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        These are some songs that Cecilia and Maverick listen too, and that I enjoyed while writing this book.

        Animal – Def Leppard

        Daisies – Katy Perry

        The Pretender – Foo Fighters

        S.O.S. – Jonas Brothers

        Malibu – Miley Cyrus

        Oh Cecilia! (Breaking My Heart) - The Vamps

        Waking Up In Vegas – Katy Perry

        Love Drunk – Boys Like Girls

        Watermelon Sugar – Harry Styles

        Sucker – Jonas Brothers

        Little Things – One Direction

        Monkey Wrench – Foo Fighters

        Somebody to You – The Vamps

        She’s Kinda Hot – 5 Seconds of Summer

        What A Man Gotta Do – Jonas Brothers

        Teenage Dream – Katy Perry

        Play My Music – Jonas Brothers

        Love Bites – Def Leppard

        Last First Kiss – One Direction

        Golden – Harry Styles

        Pour Some Sugar On Me – Def Leppard
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            Prologue – Maverick

          

        

      

    

    
      I thought I had things pretty good in high school. I had my pick of all the girls, and I loved them and left them like I think any straight teen boy would do, given the opportunity.

      Ever since our album went platinum, my rock star image combined with my good looks ensures that I am the guy every girl wants to be with. Sometimes it’s like they’re getting off just from talking to me. Yes, I know that sounds vain—but how vain is it when it’s the truth? I was People’s “Sexiest Man Alive” last year.

      In the beginning, I felt on top of the fucking world—I never had to work for pussy or attention. I was just out sowing my wild oats, as some people would say. I had a new girl every other night—I’m practically the king of one-night stands.

      Everywhere we went—on tour, on holidays—it didn’t matter. It was like there was a brand on my forehead that read USE ME FOR A GOOD TIME. Sure, at first I loved it, but soon it became known to me that these women didn’t want me—they wanted the hot stud, a carefree night of fun, Mav from Fly By.

      I’m no saint, and I’m not saying that I turned them down, but after a while, I started to want something different. What’s wrong with me, you may ask? To tell you the truth, I don’t know—what I do know, I avoid acknowledging at all costs. As the lead guitarist for Fly By, there’s a certain image that I need to maintain. With the public and the record company looking on, I have to be careful with how I’m perceived. I learned early on that I can’t give the media leverage. If they know your weaknesses, nothing can prevent them from exploiting you.

      I just hope that one day, someone who wants to be with me sees me not as some rock star, but as my real self.
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            One – Maverick

          

        

      

    

    
      “Thanks for a great time tonight,” Katie calls over her shoulder as she pushes her way out of my room and—if history has taught me anything—out of my life.

      We met a few days ago at an after-party. I thought we hit it off—we chatted all night and exchanged numbers, arranging to meet up tonight. We had drinks and dinner, and she insisted we come back to my place. Well…it’s not like I argued the point. I am a horny twenty-two-year-old man, after all.

      Alcohol combined with her smoking body and advances, I didn’t stand much of a chance and caved. Kisses turned into caresses, which turned into pretty decent sex. Not the best I’ve ever experienced, but the same was not true for her, if her whimpers of delight were anything to go by.

      Two minutes after we were done, she was up and getting dressed. Five minutes later, she was walking out the door without a backwards glance. Not even a “let’s do this again” or “when can I see you next.”

      I had thought she might have actually liked me, might have wanted to actually date me. Wishful thinking on my part. They never wanted the boy with a bad reputation for anything other than a notch on their bedpost. Clearly, I have bad taste in women. By tomorrow morning, all her girlfriends—who knows, maybe the whole world—will know she slept with The Mav from Fly By.

      I get it; it’s nothing really to complain about. But fuck, is it so bad for me to at least want her to spend the night? Isn’t the woman meant to be the one who tries to turn a one-night stand into a relationship, who hangs around like a bad smell until forcefully removed? That’s how my buddies describe their experiences. At this point, I almost wish I had a gold-digging harpy hanging around…almost. I’m not that stupid.

      I flop back onto my bed, sheets still messy, the smell of sweat and sex lingering in the air. Alone again, and I don’t know how to change that.

      
        
          [image: ]
        

      

      I wake up and untangle myself from the sheets. It’s Sunday and we aren’t on tour, so I’m expected home for a family lunch and jam sesh. Happiness bubbles in me at the thought of seeing my family and rocking out with my brothers, who are also my bandmates. Jamming out in the garage at home is different than all the studios and stages. It’s just us rocking it, playing whatever we feel like and not for work. I’ve never regretted our music career, but it is nice to enjoy the music and forget about our fame and the expectations our label Reckless Tunez puts on us.

      I have a great, typical, run-of-the-mill family. Mum and Dad were high school sweethearts; they stayed together all through university and beyond. Each other’s first everything. They got married right out of uni, Dad joined his family’s law firm, and Mum started teaching at the local primary school. A few years later, I joined them, then my brothers came along. The twins, Joel and Charlie, arrived when I was two, followed eighteen months later by Tom, and then baby Ethan a year later.

      You might have noticed that Mum is a huge—and I mean huge—Tom Cruise fan. We’re all named after him and his characters. I clearly got the best name: Maverick. Top Gun has to be the best movie Tom Cruise was in, and I’m not ashamed to say I’m proud to be named after it. That’s also how we got the name for our band, Fly By.

      I feel the need, the need for speed! Has turned into a war chant of sorts, that we say before we go out onstage to perform.

      I live in the Gold Coast, a two-hour drive from our hometown, Orlo. I moved to the city shortly after hitting nineteen and now attend uni classes incognito when we aren’t touring. Joel, Charlie, and Tom live in apartments near me, but Ethan is still at home, as he’s only seventeen. When we won What it Takes! three years ago, we were on tour for almost two years, hitting countries and stages I had only dreamed of. It was a bit hard with Ethan only being fourteen when we went on tour, but Reckless Tunez came through with a great tutor for the boys in school, and I attended uni online. For two years, we juggled education and performing—but after so long on the road, we decided to hit pause for a while, giving us downtime for finishing school and writing the next album.

      Settled back in Australia, I wanted some time to really party like a rock star. Well, minus all the drugs.

      Part of the reason I didn’t live in my hometown is it would cramp my style—as Mum says—and mostly, I didn’t want to disappoint my parents. Not to say that they would slut-shame me for sleeping around, but I just didn’t want them to think of me like that. They’re those parents. You know, the ones who love and support you endlessly and with whom you genuinely love and have a good relationship. The parents who attend every sporting event or extracurricular activity. They paid for our music lessons, drove us to our first concerts, took us to our audition for What It Takes!, the TV competition we won three years ago that launched our careers.

      Making the drive out to Orlo this morning is dull and boring. No traffic, nothing to look at. I spend my time playing around with lyrics in my head and using voice-to-text to record them in my phone for later inspection. In our band, we’ve all had a hand in our music. Some songs are written together, alone or constructed together. We have a deadline for a new album demo in a few weeks, and it still needs one more track.

      Pulling into the driveway of my childhood home, I turn off the engine of my car and stare at the house. This house has been the centre of my life’s entire orbit. The tree house where I had my first kiss, the driveway where I learned how to ride a bike and dribble a basketball, the garage where I learned how to play guitar and developed a close relationship with my brothers.

      No matter how rich I am, how famous I get, or where I go, this will always be my home.

      I drag myself out of the car and can already hear my brothers goofing around in the house.

      “Joel, leave Ethan alone!” my mother scolds.

      “Aw, does the baby need Mummy’s protection? Can’t stand up for yourself?” Joel coos.

      “Oi, I can look after myself, mate. Not my fault you decided to be a dickhead in front of Mum and got caught!”

      “HEY!” Dad yells as I open the door, causing everyone to turn and watch me enter.

      I was the last to arrive, meaning Joel, Charlie, and Tom probably came up last night. We’re all homebodies on some level and enjoy being here with our family.

      “MAV-MAN!” they call out at once, rushing me.

      They plough into me and I relish in the jumble of hugs, backslaps, and a kiss on the cheek from my mum. As they give me room to breathe, I look around to see what Joel and Ethan were arguing over. There’s a video game behind them on pause. I break out laughing.

      “What?” Joel asks defensively.

      “You two are arguing over that? I could hear you from the street!”

      “Not like you’re more mature,” Charlie interjects, coming to his twin’s defence.

      “Hey, this is about them, not me!” I protest.

      “Char isn’t wrong, though,” Tom comments.

      “It’s my turn!” Ethan complains, bringing the attention back to Ethan and Joel’s fight. Yep. World-famous musicians reduced to squabbling over a video game.

      “No, you just died, it’s my turn!” Joel replies.

      “If you two morons don’t shut it, it will be no one’s turn, and I will lock the garage!” Dad yells, and our jaws all drop.

      Dad hasn’t had to break out the I’ll lock the garage threat in about five years. He isn’t joking, either. Once, he locked us out for a whole week of the school holidays. To this day, none of us have keys to the garage, even though it’s our sacred place.

      “It’s the only way we can ensure you’ll actually come into the house to see us!” my mother said when I asked for a set of keys a few years ago.

      I can’t exactly say she was wrong. As much as we all love our parents, the garage—and our music—is our world. We wouldn’t be able to exist without it.

      Thankfully, the boys heed his warning and settle down, allowing Joel to take a turn. Today would have been shit if we hadn’t been allowed to rock out.

      I follow Mum and Dad into the kitchen, where they return to preparing lunch. I give them both another hug and kiss on the cheek before picking up a knife and helping Mum prepare the salad.

      “What have you been doing this morning, aside from refereeing the kids’ fights?” I ask, genuinely interested in their response. My family has always been really close, and my parents are easily some of the best friends I’ve ever had. They really nailed the parent/friend divide and always knew what you needed when you needed it.

      “We had a great morning, Maverick,” Mum replies.

      “We went down to the farmers market, and your mum picked up a new planter and decorations for the garden,” Dad interjects.

      They’ve always been like that, like a mix and match of individual sentences that blend together.

      Mum loves gardening, and with spring just around the corner, I am sure we can expect a lot more purchases in the next few weeks.

      “You’ll have to show me what you have planned for spring,” I say to Mum, “and let me do any heavy lifting.”

      “Oh please,” Mum exclaims, directing a humoured glare at me, “no such thing. That’s what that landscaping company you pay for is there to do.”

      I shrug sheepishly. They’ve never accepted our money. Anytime we tried to give them money, they say, “You boys worked hard for that money; it isn’t ours to take.” But I’d figured out if I pay for something directly, they won’t reject it.

      We had never been poor or struggling, even with five teenage boys in the house at once, but from seeing movies about parents exploiting their famous kids, I kind of expected them to want at least some of our millions. They were adamant they had no claim to our money, though. We compromised: they won’t accept direct cash, but they can’t stop us from buying things for them.

      “Well, I can still help out if you need me, Mum,” I offer.

      “I know, sweetie.” She pats me on the back and starts putting all the food on the dining table. “Can you get your brothers for lunch?”

      “LUNCH IS READY,” I yell out.

      “I could have done that,” Mum complains, whacking me in the stomach.

      “Yeah, but it worked.” I laugh as the boys rush in from the lounge room and we all take our usual seats.

      We are all quiet as Mum serves herself first before the rest of us take our turn filling our plates with delicious home-cooked food. Sunday lunches are a mini feast. Today we have BBQ steak and sausages, quiche, garden salad, bread rolls and a baked vegetable dish. A bit of a hotchpotch, but it’s all of our favourites.

      “So, boys,” Dad begins, “how has your week been?”

      We go around the table, talking about school, friends, songs, tour information, and the like. I don’t mention last night with Katie. It's nothing they haven’t heard of before, but I’m just not in the mood to deal with any pity.

      Before long, my brothers and I are all in the garage, set up and ready to roll. We’ve never had a single leader—we’re more of a democracy than a dictatorship. We each give input and take each other into consideration.

      “What are we starting with today?” Joel asks.

      “Who’s feeling ‘Runaway?’” Ethan asks.

      The lyrics for “Runaway” were written by Joel for our new album. We all nod and start playing the song. Muscle memory takes over and my fingers play the song perfectly, plucking over the strings of my guitar, as Joel begins the first verse.

      “Brown heels, curly hair, eyes so blue you'd think they're the ocean.

      I found you in a cafe downtown, my heartbeat stopped, and the world lost its sound.

      Fell in love at first sight, don't know who you are but that's alright.

      Are you even a fan of people like me? Long hair, dark clothes and all inked from my head to my feet...”

      

      Joel hasn’t told us the story behind “Runaway” yet, but I can tell he’s still hung up on that woman. It doesn’t matter, he’ll tell us when he’s ready. Nothing—and I mean nothing—compares to the feeling of playing my guitar with my brothers, rocking out to a song. Whether it’s in the garage or in a stadium, it’s always the same amazing feeling.

      This is exactly what I need after a shitty start to the weekend. We spend the afternoon playing our songs and a few of our favourite covers and playing around with some new material.
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            Two – Cecilia

          

        

      

    

    
      “I just don’t know how we can afford it, Cece,” my sister Taylor says to me.

      “That’s okay, Taylor, I understand.” We were talking about the Fly By national tour starting February next year. Since they were on What It Takes! a few years ago, I’ve gone to every concert in Queensland. I fell in love with their voices and music the first time I heard them. They have this unique take on rock that mesmerises me.

      According to Taylor, they’re incredibly attractive young men who make the female population go crazy, and tickets sell out on the first day. Some talk show hosts have even claimed the only reason they are so popular is because they are hot. For me, I don’t care what they look like, I find voices, attitude, and knowledge attractive. Their voices, and their music, are amazing. Their songs are so descriptive and emotive, I feel like I can see the scenes they depict.

      Being blind impacts my life a lot, but music is something that I can enjoy just as much as the next person. Music is the core of my life. I can find any song to suit a mood, a feeling, a moment, or a memory. I was born blind and have never been able to look at art, I watch movies with audio descriptions and I’m sure I interpret colours different to a sighted person.

      “I feel bad, Cece,” Taylor continues. “I know how much it means to you to go. Maybe we can check again closer to the date and see if anyone wants to resell their tickets cheap.”

      We have a limited income; Taylor is a manager at the local library, but I rely solely on my Disability Support Payment, and our parents aren’t much better off. They have always been there to support us, but lately Mum lost her job and they only have Dad’s income now while she looks for new employment. The tickets for their tour are dropping the same week our quarterly bills are due, and we don’t have any spare cash.

      “Okay, Tay,” I reply, knowing that we likely won’t be able to afford tickets later either. “What do you have on your agenda for today?”

      “I have work until 7 p.m. Do you think you’ll be okay to get the bus home from uni? And you can order in for dinner tonight.”

      “Yes, I can get the bus no issues.” I sigh. I have been blind for twenty years and know how to look after myself while out in public, yet sometimes my family still treats me like I’m incompetent. I click the button on my watch to announce the time.

      “NINE SEVENTEEN,” a robotic voice calls out.

      “I have to get to the campus, Taylor,” I say while getting up and going into my bedroom. My wardrobe is organised into shirts, skirts, pants, and dresses. Sorted between draws and hanging
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