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Chapter 1

Florian Müller was late. He left his small flat in a hurry and threw himself into his old, rickety Fiat Panda, as always hoping that the already rather decrepit car would once again get him to the rehearsal room without breaking down on the way, losing parts or otherwise acting up in some way. The question alone of whether the engine would start was always like a nerve-racking poker game. But after a few noisy failed attempts that sounded more and more feeble each time, the young man was finally allowed to feel the relieving feeling associated with the successful start of the combustion engine. 

Hastily he drove off, as long as she was well-disposed towards him. He was well aware that he would have to look for another vehicle in the foreseeable future, but both work and the band took up so much of his time that he kept putting it off. Every time he drove, he saw himself in his mind's eye standing somewhere in the middle of nowhere, without the slightest chance of being able to get his car to move again. Then he would have to take the time to look around for something else. 

He hoped it wouldn't come to that, but that he would quickly find something suitable beforehand - especially something that suited his narrow wallet.

Like before every performance, he was excited this time too. That's why he went through everything again in his mind; from setting up to dismantling. And everything that could go wrong, he saw going wrong. 

Shit, he wouldn't get rid of his stage fright like that. He began to warm up. He would rather postpone the breathing exercises until later, when he didn't have to drive. Lost in thought, he felt with one hand for his sage sweets in his jacket pocket. After feeling the wrapper, he momentarily calmed down. At this point, there was nothing he could do about it anyway. 

He tried to calm himself down by thinking about the last performances. Even when the loudspeaker system had broken down for a few minutes, it had not dampened the mood in the hall. The band simply bridged this with an impromptu acoustic interlude, which was rewarded by the audience through lively participation in the form of singing and clapping along. This reminder made his confidence grow again. He took another deep breath, then continued with his vocal exercises.

At some point, the vocal training went on rather unconsciously as his thoughts took on a life of their own on the way to the rehearsal room.

For the umpteenth time, he thought about whether it had really been wise to drop out of school after his secondary school leaving certificate in order to start an apprenticeship. He had desperately wanted to earn his own money, investing every cent he could spare in his passion, music. This was also the reason why he had hardly any contact with his parents. They were both successful businessmen, so they really wanted him to graduate from high school so that he could study something 'decent' that would bring him wealth and prestige. However, they did not mean a music degree. No, they expected something 'serious' like business administration or studies in a scientific field. 

If he had renounced his 'breadless art', as they always called music, or at least significantly reduced the time he spent on it in favour of learning, he could have stayed comfortably in his parents' house while his parents - assuming good grades - financed a comfortable life for him. Then he would probably be driving a much newer car now and wouldn't have to ask himself anew every time he bought something that cost more than twenty euros whether he could afford it at all. But he would rather do without these comforts if he had the opportunity to remain true to his great love, music.

So now, one year after completing his training, he could at least afford his own flat instead of just a small room in a shared flat.

His singing teacher had already helped him financially during his training. Fortunately, he now supported him by keeping the special price.

Obviously, the singing lessons and Florian's perseverance were gradually paying off. In the last quarter of the year, he and his band Flo Circus had a gig every fortnight on average. Occasionally, they not only received the usual free drinks, but also a little money, which, even after deducting the travel costs, was enough to book a slight 'plus' in the band's coffers. In addition to the free drinks, a share of the turnover was also agreed for today's performance. 

This was a bit of a gamble, because if only a few people strayed into the club, it would bring in far less than the petrol money they received now and then. On the other hand, the income would be much higher if the place was well frequented and the guests ordered plenty of drinks.

In this respect, there was no reason to worry, because the club where they were to play that evening was a rock venue that was known and popular for the harder music genre. For good reason, the operator had therefore chosen a location a little further away from the residential area. When bands played there at weekends, there were also many visitors in the beer garden when the weather was nice. 

Just the right location to be able to play the heavier songs, thought drummer Steffen and lead guitarist Ricky, who would like to go more in the direction of 'heavy metal' in terms of style anyway.

So far, the rest of the band had been able to convince them that they had better opportunities to perform with the hard rock they had been playing since then. Nevertheless, Florian had the impression that the songs composed by the other band members were constantly getting a bit harder, while he himself was writing more ballads, especially since his girlfriend had left him two months ago, which was why he was still suffering from a broken heart. He consoled himself with the fact that at least his great love, music, would never leave him.

The young man breathed a sigh of relief when he arrived at the rehearsal room a short time later. When the whole band was together, there was usually no time for his musings. 

As soon as he got out, he was verbally assaulted by Matze, the bass player. "Good that you're finally here, Flo. We already thought we'd have to drive the distance to your place to see if your old mill had given up the ghost somewhere in between. We've already packed everything up and are ready to go." 

"Then let's leave right away," Florian hurried to reply. Matze could sometimes talk at you almost without a comma. Especially when he was nervous, like before the performances. 

Flo smiled to himself. Somehow everyone in the band had their own strategy for dealing with stage fright. Steffen always wanted to have his peace and quiet, which is why he had planted himself on one of the rear seats of the van, where he shielded himself from the outside world with headphones while looking slightly absent.

Ricky was already in the driver's seat. His father had a car rental company whose fleet included a couple of minibuses as well as vans. Unlike Flo, the guitarist was generously supported by his parents. This included always being able to borrow the vehicles for free. 

The fifth in the bunch, Ioannis, was doing a kind of push-up on the bonnet of the vehicle. When he wasn't standing behind his keyboard, he constantly had lumps in his butt. So he tended to use anything within reach as gymnastics equipment. Weightlifting with crates of drinks, gymnastics on scaffolding, jumping over loudspeakers - the main thing was to keep moving. For Florian, it was therefore incomprehensible how Jo managed to stand relatively still behind his instrument during an entire concert, but it always worked. 

The singer looked around searchingly until he spotted Max. Tech nerd and live mixer of the band. As so often, the dark mop of hair was lowered so low over some technical device that one had the impression Max was trying to operate it with his nose. Flo smiled even wider. He had long since given up asking the tape technician what kind of part he was fiddling with. He usually only understood half of the explanations anyway, if at all. So this time, too, they deliberately stuck to a friendly greeting with an obligatory enquiry about how he was feeling, without going into detail about the activity.

A quarter of an hour later they arrived at Rockmusics' Heaven. 

They immediately started unloading the van. Because it took the most time, Steffen, Matze and Flo first set up the drums in the middle of the stage, while Ioannis and Ricky hoisted the keyboard onto its stand. Then they placed the bass and guitar amplifiers together with speaker cabinets to the left and right of the drums.

Since live bands played at Heaven every weekend, a complete loudspeaker system, a so-called PA, was already on site. In addition, the guys were supported by two permanent stagehands, so the set-up went quickly and smoothly. This gave Florian the time to indulge in his reverie. With his back casually leaning against the stage, he let his gaze wander through the auditorium, which in his imagination was filled to the last inch with cheering people. He imagined what it would be like to be a famous rock star, to have turned his hobby - or rather, his great passion - into a profession. To do nothing but stand on a different stage in a different city in the world every night to perform the songs in front of thousands of enthusiastic fans. The stage crew would then be responsible for such annoying time- and energy-consuming activities as setting up and dismantling. While these thoughts put a dreamy smile on his face, an indescribable feeling of happiness spread inside him. Yes, this felt so uniquely right, this just had to be his path in life.

"Don't always think so much, it's not good for the brain," he was pulled out of his thoughts by a grinning Matze. "Sound check is coming up, after that you can get on our nerves again with your warbling exercises." The grin on his freckled face, framed by long red hair, grew even wider. 

Flo hung on to his daydream for a few more moments, then sighed contentedly before turning to the redhead with a smile. "Don't worry, the thoughts I just had are definitely not harmful." On his way to the stage, he told the bassist what had just crossed his mind. No sooner had he finished than Matze began to babble on uninhibitedly again. With a barely discernible shake of his head, Florian sighed again. 

Once on stage, he put the in-ear monitors in his ears. This allowed him to generously block out his bandmate's torrent of words. He was glad about this investment, even if the things had been quite expensive. Although the main reason for this purchase was not to let annoying chatterboxes fade far into the background, this still worked quite well. It was actually intended for somewhat larger stages like here in Heaven. With the help of this technology, the sound and volume always remained constant, no matter where on stage, or even down in the audience, he happened to be. It also shielded the considerable volume from the outside.

Matze continued to talk himself out of his nervousness, knowing full well that most likely no one was listening to him very attentively. But that was not important. He only said irrelevant things anyway. The main thing was that he didn't have to think about being in the spotlight. Once that happened, he would become a ramp sow, but until then he would prefer to hide in a mouse hole. Why this was still the case after all those performances, he could not explain. To prevent himself from falling into brooding, he quickly told a flat joke. Unexpectedly, someone even laughed at it. He looked around the room to see who he had amused. Ah, one of the helpers from the club. Sure, they didn't know his corny jokes yet. He joined in the laughter for a moment before he put on his bass guitar to tune it. Then he put in his in-ear monitors like the other band members.

After the sound check, there was the usual nervous commotion backstage. Florian was warming up, Steffen was drumming on his little practice pad that you could strap to your leg, Ricky was practising a few finger runs on his guitar, while Ioannis had moved outside, probably to practice with bins and on garden walls. Max was sitting in a corner, alternately typing away on his smartphone and another technical device that he had only let out of his fingers during the sound check, whatever that might be. 

Matze, on the other hand, had found a seat at the bar, which had been largely empty until then, where the barmaid listened to him attentively, which was a little creepy even for him. As he continued to talk, as his nature compelled, and she still responded sympathetically, he began to fall in love.

Florian was curious. He finished his vocal exercises to step to the back of the stage, where he carefully pushed the curtain aside a little. He peered expectantly into the auditorium. It was already half-full, while more guests were arriving. If they could hold the audience through their performance, the evening would be a complete success. Nervous tingling spread through his stomach. He thought longingly of his dream of being able to play in large, sold-out halls. Preferably as headliner of a big tour, maybe even Europe-wide.

On the opposite wall of Heaven he could see the posters advertising tonight's show. Five cheerful, long-haired guys were depicted on them: Flo and his friends. The posters announcing tonight's gig within a radius of a few kilometres around the club had been another of the many investments the band had made. Looking at the increasingly large audience, Florian had the impression that all the money spent would be worth it after all.

Sighing, he let go of the curtain again. But before he returned to the others, he had to take a few deep breaths. Of course he was excited, as he was before every concert, but today was somehow different. They had never played in front of such a large audience. But that wasn't it alone; the tingling was different today than usual. There was something in the air, he could feel it. However, he was unable to pursue this thought any further as the voices of his band mates calling for him brought him back to reality. It was almost time; just a few more minutes and the show would begin. Quickly a few stretching exercises, patting each other on the back, then it was time to go on stage.

After three quarters of an hour, they had really warmed up the audience. In the meantime, the club was very well attended. Many of the guests stood directly in front of the stage, where they sang and clapped along enthusiastically. 

Although Flo knew exactly which song was coming next, he looked at the playlist. Not so much to make sure that he would sing the right song - it was more a hesitation whether he could bring himself to actually play it. A soulful rock ballad from his own pen, which he had written directly after breaking up with his girlfriend at the time. He liked this song, to which he himself also played the acoustic guitar, very much, even if the reason for its creation was quite painful. But it was always a tightrope walk whether the audience went along with such a slow piece, when up to that point the slowest song was still a midtempo song, so the ballad was completely out of the ordinary tempo-wise. 

While the rest of the band was still playing the last notes, he put his microphone on the stand and fetched a bar stool and his acoustic guitar from the back of the stage. Although the sounds of the outside world were muffled because of the in-ear monitors, he had the impression that he could hear the excited whispering of those standing in front of the stage very clearly. 

He sat down on the bar stool. "So folks, now it's going to be a little quieter. Singing and clapping along is still allowed though." He smiled to the audience. "The next song is called Life Goes On."

A few of their loyal fans, who had been to several of their concerts, applauded enthusiastically. Thus encouraged, Flo strummed the first chords and then performed his ballad in a clear, soulful voice:
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