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BLURB

Notorious rockstar, guitarist, biker, Prez, heart-stealing bad boy. I fit many labels and have been called every name in the book by women who don’t get what they want; me. I couldn’t care less, I live by my own rules and take what I want.

Things take a spin when a woman doesn’t worship the ground I walk on but instead flat out refuses me. The rocker life isn’t for everyone, neither is the biker life; good thing I thrive in both worlds and won’t back down for anything or anyone. Especially when it involves an intriguing woman.

She might be on the run from a past filled with death and fear, but it holds no place in the future I have in mind for the both of us. If we still have one after the music fades, the lights come on, and the screams are silenced.
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– LEXI –

“I’m sorry to see you go, Lexi,” my boss says as he takes my backpack to put it behind the bar for safekeeping.

I shoot him a wink. “You’re just sad you’re going to miss your only hard-working employee.”

The man winces because even if my remark was meant as a joke, he knows I’m dead serious. I lean over the bar and give the man a quick peck on the cheek.

“Thanks for the job, a place to crash for the last three months, and for being an awesome boss in general. I really appreciate it and the time I got to spend here,” I tell him in all honesty.

The backpack I just gave him contains everything I own in my life. And what I just thanked him for is something I don’t find in every town I go to so my appreciation is genuine. Due to my background I’ve become a drifter and move every three months or so.

I can’t stay in one place too long; the restlessness sets in and it completely freaks me out. My lifestyle is the result of a combination of both my parents’ lives and their deaths. Seeing as their career entailed touring from one city to the next which also meant growing up I didn’t have friends and am clearly used to hopping towns.

I don’t have any family left. My parents only had the crew they surrounded themselves with and when they died everything fell apart. I was sixteen at the time and since I didn’t have anyone I trusted to fall back on, and wasn’t safe, I packed a bag and disappeared. It’s when the “hop from one city to the next” life continued as a solo gig.

“You’re welcome, Lexi. One more favor. Can you bring this bowl to VIP room three?” 

I take the bowl and roll my eyes when I notice it’s filled with a load of red candy. “Seriously, Benny? They asked you to put only one color of candy in a freaking bowl? You have to buy a few bags and ditch the rest?”

Benny shrugs. “This band is worth the extra work, see for yourself: the place is completely packed.”

I shake my head, knowing the insanity of musicians and the world they live in all too well.

“I hope you didn’t wash your hands,” I grumble underneath my breath but Benny is already walking away to help out behind the bar.

My phone vibrates inside the pocket of my miniskirt and I fish it out to see it’s a text from Gena. She’s the whole reason why I didn’t catch the last bus out of here, but instead will have to walk when we’re done celebrating my last night here. 

The last bus will leave in the next thirty minutes and the next one after that will be tomorrow morning. And I have plans to be far, far away from this town come morning. But she’s been a nice person and I owe it to her to celebrate our last night together.

In every town I seem to find somewhat of a friend or two and like always we keep in touch the first few weeks when I leave and then it fades. It’s another thing I’ve grown used to. But I can tell Gena is somewhat different. To be honest? She’s a bit on the crazy side. 

Like the text she just sent me, telling me to bring beer when I come find her because she can’t leave or she’ll lose her spot in the front, the one she claimed two hours ago. I mean, drinking beer and peeing goes hand in hand, so she’s bound to leave her spot sometime soon. I shake my head once more and shoot a quick reply with one hand before shoving my phone back into my pocket. 

Gena’s favorite band is in town, something she’s been looking forward to for two months. She’s always wearing earbuds so I have no clue what songs they play or how they look. All I’ve heard her rave about is the fact the band is also some sort of biker club and they are “Hawt, sexy manhunks.” 

Okay, if the extra security guard standing next to Sammy–the guy who always works on the weekend here–is part of the band? I have to agree with Gena; hawt, sexy manhunk indeed. Unlike Sammy who is not my type and is wearing slacks along with a white shirt. The biker is wearing a leather cut with patches on it and his wild, long hair falls onto his shoulders. Sammy screams classy, the biker raw and rugged, a stark contrast.

I’m boldly checking the biker out while his dark gaze slides over the rich curves of my body. Which also reminds me of my own promise to enjoy myself tonight and get a little action between the legs. It’s been way too long and I’m not coming back here any time soon so it’s also a clean break for not running into any one-night stand dudes any time soon.

Though, I’m not going to mess with musicians, that’s for freaking sure. The reminder of having my cherry popped by a roadie enters my brain. Yikes. Yeah, talk about awkward. He had a crush on me but I was only curious about sex. Bad combination for sure and the reason why it only happened the one time. So, no musicians, roadies, or anyone connected to the music industry for that matter. 

I ignore the biker and let my gaze hit Sammy. “Hey, Sammy. Benny asked me to bring this to VIP room three.”

“Go right ahead, Lexi,” Sammy says with a smile and I give him a finger wave as I stroll past and enter the long hallway leading backstage.

I might have issues when it comes to everything involving musicians, but it’s also something I grew up with and know inside and out. It has allowed me to find work in these kinds of venues easily and waiting tables and tending bar grew naturally.

Sneaking inside the room with the sign “VIP Room Three” on it, I let the door fall shut behind me. I stroll to the table in front of the couch and place the bowl in the middle of it. Glancing to my left I notice the pillows are on the floor and must have fallen off the couch.

With a deep sigh I pick one up and fluff it before placing it in the corner of the couch. Benny has an amazing venue where the rooms backstage each have their own bathroom, TV, couch, and an aquarium to create the kind of “Zen” space for musicians to relax before and after their performance on stage.

I’ve put the cushions in place when my eye notices the Gibson Les Paul Classic Honeyburst. Memories come flooding back. Fond memories. The ones I’ve repressed to block out the bad along with it. Because memories are always entwined and once you open a door shit is bound to unleash and unwillingly pour out to confront with stuff I don’t need messing with my brain. 

But I can’t help it. I’m reaching out to the guitar I used to own, used to play on, used to hold while I sang on stage with my parents. I gently touch the snares with my thumb. It’s been years since I’ve touched a guitar and yet know I could easily pick it up and play everything by heart.

The door of the bathroom swings open and a whirl of steam escapes at the same time a man steps into the room. A very naked man. With a dick that by the looks of it can last a lifetime. And it isn’t even hard so that right there is all the information you need. All I need. Hell, every woman needs one of those. With or without the piercings. 

It hardens under my stare and I now notice the row of added piercings which I know is called a Jacob’s ladder. I only know because a guy I met a while back, one who let me crash on his couch for a few days, he was a piercer who explained everything in full detail.

A woman’s hand with crimson painted nails is now covering said piercings and gives his hard cock a squeeze. My eyes fly up, only to collide with vibrant blue colored ones. And not the kind of blue you see when the sunlight bursts through the clouds on a rainy day. Nope. This blue is one from nightmares where darkness is threatening to surround you as the sky is about to break into hail and you jump into a run and get lost in it anyway.

“Hard again, baby? I thought you said it would only be one time. But this feels like you want more,” the woman holding onto his cock croons from behind him.

The man is rubbing his hair dry with a towel and keeps his stare pinned on me. “It’s not for you, it’s for the new treat Alice slid into my room.”

Okay, he might have an impressive piece of equipment, a lean and hard chest, abs flexing, a mighty V along with a happy trail to guide women to the monstrosity that’s his cock. Add the long hair, handsomeness, and the eyes tainted with darkness are definitely something he has going for him...but when he opens his mouth everything falls flat.

The lust he’s trying to coat me with by letting his hungry gaze slide over my body is repulsive and it makes me blurt in a condescending tone, “Your treats are on the table and my name isn’t Alice.”

The man smirks and grabs the woman’s wrists, halting her movements as he pulls her hand off his dick. “Get out, Mandy.”

“It’s Sandy.” The woman pouts and gives me a condescending look as if I got her freaking name wrong.

“Whatever, get the fuck out, you’re done,” the man grunts.

“I’m done?” she starts to sputter.

Suddenly she drops to her knees in an effort to...I tilt my head and raise one of my eyebrows because it looks like she’s trying to take his cock with her by trying to swallow it whole. Wow. That doesn’t look enjoyable at all. But it does make me wonder if this was the reason why the pillows must have ended up on the floor earlier.

Okay, I’m not a peeping Tom and I’ve seen enough of this shit. Not to mention, it’s another reminder how the musician life is still as crazy as it’s ever been. I shake my head and my gaze wanders back to the Les Paul. Weirdly enough that image turns me on more than the guy getting his dick sucked. A wishful sigh slips over my lips as I start to back out of the room.

“You can play with my cock but not my guitar, babe,” the man rumbles. 

The plop and screech rips my gaze away from the Les Paul and I watch how the woman is pushed off him as she lands ungracefully on her ass. 

Her plastic breasts stay firmly in place, no bouncing around whatsoever, as she scrambles up to give the man a shove against the shoulder. Go for a knee in the nuts, girl, more effective, I mentally tell her. 

But my sympathy for the woman is short-lived when she lunges right at me. A low growl flows through the air and before I can blink, the man has Sandy–see? I can remember her name–by the arm and is pushing her out the door. Naked.

“Merin, get this clingy bitch out of here,” he bellows and shuts the door. 

His muscled butt–and impressive inked back–strides through the room and into the bathroom where he comes out a breath later with a flimsy looking red dress and he throws it into the hallway. 

“Thoughtful,” I mutter. “Bet she appreciates it.”

“I don’t give a fuck what she appreciates or not. She was told up front this was a one fuck and done job, and seconds isn’t part of my vocabulary.”

My nose wrinkles on its own accord. “You might be holding your vocabulary upside down.”

He takes a menacing step forward and by the way his cock is waving in the air, I know it’s my cue to leave.

“Enjoy your red candy. They were divided by unwashed hands.” I shoot him a grin and take one last longing look at the Les Paul before I turn on my heel and leave.

In the hallway I’m met by a still naked Sandy who is hitting a man with her dress. Her eyes turn to me and I can tell by the crazy look in her eyes she’s going to hit me next. Fat chance, bitch. I get ready to punch her fake bumper but I’m met by an inked, muscled back.

“You’re done,” the man rumbles and from my right a door opens and two guys stroll out.

Both of them have dark hair and eyes and are wearing the same leather jackets with patches as the others.

“Merin, what the fuck, man?” one of them grunts. “Get her out of here.”

The guy named Merin grabs the woman’s arm but she starts to use her dress as a whip again.

The other guy moves forward and in one fluid motion he has the naked girl over his shoulder and smacks her bare ass. “Stop and you’ll be rewarded.”

Oh. My. Gosh. His voice drips of sexual pleasure and I have to restrain myself from asking “And the reward would be?” And that right there rips me into the here and now. I take the monumental turmoil of awkwardness this hallway consists of and take a quick exit.

My first mission is to take a bathroom break, because after I get the drinks I’m heading into the crowd to find my friend and will stay there until I have to pee again. And it’s no surprise when I finally get in front of the stage where my friend is that she orders me to stay to keep her spot while she heads for the bathroom.

Good thing I only brought her a beer and not one for myself. I decided to throw three tequila shots down my throat back at the bar and not bring a beer for myself. Don’t judge, I needed it and if I could, I would have added two more for each eye and use the alcohol to wipe away the shit I had to witness backstage.

Gena comes back with a double shot of tequila for me and I greedily throw it back. The sweet burn warms my throat and I’m feeling a nice buzz to celebrate my last night here. If I keep inhaling tequila, I might be crawling instead of walking out of town later tonight, but who cares?

Not me, because when the supporting act is letting the crowd bounce, I throw my hands into the air and couldn’t care less about anything or anyone. Last day here, devil may care and all. I’ve been back and forth to the bar a few times when the main act takes the stage.

I’m more than tipsy at this point and my buzz is almost killed when the naked man I met earlier strides onto the stage while the crowd goes wild. Clothes on this man add to his rugged demeanor. The biker boots, black jeans, black tank top, and leather cut make my throat run dry. Better go wet it with some tequila, my mind offers and I couldn’t agree more.

I’m about to turn but my gaze collides with the man on stage. A sly smile spreads his face as if seeing me standing front row center is some kind of personal victory for him. Ugh. More tequila it is. Turning, I worm myself through the crowd and arrive at the bar. Two more shots and a pee break later, I head back and bring a beer for Gena.

I don’t want to give the man on stage any attention and keep my back turned that way and simply bounce along with the crowd to the music. The band is pretty amazing. The lead singer’s voice is enthralling and the music is a mixture of rock and punk.

I’m enjoying myself immensely–probably due to the load of tequila–and keep dancing, turning in the process and facing the stage when the song comes to an end. My booze induced gaze sweeps over the five guys the band consists of and I have to say, mighty sexy handsomeness. No wonder ninety percent of the crowd is female and the man had a naked one as an appetizer. He’ll probably have a truckload to go through the second he walks off stage.

He lifts his Les Paul and hands it to a dude who strolls up to him. My mind is screaming “More tequila,” and I’m about to oblige when the lead singer strides to the edge of the stage and leans in to stick a hand in front of my face.

What the hell?

Women around me start to scream while Gena shouts in my ear, “Oh my gosh, Lexi, go,” and shoves me toward the stage and as a reflex I flash my hands forward and the man instantly grabs my wrists and pulls me up. Shit. I hope I don’t flash anyone because, hello, I’m wearing a skirt.

And damn, he’s strong because my ass is heavy. My heart lurches when I turn and face the crowd. Memories of the past flood my senses and I turn to face the man and grab his leather cut into my fists.

“I don’t want to be up here,” I growl. 

His strong arm wraps around my waist and his mouth is right next to my ear. “Either you and I walk off this stage and hash it out by getting naked, or you can sing and embarrass yourself. Either way, we’re gonna have some fun, just me, or together. Whatever works. The choice is yours.”

Embarrass myself? The choice is yours? Arrogant sonofabitch.

“I’m not coming near your dick,” I snap. “Hand me a guitar if you want embarrassment.”

He’s going to be sorry for putting me on the spot. Except, I know for sure I have to get out of town the second I get off the stage. But I was planning to leave town tonight anyway. Annoyance flashes in his eyes and I wonder why he’s putting me on the spot if he’s annoyed. 

Ugh. I bet he doesn’t have anything else to do except to stand above everything and always get his way. As if the world is made for his pierced cock and the women are to flaunt and fall at his feet. 

The girl in his room and his actions just now scream narcissistic bad boy musician. Well, he’s about to get his ass kicked. Thinking he can embarrass me. Ha! I’ll freaking show him. Tequila induced big girl panties or not, backing out isn’t an option.

He glances over his shoulder and gives a sharp whistle. The guy who took his guitar earlier comes rushing back with a Gibson Hummingbird and hands it to him. He holds it out to me with a smirk and I can’t help myself when I cringe at the thought of playing, mainly because I know my fingers are going to hurt from not playing for such a long time. Great. Now the arrogant asshole thinks I’m cringing for my upcoming embarrassment. 

Deciding I might as well warm his ego up to its pending doom, I lean in and ask, “What’s your name?”

He rears his head back and growls, “Are you fucking kidding me?”

“I wouldn’t ask if I knew.” I shrug.

“Owen,” the man snaps and grabs the mic giving me a condescending look. “Folks, we’re gonna let this little one have her few minutes of fame. Better cover your ears just to be sure ’cause I’ve heard some of the things coming out of her mouth and it wasn’t pretty. But I guess everyone deserves to shine, right?”

A wave of screams and clapping flows through the air as if he’s giving me a chance to shine in the spotlight out of the goodness of his heart. I repeat; arrogant sonofabitch. 

Throwing the guitar strap over my shoulder, I put my fingers in place and internally smile at the familiarity. No matter how much I hate being on stage because it’s tied to many emotional memories, the feel of the guitar is soothing.

“Here you go, doll,” the man I recognize from backstage who carried naked Sandy off tells me as he plugs in my guitar and hands me a pick.

“Why thank you, handsome.” I give a grateful smile to the bass player. “Are you and the rest of the guys going to back me up?”

The corner of his mouth twitches. “Sure thing, what do you have in mind?”

“Does the song ‘Lovely Lost’ ring a bell?” I question, requesting the number one hit I had with my father.

“Ah, a rock song from what, five years ago? A fine choice, one we’ve covered a few times so I’m sure we can manage,” he replies with a grin showing off his white teeth and stalks to the other guys to pass on what song I’m going to do.

I step forward while Owen places the mic back into the stand and covers his hand with it to as he leans in and asks me, “And what name do you want me to tie to your performance? You can still back out, you know. Let me take over while you stand there and look pretty, then we’ll go backstage and–”

I’ve had enough and cut him off with, “No worries, Owen. You’ll know my name soon enough. Might even scream it too.” I wink and my fingers start to strum, knowing the song by heart because I was the one who wrote it.
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CHAPTER TWO
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