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        To the songs and musicians that make writing so much fun! If I could one day be a rockstar, I totally would!
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        Princess of Country Music

        America’s sweetheart

        Survivor of the scrutiny that comes with it all

      

      

      

      Hannah “Harmony” Stewart has lived most of her adult life in the spotlight. It hasn’t always been easy.  One heartbreak almost ruined her. Some days it’s hard to keep a smile on her face and stay positive, but there are a lot of people counting on her to keep it together. Just when it seems like she’s at the pinnacle of her career, her life takes a turn.  She meets a man who challenges everything she knows about herself and makes her question if the life she’s living is for her or for the Nashville machine.

      

      
        
        Heavy Metal’s bad boy

        Hair trigger temper

        Struggling to deal with pressure of the industry

      

      

      

      Garrett “Reaper” Thompson is tired. Touring and keeping up appearances with his band “Black Friday” is beginning to wear him out. He’s ready for a change, ready for something different. When he meets Hannah at an awards show, he knows that she’s the one; he knows that he can’t live without her.

      

      The problem?

      

      Their own insecurities, their fans, her ex-boyfriend, and the media themselves. Can they look past it all and come through on the other side?  For their story – this is only the beginning.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      The crowd screamed loudly, causing her palms to sweat and her heart to race. Harmony Stewart inhaled deeply and then exhaled, letting the breath flow through her. The relaxation technique worked. Shoulders that had been so tight she couldn’t even roll them were now loose. It was always like this, she realized. Right before she went on stage, the nervous energy started, causing her to tense up—not fully being able to appreciate the life she was living. Closing her eyes, she breathed again, feeling her muscles loosen up even more.

      “Harmony, you’re up next.”

      She nodded, glancing at the production tech. “Thanks.” Her voice was thin even to her own ears. This was just something that she went through, no matter how many millions of albums she sold or awards she garnered.

      Looking out onto the stage, she saw the rock group, Black Friday, finishing up. A fan of the band, she tried to still the heart that threatened to beat out of her chest as they finished their song and walked towards her. The lead singer was the personification of hotness in her opinion. She had always wanted a meeting, but had never been able to approach him when they had been in the same space. This time he would have to walk right by her—not that she had deluded herself to think he would know who she even was. Pulling her shaking hands to her body, she gripped them hard as the group approached.

      “Good job, guys,” she smiled as they passed her.  One by one, they nodded and accepted her smile until she came face to face with Reaper, the lead singer. She only knew his stage name. What she wouldn’t give to know his real one.

      “Thanks. Good luck out there, sweetheart,” he smiled widely. His teeth were white and straight, the dimples that she had caught glimpses of in pictures deepened widely in his cheeks. He was tall, much taller than she had originally thought. He towered over her 5’6 frame (with heels, thank you very much), and the tattoos that traveled down his arms were a feast to her eyes. They were intricate, and she wished she had the time to study them all.

      Harmony opened her mouth to tell him something else, but he was already gone. Disappointment hit her stomach hard and fast. But at least it had been a start.  With any luck, she would see him at some other award show. She heard her cue as she looked back to where the rock band stood, debriefing with some of their management. For just a split second, her eyes met Reaper’s and goose bumps appeared on her arms.  If only they’d had more time.
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        * * *

      

      Reaper sat with his head back, eyes closed. The night had been long. He never really liked doing these awards shows, but their fans were amazing. Even though they didn’t have what others called “crossover” success, they had some of the most rabid fans in the music industry. That, however, didn’t change the fact that he was lonely and tired of not having someone besides the members of his band to share his life with.

      “Who was the cutie that smiled at us as we walked by?”

      “That was Harmony Stewart,” he answered, moving only his lips.

      “Country singer?”

      “Yes, dude,” he sighed. “The country singer.”

      “She’s cuter than I imagined. I’ve only seen her on TV a few times.”

      Reaper sighed again. “Seriously Train, you’re getting on my fuckin’ nerves. Do you have to talk all the time?”

      “What’s your problem? Do you need to get laid?” Train asked, having a seat next to his friend.

      “Do you ever get sick of all this?” He lifted his long arms and big hands up; gesturing to the backstage green room they sat in.

      “Sick of what? The free pussy, the free booze, the amazing trips overseas and around this great nation? Playing the music we love every night? I’m ready to do this the rest of my life. Why aren’t you?”

      Reaper lifted his head up and opened his eyes, staring into the eyes of his friend. “I’m burnt out. Not with the music, but with the lifestyle. I need a change, something different to shake things up.”

      “Burnt out? How can you be burnt out?”

      “It’s just…” he ran his fingers through his hair. “We’ve been on the road for a year. I need something new and exciting in my life. I’m sick of the same girls, the same bus, and the same hotel rooms.”

      “You’re bein’ a moody fucking pansy is what you’re being. Do you know how many guys would give their left nut to be where we are?” Train slapped his friend on the shoulder, the disbelief showing on his face.

      Reaper realized he would get nowhere with his friend. Train dealt with his demons in unhealthy ways and perhaps tonight wasn’t the best time to approach him about this. He couldn’t rightfully explain his feelings if he didn’t fully understand them himself. Better to just pretend that everything was peachy. “You’re right. I’m crazy. I just need some good alcohol and a good cigarette. Let’s get to the after party.”

      “Now that’s what I’m talkin’ about,” the lead guitarist said, grabbing his friend by the arm and ushering him out of the room.

      Reaper realized that nobody seemed to care what he thought, how he felt, or just how lonely he was. He might as well make the best of what to him was an unbearable situation.
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        * * *

      

      “Harmony? Are you changing into the dress that new designer sent you for the after party?”

      “I think so,” Harmony answered her best friend and assistant, Shell.

      "You need to change now, then."

      Harmony rolled her eyes and grabbed the hanger from Shell's hand. "Yes ma'am."

      Used to bossing her friend around, Shell had a seat while Harmony changed. "So tell me, did you meet anybody interesting at this awards show?"

      "I did. Did you see any of the show?"

      "I didn't get a chance too, no. I wish I had, but there was a lot going on back here," Shell answered from behind the door that Harmony had closed to change.

      "I'm so sorry, Shell. I know how hard you work, and you’ll never fully know how much I appreciate it. You’ll be excited to hear that I finally met the guys from Black Friday."

      Harmony heard the squeal and couldn't help the smile that spread across her face.

      "I am so damn jealous. That lead singer—was he as hot as he looks on TV?"

      "Even more so. I actually said a few words to him. Top moment of my life this year—for real."

      She finished changing and let herself out of the dressing room. Coming out, she turned around in a circle, making sure everything looked okay. For the show, Harmony had wanted to keep it classy and her dress had been very Old Hollywood. This dress, however, was young and fun. Sparkles and glitter reigned. The hot pink color showed off the tan she had been able to get during a short vacation before awards season ramped up.

      "Does this look okay?" she asked, turning around again so Shell could see her from every angle.

      "You look really good. Hoping to meet anybody at this party?"

      "You never know," she shrugged. "Maybe the guys from Black Friday will be there, and I'll be able to say something else to them. I was kind of a blabbering fool earlier. Are you coming with me?"

      Shell wrinkled her nose up at her friend. "I don't know. This hasn't been a stellar day for me."

      "All the more reason for you to raid my closet, find something hot, and come out on the town with me."

      "Why are you trying to corrupt me? Usually it's the other way around. You're the belle of the country ball, and I'm the one trying to get you to do Jager shots," Shell laughed.

      "Maybe I'm ready to let my hair down. It's time. I am twenty-four years old, and I'm not gettin' any younger. If I keep goin' at this pace with the music, I'm not goin' to be married before thirty, and that's never who I wanted to be. I'm the type of girl who wants a boyfriend, wants to be in love. I'm gonna have to make that a priority."

      Shell knew that Harmony was telling the truth. She was one of those women who were made to be in love, but she wasn't for sure that her friend had ever felt those feelings. Her one serious relationship hadn’t ended well and left her feeling disconnected. It was nice to see that she was beginning to look past that time in her life. "Okay, okay. If I need to be there to keep you from asking the first man you meet to marry you, I'll be there to save you from yourself."

      "You, Shell, are the best friend a girl could ask for." She reached over, kissing her on the cheek.
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        * * *

      

      "You sure we can leave in an hour?" Reaper asked as he unfolded himself from the backseat of the limo they had taken to the party location.

      "Yes, I'm sure," Train answered with a huff. Reaper didn’t miss the way he wiped the back of his hand over his nose. It was a sure sign that some things never changed. He raised his eyebrows as Train admonished him. "Dude, when did you become such a fucking killjoy?"

      "I told you already, I'm just not feeling this tonight."

      They got into line with the rest of the celebrities and the other members of their band to walk the red carpet that lead into the venue that housed the party for the night.

      "Hey." Train hit his friend's elbow. "Isn't that the little country girl from earlier?" He pointed further up the carpet.

      Reaper couldn't see for shit, so he squinted his eyes together, trying to bring the person in front of them better in focus. "Fuck," he mumbled, pulling the wrap-around sunglasses he normally wore on stage up to his eyes. They were part of his persona, but in actuality they were prescription and without them—he really couldn't see. "Yeah, that's her."

      "Cute, isn't she?"

      "Seriously man, we already talked about how cute she is."

      At that moment, they walked onto the main part of the carpet. Flashbulbs went off as they plastered smiles on their faces. Photographers called their names from all around. A little further down the aisle a photographer yelled at Reaper.

      "What sweetheart? Didn't hear you." He cupped his hand over his ear.

      "Take a picture with Harmony. It'll be a good photo op."

      Harmony heard the exchange from where she stood and laughed. "He might not want to be seen with someone like me," she smiled as she glanced back at him.

      He couldn't tell if she was flirting with him or not, but he figured he would seize the day. "Nah, darlin' maybe you don't wanna be seen with someone like me."

      A blush covered her face, and she turned around so that she faced him. "I'm a fan, seriously. I'd love to take a picture with you."

      The smile she gave him made his stomach dance. He had faced huge crowds before overseas. Hundreds of thousands of people he had performed in front of and not been nervous. Approaching this woman with the smile on her face made his legs shake. He strode over to her and easily put his arm around her waist. Even wearing heels she only came up to his shoulder.

      "Where do you want us to look?" he asked.

      The amount of people screaming at them was so deafening neither one of them could understand what anyone was saying. "Let's just start looking to the left and then look to the right," she said as she gripped his waist.

      They stood there for long minutes as everyone got their pictures—and when it was over, the two of them were reluctant to let go of each other.

      "Thanks Reaper and Harmony," the original photographer told them.

      "You're welcome," Harmony answered. She pulled her arm from around his waist and turned to face him. "Thanks for taking a picture with me. I guess I'll see you inside and maybe, just maybe, I'll learn what people call you besides Reaper?"

      "If I tell you that, then I'd have to kill you. It's highly classified." He put his hands in the pockets of the pants he wore and rocked back on his heels.

      She wasn't sure if he was flirting with her or not because she couldn't see his eyes, but she knew that they were staring right at her. "Well then, I guess I better figure out how to work on my security clearance." She gave him a flip of her hair as she turned from him and walked towards the entrance of the club.

      The pictures were already making their way all over the world.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      “I so wish I was able to get his real name before the end of the night,” Harmony groaned as she looked at the cover of a gossip magazine. She, like everyone else who passed the magazine rack at this grocery store, could see the picture of her and Reaper together. It was featured prominently along with a headline that made it seem as if she and the lead singer of Black Friday were dating.

      “I wish you had too,” Shell commiserated with her friend as she took the magazine out of Harmony’s hand and looked at it. “The two of you make a striking couple.”

      That was the truth. Harmony had even taken the time to read the internet gossip sites on her plane ride home to Nashville. Everyone made a comment about how hot the two of them looked together—didn’t seem to matter that they were polar opposites on the musical genre stick, something that surprised her.

      “Is this an obsession? I may or may not have made that picture of the two of us my lock screen,” Harmony admitted, her face burning.

      “Girl, you do have it bad.”

      It was their turn in line next, and on impulse, Harmony grabbed the magazine out of Shell’s hands and threw it in with her other purchases. In this affluent section of the city, it wasn’t unusual to see stars out and about, so neither one of them had to worry about photographers or gossipers overhearing their conversation. With their groceries purchased, the two of them made their way outside to Harmony’s Land Rover.

      “You wanna drive?” she asked, Shell, holding the keys up to her friend.

      “You bet. Did you get an email from your producer?”

      “Nah, but I have a total of 200 emails since last night, so I need to go through some of these. You know I tend to do that best riding in a car,” she grinned.

      “I’ve never understood that either,” Shell shook her head. “If I’m letting someone drive me around, I want to be watching. If I’m gonna die, I wanna know it beforehand.”

      “That’s the difference between optimistic and pessimistic,” Harmony laughed. “I just have a better outlook on life than you do.”

      As they merged into traffic, Harmony giggled loudly.

      “Do share.”

      “My mother…my mother emailed me about that picture with Reaper. She asked me—who is that hot man with all those tattoos and why haven’t I met him yet?”

      “Why didn’t she just call you?” Shell giggled along.

      Harmony rolled her eyes, an indulgent smile on her face. “I got her an iPhone for her birthday a few weeks ago. She’s been working hard on getting tech savvy, so now she thinks she doesn’t have to call me. She either texts or emails just to show me that she can do it. Oh or she Facebook’s me. It’s cute.”

      As they talked, her phone buzzed again.

      “That thing is blowin’ up,” Shell commented.

      “No crap. I wish my love life was as exciting as everyone else wants to make it out to be.” Harmony got quiet as she looked at what had buzzed on her phone. “Oh my God!” she breathed.

      “What?”

      “This text message I just got. I don’t recognize the number, but it’s a California one. It’s the same area code as my producer, who lives out there. It says Sorry we didn’t run into each other again. Just letting you know – it’s Garrett.”

      Not catching on, Shell screwed up her face. “What the fuck does that mean?”

      “You know I hate when you use that word,” she wrinkled her nose in disgust.

      “Girlfriend, if you wanna hang out with Black Friday, I’m thinkin’ ‘fuck’ is going to be the least of your worries. Anyway, what did that text mean?”

      “I think its Reaper. We talked about knowing each other’s real names. How did he get my number? Why did he go to the trouble to get my number? What do I say?”

      “Calm down there, Sparky. First, make sure it’s him.”

      Harmony’s fingers actually shook as she texted back.  Who is this?

      Within seconds, another text dinged and she saw that it was a multimedia message. She opened it and smiled as a picture of him flashed through.  He smiled wide, his dimples showing, a warmth in his eyes.

      “It is him.” She turned her phone so that Shell could see.

      “So his name is Garrett? That’s much nicer than Reaper.”

      The phone rang as the two gazed at the picture. “That’s him,” Harmony grinned.

      “Well answer the damn thing!”

      Shushing her, she put the phone up to her ear. “Hello?”

      “So, I see you got the picture, and now you know who I am.” His voice was much deeper than it had been the night before, or maybe it was just easier to hear him without all those people around.

      “I did. How did you get my number anyway?” She was very curious about that. It wasn’t like she gave it out to a lot of people.

      “We know mutual people,” he commented mysteriously. “Anyway, the reason I called you is because we’re doing a secret show in Nashville tonight at the arena. I have a few hours before I have to do anything, and I know you’re in town too. Would you like to have a late lunch or an early dinner?”

      He was asking her out? Was this real life? This kind of stuff never happened to her.

      “Sure.” Harmony’s voice was high-pitched, even to her. “Where do you want to meet?”

      “Where are you right now?”

      “I’m in Green Hills.”

      Shell sat to the side, trying to get Harmony’s attention by slapping her on the arm.

      “Stop,” she whispered.

      “I’m not too far from there. I’ll meet you in the mall parking lot? How’s that?”

      “Sounds good. I’m in a Land Rover. It’s silver with black tinted windows. We’ll park in the back so that you’ll know it’s me. My friend, Shell, is with me, but I’ll just let her drive my car home.”

      Harmony hung up and hit Shell in the arm. “We’re going out to lunch, dinner…whatever you wanna call it. We’re going.”

      “It’s a good thing you washed your hair, put on makeup, and actually cared about what you dressed in today,” Shell deadpanned as she merged into the turning lane that would allow them to get into the mall parking lot.

      “You’re right. This could have been very bad, but I do look cute today if I do say so myself.”

      “I feel like I should give you a talk about going on a date with an older boy who drives a fast car, listens to rock music, and talks back to authority.”

      “You’re hilarious. I am twenty-four years old. I think we can agree that I know how to take care of myself. Besides, I carry mace.”

      The two of them stopped talking as a blacked out new Dodge Charger pulled into the parking lot and up to the SUV they sat in. The window rolled down slightly on the driver’s side, and Harmony caught a glance of Garrett.

      “That is one sexy car,” Shell breathed. “You’re birth control is up to date, right?”

      “Oh my gosh. Are you serious right now? I don’t sleep with men on the first date.”

      “I have a feelin’ that man gets women to drop their panties way before they know his real name.”

      Gazing back at the car, Harmony had to admit to herself that Shell was probably right. Instead, she groaned and opened the door.

      “Be careful. I’ll have my phone on me if you need me,” Shell said as she watched her friend hop down.

      “I will be. I’ll call ya.”
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        * * *

      

      Harmony’s heart thundered in her chest as she walked around to the passenger side of the car. The door opened before she got there, and she smiled as she saw Garrett leaning over, holding it open for her from the driver’s seat.

      “Hey,” he greeted her as she sat down and buckled up.

      “Hey,” she answered back, feeling nervous about being alone in the car with him. This was so unlike anything she ever did. Usually, she knew someone for a few weeks before she ever went out with them, but something about this told her that it would be alright. For the first time in her life, she decided to follow her heart and throw caution to the wind.

      “First things first, I told you my real name, are you gonna tell me yours?”

      She glanced over at him, feeling his eyes on her. “What makes you think Harmony isn’t my given name?”

      “Because most people I know in this business aren’t honest about anything. I’m thinking someone as pretty as you; with as many admirers…you’re not putting your real name out there.”

      She blushed and bit her lip.  “It’s Hannah Stewart. I just use a different first name.”

      “Nice to meet you, Hannah.” He leaned over, shaking her hand.

      “Same here, Garrett.”

      “Now that you know my name, does it take away any of my mystique?” he asked, messing with the keys that sat in the ignition.

      “Not at all. The mystique is you, not your name.”

      That seemed to put him at ease. He took a deep breath and faced her. “So what’s a good place to eat around here?”

      “Depends on what you want. We have a large variety.”

      “I’m from California; I’ve never really had down home southern cooking before. How about I try it here?”

      A smile tilted the corners of her mouth, and she clapped her hands together. “This is going to be so fun; I know exactly where we can go.”

      Hannah directed him through the city a few minutes up the road to a little diner that had grown to be an institution, at least for her.

      “This looks like a hole in the wall,” he commented as they pulled into a parking spot and got out of the car.

      She waited as he came around to the passenger side so that they could walk in together. “It is, but it’s some of the best home cookin’ besides my own mother’s you’ll ever eat. It’s usually busy, but I used to do songwriters’ nights and they know me. It looks like we hit it at a pretty good time though,” Hannah observed the parking lot.

      “You sure they won’t turn me away?” he asked, indicating the tattoos that peaked out under the arms of the t-shirt he wore.

      “I think you’ll be fine.” She cupped her hand around his arm as they walked into the building.

      Garrett could feel the eyes of the patrons and staff on him. He was used to it, but for the first time it gave him pause. She was so normal looking compared to him, they were surely questioning what she thought walking in here with her hand wrapped around his arm.

      “Hannah.” An elderly woman shuffled over to the two of them.

      “Hey, Ms. Greta,” Hannah greeted her, pulling the small woman into her arms and giving her a kiss on the cheek.

      “How are you, sweetheart?”

      “I’m doin’ good. My friend here hasn’t ever had any down home southern cookin’…he’s from California. I knew just where to bring him too,” Hannah winked up at Garrett.

      He steeled himself against the look he just knew this woman would give him. Surprise wrote itself across his face as the older woman looked him up and down, gave him a saucy smile, and cupped his large hand in her small one.

      “C’mon back here boy, let me show you how they butter these handmade biscuits.”

      The giggle that escaped Hannah’s mouth was worth the blush that covered his. He wasn’t exactly sure she was really talking about biscuits, but he followed her just the same.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER THREE

          

        

      

    

    
      The two of them found themselves seated in a booth a little while later, both having ordered from the menu.

      “I can’t believe that I can get fried chicken and moonshine at the same restaurant. The guys are going be so pissed I didn’t invite them,” Garret said as he took a picture of the menu with his phone.

      “Are you sending that to them?” Hannah asked, taking a sip of her sweet tea.

      “Yeah, and I’m putting it on Twitter. If people can figure out where I am, then they’ll know where we’re doing the secret show tonight,” he grinned.

      “Secret shows? I’ve never done anything like that before.”

      He nodded and held up a finger while he hit a few buttons on his phone. "There. Posted. Hopefully we can fill the arena. That's always the goal with these secret shows."

      "I'm intrigued," she admitted.

      "We tour a lot, but it's still not enough all the time. There are still kids who don't get to come out because asshole scalpers buy a good portion of the tickets and sell them to the highest bidder. In markets that we don't always get to...usually the south and along the eastern seaboard, we do these secret shows. We only promote a few hours in advance, like I'm doing right now. But you'd be surprised how many fans find out and make it here. I'm assuming people are going to be looking for us to be in Nashville since it's all the rage we're 'dating' and all."

      Hannah giggled and blushed. "My mom actually texted me to find out who you were. She was all 'I know we haven't met him before’."

      "My mom did something like that too. I had to explain to her that we just took a picture for some reporters. Of course, now I'm sure there will be something about it since we're in Nashville tonight and the two of us are at lunch, but this was planned a few months in advance."

      At that moment, his phone started blowing up with sounds. "Twitter," he explained. "Looks like the kids know where we are."

      It amused her, the way he called fans the kids. "Are none of your fans your own age?"

      "Are you calling me old?"

      She shook her head. "I thought you were twenty-nine,” she admitted. It was embarrassing to admit she knew as much as she did about him. “At least that’s what I’ve read. It's just you're calling your fans kids, is throwing me off."

      Garrett liked watching her squirm. It was obvious she didn't want to offend anyone, much less him. "I am going be thirty this year, but I feel older than that as far as worldly experiences go, so I tend to call the fans kids. Granted, they are normally younger than me, but there are a lot the same age and a few years older."

      "You are an old man compared to me." She lifted her eyebrows, teasing him as she took a bite of the food that had been delivered to them.

      "Ouch." He put his hand over his heart. "That kinda hurts. How old are you?"

      "Twenty-four."

      "That was a good year," he grinned, his eyes getting a far off look. "I dated a Playboy Playmate for a few months, and wow was that a crazy time in my life."

      Hannah threw an unused napkin at him. "Seriously?"

      "I don't have a filter; you'll learn that about me."

      "I will?" she questioned. "You're assuming I'll see you again after this?"

      He had the decency to squirm in his seat this time. "Well I figured, you have my number now, I have yours. We could be text, Twitter, Facebook, and Instagram buddies. I already follow your Instagram anyway."

      "Really?"

      "Hey, I'm a tech savvy kinda guy. I do all that stuff."

      She wiped her mouth. "No, I mean why do you follow mine?"

      He lifted a shoulder up and ducked his head slightly. "I've always thought you were kinda cute."

      Hannah didn't know what to say to that, she was used to people telling her that she was cute, sexy, beautiful, and pretty—but they were all in the way you described someone that you looked up to. This man was her equal. "Well thanks; I've always thought you were too."

      "But you're not following me on Instagram," he pouted, pushing out his bottom lip.

      She couldn't help the giggle that erupted from deep within her throat. "You're a mess."

      "Is that a southern saying?" he asked, genuinely confused.

      "I guess so, I've never heard anyone else besides fellow southerners use it."

      He wrinkled his nose, and a smile spread across his face. "Kind of like how 'bless your heart' is southern for 'fuck you'?"

      "Oh my goodness," she opened her mouth. "Not at all."

      "Have I embarrassed you?"

      She primly folded her hands in front of her plate, pushing it back now that she was done with it. "I just don't like that word."

      "What word?" The way he bit his bottom lip told her he knew exactly what word she was talking about.

      "The 'f' word."

      "Oh, Hannah, you are going to be so much fun to corrupt," he laughed, reaching over to grab her hand. "Please give me a chance to do it."

      She couldn't answer that question truthfully. Did she really want to be corrupted? What would that really entail? "We'll see."

      Throwing caution to the wind, he kicked his leg out a little so that his foot touched hers. It caused her to lift her eyes so that they could see each other. "Let me start tonight? Come to our show…you're a fan right?"

      He had a point. She was a fan and hadn't ever been able to make it to a show. "Do I get a backstage pass?"

      Was she flirting with him right now? This woman was an enigma, and he wanted badly to figure her out, learn what made her smile, and learn what made her tick. "If you promise to be there."

      "Then I'll be there. Should I wear my shirt that says Mrs. Reaper on it?" she asked, and he spit out the drink he had just taken.

      "You have one of those shirts?"

      The look on his face was worth the embarrassment of admitting that she did in fact have one. "I do. Along with one that reads 'Black Friday Groupie'…I just normally sleep in them."

      For some reason, since she slept in them, he didn't want anyone else to see her in those shirts. Not until he could publically and privately make a claim on her. "Tell you what; I'll have something sent to you."

      "Sent to me?"

      "It's a prototype, but I think it'll fit you well. You can either pick it up when you show up tonight, or I can have it sent to your house."

      "You can send it to my house. After all, you're gonna have to drop me off."

      She had a point and he was very curious about where she lived.

      Garrett checked his watch and whistled. "I hate to do this, but I have to go. I gotta get my workout in before the show, and we have a few radio stations calling in. I'll have just enough time if I take you home in the next little bit."

      "I understand." She reached into her purse to grab her wallet.

      "What the hell are you doing?" he asked as he saw her taking some bills out.

      "Paying for our meal. I invited you here," she explained. She didn't want to tell him that she didn't know how to classify this. Had it been a date? Were they supposed to pay for their own portion of the meal? It was the part of dating she had never been sure about. Of course it didn't help matters that she had gotten her record deal the summer she turned eighteen.

      "Put that shit away, you're hurting my manhood. No guy with the sense that God gave him would let a beautiful woman pay for a meal when he had the time of his life." He closed his hand over hers, pushing it back towards her purse. "I got this. It's the best time I've had in a long while, and it was my pleasure to have lunch with you."

      Hannah felt her stomach flip from the words he spoke and the smile he bestowed upon her. "Okay then, next time will be my treat?"

      He liked that. She was talking about a next time. "Sure thing."
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        * * *

      

      "It's about time you made it home," Shell yelled as she heard Hannah make her way into the house.

      "Sorry that took so long, but we were having a great time. In fact, I'm going to their secret show tonight at the arena."

      "Yeah, they just talked about it on the radio. They said he put a picture up from the menu to the diner and everybody figured out where they are tonight. They're starting to line up," she explained as she sat at the counter, reading the magazine the two of them had bought at the grocery. "So, tell me…how was it?"

      "Different from what I'm used to. He's a nice guy though—he's sending over backstage passes for me tonight and a shirt to wear. I'm kinda nervous, but I'm excited at the same time."

      Shell looked at her friend. There was a glow there that hadn't been there in a while. Since an asshole had taken the light out of her. "Just be careful, Hannah. I don't want to see you hurt again."

      I'm trying to take this slow, but there's just something about him. He makes me feel like everything is gonna be alright."

      "Just tell me that you're going into this with your eyes wide open. His lifestyle, his music, his whole being is completely different than yours," Shell cautioned.

      "I know," Hannah nodded. "Maybe that's what I like about it. That my whole life won't be tied up with his because we don't live in the same city and because he doesn't do the same music as me. I won't have to worry if we decide to stop seeing each other that I'll see him every time I go down to Broadway."

      Both of them knew that she was referencing her relationship that had ended badly over a year ago. It was still a sore subject with Hannah, and she, for the most part, refused to speak of it. Shell still wasn't exactly sure what had transpired—only knew that it had caused an ache so deep in her friend that it had taken her spark away. That spark was back now, and she would help her do anything to keep it there.

      The doorbell rang and Shell moved to answer it. "Want me to get it?"

      "If you want to. You know you don't have to do everything for me."

      "Yeah, yeah," Shell shook her head as she answered the door. "Can I help you?" she asked the courier on the doorstep.

      "I have a package here for Harmony from Reaper

      "Yeah, I'm Harmony's assistant. I'll sign for it."

      Within moments the package was in the kitchen and on the counter.

      "I'm nervous to open it," Hannah admitted as she looked at it. She had her thumb in her mouth, worrying her nail with the sharp edges of her teeth.

      Shell giggled. "Why? You afraid it's gonna bite you?"

      "No, but it's like if I accept this gift from him and go to this show, it moves everything along."

      "Well that's what you want right?"

      "I just don't want to get in too deep, too fast."

      "Hannah," Shell shook her head. "He's leaving tonight or tomorrow, and by then you'll know if you want it to continue or not, but you have got to start living your life again. Why not start here and now? If you don't want to wear whatever this is, you don't have to. If you don't want to go to this show tonight, you don't have to."

      Hannah knew that her friend was right, but her hands still shook as she opened the package. Inside lay a couple of backstage passes and a black shirt. On the front was a picture of Garrett's face with the words 'Reaper's Girl' below it. The back was shredded so that whatever was worn underneath could be seen.

      "That's sexy," Shell giggled. "I can't wait to see you, of all people, wear that."

      Included were a pair of sunglasses that matched the ones Garrett wore on stage. "Are you making fun of me?" Hannah asked.

      "No, I'm just saying modest little ole Hannah is gonna have a hard time wearing something where her bra can be seen, and I can't wait to see how you pull this off."

      Pulling her bottom lip between her teeth, Hannah mumbled. "He did say he was going to have fun corrupting me."

      Shell slapped her hand on the counter and laughed loudly. "Oh dear God, this is going to be so much fun to watch."
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      Hannah turned this way and that in the mirror. "Do you think I look okay?" she asked Shell, her mouth screwed in a frown.

      "You look great, girlfriend. Seriously. I didn't think you would be able to make yourself look like you belong with the Black Friday crowd, but you did."

      Instead of smiling, Hannah looked at herself critically again. Her eyes took in the black leather leggings coupled with a pair of stiletto boots. The shirt Garrett had given to her was now on her body, a hot pink tank top underneath. When she moved a certain way, it gave soft glimpses and it covered everything along the shredded back.

      "Are you sure this tank top isn't too bright?" she bit her lip.

      "I know you're worried about this, but trust me. You look smokin'. I like what you did with your eyes and your hair," Shell complimented.

      Finally a smile appeared on Hannah's face. "Really? It's way darker than I'm used to. I don't think I've ever worn this much eye liner in my life, even on stage. But I have to admit, it's really fun."

      "I like the way it makes your eyes pop. That and your hair being super curly make you look like a completely different person."

      She worried her lip between her teeth again. "I hope he still likes me like this. Ya know? Maybe he only likes good girls he wants to corrupt."

      Shell laughed. "Trust me, you're still a goodie two shoes under all that makeup and hair product. That's not going to change who you are on the inside."

      Hannah blew out a breath. She knew those words were true, but it still worried her. This was so different than what she was used to. While it was nice to branch out, it was also nerve-wracking.

      "Don't wait up for me," she grinned at Shell as she grabbed her bag and walked out of the bedroom.

      "You better call or text me."
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        * * *

      

      Garrett's leg shook frantically as he checked Twitter on his phone. He was more amped for this show than he normally was. He tried to tell himself it wasn't because he hoped Hannah would be here. It wasn't because he wanted to put on an amazing show for her. No, it wasn't for any of those things at all.

      "You sure she's coming man?" Jared, better known as Train, asked as he had a seat next to his friend.

      "She told me she was."

      His insecurities were beginning to shout in his head though. Garrett wondered what the hell he was thinking inviting her to this show. There was no way she would fit in with all of these people, and while he loved their fans, those same fans would eat her alive. Still though, he hoped she would show up. Messing around on his phone, he saw a new alert. It was from Hannah's Instagram, and he immediately clicked on the icon. There was a picture of her smiling face, her makeup much darker than normal, her hair a curly mass hanging around her face. He could see the top of the shirt that he knew read 'Reaper's Girl' on it. The picture was captioned.

      On my way to @BlackFriday show! My first! Wish me luck!

      Immediately the feed filled with people questioning whether they were dating or not—wanting to know exactly what was going on between the two of them. How did they explain to these people that they were normal? They were two people who had admired one another, and now they had decided to get to know each other. Not for the first time, he cursed his celebrity status.

      "She's on her way," he told Jared. "Just posted a picture to her Instagram account and said she was coming to see us."

      "That'll be fun to read about after the show."

      Garrett couldn't help but laugh. "You know my mom's probably gotten her Google alert that our name has been used by another celebrity and now she's planning children. You should have seen the fucking text message she sent me after that picture of us showed up yesterday."

      Jared grinned. Garrett's mom had been on him for years to settle down and give her grandchildren with a nice girl. He was pretty sure the woman was probably picking out which spare bedroom in her house she would be turning into a nursery as they spoke.

      "I don't envy you, man, but I do love
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