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        For the ones who never felt like they were enough⁠—

        The quiet dreamers.

        The voices drowned out by noise.

        The hearts that beat to a rhythm no one else seemed to hear.

        Believe in your worth.

        Chase your dreams with reckless hope.

        And when they tell you to be realistic… aim for the moon anyway.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

          JAX

        

      

    

    
      It’s always been said that if you do believe in yourself and work hard you’ll go places.

      Not for me.

      I’ve worked hard for my entire life after my parents died. It wasn’t easy to grow up alone and be moved in and out from a foster house to another. I’ve changed so many families that I lost count of them.

      Fuck them!

      I was a name on their list, an insignificant piece of shit – as one of them called me – good to be used as a punching bag whenever they needed to vent.

      That was until Mac. My best friend and only point of reference I’ve ever had. With him I’ve learned what family meant and he taught me the values of life.

      It wasn’t easy to get my custody but he fought for me until the judge eventually signed those papers.

      September 19th has been my rebirth, and I’ve dreamed bigger each day.

      Until now.

      Nervousness creeps in while we’re waiting backstage to be called. Tonight we’ll know if Darkest Symphony can aim to sign a contract with a label or if we should keep playing only for our small fan base.

      “Jax,” Dexter's voice skirts me out of the fog of my thoughts.

      I can see the reflection in the window I’m staring at, and all my band is waiting for me. “I’m good,” I lie while I spin around to face them. “No matter how tonight goes, I’m so proud of each one of you.” I know they had the same feelings as mine. The tension around us is palpable and the more time passes the more we’re seeing our chances to get low. From a thousand candidates, we’re only sixty now, and emotions are playing hard. I’ve never had grand expectations. I’ve learned way too soon that the higher you fly, the more pain you feel.

      Jillian is the first one to come to hug me. She’s the little sister of the group with a powerful voice and a shitty attitude but she’s the sweet part of our family. “The first round of drinks are on me.” She laughs, hiding her shaky voice.

      “Dinner is on me.” I wrap my arms around her while the guys come closer for a family hug. No matter how bad our days are, if one of them needs a shoulder to cry on, I’m always there, and the same goes for them. I thank God every day to have put on my path these dickheads. Our bond is strong and they know they can count on me for whatever.

      “Uhu, seems like the little doll is giving up.” One of the other candidates mocks us.

      “Shut the fuck up,” I growl while Dex moves toward the group where the idiot talked. His bandmates move backward, leaving him alone. Yeah, wise choice.

      “Or what, huh?” the guy faces Dex, bumping his chest against Dex’s.

      I can see he’s ready to punch him and in another context I’d let him to, but not now and not here. “Dex,” I call him back while releasing Jill.

      “Yeah, Dex, be a good puppy and …”

      Grabbing his collar, I tug the fucker closer. My band shields me and the guy goes pale within a second. “Another word and you’ll forget your own name.”

      “I… I was kidding.” He simpers while trying to free himself from my grip.

      “I’m not,” I clip while pushing him back. He chickens out right away.

      I’m about to say something but the buzz around us stop and the green light switches on. It’s the sign the show has begun.

      Vocal Keys is the best way to spread your wings in the music world. The contest itself is easy as long you’re talented and know what to do. The selection, though, is stressful and can take days or even weeks. It’s our third week here, and we’ve seen so many fellow singers and bands be sent away.

      After a few hours, Kevin, one of the staff moves into the backstage, and all of us peer at him. “1909, you’re next.”

      Moving toward the stage, I let the guys go on first while mentally crossing all my fingers. In front of us the five biggest record labels are sat: Vincent Fiore and Sean Mel from Media Music, Frank Smith and Robert Synder from Zante Music Lite, Angel Montgomery and William Foster from Starlight Music Distribution, and lastly Mich Walker and Gloria Recchett for Universal Sonic Music.

      My heart is pounding in my chest and I shake all my nervousness away. I’ll give all of myself as I’ve done in the last weeks. They have the list of our songs in front of them and we’re ready to play whatever they’ll ask us to.

      “Good evening, guys. How are you tonight?” Sean Mel asks while opening our folder.

      “We’re good and pumped.” I chuckle along with the band.

      “That’s the spirit.” Synder nods while turning to chat with his colleague before taking a quick look at the folder too.

      Gloria crosses her hands in front of her. “Darkest Symphony, what an interesting name. How did you come up with it?”

      “Jillian, my favorite second voice,” I turn to Jillian and wink at her, “once said we all have a background and no matter how dark it was, we’ve found each other to create a perfect and balanced symphony and it popped up.”

      “That’s kinda sweet.” Angel Montgomery looks at us, “You’re playing together for eight years now, isn’t it?” How does she know?

      “Almost nine, ma’am.” I proudly smile. “They’re my family.”

      “Highs and laws, love and war between siblings. That’s always something I adore.” She nods while flipping the pen over her fingers. “That says a lot.”

      “You’ve always been a softie,” Synder teases Angel.

      “Excuse me?” She turns toward him. “A family bond is stronger than your cold heart may ever understand and if that makes me a softie, then that’s okay.”

      “Damn, Angel, your claws are pretty sharp today.” He keeps poking her.

      Angel waves her hand to dissipate his words. “Can we go on?”

      Synder is about to say something but holds back. The grip on his pen says more than his words do. I guess the two of them are not getting along and Angel having the last word annoys him. I like her.

      “So far we chose the songs for you to play.” William Foster talks now, trying to get back to the reason we’re here. “Tonight I want you to play your best song we haven’t heard yet.”

      Looking at the guys, I mutter our last song’s title. I love it and it’s exactly the best way for all of us to be heard. When the band starts to play, the first lyrics leave my mouth and I erase all the stress right away. Music has become my secret den. A refuge to escape reality. When Mac realized I love music, he made sure I started studying it. It’s not as easy as it may seem, especially when you’re not young. But during some classes I’ve met Charlie, our guitarist and Liam, the bassist’s king. The three of us bond instantly and the rest is story. Mac always used to say in the tough times you may find the light in someone you don’t know. And he is right. The drum beat leads me back to our performance while I smile and open my eyes.

      Synder is the only one who pays attention to us and my heart sinks as he raises his hand forty seconds into the song. “I’ve heard enough, the auto-tune is too much; that covers everything.” The boo raises from the public.

      “With all due respect, sir…” I begin but he closes our folder which means we’re not enough for him.

      “They’re not using it.” Angel snaps. The public applauds and somehow it makes it less bitter. I thought no one was paying attention to our performance but it seems I was wrong.

      “Of course they do.” He scoffs, looking at her. It seems the others have moved back and there are just the two of them in here.

      “Are you for real, Robert?” Her voice reaches a higher pitch. “I’m not sure what game you are playing right now but you’re so wrong and make a fool of yourself.”

      I drop the mic on the ground, stopping their argument. The buzz makes me cringe but I hate when someone thinks I’m using auto-tune. Not that I have something against who uses it, but it took me years of classes to have my intonation and no one can say otherwise. Nodding at the guys, they start playing and I carry my performance without the microphone. When the chorus hits the higher level and Jill joins me, I let my heart out, pouring all my anger into it. My eyes are focused on Synder even though in the corner of my eyes I can see all of them. Acting on impulse is not a wise thing especially in these moments but I couldn’t help myself.

      When the song is over, I catch my breath and take up the microphone praying someone may say something but no one dares to.

      The silence is defeating.

      I fucked up big time.

      It’s over.

      “Apologize!” Angel says without even looking at Synder while writing something down.

      He tsks and turns his chair toward her. “For what? Having an opinion?”

      Angel closes the folder, hands one to William and gets up. “For being a dickhead!” The gasps in the public can be heard out loud. I’ve heard she speaks her mind no matter what and it’s intimidating to see her in action.

      “That’s unbelievable.” He growls. “Okay, I was wrong but still it’s a no for me.”

      “Now, that’s your opinion.” She peers at us while my heart slows its beats.

      The seconds seem longer than I remember, and I’m silently blaming myself for having ruined a golden opportunity.

      “I want to ask the production to remove you from the candidates,” Angel carries on.

      “Nooo,” the echo from the public sinks deep into my heart.

      “So partially you agree with me, they don’t have that...”

      Angel laughs and cuts him off. “It’s a shame that you’re so blind to see their talent because I want them aboard.” The victorious grin on her face and the applause makes me feel lost.

      William gets on the stage with a folder and gives it to me, “Congratulations.”

      Am I dreaming?

      The guys surround me while I open the folder with my shaky hands. SMD and our band name on it makes me hold my breath. “Thank you, for the opportunity,” I manage to say.

      “See you at SMD’s office on Monday.” William shakes my hand and goes back to sit. Peering at him I don’t know what to do. When the realization hits, I hug my band while my gaze shifts to Angel and I mutter a thank you.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

          
            JAX

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            
              
        Me: We’ve made it.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Mac: That’s my boy, I’m so freaking proud of you Jax.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Me: Thank you, Dad.

      

      

      

      

      

      There’s no one who ever has believed in me like Mac did. He pushed me to be who I am today. To always give one hundred percent no matter what.

      Dex and Liam burst into my room, making me snap my head up from my cell phone and don’t give me time to protest before the two of them clings to each of my arms and forces me out of my room.

      “The fuck you’re doing?” I ask when Charlie blindfolds me. Trying to free myself I grunt, “You better leave me, I’m not in a mood of celebrating.”

      “Yeah, you never are and since this is something we should be celebrating, you’ll come with us.” Charlie’s voice reaches from behind me now.

      I’m not a party kind of guy. I’m reserved and try to keep my head low. I was the one left in a corner and forgot about my existence. Bullied because no one wanted me or just for the sake of it. Being a lead singer has been out of my comfort zone until I genuinely believed in myself but still not a party guy. Give me an instrument to play, I’m fine with it. Make me sing in a crowded room and I’m fine. But partying? I’ll better pass, unless is it at my club. There I can be one hundred percent myself.

      “Okay, I’ll come.” I reluctantly give up.

      Once we step out of the elevator, the air even feels different. Tonight will be our last night out. A new life is about to begin and I can’t wait.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        Monday

      

      

      Parking the car in front of Starlight Music Distribution makes me nervous. I’ve stopped and prayed so much to be worthy of their attention but haven’t got the chance to send them a demo. The more me and the guys thought about it, the more we got scared about a rejection and pushed it for next month. Seems that won’t be needed.

      “You know you can’t be teleported there, do you?” Jill breaks the silence in the car while all of us burst out laughing.

      “You’re the best, little one.” I wink at her while getting out of the car.

      Once I lock the car it’s like my feet have their own mind until we cross the doors. People are everywhere, some in small groups and others typing on their keyboards but it still seems peaceful here and not scary as I thought.

      “Wow, look at those slides!” Dex points at the huge monitors where pictures of concerts are displayed.

      “It’s impressive, isn’t it?” A smile appears on my face while a stunning redhead walks toward us focused on her tablet. I’m sure she won’t look up until she comes to a halt and holds her hand out. One of the security guys stops to talk to her and she giggles.

      Trying to shake my nervousness away and focus on why we’re here, I walk toward the reception.

      “Good morning, gentlemen, how can I help you?” The girl on the front desk peers at us, her gaze shamelessly resting over Charlie’s body.

      “They’re with me, Karen.” A melodic voice reaches us from behind. We turn around to see the redhead in front of us. “Hi, I’m Emma, and these are yours.” She hands us our badges, surprisingly matching the right badge for all of us.

      “We have a meeting with Mrs. Montgomery,” I add while pinning it on my chest. I can hear the guys chuckle while Jill shakes her head. What now?

      Emma’s green eyes land on mine, and for a second I forget to breathe. It’s only a quick glance but somehow it moves me. Wow, she’s stunning. “They’re waiting for you in the main meeting room.” She turns around as my eyes follow the curves of her back.

      Dex nudges me before turning around and drawing a heart with his fingers. “Aww.”

      “Fuck off.” I roll my eyes while we follow Emma.

      Jill saves my back, walking near her. “The main meeting room? Like they have more than one?”

      Emma’s cell phone trills and she opens what I think it’s a text but still she walks toward the elevators without looking up. “We have four meeting rooms upstairs and two conference rooms on this level. Two recording studios at the upper level but the offices are on the third level.”

      The doors open and after a man greets her we get in.

      “I bet we’ll get lost in here,” Charlie jokes.

      “It’ll take you a few days and you’ll get used to the building, no worries.” Emma locks her cell phone back while the doors open again.

      We follow her and the adrenaline pumps even more. The hallway that brings us toward the meeting room is a show for the eyes. The awards and pictures hanging on the walls showcase all the amazing work this label has done so far and I can’t wait to see our names on it too. Opening the door Emma steps aside and lets the guys walk in. I have a weird feeling about her, not weird in the meaning of creepy but not knowing what it is exactly drives me insane.

      I stop in front of her, “Ladies first.”

      Her smile is worth millions and it makes her eyes shine. “Thank you.”

      “Jax,” William greets me, shaking my hand. “How’s it going?”

      “Mr. Foster, I’m good, LA is pretty chaotic but it’s not that bad.” I chuckle while my eyes darts to Emma but she’s busy talking with a man.

      “Hell no, I’m William. Mr. Foster is my Dad.” He laughs it off. “LA is not that bad, but trust me, the coast is even better.” He says while his eyes skirt toward the door. Mine do too. Angel and two men are walking in along with a group of built-up men. The meeting room, even if huge, now seems little as we shake hands with everyone.

      “Let’s take a seat and have a chat, shall we?” Angel pats my arm, while leaning closer. “No need to be nervous, Jackson, SMD is just a crazy family.” Her smile somehow calms me.

      I nod at her. “I’ll try.”

      We approach the huge oval table placed in the middle of the room and I notice some folders are scattered on it. Holding a chair out, I let Jill to sit and then I do too. “Mrs. Montgomery, I wanted to start by thanking you for standing up for us.”

      “Synder is a piece of shit. Always been. He knew you’d pique my interest and wanted to jeopardize the selection, making a fool of himself.” She shrugs with a devilish smile. “The show is recorded which means the episode haven’t gone live yet but will be this Friday evening, which gives us five days to walk you through how your life will be from now on if you want to sign up with us.”

      “Honestly, I won’t give up on this amazing opportunity,” I admit, not that I want to or even think about it. Signing with one of the big five labels has always been our dreams.

      “Good, let’s roll the dice then, but first of all I’m Angel, no boss, no Mrs. Montgomery or other nicknames either.” She pauses before laughing, “I’m not into formalities either, as I said I like to treat my staff as my family. If you ever need me for whatever reason I’m a call away. No matter the day or hour.”

      I like it. Family means everything and that says a lot about how she runs SMD. It may be her golden ticket to have success in this business.

      “Same goes for us,” Dex and I say in unison. We look at each other bumping our fists.

      “That’s what I want to see, and thank you.” Her voice softens. “In front of you is a sample of our contract.”

      “A sample?” I ask while peering at the pages in front of me.

      “Of course, I want to be sure both of us are happy with all the terms in it. If you want to add anything else, feel free to discuss it. SMD offers a five-year contract as standard, then if you want, and I hope you will, to continue or not will be up to you.”

      “Five years?” The awe in Charlie’s voice makes me hold back a smile. He’s not easy to surprise but damn, five years is a dream.

      Reading the contract, my eyes lands on the six figures and the list of events.

      Ours.

      Exclusive.

      And bigger than we could ever imagine.

      Holy fuck!

      Trying to hold back the emotions I feel right now seems impossible. My eyes stop on the program Angel has included in the folder and I feel so ready to take it seriously and give all of myself to music.

      “It says we should move to LA. Is this mandatory?” I ask, my eyes skirting to Dex and Jillian. “I mean, we have a business in Vegas and I can’t just leave it.” That’s not a problem. I have Mike and Sasha to manage it and my presence is not required.

      “It’s not mandatory, but we’ll have a lot of work to do and I guess you can ask your managers to look over Royal Casino Club, at least for a week. If you want to go back and forth daily from here to Vegas, then it’s up to you.”

      She knows about Royal? How? It’s not that we are that big but still our is a tridimensional and unique place.

      Jillian’s voice makes me snap my head at him. “The problem is mine,” she confesses. “We live together and moving here will be a nightmare.”

      “That’s not a problem at all, SMD will take care of your accommodations. If you want to move on your own or share the same house, again, it’s up to you. Just let me know.” Angel smiles but I can see her staring at Jill. We need to tell her; I don’t want news to ever leap. Jill wouldn’t overcome it again.

      “In that case we need to talk about it.” Angel moves her eyes on me and I mutter privately. Her nod makes me relax. “As for Royal, I have it covered, music is my life and I want to give it a proper shot.”

      “Awesome. We have a no drugs clause, which means if you test positive, the contract ends right away.”

      Fair enough. Not that we use any. Cigarettes and alcohol yes, but nothing more. We all nod in response.

      “Take your time to discuss if you want to move here. Either you live together or not, you’ll each have a personal bodyguard.” She stands up and points to the guy on the left, “He’s Chris, our head of security and my bodyguard, then we have Luke, Em’s shadow, Venya, Trevor, Bob, Steven and Duncan.”

      Why does Emma have a bodyguard? “My pleasure, I’m Jax, he’s Dex, Jillian, Charlie and Liam.”

      “We’ll talk about security stuff in a second moment.” Angel nods to Emma. “William is one of our producers and Jake is my brother and my left hand and last, but not less important, Harold is one of our legals.” One by one they shake our hands while staying in silence. “I’ll handle your schedule both with Emma’s help. She’s our best resource, event planner and media manager. If you need help, advice, anything at all, she’s the girl for you.”

      “We’re not that popular to need all that help but thank you.” Jill moves closer to the table curious to see what’s in the second folder in front of us. I want to know that too.

      Angel smiles. “Oh, trust me, in her hands you’ll get over the top in weeks, isn’t it, Emma?”

      “No doubts about it.” She nervously flicks the pen. “I found little information about Darkest Symphony, which would have been okay if you’d be a brand new band.”

      “Good point.” Angel adds, “Our team has collected your backstory, but we need to know more about you.”

      Peering at my hands I move my thumbs in circles. “Music has always been my way to hide from reality, and when I met the lot I knew they were my family. I play some instruments and write the lyrics. I’ve taken classes both with vocal coaches and music itself to improve my skills. To be fair we all did.” I look at all of them. “I wanted to make sure we all have the best skills to do something special but we haven’t aimed that high until now.”

      “That explains why you are so good at using your voice.” William nods.

      “I wasn’t that lucky to study music from childhood but after fifteen years I’m proud of myself,” I admit, suddenly regretting what I said. All of them are wealthy people who have studied in exclusive schools.

      “I like it. How did you guys meet?” Emma’s voice echoes in the room. I can’t help but look at her. The feeling that I’ve already met her gets stronger. But where?

      “We have known each other for ten years if not more.” Charlie points to Liam and me. “Dex joined us ten years ago and Jillian five. She was a model and performed in one of Royals’ open mic. It was hard to find and convince her to join us, but she had that special touch and craziness we needed for the band.”

      “I think I’ve been at Royals, it’s an interesting place and drinks are the cherry on top.” William peers at me with a nod.

      “Apparently I’m the only one who hasn't been there. Em said the same.” Angel smiles. “I may bribe Matthew to give me a tour this Saturday.”

      “You should, the club is sublime.” Emma nods excitedly while her cell phone pings.

      My eyes are on her. Is it possible I’ve seen her there? My heart flutters as an image pops in my head of a woman tied up. Deliciously sinful. But still, have I or is it just my deepest desire to see her tied up? “It’ll be a pleasure to have you as my guests.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

          
            EMMA

          

        

      

    

    
      The moment I saw Jax’s name in my agenda, I knew I was in trouble. Big time. I’m not sure if life has a bad sense of humor or if I’m jinxed. I mean, I shouldn’t have been surprised at all since it was me who pointed the band to Vocal Keys. It was pretty hard to leave fliers around everywhere at Royals without being noticed. First time I spotted them was during a night with a wannabe who pretended to be a Dominant. Their performance gave me goosebumps and with Vocal Keys scouting for bands and singers, I pushed my luck. I tried to talk to him but it seemed to be impossible. The man has a pretty busy life and he was never alone. I did the dumbest thing I could, and dressed up, wore a wig and tried to somehow get his attention. It wasn’t easy but when he offered me a drink, I knew I did it. What was supposed to be a single chat though got out of my hand and I didn’t want to back off.

      Good thing is he hasn’t recognized me and if I’m lucky and wise, he won’t. I just have to pretend he wasn’t my first heavenly fuck I have ever had and made me feel like a woman in an exceedingly long time. Easy to say, especially when you have the biggest crush ever on the man who never dates, never kisses, and uses women for his own pleasure.

      His rules, not mine.

      Too bad my heart didn’t get them and now he’s standing in front of me while chatting with my boss and best friend.

      “Are you okay?” William's voice startles me, making me squeak. The chatter stops and everyone turns to look at me.

      Holding my iPad close on my chest I peer at William and nod. “Yep.”

      “Such a bad liar.” He chuckles, shoving his hands in the back pockets, “Let me guess, you like someone in the group.”

      “What?” My voice seems surreal as I glance over the group catching Jax and Dex staring at me. Shit, I don’t want their eyes on me. “I’m mentally planning this week to get the band ready for Saturday. The media will be on their necks as soon as the show goes live.”

      “That’s true, and because of the short notice and since it’s your aunt's birthday too, you’ll go to Vegas with them,” Angel informs me.

      What? Is she out of her mind or what? My heart stops as my blood runs cold in my veins. “There’s no need and I’m pretty sure we can work remotely.”

      “Nonsense, Em.” Angel shakes her head, “It’d be easier and faster for you to train them.” True but with him close, I’d be in danger.

      “Yes, please, and no hotel needed, we have a guest room no one uses,” Jillian says in an excited voice as she comes closer and links her arm to mine.

      “True.” Dex nods at me, “If you need a lift you can come with us.”

      The hell? “I…I have my own car but I appreciate the offer.” I sigh, feeling the urge to run away from the meeting room. Fuck! There’s no way he won’t find out I lied to him. The trust we’ve built that night can be thrown out the window. My breath increases and even if I try to play cool and follow the conversation my brain gets foggy.

      “Deep breaths,” Jax’s deep voice and his hand on my back somehow calms me, “that’s it.”

      Blinking a few times I realize Liam and Charlie are casually placed in front of us and somehow shield us but still no one notices it. As no one can see I’m combusting under his touch. Red flags, Em! My brain warns me but there’s a fight in me. A part wants to feel his touch a little bit longer while the other screams at me to run away because he exudes danger.

      “Thank you,” I mutter while taking a step back. The cold spot on my back where his hand was feels so weird but this is work and we all know mixing work and pleasure is not a good choice. “Angel, if you don’t need me I better go home and pack.”

      “Keep me posted and see you on Saturday morning.” She hands me the folder with their contract to take notes for sure.

      “Do you want us to wait for you so you can follow us?” Charlie asks while Jillian goes on her tiptoes and whispers something to Jax. Not sure why but it drives me insane.

      I’m about to reply when Jillian does it in my place, “I can come with you if you want, you won’t find the address on Google and Jax is a fast driver.”

      Smirking, I turn to reply to Jillian, “Why not, that way we can get to know each other better but I’m a fast driver too.” When I notice Jax cocking a brow at me, I can’t help but playfully shrug. What the heck am I doing?

      “Ohhh, that sounds like a challenge.” William muses while Dex nods.

      “Am I dealing with kids? Come on guys.” Angel pretends to be annoyed and talks so common sense in us. “If you get in trouble, I know nothing.” She winks at me.

      “The bets are open.” William pulls out ten bucks, “Sorry, Em.”

      “William!” I gasp while Angel hands her ten too. “You two are the worst.” I turn around while finding myself in front of Jax. He’s so close I can feel his heat and I shake my stupid brain to behave. “It's game on; see you at home.”

      The smirk on his face makes me realize I said it out loud. Shit! “Eyes on the road, Emma.” His deep, commanding voice sends shivers down my spine. Even more powerful than I remembered. Jesus Christ.

      “Seems it’s the two of us.” Jillian giggles while pulling me out of the meeting room. “Drinks are on you, Jax.”

      “Dream on, little brat.” He fires back, amusement in his voice.
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        * * *

      

      Our past defines us but mine taught me several lessons. People want to be your friend for a turnaround; and the best rule is if they don’t know anything, they can’t use anything to hurt you. I admit there have been a few exceptions like Angel and SMD staff, but they’re family and we trust each other.

      Parking the car in front of the gate, I high five Jillian and then get out and sit on my hood. “How competitive is Jax?” Even though I vow to myself to keep it professional, the truth is I want to know more about Jakson, not just as a lead singer but the man under that mask. I felt a strong connection during that night and his presence sends me strong vibes even today.

      “A lot!” Jillian says while pointing her chin toward the street. “Here they are.” The roar of his car echoes as he slows down and the gate opens. “I didn't notice Luke was following us.”

      “You won’t notice him,” I pull my sunglasses down, catching her staring at him, “unless you don’t want him to stay here too.”
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