
  
    [image: Banging the Drummer]
  


  
    
      banging the drummer

    

    
      
        Kat Baxter

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Banging the Drummer

      

      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Epilogue

      

      
        Epilogue pt.2

      

      
        Excerpt from Redeem My Heart

      

      
        Thank you for reading!

      

      
        GALENTINES GROUPIES SERIES

      

      
        About the author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
          
          

          
            banging the drummer

          

        

      

    

    
      My life has always been an open book.

      Until now.

      I have a secret.

      I’ve been chatting online with Mason Bell, mysterious and brooding drummer from the boy-band Soul Obsession.

      Suddenly, my infatuation feels less like a celebrity crush and more like two-sided flirtation. For a middle school teacher from a small Texas town, this is definitely the most glamorous thing that has happened to me.

      Especially when Mason asks to meet me in person before one of his concerts, I don’t know if I’m about to meet the man of my dreams, or if I’m being catfished.

      If you love a hot mess heroine with a celebrity crush, a hot rockstar drummer who falls for the awkward curvy girl, steam, banter and all the feels, you’ll love this book

      ***

      This will be one boy band reunion to remember...

      

      When former boy band heartthrobs, Soul Obsession, announce their long-awaited reunion tour, a group of friends seize the chance for an epic girls' getaway, following the tour from city to city.
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      Mason

       

      I’m the black sheep of my family. Ironic, really, when you think about it. Considering by most people’s standards, I’m a highly accomplished and successful man. But my family of Juilliard graduates and Tony winners still thinks I sold out. Took the easy route.

      Bloody hilarious. There was nothing easy about taking five teenage guys—all strangers—then turning them into the hottest, most successful boy band of all time. At our height, Soul Obsession ruled the charts and the radio and sold-out stadiums and arenas around the world.

      Ten years ago, we all walked away from that success. From each other. And all the drama and fighting. Not to mention the damned paparazzi constantly hounding us.

      We retired, still owing the record label one more album. They’ve called in their chips, as it were, and we’re back in the studio and priming for the reunion tour of a lifetime.

      I’m not gonna lie, I’ve missed these fuckers. We’re like a dysfunctional family, a band of wayward musical brothers who grew up together on a tour bus. We might not all get along all the time, but I feel closer to each of these guys than I do my own damn brothers.

      I sit at the table, drumming my fingers on the shiny black lacquered tabletop. This rehearsal room is large enough for all of us, including an upright piano and several guitars. The furniture is a black leather-looking material and fairly nondescript.

      Jax, our resident bad boy, ambles over to the leather couch, guitar in hand. Asher, our lead singer, stares out the window, looking very much like the weight of all of this rests on his shoulders.

      The heartthrob of our group, Crue, stands leaning against the wall. He hasn’t changed much at all, except maybe a few more tattoos. Probably true about all of us. His eyes flick to mine briefly before he continues to scan the room.

      The fans all had nicknames for us. Jameson was known as the crooner. He took lead on most of the sultry songs and collected more panties tossed on the stage than the rest of us combined.

      When our group first formed, management had us all out front, singing and dancing like a regular boy band. The truth is, though, that as much as I know rhythm, I’m a shite dancer. So eventually I was able to convince everyone I’d do better sitting behind the drums.

      Considering I’m a classically trained pianist, it made my composer father nearly disown me when I picked up those drumsticks. But it kept me from having to make a complete ass of myself with the choreography. Needless to say, most fans called me the ’shy one.’

      It’s not too far from the truth. I’m much more comfortable with practically anything sitting between me and another person.

      Crue clears his throat. “Alright, ladies, gather round,” he says. “We all know why we’re here. One last album, one final tour. Then we’re free. We’ve got a lot to cover before we hit the road again.”

      Jax shifts on the couch, his brow set in a frown. “Who put you in charge, Crue? Last I checked, this wasn’t a dictatorship.”

      Those two were always at odds. Guess some things never change.

      “Fine,” Crue says. “We’ll take a vote. All in favor of me leading this meeting say ‘aye’.”

      Asher raises his hand. “Aye.”   

      “Aye. Let’s just get this over with,” Jameson grumbles.

      “Aye,” I say, just to make things official.

      Crue rolls his eyes, clearly annoyed we had to go through that pointless vote. “Excellent. Then, by the power vested in me by the band Soul Obsession, I now call this meeting to order.”

      “Do you need a gavel there, Judge Crue?” Jax asks sarcastically.

      Crue, thankfully, ignores him. Otherwise, they could really get into and we’d be here all day night.

      “Alright, first order of business, the setlist,” Crue says. “Management wants us to focus mostly on our old hits, with a couple of new songs sprinkled in. I think we should open with Girlfriend since that always got the crowds pumped up.”

      “Agreed,” I say. Maybe I can convince management to let me skip that one even though it was one I used to “dance” to. “Can I sit out for that one this time?” I ask. “I’m really not looking forward to all those synchronized group dances we used to do. Dancing was not in my original job description as the drummer, you know.”

      “What exactly was in your original job description, Mase? Sit there and look brooding while hitting stuff with sticks?" Jax asks, turning his ire in my direction.

      “That was the dream.” I grin and wink and Jax. “In all fairness, I offered to play any instrument they wanted me to, as long as I could do it without synchronize movements.”

      “A proctologist appointment sounds more appealing to me than synchronized dancing,” Asher mutters.

      “Come on, guys. It wasn’t all bad. We used to have fun together. Don’t you remember how great it felt to hear the crowd roar?” Crue asks, clearly trying to rally us up. “Doesn’t that count for something?”

      “Oh yeah. Nothing fills the soul quite like having underwear thrown at you every night by screaming teenagers and running from paparazzi during the day,” Jax grumbles.

      “It sounds like hell.” Asher winces, his face going pale. “Please remind me why we’re doing this to ourselves again?”

      “Alright, alright. I’ll admit the fans could be...intense. But the point is, we had some crazy times together back in the day,” Crue says.

      He’s not wrong. There was a lot to hate about our lives back then, but not everything was bad. The no privacy thing was the worst for me. I’m not a limelight kind of guy. Which has never really mattered to the rest of the world considering I was born into Broadway and West End theatre royalty. My father, the new generation’s Andrew Lloyd Webber and my mother, the lead actress with eleven Tony’s to her name. She’s only one award shy of the EGOT. That elusive Oscar.

      “It wasn’t all bad,” Crue says.

      “Says you!” Jax growls, his jaw clenching. “You weren’t the one getting blasted by the press for every late night out or questionable girlfriend. “’Soul Obsession’s Bad Boy Caught in New Scandal’,” he says with air quotes. “They ate that shit up.”

      “Only because you kept feeding it to them!” Crue barks. “If you didn’t sneak out to a party or hook up with a new girl every night, they’d have had nothing to write about. Or maybe if you didn’t get stoned and tumble out of clubs?”

      Jax rubs a hand down his face. “I was nineteen, man! What was I supposed to be doing, knitting sweaters and baking cookies?”

      “Cookies sound good right now,” Asher mutters.

      I take the opportunity to hopefully add some much needed lightness to this discussion. “You do knit a mean scarf, Jax.”  

      Jax sighs. “Shut up.”

      “Yeah, leave the guy alone. We were kids, we all did stupid shit. Isn’t that why we’re here? For the fat paychecks so we can finally get the record label off our backs?” Jameson asks.

      “I’m ready to be done with all this shit,” Asher says.

      Jax grunts.

      “This reunion is about more than money. It’s about giving the fans the closure they deserve. We owe it to them—and ourselves—to do this right,” Crue says.

      Again, he’s not wrong. We didn’t end things right the first time around.

      “Just say you miss the limelight, man," Jax says, his dark eyes roll.

      Crue lifts a shoulder in a shrug. “Maybe I do miss parts of it. Sue me for loving the music that made us famous in the first place. But don’t pretend you all don’t miss it too. The music brought us together. Through all the messy stuff, that was the one thing we always had.”

      “I miss some things more than others,” Asher says.

      Jameson nods. “Crue is right. The music was always there for us, even when things got tough.  I know I complained about the fans but seeing their smiling faces in the crowd…there was no better feeling.”

      “How poetic, Jameson. Did you rehearse that, or are you just naturally this sentimental?” I tease.

      “Naturally,” he says, not missing a beat. “Comes with the crooner territory.”

      “Can you guys focus?” Crue says. “This is about more than closure. It’s our shot at finally controlling our narrative. We’re not those kids anymore. For once, we get to decide how we’re remembered.”

      “That’s the important thing as far as I’m concerned. We get to introduce the world to the real Soul Obsession, the band they never got to meet back then. We get to decide how this ends for us. Not the label, not the tabloids, but the five of us. That’s worth all the bullshit.

      Asher sighs audibly. “Just so you know, it kills me to admit you’re right.”

      “I’ll admit it. We did kick ass together,” Jax says, surprising all of us.

      “So, are we good? We gonna bring the fire one last time for our fans?” Crue asks.

      “Let’s light this shit up!” Jameson grins.
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      Luna

      

      As a small-town middle school teacher, I am the least glamorous, least interesting person in the universe. I love four things: my siblings, my cat Jar-Jar, weird historical facts, and the boy band Soul Obsession, specifically drummer, Mason Ball, the object of my life-long, not-so-secret crush. 

      It’s been a hot minute since my online friends, a group of fellow Soul Obsession fans that clicked and have kept in touch over the years, have gathered. But tonight we have a special meeting, so all eight of us are lit up in our little squares on our video chat. 





OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/bangingthedrummertitle_katbaxter.jpg
BANGING THE

[rurmmer

KAT BAXTER





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/bangingthedrummmer_katbaxter_final.jpg
Bang, bang...all night long

1 BANGING THE








