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A singing sensation who steals hearts. The wannabe guitarist who worships him. Can true love survive once the tour is over?

	 

	Superstar rock band, Glitter Kink, is kicking off a huge worldwide tour, and Braylin Sinclair can’t believe he’s scored a gig as their guitar tech. He’d rather be their guitarist, but he’ll take what he can get. Plus, how can he resist the opportunity to get up close and personal with Zen Diamond, the flashy singer he’s idolized since he was a kid?

	 

	Zen’s reputation as one of the kinkiest rockers on the scene can sometimes overshadow his musical prowess. As the founding member of Glitter Kink, he runs the show. His songs, his rules. However, lately there’s been more ills than thrills.

	 

	One night, as they’re about to take the stage, everything falls apart. Unless a miracle occurs, the tour will be over, and the band’s future will be in jeopardy. Zen wonders if the band would be better off with the sweet young Braylin as their guitarist instead of the volatile co-founder, Sal.

	 

	Will Zen take a chance on a shy and inexperienced kid? Or will he only allow Braylin to be a star in his bedroom?

	 

	



	


Chapter One

	 

	 

	Braylin leaned against a four-foot-tall Marshall amp, using it as a makeshift shield—or perhaps hiding spot—as he awaited the arrival of his rock idol, Zen Diamond. The lead singer of the band Glitter Kink would be arriving soon for rehearsal. In two weeks, the US leg of their tour would begin, and Braylin still couldn’t believe he was part of the crew. How he’d managed to talk the tour manager into letting his skinny, unknown ass be the band’s guitar tech was beyond him.

	His heart thundered, and he licked his lips. The fevered anticipation of getting to finally meet Zen—the Zen—had weakened his knees. He may or may not be madly in love with Zen, but that wasn’t the point. Pining for a celebrity was an unrealistic and childish form of love—this he understood. But beyond his infatuation, there were the songs. Holy shit, how he adored the music Zen had created for close to two decades.

	However, obsessing over Zen’s songs was more than enough incentive for him to lose his shit when Zen walked in the room.

	I can hold it together. Won’t make a fool of myself. 

	Braylin was there to do a job. A job that he was not only very skilled at, but that allowed him to be part of a world he’d dreamed of making a career in since he was twelve. 

	“Hey, kid. Are you gonna hug that amp all day or check the pedals?”

	Gordy, the tour manager, regarded him with a scowl as he approached. The older, somewhat gruff guy was cool, but he didn’t put up with any nonsense. For the eighteen years that Glitter Kink had been one of the top bands in the world, he’d run the roadies and crew with an iron fist. At least that’s what Pete, the drum tech, had told him when Braylin arrived to begin his new adventure. Pete had been part of the crew almost the entire time the band had been on the road.

	“I did, sir. I got here early, laid the cords, and tested the settings.”

	Gordy crossed his arms, his scowl deepening. “Uh-huh. Please tell me you didn’t touch Sal’s Strat.”

	Braylin straightened, his gut clenching. “Oh, uh… I thought that’s what I was supposed to do?”

	How could he know whether the sound was right if he didn’t check it with the actual guitar? He’d already been given the settings and everything. 

	Dammit.

	Here he was, trying to impress the manager on the first day, and instead he’d fucked up.

	Gordy sputtered out a laugh. “Jesus, kid. Your face. I’m just fucking with you.”

	Braylin almost collapsed in relief. “Oh, okay.” He gave a shaky laugh.

	Gordy grinned and patted him on the back with enough force that Braylin almost pitched over. “Expect more of that from the crew. We gotta break in the newbie, make sure you can handle how tough it gets on the road.” He winked. “Gonna be a long four months until we reach the Raise Hell Halloween Fest. Forty-five dates before we hit California. And I’m taking a chance on you.” He poked a finger in Braylin’s arm. “Don’t disappoint me.”

	“I-I won’t, sir.”

	Gordy rolled his eyes. “And for the love of Christ, quit calling me sir!”

	In his twenty-one years, he’d always called his elders sir. That’s how he’d been raised. Braylin swallowed hard as Gordy eyed him. The man who reminded him of the old sea captain from Jaws probably wouldn’t appreciate being referred to as an elder any more than he appreciated being called sir.

	“Yeah, sure.” He bit his lip. “Should I call you, uh…?”

	“Gordy. You call me Gordy.”

	A ruckus from the hallway leading to the enormous, warehouse-style rehearsal hall drew the manager’s attention, and he marched away as if he’d forgotten Braylin existed. In some ways, Braylin was fine with that. While he was grateful Gordy had given him this life-changing opportunity, and he knew the man was a good guy overall, his salty manner wasn’t something Braylin was used to. He’d grown up in a loving, quiet home, so Gordy was unlike anyone he’d ever dealt with. 

	Braylin imagined his entire world over the next four months would be unlike anything he’d ever dealt with.

	The moment Zen passed over the threshold of the room, Braylin gripped the edges of the amp, holding on with all his strength to keep from melting to the floor. Seeing the legend in the flesh instantly transported him back to his teen years, a magical time of discovery when he’d spent as many hours as he could listening to music, teaching himself to play along to all his favorite songs. Of course, most of the tunes he’d learned had been Glitter Kink’s.

	“The best band that ever played,” he whispered to himself.

	But Zen was a force unto himself. Even taller in person than Braylin had imagined, long lean lines accentuated his defined torso, his smooth deep brown skin so touchable, Braylin wasn’t sure how he’d resist. Then there were Zen’s intense, deep brown eyes that seemed to bore into a person’s soul. The photos Braylin had studied of Zen over the years didn’t do him justice at all. 

	The driving, bluesy rock beats with a seventies classic edge were Glitter Kink’s trademark sound. Other than one album about ten years after they hit it big that hadn’t sold well, they’d stayed on top of their game by evolving their style as musical trends came and went. 

	One minor slump had been when their lead guitarist, Sal, had been in rehab. Stories had abounded in social media and the rock ‘zines, with rock music experts postulating whether he’d ever come back to the band—or if the band would even survive. But after recovering from a hardcore booze addiction, Sal returned, and Glitter Kink had bounced back with ease.

	Now, everything seemed cool—especially since they had a new record out and a worldwide tour that was about to kick off.

	The chaos of everyone arriving at once—Zen and the band members excitedly chatting with Gordy and the rest of the crew—was like witnessing some behind-the-scenes documentary. As Braylin drank in the moment, he noted that Sal wasn’t in the mix. He figured the guitarist would probably show up any minute.

	Zen’s gaze traveled the room until it landed on Braylin. Braylin gulped. He’d always been a mellow, quiet guy—not given to wild outbursts or effusive behavior—so he probably wouldn’t do anything too embarrassing. The worst thing that might happen was a lot of stammering or perhaps the complete inability to speak.

	Zen towered over most of the other people in the room, so he had to lean down to say something in Gordy’s ear, his eyes never leaving Braylin as he did. Braylin did his best not to stare, while also trying not to appear rude by pointedly looking away. However, all he seemed to be accomplishing were a lot of jerky head movements.

	Zen gave Gordy a quick nod then straightened. He regarded Braylin with a half-smile then sauntered in his direction. The non-fanboy greeting Braylin had been practicing all week disappeared from his brain. Instead, he was left with chewing the inside of his mouth while struggling to breathe. 

	When Zen reached him, he held out his hand, his gorgeous mouth tugging into a wide smile. The expression wasn’t a pasted-on, perfunctory greeting, but struck Braylin as being genuine. 

	“Welcome. Gordy tells me you’re our new guitar tech. Braylin, right?” 

	Braylin tried not to choke on his own spit and allowed his small hand to be wrapped in Zen’s larger, stronger one. “Yes, sir. Nice to meet you.” He winced as soon as the words left his mouth. Idiot. He sounded like he was greeting a judge or an army sergeant.

	Zen sputtered out a laugh then pressed his lips together. He gave Braylin’s hand a firm shake, as if matching the motion to the formality of Braylin’s greeting.

	“Braylin. Great name, fits you.” He gave Braylin a slight bow. “It’s very nice to meet you too. Welcome to the Glitter Kink circus.” Zen swept his hands through the air like a ringmaster. “We’ll try to corrupt you as little as we can.” He winked. “But no guarantees.”

	Braylin opened and closed his mouth as his brain struggled to form words, but by the time he’d come up with a less embarrassing comment than his previous one, Zen was already walking away.

	That hadn’t gone how he’d planned.

	Everyone continued to chat for a while, laughing, drinking coffee, settling in, and undoubtedly getting caught up since the last time they were all together. Braylin raked his fingers through his hair and sighed. He couldn’t keep behaving as if he didn’t belong. If he didn’t jump in with both feet now and show he deserved a seat at the table, eventually they might decide he didn’t.

	To that end, Braylin left the safety of the large amp and made his way to the refreshment table one of the crew members had set up earlier. He was still working out who was who. Other than the manager, his fellow techs and soundmen, the rest of the guys were still an unknown to him. The lighting specialists and riggers wouldn’t be participating until the following week when they hit the larger stage. From what Pete had told him, they were going all out with the effects for this tour.

	As Braylin sipped his coffee, he caught the eye of Pete. He waved Braylin over in a silent invitation to come hang with him and Vinnie, the guy in charge of the keyboards and other electronic instruments.

	Once Braylin made his way to where they stood at the end of the long table, he nodded a greeting. “Hey guys.” 

	“Hey.” Pete grinned. “Quite a rush isn’t it? I can still remember back in the day how excited I was at the band’s first official rehearsal. Fuck man, how overwhelmed I was those first couple weeks.” He rolled his eyes. “Then it got real after that.”

	Vinnie snorted. “Real exhausting.”

	Pete nodded. “And frustrating.”

	Vinnie chuckled. “And bubble-bursting.”

	While Braylin had assumed the thrill would wear off in time, he hoped none of his bubbles ever burst. 

	“Yeah, I figured it would be a lot of work, long hours and so on.”

	Pete smiled and nudged him with his elbow. “You’ll do fine. Just takes a while to get used to this kind of life.” He jerked his chin in the direction of the refreshments. “Better grab a bagel or donut before the animals wipe them out. We won’t break for at least four hours once the band gets started.”

	Braylin regarded the plates of carbs and wondered how he could respond without sounding too pretentious. He considered not commenting, but they’d all be thrown together in close quarters around the clock for four months, so it wasn’t as if they wouldn’t eventually figure out his food issues anyway. 

	“Thanks for the warning. I brought some snacks because I can’t eat gluten.” He cleared his throat. “Or milk products.”

	Vinnie arched his eyebrows. “Good luck with that.”

	Pete whacked the guy’s arm. “Be cool.” He regarded Braylin. “Is it like an allergy or something?”

	“The milk, yeah. The gluten thing is more of a sensitivity, but it’s really strong with me.” Braylin shrugged. “I’ve had it my whole life, so it’s no big deal. And I’ve always made sure I was covered in situations like these.” He smiled. “It won’t be a problem.”

	“Okay, man. But you let me know if there’s anything special you need, all right?”

	Vinnie chimed in. “Yeah, totally. Sorry. I wasn’t trying to be an ass.”

	Braylin let out a long exhale. Already he was getting the feeling he’d fit in quite fine. “That’s all right. And thanks.”

	“Uh-oh.” Pete’s attention was on Gordy and the band members in a huddle on the stage. “Looks like the trouble’s already begun.”

	Braylin studied the scene and wondered what Pete meant by trouble. Sure, he’d heard rumors of problems with the guitarist and all that, but gossip wasn’t gospel. It was simply something that came with the territory of being under the watchful eye of the media. Braylin was a realistic guy. He knew things couldn’t be perfect all the time.

	“What’s going on?” He might be realistic, but he was also dreadfully curious.

	Vinnie groaned as Pete leaned into Braylin. 

	“Sal’s drinking, no doubt. When the last tour ended, he was warned about making sure he showed up to rehearsals on time. Sometimes, he bailed on them altogether. As it was, Zen and Sal wouldn’t record their tracks in the studio on the same day for the new record. The blood between them has gotten really bad.”

	Vinnie chimed in. “Yeah. To be honest, I began looking around for another gig after the sessions were done. Jeff filled me in on how volatile things got in the studio.”

	Braylin hadn’t realized things were so dire. “Jeff Wright. That’s the recording engineer, right?”

	Pete nodded. “Yup. I’d thought about jumping ship too, but I couldn’t do that to Zen. Not after all he’s done for me.”

	A lightbulb went off in Braylin’s head. “That’s why this spot was open.” Another realization hit him square in the gut. “And why Gordy hired a nobody like me.”

	“Hey.” Pete smacked him on the arm. Braylin mused it seemed to be one of his go-to communication techniques. “Don’t say that. Old Gordo never would’ve brought you on board if he didn’t think you’re top-notch. He’d never do anything to jeopardize the band.”

	Doubting his own ability wasn’t the issue. But he was back to being realistic. Young guys with no road experience—not even with the local band he’d been in for barely a minute—rarely got the chance to put in for a job like this one—let alone get hired. 

	“That’s good to hear.” He cleared his throat. “It’s just that I’ve been wondering all along why I got so lucky to even be considered at all.”

	Pete patted Braylin’s shoulder. “Look, don’t worry about it, all right? You’re here now. Seize the day and all that crap.”

	They shared an easy laugh. Gordy marched in their direction with his fists clenched and brow creased. He appeared even less jolly than before.

	“You.” He jabbed his finger at Braylin. “When you auditioned, you played some riffs from several Glitter Kink songs, said you had them all memorized. Do you know the whole song, or just the chorus’?”

	“Oh, uh…” Shit. He had a feeling he knew where this was going. “Yeah, I know them all. I mean, the complete songs.”

	“Good.” He hooked his thumb over his shoulder. “Don’t worry about lead, just play rhythm.”

	“But…but I don’t know the new ones.” He shifted on his feet. “Well, I know the single. But the album just came out and you know, with getting ready for the tour and everything, I haven’t had the chance to—”

	“Jesus, kid. Don’t worry about it. We just need you to play rhythm well enough so the rest of the band can do their thing. We’ll skip the songs in the set you don’t know.” Gordy growled. “We can’t fucking sit around all day while we pay through the nose for this place.”

	“I don’t have my guitar.”

	Pete whacked his arm again. “The fuck is wrong with you? Just play, man.”

	Gordy threw his hands in the air. “Yeah. Just play for chrissakes. I don’t dare let you touch Princess’s axe for anything other than set-up, but the hall has instruments you can use. Go to the front and pick one out.”

	Braylin was back to doing his famous goldfish impression while trying to process what was happening. “I-I…”

	“Go!”

	Braylin jumped, then scurried from the room while trying not to trip over his own feet. His heart pounded, the sensation so strong it pulsed in his throat. On stage with Glitter Kink. Playing while Zen sang next to him, while he moved next to him. He’d never survive.

	What the hell had he gotten himself into?

	



	


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	This was it, the last straw. After the tour was over, hell, thirty seconds after the last chord was played, Sal was out. Zen couldn’t put up with his shit anymore. He shook his head as he rubbed his hand across his head. Twenty years of friendship and collaboration down the fucking drain. Although, the past few years had seen what had once been a close relationship strained to the point where Zen now realized it couldn’t be salvaged. 

	Zen adjusted the mic stand, not wanting to continue hashing everything out with the band or Gordy for a bit. They could get into a big discussion later. For now, they had a job to do.

	Zen glanced up as the new guitar tech approached to fill in for Sal. A kid. Adorable and sweet. A little guy who looked as though he might not be strong enough to hold up a guitar for too long. Totally wrong for this life. Zen had already been mentally calculating how long the kid would last on the road and what they’d do when he ran screaming. But for now, they had to work with what they had.

	As Braylin climbed the steps at the side of the tall stage, Zen noted he wouldn’t meet anyone’s eyes. Zen let out a sigh. The mess they were in wasn’t the kid’s fault, so he wouldn’t take his frustration out on the guy. However, he imagined they’d be lucky to get through one song before they either had to cancel the rehearsal for the day or try and jam without guitar.

	Braylin slung the instrument over his thin frame, plugging in and fussing with the pedals. Zen didn’t comment, and he sent a warning look to the rest of the band members with a slight shake of his head. The last thing Braylin needed was to be razzed or sniped at when he hadn’t asked for this nerve-wracking development on his first day of employment. Why should the kid pay the price for Sal’s bullshit?

	Braylin glanced up and cleared his throat. “O-okay. I’m ready.”

	Sure you are. The kid was hunched in on himself as if he were a dog that had been beaten with a rolled-up newspaper. Zen didn’t like how skittish he appeared and fought the urge to slip into Dom mode. 

	“You did the levels and everything earlier, right?”

	Braylin nodded. Zen wished he could order him to use his words. He clenched his jaw. He also wished he’d quit staring at the doe-eyed cutie as if he were his new sub. 

	“Do you need to check your tuning first?”

	Braylin chewed his bottom lip as he stared at the pegs of the instrument, almost as though they might tell him whether they were in harmony. 

	“I could…” He regarded Zen again. “The guy at the desk checked it, but it wasn’t plugged in. And the air wasn’t as cold in the front as it is in here, so…”

	Zen rubbed his forehead. Fuck me. It might not be Zen’s job, but someone needed to take this sweet young thing in hand. But as long as the kid viewed him as the authority figure over the band anyway, he’d might as well give him an order. 

	He snorted to himself. He’d certainly argued with Sal over the years about every little thing. From Sal’s annoying habit of randomly changing the guitar sound for every gig to whether or not what he wore on stage was appropriate—the dynamic had predisposed him to be bossy in front of the rest of the guys.

	“Take a moment and check, Braylin. We can wait.”

	His drummer, Derek, called out. “For real. A couple more minutes won’t matter. We wait hours for that asshole all the time.” 

	Zen shot Derek a glare while the bassist and keyboardist chuckled. Marlon and Trevor weren’t as vocal as Derek tended to be.

	“Dude. Not now.”

	Derek shrugged. “It’s not like we can keep it a big secret.” As Zen’s scowl deepened, Derek nodded. “I know, I know. I don’t need to escalate. I’m just so sick of this shit. His whole mea culpa act after we finished in the studio had me fooled. I’m not a fan of being fooled.”

	Zen didn’t begrudge the guy for being full-on pissed, he’d reached that point too, but nothing could be solved right now. However, they could get some playing in. Then, they could face the rest of their dilemma later.

	“Yeah, me neither, Derek.” 

	Zen turned to Braylin who’d been checking his guitar while politely turning down the volume. He glanced up at Zen.

	“Um, I’m ready.”

	Zen worried the kid would faint. If only he knew Braylin better, he’d have some insight on what it was the boy needed, how he could guide him. Zen’s gut tightened and he realized he was staring.

	Zen yanked the mic from the stand and tore his gaze away. He closed his eyes and inhaled deeply, finding his center. After a few moments, he gave the signal for the band to start. Derek clicked his drumsticks over his head, counting out the beat and the crescendo of the first guitar chord crashed down, a tick off count. The band struggled to right itself, but Derek abruptly stopped before they began the first verse. 

	Zen glanced Braylin’s way, and noted the kid appeared a bit green around the gills. He grunted to himself. Green was the perfect comparison. Zen shot Derek a look, worried that his anger over Sal would make him snap at the delicate creature who only wanted to do a good job.

	He placed his mic back in the stand then sauntered over to Braylin. When he got within a foot of him, Braylin flinched.

	“S-sorry,” he stammered out. “I’m not used to playing that way.” He scraped his teeth along his bottom lip. 

	Zen arched his eyebrows. “That’s all right, don’t you worry.” He spoke softly to keep the conversation away from the judgmental ears of the band members. “Let’s work this out. What way do you use?”

	Braylin wouldn’t meet his gaze, his eyes darting around with his head hung low. “What I mean is, I’m not used to playing with people. It’s always in my head.”

	Understanding dawned. “You’ve never played in a band before, baby?”

	Braylin jerked up his head, his eyes wide. Zen almost groaned out loud at his hasty words. The kid was nervous enough without Zen uttering endearments. He also hoped he hadn’t come off as condescending. His surprise had been genuine.
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