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BLURB

My eating disorder has forced my hand–and those of my brothers–to a point where I have no choice but to submit to a live-in nanny to watch over me twenty-four seven. The nanny in question turns out to be a blast from the past, unexpectedly bringing things full circle.

When I’ve finally found the much needed balance in my life, a chain of events disrupts the brotherhood as well as the band. I’m the drummer, the one who provides the beat, the backbone of a song by keeping everything entwined. Though, when the beat fades, the lights come on, and the screams are silenced, all there might be left is the crimson drenching the floor.
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CHAPTER ONE
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– NYX –

I know my mother means well, and I guess I should be thankful, but it feels as if she’s giving me an ultimatum. Shit. Maybe it’s life making me feel the pressure of an ultimatum. Whatever, it sucks but what other choice do I have?

“Come on, Nyx, sweetheart. You’ve locked yourself up long enough. Besides, this is a great opportunity and a well-paid job. Not to mention, it comes with a bonus that would pay off your debts,” my mother presses.

All I can do is nod because she’s right. “Let them transfer the bonus into your account and tell them I will be there bright and early tomorrow morning.”

She smiles approvingly and then slightly winces when she says, “I kind of agreed on your behalf and assured them you would meet them tonight.”

“What?” I squeak.

Okay, I might not have a lot of options at this point in my life–and I’m already freaking out about the fact I will see a blast from my past–but to dive into this headfirst within a few hours is bordering on insane.

“They are leaving for Vegas tonight and Helena isn’t feeling well. They really need you.” My mother hands me a pile of papers. “They had a lawyer draw up a contract and you have to sign a full disclosure of course.”

I release a deep sigh. “Have you read through them?” She nods. “Anything weird or not right about this pile of papers?”

“They’ve thought of everything, you should sign,” she urges and hands me a pen.

I narrow my eyes. “Why are you so anxious for me to sign? You make it seem like I’m selling my soul to the devil and getting a monster deal out of it in return.”

My mother shrugs but keeps her lips shut. A wave of suspicion hits me. It’s silly because my mother has known the focus of this contract for decades. I grew up with him too, but we drifted apart as soon as we became adults. I place the pen on the table in front of me and start to read through them.

“Nyx Lilly Varlets,” my mother snaps. “For Pete’s sake just sign and start packing your bags.”

I ignore her and keep reading but I feel the couch dip beside me and a pen enters my vision.

“Just sign, sweetheart. This is the best paying job you will ever get and it’s only for six months. It will also give you a chance to mend your heart and rearrange your life.”

She’s right. I just read the numbers concerning my salary and bonus and they appear to be very generous since I need to be available this instant. It’s quite a lot of money. Of course, the job requirements are twisted. I would basically become a live-in nanny for a grown-ass man. One I cannot let out of my sight for a second. Again; hence the insane amount they are paying me.

“Fine,” I grumble and take the pen from her fingers to sign on the dotted line.

I throw the papers on the table and my mother instantly takes them to slide them into a large envelope. 

“Here, they asked me to give you this when you’ve signed the contract. It’s Digby’s file so you know about his medical condition and...other things.” 

I take the binder she’s holding out for me. 

Glancing through the details of his latest surgery to extract a load of foreign objects I mutter, “Seeing this it’s pretty obvious the idiot still eats non-food items. Pica is a compulsive eating disorder. Digby has always struggled with it, even when we were kids growing up. I might have dropped out but I didn’t leave my knowledge at the door of the hospital, Mom. Neither did the memories of growing up in the house right next to him.”

My mother rolls her eyes. “Of course you didn’t. Why do you think they hired you? Helena was so relieved when I told her you were available and–”

I cut her off with a groan and ask, “Available? Mom, how much did you share? This wasn’t a pity job offer was it? I mean, I know I got the job because you and Digby’s mother are friends, but I don’t want them to know all the details of my miserable and failing life.” I take in my mother’s face and gasp. “Oh. My. Gosh. Stop wincing. What is it now?”

“Digby might not know you got the job. He’s also not thrilled about the fact he’s getting a live-in nanny to watch over him all hours of the day.”

I can feel my eyes bulge and throw my hands up in the air at the same time my ass leaves the couch to face my mother. “You have got to be kidding me. How can he not know or have a say in who is hired to be with him twenty-four seven?”

“He doesn’t want anyone’s help and thinks he can handle it on his own. The band and his mother are worried.”

“As they should be,” I agree. “But this won’t work if he doesn’t want anyone’s help. He’s the one who has to follow a strict diet along with supplements and...hell, if he doesn’t even know it’s me who is going to keep him in line? Mom, you do remember how he used to pull at my pigtails, right?”

My mother softly laughs. “Oh, sweetheart, you were kids back then. Now you just have to make sure he doesn’t eat them.”

I snort and shake my head, feeling my long, natural red hair flow around me. “No way. I’d rather strangle him with them if he so much as points a finger at my head.” 

“See? And that right there is why you’re perfect for the job. You two share a background and you aren’t starstruck.” My mother stands and grabs the contract. “I’ll make sure to drop this off right now. Helena mentioned a courier will swing by her place to pick up the envelope.”

I frown when my mother slips out the back door. Digby’s mother and mine have been neighbors for a large chunk of their lives and it’s how I know the man because we grew up together. I haven’t seen him in close to ten years, though. Technically Digby isn’t a complete stranger due to the fact that my mother and Helena fill me in on everything concerning the band whenever I come over. 

He might not want anyone to look out for him but it’s clear he needs it and everyone else is concerned about him. Hell, if he continues the way he’s been living his life the next surgery could come too late. He won’t be the bigshot drummer of one of the most successful rock bands out there...he would be six feet under instead.

I head in the direction of the spare bedroom, the one I’ve been crashing in for the past few days. My backpack is still in the corner and it basically contains all my personal items along with a few changes of clothes.

Funny how everything is washed and ready to go as if my mother knew I was getting this job. Ugh. Who am I kidding, I’m pretty sure Helena and my mother thought out this plan the second I came knocking on my mom’s door.

So freaking humiliating to come crawling back to my only living parent. Not as humiliating as finding my boyfriend fucking one of the nurses in the on-call room, though. That image is burned on my corneas for sure. 

Not to mention, the idiot didn’t even stop fucking the nurse because he was too busy telling her how damn good she felt wrapped around his cock. All while the nurse was smirking at me. 

Yeah, imagine me working at the hospital along with my boyfriend, ex-boyfriend now, and the nurse–and who the hell knows how many other women on the job he had sex with. No way I could do that, so I dropped everything and went home.

I did my first-year internship and after that, I was a resident while my ex-boyfriend is an Oculoplastic surgeon. The kind who handles procedures involving the eye, in and around it...all while I want to rip his eyes right out of their sockets.

Normally, I’m not an aggressive person. Well, I do have to admit people say I’m stern but being kind and cheerful doesn’t make life fluffy. It sucks to be me right now so I think I’m allowed to have a little anger and aggression in my life.

What better way than to start fresh with a new job that provides food and some form of a roof over my head and getting paid lucratively while I focus on what I want to do with my life. Because clearly becoming a surgeon is off the freaking table.

Not that my ex has anything to do with it. Maybe a little. But lately I’ve been feeling something was missing and I wasn’t happy with my life. My mother is an ER nurse and I kinda walked the career path she’s always wanted. 

I really do have no clue what career or direction would interest me, other than the designs I’ve created on my iPad and sketch pad. I mean, that was basically a kid’s dream when I was growing up; wanting my designs printed on clothes and selling my own brand.

Yes. I’m a complete mess and most would rip my head off due to the mistake I’m making by leaving my medical career behind while I’m so close to becoming a surgeon and have dedicated years and years to it already.

All while I felt a huge weight fall off my shoulders the second I left everything behind me. Best decision I’ve ever made. Except for the debt but even that’s settled due to the bonus I just signed for.

I grab my iPad and laptop and shove them into my backpack. At least now I will get the time to work on my designs and maybe upload some to a website to put my designs on shirts and sell them. I’ve always toyed with the idea and this job gives me enough time to do some personal stuff while I babysit a grown man.

I wasn’t kidding when I told my mother about Digby pulling my hair all the freaking time. Don’t get me wrong, most days we got along but we could go head-to-head just as fierce. A smile tugs my mouth, I can’t wait to see his face when I show up as his personal babysitter. He’s going to shit a brick, that’s for sure.

Pulling my iPad back out of my backpack, I type in Digby’s name and search for videos, clicking the first one that appears. I have to swallow at the bare-chested, heavily inked, hot and sexy bearded man hitting the drums all sweaty and fierce. Holy shit, he’s changed a lot these last few years.

A rush of emotions that have no place inside me hit me hard and I quickly click away from the video and turn off the iPad, shoving it back into my backpack. Dammit, I wish I hadn’t researched him but I guess it’s too late now.

I decide I might as well take a long bath to relax. I take my time and then get dressed in my favorite ripped jeans and an off-shoulder sweater. My hair needs some work because it’s extremely long. 

I have no clue the last time I cut it but it must have been in my teens. It’s way past my butt and though I love my long hair, it’s a lot of work and most times I have it up in a messy bun when I’m working or locked away in a tight braid. I’m lacing my white sneakers when my mother strolls into the room.

“Ready? Lexi is waiting for you downstairs,” my mother says when I grab my backpack off the floor.

As I mentioned, my mother and Helena have been close for years so I’ve always heard stories about the band. I haven’t met any of the band members but do know the ins and outs of every single member and the major events in their lives.

Lexi and Owen, the lead singer of the band, for instance. They have been together for a few months now. The way they met and became a thing was something right out of a romance book. I mean, from the things I’ve been told? Yeah, I would definitely say so. 

Lexi’s parents were killed years ago while the outside world thought it was a murder-suicide. Lexi was in hiding and on the run ever since. Until Owen pulled her on stage during one of his concerts–basically because he wanted to get back at her from an encounter that happened backstage–but was stunned when she sang the hit song she used to do with her father. 

They became an overnight success and Owen and his MC protected Lexi when the killer came after her and they managed to get the truth out there. The killer was caught and Lexi and Owen turned out to be a perfect match. Such a romantic love story turned into reality.

And yes, I am very much aware this is not a normal rock band I will be staying with for the upcoming six months. Rebel Rage is a motorcycle club and from what I’ve heard they consider their tour bus their clubhouse. Owen is not only the lead singer but he’s also the president of the MC.

Again, from the stories I’ve heard–the gossip is always overflowing between Helen and my mom–this MC chapter is more on the legal side where the other Rebel Rage chapter here in town are all outlaws. I guess Owen and the rest of the guys can’t afford to be active in illegal activities when they are in the spotlight all the time. Unlike Felix, the president of the other chapter and Owen’s brother.

It’s a small town. Everyone knows everyone’s business and it’s another reason why I quit when I ran into my ex screwing someone else. Taking a job that requires to be six months away from everything, to be on the road, creates a large gap where people move on and I can start over without anyone looking at me like they know my business. It’s enough time for others to screw up and become the center of attention. 

“As ready as I’ll ever be,” I tell my mother and follow her downstairs.

A woman with rich brown hair is standing in my mother’s living room. She spins around and cognac eyes hit mine, a warm smile slides across her face.

“Hey. You must be Nyx.” Her gaze slides to my hair and her smile evolves into a massive grin. “Natural redhead, huh? This is going to be so much fun.”

“I don’t know what my red hair has anything–” I start but Lexi cuts me off.

“Are you kidding me? Haven’t you read his file yet?”

I shrug. “Not yet, I figured I had enough time to do that later.”

“Digby hates anything red. If there’s red food he needs to keep staring at it. He’s repulsed in such a way he stops eating completely until the red food has left the room,” Lexi informs me.

I can feel my eyes widen. “Seriously?”

“Seriously. Anything red that would touch or pass his lips is a major issue when it concerns Digby,” Lexi affirms. “Like I said, this is going to be so much fun. I don’t think the man will shove anything in his mouth as long as you’re there, he would be too busy staring at your red lipstick and hair.”

“Well, I’m there to make sure he doesn’t shove anything into his mouth. When it comes to non-food of course, he does need to keep up his health so I’ll be working on his diet.” I try to dismiss her opinion about my hair and lipstick.

I clearly manage to succeed when she snorts and easily changes the subject. “He’s not thinking about his health right now. The guys went out drinking to celebrate their pre-concert tour or whatever. If you ask me they just made up a reason to party together. They are at Felix’s clubhouse and have kicked out all the other members to make it a private party. The tour bus is going to pick them up in about four hours so that gives us enough time to swing by the store and get some shopping done.”

“Shopping?” I question.

I kiss my mother goodbye and promise to call her when I’m all settled in. I follow Lexi out to a large truck and she jumps behind the wheel. Throwing my backpack behind the front seat, I get in the truck as Lexi fires it up.

“Yes, shopping. We are going to get some personal things. Of course, we can have others do all the shopping but I like keeping my hands busy and also stock the cabinets with some healthy food for a home-cooked meal. Can you cook? Bake? What’s your favorite food to munch on?”

“Red licorice,” I deadpan and Lexi bellows out a laugh.

“Seriously?” She snorts in between laughter. “That’s your favorite?”

“Sometimes but we’re gonna get some now that you told me about Digby’s trigger. I’m sure you guys use this for his own benefit as well.”

Her head bobs. “We do. Actually, that’s how Owen and I met. It was my last day in town and a friend wanted to party together during a concert before I left. My boss at the time asked me to drop off a bowl of red candy to a VIP room and at the time I thought they were a bit over the top to ask for only one color of candy.”

“I agree, it’s a bit over the top when you don’t know the reason,” I agree and whip my head her way. “Wait. I was told you guys met by Owen pulling you on stage.”

Lexi chuckles. “Oh, yeah...that’s what everyone thinks but truth is, I walked into his room backstage to put the candy on the table and suddenly the man comes strolling out of the bathroom butt naked.”

“Oh my gosh, nooooooo,” I gasp. “What happened next? Did you hightail out of there?”

I’ve heard the way Owen pulled her onto the stage due to something that happened backstage but apparently no one knew what exactly happened.

“I instantly wanted to leave, believe me I did, but Owen kept rambling to get my attention. Especially when a naked woman stepped into the room behind him, wrapping her hand around his dick. I swear the man’s ego is even bigger than his dick because he kept trying to convince me to have sex with him. Obviously, I turned him down and left the room.”

“That’s why he pulled you on stage so you couldn’t go anywhere,” I muse.

“Right. The fucker thought he could humiliate me and gave me the option to leave with him and be in his bed or fail on stage in front of the audience.”

Laughter rips out and I tell her, “You showed him.”

She smirks and pulls into the large parking lot at the mall. “I sure did.”

“You guys are perfect for one another from what I’ve been told.” I step out of the car and we stroll into the mall. “Sorry. Between my mother and Digby’s mom I’ve heard quite a lot of stories and updates about you without actually knowing any of you.”

“That’s a good thing. I’d say it works to all our benefit. When Helena suggested you we all thought it was a great option. Not just due to your background but because you were connected to one of the band so to say. These guys are a solid brotherhood and rely on one another for a lot of reasons.”

“I can imagine. Everyone wants a piece of you when you’re a celebrity,” I tell her when at the same time Lexi puts on a baseball cap and throws her hood over it while sliding sunglasses on.

“Something you have to get used to now too since you will be with us all the time. No worries, we’re going to slowly slide you into it. We have a few days before the tour starts and it’s why we’re going to make a few stops on our way to Vegas.”

“I’m excited,” I admit. “All I’ve been doing for years is study and work. I hardly had time to relax and travel.”

“I repeat,” Lexi says as she laces our arms. “This is going to be so much fun.”

A huge smile slides across my face because I couldn’t agree more.
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CHAPTER TWO
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– DIGBY –

“This is going to suck saggy old and wrinkly hairy balls,” I grumble and throw a shot of Jack down my throat.

Owen smacks my back and snickers. “Nah, from what I’ve been told this chick is perfect and will fit right in.”

“I don’t want to fucking know.” I grab the bottle of Jack and pour myself another few fingers of alcohol.

“Are you sure? I can brief you on some of the details. She’s–” 
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