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Dry Spells & Divinity
Book 1

	 


Abigail Wright really has it made. As the lead singer for the internationally acclaimed band, Avalon Nights, she enjoys a career that most people would kill for. She has great friends and awesome hours. Life literally couldn’t get any better. Maybe that’s why fate just couldn’t leave her alone.

	Two mysterious men enter the scene, each with information about her enigmatic father that disappeared before she was born. They speak of paranormal events, angels and demons and tremendous responsibility being dropped squarely on her shoulders.

	As if dodging snarky reviewers and odd fans wasn’t bad enough, she has to come to terms with the fact that real monsters may exist.

	The choice before her is whether to embrace that world for the good of humanity or turn her back on her heritage.

	 


Prologue

	 

	 

	VH1’s This Week in Music Avalon Nights spot.

	 

	The story begins with a photo of Abigail Wright, lead singer for the band. Her black hair was wild about her bare shoulders, her stunning blue eyes surrounded by gorgeous lashes. She had sharp features with skin so perfect it seemed airbrushed. Full lips were darkened red, a subtle blush toned down how pale she was, and her lean figure was a touch on the skinny side.

	After a few moments, the host of the show began to speak.

	“Welcome back to VH1’s This Week in Music. Everyone’s been talking about the band Avalon Nights and it’s no surprise. They’ve enjoyed the proverbial meteoric rise to fame from somewhat humble beginnings and it seems that their star has yet to burn out. With their new CD just about to hit shelves, we have an exclusive look back on how these Goth rockers came to be.

	Doug Collins, Samantha Collins, and Abigail Wright founded Avalon Nights in 1998. They met at the University of Washington music program and soon after, Spiritual Eclipse was available as an independent release.

	This was an unapologetically Goth sampler with a lot of electronics, heavily effected guitar and vocals that would make Lisa Gerard sound articulate. A small but loyal fan base developed and they took a break from school to tour the west coast, hitting a variety of dive bars all along the way.

	Their second release, Tea & Nightmares was a different direction for the band. The addition of Wyatt Masters on drums and Frank Hansen on bass added an energy that the original line up lacked. T&N, as the fans call it, was upbeat and heavy and their song Soul Blood made it on a variety of movie trailers.

	The end of the T&N tour was also the conclusion of the band’s time with Frank Hansen. Shortly after their last show, he departed the project and replaced by Jack Evans. Many Avalon Nights fans believe that this was the best thing that could’ve happened to the project, especially when their next CD dropped.

	Shadow Symphony was the first dose that many received of the band and for months after, they were being hailed as the biggest new band to come out of the Northwest. The hit single Escapism debuted at number 7 in the top ten for the US and was used in that blockbuster summer film The Fathom.

	Now an international sensation with six CDs under their belt, numerous DVDs, and a live collection, their next installment The Tragedy of Dreams is only a week away. Tonight, we’ll be playing the video for the first single Whiteout after the break. Stay tuned!”

	 


Chapter One: Publicity Kills Me

	 

	 

	My Capricorn horoscope—Don’t make financial decisions on an empty stomach. Isn’t that more of a fortune cookie comment?

	—Abby’s Twitter

	 

	I clicked off the TV and tossed the controller on the coffee table. They summarized my twelve-year career in less than ten minutes. There were a lot of pictures, some flattering and some not and of course video clips of us playing live in various venues, but overall, it was just another nod because we were hot.

	Earlier that year, while we were still in the midst of recoding Tragedy, MTV 2 brought us in and held an hour-long interview. To their credit, they even showed the whole thing mixed in with some of our videos from the previous releases. We even gave them an exclusive early video for Whiteout.

	We were able to tell a more complete story than the VH1 special, which they ran after we consented by signature. Our manager gave us all a call, asked if we cared, told us that it would be great for sales then brought around the contract. Doug read what they were going to run and approved it. After that, it was just a matter of waiting for it to air.

	I had seen vastly more offensive articles. I remember one magazine said that I was an overbearing diva with delusions of talent and an obvious eating disorder resulting in excessive skinniness. That made me wonder if I ran over his dog in a past life. Others accused Doug and Sammy of having an incestuous affair, Wyatt of being a drug pusher and Jack as a two-time felon just waiting for the third strike.

	Depending on which of us was reading them, the insulting ones were almost cool.

	My phone buzzed with an incoming text message.

	Sammy: Want to get ready?

	Our CD release party for Tragedy of Dreams was that night and it was our tradition to arrive early for a proper war paint session. Sammy had great taste when it came to buying clothes but putting together an outfit was a comedy of errors. Our unspoken pact meant that she brought a suitcase and I made the selections.

	I’m packed and ready to go, I texted back. Pick me up?

	Sammy: On my way.

	I threw on a pair of tennis shoes under blue jeans. My tradition was always to dress way down before a show, especially since we were somewhat of a theatrical act. This meant that everyone was dressed to the nines in something ridiculous.

	During the Tea & Nightmares tour, our outfits were a point of contention several times. For whatever reason, club owners and booking agents could not match us with like bands. It’s nearly impossible to come out singing like a fairy princess after a dog barking metal band riled up their fans into a frothing frenzy. Then there were those guys who dressed in spikes, saw blades and trash can lids making us look like misplaced fang tards crashing their Metalocalypse party.

	Some of those mixes were recipes for violence and I think that had we been anything but super nice, we wouldn’t have made it out of those places alive.

	Sammy knocked and I grabbed my suitcase, killing the lights on the way. She too was dressed down, her red hair tied back in a simple tail. Even without make up, her face was stunning. Her features were classically Irish with green eyes and a smattering of freckles gracing her pale cheeks.

	Just two inches shorter than me, she had a perky quality that only her closest friends knew about. Everyone else thought she was the brooding keyboard player for Avalon Nights. One more persona created for show business.

	“I can’t believe you’re ready,” Sammy said, taking the stairs in twos as we left. “I swear, I wait for you every time we’re going anywhere.”

	“That’s the joy of not being the one who drives,” I replied. “I never have to wait.”

	She stuck her tongue out at me.

	“Hey, you didn’t watch the VH1 thing?” I asked. “You should’ve come over earlier to catch it.”

	“Nah, I set up the DVR for it.” Sammy shrugged, opening the trunk to her car. I tossed in my suitcase. “And I’m sure they’ll throw us a copy, eventually. I’ll put it on my A N shelf.” She paused. “Wait... was it bad?”

	“It was fine.” I opened the door and leaned on the roof. “It just... I don’t know... It was...”

	“What... dry?” Sammy motioned for me to get in, while crawling into the driver’s seat. “We’re not exactly VH1 material. Doug even said that we should probably turn them down. He was convinced that we were too new for their audience.”

	“Wyatt told me that I’d have to get endorsed by Aquanet if I wanted a favorable commentary from them.” I smirked, pulling on my seatbelt. “I liked that French show better, remember that?”

	“We’re huge in Europe?” Sammy teased.

	“Yeah, yeah.” I waved my hand at her.

	We drove for a few minutes in silence, me staring out the window. I had experienced the crucible of publicity for years and I wasn’t sure why the VH1 thing was bothering me. I wasn’t bent out of shape when I was described as a wailing banshee that over sings immature lyrics. What was it about the neutral segment that got under my skin?

	Sammy broke through my thoughts. “What do you think about tonight? It’ll be a small show.”

	“Small,” I muttered. “I love that five hundred people is small, now. Remember that show in Alabama? Thursday night at the Carpe Noctem club?”

	“Oh, Abby, that wasn’t a club, that was a high school gymnasium with some Halloween decorations and dry ice.” Sammy shook her head. “All ten kids over sixteen showed up.”

	“And that wasn’t even the worst show we did.”

	“Doug was pissed,” Sammy said.

	“I bet he misses those tiny gigs, now.”

	“Not likely.” Sammy shook her head. “That boy has always been a ham.”

	“This show didn’t have to be small either,” I pointed out. “We could’ve let everyone in.”

	“CD release party wouldn’t have the same ring to it if we had it at the Arena.” Sammy took a corner before continuing. “I liked the contest thing. Those five hundred fans are going to have a great time.”

	“Meh, seemed a little shady. I can’t believe that ten thousand people applied for the right to buy five hundred tickets.” I leaned my forehead against the glass. “What an impact. Wyatt was worried that we wouldn’t get enough interest to fill the place!”

	“I knew that we would. After we played Vancouver last time and there were people trying to break down the barrier to get in, I knew that the party was going to be a wild success.”

	“I thought that you were the shy one,” I said, turning to her with a grin. “You’ve always been demure and quiet in front of people, but here you are, casually talking about how wildly successful we are.”

	“I hope it doesn’t sound like bragging.” Sammy’s cheeks flushed red, turning the color of her hair. “I definitely don’t mean to.”

	“Nah, I’m just giving you a hard time.” I patted her arm. “I’m twitchy, Sammy. I have no idea what’s wrong with me.”

	“VH1 is boring and so are their shows?” She offered, brows raised. “I mean, they have the occasional gem. Henry Rollins was a smart move, but for the most part, their target audience is hoping that their favorite seventies act might make it to the local casino.”

	“Snap!”

	“I’m just sayin.’”

	“You’ve been hanging out with your brother too much lately,” I said. “You know, we could be stool rock someday, too.”

	“Then I’ll do what those old bands would do to me now,” Sammy replied. “Cuss out the young bitch and buy a nice cushion from the dollar store for our four-thirty set.”

	I couldn’t help but laugh. Ten minutes of chatting with Sammy shook me out of my funk. That was the priceless part of being in Avalon Nights. They weren’t just my coworkers, but my very best friends. I couldn’t have survived that roller coaster ride of fame without them.

	Frankly, I wouldn’t have wanted to.

	 


Chapter Two: An Intimate Gathering

	 

	 

	I just read an article calling us the WB of Rock Bands. Is that because we’re too attractive for our own good or are they saying we’re schmaltzy drama queens?

	—Abby’s Twitter

	 

	Sammy and I were almost five hours early. People had already started to gather at the hall, a tiny place in the downtown area. We cruised around to the back and were let into the employee parking area without alerting any of the fans to our arrival. Dressing down didn’t always mask our appearance, but in this case, there was enough bustle to cover our entry.

	I laid out all the clothing options, deciding to go with a short black dress with a lace bodice and ruffled skirt. Sammy helped me buckle up the corset along with my boots that zipped up the sides, going to the knees. The wardrobe change alone transformed me from couch potato to Goth prom queen and that was only the beginning.

	I picked out tight leather pants for Sammy and a white blouse that was low cut and covered with ruffles and lace. She threw on a black vest that covered her midriff and ended at the waistline of her pants, which were tucked into heeled boots rising to the knees.

	Make-up wouldn’t take too long, but we wanted to hold off until we were closer to the show. Even as slow as we were in picking our outfits, we had hours to kill. The guys preferred to show up just before we had to go on so we busied ourselves gabbing and playing games on our phones.

	We had sandwiches brought in and ate an early dinner, turning on the TV to channel surf. The news had a short segment on all the people that had arrived for our performance and it made my jaw drop.

	“That’s a lot more than five hundred people, Sammy.”

	She nodded slowly. “I wonder if ticket scalpers are making a killing.”

	“All those extra people...” I shook my head. “I told you guys we should’ve had this at the Arena.”

	“The theme was intimate gathering,” Sammy reminded me. “I don’t think that twenty-thousand people screaming the words to Escapism really counts.”

	“We have to throw a bigger show here soon,” I said, “to make it up to everyone who doesn’t make it in tonight.”

	Doug showed up next way earlier than either of us expected him. He was carrying his guitar on his shoulder as he stepped in, glancing at the TV casually. He was my height, just five-seven, sharing his sister’s bright red hair that he wore like he was an extra in Twilight. Their primary difference was his bright blue eyes contrasting her green.

	“How’s it going?” He set his guitar off to the side and flopped on the couch next to me, resting his head on my shoulder. “You ready for this?”

	“I don’t know,” I muttered, putting a hand on my stomach. “I’ve got butterflies. I’m not sure if I can take all the pressure.”

	“Jesus.” He rolled his eyes. “They might see you sweat. Scary.”

	“You look lethargic,” Sammy said. “Did you not sleep last night?”

	“I was on a date,” Doug replied. “And yeah, we were out past three. He was a great dancer.”

	“Wait, wait, wait,” I said, leaning forward so Doug had to sit up. “Are you telling us that you actually danced somewhere? Why the hell didn’t you tell us where you were going? I would’ve paid for that performance.”

	“Can it.” Doug leaned his head back on the couch and closed his eyes. “I only did it because it was some place I’d never been before and he really wanted me to try. I figured, fuck it, you only live once.”

	“I remember using those exact words when we took you to a club last year,” Sammy said, scowling. “But I guess that I wasn’t a cute enough guy to get you off your ass.”

	“You’re cute,” Doug said. “But yeah, even if you weren’t my sister, cute girl couldn’t get me out to the dance floor on a bet.”

	“After all the times you watched us make fools of ourselves, too.” I shook my head at him. “You so owe us now. Don’t think we’re going to forget it.”

	“I shouldn’t have said anything.”

	“You’re right about that!” Sammy stood up and moved over to the vanity. “I’m going to get ready for this.”

	“You hear from Jack or Wyatt?” Doug asked.

	“I thought you would’ve been with them,” I said.

	“They had an interview for some music magazine today.” Doug yawned. “Modern Drummer or something along those lines.”

	“Wow, they must be thrilled,” Sammy said. “I got a call from a teen magazine the other day. I thought I was being Punked or something.”

	“Hey, inquiring teenage minds want to know about the boring life of a keyboard player,” I said. “You could tell them about how when you were in high school, instead of chasing boys you were practicing the C major scale or preparing for a Bach recital.”

	“Yeah, laugh it up, natural talent girl.”

	Sammy turned to scowl at me. Only one of her eyes had liner so it made her look a little clownish. I couldn’t help but laugh. “I’m sure that choir was so trying for the beautiful perfect Abigail.”

	“Hey, I had a weird name?” I threw out defensively. “No one could spell it until I got to college.”

	“Yeah, Abby’s pretty tough,” Doug said. “A B B Y. Holy shit, that could be a contest for the fan club! Spell Abby’s name and get a signed t shirt.”

	“You guys suck!” I whacked Doug with one of the couch pillows. “You’re not allowed to propagate the air head singer stereotype.”

	“Yeah, your black hair doesn’t fool anyone,” Sammy said, returning to her makeup. “And those big blue eyes that can pout better than a puppy? Yep, not working on me anymore.”

	“Nor me!” Doug held up his hand.

	“Fine then.” I moved over to sit beside Sammy. “I see how you both are. Moody guitar player... snooty keyboard player... and popular singer... I think I win.”

	“Low blow,” Doug and Sammy said together.

	An hour and a half later, Jack and Wyatt arrived dressed for the show.

	Jack wore a black button-down shirt with white pinstripes. It was untucked, hanging over his leather pants. His wing tips were polished to a fine sheen and seemed exceptionally pointy.

	He was a buff guy with brown hair that was cropped close to his head. Of all of us, I always thought he looked the most friendly with his round face and friendly brown eyes.

	Wyatt wore black jeans, black tennis shoes, and a black tank top. The look afforded everyone a look at his massive arms and when he went topless, he could’ve been an extra for the movie 300.

	His long dark hair was thin and it had started receding a few years earlier He wore it in a ponytail. He hadn’t shaved for a few days and the dark scruff made his sharp features severe. He was by far the tallest of us at six-three.

	They were pumped up having just come from a photo shoot and interview where they were allowed to geek out over their instruments. That attention was a dream come true for the guys, one they had been hoping for the entire time we worked together.

	“Good press?” Doug asked.

	“Dude, you have no idea.” Wyatt sat down on the edge of the couch and it complained under his weight. “Those guys ask some tough fucking questions. It’s nothing like doing an interview for Metal Shards where they want to know your favorite color and video game.”

	“Yeah, it felt like I was back at juries in school,” Jack said.

	“And you loved every second of it, right?” Sammy asked.

	“Definitely!”

	“Did you see the crowd outside?” Doug asked. “That’s a lot more people than we anticipated.”

	“Yeah, it’s crazy. The cops are here to help keep order.” Wyatt checked his watch. “Allen called me when we were on our way here. He said he might be a little late.”

	“That figures.” I shook my head. “The only reason he’s ever on time is if we’re offering him a free dinner.”

	“And even then, he’s only punctual for spaghetti,” Sammy added.

	“What the hell does he do that keeps him so busy?” Jack asked. “He’s the manager. He should be here before us.”

	“Spending all the money he makes,” Doug offered. “And planning his next vacation to Maui.

	“Isn’t he supposed to be coordinating with the venue?” Jack asked.

	“Yeah, but it’s okay.” Doug stood up with a long sigh. “I read all the contracts and know what’s going on. I’ll fill in for him until he gets here. See you guys soon.”

	“I think we need to fire Allen,” Wyatt said after Doug left. “We need someone that will work, not just reap the benefits.”

	“Yeah, I second that,” Jack said. “The guy’s an ass anyway.”

	“Let’s talk about that after this show.” Sammy turned to look back at them. “I always get a stomach ache if we talk business before we perform.”

	“You get a stomach ache if you think before a show,” Wyatt teased. “Maybe you’re lactose intolerant.”

	“I’m definitely ass hat intolerant,” Sammy grumbled. “I’m going to sneak a peek outside. You wanna come, Abby?”

	“Sure!” I grabbed my jacket and we hurried out, moving as quickly as the high heels would let her go. This would be our last private moment before the show, our own intimate gathering. I wanted to take advantage of it before the night went crazy.

	 


Chapter Three: A (Nearly) Private Show

	 

	 

	Announcement: Abigail Wright, noted singer and luddite, has purchased her first Smart Phone. For her sake, please pray that it doesn’t rebel and run her life better than she does.

	—Abby’s Twitter

	 

	Our shows typically began with theatrics. The lights were killed, Sammy snuck on stage and played something creepy, an improvised intro to the first song. When the lights came on we were all in position and would dive right in.

	This performance was different. We wanted it to feel like everyone in the crowd was a personal friend invited to a private show. When we took stage this time, the rest of the band gathered their instruments and I just wandered up to the mic with the lights on full.

	“Hello?” My voice echoed in the room and it was a very different sound than I had become accustomed to. The place was small enough that the bounce back from the wall returned fast and it made me wince that I was so loud. Our sound check had been fine, so hopefully, the engineer would make some quick adjustments.

	People turned toward the stage and I could sense their surprise more than see it. They pressed closer, security forming a hard line to keep them back. I gave everyone a moment to get settled before speaking up again.

	“Thank you all for coming out tonight. If you haven’t already picked up your package, don’t forget to visit the merch table with your ticket. We’ve got plenty for all.

	“Tonight’s special for us. Not only are we releasing a brand new CD that you guys get to hear and have before anyone else, but we’re back in our home town celebrating nearly twelve years of working together.”

	The crowd cheered, clapping vigorously. I let it go for nearly a minute before thanking them a few times. The applauds died down.

	“We’ve set up listening stations throughout the room so you can check out tracks off the new CD,but we’re also going to play some stuff. Everyone was given the chance to vote on what song they’d like to hear and I just received the results before I came out.

	“We’re going to do the top five you picked, but man, you guys are brutal! I had to do a double take when I saw a song off Spiritual Eclipse. Are you guys serious about this?”

	I paused as a bunch of people started screaming—a universally understood cry of yes I suppose.

	“Okay, and how many of you picked it just to see if I could remember the words?”

	More screaming.

	“Yeah, that’s just mean. Unfortunately for you guys that wanted to see me sweat, I’m afraid that I’ve got the memory of a steel trap... and a lyric book just in case this kind of thing happens.”

	People in the front cracked up.

	“After we’ve messed around up here for a while and given you a chance to hear the CD, we’re going to set up and sign stuff. Whatever you’ve brought, if the pen will stick to it, we’ll sign it. I have to let you know though that Sammy refuses to sign body parts without bribes of tequila.”

	Sammy’s gaze held daggers, but when she turned to the crowd, she gave them an apologetic shrug.

	“All right guys, it’s an obscure list so here we go. Any of you that are going to take crappy video with your iPhones better give us some kind comments when you upload this potential travesty to You Tube. As we play these, don’t forget... you asked for it.”

	We anticipated getting some off the wall requests and made sure to rehearse everything over the past couple of weeks. Songs that I hadn’t even heard in years were busted out and had we waited for the event, they would’ve sounded outright bad. Luckily, after a little practice each one took on a shaky semblance of their original sound. Die hard fans would be satiated.

	The five songs went off really well with only a couple of mistakes. Undoubtedly, people would catch them and point them out. Part of the fun of scrutinizing the music was finding flaws and we were not nearly so arrogant that such things bothered us. Doug and Wyatt were by far our worst critics and post show commentary was rarely all positive.

	We wrapped up the performance and I thanked everyone for coming out again. I was the last one off the stage, heading back to the green room. The guys were snarfing down pizza with Sammy on the peripheral, looking through a magazine. I joined her by the door, leaning against the wall.

	“How’d you think it went?” I asked.

	“As good as could be expected considering how old those songs were,” Sammy said without looking up. “It’s not our ability to play them that’s in question, it’s how good the songs were to begin with. We’re just better composers now all around.”

	“There’s a lot of sentimental value in those tracks, though.” I shrugged. “I can see why people request them.”

	“I don’t mind revisiting them. Doug’s the one who gets all critical when he hears them. He doesn’t like his history.”

	“I love our history,” Doug said through a bite of pizza. “I just wish that some of it could be forgotten.”

	“Yeah, that’s the problem with history,” I said. “It rarely stays buried forever.”

	 


Chapter Four: Strange Comments

	 

	 

	Weirdest thing ever said by a fan: I dreamt about your feet and when I woke up, I felt reborn. True story.

	—Abby’s Twitter

	 

	Forty minutes after the performance, security ushered us back out to a long table set up for us to sign things for people. They funneled the fans into a line, starting with Wyatt, moving to Jack then Doug, Sammy and me last. The staff allowed each fan to bring in five things to sign and we wanted to give them the chance to ask a question or tell us something they thought we needed to know.

	Offering autographs always solicited strange comments. I had heard some really bizarre stuff ranging from someone naming their iguana after me to their first tattoo on their chest was of my face. No matter how odd the statement, we had to take it as a compliment as none of these folks were trying to be rude.

	Luckily, I avoided the technical questions. Those were like Star Trek geeks asking about the potential yield of the warp drive. I’ve overheard people ask what tone Sammy picked for the bridge of a song all the way to how Doug pulled off a particular riff in a chorus.

	“What’re your influences, Abby?” The first fan of the night was standing in front of me, holding her disk out for me to sign. I knew she asked this question out of nervous desperation because anyone who had shown up at this event knew a lot about us.

	“Tons!” I replied, taking the CD from her. “Sarah Brightman’s always been my idol, though. When UW did Phantom, I played Christine and I never felt like I did her justice. Think of Me almost killed me.”

	“Oh, you guys should totally cover a song from Phantom of the Opera!” She bounced on the balls of her feet, long hair waving in front of her face with every motion.

	“We might!” I grinned. “Who am I making this out to?”

	The night went on much the same. Familiar questions coming hot and heavy. Not even half way through the crowd, I wondered if there would be any surprises. Gazing out at the line, it seemed to go on forever. There was still a chance someone would have a truly unique thought.

	“Hi there.” The man standing before me didn’t sound like other fans. He was perfectly at ease, his tone as casual as a grocery store checker. I looked up and was surprised at how different he was from the rest of the crowd.

	Dressed in a black suit with a white shirt, his blond hair was styled messy, but not over the top like many of our fans. He had a European bearing, high cheek bones, and eyes that were as blue as glacial ice. I didn’t speak for the first few moments, I just stared at him and admired his handsome features.

	“Ms. Wright?” He prompted, a grin touching his lips.

	I snapped out of it and returned his smile.

	“Sorry about that.” I extended my hand. “What did you want me to sign?”

	“This I suppose.” He offered me a CD.

	“Who should I make it out to?”

	“Ian is fine.” He folded his hands in front of him. “You know, your father was a great man.”

	“Excuse me?” My blood ran cold. “I don’t think I heard you right.”

	“I said, your father was a great man.” Ian’s smile broadened. “I just figured that you wondered from time to time.”

	“I don’t think I understand.” I slid the CD back toward him. “But thank you for coming out. Please, have a great night.”

	“Maybe we’ll see each other again.” Ian nodded, walking away without taking his CD.

	“You okay?” Sammy’s voice was close at my ear and I realized I didn’t even notice her lean toward me. “You turned white. Did that asshole say something to you?”

	“Sammy, I...” I swallowed hard. “I... I need a drink. I feel faint.”

	“What?” Alarm lit up her face. “What did he say? You should go back to the green room. I’ll walk with you.”

	“We can’t both walk away from the table,” I protested, but it lacked all conviction. She gently slapped my arm.

	“Nonsense, I’m not risking my best friend collapsing half way down the hall. C’mon.” Sammy stood up and helped me to my feet, leaning down to explain to Doug what was going on. I saw concern touch his eyes.

	“We’ll hold down the fort,” he said. “Let me know if things get worse.”

	I kept my hand on her shoulder, trying hard not to make a scene. Who the hell was that Ian guy? Why did his comment bother me so much? It didn’t make any sense.

	Sammy led me to the couch and I practically collapsed, my limbs weak. I had heard so many things in my time as a performer, this was by far the least odd, and yet here I was a back stage mess.

	As ill as it made me feel, curiosity fought my nausea. Why did he bring up my father?

	Sammy thrust a water bottle in my hand and helped me take a sip. A cool sensation rushed down my throat and tickled my chest. I felt a sense of calm returning to me and some of my strength returned. The sweat on my brow felt cool as a breeze washed over me from the AC.

	“What the hell did that guy say, Abby?” Sammy demanded, sitting next to me. “I’ve never seen you like this.”

	“He... he told me that my father was a great man.” The words felt foreign to my lips as if I wasn’t the one saying them. I lifted my shoulders in a helpless shrug. “I don’t know, I just... you know that I never knew my dad.”

	“Didn’t your mom tell you about him?”

	“Never anything like that,” I replied. “She said he was a great man in bed... never just a great man.”

	Sammy let out a snort. “I’m trying to be pissed on your behalf, so you shouldn’t be making me laugh.”

	“I didn’t mean to,” I muttered. “I don’t even know what my problem is. Seriously, I never thought much about my dad.”

	“I’m still suspicious.” Sammy put her hand on my wrist. “You’re not frail.”

	“I know.” I shrugged. “I’m feeling better, we really should get back out there.”

	“Are you sure?” Sammy glared at me. “I don’t want you going if you’re still not feeling up to it.”

	“I’m fine,” I fibbed. “Or at least, I will be in a minute. You know what, head back out there. I’ll finish up this water and join you.”

	“Mmm, I don’t like that plan.” Sammy folded her arms over her chest in protest. “It sounds like you’re going to brood in here or something then I’ll feel guilty later.”

	“Stop it.” I rolled my eyes. “I’ll be fine. Seriously, get out there and I’ll come along soon. You can’t hover over me anyway. I’m not frail, remember?”

	“Just remember that I leave under protest.” Sammy paced to the door and propped it open with her foot. “Don’t make me come back to find you.”

	“I won’t.” I smiled at her. “Thanks for the help.”

	The door closed behind her and I let my head flop back on the couch. My head was still swimming and the oddest thoughts danced about my brain. As strangely as Ian’s words affected me, I couldn’t help but regard him as attractive.

	It figures. All the hot ones are freaks.

	My attraction track record was horrible. I had amazingly bad luck with men, often finding myself with guys that seemed great on the surface and turned out to be total assholes within five months. It had been a while since I bothered to try, but the last man in my life ended up with a restraining order and later was in jail for threatening his new girlfriend with a gun.

	I sure could pick them. Maybe I took after my mom.

	In fairness to her, she had lost all her promiscuity when I was born. The only reason I knew that she was trampy was that my grandmother took a wicked pleasure in besmirching mom’s name, usually to her face. By the time I was thirteen, I knew things that no daughter really wanted to know about their parent.

	Dad was a topic no one ever discussed. Mom was drunk once and gave me the line about how good he was in bed, but beyond that, I didn’t even know his name. It was as if he never existed. This led to jokes by my
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