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I love you like a love song, baby. . . .


—Selena Gomez








Preface


The moment she shuffled through the hotel’s revolving door, the pack of paparazzi converged on the pony-tailed teenager like she was a celebrity. Which, suddenly, she was.


“JOSIE! . . .JOSIE! . . .JOSIE!”


Short. Tall. Fat. Skinny. Light. Dark. Young. Old. All guys. All pointing cameras at her. All shouting.


“JOSIE! . . .JOSIE! . . . WHY’D YOU DO IT?”


Josie Brant only had to walk about twenty feet to the SUV, but it felt like a marathon being run barefoot on jagged rocks, every step more uncomfortable than the next.


The security guard tried to clear a path on the sidewalk, only to have it collapse into a thicket of camera flashes.


“WHERE’S PETER?”


Peter: that word once filled her with so much warmth, comfort, and inspiration. Now his name weakened her legs and pinched her stomach so tightly she could just barf.


A nervous rash formed on her chest, matching the clown-like circles that grew bigger on her cheeks with every dizzying wheeze.


Ugh. #SoNotWinning.


The massive buzzkill that was this oven-hot morning was as real as the heartbreak that crackled inside her chest. As real as the tear-smudged eye shadow that formed raccoon rings around her eyes. As real as the love songs she’d recently been so inspired to write. Now, she wished she could delete every damn memory. Forever.


“ARE THE RUMORS TRUE?”


Ten more feet.


With every flash, she imagined what story their pics might tell. Would she look like a fourteen-year-old small-town girl caught in a bad celeb romance, or just another cheap looking groupie in a short skirt and black boots?


If only she had a baseball cap. Then she could slide it down low and hide her face. But Josie had left her tomboy hats—not to mention her anonymity—back home in Bakersfield. And home had never felt so far away.


“Josie,” a chubby journalist with a British accent pressed. “Are you really a fame whore?”


Disgusted, she wrinkled her face and kept walking faster, inciting an elbow-to-elbow photographer frenzy that caused one guy to knock his bulky camera lens into Josie’s forehead. A line of blood trickled down her cheek as if in a race with her tears.


For as long as Josie could remember, songs played in her head—even amid the chaos of her life. Especially amid the chaos of her life.


Silence can come when I die


But till then I will speak


Not a single lie. . . .


The British reporter pushed closer, so close in fact she could smell his coffee breath. As she stepped into the SUV, the man asked, “So what is the truth, Ms. Brant?”


The crowd stood silent. Josie turned to face them. She inhaled and closed her eyes.


“The truth is,” Josie said, exhaling. “The truth is, I was just a fan.”
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“Oh, crap,” Josie said. “My mom’s writing on my wall again.”


Josie scrolled her finger across her phone screen and shook her head. “So embarrassing.”


“Now what?” Christopher asked.


“That pic of you and me at lunch today I posted,” Josie explained. “You know, the one where we’re flashing peace signs? She just ‘liked’ it.”


As usual, Josie and Christopher were making their postschool Starbucks run. As usual, Josie tooled on her phone, a white earbud stuffed in her right ear listening to music, her left ear open for conversation. And, as usual, they waited for Josie’s always-late BFF Ashley to join them. Not that Josie didn’t mind some quality one-on-one time with Christopher. He was her “Boy BFF,” after all. Or as she affectionately called him, her “BBFF.”


Christopher squirmed in the puffy leather chair and reached for her phone, adjusting his black-frame glasses and glancing at the message. “Lemme see that. . . . Oh, nooooo.”


“Oh, no, what?” Josie plucked out her earbud.


“Your mom’s comment. She wrote ‘LOL.’ Like, who writes ‘LOL’ anymore?”


Josie snatched the phone back. “Um, geezer stalkers like my mom do?”


“Josie, I don’t think thirty-eight years old puts her smack in the middle of Geezerville. I mean, Sheryl Crow is way older than your mom—she’s still totally cool. And hot.”


Josie put the phone down on the table. “Okay, fine. But A, you have a MILF crush on Sheryl Crow, and B, my mom is totes stalking me.”


Christopher laughed. “Uh, yeah, true.”


Josie’s brown eyes popped wide open.


“What?” Christopher asked.


“She added a wink-face.” Josie sighed. “Moms should not wink-face anybody. Ever. So 2005.”


Just then, her phone buzzed to life with another text alert.


Sorry, joseski. runnin late. Eddie is hittin on me BIG time at cheerleading! bahahaha. C u in like 5.


Ashley. Josie tapped her back a message, her fingernails sounding out a rat-a-tat-tat rhythm on the touch screen.


Kk lil miss tardy pants. dont forget tho . . . need to get ready for the big PM concert 2nite


obvi! Duh. Will pick ya up with my mom ASAP


“Let me guess . . . ,” Christopher sneered. “Blondie?”


“Yep.”


“And let me guess: Eddie’s hitting on her.”


“Wait,” Josie replied. “How’d you know that?”


“Because Eddie just texted me that he’s quote-unquote ‘throwing the mack down’ on Ashley. Ahh, kids these days.” Christopher sighed.


“Yeah, silly kids.” Josie giggled. “Silly, silly, silly kids.”


“Those gosh-darn screen-agers,” Christopher Southerndrawled. “That there Intra-net is ruinin’ the youth of America!”


Being a year older and a lot smarter than every other boy she knew at Bakersfield’s Lawndale High, Josie’s BBFF carried a sense of maturity, and humor, that made Josie feel, by osmosis, a little older and more clever herself.


“Speaking of silly kids,” Christopher continued. “What time’s your silly concert tonight?”


“Um, eight, I think,” Josie said, pretending she didn’t know the exact time her guilty celebrity pleasure would be taking the stage downtown at Rabobank Arena. “You sure you don’t wanna come?”


“No gracias. Not my cup o’ tea. Not my slice of baloney. Not my—”


“Okay already—I get it!” Josie cupped her hand over his mouth. “You don’t like Peter Maxx. Whatever.”


Christopher pried her hand from his mouth and sipped the last vestiges of his iced mocha through a green straw, gurgling it to empty.


“Josie,” he said soberly. “Remind me again: Why do you like Peter Maxx so much? That is, remind me without mentioning his abs or his hair or his Chiclets-white teeth.”


Josie’s eyes lit up. “Do I detect a little jealousy, Mr. Evans?”


“Yeah, you got me.” He raised his arms over his head like a captured bank robber. “My secret fantasy is to be a teen pop star. Shhh. Please, please, please don’t tell anyone!”


“Well, Mr. Evans, you are the one who just told me that you’re gonna be taking guitar lessons this summer.”


“Correct. I’m taking lessons so that I can play obscure Chris Isaak tunes that no one has ever heard of—not so I can sell action figures and lunch boxes with my face on it to hormonal teenage girls.”


“Just sayin’ . . . ,” Josie teased.


“Okay. Fine. Then how about this: you just told me that you are babysitting all summer, which can only mean you must want to join the cast of Teen Mom.”


“Um, like, that would require me actually doing it.” Josie fashioned her fingers into air quotes. “And, since it would require me having an actual boyfriend, that ain’t happenin’ any time soon.”


“Please,” Christopher said. “You could have a million boyfriends if you wanted.”


“Not true.”


“Totally true,” he insisted. “Every guy in drama has a crush on you. Every guy in math has a crush on you. If you ever took your earbuds out of that little skull of yours, maybe you would notice.”


“Yeah, yeah.” Josie lifted her tank top and rubbed her belly. “But I would make a pretty hot mom, don’tchathink?”


Christopher smiled and rolled his eyes.


“Hey, speaking of hot moms . . .” With his pimple-spotted chin, Christopher pointed in the direction of the parking lot at a lady with big blond hair pulling up in a shiny black SUV. “There is Mrs. Cougarville herself.”


“Eww.” Josie looked out the window. “Okay, pervy Mr. MILF.”


Josie stood up and stuffed her phone into the back pocket of her cut-off denim shorts. “Later, BBFF.” She high-fived Christopher and hustled off with a flirty wave.


“Have fun with your boyfriend tonight,” Christopher teased.


Josie plopped onto the backseat of the Mercedes and studied Mrs. Rogers. She wore an expensive full-length floral summer dress. Josie peered under the steering wheel at her wedge sandals, which revealed ten perfectly pedicured toes painted bright red. The diamond ring on her left ring finger rested on the leather-wrapped steering wheel like an ice cube. Josie could only see the right side of Ashley’s mom’s face, a smooth cheek that had a wrinkle-free texture that apparently had come after some expensive surgery. Ashley’s father was Bakersfield’s top plastic surgeon, after all. Plus, all the ladies who lived at the Las Palmas Hills Country Club looked like they belonged better in Beverly Hills.


“How’s your mom doing, Josie?” Ashley’s mother asked.


“Good. You know, still working at the hospital and stuff.”


“Oh, that’s great to hear. What with the layoffs you’re always hearing about. She’s such a sweet lady.”


Josie stared blankly out the window.


Silence.


“Ashley tells me you’re still writing music?” Mrs. Rogers continued.


“Well, sort of. I don’t really write music per se. I just write lyrics.”


“Oh, good for you. That must be a great outlet, what with everything that’s going on in your life. Very therapeutic.”


“Mom,” Ashley hushed under her breath. She clenched her teeth. “Please.”


Josie pretended not to notice.


Ashley’s mom steered the car into Josie’s apartment complex, slowing down as a gaggle of elementary school kids ran across the street chasing a soccer ball.


“Well, tell your mom I said hello,” she said, pulling up to the curb in front of Josie’s apartment building.


“Thanks, Mrs. Rogers, I will.” Josie stepped out of the car. “See y’all in a couple hours.”


Josie turned around to wave good-bye, noticing that Ashley’s mom, rather than looking at her, was studying her aging apartment building’s cracked stucco siding. Again, Josie pretended not to notice.


Josie’s preconcert preparation ritual began the moment she scurried up the outside stairs to the second-floor apartment she lived in with her little brother and mom.


Their apartment had three bedrooms and one bathroom that they all had to share. Their living room window view: the parking lot of a strip mall. But the $850-a-month rent was affordable enough with her mom’s paycheck as an occupational therapist. Josie knew it wasn’t the lamest complex in Bakersfield, but it wasn’t the nicest either. It certainly wasn’t nearly as plush as the four-bedroom McMansion in the gated community they lived in before the divorce, before her dad retired from pro hockey and decided he would rather live alone than stop drinking and hanging with his hockey buddies.


Josie slid off her shoes and dropped her backpack on the tile floor beside the mountain of her brother’s stink-bombed high-tops and various women’s sandals and shoes. Josie had recently become obsessed with comfortable slip-on TOMS canvas sneakers. Her goal was to amass one pair for every day of the school week. She had red, navy, black, and chocolate. For her fifteenth birthday, coming in less than two weeks, she’d already asked her mom for a pair of the stonewashed ones. That would make five. #Perf.


“Josie, is that you?” her mom called from the kitchen.


“No,” Josie deadpanned. “It’s the Kern River Killer.”


“Very funny,” her mom yelled through the wall from the kitchen. “I’ll have to call the cops.”


As Josie made her way down the hallway to her bedroom, her mom, predictably, asked, “So how was school, honey?”


“Good!” Josie cheerily replied with the sincerity of a used-car salesman.


Her mom followed her down the hallway.


“Did you see my message?” she asked. “The Facebook one.”


“I did,” Josie replied lazily, turning toward the stairs and adding an obnoxiously gleeful, “LOL!”


“That Christopher, such a cutie,” her mom said. “Such a nice boy.”


“Sorry, Mom,” Josie said, rushing, “but I really gotta get ready for the concert.”


Meanwhile, Josie’s twelve-year-old brother, Connor, sat on the couch blowing up bad guys in his testosterone theater otherwise known as Call of Duty.


“Hey, Josie,” Connor said as his sister breezed by.


“Hey, Conz.” Glancing at the TV, Josie added, “Hmm. Still workin’ on that Nobel Peace Prize?”


Connor’s eyes stayed fixed on the carnage, sinking into the sofa as if his butt was stitched to the fabric.


“Wait, wait,” he said. “I have a question for you.”


“Quick. I’m in a hurry.”


“I’m serious.”


“Okay. Fine, what?” Josie cocked her hands on her hips. “Make it snappy. I only have an hour.”


“Okay, well, uh, I was wondering if you’d heard what Lady Gaga’s right leg said to her left leg.” Connor’s fingers were still in full-out spasm mode on his controller.


“Gee, I have, like, no clue.” Josie arched her eyebrows with mock enthusiasm. “Please, please do tell!”


“Nothing. ’Cuz they’re never together! HAHAHAHA!”


“Oh-my-God! That is sooo HIGH-larious!”


Josie made a “C” shape out of her right thumb and forefinger and put it up to her forehead. “Creeper,” she sneered. Connor had already ADD’d his eyes back to the TV screen.


Once inside the comfort of her bedroom, Josie began to focus on her concert prep.


Josie wiggled out of her jeans and T-shirt, wrapped herself in a towel, and scurried down the hall to the bathroom. She liked to steam up the shower before stepping in. Since her mom could never in a million years afford a visit to an actual spa, this was Josie’s low-budget way of pampering herself.


After a few minutes, a knock came at the door.


“I hope you’re not running the water when you’re not in the shower,” her mom yelled.


“I am in the shower,” Josie lied, just then stepping inside the stall.


“Thank you!” her mom shouted.


Ten minutes, a palm load of exfoliating body wash, and two hair-conditioning rinses later, Josie stood dripping on the bathroom rug. She reached for the mirror, wiped it clear, and began her postshower inspection.


Kind of like a driver passing by a car wreck, she couldn’t help but scan her body every chance she got. Lately, her body’s appearance seemed like a moving target—her top, bottom, middle, front, and back all changing shape and form on a seemingly daily basis.


On “good” days, Josie would see the high cheekbones on her pimple-free face, a narrow waist, and athletic legs sculpted from years spent doing laps at the Bakersfield Dolphins Swim Club. On “fat” days, she wished she could undergo a 90210-style makeover. As much as she was always told how “skinny” she was and thus hated thinking this way, she would stare at the tiny bulge in her lower belly and obsess over what she had eaten over the last few days. On these kind of self-critical days when she felt as bloated as a water balloon, Josie would catch herself fantasizing about having a flat stomach and a bigger chest like Ashley’s.


Today, though, she was not having a “fat” day. She twisted, craned, and turned and poked and stared and, well, didn’t think she looked all that bad, actually. A victory. #ThankGod 4SkinnyMirrors.


She hustled back to her bedroom and pressed play on her Peter Maxx playlist, pumping up the volume. In front of the mirror that leaned against the wall opposite her loft bed, she began brushing her hair.


PING!


Josie put down her brush and glanced at her phone.


Ur meetin me at 630?


Ashley.


Totes am, Josie texted back with thumb-busting rapidity.


Josie slid on a pair of her mom’s spiked heels from the shoe pile and squeezed into a tight-fitting denim miniskirt, sucking in her stomach as she snapped it on. “I hate skirts,” she growled, uncomfortably wiggling out of it and kicking the shoes off into the closet.


Still a tomboy at heart (even though she quit ice hockey and softball when she turned twelve), Josie changed into her favorite pair of blue skinny jeans, black TOMS, and a tight white T-shirt, on which was printed in giant pink letters: MUSIC IS MY BOYFRIEND. The only girlie-girl addition was her silver peace-sign earrings, plus the carefully applied red lipstick and smoky eyes and Peter Maxx’s sweet-scented Dreamcatcher perfume she sprayed on her neck.


She had to make one last check of @PeterMaxxNow.


Nothing. No updates in the last twenty-four hours. In fact, his last Tweet was of a pic he took from the stage of a packed arena two days earlier in San Diego:


You’re welcome, San Diego! #SoGrateful #BestFansEver


Josie checked the time on her phone. Six o’clock. Two more hours until showtime.
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Bakersfield. Another city, another arena waiting to be packed with screaming fans—mostly female ones, of course. Sure, there was the usual spattering of man fans, but they were pretty much either just boyfriends dragged kicking and screaming, or “cool” dads wearing baggy blue jeans and untucked office shirts trying to make their daughters think they were hip to the cause.


But Peter Maxx stayed most focused on his core demo: teenage girls. They were the ones who downloaded his music, stalked him on the Web, bought his concert tickets, T-shirts, hats, pens, screensavers, ring tones, pillows, cell phone covers, bottles of perfume, hairbrushes—whatever commercial products his management team could dream up making money by selling to his devotees. So devoted, in fact, was his following that thousands of “Maxx-a-holics” held online “group therapy” in live chats. Peter may have been only sixteen, but he was wise enough to know that he’d be just another struggling singer posting YouTube videos without his dedicated fans.


That being said, the tour was fast becoming a blur. Last night, he was at the Staples Center in Los Angeles. The night before that, San Diego. Three nights earlier, Phoenix. The next day . . . he didn’t even even know yet. Oakland, maybe? He couldn’t keep track. It was all so hectic. But Peter’s dad was touring with him all along the way, keeping him focused on the music, keeping him from burning out. He always taught Peter that great performers “focus on the moment, not the memory.” So, being the good boy who listens to his daddy, on that night it would be all about Bakersfield’s fans.


It was a forty-city North American tour, Peter’s first as a headliner. At the start, just about everyone—his record label, his dad, the concert promoter, sponsors—worried that the tour wouldn’t sell out. On top of the usual concerns over whether parents would foot the bill for their kids to get tickets, an article in Billboard had just posed the question with an ominous headline: “Will Digital Downloads Mark the End of the Live Music Era?” Well, the answer, for now at least, was no: from St. Petersburg to Seattle, Peter had sold out each and every show.


That June night in Bakersfield marked the halfway point, his twentieth stop on a tour that wouldn’t end until late August. By all the usual industry indicators—ticket sales, corporate sponsors, merchandise revenue, downloads, radio spins—the tour had been a complete financial success. Peter Inc. was raking in nearly a half-million bucks every show. Peter’s dad kept reminding Peter, “Assuming everything runs smoothly, you’ll be set for life. But you can never assume. To do that is to make an ass out of you and me.”


From the outside, it appeared that even though he wouldn’t even turn seventeen for another four months, Peter was already living his dream:


• Five of the top ten most downloaded songs in the last year


• Star of a hit cable TV show loosely based on his life and career


• Two Grammys (Best New Artist and Song of the Year)


• A house on the sand in L.A.’s posh Manhattan Beach


• A Porsche convertible for his sixteenth birthday


On top of all this, hundreds of girls (most of them super-cute) had been hanging outside his hotel every night, at every stop, hoping to get a picture or get video with their idol that they could post on Facebook and be the envy of all their friends. This is all to say that Peter Maxx was living the teenage dream. Or so it appeared.


The day before his Bakersfield show, Peter woke up and began another hamster-wheel day:


6:00 A.M. Wake-up call at downtown L.A.’s Marriott hotel


6:15 A.M. Breakfast delivery: grande iced mocha latte and a fruit plate and shot of wheatgrass


6:30–8:00 A.M. Phone calls with radio stations. Stations will dial in and time for fan connection


8:00–11:00 A.M. Private home-school tutor session


11:00 A.M.–12:00 P.M. Workout in the hotel gym/meditate


12:00–1:00 P.M. Vocal exercises


1:00–2:00 P.M. Lunch, band/crew meeting


2:00–3:00 P.M. Media interviews, promotional appearance for charity at L.A. Live


3:00–5:00 P.M. Rest/meditate at hotel


5:00 P.M. Limo departs hotel to Staples Center


5:30–6:45 P.M. Makeup, wardrobe, vocal exercises


6:45–7:00 P.M. Soundcheck


7:00–7:15 P.M. Meet-and-greet with fans


8:00–10:00 P.M. Concert


12:00 A.M. Veg out watching late-night TV, surf Web, Facebook, etc.


A towel around his neck soaking up sweat, Peter and his bodyguard, Big Jim, hopped into the limo at the Staples Center underground loading dock after the show. As his black SUV rolled slowly up the ramp to the downtown L.A. street, where hundreds of fans had gathered, they began screaming. SCREAMING!


Through the tinted glass, the “rabids” (as Big Jim called them) couldn’t see Peter, but he could see them. He saw adorable eight-year-old girls in concert tees that draped down to their knees; teen superfans in barely-there dresses, short-shorts, and push-up bras; overly excited moms wearing way too much makeup (and occasionally too much Botox); dads cutely holding hands of their wide-eyed little daughters. Some lined the sidewalk holding signs—I’M MAXX’D OUT! . . . MARRY ME, PETER? . . . WE’VE WAITED A LIFETIME.


Peter’s cheeks began to curve upward with a smile. Then, suddenly his face froze.


He spotted a woman who had to be in her forties waving a cardboard sign on which she had scrawled, PETER, CAN I BE YOUR MOM? Tears glistened in his eyes as he craned his neck while the SUV drove by the lady, but Peter wasn’t a crier. Instead, he squeezed the tears back, put on his sunglasses, and hoped Big Jim wouldn’t notice.


“You okay there, superstar?” Big Jim asked Peter in a drawl that lazily stretched out his words in only the way that Southerners do.


The two sat quietly for a minute as the SUV rolled beyond the bedlam. “Hey, buddy,” Big Jim said. “I know it’s not always easy bein’ you. I see how hard you work every day. You can feel down. It’s cool.”


“Thanks, Jimbo. You da man.”


In recent weeks, Peter had been feeling more like a rock ’n’ roll robot than a rock ’n’ roll star. Morning radio calls at 6:00 a.m. Nonstop promotional appearances. The doctor said it was a nagging, borderline case of laryngitis. Mean-spirited bloggers and haters, one of whom felt compelled to scrawl “G-A-Y” over every picture he ran of Peter. He had gone five months without a single day off from work. On top of that, there was the pressure of being the Peter Maxx, or, as Rolling Stone had recently dubbed him on its cover the month before, “Peter Perfect.” He had been practicing his daily meditation to manage the stress, but the hectic schedule had exhausted him.


Yet nagging him was the belief, etched into his brain by his father, that pop stars with perfect teeth, perfect looks, adoring fans worldwide, and all the money in the world just weren’t supposed to feel sad, they weren’t supposed to get emotional while riding in limos before sold-out shows. “Let me guess what you’re thinkin’,” Big Jim ventured as he steered up to the hotel entrance.


“Okay, Criss Angel,” Peter replied, staring out the window. “Go ahead. Read my mind.”


“Well, first of all,” Big Jim said with a sigh that seemed to blow straight from his sizeable Buddha belly. “I’d reckon you probably be missin’ your momma.”


[image: ]


Bobby Maxx was twenty-five years old when he was about to break out. He had cut a demo tape of songs he’d written himself and given it to his Nashville neighbor, a recording engineer who knew someone, who knew someone, who knew someone at a few record labels. He was working at a Jiffy Lube, changing oil filters by day. At night, he’d work on his music in his garage and, if lucky enough to get a gig, play some of the local bars. He had written hundreds of songs in his life, but on that demo tape was the only song that would matter. It was the song that would take Bobby Ray from being an average oil-change technician to a country pop icon. That song was “Laurel.”


Got word today


A little man’s on the way


One thing’s for sure


Things’ll never be the same. . . .


He wrote it the same day that he learned that his girlfriend, Laurel, was four months pregnant.


With an open heart


We lie by the lake


Reflections of us


And the life we’ll make. . . .


Bobby knew what was the right thing to do. He would have to marry his high school sweetheart; he would have to grow up fast, even though he was just twenty-five and barely had two nickels to his name.


Don’t know how it’ll work


You and me, we created life


Laurel, honey, now be my wife. . . .


By the end of the year, Bobby and Laurel were married and Hill Country Records signed Bobby on the spot after hearing his demo tape. Six months later, it became the number-one most played song on country radio, and Bobby, just like that, was a household name. His hit enjoyed more radio plays than Reba, Garth, and Brooks & Dunn combined. Then the song was remixed for Top-40 radio by a pair of pop producers, who replaced the steel guitar with an electric, and the countrified rim shots with power pop snare beats. The week that pop remix was released it went number one and stayed there for a record eighteen weeks. Bobby and his wife and son had themselves a crossover hit, the gold standard for pop music.


But by the time Peter was four years old, Bobby’s follow-up album flopped. The handsome Tennessee cowboy instantly went from a boy wonder to a one-hit wonder. The world tour that his management had planned to launch on the heels of the album’s release was scrapped. As suddenly as he had risen to the top, he fell. Hard.


Just before his flop, the young couple had rented a house in Laurel Canyon, a woodsy neighborhood atop the Hollywood Hills, with winding S-curve streets. Laurel never liked driving them and, no matter how hard Bobby tried, she didn’t like very much about L.A. , except, that is, the year-round summer-like weather.


One Saturday afternoon, she kissed Bobby and Peter goodbye and went for a drive down the hill to get some groceries. As always, she pumped up the volume and blasted the radio. As always, she had a smile on her face. As always, she was gorgeous—her blond locks flowing in the breeze as she rolled down the hill. But this trip would not have the usual happy ending of returning home to her two guys.


COUNTRY STAR’S WIFE DIES IN CAR ACCIDENT




LOS ANGELES—Laurel Maxx, 28, the wife of country star Bobby Maxx, died in a car accident Saturday afternoon on a cliff-side road in L.A.’s Laurel Canyon neighborhood. Mrs. Maxx lost control of her 1995 Ford Bronco on a curve near Lookout Mountain Road. An L.A. County Sheriff’s spokesman says it appears she had swerved to avoid hitting a coyote, causing her SUV to flip over and tumble down an embankment. Mrs. Maxx is survived by her husband and 4-year-old son, Peter. Mr. Maxx’s publicist released this statement late Saturday night: “Bobby thanks his fans for all their love and concern at this tragic time, but asks that his family’s privacy be respected while they mourn the loss of a dear wife, loving mother, and Bobby’s creative muse.”





With the help of Peter’s grandparents back in Nashville, Bobby would have to raise Peter as a single parent. The industry buzz was that Laurel’s death had delivered a creative blow to Bobby. Then came the rumor he couldn’t shake: that he had a drinking problem. Like a lot of celebrity gossip, there was a kernel of truth to the tabloid reports. His career never recovered, and Bobby Maxx become another piece of roadkill on the music biz highway.


Thirteen years after his wife’s death, Bobby, now working full-time as his son’s manager, viewed Peter’s success as good karma coming back to his family for all the grief they had endured. But for Peter, this intense desire of his dad to redress past wrongs all meant one thing for him: pressure. To make his dad happy. To not disappoint his loyal fans. Even after all his success. Even while being adored by—and raking in—millions. Even in Bakersfield.
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“Mom, I’m ready!”


“Here ya go.” Josie’s mom held out the keys to her Honda Civic.


“Very funny.”


“What?” her mom asked.


“Um, I can’t drive for like two years, duh.”


“Oh, that’s right!” She spanked her forehead with her palm. “I absolutely forgot, because you do look twenty with all that makeup on.”


Josie rolled her eyes. “Mom, you could be, like, the new Chelsea Handler. Seriously, you are that funny.”


“Nice kicks, LeBron,” Connor, a self-appointed fashion king, chimed in with a devilish chuckle from his throne that was the couch.


“Hardy-har-har,” Josie replied, before blowing her brother an air kiss.


A half hour later, her mom dropped off Josie downtown at the Rabobank Arena.


Josie hadn’t taken two steps out of her mom’s car when Ashley ran at her with arms wide open and screeched, “Besterz!!!!”


The perfumed pair jumped and hugged as they bounced up and down, their signature BFF greeting. They called it “jugging.”
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