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      If you’ve read any of my books, you’ll know that the chapter names are all song titles. Music has been an integral part of my life, and it always sets the mood. Whether it’s the overall energy of a song, the lyrics, or even just the title, that tone carries through into my written words on the page. The playlist and a link can be found at the back of each book, or you can find them on my website: www.amybookerauthor.com.
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        Don’t get so close to your demons

        that you think they are your friends.

        They are beguiling.
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          GET OUT

          SAMANTHA

        

      

    

    
      When my college friend Sarah Lawrence asked me to film her music videos for her a few months ago, I never thought it would lead to me filming a documentary film about the hottest band on the planet, yet here we are. That band is Indigo King, whose lead singer happens to be Sarah’s boyfriend, Ryan Crawford. What a coinkydink, as my grandmother used to say.

      After filming Sarah’s music videos, I got several inquiries from Blackmore Records, her record label, to start this new documentary project. I tried to tell them I really didn’t have experience in this kind of thing, but they seemed to think my music history degree, with a minor in filmmaking, qualified me for the job. I’m not arguing their life choices with what they offered to pay me. And it’s not like there are tons of employment opportunities for someone with a music history degree in the first place, so when this kind of thing drops in your lap, you grab it. I’m not going to lie; to witness and experience the rise of a band like Indigo King will be something special for me. I hope to bring something interesting to the medium, not be a cheesy ‘Behind the Music’ type of circus, or worse, a Spinal Tap remake.

      I was so happy for Sarah when she got her record deal after the videos we produced together took off online. The recognition is well deserved since she’s so talented, and I was lucky to hitch a ride on her star to get here. I still don’t know if she directly had anything to do with me getting this gig, but once I find out who is responsible, they are getting a huge kiss, a fruit basket, or something from me. I don’t know the proper gift-giving etiquette for something like this.

      Luckily, I’m in a position where I can drop everything and jump on the road with the band as soon as possible. I recently broke up with my boyfriend, Nick, and we were living together in his house, so to be able to throw my things in storage and hit the tour right away is a godsend. We didn’t have a contentious split or anything, but it was quick. We became too comfortable. We were complacent about everything, and when I pointed that out to him, he didn’t want to change or take any steps to improve the situation. He was perfectly happy with how things were, so now he can go ahead and be perfectly happy alone with those thoughts and without me.

      The day I don’t care what someone is thinking is the day I need to leave. And I didn’t care what Nick thought anymore because he never thought anything new. He’s happy with his life where he is and has zero ambition for any further growth.

      Everything about our relationship had gotten stale, even the sex, and I do not like boring sex. I am all about being confident; in myself and my partner. Not that I crave adrenaline rushes or stress or chaos, or even swinging from the chandeliers, but a relationship needs to keep me curious about the other person. I need passion. Enthusiasm. Desire, and not just sexual. I want to be interested in everything about the other person. I want the dream.

      I wonder what Nick is doing right now. Is he missing me at all? Regretting anything? Ugh. I need to stop that loop right now. I can’t care what Nick is doing. He obviously didn’t care about me. Well, not enough to try to change or work with me. Damn, nowhere near wanting to actually fight for me in any way. He was so god-damned apathetic about the whole thing. There’s nothing I hate more than apathy. It’s worse than him disliking me or being angry at me; at least those are visceral, tangible; something you can feel. Indifference is so empty and absent of any emotional worth. It makes me think I don’t even rate any emotion. I’m that forgettable to him. Two years were wasted with him. Two of my best years, since these are supposed to be my ‘prime’ years if the magazines are to be believed. I’m not sure I buy into the whole thing, but if the theory is correct, it pisses me off if I think about it too much that I wasted years on Nick. He doesn’t deserve my seconds or minutes, let alone years.

      Now that I’m out of Nick’s house, I’m a bit of a homeless gypsy on my way to join a traveling band for the summer. Sounds like a premise for a 1960s Jack Kerouac novel. And that puts me here, on a flight from Cleveland to Salt Lake City for the beginning of the summer shed tour for Incendiary Ink, the headlining band. Indigo King opens up for them all summer, and Sarah opens for them.

      Flying is not my favorite thing to do, and I’m looking forward to the more freeing bus life. Not just because the dude sitting next to me, now known from this day forward as Cookie Guy, is a complete and utter slob with his complimentary cookies, either. Which he is. But because on a plane, you can’t stop to see something. You can’t turn around to take a picture of a weird cactus you just passed because it looks like Ozzy Osbourne from the cover of his Diary of a Madman album. Which I may or may not have done... On a plane, you’re held captive for as long as you travel, and I don’t know if that counts as being claustrophobic or not, but I don’t like not having freedom of movement. I like knowing I can up and leave to go somewhere else if I want to. Hopefully, the bus isn’t simply a different kind of captivity.

      With all of these life changes, maybe I should focus on myself. And my career. This documentary could lead to bigger things if it goes well. I refuse to waste any more years. I owe myself to spend my time on things that matter to me and will benefit me in the long run. Regardless of what it leads to, this job is a chance for me to expand my mind and my active experiences. Someday I’ll be able to tell my grandchildren I once toured with a rock band and got to document them becoming common household names.

      Grandchildren...that’s rich. I don’t even have a freaking boyfriend anymore.

      The seat belt light comes on, and the pilot tells us to expect turbulence soon. Lovely. I sure hope this isn’t an omen of things to come.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            two

          

          BLEED AMERICA

          MATT

        

      

    

    
      A documentary. Fuck me. This is the last thing I need. What I need is to go for a run. Get rid of this excess energy making my skin crawl. But I can’t go for a run because I’m stuck on this fucking bus for another two hours on our way to Salt Lake City. When the label told us we’d have a documentarian touring with us this summer, both Ryan and Jude, the rest of my band Indigo King, thought it was a fanfuckingtastic idea. I was outnumbered. Unfortunately, we only require a majority to make decisions, not a unanimous vote. This sucks for me because now I’m going to be followed all summer by some chick with a camera getting up in my business, and asking questions I don’t want to answer. I signed the obligatory contract for it but told everyone not to expect me to participate willingly. If they want a truthful documentary, there is nothing more honest than me not wanting to go along with it.

      Vanessa, our manager, isn’t happy with my attitude, but she’ll need to get over it. I’ve been more than accommodating on this tour for months. I go along with most things that are asked of me without complaint, and I don’t ask for much in return. To want some semblance of privacy when we have a rare second to ourselves shouldn’t be too much to ask for. But apparently, privacy is a thing of the past when it comes to Indigo King. Our shiny and new rising star is more important than anything else.

      I am more than thankful and grateful for all the success we’re experiencing at the moment, and I absolutely know how fleeting this can be. But fame shouldn’t cost each of us our souls. That price is too damn high, and I don’t want to pay. I can sense myself losing who I am, my entire identity. I’m no longer Matt Sturridge. No, I’m Matt, the drummer of Indigo King. A face, a name, and a little of my talent peeking through. Who I am as a person doesn’t even factor into the equation anymore. We all knew there would be sacrifices as we and our music got more popular; they are part and parcel of the whole rock n’ roll gig and initially part of the attraction. You want to be famous. You want everyone to know your name. Until they do. Then you don’t want that anymore. If there were a way to be paid attention to without being noticed, that would be great. It would probably break the physics of the universe, but I would be okay with that, so long as I didn’t have to give another fucking interview.

      I agreed to participate in the group activities for the documentary, but I told them in no uncertain terms that I wanted nothing about myself individually in the film. I think they understand, but we’ll see what happens when this chick shows up.

      The person doing the film is a friend of our fellow tour mate, Sarah Lawrence, so she does have a positive reference coming into this. Typically, anyone who is cool with her should be cool with us, but I still don’t have the warm fuzzies. I don’t feel good about it, and I can’t shake the sense that her touring with us will upset everything we’re used to. Like a significant change is coming on like a tidal wave, and I should be using this time to prepare somehow. But I don’t know what the fuck to prepare for. It’s beyond unsettling.

      Usually, when I start to feel claustrophobic like this, I can throw on my earbuds and listen to some lo-fi music to chill out and relax. That isn’t working today, and I’m simply frustrated by the slow beats. This is new too. I open my eyes and bang the back of my head on the couch behind me, wishing I could jump out and run the rest of the way to Salt Lake City.

      “Dude,” Jude says, eyeing me suspiciously over his book from the couch across from me. Finding Jude with his reading glasses on and a book in hand is always surprising since he’s not your typical bookworm, with his tattoos and constant sarcastic attitude. He’s currently reading one of the Lord of the Rings books for the millionth time. “What’s up with you? You’re bouncing your knees like you’re the drummer for Slayer.”

      I stop my bouncing legs. I don’t notice when it happens, but the guys sure let me know about it. The movement is just a habit that I’m not always aware I’m doing.

      “Shit, if I was with Slayer, they wouldn’t care.” My words come out like I’m an annoying child. Wow, Matt, mature.

      Jude raises an eyebrow at me. “Go do some sit-ups or something if you’ve got the energy to burn. Ryan does.”

      I glance towards the back of the bus where our bunks are and then back to Jude. “Do you see Ryan up here?”

      He looks around, then back to his book. “Never mind. Forget I said anything. Bounce away.”

      Ryan is in the back bunk area with Sarah, doing god knows what. Whatever they’re doing could be completely innocent, but I don’t particularly want to find out. This is when I’m the most caged, when none of my usual distractions distract me anymore.

      I look out the window at the nothingness we’re passing by. The late May day is lovely, but everything appears colorless to me. Nothing has any vibrance. I don’t know what’s going on with me today, but as soon as we pull up to our hotel, I’m going for the longest run my body can handle.

      Vanessa calls me over to the booth area to talk to her. She must recognize that I’m bouncing off the walls.

      “So, Matt,” she starts, glancing over her laptop at me, her bright eyes unreadable. “About the documentary...”

      I run my hands down my face, rubbing at the stubble, itching for a shave. “Seriously, Van? Now?” I can’t believe she sees me in this state and thinks the best idea is to bring up the stupid documentary. The last thing I would want to talk about is the damned film.

      “Hear me out.” She sighs heavily, shuts her computer, and folds her hands together on top. Her jaw sets into a hard line, and her eyes narrow, so I know she’s trying to reign in emotions of some kind. Is she pissed at me?

      “What is it now?” I might vault right off this bus while we’re moving if there’s some new hoop I need to jump through for this damned documentary.

      “Nothing new. I only want to make sure we’re on the same page.”

      “I already agreed to the group stuff.” I didn’t even want to do that, but I needed to give something or never catch the end of it. “That was our compromise, remember?”

      “I know you did, and I appreciate it. I don’t want to see you just sitting in on the group stuff. I want you to participate.”

      “I participate.”

      “True... but you don’t always appear to be happy doing it...”

      “Because I’m not always happy doing it. I can’t be fake like Ryan and Jude can. You know that.”

      “Hey, I resemble that remark.” Jude pipes in, not looking up from his book. “And fake it till you make it, man.”

      Vanessa lets out a deep, calming breath. “That’s the thing, Matt. Why would you need to fake smiles? What are you unhappy about? You’ve been like this for a few weeks now.”

      I glance out the window to scan the passing landscape again, trying to find something to focus on while I collect my thoughts. “Van, I’m not unhappy...”

      “But you’re not happy. Right?” She reaches over and puts a hand on my arm. I look down at it, wondering what the hell she’s talking about.

      “I didn’t say that.” I pat her hand but move my arm away. I don’t need coddling, sympathy, or whatever the fuck this is. “I’m in between somewhere, I guess.”

      “He’s just got resting dick face,” Jude says, chuckling to himself. “If resting dick face isn’t a thing, it should be. Am I right?”

      Vanessa rolls her eyes but doesn’t give Jude the satisfaction of responding. “You know you can talk to me, right? About anything.”

      I nod but avoid looking at her. I don’t know where all this is coming from. Nobody’s ever cared about how I felt about anything until this stupid documentary came up. And since then, I’ve become some sort of problem child because I’m not gung-ho with it like everyone else is.

      “C’mon, Vanessa. I’m fine. You don’t need to worry about me. I’ll do what I’m told like I always do.” She flinches at my words. “Sorry. You know what I mean.”

      “I don’t know that I do.” The worried expression on her face deepens, but she doesn’t press me. Hopefully, she notices that this conversation is only agitating me even more. “Okay. I’ll drop it for now. Please talk to me if you need to. Alright?”

      “Will do,” I say, forcing a smile for her. One of my few fake smiles. “How much longer until we get to the hotel?” I really need to run now.

      She checks her watch. “About an hour, maybe less.”

      Good. The sooner, the better. This could be a long three months. I don’t want to imagine a whole summer of this horrible vibe.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            three

          

          WHERE IS MY MIND?

          SAMANTHA

        

      

    

    
      “Are you sure there isn’t a reservation for Samantha Fisher? In the block of rooms with Indigo King?”

      “I’ve checked, and I’m sorry, we don’t have anything for that name.”

      I’ve been traveling for nearly ten hours, and my nerves won’t be able to take much more. There is no reservation for me here at the hotel, and they don’t have a room available to give me if I want to pay for it myself either. I can’t believe how unhelpful this hotel clerk is being.

      “Can you please check one more time?” I’m trying so hard to keep my voice on the right side of polite, but even I could sense the edge to my tone this time. I don’t blame her for the nasty glare she gives me. But she nods and is double-checking.

      I scan my emails, trying to find a confirmation number, but I can’t find anything. All my calls to Vanessa and Sarah for help go to their voicemail. I did note the tour buses in the back parking lot as I arrived, but they didn’t look like anyone was around them.

      “I’m sorry, ma’am, but I’m not finding anything for you.”

      I stare at her for a long minute, unsure what I’m supposed to do in this situation. I glance down at my bags. One for personal items and clothes, and one for my equipment. That one is too heavy to be lugging around for much longer.

      “Can you hold my bags while I figure this out?” The edge in my voice is even sharper, and I think I just did in any chance of this woman helping me. The eyebrow she raises is beyond suspicious.

      “No. I’m sorry, ma’am. We can only hold bags for registered guests.”

      Well, that shut that shit right down.

      “Fine,” I say. I hope the panic in my voice isn’t too apparent. I don’t know what to do now. If I could reach someone, I could at least have confirmation I’m at the right place and I am really supposed to be here. I feel like I imagined the whole job offer, and I just showed up to surprise everyone. “I’ll be back.” It sounds more like a threat than anything else, and the clerk shrinks back as I say it. I’m really not a bitch, I swear.

      I head out to the parking lot, dragging my luggage behind me. One of the wheels now chooses to go wonky and make rolling it smoothly impossible. Of course. Why not? I decide to go to the back lot to check if anyone is in the tour buses I saw. There are no lights on in any of them, but I knock anyway and start calling out names.

      “What are you doing?” A deep and breathy male voice startles me. I turn around and find one of the most beautiful specimens of a male human being I’ve ever seen. He’s tall, he’s tanned, he’s muscled, he’s absolutely chiseled, and he’s sweating so sexily I can’t take my eyes off his chest. His shaggy brown hair looks to be pasted to his neck. I almost swoon in the parking lot right here but somehow compose myself. I’ve never had that visceral kind of reaction to a man before, and I don’t know where that came from, especially in the middle of this chaos.

      “Oh,” I gasp, a reflexive hand coming to my throat. “You startled me.” My mind has gone blank of all coherent thoughts or words.

      The man doesn’t apologize or react to the fact he scared me. This concerns me some; as he takes a step closer to me, his face is slightly shadowed. I’m starting to wonder if I should be afraid and glance around the parking lot, looking for anyone else that might be out there. I don’t spot anyone, but I don’t step back or away from him. I don’t want to show how scared I am. Don’t show weakness.

      “What are you doing?” he repeats. “Who are you?” His tone is almost angry now. I don’t like this at all.

      “Who are you?” I ask, straightening my shoulders. I at least know I’m supposed to be here. Who knows who this guy is, hanging around the band’s bus. He could be a crazy person or a murderer, for all I know.

      “I asked you first.” His voice is angry, and I take a small step away from him. Regardless of how hot this guy is, and damn, he is so hot, it doesn’t give him a right to scare me like this.

      “Well, I’m not telling you anything. I belong here. You don’t need to know any more information. Thank you. You can go on about your business.” I’m trying to sound authoritative, like I know what the fuck I’m doing when I’m sure it shows that I don’t. I don’t know that I’m in the right place since I haven’t gotten confirmation from anyone, but I’m scared and feeling very, very alone.

      “I can assure you, I definitely belong here. This is my bus.” He steps toward me again, and I back into the bus behind me, stumbling and almost falling. He reaches a hand out to catch me by the elbow to stop me from diving headfirst into the parking lot’s asphalt. The firmness of his grasp and the warmth of his hand on my bare arm makes my skin tingle. His touch lingers for a moment as we stand there silently.

      Once I get my senses back, it dawns on me to be scared. He’s standing too close. I don’t care if it was hot a second ago; I don’t know who the fuck this guy is or what his intentions are. What did he mean, this is his bus? I shake free of his hold.

      “Don’t touch me,” I say forcefully, stepping sideways and out of his reach. “I will scream.”

      He acts confused like he doesn’t understand my reaction to him. Doesn’t he know you don’t approach a woman in a parking lot like this?

      “What the fuck?” he asks. “You were falling. I caught you...”

      “I wouldn’t have been falling if you weren’t scaring me.”

      “I...what? How...”

      “Sam, is that you?” I hear Sarah’s voice call from behind me. I can’t take my eyes off this man, though. I have such a mixed reaction to him. Part fear, part attraction. It’s crazy.

      “Sarah?” I finally say, turning to see my friend approaching with her arms spread for a welcoming hug. I release all the tension built up in my shoulders and run to hug her. I’m relieved to have other people around, at least. Then I notice her boyfriend, Ryan, go and talk to the man I was confronting. “Do you guys know him?” I ask her.

      “Um, yeah. That’s Matt...”

      “Matt?” I ask, confused. “The drummer of Indigo King?” How the hell did I not recognize him? Now that I know who he is, of course, Matt Sturridge is obviously in front of me. But I don’t remember him being this hot in any of the pictures I’ve seen of him. He looks different somehow. Maybe I was too stressed about being potentially stranded to think straight. “Oh my god. I thought he was some strange stalker or something...” I chuckle to myself, relieved he’s not some crazy killer.

      “Let me introduce you.” She takes me over to the two and introduces me. Ryan is polite and seems very kind. Matt has his angry face back and barely nods at me once he’s told who I am. Did I really piss him off that badly? It was just a tiny misunderstanding.

      “So, the hotel doesn’t have a room for me...” I tell Sarah about the botched reservation. “I came out here to see if anyone was with the buses. And I ran into Matt...” I avoid his eyes, but it’s for nothing because he’s literally running away. What the hell? “Did I do something...?”

      Sarah and Ryan give each other a knowing look. “Don’t mind him. He’s been in a mood lately. And hey, you can have my room,” Sarah says, grabbing Ryan’s hand and heading back into the hotel. “I stay with Ryan, so my room is empty. Here take the key.” She hands me her key card.

      “Thanks...” I say. Watching the silhouette of Matt get smaller and smaller in the distance, I can’t help but wonder what life is going to be like for the next three months. I have to be in such close quarters with Matt, who apparently already hates me. Three months of the cold shoulder could get old; no matter how hot the guy is that shoulder is attached to.
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          THE RED

          MATT

        

      

    

    
      Well, that went like shit. I can’t believe that was Samantha, the woman filming our fucking documentary. She was not what I was expecting. Those bright blue eyes seemed to pierce right through me to my soul behind those sexy glasses. And her blonde hair caught almost every color of the sunset in the strands. Fuck, I’m waxing poetic about her? This is not going to fly.

      I pick up my pace and push again through another sprint. I had finished my run and was headed back to my room when I saw her knocking on the bus door. I couldn’t help but be drawn to her to find out what she was doing. And now I need to run again. I’m going to regret pushing myself this much tomorrow, but after meeting Samantha, being so close to her, and seeing those lips...fuck! I need to get my head straight and not allow myself to be caught up with her.

      I need to remember she’s here to turn our worlds upside down and try to pry into our private lives to put them on full display for everyone to gawk at. Something I do not want to do. I’m going to need to resist her in more ways than one. Great.

      I turn around and head back to the hotel. Once I shower, I go down to the restaurant to grab dinner with the rest of the group. The guys from Incendiary Ink, the band we’re opening for all summer, are in their own corner, trying to hide from prying fan eyes. I don’t think they have to worry too much, though. Other than Samantha, it didn’t look like there were too many people milling about without rooms that would raise any concerns.

      Toward the end of our own headlining tour, we had to be more careful about stragglers and hangers-on. As we become more and more popular, our circle of trust gets smaller, and anyone outside of the circle is automatically under suspicion. I feel bad that I treated Samantha so shitty, but she didn’t give me any other choice when she wouldn’t tell me who she was. What else was I supposed to think? A pretty woman hanging around our bus, unfortunately, it isn’t the first time I’ve seen that. I shiver at what could have happened if Jude had come across her instead of me. Jude would have made his moves on her, I’m sure. I have a feeling she would have put him in his place, though. The thought makes me smile to myself. She’s a spitfire.

      “What’s so funny?” Jude asks, sitting down at my table.

      “You, actually.” And I’m not lying. I was just thinking about him. Weird how that happens.

      “Oh, really? What makes me so funny?” He looks around and waves down a server.

      “Have you seen yourself?” I don’t want to dive into my honest thoughts about Samantha and him. Even now, the idea of Jude with her is making me uncomfortable. What the hell do I have to be jealous about? Jesus. I just met the woman and barely at that.

      “Dude, what’s your problem?” Jude’s brow is furrowed with concern. It seems genuine. “Now you look like you want to punch someone.”

      “Are you offering?” I shake my head, trying to clear out all these new and intrusive thoughts of Samantha. This is getting out of hand.

      He puts his hands up in surrender. “I was only making an observation. No need to bite my head off.”

      “Sorry,” I say, focusing on the menu. The need for food is finally taking the forefront of my thoughts. After my run, I’m starving. “I’m just hungry. You know how I am.” I hope I sound convincing. I don’t want to get into anything about Samantha with Jude or give him any reason to think about her. And I’m jealous again. Jesus Christ.

      The server arrives, and we order our dinners. The sound of laughing female voices carries in from the lobby, and when I look up, I see Samantha and Vanessa arm in arm. I didn’t think they knew each other, but maybe they do.

      “Does Vanessa know Samantha?” I ask Jude.

      “Not that I know of.” Jude shakes his head, and I catch when his eyes land on her. His pupils dilate, and a muscle in his jaw twitches. I don’t like it. I don’t like it one bit. “Damn. She is fucking hot.”

      I pretend to be disinterested and change the subject. Trying to distract Jude from Samantha. “What was that chick’s name in LA you liked? Ren? Or Wren with a ‘W’?”

      “Who?” Jude shifts his attention back to me clumsily.

      “The redhead with the record store you were hooking up with. What was her name? And what’s up with her?” Maybe if he remembers her, he’ll stop looking at and thinking about Samantha, who walked past our table with a gorgeous smile and smelled like a god-damned field full of lilac bushes. I’m not going to be able to handle three months of this.

      “Oh, yeah. Ren.” He shrugs, but something in the tension settling in his shoulders at the thought makes me think there is more to it.

      I raise an eyebrow at him. “Okay. Ren. What’s up with her?” He definitely looks uncomfortable.

      “Nothing. Why?” He’s deflecting. Something is there for sure. “We’re just friends. Nothing more. And we never hooked up.”

      “Okay, okay.” I decide to let it go. My work is done in getting his mind off Samantha. “Don’t twist your panties in a bunch.”

      “Shit. She’s starting already.” Jude nods his head in Samantha’s direction.

      I glance around to see what he’s talking about and when I find Samantha, she has a camera pointed directly at us from her table. Not being surreptitious or anything. Out in the open like people film other people in restaurants all the time. Everybody does it.

      “Fucking hell.” I stand up and storm out of the restaurant, almost upending a server carrying a tray loaded with food along the way. I make it all the way to my room without looking back. Once inside, I throw my earbuds in and try not to think about what hell this tour is going to be.

      About an hour later, there’s a knock on my door. When I look through the peephole, I spy a pretty blonde with glasses. Samantha. I let out a deep breath and open the door a few inches, peeking out in case she’s fucking filming me answering the fucking door.

      “Hey.” Her voice is almost kind. Almost. She has an edge to her tone that borders on sarcastic. I’m not sure what to make of that. “You left the restaurant without eating your dinner. Here.” She holds out a white container to me that ostensibly has my dinner in it. I catch a whiff of the food inside, and my stomach growls.

      I open the door, barely enough to take the box from her. “Thanks.” I want to say something else, but I can’t think of words. Any words. They don’t exist anymore.

      “Sure thing.” She waits for a beat but turns and heads down the hall. “Good talk.”

      I step back into my room and shut the door. What the actual fuck, Matt? I guess I should be lucky I thanked her for bringing my food. But then, I’m not supposed to be happy she’s here. Like, what was she doing in the restaurant? Filming us eating our dinner? Is that what this documentary is about? Our meals? It’s bullshit. I hope she got a good angle of me leaving because that’s all she’ll be getting from me.

      Bringing me dinner isn’t going to win me over to her documentary. Even if it is delicious.
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      Well, that was an exciting introduction to the band. What a weird evening. Between initially not having a place to stay, the confrontation with Matt in the parking lot, his storming out of the restaurant, and now his strange behavior at his door when I delivered his dinner, I don’t know what to make of any of it. Is it normal for him to act like this to people? Or just to me? Sarah did say he’s been in a bad mood lately, and I’m gathering the reason is the documentary I’m filming. I thought everyone gave their okay for me to film them, but I could be wrong. Maybe the label only told me that, so I’d accept the job.

      Even if he didn’t want to go along with the filming, he doesn’t have to be such an asshole to me personally. I’m just doing my job. I don’t want to intrude on their personal lives, but there will be behind-the-scenes things I’ll want to include. Especially dull things, like eating in a restaurant, to show the monotonous cycle of being a band on the road. I did take a good shot of Matt’s ass as he left. But I’ll most likely keep that out of the final film and save it for myself.

      During dinner, I had a nice chat with Vanessa about the schedule and arrangements for the bus rides between cities. She wouldn’t stop apologizing for the mix-up about my hotel room. I told her it was okay since I was in Sarah’s room. I gave her a quick rundown of my ideas for the documentary too, including the different things I’d like to capture if they happen naturally. I don’t want anything in the film to be staged except for interviews, and I want to start those right away. I want a travel diary with each band member as the tour progresses. I think it will be a cool way to track the tour’s progress and their fame.

      She did mention Matt wasn’t too keen on the idea of the documentary but said to give him time, and he will come around. I hope she’s right. I want everyone in the band to have equal time on screen since they have insisted in the past they are an actual trio and not a lead singer with a band. I like the idea they consider themselves peers, and not one individual deserves more credit than another. That says a lot about who they are and what their character is made of.

      My phone buzzes, and I see my mother is calling. It’s got to be late for her in Ohio. “Hey, mom, what are you still doing up?”

      “Hey, honey.” She does sound tired. “I wanted to make sure you made it okay. I didn’t hear from you saying you landed.”

      I can’t help but roll my eyes a little. I’m almost twenty-seven, but my mother still wants me to check in when I travel. “Sorry about that. Things were a little crazy when I got here.”

      “Oh?” She sounds worried now, so I quickly catch her up on the hotel room fiasco and the strange meeting with Matt. My mother and I are very close. There isn’t a whole lot I don’t tell her. “He sounds handsome,” she says about Matt after I describe him to her.

      “Handsome, yes. But he doesn’t have much else going for him.” I lean back against the headboard of my bed and pull my legs up to stretch them out. “He’s pretty rude otherwise, to be honest.”

      “Well, touring can’t be all fun and games. They’ve been touring all year, right?”

      ”Yeah, I think so. And they still have to go to Europe after this summer tour.”

      “He’s probably tired. I mean, when was the last time he saw his home? Or family? Does he have any family?”

      “I’m not sure,” I say, yawning loudly. “I was able to find stuff like that on the other guys when I was doing research, but for Matt, there was almost nothing online. Everything outside of his involvement with Indigo King was scrubbed clean off the internet. It’s kind of strange. I’ve never seen so little about someone online. He’s like the Invisible Man.”

      “That is weird.” My mom yawns in an echo of my own.

      “You should go to bed, mom. Isn’t it late there?”

      “I won’t argue with you. I’m glad you made it safely. Call me soon and keep me updated on your hot mystery man.” There’s definite mischief in her voice. My mom, a long-distance matchmaker.

      “Okay, mom. Love you.” I distinctly avoid mentioning the hot mystery man again as we hang up. I refuse to play along with that one this time.

      My mother and father have been married for nearly thirty years, and they’re still as in love today as they were when they first met in high school. It’s almost nauseating how cute they are together, and I can’t help but compare any of my own relationships with theirs. It’s natural to want what they have. But as time goes on, I realize how rare their love is. I’m starting to think I’ll never find that kind of partner. It’s almost not fair. Actually, no - not almost; it is unfair. I shouldn’t want to compare anything to something so incomparable.

      When I broke up with Nick, my mother understood and encouraged it since I was unhappy. I still couldn’t help but feel like I disappointed her with the failure of our relationship, though I know it’s a feeling I imposed on myself. I know she doesn’t judge me or my decisions, so I don’t
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