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Episode 1: Quinn
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The air was brisk for a late May night in the city, but I didn’t mind because the heat radiating off the crowd of concert-goers was stifling. As the stadium filled, the temperature rose with each new sweaty body. Soon, I was forced to find the nearest exit for a breath of fresh air. The excitement inside the walls was tremendous, but I couldn’t bring myself to share their enthusiasm. It was late. I had eaten nothing all day but an egg salad sandwich, which I’m pretty sure was spoiled. The so-called chic pair of Levi’s I mistakenly wore tonight kept slipping down my ass crack every time I leaned over. I was tired, hungry, and chafing from the sweat buildup, and I hadn’t been able to take a deep breath since stepping out of my hotel room at six a.m. this morning. Not for the first time that day, I wished I was back home in Detroit.

Dropping to perch on the edge of a marble fountain outside the venue, I took a deep breath. My movements were slow; I was tired of flashing everyone, and there was no way in hell I could stroll back into that stadium with my Vampire Diaries underwear flashing through the crowd. Not everyone may appreciate Damon Salvatore as I do.

As I fanned myself with an abandoned paper plate I’d scrounged from the garbage pail, my phone rang, vibrating awkwardly against my thigh. I jumped so high that the plate dropped into my lap, smearing not-so-dry sauce all over my not-so-chic jeans.

“Well, fuck.”

Some lady with a kid around ten jerked her head in my direction and narrowed her eyes. The boy stifled a laugh as I squeezed my fingers into my pants pocket and pulled it out. Like most electronics that tested my patience and skills, cell phones were on the list of things I could probably live without. Unfortunately, my new boss has always clarified that I have it on me. If he needed to give me a ring and check up on things, you know. It’s only been one day, and he’d already abused that power twelve and a half times—the half being when he butt-dialed me and sang “I Will Survive” at the top of his lungs for six minutes before I finally hung up. The other twelve times weren’t for anything terribly important, only to check up as if he kept expecting I would lose my shit, ditch the phone, and get on the first plane back to Michigan. I had considered it.

“Jones,” I answered, raising the phone to my ear. I figured if I was going to act the part, I could at least try to sound professional.

“Quinn?” Daryl shouted in my ear. “Is that you?”

“It’s me,” I said. It didn’t seem to matter that it had been me the last dozen times. I pulled the phone slightly away from my head, looking around. It was quieter out here now. Most of the crowd had finally moved inside, but Daryl was yelling like someone was blowing a French horn in his ear.

“Are you at the venue?” he howled. Not for the first time, I wondered if he was hard of hearing and just pretended to have his shit together for the sake of his job.

“I’m at the venue.” I turned down the volume on my phone, flashing an apologetic smile at a woman glaring at me as she leaned over to tie her shoelace. The girl flaunted a tee-shirt with a photo of the band, Midnight Oil, plastered across her boobs.

“How come I don’t hear any music?”

“Because it’s seven forty-five,” I muttered, glancing at my watch. “The concert starts at eight.”

“Are you inside?” Daryl demanded. He took the phrase *micromanager *to a whole new level. In the short time I’d known him, I’d found that Daryl Dickenson assumed everyone was incapable of doing their job if he didn’t check in every fifteen minutes.

“I needed some air. It’s hot in there.”

“You’re outside?” Daryl snapped. “Why? Why are you outside when your job is to be inside? Why?”

“Because I—”

“Don’t bore me. Just get inside that building and do what I’ve hired you to do.”

“On it,” I said, hanging up the phone before he could drill me more. He didn’t call back at once, so I stuffed the cell phone back into my pocket and stood, adjusting the fabric around my waistline in the hope I could magically make them fit better. Some teenage boy walked past and gave me a once-over, but not in a way that suggested he wanted to get all up on that. He was smirking, so I stuck out my tongue at him like a child.

I pulled out the camera Daryl sent me as I headed back inside. I had to nail this interview because Midnight Oil—the mega-rockstar band and heart-throbs—had the future of my career resting in their privileged, spoiled hands. If I could perfect this article for the magazine, my job might just start taking me seriously. At twenty-eight years old, it was about time something worked out for my future.

A group of women rushed past me as I made my way back into the stadium, knocking me to the side without so much as an apology. I stumbled, tripped on the toe of my shoe, and had to grab a tree to keep from eating dirt.

Bitch.

I huffed out another sigh, knowing that if I wanted things to turn around for me, I had to stop dwelling on the heavy shit that consumed my life. I *would *be more than just the girl from Detroit, the girl with a sick father and worried, worn-down mother.

I would be something.

Somebody.

Come hell or high water.
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Episode 2: Chris
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POV: CHRIS

Behind the auditorium walls, the crowd’s roar sinks straight into my bones, into my soul. I close my eyes and breathe in deep, filling my lungs with the electricity in the air—the anticipation. There’s nothing like it. The high from the people is like crack. One taste, and there’s no turning back.

Even with the room empty except for me, the chattering, footsteps, and laughter just beyond the door seep through the cracks. The sounds hammer into my brain, shattering any illusion of a quiet moment alone.

“Hey, asshole,” Nico growls as he shoves the door open and shoulder-checks his way inside. “What are you hiding in here for? The show’s about to start.” He crosses the floor and punches me in the arm. I wince. I swing to smack him back, but he’s already at the fridge, grabbing two cold bottles of water. He hurls one at me. I catch it before it splatters against my face and blackens my eye like last summer.

“First show of the night,” Nico says, downing his water in two chugs. He crushes the empty bottle and tosses it at the garbage. It bounces off and clatters to the floor. He doesn’t bother to pick it up. I drink mine; the icy water chills my throat, and I wish it were vodka.

“First show of the night,” I echo. “It’s going to be amazing, yeah?”

“You mean fucking amazing?” Vance says as he steps inside, winking at us. Gina, our manager, follows him.

“Ready?” Gina asks, slamming the door behind her. She speed-walks across the room, double-checks the mic in my ear, then slaps at a rogue strand of my hair. I pull away, but her hand pins me against the wall until she finally gives up. She spins toward Nico, but he’s already six feet out of her reach.

“Aren’t we always ready?” I shoot back. Gina rolls her eyes. She’s been on the road with us since the beginning—my right-hand woman, the only one who believed in me when I was a naive Australian kid chasing a far-fetched dream. I landed in America with no plan and face-planted on every shitty couch I could find. Drugs, alcohol, mischief—they followed me everywhere until Gina found me passed out in a slum alley after a hardcore bender. She cleaned me up, fed me, and before she kicked me out told me I could stay in her home when I was ready to work my ass off. So I did. Our shared love of music led her to Vance and Nico—two lost, troublemaking souls with nowhere else to go. We became a strange little family. Now our charm doesn’t fool her anymore. We love hard and work harder. There’s no in-between.

“Dammit.” Gina snatches a half-empty water bottle off an amp case, tips some water into her palm, and tries to flatten my wild hair. Instead she soaks my face, and I shake like a dog, launching bullets of water at Vance and Nico.

“Come on, G,” Vance begs, wiping water from his forehead. “Let him keep it. The girls love it.”

“Fine,” she huffs, dropping her attempt to tame my mane. She plants her hands on her hips, eyes narrowing. “Are you guys ready?”

“Yes,” Vance and I say in unison. Nico stays silent until Gina glares him into submission.

“Yes,” he mutters.

“Good. Because this is the first show of the season,” she reminds us, as if we’ve forgotten. “And it sets the tone for the rest of the summer. So don’t screw it up.”

“We won’t fuck it up,” Vance vows.

“One minute,” Gina says, repeating the cue from her headset. She nods, and I fall in step behind her as we head for the stage.

“Good luck out there, man!” someone calls. I high-five a few roadies, thanking everyone who makes this night happen. I’m eternally grateful. We all are.

The opening band finishes their last number. Usually there’s an intermission and the crowd drifts off for drinks. Tonight, we catch them by surprise and jump straight on. I love it. A pulse of exhilaration surges from the mob and zaps through me. This life—the music—keeps me going, for better or worse.

“Remember, Reynolds,” Gina calls as I approach the stage, “leave your pants on this time!”

“Is that a request or a demand?” I ask, backing up to grin maliciously at her. She yells something back, but I can’t hear her over the roar. My band takes their places and fingers the opening chords of Why’d You Go? They know I’m next. Excitement slices through the air. I adjust my earphones and rake my fingers through my hair to spike it again—gotta keep the ladies happy.

“Ten seconds, then take the stage,” someone hisses in my ear. But I’m already climbing the steps. I pause behind the curtain, peeking at the oblivious masses. I inhale deeply, grip my favorite guitar, and step into the blaze of lights.

The air tastes like electricity. The adrenaline hits like a live wire.

This is it.
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Episode 3: Quinn
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POV: QUINN

The dull roar of the crowd expands through the air around me as Midnight Oil takes the stage. I recognize the band members from my research. Nico Brooks, drummer. Thirty-two years old. One of Chris’s two best friends. Nico is alluring in all the distinctive rockstar ways—tall, dark hair, a sleeve of tattoos up and down both arms. His skin is lightly tanned, making him look almost Italian despite the Scottish accent he carries everywhere. Born and raised in Scotland, according to what I read, then moved to America at eighteen to make money for his parents back home.

Damon Salvatore through and through, I think as a surprising jolt of tingling sparks between my thighs. Drool threatens the corner of my mouth, and I look away, humiliated. Sure, I consider myself a professional. But I’m also a sex-deprived goody-two-shoes who can only dream about having a physical relationship with a man like that. Or a man like any of them, really.

Behind Nico, acoustic guitar in hand, is Vance Knight. Beautiful, tall, dark, handsome. A dark-skinned god from top to bottom. In all the interviews I studied, Vance came across as the quiet one compared to Chris and Nico. Quiet, deep, artsy. Intelligent. And sexy as sin.

I have a decent view of the stage (thanks to Daryl), but Mrs. Reynolds Wannabes are swarming me. One girl who doesn’t look over fifteen elbows me aside, nearly knocking the camera from my hands.

“No worries,” I shout. “I wasn’t standing here or anything.”

She shoots me the snarkiest side-eye known to mankind, gives me a once-over, and moves on.

“It’s him!” another woman shrieks in my ear, and the crowd erupts as the iconic Chris Reynolds takes the stage. I raise the camera to my face and start clicking away. Part of my job—or internship, technically—is to capture all the moments I can. Then I sort through them, delete the bad ones, and send the rest to Daryl, who decides what to do with them. Not a bad gig.

“I can’t believe it’s him!” a busty redhead shouts to her friend. “Live and in person!” At least, I think that’s what she says. It’s hard to hear anything over the primal shriek of hundreds of sex-crazed women closing in around me. It’s also hard not to stare at the front man as he walks before us, arms spread wide, basking in the attention and admiration. He’s hot shit and he knows it. They all are.
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