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      Love rockstars? Subscribe to my author newsletter for behind-the-scenes extras, giveaways, and exclusive sneak peeks.

      You’ll also receive the bonus prequel to Her Dark Prince—The Night I Met Slayer as a gift!
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      "Hey, Dylan," Clara purrs, her voice cutting through the thunderous roar beyond the red curtain.

      The attractive blonde stage manager slides alongside me, her warm, bare arm snaking around my shoulders

      "The crowd's hungry for you."

      Clara’s luscious red lips point dangerously close to mine. Her whispered words carry a promise that makes my pulse quicken. "And I'm ready for you, too."

      Her green eyes flash with something primal, something I shouldn't want.

      But I do.

      We’re old friends, Clara and me.

      Bedfellows, too.

      "What do you say you come over to my place after the performance? We can make it a real party.”

      The question hangs between us like a ticking bomb. I know I should refuse. It always ends the same way: an incredible night of the most crazy-ass sex a man could want.

      Unlike after-concert hookups with the usual groupies, with Clara there’s no need for me to act like Dylan the rockstar. We could just chill.

      Enjoy a fun night of naughty nookie, friends-with-benefits style.

      “Can’t,” I force myself to say. “The band’s leaving as soon as the set ends. Need to head out before the storm hits.”

      I give her a quick hug and check on my young band in the dressing room.  It’s their first tour with me.

      “Ready, guys? It’s showtime.”

      They follow me, pumped up and  feeding off the energy of the mostly college-age crowd.

      I stomp onto the stage, raising my Fender guitar high in the air.

      The crowd roars. And just like that, I launch into my latest hit. I aim the guitar at the crowd, Johnny Cash style. It’s been my schtick for so long I’m usually credited with creating it.

      Jimmy—he’s my drummer—hits his sticks hard. His violent rhythm forces me to go faster and harder than I like. But he knows that it stirs the audience into a frenzy.

      In five minutes' time, the crowd’s whipped into a near trance. They hold up their lighters as they chant my name.

      A few of the girls even toss their panties on stage.

      Ridiculous.

      But that bit of silk and lace on the stage floor turns my guys on. I was the same way when I was their age.

      When the concert finally ends, we run through the crowd like always. Our way of making a physical connection with the fans.

      A pretty blonde in the aisle nearly trips me as I run past. “Meet my mom!” she yells, face flushed as she pushes an older woman forward. “She’s your biggest fan.”

      Her mom? I can’t be that old, can I?

      I flash a smile and a thumbs-up . Then I exit to hook up with the rest of the guys.

      They’re already pulling away some of the prettier girls and ushering them into the tour bus.

      But I turn away. I have very different plans for how I’ll spend the night.
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          GINNY

        

      

    

    
      Charlie Boy’s nose inhales the air as soon as I pull into the parking lot.

      My Belgian Shepherd knows the smell of Lucky’s Bar—smoke, and meat sizzling on the grill.  Though he refrains a whine of "let's have at it" like any normal dog, I know he's fantasizing about those juicy chops.

      “You and me both,” I say, ruffling his ears.

      The freezing air stings sharp as we step out of the SUV, the snow beneath my boots light but building.

      “Ginny, you made it!” Big Bruce's voice booms as we enter Whitefish's version of TV's old rerun Cheers.

      As usual, the sound of pool balls cracking mixes with Hank Williams Jr. rasping from battered speakers.

      “Brought those air filters,” I manage, holding up the box as he crushes me to his chest.

      “You didn’t have to risk a storm to deliver ‘em.”

      “In this town, there’s always a storm coming. I'm heading up to Forks Lookout. Start of my two-week rotation.”

      Bruce’s brow shoots up. “You serious? In this weather? You're gonna be the one who'll need saving.”

      I smirk. “So be it. You know the Forest Service code: no fear, no frostbite.”

      Some of the local men eye me, nodding their greeting as I slide past the pool table. Charlie Boy growls, making it clear that if they get too close, there'll be hell to pay.

      He's that kind of dog.

      I squeeze into our usual booth near the far wall, the cracked vinyl sticking to my jeans.

      Bruce returns with a big plate of ribs for Charlie Boy and me to share.

      Well, not exactly on the same plate. But you get the idea.

      As Bruce sets a plate on the floor, Charlie Boy glances up at me for permission to eat.

      I nod, and he digs in.

      "You sure got that service dog of yours well trained," he tells me with a laugh. "You're quite the mistress."

      "What's that supposed to mean?"

      "Nothing, nothing," says Bruce quickly, his face reddening like he's caught saying something he shouldn't.

      "No. Tell me to my face.”

      "Nothing, Ginny. Just that the wife says your sharp tongue may be why you haven't found a man since..." Bruce's voice trails off.

      "Please inform your wife that's none of her business. Not yours or anyone's, either."

      "Just lookin' out for you, Gin. You're like a daughter to me. And you call me when you get to the cabin, you hear? I'll be right here fielding emergency calls when the storm hits."

      Bruce leaves, but I no longer have an appetite. I slide Charlie Boy my meal, then slink back into the torn red leather booth.

      Could what Bruce said be true? That I'm scaring men off with my not-taking-any-crap-from-anyone attitude?

      Maybe.

      But I wasn't always like this.

      It might have started back when I took all the fire department classes on how to train a service animal.

      Then they gave me Charlie Boy when he was a pup to train.

      Maybe I trained him too well.

      After all, they kept reminding me that Charlie Boy wasn't a pet. He wasn't even my personal dog. He was an employee of the U.S. Forestry Department, just like me.

      Just like my dad.

      So yeah, maybe adopting that disciplinarian persona had edged its way into my personality.

      Charlie Boy lets forth a contented doggy sigh, then leans his head against my thigh.

      Since dad died, Charlie Boy is all I have.

      And maybe he’s all I need.
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          DYLAN

        

      

    

    
      I’m walking toward my Harley in the outdoor parking lot when Jimmy calls out to me.

      “Come join us,” he says, while  ushering two girls into the sleek, luxury bus. “We’ll find a girl for you.”

      “Thanks,” I say, getting on my Harley. “But I’m taking a solo ride.”

      Jimmy walks over to me. “All the way to Chicago? You're nuts, man. Someone said a storm's brewing."
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