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Prologue: 

Winner of the Premier Battle of the Bands Competition Winning Nashville is the underdog band from eastern North Carolina, Flintlock and Steel!

The announcer screamed their name Flintlock and Steel!

Chase gasped, his breath catching in his chest. His eyes darted to Grey. Fuck, this was not part of their plan.

Chase didn’t want to be a rockstar. He wasn’t sure what he wanted to do with his life, but he’d never thought they would win.

“We won!” Beau shouted, grabbing him by the shoulders and spinning him around. His joy was contagious. Chase forced a smile for his twin brother. They might look alike, but that was where their similarities ended. Beau and Cypress wanted this, but he and Grey were just there for support. 

The Hunt family swarmed the stage, hugging him and Beau first, then Cypress and Grey. Grey’s aunt and cousin were there to support him, but it was strange not to see Loretta and Cy’s mom, Victoria, especially for the final show. He could see that their absence did something to Cy. Chase shared another glance with Grey. Grey had seen it too. Cy’s brittle laugh and go to hell attitude did not bode well for the band. Cy was a powder keg on his best day. Chase cursed under his breath. Why had he promised to stick with it? He wasn’t a showman. He loved to play music, but being on stage, dealing with cameras in his face and screaming fans, that wasn’t him. His time on the show for the past six weeks proved he wasn’t rockstar material. “We have a recording contract!” Beau shouted, spinning him around. “We’re going to LA, baby.” Chase felt dizzy. He wasn’t sure if it was from the spinning, or fear of what was to come. He sighed, resolute, and pasted a smile on his face for the cameras flashing in his face. 
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Chapter 1: Paparazzi
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“Fuck! They’ve found me.” Chase ducked behind a stack of lumber and peered out at the paparazzi searching for him. How did they find out about the hardware store? It was his last place of refuge in the city. The one place he’d been able to come without attracting attention ever since Larry had the asinine idea to have their fans nominate him for the sexiest man contest. He didn’t know what was stupider: his agreeing to be in the fucking contest or people actually nominating him. “Damn.” A couple of reporters were searching for him in the store, and there was another reporter on stakeout between him and his truck. When the reporter was distracted, he took off running. He crashed into something soft and feminine. “Crap, are you okay? I am so sorry.” He reached out and steadied the woman. His eyes met hers, then he recognized her and nearly lost his breath. “Tiffany?” 

She smiled, bending down to pick up her bag. “Well, hello, handsome. Nice bumping into you.” 

“What are you doing in Cali?”

“I’m working. Freelance work.” 

“God, I can’t believe you’re here.” He looked around and frowned. “What are you doing...”

She held up her bag. “The place where I’m staying had a faucet leak, and the earliest someone could come out was in two weeks.” She shrugged. “So, I am determined to fix it myself.” 

“Do you need a hand?” 

“The great Chase Hunt getting his hands dirty?” she teased. 

“I enjoy getting dirty. The dirtier the better.” He blushed at his own double entendre. 

Tiffany nodded, her eyes sparkling with mirth. “I am well aware of the Hunt brothers’ reputation for getting dirty. It’s what you grew up doing. Before you were famous.” She chuckled. “I remember.”

“Yeah, well, some of us prefer real dirt to the stuff that gets thrown around in this town.” 

She put her hand on his chest. “I would really appreciate your help, but...”

“I could follow you to your place.”  

“Let me see your phone. I’ll put my address in just in case we get separated.” She texted herself from his phone. “Now, I also have your number.” 

He grinned at her like a drunken fool. 

“There he is!” a reporter shouted. 

“We'd better get out of here while we still can,” he said, grabbing her arm and pulling her through the parking lot. 

“This is me.” She pulled her arm back. “I’ll see if I can run interference. Go.” 

Chase rushed to his truck and sped away, allowing his GPS to lead him to Tiffany’s house. 

Chase waited in her driveway, his leg vibrating with excess adrenaline. He wasn’t sure if he was in flight or fight mode from being swarmed by the paparazzi or just excited to see Tiffany again. Fear of blowing it taunted him. He was no longer the shy high school kid who didn’t know how to talk to women. He was a grown man who’d had a few long-term relationships and a couple of short-term hookups. While hardly the lady’s man his twin claimed or the chick magnet their buddy Cy was, he wasn’t a monk. But Tiffany Hartman was the girl he’d measured them all against. When they first met, she’d been shy too. A quiet, bookish girl who made most of her own clothes or restyled them from items she’d thrifted. Tiffany was upcycling before it was ever cool. The kids at Leeward High School were always behind the times and didn’t appreciate her quirky sense of style with her vintage dresses and sweater sets mixed with leggings and skinny jeans, hi-tops or brogans that were often painted. He’d thought her style was unique and fun, like her. She was so talented. Like him, she loved art, music, and theater. They had shared a love for old cinema. Tiffany had been close to her grandmother, and like him, she’d loved learning the old ways. They’d bonded over the Foxfire series in the library, sharing their ideas and things they’d learned. They had spent hours talking about everything. Chase had believed she was the one person who truly saw him, not because he was Beau’s brother or one of the Hunt kids, but simply because he was Chase. 

Tiffany pulled into the driveway and waved. “Hey, I drove around a bit to make sure I lost the reporters.”

He blushed and looked around. “I didn’t think about that.”

She smiled. “It’s okay. I don’t think any of the reporters could get out in time to follow you.” She grabbed the bag from the hardware store and led him inside. 

It was a cute little bungalow with a pretty little front porch with stone-wrapped columns and an assortment of flowerpots. As they walked inside, the living room and bedroom were at the front, with a bathroom, laundry, and small office on one side and the kitchen and dining room on the other. The back porch was just a covered stoop and steps that led out to a lawn the size of a postage stamp. “Your house is charming.”

“Isn’t it? I love it. It almost makes me want to stay.” 

“What about your grandmother’s farm? I heard you were buying it.”

She nodded. “I am, but it’s taking a little while to get the money together.”

“Your uncle was still farming the land?”

“No, he was leasing the land to another farmer before he died. I think his health was failing, and he knew he couldn’t handle the acreage anymore.” She shrugged. “Here is the culprit,” she said, changing the subject. “I put in a new gasket, but that didn’t stop the leak, so I bought a new faucet.” 

“Would you like me to check it out?” 

She handed him the bag. “Would you like some lunch? I’m not a wonderful cook, but I have some cold cuts, and I picked up some rolls earlier.” 

From under the sink, Chase replied, “That sounds good. Ah, here’s your problem. Let me turn off the water, and I’ll have you fixed in a minute.”

He scooted around and pointed to where two different pipes had been forged together incorrectly. Over time, it had come loose and leaked. He took it apart, cleaned it, and put it back together. Then he put on the new faucet. “That should fix it, but if you have any more trouble, feel free to call. I enjoy doing things with my hands.”

Innuendo charged the air. Tiffany ordered, “Wash your hands and come eat.” She turned and walked away, setting the table. “It surprised me to see you at the hardware store here in Culver City. Is that your secret hangout?” 

Was her voice husky with desire, or was that his own desire clouding his thoughts? He pumped a few shots of soap into his hands and hurried to wash up and join her. “You know me, I’m more comfortable around tools and wood than people.” 

“But you’re a rockstar. Surely, you’re used to fawning groupies and paparazzi.” 

He grimaced as he dried his hands. “Yeah, well, we both know I’m just a band nerd. I never wanted to be famous.” 

Tiffany looked at him, and he wished he could read her thoughts. Did she still think he was a moron? He tried to think of something to say that wouldn’t make him sound more like an idiot. “The table looks fancy. My grandmother would approve.” Oh jeez? My grandmother would approve! Yeah, suave, asshole. In his defense, the only person he knew who cared enough to set a pretty table was his grandmother. Tiffany had set the table as if they were having a full course meal with pretty plates, cloth napkins, and real silverware. 

“Would you like a glass of wine?” she asked as she brushed past him, her breasts soft against his arm. 

“I’m not much of a drinker.” He blushed, looking into her eyes, wondering if she could see his longing. It wasn’t that he didn’t date. He did, but a date with a veritable stranger wasn’t the same as being with someone who knew him. 

She cleared her throat and hurried to the counter. “I have some iced tea.” 

“That would be great.” 

“Go ahead and sit down.”

He followed her to the kitchen counter. “My mother taught me better than that.”

She huffed a laugh. “Fine, grab a couple of glasses from the dish drainer.” She grabbed a bowl of ice from the freezer and turned into him as he set the glasses on the counter. They both stepped back. “Sorry, small kitchen.”

“Maybe I should just go sit down,” he said, but didn’t move. 

She poured the tea and handed him the glasses. “Go put these on the table.” 

His fingers grazed hers as he took the glasses. It was just like high school. Their connection always created its own energy. It zinged through his blood like electricity whenever she was near. 

She followed with a tray of cheeses and meats, sliced pickles, and gourmet mustard. 

“I’m not sure I’m worth all this effort.” 

“Oh, I don’t know, you saved me the price of a plumber. Lunch seems like the least I could do.” She smiled and handed him a roll. 

Chase could never remember the name of the rolls, but they were a little sweet. The sweetness contrasted deliciously with the spice of the mustard. 

While they ate, they reminisced about high school and home. Chase told her about his desire to buy a piece of land and do something with it. 

“Like what?”

“It’s silly, but I’ve been thinking about a campground. Like when we were kids. My parents used to take us all camping. My mom said it was the only time we weren’t all feral.” 

She laughed. “I’ve never been camping unless you count the electricity being cut off.” 

He nodded. “Back home, the power went out so much that we all had our own flashlights, and Mom insisted on having a gas stove and water heater.” 

They shared stories from their travels. When they finished, Chase insisted on washing the dishes. “I need to make sure the repair holds.” 

He washed. She dried. “You’re right, you are good with your hands. Is there anything else you can do with them?” 

“Is that a challenge?” He gave her his cockiest grin as he gently ran his callused fingers over her bare arms. 

She shivered, her nipples hardening in response. 

“Tell me what you want, Tiffany.”

Pushing his tee shirt up, she ran her hands over his flat stomach. “Mmm, this is nice.”

Chase’s muscles came from actual work, though he occasionally worked out in the gym with his brother. He was fit, though not ripped like a bodybuilder. He yanked his shirt over his head and dropped it to the floor. “Better?”

She chuckled low in her throat and did the same, dropping her own shirt on top of his. “I like this game.” 

He toed off his boots as she reached for the button on his jeans. He balanced himself with his hands on her hips. Moving his fingers over her softness just below her waistband until she shoved the pants from her hips. “Am I moving too slowly for you?”

She kicked her pants aside. “What do you think?”

He chuckled and shoved off his own pants, pulling a condom from his wallet. 

“How old is that thing?” 

“The wallet or the condom?”

She rolled her eyes. 

“It’s fresh. My dad said to always put a fresh one in each week, just in case.” He chuckled. “Dad knows best.” 

She snatched the packet from him, ripped it open with her teeth and rolled it over his straining cock with ease. 

He wouldn’t think about the practice she’d had. It wasn’t as if he was a virgin either. When he slid a finger inside her, he was glad to feel she was hot and wet. His thumb rubbing her clit elicited an enticing moan. He captured the sound with a kiss and eased a second finger inside her, feeling her wrap around him, her body fitting perfectly to his. Would she fit his cock as well? Lifting her leg, he draped it over his forearm and pulled his fingers out, replacing them with his cock. He eased into her until she gripped his ass and took control. She rose up on her toes. He released her leg and grabbed her hips to hold her in place as their bodies came together in a frantic rhythm. She wrapped her legs around his waist, and he set her on the counter. Using the solid surface to give him a bit of traction, he drove deeper, harder until they were both calling out to God. His climax was powerful, while hers was a series of tremors. When the last one subsided, he pulled out and moved away. 

“Bathroom through there,” she pointed. 

He nodded and went to get rid of the condom and wash up. When he returned to the kitchen, Tiffany and her clothes were gone. He dressed and waited, not sure if he should leave or what. 

Tiffany returned looking a little embarrassed. “I really hadn’t planned that.”

Chase chuckled. “I think I’ve been dreaming of that one since high school, but no, when I saw you today...” he shook his head. “What happens now?”

“What do you want to happen?”

“I’d like to get to know you, the real you, not my memory and fantasy version.”

“I don’t know. You might prefer the fantasy version better.”

“No, I think the real you will be so much more interesting and a lot better in bed.”

She snorted. “Yeah, did you get off thinking of me?”

“Would it bother you if I had?”

She shrugged. 

“I should go,” he said as he leaned in to kiss her. “Thank you for lunch and dessert.” He winked. 

“I should be the one thanking you,” she whispered. 

“Yeah? How about a proper date? We could go somewhere nice, dress fancy...”

She nodded. “You’ve got my number.” 
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Chapter 2: Unexpected Love
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Tiffany watched Chase drive away, feeling sated and happy for the first time in what felt like forever. “I’m in love with a boy...” she sang off-key and laughed at herself as she returned to her kitchen. “I’m being silly. Just because he’s good with his hands is no reason to get all mushy.” A shiver slid over her shoulders at the thought of Chase learning about TJ Hart. She needed to quit her job. Her mother’s voice rang in her head, “You don’t quit a good-paying job because of a man.” Her mother didn’t teach her much, but she insisted Tiffany remember never to depend on a man. She couldn’t depend on Chase to make her happy, but if she wanted to be with him, she would have to come clean. The thought made her anxious. When he learned the truth, he would be pissed, and she couldn’t blame him. She couldn’t change the past. All she could hope to do was fix the future. Could she and Chase have a future? 

With a satisfied sigh, she returned to her home office and began writing her newest piece about Chase. He would hate that she outed him for finding his solace at the hardware store, but writing the truth felt liberating. Satisfied, she hit send and went to fix a cup of coffee. It took only ten minutes before her phone chimed with her boss’s call. Tiffany slid the green button and put it on speaker so she could add creamer to her coffee.  

“What the fuck is this drivel you sent to me!” her boss screamed over the line. 

Tiffany set the coffee mug on the table beside the phone. “What’s wrong with it?” 

“What’s wrong with it? Are you fucking kidding me? It reads like you’re dick-drunk, but I know better. You’re not a woman who gets all mushy just because she got some dick.” 

“Hey, what...”

“Don’t give me your bullshit, Tiffany. Zack already told me Chase went home with you. I’ve known for years there was something between you two, but don’t think I’m going to let you sabotage my magazine because you suddenly found Jesus or the big O. We don’t write sweet, happy stories. We write stories that grab the reader by the balls, not make them want to cuddle up with their chickens.”

“He’s a nice guy.”

“Yeah, so am I, but nice guys don’t pay for my Brazilian wax.”

“Ew, TMI.”

“I’ll TMI you, lady. Give me something I can use or find another job.”

“And if I want another job?”

“Fine but just remember we own TJ Hart and the Hart of the Music. I can put someone else in your spot, and no one will even know the difference.” 

“Ouch.” 

“Ouch is right, girlfriend. Shake off your euphoria and write me the story I need, or I’ll put Zach on it.”

Tiffany grumbled her reply and clicked off. She took her coffee back to her office and stared at the computer screen. Nothing came to mind. All she could think about was Chase coming over to help her. He hadn’t even been the one to make the first move—she had. 

Her mind wandered as she drummed an ink pen on the desk blotter. Noticing the date, she retrieved her phone and called her cousin. She needed some good news. 

“Leeward Savings and Loan, Lucas Ward speaking.” 

“Hey Lucas.”

“Tiffany, my favorite cousin.” 

“Ha. Your only cousin, or the only one you’d admit to having,” she said on a laugh. “Give me some good news. By my calculations, I should receive the deed to Grandma’s farm any day now. Can you scan it and send me a copy, just to make me feel better? I’m having a crappy day.”

“Sorry, love, it’s already gone to processing.” 

“Well,” she said on a sigh. “Have you taken any pictures of the remodeling lately? I’d love to see how the place is progressing. I don’t know how much longer I can hold out before I just camp out in the barn.” She chuckled.  

He hesitated. “No, Tif, I’m sorry. It’s been busy...”

“Oh, Luke, I’m sorry. I know you have an important job.” She drummed her pen. “I’m just ready to move back home. I’m so tired of LA, of...everything.” 

“Hey, I get you, Tif. I’m sorry. Are you coming in for the wedding?” He informed her about Loretta and Matt’s upcoming wedding. 

She clicked her pen and doodled a picture on the blotter. “I’m the last person Rhett would want at her wedding.”  

“It will surprise me if she actually goes through with it.”

Tiffany agreed. “I can’t imagine her marrying anyone but Cypress Jones.”

“Cypress Jones! He abandoned her and the kid. Why would she ever forgive him?” 

“Yes, well...”

“Oh, I've gotta go. The boss is giving me the evil eye.” He disconnected the call. 

“Lucas, wait! The deed.” But there was no response. She cursed the phone and returned to her piece on Chase. There were several photos available online. She traced them to the original photographer. She contacted the woman through her social media and asked for an interview. The woman was more than happy to tell her all about the wonderful Chase Hunt. Tiffany stifled the growl that crept up her throat. Her jealousy was getting the better of her. If she were going to do her job, she needed to rein it in. 
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Chapter 3: Buried Me Alive 
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Finding Tiffany was the only good thing that had ever come out of any day that included the paparazzi. He still couldn’t believe they’d spent the afternoon together. It was his teenage fantasy come true. He was having a difficult time wiping the smile off his face. It was stupid to wear his heart on his sleeve. He was already making plans to see her again. Fate had given him a second chance, and he didn’t want to waste it. Chase could imagine a future with this woman, but he had to slow down. He didn’t want to scare her off. He had to be sure she was the girl he believed her to be when they first met, not the mean girl she’d become just before child services took her from her grandmother’s house.  

Unease nagged at him, but he shook it off, refusing to let his old fears keep him from being with the woman he’d wanted for so long. He’d dated other women. He’d even had a couple of decent relationships, but they’d never been the lasting kind. His parents’ marriage had lasted through six kids, working side by side daily in the family business, and through all the hardships and joys of nearly forty years together. What they had was what he wanted. He parked his truck in the drive behind the house they leased. He considered it a mansion, but he had lived in a crowded attic room with his twin brother for most of his life. 

It surprised Chase that the other members of the band did not meet him at the door. He’d missed practice again. No one was waiting, angry or otherwise. The house was too quiet considering four men lived there, and they didn’t always get along. His brother, Beau, and their bandmate, Cy Jones, often competed for the frontman position. They were both awesome singers and guitar players, but Cy had Beau on musical talent. The man could play any instrument. He was also a talented songwriter when he put his mind to it. But there was no doubt Beau had him on charisma and charm. Chase had missed that gene. Even though they were identical twins, Beau somehow seemed to get all the good genes, and he ended up with what remained.

The library on the second floor looked like something out of a romance novel, at least it had until they converted it into an office and media room. They often used it for practice. The acoustics were awesome. Cy was in there, glaring at the computer. Chase hesitated in the doorway, unsure of his welcome. His relationship with Cypress had taken a dive over the past year. They all hated what social media, and the paparazzi were doing to them. It felt as if they were constantly at their mercy, but Cypress Jones seemed to feed their hunger with his antics. Chase wasn’t sure if he was trying to self-sabotage himself or the band, or if he just didn’t give a damn what people said about him. Either way, it was making tensions high among the other members of the band, and he, for one, was nearing his breaking point. If things didn’t change soon, he would quit. 

Cy rolled the office chair over to his old guitar and strummed out a tune. 

Chase listened quietly to the melancholy tune. When Cy quit playing, Chase sighed. “I guess you heard.” They’d all dreaded telling Cy about the upcoming wedding. Larry had sworn them all to silence where Loretta was concerned. That she was planning to marry his eldest brother only complicated matters. Chase felt guilty for not telling Cy, but he’d also not wanted to be the one. 

“What? That your former crush is a psychopath?”

“Huh? No, what? Who?” Chase plopped down on the settee across from the computer. “I was talking about Loretta marrying my brother.” What was Cy talking about? He couldn’t be referring to Tiffany. No one even knew he’d found her again. What did he mean?

Cy dropped his guitar. “What the fuck?”

Chase paled. “You didn’t know. Beau said that they told you. What were you talking about?”

“That asshat T J Hart. I had him investigated, but he’s not him, he’s a her.”

Chase felt as though they were playing verbal ping-pong. His mind was having difficulty keeping up. “Her, who?” he asked, but had a chilling suspicion he knew. “What did we ever do to her?”

Cy picked up his guitar and put it back on the stand. “I don’t know, but she’s got a real grudge against us for something. She started in on us as soon as we got on Winning Nashville. I don’t get it.” He stood and paced to the sliding glass doors that opened onto the patio and pool. “So, Rhett is marrying Matt, huh?” 

“Yeah, mama called to ask us to come home for the wedding,” Chase said as thoughts of the past few hours circled around in his brain. He was a fucking idiot. Tiffany wasn’t at the hardware store to get a part for her kitchen sink. She was there to get a story, and damn, if he hadn’t given her one. What an idiot he was. Damn it. 

“I don’t guess I’m invited to the wedding,” Cy muttered.

Cy’s words barely registered past his own haze of anger and confusion. “Listen Cy, I know we’re not supposed to mention Loretta around you, but damn it, don’t you think it’s time you talked to her? If for no other reason, do it for Victoria’s sake.”

Cy stared at him incredulously. “Why aren’t you supposed to mention Loretta?”

Chase shook his head. He didn’t know how to answer that question. “Larry said you didn’t want to deal with anything concerning her.” He shrugged. “I don’t know?”

“Have you seen her?”

Chase nodded. “Sure, I see her nearly every time I go home.” He smiled. “Her restaurant is great, and I hear she’s expanding. She brews her own beer and plans to open her own distillery. She’s done well considering...but back to T J Hart...”

Cy walked over to the desk and picked up the manila envelope and slapped it against Chase’s chest. “Here, read it for yourself. I’m going out.” He stormed out of the room. 

Chase’s heart pounded in his chest. He’d only just found her again, but it was all a lie. She didn’t care about him. With trembling hands, he pulled the report from the envelope and read it. He swore and bit back the bile that churned in his stomach. God, can I be any more of a loser? He wanted to throw it away, burn it, but he carefully put everything back in the envelope and carried it to his room. Maybe it was time to give Ms. Hart a taste of her own medicine. 
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Chapter 4: Uptown Funk 
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The heat from the lights burned like the Carolina sun in August. He was wearing his fifth outfit, some tailored getup with skinny jeans, and posed in his hundredth most awkward position. No one was going to buy a calendar or anything else with his ass stuck out at a weird angle. He looked like he had to take a dump. How the hell did professional models do this all day? Why did they do this shit? 

Sweat beaded his brow and nervous sweat pooled in his pits, even his eyelids were sweating. This was not anyone’s version of the sexiest man. No one was going to vote for him. Hell, they wouldn’t even vote for him to pick up trash on the side of the highway, although at this moment that sounded more appealing. Hell, he’d even rock the neon yellow vest. It wouldn't be any worse than what he'd already endured. 

“Someone dry his face. His manly sweat is reflecting the light and ruining the shot,” the producer screamed. 

Chase had a new respect for his mother and sisters as the makeup person blotted his face with some thin paper. The paper felt cool to his overheated skin. He’d happily let them blot his whole body if it cooled him off ten degrees. He never considered what it took for women to get ready until the makeup artist used him as her canvas, applying brushes, sponges, and sticks to turn him into Mr. Glamorous. A pair of tweezers moved toward his face. Chase backed up. “What is that for?”

“You have a stray hair in your eyebrow.” Holding his chin with one hand, the woman yanked his wayward eyebrow hair, snatching it from somewhere around his toes tugging upward and catching it on his balls and succeeded to pull them through his kidneys. “Jeez, leave my balls will you.” 

“Men are such pussies. I swear, you’re lucky I didn’t have to wax your chest hair or your legs. I’ve seen grown men cry when I had to snatch that thatch off their chests.” 

Chase tried not to whimper, but the woman was a masochist. He would swear she enjoyed torturing him. She laid out the devices of her torture to intimidate him. 

“Put him in the tuxedo,” the producer yelled. 

“Another outfit?” Chase complained. 

Two costumers came in and began pulling at his clothes. They’d been playing tug-of-war all day. Each wardrobe change brought more protests from Chase and more bruises as the costumers yanked, poked, and prodded him into another ridiculous outfit. 

“I can dress myself. I’ve been doing it successfully since I was three.” 

They ignored him and continued to strip him out of the previous set of clothes and into a tux. 

“Really, is this necessary?” he demanded. 

“Ew, you’re all wet and sweaty. We’re going to have to towel you off.” 

“Don’t get all worked up. We don’t care if you’re one of the hottest guys in Hollywood. We’re a couple,” the costumer motioned to the makeup artist. 

“That doesn’t make me feel any better,” he growled. “I prefer to dress and undress myself.” 

“Honey, you’re lucky the producer didn’t have us strip you to your skin out there in the middle of the shoot. If you’d been a professional model, he would have.” 

“Good God, do you people not have any sense of modesty or insecurity?”

The costumer nodded. “Sure, we do. We just don’t let anyone see it.”

“What do you have to be insecure about, doll? America loves you,” the makeup artist smiled. “Even I can appreciate a guy with the complete package: you’re good-looking but not artificial, you’re one of the nice guys, and you’re talented.” She smiled. “Hey, it gives me hope for the rest of this hoorah.” 

The costumer glared at her girlfriend. “Are you going straight?”

“As if. Did you see how much he sweats?”

Chase was standing there in his underwear. “Do you mind? If you’re not going to dress me, at least give me the clothes and let me dress myself.” 

“Oh, honey, you’re covered. No one here is looking at your wee-wee.” She began drying him down with a coarse cotton towel, being none too gentle in her ministrations. “Some shoots we’re on there is no privacy and we’re racing the clock. It’s all about getting
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