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UNTWISTED

Falling in love was easy…figuring out the rhythm of being a couple, not so much.

Now that they’ve pressed play, life is going way too fast for Gray Duffy and Jazz Edwards. A super hot video has boosted their band Oblivion’s popularity even higher, and suddenly Gray and Jazz are the reigning prince and princess of rock. But as their private wedding ceremony in their most special place approaches, they realize they can’t go forward without facing their roots.

With new family members coming into the mix and old unresolved dramas coming to a head, one thing is for sure—the harder they rock, the bigger the drop.
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DEDICATION

To my mom, who cheerleads without words more than she knows.

To Taryn Elliott, who is always there at the eleventh hour and all the hours in between.

CHAPTER ONE

The innocuous pale blue envelope sat on the table between Jazz and Harper. A smiley face sticker had been placed in one corner beside the recipient’s name and address, which had been written in bright purple ink.

Jasmine Edwards c/o Ripper Records.

The sender? Molly McIntire. The little sister Jazz hadn’t seen in a decade.

If it really was Molly at all.

“Interesting that it’s not made out to Jazz,” Harper said, folding her hands on her small baby bump. She was a couple of months farther along than Jazz and had that whole glowing thing going on, as evidenced by the rosiness of her cheeks and sparkle in her eye.

At least her eyes has been sparkling until Jazz asked her to meet for an emergency lunch at the Mexican restaurant near their apartment. Harper was about to move out of the place the members of Jazz’s band, Oblivion—Nick, Simon, Gray and Deacon—shared. Lucky Harper and her sexy manster of a husband Deacon had bought a little place in the Valley and were jumping ship.

They weren’t the only ones. Jazz glanced down at her engagement ring. Gray had mentioned just last week that he thought they should try to find a place of their own before the baby came in the fall.

Their
baby, not Harper and Deacon’s baby. And no, contrary to what Nick had speculated, they had not added fertility drugs to the water in the Hollywood Hills. It was just coincidence.

Getting this letter now might be another one.
Might
.

“Molly didn’t call me Jazz. She was a little girl when I…left.” A nice way to refer to being tossed out on her ear and put into foster care. “She called me ‘Mine’, because she had trouble with Jasmine when she was a baby. I remember her standing in her crib crying for me, just saying ‘Mine’ over and over again. The name stuck.” Jazz smiled and sipped her iced tea. She probably should cut back on the caffeine but she figured her once a day iced tea couldn’t hurt that much. “My mom didn’t understand she meant me.”

“What did the letter say? Does it seem authentic?”

“I don’t know. I haven’t opened it yet.”

Harper sighed and pushed cheese off her burrito. “What does Gray think?”

“I haven’t had a chance to talk to him.” And she wasn’t bummed about that at all. Surely she could get through a whole day without having a crisis she absolutely had to discuss with her best friend. Her best friend who just happened to now be her fiancé.

“How come?”

“He had a big meeting with a producer today and he was distracted last night, thinking the guy wouldn’t like his stuff.”

Gray being distracted was a usual thing since he’d come back from rehab. At first she’d figured he was still trying to get used to not being at the facility any longer, but then she’d begun to realize that in the eight weeks he’d been gone, he’d developed a new obsession. He stayed up late almost every night, writing and playing his guitar. That wasn’t unusual. But how driven he was to produce new material was.

They had a wedding to plan, a house to buy and a baby on the way. He had debts to pay back. And evidently he needed to take care of all of those things right this very second.

“Are you okay?” Harper leaned forward. “This letter really has you rattled.”

There was no use in pretending otherwise. “Yeah. It does.”

“And you haven’t been able to talk about it with Gray, and that has you twice as messed up.” Harp took her hand. “I get it. I’m the same way with the big guy. It’s gotta be even worse since you’ve been confiding in him so long.”

“He’s just busy. I get it. He’s trying to be the daddy, you know?” She laughed and poked at her rice with her fork, although she wasn’t that hungry. Shocking enough in itself, since her kid had proven to be a marathon eater already.

“He wants to make sure everything is taken care of financially. You know how it is, our money isn’t always consistent and we’re not sure when we’re getting what.” Harp nodded and released her, and Jazz dropped her hand in her lap with a sigh. “Plus, he thinks he needs to pay me and his parents back as fast as humanly possible for the Cricket situation, although I’ve told him fifty times my money is his. He’s just too stubborn to listen.”

“A stubborn man? No way. I’ve never encountered one of those.”

Jazz grinned. Talking to Harper always evened her out. “So I guess I should open the letter, huh? No reason to freak out until I see what it says.” She ran the edge of one of her purple fingernails along the envelope. “Maybe she’s telling me to never bother her and she wants no contact.”

Harp snorted. “Somehow I doubt it. More likely she wants to shake you down for some cash.”

“What? Why would you think that?”

“Honey, you’re famous now. Gads, you’re even
more
famous now since that vid of you and Gray setting the bed on fire has been plastered everywhere.”

Jazz ducked her head and hoped like hell she wasn’t actually blushing. She was a grown woman. So they’d made out in a video for a really dirty song about oral sex. A song Gray had written about eating her out. Big deal. People did that every day, right?

Their child would probably be horrified in a decade or so, but by then maybe no one would even remember the vid anymore. Except Gray, who claimed it was the best not-a-porno he’d ever seen.

“I wouldn’t say famous exactly,” Jazz began.

“I would,” Harper replied flatly. “Your name is everywhere right now. You guys just had an interview in Rolling Stone, for God’s sake.”

“It wasn’t an interview,” Jazz protested. “Just an itty bitty column about the video and the producers who want to work with Gray.”

Everyone seemed to all of a sudden. Once Lila had put the word out on the street that Gray been instrumental in writing Oblivion’s first big hit, “The Becoming,” and that he’d penned the bulk of their extremely buzzed about new single, “Sugar Kiss,” he’d become LA’s new It guy. And he was taking full advantage, working his ass off.

Working too much, if she was honest. He’d just finished up his part of recording on their upcoming album “Rise” that he’d missed while he was in rehab, and that time in the studio had meant lots of late nights. She’d hung out with him a lot of the time despite her sections being mostly finished, but sometimes the kid hadn’t been in the mood to chill while daddy did his thing. Not that the baby was moving or anything yet—though it probably wouldn’t be much longer—but he or she certainly contributed to Jazz’s inability to stay up past ten p.m. most of the time.

Some rock star she was lately.

“Whatever. You’re in the spotlight enough for people to want to get a piece of you.” Harp forked up spicy chicken and veggies. Evidently her appetite hadn’t deserted her like Jazz’s had.

“I haven’t been in contact with my sister in a decade. Molly was just a little thing back then. I just can’t believe—”

“How old was she when you last saw her?”

“Six. That was more than ten years ago. She’ll be...God, she’ll be seventeen in a few days.” Jazz fumbled for her guitar pick necklace, her link with Gray even when he wasn’t around. Years ago he’d swapped the cheap chain the pick had originally been strung on for a sturdy silver one, which came in handy with how often she wrapped it around her fingers. “Maybe that’s why she contacted me. It’s a big birthday. You know, people get sentimental and stuff.”

Harper didn’t say anything. Jazz knew Harp was thinking that she was an idiot for giving Molly the benefit of the doubt. Harper was much more street-wise in some ways than Jazz was, in spite of the hell that was Jazz’s teenage years. But God, was it so wrong to think that maybe someone had pure intentions? Not everyone was looking for a payday.

Your mama always was. And you know what they say about trees and branches…

“Look, I could’ve turned out money-hungry too, and I didn’t,” Jazz said, both to her friend and the voice in her head. It was a toss-up over which one was louder at the moment.

“Honey, you’re one of the sweetest people I’ve ever known. I didn’t even know people like you existed.” Harp shook her head and broke a tortilla chip in half. “You befriend everyone and want to take care of the world. Considering your situation, it’s amazing that you didn’t become bitter. Instead you became the opposite.”

“Oh, I’ve been bitter, believe me. But if I pushed people away, I knew I’d only end up even more alone.”

“Did I mention self-aware too?” Harp grinned and dipped a chip in the bowl of freshly made salsa. “A lot of people twice your age haven’t figured that one out yet. And as awesome as it is for you personality-wise, that trusting nature makes you a target. You can’t afford to wear blinders about this situation, no matter who Molly is. I’m sorry that’s the way things are, sweetie. I truly am.”

“I’m not wearing blinders, and I’m not that trusting.”

Yeah, okay, so she’d taken forever and a day to catch on to Gray being on coke. Actually, she hadn’t caught on—Snake had told them all. But Gray was different. She’d always put him on a pedestal, and discovering that he wasn’t perfect had taken her by surprise. It had also made her love him even more.

In her typical Harp way, her friend only dipped another chip rather than respond.

“How can you eat that?”

“Why? It’s delish. Have some.” Harp held out a chip dripping with salsa.

“No way.” Jazz edged back in her chair and grabbed her belly. “I hurl the second tomatoes touch my lips.” She waved a hand. “The smell’s not much better.”

“Oh. Sorry.” Harp bit in with gusto, making Jazz laugh.

“Bitch. Better watch it or I’ll break out that chocolate bar in my purse.”

Harp grimaced. “Cruel and unusual punishment.”

“Yeah, it’s hard to have a good old-fashioned whine fest when our food choices are broken into two categories—puke and not-puke friendly.”

Though truthfully, Jazz didn’t mind at all. She
loved
being pregnant. Sure, she could’ve done without the nausea, exhaustion and swollen ankles, and the idea of squeezing out a small watermelon in front of a swarm of people in lab coats didn’t turn her crank, but all the rest was awesome.

Including the fact that her boobs were now edging into D-cups, a fact Gray had no problem with whatsoever.

“The pregnancy thing does require some changing of our routines, yes. But at least we have someone to share it with.”

“This is true. And our kids will be a couple months apart. We’ll be able to put them in matching outfits and—”

“Even if you have a boy?” Harper grinned. “That should be interesting.”

“Don’t rub it in that your girl child success is assured.” Jazz stuck out her tongue and went back to toying with her rice. “Gray’s sure it’s a girl.”
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