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      When I started writing this book, I knew it was going to be different. I’ve said a few times that I haven’t been this excited about a book since I stepped into the world of the Cobras. But with the excitement came a lot of fear, and I have so many I need to thank for helping me get past that, I’m not even sure where to begin.

      

      Stacey, you’re my rock and my voice of reason. If I thank you every time we speak, and in every book I ever write, it still won’t be enough. Jennifer, you’re an amazing friend, but you deserve a medal for putting up with all my crazy and managing to talk me down when I was ready to toss it all in the fire and go back to writing what was safe. Stella, your grit, your attitude, and your advice has me willing to take chances and knowing I’ll survive in this industry.

      

      To my crit partner, Cherise, thank you for always pushing me to reach a bit deeper. To Lisa, thank you for letting me pick your brain and for telling me all about the experiences you had with bands, not all that long ago. ;)

      

      To Digital Tour Bus for sharing insights into the lives of all the bands I love. And Brian Stars, for showing the fun side of the musicians.

      

      And as always, most importantly, to my daughters. As you’re getting older, you’ve shown me, despite all the bumps in the road, you’re both growing to be amazing young women. Our time together is so precious, and every time you laugh and smile, tell me about your day while snuggling, or dance and sing with me in the kitchen while we’re acting nuts, I’m glad to know I’ve taught you the most important thing. Those moments are what holds us together and makes us strong enough to face anything.

      

      Always.
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        (Whispered) Red gifts, teeth, and candy. So many innocent lies. Let me believe. Let me always believe.

      

        

      
        (Growl)Crushed little bodies,

        Caved to reality.

        (Scream)Hold back until they stand,

        Rise despite your bitter truths.

      

        

      
        (Background Singer)Ordered perfection,

        Ugly as sin.

        Paint the world in dull hues.

        Leave the monster under my bed.

      

        

      
        Chorus-

        Upon quivering wings.

        Iced and shattered ‘til they fall,

        Again and again and again.

      

        

      
        Smother the laughter.

        Cut away the smiles.

        Again and again and again.

      

        

      
        (Growl) Forbidden High,

        cut the strings.

        (Scream) Drop down and get in line,

        I will the price I pay.

      

        

      
        (Background Singer) Take your honesty,

        I’ve inked my reality,

        On my flesh, in my skull,

        Blood rain and Frost’s games.

      

        

      
        (War Cry)

      

        

      
        Upon quivering wings.

        Iced and shattered ‘til they fall,

        Again and again and again.

      

        

      
        Smother the laughter.

        Cut away the smiles.

        Again and again and again.

      

        

      
        (Solo)

      

        

      
        I’ll be good, I promise,

        Don’t tell me this anymore.

        The demons are with me,

        I love it when they smile.

      

        

      
        Again and again and again. Again and again and again.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      Another rejection. So polite, so formal, but still nothing more than a sugar-coated kick in the guts. Danica Tallien read over the forwarded email as she waited for her flight, careful not to grind her teeth. Her pearly whites had to be perfect. Her smile had to be perfect. Everything about her had to look absolutely perfect, and polished, and ready for the flash of the camera.

      Do my best to be all pretty and professional and I’m still not good enough.

      Enough of that. She made a face as she swiped her finger over her phone to close the depressing email. Ignoring the pit of unease in her stomach, she pushed up her stylish, Wayfarer sunglasses and went back to flipping through the latest issue of Vogue.

      “Oh my god, look at her shoes.” Across the aisle, a girl in her late teens with long blond hair leaned close to her brunette friend, ‘whispering’ loud enough for anyone in the terminal to hear. “I would kill for those shoes.”

      The brunette snorted. “All you’ve got to do is fuck the right guy and he’ll buy you whatever you want.”

      “Dude, I don’t think she fucks anyone. Do you know who that is?”

      Danica managed not to wince, but she fumbled trying to flip the pages she wasn’t really reading.

      “Do I look like I care?” The brunette let out a heavy sigh. “She’s pretty, and she’s dressed like a fucking nun. I’m guessing some politician’s wife?”

      Seriously? Danica took a deep breath, closed the magazine, and stood. She took off her sunglasses and smiled at the girls. Both their faces went red and they looked away, which stole the urge to make an offhand comment before she headed to the closest store to browse. What the girls had said was nothing new. At twenty-three, she wasn’t much older than them, but at their age, and even younger, she’d heard plenty of catty comments about what she wore and pretty much everything else that could be judged. Her clothes weren’t nice enough, or were too fancy. She was either ‘exotic’, or acted too white.

      She’d learned to ignore what other people thought of her. Unless it affected her career. Like the casting director at her last audition, who’d told her she had the sex appeal of a lamp post.

      “It’s nothing you’re doing.” The man sighed as he packed away the script her agent had convinced him to let her read. “You’re beautiful, but…hell, I used to watch that movie with my daughters when they were little. I feel like a dirty old man even trying to see you as sexy. There’s just something so…pure about you that I can’t get past. I’m sorry, but this isn’t going to work.”

      Not surprising, since that was the exact reaction she got every time she went for an audition. How the hell could she complain though? She’d just come back to the states after doing a catwalk in Milan. Her sleek black hair, soft olive complexion, and brilliant green eyes made her fairly popular with the fashion designers, but that wasn’t enough to give either her modeling or acting career a much needed boost.

      Once, she’d have settled for another year earning a modest living, happy that what she’d done so far had helped pay off her grandfather’s debt, but her agent wanted more for her. Which meant yet another movie script with a casting director who couldn’t see past the one role she’d played as a child.

      The woman she wanted to become stood in the shadow of the little girl she’d once been. Some days, it seemed the only way to step into the sun was to head in a completely different direction, but she’d come too far to turn back now.

      As Danica strolled aimlessly between the food stands she caught the buttery scent of fresh croissants and her mouth watered. Maybe fate was calling out to her, disguised as carbs, telling her her days of modeling were numbered and she might as well start enjoying the forbidden.

      Her phone buzzed in her pocket and she grinned as she saw the notification of a text from her agent, Sophie. The woman had some kind of spidey-sense for anything that might tempt her models. Just last week her texts saved Danica from both a cheesecake disaster, and a make-out catastrophe with an Italian rugby player under investigation for performance enhancing drugs. The latter could have dragged her into a spotlight she’d managed to avoid her whole career. She had a pristine reputation.

      More commonly known as boring.

      She eyed the croissants displayed under glass with all the other taboo treats. Then she shook her head and turned away, clicking on the message.

      Sophie: I have a plan for you. As soon as you land in Florida there will be tickets waiting. I hope you kept your schedule open.

      Chewing at her bottom lip, Danica wondered if Grandpa would be lonely if she was gone for another week. Fine, he said he preferred the house quiet, but it couldn’t be good for him to be on his own so much.

      Her phone buzzed again before she could even think out a decent reply.

      Sophie: Knowing you, you want to check on your grandfather first. Feel free to call him, but we’ve already spoken and he’s doing well. He went onto the reservation to have dinner with someone he met at work. He agrees you should focus on what’s best for your career.

      Manipulative much? Danica frowned, stepping out of the path of a business man cutting across the terminal, speaking sharply, either to himself or to a Bluetooth she couldn’t see. Dodging a pair of scuffling toddlers, she ducked into the closest bathroom and rested her hip against the counter to type.

      Danica: You know I hate it when you do that.

      Sophie: …

      Rolling her eyes, Danica held her tongue between her teeth, her finger posed over her phone. She smiled at a woman who ambled into the bathroom, looking exhausted and apologizing as she bumped into her purse.

      “You’re fine.” Danica watched the woman step up to the sink, peering at herself in the mirror. She was dressed all in black, with thick lacing up the sides of her jeans, and an elaborate sugar skull on her tank top. Her hair was dyed black on one side, and red on the other and her big purple eyes stood out even more with the thick, black liner.

      One hell of a statement. Not one Danica could pull off, but no one could ever call her a lamp post or…a nun if she dressed like that. She glanced down at her own black slacks, short black jacket, and simple white shirt. She hadn’t had her own style since she was eleven and people in the business took over her wardrobe for everything from playing in the park to lunch meetings and travel. Sophie wasn’t as strict as her previous agents, so Danica stuck with what she knew when her outfits weren’t laid out for her.

      At the sink, the beautiful punk-rock princess touched up her makeup, frowning as she dug through her black, skull-shaped purse. She glanced over at Danica. “Hey, sorry to bug you, but I just got off the longest flight in the world and I need to brush my teeth. I’ve got serious stank breath, but I can’t find my toothpaste.”

      The shops around them would have plenty, but Danica had a spare, so she pulled it out of her own purse and handed it over. “Where’d you come in from?”

      “Sydney! My fifth Motionless concert this year. I’m a total groupie!” The woman laughed as she loaded her toothbrush, then stuffed it in her mouth with a groan. “Fuck, you’re a doll. Thank you!”

      “You’re welcome.” Danica typed a quick reply to Sophie, asking what the plan was before returning her attention to the fascinating woman in front of her. “What’s Motionless?”

      After spitting in the sink, the woman gave her a wide-eyes stare. “You don’t—” She looked Danica over and rasped out a laugh. “No, I guess you wouldn’t know of them. Have you heard Bullet at least?”

      “Umm…” Danica wasn’t sure what the woman was talking about. She’d said ‘heard’ not ‘heard of’ so maybe music? “Are they a band?”

      “Oh sweetie, have you been living under a rock?” The woman’s tone wasn’t cruel. She honestly sounded sad for Danica. “Yeah, they’re metal bands. Bullet isn’t as hard core, so might not shock you as much. You should check them out.”

      A buzz brought Danica’s attention back to her phone. She swallowed hard as she read over Sophie’s text. Then she laughed. “Could you do me a huge favor and write those names down? And any others you can think of?”

      The woman’s thin black brows shot up her pale forehead. “Sure. You mind if I ask why?”

      Sophie has lost her mind? That answer wouldn’t work, and Danica couldn’t bring herself to say anything negative about her agent, who she usually loved like family. Even though she was clearly insane.

      “I’ve just been informed I’ll be going to a metal concert and hanging out with the bands after the show.” Danica read over the text again and shook her head. “Horizon?”

      “Oh, that’s cool! Lucky bitch!” The woman grinned. “You got a pen?”

      “Yeah…” Danica pulled out her small leather notebook and attached pen, passing them to the woman before bringing her hands up to cover her face and groan. “Wanna trade? I’m going to be so out of place. Actors, sports stars, hell even pop bands, I can do. I have no clue about the metal scene.”

      “That’s pretty obvious, hon. Do they let you dress yourself? Whoever ‘they’ is?” The woman popped a hip against the counter, giving Danica a critical once over. “I’d so take you for IRS or something, but some of them are total freaks once they leave the office.”

      IRS? Damn it, I am so burning all these stupid suits! Danica’s face heated. She stared at the pointed toes of her shoes, the only thing she wore which wasn’t dull as dirt. Beige Jimmy Choo sandals with a delicate T-strap. Which had been chosen by Sophie. “I’m a model.”

      “Damn, I’m sorry.” The woman made a face. “That’s a great big no on trading places. Not even to meet Chris. I like food too much. And wearing whatever the fuck I want. They won’t make you go to the concert like that, will they?”

      “I sure as hell hope not.”

      “Good. I’ve got some ideas for clothes if you have time and any say.”

      “Thank you so much. I don’t even know what to say.” Her phone buzzed, but she ignored it. Her stomach twisted and she wished she’d had more than yogurt for breakfast. Screw it, after what Sophie had just dropped on her, she was so spoiling herself with a damn croissant. “By the way, my name’s Danica.”

      The woman lifted her head, her lips parting. “Shit! I thought you looked familiar! You were that Indian girl—or, umm…Native American girl. In that TV movie? Dancing Doe or something like that?”

      Cheeks blazing, Danica nodded. “Yeah. I’m not even allowed to mention it during interviews. It was popular twelve years ago, but now? So not PC it’s not even funny.”

      “Ugh, I can see that. I’m Bridget, by the way, but everyone calls me Raven.” The woman, Raven, jotted down a few more notes, filling up yet another page. “I’m kinda happy you’re not one of those child stars that flew off the deep end, but I guess the movie still fucked things up for you. Curious to see how hanging with metal heads changes things for you.” Raven checked her own phone. “Shit, I gotta run or I’ll miss my flight! Hit me up if you’re ever in New York! And good luck with the little punks that are gonna say you’re too old. Real music has no age limit!”

      “Got it.” Danica smiled and stashed her notepad in her purse. “Glad you’re not like those kids. You’ve made this all a lot less scary.”

      “Ha! I’m almost thirty, babe. I don’t give a fuck what anyone thinks of me.” She leaned forward suddenly and gave Danica a quick hug. “And neither should you.”

      In a blink, Raven was gone and Danica was alone. She checked the latest text from Sophie.

      Sophie: Call me.

      One ring and Sophie answered. “All right, sweetie, first, take a deep breath. I know this sounds overwhelming, but you’ll do just fine. Men like you, despite your pure and innocent reputation. We’re just looking to tarnish that a little bit. Remind people you’re not a child anymore.”

      “I get that, but with metal bands?”

      “Yes. It’s the last thing people expect from you. Do you trust me?”

      “Absolutely.” And she really did. Sophie was the only one who still believed she had a career worth investing in. Danica was so grateful for all the faith her agent had in her, especially when her own began to fade. “But—”

      “No. No buts.” Sophie let out a soft laugh. “I have a good feeling about this. Just go with it. You’re a smart girl. You adjust better than anyone I’ve ever worked with. I wouldn’t ask you to do this if I didn’t believe it would work.”

      “Fine. You know I’ll do anything you ask. I just need to know one thing.” Danica shoved aside all her misgivings and did her best to see this as yet another role she had to play. A challenging one that would prove all those who didn’t believe in her were wrong. “Where are you sending me?”

      “I figured that would be obvious.” Sophie’s tone took on that mischievous edge she usually used when she was about to ask Danica to do a risqué nude photoshoot. One that said they were going to push the boundaries and give the limits of the business the middle finger. “You’re going to Vegas, baby.”
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      Fucking Poe. Again. His brother was going to ruin the band before they ever got to headline a goddamn venue. Not that Edgar Allen’s poetry wasn’t great and all, but how much inspiration could the lead singer of a metalcore band get from the ratty old book he’d read a thousand times?

      Back braced on the wall at the head of his top bunk on the tour bus, Alder Trousseau continued polishing the dark wood of his guitar, breathing in the rich aroma of maple and the sweet scent of carnauba wax. Holding his metal pick between his lips, he began humming the melody he’d been toying with for a few days now. Between practice and travel and appearances, he hadn’t gotten a chance to pull out the sheet and jot down the notes. But as soon as they got back on the road, he was getting the guys together and writing this shit down. If it was still in his head after this long, it would stick with the fans.

      Which covered the guitar, and the bass and the drums were easy enough to pull into a mind-blowing harmony, but without the lyrics, they had nothing. Braver “Brave” Trousseau, lead singer of Winter’s Wrath and Alder’s brother, was the lyrics guy. And he was a fucking god at whipping together terrifyingly beautiful phrases out of nowhere.

      Only, considering how much time Brave had spent staring at that book during this tour, their next album was gonna be all ‘Ravens’ and ‘Nevermore’.

      “Stop staring at me, asshole.” Brave pushed off the opposite bottom bunk and tossed the book at Alder’s head, snorting when Alder snatched it inches from his face. His long, wavy black hair covered half of his face as he sneered up at Alder. “You’re not the only one working his ass off for this band.”

      Alder picked up the book, pitching it back to his brother. “Is this work?”

      Rolling his broad, heavily tattooed shoulders, Brave nodded. “Yeah. Poe was a master at using words to freak people out.”

      Great. I was right. Alder sighed. “So we’re singing about the birds?”

      “That’s Alfred Hitchcock, dumbass.” Brave rested his forearms on the side of Alder’s bunk, amusement slanting his lips. “We’re singing about Santa Claus.”

      Shit. Alder scowled and dropped his gaze to his guitar. No use in asking Brave if he was joking. If he was, he’d make Alder feel stupid for believing him. If he wasn’t…well, that was a scary thought.

      Horror poetry and Old Saint Nick. Wouldn’t Krampus make more sense?

      Smacking the mattress, probably just to make Alder jump, Brave let out a gruff laugh. “Pussy. You just stay there, stroking your wood. I’m gonna go fuck your boyfriend.”

      Yeah, and I’m the asshole? Not even blinking, Alder waited until Brave was about halfway across the bus before he spoke. “Daphne Du Maurier wrote The Birds. Evan Hunter did the adaption for Hitchcock’s film. Jesse isn’t my boyfriend, but if you wanna get him fired from the crew, go for it.”

      “He’s not getting fired for letting me fuck him.”

      “No, he’ll get fired for not getting the van loaded. Damn it, Brave, go get a groupie to suck your dick. You’re a real bitch when you haven’t gotten laid in awhile.” Alder had to fight to keep his hands from shaking as the rage he’d suppressed bubbled to the surface. They’d been on the road, on this fucking bus, for way too long. They were usually on their way home from a gig before he and Brave started on each other, but they’d had twice as many shows booked this time. Their manager was pushing them to another level, which made tolerating his dick of an older brother more than worth it.

      Their hard work would pay off. If they didn’t kill one another first.

      Thing was, Brave would probably be easier to deal with after he fucked Jesse, but even though Jesse was one of their best roadies, their manager, Zach Cole, wouldn’t hesitate to fire him for slacking off. No matter whose fault it was. A roadie like Jesse was a lot easier to replace than a vocalist.

      Right, and wanting him around has nothing to do with the fact that you’re in love with the man.

      The narrowed eyed look Brave gave him meant one of two things. Either he was gonna have a cold comeback, or he’d figure out his comment about fucking Jesse had actually gotten to Alder. Either way, Brave was gearing up for a fight.

      The front door of the bus slid open, cutting through the tension. Alder grinned when he saw the band’s lanky young drummer, Tate Maddox, bounce onto the bus with his usual wild energy. The long part of his golden brown, semi-mohawk fell over the close shaved side of his head as he gave them a sideways look.

      “Are you guys at each other again? Three more shows before we’re in Vegas, baby! I’m putting all my savings on the tables. Need you guys to keep Cole off my ass so I can win enough money for us to make our first epic music video! No more cheesy lyric shit.” Tate made devil horns with one hand and brought it to his lips to wiggle his tongue between his fingers. “I’ll put on black lipstick or whatever he wants, but I need my pretty mug all over MTV!”

      “MTV hardly ever shows music vids anymore, Tate. Not sure you were even born when they did.” Brave rolled his eyes, sidling past the drummer to make his way off the bus.

      Nice. Alder slid off the top bunk to sit on the one Tate had claimed beneath it. Of the five guys in the band, Tate was the only one who still had his head in the clouds after years of hard work and little reward. The band was doing well, taking where they’d started into consideration. They opened for huge names and none of the guys needed steady jobs to make a living. So what if they didn’t have mansions and guitars that cost more than most cars? They were living the dream.

      The dirty, endless days and sleepless nights dream.

      Either way, they’d made enough to upgrade from a makeshift sleeper van to a bus for the last two tours. They all had new guitars and Tate had the drum set he’d been drooling over for years. He still hauled around the one he’d gotten in high school for practice, but mostly for sentimental reasons. Kinda like the worn quilt he’d dragged along on way too many tours. The kid had joined the band at only seventeen. And hadn’t grown up much in the few years since.

      Resting his elbow on his knee, Alder grinned as Tate pulled a box of cookies from the side of his mattress. Crumbs sprinkled all over the bed as Tate yanked out the plastic cookie tray.

      The drummer groaned when he found only one inside. “Shit. Do you think I have time to run and grab a few boxes?”

      Alder frowned. “Send one of the roadies.”

      “Why?” Tate looked over, then rolled his eyes. “We’re in Ohio. Last night was a fluke. I’ll be fine.”

      Maybe, but Alder wasn’t willing to risk it. They’d opened for Horizon at a new venue. There hadn’t been enough security, and dozens of fans had crashed the stage. One nut had slammed into Brave and grinned in his face, wrapping one hand around Brave’s neck as he’d whispered ‘You’d be immortal if you died today.’

      The cops had been called in, and after ejecting the crazies in the crowd, the show had been allowed to go on. But Brave had been shaken and Cole had told them all to stick close to the bus. Smart move.

      Tate was the youngest member of the band. The restriction was gonna mess with him, but too bad. Either a roadie went for cookies, or Alder would go with him. Not getting cookies wasn’t an option. During the band’s first tour, Tate had been offered hard drugs by several fans and only intervention from Alder and the bass guitarist, Malakai Noble, had kept him from falling down that particular black hole. His sugar addiction had Alder wondering what exactly was in the joints Tate used to smoke, but since Jesse handled all the weed the band used now, he wasn’t too worried. Jesse looked out for them better than any of the venue security they dealt with on the road.

      Clearly, since no one would have gotten that close to Brave if Jesse had been backstage. Unfortunately, he’d been stuck in the roadies’ van when Cole found out he wasn’t feeling well. Probably just bad takeout, but Cole was paranoid about any member of the band getting sick. Threats didn’t really register with him, which was probably why he hadn’t commented until the clip ended up on YouTube around midnight.

      And even then, he’d just stood in front of them all, arms crossed, a sneer on his lips. “Let the media have their fun with this. We all know there are morons looking for their fifteen minutes of fame at every show. You good, Brave?”

      Brave had nodded and let out a hoarse laugh. “Always.”

      There were bruises on Brave’s neck today. Alder felt like an asshole for thinking shit about his brother reading Poe. Whatever, Brave would tell him to fuck off if he showed any sympathy.

      Tate, however, wouldn’t recover from this shit as quickly, and he’d be an easy target. He had his ‘pretty mug’ up on all the magazine covers the band hit. With their long hair covering their faces in most pictures, Alder and Brave might have a few seconds when a fan might not be sure if it was really them. With his golden brown hair shaved on the sides and a spiked semi-Mohawk on top, Tate was easily recognizable. Never mind those fucking eyes of his, which were such a pale blue-grey they didn’t seem real.

      Wrinkling his slightly crooked nose—the only thing on his face that wasn’t model perfect—Tate waved his hand in front of Alder’s face. “Dude, why you looking at me like that?”

      Alder shrugged and stood. “Just thinking of you getting jumped on the way to the store. You’re too cute for me to not give a fuck. Come on, we can ask Jesse to make a run. I need some shit anyway.”

      Tate licked his bottom lip, cocking his head slightly. “You think I’m cute?”

      “Everyone thinks you’re cute.” Alder ruffled Tate’s spiky hair to shift the mood before the kid got the wrong impression. “Kinda like having a puppy on the bus.”

      “Gee, thanks.” Tate knocked his hand away and popped off the bunk. “I get it. Shit, I’m gonna have to pay to get a guy to fuck me, aren’t I?”

      Not this again. Alder sighed as he followed Tate out to the parking lot. The boy was going through a weird phase lately, hitting on guys and getting in trouble with Cole. Cole was pretty cool about most things. Yeah, he didn’t want them getting plastered and acting like assholes in public, but when they slipped up, he usually just reminded them that they were supposed to be professionals. This wasn’t the fucking 70s.

      Their manager hadn’t gotten with the times on the whole ‘Love is love’ thing though. Metal equaled straight to most fans and Cole wouldn’t let any of them fuck up that image.

      Which was kinda funny, considering not a single member of the band was completely straight. Cole’d had high hopes for Tate—the kid hadn’t had much experience with either sex when he’d joined them.

      He should have known we’d corrupt the boy. Alder caught up with Tate and put his arm over the drummer’s shoulders. He wouldn’t fuck Tate just to satisfy the kid’s curiosity, but there were other ways he could help. “You’ll get everything you want in Vegas, Tate. I promise.”

      “Yeah?” Tate grinned, cheering up at just the mention of his favorite city. “Cole can’t watch us all the time, right?”

      “Fuck no. And we’re there for a few days, so we can finally get a bit of a break.” A much needed break. Maybe Alder would be less inclined to murder his brother once they got some time away from one another.

      Rounding the corner of the trailer, where there was a frame tent set up, Alder stopped in his tracks, spotting Brave pressed close to a shirtless man against the side of another band’s bus. Ripped jeans and wavy, dirty blond hair…Jesse.

      Maybe fratricide wasn’t such a bad idea after all.

      
        
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      

      “Shotgun? I don’t want much.”

      At Brave’s request, Jesse Vaughn almost choked on the smoke he’d inhaled and dropped his joint in the dirt. He’d gotten most of the equipment loaded in the trailer and was taking a quick break. Brave wasn’t usually up this early—early being before noon. He still looked fucking good though. His long, black hair spilled wild down his back in soft waves, and the black liner he hadn’t bothered to wash off last night was smudged, making his golden brown eyes even more brilliant. He didn’t look tired though. More like a dirty, rugged angel that had just crawled out of the trenches. Hot and sweaty and ready for all kinds of trouble.

      Trouble Jesse should avoid if he wanted to keep his job.

      Crushing the joint under his boot, Jesse pulled out his cigarette pack to get some rolling paper. He had to roll a fresh joint now, so he’d keep it low on tobacco so it didn’t fuck with Brave’s voice.

      “You sure this is a good idea?” Jesse couldn’t remember the last time Brave had smoked anything.

      “No.” Brave let out a throaty laugh. “But we should do it anyway.”

      Yeah. Trouble.

      But he really loved his job. Even though he hadn’t been with the band the longest, Jesse pretty much ran the crew. Not the career path he’d originally planned on, he’d grown up with dreams of becoming a rock star. Or a professional wrestler. He’d gotten a wrestling scholarship for college, so his life had been set.

      Until an assault charge against a rich kid and a year in jail royally fucked all his prospects. Jesse was lucky he had connections in the music world to fall back on. He’d worked as security at a venue in Detroit for a few years, where he’d met Brave and Alder at one of their first shows.

      One of their roadies had fallen off the stage and broken his arm, so Jesse filled in. During the show he’d restrung Alder’s guitar and tuned it for him when the man’s stupid metal pick snapped a string. The band decided they needed him. And he’d been with them ever since.

      Keeping his head low and doing his best not to piss off their manager, Cole. He didn’t give them shit about using their position to get as much pussy as they could, but they weren’t supposed to get too friendly with the band.

      Fair enough, but Brave made it hard. Real fucking hard.

      There’d been a time or two Jesse had come close to crossing the no-fucking-the-band line. With both brothers. What could he say, they were hot. Both tall, with black hair and similar features, but other than that, very different.

      Brave was long and wiry, his hair reaching to the center of his back, his eyes a golden brown that practically glowed with anger or lust. He had a way of moving that made it impossible not to think of sex.

      Alder had broad shoulders, a nice build, but not like a man who obsessively worked out. Or carried around band equipment every day. He wasn’t as muscular as Jesse, but he had the roundest fucking ass.

      Off limits. Both of them. But after a few drinks, shit happened. He’d made out with Alder once when the bus broke down in the middle of nowhere in Kentucky and they had to walk to get cell reception to call for repairs. Alder had been plastered and Jesse was a little stoned. And they were tired and the side of the road looked like a good place to lie down for a few minutes.

      Alder’s phone had rung just as Jesse began seriously considering fucking his best friend in the dirt. Thankfully, things weren’t weird between Jesse and Alder after. He’d have hated to fuck up their friendship because he’d been stupid.

      But it was different with Brave. Whenever they were alone, Brave would do or say something that made it almost impossible to care what Cole thought.

      Like right now.

      Cole had gone ahead to the next venue in South Dakota, which had been a late add to the tour, to check out the place and make sure security was tight. With him out of the way, Jesse had one less reason to keep his distance.

      He lit the tip of the fresh joint, drawing in the smoke as Brave braced his hands on either side of him against the metal siding of the bus. With the joint between his lips, Jesse smiled, then took the blunt away from his mouth, letting out the smoke slowly.

      “You have to sing tomorrow.”

      Brave shrugged. “That’s why I wanna share. I’ll be fine.”

      “That’s not why you wanna share.”

      “Maybe not.” Brave gave him a hooded look. “But you’re playing hard to get.”

      Laughing, Jesse sucked on the joint, blowing the smoke off to the side. He hadn’t gotten high enough to dull the effect Brave had on him, but he wouldn’t let it show. Even though he could feel the length of Brave’s dick against his thigh. And the thick stench of weed couldn’t drown out the heady smell of sweat and faint cologne. Just having Brave close made him hard, but this wasn’t a game to him. Brave would respect him more if he didn’t give in.

      “I’m not playing.” Jesse slid his hand to the side of Brave’s neck. He ran his thumb along Brave’s tense jaw. “Open your mouth.”

      Brave’s eyes drifted shut, his tongue running over his lips as they parted.

      Taking a deep haul on the joint, Jesse brought his mouth close to Brave and breathed out the smoke. His lips were practically touching Brave’s. Another inch and he could kiss the man. He wanted to, wanted to take all Brave could offer, but it wouldn’t last. The fans and the fame had spoiled Brave. He’d grown arrogant. And distant.

      The closed off man he was to everyone else wasn’t good enough for Jesse. As he worked one hand into Brave’s hair, offering another exhale of smoke, he met Brave’s eyes.

      Not a good idea.

      Those fucking eyes had him ready to trash all the reasons his brain came up with to avoid becoming another of Brave’s playthings.

      Until they stopped seeing him at all. Brave glanced over his shoulder as footsteps approached, his lips slanting in a cold smile. “Need something, bro?”

      “No.” Alder looked ready to kill his brother. “Sorry to bother you.”

      Another fight. Nothing new. Jesse sighed and nudged Brave aside, looking from Alder to Tate. “You’re not bothering me. What’s up?”

      “Forget it.” Alder brushed Tate’s hand away when the drummer tried to grab his arm, then headed back the way he’d come.

      Not sure what was up with the man, Jesse handed Tate the rest of his joint and followed Alder, latching on to his wrist before he could climb back onto the bus. “Hey, you wanna chill out? Did you need something?”

      Alder’s jaw ticked. He squared his shoulders. “Tate needs cookies.”

      “Okay. You want me to go, or you just need a lift?”

      Inhaling roughly, Alder leaned against the side of the bus. “Seriously? Right now, I don’t give a shit about that. What the fuck are you doing? You know what Brave’s like. Maybe it’s none of my business, but—”

      “You’re worried.” All right, that made sense. Jesse grinned as he put his hand on Alder’s shoulder. He couldn’t blame Alder for being protective. He was that kind of friend and Jesse would do the same if he saw Alder messing with the wrong guy. “I get it, and I love you for caring, man.”

      Alder snorted. “You’re full of shit.”

      “I mean it. But I know what I’m doing, okay?” Jesse hooked his arm around Alder’s neck. He grinned when Alder relaxed at his side, keeping pace as Jesse returned to the back of the bus to fetch Tate.

      Malakai had joined Tate and Brave, taking over the joint—and not sharing much if Tate’s pout was anything to go by. All the guys looked out for the young drummer, but Malakai tended to treat him like a kid brother, with more affection and watchfulness than the Trousseau brothers shared. He’d also known the boy the longest, so he’d been around when Tate had dealt with some serious addictions as a teen.

      As far as Jesse knew, other than him, only Malakai and Cole had any idea how bad his drug addictions had been. Tate’s grandmother checked in with Cole regularly, having gotten Tate away from his sister’s guardianship when he was fifteen. She was the one who got her grandson clean and interested in playing drums rather than shooting up.

      Cole had explained the situation to Jesse so he could help keep an eye on Tate. Which was almost impossible on the road. So long as he didn’t do anything stronger than pot, Jesse wasn’t too concerned, but Malakai tended to pull an intervention even with mild drugs.

      The cold look he shot Jesse as he approached made him rethink his stance. He’d have to be more careful lighting up around Tate if he wanted to stay on the bassist’s good side.

      “You heading to the store?” Malakai asked as he dropped the joint and crushed it under his heel. He arched a brow at Tate when the younger man cursed under his breath. Running his hand over his close shaved head, he smiled tightly when Jesse nodded. “Good. Let’s go.”

      Oh, this is gonna be fun. Jesse pulled out the keys to the van and glanced over at Brave. “Coming?”

      “Naw, just pick me up some orange juice and a few snacks. You know what I like.” Brave smirked as he passed his brother, who’d gone still at Jesse’s side. Their shoulders slammed together and Jesse was almost positive one of them growled.

      Be good to separate them for a bit. Connor was usually the one that pulled them apart when they came to blows, but he was hanging out with one of the other bands this morning, probably working out. Out of all the guys, Connor was the most down to earth, the calming presence that kept the others sane. Bringing him along would make the shopping trip easier, but Jesse hated to admit he hated dealing with the guys in public.

      Inside the van, Tate claimed shotgun, practically bouncing in his seat. “We should go to Walmart. Stock up.”

      Shoot me now. Jesse met Alder’s eyes in the rearview mirror.

      Alder shrugged as though to say “What’s the worse that could happen?”

      You want a list? Jesse sighed and pulled out of the parking lot behind the venue. The Walmart was only about a five-minute drive without traffic, and there was none since all the people who earned money doing sane office jobs were sitting behind their desks. Then again, Jesse didn’t have much to complain about. He loved the guys, and even though he didn’t make a ton of money, he’d be miserable at a job that didn’t revolve around music.

      Besides, Alder and Malakai were easy to manage when they were sober. So the only one he really had to keep an eye on was Tate.

      Who bolted from the van the second Jesse parked.

      “What’s the rush?” Malakai shouted after the drummer, who was dodging strollers and old ladies.

      Tate spun around for a split second, face red, and held up two fingers. Then he was gone.

      Fair enough. There were some things you couldn’t do on the bus. Even Tate couldn’t get in trouble in the bathroom. He wasn’t a child.

      But Jesse still hesitated when they passed the entrance, feeling like a parent not quite ready to let their kid out of their sight.

      Alder laughed and punched him in the arm. “He’ll be fine. Come on, this will go twice as fast if we get his cookies for him before he gets to browsing.”

      “Very true.” Jesse grabbed a cart, following Alder and Malakai to the food section. Halfway there, both men made a detour and grabbed some socks. A bit further and a display of DVDs caught Malakai’s eye. He stopped to check them out, picking a few new ones to kill some time on the road.

      The book section was what grabbed Alder. He picked up two true crime novels; his literary drug of choice, then paused with his eye on a Game of Thrones box set. Not his style. As far as Jesse knew, only Brave had read any of the books. Just the first one actually. He’d mentioned wanting to get the others, but he hadn’t had time.

      Brow furrowed, Alder picked up the set. He put it down, then picked it up again, shaking his head before tossing it in the cart.

      Neither Jesse, nor Malakai, said a word. Alder and Brave had the most fucked up relationship of any siblings Jesse had ever met. He could tell they cared about one another, but it was like they were afraid to let it show.

      Safest thing was to pretend not to notice.

      They finally hit the snack aisle. Malakai took off to get some “Real food”, leaving Jesse and Alder to fill the cart with chips and cookies and cereal. The cookies, which were the priority, took the longest. Alder had all Tate’s favorites memorized, but the aisle was crowded. He waited patiently behind a family of seven, a tired looking mother with children ranging from newborn to thirteen. The teenage girl was the first person to recognize him, and let out a piercing scream.

      Her mother looked ready to cry as her daughter leapt on Alder, babbling about how much she loved him.

      “Wendy, please!” The woman grabbed her daughter’s wrist. The baby strapped up in a car seat attached to the cart began to cry. Two of the toddlers climbed onto the shelf, knocking over a dozen packages of cookies. The woman gave Jesse a helpless look. “I’m so sorry.”

      “That’s quite all right.” Jesse caught one of the toddlers as he slipped off the shelf. He bent down to the kid’s level. “Wanna help me pick these up, buddy? I’ll give you a dollar?”

      The little boy nodded. His—twin?—joined in while their mother picked up the hollering baby and scolded her eldest child.

      To his credit, Alder had managed to gently pry Wendy’s hands off him, all while chatting with her about the band’s latest album and offering to sign something for the girl if she promised to help her mother.

      Naturally, Alder didn’t have anything on him to give the girl. Or a pen.

      Jesse laughed when Alder opened his wallet, looking totally lost. He took pity on the guitarist and plucked a guitar pick out of his pocket, handing it over.

      Wendy took it with a big smile. She squealed when her mother found a pen in her purse. “Can you sign my bra?”

      “No!” Both her mother and Alder exclaimed in unison.

      “Hey, what’s going on?” Malakai asked as he ambled over, his arms full of frozen fruits and vegetables.

      The scream the girl let out drew the attention of every shopper in the area.

      Likely the entire store.

      “Is Brave here? Please tell me Brave is here too!” Wendy latched on to Malakai’s shirt, her eyes wide. “I would do anything to meet him.”

      Malakai tried to back away from her. “Letting me go would be a great start.”

      “Excuse me, ma’am. Are they bothering you?” A heavyset man who looked like he’d walked straight out of ‘The Worst of Walmart’ strode up behind the woman, glaring at Malakai as though the bassist was some kind of predator.

      Jesse wasn’t sure if he should laugh or save his boys. When Malakai’s eyes narrowed and the woman didn’t answer—not her fault, her baby was screaming again and Jesse was pretty sure she’d lost a kid—Jesse decided they’d had enough ‘fun’ for one day.

      He put his hand on Malakai’s arm, nudged him toward the cart, and smiled at the big guy with the pizza sauce stains on his shirt. “Just a little issue with an avalanche of cookies. Wendy was about to help us pick up the rest of them.” He glanced over at the teen. “Weren’t you, sweetie?”

      Her lips parted, her cheeks went red, and then she knelt beside her brothers to pick up the rest of the boxes. Pizza man grunted, grabbing a few boxes of sugar free cookies before storming down the aisle.

      During the distraction, Alder had managed to get all Tate’s favorite cookies. The woman retrieved her children, apologizing again before doing a quick head count. She went white.

      “Where’s Bobby?”

      Jesse patted her hand. “What does he look like?”

      She held up her hand to chest level, tears spilling down her cheeks. Malakai headed to the toy aisle. Alder headed to the electronics.

      And Jesse stayed where he was as the woman ditched the carriage, taking only the baby as she began calling for her son and darting through the food section.

      One of the kids was playing on a phone, another was sitting on the floor, talking to himself, so Jesse focused on the twins and the teen. Wendy chattered happily about everything she knew about the band. The twins tore open a box of cookies and started chowing down. He considered stopping them, but they were staying put and he had no idea of the protocol on telling someone else’s kids what to do.

      His phone buzzed in his pocket. He checked the text.

      Tate: 911

      “Are you fucking serious?” He looked at the kids. He couldn’t just leave them. So he quickly replied.

      Jesse: What’s wrong???

      No answer. His blood went cold. Tate was a lot of things, but he wasn’t a drama queen. He wouldn’t text something like that for nothing.

      “Can you watch them?” Jesse groaned when Wendy stared at him like he was completely fucking insane. “My friend needs me.”

      Her face brightened. “Brave?”

      “No.”

      “So he’s not here?”

      “No. But you’re a big girl, right? You must help your mom sometimes?”

      Wendy blinked at him as if he must be stupid. “Hell no. They’re not my kids.”

      Great. Jesse texted Brave.

      Jesse: Can you come to Walmart? Tate’s in trouble. I’m stuck with a bunch of kids.

      He held his breath, waiting for the reply.

      Brave: Already here.

      All right, at least Tate wasn’t alone. Jesse hated not being able to help him, but what was he supposed to do? He put his hands on the handle of the shopping cart, tightening his grip until his knuckles went white.

      He held his breath, waiting for the reply.

      Seemed like forever before the mother returned. He inclined his head, acknowledging her thanks quickly before half running to the front of the store. With the cart. Which he left by the cash when he saw flashing red and blue lights outside.

      Both Brave and Tate were sitting on the curb. Bleeding.

      Jesse cursed and knelt in front of Tate, ignoring the cops who were arresting three men off to the side. “What happened?”

      Tate shook his head, his whole body trembling. “I came out to bum a smoke. This dude was all like ‘You were checking out my ass!’. So I said, ‘Well yes, you’re a good looking guy.’” He wiped a trail of blood off his bottom lip. “I started going back in when he called me a fucking fag. He followed me with his buddies, so I sent a text out to you guys. He dragged me back out here and him and his friends started hitting me.”

      One of Tate’s eyes was already swollen shut. He had an arm pressed to his side like he was in pain.

      Jesse glanced over at the men being helped into the back of the cop car, wondering if he could make it there before the doors closed and kill the fuckers. No matter how stupid Tate had been, he didn’t deserve this.

      “Hey.” Brave put his hand over the one Jesse had braced on his bent knee. “He’s gonna be all right. I handled it.”

      “I shouldn’t have—”

      “Jesse.” Brave’s tone dropped to the one that went straight to Jesse balls. Which was messed up, considering everything, but he had a way of bulldozing over all Jesse’s defenses. “Shit happens. Where’s Alder and Malakai?”

      “Probably still looking for that kid.” Jesse ran a hand over his face. “Neither of them keep their phones on. They don’t know—”

      “Go get them. Tate and I’ve gotta talk to the cops.” Brave’s lips twisted into a wry grin. “Thankfully, there are witnesses. I’m hoping we don’t get delayed. I want to bring Tate to the hospital to get checked out, but—”

      “I’m fine!” Tate scowled. “I hate hospitals.”

      “I know.” Brave put his arm over Tate’s shoulders. “And I don’t care. You’re going.”

      Fuck, I love this man.

      “I’ll get the guys back to the bus. Give me a call when he gets checked out?” Jesse smiled at Brave’s nod. A lot of people thought Brave was a complete asshole, but they didn’t see this side of him. The leader who took care of the band. Who was aware of everything going on with the guys, whether they were sick or depressed or just having an off day. He didn’t know all of Tate’s past, but he still kept an eye on the kid, treating him like a little brother. More so then his actual brother.

      But the reasons for that were complicated and Jesse stayed out of it. Alder clearly didn’t need anyone, so Brave gave him space. Yeah, Alder worried about Jesse lusting after his brother, but that was because he didn’t really know the man. There was five years between them. Brave was closer to Jesse’s age at thirty, so they’d both lived enough to show the younger members of the band a few things. While Alder had been in college, getting a degree in early childhood education, Brave had been on the road with his first band, Live on Satan’s Time. Brave had once confessed he’d been a lot closer to the oldest brother in the Trousseau clan, Valor, and all his hopes and dream had ridden on LOST making it big.

      Valor’s death had been tough on the whole family. Alder and Brave probably wouldn’t even speak now if they hadn’t figured out how fucking good they sounded together.

      Jesse found Alder and Malakai, gave them the news, and then had to calm them down. The checkout lines were insane and by the time they got outside, the cops and Brave and Tate were gone. Jesse loaded up the groceries in the back of the van while telling the story of what had gone down in as few words as possible.

      Malakai, predictably, looked like he wanted to hunt down the assholes who’d jumped Tate and dismember them. Alder didn’t say much, but he was tense the whole way back to the bus. Once all the bags were unpacked and put away, he disappeared into his bunk with the curtain closed.

      The crew was all done packing up the open tent and folding chairs, drivers picked for the van and the bus, and everything running right on schedule. All they had to do was wait to hear from Brave on Tate’s condition.

      A few hours passed. The other bands left the lot and the quiet was oppressive as night fell. Jesse perched on the edge of a picnic table behind the venue, waving the rest of the crew off when they asked if they should wait up with him. Whether it was twenty minutes or a full night, they had to grab whatever sleep they could. It was gonna be a long drive, either to the next show or back home to Detroit if they had to cut the tour short.

      A cab pulled up and Jesse let out a sigh of relief as Tate stepped out of the backseat. Brave rose from the other side and his gaze locked on Jesse. Pulse stuttering at Brave’s broad smile, Jesse pulled out another cigarette, knowing full well he’d regret all this chain-smoking tomorrow. He let the smoke out slowly, staring up at the clear night sky and the scattered stars that shone brightly for being so close to the city. He heard Brave approach, but didn’t look at him. He needed a few seconds to raise his defenses before he faced the man.

      He could deal with Brave being seductive—wasn’t easy, but he’d managed for a while. But the man who’d rescued Tate was harder to resist.

      “He’s got a couple bruised ribs and the doctor wants him to take it easy, but Tate’s got his go ahead to do whatever he wants so long as the pain’s bearable.”

      Jesse winced, glancing over to see Brave was probably thinking the same thing he was. “Tate’s got a pretty high pain threshold. Does the doctor know he’s a freakin’ drummer?”

      “Yep.” Brave sat on the table beside him. “He’s been told to breath normally and not lay around too much. But get plenty of rest.” His lips slanted with amusement. “He asked if I was Tate’s dad. Not sure if I should be insulted or flattered. Mom said I was born a ladies man, so who knows what I was getting into when I was nine.”

      Cuffing Brave shoulder with the back of his hand, Jesse made a face. “That’s sick, man.”

      “It really is, isn’t it?” Brave’s brow furrowed slightly. “I don’t want to cancel the show tomorrow, but I won’t let the kid hurt himself worse. He might have trouble sleeping tonight. I’m gonna take a shift behind the wheel if that’s all right?”

      “That’s fine.” Jesse dropped his half smoked cigarette and crushed it under his heel. They might as well head out. He’d planned to drive the bus through the night, but sharing the duty would be a hell of a lot better. “I guess I can crash in one of the empty bunks.”

      Brave shook his head. “They’re all full of junk. You can sleep in my bed.”

      “No.” Jesse wet his lips, trying to keep his tone light as he turned to see Brave frowning at him. “I’m not up for this tonight, Brave. The kid got hurt on my watch. Even if I didn’t give a shit about being used, I’m not in the mood.”

      Before he could reach the door, Brave fisted his hands in Jesse’s shirt and pushed him against the side of the bus. He held him there, breathing hard, bringing his lips close to Jesse’s.

      “I don’t know where you got the fucking idea in your head that I just want to use you.” Brave pressed against him, brushing his scruffy cheek against Jesse’s smooth one as he whispered. “Being around you drives me fucking insane.”

      Swallowing hard, Jesse nodded. “You’re used to getting what you want.”

      “Yeah, I am. And you’re a challenge.” Brave rested his forehead on Jesse’s shoulder. “But that’s not why I can’t stop thinking about you. I wanna prove you wrong. I wanna prove I can have something good and not fuck it up.”

      Defenses completely wrecked, Jesse fisted his hand in Brave’s hair, jerking him back enough to look into his eyes. What he saw there sealed his fate. He inhaled roughly and nodded. “Okay.”

      Brave blinked at him, his lips splitting into that heartbreaking smile he wore so well. “That mean you won’t turn away if I try to kiss you?”

      With a soft laugh, Jesse closed the distance between them, brushing Brave’s lips with his own in a soft kiss. “That’s what it means.”

      Claiming his lips, Brave tasted him with the same wild abandon he had for everything he was passionate about. The pressure of his lips, his grip on Jesse’s shirt, the way he moved his body, all showed Jesse the lust he’d been holding back. His attempts at seduction had been cautious before, but now they’d come in full force.

      Not ready to go all in, Jesse drew away, gentling the kiss as he cupped Brave’s face in his hands, taking in the flavor of honey and ginger and smoke. Brave’s lips were hot, but his cheeks were cool under Jesse’s palms. The night was cold for October in Ohio. The last thing they needed was Brave getting sick on top of Tate being injured.

      He could go on kissing Brave all night, but instead, he let his hands fall to his sides and grinned. “Don’t hate me, but we gotta go.”

      “I couldn’t.” Brave gave his head a rough shake, then laughed. “Hate you I mean. But you’re right. Do you want me to drive first, or—”

      “You check on Tate. I’ve got this.” Jesse hesitated, running his hand over Brave’s tousled hair before forcing himself to move. He got on the bus and immediately noticed Alder, sitting at the table in the front lounge, ear buds in his ears and a pad of paper set up where he was jotting down music notes.

      As Brave went to the bunks to check on Tate, Jesse stepped to Alder’s side and waited until he looked up. He wasn’t sure what to say. Wasn’t sure if he should say anything.

      But one glance at Jesse and it was like Alder knew everything. His lips thinned and he let out a heavy sigh.

      “I’ll be fine.” Jesse wasn’t sure why he needed to explain, but he did. And he was desperate for Alder to understand. “You can say ‘I told you so’ if I’m wrong. But I don’t think you’ll have to.”

      Alder set his black pencil down on the paper, rubbing at the graphite smeared on the side of his left hand. “I’d never say that, Jesse. If he can make you happy…” He pressed his eyes shut. “That’s all I want for you. You deserve to be happy.”

      “I am.” Jesse said it without thinking. And realized it was true. He’d been waiting to see if the risk was worth putting his heart in Brave’s hands. Now, he truly believed it was.

      Smiling, Alder took a firm hold of his hand. “Then go for it. But don’t forget, I’m here.”

      Jesse turned his hand to squeeze Alder’s. “I’ve never doubted that, man. I love you.”

      With a rough inhale, Alder nodded. “I love you too.”
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      Screaming and singing were very very different. Danica sat in her hotel room in Vegas, listening to the playlist Raven had written for her. Everything from hard rock to death metal. Some of the music was like a little man in leather and metal studs cracking the inside of her skull with a pickaxe, but she listened anyway. She couldn’t very well dive into the metal culture if she’d never listened to the music. This was kind of like studying the guest list before a party attended by the most influential fashion designers in the industry.

      Only, a bit more fun.

      A couple of bands had her relaxing and bobbing her head, taking in the complicated riffs and the deep, tri-tones that made the hairs rise on the back of her neck. For these songs even the screams added another layer, like a different range of the instrument a voice was supposed to be. The way the lyrics were snarled and growled made the lead singer sound like an animal. A beast barely under control, restrained only by the message in the aggressive music.

      She could picture herself in the pit, jumping and cheering and punching her fist in the air along with the crowds who worshiped these bands. The very idea of being caught in the middle of all those bodies slamming together was invigorating. And terrifying. But so was this whole insane plan to change her image for the media.

      Bullet came on and Danica smiled. She’d fallen in love with their music quickly, even though her typical go to was lighter pop tunes. Singing along, she finished touching up her makeup. The threatening headache faded away and she was able to listen to the next song without wanting to throw her iPod across the room. She didn’t know the words to this one, but it was good. She checked her iPod for the name of the band. Her pulse sped up and she nibbled on her bottom lip.

      Winter’s Wrath, one of the bands she’d be meeting at the after party tonight. She was excited to see them live on stage, but hanging out in the private area reserved for VIPs was a completely different story. And it wasn’t like she could just show up and hang out.

      She had to be noticed.

      Tightening her jaw, she gave a firm nod and looked down at her tight black jeans, stylishly ripped, and her black ‘Merete’ Wornstar t-shirt which had cuts in the material of the arms, back, and along the bottom edge. More the type of shirt you’d see on stage than in the crowd, but she couldn’t blend in too much. Her waist-length, dark brown hair fell in loose waves, tumbling over her shoulders, held away from her face on one side with three rows of tight braids. Not too revealing, but not cutesy.

      She didn’t look like the little girl who’d done commercials and
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PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
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DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
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PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
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in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
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4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
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TERMINATION
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DISCLAIMER
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