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Hans Christian Andersen said, "Where words fail, music speaks." And there are always times when my words fail, and music speaks to me and unlocks a dam of words that want to be written. If you're not familiar with the songs referenced in or used to inspire Just What He Needed you can listen to them here.

	"We're An American Band" by Grand Funk Railroad

	"Radioactive" by Imagine Dragons

	"Dirty Water" by The Standells

	"Let's Stay Together" by Al Green

	"Still Loving You" by Scorpions

	“(Everything I Do) I Do it for You” by Bryan Adams

	“Home Sweet Home” by Mötley Crüe

	“Can’t Take It Anymore” by DÅZR

	“Riverboat Queen” by JAYLER

	“Don’t Give Up on Us” by Journey

	“Waking in her Eyes” by Rev Christopher L Webster

	“Prelude in C Major” by Johann Sebastian Bach

	“Tiny Dancer” by Elton John

	“Monkey Business” by Skid Row

	“Piano Concerto No. 3 in D Minor, Op. 30” by Sergei Rachmaninoff

	The first three Skid Row albums
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"Being a rock star isn't all it's cracked up to be, let me tell you."—Flea

Thin scrims of ice hugged the side of the road in uneven patterns, like the jagged teeth of some frozen beast. Damn, but that was kind of poetic. Rhys James Collinsworth's exhaustion lessened as a spark of inspiration kindled. Maybe he could use that in a song somehow. But how to begin?

Cold night in... 

Ah, shit. His first instinct led him to add Little Rock, but that brought on a "We're An American Band" earworm. Even worse, his poetic phrase was slipping away from him. He unzipped the side pocket of his messenger bag to retrieve his notebook and a pen. If he didn't write it down, he'd never remember it later. 

The interior of the Town Car was dark, but he didn’t want to fumble for the reading light for the few seconds it would take to jot down the phrase. Besides, there was enough light from the headlights of the car behind them in their convoy that he could see he'd opened to a blank page. He uncapped his pen and scribbled the ice phrase across the paper. There. Now he wouldn't forget and could work on incorporating it into a song when the Grand Funk Railroad tune stopped playing in his head.

"Hey, look at this." Drew Cooper, the band's rhythm guitarist and Rhys's closest friend, held out his cell phone in Rhys's direction. "Wes started the JV game tonight."

Rhys studied the photo on the phone's screen as he stuffed his notebook back into his bag. The picture had been taken from what appeared to be the top of the gym, so all he could see were the tiny, ant-like figures of basketball players in red uniforms. He assumed Drew's son was one of them and nodded in approval.

"Good job. How'd he do?"

"Don't know. Mom didn't bother to send trivial things like stats or the score. I guess she was too busy taking pictures to take notice of any of that. Damn, I hate that we were so close tonight and I couldn't go to the game. Tuckerville Middle School's only about an hour away." Drew sat back and frowned down at his phone. "Sure wish she'd learn how to use the zoom, though."

Rhys glanced at Drew, but his reply about proud grandmothers and their picture-taking abilities dried up in his throat as an enormous white pickup truck slewed from the left lane of the interstate toward the Town Car. Before he had time to utter a warning, the sickening screech of metal-on-metal drowned out all other sounds, accompanied by the weightless sensation of a car swerving out of control.

Terry Baker, Rhys's head of security, roared a string of profanities as he wrestled with the steering wheel. Drew's cell phone flew past Rhys's face and smacked into the window as the car skidded across the road. The scream of tires against pavement mingled with the shriek of tearing metal and the yells of the car's occupants and sounded like the doorway to hell. Not so poetic, that thought. In fact, it was downright terrifying.

Rhys's shoulder belt bit into his chest as the car came to a sudden and complete halt against the guardrail. The jolt of impact threw Drew forward into the back of the driver's seat. Bloody fool wasn't wearing his seatbelt. 

After a moment of shocked silence, Devon Forsythe looked back from the front passenger seat. "You guys okay?" 

Drew's head of security sounded about as steady as Rhys felt, which meant he was as shaky as a dollar stripper on free beer night. Rhys looked past the pale oval of Devon's face and saw the truck continue on a few more feet before it came to a stop, its brake lights bathing everything in a blurry red glow.

"Jobbed my arm pretty good," Drew said. "Otherwise I'm okay. Rhys?"

"Yeah, fine. T?"

Terry jerked his seatbelt loose and opened his door. "I'm fine, but I wanna know what the fuck is wrong with that son of a bitch. Almost sent us right through the fuckin' guardrail."

A cold rush of air came in through the open door along with enraged yells and shouts that sounded as if they were pushed through a throat clogged with jagged chunks of gravel. 

"I'm goan kill you, Rhys James! Teach you to fuck around with my wife. Goan blow your fuckin' head off, asshole!"

"Christ." Terry flipped open the console between the front seats and grabbed his Glock. "You guys get down."

The sound of a gunshot spurred Drew to action, and he dropped to the floorboard so fast it looked like he'd fallen through a trap door. Rhys needed no urging to follow his example, but the release button on his seatbelt wouldn't work. Fuck! Bloody thing was jammed and held him captive. Couldn't even bend down to hide his head. Someone was threatening to kill him, and he was pinned upright like a butterfly to a corkboard. Despite the frigid air, sweat prickled all over his body and stung like the bites of a million tiny insects. 

Another gunshot was followed by a yell from T, and then two louder, closer reports as he fired his own weapon. The gravelly voice changed to the sound of fingernails on a chalkboard as its owner shrieked in pain.

"Shit, man." Drew tugged at Rhys's pants leg. "Get the fuck down."

"Seatbelt's jammed. I can't move." Still pulling at the unmoving shoulder strap, Rhys watched T rush forward to stand over a writhing figure on the road. "He's down, though. T's got his foot on the back of the fucker's neck."

"Who the hell is it?" Drew's head rose just enough for him to peek out the window. 

"No idea." 

And he didn't have any idea. Not who the guy was or what the fuck he was going on about. Wife? Rhys hadn't fooled around with anyone's wife. In fact, the only fooling around he'd done the past month was with his own right hand.

Alarm jumped in the pit of his stomach at the sight of blood running down T's arm as he held his gun on the attacker. It looked purple-black in the surreal light as it sheeted down T's forearm and dripped from his fingers. Each drop landed on the contorted face of the man he held down with his foot, a man who continued to scream and rage.

"Goan kill you, Rhys James, you motherfucker. You're dead. Dead!"
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"I did not want to get involved with a rock star. No way. It is not a sane thing to do."—Iman

One minute Rhett Davis was fine. The next minute she was dying. It happened so fast it took a good thirty seconds for her brain to catch up to the alarming changes in her body. 

All she'd been doing was staring out the window at the thin winter sunlight. And she was sitting down, too, huddled in a cozy corner of Mel's breakfast nook. It wasn't like she was biking the Tour de France, or even shuffling to the kitchen for her gazillionth cup of coffee. So what brought on the sheen of cold, clammy sweat that suddenly coated her skin? What made her heart race and pound so hard her entire body pulsed with its rhythm? Why was her chest heavy to the point that her breath came in shallow gasps? 

One shaking hand rose to press fingertips just under her jaw, a vague thought of taking her pulse flitting through her mind. Not that she had any freaking idea what to do with the information if she did manage to determine her pulse rate, or whatever it was. Besides, her heartbeat throbbed from her scalp to her toes. She didn't need to put her fingers on any one spot to feel it.

Her hand dropped to her chest and rubbed in small circles as if that would ease the tightness that hindered her breathing. A ridiculous visual popped into her mind—Wile E. Coyote lying at the bottom of an arroyo with an anvil on his chest. Now she knew pretty much how he felt. There were no roadrunners in Mel's kitchen, though, so why was Rhett a sudden, unwilling cartoon character?

Heart attack. The words roared through her brain and caused her pulse rate to helicopter even faster. No, that couldn't be right. Could it? She was a healthy woman. Didn't feel so healthy at the moment, true, but overall she wasn't a candidate for a heart attack. At least, she'd never thought so.

"Mel?" Rhett cursed the weak, almost non-existent sound of her voice. "Mel?" 

Good, the volume was louder that time. She listened for a response and realized for the first time that her ears were ringing. No, worse than ringing. It sounded like a forest full of cicadas had taken up residence in her head.

Oh, God, what was happening to her? And where the hell was Mel? She groped around on the table for her cell phone but encountered only the glass vase with the bouquet of daisies Mel bought day before yesterday. No help there.

"Melanie!" It wasn't the full-throated roar she intended, but it did produce results. Through the noise in her ears came the aggrieved voice of her sister.

"Geez, Rhett, I said what? three times. What do you need?" Mel entered the breakfast nook, and the slight scowl she wore vanished, replaced by alarm. "Are you okay?"

The question did nothing to reassure Rhett. Judging by the expression on Mel's face, she looked as bad as she felt.

"Might be having a heart attack."

"Jesus Christ." Mel rushed forward and put a hand on Rhett's forehead. "You're clammy and white as a sheet. Does your chest hurt?"

"Heavy. Can't breathe well."

"Do you have pain in your arm? Your neck or jaw? How about your back?"

The brisk, businesslike tone of Mel's voice reminded Rhett that her sister was a certified first responder, a requirement of all supervisors at the bank for which she worked. A glimmer of calm cut through the raging panic, and Rhett's mind glommed onto it like a life raft. That small trickle of non-panic made it possible to once again speak in complete sentences.

"No. My chest doesn't really hurt, either. It's heavy. But my heart's pounding."

Since Mel's fingers were pressed just under Rhett's jaw, that last statement was unnecessary.

"Tell me about it. Be still a second, okay?" Mel's lips moved in a silent count, one.. two...three...

Rhett closed her eyes. The count was too fast for a normal heart rate, and she didn't like seeing just how fast it was as Mel mouthed the numbers.

"I don't think it's a heart attack." Mel's calm voice reassured Rhett as much as what she said. "Your pulse is fast, but it's strong and steady. But let's have a doctor find out what's going on. Come on. I'm taking you to the hospital."

"I don't want to go to the hospital." Yes, she was being irrational, but the thought of getting poked and prodded along with the possibility of being admitted brought on a bout of Vandergriff stubbornness.

"Nobody wants to go to the hospital." Mel's hands fastened on Rhett's arms and pulled. "But I don't want you dropping dead at the breakfast table, so you're going."

Too weak to resist, Rhett found herself on her feet. "I don't want to drop dead anywhere."

"Sounds like a good plan. Let's get some shoes on you and go."
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A chilly twilight was deepening by the time they left the hospital. Though Rhett was gratified to learn she had not had a heart attack, it disgruntled her that it took over five hours to find that out. Her symptoms had warranted a quick entrance into an ER examination room, but then it was a case of hurry up and wait, a wait involving the needles she dreaded, and an array of electrode thingies attached to her torso and chest with a cold goo that left a sticky residue on her skin. The worst part, though, was the way the doctor scolded her, like she was a five-year-old who got caught scribbling on the walls with crayons. 

"I understand sleepless nights," he said, his unblinking gaze holding her captive as effectively as the wires connecting her to the machines. "But you can't combat that by drinking that much coffee to compensate. The combination of way too much caffeine and no sleep sent your body into survival mode and brought on a panic attack. Not to mention the fact that you haven't eaten anything since yesterday. You can't do that, Mrs. Davis. Not without consequences. You aren't twenty anymore, you know."

Ouch. Bad enough that she ended up in the emergency room without a perfect stranger insinuating—no, just coming out and saying that she was old. Rhett almost expected him to write her a prescription for orthopedic shoes and a case of blue hair rinse instead of just telling her to follow up with her general practitioner. And if she'd told him the real reason she couldn't sleep, he probably would have had her committed to the nearest loony bin.

“The reason I couldn't sleep is because the minute I closed my eyes I had a dream where someone shot my boyfriend in the head as he sang onstage in front of tens of thousands of people."

Yeah, if she'd told him that, she would've been staring at padded walls right that second instead of watching the sprawl of Baylor University Medical Center through the car window.

"Where do you want to eat?"

Rhett glanced in Mel's direction. "Home. I'm hardly dressed for fine dining."

"Don't bite my head off," Mel said. "I'm just following doctor's orders. He said you had to eat, and I'm pretty sure neither one of us wants to go home and cook. I know for damn sure I don't. So, pick a place with a drive-thru."

"I don't care. Somewhere with cheeseburgers and milkshakes." If she had to eat, she wanted something she craved. If the doctor wanted her to eat raw cauliflower he should have specified.

Rhett pushed up the sleeve of her sweater and examined the cotton ball taped to the inside of her elbow covering the multiple pinpricks where blood had been drawn. Anything to take her mind off the nightmare that woke her at 3:00 a.m., a scream locked behind her lips. No amount of coffee could erase the dream of Rhys falling to the stage, blood seeping through his gorgeous mane of sun-streaked blond hair, his navy-blue eyes dull and unseeing.

Oh, God, why couldn't she stop seeing that? It was understandable that she'd be on edge since Rollie Campbell, the meth-head jealous husband of one of Rhys's old girlfriends came after Rhys with a gun just three days ago. So, yeah, freaking out was one of her rights. But Rhett objected to mind-fuck visuals of someone getting through the security employed by Rhys and the band—the same security that stopped Rollie Campbell before he got to Rhys—and putting a bullet in his head. Visuals that left her alternately rigid with fear and shaking with heartbreak. Visuals that crept their way into her dreams and led to copious coffee consumption to assure she wouldn't fall asleep again. They were bad enough when she was awake, but at least when she was conscious, she could make herself think of something else. When she dreamed about them, she was caught, helpless, unable to do anything but watch in horror until she woke to drink more coffee. And land in the ER. Shit.

Rhys was fine. Rhys was going to be fine. Rollie Campbell didn't shoot him. Security was now on high alert and on the lookout for anything the least little bit suspicious. Rhys was going to come home to her safe and sound at the end of May just the way he promised. And by damn, he was not going to come back to a girlfriend who made herself sick worrying about him.

In a fit of pique, Rhett grabbed one end of the tape on her inner arm and ripped it off. That was all it took to wipe thoughts of Rhys being murdered out of her head and replace them with an urge to turn around and go back to the hospital.

"Son of a bitch!"

"What?" The car swerved as Mel jerked on the steering wheel in reflex. "What is it?"

Tears of pain filled Rhett's eyes, and she cupped her hand over her now-throbbing inner elbow. "What do they put in that tape adhesive? Gorilla Glue? I think I pulled off a yard of skin." She held out her arm in her sister's direction.

Mel took her eyes off the road long enough to glance at the skin in question. "Damn, Rhett. You look like you belong in a burn unit. Why the hell did you rip the bandage off like that?"

"It was pulling on my skin." Rhett rolled down the window and stuck her exposed arm out into the cooling night air. "I didn't know it was trying to mate with my arm."

"You almost made me have a wreck." Mel pursed her lips and blew out a breath that ruffled her bangs. "Just for that I oughta make you eat a corn dog for supper instead of a Chop House Cheddar Burger."

"Ooh. Whataburger." Rhett chose to ignore the threat of one of her least favorite foods since it was followed by one she loved. "Can I get onion rings and a shake, too?"

"Why not? I am." Mel guided the car onto the Lemmon Avenue exit and headed toward the best burgers in Texas.

Rhett pulled her arm back into the car and rolled up the window. A critical glance at the skin on her inner arm brought on a grimace. Still red and inflamed, the tiny needle pricks in the middle almost an afterthought instead of the main culprit. Rhett pushed her sleeve higher so it wouldn't come in contact with the raw place on her arm and sat back with a sigh. Now that Mel had mentioned Whataburger, Rhett’s appetite came roaring back. No wonder. It was the first time since Rhys left Dallas that she'd wanted to eat at all.

Speaking of Mel, her current silence was uncharacteristic. After all, she'd just rushed her baby sister to the hospital. It was more than a little odd that Melanie Vandergriff wasn't delivering some kind of lecture about Rhett's irresponsible behavior that brought on a panic attack.

A few more miles went by, and the only sound in the car was "Radioactive" by Imagine Dragons on the radio. As the song neared its end, Rhett couldn't take it anymore.

"Go ahead. Let me have it."

Mel drew in a long, slow breath accompanied by the slight shake of her head. "I'm not going to. I figure you'll tell me when, and if, you're ready. I mean, whatever's going on with you landed you in the ER, so it must be some heavy shit. I know it probably has something to do with what happened to Rhys, and—"

"It has everything to do with what happened to Rhys, okay? I can't sleep without having nightmares about him being killed right in front of me." Impotent anger burned in the pit of her stomach. "I can't do a damn thing about it, either, except not sleep."

"Mm-hm. And how's that workin' out for you?"

"I can't help it. Those dreams are so vivid and scary, and they wake me up every time. Then I'm afraid to go back to sleep because I'll see it again. It makes me so mad, Mel. I know he has great security. After all, they saved his life in Little Rock. But I just feel so helpless about the whole thing."

"Honey, you need to talk to Rhys about this." 

Ha. Fat chance of that. Rhys hadn’t brought it up once since the band left Dallas and Rhett wasn’t going to do it herself. Besides, she felt that was a conversation they needed to have face-to-face, not over the phone. After all, it wasn’t like Rhys had fallen off a bicycle. Someone tried to freaking kill him. Rhett closed her eyes as the enormity of what happened swamped her again. No, a phone call wouldn’t do it.

Instead of answering, Rhett studied the buildings lining the street with the concentration of a graduate student writing a thesis.

Mel smacked the palm of one hand on the steering wheel. "So, you aren't going to tell him." 

"No, I'm not."

"And just why the hell not?"

Well, that deserved an answer. Not just an answer for Mel, but for Rhett herself. She leaned her forehead against the cool, tempered glass of the window and her words came out halting and slow as she worked it out in her head.

"Because the last thing he needs is to be worried about me. He hasn't mentioned what happened in Little Rock since he left, but I know for damn sure it's on his mind. How could it not be? He has enough to bother him without worrying about how I'm handling things. And you know what?" A huge ball of calmness ignited in Rhett's belly and spread soothing warmth through her bloodstream. With it came a certainty that had been absent since she learned about the shooting. "He's not going to have any reason to worry about me anymore." 

"Oh, really?" Skepticism ran rampant in Mel's voice. "And why's that?"

"Because this is my life now. It's been my life since Rhys and I first got together, only I never thought of someone trying to hurt him. But it's always been that way. The only thing that's changed is the fact that I'm aware of it now." Decisions solidified in her mind as she spoke, plans that needed to be put into action. "I'm the girlfriend of a rock star, a man who's a public figure, and I'm not going to be some whiny ass about it and worry myself into the emergency room again."

"Well, I like the sound of that," Mel said. "You sure scared the fuck out of me earlier, and I'd prefer not to go through that again."

"You won't have to," Rhett said with conviction. "I'm going to make an appointment with my doctor and talk to her about anti-anxiety meds."

"Good call." Mel took one hand off the wheel long enough to pat Rhett's leg. "That ought to help in a lot of ways."

"That's not all, though. I'm going to start trusting Terry Baker to protect Rhys. After all, he's done it for years, and he did save Rhys's life in Little Rock. He won't let anything happen if he can help it, and I'm going to stop worrying and let him handle it while Rhys is on the road."

"Hm. That sounds good, but—"

"No buts. I know he can protect Rhys, and I'm going to do my damndest to believe it from now on. But that still leaves when Rhys is in Dallas. T isn't around when Illicit's not on tour, you know."

Mel was silent as she pulled into the backed-up drive-thru lane at Whataburger, but the minute they got in line she pinned Rhett with a stern look.

"Just what are you planning to do, Rhett Marie?"

Rhett gave her stare for stare. "I'm going to protect Rhys myself, Melanie Kay. I was going to let my Concealed Handgun License expire in July, but—"

"You still have a license to carry?"

"Yeah, both Todd and I got them renewed just before he died. Like I said, I was going to let mine expire, but now I'm going to get it renewed again. And I'm going to go buy myself a nice Sig or something and go to the shooting range and brush up."

"Hold on there, Annie Oakley. What's Rhys going to think about you packing?"

Rhett shrugged. "I don't know. I'll cross that bridge when I come to it."

"What if he tells you not to?"

Well, that was a thought. Rhett frowned as they slowly made their way closer to the restaurant's loudspeaker. What if Rhys bitched about her carrying a gun? Kind of hard to imagine, because Rhys didn't usually bitch much about anything. Sure, he could be a prima dona on the road but hell, he’d earned that. Still, he wasn't one to ream out the staff if there were green jellybeans backstage or if his hotel sheets weren't six-thousand thread count or something. That wasn't to say he didn't have an ego, on the road or not. Oh, hell yes, Rhys James had an ego. He was the sexiest lead singer for the hottest rock band in the world and he knew it. But he wasn't pissy about it. His girlfriend carrying around a pistol with fifteen 9mm rounds in the magazine might be his breaking point, though.

Unbidden, the thought of the few times they'd argued popped into Rhett's head, and she winced. The first time was when she broke up with him on a video call, and he completely lost his shit. Not at her, but at the whole situation. Then there was that fight they had in California when Rhys decided to give in once again to the demands of his spoiled teenage daughter. That had been a big one with both of them yelling at each other at the tops of their lungs. Their last fight occurred after the attempt on Rhys's life. But that really didn't count as a fight since Rhett did all the yelling that time. And it was mostly releasing her frustrations and her fear. 

Two and a half fights in two years. Not bad, now that she thought about it. Didn't mean she wanted to have another one. But keeping the gun from him wasn't an option, and she knew it. If it brought on another fight, then they'd fight. Rhys would just have to yell it out of his system and then accept it, because Rhett was going to do anything in her power to help keep him safe.

Decision made, she turned to face her sister. "He can approve or not. But it won't matter, because I'm not asking his permission."
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"I'm sick to death of people saying we've made 11 albums that sound exactly the same. In fact, we've made 12 albums that sound exactly the same."—Angus Young

––––––––
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One of the many reasons the members of Illicit managed to coexist as a cohesive unit for over thirty years was the fact that they all had so much in common. This included a unanimous fear of flying, a fact none of them would admit to anyone outside their insular, private circle of friends and family. After all, it wouldn't do for their legion of fans—not to mention their harshest critics—to know they all turned into white-knuckled pansies every time their plane took off and landed. 

Rhys was no exception to the fear of flying rule. For him, landing bothered him the worst. Not that he was a fan of takeoff by any means. There was always that stomach-dropping moment when the plane's wheels left the runway and he knew that he was now suspended in the freaking air, the safety of the earth growing more and more distant the higher they climbed. But landing was worse when they hurtled toward that same earth at speeds he didn't even want to imagine, along with unnerving bumps from the belly of the plane and sickening drops as their altitude decreased. Even after they were on the ground, Rhys never relaxed until the plane taxied at a reasonable pace across the tarmac. Landing always made him think about whether or not his affairs were in order. Since they were far from being in order at the moment, the air travel on this tour left his nerves frayed and ragged more than usual.

But this was takeoff, so all he had to do was get through the beginning and then he could relax for a bit. As the nose of the plane rose, he glanced out the window to his left. Once they were in the air it wasn't so bad, and it didn't bother him to watch the Tri-Cities Regional Airport grow smaller. His contemplation of Tennessee as it receded beneath him was interrupted by a guttural groan in the seat facing him. He turned to find Drew Cooper pulling up the sleeve of his black T-shirt, face screwed into a pained grimace.

"Don't tell me you've aggravated that again." Rhys studied Drew's arm with concern. An array of yellow, green and lavender discolored the rhythm guitarist's upper bicep, but it was an improvement over the angry purple and black that once marred the skin, a bruise that came when Drew slammed into the back of the front seat of their car when it slammed into the guard rail. 

"Nah, it's just still tender." Drew studied his arm with a small frown. "It'd probably help things if I didn't grab hold of the seat in a death grip every time we took off. Tenses up my muscles and makes it ache."

Satisfied his friend hadn't reinjured the arm, Rhys sank back into the soft, cream-colored leather seat of the Boeing 737 VIP jet the band chartered to ferry them around on their U.S. tour. They might be pansies when it came to flying, but they were pansies with style.

"It could be worse." Rhys gestured to the fading bruise. "You could be running round with a hole in your arm like T."

From across the aisle, Terry Baker let loose with a low, gravelly laugh. "Hole, nothing. It was just a graze, and it's all healed up now." He emulated Drew by lifting his own sleeve to reveal a puckered, pinkish ridge on his shoulder. "See? Nothing left but a scar and a story to tell."

It was a story, all right, one about when T got grazed by a bullet as he saved Rhys from a meth’d up maniac bent on killing him. 

Oh, brillliant. His thoughts about not having his affairs in order were going to start early on this flight instead of waiting for the plane's descent. And since they had a few hours until they reached New York, he'd have time to obsess over every detail. His mind, aided by a guilty conscience, decided to settle on how to include Rhett in his will. 

Now that they had both gotten over themselves and declared their love to each other, the only bright spot that came out of the shooting, he needed to make arrangements in case the next meth-head didn't miss. Whatever he did needed to be iron-clad, though, because he had no doubt his daughter would contest any inclusion of Rhett in his will. Jesus Christ, why couldn't all the parts of his life be smooth sailing at the same time? Just as he'd found the deepest peace and contentment he'd ever known thanks to Rhett, Sienna had to turn into The Child From Hell and throw a bloody huge spanner into everything.

He shifted position with an abrupt movement and closed his eyes. No wonder he kept putting off all that final affairs shit.

A nudge from Drew's shoe against his ankle brought his eyes open a slit. "What?"

"Hey, man, you don't have to worry about that anymore, okay?"

For a moment, Rhys had the fleeting idea that Drew was reading his mind, but he dismissed it almost as soon as he thought it. As talented as Drew was with a guitar, Rhys doubted he'd developed psychic abilities since they left the hotel that morning. "What are you talking about?"

The look Drew gave him was one someone would use when dealing with a complete idiot. "What the hell do you think? Rollie Campbell, who else? But he pled guilty to all the charges this morning, so it's over, man." The wry expression on his face changed to satisfaction. "We don't have to give depositions, don't have to testify, and don't have to worry about that dick getting out of jail for the next twenty-five years. Even better, by the time the tour's over the story will have died down, so you won't have to deal with that all summer like you were dreading."

Rhys couldn't stop the derisive smile that pulled at the corners of his mouth. "And you don't think Shannon won't start shopping a tell-all book about this? I'd be surprised if she hasn't already been fielding calls from publishers and agents."

A snort of laughter preceded Drew's response. "Hell, as soon as they realize how bat-shit crazy that chick is, they'll run the other way. I wouldn't worry about it. Besides, if any of your other girlfriends or ex-wives haven't been able to get a book published about you before, what makes you think Shannon can do it now?"

"Because up until this point nothing about any of my relationships has been newsworthy enough to warrant a book. But with her wanker of a husband tracking me down to kill me, Shannon Lassiter has an angle." Rhys ran a hand over the back of his neck. "God knows what she'll try to say. She's already off and running with those interviews she gave from her hospital bed." Crazy or not, Shannon had paid for goading Rollie about her time with Rhys. Before the man tailed Illicit's convoy to the airport, he beat the living hell out of his wife and left her for dead in their apartment. 

"Yeah, she ran her mouth there for a while." Drew nodded in agreement. "But, come on. A book by Hayley would interest a publisher more than one by Shannon, don't you think?"

"No," Rhys said. "No one from Hayley's circle ever tried to kill me. Besides, she can't shop a book about our marriage or anything to do with me. It was in our pre-nup, and I had it added to the divorce papers for good measure. I probably should have added it when I divorced Cela, too, but at the time I never dreamed anyone would want to write, much less read a book about me."

"Look at us with our first-world problems," Drew said. The two men laughed together for a moment, but their laughter was as rueful as it was amused. Confidentiality clauses had been added early on in their career by Flynn King, their quick-thinking business manager, but that didn't stop the plethora of unauthorized biographies released every couple of years. Most of them were rehashes of earlier books about the band's beginnings and in-depth looks at each album, but there were a few filled with sensationalistic crap that was taken as fact and repeated as gospel even though there wasn't a shred of truth to most of it.

After a glance out the window, Drew shuddered and pulled down the cover to shut out the view. "By the way, where is Cela these days?"

"No idea." Rhys shrugged one shoulder. "I haven't seen or heard of her in thirty years." 

To be honest, he hadn't much thought of his first wife in that time, either. Was that normal? After all, he and Cela McAdam lived together for two years before their hasty marriage. True, he'd never really been in love with her, and the marriage had been a joke. In the year between the time they said "I do" and the time they divorced, they saw each other a grand total of twelve times. Rhys smiled a little, thinking of the day he tracked her down and told her he wanted out of the marriage. Instead of being hurt, Cela expressed relief. She wanted out, too, but had been too wrapped up in getting modeling jobs to do anything about it. They sealed their decision to end their marriage with a down and dirty shag, and then Rhys left, promising to have Illicit's business manager take care of everything. He never saw her again.

A burst of static from the intercom intruded on his thoughts and made him jump like a startled cat.

"Sorry about that." Their pilot's voice had that garbled, tinny sound that seemed to be a requirement on all airline flights, chartered or not. "We've reached a decent altitude, so you're free to get up and commit mayhem in the cabin. The weather ahead is good, and we should have a smooth, uneventful flight to New York. Oh, and for your amusement, here's one I heard last night. How do you keep a flight attendant from having an orgasm? Just press the call button. She'll never come."

"Oh, ha fucking ha." The aggrieved voice of Sherry
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