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The trailer shook with each thunderous bass note from the stage, the thin walls trembling like a leaf in a storm. Dust motes danced in the fading light, the orange glow of the setting sun casting them in an eerie, otherworldly dance.

Harlan lounged on the worn-out couch, his acoustic guitar resting on his lap, fingers idly plucking at the strings. His boot tapped out a steady rhythm, a grin spreading across his face like wildfire. “The Maverick Springs Jamboree is gonna be awesome.”

Mike, drumsticks clenched in his hand, beat out a frenzied tempo on anything within reach. The table, the cooler, his own thighs—each surface became a makeshift drum, the energy building inside him with nowhere to go.

"Damn, have you heard that crowd?" Mike exclaimed, nodding towards the noise outside. "They're not just loud—they're feral. Like a pack of wolves out there!"

Tommy, hunched over his bass, adjusted the strap for what felt like the hundredth time, his brow furrowed in concentration. "Wild's a double-edged sword, Mike. This could be the best show of our lives...or the worst."

Before Harlan could respond, the trailer door burst open, slamming against the wall with a bang. Victoria stepped in, her usually composed facade shattered. Sunglasses perched atop her head, she crossed her arms, her expression severe. "There you are," she snapped. "I've been looking all over for you."

“We're waiting here...where else would we be?” Harlan raised an eyebrow, setting his guitar aside. "Vic, you're starting to sound like my mom. What's got you so riled up?"

Victoria's eyes flashed. "The crowd, that's what. It's a powder keg out there. Security's been intervening all night. Fights breaking out, people pushing against the barriers... it's a tinderbox, Harlan."

Mike whistled low, a wicked gleam in his eye. "You know what they say, Vic. No crowd control, no show control. The wilder they are, the better we play."

Tommy scoffed, but there was a spark of excitement in his eyes. "Or we could all end up as roadkill. Have you considered that?"

Victoria sighed.

Mike let out a low whistle. “That bad, huh?”

Victoria nodded.

Tommy straightened. “That’s not exactly what you want to hear five minutes before going on stage.”

Victoria looked directly at Harlan. “I’m serious. You might want to tone things down tonight. Keep it controlled.”

There was a beat of silence.

Then Harlan chuckled. He stood up, a slow, predatory smile spreading across his face. "Vic, you're suggesting we...tone it down, are you?" He said the words like they were foreign, his voice dripping with mock horror.

Victoria's frown deepened. "I'm just saying, be smart about this. We've got a reputation to uphold. I don't want it to be 'The Night They Trashed the Jamboree'."

Harlan chuckled, a low, dangerous sound. "Vic, baby, where's your sense of adventure? This is live music. It's raw, it's messy, it's unpredictable. It's...chaos."

Mike pumped his fist in the air. "That's the spirit! Let's give them a night they'll never forget!"

Tommy rolled his eyes, but his grip on his bass tightened. "Or give us a night we'll never remember."

Harlan clapped him on the back, a wild grin on his face. "Where's your sense of danger, Tommy? We're about to walk into a storm, and we're gonna be the lightning."

Victoria sighed, shaking her head. "I hope you know what you're doing."

Harlan winked at her, then turned towards the door. "Only one way to find out, Vic. Let's go make some history."

“I still say you need to tone it down.”

“Vic, the sound of that crowd is not a warning—it’s a gift.”

She frowned. “A gift?”

“Yeah,” Harlan said, eyes lighting up now. “That’s energy. Raw, messy, unpredictable energy. That’s what live music is.”

Mike grinned, catching on. “He’s got a point...”

Tommy hesitated, then smirked despite himself. “Or we’re about to walk into chaos.”

Harlan headed for the door, pausing with his hand on the handle. He looked back at them. “Chaos makes the best stories.”

The crowd roared again outside, louder this time—like a challenge.

Harlan opened the door. “Let’s give them something worth screaming about.”

Mike spun his sticks in his hands and followed. “Now that’s what I’m talking about.”
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