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      It was no surprise to Trent that Monica called; he was just surprised that it took her almost three days to do it. By then, Trent and Bree had begun to settle into a routine of sorts. He spent much of the day exploring the market for starting a new accounting firm in Nashville and went to see her play her gigs at night. They’d eaten breakfast together each morning and dinner together every night, and he could see himself fitting into her world, especially when she was on stage, playing her heart out, and he was sitting on the front row, cheering her on.

      Then, Monica called, crying, and Trent was forced to rethink everything.

      Not because he was considering getting back together with her but because Monica was so demanding. “What are you thinking, Trent? You can’t possibly think this will work with her, do you? You know she’ll just put her career in front of you, like she always has before.”

      “You were going to do that,” he pointed out to her, no longer feeling the need to be nice to the woman who had cheated on him with his best friend. 

      “I never would’ve done that!” she exclaimed. “I thought you supported my modeling career!” 

      Realizing there was no point in arguing with her, Trent let out a sigh and said, “Monica, what did you want? Other than to tell me what an awful person I am?”

      “I didn’t call to tell you you’re an awful person. I called to tell you that I love you, that I want to give it another try. Please, Trent. I’ve changed. I’ll never, ever cheat on you again. I’ll never lie to you again.”

      “Sorry, Monica. I don’t give second chances to people who break my trust the way that you have.”

      “But Trent… we have a life together!”

      “Had,” he said. “We had a life together. We don’t have one anymore. I’ve gotta go, Monica.” 

      Trent hung up and put his phone back on the table. He was in a cafe, looking at the newspaper and trying to decide whether or not a few properties he’d seen recently would work for a new firm. He also wondered if any of the people who currently worked for him would be willing to relocate from Louisville. He thought some of them might be, but for the most part, he’d be hiring a brand new staff. It would be a lot of work, but it would be worth it if it meant he got to spend all his free time with Bree.

      He hadn’t been studying the properties long when his phone rang again. Assuming it was Monica, he moaned, but then he saw that it was Bree and his face lit up. “Hey, what are you up to?” he asked with a smile.

      “Well, my record company just called and asked me to come in tomorrow. They’ve decided it’s time to take things to the next level.”

      He could hear the excitement in her voice. “What does that mean, exactly?” He couldn’t help but grin, knowing how happy she was.

      “I think it means… they’re putting together a band for me! So that when I play live gigs, I’ll have an entire backup band. Isn’t that amazing? I mean, I’ve worked with different musicians in the studio, but it’ll be different to be on stage with them.”

      “Wow--that’s awesome!” He knew this had always been a dream of hers. “How does that work, exactly?”

      “I don’t know. My manager just said there were a few people they wanted me to meet. I guess I’ll just come in, listen to them play, maybe play with them, and see what we think. This is Nashville, so there’s got to be a million musicians just waiting to be put in a band with the potential this one has, now that they’re booking such large venues for me.”

      “Yeah, I’m sure you’ll find some really talented people.” Trent couldn’t get the smile off of his face, he was so happy for her.

      “Would you… want to come with me?”

      He raised an eyebrow. “Tomorrow? To listen to them?”

      “Yeah. I’d really appreciate your opinion.”

      “I’d love to come with you, Bree. I just… don’t know that much about music.”

      “Sure you do. You know what sounds good, and what sounds bad, right? That’s all that matters.”

      “Will they mind if I’m there?”

      “No, I asked my manager if you could come, if you wanted to, and she said that would be great, that she’d love to meet the man who inspired my hit song.”

      “Cool. Sure. I’d love to. I’ll be there.”

      “Awesome. Thanks. I guess I’ll see you in a few hours.”

      “Bye.” Trent hung up, still smiling on her behalf. It was amazing to see Bree’s dreams finally coming true, and the fact that he was getting to be part of it made him feel completely blessed. It seemed like everything was finally going right, and he was excited about what the future might bring for both of them. Now, if he could just get lucky enough to find the right personnel for his accounting firm, they’d be all set.
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      Sleep had been elusive since Bree had started sharing her bed with Trent, but that was okay with her. Listening to his heart beat beneath her ear, his arms around her, made her feel safe and settled in a way she’d never felt before, even if it meant she was tired most of the day.

      Her gigs usually didn’t end until midnight, which meant she’d get home around 2:00 in the morning, earlier or later depending upon how far away they were. Then, she’d try to fall asleep for an hour or so, finally manage for a bit, and get up with him around 9:00. She knew that was sleeping in for him, that he’d be happier getting up with the sun, and the fact that he was willing to rework his entire schedule for her was just one more reason why Bree felt so unbelievably happy that Trent was finally her man.

      She was up before him that morning, though, ready to get to the studio and see what Zelda had in store for her. Her entire life, Bree had wanted to be part of a band. When she couldn’t get even Sam, her ex-boyfriend who used to play gigs with her, to stay loyal to her, she’d sort of thought it might never happen. Now that she was finally starting to make a name for herself, it was a necessity, and she couldn’t wait to meet the musicians she’d be partnering with for the next several years.

      Trent adjusted underneath her. Bree watched as he blinked a few times, and then his eyes opened. “Hey, what are you doing awake so early?”

      “How do you know what time it is?” she asked, leaning her head on her hand so that she could stare down at him.

      “By the sun,” he replied. “I’m guessing it’s not seven yet.”

      Bree glanced at the clock. He was right. It was 6:53. “I couldn’t sleep.”

      “Too excited about your big day?” 

      Nodding, Bree trailed her fingers along his bare chest. They hadn’t gone all the way yet, though they’d been close, and she thought she was ready, but she didn’t want to rush him. Maybe before they headed to the studio…. She pulled her thoughts off of that. “I didn’t mean to wake you.”

      “No, that’s okay. You know I’m a morning person. Want me to make you some breakfast while you get ready?”

      She smiled. He was so sweet. And thoughtful. And perfect. “That would be awesome.” She kissed him, letting her lips linger a little longer than she’d initially planned, and then headed off to the bathroom.

      When she was done showering, she headed to the kitchen, following the scent of bacon. Trent had gone to great lengths to make a wonderful breakfast, and Bree’s stomach growled in recognition of his efforts as she dug into eggs, bacon, toast, and orange juice. Once they were done, Trent went to get cleaned up, and then at a quarter until 9:00, they headed over to the studio.

      Bree would’ve been lying if she said she wasn’t nervous. Picking her bandmates was critical. She knew she wouldn’t have the final say; there’d be executives from the record company there, as well as Zelda, and who knew who else. Probably some sort of marketing experts who could tell them what sort of vibe their look gave off. All she knew was she wanted talented people who were easy to get along with. The last thing she needed was more drama in her life.

      If Trent was nervous, she couldn’t tell. He had to be uncomfortable, she figured. After all, he was entering a world he’d never had any interaction with. She imagined she’d feel out of place if he asked her to help him pick new accountants. But he knew he was mostly there for moral support, and she felt so much more calm with his hand in hers than she would’ve if she’d been doing this alone.

      Trent pulled into the parking lot outside of the studio a few minutes before she was meant to be there. “Are you ready?” he asked. 

      “I think so. Thanks, Trent. You’re amazing, you know that?”

      He grinned, shrugged, and ran his hand across the back of his neck as he always did when he was nervous. “I try.” He looked up at her, and she couldn’t help but slide over and kiss him. “Come on. Let’s go put the next great band together.”

      Laughing, she climbed out of the vehicle, excited to see where this would lead. Nothing could get her down at this point. Nothing.
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      Zelda wrapped her arms around Trent the moment she saw him, leaving Bree laughing. “There he is! The man who inspired the song that has inspired so many love birds! It’s lovely to meet you in person!”

      “Thank you,” Trent said, his face a little pink from the attention. “It’s nice to meet you, too. I’ve heard so many nice things about you.”

      Zelda looked at Bree and smiled. “That’s good to hear. Bree is one of my favorites.” She wrapped her arm around Bree and pulled her close. 

      As soon as Zelda let her go, the manager was back to business. “Come with me,” she said, waving her arm and leading Bree and Trent back toward one of the studio rooms. “I’ve got some folks assembled I’d like for you to meet. We have auditions scheduled for the next few hours. We’ll have the prospective candidates come in, play for a few minutes in the studio so we can talk without them hearing, and then we’ll arrange call backs for anyone we’d like to hear play together. While it’s important that the individual musicians sound good, we need them to sound cohesive as well, as I’m sure you know.”

      “That sounds perfect,” Bree noted. “When are call-backs?”

      “Next Monday,” Zelda said. She pulled open the studio door and gestured for them to go through ahead of her. 

      Two men and a woman Bree had never met before sat behind the panel in the small recording space. They all stood as they came in, and Zelda stepped up to introduce them. “Bree, Trent, this is Alvin Cook, one of the chief music engineers here at Sonic Music. This is Sally Henderson, executive in charge of new musicians, and Jordan Right, chief sound engineer.”

      Bree and Trent shook all of their hands, and they all exchanged pleasantries. She was glad Zelda had introduced him because she wasn’t sure if she should use the term boyfriend or not, but Zelda just said he was the inspiration for Bree’s most famous song, “Meant to Marry Me.”

      Once they were all settled into chairs facing the currently empty recording stage, Jordan said, “I really love the soulfulness of your music. It definitely comes across in your recordings, and it’s even better live.”

      Bree could feel her face pinking at the compliment. “Thank you,” she said, smiling. “I really appreciate that.” She was shocked someone of his caliber had gone to hear her live.

      “What are you working on now?” Sally asked.

      “I have several songs that I’m ready to record. Of course, with a band, we might make some changes, but I’ve got six I’m completely happy with.”

      “Excellent,” the executive said. “Any hits?”

      “All of them--I hope,” Bree said, which got a laugh out of everyone.

      “This first guitarist has worked with several other recording artists on albums but hasn’t been in a band for a few years. I think you’ll like him.”

      “Great,” Bree said, picking up the clipboard they’d set in front of her. It had information about each of the musicians they’d hear. They’d certainly worked a lot into the schedule. In the two hours they had available, they had forty musicians to listen to. 

      The door to the studio opened, and a man who appeared to be in his late twenties, possibly his early thirties, walked in. He gave a wave and then stepped over to one of the microphones. “Hi. Kell Spinks.” He was carrying a guitar case and quickly got out a Fender Telecaster, running a few scales before he plugged it into an amp and stepped up to the mic again. “Ready?”

      “We’re ready when you are,” Alvin said into the microphone in front of him.

      Kell looked pretty calm as he began to play. The song was “Little Wing” by Jimi Hendrix, one of the most difficult songs to play on guitar, but he not only played it well, it sounded great with just the solo guitar.

      When he was done, Alvin turned the mic back on. “Thank you, Kell. Can you play a bit of one of Bree’s songs?”

      “Sure,” he said, shaking his blond hair out of his eyes as he began to play one of Bree’s more complex songs, called “Night Life.” He played several measures before Alvin stopped him.

      “Thanks a lot, Kell. We’ll be in touch.”

      Kell gave a wave and unlooped the guitar strap from his shoulders. He carefully put his Telecaster back into its case and then waved again on his way out.

      Everyone took notes on their clipboard, except for Trent, and Bree couldn’t help but smile at him. She knew he didn’t think his opinion counted, but it did to her. She liked Kell a lot. He seemed a bit shy, but definitely laidback, which was important to her. She didn’t want anyone who was going to be anxious or start drama.

      The next musician walked in a few minutes later. Bree assumed there was a secretary or someone walking them back, but she didn’t know for sure. This was a drummer, a tall man without much hair on top but plenty down his back. He was great, and Bree really enjoyed listening to him. She wrote only positive notes next to his name, though she hoped it wouldn’t be a problem that he was so much older than her.

      For the next two hours, there was a parade of musicians coming through the door, one right after the next. Most of them were great. A few were so nervous, they didn’t perform as well as they might have otherwise. Bree liked all of them, but a few stood out to her. They were down to the last person, and she thought she had a pretty good idea who she would recommend to come back to play together, though she wouldn’t have minded listening to all of them play again.

      “This is our last guy,” Sally said, looking at the paper. “Zach Scott.”

      “Cool,” Bree said, not sure what else to say. 

      A few seconds later, the door opened and a man carrying a Les Paul case came in. Bree’s eyes bulged, but she tried to hide it. If she hadn’t been sitting next to Trent, she probably would’ve let her mouth fall open, too.

      He was hot--that was the only word she could think of to describe him. Tall, muscle bound, with tattoos. His dark hair hung over one eye, and when he brushed it away, she noticed his eyes were a shade of gray she’d never seen on a person before. 

      He didn’t say anything at all, only took his guitar out of the case, set it aside, put the strap over his head in one fluid motion, and then began to play.

      Bree recognized the song immediately. It was “Eruption” by Van Halen, arguably the most difficult song to play on guitar, and Zach was killing it. The entire room was silent as the captive audience listened to him play. When he was done, Zach just looked at all of them again without saying anything.

      “Thank you,” Alvin finally said. “That was… very good.”

      Zach nodded. Bree wondered if he was unable to speak. He waited expectantly, as if he was assuming Alvin would tell him to play something else, but now Alvin seemed incapable of speech. 

      Sally reached over and took the mic. “We’ll be in touch, Zach.”

      He lifted a hand and then put his guitar back into its case and was gone, like a puff of smoke. 

      “Interesting,” Zelda said, rubbing her chin and then making some notes.

      Bree was doing her best to look as if she hadn’t noticed how good looking the man was. Trent had a slight smirk on his face, which Bree appreciated. At least he wasn’t jealous or hadn’t assumed Bree was all hot and bothered. 

      “Okay--let's see if we can narrow the field down to about three or four guitar players, a couple of drummers, a couple of bass players, a rhythm guitar player or two, and a keyboardist, shall we?” Alvin said.

      The rest of them agreed and started discussing the different musicians they’d seen. Some of them were very easy to eliminate while others clearly needed to go on the list for callbacks. The hard part was narrowing down the group in the middle. There’d been a lot of musicians who had similar skills, and in a few moments worth of playing without any discussion whatsoever, it was difficult for Bree to narrow them down.

      “I liked Cat. She seemed nice,” Bree said, brushing her hair back over her shoulder.

      Cat Hadley, one of the keyboardists, had dressed similarly to Bree, with cowboy boots and a denim skirt. She’d been impressive when she played both of the songs she’d prepared.

      “She sings, too,” Zelda added, looking at the notes they’d been given. “We’ll need some people who can harmonize.”

      “Very good. We’ll call her back. I do like the idea of having a few females in the band,” Alvin noted. “It seems like so many backing musicians are male. It’d be great to have some other women in Bree’s band.”

      They discussed a few more potential callbacks before they got to the end of the list. “And then, there’s Zach,” Jordan said with a grin. “Now, that man could play.”

      “Why is he not already in a band?” Sally wanted to know.

      “He was. He played for Grifter, but they just broke up. He doesn’t sing, so it’s been hard for him to get another gig.” Alvin shrugged as if that explained everything.

      “Why doesn’t he sing? Does he not speak?” Sally asked, and Bree almost laughed because she’d wandered the exact same thing, but she figured the executive was serious so she bit it back.

      “He does--but not much. Not until he gets to know you. He’s a good kid. He’s definitely talented.” Alvin seemed to be a fan.

      “I worry about him fitting in, though,” Zelda said. “He doesn’t scream quaint country band.”

      “And it would be nice if he could sing.” Jordan looked thoughtful, his pen to his chin.

      “Maybe I could teach him,” Bree said with a shrug.

      The others just looked at her for a moment before Sally said, “You might be able to teach him some, honey, but teaching him to sing harmony would be a challenge.”

      “True,” Bree said. “But… anyone who can play like that won’t be available for long. If we’re going to get him for my band, we’ll need to act fast.”

      “Are you saying you want him then?” Alvin asked, and Bree thought she heard Zelda giggle at his wording.

      “I’m saying, I think he’d be a good asset to have in the band,” Bree replied. “I definitely want to give him a callback.”

      “Okay then. We’ll add him to the list.” Alvin did just that, and Bree nodded before turning to Trent and giving him a pointed smile. Hopefully, he wasn’t concerned about her wanting someone like Zach in her band. He had to know that was the only way she wanted him.

      Trent smiled back at her, and Bree let out a slow breath, feeling relieved. She hoped having Zach in the band wouldn’t prove to be a bad choice, but at the moment, she was excited about the prospect of having such a talented guitarist in her band--nothing more.
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      On the way back to her apartment, Bree chatted about the different musicians, trying to get Trent’s thoughts. He was mostly quiet, giving one or two word answers, but he had a small smile on his face, so she didn’t think he was mad about anything. It wasn’t as if something bad had happened. She just wondered if he’d noticed that she’d noticed Zach and was hoping he’d just say something about it already if he had so that she would be put out of her misery.

      It wasn’t until they got back to her apartment and she’d gotten her guitar out to practice that Trent sat down across from her and asked, “Can you play ‘Eruption’?”

      Bree raised an eyebrow. “Uh… no, not even a little bit.” She laughed, and Trent did, too. “Do you have any idea how hard that song is?”

      “I could probably play it. If I had more tattoos.”

      “Oh, is that the key?’ she asked, giggling.

      “Yeah, I bet Zach couldn’t play it until he had about twenty or thirty,” he replied. “You figure a guy like that’s probably married, has five or six kids, right? Probably has a day job as a librarian.”

      Bree set her guitar down and studied him for a second, a smirk on her face. “I don’t know. I haven’t given it too much thought. But he is a hell of a guitar player, which is what I’m looking for.”

      Trent nodded. “And you think he’s hot.”

      “Why do you say that?” She folded her arms, but the smirk wouldn’t stay off of her face.

      “Well, it was pretty obvious that you did. And so did the other females in the room. Maybe a couple of the guys. Hell, I thought he was hot, and I’m as straight as they come. I think.”

      That made her laugh. “Don’t worry about me, Trent. I’ve only had eyes for you for as long as I can remember.”

      He grinned at her. “I’m not worried. But I did notice.”

      “Thanks for pointing it out.” She couldn’t help but think he was adorable, slightly worried but not too terribly concerned about her. Bree gathered her skirt into her hand and took two long steps across the distance, straddling him. Trent let out a soft moan, and she settled down against him, feeling him respond to her.

      Dragging a finger along his chin, she leaned in, her face hovering just above his. His breath was warm on her skin, and it staggered slightly as she lowered herself even further and rubbed against him.

      Trent’s hands slid up inside of her skirt against her outer thighs. He pulled her forward and then pressed her down as he shifted, and Bree felt lightheaded as she felt him pressing against all of her most sensitive parts.

      One hand slid up to the back of her neck, the other moved to her shoulder where her blouse had slipped down slightly. He caressed her collarbone, tangling his fingers in her hair and pulling her face even closer to his. 

      When his mouth tasted hers, it was with a hunger she felt mirrored in her own core. Her fingers worked the buttons at the top of his shirt and then struggled to pull it up over his head as his hands seemed to be everywhere, his lips sliding down her neck and lower. Bree knew it was time to show this man how much she loved him, to make sure he wasn’t ever worried about anyone else. No one could take his place.

      He lifted her slightly, and when she came back down, he pulled away. “Bree, are you sure about this?” he asked, looking into her eyes.

      “I’ve been sure for as long as I can remember,” she replied, not a doubt in her mind that Trent was the one she wanted to be with for the rest of her life.

      He smiled at her, and then, he easily swooped her up around his waist, standing and carrying her into the bedroom as if she weighed no more than a feather. Bree quickly lost all ability to reason as his mouth devoured hers and his hands claimed her for his own.
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      Having the woman he had loved for so long asleep in his arms was even better than Trent could’ve imagined, and finally showing her how much he loved her had been beyond anything he’d ever dreamed possible.

      Bree shifted and let out a little sigh. She had a show that evening, so he knew he couldn’t let her sleep for too long, but it was sweet to see her lying there so peacefully.

      She was the most beautiful woman he’d ever seen--not just on the outside but on the inside as well. He’d always been drawn to her and knew lots of other people were as well. 

      That’s why Zach worried him--a little. It was actually sort of funny to see Bree try to pretend she hadn’t noticed how hot the guy was. It was okay with Trent that she had noticed a large, muscular guy. He knew she’d never act on it. Unlike Monica, Bree would never cheat on him. While he’d like to say he would’ve never guessed that Monica would either, that wasn’t true. He honestly wasn’t surprised at all.

      Would having this Zach guy in her band make Bree less likely to stay faithful to him? Or would she consider breaking up with him to date Zach? Trent doubted that. They'd been apart for so long, thinking about being together, longing for one another, he was certain this would last.

      Still, he’d be lying if he didn’t admit he wouldn’t mind if they gave Zach a hard pass.

      He didn’t see that happening, though. The guy was a magician on a guitar. Asking Bree to give up the opportunity to work with someone of that caliber wasn’t fair to her, and he cared too much about her to ask her to give that up. No, if they decided to go with Zach, he’d just have to trust Bree.

      Trusting Zach might be another story.

      Trent set an alarm on his phone just in case he fell asleep, too, and then draped his arm over Bree and closed his eyes.

      The feel of her stirring woke him. Bree suddenly bolted upright in bed. “What time is it?”

      “It’s… a little past five.”

      She collapsed. “Thank God. I thought I was late.” Brushing the hair out of her face, she tried to calm down as Trent chuckled at her.

      “I set an alarm for six. I figured that should give you time to get there by eight, right?”

      She nodded. “Thanks. I should’ve never doubted you.” Bree rolled over and kissed him, and the feel of her body pressed against his excited him in ways that made him think of other things besides sleeping. Deepening the kiss, Trent pulled her closer and swiped away the sheets and blankets they were tangled in.

      Making love to her was easy and natural, just like breathing. He’d thought it would be awkward, they’d been friends for so long, but when he pushed inside of her, and she tipped her head back and released a small moan, Trent felt as if that was where he was meant to be. They moved together as one, her hands hooked around his shoulders, her knees squeezing against his hips as she lifted and arched her back in rhythm with him. He could’ve kept her there all night, spasming, gasping for air, and calling his name, but he wanted to hold her a little longer before she had to get ready for her show, so once he was sure she’d been at her peak for several minutes, he joined her in a wave of ecstasy unlike any he’d ever experienced with anyone else.

      He stayed there with her beneath him, staring down at her glistening body, wanting to shelter her from the world. Bree opened her eyes and smiled at him. Trent leaned down and kissed her softly before pulling his body from between her legs and wrapping her in his arms.

      Bree laid her head on his chest, trailing her fingers up and down, setting him on fire again. He breathed deeply, knowing there wasn’t time for that. “It’s not weird, is it?”

      Her question almost seemed like it wasn’t one, like it was a simple statement. Trent’s answer came quickly because he’d already been thinking about that earlier, when she was asleep. “No, not for me.”

      “Did you think it would be?”

      “Maybe.” 

      “Yeah, me, too. But it’s not. It’s… perfect.”

      He kissed the top of her head, completely agreeing. “I love you so much, Bree. I’m so glad we’re finally together. I can’t imagine anything ever being this perfect.”

      “Me neither.” She turned and kissed his chest and then snuggled up against him, and any worries Trent had had about anything at all faded away. They could handle any obstacle that came their way. He was sure of it.
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