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Today is my birthday and my friends take me to see my favorite band.

It's a wonderful evening especially when Matt, the drummer, gives me a kiss as a present and even wants to meet me after the concert.

We spend a fantastic night together, but I know it can't be more than that.

Just a one-night stand.

Or was I wrong?

Me and my girls are like a parade of laughter, weaving into this never-ending queue. 

Damn, it's my birthday today, and we've kicked off the party back at home. We aren't exactly chugging it down, just enough to put a grin on our faces.

But girl, my gift? 

It's a golden ticket to this club where our all-time favorite local band, the Rockbang, is setting the stage on fire. Don't get me wrong, the whole band's got their charm, especially when Jeff decides to flaunt his abs mid-show and send everyone losing their minds. No denying, that sight packs a punch. But my heart isn't doing cartwheels for the lead singer; it's all about the drummer, Matt Sluton. Quiet, unassuming, brown hair – that's the dude who's got my pulse racing. Okay, I don’t pretend I know the guy; he might be as wild as they come, but that's how I've painted him in my head. And yeah, let's be real, some of those fantasies aren't exactly G-rated. But hey, ain't every fan got their head in the same gutter?

We finally flash our tickets and dodge the bouncers, making a beeline for the table we reserved right up by the stage. Gotta hand it to Ivory’s foresight – this close to the band, it's like I'm in their pocket. Those who skimped on the tickets or missed out on the tables are gonna be chilling on the first floor, catching the action from a distance. I scan around and can tell the upper deck's gonna be packed tighter than a can of sardines.

Ivory goes to grab some liquid courage at the bar. As she stands up, men's eyes hit her like they just discovered fire, but me and Miranda, we've seen that show a million times. Ivory's got the golden touch – long blonde hair, body that could start a war, and sweetness that's off the charts. She's been our best friend for ages, so we aren't holding grudges that when she shows up anywhere, we don't stand a chance. 

Miranda's that girl-next-door vibe, always ready with a good word and a helping hand. Me? I'm doing the waitress gig at a sports bar, got a little extra curve for today's fashion. My hair? Just plain ol' brown. No standout body part, no headline features.

Ivory swings back to our table, tray loaded with these frilly cocktails and a bottle of wine, glassware in tow. 

"Holy smokes, that's quite a spread!" I quip, sipping from my cocktail that's like a sneaky mix of vodka and a hint of lemon. 

"You betcha. Navigating this mob more than once? No, thank you. Can't afford to miss Jeff's little shirtless spectacle." 

"Ah, so this gift's more for your eyeballs than for me!" 

"Come on now, don't act like you're immune. You love them too, don'tcha?" Ivory throws a wink my way. 

"Don't get me wrong, their songs rock, but I ain't joining the crazy fan club. Haven't even hit the follow button on their socials. I just like their music, plain and simple." 

"Oh yeah, just the music," Miranda jumps in, grin dancing across her lips. "Must be why there's a certain Matt poster stashed in your wardrobe, huh?" 

Crap, totally forgot they laid eyes on that thing. Stupid idea, I know. It's been what, three years since the local rag put them in the spotlight, and I went full-on arts and crafts, cutting out the page with Matt on it. 

My face heats up, and I drown the blush in another gulp of my drink.

The opening act wraps up, and the air's electric with anticipation. Then out of nowhere, this massive grey haze unfurls from the stage, and the pounding beat of their latest hit crashes into our ears. The crowd jumps to life, and the joint's a frenzy of screams. As the mist lifts, the whole band's standing there, but I'm zeroing in on one guy. 

Hair long enough to make a rockstar jealous, head moving to its own rhythm. Black tee hugging a chest that's a damn work of art. Drum kit's blocking the view below the belt, but honestly, I’m not complaining. My eyes are glued, and he's in this zone, banging the drums like the rest of us don't exist. 

Then, bam, our gazes lock. 

My heart stutters a beat, and I swear, I can't even breathe because I don't wanna mess this up.

Someone shoves my chair from the back, and I'm snapped out of my trance. No idea what the hell just happened, but it was like we plugged into the same power socket. 

The song ends and the crowd loses it. I'm clapping like crazy, and I catch Matt sneaking glances my way. 

Of course, I play the 'look-away-pretend-I-didn't-notice' game.

"Hey there, Boston! How you doin'?" Jeff bellows. 

Crowd erupts like a volcano. 

"I gotta say, I'm kinda let down, folks. Is that all you got?" 

The screams get so loud, they could shatter glass. I cringe a bit, not going to lie. 

"Hold on tight, 'cause I got some mind-blowing news. You're gonna be the first to hear 'cause we damn well appreciate your support from day one. Next month, we're setting out on a wild six-month tour, and guess what? Our first album's droppin’. Yeah, it's big. Thing is, this means we won't be chillin' in your city for a bit." 

There’s a huge cheer and applause from all around. Everyone jumps up from their seats. 

This news is like dynamite, and everyone's feeling the blast. It's a killer move, no doubt. They've stuck to the local scene so far, got a solid fan base, but the big leagues have been playing hard to get. 

I'm happy for them, I really am, but there's a twinge of sadness. They've been hometown heroes, and now they're gonna be stars. It's like watching your favorite small-town diner hit the big time – bittersweet, you know?

"Here's to the freakin' tour!" Jeff shouts, and he's pouring champagne ont he stage. 

"Oh, and raise your glasses to the birthday girl here!" Ivory's voice echoes next to me. 

My heart drops to my stomach. This can't be happening. People around me look, grinning like they've just found buried treasure. 

I've always despised being the center of attention. 

"Who's our birthday girl? Get up here, let's raise the roof together!" 

I'm shaking my head so hard I'm gonna rattle my brain loose. 

No way I'm stepping up there. I squeeze my cocktail like it's my life belt but before I know it, Miranda and Ivory have it and they're giving me a gentle nudge toward the stage. 

Jeff's arm reaches out, muscles straining against his shirt, and he pulls me up like it's nothing. Holy hell, this guy's got a grip. 

"Come on, birthday girl, what's your name?" 

I barely manage a whisper. "Emma." 

"Happy freakin' birthday, Emma!" 

He holds out a plastic cup with champagne, and then the band launches into this rocking version of "Happy Birthday." 

I'm just standing there on the stage, feeling like a fish out of water. I shoot a death glare at my girlfriends, but they're too busy belting out the song with the rest of the crowd. Then the tune dies down, and Jeff turns to me. 

"Birthday smooch, Emma. From which one of us?"

Holy mother of all things chaotic, I'm legit dying up here. 

If these guys inch any closer, I swear I'll melt into a puddle of nerves right smack on this stage. 

But come on, am I gonna back down from this? Heck no. I'll go without washing my face for a year if that's the price. 

And then it's out of my mouth, "Matt!" 

"Step right up, my man! You've won the jackpot. Come and give Emma a hello." 

Matt's standig up behind his drum, tall enough to snag a star right out of the sky. He's taking his sweet time, eyeing me up and down like I'm the evening's main course. 

When he reaches me, he whispers a low happy birthday, and next thing I know, he's leanin' in, and whoa, hold the front door, that kiss hits my lips, not my cheek. 

It's light as a feather, but jeez, it feels like lightning's struck me. Heart's tap-dancing in my chest, and I swear, all I can sense are his lips – warm and soft – like they're the only thing that exists. World fades to black, leaving me tangled in that moment. 

It's over before I know it, and the reality chorus starts to play: whistles, laughs, the whole shebang. 

He whispers, "Hold on till the gig's up," flashes a wave, and marches back to his drum haven.

Me? I'm racing back to my seat like my life's on the line.

Ivory, that bitch, raises an eyebrow. "So, Emma, tell me that ain't the birthday gift of the century!" 

I grab my drink like it's a lifeline. "He wants me to wait till the show's done," I spill, eyes wide like saucers. "What's your take on this, huh?" 

"Girl, you must wait," they chime in at once. 

I smirk. "C'mon, we all know how these rockstar stories go. I ain't here to be a notch on his bedpost. I'd rather stick to platonic fantasy." 

"You're an idiot." Miranda points out.

Ivory just shakes her head. "Other folks'd sell their souls to be where you are, and you're tossing it like it's yesterday's leftovers."

Alright, post-kiss chaos, and we're diving back into the concert. My eyes are magnets, forever drawn to Matt, and it seems like he's sneakily glancing my way too. But his eyes like inquisitive little explorers, sizing me up like I'm a cryptic puzzle he's tryna solve. Is he second-guessing already? Did he spot someone hotter in the crowd? My gut's twisting.

By the grand finale, my stomach's a whirlpool, doing its best rollercoaster impression. I'm shooting the girls a 'for the love of everything, help me' look, 'cause honestly, I'm about as lost as a snowflake in a snowstorm. The place is clearing out, we're practically the last ones
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