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Dedication:
To my readers and Social Sinners fans,
Without you, book five wouldn’t be here, which means neither would I. Thank you for pushing me to succeed and always do my best.
Until we meet again, I’m sending all my love to you and your family.
~TL







The following songs in this book were written and copyrighted by TL Travis:



Blood Brothers
Black
Time to Move On
Don’t Doubt Us
Who I’ve Become
You Were Always There
A Heart Divided
Cheap Vodka
The Curtains of My Heart
Character Flaws
Forgive Me Not
Never Enough








Northlane - Bloodline
Killswitch Engage - Unleashed
Iron Maiden – The Trooper
Marilyn Manson – The Beautiful People
Metallica - Battery
Pantera – This Love
Black Sabbath – Heaven and Hell
Seether – Fine Again
Five Finger Death Punch – Wrong Side of Heaven
Metallica – Seek & Destroy
Flyleaf – Fully Alive
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Joey

“That was one hell of a way to end a performance on a high note!” Sal cheerily announced as we exited the stage at the awards show, his smile as wide as the moon. “Welcome to the family son,” he told Diamond before pulling him into a hug.
Since coming out, our stoic drummer had finally found his happy place. Well, between that and reconnecting with his mother and brother, he’d become a whole new man. Don’t get me wrong, he was still the Social Sinners class clown, but now his humor wasn’t used to mask the pain I knew was lurking beneath it. Instead, it was sincere happiness rising to the surface. Nothing made me happier than to see this side of him.
I can’t deny the reluctance I felt when he first reconnected with his brother and later his mother. The fear was always there that they’d be no better than his piece of shit father, but thankfully they proved me wrong.
When Easton approached us with his idea on how to propose and shared Diamond’s fumbled attempt while he was in rehab, well, there wasn’t a snowball's chance in hell we weren’t gonna help him out with this. Not to mention the fact that the song Diamond had written for him was by far the best one he’d penned to date, and Stoli and I were excited to perform it. In all actuality, I’d say it was in my top five favorites from the Social Sinners song library. Diamond hadn’t pitched it to the team yet, but I think after tonight’s performance, he’ll be open to letting us write the music and produce it for our next CD. Man, who new Diamond had a poet trapped beneath that gruff exterior?
My brothers and I had come a long way since we first met our freshman year of high school. Through the pain of family drama, loss, attempted suicide, and addiction, our bond never faltered. We made a thousand and one mistakes while walking the paths we’d traveled yet here we were, ready to embark upon our first European tour with our friends who’d long since become an extended part of our family    Maiden Voyage. Man, the way they came through for us time and again just blew me away. Never once did they ask for anything in return. No hidden agenda or devious subplot was behind each thoughtful gift they extended our way. They were just all-around great guys with huge fucking hearts.
Pictures taken of the four of us over the years adorned the walls of our home office. My favorites were the ones of us standing at the front of the stage after performing for the first time at our high school talent show. Our arms were proudly swung around each other’s shoulders as we took a bow. Pride radiated through our massive smiles. Right beside that one was the same pose taken a few years later after performing at our first sold-out show. On the desk beside the frame that held a picture of Stoli and me on our wedding day sat the photo Easton had snapped of our band when we signed our first contract, the one with Masterson Management.
Now here we were, headliners, hitting the road on their first tour outside of US soil. Embrace the Fear was the band Sal had chosen as our opening act. They’re way green behind the ears, but I think they’ll do alright. They’ll fuck up just like we did, but it’s how they choose to fix those mistakes that will shape them into the men they’ll become. It’ll be kinda fun to watch them grow, plus the fact that they were already scared shitless of Diamond that would help keep them in line.
I remember our first tour, living out of a van and scraping together every penny we could to grab shitty hotel rooms here and there. Showering at venues, sleeping in rest stops and doing our best to not succumb to the drug and alcohol scene of life on the road as many had. 
Me, well I guess I did falter to some extent after my failed relationship, but when that threatened to get me kicked out of the band, I somehow managed to pull my head out of my ass and straighten up. For some, that never happens, which is sad. You don’t just wake up one day and say you want to be in a band and bam, you’re in and storming the charts. It’s something you must work hard at and pimp yourself like mad. It’s the dream of every twelve-year-old with a guitar. To have it all come to an end because of bad decisions is a waste of time and talent, in my opinion.
To this day we will stop and sign autographs for as many fans, especially kids, as we can. Seeing their smiling faces reminds me of Stoli and me when we were their age. Music was and always will be a huge part of our lives. Lyrics that resonated deeply, guiding us through the uncertainty of our adolescence when the four of us were those outcasts that our peers discarded. Yet, here we stood, coming off stage at the Billboard Music Awards to the announcement that our new CD that had released this very morning had already climbed its way up the charts on its debut day. We’d become those who we’d idolized, still idolized to be quite honest, which was something we’ll never take for granted. Without our fans, our families and our management team, we’d still be virtual nobody’s.
Backstage was packed after the show, filled with the proud faces of our family, which had more than doubled over the last few years. I now had a stepmom, Maggie. She’d been more of a mother to me than the woman who gave birth to me had. My stepbrother, Brad, and his boyfriend, Jackson, had become the friends Stoli and I hung out with as often as we could. Then there was Brandon, Stoli’s little brother, who got us through many dark days. Without Brent’s help, every step of the way things would’ve gone south more times than I could count. The support of Mickey’s parents David and Beth, his younger sister Julia    as well as his significant others Benny and River    jumping in when we needed them, was beyond awesome. His mom’s care packages filled to the brim with home-baked goodies carried us through many a road performance. River was now overseeing the bands website and social media accounts since managing the band had become more than a fulltime job for Easton. There aren’t enough words to cover what Easton and Sal have done for us. To know that Easton was going to be a permanent fixture in the family brought the band full circle. And now with the addition of Diamond’s mom Sharon and his brother Jay, our support system was entirely in place.
In my reverie, eyeing my band brothers in turn, my wandering eyes find Stoli’s gorgeous face staring back at me. To this day, his smile still makes me weak in the knees. And when he winks at me from across the room as he just did, the butterflies it evokes wreaks havoc on my guts– but in the best of ways. The first word to pop into my head every time I see him is, home.
Here we are, backstage at the MGM Grand Resort in the middle of the Las Vegas strip, hob-knobbing with those who we’ve idolized forever. If someone tried to wipe the grins from our faces, it would be wasted efforts on their part. Champagne flutes were being passed around on trays by the wait staff. A lavish buffet was set up along the sides adorning the pathway in an extensive line of linen-draped tables. Alcohol freely flowed, poured by the hands of the hired bartenders strategically located throughout the venue. There were talks of collaborations amongst old friends. Idols and fans connected as new friends, acquaintances reconnected, and then there was me– fanboying off to the side. Totally in awe of the celebrity status flanking the aisles and having the best fucking time of my life.
I can’t deny the unease that occasionally crept up inside me in such an elite setting, making me feel like I didn’t belong. The lonely broke-ass kid from Everett, Washington, growing up on ghetto ass sandwiches purchased with our monthly food stamp stipend. The embarrassment my father felt at having to accept such help. As a child, I never noticed the pain and anguish he felt in having done so but reflecting back, I can see it clear as day. And still, here
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