tech who he might’ve screwed over in the past…only now he’s trying to be a better man.







  Encore Playlist



Stream it here: https://spoti.fi/4jUNTRN

Peter Pan—Kelsea Ballerini

White Horse—Chris Stapleton

Burning Man—Dierks Bentley, Brothers Osborne

If You Want Blood (You Got It)—AC/DC

Animal—Pearl Jam

Zombie—The Cranberries

Bled for Days—Static-X

Sweet Emotion—Aerosmith

Some Nights—George Strait

Ruin My Life—Zara Larsson

enemy—Charli XCX

Everything Has Changed—Taylor Swift ft Ed Sheeran

Afterglow—Taylor Swift

In the Air Tonight—Phil Collins

Changes—Kelly Osbourne & Ozzy Osbourne

Don’t Give Up On Me—Andy Grammer

ME!—Taylor Swift ft Brendon Urie

Don’t Cha—The Pussycat Dolls

Count On Me—Bruno Mars

Buy Dirt—Jordan Davis (ft Luke Bryan)








  
  
  Prologue

  
  




Alice Rose

Croke Park

Dublin, Ireland

18 Months Ago

I twisted my fingers behind my back. “Um, Harper?”

Harper Grey, our tour manager, turned and smiled. “Hey, Alice. What’s going on?”

I shifted my weight. My heartbeat thundered in my ears. “While I was packing up the equipment, I found someone’s drug stash.”

Harper closed her eyes and cursed.

“It’s not mine,” I babbled on. “I’m willing to do whatever drug testing you need to do. But it’s, uh, bad. The usual blunts and rolling paraphernalia, but also some vials of um, white powder…”

“Fuck. Show me.”

I cringed and headed for the door. Harper followed me through the twisty corridors heaving with people to the large room where we’d housed the instruments. Guitars, microphones, and a few drums littered the space. I headed for the boxes in the far corner. My hands only slightly shook as I opened one and then gestured for her to come over.

Harper approached the box like I was hiding a venomous snake inside—all tentative and afraid to look.

But it wasn’t a snake. At the bottom of the box, inside the inverted drum was the paraphernalia I’d described, including three small vials of white powder.

“Shit.”

Harper scowled, and I could all but see her thoughts flit across her face. She was no doubt counting up all the charges we’d be facing if customs had found it instead of me. And all the suspects who could’ve placed it here. Me. Noah. The opener’s drummer, Ian. So many countless roadies and crew members who all had access to the space. Security. Venue employees.

Too many suspects to narrow it down.

“Right. Was there anyone in the room or the vicinity?”

I shook my head. “I ran into Grady in the hallway on the way here. But the room was empty while I was organizing gear.”

Which only added Jesse’s bass tech to the long list of suspects.

“Okay. I need you to go through all your gear and make sure there aren’t any other surprises. We’re supposed to ship to England tomorrow, and that means customs checks. The last fucking thing we need is for them to find more. Or shit, anything.” She picked her way through the mess of boxes to the door. “And I’ll call the other techs and get them in here to run the same checks on their gear.”

Harper paused and toggled her headset on. “Marisol. Come in, Marisol.” After a beat she continued, “Page all the instrument techs and have them—”

She broke off as Noah slid into the room. He visibly jolted when he spotted her. His eyes darted straight to me kneeling over the drug stashed box in the corner. I swore I saw fear in his eyes before he straightened and tried to look unaffected.

My heart sank all the way to my toes.

They were Noah’s drugs.

“Belay that,” Harper barked into her headset. “I think I have everything I need here. Tell Xander that I’m busy right now, and I’ll see him back at the rental.” Then she keyed off the mic and shook her head. “Why?”

Noah blinked lazily and slouched against the wall. “Why what?”

“You know exactly what. Do you have any idea how much trouble we would be in if customs found your stash? How much trouble I would be in? I’m the person in charge. I’d be the one pulled in for questioning. I’d be the one with their ass on the line. What the fuck is wrong with you?”

All the fake levity fell away as the expression in his eyes hardened. “I don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about. And I resent the hell out of the way you’re speaking to me. I just came in here looking for Diego. Someone said they saw him in here earlier. If you found a stash, it ain’t mine.”

A muscle flexed in Harper’s jaw.

They went back and forth yelling at each other about the drugs, but I could tell from the other side of the room that he was high right now. How was everyone missing the signs?

The jitteriness.

His red eyes.

His shifty body language.

The man was guilty as fuck. And high as a kite right now.

“Do you seriously have nothing to say to me?” Harper finally asked, her voice trembling as much as his hand had.

“I don’t know what you want me to say. Whatever you found isn’t mine, and you can’t prove it is.”

“Get the fuck out of my sight.” She stared him down until he finally shrugged and turned to leave.

“Wait!” She hollered then continued without even waiting for him to turn back around. “There better not be any shit in any other kit or luggage. I will not be doing prison time for you.”

Noah swung back around and pointed a finger in her face. “You better watch how you’re talking to me. I’m the fucking client here.”

I stood up from my crouch and clenched my hands into fists. I didn’t care who the fuck he was. If Noah was going to take even a step toward Harper, I had her back.

“When it comes to my livelihood and my fucking reputation, I’ll talk to you how you fucking deserve.” Harper sneered. “Now get the fuck out of here before I call security on your ass.”

“Actually, that’d help me since—like I said—I’m looking for Diego.” Noah gave her another angry glare that would’ve made me wilt, but Harper was too pissed off to even flinch.

My pulse pounded in my ears. This wasn’t good. He was all but threatening her. And it was just the two of us small women in here against him.

Fuck.

Fuck.

Harper keyed the mic on her headset. “Marisol, I need security to my location. At least three guys. Do not send Diego. Security to my location.”

Noah tossed her a disgusted smirk before slamming through the door.

Harper took a deep, shuddering breath before answering someone on the headset. “Cancel security. Threat is under control. Code green.”

I unclenched my fists and shook out all the tension that’d had my whole body knotted up. Of course when I did, I managed to tip over the box holding a backup ride cymbal.

The clattering of boxes had Harper swinging around, fists high, ready to fight. I gave her a sheepish smile.

She relaxed with a sigh. “Right. Sorry, Alice. I forgot you were here.” She took a few more breaths. “Uh, about that whole scene—”

“Forgotten.”

Harper shook her head. “I don’t want you to forget anything. I want you to go through every piece of drum kit yourself and verify they’re clear. And you’re going to have to do that every time we ship. I’ll stick around and help tonight, and it’ll be either me or Marisol lending a hand in the future.”

I nodded determinedly.

“I don’t have to tell you this is a delicate situation.” She went on, “To date, the only people in the know are you, me, and Noah. And in a few minutes, Marisol. It better stay that way. You’ve signed an NDA. We can and will make sure that you abide by it or pay the penalty in your contract. And trust me; no one wants that to happen. Especially you.”

I gave her a stoic stare. I didn’t need the veiled threat. I knew who paid my paycheck, and it wasn’t druggie Noah Hawker. “I hear you. I’ll get started.”

“I have a few phone calls to make, then I’ll be back to lend a hand.”

I nodded again, already arranging my kit. I had a shitload of boxes to go through before we shipped off for the UK tomorrow. Joy.

Fucking addicts.
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Alice

Haven Arena

Oasis Resort Casino

Las Vegas, Nevada

18 months later

This was the part of my job I loved, standing in the wings listening to the guys kill it on stage. My fingers twitched as I unconsciously followed the drum crescendo. But my eyes were trained on Noah Hawker. The man might be a pain in my ass, but he could wail on those skins like no one else.

It was hypnotizing.

And it didn’t hurt that he was ridiculously hot while doing it.

His dirty blond hair was streaked with sweat, so he looked like a brunette. An illusion that was highlighted by the overlong brown stubble dusting his chin and cheeks. He looked like he’d just rolled out of bed and ran a few miles—all tousled and sweaty. Drool worthy. He’d taken his shirt off a few songs back and sweat beaded deliciously down his rock-hard torso.

A part of me longed to trace the huge, sweaty rocker letters spanning his ab ridge.

But then I remembered Noah Hawker was an ass, and the urge passed.

Mostly.

“All right!” Chase crowed as the last strains of their encore faded away and jerked me back into the present. “Unless anyone else wants to go over something, I think we’re good.” When no one spoke up, he grinned. “Rehearsal with pyrotechnics next week. See you all at church.”

‘Church?’ My bestie, Lark, a backup singer for the Gods mouthed to me with an eyeroll.

I shrugged. I kinda thought it was cute. The Tin Gods were known for making a bunch of godlike references—ending their show with thanks for worshipping with them and calling practice church. It was their trademark.

Xander and Noah stood at the front of the stage, talking about something. Ignoring all the eye candy on display, I started tearing down Noah’s drums. I wanted, ached, to slide onto his stool and wail away. But these weren’t my drums. I was just a glorified roadie, hired to set up and tear down equipment, to anticipate Noah’s musical needs on stage, and to do general grunt work.

“Such a long way from Juilliard…” The thought leaked from my mouth. Honestly, I hadn’t thought about that part of my life in so long, and I don’t know what made me think of it now.

So many could’ve beens, considering I was only twenty-three…

“What?” Noah asked in a clearly irritated huff. “Are we boring her majesty with our plebeian music?”

I spun around, still in my crouch, and found Noah, Xander, and Lark standing there. Xander’s and Lark’s eyes were wide. Noah had a pissed off snarl he seemed to save for me. He dabbed at his sweaty face with a towel draped over his shoulders.

“What?” I blinked up in feigned confusion. Seriously, it should be illegal for this man to be shirtless. Or he should at least come with a warning label.

“Plebeian?” Xander repeated with a snort. “Who are you and what have you done with the real Noah Hawker?”

Noah turned his snarl on his friend. “I know words.”

“Not as long as I’ve known you.” Xander laughed.

Noah huffed, but all the starch went out of his shoulders as he laughed with Xander. “Feels like you’re calling me stupid.”

Xander put his arm around him as they walked away. “Do you need me to talk slower?”

A muffled thump echoed through the arena followed by shouted laughter as the guys chased each other into the wings then backstage.

Once they were clear of the stage, Lark shoved my shoulder. “Seriously?”

I fell back onto my butt with a laugh. “What? I forgot I wasn’t alone. Or at least that other people can both see and hear me.” I gestured to my all-black outfit. “Us cat burglars are used to being invisible.”

“You’re ridiculous. And since when did you go to Juilliard? I didn’t know that.”

I straightened and turned back to Noah’s drumkit. I couldn’t leave his equipment out unattended, and the sooner I tore it down, the sooner Lark and I could find Bailey, and we could have our own rehearsal. Not that we were rehearsing for anything in particular. “It was a lifetime ago. And I didn’t actually go. I just got admitted.”

“To Juilliard? Seriously? That’s amazing.” The awe was clear in Lark’s voice. “It’s a big deal to even get in. Why didn’t you go?”

I shook my head. “I don’t want to talk about. Hell, I don’t even like thinking about that time in my life. Just drop it. Please? I’m sorry I even mentioned it.”

“Fine.” Lark huffed. “But I’m not forgetting. I’m going to crack that impenetrable shell one of these days. You’ll see. Everyone loves cuddling up to Lark and spilling all their long-held secrets.”

I turned to show her my unimpressed expression. “I don’t know what’s more disturbing—you referring to yourself in the third person or that deranged smile. You look like you want to literally crack my head open.”

She wrinkled her nose at me and couldn’t have looked cuter if she tried. “You’re so full of shit.”

“Okay, fine.” I turned back to the drumkit. “I don’t hate the third person thing.”

Lark shoved my shoulder again before she enveloped me in a hug. A minute later, she stomped away, shouting over her shoulder, “Practice at three. Don’t be late!”

The arena echoed with the sound of her heels clicking on the stage as she walked away, and then the rare sound of pure, sweet silence thrummed in the huge space.

I sat back for a second and tipped my face up to the rafters, closed my eyes, and absorbed the sensation for a moment. As much as I loved listening to the guys, this was my favorite time of day—when it was just me and the drums. I could close my eyes, soak in the moment, and just be.

It was impossible not to be hit by the amazingness of being in this vast arena all by myself and dream for a moment.

Once, another lifetime ago, it was supposed to be me on this stage, holding a guitar and playing my heart out. Hearing the crowd sing my words back at me. Getting high on adrenaline and their adulation. I felt a twinge in my heart at the thought.

So many could’ve beens…

“You know that kit’s not going to put itself away,” Noah drawled from somewhere behind me.

I jumped but didn’t reply. Maybe if I turtled, he’d just go away all on his own.

“I know you heard me, since there’s literally no other sound but my own voice. What the fuck? Now you’re ignoring me too?”

My shoulders drooped as I slumped forward. After a second, I opened my eyes and glared at the asshole who was currently standing in front of me. “Did you need something?”

“Yeah. Some common decency and respect would be nice to start with.”

I raised my eyebrows back at him, unimpressed. “I’m sorry if I offended you. What can I do to make your life easier?”

My words might’ve been cloyingly sweet, but my eyes said ‘asshole, I don’t have time for your bullshit.’ After over a year of taking Noah’s verbal abuse, I was mostly hardened to his whole wronged victim act.

We both knew what was up.

“Seriously? You do remember that you fucking work for me, right? I pay your goddamn salary, so how about you put some fucking respect behind your words?”

Having him lord over me about money had me seeing red. Such a bullshit, small-balled response. No way was I going to be on my knees in front of this asshole. I stood and faced him. “Black Hat Productions pays my salary. Which makes Harper Grey my boss. Not. You.”

“Fuck.” The word was bit out and he ran a hand through his hair in agitation while I stood there with my hands clenched into fists. I didn’t think he’d swing on me—Noah was more laid back since he’d gotten sober, well with everyone except me—but I couldn’t be too sure. I’d been caught out by assholes before, so I never turned my back on anyone anymore. “You’re so fucking frustrating. Just do your goddamned job!”

I cocked my head. “I was trying to, but someone came in and had to make it all about him. Again.”

“I came in here, and you were literally sitting on your ass, doing nothing.”

“Again, you’re not my boss, but if you have a complaint about how I’m actually doing my job, feel free to take it up with Harper. Pretty sure she has office hours right now. So…” I made a shooing motion with my hands.

“Yeah, no. Pretty sure narc-ing is your deal.”

“Seriously?” I laughed incredulously. “What was I supposed to do? I found a huge cache of drugs. I sure as hell wasn’t taking the fall for that—not with Harper and definitely not with Customs. You’re such an asshole.”

“I guess that makes us even because you’re such a bitch.”

I rolled my eyes at his playground level comeback. Figured. Once an ass, always an ass. “Unless there’s something else your highness requires, I’m going to get back to work. Mostly so I can get the hell out of here and away from you.”

“The feeling is totally mutual, sweetheart.”

When he didn’t say anything else, I huffed my disgust and got back to work, sitting on his stool so I could tear down his drumkit.

Clearly irritated that I hadn’t bowed down in his all-mighty presence, he barked, “Move!”

I flinched and jumped off the stool, scuttling a few steps back and away from him.

With a glare, he swept up his forgotten t-shirt then pulled it on over his head before stomping off the way he’d come.

I placed a hand over my racing heart. For all my earlier bluster, nothing triggered me more than a shouting man.

I turned back to my job. The sooner I finished, the sooner I could be with my girls.
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Noah Hawker

“Thanks for meeting me, man.” I slapped Liam on the shoulder as he joined me at my table at Ramsay Pearce’s restaurant, Lamb, at the Desert Island Resort/Casino.

“It’s my pleasure. Mostly because you’re treating.” Liam grinned as he sat down in the chair opposite me. “I plan on making you pay for avoiding me lately. Although sending the jet out for me is making up for it a little bit.”

I smiled down at the empty plate in front of me before picking up my napkin and placing it on my lap before the hovering maître d’ could. I really didn’t like strange dudes in my personal space, and especially not that personal space.

“What’s that dish he’s world renowned for again?” Liam asked as he held up a menu. Liam and I went way back. As he was Xander’s brother, he’d come on the road with us as Xan’s guitar tech when we first started out. I’d seen him through some tough shit. He was practically a brother. Which made my recent MIA stint kinda sad; hence the dinner. And the jet.

“Scotch egg,” I answered.

“Nah, the one with the pastry thing.”

“Fillet and Yorkshire pudding?”

“That’s it.” Liam slapped his menu down on the table. “That’s what I want.”

It was a good choice, considering it was the most expensive dish in the whole place. I decided to have the same and put my menu down on top of his.

“So? What’s been going on?” Liam asked with a grin. “How’s life in Sin City?”

“Pretty much sin free,” I grumbled.

“Shit. Yeah, sorry.” Liam hitched a shoulder. “I know it’s cliché, but it does get easier.”

“Does it really? Because I’m a year in, and I’m struggling. I still feel that draw. I can’t shake it.”

“Can I interest you in something from our wine list to start you gentlemen off tonight?” Our waiter asked as he appeared at the edge of our table. Literally out of nowhere. I wondered if he was on loan from the resort’s magician or some shit. And seriously, was he listening to us? Offering us the very thing we couldn’t have. Like the fucking devil on my shoulder—‘just one drink, it won’t hurt.’ Asshole.

“No wine for the table. We’re sober,” Liam replied with no hesitation. “What do you recommend that’s alcohol-free?”

Our waiter didn’t bat an eyelash. “We have still or sparkling water. There are a few mocktails on the menu as well. Or we have tea.”

We settled on sparkling water and put in our order—different starters but the same entrées—then our waiter disappeared as easily as he’d appeared.

I seriously wanted to know his secret. That shit could come in handy.

“It’s shit like that.” I jerked a thumb where our waiter had been. “I hate.”

“Ordering in restaurants? It’s not that hard, man. I literally just watched you do it.”

“No, how you just said you were sober like it was normal. Like you’re not ashamed.”

Liam’s head reared back. “What the fuck do you have to be ashamed about? You survived. You’re making changes so you keep surviving. Besides, they’re lots of reasons people are sober—it’s not just because we’re addicts.”

“Do you think he’d believe we’re good Christians? Mormons or whatever?” I looked between the tattoos we both had visible above our collars—because long sleeves and collars were part of the dress code of Lamb.

Liam laughed. “Doubtful. I bet he thinks you have a hard to kill STD and are on antibiotics.”

I chuckled. “Possibly.”

“But seriously, who gives a fuck. You live your life for you. Fuck what anyone else thinks. Except for me, of course.”

I smiled slightly and shrugged. Then I jumped as a hand reached across me. Our waiter was back filling our glasses with the sparkling water we’d ordered. I watched as he did the same for Liam. I kept my eyes on him the whole time. I wanted to see where the hell he was appearing from.

Our waiter gave us a short bow, I blinked, and he was gone.

“What the fuck?” I swung around, looking everywhere, but I couldn’t see him anymore. Only empty tables near us and a few fancy potted plants.

“What is going on with you?” Liam asked me.

“Did you not see that? Our waiter just disappeared.”

Liam gave me a look like he was questioning my sobriety.

Maybe I really was losing it.

Sighing, I turned back to my friend. “So how’s Phoenix?”

Liam smiled and filled me in on his life in Arizona—his job at a guitar store, his crazy sponsor who’d been a roadie for Metallica back in the day, and the new girl in his life.

It all sounded pretty awesome. The way he lit up and smiled when he talked about his girl made me a little jealous, if I were honest. I swore everyone around me were all coupled up, most were married. I was the proverbial cheese standing all alone.

“That’s awesome, man. I’m glad you found her.”

But hearing about his life just reminded me of why I’d been ducking him for so long and all the shit I’d said to Xander back in Europe.

And one of the reasons I’d wanted to talk to Liam before he flew back to Arizona.

I cleared my throat. “Uh, there’s something I wanted to say to you. It’s why I’ve been ducking your calls these past couple of months.”

“What’s going on?”

“Back in Europe when I was using, I said some shit about you to Xander. I don’t know if he told you about it, but we threw down and…I feel like shit every time I think about it. So I just wanted to make an amends to you. What I said was more about me going through my shit than anything to do with you.”

Liam sat back in his chair and shook his head. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Xander never told me about it.”

“I said—”

But Liam cut me off with a wave of his hand. “Doesn’t matter. I don’t need to know. I mean, you can tell me if it’ll make you feel better, but I guarantee there’s nothing you can tell me that’ll piss me off because I know that wasn’t you. That was the drugs talking.”

I nodded tightly. “I also wanted to make an amends to you for the part I played in your addiction. I know Xander and I were the ones who gave you your first bump of coke, and I’ve—”

Liam shook his head again. “Also not your fault. I was an addict way before I went on tour with you guys. Shit, I spent most of high school drunk or high.”

“What? How did I not know that?”

Liam shrugged. “I thought we talked about it. I know I talked about it with my brother. I guess Xander thought he was my intro to drugs. But that isn’t on you guys. I did what I did. And I forgive you for anything you said about me when you were using. We’re good.”

“Huh.” I sat back in my chair kinda confused. This wasn’t my first amends, but it was my first one that apparently wasn’t needed. Weird.

“So how’s your sobriety going?”

I groaned and dropped my head back. “I feel like I’m holding on with my fingernails. I swear I haven’t felt like myself in so long.”

Liam nodded. “I wasn’t going to say anything, but you kinda remind me of Fun Bobby from that old sitcom—Friends, I think? You know where the one guy is the life of the party, but then he gets sober and turns into a boring dude. What’s going on?”

“I don’t know. It’s hard to feel that light again. Like it would be a step closer to using or something. Even before the drugs, I drank a lot. Maybe that happy-go-lucky personality was because I was drunk all the time and this is the real me.”

“Fuck that. I—” Liam broke off again as the waiter magically appeared again with our starters.

“Scallops, sir. And a scotch egg for Mr. Hawker. Anything else I can get you two?” When we shook our heads, he bowed his. “Enjoy.”

Then I watched him walk away like a normal, mortal man.

I was definitely losing it.

We dug into our food. “I can’t believe you ordered scallops. Do you know how far away we are from a coast?”

“It’s Vegas. They fly this shit in on the daily.” Liam held up his fork full of wiggly, white scallop then popped it into his mouth. “Delicious.”

I just shook my head and dug into my runny egg encased in sausage.

“But seriously man, you need some relaxation. When’s the last time you got laid?”

I choked on my sausage.

Then I choked on that thought.

Coughing, I waved off our concerned waiter and took a gulp of bubbly, fizzy water. And then choked again.

“Shit, you all right?” Liam’s eyes were wide with concern.

Mine were watery with tears. “I’m good,” I replied weakly and then coughed some more.

“You don’t need the Heimlich like that blonde who choked on her dick on the tour bus, do you?”

I laughed. Fuck, that had been funny. “Thank god your brother knew the Heimlich.”

Liam and I had a few girls on the bus back in the day and he’d challenged them all to do the Blowjob Olympics—AKA deep throating a banana. One girl’s banana had broken off and lodged in her throat. I’d panicked and started screaming, ‘she’s choking on her dick!’

“That banana flew across the bus.” Liam shook his head. “And the disappointment in my brother’s eyes…? Good times.”

I shook my head and took another bite.

“I take it that means it’s been a while for you?” Liam asked, looking down at his plate.

“You know I’ve only been clean a year, right?”

“Right.”

I tipped my head at him like that was all the answer he needed.

His eyes widened as the reality of my answer hit him. “So you haven’t since—”

“Calm your tits,” I cut him off. “My using had been tied to the lifestyle. Touring. Groupies. All that hedonism bullshit. I had to have a sober companion just to finish the tour—Ford. He’s a pretty cool guy. He helped me a ton with staying sober. But it’s hard now that I’m on my own. I don’t want to fall back into any old habits. So I’ve…abstained.”

“You know that’s not supposed to be for forever, right? You didn’t take a vow to god or something and forget to tell us?”

“No.” I rolled my eyes.

“You gotta live your life, man. You can’t spend the rest of your life punishing yourself for all your wrongs. That’s not what the program is about. You need to know your triggers and avoid those.”

“And if women are my trigger?”

“What women though? Groupies? Women who only want to be with you because of the band or for bragging rights? Find someone who knows you—the man inside and not the glitzy rock star.”

“Easier said than done.” I snorted. “And for the record, I’ve never worn glitter.”

“You know I’ve known you for forever, right? You can’t bullshit me.” Liam laughed for a second before sobering and leaning into his side of the table. “But seriously. It’s worth it when you find it. Believe me. A good woman makes life worth living.”

“Any advice where I’ll find such a mythical being?”

“I don’t know. Have you tried Plenty of Fish?”

I narrowed my eyes at him, and when he gave me a shit-eating grin, I tossed a piece of egg at his stupid face.








  
  
  Chapter 3

  
  




Alice

After a long afternoon of packing up drums and ducking anyone who even remotely looked like Noah, I pulled up to Lark’s house in Henderson. She was renting a small two bed, two bath house with a garage, and I was so jealous. Her tiny house was so much grander than my shithole apartment. And it had a garage that was the perfect practice space for our little group.

But Lark was awesome and deserved it. She’d been with the Tin Gods longer than me and had been the first to welcome me into the girl roadie life. Unlike a lot of the stuck-up snots on the road, Lark had been a genuine friend.

“Hey, Mom, I gotta go.” She opened her door with her phone at her ear after I’d knocked. Then she made a face as her mom obviously continued to talk. “Ma, the girls are here to practice. I gotta go. Yeah. Love you too. Bye.”

Lark sent me an eyeroll as she ended the call. “I love that woman, but she can talk like no one’s business. And I don’t know why, but she always wants to tell me what famous person has died. She’s crazy.”

The love Lark felt for her mom shined through her rant, and I felt a pang in my chest. I had no idea what a relationship like that was like. I wished…

Nope. It was best not to wander down that path.

I gave Lark a wonky smile. “Is Bailey here yet?”

Bailey was the third of our kooky trio. We’d met on the road when she joined the tour last year as a merch girl and had clicked immediately. Bailey Butler loved guitars, tequila, and men—not always in that order.

“Yup, she’s in the garage going over something she wrote last weekend. Come on.” Lark grabbed my hand and pulled me through her living room to the garage door off her tiny kitchen.

I’d never been a touchy-feely person, but it was a requirement with Lark. She never asked, and I kinda liked that about her.

When we entered her garage, we found Bailey hunched over her guitar muttering to herself. Her eyeliner was smudged, making me think it was from yesterday, and her blond hair was tousled like she hadn’t fixed it in a minute, but she was still so gorgeous it was impossible to look away. She constantly got hit on while working the merch line when we were on the road. Her tips on an average day were probably more than my weekly salary. Bailey had this confidence that, combined with her looks, made every man want to make her his.

Bailey looked up from her guitar with a grimace. “I can’t get this bridge. I just…it needs something. Alice, help me out. What is it missing?”

She played the chorus that led into her bridge, and it was like she had switched to a different song. The pulsing chords gave way to a lilting melody that, although beautiful, didn’t match the rest of it at all.

I picked up a guitar leaning against the wall. “Can you go back to the chorus? Play that bit again.”

We picked our way through the chorus and a few verses until we had a little bridge that she loved and went with the rest of the song. We laughed and sang and played like we always did. I moved from a guitar to the drum set I’d left at Lark’s house weeks ago.

But of course, when we were on a much needed water break, Lark had to bring it up again.

“Hey, did you know this one got admitted to Juilliard back in the day?” Lark tipped her head at me.

“Wow. You did?” Bailey beamed at me, and I might’ve been mesmerized by her sky-blue eyes for a beat. “What was it like?”

I shook my head and looked away. “Nah, I didn’t go. Couldn’t afford it.”

“Still. It’s so amazing.” Bailey grinned back at me then she tilted her head as a look of consideration swept over her face. “Wait, what did you get in for? Do they admit kickass drummers? I thought it was all classical stuff.”

I sighed. I really didn’t want to take this little jaunt down memory lane. “I was admitted for music composition. Writing, not playing. You guys ready to go again?”

I jumped up from my slouch and headed for my kit before either of them replied. No doubt they were exchanging looks behind my back.

“So…” Lark drawled as she settled behind her keyboard and a feeling of dread pooled in my stomach.

I really didn’t want to talk about it.

Any of it.

“We still haven’t settled on a name,” Lark finally drawled.

Relief left me a little light-headed. “That’s because you’re still pushing for something with goddess in it. Not a fan.”

I didn’t want any connection to the Tin Gods. We were our own band with our own sound and talent.

“Fine.” Lark pouted exaggeratedly. “What’s your suggestion then?”

“I don’t know. I just want something with meaning.” Groaning, I finger combed my hair in agitation. I put my heart and soul into my last band only to get screwed over at the eleventh hour. These girls weren’t anything like my last band of assholes, but I’d had a lifetime of betrayals even before my asshole ex.

It was hard to trust anyone.

But I was really trying with Lark and Bailey. For the first time in a long time, it felt like I’d finally found my place, and it was with these girls. Awesome women I’d literally do anything for. I had a shovel in my trunk and everything.

“You’re both overthinking it.” Bailey laughed. “Do you seriously think the guys in 3 Doors Down gave it this much thought?”

I scowled. “I didn’t get any say in my last band’s name, and I’ll be damned if that horror show happens again.”

“Aw, come on.” Lark smirks. “Alien Attraction isn’t that bad.”

“It is when it’s your boyfriend who comes up with it!” I exclaimed. “Do you know the complex that gave me?”

“You gotta love the alliteration though,” Lark replied seriously before nodding. “But agreed. Your ex was a tool.”

“A teeny, tiny tool, who shouldn’t live rent free in your head for another second.” Bailey frowned at me. “You gotta let that shit go. Don’t let a boy be a reason you do anything. Or keeps you from doing something.”

“You don’t have to tell me.” I scoffed. “I learned that lesson the hard way. Juilliard? The real reason I didn’t go? I ran away with Mr. Tiny Tool. I threw away my future because of a boy. Never again.”

For a second it felt like all the air had been sucked out of the room. I was back in that damn foster home with Frank trying to break into my room and Parker standing bug-eyed on the other side of my window.

Then I took a breath, and I was back in Lark’s garage with the two of them staring at me.

I didn’t want to know the expression they’d make if I told them the whole story.

So I hitched a shoulder and raised my eyebrows at them.

Lark and Bailey did that thing where they had a whole conversation with each other using only their eyes.

I rolled mine and scoffed. “Can we get back to making music? We have plenty of time to settle on a name. It’s not like we’re turning away gigs.”

“We could be, you know?” Lark raised her eyebrows. “With all the amazing songs the two of you are writing, we should start getting our name out there.”

“And what name would that be?” I drawled. “Ice Queens? Wasn’t that your last brilliant suggestion?”

“Size Queens!” Bailey shouted. “We should let our audiences know what to expect with us. No small dicks need apply.”

Lark and I booed her. After a beat, she laughed. “I wasn’t serious. But I agree with Lark, we really do need a name.”

“Fine,” I huffed. “How about everyone comes to practice next week with their three favorite names? And we’ll talk more about it then. But everyone has to agree on the name. No bullshit majority rules vote. All our voices matter in this.”

“Of course.” Lark nodded.

Bailey sent me a beaming smile. “Absolutely.”

I rolled my eyes and smiled. “Great. Can we get back to practicing now?”

“Such a slave driver,” Lark groaned. “You know I had practice with the guys today, right?”

“Uh, yeah. I was there. Remember?”

“Right.” Lark’s lips curled in like she was fighting a smile. “I seem to remember you and Noah going at it. After you stared at him like a stalker from the edge of the stage.”

“What?” Bailey squealed. “Seriously?”

Lark nodded. “Oh yeah. Noah had taken his shirt off maybe three songs before the encore and—”

“Dammit, I missed that? Take a picture for me next time. He’s so yummy.” Bailey mocked a huge shiver.

I rolled my eyes again.

Lark laughed. “Right? So he was all sweaty with those toned abs on display and it looked like he’s had ink done since the last time I saw him shirtless. Now he has huge rocker letters on his—”

“Seriously?” I groaned. “Can we have one session that doesn’t devolve into a Noah Hawker Fanclub meeting? Please?”

“Are you really going to pretend like you weren’t drooling over him at practice today?” Lark drawled.

I narrowed my eyes at her but kept my mouth shut. There was no talking my way out of that.

“Oh wow.” Bailey breathed in fascination. “I always miss the good stuff.”

“Unless the good stuff is Noah barking at me for packing up too slow, you didn’t miss anything. He might be pretty, but he’s still an ass.”

“Only to you.” Lark raised her eyebrows. “Did you ever notice that? He’s all goofy or charming with everyone else, but he saves the ire for you.”

“Right. I guess that’s what happens when you narc on your boss for trying to smuggle drugs into a foreign country.” I might’ve signed an NDA for the band, but so had Lark and Bailey.

“Or maybe it’s the whole schoolboy torment-the-girl-you-like thing?” Bailey smirked. “Maybe Noah has a crush on you, too.”

I stomped over to my drum kit. “I don’t have a crush on Noah Hawker. The man is an ass.”

“But what a fine ass the ass has.” Lark grinned at me.

I picked up my sticks. “I didn’t notice his ass.”

“Right.” Lark was still grinning as she sat behind her keyboard. “Because you were too busy looking at his abs.”

My scowl didn’t lessen her glee at all. “Let’s get going.” I slammed my sticks together. “One, two, three…”

And I might’ve been picturing Noah’s stupid face on my skins as I banged away.

His stupid, pretty face.

Dammit.








  
  
  Chapter 4

  
  




Noah

Epiphany Episcopal Church

“Hello. My name is Noah, and I’m an addict.”

“Hello, Noah,” all the men sitting on folding chairs in our circle echoed back to me.

“I, uh, it’s been a minute since I’ve shared. I picked up my one-year chip a few days ago, and…I’m so fucking scared. I thought once I had a year into this, I’d feel like I had a handle on shit. But I don’t. Every day, there’s a reminder shoved in my face of what I did, or I bump into someone I used with back then, or I walk through a skunky cloud and think what’s the harm? Just one little puff. Is a joint really that bad? I mean it’s legal now, right?”

I looked up and took in a few nods from the guys in the circle and felt encouraged, so I continued.

“I just feel like I’m holding onto everything with my fingertips—my sobriety, my shit at work, helping out with my family. And don’t even get me started with women.”

The men in the circle grunted their approval.

I scoffed. “I don’t think you all get what I mean…” Sitting back in my hard, metal folding chair, I crossed my arms over my chest. “I, uh, I haven’t been with a woman since I went into rehab twelve months ago.”

“Damn, son!” Russell, an older man on my left, exclaimed. “I’d say that’s your number one problem.”

“No crosstalk, Russ,” Davis, the chairperson, admonished.

Russell curled his lip and sat back in his chair with his arms crossed.

I laughed. “You’re not wrong, Russell. I just…I guess it’s like I said at the top of my share—I’m fucking scared. Scared to be vulnerable. Scared to fall back into old habits. Scared to lose it all. I don’t remember my OD, but I sure as hell remember the way my friends and family looked at me when I came to. And I’d pretty much give my left nut not to ever see that much disappointment leveled at me ever again. Thanks.”

The group clapped.

Davis looked around the circle. “Anyone else want to share?”

Since it was almost the end of the hour, no hands went up.

“Okay. Thanks everyone who shared tonight. We’re going to close the meeting with a serenity prayer.”

Everyone stood and held hands. “God, grant me the serenity to accept the things I cannot change, the courage to change the things I can, and the wisdom to know the difference.”

After a moment of silence, the group broke up. Some guys got together to talk about meeting for coffee after.

I had a hard time relating to most of the members. None of them really wanted to hear my rich boy woes. I saw the looks they sent me when they thought I wasn’t paying attention.

“So you really haven
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