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We were going to be five days in
Marseille for the Marsatac music festival. Marsatac was a three day
event featuring many groups -- primarily electronic music, and dub.
On Sunday some African music would be featured as well. The event
was sold out, and there would be over 35,000 people in attendance.
For us, the Green Fly, it was a really big show.


We got through customs with our
baggage and decks intact. Richie's friend, a local, met us with a
van and we piled in. After the Trans-Atlantic flight, being in the
back of a van wasn't exactly where I wanted to be, but we were
moving, and off to a good start. We had two days to acquire
equipment so we could play the show, since we couldn't travel with
all of our own amps and speakers. Richie's friend, Leron, was
supposed to help us with that part too.


Our group consisted of four members,
myself, Richie, Dave, and Venus. We played tech, and dance music
primarily, though some of our stuff was ambient. We had been
together for four years, and were just starting to make a decent
living from our music. We cut a record deal in the Spring and this
was the first time we were invited to a festival as large as
Marsatac, so it was a big deal for us to be in
Marseille.


As soon as I stepped out of the back
of the van, and onto the side walk, I fell in love with Marseille.
The architecture, the streets, the colors were all amazing. I knew
I could live there and be happy.


"What do you think Cat?" Richie asked
me.


"I think I'm going to love it here," I
told him.


"Well, you get to love it for five
days, and then we're off to Paris," he chided me. "Let's get inside
and see what Leron has for us."


I spotted a cafe across the street, so
as soon as I saw which door Leron was leading us to, I announced
that I was going for cappuccinos. I took their orders and dashed
back down the stairs and out into the sunlight. I just couldn't
bear to be inside yet. I wanted the sky and those buildings around
me. I wanted the wind. What I really wanted was to be on a scooter
and going through the city. I basked for at least five minutes and
then went into the cafe and got our drinks.


I walked into the flat and discovered
that the inside wasn't as bad as I thought it would be. The windows
were large and tall, letting in lots of sunlight to fill the room.
There was a nice breeze going through the place as well. Leron
walked up to me and took the drinks to pass to the others. I let
him, smiling at how polite he was, "Is this your place Leron?" I
asked him in French.


"Yes, I live here," he
agreed.


"It is very nice and quite large," I
told him.


Venus came next to me, "He has three
bedrooms, so we're bunking up."


I nodded, "Sounds alright with me.
Thanks for doing this, Leron."


He actually blushed a little and I
suppressed a laugh. He was probably twenty-three or twenty-four.
Certainly a few years younger than I was. He was good looking too,
without being handsome. His features were open and boyish. His eyes
were bright and blue like the sky outside.


We took our suitcases into the rooms,
and then took turns taking showers. I slept on the plane, so I was
feeling fine once I had my shower and changed clothing. I got
everyone’s laundry together and Leron showed me where his machines
were. "This really is a great place, you live here alone?" I asked
him.


"Yes, but I like it," he
said.


"What do you do for a living?" I asked
as I loaded the machine.


"I'm a systems administrator. I make
good money. I'm off for the week you are here though so I can
help," he told me.


"Well, I really appreciate it," I told
him and kissed him on the cheek.


He smiled warmly and his blush came
back. I turned away before he could see my uncontrollable smile. He
was kind of like a teenager, only sweeter.


Back in the living-room Venus was
already at home. She was sprawled out on the couch, plugged into
her laptop and playing with beats. She was a very good looking
blond who turned a lot of heads when she went out on the street.
She was younger than I was, only twenty-seven, and had nicer
breasts too, but I didn't hold that against her. She had talent and
worked well with us as a group. She also had a great sexy voice
that we made use of whenever we could.


Richie came out of the room toweling
his thick brown hair. He was twenty-six, tall and lanky. He had
only jeans on at the moment showing off his athletic chest and abs.
He was a genius on the keyboards, and also our computer geek. When
we had technical issues, Richie was the one we turned
to.


Dave, who was in the shower now, was a
few inches taller than I was, and a redhead like me. We could be
mistaken for siblings, and sometimes were. It was Dave and I when
Green Fly first started. We still come up with most of the music
tracks together, and then Richie and Venus add in their skills,
making the track more than what Dave and I could ever had done by
ourselves. The orchestration was becoming more successful every
year, and we were much tighter together as friends as
well.


We unpacked, changed clothes and got
comfortable in the flat, and then got down to what details needed
to be seen to.


"The festival has the sound board,
speakers and amps hooked up on the stage already. So all you need
is your keyboards, laptops and decks," Leron informed
us.


"We are going to need some type of
raised tables and microphone stands, aren't we? They won't have
those," I asked.


"No, they won't have those, but I know
a place we can get them," he told us.


"We might as well buy them," Richie
said, "We are going to need them in Paris, and in
Berlin."


"All good, but how do we travel with
them?" Venus asked.


"Leron is going to loan us his van.
We'll come back here, drop it off, and take this airport back to
the States," Richie said.


"You are going to loan us your van?" I
asked Leron.


"Yes," he answered.


"Wow. That's... I don't know, are you
sure? We could probably rent one," I told him, which was kind of
true. We were definitely on a budget this trip, but we could manage
a van.


"No, I've already arranged for this,
it is fine," Leron assured me.


"Well, sweet!" Venus said with a
laugh.


Dave came out of the room with wet
hair, jeans and a t-shirt on, "Anyone else hungry? I'm
starved."


"I saw a restaurant down the street,"
I told him, "let's go there."


"What kind of restaurant?" he
asked.


"One with food," I told
him.


"Sounds good, let's go," he
grinned.


"You too Leron, the least we can do is
buy you dinner," I told him.


***


The next day we went to see La Friche.
La Friche use to be a tobacco factory, but has since been turned
into a cultural center. On the roof of La Friche was where the
festival would be playing. The roof was 800 square meters. It was
huge. It was like no other venue we had ever played. We were going
to be out in the night sky, rocking the world with our
mixes.


We walked across the roof, looking at
the setup and then talked with the people running the stage.
Weather reports were favorable. Some other groups were there, so we
hung out and talked with them, while Richie and Leron talked to the
tech-guys about interfaces and connections. Don't get me wrong, I
love computers, and get off on gadgets, but I didn't love the
hardware side of things the way Richie did.


I took several pictures to post to our
blog and Facebook pages. I would write it up when we got back to
the flat. After that, I found myself watching Leron. Like I said,
he was attractive without being overly handsome, and I liked the
way he moved. He had a rhythm to him that was all his own. It was a
shame he was so young. He was almost seven years younger than I
was. Besides, I decided, he was probably hung up on Venus, like
everyone else was. I couldn't blame them, she was gorgeous. Still,
he had a cute butt and there was no harm in looking.


Talking with the other groups was
addicting. I spent way more time doing that than I planned. We were
invited to a group party, for members only, and given the address.
Venus and I wanted to go. Dave was on the fence about it. "It's
just going to be a reason to get drunk or stoned," he
complained.


"So?" was Venus' response.


"I think it will be fun, and besides,
it could mean some good networking for the future. These guys are
the top in Europe," I told him.


"Well," he said, "Richie will want to
go."


"What about Leron?" Venus asked, "It's
supposed to be just group members."


"He's with me, and part of the group
while we're here as far as I'm concerned. He's doing a lot for us,"
I told her.


She smiled, "Good."


"Why? You liking him Venus?" I
asked.


"Well, he has a nice ass, but not
really my type," Venus mused. "I like them a little more... I don't
know... dangerous."


I looked at Leron, and there was
nothing dangerous about him. He was a high-school sweetheart, boy
next door. Though he made something in me wake up, and ache. That
part of me was very happy Venus went for bad boys.


Richie and Leron joined us after a
while, and we told them about the party. I gave Leron the address
since he was the one who knew the city, "So, you want to come
Leron?"


His eyes brightened, "Um, yeah, if it
is alright."


"Well, they aren't going
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