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Please note this book may contain the following trigger warnings: sexual assault/rape, kidnapping, mental abuse, physical abuse, emotional abuse, swearing, sex, drinking, drug use, and other trauma. Please read knowing there’s a chance you’ll see these in this series. 

*This does NOT mean you will find any or all of these possible triggers in this book. It is just a warning of any possibilities to see this in the pages as you read.
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Keaton Jones

I’ve lived my life in the spotlight since I was a freshman in high school. I’m rarely home and I miss everyone I love. Now, my life is changing in ways I never imagined and I’ve lost the one person who has always had my back regardless of how often we talk. Lies are revealed to me in the worst way possible—I overhear a conversation from someone I thought loved me. It destroys my trust and makes my exhaustion hit even harder than before. 

One chance encounter turns into two meetings with the one person who has been on my mind for weeks. Someone who doesn’t know who I truly am and I don’t want to know my identity. Can I let him in my life and trust him enough to realize what we could have together? What will I do when my life gets turned upside down and I lose one of the best people I’ve ever had the privilege of knowing? 

Tucker ‘Ice’ Jeffries

I’ve always been the guy everyone else can turn to when they need something done. Even if it’s not my strong suit, I do my best to fulfill the roles I’m needed in. Growing up on the farm, I’m no stranger to hard work and I work as hard as I can in every aspect of my life. Especially when I meet one person who captures my attention completely. A woman I can’t get off my mind. 

When I meet another woman who also gains my attention, I don’t know what to do. I’m at a loss because one is attainable while the other woman is so far out of my league. She’s famous and lives her life in the spotlight. Something I’ve never once wanted. Especially as I take on more responsibilities in the Knight’s Rebellion MC. Responsibilities I never wanted but will take on to honor the man they once belonged to—Razer. Can I figure out why I’m so devoted to two different women? When the truth comes out will I be able to move past it? 
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Keaton

THIS LATEST TOUR with the Wicked Angels feels as if it’s lasted an eternity. We’ve been on the road for two months and it feels like it’s been two years instead. I’ve been on the road touring, in the studio recording, or making appearances at one event or another since I was sixteen years old and I just celebrated my twenty-fourth birthday a week ago. I’ve rarely had any breaks or gotten to live the life of a normal teenager and young adult. My life has been spent in the spotlight since the day I chose to start my singing career. I also write my own songs and sell other songs to various artists. That’s actually how I got my big break. I sold a song to a popular artist when I was sixteen and it went viral. They wanted to collaborate with me on more songs and heard me singing when they showed up to talk to me. I was put in touch with the owner of their record label and that’s when my life turned upside down. 

My aunt, Neela, was my manager until I turned twenty-one. She’s my dad’s sister and went to school for this. It was only natural for her to work with me once I was discovered and had to sign my contract. She was at my side for each tour and made sure I got along with all of my tutors and did my work. If I had to have testing done, she made the arrangements to go somewhere it could be monitored if that was a requirement. It didn’t happen often, but Aunt Neela was the greatest and we had so much fun on the road together until she decided to step back from some of her clients. That’s when I met Jagger. He’s the manager of Wicked Angels and is now also my manager. Jagger is the best but he doesn’t understand my need for a break. According to him, I shouldn’t take one right now because I’ll lose my current momentum with the tour we’re currently on. I understand where he’s coming from, but my health should also be important. 

Neela, Nora, and I came up with an entirely different personality so no one from home would know my true identity. When I’m on a break, I want to be myself and not someone in the spotlight I live in daily. The only time I’m not in character is when I’m on my tour bus. I wear a dark red wig with blonde highlights, color-changing contacts, and wear a ton of make-up. The exact opposite of how I am when I’m not on stage or in character. My stage name is Ruby because of the red hair. When it came time for me to choose a name, my mom came up with it and we laughed so hard it just stuck. It’s our own personal inside joke and no one knows but the three of us. Neela doesn’t even know the reason behind Ruby. Jagger, the members of Wicked Angels, and my security team are the only ones who know my true identity. It’s the only way I can make it through each day. 

Instead of attending a regular high school, I was on tour buses, in the studio, or doing whatever else the label needed from me. I had tutors and my closest companions were whoever I was on tour with at the time. In the eight years I’ve been doing this, I’ve been on four major tours and several smaller ones in bars or at other events in various towns all over the world. Don’t get me wrong, I love what I do and wouldn’t trade my life for anything else. However, it’s taken a toll on me and I don’t know how much longer I’ll be able to continue on the path I’m currently on. My body, spirit, and mind are exhausted. I miss my family, my best friend Nora, and having a few minutes to myself without the strict schedule of rehearsals, performances, interviews, and everything else we’re scheduled to do on tour. This one also included a photo shoot for my next album cover and one with the members of Wicked Angels for promotional purposes.

Today, I’m definitely feeling the strain. On top of the exhaustion, I just found out my boyfriend, Camden, is nothing more than a liar. No, he didn’t cheat on me or anything like that. Camden is a member of the security team for Wicked Angels. We started to spend time together every day about two years ago. He’s funny, sweet, loving, supportive, and protective. Cam would take me out on the town doing things people my age were supposed to do like sight-seeing, going out for my first drink in a bar because I didn’t get to celebrate my twenty-first birthday like a normal person, and anything else I wanted to experience. It didn’t take me long to fall in love with him. Cam would bring me flowers just because he was already out and saw them. He’d take me to dinner in local diners instead of fancy restaurants because I can’t stand the entitled assholes who dine there. Camden quickly discovered everything I love and surprised me on a regular basis with little things. 

Now, I find out it’s all a lie. I was nothing more than a job to Camden. Jagger, my parents, Neela, and him decided if he posed as my boyfriend, I’d have an easier time accepting other members of security when I had to go out in public. And it would keep unwanted attention off of me from men when I’m out. My relationship with Camden has become very public and splashed all over various tabloids and social media accounts. Now, I guess my break-up will also become extremely public. At least the speculation will. 

“You on here, Keaton?” Memphis asks as he walks on my tour bus. 

Memphis is the bass player of Wicked Angels. We’ve gotten close over the years and he’s the one person I can truly be myself around when I’m on the road with his band. Memphis is a great guy and completely understands my exhaustion right now. He’s feeling the same thing. 

“I-I-I’m h-h-here,” I answer, not bothering to wipe my tears away because Memphis has seen it all from me. 

“What’s goin’ on, Keaton?” he asks, rushing up to my side and pulling me into his arms. Memphis gives the best hugs and I will never get tired of them. 

“Did you know?” I ask him, pulling back just enough so I can see his face. Memphis and I don’t lie to one another. At least I didn’t think we did. 

“Know what?” he questions me, confusion filling his eyes as he looks around the tour bus. “Where the hell is Camden? He wouldn’t leave your side if you’re upset.” 

“I was nothing more than a job to him, Memphis. My parents and Jagger talked to him about being my boyfriend so I could stop getting the unwanted attention of guys whenever I’m not on this damn bus. Every event we were at, the public outings where we were caught by paparazzi, and all that shit was planned down to the last detail,” I tell him, my voice breaking as I think back on every single time we were caught out in public. 

“Are you fuckin’ kiddin’ me, Keaton? No! I didn’t know anythin’ about that shit. I would have told you the second I learned the truth. That’s a bitch move on his part. I’m so sorry, Sweetheart,” he says, his voice barely above a whisper as he pulls me back in his arms and holds me tight. 

“I’m so tired, Memphis. I can’t do this shit any longer. This tour has broken everything in me and we’re not even close to the halfway point of it. I want a week off. One week to go home and recharge. Jagger doesn’t want me to lose my momentum and I get it. He has a point, but if I keep going like this, there won’t be anything left of me,” I say, more tears falling as I look up at him and break free from his hug to take my seat on the couch once again. 

“I know you are, Keaton. Let me talk to Jagger. I’ll make him understand the importance of this break for you. We can all use one if I’m bein’ honest. Maybe we’ll all take a week off. We only have one show this week and it’s not until the weekend. We can hold off on the interviews and everythin’ else we have this week. Give me some time and I’ll do what I can to make it happen for you. Have you talked to Nora lately?” he asks me, changing the subject like normal when he wants to get me away from whatever topic is upsetting me. 

“No. She’s been unavailable for some reason. I know something is going on with her, but she won’t tell me anything. The only thing I know is she’s still with Dillon and Bridger is doing good. I miss my Little Man like crazy. I tried to get her to come out for our stop a few towns away from Briar Glen. She made up some excuse about why she can’t come. That’s not like her and you know it. You’ve met her and hung out with us,” I answer him, wondering what is going on with Nora to make her so completely distant lately. 

“She’ll tell you when she’s ready. You know how long it took her to tell you about her pregnancy. I knew you’d be happy about the baby, but she was terrified. Nora is probably working through whatever is going on by herself before she brings it to you,” Memphis says, calming my fear for Nora the tiniest fraction as I give him a weak smile. 

Memphis and I spend an hour together on my bus before he leaves and promises me he’ll talk to Jagger about us taking this week off so I can head home and recharge for a few days. 

***
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“Keaton, are you decent?” Jagger asks before walking on my bus. 

“Yeah,” I answer him, sitting up on the couch and wrapping the blanket tighter around my body. “What’s going on?”

I’m pretending like my explosion in front of him earlier when I learned the truth about Camden didn’t happen. It’s embarrassing now that I think about it. 

“First of all, I’m really sorry you found out about Camden that way, Keaton. We all thought we were doin’ the right thing. You’ve been on the road for so long and we’ve seen the attention from the men you get. It makes you nervous and scared. Yeah, you’ve had a security team and they step in immediately, but it wasn’t enough. We were thinkin’ of your safety and not allowin’ you to be scared by perverted men anymore. Camden really wants to talk to you about the situation, but he understands you need some time to yourself. He won’t pressure you. I already made sure of it,” Jagger tells me and I nod in response because there’s nothing more to say about the situation.

“That’s all great, Jagger. I understand where you’re all coming from and I would have accepted it if I were let in on the plan. Instead, I’m the one with a broken heart who was betrayed. Cam might not have cheated on me, but he lied to me every single day we were together. Two damn years, Jagger. I was lied to for two years and you knew about it,” I tell him as Jagger leans against the counter in front of me and crosses his arms over his chest. 

“I know you got your heart broken, Keaton. That wasn’t part of the plan. Camden was in with me today because he was tired of you not knowin’ the truth. He has fallen in love with you. Cam is a good guy and only wants the best for you,” Jagger says, adjusting his position slightly as I lean back into the couch cushions. “That’s not why I’m here, though. Memphis came to talk to me. With everythin’ goin’ on, I agree that you need a trip home. You need to unwind, recharge, and talk to your parents. See your best friend and just be yourself. You’re constantly on here and need the break. Yes, I realize how exhausted you are. Everyone is gettin’ the week off and I’ve already booked you a flight home. It leaves in an hour. The private jet is waitin’ at the airport for you.” 

“Are you serious? I get to go home?” I question him, perking up the slightest bit and allowing the blanket to fall loose around my body. 

“You get to go home. You’ll take three guys with you and that’s non-negotiable. They’ll remain in the background as normal when you’re not out as Ruby. When you’re back in Briar Glen, they’ll be close, but you’ll have your space. Our next show is a few hours from there so we’ll all meet back up at the venue two days before the show so we can have sound checks, rehearsals, and everythin’ else you guys usually do. Use this time wisely, Keaton. See your Godson and spend time with your parents. Don’t be too hard on them,” Jagger says as he looks at me and I jump off the couch before almost tripping in the blanket wrapped around me. 

“Thank you, Jagger,” I tell him, managing to catch myself before I land in a heap on the floor at his feet. “This means more than you’ll ever know.” 

Jagger accepts my hug before I release him and head back to my bedroom to pack the few items I need to take with me on the flight. I’ll be able to bypass regular security and all the other bullshit at airports because I’ll be taking the private jet back home. I listen as Jagger laughs while exiting my bus. He’s a really good guy but takes things too hard when it comes to our careers. 

I pack a few clothes, my notebooks, and my guitar before I jump in the shower because I’m in desperate need of one after crying all day long. After cleaning up and dressing in my favorite pair of oversized sweatpants and one of Memphis’ hoodies, I brush out my long hair and toss it up in a messy bun. As usual, I don’t put on any make-up and make sure my wig and everything else remain on the bus, hidden so no one finds it. Thankfully, I have a brand-new bus and the decals with my name haven’t been added just yet. No one knows this is a tour bus so my things are fairly safe for the time being. My previous bus had been broken into a few times while we were on tour. That’s why I have a new one. 

Stepping off the bus, I find Noah, Austin, and Rex waiting for me. The three of them offer me a small smile before we head to the waiting SUV that will transport us to the airstrip. None of us speak as we make our way to the jet and they give me my space. I’m in the middle row on my own while Austin and Rex sit behind me and Noah takes the front seat. Our driver doesn’t talk either. We’ve had a few who were chatty and I don’t like that. This is my time to unwind and not think about touring, music, songwriting, or anything else related to my career. Right now, I’m ready to fall asleep and not wake up until I’m back in Briar Glen. This day needs to end so I can start to heal and move on from a fake relationship I didn’t understand wasn’t real. 
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Ice

DANCERS ARE FUCKING exhausting and beyond frustrating. I’ve been at Angel’s of Rebellion, the strip club Knight’s Rebellion owns, all day long dealing with one drama after another. This dancer isn’t happy with her spot in the rotation. Another one is bitching because all of her costumes are being used by the other girls when none of them are exclusively assigned to one girl or another. Bambi is the worst of them all. She thinks because she’s been at the strip club the longest, it’s up to her to deal with the rest of the dancers so they bend to her will. Bambi has caused more issues for me than anyone else who has ever stepped foot on the stage. Today was the last straw when she tried to make demands of me and what I’m supposed to be doing. She gets one more chance and if she fucks it up, there’s no way in hell she’ll still have a job. Bambi isn’t ready to end her career just yet so she backed down really quick. 

It’s not just the dancers though. I had to deal with our largest alcohol supplier because they missed a delivery. There was no reason for them to miss it. I always pay the bills every week and never miss one payment. I have the record of it and when I sent a copy of it over, they apologized and promised we’d have a delivery within two hours. Yes, I waited for them to show up and went through every single bottle to compare it against the invoice sent with the delivery. We were given every single bottle I ordered and even a few more to make up for the bullshit of missing the previous delivery. It really doesn’t make up for anything because we ran out of our most popular drinks and had to spend money with a liquor run locally. Not that I mind supporting local businesses, because I’d rather do that than waste money on some place who doesn’t know how to properly conduct business. I might have to rethink my supplier and go with someone local. 

Instead of heading straight back to the clubhouse like I planned when I left this afternoon, I find myself taking a ride to clear my head and get away from the drama today. The cool night air whips around me causing my skin to freeze. I usually have a hoodie on my bike, but I wore it last night on my way back to the clubhouse and forgot to grab another one. I’ll be okay and I already hardly feel the cold air as I focus on the road in front of me. There’s really nothing like a cool night with nothing but stars in the sky above me and nature surrounding me as I cruise the roads on my bike all alone. I’m rarely alone and always have my best friend, Lock, with me when I go on a night ride. With everything going on, I’m grateful to be alone for the first time in forever. It doesn’t appear as if I’ve been alone in so long. Not since before I took on more responsibilities in the club since Razer was killed. 

As I ride back into town, my phone rings and I press the answer button on my Bluetooth. 

“What’s goin’ on?” I answer, not sure who to expect on the other side of the call. 

“You good, Ice?” Judge questions me, his voice filled with concern as I smile to myself because there’s a very good reason for him to worry about me. 

“I’m as good as I’ll ever be,” I respond, losing my smile. “Just not expectin’ all the extra work I’ve been doin’ recently. Anyway, what’s up? Why did you call? I know it’s not just to ask how I’m doin’. You would have waited until I got back to the clubhouse for that shit.” 

“Just got a call from Sebastion. They have another job from Jagger. This one is closer to home for us though. There’s a huge concert a few towns over and they need extra hands. You’ll be paid, but I’m not forcin’ anyone to do this job. It’s gonna be long hours in the elements, and you’ll be assigned to one of two bands. Well, a band and singer. Wicked Angels will be there with the openin’ act for them. Some girl named Ruby or some shit like that,” Judge informs me as I smile because I’ve been on security detail for Wicked Angels once and it was actually a good time. 

“I’m in. Is it one day or a few? I don’t know how these outside venues work. Especially if it’s a festival and not a regular concert,” I ask my President as I slow my speed while entering Briar Glen. 

“I’m waitin’ for Sabotage to call back with more details. Jagger was callin’ in when we were on the phone. I’ll add your name to the list and see you when you get here,” Judge tells me, hanging up without saying anything else as normal. 

It doesn’t take me long to ride to the clubhouse and park in my spot against the front of the large building. I take my time shutting my bike off and removing my helmet before getting off my bike while leaving my bandana in place. The weather is definitely colder than I was expecting tonight and I don’t want my face freezing any more than it already is. Even my riding gloves are left on as I enter the clubhouse and find the common room full of members drinking and having a good night. A few of the Rebels are out and wandering around as they look for their dick of the night. It won’t be me. Seeing Judge at his normal table, I make my way over and take a seat with Fury and him. Wren is bouncing around the common room with the largest smile on her face. Her hands are waving in the air as she dances around the tables. There’s no music playing right now as she listens to some song in her head. I wish I knew what the hell it is with the way she’s moving. She’s more refined than the strippers and her moves are simply for her, not the men in the room surrounding her. This is simply one more side of Wren we rarely see.

“Is Wren okay?” I ask, not sure what’s going on right now. 

“Yeah. She heard about the festival and got a little excited. Ruby is one of her favorite singers and I managed to get her tickets thanks to Sabotage. She loves Wicked Angels, but they don’t compare to this Ruby person. Never seen Wren as excited about somethin’ until I told her about the tickets,” Judge tells me, holding his twin boys in his arms while keeping his eyes locked on his wife. The man is in love with his family despite fighting the pull to Wren for so long. 

“Never heard of her,” I state as Wren gets to the table and stares at me in pure shock. 

“Are you kidding me, Ice? You’ve never heard of Ruby?” she questions me, incredulous lacing her voice. 

“I’m serious. I’ve listened to Wicked Angels and I always have music on when I’m not at work, but I don’t know who Ruby is. I’m sure I’ve heard somethin’ by her, I just don’t know the name,” I tell her, looking on as she lifts one of the twins in her arms and holds him close. Wren and Judge are the best parents I’ve ever seen, always doting on their kids. “Have you heard back from Sabotage?” 

“Yeah. He called right after I hung up with you. It’s a festival lastin’ two days. Saturday and Sunday. We’ll be there from Wednesday through Sunday. Jagger will assign the teams when we show up. Sabotage, Death, Talon, Shank, and Boxer will be comin’ here before we all ride out to the venue together. We’ll meet up with Jagger, Wicked Angels, and Ruby before doin’ anythin’ else,” Judge informs me as Fury looks on while taking a long pull of his beer. 

“Who’s all goin’ on this job?” I ask, wanting to know who’s giving up a weekend for this festival. 

“Fury, you, Tristan, Zach, Agony, and Lock,” Judge tells me as the guys he just named all wander over to the table. “There is somethin’ you all need to be aware of. This Ruby chick and her boyfriend just broke up. He’s on Wicked Angel’s security detail so he’ll be around. There’s no bad blood or anythin’ like that. She just doesn’t want him around her. So, if she tells some guy to leave her alone, keep him away.” 

“Fuck! That’s drama we don’t need to deal with,” Lock states as he looks down at me with a frown on his face. 

“You won’t be dealin’ with drama. Ruby doesn’t want him near her and he’s been keepin’ his distance. It’s only been a few days and she went on a mini break right after they broke up so he hasn’t had the chance to see her. Jagger has already talked to him and told him in no uncertain terms to leave her alone. She’ll let him know when she’s ready to talk and until that time, he’s to stay away and remain with the band he’s assigned to,” Judge says, looking around the table at us all. “Most of us will be at the festival with tickets to hear the bands play. If you need us, we’ll be close by. I don’t anticipate anyone needin’ us though. You’re all more than capable of handlin’ business on your own.” 

Leaning back in my chair I accept the beer from the Prospect and open the bottle before tossing the cap in the ashtray on the table. I take a long pull before setting it down on the table in front of me. I’m surprised Zeus and Jaelyn aren’t making the trip down with Sabotage, but they have kids so they might not be able to come for this trip. I do have to get with Zeus at some point soon because he’s going to show me more computer shit I need to brush up on so I don’t have to rely so heavily on him when I’m digging into things here for the club. Lash and Judge are both on board with him helping me learn as much as I can because we don’t want to bring in anyone else to fill Razer’s position. I was already helping Razer when he needed it before he was killed so it’s only natural the new job fell to me. 

“Who’s gonna have the boys while you’re both at the festival?” Fury asks Judge as most of the guys disappear again. 

“Gramps is makin’ the trip down. He wants to spend time with the boys. They’ll be here at the clubhouse so he’ll have plenty of help with them. The Prospects and Rebels can lend Gramps a hand. If anyone doesn’t, they’ll be out on their asses,” Judge answers loud enough for everyone in the common room to hear him. 

“I’m headin’ to bed. If you need me for anythin’, let me know,” I say, draining my beer and handing it off to one of the Prospects walking by me. 

Lock follows me upstairs and I stop in the hall to grab my keys as I wait for him to say what’s on his mind. 

“You good, Ice? You seem frustrated as fuck,” he finally says as I unlock my door. 

“I am frustrated,” I tell him, entering my room and leaving my door open for him to follow me. “The dancers are startin’ their shit again while one of the alcohol suppliers tried to pull some fast shit and missed a delivery. Thinkin’ about goin’ with someone local if I can find one.” 

“Why did the supplier miss a delivery?” he questions me, taking a seat at my desk while I slide off my cut and hang it on the back of my door. 

“Tried sayin’ I missed a payment when I didn’t. I sent a copy of the receipt right over and they suddenly made the delivery in two hours. I’m pissed as fuck and I’m not gonna play some fucked-up games,” I tell him honestly as Lock stares at me with wide eyes as shock fills his features. 

“Out of all of us here, you’re fuckin’ obsessed with payin’ everyone the second you get a bill. There’s no way in hell you’d ever miss a payment for any reason. It’s a good thing you keep every receipt and attach it to the invoice it belongs with. I don’t blame ya for bein’ pissed. You need anythin’ from me, let me know. I know you’ve been doin’ way more than you thought you’d be doin’ now. It’s gotta be weighin’ on ya and you haven’t said a single word about it to anyone from what I can tell,” Lock says, leaning forward and placing his elbows on his knees while he watches me move around my room. 

“”What can I do or say? We lost Razer and I’m the only one who can step up for the computer part of his job. I don't know anyone else in the club with the same skills. Do you?” I return, sitting on my bed and leaning over to unlace my boots so I can finally take them off for the day. 

“You’re the only one who comes to mind. Still, I’ll be there no matter what ya need, Ice. You’re my best friend and nothin’ will ever change that,” he says, standing from his seat and leaving me alone in my room. 

Remaining on my bed for a minute, I try to force thoughts of my day from my mind. I’ll be leaving here in two days so I can go to the festival for work and I need to put a few things in place while I’m gone. The first is making sure I have someone in charge at the strip club who will actually do the damn job. Evan, a bartender, and Greyson, a bouncer seem like the best options to run the club while I’m gone. Greyson is a Prospect so I know he’ll ensure the club runs properly. Evan is a good guy and has been with me since the doors opened. He rarely misses a day and I consider him a friend. We went to school together so I’ve known him a long time. The main thing I’ll have to do is get some more guys in there for bouncers. Greyson can’t be the only one. That’s something I’ll think about tomorrow. For now, I want a shower and bed. I’m ready to collapse and forget all about today. 
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Keaton

MEMPHIS FLEW IN early and I picked him up from the airport a few days ago. We spent time at my home writing songs and had dinner with my parents. They love Memphis and enjoy spending time with him. My parents honestly treat him like their son instead of the rockstar he is. I know Memphis appreciates that from them because there’s really no way he can hide who he is when he’s trying to find some downtime. That’s why he’s been here with me a few times. We hang out at my place and hardly go into town. I live far enough away from everything no one even knows he’s here. It’s also a plus that I have a huge fence around my property that’s tall enough no one can see inside. I’ve done it in case my identity accidentally got leaked and I needed a privacy barrier for when I’m home. Even more for when I’m not home. I can’t imagine what would happen if my fans knew where I’m from. I’ve always been very nonchalant about my hometown and never given away any information they can’t find online. 

Camden did reach out once a few days after I left. He sent me a message saying he’s sorry. Nothing more than those two words. I didn’t bother responding to him and I blocked his number so he can’t call me while I’m home. I’ll need to unblock him when I get to the festival because he is a member of the security team. Memphis has assured me he’ll make it very clear Camden is not allowed to randomly text or call me for any reason other than work. Since he’s not on my security detail, there’s no reason for him to get in touch with me. At the festival, I’ll have my regular security team along with a few guys from Knight’s Rebellion MC. Jagger has brought them in a few times in the past and I really like the ones I’ve met so far. 

Memphis and I have been working almost nonstop on a new song. It’s a duet and our voices mesh perfectly together for it. This doesn’t feel as if it’s work to either one of us though. The song is something that hit me when I got home and I wasn’t able to get it out of my mind. I started writing the lyrics and soon had the entire song down on paper. When it came time to work on the melody, I got stuck. It doesn’t always happen, but there are times I simply don’t believe anything is good enough for the song. I have it sounding one way in my mind, but can’t seem to capture what I want to hear when I play it. Over the course of days when I was working on it, I switched from playing the guitar to piano and back again to try and break the block I was under. Nothing worked. It wasn’t until Memphis showed up that the song really became what I heard in my head. He’s so damn talented and completely got me out of my head. We even sent a sample of it to Jagger and he’s excited. He even mentioned us performing it at the festival when I’m done with my set. And wants us to record it as soon as possible so it’s the next single I release. Memphis is happy to help me and get the song recorded. 

“Keaton, are you ready to head out?” Memphis asks, walking in my bedroom where I’m placing the last of my clothes in the suitcase I’m packing. I decided to bring more comfy clothes with me since I won’t have to haul my suitcase back to the jet and can have it loaded directly on my tour bus when we show up. 

“Almost. I have to grab the new strings we bought, the picks that Jagger had delivered for the fans, and a few more things. Do you have our passes and stuff so we can get in the venue?” I return, grabbing the last of my things and loading them in so I can close my suitcase. 

“Yeah. They’re in my bag. Rex already loaded our instruments and my bags. He’s waitin’ on yours. You have a fan event tomorrow when we get there?” he asks me, laughing when I launch myself on the suitcase so I can zip it closed. 

“Yeah. A meet and greet for two hours I think,” I tell him when I finally get my suitcase taken care of and stand back up. 

“Damn. What a way to end your little mini break. You gonna be okay to be there for that long?” he asks me as he walks over to grab the miniature trunk from my bed and pull up the handle so he can wheel it out to Rex. 

After grabbing my phone, keys, and wallet, I’m ready to go. Memphis and I ordered a bunch of groceries yesterday to bring to the bus with us. He doesn’t plan on leaving my side unless Wicked Angels has something to do or they’re in rehearsal. So, we ordered all of our favorite snacks and drinks. Memphis has been cheating on his diet the last few days and needs to get back on it. He doesn’t always allow himself to eat junk food, but there are times he just eats what he wants instead of monitoring himself as closely as normal. I love those days because he truly lets go and we share all kinds of food he doesn’t normally eat. 

Memphis and I walk out to the SUV to find my parents waiting for us. 

“Mom, Dad, what are you doing here?” I ask them, not sure what’s going on as they pull us in for hugs. 

“We wanted to come say goodbye before you both left. We’ve gotta head out on a business trip so we won’t be able to make this performance. Neela will be there, though. She’s already at the venue with Jagger,” my mom says when she finally releases me from her hold. “Did you ever get in touch with Nora?” 

“No. I’ve tried calling and messaging her every single day so I can see her and Bridger while I was here. She answered one message with some lame excuse about being busy and she’d get in touch with me when she could. That never happened. Nora has never been too busy for me. Something’s going on, but I don’t know what it is. I even told her a certain member of Wicked Angels was in town and didn’t get a response. She has a ticket at the festival, but I don’t know if she’ll show up,” I tell her, feeling a deep sadness settle in my soul. 

Nora and I met when we were in elementary school. We were at recess and bonded over a game of kickball. Both of us were excellent and talked about playing soccer when we could. We also both loved to play softball. Anyway, whenever we weren’t chosen to be captains of teams against one another, we always did whatever it took to be on the same team. Our friendship only grew with every passing day. We shared everything, all of our hopes and dreams of the future, celebrity crushes, and anything else we had going on in our lives. There wasn’t a single thing the two of us didn't know about one another. At least that used to be true. Nora was always there when I needed her. Especially when I was on tour and needed a friendly voice to take the edge off of whatever was going on. Since I left school to start my career, Nora has been my only friend. I’ve brought her on the road with me a few times and was there the day Bridger was born. I was the first one to hold him. 

Things started to change with Nora when she got with Dillon. He’s an asshole and I’ve never liked him. The very first day my best friend introduced us, he started hitting on me the second Nora’s back was turned. I went off on him and assured him I’d never hurt my best friend for some random asshole who wasn’t going to last long at all. Unfortunately, he’s lasted a lot longer than I thought he would. It’s been three years of hell for my best friend. I only say that because I’ve seen bruises on her a few times and I know they’re from him despite the terrible excuses she gives me about running into doors, tripping and falling, or whatever else she comes up with in the blink of an eye. Dillon has changed her in ways I never thought possible. My fun-loving, outgoing, best friend has become a shell of herself who rarely lets her son out of her sight and doesn’t let anyone close to him or her. I’m the only exception to the rule and she’s pushing me away suddenly.

“She’ll come to you when she’s ready,” my dad says as he gives me a kiss on the top of my head. “Nora will never let go of your relationship completely and she knows Bridger and she can count on you for anything at all. Give her some more time.”

“I’m trying to remember that. When she’s ready to leave Dillon, I’ll be at her side to help in any way I can. Maybe that’s what’s going on and she can’t talk to me right now,” I say, hope filling me for the first time in days about my best friend and her situation.

Memphis and I get in the SUV as my parents wave us off. I’ll miss them at the festival, but I knew they were going to have to leave. They pushed their trip off this week because they wanted to see me and explain the situation from their side of things. Yes, I’m still upset, but I understand everyone’s reasons. It still doesn’t change the fact that I ended up with a broken heart. That’s what my parents truly didn’t want to happen, but it did anyway. Now, I’m just trying to move on. It’s why Memphis helped me get rid of all of Camden’s things and place them in a large box to be delivered to him when we arrive at the venue. Memphis will handle it so I don’t have to see him. He’ll also let him know I don’t want anything I might have left behind back. He can toss it all in the garbage so I don’t have to see it ever again.

Our driver leaves my property and we make a stop for food and coffee on the way. I won’t get through the day without a coffee. I’ve been trying to cut back on them, but it hasn’t been easy. Not with all the bullshit going on and the lack of sleep from my breakup and then trying to write the new song. Today is no exception as Memphis laughs at me while drinking his cold tea. Something new for him as he gets back on track with his diet. I know the second we get to the venue, he’ll find a gym and get a workout in. At least one of the guys from Wicked Angels will join him. It happens all the time when we’re on the road. Yes, I’ve gone with them a few times and always end up either too exhausted to move or hurt myself somehow. I’m slightly clumsy when it comes to things like that. Gym class was always full of laughter because at least a few times each class I was falling, landing wrong, and something would go wrong no matter what I tried to do. 

***
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We’re finally at the venue and I’m more than ready to get out of the SUV. It’s cramped with everything we brought with us and I wasn’t planning on having Memphis with me on the way there. I’m glad he is, but it made things a little tighter than before. That’s okay, I never mind if it’s because of Memphis. It would certainly make things a lot easier for both of us if we were attracted to one another, but that’s not the case when it comes to us. We’ve had that conversation when he’s chosen to ride on my bus with me and we just don’t have those feelings for each other. I view him as an annoying brother and he sees me as a little sister he needs to protect. Still, everyone who sees us together feels as if we’re hiding a relationship. Camden did at one point like most everyone else. He was very jealous of our relationship until we sat down with him and explained our friendship to him. 

“I’ll meet up with you later?” I ask Memphis when the driver pulls over behind my bus so no one can see me climb on so I can get showered and changed. 

“Of course. I’ll grab us dinner when you’re done with your meet and greet. If you need me, send a message and I’ll be there,” he tells me and I give him a quick hug before he jogs over to the Wicked Angel’s bus to climb on and change. 

Getting on my bus, I take a long shower. I really don’t try to take long ones on the bus, but today I’m taking my time. Once my hair and body are washed, I rinse out the conditioner and dry off before heading in my room to get ready. Mindy, my make-up artist, is already waiting for me as I slide a robe on. 

“Feeling any better?” she asks me as I take a seat in her chair so she can get to work. 

“Not really. Memphis and I wrote this amazing song though. Jagger loves it,” I respond as she starts brushing out my hair. 

“That’s great. When will I get to hear that one?” she questions, pinning my hair up so I can put the wig on. 

“At the festival tomorrow. We’re debuting it there. Jagger wants us to record it as soon as possible. So I have
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