
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Judith Whimsey

Rockstar for Birthday 


Copyright © 2023 Judith Whimsey

All Rights Reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This is a work of fiction. All names, characters, businesses, events and places are either the product of the author’s imagination or used fictitiously.

––––––––

2nd english edition

First published: Soraya Kiadó, Hungary 2022

Original titel: Szülinapra rocksztár

Translated by Judith Whimsey


Today is my birthday and my friends take me to see my favorite band.

It's a wonderful evening especially when Matt, the drummer, gives me a kiss as a present and even wants to meet me after the concert.

We spend a fantastic night together, but I know it can't be more than that.

Just a one-night stand.

Or was I wrong?

Me and my girls are like a parade of laughter, weaving into this never-ending queue. 

Damn, it's my birthday today, and we've kicked off the party back at home. We aren't exactly chugging it down, just enough to put a grin on our faces.

But girl, my gift? 

It's a golden ticket to this club where our all-time favorite local band, the Rockbang, is setting the stage on fire. Don't get me wrong, the whole band's got their charm, especially when Jeff decides to flaunt his abs mid-show and send everyone losing their minds. No denying, that sight packs a punch. But my heart isn't doing cartwheels for the lead singer; it's all about the drummer, Matt Sluton. Quiet, unassuming, brown hair – that's the dude who's got my pulse racing. Okay, I don’t pretend I know the guy; he might be as wild as they come, but that's how I've painted him in my head. And yeah, let's be real, some of those fantasies aren't exactly G-rated. But hey, ain't every fan got their head in the same gutter?

We finally flash our tickets and dodge the bouncers, making a beeline for the table we reserved right up by the stage. Gotta hand it to Ivory’s foresight – this close to the band, it's like I'm in their pocket. Those who skimped on the tickets or missed out on the tables are gonna be chilling on the first floor, catching the action from a distance. I scan around and can tell the upper deck's gonna be packed tighter than a can of sardines.

Ivory goes to grab some liquid courage at the bar. As she stands up, men's eyes hit her like they just discovered fire, but me and Miranda, we've seen that show a million times. Ivory's got the golden touch – long blonde hair, body that could start a war, and sweetness that's off the charts. She's been our best friend for ages, so we aren't holding grudges that when she shows up anywhere, we don't stand a chance. 

Miranda's that girl-next-door vibe, always ready with a good word and a helping hand. Me? I'm doing the waitress gig at a sports bar, got a little extra curve for today's fashion. My hair? Just plain ol' brown. No standout body part, no headline features.
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