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Book One:

Fall & Rise


Chapter One

Singers are the worst.

Sure, people will take the piss out of drummers all the time.

What’s the last thing the drummer said to the band?

Hey, I wrote a song.

What’s the last thing the singer said to the band?

You’re fired.

I’m telling you, singers, man, they’re the fucking worst.

If a drummer comes in with a song, sure it might stink up the whole place and have an obnoxious and completely unnecessary drum solo (as they are by definition), but do you know what it will have?

Rhythm.

Structure.

Tempo.

It will sound like a song.

A fucking shit song, for sure, but a song nonetheless.

But a singer?

“So when I sing this bit, I want the guitar part to do this really groovy thing.”

They then proceed to warble incoherently for a few seconds whilst strumming air guitar (badly) and expect you to know how to interpret what in any other circumstance, would be considered a relatively severe seizure), that into actual music.

Even then if you do, through the absolute grace of God, manage to transpose their tuneless, melodically-void howls into something passing a musical element, they’ll hate it.

Guaranteed.

So you play something completely different, something that in no way resembles anything they were suggesting, either rhythmically or melodically. Something just to piss them off.

“That’s exactly it!” they’ll proclaim, happily claiming credit for something they had no hand in creating (and, as a result, a sizable chunk of the royalties).

Fuck singers.

By now, you might have figured out that I’m not a singer. Or, if I am, that I am the worst kind of self-loathing asshole that ever walked the earth.

Well, I am the worst kind of self-loathing asshole that ever walked the earth, but not because I’m a singer. I have a whole host of other reasons to hate myself, but those can wait.

Currently, we’re hating on singers.

Why?

Because, as I stand outside the head office of Columbus Records, one of the most well-respected and prestigious record labels in the world (which also happens to be a label I was previously signed to), it’s the only way I can mentally prepare myself for the shitshow I’m about to walk into.

Hold on, let me back up a second.

I’m a songwriter.

Like, an actual, bona fide songwriter.

I’m not some amateur playing covers in his local pub on the weekend. Not that there’s anything wrong with that. We’ve all got to start or end somewhere. Plenty of bands start out playing shitty covers before they start mixing in their own shitty songs.

That’s where most of them quit, the reality of the path to rock stardom too much of a grind (not to mention a logistical nightmare) to travel very far along. Sure, some do make it further down, discarding the covers and playing their own songs, which have progressed from ‘shitty’ to ‘not-quite-so-shitty’.

Some go even further, but that’s a very small minority.

And of course, it isn’t the sort of road for older people, especially when they have families and kids and commitments. Life on the road is hard at the best of times, and I promise you, starting out to become a rock star at 55 with grey hair and a beer belly with a wife and three ungrateful kids to support is going to lead to a bad time.

So they find some other guys in a similar position and play some covers. Sure, they’d like to play their own songs, but who wants to hear that? Hell, people don’t want to hear the new stuff from The Rolling Stones, so who wants to hear Jeff with his receding hairline and artificial hip singing about seducing a buxom blonde in a track titled Sweet Carolina (Beauty By The Shore)?

Let us not forget it also provides a lifeline for many professional musicians who want to play music but have accepted the reality that they’re never going to the next stadium-filling phenomenon, playing to a hundred thousand screaming fans.

Cheesy or not, weddings pay the bills of more than a couple of struggling artists.

So no, I’m not hating when I make it clear I’m not in a cover band. There’s a place for cover bands, they’re just not the place for me.

I didn’t quit when my songs got to ‘not-quite-so-shitty’. I kept going and some of them reached the level of ‘not bad’. Hell, one or two could even be said to reach the level of ‘quite good’.

Some of the songs I wrote did well in the charts. Some did very well, and helped us sell a lot of records. (Although there seemed to be very little correlation between songs I thought were the best and the ones which actually sold the best).

And I mean a lot.

Not Queen or ABBA or even The Eagles level of sales, but enough to make us all richer than we had ever dreamed.

To be clear, I’m not some kid making “Jaxxxi F-style” trap beats in his bedroom, playing gangsta on the $4,000 computer his parents bought him.

I’m the real deal.

Or at least, I was.

I haven’t actually written a song in a while, a long while to be honest, and I haven’t had a hit for even longer than that.

To be frank, I burnt the fuck out.

The music industry is no place for the weak of heart or those without the constitution for constant rejection. It’s a machine that feasts on an artist's soul. It asks for you to pour your heart into a project, to give every ounce of yourself to it, then demands more.

It’s very touching, yes. A genuine, heartfelt ode to your deceased parents. It’s perfect. But we’re looking to push our label’s latest signing, Lil Titti, so if you could do a little switch up and flip from that acoustic bit, which I of course love, and maybe go a little more up-tempo as you transition into trap beat so he can transition from you singing about how to love your parents to how he loves fucking bitches so they can ‘pay rent’, that would be great.

Fucking animals.

Now, I don’t mean any disrespect to Lil Titti, the Lil Titti Crew or any of his legions of ride-or-die fans (self-proclaimed ‘Titti-Twistas’). Everyone’s got their own style, their own stories to tell, their own truths. But that was the moment that broke me.

That’s why I’m out of the game.

It took far too much from me, it really did. Things I can never get back. Hell, things I didn’t even know were part of me until they were gone. But I can’t sit here, in this big fucking house, with my expensive fucking furniture and my home fucking recording studio, and pretend it didn’t give a lot to me.

It gave a lot, more than I ever could have imagined. It made me rich beyond my wildest dreams.

But these days, dreams just aren’t enough.

“What do you mean I’m broke?” I asked.

I hadn’t been broke since my first hit record, over twenty years ago as a snotty teen with nothing but a cheap guitar and a gut full of hatred for a world that didn’t understand me.

Teenage angst has paid off well, now I’m bored and old.

I was no Kurt Cobain and we certainly never hit the heights of Nirvana, but he sure as shit summed up my entire existence in one line.

“Broke,” said my accountant over the phone (Roger, a short, balding fellow, with thick glasses and a proclivity to sweat when situations got tense). “You’ve got nothing, nada, zilch. You’re low on funds and high on debts. Your outgoings are higher than what you’re bringing in, and have been for a long time now. And now,” he continued, I could practically hear the sweat running down his face, “now you’re completely out of money. In other words, broke!”

“But you’re supposed to be watching my finances,” I said, a sense of righteous indignation rising up within me, something I had learned was a defence mechanism to cover a rising sense of shame.

“I did,” he said, “I watched them plummet into the toilet.”

“Why didn’t you tell me?” The fucking nerve of this guy.

“I did!” he nearly shouted, his wet hand banging on the desk I could have sworn like he slapped a puddle, though he almost certainly didn’t. “Do you know how many letters and emails and phone calls and texts I’ve sent that you’ve never replied to? I even sent people to your house.”

“I must not have been in,” I said, trying to calmly maintain the ‘I’m in the right’ position I had taken even as both my anger and humiliation rose. I’m not one to back down if I can help it. Still, I knew what was coming next.

“They saw you peeking through the bedroom curtains!”

Fuck.

He sighed.

He’d won, but was taking no pride in the victory. There were no winners here.

“There’s only so much I can do,” he said, his voice levelling off, tired of arguing, “shy of hiring a private army to kick down your front door and explain your financial situation to you at gunpoint.”

“I get it.”

“And I’m not going to do that,” he said, tension in his voice rising, “because you don’t have the money to cover the expense!”

“I said, I got it.” My tone was terse.

I fucked up.

He knew it and I knew it, but I didn’t want to hear him say it and I sure as shit didn’t want to admit it to myself.

“Do you?” he asked wearily. It wasn’t the first time over the years we’d done this dance, but this time felt different.

“I’ve had a lot of stuff going on,” I said, rubbing my temples with my free hand.

“I appreciate that,” he said, accepting the line even though he knew it was bullshit, “but without a fresh injection of cash, we’re going to have to start talking about downsizing.”

“Woah,” I began

“I know you don’t want to hear it, but the house…”

“I’m not selling the house,” I snapped.

“You’re behind on the mortgage payments,” he said, wearily, “if you don’t pay up the bank repossess. And if they don’t, then the government will.”

“They can’t take my fucking house.”

“The sizable tax bill you’ve run up says they can. Look, I know it means a lot to you but if you don’t act soon…”

“They can pry the keys out of my dead fucking fingers.”

“It’s not just them,” he said, sighing, wondering if I would ever get it, “it’s everyone. You owe money all over town. You’ve got outstanding bills everywhere and no lines of credit.”

“What about my investments?”

“They’re doing alright,” he conceded, “but the market took a knock and the value dropped substantially. If you sell now you might break even, after fees and taxes, but that’s only a stopgap solution. It won’t cover your debts and will put you in a seriously uncertain position for the future. That’s fine when you’re a snotty twenty-something with a whole lifetime to put a safety net in place. But that’s not you anymore Johnny. You’re hurtling towards that net and if you pull it out from underneath you, there’s a whole lotta ground waiting to break your fall.”

“What about royalties?”

He snorted.

“What royalties? This isn’t nineteen ninety-four anymore. There’s no money in music!” He sighed and I sensed he was rubbing his temples now, his chubby fingertips slipping effortlessly over his sweaty skin. “The music industry has changed. Money is in merchandise and touring.”

I stood silent, not liking where this was going.

“Nostalgia’s big these days,” he said, “super-deluxe album reissues and legacy tours are all the rage.”

“Forget it.”

“All I’m saying is, one big tour and your problems are over. For the moment at least.”

“There’s no way that’s happening,” I said.

“Just think about it.”

“Even if I did want to do that, which I absolutely, categorically do not want to do, there is no way in hell anyone else would want to, not after how things ended.”

“Things change Johnny,” he said, as if a wise sage offering words of wisdom, “people change.”

“That’s the problem,” I said, “we all changed.”

“The past is in the past. People grow, wounds heal. We all get older and some of us get wiser.”

Some of us, I think but don’t say it.

“And to be honest,” he said, his voice lowering, as if he was about to tell me some well-kept secret rather than some banal observation that anyone with half a brain would know, “musicians aren’t usually the best at shoring up their long-term financial futures. Honest to God, Johnny, I think most of you expect to die before retirement age.”

Many of us do and some want to go long before then.

It’s better to burn out than to fade away.

“What’s your point?” I asked, not wanting yet another lecture about my future. I’d had enough of those as a kid to last me a lifetime. They hadn’t helped then and I couldn’t see them now I was older but not wiser, a burnt-out former rock star stuck firmly stuck in my ways.

“My point is, you’re not the only one who took a hit when the music industry changed. People need to adapt and consider their own financial situations. You never know, they might need the money even more than you do!”

I let the silence hang in the air. We both knew it probably wasn’t true, but it was nice to pretend for a minute.

“Alright,” I said, my stomach already churning with that familiar sense of regret and remorse, “I’ll make some calls.”


Chapter Two

“OHMYFUCKINGGOD,” he rasped, airways contracting, “ITHINKIMGONNAFUCKINGDIE!!!”

I held the phone away from my ear, half-hoping he would actually die. The same as every other time we spoke. I’m sure the feeling was more than mutual.

“You done?” I asked as the laughter died down, his ragged breathing slowly beginning to get back to normal.

“Just one sec-,” he said, pausing for half a second before bursting out into laughter again.

I waited patiently, his tinny laughter loud enough to make me check the phone wasn’t on speaker/

“Sorry, sorry,” he said, his voice trembling, stray cackles still escaping, “I’m finished.”

I pictured him there, sitting at his big desk, his big cheeks bright red. Christ, that was probably the most strenuous thing he’d done for the last ten years.

“You sure?”

“Yeah, no wait, I…” he paused for a second, then took a deep breath. “I’m done.”

“Ok, good.”

“So let me get this straight,” he said, “you, Johnny Fuknukel, call me, Robert Wheeler, for the first time in a decade, out of the fucking blue, to pitch me a Karmic Pussy a reunion tour, and I’m not supposed to find that fucking hilarious?”

“Look,” I said, already regretting it, “I know we didn’t end on the best of terms…”

“Do you remember what your last words were to me?” His chair creaked as he leaned forward, planting his tailor-made shoes on the floor as he slammed his elbows onto his desk, in his trademark power-move.

“I’m sure they were something deeply unpleasant and out of line,” I said, sick of apologising for things I didn’t need to, “it was a tough time, we were all on a lot of–”

“You told me I should cut my own dick off and shove it up my ass.”

“Yeah, I–”

“Balls and all, Johnny. Balls and all!”

I had no idea if that was true, but it sounded like something I would say. Back then, at least. Honestly, I don’t remember half of what I got up to during those days of Karmic Pussy. Hell, probably less than that. And as the band fell apart, so did I, falling back on the very behaviours that were (at least, partially) causing my downfall as a coping mechanism for said descent.

You can guess how well that worked.

“I’m sorry, Robert, I was out of line –”

“Robert? Robert?! You think you can shmooze me by using the name my late mother gave me, you motherfucker?!”

“I don’t think that…”

“You think you can erase the fucking trail of chaos and shit you left behind for me to clean up with a couple of Ps and Qs? Get the fuck outta here.”

He was pissed and had every right to be, but I was trying here. Trying really fucking hard.

“I get it,” I said, “Bobby, I fucked up and I’m sorry and I know that doesn’t make it right and maybe nothing ever will, but I’m in a tight spot here. It’s the money, or lack thereof. We both know I wouldn’t be calling if I had any other options.”

“Hang on,” he said, “I just need to savour this moment. Johnny fucking Fuknukel coming to me, begging on his hands and knees…”

“I’m not actually on–”

“On his hands and fucking knees,” he repeated, “begging me for my help.”

I gave him a moment to enjoy it. After all the shit we’d put him through – that I’d put him through – he’d earned it.

“You done?” I asked after a few moments.

“Yes, thank you,” he said.

“So what do you think?”

“About the reunion tour?”

“About the reunion tour.”

“I think, with all due respect,” he said, awfully politely, “that you’re out of your fucking mind.”

“It’s a big opportunity,” I said, hating myself for looking at the music I had dedicated a significant portion of my life to as a financial crutch, “legacy tours are all the rage.”

I had to physically stop myself from being sick.

“All the rage is what I’m worried about,” he said. “You think the three of you can go on tour again? Spend months trapped together on buses and planes and stages and not expect the whole thing to implode?”

“We’re older now,” I said, “we’re adults. We can be civil.”

“With all due respect, Johnny, you can’t sit three assholes on a toilet and expect them to not end up covered in each other’s shit.”

“Lovely imagery there, Bobby.”

“The point is, there’s no way you three would manage to get over it. And what happens when the tour implodes? I get sued to high heaven by every shithole venue dumb enough to think you’ll actually turn up and play, and any money we made on the first half of the tour goes to paying for the second half you bailed out of.”

“We can–”

“I would love to see a Karmic Pussy reunion tour, would love it. Hell, I could use the money myself, the music industry ain’t what it once was…”

“So I’ve been told.”

“But it ain’t gonna happen, I’m sorry.”

He seemed to have thought this through, and I wondered if this was something he’d been thinking about on his own, or if some of my former bandmates had already raised the idea with him. Perhaps he’d even approached some of them to see if they’d be willing to work with me again?

“What about some re-releases? Super-deluxe collectors editions or something? I hear vinyl is making a comeback. There’s plenty of material that we never released.”

“That’s because it was shit. Christ,” said Bobby, his voice shaking a little, “you must be in a bad way. Last time I tried to get a re-release of the album, you said it was…”

“A cheap cash-grab intended to exploit our biggest fans by charging them through the nose for stuff that wasn’t worth releasing in the first place.”

“Right.”

“Well?”

“I mean, it’s something I can look into, but I’m not sure how much demand there will be at the moment. You were big, but you weren’t exactly epoch-defining.” I physically winced at that. He was right. We weren’t, but we could have been. If I wasn’t such a… “If we could have done a tour to generate some interest…”

“But that’s not possible…”

“Right. Look,” he said, his voice was softer now, or less angry at least, “I might have something for you. It’s not… it won’t solve all your problems, but it might give you a little room to breathe and possibly generate some interest in the back catalogue.”

“What is it?” I asked, the hairs on the back of my neck standing on end, whether from fear or excitement, I didn’t know. Perhaps a bit of both.

“Just trust me.”

“That’s what you said when you tried to get us to do that Japanese commercial for… God knows what back in the day.”

Bobby laughed, regularly this time, almost friendly. It was a good sound and I realised how much I had missed it. He was a miserable aggressive asshole, but that’s what made him a great manager. It’s also what made hearing him laugh so rewarding.

“You would have made so much fucking money doing that,” he said. I could practically feel the tears of laughter rolling down his cheeks. “So much fucking money.”

“It went against everything we stood for.”

“Yeah, yeah, we’re not a bunch of sellouts, we’re artists, we’re not sucking corporate cock for an easy payday.”

“Right,” I said, unease moving through my body as he parrotted my own youthful rhetoric back at me.

“And how did that work for you?”

“It was fine until–” I began.

“Until it wasn’t,” he finished.

“Yeah.”

“Look, leave it with me and I’ll see what I can do. You might not like it, but beggars can’t be choosers.”

“I won’t–” I began, unsure precisely what it was I was refusing to do.

“Trust me,” he said, “I’ll be in touch.”

With that, he hung up the phone.


Chapter Three

Being a rock star is the fucking best.

Until it isn’t.

It’s true what they say about sex, drugs and rock n roll. It’s a cliche for a reason. But you reach a point where youthful indiscretions turn into full-blown addictions, where a bit of fun turns into a sense you’re going to die without it.

And sometimes, you’ll wish it did. Because at least then you wouldn’t have to go through the aftermath.

That lifestyle takes a toll on you, mentally and physically, not to mention spiritually. Now, I’m not a religious person, but there is definitely something deep inside us that makes us who we are. Some people call it a soul, or energy or whatever new-age bollocks they’re clinging desperately on to this month. But whatever you label it, the end result is the same. The worst part is, we often don’t recognise that what we consider our innate self can be damaged or lost until we lose a part of it, a part we can never get back.

The only thing we can do is to learn to live with the absence, to fill the missing piece of us with other things, other people, to heal and find a new way to exist.

But it’s hard to heal when the very thing that was killing you pushes everyone else away.

I try to move forward, to not think of the past. There were a lot of fun times, but also a lot of pain. I’ve lost track of the number of people I hurt, the number of friendships I ruined, the number of bridges I left decimated in my wake, firing off a constant barrage of napalm-infused vitriol as I spiralled into ever more self-destructive behaviour.

And all in the name of ‘being free’.

I wasn’t free, far from it.

I was trapped. Confined and isolated by my addictions, mistaking moments of relief from the pain of existence as ‘good times.’

The good times are killing me.

But now I’m clean, thank God. I can exist in the world without the need to seek out oblivion. It wasn’t easy, but I got there in the end, even if the struggle never really ends. The struggle against addiction lives with you forever, but there’s also a strange comfort that comes with that. Knowing is half the battle.

Every day, I walk up the stairs, a decadent staircase that is ‘ostentatious’ at best, ‘fucking obnoxious’ at worst.

I designed the house (well, gave my very specific opinions about it) during some of my worst excesses. I had more money than I knew what to do with and was so out of my mind that every idea I had felt like the greatest idea anyone had ever had in the history of the world.

Fortunately, it somehow all managed to come together, thanks in no small part to the poor (although not that poor with how much I paid him) and put-upon architect and his motley crew of recent graduate understudies who had to indulge each and every one of my whims.

I had climbed these stairs and fallen down them, had vomited and collapsed and laughed and cried and fucked and came on them. And right at the top? Yes, there’s a throne.

A fucking throne.

Yes, it’s cringy as fuck now, but I tell you, there’s nothing quite like getting your dick sucked by two women you don’t know as I sat atop a throne, surveying all your rock n roll kingdom.

I’d also carried her upstairs, across the threshold and up to our bedroom to consummate our marriage as man and wife. That we’d fucked for years before that didn’t matter. There was something special about that time and when I came inside her for the first time as my wife, it felt like the first time, and I knew we would last forever.

Two weeks later she left.

For good.

So why wouldn’t I just sell the place? Why not be done with it?

Because this was my life. The good and the bad. Everything that happened to me made me the person I was today, for better or worse. Being here reminded me how far I had come, how much I had grown as a person. To sell up meant risking losing all of that, and who knows what else?

That wasn’t something I was prepared to risk. Not for all the money in the world.


Chapter Four

“Hi, I’m John and I’m an alcoholic.”

I don’t know why I decided to go to a meeting, but I did.

Perhaps it was the talk of the reunion tour and the memories it brought up, or perhaps it was due to the stress of learning I had no fucking money.

The group greeted me as they did anyone else. No one cared I was a rock star, or used to be a rock star, anyway. Here I was just like them. Of course, around here everyone is a rock star or a screenwriter or a producer or an actor, or the long-neglected child of one.

When everyone is famous, no one is famous.

I don’t remember what I said, what story or sorry tale of self-destruction I had confessed to. I didn’t even know if what I said was true. Sometimes I found myself confessing not to things I had done, but things I was afraid I’d done, taking the word of others and fragments of broken memories that came at me like PTSD flashbacks, and piecing them together to create a whole new sin I may or may not have committed.

But I never lied.

Even when I wasn’t telling the truth, I never lied.

Sometimes this was the only way I could reach the emotion I was feeling, the one I needed to expel. It didn’t matter if the events hadn’t happened exactly as I said they did. This wasn’t a confessional, wasn’t a court of law. There was no judgment here, no penance. This was a place of healing.

This was what I needed to heal.

“That was really brave of you to share,” she said, touching my arm.

I flinched.

“Sorry,” she said, pulling her hand away, “I didn’t mean to…”

“It’s alright,” I said, “sorry, I was in a world of my own.” I offered a smile and she offered one back, nervous but genuine.

“I’m Sandy,” she said, holding out her hand.

She was a short dirty blonde in her mid-twenties, her hair tied back with that minimal amount of effort that says ‘I really can’t be bothered today’, but is somehow all the more alluring for it. She had a slim body and a pretty face, with a cute-as-hell smile. There was a tiredness behind the eyes, but that came with the territory. She wore a tight-fitting red jumper that showed off her slightly oversized breasts, and a pair of dark jeans that clung to her, showing off the slight curve of her slim thighs.

She’d quit drinking not because she’d had a problem, but because she felt she was on the way to developing one. And there were enough drunks in her family that she didn’t feel the need to follow in their footsteps.

At least, that’s the story she told.

“John,” I said, taking her hand in mine and shaking it. It was soft, delicate. I hadn’t touched a woman for a long time, hadn’t touched anyone for a long time, for that matter. I had walled myself off from the world as far as humanly possible, now suddenly I realised how much I’d missed it.

Touch starved.

That was the name for it. Back in the day it was called being lonely as fuck. But a phrase like that (nowadays, I suppose it would be the loathsome term, incel), encompassed so many different experiences and sensations (or lack thereof) that it was useful to break it down into its constituent parts and give them all a name. People like to decry over-labelling of everything and like anything it can definitely go so far. But giving something a name made it more solid, not in the tactile tense, but in the sense that it was a thing that existed outside of yourself.

Too many people go around with thoughts and feelings and unwanted sensations they don’t know how to deal with because they don’t know how to talk about them. They either think it is just how everyone else must feel or that they’re uniquely broken in some way.

But when you give it a name, it becomes its own thing.

When it is its own thing, you can research it better, talk to other people better, understand how it impacts your thoughts and feelings and actions better. Then, once you know what you’re dealing with, it becomes easier to deal with it.

Not easy, just easier.

As our hands continued to touch, I felt a jolt of electricity shoot up my arm and into my body and I think she felt it was well. Her smile grew and she made no attempt to pull her hand away. I looked so small in mine, with my long, strong fingers, perfect for my former occupation of choice.

“Pardon me,” said a gruff voice.

Sandy and I let our hands slip away as Steve, a fifty-six-year-old TV screenwriter made his way to the coffee machine. He had drunk a lot of coffee already, I could smell it on his heavy breath. A lot of people in places like this did, and I was no exception. It was free and tasted like it, but I couldn’t resist having a cup or three. It was, I don’t know, part of the ritual, I guess. Maybe I was paying penance after all.

“What’s so funny?” asked Sandy.

I thought about telling her about my quasi-religious revelation but I wasn’t sure she would understand. Hell, I wasn’t sure if I understood myself half the time. Less than that, if I’m being honest.

“Nothing,” I said, “just a silly thought is all.”

“Oh,” she said, “ok.”

I took a sip of the god-awful coffee and grimaced.

“It’s pretty bad,” she said, smiling, glancing down at her own paper cup of brown liquid.

“Yeah,” I said, taking another god-awful sip, “but that’s part of the charm.”

She laughed.

“You’d be amazed at what some people find charming,” I said, a rush of memories I’d rather forget came into view, 4k Ultra-HD style. “Hey, do you fancy going to get a real drink?”

She looked at me and so did the ageing screenwriter, before he downed his cup of coffee and began to refill it, still looking at me.

“I meant a real coffee,” I added hastily, “or at least as close as you can find around here.”

She looked at me, studying my face, trying to work out whether I was a loser looking to drag someone else down as I relapsed, or just a fucking idiot.

Hopefully, she decided it was the latter because the next word out of her mouth was,

“Sure.”

She smiled.

“Great,” I said.

“Life’s too short for shit coffee.”

“Amen to that,” I said, “let’s go.”

She headed for the exit and I downed the rest of the cup. Paying penance was only right.

As I followed Sandy to the exit, I heard Steve muttering as he always did.

“Fucking tourists.”


Chapter Five

“So, what do you do, Sandy?” I asked, “That is, if you want to tell me. You don’t have to tell me anything if you don’t want to.”

We were sitting at the corner table of a boutique coffee shop, a little place off the main street. The coffee was overpriced, but it sure hit the spot.

“I know,” she said, “I figured out this wasn’t a police station, all by myself. I’m smart like that.”

“But did you figure out I wasn’t a cop?”

She looked me up and down.

“I don’t think cops wear leather jackets,” she said. “Or trousers that are quite that tight.”

“I knew I should have gone with the grey slacks and overcoat that smells of ass.”

“Would have been more inconspicuous, at least. Narcs try too hard to look cool.”

“So I don’t look like a narc or I don’t look cool?”

“It’s a fine line,” she said, eyeing me once again, “but I think you’re managing to walk it, just.”

“I’m taking that as a compliment,” I said.

“You can take it however you want it.”

I tried to think of a response, but nothing came to mind. Well, nothing that wouldn’t be deeply inappropriate, and I hadn’t known Sandy long enough to know whether that, ironically enough, would be appropriate.

“But it’s fine,” she said, breaking the silence, you can ask whatever you want. It would be a pretty dull coffee date if neither of us said anything.”

“Some of the best dates I’ve ever had were when no one said a word,” I said. I was trying to get a laugh, but immediately realised my mistake. “Sorry,” I said, “I was just joking.”

“No,” she said, seriously, “you weren’t.”

“No,” I admitted, “I wasn’t. But I was trying to make you laugh.”

“That’s alright,” she said, “we’ve all done things,” she glanced down at the table, clearly thinking of some very specific things, “there’s no judgment here.”

She reached across the table to touch my hand. I didn’t move, letting her come to me, my heart pounding at the thought of her touch, but desperate not to seem too eager. It was at this moment, I realised why it was so hard to be alone. The second anyone shows the slightest hint of affection, your nervous system goes into overdrive and acting like a normal human being becomes a monumental challenge.

Her fingers were long, her skin soft as she stroked the back of my rough hand. They reminded me of so many other hands that had touched me, that had reached out to me as I stood on stage, living the dream so many craved. But none had seemed quite so alluring as her.

“Here’s your coffee,” waited the waitress, placing two cups on the table, causing Sandy’s hand to shoot back across the table.

“Thanks,” I said, offering her a smile and she smiled back.

She was a stunning blonde in her early twenties. As so many women around here were.

“My pleasure,” she said, flashing her perfect pearly whites at me, working hard for her tip. “Can I get you anything else?” she glanced quickly at Sandy then returned her gaze back at me, certain which one of us she’d get the most action from. After all, there was no shortage of older men with younger women around these parts, and it was always the men who paid.

“No, I think we’re ok for the moment, thanks,” I said.

“Enjoy,” she said and turned and walked away, her uniform clinging to her ass, outlining her curves perfectly.

“She sure is something,” said Sandy.

“Yeah,” I said, quickly turning back to face my coffee companion, “she seems nice.”

I looked at Sandy, but she wasn’t looking at me. Instead, her head was turned, eyes following our cute waitress as she made her way to the back room.

Well done, Johnny, I thought to myself, you sure can pick ‘em.

Pick what? Shot through my mind. You just wanted some company for coffee, you’re not trying to fuck her!

“So what do you think?” she asked, turning back to face me.

She let the question hang in the air.

Did she want me to rate our waitress?

No, that couldn’t possibly be it.

“I’m not sure,” I said, trying to buy some time.

“Oh come on,” she said, her expression giving nothing away as her index finger gently traced the rim of the saucer underneath her coffee cup, “you must have some opinion?”

“Well, I –”

“Actress,” she said, “still looking for her big break.” She leaned forward in a slightly conspiratorial manner, and mock-whispered, “aren’t we all?”

She smiled and laughed slightly as she leaned back in her seat.

I let out the slightest of sighs of relief, thanking the Lord I didn’t give a number.

It would have been a high one.

“She’s probably done a couple of adverts,” she continued, “paid for some headshots, perhaps those teeth. Hopefully, she didn’t get them on layaway!”

She laughed and I laughed.

“Sorry,” she said, “that was mean.”

“It’s alright,” I said, “it was just a joke.”

“No,” she said, “it wasn’t. It’s hard to get along in this town.”

“It’s hard to get along anywhere, these days,” I said, as if I had any idea what that was like. Poor little rich boy can’t afford to live in his mansion anymore.

“I guess, but people come here with a dream, visions of making it big, becoming someone important.”

“There’s no one important in this whole town,” I said. “It’s full of actors and writers and musicians and producers and agents and managers and middle-men of every variety looking to carve out a piece of a pie for themselves. A pie, incidentally, they didn’t make. None of it’s important. Say they all disappeared today, so what? Would anyone miss them? Anyone that wasn’t making money off them, that is?”

She looked at me, unsure where I was going. I was unsure myself, but that hadn’t stopped me in the past and it wasn’t going to stop me now.

“No one would miss them. Sure, we’d miss movies for a minute, but people would entertain themselves, tell their own jokes, form their own theatres and performing troupes, entertainment would become an activity regular people were involved in, not a soulless, tasteless commodity to be consumed by either the broadest possible audience or the wealthy elites.”

I could feel my blood boiling, a sudden surge of anger and energy rising from I don’t know where.

“They’re not doctors or nurses or surgeons or dentists. They’re not even dental hygienists, for crying out loud. They’re not builders or construction workers, they’re not building us homes or repairing our roads. They’re not putting out fires or pulling babies from burning buildings, they’re not sewing us back together and making sure our bodies don’t rot from the outside in. They’re not the people slaving away at thankless menial jobs for less than a living wage, the jobs that our whole society is built upon, the ones which would see society collapse if they disappeared!

“They’re the real important people, they’re the ones who should be lauded, praised, rewarded. This,” I signalled around to the city outside, “this isn’t important, it doesn’t mean anything. This,” I said, feeling myself beginning to cool down, “this isn’t real.”

“I guess not,” she said, quietly. “But people need to dream.”

Why was I such an asshole?

I was one of the success stories. I was living the dream. I wasn’t a doctor or a fireman or a construction worker. I didn’t know how to do shit but stand on stage and pluck some fucking stings like I’m working a goddamn puppet show!

Who the fuck was I to talk about what constitutes the real world?

“I’m sorry,” I said, “I don’t… It’s just hard not to get jaded, you know? Seeing people come here with a dream, only to be chewed up and spat out by the machine, even as it gets ready to devour the next one.”

“I get it,” she said, reaching across the table and resting her hand on mine, “I really do.”

We sat there like that for a moment, her hand lingering on mine, her soft touch breathing new life into me. I felt my anger dissipate and for a moment, I felt a sense of hope, one I hadn’t felt for a long time.

It was this, I realised, I had felt during our first meeting, when she touched my arm. She had seen the path to self-destruction and had chosen to go another way. Could she see a similar path for me?

Is that where this energy was coming from? Her? Was she waking me up?

I tried to think back to the last time I had touched a woman, hell, touched anyone.

What had it been?

Weeks?

Months?

Years?

I let out a breath as it dawned on me.

I hadn’t been touched by a woman in years. Which meant I hadn’t touched a woman in years.

I hadn’t fucked a woman in years.

And now, with one comforting touch, all that repressed energy, that deep-seated need was rising to the surface once again. I felt my cock hardening under the table and it felt as if she felt it too, for she began to stroke my hand, her fingers gently tracing up over my wrist and forearm and back down, sending shivers through my body.

She must have seen the desire on my face, the need in my eyes, the powerful attraction I had for her, the one which made me feel like I was about to explode.

She slid her hand away and back across the table. I nearly screamed as she stopped touching me, my need for her touch more painful than anything I had ever felt.

She stood.

“I’m going to the restroom,” she said, her eyes locked on me, full of meaning, then walked off, leaving me at the table, a helpless mess.


Chapter Six

“Oh fuck,” she moaned as I pressed her back against the restroom wall, my lips on her neck, kissing as my hands slid up underneath her jumper and held onto her waist.

I had left it a minute before I followed her to the bathroom, counting Mississippis for what felt like hours before heading after her. My heart was racing, terrified I had gotten the wrong signal, that she hadn’t meant what I thought she had meant. It had been a long time since I’d done anything like this and there was a real possibility that time had passed. But when I tried the restroom door it was unlocked and there she was, waiting for me.

She grabbed me by the front of my t-shirt and pulled me in, closing the door behind me and pressing herself into me. My back hit the door with a thud and she fumbled with the lock with one hand as she rubbed my cock through my jeans with the other.

Once I heard the click of the lock it was as if a switch was flipped inside of me. I pushed her back, pressing her body against the wall, kissing her soft lips, feeling her tongue against mine, her body moving against me as my mouth kissed down her jaw and found her neck, her hand moving to the back of my head holding me there as her other slid under my t-shirt, feeling my body and I was suddenly thankful I hadn’t let myself go during my period of isolation.

She smelt so good and the taste of her skin, her natural flavour drove me wild. I had forgotten what it meant to be close to a woman, the power their bodies held, the scents and tastes and sounds, their beauty and the contours of their curves, all working in tandem to heighten and overload the senses.

I pushed her jumper up further, exposing her simple flowery bra, the material tucked up under her arms as she struggled with my belt buckle, bringing both hands down to tackle the oversized brass plate. I brought my lips to the skin above her breasts, kissing above her bra, feeling the patterned cup brushing against my chin as I moved further down. She moaned as I cupped both her breasts through her bra, caressing them as I kissed her once again, her hands working blindly at my belt, finally undoing it.

She made quicker work of my flies and soon my jeans were open and halfway down my legs. I groaned as I felt her fingers trace the outline of my cock, tickling the tip as she cupped me through my underwear. I honestly couldn’t remember the last time a woman had touched me like this.

“Oh fuck,” she whispered, “you’re even bigger than I expected.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked, knowing more than one woman had found my size too intimidating to manage.

“We’ll make it work,” she said, leaning forward to kiss me, pressing her breasts further into my hands, as she slid her tongue into my mouth.

I slid my hands down her slim body and deftly undid her jeans single-handedly, one of many skills I had developed in my earlier years, and slid my hand inside them.

“Oh Jesus,” she moaned as I ran my hand over her underwear. I could feel her heat through them, her wetness seeping into the material already. I teased her wet spot then began gently rubbing her clit through her underwear, causing her to gasp and her grip on my cock to tighten.

I wondered if her panties matched her bra, but then she broke my train of thought as she reached down with her free hand and grabbed me by the wrist, pulling my hand up and sliding it down into her underwear.

She let out a sharp squeak as my fingers brushed over her clit and then down between her lips. I felt her body shift as her knees buckled slightly, but my weight against hers meant she was pinned to the wall. She moaned into my neck, kissing and licking as I moved my fingers over her wet slit, then bit me as I slid two fingers into her.

I yelped in pain, the good kind, as she sucked at my neck, certain to leave a mark, sucking harder as I moved my fingers in and out of her faster, my palm rubbing against her clit and then pulled my wet fingers out of her and began moving them in small circles on her swollen bud.

Her lips broke from my neck as she uttered a small cry and I kissed her again to keep her quiet, my neck hot and throbbing from her mouth, so much so I felt I could identify each individual indentation from each one of her teeth.

She let go of my cock and slid her hand up over my torso.

“Fuck,” she said, feeling my ripped abs, “you’re in good shape for–”

“For an older guy?” I asked.

“For anyone,” she said, “Jesus!”

She slid her hand down into my boxers, the first woman to touch my cock in years. She began moving slowly, then picked up the pace, as much as my boxers would allow.

“Get them off,” she moaned, “I can’t…”

I reached down with one hand and tugged at one side, as she tugged at the other, working as a team to pull them down. They fell down to my knees and into my jeans and I sighed with relief.

“Better?” I asked, her hand rapidly working my rock-hard rock.

“Much,” she said.

She rocked her hips against my hand as I continued to finger her, her hand working smoothly on my cock.

“I,” she gasped, “I need you inside me.”

I nearly came there and then. The feeling of being desired was so fucking powerful.

“I don’t have…” I began, my logical brain wanting to use protection as my chimp brain demanded I bend her over and pump her fertile pussy full of my seed, as nature intended.

“That’s ok,” she said, “I haven’t been with anyone for a long time. Unless, you…?”

“No,” I said, “not for far too long.”

“Ok,” she said, her body shaking at my touch, “but I need you to pull out.”

“Ok,” I said.

“You can cum anywhere you want, as long as you pull out.”

“Ok,” I said, my body tensing as I tried to control myself at the thought of fucking her.

“Promise me,” she said, giving my cock a squeeze.

I moved my head back and looked her in the eye.

“I promise.”

“I believe you.”

“Turn around.”

I slipped my fingers out of her underwear, slick and warm.

“Take them off.”

“Alright,” she said, turning around, showing me her round ass in her tight jeans. I watched as she slipped her thumbs into the sides of her jeans and looked over her shoulder at me, then turned back around and pulled them down, bending over to give me a perfect view as she exposed her ass and her underwear.

“And the rest,” I said, as she stood there, jeans around her ankles, her soaked-through panties clinging to her body. She peeled them off slowly, moaning as she went, teasing me before dropping them down her legs.

“Good girl.”

She remained bent over, hands against the wall, her ass sticking out ready for me. Her lips were smooth and wet, her ass so perfect and round I just wanted to take a bite.

“Let me know if it’s too much,” I said, rubbing the tip of my cock between her lips.

“I will,” she said, gasping as I pressed the head of my cock into her.

“Oh fuck,” I growled, feeling the heat of her body on my cock, flashes of another life shooting through my mind as muscle memory took over.

“Oh god, that’s a tight fit,” she moaned as I pressed myself slightly deeper into her.

“We can stop if you want,” I said, praying that she wouldn’t want to, needing her not to.

“No, it’s fine,” she said, “just go slow.”

I moved slowly, pressing slightly deeper into her then pulling back out, working my way deeper into her, feeling her tightness on my cock, feeling her warmth gradually enveloping me.

“Slow,” she said at one point, so I slowed down.

Then.

“More.”

She moaned loudly, her knees nearly buckling as I obeyed, pressing deeper until I was fully inside her.

“Oh thank God,” she said as I held onto her hips, holding myself deep inside of her body, feeling her warmth and grip on my cock, the closest to a religious experience I had ever managed, “I don’t think I could physically take any more cock.”

“We’ll see about that,” I said, pulling my cock out of her and sliding it all the way back in. She moaned loudly, too loudly not to be heard, but I didn’t care, her pussy felt amazing, better than any pussy I could ever remember. The way she gripped me as I slid in and out of her, her heat, her wetness, it was truly glorious.

It had been so long it was as if I was fucking a woman for the first time all over again. It felt so new and exciting, and she felt so good as I moved in and out of her body that I knew I wouldn’t last long.

But from her increasing moans, neither would she.

She held onto the restroom wall with both hands as I held her by her hips, pounding her from behind, like it was the first and last piece of ass I would ever have.

I gave her everything I had with long fast strokes, watching as I disappeared inside her dripping wet pussy.

“Oh yes,” she cried, “give it all to me, I want you to ruin my fucking pussy.”

I respected the lady’s wishes and fucked her as hard I could, smashing my cock into her pussy, slapping my thighs into her ass as I pounded her from behind.

I started breathing heavily as I felt myself sweating, regretting not taking off my leather jacket at some point during the proceedings, but there was no way I was stopping for a costume change now.

She moaned and I realised she only had one hand on the restroom wall now, which was working hard to take her weight as I rammed into her with everything I had. The other was now working rapidly between her legs, fingering her clit as I gave her every inch of my cock.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “don’t stop, I’m cumming, I’m fucking cumming!” She cried out as she came, her body shaking, her pussy fluttering wildly on my cock as I continued to follow her instructions and ruin her pussy with my heaving prick, pounding away as her fingers continued to work at her clit, her body shaking as she continued to cum and cum, her warm juices coating my cock as I got closer and closer.

I kept going, tensing my body to hold back my own orgasm until she was finished then, as I promised, I pulled out of her, and worked myself as I got ready to cum.

“I’m so close,” I moaned.

“Cum for me,” she moaned, hanging onto the wall with one hand, her breathing ragged, her hair tousled, “you can put it anywhere you want.”

She went to stand, to turn around, but I put a hand on her back and she leaned back over, presenting her perfect ass and her throbbing pink pussy, dripping and throbbing and stretched out from my cock, and with a cry I came.

“Oh my god!” she cried as I came over her ass, shooting thick creamy ropes of cum all over her perfect ass, working myself quickly as I moved from side to side, coating both her cheeks, red from my slapping thighs, with long streaks of semen. “Don’t stop.”

I didn’t.

I kept cumming, my cock twitching as I continued to paint her ass, listening to her gasp as her back arched as a large load landed directly between her cheeks, glazing her spasming asshole, and then a final load up her back. Even though I was empty, I continued working myself for a few moments, draining every last aftershock of my orgasm out of my body, even though I had nothing left in my balls.

“Fuck,” she moaned, as she continued to hold herself there, her ass looking like a Jackson Pollock, “when was the last time you came?”

“Too long ago to remember,” I said.

“I believe it,” she said, panting. “I need to...”

Of course,” I said, turning around and giving her some privacy as she cleaned the thickest load I’d ever shot from her ass. After all, it was the polite thing to do.


Chapter Seven

“That’s a really nice place,” she said as we walked down the street, takeaway coffee cups in hand.

“It really is,” I agreed.

“It’s a shame we won’t ever be allowed back in there.”

“It was worth it,” I said, taking a sip of my coffee, “but on the other hand, this is some pretty good coffee.”

She hit me on the arm.

“Hey!” I shouted. “What was that for?”

“You think a cup of coffee is better than fucking me and cumming on my asshole?” Her cheeks flushed as she looked around, afraid someone might have heard.

“It’s really good coffee,” I said, holding my arm to block a reign of punches we both knew were incoming.

“Asshole,” she said.

“I’m just kidding,” I said, “that was incredible.”

“I know,” she said, then took a sip from her cup, “but this coffee though…”

We both laughed and kept on walking.

We didn’t say anything for a moment, we didn’t need to. We were both comfortable in one another’s presence, any stress or tension we’d felt, now completely drained from us.

“I didn’t realise how much tension I’d been holding on to,” I said, after a while.

“I noticed,” she said, “I was absolutely coated in your tension.” She smiled.

“Yeah,” I said, “but it was more than that. It’s not just the ejaculation, it’s more than that. The sense of touch, the connection of two people, if that makes sense?”

“Yeah,” she said, “the human element.”

“That’s exactly it,” I said, happy she had been able to put into words what I hadn’t.

“Hang on,” she said, thrusting her hand into her pocket and pulling out her phone. “Shit!”

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“I’m late for an appointment. I gotta go. Taxi!” she shouted, waving her arm in the air at one of the approaching cabs. That was one good thing about this place, there was always a cab to flag down, even if the quality was a crap shoot.

A cab pulled over to the side of the road.

“It was lovely to meet you,” she said, opening the back door of the taxi.

“Do you want to…?” I began.

“I’d love to, but right now I really need to get going. I have an audition.” She went to get in the taxi, then jumped back out and gave me a short but deeply intense kiss, then jumped back in the taxi. “Luckily, I’m now incredibly relaxed for some reason.

I stood there, breathless, watching her speed off as my cock twitched in my trousers.

“Break a leg,” I said to myself, toasting her with my coffee cup as the taxi sped off into the distance.

Despite everything I had said earlier, I was glad she was here, glad they were all here, chasing their dreams, trying to live the life they wanted rather than the one they’d had picked out for them, the one most people just seemed to fall into by accident.

Sure, not all of them would make it, hell, most of them wouldn’t even make enough to live off of.

But at least they tried.

And when they looked back at their lives from some distant point in the future, they will know that, no matter how things ended up, at one point they felt what it was like to be on the cusp of stardom, to have that sense that their life could change any minute.

They knew what it was like to actually live the dream.

After all, we all need something to aim for, some reason to live. We all need something to keep us going, to give our lives meaning and purpose.

We all need to dream.


Chapter Eight

Don’t get me wrong, I love sex.

Love it.

And reproduction is one of our primal needs, arguably the primal need. After all, what good is surviving if it all ends with you anyway? Which is why it feels so fucking good (pun very much intended).

But I’m not an addict.

I’ve been addicted to a lot of things.

Drugs.

Booze.

Fame.

But sex wasn’t one of them. I just really, really like having sex.

So why the fuck did I give it up for two years?

Good question, right?

At one point, I was a rock star. I had groupies of every possible variety throwing themselves at me, many of which were looking for more than an autograph or a selfie. So, suffice it to say, I’ve had enough sex to last the average person a lifetime. Several lifetimes, if we’re being honest.

Hey, I’m not bragging, just telling it how it is.

Copious amounts of sex comes with being a rock star, it’s just a part of the deal.

It is also the primary reason why most people start bands.

Sure, they may want to make music and get rich and tour the world playing to sell-out stadiums packed with adoring fans. And yeah, that’s great. Amazing, really. Honestly, there is nothing quite like hearing tens of thousands of people singing your own lyrics back to you as you stand on the edge of the stage, basking in the collective moment you’ve created, as the simple tune you wrote in a hotel room on a rainy Tuesday night, is transformed into a true celebration of being alive.

That’s not hyperbole. There’s no other way to explain it that really captures that feeling. Maybe someone else with a better way with words could do the job, but as far as I’m concerned, the only way to truly understand what it’s like, is to experience it.

But after all of that, after the riches and the fame and the adoration, it still all comes down to pussy.

To be clear, I’m not judging. People have done far dumber things for far less, and far, far dumber things for pussy (and I include myself in that, believe). Hell, that’s precisely why I started a band.

I started Karmic Pussy because I wanted to get laid. By one chick in particular, as a matter of fact, but that’s a story for another time…

I didn’t have sex for two years, why?

It wasn’t a conscious decision, but it also wasn’t forced upon me. I’m not some celibate monk or desperate incel (again, I hate that word). If I wanted to get laid, I could easily get laid (again, not bragging, just facts). The truth was, I wasn’t too bad with the ladies even before I was a rockstar, being rich and famous just made things easier. Even now, being a washed-up former addict, whose last hit record was measured in decades rather than years ago, that reputation still goes a long way.

Put simply. Regular people want to fuck famous people.

People shit on influencers and reality tv stars for not having a ‘real job’, yet they spend their days sitting at a fucking desk with people they despise and wake up every day praying for nuclear armageddon so they don’t have to sit in rush hour traffic for two hours.

Then they go home and watch some equally banal, brain-rotting shit which is different because it’s shit they enjoy.

Yes, some of them are inconsiderate assholes, who make life difficult for everyone else. But so is Linda in Accounting.

Fuck you, Linda.

At the end of the day, they’re living more interesting lives than most people. Or at the very least, it’s different. And they’re trying to make a success of themselves, rather than working a mid-salary office job until they earn the right to retire and die. And there are plenty of perks along the way.

For example, you would be amazed how much action someone gets for being even remotely recognisable. Honestly, it’s obscene.

If you asked me to explain why that is, I honestly couldn’t.

Possibly it has something to do with status or the idea that because you’re famous that means you’re successful and therefore a good provider and mate (Ha!), or maybe people just want to feel like they’re part of the in-crowd, one of the “special” people who appears on TV and in magazines (remember them?) or attends award shows or whatever.

Fucking a rock star is glamorous.

Until you do it, that is.

Then you start to get a sense of how broken a lot of these people are. Sure, you think you know how much they Suffer For Their Art, how their behaviour is a reaction to Intense Emotional Depths, which they need to return to constantly for their Inspiration.

It’s romantic really,

But then you actually fall into that crazy circle of self-absorbed, self-destructive narcissism and eventually you learn that it takes a special kind of damaged person to be so dedicated to achieving unimaginable levels of fame that they actually make it!

There’s a dedication and single-mindedness to it all, which in its own way is impressive, but all too often it comes with a desperate need for external validation and approval.

Ask me how I know.

This, I think, leads people to thinking that all artists need to be fucked up, tortured souls pouring their hearts out into music that couldn’t possibly exist without the suffering and chaos. And for some people, that’s true. But for most people, that’s bullshit.

Art isn’t easy, but you don’t need to be a tortured soul. That’s just something creative people came up with to justify them acting like assholes because they found a way to get away with it.

It’s my artistic process, I can’t constrain my emotional state or else my art will be afflicted.

Try telling your shift supervisor at Walmart that.

Fuck. Off.

It’s all bullshit.

Again, ask me how I know.

Where were we? Right, sex.

My two-year dry spell was completely accidental, or rather, incidental.

It was a side effect of what I was going through at the time.

I had had enough of the world, of people, of being recognised, of not being able to go anywhere or do anything without being accosted by fans or scalpers looking for my John Hancock to sell autographed memorabilia online or ‘offering’ me the ‘investment opportunity of a lifetime’.

Dude, if your ‘investment opportunity’ is such a sure thing, why are you hitting me up for money whilst I’m taking a piss?

So I just stopped going out.

It was that simple.

I had no job, no obligations. Most of the people I had considered my friends were no longer in my life either because:

	They had their own issues to deal with and I couldn’t be around that whilst focusing on my own sobriety,
	They were dead, or
	My ex-wife got them in the divorce.


That was the stinger.

When it came down to it, my friends had actually been her friends. Not that it should have come as a shock. I was a messed-up asshole. I was the guy people put up with because they had to. Sure, I was nice enough when I was sober, but that wasn’t often and even when I was you never knew when I would fall off the wagon. No one wants to live with that chaos in their life. No one with any sense chooses to sit under the sword of Damocles. So when they had to choose between her and me, it wasn’t any choice at all. Hell, if I had to choose between her and me, I’d choose her every time.

So I stayed at home, alone. I switched off my mobile phone and unplugged the landline (yes, I’m a dinosaur, sue me) and let the world pass me by.

I still had the internet, of course, but I’d never been particularly technologically gifted so it wasn’t difficult for me to avoid the dumpster fire that was social media. I only really used it for binge-watching, ordering groceries, and impulse-buying whatever toys and gadgets took my fancy at the time.

So I sat at home, with everything I needed delivered right to my doorstep.

It’s never been easier to be alone…

Now, I would be lying if I said I didn’t spend a lot of that time jacking off.

A lot.

But that was mostly at the beginning, when I was still acclimatising to the lack of human interaction. Hell, I watched so much porn I was surprised my dick didn’t catch fire from working it so often.

But, like all things, it gradually lost its charm and little by little, I just stopped. I still had urges, for sure, but I took that as an opportunity to direct them into more productive endeavours, like physical fitness.

Yes, hard as it is to believe, the former junkie got hooked on exercise. Who would have thought?

I lifted weights for an hour a day, six days a week (rest days are important, kids) and ran a few km in the afternoons (on my home treadmill, obviously). I also took up a number of hobbies best described as ‘nerdy’, but none of them really took. I just didn’t have the patience for that sort of intricate detail-oriented pastime.

That short attention span was why I was a rock guitarist, not a jazz man. A ‘three chords, no waiting’, kind of guy. I wasn’t some virtuoso playing free-form freak-outs over diminished 7th sus chords or whatever the fuck it is they do.

I rocked the fuck out.

That isn’t to say I was a bad guitarist, but I was certainly limited. I liked a certain style of music and worked to become the best at doing that as I could, to an extent at least. There’s only so much ‘dedicated practice’ you can do when you’re off your face all the time.

So, what better time to perfect my guitar playing than two years of peaceful solitude, right?

Wrong.

I didn’t touch a guitar for the first eighteen months of that time, and only sporadically for the six months after that. Even then, I never practised and I sure as hell didn’t try writing any songs. That was something I’d abandoned long before I gave up on the outside world.

But the reality was, it couldn’t last.

People need people.

It’s true. As much as we’d sometimes prefer it not to be, it is true.

We are social creatures.

We need to interact with people.

I don’t mean in that terminally-online, arguing with strangers for hours on end about shit that doesn’t matter bullshit. I mean actual human contact. Seeing them, hearing them, but more than that again.

Being in their actual presence.

It does something to us, physically. Being with people causes our brains to release hormones which we need and which can’t be replicated by digital alternatives.

That’s fucking science, bitch!

And after eighteen months of near-total isolation, I needed those fucking hormones man, needed them bad.

Which is how I met Buzz.


Chapter Nine

“Woah, you got laid.”

“Afternoon, Buzz. Nice to see you too.”

“Nice to see you, Johnny. You got laid.”

“I went for coffee,” I said, holding up my to-go cup. It had been empty for a while, but I still couldn’t bring myself to let it go just yet.

“I can’t remember the last time I went for coffee,” he said, picking up his ceramic coffee cup and bringing it to his lips, realising it was already empty, and holding it up to me. “Do you know how hard it is to get some coffee?”

“You have a wife,” I said.

“Precisely,” he said, taking once again going to take a drink from his mug, before putting it back down. “and two kids. Like, God damn, I love ‘em to bits, but sometimes you wish you’d, you know…”

He made a scissors cutting motion through the air.

I didn’t know.

Kids had never been on my radar and now it seemed they never would be.

“I just want some god-damn coffee once in a while, is that too much to ask?”

“If you want some coffee,” I said, “you’ve got to let it brew a bit first. You can’t just start chewing on raw beans and expect it to magically turn into a cup of java.”

“I know about foreplay, asshole. And I also know about asshole foreplay.”

Cute.

“I’m not talking about foreplay,” I said, leaning against the wall, “when’s the last time you took Helen out?”

“We went to McDonald’s Tuesday.”

A tension built in my temples.

“I mean on a date.”

He opened his mouth.

“Don’t you dare…”

“Alright, it’s been a while. But, I did take her to the new Italian place a few months ago. Told her she could order anything on the menu, which she took to heart let me tell you, and I got the most expensive bottle of bubbly they had.”

I looked at him.

“Ok, middle of the range, but middle-middle, not low-middle.”

“And?”

“And what? We went out, had some food, had some drinks, went back home and nothing.” He threw his hands in the air in exasperation.

Sometimes, I honestly didn’t understand how we as a species hadn’t gone extinct yet.

“If you want to get laid,” I said slowly, letting the words sink in, “you don’t take her out so you can get laid.”

“What in the living fuck are you talking about?”

“You take her out to take her out, to enjoy her company. You take her out to wine and dine her, to make her feel like you actually like her.”

“She’s my wife,” he said indignantly, as he picked up a chocolate bar from next to his empty coffee cup, “I love her.”

“Love ain’t like,” I said, “and lust ain’t love.”

“And up ain’t down and left ain’t right. You gonna get to the point?”

“The point is, you don’t take her out so you can get laid, you take her out so she can get laid.”

“I know you rock stars are into some freaky stuff,” he said, his face turning red as he pointed the chocolate bar at me, “but I’m not letting another man–”

“Jesus Christ!” I exclaimed, “You are the other man! Take your fucking wife out to dinner and treat her like a god-damn human being rather than someone you just want to fuck!”

“Did you have a stroke? Because you’re talking gibberish.”

“If you want to get laid, stop trying to get laid!”

“I’m calling an ambulance, you’ve definitely got some kind of brain clot.”

“Take her out, show her a good time, let the evening develop. Take sex off the table. Don’t consider it payback for dinner. Spending some quality time with her is reward enough.”

I watched as his face changed, realisation slowly setting in.

“Then, see where things go. Let it be her decision, rather than something she feels she is expected to do.

“If she doesn’t feel the expectation of having to fuck you, she’s more likely to actually want to fuck you.”

His face was lit up like a Christmas tree now, his sad eyes now full of hope. Then he started thinking, always a bad thing.

“But what if she doesn’t want to fuck me?”

“Then you don’t fuck and nothing has changed. But,” I added before he could go off on one, “people are complex, they need time. You can’t expect to fix everything in one go. But you also can’t expect things to magically fix themselves. Put some effort in and sooner or later things will start to change.”

“And if they don’t?”

“Then you’ve got bigger problems to deal with. But start with giving Helen some non-sexual attention and maybe,” I said, grabbing the unopened chocolate bar out of his hand, “hit the gym and cut down on the junk food.”

“That’s easy for you to say,” he said, watching as I opened the bar and snapped a block off before popping it in my mouth, “we don’t all have our own private gyms.”

“Costs nothing to eat less of this shit,” I said, tossing the bar back at him. “Now, we ready?”

“Yeah,” he said as I left the room, “foreplay’s over, asshole.”


Chapter Ten

Part of what drew me back into the real world, aside from going stir-fucking-crazy, was a desire to give back to the community.

No, seriously.

I had, despite everything, been given so much: success, money, too many second chances to count, and I wanted to give something back.

So, I did the only thing I could:

I volunteered at a soup kitchen.

Now, as rewarding as it might be to feed that homeless, that ain’t me.

I would love it to be, honest to god I would, but I don’t have the temperament for it. I’ve never been a ‘people person’. Sure, I had stage presence and could command a crowd, I could even crack a few jokes to get belligerent interviewers onside. Even when I was off my face, I could make self-destruction look good.

Or maybe that’s just what the hangers-on and sycophants wanted me to think.

Any amount of success brings with it parasites, looking to drain you any way they can. And when you’ve got a substance abuse problem?

One hundred times fuckeder.

But that was a long time ago and I was a different person, or at least trying to be. So I stuck it out at the soup kitchen, thinking that if I could keep it up for a few nights a week for a month I would get used to it and it would start to become habit-forming.

I lasted two weeks.

In my defence, I really tried.

I really wanted to make it work. I wanted to be that guy who felt helping the less fortunate in society was its own reward. And for two weeks, through gritted teeth and clenched fists, I made it work. But you get to a point in a situation like that where you realise you’re either walking out by yourself or walking out in handcuffs. That’s not a nice thing to say, but that ain’t an easy job and when you’re dealing with a lot of people with a lot of problems, you can’t take it personally.

But I could never not take things personally.

So I walked.

Sure, I left a hefty check to keep supplies fully stocked for a while, probably more than was fiscally responsible.

A farewell gesture, I told myself, not an attempt to assuage my guilt for walking out on people who really needed my help.

Yeah, right.

Which is how I ended up here, sort of.

Slick Beatz.

I was walking the streets one evening. It was dark and I was in disguise (think the classic hoodie and baseball cap combo), and I hear this absolutely fucking terrible din. Like, honest to god, it was the worst thing I’d ever heard in my life.

And I’ve been to the opera!

(Another long story).

So I look up and see the flickering neon sign, half the letters blacked out,

S ic Be z.

I don’t know why, but I walked into the place. Or at least, I tried to. The doors, predictably, were locked.

So, with a shrug of my shoulders, I left.

Now, under any normal circumstance, I wouldn’t have given it any thought at all. This place is full of sounds you’d rather not be hearing. But there was something about that sound, that place. I kept thinking about it and I didn’t know why. Eventually, I went back, in the daytime, and it was open.

Here I met a whole bunch of colourful characters, including the aforementioned Buzz. He was younger than me but looked older, he wore smart clothes but was so unkempt he looked like a hobo.

He called me a prick within the first thirty seconds of meeting me.

I knew right away he was an asshole, but my type of asshole.

Turns out he had been a pretty high-flying mixer, with awards and everything (music awards are bullshit, but they do suggest at least some level of professionalism). But burnt out with the music industry, he’d quit and eventually found himself here, recording whoever wanted to use the studio.

And when I say ‘studio’, I don’t mean some top-of-the-line, fully equipped, acoustically-deadened space, ready to cater to each and every whim a fickle and temperamental artist might have. Truth was, it was pretty shit actually.

But it was something and sometimes that’s all people need.

A little bit of something.

At first, I didn’t really do anything and no one asked me what I was doing. If anyone recognised me, no one cared. Either they didn’t expect to see someone famous in a place like this, or they figured someone famous in a place like this wasn’t worth their time. Or perhaps, I just wasn’t particularly famous anymore.

So I just hung around, being near people, appreciating the energy and creativity that they radiated. It was enlivening, refreshing. Just the act of being creative was almost enough to relight the spark within me (almost, but not quite).

Yes, I spent my days listening to some of the worst singers and musicians and spoken-word artists I’ve ever heard in my life creating some of the worst shit imaginable.

And I loved every second of it.

Sure, I could have done without the avant-garde warblings of one particularly enthusiastic patron (who seemed to relish being both out of tune and out of time), but this was real people really expressing themselves, and that means something.

It means something, because being good doesn’t make something art.

Being great doesn’t make something art.

What makes something art is creation that comes from the heart.

Now, I’m not going to say some soppy shit like “you can’t have heart without art,” but fuck it, it’s true.

Art and heart are intertwined.

Art is authentic, heartfelt, real.

Art is true self-expression.

And these lousy fuckers were expressing the fuck outta themselves.

But as time went on, I found I couldn’t take it anymore. The sounds were awful, the recordings worse. How the hell Buzz managed to sit there day after day working with this noise, I will never understand. At least I had the benefit of being tone-deaf.

I like noise.

I like chaos.

I like music that sounds like it’s the soundtrack to the apocalypse in full swing.

But Buzz was a details man. His whole career had been listening to the minutiae of music, or hearing those imperfections and clashes. His job was to identify the bad and fix it (or, in some particularly chaotic recording, to amplify it).

I wondered if Buzz was one of those people who just can sit through anything, as long as it’s part of the job. I wondered if he, unlike me, had the constitution to work regularly in a soup kitchen. And maybe he was.

But I wasn’t.

So if I was going to keep listening to this shit, at least it could be shit made with high-quality equipment.

And, as it just so happened, that I, a former rock star with more money than sense, had a whole storage unit filled to the brim with just such equipment.

“Christ,” said Buzz as I opened the locker, his eyes as wide as saucers as he gazed upon the bounty of vintage and (formerly) top-of-the-line equipment I had just lying around gathering dust. “How much did this cost?”

“You can’t put a price on love,” I said, jokingly. The cost didn’t bear thinking about, certainly for how little I had actually used any of it.

“You can,” he said, “and this is it. What are we taking?”

“All of it.”

Buzz didn’t need telling twice and soon the truck that belonged to Slick Beatz was rammed full of equipment.

Guitars.

Amps.

Pedals.

Drums.

Mixing desks.

Monitors.

Headphones.

Mics.

Stands.

Miles and miles of soundproofing and sound-dampening insulation.

Kilometres of wires and connectors and extension cables.

Box after box of weird-ass percussion instruments.

Even a god-damn didgeridoo.

Seriously.

At one point during a particularly intense chemically-assisted period, I had a grand vision for a ninety-minute epic of nothing but original didgeridoo compositions. It was going to have orchestral arrangements and weird feedback loops to create ethereal music that felt like it came from nowhere and everywhere all at once, mixed in with rhythmic drums that evoked a sense of one with the land. All of which was to be composed and recorded on a single fucking didgeridoo.

Thankfully, something else took my fancy (as tends to happen in such a state) and I dropped the idea before ever wrapping my lips around the end of that wooden phallus (you’re welcome for the imagery).

But we took it all. Well, almost all of it. Certainly, we made more than a couple of trips. But in reality, there simply wasn’t enough space in the studio for every single item, but it was easy enough to swap things out if we wanted to try something different.

Needless to say, by the time I was done, Slick Beatz had what was basically a top-of-the-line, professional-level recording studio capable of producing everything from lo-fi crust punk to slick-as-you-like shart toppers.

At least, that was the theory.

The problem was, as good as Buzz was at mixing, he didn’t know jack shit about actually recording a record or producing an artist.

Not that I was some maestro, of course. As you might have guessed, when we were recording I couldn’t care less about any of that bollocks. All I wanted to do was go in, rock out for a bit, give the bare minimum level of professional recording, then leave the rest to whoever.

And remember, this was in the days of analogue recording. If you wanted to comp the best bits of multiple takes into one, you had to do that by hand. You literally had to cut and paste bits of tape together until you got what you wanted.

I shudder to think how much of people’s time and how much of the band’s money I wasted because I was too wasted to be a god-damn professional in the studio and do my fucking job.

That they made it work was incredible, it really was. Listening back some years later, I was amazed at how professional they had made my high-ass sound. Honestly, I wasn’t 100% sure it actually was me playing on the record. It isn’t unheard of for labels to hire professional musicians to do the actual recording (or sometimes, have them backstage, actually playing it live!), so they might very well have gotten someone else to re-record my parts. But I knew at least some of me was on there. A part of what makes art great is the mistakes, and there were plenty on that record, let me tell you. There were certainly more than a couple of signature licks and customary dropped notes to give the listener the full Johnny Fuknukel Experience.

So I hardly learnt shit from that, although just being around that enough will ensure you pick up at least something by osmosis, even if you don’t realise it. But everything I learned from recording (which was, admittedly, not much) came after the band broke up.

That is, ironically enough, when I really got into the recording process. After the band broke up, I spent a lot of time recording by myself.

A lot.

I have countless hours of tapes and digital recordings in boxes of some of the most god-awful trash you could imagine. Soulless, tuneless warbling over a discordant symphony of feedback and detuned loops.

Whatever songwriting ability I had in the early days of Karmic Pussy had well and truly deserted me. Maybe it was the stress and strain of the break-up of the band and the personal relationships along with it. Perhaps it was a subconscious rejection of pop music and the commercialisation of art, inspiring me to create something that could never be popular or commercially successful. Or maybe it was because I was always loaded.

That might have had something to do with it.

But there were some definite upsides. Even though the end product was little more than noise, it was deliberate noise, which I achieved by ‘experimenting’ with sounds and recording methods. I spent a lot of time learning how to make awful music and, completely by accident, learnt how to make music that didn’t sound quite so awful.

I started by doing the opposite of everything I had tried to do during that time. I knew what created the bad sounds, so using that knowledge and the little I had gleaned from previous recording sessions, I was able to reverse-engineer it and develop some actual recording and engineering knowledge.

I still didn’t know shit about the technical side of it or why it worked, but I knew where to put a mic to get a certain sound or how to create (and subsequently avoid) certain feedback and room disturbances.

As I said, I wasn’t great, but it was certainly an improvement on what came before, so that was something. And I’d be lying if I said helping people bring the exact sounds they heard in their head to life, or at least getting as close to it as possible, wasn’t rewarding, I would be a lying sack of shit.

I mean, I am.

But not about that.

Honestly, I could have stayed there doing that for the rest of my life, free of charge. I truly felt I had found my calling. This was what I was put here on God’s green earth to do. This was how I could make a positive contribution to the world.

But the tax man had other ideas.


Chapter Eleven

“Johnny Fuknukel!”

“Hey Bobby, what’s up?”

He was happy, deliriously so, which meant I was fucked.

There were only two possibilities.

One, whatever he’d been planning had fallen through and he was calling to tell me I was well and truly bent over a giant barrel of lube, none of which was for my ass.

Or two, he’d been successful and whatever scheme he had cooked up was going to make me (and by extension, him) an absolute metric fuckton of money. But that would just be the cherry on the top because he could only be that gleeful if he knew it was going to strike me right through the fucking heart.

And he knew I couldn’t turn it down.

“Guess who came through for you, as always?”

I’ll pick shitty possibility number two, Gary.

“You do, Bobby,” I said, not having the energy to draw this out, “so what have you got for me?”

“The opportunity of a lifetime, my friend, the opportunity of a fucking lifetime.”

My friend.

I was so fucked I must have had my own cock up my ass.

“Great,” I said, desperately trying to rip the band-aid off, “what is it?”

“Come down to my office, it’s something we need to discuss in person.”

“Can’t you just tell me?”

“I’ll tell you as soon as you get here. It might not be what you’re expecting, but it comes with a big fat paycheck.”

“I don’t care about the money,” I lied.

“Your type never do,” he said, frustration building in his voice, “‘til you owe more than you could make in five lifetimes.” He sighed. “Trust me,” he continued, calmer now, “we can make this work.”

“I’m telling you now, Bobby,” I said, seriously, “I’m not doing porn…”

“It’s not porn,” he said.

“I’m serious, if I get down there and you start pitching me adult movies, so help me god…”

“It’s not porn,” he insisted, “honest.” He paused and I could hear him grinning down the line. “It’s much better than that.”

Completely and utterly fucked.

***

“What do you know about Clarissa Lovegood?”

“The pop singer?”

“That’s right,” said Bobby, leaning back in his chair and pointing a short, thick finger at me, “the pop singer. Not a pop singer, the pop singer.”

“Alright.”

“The fucking hottest property in the fucking world right now.”

I get it,” I said, “but I don’t pay much attention to modern music.”

“Well you fucking should,” he said, “that’s how you stay relevant.”

“I’m not a trend chaser,” I said, “I’m not looking to duet with flavours of the month or release a record that’s ‘hot right now’.”

“Of course you’re not,” he said, laughing, “no one gives a fuck about you anymore. But Clarissa? Well…” He pressed a button on the laptop sitting on his desk and turned it to face me.

On the screen was a video, the quality shaky, clearly taken from a camera phone held by someone in the audience.

All I could tell you about Clarissa Lovegood was that she started out, as most pop singers do, singing cheesy ballads about falling in love forever or how the first heartbreak breaks the hardest. She’d also had, if I recalled correctly, a catchy, if incredibly generic “girl power” song, which seemed to dominate everything for a few weeks before it.

I put the ‘woo’,

In woo-man.

Don’t need a man.

To know who I am.

It, like the rest of that disposable music, was quickly forgotten, replaced by the next mass-market tune with an easy-to-singalong chorus.

But this wasn’t the Clarissa Lovegood I was seeing now.

The beat was dirty, grimy, driven by a distorted bass line over an old-school hip-hop beat that had been given a trap make-over. A clash of the old school and the new.

As I watched the woman on stage, I wasn’t even sure it was Clarissa Lovegood.

She looked older, more mature. She was only in her mid-twenties, but she seemed to have the confidence of an older woman. Her long blonde hair was straight, swaying as she moved, her body toned in that way only dedicated time at the gym can do. The bright colours and streetwear stylings that had made her so popular when she started out were gone, replaced by a skin-tight dress with tassels around the hem that rode all the way up to her ass, making her legs look like they ran for miles. She strutted across the stage in ridiculously tall stiletto heels, sparkly of course, and out across a platform which extended out into the crowd.

“What is this?” I asked.

Keep watching,” Bobby replied.

Fans were screaming all around her as she stood there, microphone in hand, singing a tune that seemed familiar but I couldn’t quite place.

Then she sang the hook.

I’ll give it all up

I’ll be your lil slut,

I’ll do those things you like

If you fuck, fuck, fuck me

Right, all night.

She spun on her heels and slut dropped, her dress riding up over her ass, flashing her underwear to the world, the crowd going wild as she turned to face them and dropped to her knees, her back arched, crawling seductively along the platform, microphone in hand. She rolled onto her back, knees bent, and thrust her hips into the air in time to the music, then laid her ass on the floor and stretched out one leg, lifting into the air as the crowd went even wilder.

The music cut out, except for a single synth carrying the melody, but at a slower tempo.

I’ll give it all up

She sang softly.

I’ll be your lil slut,

Her voice, breathy.

I’ll do those things you like

She held the last note, dragging it out, showing off her full vocal abilities as she went up and down the scale, each note dripping with sexuality.

The note echoed through the stadium as she rolled onto her front, the crowd buzzing with anticipation as she left them there, waiting, desperate.

She sang softly,

If you fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck me

Then again.

If you fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck me

Louder this time, a four-to-the-floor kick drum pattern building.

If you fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck me

Louder again, the audience clapping along as they chanted along with her.

She let out a moan, orgasmic almost, as she began humping the stage.

If you fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck me

The crowd chanted, as she got to her feet.

If you fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck me

They bellowed as she held out the mic to them.

If you fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck me

She joined in again.

If you fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck me

The music stopped for a second before confetti cannons exploded all along the stage, throwing coloured glitter into the air as the music came back in louder than ever as she planted her feet, bending over as she she sang at the top of her lungs, filling every note with pure sexuality and need,

If you fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck me

She threw her head back and bellowed out the last line,

Right, all night!

She held the last world, again holding the note, letting it soar over the throbbing beat, then moved along the stage, dancing, gyrating, moving from one member of her band to another, lifting the chin of her female bass player and kissing her long and slow, the audience exploding as they watched on the giant screens that covered the stage.

They both smiled as she continued to move along the stage, moving with the confidence of a woman unchained.

I am woman, hear me roar.

The laptop slammed shut.

“That’s enough of that shit,” said Bobby, slamming the laptop shut and dragging it back to him. “So,” he said, a shit-eating grin plastered all over his face, “what do you think?”

I think I preferred watching her over seeing his ugly mug, but decided to keep that one to myself.

“About what?”

“What the fuck do you mean ‘about what?’ About her!” He threw his hands in the air, as if I had missed the most obvious thing in the world. “Except for the fact that she is one hundred percent fuckable.” His grin widened.

“She can sing,” I said, a hint of surprise in my voice.

He laughed.

“Of course she can fucking sing, she’s a fucking pop singer!”

We both knew that wasn’t a deal-breaker for being a pop star, but I decided to let it slide. Clearly, he wanted something else from me.

“Alright,” I said, giving up, “I have no idea what you want from me. Do you want me to go on tour with her, or what?”

Bobby laughed. Hard.

“Jesus Christ,” he said, “you tryin’ to kill me? Who he fuck is gonna want to pay to see both Clarissa Lovegood and Johnny Fuknukel? That Venn diagram is a pair of tits, and one is much bigger than the other. And you, my friend, despite rumours to the contrary, aren’t the biggest tit in town.”

“I don’t have time for games,” I said, standing.

“Alright, alright, Jesus Christ, sit your ass down,” he said.

I stared at him for a moment. He seemed serious, so I sat down.

“Fucking divas, every last one of ‘em,” he said to himself, as if I had already left. “Alright, look,” he pushed the laptop to one side and planted his elbows on the desk, “Clarissa Lovegood is one of the biggest pop stars of the moment. And, as you might have noticed from the video, she has transitioned from singing shitty twee pop ditties into full-blown ‘I’m a fully autonomous woman who fucking loves to get fucked.”

“I noticed,” I said.

“So did the rest of the world, who are keenly awaiting her next album. Which is where you come in.”

I stared at him blankly for a moment, waiting for him to explain, but he didn’t. He always made you work for it.

“Me?”

“That’s right,” he said, pointing his stumpy finger at me, “She. Wants. You.” He leaned back in his chair, grinning.

“Why me?”

“Who the fuck knows? Apparently, she’s a huge fan of Karmic Pussy and wants to meet with you to work on her next album.” He waggled his eyebrows.

“Work how?”

“She needs someone to get her fuckin’ coffee during takes, what do you think? She wants you to write her some fuckin’ songs!”

I’d written some songs and given them to other people in the past, some of which had even been moderately successful, but this was something else.

“I appreciate you setting this up, however you did,” I said, “but this isn’t my style. I can’t write something like that, I wouldn’t know where to begin.”

“Of course not,” he said grinning, “you’re a fucking dinosaur.”

I was in my early forties and a good decade younger than him, but people age differently when their face is part of their product.

“So, what?”

“Get this, right,” he said leaning forward, conspiratorially, “she wants to write a rock record.” He leaned back and laughed.

“A rock record?”

“Yep,” he said. “Apparently, she’s looking for the next album to be completely different from what came before. It’s her thing, apparently, never going over the same ground more than once.”

“Surely she’s surrounded by a team of songwriters who can craft those with her?” I asked, trying to make sense of it.

“Oh, absolutely,” he said, “her liner notes read like a god-damn phonebook there’s so many contributors listed. But for this she just wants you.” He puts a hand up to silence me.

“I don’t understand it either, but she does. She loves Karmic Pussy and she loves you. Lucky for you, you’ve reached the golden age where your career is becoming nostalgia bait for this new generation of intellectually-devoid fuckwits, and they’re all aping that moody, muddied-up guitar noise rock shit you were pumping out back in the day.

“So I guess you add a sense of legitimacy to the project, a chance for her to completely break out of the ‘manufactured pop sweetheart’ box once and for all.”

“Seems like she’s doing a good enough job of that by herself,” I said, images of her toned, contorting body flashing in my mind.

“It’s easy to go from pop princess to sultry slut,” he said, “believe me. It’s something else again to gain respect as an artist.”

“Look,” I said as soothingly as I could, “I appreciate the offer, but I don’t think this is going to work out.”

“I understand,” he said, his voice level, “you’re a washed-up former addict who hasn’t written a song, let alone a hit song, for longer than some of these new artists have been alive.”

“I wouldn’t put it quite like that…”

“But here’s the thing, no one cares. No one is asking you to write a hit song. They just want you to go and work with her, and if it works out great. If not, thank you for your time, here’s your compensation.”

He picked up a pen and scribbled on a notepad, then ripped off the page and slid it towards me.

He’d written down a number.

A big number.

“That’s just for turning up. Then there’s a bonus for each song you write together and another bonus if it ends up getting released.”

A really big number.

“Of course, you’ll get royalties for sales and streaming.”

“I thought there wasn’t any money in music anymore?”

“There isn’t,” he said, “not for the likes of you. Not normally at least. But there’s still plenty for the big fish. True, not as much as there used to be, but still more than enough to last most people several lifetimes. And you, my friend, are about to be living inside one of the biggest fish in the music pond.”

“I’ll have to think about it,” I said, folding the piece of paper and putting it in my pocket.

“Take all the time you need,” he said, “ but not too much.”

“Thanks,” I said, honestly, possibly for the first time to him, “I appreciate it.”

“That’s what managers are for,” he said, “we create new opportunities and clean up the shit and we do it with a smile.”

He flashed all his expensive teeth at me.

I offered a small smile back and headed for the door.

“Oh and Johnny,” he shouted as I was about to close the door. I looked back into the room. “Opportunities like this don’t come along, certainly not for people like us. Once this door closes, it won’t open again. Just, keep that in mind.”


Chapter Twelve

“Have a great day.”

“Thank you,” I said, smiling at Bobby’s assistant, “you too.”

She smiled back at me, a row of perfect teeth. She was blonde, in her early twenties, with huge tits. Just like every other assistant he’d ever had.

“Oh, sorry, Mr Fuknukel?” she called out as I was about to leave the building.

I turned around and looked at her.

She was fucking stunning.

She reminded me a bit of Clarissa Lovegood, if Clarissa Lovegood had taken an administrative job instead of becoming a pop star. I wasn’t sure if that was a coincidence or if I was seeing the resemblance because I wanted to see it.

“Did I forget something?” I asked, one foot out of the door.

“Oh, nothing like that,” she said, “I’m sorry to ask, but I was wondering if maybe I could get an autograph?”

“Uh, yeah, sure thing,” I said walking back to her desk.

Normally I didn’t like giving autographs, but for some reason I was happy to do it for her.

She smiled again.

“I grew up listening to your records,” she said beaming.

“That’s great,” I said, “always happy to meet a fan.”

She smiled wider and I was sure she had unbuttoned the top of her shirt at least once more since I arrived for my meeting. Her cleavage was far more ample than I remember. And I would have remembered.

Catching myself, my eyes shot up from her breasts to her face. She had clearly seen me staring, but seemed not to mind.

“Sorry,” I said, “who would you like me to make it out to?”

“Denise,” she said.

“Hi Denise,” I said, as I picked up the pen from the visitor’s signing-in book, “nice to meet you.”

“Oh no,” she said, “Denise is my mother. She’s a big fan, she played your records all the time.”

“Which is how you know them,” I said, the words falling out of my mouth like seeds dropping onto a plate.

She looked sheepish and I felt foolish.

Of course it was for her mother.

“But I’m also a fan,” she said, trying to pick up the mood again. “a big fan. I had such a crush on…” she trailed off. “Sorry, that’s, never mind.”

Her cheeks flushed slightly and her breasts rose as she took a deep breath.

“Shit,” I said to myself.

She looked up at me.

“Pen doesn’t work,” I said, scribbling once more on the paper to make sure.

“No problem, Mr Fuknukel,” she said, standing from her chair, “there’s plenty in the storage room. I’ll go get you one.”

“Please,” I said, “call me Johnny.”

“I’ll just get you one, Johnny,” she said.

I watched as she walked towards the storage room, her ass hugged tightly in her skirt, her heels, slightly-too-high to be sensible but perfect for accentuating her toned legs, clicked on the floor.

She turned effortlessly on her heels and leaned back against the door.

“I’m Candy,” she said, smiling as she walked backwards and disappeared into the room.

“I bet you are,” I muttered under my breath.

For a moment I thought she might want me to follow her into there, but that was madness. The last thing I wanted was a sexual harassment lawsuit right before I was supposed to work with the hottest artist in town.

I’ll give it all up

I’ll be your lil slut,

I’ll do those things you like

If you fuck, fuck, fuck me

Right, all night.

The words ran through my mind, heating my blood and sending it straight to my cock. I don’t know what had woken me up, but ever since meeting Sandy at that meeting it was as though my body was on fire. I was desperate to fuck all the time. Which was clearly clouding my senses and making me see things that weren’t there.

Like sexy blonde assistants inviting me into storage cupboards for illicit rendezvous.

“I’m so sorry,” she said, opening the door to the storage cupboard, “but someone seems to have put the pens on the top shelf where I can’t reach and with these,” she stuck out her leg and twirled her heeled foot, “it’s not safe to be using climbing equipment.”

“Do you want me to…?”

“If you wouldn’t mind, Johnny?”

“My pleasure,” I said.

“I’ll be right here,” she said, “waiting.”

With that she let the door slip from her hand and I watched as it closed.

***

I knew it was a bad idea, but I did it anyway.

I walked into the storage cupboard, half-hoping to find her on her way to being naked, waiting for me to take her as she bent over the photocopier or whatever it was they had in there.

But she was fully dressed, waiting primly in the middle of the room, hands folded in front of her.

“Where are these elusive pens?” I asked as the door closed behind me.

“Up there,” she said, looking to the top shelf.

“No problem,” said, stepping on the footstool and reaching up to get them. I had no idea why anyone would put pens so high up, or why she couldn’t have just taken her shoes off and stood on the ladder herself.

But I soon got my answer.

“Here you go,” I said, stepping off the stool and turning to her.

“Thank you,” she said.

She was much closer than I had expected, standing right in front of me, the box of pens the only thing separating our bodies.

“You know,” she said, holding onto the box of pens but making no effort to move away, “I always wanted to meet you, to show you how much your music meant to me. How much it still means to me.”

“That’s nice,” I said, “but there’s really no need. Just knowing someone is enjoying the music is thanks en–”

My words were muffled as she pressed her lips against mine, the force of her body moving towards me knocking the box of pens out of my hands and scattering them across the floor. As she continued pressing into me, I stepped back, my back pressed into the shelving units as her warm tongue pressed into my mouth.

She raised her leg to my hip and she gasped as I grabbed her thigh, pulling her body closer to me, feeling her rubbing herself against me, one hand in my hair, the other up my t-shirt, as my free hand moved to her ass.

“Oh Johnny,” she moaned, “I’ve wanted to do this for so long.”

Then she broke off.

She stood there, breasts rising and falling as she breathed deeply, her lipstick smeared, most of it now on my face, in all likelihood.

“I’m sorry,” I said, “that was unprofessional.”

But before I could make a move to leave she dropped to her knees.

“What are you doing?” I asked, knowing full well what she was doing.

“We don’t have much time,” she said, “and I wouldn’t want to leave such a distinguished guest less than thoroughly satisfied.”

She looked up at me as she undid my belt, throwing it open before unbuttoning my flies and pulling my jeans down to my ankles.

“Oh my god,” she said, her fingers stroking my hard cock through my boxers, “it’s so big.” She looked up at me, smiling. “I knew it would be.”

She pulled down my boxers and gave a little start as it swung free and slapped her gently across the cheek.

“Sorry,” I said.

“Never apologise,” she said, taking hold of my cock and slapping it against her cheek again, “not for this.” She smiled and looked at my cock, stroking it slowly as she licked her lips. I could already tell the tip was wet with precum and I moaned as she ran her tongue along it, licking up a fresh drop.

“Mmm,” she moaned, stroking me faster as she continued to lick the tip of my cock, tongue swirling around it, then taking it in between her lips and sucking it as her hand pumped my shaft.

She pressed her lips down further, taking more of my cock into her mouth, her warm hole enveloping me, lubricating me with her hot, wet saliva.

“Oh god,” I moaned as she slid her lips up and down my cock, her hand pumping the bottom of my shaft, her other hand reaching underneath and caressing my balls.

“Jennifer,” she said, gasping as she let my cock slip from her lips, “my name is Jennifer.”

“Oh god, Jennifer,” I said, “you’re so good at that.”

“Thanks,” she said, “I know.”

I moaned again as she took my cock in her mouth again, sliding her lips down it as far as she could until the tip was pressed into the back of her throat. I felt her swallowing, her muscles massaging me as both hands continued to work my shaft and balls.

She began to bob her head, sucking hard on my cock and as I looked down at her, it was as if I was watching Clarissa Lovegood sucking my cock.

I’ll give it all up

I’ll be your lil slut,

I’ll do those things you like

If you fuck, fuck, fuck me

Right, all night.

I wanted to grab her hair, to fuck her mouth like I owned it, fucking her until I came down her throat. But she was at work and the last thing I wanted to do was mess up her hair as well as her makeup.

I looked down and she looked up at me, her mascara running as she took my cock as deep in her mouth as she could, entirely focused on pleasuring me.

She was so good and soon I was on the edge. I’d never been much of a quick finisher, but after such a long dry spell, who could blame me?

“Oh Jennifer,” I moaned, watching as she slid her beautiful, plump lips up and down my cock, “I’m going to cum.” She moaned, pressing my cock into her, as if begging me to cum in her mouth, bobbing her head faster, pressing me deeper into her throat.

“Oh fuck, I’m cumming,” I growled.

She moaned as I started to cum, pressing my cock into the back of her throat, the muscles contracting and massaging me as she eagerly swallowed my cum, her hands still working as I pumped thick load after load down her throat as my cock violently twitched. She kept going, swallowing every drop as she drained my balls, desperate for every last drop, until, sensing I was spent, she let my cock fall from her mouth.

“Fuck, that was amazing,” I said, leaning back against the shelving unit, watching as she continued to kneel in front of me, her lips wet. She ran her pink tongue over them and lifted my cock with two delicate fingers and proceeded to slowly lick me clean. “Really fucking amazing.”

“We work hard to ensure our clients are fully satisfied with the services we provide. Would you say you were fully satisfied?”

“Fully,” I agreed, pulling my boxers and jeans up as she stood and straightened her blouse. “Although, I’ve always preferred to work on a reciprocal basis. There’s something inherently satisfying about knowing both parties have been adequately compensated for their contribution.”

“That’s very sweet,” she said, stroking my face, “but sometimes there simply isn’t time for both parties to be satisfied. Sometimes it’s up to one party to satisfy the other, then find satisfaction by themselves later.”

She kissed me softly on the lips and turned and left the storage cupboard, leaving me standing there, completely satisfied.

***

I wiped my face with the back of my hand, getting as much lipstick off my face as possible and left the cupboard.

Jennifer wasn’t at her desk. Presumably, she had gone to the washroom to sort out her make-up.

I ripped a piece of paper from the top of the notepad lying there, then popped back into the storage room to pick up one of the pens. Part of me expected to find the floor clean, the pens still on the shelf. Part of me didn’t think it could be real.

But there they were, scattered across the floor. So I picked one up and headed back to her desk, where I wrote a note for Denise, giving it my best John Hancock. Then, I wrote another note, this one for Jennifer.

This one didn’t have my signature, but it did have my phone number.

I had no idea if she was actually into me or if it was all part of the service, but I suspected it was the former. You can fake a lot of things, but you can’t fake that look. I put the pen on the desk and left the office, wondering if she was waiting for me to leave before resuming my station.

About that, I had no idea, but what I did know is that I needed to fully utilise that fresh post-nut clarity to make one of the biggest decisions of my life.


Chapter Thirteen

“You got laid, again?!”

“Can we focus on the matter at hand, please?”

“No, we cannot. Can I get another? Thanks.”

The passing waitress gave him a half-smile. I leaned back in the booth.

The Meaty Mouthful was hardly fine dining, but they had burgers and fries and all that good stuff that clogs up your arteries, plus it was close to the studio.

Buzz turned to me and took a bite of his cheeseburger.

“So,” he said masticating, “you gonna tell me about it?”

“I most definitely am not,” I said, picking at what was left of my fries.

“Come on,” he said, pleadingly, “I’m trying to live vicariously through you here.”

“Maybe you should focus on your own stuff and then you wouldn’t need to.”

He waved a hand dismissively.

“We’re going out Tuesday. Some place downtown she’s wanted to try forever. Fancy as balls. And I don’t mean the ones you dance in. If that don’t get her gushing in her seat, I don’t know what will.”

I looked at him hard for a moment.

“Right, right,” he said, sceptically, “wine her, dine her, but do not sixty-nine her.”

“Unless…?”

“Unless she initiates. Like that’s ever gonna fucking happen. So who was it this time?”

“How do you even know?”

“You know how gay people can tell when other people are gay?”

I did not like where this was going.

“You mean ‘gardar’?”

“Right, right,” he said, stuffing a couple of fries into his mouth, “well I got laidar.”

“Laidar?”

“That’s right,” he said, pointing at me, “when you haven’t gotten laid for a long fuckin’ time, it gets to a point where you can sense the lack of sexual frustration in others, it’s ridiculous.”

“I completely agree,” I said.

“It’s like, my guys,” he signals to his balls, “they turn into tiny divining rods.”

“Your balls know when I’ve gotten laid?”

“When you put it like that it sounds stupid,” he said, “but I’m telling you, I can tell!”

“I’ve never been able to tell.”

“Because you’re always getting laid.”

“I can assure you, I’m not,” I said, thinking back to the last two sex-free years, which were now seeming more and more like wasted time.

“Alright,” he said, “we’ll just say for the sake of argument that’s true, it isn’t, but we can say it is.”

“That’s very generous of you.”

“Right, there’s a difference between you and me.”

“There’s so many differences between you and me.”

“Right, and one of ‘em is that you can get laid whenever you want.”

“Here’s your drink,” said the waitress, smiling at me as she put his cup down.

“Thanks, darlin’,” he said, watching her ass as she walked away.

“See what I mean?” he said, slapping his hand gently on the table, “if you wanted, you could be balls deep in that fine piece of ass in ten minutes.”

“I could not,” I said, wondering if that was something I might want to explore.

“Bullshit,” he said, taking a long drink of coke, “you could be porking her behind the dumpster before I finish my burger.” He let out a loud burp.

“It’s hard to believe you’re struggling to get laid.”

“The point is,” he said, “if you’re not having sex, it’s because you choose not to have it. You’re not like us poor schmucks, practically begging for crumbs like a dog at the table.”

“Really hard to believe.”

“At this point,” he continued, oblivious to what I said, “I’d happily take a handjob, fucking handjob, sans lube. She can even read a book at the same time, if she wants. Those e-readers are light enough to manage with one hand for a few minutes. Hell, feeling like this, thirty seconds would do!”

“Can we get back to the matter at hand?” I asked, instantly regretting my choice of phrasing. “I didn’t bring you to dinner to hear about handjobs and your psychic taint.”

“It ain’t my taint,” he said, “it’s my balls, my guys. And what else is there to discuss? Take the fuckin’ money and run!”

***

It wasn’t about the money.

It’s never about the money.

It’s what the money represents.

At least, that’s what I kept telling myself.

I’d been a lot of things in my life, rich, poor, super successful, an epic fuckup, wasted, washed up, but never had I been a sell-out.

I’d done a lot of things to make a lot of money, but always on my own terms. There were so many opportunities I turned down because ‘I’m not a fucking sell out, maaan!’, so many sponsorships and endorsements and opportunities to stick our names on everything from Karmic Pussy toys (excuse me, collectable action figures) to Karmic Pussy Vibrators.

I turned them all down, we all did.

That was the one thing we all agreed on, it was all about the music. None of which, incidentally, was ever licensed for commercials to help sell other people’s shit either. But that was at a time when the music industry had more cash than they knew what to do with, and you still made a killing, even with the label robbing you blind!

But times had changed, which meant people’s priorities changed. I hated to admit it, but for the first time in my life I needed to chase the money. I don’t want to say it was beneath me. People do far worse jobs for far less out of a much greater sense of necessity. This was money for old rope, and I was the rope. So whilst it makes me seem like a massive dick to say this sort of thing was beneath me, it really was.

I was an artist.

I was a real musician.

She was a pop singer.

She didn’t write shit.

Don’t get me wrong, I had no problem writing songs for other people. Or, to be more specific, writing songs and giving them to other people to play. Those songs meant something, even if I wasn’t the one who ended up playing them. They came from a real place. And if I wasn’t going to play them, then someone else might as well.

But this?

This was something different.

I wasn’t giving her my songs, hell, I wasn’t even selling them to her.

I was selling myself.

My legitimacy.

My integrity.

I wasn’t wanted because I was the best songwriter in the world (I was never deluded enough to think that, even at the height of my mania) and I wasn’t wanted because I was the best songwriter for her.

I was wanted because of what I represented.

As lame as it sounds, I was a respected figure in The Rock World. Not by anyone who knew me, of course. But in the larger world of rock, I was somewhat of a cult figure, a true rock and roll god who lived fast, somehow didn’t die young, and did whatever the fuck he wanted.

I was The Real Deal.

And you can’t put a price on that.

Except, she could, and did.

A big fucking price at that.

And God knows, I needed the money.

I guess at some point you have to realise that we live in a world where compromise is necessary, where you have to allow your self-imposed rule to bend a little before they break you entirely.

Integrity don’t keep me warm and safe.

It wasn’t pretty, but I knew I was at that point.

I had made so much money so early on in my life that I was able to spend a significant chunk of it just doing whatever I wanted.

No Gods, no Masters.

But now that had all but evaporated, I had to actually work for a living and the only kind of work I could actually manage with any level of competence, was writing and playing music.

Sure, I could have gone on a solo tour (in theory, at least), but that would have taken far too long to set up and I didn’t have that sort of time. Even if I had the time, there was no guarantee Johnny Fuknukel was a name anyone cared about anymore.

This was my only real option.

And, if I was being really honest with myself, I didn’t even have that much of a problem with the work. Clarissa clearly seemed unafraid to push the boundaries of her career and take somewhat relatively risky chances, so I wasn’t too concerned she was going to make me write something out of my comfort zone.

So what was the problem?

Good question.

The problem was I was afraid she was going to ask me to do precisely what I had always done. And no, I wasn’t afraid of retreading old ground or repeating things I had done before, creatively speaking. The problem was, I was afraid that I wouldn’t be able to write anything at all, or worse, write a bunch of songs, only for them to be shit.

It’s one thing to write songs with a pop singer and have them released.

It’s something else to write songs with a pop singer and have them not be released.

And it’s something else entirely to write songs with a pop singer, have them released, and see them flop.

That was what I was most concerned about.

If I couldn’t write with Clarissa, I could live with that. Not everyone can work with everyone. There is a chemistry that is needed and there’s no telling when that might fizzle out. Even the greatest writing duos of all time have eventually grown apart and done their own thing.

The one thing you done was yesterday.

Even if we did some work together and got some songs but didn’t make the album, I could live with that. There are plenty of great songs left on the cutting room floor because they didn’t fit the overall vibe of a record.

But if we wrote a record together and released it and it turned out to be shit?

I don’t think I could live with that.

Not that commercial success has ever meant anything to me, but to be seen to be not only compromised but washed up? That was not something I wanted to experience again.

The last Karmic Pussy album was not well received.

At all.

And even though it has now gained somewhat of a cult following, I think it’s pretty safe to say that it’s trash. The band was falling apart, our relationships were falling apart, and we were all so off our faces that it was amazing that we managed to get anything done at all. So it was no surprise that when it finally came out, it was eviscerated by the press.

It didn’t hurt them that it fit the narrative they had created for us, perfectly.

Safe to say, that stung. Or it would have, if I wasn’t constantly numbing myself with whatever I could find. Or perhaps that was one of the reasons I was numbing myself.

Or maybe that was just a convenient excuse.

The point is, it’s one thing to release a bad album as a strung-out junkie in a dysfunctional band. It’s quite another to do so sober, with the full weight of the musical-industrial complex working to make you a success.

I could handle being dismissed as a washed-up junkie, because at least there’s a mitigating factor there. But to release a bad record without any excuses? To prove to the world that you’ve no longer got what it takes?

I didn’t know if I could handle that.

But I also knew I couldn’t handle losing everything I had because I was too much of a chickenshit to swallow my pride and do what was necessary.


Chapter Fourteen

“I knew you weren’t a total fucking moron. Sort of.”

“Thanks, Bobby,” I said, “you really know how to keep the talent happy.”

“Ha!” he exclaimed in a short, sharp burst, “you should be kissing my feet for this. Hell, you should be deep-throating my big fucking toe.”

I tried not to gag at the visual.

“So what’s next?” I asked, looking to move the conversation forward.

“They’ll call you.”

“Don’t you have to tell them I accepted?”

There was a pause. Just a second, but it was there.

“You fucking–”

“I knew you’d see sense.”

“You told them I’d do it before I agreed?”

“Of course! That’s what I’m here for, to make sure you don’t fuck up your career, what’s left of it anyway.”

“What if I’d said no?”

“Then this would have been the least of your problems.”

“What do you mean?” I said, my stomach sinking.

“Look, Johnny, I got a lot of fingers in a lot of assholes.”

“What does that even mean?”

“It means word gets around. Besides, it doesn’t take a genius to figure out when someone you haven’t spoken to for a decade reaches out looking for work, that they’re broke as all fuck. You know,” he said, calming down, “the industry moves slowly, but opportunities like this come and go in a fucking second. If I’d waited a week or two, they might have dropped the idea entirely and gone in some other direction. Some direction where you, and incidentally, I, don’t get paid.”

He was right.

I’d done it myself.

I’d get this idea into my head for a record, design all these grand plans for songs and tours, elaborate stage shows and giant orchestral arrangements and all of that jazz and then forget about it the next day. True, I was high as a kite most of the time, but that sort of fickleness is rife throughout the industry.

“Alright,” I said, “I guess I’ll just sit around with my thumb up my ass and wait to be summoned.”

“That’s the spirit,” he said, and hung up the phone.


Chapter Fifteen

I don’t care what you think of me,

I’m living fast and I’m living free,

I don’t want to waste life as a poser,

My whole life’s a fucking rollercoaster!

“They’re pretty good.”

“Yeah.”

It’d been two days since I’d spoken to Bobby and still no one had contacted me. I tried not to think too much about what that meant. Nothing probably. As he said, the industry moves slow and with a star as big as Clarissa Lovegood, there was no way she was sitting by the phone waiting for the green light to call and gush all over me.

She was probably at a photoshoot or a premiere in some high-end gown halfway around the world, revealing enough flesh to be plastered all over the tabloids, or whatever the modern-day equivalent is. The point was, she had far more important things to think about than me.

Do what I want and do what I like,

Don’t give a fuck if it’s ladylike,

I like to fight and I like to fuck,

I like to fight and I like to fuuuuuuuuck!

I couldn’t remember the last time I’d heard two people make so much noise.

“Cute as hell, too.”

“We’re professionals, Buzz,” I said. “We don’t objectify the clients.”

“You’re right,” he said, “sorry.” I looked at him, surprised. He was focused intently on the computer screen in front of him. “But I still totally would.”

I shook my head, knowing it was a losing battle.

He wasn’t wrong though, they were cute as hell.

They were a musical duo, both of whom looked as if they were in their early twenties. The singer was pale, with jet-black hair. She was slim and not too tall, making the guitar she was hammering away at look comically large.

I’m not a lady,

Give me that D,

I’m not a lady,

Suck on this pussy!

The drummer was Japanese. She too was petite, but her hair was long, blonde with streaks of bright pink running through it. A really girly-girl image. But she could pound those drums like it was nobody’s business, her hair swinging wildly as she put her entire body into it.

I’m not a lady,

Give me that D,

I’ve got a pretty face,

Sit on it please,

Needless to say, their music wasn’t exactly sophisticated. The drumming and guitar parts were very simple, but they were loud and it worked, an expression of energy and desire and life.

I’m not a lady,

Give me that pu-pu-pussy,

Give me that D, D, D

Give me that pu-pu-pussy,

Give me that D, D, D

Give me that,

Give me that,

Give me that, UGH!

She let out a loud, violent grunt to end the track, somewhere between aggressive and orgasmic and I couldn’t pretend my cock didn’t react.

“How was that?” she said casually, her sharp breaths into the microphone sounding like she’d just cum.

“Great,” said Buzz, “hang on a second. There’s someone I’d like you to meet.”

Buzz winked at me and got out of his seat and I followed him out of the mixing area and into the recording space.

I was late this morning. I hadn’t been sleeping well the last couple of nights. Too many dreams. Not the good kind.

“The Ladies I’d like you to meet Johnny Fuknukel,” said Buzz, indicating from them to me. “Johnny Fuknukel, I’d like you to meet The Ladies.” He swung his arm back the other way, indicating to the two women standing in front of him. They were just as beautiful close-up, their faces shiny and cheeks pink from the exertion of playing.

They were exactly the sort of women I’d fallen for the hardest, and the ones I had the hardest time quitting.

“Nice to meet you,” I said, reminding myself I was both older and wiser (yeah, right), “but apologies for my associate here. I’m sure The Ladies have names?”

I gave Buzz a withering stare.

To my surprise, the Japanese drummer started giggling uncontrollably. Then the pale guitarist joined in.

Then Buzz started belly laughing.

I stood there, looking from one to the other, feeling like I’d missed an in-joke.

“Sorry,” said the guitarist, as she somewhat recovered, “that’s our band name, The Ladies.”

“Oh,” I said, feeling foolish.

“Tell them why,” said Buzz, bent over, breathing hard.

“Because,” said the cute Japanese one, “everyone wants to see The Ladies.”

The three of them burst into hysterics once again and I couldn't help but join in. It was lame as fuck, but when you’re that cute and that loud, you can get away with a lot.

Finally, after we had all recovered, it was time for actual introductions.

“I’m Rose,” said the guitarist, “and this,” she said, indicating to her companion, “ is Yoko.”

She gave a curt bow and a big smile and I was thankful I was twice her age, otherwise I would have immediately fallen head over heels in love.

“Nice to meet you,” I said, holding out my hand to Rose, “I’m Johnny,” and then to Yoko. Their hands were small and soft, and felt giant in my grip. “That was really good.”

“Thanks,” said Rose, “that was one of Yoko’s.” She laughed softly. “Yeah,” she continued, as Buzz and I shared a sideways glance, “we get that a lot.”

I looked at Yoko, whose cheeks were bright red now, her eyes firmly locked onto her shoes, battered red Converse.

I’m not a lady,

Give me that D,

I’ve got a pretty face,

Sit on it please.

“It’s really good,” I said again, hoping to relax her.

“It’s just a silly song,” she said.

“I tried to get her to sing it,” said Rose.

“No,” said Yoko, shocked at the very idea, “I could never.”

“But it’s ok for me to sing it?”

“It’s different,” she said.

“Why? Because I’m a slut?”

“No!” said Yoko firmly. “Well, maybe.”

Rose looked at her for a second, stunned. Then she smiled and Yoko started laughing and Rose started laughing.

“I’ll give you something to laugh about,” said Rose, grabbing Yoko and tickling her, ignoring her friend’s protests as she tried to get away.

“Please stop,” she cried through fits of laughter.

“Not until you admit,” said Rose, her voice ragged as she struggled to keep hold of Yoko, “that’ you’re as big a slut as I am.”

“OH GOD NO!” cried Yoko, her arms pressed tightly against her sides, Rose’s fingers buried deep between them.

“Say it,” said Rose, “say it.”

“Ok, ok,” gasped Yoko.

“Ok, what?”

“I’m as big a slut as – ahh! I’m as big a slut as you. Please, please.”

Rose relented, sliding her hands from underneath Yoko’s arms, both women, laughing breathlessly.

“Yeah you are,” said Rose, wrapping her arm around Yoko’s waist and pulling her tightly to her side, “that’s why I fucking love you.”

For a moment, I thought they were going to make out, and I couldn’t say part of me didn’t want to see that.

A big part.

A big, throbbing part hardening between my legs.

But in the end, she just gave her a small peck on the lips and turned to face us.

They were huffing and smiling contentedly, Yoko resting her head on Rose’s shoulder.

“So,” said Rose, “what’s next?”

“I, uhh, think next,” said Buzz, his face similarly red, “is lunch.”

***

“Oh my gosh, I love her!”

“She’s alright,” said Rose, “for a pop singer.”

“Well, it’s not official yet,” I said, signalling for them to keep their voices down, “in fact, no one,” I glared at Buzz, “should have mentioned it. I don’t know if it will even happen yet.”

“What is she like?” asked Yoko, as if she hadn’t been paying the slightest bit of attention.

“I haven’t met her,” I said.

“Oh.” Yoko frowned.

“Yet,” added Buzz.

Yoko’s face lit up.

“And I don’t know if I will,” I said, “I’ve no idea how things will work. She might just want me to send her some demos or flesh out some ideas she has. We might never be in the same room.”

“But you might be!” said Yoko.

“Yeah,” said Buzz, looking at me, “you might be.”

I could tell what he was thinking, because that’s what he was always thinking.

Yes, I might be in the same room as her.

No, I wasn’t going to try to fuck her.

I’d been down that path before and knew it led nowhere good.

This was to be an entirely work-focused, professional working relationship.

It had to be.

“Double bacon double cheeseburger, all the topping, double fries?”

“Yoko raised her hand slightly, smiling slightly. I got the sense she was embarrassed by the enormous burger and accompanying pile of fries piled high next to it.

“Burger and fries, regular?”

“Yes please,” said Rose, adding “thank you,” as the waitress put down her food.

“And again?” said the waitress.

“That’s me, thanks,” I said.

“And chicken burger, side salad.”

We all looked at Buzz as he sheepishly accepted the plate.

“I’m on a diet,” he said to me. “Your idea.”

“I didn’t think you ever listened to me,” I said, stunned.

“Well, I’m not,” said Yoko, picking up her burger that was nearly the size of her head.

I was wondering how she was planning on eating it, but she was clearly experienced at tackling such meaty monsters because she squeezed the top and bottom of the burger and, almost unhinging her jaw, sunk her teeth into the whole thing.

She mmm’d with delight as she savoured the burger, eyes closed as she chewed.

“So,” I said, deciding to move the conversation forward before Buzz could comment on how much meat she could fit in her mouth, “how did you two meet?”

Yoko mumbled something as she tried to stuff a couple of fries into her already full mouth, so her words were completely unintelligible.

“At college,” said Rose. “Yoko was studying economics and I was studying architecture.”

“Cool,” I said.

I had no knowledge of college myself, having spent my formative years in the back of a van, but I’d heard a lot about what college life was like and it sounded a lot like being on the road; drinking, parties, and casual sex, interrupted by long stretches of boredom. I had no idea if it was true, but I hoped it was.

“At least you’ve got something to fall back on,” I added.

“We dropped out after the first year to form a band,” said Rose.

“Oh.”

“My parents were pissed to say the least. But that’s nothing to what Yoko’s were like. But fuck it, you only live once.”

I liked her attitude, it was the same one I had had at that age, but that sort of thinking only got you so far.

“That’s why we’re recording,” she continued. “We’d be graduating this summer.”

“We want to drop our first album on graduation day,” said Yoko, her mouth less full of meat. Then she took another bite.

“Kind of a right of passage,” said Rose, “to signal we don’t have any regrets, you know?”

“That doesn’t leave you much time,” I said.

“It won’t take us long,” said Rose, “there’s only two of us and we’re not looking for perfection. Our imperfections are our charms.”

They must have had a lot of imperfections, I thought, because they had a lot of charm.

“Plus we haven’t got any money to spend too long in the studio,” said Yoko.

“That too,” said Rose.

“Well,” I said, “limited resources and creative thinking have produced some of the greatest moments in popular culture. Imagine Jaws if you saw the shark every time.”

“What’s Jaws?” asked Yoko, suddenly making me feel incredibly old.

“Never mind,” I said, “the point is, passion and talent trump money every time.”

I took a bite of my burger, trying not to think whether or not I really believed that.

***

The guitar screeched as Rose gave two final muted strums of the guitar as Yoko slammed her drumsticks against two cymbals in quick succession before reaching up and grabbing them to cut the sound.

“Nice one,” I said, over the intercom.

“Can we do another?” asked Rose, “I think I’ve got a better one in me.”

“I don’t think we’ve got time,” I said, “but we might be able to get one more…”

“Oh shit,” said Buzz, looking at his watch then rushing around the room, “I’ve got to get outta here.”

“Got a hot date tonight?” asked Rose.

“No,” said Buzz as he put his jacket on, “just my wife.” He stopped as he realised the two women were staring at him, mouths agape. “I didn’t mean it like that,” he stammered, “it’s just – it’s a long story.”

He grabbed his bag and headed for the door.

“You mind locking up tonight?” he asked, throwing me the keys.

“Yeah,” I said, “no problem.”

“Thanks,” he said and disappeared out of the door.

“Does that mean we’re not doing another one?” asked Yoko.

I considered it, but the truth was I was exhausted and my head was thumping. They’d been playing for hours and seemed fine, but then they were at that stage of life where you felt invincible.

“I think we’re better off waiting,” I said, sitting at the computer, saving the file and labelling some of the tracks. “We’ve got a load of great takes, so I’ll just comp them here for you and you can have a listen, then tomorrow we can see if we want to move on?”

“Alright,” said Yoko, sadly.

Fuck.

“Alright,” I said, “just one more. My life doesn’t revolve around you two, you know.”


Chapter Sixteen

“I made pancakes!”

I watched from my kitchen table through bleary eyes, as Yoko danced around my kitchen, wearing nothing but one of my old t-shirts.

It wasn’t what it looked like, I swear.

“Yoko loves pancakes,” said Rose as she walked into the kitchen through the doorway behind me, giving me a kiss on the cheek before going over and hugging Yoko from behind, nuzzling her neck as Yoko continued to make pancakes.

Rose too, was also wearing nothing but one of my old t-shirts.

It really wasn’t what it looked like.

We had gotten out of the studio late.

Very late.

‘Just one more’ had turned into another ‘just one more’ and another and another, until it was the middle of the night.

Locking up the studio, I had asked if they had far to go.

They did.

I asked if they knew how they were getting there.

“We’ll find a way.”

Right…

“Where do you live?” I’d asked.

They’d told me.

There are good parts of town and bad parts of town. Then there were drug-den warzone parts of town where rent is cheap and life is cheaper.

That’s where they lived.

“It’s fine,” Yoko had said calmly, “you just keep the doors locked and stay away from the windows.”

“Why windows?” I’d asked.

“Bullets,” said Rose, feeling no further explanation was needed, even though it really felt like there should be.

Needless to say, I couldn’t in good conscience leave them on the streets alone as they made their way to an urban warzone. Not when I had plenty of space in my God-damn mansion.

Sure, an ageing former rock star inviting a couple of female musicians in their early twenties to stay the night in his mansion, where he lived alone, wasn’t exactly shy of red flags, but it was better than the alternative. At least, that’s what I told myself.

“I’m trying to cook!” protested Yoko, half-complaining, half-giggling.

“So am I,” said Rose, her hands resting on Yoko’s slim hips.

Yoko let out a soft moan as Rose buried her face deeper in the crook of her neck.

“I’ll spank you now!” said Yoko, holding up the spatula she had been flipping the pancakes with.

“Yes please,” muttered Rose, wiggling her ass, even though I was the one person in a position to see, her hands sliding around to the front of Yoko, as Yoko’s ass ground into Rose’s crotch.

“Ahh!” shouted Yoko, “I’m burning them!”

Rose, knowing when she was about to cross the line, gave Yoko a final kiss on the neck and backed off, walking over and taking the seat opposite me at the kitchen table.

I had plenty of spare rooms, so I had offered The Ladies one of them for the evening. I was preparing a whole ‘you don’t have to if you don’t want to, I want you to feel comfortable and safe’ speech, but they jumped at the chance, and at me, giving me a big hug, seemingly equally excited about not having to travel as much as staying in a rock star’s crib (do people say ‘crib,’ anymore?).

So we walked back to my place and I carried Rose’s guitar, as we chatted about the sessions, which had gone pretty well. They were raw and energetic and it really fed into the simplicity of the music. When you have that sort of passion, you don’t need fancy arrangements or note-perfect recordings. Often, it strips away what was special about the music in the first place.

“Jesus,” said Rose as we walked up the driveway, “you live here? Alone?”

A pang of guilt hit me.

This place was ostentatious and grand and spacious.

And empty.

I had never intended for it to be that way.

Friends.

Family.

Partners.

Lovers.

Musicians.

Writers.

Artists.

Collaborators of every hue.

I had intended it to be not only my home, but a creative workspace, the hub of a new cultural revolution. I wanted to create a space where creative types could flourish, living and working together, free of the constraints of the modern world.

I wanted to create my own personal Bohemia. Dylan’s Greenwich Village, Bowie’s Berlin, The Beatles’ Abbey Road, all rolled into one. I wanted to capture lightning in a bottle and let it loose in my home. And that’s exactly what happened.

You can imagine how well that went.

“This is crazy, isn’t it?” said Rose.

“Mmm hmm,” said Yoko, eyes barely open, already dead on her feet.

“I’ll show you the room now,” I said, quickly clarifying with, “your room.”

I took them up to one of the spare rooms. The double bed was already made and there were clean towels and toiletries there (creative types aren’t necessarily the best when it comes to personal hygiene, so I always kept supplies topped up).

The only thing I didn’t have was anything for them to sleep in, the assumption being that either people would bring their own things, or would be the kind of people who were happy enough not to wear anything at all.

But I didn’t think I could ask these two women to sleep in my house naked. Talk about a red flag. I’d offered them individual rooms (I had plenty), but they preferred to stay together, which I completely understood.

I left them to their own devices and got them some old clothes of mine that I thought might be sufficiently comfortable to sleep in. When I got back, Yoko was in the shower, so I gave the clothes to Rose and left them to it.

I wasn’t sure I’d be able to sleep. It was the first time people had been in my house for a long time and I thought it might cause me some worries. But in the end, I slept like a log.

“Sleep well? I asked as I held the coffee I’d made myself.

“We slept great, eventually.” Rose smiled and Yoko giggled to herself. I tried not to imagine what happened between ‘going to bed’ and ‘going to sleep’.

I’ve got a pretty face,

Sit on it please.

“Sorry,” I said, moving to get up, “I forgot to ask if you wanted some coffee.”

“It’s fine,” she said, standing up, “I’ll make it.”

“Alright,” I said, sitting back down.

She stood there, looking at me, my oversized t-shirt hanging down her body. I noticed for the first time how large her breasts were compared to her body, and how hard her nipples were, poking against the t-shirt.

“Where is it?” she asked.

“It’s on the counter,” I said.

“Thanks,” she smiled and made her way to the coffee machine.

As she walked, I couldn’t help but notice her thighs as my t-shirt swayed at the top of them, just covering her ass. She had nice thighs, juicy, but not overly so. The type that were perfectly suited for wrapping around your head.

Fuck.

Do not go there.

The last thing I needed was to be that guy.

They were my guests for the evening, nothing more.

And the morning, technically.

But nothing more.

“A little help?”

I got up and walked past Yoko who was now frying bacon as a stack of pancakes sat in a second frying pan, keeping warm.

She thought of everything.

“It’s a little complicated,” I said.

“I’m afraid I’m going to press the wrong button and send us all to Mars,” said Rose.

“I’d like to go to Mars!” said Yoko.

“You just need to…” I began, waiting for Rose to move to the side, but she didn’t. So I moved in closer, leaning over her as I pressed this button and pulled that lever, opened the hatch and dropped the pod in, then pressed a few more buttons and quickly put a cup underneath to actually catch the coffee!

We stood there, neither of us moving as we watched the coffee fill the white cup.

I could feel the heat of her body, the softness of her skin as her arm brushed against mine as we watched and waited. She smelled so good that I thought I was losing my mind. I stepped away and returned to my seat holding on to my hot coffee cup, hoping the heat of the cup would distract me from the heat in my loins.

“Pancakes!” declared Yoko, placing a large stack of perfectly cooked pancakes in front of me, with bacon piled onto the side.

“These look amaz-” I began.

“Uh uh,” she said, holding up a finger, before picking up a bottle of syrup from the table and pouring it over the stack, her fingers working the bottle, easing out the sticky liquid, her eyes focused on the task at hand.

“Ta-da!” she said.

“Woo,” said Rose, clapping as she waited for the second cup of coffee to fill up.

Yoko smiled brightly, sucking a stray drop of syrup from her finger, then turned on her heels, moving to get the rest of the pancakes.

“Whoops,” she said, dropping a fork onto the floor. As she bent over, my t-shirt rose up the back of her long, slim legs, giving just the slightest flash of her underwear. I looked away immediately, but the damage had been done.

Fuck.

“Looks so tasty, right?”

I looked up and saw Rose looking at me, a wry smile on her face. I had quickly looked away from Yoko, but evidently not quickly enough.

“Delicious,” I said, picking up my knife and fork and examining the pancakes as if my life depended on it.

“The pancakes look good, too,” she added, shattering any hope I had that she hadn’t caught me staring.

“Right,” said Yoko, placing down a plate in front of Rose and one in front of the empty seat next to her, before sitting herself down.

I sat, waiting patiently, the smell of the pancakes driving an incredible hunger in me. At least, I told myself it was that type of hunger.

“Let’s eat.”

Rose was already cutting her pancakes and had a chunk in her mouth before Yoko had finished the short sentence.

“Wow,” said Yoko, watching Rose savour the pancake, her eyes closed, “you’re so greedy!”

Rose let out a long, pleasurable moan.

“These are amazing.”

“Mmm,” said Yoko, as she took her first bite.

“They’re really good,” I said, my mouth full of syrupy pancakes and crispy bacon, as I tried to ignore what was happening in my trousers beneath the table, the women’s moans of pleasure making that much harder, in every sense of the word!

I hadn’t had people in my house for the longest time and certainly not people who wanted to be there or be around me, so this was a nice change. I was afraid it might be uncomfortable, but it felt like they had always been here.

As we sat there and ate our pancakes (truly delicious, by the way!) Rose and Yoko talked relentlessly. How they also managed to devour the stacks of pancakes in front of them, I’ll never know. Yet somehow they managed to do both without letting me get a word in edgewise!

Not that I wanted to. I sort of drifted off, letting their vibrancy and sounds of life wash over me, basking, I suppose, in the communal experience I had been without for so long. As with all things you’ve not done for a while, it was a strange feeling, a mixture of both the familiar and unfamiliar. It was like doing something for the first time for the second time, which doesn’t make sense, but feelings often don’t. But as I sat there, having breakfast with two women I hardly knew, it sort of felt, right?

I know there was no reason for it to feel that way, but there was something about having them there in my house, about them specifically, that put me at ease. It wasn’t difficult or awkward. There were no expectations of anyone, no awkward morning-after conversations, just three people comfortable in their own company.

It had been a long time since I’d experienced something like that and it wasn’t something I wanted to end, but all things must pass.

Or so I thought.


Chapter Seventeen

“Are they wearing the same clothes as yesterday?”

“I didn’t take you for a man with an eye for fashion,” I said, intentionally watching The Ladies as they ran through one of their tracks as a warm-up.

“I have an eye for them,” he said.

There was a moment of silence, then he looked up at me from his seat in front of the mixer console.

“Did you…?”

“No,” I said, sharply.

“Did you?”

“No.”

I could feel his eyes burning into me, his laidar working overtime as he tried to piece the puzzle together.

“But something happened,” he said, a statement not a question.

“Nothing happened,” I said, offering Rose a brief smile as we locked eyes. I tried to ignore him, waiting for him to get the hint, but I knew he wasn’t going to let this go.

“They stayed the night,” I said.

“I knew it!” he said, “I fucking knew it!”

“Nothing happened,” I said again. “It was late when we finished here, they had no way to get home, so I let them stay in one of my spare rooms.”

“How convenient…”

“There’s nothing convenient about it,” I said, images of homemade pancakes being made just for me popping into my mind, “it was the right thing to do.”

“No arguments from me,” he said, adjusting some of the sliders and knobs on the board. Watching him work was like magic. He heard music in a way I didn’t, keenly observing frequencies crashing at the margins, becoming muddy as too many sounds competed for the same space in the mix. I could do that, to an extent, but nothing like him. More than that, he knew how to fix it, working very deliberately to cut here and boost there, sidechaining when necessary so that everything sat just right.

“It was a one-time thing,” I said, “it won’t happen again.”

“Sure thing,” he said.

“I’m serious.”

“I’m sure you are.”

“How was that?” asked Rose, breathing heavily, the song finished.

“Great,” I said.

“Really good,” said Buzz, “want to run it once more? For real this time?”

Rose looked at Yoko who nodded.

“Sure,” she said, “we could do it again.”

***

Yoko was sitting on a rug in the middle of the floor, legs crossed and eyes closed as she plucked at an acoustic guitar. It was far more technically complex than anything I’d ever been able to play and a far cry from the simple songs of The Ladies.

“She’s so good, isn’t she?” asked Rose softly, as she curled up into me.

“Uh, yeah,” I said, swallowing hard, trying to play it cool.

This had never been the plan.

She leaned her head against my shoulder and snuggled into me. I could smell her shampoo, fruity and feminine. It had been a long time since I had been with someone like this. No, I’d never been with someone like this. I didn’t even know what this was.

I closed my eyes and tried to focus on Yoko’s playing. Technically, she was excellent, every note was perfect. It was the exact opposite of my sloppy, who-gives-a-fuck style, but it was exactly what the evening called for.

I’d had that guitar for a long time. It was my first proper acoustic guitar, one I had before Karmic Pussy were famous and we had money for all the instruments and kit we could dream of, before the vintage ’56 strats and custom-made Les Pauls. Truthfully, it was a piece of shit. The tone sucked, there were dents and scratches all over it and no matter what I did, the damn thing would not stay in tune.

But in Yoko’s hands, it sounded immaculate.

Rose yawned softly on my shoulder, which caused me to yawn. Even Yoko, seemingly completely focused on the music, let out a slight yawn.

It had been a long day, after all.

We’d gone over time in the studio again. Not by much, but by enough that Buzz was practically rushing us out the front door so he could lock up, although he was quite vague about why.

So there we were, Rose, Yoko, and I, ready to go our separate ways for the evening. But something felt off. It felt like they didn’t want to leave. They didn’t say as much, but it was just a feeling I got. Truthfully, I didn’t much want them leaving either. It didn’t feel safe, didn’t feel right.

“Do you want to stay with me?”

I don’t know how it came up, whether it was me being a gentleman or them dropping hints, but I immediately regretted it.

“Just while you’re recording?” I’d added for clarity. “You don’t have to…”

“Yes!” cried Yoko, cutting my rushed sentence off.

“Oh, can we?” asked Rose, nervously.

“Of course,” I said, “if you want to.”

“We do!” cried Yoko, throwing her arms around me. “It’s so much nicer than our place.”

“I think that goes without saying,” said Rose, “but thank you.”

“No problem,” I said, “after all I’ve got the room and it’s easier than travelling all that way every day. But obviously, I don’t want you to feel like I’m pressuring – oof!”

I gasped as Yoko squeezed me even tighter, her petite frame belying her strength, doubtless built from years of drumming.

“No, it’s perfect,” said Rose, “but we do need to get some of our stuff.”

The studio van was parked around the back. I had a spare key for emergencies, so we hopped in the front and drove across town. I had thought it might be nice to get my car (one of my cars), but the last thing I wanted was to draw more attention to ourselves than necessary.

I wasn’t looking to get carjacked.

“Alright,” I said as we pulled outside their apartment block in a less-than-desirable part of the less-than-desirable-part of town, “it’s only going to be a few days, a couple of weeks at most, so no need to go overboard. But also try not to forget anything as I’d rather not drive all the way back for a hairbrush or whatever.”

“Ok,” said Yoko.

“We’ll be as quick as we can,” said Rose, giving me a quick peck on the cheek as she got out of the van.

***

Two hours later they ran up to the van banging on the window, excitedly. I jolted awake (claims I screamed like a girl are completely unsubstantiated).

I unlocked the van doors and got out of the van.

“Hope we weren’t too long,” said Yoko, as she heaved at a suitcase almost as big as she was, towards the back of the van.

“Not at all,” I said, glancing up at the moon in the cloudless sky.

I grabbed her suitcase and nearly threw my back out getting it into the van.

“Careful,” she said, concern in her voice.

“You can’t be throwing things around like that at your age,” said Rose. I looked at her, her face completely innocent, except for that glint in her eye.

“I can manage just fine,” I said, picking up her suitcase and putting it in the back, in a less gung-ho manner.

“Right,” I said, slamming the door closed, “let’s get out of here.”

“But that’s just the first bag,” said Yoko.

I looked at her, trying to work out whether or not she was joking.

“We couldn’t bring them all down at once,” said Rose, as if it was obvious they would need multiple bags.

“You said to pack for a few days,” said Yoko.

“I did,” I confirmed.

“Only what we need,” said Rose.

“Right.”

“Well, this is what we need.”

***

I had wanted to offer to help, if just to speed up the process but I really felt uneasy about leaving the van unattended. There was no guarantee it would be here by the time I got back down.

Two trips later, they were finished and we were finally back in the van and on the way home.

***

“Are you ok?” asked Yoko.

“Fine,” I said, holding onto both my knees as I gasped for breath, having lugged both suitcases into the house, a shoe of bravado I was now regretting.

“Ok, cool,” said Rose, “we’ll take these up to our room and get settled in.”

Our room.

They had been here for one night – a temporary arrangement – yet they were already thinking of it as their room.

I watched as they rushed up the grand staircase and disappeared out of sight, leaving the suitcases downstairs.

By ‘these’ she had meant the two small backpacks she and Yoko had carried into the house.

“Don’t worry,” I said to myself, picking up the bags and making my way towards the stairs, “I’ll bring your bags to your room.”

Even though I said it sarcastically, the words felt right, your room.

“Here you go,” I said, pushing the door to their room with my shoulder, dragging the suitcases behind me, “sorry it took so – oh shit!”

I went to turn quickly, suitcase handles still in my hand, knocking them into the doorframe then tripping over them and sending myself crashing to the floor.

“Sorry,” I said, facing away from the door, “ I didn’t know you were…”

“It’s fine,” said Rose, “they’re just tits. Besides, you can’t even see them. Need a hand?”

“I’m alright, thanks,” I said, getting to my feet, averting my eyes as she bent over and picked up one of the suitcases.

“Give me a hand with these?”

“Alright,” I said, picking up the other suitcase and waiting a moment before taking it into her room.

I thought she might have made some effort to put her shirt back on, but nope. There she was, still in her bra dragging a heavy-ass suitcase into the room, her big-ass titties bouncing from the exertion.

She dragged the suitcase to one side of the bed, so I went to the other.

“Thanks,” she said, hands on her hips, chest rising and falling as she caught her breath, “just need to unpack now, but that can wait ‘til later.”

From the en-suite, we could hear Yoko singing. From doing backing vocals in the studio, I knew she could definitely sing, but in the privacy of the shower, she was cutting loose, going more for vibes than perfect pitch.

Rose and I both started to laugh, her bent-over body giving me a perfect view of her cleavage.

“Well, I’ll let you both get settled in,” I said, rapidly heading for the door, my head swimming with inappropriate thoughts.

“John,” said Rose, as I was halfway out the door. I stopped and turned to her. “Thank you.”

“My pleasure,” I said. “Goodnight.”

She smiled as I closed the door, an image which lingered in my mind as I made my way back downstairs.

***

“Can we join you?”

“Of course,” I said, surprised to see them. It was late and had been a long day, so I had fully expected them to go straight to sleep, which is something I should have done as well.

Instead, I was sitting on the sofa downstairs by myself, just taking a breather, decompressing after a long day.

“This is such a pretty guitar,” said Yoko, admiring my shitty acoustic hanging on the wall. Her fingers were stroking the air in front of it, eager to touch, but afraid to do so.

“Go ahead,” I said, knowing she wanted to give it a go.

She took it off the wall as Rose dropped onto the other side of the sofa. She was fully clothed this time, but it was clear she wasn’t wearing a bra under her red-checkered button-up pyjama top, which strained against her breasts even as the rest hung loosely on her slim body.

She curled up, leaning against the armrest, pulling her feet underneath her ass, her legs covered by matching checkered trousers.

Yoko settled in the middle of the room, sitting on the rug.

It was an unusual sight to see, but as she started playing, it seemed to make sense, as if being closer to the floor allowed her to channel some energy from deep within the earth. Not that I believed in anything like that.

But watching her there, almost made me change my mind.

She was wearing a muted-gold pyjama set, with a slightly-too-small top which hugged her slender figure and showed off her flat stomach, and to my surprise, her navel piercing. Her breasts were clearly smaller than Rose’s, but they were very perky and suited her frame.

Her legs, as I’d seen at breakfast, were long and slim and as she settled in the middle of the room, her gold shorts rode up, clinging to her body.

She began to tune the guitar by ear, her blonde and pink hair flowing over the front and side of the instrument. She let out an annoyed grunt and swung her hair over one shoulder, away from the strings. Quickly, the instrument was in tune and she began picking expertly.

“She has perfect pitch,” whispered Rose, “even if it didn’t sound like it in the shower.”

She smiled and laughed softly, as did I.

Yoko cast an annoyed glance and Rose looked down at her knees, sufficiently scolded.

As Yoko continued to play, Rose began to fidget, trying to get comfortable. I couldn’t blame her. This sofa had been one of my impulse buys, more form over function. It wasn’t particularly comfortable, but it looked good and cost far too much than I could ever admit, so I kept it.

Eventually, she gave up trying to get comfortable on the sofa, deciding instead to use me as a pillow.

I didn’t mind at all, but it was really beginning to send my mind places it didn’t want to do. Tomorrow, I decided, I would have to set some ground rules, for me as much as them. This situation, for example, was not at all acceptable.

At least, from tomorrow.

That decided, I tried to concentrate on the music, not on the woman playing it, nor on the woman using my shoulder as a pillow.

You can imagine how well that went.

A while later, Yoko finished playing and Rose clapped gently, causing Yoko to blush.

“You’re a really talented guitarist,” I said.

“Wow, ok,” said Rose.

“I didn’t mean it like that,” I said.

“I know,” she said, “I’m just teasing. Yoko is far better than me.”

“I’m really not…” said Yoko.

“We both know it’s true, sweetie,” said Rose as she got up off the couch, her pj bottoms showing off her juicy ass as she walked over and wrapped her arms loosely around Yoko’s waist, “you know I love how talented you are with your fingers.” She bent over, pulling her pj bottoms tighter around her curves, and kissed Yoko, who moaned softly, nearly dropping the guitar as she succumbed to Rose’s lips.

“I’m going to bed, goodnight,” I said, getting up quickly, the sight of them doing things to my body that I really could do without.

“Goodnight,” they both said, eyes fixed on one another as I hung up the guitar and left them to it.


Chapter Eighteen

Fuck.

My skin turned red as I showered, hoping the hot water would wash away my thoughts.

It had been obvious from the start that Inviting them to stay was a bad idea, but it was quickly becoming apparent that it was, in fact, a terrible idea.

I grunted as I scrubbed my body thoroughly, a soapy lather building on my skin as the hot water ran down my body and splashed off the tip of my cock, which was hard enough to split ice cubes.

I desperately wanted to jerk off whilst thinking about the two of them in order to release the tension that had built up inside of me. But it felt wrong. They were my guests and it felt disrespectful to get myself off in the shower whilst thinking of them making out downstairs, their clothing being removed one item at a time, until they were both completely naked, laying on the ground, their bodies entwined, kissing, licking, touching one another, Yoko on her back, Rose on top of her, climbing up her body as Yoko littered small kisses against her skin until Rose turned and sat on her face, moaning softly as she filled Yoko’s mouth with her wet pussy, her hands exploring her Japanese lover’s slender body as she leaned forward and buried her face between those slim legs, lapping at Yoko’s warm slit, both women moaning with pleasure as they got one another off, building closer and closer until –

Fuck.

I got out of the shower and rubbed my body vigorously as I dried myself, then wrapped it around my waist, tucking my cock into the top.

I walked into the bedroom and pulled the towel off. My cock bounced like it was full of springs and I began to dry myself one final time, trying to think about anything other than The Ladies.

Then I tossed the towel back into the bathroom and got into bed.

I’d always slept naked, it just felt more natural. But after a while, I knew I wasn’t getting much sleep tonight. I tossed and turned, but I was so fucking horny I knew I had to jerk off to something.

That’s when I thought of her.

Clarissa Lovegood.

The images of her on stage, moving, grinding, teasing, begging to be fucked was just too perfect. I didn’t even care that I would be working with her, that I might have to look her in the eye knowing I’d jerked off imagining what it would be like to be inside her, if she worked that body as well in bed as she did on stage. I wanted to know if she lived up to her sexually explicit stage persona. Yes, it was unprofessional and disrespectful to someone I would be working with, but that was a problem for future Johnny Fuknukel.

To present Johnny Fuknukel, she was just a hot stranger he desperately wanted to fuck.

I imagined her crawling to me along the bedroom floor, her perfectly toned, performance-ready body completely naked. I imagined her crawling onto the bed and on top of me, pressing herself against my naked body as she kissed me, moving on top of me, rubbing herself on my cock.

Then I felt it, her hand touching my chest, her fingers exploring my bare skin. But it wasn’t her, it couldn’t be. I opened my eyes and turned to see her, the scent of her shampoo letting me know it was her before I saw her.

Rose.

“What are you doing?” I asked, quietly, as if afraid someone might catch us.

“Nothing,” she said, snuggling into me, her hand sliding down my body and finding my hard cock, stroking it slowly, “just saying ‘thank you’ for letting us stay here.”

“You really don’t need to,” I said, my aching cock fighting with my racing mind.

“I know,” she said, pressing her lips to my ear, “we want to.”

We?

“Yes,” said Yoko, as she climbed into the other side of the bed, “we.”

I groaned as she kissed my neck as Rose’s hand moved faster on my cock, her thumb moving in circles over the tip of my cock, spreading my precum all over it.

“Someone’s eager,” she said, as she began to kiss my neck and face.

Their naked bodies were so soft and warm, fresh from their nighttime showers, bodies smooth and lotioned, but both so different. They each wrapped a leg around me, Rose’s thicker, juicy, Yoko’s slimmed and toned, moaning in harmony as they rubbed themselves against me, my arms trapped by my sides.

They had me outnumbered, but I had moves of my own.

“Oh fuck,” cried out Rose as Yoko let out a high-pitch moan into my ear. Rose’s grip on my cock tightened as she pumped me faster, as I fingered both women, sliding my fingers down between their legs, feeling the warmth and wetness of their smooth slits, before bringing my wet fingers up to their clits and moving in slow circles.

Both women moaned and rubbed themselves against my hands as I fingered them, their breasts pressing against me as they kissed my face. I turned to Rose and kissed her plump lips slowly, giving her my full attention, letting my tongue find hers, moving my fingers faster as she gasped into my mouth. Then I turned to Yoko and did the same, her lips were thin but hungry. I slid my tongue into her mouth and she closed her lips around it, sucking at my tongue as she massaged it with hers, rubbing herself faster against my hand.

I groaned and could only imagine how good her mouth would feel on my cock. She sucked my tongue harder, tugging at it as she sucked and then let it go, letting my head bounce back softly on the pillow, her moans building once again.

I watched as they leaned over me, pressing their bodies against me and kissing, their tongues and lips meeting and parting, teasing one another and me, their wetness building under my fingers.

I wanted to fuck them both. No, needed to fuck them both, to feel what it was like to be inside their very different but equally perfect bodies.

But first, I needed to make them cum.

I’d always prided myself on my ability to make my partners cum. It never struck me as fair that I could feel the pleasure of cumming inside them, of emptying my balls into their eager bodies, without reciprocating. Of course, it wasn’t always possible, or necessarily desired, but when it was, I went all out.

“Oh fuck, Johnny,” Rose cried as I slid my fingers down between her legs and pushed two fingers into her body slowly. She was tight, tighter than I’d expected and her body gripped my fingers with a hunger I hadn’t expected. She rocked her hips, riding my fingers as I pressed them in and out, getting deeper until I was fully inside and stroking her just where she needed it.

“Yoko,” Rose whispered in my ear, “go slow. She’s so tight.”

She’s so tight.

If I thought Rose was tight and Rose thought Yoko was tight, just how tight was she?!

I decided to find out, sliding my fingers down and teasing her entrance, feeling the heat of her body and then slipping just the tip of one finger in.

Yoko moaned, pressing her hips into my finger.

Christ, she was tight as fuck!

I worked slowly, letting her body get used to me being inside her, letting her open up to me, moving a little at a time until I was fully inside of her.

Yoko whimpered as I began to curl my finger inside, her stroking her g-spot as I stroked Rose, my fingers moving in and out of their bodies as I did so.

They kept moaning and rocking, rubbing themselves against me. I could feel Yoko’s neatly trimmed pubic hair, rubbing against my wrist. On the other side, I could feel Rose, her entire area perfectly smooth, completely waxed.

I didn’t have much preference in terms of pubic hair. Short, trimmed, waxed, it was all the same to me. I even enjoyed a bit of bush from time to time, something to really bury my nose into. But I had to admit, I did enjoy a smooth pair of lips. It was sleek and efficient, far more gratifying to run your wet tongue over.

“Oh John,” gasped Yoko into my year, “you’re so deep inside of me. I -ugh- aahh!”

She cried out as she came, her pussy contracting on my finger as I continued to stroke her, moving in and out of her as I felt her wetness increasing, her panting in my ear bringing me closer myself.

It also had an impact on Rose, because within seconds, she was cumming on my fingers as well, her body shaking as she pumped my cock as she held it firmly, thrusting hard on my hand, my fingers dripping with her juices.

And as I lay there in the middle of the two cumming women, I held back from cumming myself. The last thing I wanted to do was to shoot my load all over the inside of my duvet.

They kept cumming and I thought I would never last, but after about thirty seconds, both of them finished.

“That was incredible,” breathed Rose, her hand still on my cock as my fingers remained inside of her, her pussy pulsating with aftershocks. I turned to Yoko, but her eyes were closed, her face a picture of bliss as she breathed slowly. She let out a single high-pitched gasp as I slid my finger out of her incredibly tight body, then turned to Rose and watched her moan with pleasure as I did the same to her.

She leaned in and kissed me, softly, stroking my face with one hand.

“I need you to fuck me,” she said.

“Good,” I said, “because I need to fuck you.”

She leaned into me and kissed me, pulling me on top of her as she rolled onto her back.

I groaned as I felt her hot slit rubbing against my cock, ready for me. I kissed her, letting my hands explore her body, my wet fingers rubbing the juices of both women into her nipples as I played with them.

I kissed down her body sucking on one nipple, then the other, tasting first Yoko and then Rose, and I knew soon I would have to bury my face between both of their legs.

“That feels so fucking good,” Rose moaned as I sucked at her big tits, her hand gripping my hair as she guided me from one to the other.

I continued to play with her tits for a bit, then let my hands slide over her body, feeling her soft skin, her curves, her hips that were perfect for holding onto as I took her from behind, which I was sure I would do at one point.

But right now, I wanted to fuck her as I looked her in the eye. But there was one problem…

“I don’t have a–” I began, her pussy calling to me as she moved underneath me.

“I have an IUD,” she said, “so you can. As long as you are…?”

I am,” I said.

Truthfully, I don’t know how, after the life I’d lived. But since then it had become a bit of an obsession and I was regularly tested, so I knew I was clean.

“Ok then,” said Rose, holding my head firm as she looked me eye, “I really need you to fuck me.”

She reached down with her free hand and guided me to where she needed me to be, moaning as I pressed the tip into her.

“John,” she cried, “you’re so fucking big.”

“You’re so fucking tight,” I moaned, feeling her tightness enveloping me as I moved slowly, working my way deeper into her. I wasn’t sure I would be able to get all the way in, but somehow she managed it.

“I’ve never been this full,” she said, moaning as I slowly pulled back and gasping as I slid all the way back in. I started slowly, but soon I was fucking her as hard as I could, holding myself up on my arms to watch her perfect tits bounce as I fucked the shit out of her incredibly tight pussy, her hot juices coating my cock as I thrust into her.

“Oh fuck, John,” she cried, “you’re gonna make me – make me –”

Her moan was muffled as Yoko leaned in and kissed her, her hand playing with Rose’s breasts before sliding down between us and finding her clit. Her pussy contracted on my cock as Yoko fingered her and that was all I could take.

“You’re gonna make me cum,” I moaned.

Yoko turned to me and kissed me, her tongue finding mine as I came inside Rose.

“Please,” Yoko said between kisses, “cum inside her. Cum enough for both of us.” It was then I noticed her other hand was buried between her own legs, working quickly at her clit, and that she was on the verge of cumming again too.

I grunted, happy to oblige, Yoko’s orgasmic moans ringing in my ears, as my cock twitched deep inside Rose as I thrust into her, emptying my balls as she continued to cum on my cock. I kept cumming, my body contracting as I continued to empty into her, splashing my seed all over her walls as my fat cock filled up her tight body.

As I fucked her and kissed Yoko, it felt as if I had transcended to another world. I had done all sorts of drugs, but nothing came close to cumming so powerfully into a woman as she came on your cock, as her lover begged you to cum enough for both of them.

“Fuuuck,” I cried, as I finished, my cock still deep inside Rose. I took a moment, savouring how good it felt to be inside her, feeling the aftershocks of her second orgasm through my cock.

“You came so fucking much!” proclaimed Rose as I pulled my cock out of her. “So fucking much!”

“I was asked to,” I said, rolling onto my back.

“Jesus Christ!” she said, “I can feel it gushing out of me.”

She climbed on top of me and kissed me, slowly, passionately.

“That was so fucking good,” she said, climbing off me and making her way to the bathroom, “but fuck!”

“Thank you,” said Yoko, touching my face gently, “that was so good.” Her fingers were warm from touching Rose and I could smell her wetness. I could already feel myself getting worked up ready for round two.

“My pleasure,” I said, “literally.”

Yoko smiled and leaned in to kiss me.

***

Fucking Yoko was a different experience entirely.

I had been so desperate to nut that I knew I couldn’t treat Yoko how she needed to be treated. Hell, even with Rose it was a bit of a struggle. I had no idea if it was even possible with Yoko, but I was determined to give it a try.

After we’d all cleaned up, we got back into my bed. I can’t speak for the other two, but I had fully intended to fuck one or both of them again, but somehow we all ended up falling asleep. And that’s how we stayed, until I felt Yoko climbing on top of me.

“Are you awake?” she whispered in my ear, trailing soft kisses down the side of my face.

I groaned, still wrapped up warm in the blanket of sleep, which was absolutely one of my favourite things. Honestly, I’d sleep all day if I could. I don’t know if that’s my body trying to catch up from being awake for days at a time during my wilder days, or just because it’s just so damn comfy.

Speaking of comfy, that’s exactly how it felt to have Yoko lying on top of me. She was soft and warm and her petite frame made her feel like a weighted blanket, just the right amount of pressure.

She continued to kiss my neck as my hands, as if working on autopilot, moved to her body, sliding down her slim sides to her hips. I felt her moving on top of me, her breath warm on my neck as she rocked her hips, rubbing herself against my hardening cock.

I felt myself waking up, but kept my eyes closed, still too sleepy to open them and perhaps a little afraid this was a dream I didn’t want to wake up from. But then I felt her lips on mine and knew this was real. As she kissed me, I felt her hand running down my arm, her slender, expertly-trained fingers moving over my skin until her small hand was on top of mine, holding it as she moved it further down until I was holding her ass.

She ran her hand back up my arm and onto my face, stroking my cheek softly as she kissed me, her other hand sliding down my other arm. I knew what she wanted, and I wanted it too. But I wanted her to show me she wanted it, wanted her to feel that she was in control. For what was coming next, I wanted her to feel as safe and relaxed as possible.

She moved my other hand to her ass and moved her hand to my face, cupping my face as she kissed me, sliding her tongue into my mouth as she rocked faster on top of my fully-hard cock. I could feel her wetness on me, her slick desire building, getting me ready for where she wanted me to be and where I wanted to be. If it had been anyone else, I would have rolled them onto their back now, entering that pussy like I fucking owned it, giving them exactly what we both needed until I bust deep inside her.

But I couldn’t do that with Yoko. We needed to move slow.

My hands tightened on Yoko’s ass. She didn’t have much padding, but she was definitely hitting the gym to do squats or lunges or pelvic thrusts or whatever women do to build their asses, because hers was pure muscle. She moved faster, showing me she liked what I was doing, that she wanted me to take control.

And I would, in time.

But right now, I let her lead the way. Kissing and touching me as she used me as fucktoy, rubbing herself against me as she got herself off. And I’m not going to lie, I fucking loved that idea.

There’s nothing quite like the feeling of a beautiful woman using you to make herself cum.

“I want you inside me,” she whispered, “but you’re so… big.”

I was bigger than average, for sure. But Yoko was also tight as fuck, which must have made my length and girth seem gigantic to her. Intimidating, even.

“We can make it work,” I said, “if you want.”

My eyes were open now and I stared at her as she looked down at me with desire in her eyes and nodded. She leaned in and kissed me hard, her tongue moving like a possessed creature in my mouth.

I rolled her over and she gasped into my mouth with surprise. I moved my hands from her ass and took her by the wrists, pinning her hands above her head. She wriggled underneath me, pushing her hips up, clearly getting off on me taking control. Her fingers stretched out and she felt the metal bars of the headboard, holding them tightly as my hands slid down her arms as my mouth moved from her and down her neck to her chest.

She whimpered as I took her nipple into my mouth, sucking on the sensitive, aroused nub. It was hard and I moved my tongue around it, savouring it like a sweet, wanting it to last forever. Then I moved to the other and she let out another whine, her back arching, pressing it deeper into my mouth. I sucked harder as my hand caressed her other breast, teasing the wet nipple between my fingers.

I let her nipple fall from my mouth and took her breast in my hand, mirroring the motion of my other hand as I kissed further down her body, over her smooth stomach, her legs spreading then wrapping around my body, her heels resting against the small of my back. She squeezed as I kissed around her navel, her trimmed pubic hair brushing against my chest.

I continued to move down, letting my hands slide from her breasts and down her body as I settled myself between her legs. It was dark under the covers and I couldn’t see her, but I could smell her arousal, could feel the heat of her pussy as my lips lingered just out of reach. I blew softly along her slit and she whimpered, pushing her hips up, seeking my mouth. But still I made her wait, kissing everywhere but where she needed me to, along her inner thigh and upwards, to the very edge of her pussy, getting as close as I could without touching it. She whined as she moved her hips, chasing my mouth, but I always kept just out of reach, until I could tell she couldn’t take any more.

“Please,” I heard her whimper, “please.”

She gasped as I ran my tongue up her, tasting her glorious wetness for the first time, feeling the heat of her body on my tongue. She tasted so fucking good I could barely believe it. I licked her again and again, reminding myself to slow down, to savour the moment, to let Yoko savour it. This was, after all, still the warm-up act.

I wrapped my arms around her legs, which were now wrapped tightly around my head and stretched both index fingers towards her, carefully spreading her lips, exposing her pinkness as I slid my tongue deep into her.

Her response was so sudden, so powerful that I thought she was damn near going to break my nose, her hips thrusting forcefully into my face. I held onto her legs more firmly, holding her steady and I continued to lick inside of her.

Fuck, even on my tongue she was tight.

I could feel her walls contracting as my tongue worked inside of her, squeezing and I could only imagine how good that would feel on my cock. That is, if we ever made it work. But as she writhed underneath me, riding my face as I pressed my lips to her hole and began sucking rhythmically, I knew we would make it work, we both wanted to make it work.

We both needed to make it work.

I slipped my tongue from inside her and licked upwards, taking her clit in my mouth and sucking and licking as she continued to rub against me.

Christ, she was so fucking wet, I’d never felt anything like it. I kept going, my cock aching to be inside her. As I kept going, I could feel her shaking, feel her getting close, her orgasm brewing on the tip of my tongue.

She was so close to cumming, but then I felt her hand on my head, her fingers running through my hair, looking for purchase until she found some. I thought she was holding me there, making sure my mouth didn’t move from that precise spot. But instead, she pulled at my hair, not closer to her but upwards, away.

As reluctant as I was to do so, I let her clit fall from my lips and followed her movements, moving up the bed as she pulled me closer to her, until we were face-to-face.

She looked at me stunned and ran the tips of her fingers over my face.

“You’re so wet,” she said, as if wondering how this could have happened.

“Actually,” I said, “you’re so wet.”

“Oh fuck, I am,” she said, pulling me close as she leaned in, kissing me ferociously, her tongue sliding deep into my mouth, “so fucking wet.” She kept kissing me, the taste from between her legs driving her wild. “I taste so fucking good.”

“You don’t need to tell me,” I said.

“I need you,” she said, like a woman possessed, “now.”

I reached down between us and grabbed my cock, teasing her with the tip as I slipped it between her lips before targeting it at her entrance.

“Let me know if it’s too much,” I said, well aware of how intense this was going to be for her. She nodded her head. I pushed in slowly, pressing just the head of my cock in her pussy, which engulfed me, contracting on the tip.

She winced.

“Too much?”

She shook her head.

“Do you want to stop?”

She shook her head again.

“No.”

I moved slowly, pressing slightly deeper into her then pulling out, working my way a bit at a time, feeling her body gripping me as I moved deeper inside of her. She was so wet and so tight and as I continued, making sure she was ok, I felt her opening up for me as my thick cock stretched her out until I wasn’t sure I could go much further.

“Just a little more,” she begged, so I kept working until finally I was fully inside of her, buried up to the hilt of my shaft, my hips pressing against hers.

We stayed like that for a moment, her walls massaging my cock as they contracted on what was now filling her.

“You’re so deep inside me,” she said, her voice trembling, “no one has ever been – oh!”

She moaned as a shudder of pleasure moved through her, moving underneath me.

Her hands ran down my back, her nails leaving scratches as she began to rock underneath me. Her hands continued moving down, finding my ass and grabbing it, holding it tight, squeezing as if she wanted me even deeper.

Slowly, I began to move, sliding out of her until just the tip was left and then all the way back in. She gasped as I filled her, her pussy still so tight but so wet and ready for me, and I did it again, all the way out and all the way in.

“More?” I asked.

“More,” she said. “So much more.”

I moved slowly at first, then as I knew she was ready for it, faster but gently, taking my time making sure she was comfortable as well as making sure not to bust in her too quickly, as her pulsating pussy intensely worked every inch of my cock.

Soon we found a rhythm, a quick one, as I fucked her faster, her legs wrapped around me, her nails digging into my back as she held on for dear life as I fucked the shit out of her.

Her quiet moans got louder, becoming desperate, pleading grunts as I continued to pound her petite body. The sound of her pleasured moans were almost as pleasurable to me as her tight pussy.

Almost.

“Oh John,” she moaned, “no one’s ever – oh yes – oh fuck me, please.”

“You want me to fuck you?” I asked, pounding at her tight pussy.

“Yes,” she begged, “fuck me, fuck me, fuck me!”

I leaned in and kissed her, then pushed myself up onto my knees, throwing the covers back. She cried out as I lifted her by her hips, reaching back and grabbing the metal bars of the headboard, holding on for dear life as I thrust my big fat cock into her tight-as-fuck pussy.

“Oh - oh yes - oh - God, just - like - that!” she grunted, her words broken into syllables as I literally fucked the breath out of her. My eyes, adjusting to the darkness, watched her lithe body stretched out in front of me, her small but perky breasts bouncing with each thrust.

“I’m gonna - ohgodyes - I’m cum – I’m gonna – I’m cumming!”

I kept fucking her as she came on my cock, her tight body massaging me and sending me over the edge.

“Oh fuck – you’re fucking pussy is the best!” I cried out as I thrust myself fully inside of her, pumping as I filled her with my seed.

“I can feel you cumming,” she cried, “in me!” I kept going, my cock twitching inside her, rubbing against her g-spot as we both came. I watched her shaking helplessly as I continued to empty my balls into her, as she held on for dear life, her pussy fluttering, submitting to my cock until she was finished and I was completely drained.

“Oh fuck,” I moaned, placing her back down on the bed and leaning forward. I kissed her softly, her body shivering as I touched her, her entire body hyper-sensitive as she recovered from the orgasm I fucked out of her.

“I –,” she muttered, “I –”

I kissed her softly again, letting her set the pace. She moved slowly, her hands tracing my body with such a light touch that I wasn’t even sure she was touching me at all. But then I felt her hands press into me and I kissed her more passionately.

“I know,” I said, “that was incredible. You were incredible.”

“I,” she said, struggling to control her breathing, “I didn’t do anything. What?”

“You did everything,” I said, “you were wonderful.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

She pulled me close and kissed me, again, softer this time, our tongues caressing carefully.

“I think I need to clean up,” she said as our lips parted ever so slightly.

“Yeah,” I said, “me too.”

I laughed softly and pulled my cock out of her. She groaned as I did so, her pink pussy throbbing as my cum began to slowly dribble out of her.

“But me first,” she said, “because you came a lot!”

“That’s all on you,” I said, “you made me cum so fucking hard. So fucking hard.”

She arched her back, moaning and shivering, I looked her up and down, she looked so beautiful lying there, naked, her skin glistening with sweat, my seed dribbling out of her body.

She smiled and kissed me again, short and sweet and hopped out of bed.

“Woah,” she said, holding onto the edge of the bed.

“Are you alright?” I asked.

“I’m fine,” she said, “but I think you might have fucked me so hard I lost the ability to stand up.”

“That’s ok,” I said, “I like it when you’re on your back.”

“But I can do so many other things,” she said, hobbling around the bed as she waited to regain her landlegs.

“Like what?” I asked, genuinely curious.

“That’s for me to know…” she said, smiling as she closed the bathroom door.

“Fuck,” I said to myself, wondering what secrets she had in store for me.

“So many,” said Rose, rolling over to face me. “So many.”

“Sorry,” I said, I –”

“Don’t worry,” she said, “I had my turn earlier. Fair’s fair.”

“Right,” I said, my cock still dripping with Yoko’s juices.

“But there is something I will need from you in return.”

“What’s that?”

“Lying her, listening to you fuck Yoko’s brains out has made me horny as fuck. So, you’re going to need me cum, otherwise I’m not going to be able to sleep.”

“Is that right?”

“It is actually. So, fingers, mouth or cock. You can use whatever you want, but you’re gonna need to make me cum right fucking now.”

“I’ll see what I can do,” I said, moving closer to Rose, ready to make good on my obligations.


Chapter Nineteen

In the end, I made Rose cum with my fingers.

I would love to have fucked her or eaten her pussy, but I was so worn out from fucking Yoko so hard that I didn’t have the energy. In the end, it didn’t make much difference because Rose was so horny, so ready, that I hardly had to do anything before she was cumming on my fingers. She was so ready in fact, that she managed to cum and pass out before Yoko returned from the bathroom.

Now, it was morning.

I was in bed, alone, but I could still feel them on me, feel the heat of their bodies, the taste of them on my tongue. I reached out and felt where they had been sleeping, their naked bodies curled into mine.

I had to admit that as much as I had enjoyed last night (and I really enjoyed it), I felt nervous and perhaps guilty. I had invited them to stay in my home and then I had fucked both of them. But I never intended for that to happen.

Did I?

These thoughts ran through my mind as I showered, shame and regret mixing with lust and desire, making me rock fucking hard. And as any man knows, it’s really difficult to think straight when you’ve got a raging erection.

I finished in the shower, got dressed and headed downstairs.

I had no idea what to expect and feared the worst. But all of that concern away when I got to the kitchen and saw Yoko dancing around in her tight-fitting golden shorts, using a wooden spoon as a microphone, singing along to the radio, serenading Rose, who was in her tartan pjs, cutting up an assortment of fruits and berries.

“Morning,” said Rose, a grin on her face, “we were starting to think you were never going to get up.”

“I didn’t get much sleep last night,” I said, walking towards the stove.

“Neither did we,” said Rose, “funny that, isn’t it?”

“Very,” said Yoko, lighting rapping my knuckles with the wooden spoon as my pinkie finger edged towards the pan on the stove. “Sit,” she instructed, pointing with her spoon.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said and she beamed, loving the one being in charge for once.

I took my usual seat at the kitchen table and watched them continue to make breakfast.

I felt a little guilty that they were making me breakfast for two days in a row, not least because they were my guests. But on the other hand, they were staying here rent-free, so if they wanted to show their appreciation in other ways, who was I to argue?

Besides, I had never asked them to make me breakfast. I’d never asked them to do anything.

“Breakfast is served,” said Yoko, planting a big bowl of porridge topped with slices of banana and strawberries and what looked like some kind of seed, in front of me.

“Thank you,” I said.

“You’re welcome,” said Yoko. Right then, my stomach let out the loudest growl you’d ever heard in your life. “And you’re welcome, too!” she added, poking at my stomach with her index finger, before again squirting a liberal amount of syrup onto my breakfast.

“Seems like someone worked up an appetite last night,” said Rose as she sat opposite me once again, as Yoko moved back to the stove, “which is funny, because I could have sworn you spent a lot of time last night eating something delicious.”

She grinned mischievously at me.

“Thank you, sweetie,” said Rose as Yoko placed two more bowls on the table and took her seat, then kissed her on the cheek. Yoko blushed, which was cute as hell considering what the three of us had done last night.

As the three of us sat there enjoying our second breakfast together, I felt the need to bring it up, even though I really didn’t want to.

“About last night,” I said.

“Yes?” said Rose, as she and Yoko looked at me.

“I don’t want you to feel that you have to do that, that you owe me anything. Anything.”

They looked at me for a second then burst into laughter.

“What?” I asked, genuinely confused.

“Isn’t he so sweet?” Rose asked Yoko, who nodded in agreement as she covered her mouth, which was full of porridge, as she held back her laughter.

“What’s so funny?” I asked, watching the two of them laughing so hard they were struggling to breathe.

“We didn’t fuck you because we thought we owed you something,” said Rose, “we fucked you because you wanted to. Jesus, you’re so sweet.” She laughed again, but I was clearly missing the joke. “We’re in the music industry! Do you know how many men…”

“And women,” added Yoko.

“And women,” confirmed Rose, “have offered to help boost our careers if we fucked them?”

I thought back to the early days of my career. The music industry was full of snakes and predators looking to take advantage of you, take whatever they could get, whether you wanted to give it to them or not. And sure, things had changed over the last few decades, things like the #metoo movement had played a role in shining a light on past abuses and making that sort of behaviour less acceptable, but it was far from eradicated.

People in positions of power will always look to take advantage of the powerless.

“A lot,” I said.

“A lot,” agreed Rose. “And do you know how many of those people we’ve told to go fuck themselves?”

“All of them,” I said.

“All of them, she confirmed, Every last single fucking one of them can shove their own heads up their asses and ride their own face until they die.”

Yikes.

“So why…?” I began.

“Firstly,” said Rose, “because you’re not an asshole. You didn’t have to offer to let us stay and you didn’t have to help us move and you didn’t have to make it clear we could stay here, no strings attached. We felt safe here, didn’t we?” She turned to Yoko, who nodded her head as she continued to eat her porridge, seemingly oblivious to the intensity of the conversation.

“Very,” said Yoko through a mouthful of porridge.

“You think I’d let anyone stick their dick in my lovely Yoko?” Rose asked, stroking Yoko’s blonde and pink hair. “Especially a dick as big as that?

“I thought you were going to break me,” said Yoko, still more interested in her breakfast than the conversation. “But in a good way.”

“In a very good way,” confirmed Rose. “Now look, just because we fucked you once doesn’t mean we’re going to fuck you again, or feel any obligation to continue fucking you because you’re letting us stay here.”

“Of course not,” I said, “I never expected…”

“But that doesn’t mean we’re not going to fuck you either. In fact, after last night, I fully expect you to be fucking our brains out on the regular. That is, if that’s something you’re comfortable doing?”

“Very,” I said, “I am very comfortable doing that.”

“Not that we’re trying to coerce you or anything,” added Yoko.

“Of course not,” I said, “it is entirely my choice and I can say in all honesty, I am happy to help both of you out by acquiescing to your request to fuck your brains out on the regular.”

“Great,” said Rose, “it’s a deal.” She stuck her hand out across the table and I reached out and shook it, then did the same with Yoko.

“Great,” I said, “when do we start?”

“Hmm,” said Yoko, her finger placed in her chin dimple as she thought about it, “how about right now?”


Chapter Twenty

I don’t want no other

You’re my undercover lover

I don’t want no other,

Get me under the covers,

I don’t want no other,

You’re my under, under,

Get under me!

I had expected the third-degree from Buzz. I wasn’t fully on board with his ‘laidar’ idea, but he had been spot on so far. So, when we rolled into the studio together nearly an hour late, having engaged in an impromptu morning fuck session, I expected to hear about it from him.

Instead, he said nothing. Hell, he didn’t even seem to notice us, as if he was in a world of his own.

“Sorry I’m late,” I said, trying to make it seem like a coincidence we had all turned up around the same time.

“No problemo,” he said.

If I didn’t know any better, I’d have said he was high as a kite. Otherwise…

“Did you get laid?”

“Why, Jonathan, I don’t know what you mean.”

“You got fucking laid,” I said, a statement of fact, not a question.

“A gentleman never kisses and tells.”

“You’re no gentleman,” I reminded him.

“Which is why I’m going to give you every single detail.”

“Just the broad strokes is fine.”

“Oh, there were a lot of broad strokes.”

I knew I should have kept my big mouth shut.

“So we went on our date the night before last.”

“Of course,” I said, having completely forgotten, being caught up in my own shit as usual, “how did it go?”

“Usual woman stuff,” he said, rolling his eyes. “Went out, had dinner and a bottle of decently priced wine, and then spent the whole night talking about our feelings and stuff. Nothing sexual, just touching and laughing and the such.”

I wondered how some men reproduce, honest to God.

“How was it?”

He stopped and thought for a moment.

“Actually, it was pretty nice. Now, don’t get me wrong, it’s not something I want to do every night, but yeah…”

He started to drift off into his own thoughts and I hoped he might forget I was even there.

“So then we get home,” he continued, “and nothing.”

“Nothing?”

“Nah, we got home, got ready for bed and went straight to sleep. For a moment, I thought I was going to get lucky when she curled up into me and put her hand on my chest like she used to, but all she said was ‘this was really nice. I lo–’ and began snoring.”

I laughed at the sour expression on his face.

“It wasn’t funny,” he insisted, “she drooled all over me!”

I laughed harder and he began laughing.

“Alright, Jesus Christ,” he said, holding his hand up. “Right, so the next day, everything goes on as normal. I notice she’s got a bit more pep in her step, but she had a lovely night, so that’s to be expected, right? Honestly, I was feeling pretty good too, not amazing, I grant you, but pretty good.

“So then, last night, we get into bed and she crawls up on me again and I’m like, ok fine, I’m not against being drooled on occasionally. I’m a man, I have responsibilities. But then she says to me ‘thank you for last night.’ And I’m like, ‘my pleasure’. And she’s like ‘it was really nice’, and I say it too, because it was. And then she starts touching my dick.”

“Ok, I get it,” I said.

“And I’m like ‘what are you doing?’ and she’s like ‘showing you how much I liked it.’ So, yeah I’m ok with that. So I lie there and she’s working me, slowly at first and I’m playing it cool even though I’ve not been touched like that for so long I’m ready to explode like a fucking volcano! Then she starts pumping me faster and faster and she’s pressing into me, kissing me and touching me and shit then she disappears down beneath the covers and before I can say abra -ca-fucking-dabra she’s got my cock in her mouth and she’s sucking me like a fucking hoover!”

This was not imagery I needed.

Don’t get me wrong, Charlotte, his wife, was hot as fuck. A short blonde piece with sweet curves and a dirty mouth. I would absolutely have given it to her, given half the chance, and if she wasn’t married to Buzz. What she saw in Buzz, I’ll never know, but relationships are like that and I don’t really question it. But the last thing I wanted to picture was his cock in her mouth.

Unfortunately, it didn’t seem like I had much choice in the matter.

“So she’s sucking my cock, giving it the full spit n shine like I’ve never experienced. I’m telling you, she’s got it so far down her throat, she’s gagging on it, her saliva’s running down my balls, messy as fuck. So it ain’t long before I’m like ‘babe, I’m gonna cum right down your throat if you keep that up,’ and she presses it in even further! Like, damn! And right before I’m about to cum, she pulls it out of her mouth and crawls up me, kissing me with her wet fucking lips and reaches down and slides the tip of my cock in her. And she’s so fucking wet. Honest to God, I didn’t know women could get so wet.”

“Now would be a nice fade-to-black moment,” I said.

“And she leans in and whispers in my ear, ‘I want you to wreck this pussy’, and then slides down onto me, like all the way. And she starts riding me, and I’m just about holding myself together as she starts bouncing on my cock begging me to smash the fuck out of her, so I grab her hips and start lifting her, pushing her up and down my dick as I start thrusting deep into her, giving her every inch, watching her playing with her tits, twisting those fucking nipples like she’s trying to get a radio signal, and I’m smashing away, and she’s giving it her all, rocking and moaning like there’s no tomorrow, then she looks down at me and slides a hand between her leg and starts fingering herself! As I watch! I’ve never, and I mean never, seen her do that. She’s putting on this show for me, giving me her best pussy. And she’s moaning, ‘are you going to ruin this pussy?’ and I’m all ‘oh, fuck yeah,’ and she says ‘are you going to ruin this pussy?’ and I say again, ‘fuck, yeah,’ and she fucking slaps me! Like straight across the face, and she’s like ‘what did you say?’ and I’m like ‘fuck, yeah’ and she slaps me again! And I mean hard. Honest to God, my face is on fire and my dick feels like it’s going to break in half. And I see in her eyes, I know what she wants, so I say, ‘yes, miss, I’m going to run this pussy,’ and she’s all ‘good boy’ and leans forward to kiss me and whispers in my ear, ‘ruin me.’ Christ, I was like a man possessed. I rolled her onto her back and she’s got her legs in the air and I grab both her ankles, and bend them forward like she’s a fucking pretzel, and she used to do ballet, so she’s flexible as fuck, so she’s really into it and I’m there hammering away at that pussy, and she is fucking dripping, and she’s fingering herself like there’s no tomorrow, her fingers moving so fast I was getting dizzy, and my head’s throbbing cause all the blood has gone to my dick and I’m fucking her and fucking her telling her ‘I’m going to ruin this fucking pussy, I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before’ and she’s like ‘yes, fucking ruin me, take this fucking pussy, it’s all for you’. And I’m still going and amazed at the fact, you know? I’m sure if she hadn’t slapped the shit out of me I would have finished in like two minutes, but now I’m getting close again and I tell her I’m going to cum and she’s like ‘yes, fill me up. Knock me the fuck up if you want, I’m yours to use however you want.’ I have never heard her say shit like that, not even when we were trying, and I’m telling you, I bust so hard I thought I was going to have a heart attack and die. I swear to God, that was some life-ending pussy, you know, and as I’m cumming I see a bright white light and I think ‘if this is how I’m going to go, so be it’s because I ain’t never had pussy like this, I’m ready to meet my maker and shake his fucking hand because this is some grand finale shit. And then, just when I think it can’t get any better, I feel her cumming and she’s letting me know in no uncertain terms that I am under no circumstances to stop fucking her, so I finish but I’m still hard so I’m still fucking her as she cums on my cock and I thought she was going to fucking explode, but then she, get this, she cums so hard she passes out! I literally fucked her out of her mind! So I stop and I’m panicking for a second, like what the actual fuck?! But then she wakes up and she’s got the biggest smile on my face and she asks me what happened, so I tell her, ‘I fucked your brains out’ and her reply? ‘Yeah, you did.’ And she kisses me and I swear to the Almighty, that kiss was better than the best sex I ever had. Well, not better, but it was the best fucking kiss I’ve ever had. I was like, I dunno, like we were the same person or something, that we became one like one of those experiences, what do you call them?”

“Transcendental,” I said.

“That’s right,” he said, “it was like a transcendental experience, some real religious, make-you-believe-in-a-Higher-Power type stuff.”

“I’m glad you had a nice evening,” I said, being as diplomatic as I could.

“It was more than nice,” he said, “and that wasn’t even the end of it.”

There was a blast of feedback on the intercom.

“Sorry,” said Rose, “Yoko has a new song she’d like to try. It’s acoustic.”

“No problem,” said Buzz. He turned off the intercom and turned back to me. “I’ll tell you about it later.”

“You really don’t have to,” I said, “it sounds very private.”

“She’d like to sing,” said Rose.

“Fantastic,” I said, pressing the intercom button, “I’ll come get you set up now.”


Chapter Twenty-One

“How’s that?”

“Perfect,” she said, smiling at me.

She was sitting on a stool, her hands resting in her lap, on top of her red plaid skirt, underneath which her leggings disappeared. I adjusted the microphone a little more and tightened the stand.

“Perfect,” I said, looking directly at her.

“Uhh, we’re getting some noise in here,” said Buzz, over the intercom.

“I’m on it,” said, turning to him, then back to Yoko. “Sorry,” I said as I checked the wire going into the microphone. “Better?”

“Nope,” said Buzz.

I turned and crouched down, checking the wires on the floor.

So many wires.

I reminded myself to spend some time sorting this mess out. I checked the wires and connections, waiting for word from Buzz. Everything seemed to be fine, but there was still noise.

As I worked, I felt something on my back and realised it was Yoko’s foot, her toes tracing patterns on my back.

Still crouched down and I turned to face her. She was swinging her leg now, her shoe sitting on the floor. She smiled at me and ran her hands down over her skirt to her knees. Her expression was as innocent as ever as she dug her nails into her leggings and scratched them up the material.

“I’m still hearing it,” said Buzz.

“I think I’ve figured it out,” I said, “just give me a second.”

I crouched in front of her, watching her nails move up her legs, pushing her skirt higher up her thighs, until I could see a flash of white between her legs. I watched, hypnotised, as she slowly parted her legs, her face still impassive, patient, as I gazed at her white panties through her leggings.

At the bottom, was a small damp patch, growing as she teased me, daring me to do something. From the position she was sitting, I knew we could only be seen by Rose, who was watching without watching, keeping us in the corner of her eye as she tried not to give anything away. But I knew she wanted to see me do it as much as I wanted to do it.

But I knew I couldn’t, not in the way I needed to fully do justice to the glory that was Yoko’s pussy. But I also knew I couldn’t just leave it be, so decided to play a little with her.

“Nearly there,” I said, running my hands up Yoko’s legs, running my fingers along her tights.

“It seems to be getting worse,” said Buzz.

“Just getting it sorted,” I said, my hands on top of hers, holding her legs open as I kissed at the inside of her thigh. I could feel her muscles tensing at my touch, could feel her struggling not to give anything away, her lip twitching as she tried to keep from moaning.

Her legs instinctively went to close, to lock around my head and hold me in place, but I held them open, my hands firmly on her knees, as I continued to tease her, moving slowly up until I was right between her legs, close enough to smell her scent. It was glorious.

I held myself there a moment, feeling the hem of her skirt brushing against my face, then leaned in and kissed her panties, taking them in my mouth through her leggings and sucking at her through them for just the briefest moment.

She yelped, the sudden intensity of the sensation breaking down all her efforts to look passive.

“Jesus,” proclaimed Buzz, “everything alright?”

“Oh, yes, sorry,” said Yoko as I removed my mouth from her body and moved back, watching her shaking legs snapping shut, “just a little shock.”

“Sounded more than a little,” he said.

“Maybe a big one, but a good one.”

“I think I fixed the issue,” I said, before Buzz could ask a follow-up question. “And sorry, for the shock,” I said, standing up now. “Some of this equipment is quite delicate and needs a careful touch.”

“That’s ok,” she said, “sometimes delicate is good. Sometimes more is good.”

“How about more playing and less yapping,” said Rose, handing Yoko an acoustic guitar.

“Thank you,” said Yoko, her cheeks pink.

“Alright,” said Buzz, “let’s get this show on the road. We got a title yet?”

“Not yet,” said Yoko.

“Alright,” said Buzz, “you got a lyric or something, just for the recordings?”

“Umm,” said Yoko. She wasn’t looking at me, but I could feel she was addressing me. “How about Fill Me?”

***

Despite the suggestive nature of the working title, the song was actually much sweeter than I think any of us expected. I recognised part of the song as something she had played on my old guitar that night. I wondered if it was something she had written beforehand, or if it had come to her that evening, as songs have a tendency to do?

I wasn’t sure when she would have had the time to fashion it into a full song, but Yoko was certainly very gifted musically, so I would have had no qualms if she said she wrote it on the fly. Sometimes songs are like that, coming to you fully formed, as if you’re a mere conduit for something that already exists. Whilst others are like pulling teeth, with each note, each word, each melodic inflection needing to be agonised over. And then, just when you think you have it sorted, you realise it clashes with another part and you have a brand new problem to solve.

When you hold me so close

And your heart beats

Next to mine

I feel whole, complete

The way your love

Fills me.

It was, like all their songs, simple and I could already see it sitting in the second half of the album, a brief repose from the sonic onslaught that came before it. It also helped that Yoko was singing it. Her voice brought a delicate touch to it, her unsure vocals complimenting the emotional vulnerability of the song.

I was sure Rose would have also done a great job, but it would have been a different animal entirely. Not bad, just different. Still, I wanted to make sure we got a copy of her version too, if just for a limited release or something.

I feel whole, complete

The way your love

Fills me.

She sang the end of the chorus again as she brought the song to an end.

I knew it wasn’t about me, at least, I was fairly sure it wasn’t. There were many words that could have been used to describe our interactions over the last couple of days, but I’m not sure ‘love’ would be one of them. It was way too soon to be throwing around words like that.

Wasn’t it?

“Great,” said Buzz.

“I can do it again,” said Yoko.

“No need,” said Buzz, “that was perfect.”

“I think I missed a note somewhere in there,” she protested.

“That’s what makes music alive,” I said, “the imperfections. Anyone can make something sound perfect, especially today, but it’s the flaws that give it heart.”

“That was so good,” said Rose, walking over and wrapping her arms around Yoko from behind, nearly toppling her from the stool. “I love when you sing.” She gave Yoko a big kiss on the cheek, causing Yoko to blush, seemingly never getting used to Rose’s displays of affection.

“Alright,” said Buzz, “I don’t think we’re going to be able to top that one, so why not call it lunch?”

***

“So what’s happening with whatsherface,” asked Buzz, “the singer?”

Fuck.

“I’m not sure,” I said, “I haven’t heard anything, and to be honest I hadn’t really given it much thought.”

Honestly, I had been so caught up with The Ladies, that I hadn’t had a chance to think about Clarissa Lovegood or the job offer or my increasingly perilous financial troubles.

“Maybe she changed her mind,” said Buzz, “you know how fickle pop stars can be.”

“Maybe,” I said, trying not to think what that would mean, “I’ll give it to the end of the week and then chase again. Don’t want to seem too eager. The record’s really coming along,” I said looking at Rose and Yoko to change the subject.

“Yeah,” said Rose, “I think we’re doing alright.”

“Then we just need to find a label,” said Yoko.

“A label?!” scoffed Buzz, “in this day and age? Just release it yourself.”

“We’re not business people,” said Rose, “we’re musicians. We don’t want to focus on marketing and promotion and filing accounts all of that stuff, we just want to play.”

“They’ll rob you blind,” he said, “trust me.”

“We’re not looking for a major label,” said Yoko, “that’s why we’re recording it ourselves. We’re more interested in distribution, working with someone who knows the industry and has connections.”

“Maybe you should release their record,” said Buzz, elbowing me a little too hard, “you know all about it.”

“That’s a great idea,” said Rose.

“Oh my gosh,” said Yoko, clapping her hands quickly but softly.

“No, no no,” I said, holding up my hands, determined to put a stop to this immediately, “he’s just messing with you. Sorry, I tried that once, it did not go well. I am not doing it again.”

“You had a record label?” asked Rose.

“A long time ago,” I said. “It was a complete money sink and because I didn’t know what the fuck I was doing, it caused a lot of stress for a lot of people, myself included, so forget it. Sorry.”

It had also likely hurt the careers of a few incredibly talented musicians whose records didn’t get anywhere near the attention or praise they deserved, which was almost entirely down to me. Sure, a lot of the acts I signed were just as fucking crazy as I was at the time, making anything like a well-planned promotional tour DOA, but having me as the ringmaster of that demented circus certainly didn’t help matters.

Leaders are supposed to set an example, and that’s exactly what I did, a real fucking bad example.

“That’s ok,” said Yoko. She smiled but I could tell it was a front, she had really gotten her hopes up on that.

“Yeah, no biggie,” said Rose, “it was just an idea.”

What a piece of shit I was.

“Honestly,” I said, my chest aching with guilt, “it’s for the best. Trust me. But…” I began, my desire to feel better overriding my common sense, “I can talk to a few people, see if there are some strings I can pull to get you in front of the right people.”

“Really?” asked Yoko.

“I’m not promising anything,” I said, holding my hands in front of me as I tried to temper expectations, “and even if I can get you some meetings, which is by no means a sure thing, they might come to nothing.”

Yoko’s face lit up with excitement, which made it all the more difficult to give her my ‘stern’ face and see her quickly drop into a more passive expression.

“I’m serious,” I said, looking from her to Rose, “you can’t trust anyone in this industry, as you already know.”

“Even you?” asked Rose, planting her elbow on the table and propping her head on her hand, giving me a hard, piercing glare.

“Especially me,” I said, “you can’t trust me for a second.”


Chapter Twenty-Two

“Oh fuck,” moaned Rose as she bounced on top of me, “you really can’t be trusted!”

“I told you,” I said, sliding my hands up her thighs, moving from her black thigh-high socks to the soft skin underneath her skirt. I slid up further, my hands curving around, feeling her tight ass as she worked on top of me, riding my cock, still fully dressed, panties pulled to the side.

I was on my back on the rug downstairs and we were lucky to make it that far into the house, so there was no time for niceties like undressing.

I watched as Yoko knelt behind Rose’s bouncing body, her hands moving over her friend’s t-shirt, squeezing her breasts through her clothes.

“Oh Yoko,” she moaned, “don’t tease me like that! Take it off, please!” Yoko smiled at me, still teasing Rose’s breasts and kissing her neck. Then she leaned back and began to lift Rose’s top, exposing her tight stomach, her hands moving over her skin. Then up further, showing her simple white bra, barely holding her breasts in as they bounced. Yoko reached up and cupped Rose’s breasts through her bra, and Rose moaned as Yoko’s fingertips traced across her cleavage, then lifted her arms as Yoko finally began to pull it off.

“I’m stuck!” mumbled Rose, still bouncing on my cock, her t-shirt over her head. Yoko looked at me and winked, her hands moving over her friend’s helpless body, causing Rose to moan. “Oh fuck,” she said as Yoko pulled down the cups of Rose’s bra and began playing with her nipples, causing her to shiver, her pussy tightening on my cock almost causing me to unload into her. “I’m going to get you back for this.”

“Promise?” asked Yoko, smiling.

“I promise,” said Rose.

“Good,” said Yoko, then twisted Rose’s nipples harder, causing her to cry out with pleasure.

Fuck, I thought, feeling Rose’s body reacting to her touch, Yoko knows exactly what she’s doing. She looks so sweet, but is secretly dirty as fuck.

Finally relenting, she helped Rose get the shirt off and threw it on the floor.

“I’m going to get you back for that,” said Rose, twisting her body as she turned and kissed Yoko. “Now, take off my bra.”

“Yes, miss,” said Yoko, submissively.

“Good girl,” said Rose, kissing her again and turning to me, watching as I watched Yoko unfastening Rose’s bra and slipping it down her arms, leaving her completely topless, her breasts bouncing as she rode my cock.

“Mmm,” I said, my grip tightening on Rose’s ass.

“You like?” she asked.

“I like,” I confirmed.

“Me too,” said Yoko as her hands slid up Rose’s body and cupped her bare breasts, “I really like.” Her fingers teased Rose as she leaned in and kissed the back of her neck.

It was crazy watching Yoko touching Rose, knowing precisely what to do to make her go wild. But it didn’t feel right for me to be reaping all the rewards of Yoko’s hard work. So I slid my hands up from under Rose’s skirt and up her body until my hands were on top of Yoko’s, my fingers slipping in between hers as both of us got to play with Rose’s tits.

Then I pulled her hand away and around her, towards me. Her arms moved from around Rose as she moved next to me, kneeling. I pulled at her hand and she bent over, her lips meeting mine. I reached out and slid my fingers into her hair, holding her close as I kissed her hard, her tongue and mine flicking against one another.

“I want to kiss your lips,” I said.

“Ok,” she said, kissing me again.

“Not those lips,” I whispered in between kisses, sliding my free hand under her skirt, feeling the wetness of her underwear. She bucked as I touched her.

“Ok,” she repeated and reached up to take her panties on.

“No time,” I said, “leave them on.”

She looked at me wide-eyed and climbed on top of me. I ran my hands up her leggings, my nails making the same scratching sound in the recording studio. Fuck, I would have loved to eat her pussy there and then, to have the sound of her cumming as I sucked on her clit recorded for posterity.

Rose’s hands ran up the front of Yoko’s body, pulling her back towards her, caressing her breasts through her shirt as I ran my hands further between her legs.

“Oh my God, John!” Yoko cried, as I grabbed the crotch of her leggings and tore a big hole in them, then grabbed her ass and pulled her down onto my face, sucking at her pussy through her soaking wet panties. She rocked on my face as I sucked at her, watching as Rose pulled her top up, exposing her body and then her bra, trapping her as she had done to Rose.

“Please,” begged Yoko as Rose and I worked her, Rose’s hands caressing her breasts through her bra, squeezing them tightly, as I sucked at her panties.

We kept going, listening to her gasp and plead, teasing her mercilessly.

“I told you I’d get you back,” said Rose, smiling at me, her juices flowing down my cock. She was absolutely loving it. And so was Yoko. I could feel the heat of her pussy rising.

“Please,” begged Yoko, “please!”

Rose smiled at me and pulled the top over Yoko’s head, working rapidly to undo her bra, her hands slipping underneath the loose cups even as the bra remained on her body. At the same time, I released Yoko from my mouth and pulled her panties to the side, running my tongue between her wet lips, before burying my tongue deep inside as I sucked her tight hole.

Yoko bucked and writhed on my face, crying out as the sudden, intense stimulation threatened to break her. It was a glorious sight to behold.

There was nothing like watching a woman in the throes of ecstasy, her glorious form arching and bending, riding the waves of pleasure as they shot through her body, rising up and escaping through her mouth in moans of passion, as the juices of desire dripped from her, ripe and ready for the taking.

I pulled her closer, taking her clit in my mouth, sucking at her sweet nub, teasing it with my tongue. I could feel her heat on my face and watched as she moved on top of me, eyes closed, Rose’s hands on her small breasts, her lips on her neck, the three of us moving as one, riding and sucking and teasing and touching in tandem, each sensation shared as they transferred from one to the other, a teased nipple turning to a clit pushed further into the mouth, an escaped moan leading to a flutter of pussy on cock, a pre-orgasm twitch of the cock leading to more intense clit stimulation.

“Oh fuck, John,” Rose moaned into Yoko’s neck as my cock twitched inside of her, “I’m so close.” bounced harder on my cock and Yoko let out a moan as I sucked her clit more intensely. “I’m so close, I’m so –”

An intense moan escaped her lips as she dropped fully onto my cock, grinding her hips against me as her orgasm swelled. Yoko cried out as Rose pulled her further back, giving me better access to Yoko’s clit, my hands holding her ass as I continued to suck and lick her as Rose buried her face in her neck.

Within seconds, Yoko was cumming on my face, her hot juices running down my cheeks as she reached forward and grabbed my hair, pulling my face closer as she rubbed herself furiously against me, uneven gasps escaping her lips as waves of pleasure shook her body.

As I lay on my back, two women orgasming on my cock and mouth, I finally lost all control and started to cum, nutting into Rose’s quivering pussy as I worked Yoko’s clit like a man possessed. I held her close as I thrust up into Rose, unloading every drop of semen from my balls into her, claiming her body as my own as I pumped her full of my seed.

It felt like I was cumming for minutes, although it was only seconds, as the three of us shared this moment of orgasmic bliss, each pushing the other to further heights of pleasure.

A bright white light flashed before my eyes, my orgasm blinding my senses to anything but that moment. I forgot about it all. The only thing that existed was the feel of the three of us cumming together, a shared connection of pure physical pleasure.

Finished, I lay there, exhausted. Yoko was still on top of me, only now she was bent over, head on the floor above me, shaking and quivering, letting out ragged moans as she dealt with the aftermath of her orgasm, which seemed intense.

“Fuck John,” said Rose, sitting sitting on my cock, “how much did you cum?”

She groaned as she rose up off my cock. As soon as I slipped out of her, I missed being enveloped in her warmth. I needed to be inside her now, inside both of them. Without it, it felt as if part of me was missing.

With a groan, Yoko rolled off me and crawled down the rug and curled into me, letting me hold her as she continued to recover.

“It’s a bit late for that, isn’t it?” I asked as I watched Rose unzipping her skirt and letting it fall to the floor as she walked towards the bathroom.

“It’s so I don’t get your cum all over it,” she said, adjusting her panties, “I’m already going to have to change these, they’re full of your cum!”

My cock twitched.

I don’t know why, but the thought of a woman walking around with my hot cum pooling in her panties really did it for me. Perhaps it was a caveman thing, that I felt the need not only to fill fertile women with my seed, but to have it on her body, to mark my territory, to let everyone else know she was mine.

Or maybe I was just a pervert.

Either way, it did it for me.

“Your face is so wet,” Yoko whispered, touching my face. I turned to look at her and she kissed me, her tongue on mine, moaning as she tasted herself on my lips, her half-naked body moving against me, my trousers still around my ankles.

“Well, that’s your fault,” I said in between kisses.

“No,” she insisted, “you made me so wet.”

Fuck.

I kissed her hard again and I could already feel myself stirring, ready for the next round.


Chapter Twenty-Three

I’d never been more comfortable in my life.

It was morning and I was in bed, naked, sandwiched between two beautiful women half my age, who were also gloriously naked.

I lay there, my arms wrapped around their shoulders as they slept on my chest, their warm bodies curled into me, their soft legs resting gently on mine. It had been a long night and we had all earned a good lie-in, which we could do as we weren’t due in the studio today.

It’s always good to get away from the studio from time to time, if just to get a bit of space and perspective on what you’re doing. There’s nothing worse than spending weeks and months on end in the studio, writing, rehearsing and recording your magnum opus, the pinnacle of your creative vision, only to realise at the end of it all that not only is it both overblown and boring, it’s also just a bit shit.

So, non-music rest days are vital to the creative process.

Which is why, of course, my phone had to ring.

I lay there a moment, hoping it would ring off, but it didn’t. Whoever it was was persistent.

“Go away,” whined Yoko, curling further into me, “we’re asleep.”

But it kept ringing.

I muttered a curse under my breath and went to reach for the phone, but Yoko grabbed my arm and pulled it back around her.

“No,” she said, firmly, “this is mine now.”

Well, what could I do? Possession is nine-tenths of the law.

“Take a hint,” groaned Rose, hugging me tightly, “he’s busy.”

Then, after what felt like forever, the ringing stopped.

“Finally,” muttered Rose, “now we can get back to what we were doing.”

“What was that?” I asked.

“Sleeping,” she said, her hand moving softly over my chest, then down my naked body and under the duvet until her fingers were gently wrapped around my cock.

“Doesn’t feel much like sleeping,” I said, as she began to slowly stroke my morning wood under the covers.

“It’s a very deep sleep,” said Yoko, as her hand followed suit, her fingers teasing my balls, her head still resting on my chest, eyes still closed. “Very deep.”

I let out a deep sigh and closed my eyes, holding the two women as they teased me under the blankets.

Mornings don’t get much better than this, I thought, as Rose’s hand continued to stroke my cock at a leisurely pace whilst Yoko’s fingers worked their magic on my balls.

Sure, sex is great, but there’s nothing quite like a lazy handjob first thing in the morning. Especially when there’s two women giving it. It’s a perfect mix of sexy and cosy, low-intensity pleasure for a low-intensity day. Of course, there was plenty of time for high-tempo fucking later on, but for now I was just happy to feel these beautiful women’s bodies pressed against mine as they touched me.

But just as I was getting comfortable, the phone rang again.

“Ignore it,” Yoko said, her fingers tickling just underneath my sack.

“You’re otherwise engaged,” said Rose, giving my cock a teasing squeeze.

“I’d love nothing more,” I said, “but…”

Rose huffed with frustration as I reached for the phone. I didn’t want to answer, but I knew if someone was calling me (which never happens) then calling twice meant they either wanted something important or were an incredibly dedicated telemarketer.

I picked up the screen and looked at it:

Number withheld.

A strange sensation washed over me, nerves almost. As I watched it ring in my hand, I knew who it was. I knew it.

“Just answer it already,” said Rose, still working my cock.

“It’s so loud,” said Yoko.

I pressed the call accept button and stared at the phone.

“Hello?”

I stared at the bright screen, the call duration timer ticking up.

“Can you hear me?”

“Err, hi, yeah, I can hear you,” I said, putting the phone to my ear. Rose and Yoko looked at me, bewildered and then at each other, giggling quietly. I guess it was strange for them to see someone actually talking on a phone. Especially putting it to their ear. Nowadays everything that wasn’t text message seemed to be loudspeaker or mic’d headphones. The idea of using a phone as a receiver you had to put to your face (in other words, as a phone) was becoming as antiquated as a telegram or homing pigeon.

“Hi,” she said brightly, that sweetheart lilt full of energy and brightness, the one that had made the world fall in love with her, “this is Clarissa, Clarissa Lovegood?”

My cock twitched as the words flowed directly into my ear, as if she was next to me, whispering them to me, albeit through a tin can.

“Hi Clarissa,” I said. At this, Rose and Yoko perked up, looking at me and one another, whispering to one another across me, ridiculously excited as I cupped what I assumed was the receiver and tried to get them to be quiet. “Thanks for calling.”

“I hope this isn’t too early?”

“Not at all,” I said, wishing she had given it another thirty minutes, “what can I do for you?”

“I just wanted to call and say how excited I am to be working with you.”

“I’m excited too,” I said, trying not to moan as Rose began working my cock a little faster.

“Really?” she asked, sounding surprised.

“Really,” I said, giving Rose my best ‘cut it out’ glare, but that only seemed to strengthen her resolve, not to mention her grip on my cock.

“Oh, you’ve no idea how much of a relief that is,” she said, her relaxed laughs sending shivers through me. “I was afraid you were going to turn me down.”

I’m not sure anyone has ever turned you down,” I said, images of her contorting her body on stage rushing through my mind. “I mean, you’re a big star,” I added hastily, afraid she would get the wrong idea. “Not that I’m doing it because you’re a big star.”

Rose and Yoko looked at one another, bemused. I was making a fool of myself and they knew it too.

“I understand that,” she said, “if there’s anyone in the world who wouldn’t be afraid to tell me to go fuck myself, it would be you.” She said the last part sweetly, almost seductively. I wondered if she wanted me to tell her to go fuck herself, or if Rose working my cock was distorting my perception of the conversation.

“I would never tell you to go fuck yourself,” I said.

“Oh,” she said, sounding almost disappointed.

“I’d be far more diplomatic than that.”

She laughed.

“Good,” she said, sounding relieved, “the last thing I need is another person kissing my ass and telling me it tastes great.”

I imagined Clarissa on the bed kneeling in front of me, her face buried in a pillow as she reached back and parted her perfectly-toned asscheeks. I saw myself kneeling behind her, kissing her toned cheeks, moving from one to the other as I made my way closer to her asshole. I could hear her moans as I pressed my lips against her quivering hole and kissed her, my tongue teasing her, pressing deeper as I ate her ass.

My body must have reacted too as I was brought back to earth at the sensation of Rose’s hand moving faster up and down my cock, as Yoko began to kiss my chest.

“Mmm,” I moaned as the increased sensations made me lose control for a moment.

“What was that?” she asked.

“Oh, nothing,” I said, focusing back on the conversation. “So, what can I do for you?”

“Hmm,” she said and I wondered what she was thinking about and whether it was the sort of thing I was thinking about, even though I knew it couldn’t possibly be that. She was a stunning superstar, she could have anyone she wanted. Not to mention nearly half my age.

It was ridiculous.

But, I thought to myself, was it any less ridiculous than the fact that Rose and Yoko were currently naked in my bed, kissing down my naked body as they both slipped under the covers?

Rose’s hand slipped from my cock as I felt two pairs of lips moving down my stomach and over my hips, to the top of my thighs.

“First of all, I’d like to get to know you better,” said Clarissa.

“Sounds good,” I said, as two pairs of lips began to kiss up and down the sides of my cock, alternating between kissing, sucking, and teasing flicks of the tongue.

“Great,” she said, “I like to get to know the people I’ll be working with. I think it’s really important to come together and see if there’s a connection, you know?”

“I’m a big believer in making sure a partnership works,” I said, my cock twitching as they began to lick my cock, flicking the tips of their tongues over the head of it.

“There’s nothing more important to a collaboration than good chemistry,” she said.

“Nothing more important,” I agreed, stifling a moan as Rose’s juicy lips wrapped around the tip of my cock, her tongue teasing me before she slid her lips down my shaft.

“I’m sorry,” she said, “did I wake you up? Are you still in bed?”

“It’s fine,” I said, stifling another moan as Yoko took one of my balls into her mouth and began to suck as she fingered the other, “I’m wide awake now.”

It was true. My heart was racing as Rose’s head bobbed up and down on my cock, sucking at me as if she was trying to make me lose my composure.

“Do you know The Preening Peacock?” she asked.

“Can’t say I do,” I said, “I’ve not really been one for bars and such, for a while now.”

“Oh, it’s not a bar,” she said. “I mean, they do serve alcohol, if that’s a problem?”

“No problem at all,” I said, “I don’t give into temptation that easily.”

“Wish I could say the same!” she said, laughing, then stopping abruptly. “Sorry,” she said, “I didn’t mean it like that…”

“It’s fine.”

“I don’t even really drink all that much, let alone do other things.”

“Really, don’t worry about it. We all have our vices.” I wondered what hers were, if not drink and drugs. It certainly wasn’t food, not with a body like that. “What time?”

“Are you free at nine?”

“What day?”

“Today.”

I looked at the clock (yes, I still had an actual clock!). It read 10:34.

“I think we’ve already missed that appointment, unless you’re in another time zone?” It sounded sarcastic, but it was a legitimate question for someone with her lifestyle.

“I am actually,” she said, “got an event this afternoon. But I meant nine this evening.”

“Oh, right, usually I’m in bed by then,” I said jokingly.

“I bet,” she said. There was something in her tone that made her think I wasn’t going to bed early to sleep.

“But I can make an exception for you.”

“I am truly honoured to be the first woman to get you out of bed at night rather than into one!” she said, laughing.

“I can assure you, a lot of women have gotten me out of bed at all sorts of times of the day and night for all sorts of reasons!”

“Well maybe you can tell me about it tonight.”

“Maybe, I will,” I said.

“Ok, I’d better be going. We’ll be landing in a minute.”

“Yeah, I’m pretty close too,” I said, “to getting up, I mean.”

“See you tonight, do you need me to send a car?”

“I’m sure I’ll manage to find my –”

“I’ll send a car,” she said, interrupting me, “see you tonight.” With that, she hung up the phone.

I let out the groan I had barely been holding in all this time and dropped my phone on the pillow, slipping both hands under the covers. I began to stroke Yoko’s hair as she sucked at my balls, her soft hair tickling my thighs, and ran my fingers through Rose’s taking hold and guiding her head, feeling her sucking me even tighter as I did so.

Thoughts of Clarissa ran through my mind as Rose and Yoko pleasured me and even though I felt guilty for thinking about someone else the excitement that rushed through my body completely took over me and I fucked Rose’s mouth faster and faster, moaning loudly as I came, draining my balls into her throat, feeling the muscles in her neck contract as she swallowed down my entire load with ease.

I felt Yoko sucking my balls harder as they emptied into her best friend’s mouth, contracting as I released every last drop of semen, my body shaking as thoughts of fucking Clarissa Lovegood sent waves of pleasure through me, causing my cock to contract again and again, until I was completely spent, and then still more, mini waves of pleasure shooting through me as my body continued to try to cum.

“Fuck,” said Rose as she crawled out from under the covers, licking her lips, “that was so hot. I could feel you cumming down my throat, using me like your little fucktoy.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, “I don’t know why I got so carried away.”

“It’s ok,” said Yoko as she crawled out from the covers, her long hair tickling my sensitive body as she did so. “I’d cum that hard if I had Clarissa Lovegood whispering in my ear too.”

Rose looked at her, shocked and Yoko blushed. Then her look turned into a smile.

“You would too, you little slut,” said Rose, leaning over me and kissing Yoko hard on the mouth. “That’s why I love you.”

As I lay there, bathing in my post-nut clarity, Rose and Yoko made out in front of me. I smiled, enjoying the show, only partly wondering what lay ahead for me at The Preening Peacock.

***

After the morning’s activities, the rest of the day was remarkably wholesome.

Well, relatively.

There was still a lot of fucking, just not the ‘grab you by the hair and cum down your throat’ type fucking. It was the slow and steady type, the sort of sex reserved for languid Sundays in bed. Not that we stayed in bed. In fact, most of our afternoon sex took place in the living room.

I tell you, there’s something special about watching two women eating one another out on top of an antique rug, their naked bodies wrapped around one another, moaning as they lick and are licked, arms wrapped around legs and legs wrapped around heads, taking their time as if this was the last pussy they would ever taste and savouring every last drop.

To watch them roll around, one on top and then the other, rocking on their knees, asscheeks spread with faces buried deep, to reach a stalemate, both lying on their sides, giving as much as they take, was one of the genuine wonders of the world. It truly made you feel glad to be alive.

As they tasted the juices of their pleasure, I watched, bollock naked on the sofa, slowly working my cock, as much an act of worship as masturbation, holding a steady rhythm, making it last, matching their intensity, letting them set the pace of my pleasure.

Of course, by the end I was jerking like a madman, my cock throbbing for release as I watched Yoko bringing Rose to climax, her slim lips and well-practised tongue working wonders on her lover’s clit, as Rose rocked her hips on her face, moaning loudly as she convulsed, bodies locked together, until with a cry of surrender, Yoko let the woman’s throbbing bud slip from her lips. But even as shaken as she was, Rose continued to work between Yoko’s legs.

I kept going, jerking wildly, the tip of my cock covered in pre-cum, my body tense as I held back what I knew was coming, waiting to time it perfectly. I gritted my teeth as Rose rolled Yoko onto her back and lifted her legs, spreading them as she buried her face deep between them, sucking at Yoko’s clit as she lay helpless on the floor, grabbing fistfuls of antique rug as Rose brought her closer and closer to release.

“Oh Rose,” cried Yoko, eyes screwed tight with pleasure, “you’re so fucking good at that. Don’t stop, oh God, don’t stop!”

Rose didn’t stop, she continued going at Yoko relentlessly, pushing her ever closer and closer until finally Yoko cried out, body thrashing on the floor, bucking wildly as Rose continued working between her legs.

I tell you, I’ve seen some crazy shit in my time – some crazy shit – but I had never seen anything like this. Perhaps it was because we were all sober, that we were fully in control of our senses, driven by pure, unadulterated desire for physical connection, or perhaps we were all just horny as fuck. But when Yoko came, I came. Hard.

I groaned loudly as I ejaculated all over my naked body, spraying thick ropes of cum all over my chest as the sounds of Yoko’s orgasmic moans rang in my ears, transporting me to another plane of existence, one where I could only experience pure bliss. I sat there and let wave after wave wash over me, Yoko’s moans like waves crashing on the beaches of my release, thick creamy foam covering me as she came and came and came.

Once the tides of pleasure rolled back, I was left there breathless and naked, my cock in my hand and my hot seed on my chest. But unlike so many times before, I felt completely at ease. Even as Rose and Yoko looked at me, their perfect bodies spread eagle on the rug, faces flushed and lips glistening, I felt nothing but inner peace.

I watched as Rose rolled over and kissed the prone Yoko, their wet mouths meeting, the juices of their joint passion shared. It was then I knew that they were deeply, madly in love.

And me?

I was in trouble.

They giggled softly and crawled towards me, joining me on the sofa.

“Wow,” said Rose, running the finger over my chest, “someone made a mess.”

“Tell me about it,” I said, teasingly, “I’ll have to get the rug cleaned now.”

“I think we added to its value considerably,” said Rose. “What do you think, sweetie?”

“Considerably,” said Yoko, as she slowly kissed my neck, her lips wet from Rose’s pussy. “Such value.”

“Mind your hair, sweetie,” said Rose, brushing it away from my cum-covered chest, “our man here is terribly dirty.”

“I guess I’ll have to clean up,” I said.

“Or we will,” said Rose, wiping a line of cum up with her finger and sucking it clean. “Mmm,” she cooed as she swallowed it down. She bent down and looked up at me with her big eyes as she slowly ran her tongue up my chest, licking another strand of cum from my body.

“Don’t be greedy,” said Yoko, “it’s nice to share.”

Rose smiled and stroked Yoko’s hair, before gathering it in her hand and holding it like a ponytail as it flowed down Yoko’s naked back as Yoko leaned in and ran her tongue over my nipple.

She licked her lips and swallowed down her tribute, before licking at me again. Then Rose joined in and together they quickly cleaned me up.

“There we go,” said Yoko, “good as new.”

“Teamwork makes the dream work,” said Rose.

Sitting there, watching them kiss softly in front of me, their naked, sweaty bodies pressed into mine, I had never believed in that more than right now.


Chapter Twenty-Four

There are clubs and then there are clubs.

The clubs you know are the ones they want you to know about. High-profile ‘low profile’ places where celebs (and wannabe celebs) can get snapped on a night out, wearing whatever pre-approved product-endorsed (and received, gratis, naturally) outfit they are wearing.

Clubs, on the other hand, are the places where the rich and famous go when they actually want to party in privacy. These are usually in more remote areas, often compounds, where access is highly restricted and camera phones are essentially banned.

To be clear, this isn’t some Illuminati, dark arts shit. This is insanely rich and beautiful people getting together to drink, get fucked up, and fuck one another’s brains out without having to worry about their reputations being ruined by having photos of them snorting coke from where a supermodel’s landing strip should be, plastered all over the internet.

I didn’t know which of these The Preening Peacock was going to be. It wasn’t a club I’d ever heard of, which made me think it was the former. Clubs like that were always popping up, whereas Clubs ran on reputation and history. They were Legacy operations.

I can’t say I was too happy about it. I really would have preferred to meet in a studio or some other location where we could chat in private. After all, we both had reputations to uphold. I can’t imagine why she would want to be photographed with me before we even decided we could work together. If it turned out we weren’t compatible like that, it would damage her credibility (Pop Princess Can’t Handle Hardcore Rock ‘N’ Roller), as well as mine (Hasbeen Sellout Attempt Ends in Rejection.)

Still, I had to trust she knew what she was doing. After all, you don’t get to that level of fame and success without some real fucking brains and business savvy. Especially in this day and age.

Back when I was coming through, it was a different matter. A bit of ‘don’t give a fuck’ attitude, a sprinkling of luck, and an ear for a catchy riff was all you needed to hit the big time. Nowadays though? Everything is micromanaged to a tee. Everything is precisely curated and timed and arranged and focus-grouped to death to maximise interaction and follow-through by the optimum target demographics. Or ‘fans’, as we used to call them.

No, Clarissa and her management knew exactly what she was doing. She would absolutely know the most effective way to make sure our meeting was as efficient, profitable, and media-managed as possible.

So imagine my surprise, when the limo that had been sent for me, stopped outside a dirty-ass looking strip club way out in the desert.

“What the…?” I muttered to myself as I looked at the dulled neon lighting through the tinted window. Suddenly, my view was blocked by the body of a large man in a suit. It was the limo driver (for some reason, I could never get comfortable referring to them as ‘chauffeurs’).

“Thanks,” I said as he opened the door and I got out of the limo. I had been in more than a few in my time, but I’d never felt particularly comfortable about it.

He smiled politely and handed me a thick brown envelope. Then without saying another word, he got back into the limo and drove away.

I looked around the nearly empty parking lot and then opened the envelope. It was stuffed full of cash. Singles, to be precise.

I looked up at the neon sign once again, The Preening Peacock written in gaudy blue letters as a giant pair of legs flashed open and closed above it.

“Fuck it,” I said, and made my way to The Preening Peacock.

***

Strips clubs have never been my thing.

They’re mostly loud, dark, dingy holes that smell of sweat and desperation.

The Preening Peacock was no different.

As I walked in, I was immediately assaulted by the environment. Booming trap music full of bass rattled the floor as spotlights and mirrorballs cast a cheaply lit star map across every surface.

“Looking for a good time?”

I turned and looked at the woman standing in front of me. She was as tall as I was with bright pink hair flowing down her dark skin, her silver bikini set glittering in the cascading lighting. She was stunning, her body a perfect hourglass figure, her facial features highlighted with strikingly colourful makeup selections.

“I’m looking for someone,” I said, almost apologetically.

“Aren’t we all?” she asked, fingering the front of my t-shirt.

“Someone specific,” I clarified.

“That’s no problem,” she said, undaunted, leaning in closer. I could smell her sweet aroma and the faint scent of her sweat, an intoxicating combination, as my dick could fully attest. “I can be as specific as you like.”

Fuck, she was good.

“Maybe later,” I said, “but thank you.”

“The name’s Krystal,” she said.

“Nice to meet you Krystal,” I said.

“Not yet it isn’t,” she said, winking and then walking away.

I watched her go and she knew it, her hips swaying, her juicy ass highlighted perfectly by the thong between her asscheeks, stepping effortlessly on six-inch high stripper heels, which explained how she was so tall.

I took a seat at a table towards the back of the room and looked around the place for a slim blonde and found more than one. But not the one I was looking for.

I was starting to wonder whether I’d been set up, whether this was all part of some elaborate prank conceived by one of the many, many industry bigwigs I’d pissed off over the years.

But would any of them be in a position where they could get Clarissa fucking Lovegood to set me up?

Probably.

It had been long enough that some of them had certainly risen to far more senior roles within the business than I ever would, and they all had fuses shorter than their dicks. And they held their grudges like their tiny peckers, hard and long.

Then a thought hit me, had I even spoken to her?

I had only really seen the one video and caught some snippets of her songs here and there. I didn’t know what she sounded like and I hadn’t actually met her in person yet, so I could have been talking to anyone. Hell, with modern technology I might not even have been talking to a real person!

Had I gotten off to speaking to a computer?

I wouldn’t be the first person no doubt.

But as I sat there with an envelope full of cash, watching a beautiful, big-titted blonde shaking her ass as she finished her performance, I decided to make the best of a bad situation.

“Woo!” shouted a woman sitting next to the stage, long black hair flowing down her back, “Bravo!”

As I approached the stage, I watched as she threw a handful of singles onto the stage, which showered over the stripper’s naked body as she twerked on all fours.

There was an empty seat next to her and given the amount she had just thrown in the air and the love she was getting from the performer on the stage, that was where the action was.

But still, it’s always a strange thing sitting next to a stranger, double so in a place like this, triple if it’s a place like this and you’re a guy sitting next to a woman. So I took the next seat over. Besides, I wasn’t looking for someone to hit on or to make conversation with. I was just looking to make the best of a bad situation and help some ambitious young women put themselves through college.

“You missed a hell of a show,” the black-haired woman shouted. I glanced at her, but she was watching the ass of the woman walking backstage, bundles of cash in her arms. I wasn’t sure she was talking to me, so didn’t respond. “She’s a fucking artist.”

“Looks like it,” I said, turning to look at her.

Fuck.

A naked woman is an incredibly beautiful thing to look at, a living testament to the wonders of existence. Yet there’s also something magical about a woman who is fully dressed. Perhaps it’s the mystique, the lure of the unknown, the promise and potential of what might come later that makes a person lose their mind. And as I looked at hers, my mind wasn’t just lost, it was halfway to Mars without so much as a star map.

She smiled the deadliest of smiles, a flash of perfectly white teeth framed by devilishly dark lips. The shade of crimson-red the kind that sends a warning:

You’re in trouble.

And I certainly was.

My eyes wandered further down her body, past the slim black choker around her neck, over her tight-fitting black t-shirt that clung to her body, her firm nipples visible even in this poor lighting. It cut off halfway down her body, exposing her trim, well-toned midriff with a sparkling piercing that I recognised but couldn’t quite place. Lower down, she wore a short black skirt which hung loose but high on her thighs, her pale skin crisscrossed by invitingly porous fishnet stockings, the kind you don’t need to rip, but want to anyway. Down in the darkness, I could make out a thick black boot to top off the whole thing.

“So, what’s a guy like you doing in a place like this?” she asked, a knowing glint in her eye.

“I could ask you the same quest–” I began before the music ramped up as the new show was about to begin.

The woman in black turned to the stage, clapping and cheering as the next dancer walked on, ready to perform. My eyes moved from the woman on stage in a skimpy lingerie set as she moved around the silver pole, one hand holding it as she surveyed her audience, to the woman sitting near me. Her eyes, however, were focused solely on the performer.

She cheered as the woman, another slim blonde with big tits, leaned back against the pole, her hands above her head as she slid her ass down it until she was crouching at the bottom. The music flared and she spread her legs, giving us a view of the slightest of thongs covering her pussy, before quickly closing them again. She stood back up and swung around the pole, grabbing it with both hands and throwing herself in the air, legs out straight as she slid back down before doing it again, this time wrapping her legs around the pole and dangling upside down, her blonde hair swaying beneath her like a golden waterfall.

The woman in black cheered and held out a note. The stripper walked over casually, as if she knew the whole world would wait for her. She walked to the edge of the stage and smiled at the woman, shaking her body before quickly spinning around and slutdropping into a crouched position, her perfect ass inches from the spectator’s rapt face. The woman in black cheered and ran her fingers over the edge of the thong, pulling it up and letting the note slip underneath before letting go, then she added another. The woman on stage dropped onto all fours, backing her ass up and shaking it just for her, looking over her shoulder, egging her on. The woman in black raised her hand, looking from the woman’s face to her ass and back, then spanked her, which made the woman shake her ass even harder, so she did it again, laughing and cheering, then stuck another couple of bills in her thongs.

The woman crawled away like a tiger, then rolled onto her back, running her hands over her body and up her legs, humping the air. Then she flipped onto her front and humped the stage, her body moving with impressive precision.

“Well,” said the woman in black, addressing me but not looking at me, “are you going to show your appreciation or not?”

I looked at her, confused for a second, my mind completely taken over by the woman on the stage. Then I remembered the envelope of money I had in my pocket. I pulled it out and took out a wad, putting the rest back in my jacket pocket.

The woman crawled over to me and I held out a bill. She got onto her knees, rocking her hips as if desperate to feel my mouth between her legs, as if she couldn’t imagine anything better. And to tell you the truth, at that moment, neither could I.

She was good, really good.

So I reached forward with the note and she pulled the front of her thong forward, giving me a glimpse of what we had all come to see, then let it snap close as I slipped the bill into her thong.

She stayed there, rocking on her knees and I slipped another bill into the side, next to the ones that were already there, as she took off her bra. I watched in amazement as her magnificent breasts fell free and she threw her unneeded top across the stage. She moved closer, her breasts pressed together, her hands moving over her body, teasing me relentlessly as she pushed them closer and closer to my face. All I could think about now was burying my face in between them, feeling their heat and softness as I kissed and licked and devoured and worshipped them.

But just like that, she was gone.

I kept watching as she continued her performance, moving from the stage to the pole, moving expertly in both positions, teasing a flurry of bills from both the woman in black and myself, each of us trying to outbid the other, desperate for the Goddess of the Pole to bestow her benevolence upon us.

But in the end, I was no match for the woman in black. Not that I minded in the slightest. To tell you the truth, I would have paid more to watch her perform for the woman in black, whose sheer delight was doing things to me I didn’t know could be done.

Honest to God, if I only take one memory to my grave, it will be the look on her face as that slightest of thongs finally slid down those exquisite legs, kept perfectly straight as she bent over, ass in the air, giving her a perfect view of her pussy.

For a moment, I thought she was going to lean in and stick her tongue deep into it, holding her ass apart as she sucked on the stripper’s glorious slit, letting those sweet juices flow down her chin as she went to town on the Goddess before her.

But, of course, she didn’t.

That sort of thing is very frowned upon, even if the woman on stage seemed eager for it to happen. Especially if that’s the case.

Finally, the show came to a close with another flurry of bills, which I, of course, matched.

“Wasn’t she…” began the woman in black.

“An artist,” I interrupted, “most definitely.”

“A man of taste,” she said, looking at me directly, then glancing down at the unmistakable bulge in my trousers, then back up, smiling wryly. “Come.”

She stood up and walked away, and I couldn’t help but watch her dress sway, teasing the edges of her fishnet-covered asscheeks. It was almost hypnotic and it was almost as if I was out of control of my body as I got out of my seat and followed her across the room.

“Hey Princess,” said one of the strippers, touching the woman in black gently on the shoulder.

“Hey, Jewel,” said ‘Princess’, “you were really great tonight.”

“You’re so sweet.”

“I mean it, you were so fucking hot. I mean, my god, at one point I thought I was going to slide off my chair I was so fucking wet.”

Jewel laughed and I wondered how many other women here were named after precious gems.

“Well, if you thought that was hot,” said Jewel, “we can go someplace quiet and I can show you what hot really means.”

“Mmm,” said Princess, biting her bottom lip, clearly savouring the prospect, “I’d love to. But only if my friend can come?”

Jewel’s eyes flicked to me then back to Princess.

“Not like that!” she exclaimed. “Not yet, anyway.” She gave me a wink. “No funny business, I promise.”

Jewel looked from Princess to me then back to Princess.

“Alright,” she said, but only one dance at a time.”

“No problem,” I said.

“And you sit on your damn hands.”

I held my hands up in surrender then realising that might be taken the wrong way, tucked them behind my back.

“That’s better,” she said, her firm voice doing something for me I didn’t expect. Then, holding Princess’ hand, she led her away. “Now let’s go, Princess, it’s time for you to sit on your throne.”

***

Holy shit.

“You like that, baby?” asked Jewel as she straddled Princess, who was seated on the padded chair that ran all the way around the small, round room, her face a delight as the completely naked stripper straddled her in her ‘throne’.

“So much,” said Princess, her eyes devouring Jewel’s perfect body. “Can I…?”

“Do you want to?”

Princess bit her lip again and nodded.

“Alright,” said Jewel, “but just a little.”

“Just a little,” Princess whispered.

I watched the show, my own hands firmly placed under my ass as my cock tried to burst from my trousers like a fucking xenomorph. Princess’s hands seemed so pale compared to Jewel’s tanned skin. It was as if she was too hot to touch, Princess’s hands moving over Jewel’s glittery skin with just the faintest of brushes. Still, it was clear even this slightest of contact was sending sparks through Princess, her eyes focused on Jewel, devouring her as her fingers skimmed the soft skin of her well-toned thighs, up over her hips and along the faint imprint where her thong had pressed into her flesh. As her fingers moved across Jewel’s asscheeks, Jewel leaned into Princess, pressing her breasts against her body, then quickly sat back, trapping Jewel’s hands between them.

“I meant a little more than that,” said Jewel, arms wrapped around Princess’s neck, grinding her ass into Princess’s hands, moaning as her fingers gripped more tightly, sinking into the firm flesh. “Mmm, that’s it. You like my ass?”

Princess nodded. It was as if this wild, assertive woman had suddenly been tamed, but still I wasn’t convinced.

“How much?”

“So much?”

“How much?”

“So much, I’d…” she began stuttering.

“Yes…?”

“So much, I’d like to eat it.”

“Ooh, girl, you’re so nasty. You want to eat my ass?”

“I want to eat your ass.”

“You want to get your tongue up in my tight little asshole?”

“I want to eat your ass,” she repeated, “to get my tongue deep into your pretty little asshole. I want to eat your ass until I make you cum and cum and cum until you’re begging me to stop, and then I’d make you cum again.”

“Fuck,” said Jewel, “I’d love you to eat my pretty little asshole. It’s just a shame I don’t go that way. But if I did,” she continued, “I would definitely sit on your pretty little face first.”

Jewel grabbed the back of the bench with one hand and placed the other on the back of Princess’s head.

“But maybe this will make up for it,” said Jewel as she pressed the woman’s face into her heaving cleavage. Jewel moaned as Princess moaned into her breasts, her hands firmly gripping the stripper’s ass, as all I could do was sit and watch.

***

“You are the best,” said Princess as we walked out of the private room.

“I know,” said Jewel, “that’s why you keep coming back for more. And why I’ve got you begging to let you eat my asshole.”

“I’d be so good at it,” said Princess.

“I bet you would,” said Jewel, “it’s almost enough to get me curious.” Princess eyed her, hopefully. “Almost.”

Princess sighed as she watched Jewel disappear backstage.

“Fuck,” said Princess, wistfully. It was almost cute.

“So why do they call you Princess?” I asked.

“Why do you think?” she said, turning to me, holding the edges of her short skirt and doing a mini curtsey. “Do you think it’s because I’m so dainty?”

“I don’t think so,” I said.

“Or maybe it’s because I’m a pillow princess? Maybe I just like to lie back and let everyone else do all the work.”

Everyone else?

“Definitely not,” I said. I couldn’t imagine her in bed any other way than fully engaged, if not outright domineering.

“So, what is it?”

“Well, it’s either a private in-joke,” I said, looking her up and down, “or it’s ironic, given your wardrobe choices.”

“You don’t like?”

“Oh, I like, it just doesn’t give out ‘princess’ vibes.”

“I could be a dark princess?”

“I’m sure you could, but I don’t think it’s that.”

She shrugged.

Then walked away.

“You’re not going to tell me?”

“You’ll figure it out, one day,” she said, disappearing through the front door.

I stood there bewildered for a moment, then followed her out. But by the time I got outside, she was already gone. I looked around, but there was no one else there. Until suddenly, with a screeching roar, a jet-black sports car zoomed around the corner, tyres squealing as it took the corner way too fast and shot out onto the highway, leaving me with an empty envelope, full balls, and way too many questions.


Chapter Twenty-Five

“Of course, it was a strip club!”

“You knew?”

“Of course we did,” said Yoko, “we Googled it.”

As strange as it might sound, that idea didn’t even occur to me.

I don’t mean I thought about it and rejected it, but the idea of looking up the place I was invited to didn’t even cross my mind. And if it had, well I wouldn’t have done it anyway.

There’s something to be said about mystery and surprise, an art form that feels long-dead in the modern world. Hell, people are posting spoilers for TV shows and movies that aren’t even out yet! Hell, back in my day, we had to wait the best part of a year to find out what happened to the main character between seasons of TV. Now, you know how the whole thing finishes before they’ve even finished filming the first episode!

Fuck that.

I like mystery.

I like surprise.

I like suspense.

I like not knowing what the fuck is coming around the next corner. And whether it’s a mysterious woman in a sports car or some drunk asshole who’ll piss on your shoes, I want to find out when my feet are soaking wet and not a moment before.

For some reason, we need to know everything immediately, before that even. We crave knowledge not for the satisfaction of knowing, but for its own sake, like collectors of useless tat. Knowing is the thing. Then once we know, we just leave it on the shelf, collecting dust. We ruin things for ourselves because no one has any fucking patience anymore.

And I can say that because I sat there and watched Princess and Jewel grinding and touching and talking about tongues in assholes, as my hands remained firmly under my ass. I took the time to appreciate the moment, to savour the tension, the desire teased out of me further and further until it was about to snap.

And that, in many ways, is better than actually cumming.

Not in every way, obviously. The sense of relief when you finally pump your load out really is something uniquely gratifying. But the thing that makes it all the more relieving?

In a word, suspense.

“You didn’t think to mention that?” I asked, perplexed.

“We assumed you knew,” said Rose, with a shrug.

“And if you didn’t know,” said Yoko, “we thought it would be a nice surprise.”

“That’s one way of putting it,” I said.

“Did you have fun?” asked Yoko.

“It was a strip club,” I said, shrugging.

“Exactly,” said Rose, straddling me on the sofa. “You must be oh so very worked up.”

She spoke so seductively and as she rocked on top of me, I thought I was going to nut right there.

“Would you like us to help you with that?” she asked.

“I think I would,” I said, running my hands up her bare thighs, “but I need to take a shower first. To freshen up.”

***

When I was finished with my shower, I found Yoko lying in my bed, the covers pulled up to her neck.

“What are you doing?” I asked.

“Waiting for you,” she said, simply.

I was wearing nothing but a towel, which, since I was dry, I took off and dropped on a chair before sliding into bed next to her. I moved along and wrapped my arm around her, pulling her onto her side. She was completely naked and her soft body against my warm skin felt like a balm. I kissed her and she touched me and I could sense there was something different.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“Nothing,” she said.

I looked at her, softly, waiting for her next words.

“It’s just,” she began, “all those women. They’re so pretty. And I’m…”

I looked at her, stunned.

“You’re Yoko,” I said.

“Exactly, just Yoko.”

I laughed.

“It’s not funny,” she said.

“I’m sorry,” I said, “but it is a little. You’re an amazing woman.”

“Really?”

“Of course!” I said, my voice getting louder than I had intended. “You’re smart and funny and so incredibly talented.”

“But I’m not sexy,” she said interrupted.

“Oh my god,” I said, exasperated, “you are sexy as fuck. Honest to God, Yoko, you are one of the sexiest, most desirable women I’ve ever met!”

“But,” she paused, “I don’t look like them.”

“Thank god for that!” I exclaimed. “If everyone looked like that then nobody would look like that!”

She looked at me blankly.

“You are Yoko and you are beautiful and sexy and you drive men mad. Women too, for that matter.”

“I don’t…”

“You are so utterly desirable it’s almost painful. My God, Yoko…”

“They just think I’m sweet. Sweet isn’t sexy.”

“You’re right, sweet isn’t sexy. But you’re sweet and sexy. Sometimes at the same time, sometimes separately. Sometimes I want to hold you and never let go. And other times…”

“Yes…?”

Sometimes I just want to fuck you until you cum so hard you pass out. You are so fucking sexy to me, you have no idea.”

“Really?”

“Really.”

“Then show me. Show me how sexy you find me.”

It was as if someone flicked a switch. Suddenly, I was on top of her, my hard cock rubbing against her warm slit, my body on autopilot as I worked to devour her entire body.

“Oh God, John,” Yoko cried as I sucked at the skin at the base of her neck, knowing it would leave a mark and not caring who saw. She cried out as she wrapped her legs around me, her heels digging into my back as she squeezed me as tightly as I could.

I pulled back and kissed her mouth, hard, my tongue thrashing wildly in her mouth as hers thrashed against mine. I could feel her body warming up to me, the heat between her legs increasing.

“Show me, John,” she gasped, “show me.”

I reached down between our bodies and took hold of my cock. I guided it into her and felt the warmth of her body enveloping the tip of my cock, nearly tipping my trigger-sensitive body to unleash its load, but I held back and began to work my way into her.

She was still so fucking tight, even as her body wanted me, craved me, needed me. I held the tip of my cock inside her, trying to go slow, but she continued rocking underneath me, pushing herself further down on me, crying out as I stretched her out as I had that first time, but still she didn’t stop. So I kissed her again and thrust, pushing deep, her body tightening on me as I pressed deeper inside until I was filling her up.

“You feel that?” I asked her.

She nodded.

“You feel how sexy I find you?”

She nodded again.

“How fucking hard you make me when I’m inside you?”

She nodded again. Then said three simple words,

“Show me more.”

I began to fuck her, sliding my cock out of her and pushing deep back inside, feeling every inch of her, every tremor and quiver and shiver, every drop of passion and sudden sensation.

“Show me.”

I moved faster, holding myself up as I fucked her hard, pumping my cock into her tight body, slamming myself into her, losing myself to the absolute, primal need to fuck her brains out. I kept going, hard and fast, feeling her fingernails digging into my back as she held on for dear life, her breathing ragged as I fucked the breath out of her lungs.

“Shoooow mmeeee,” she wailed in a high-pitched moan as kept fucking her, pounding her pussy as the headboard rattled against the bedroom wall, clanging and creaking as if it was about to break.

“Oh Yoko,” I growled, “you are so fucking sexy, it kills me.”

“Shoooow mmeeeeeee.”

“I’m gonna show you, gonna show you how fucking sexy you are.”

“Oh god, yes!”

“So sexy, so fucking sexy, oh fuck, you’re gonna make me cum so quick, you’re so fucking sexy. I can’t last when I’m inside you.”

I don’t know if that tipped her over the edge, or if it was my cock filling every inch of her, but suddenly I could feel her cumming on my cock, her walls fluttering as I continued to thrust into her.

“Oh John, oh John,” she cried, wrapping herself around me, her body tightening as she came, “cum for me, cum for me, show me, show me.”

I knew that did it for me, because as she begged me to cum in her perfect, slim, orgasming body, I came and came and came, flooding her body with semen, shooting it deep inside her, the primordial desire to impregnate her flooding through me as I unloaded my seed, my cock twitching as my swollen balls fully unloaded into her tight as fuck hole.

“I can feel you,” she stuttered, as I thrust sharply and powerfully, shooting my seed as deep into her as I could, “can feel how… how…”

Her words melted into a whimper, her body slackening underneath me, but still twitching on my cock.

“Fuck,” I said as I lay on top of her, finished, her pussy gripping my now-still cock, “you are so fucking sexy, you have no idea.”

“She has some idea,” said Rose, from the bedroom doorway. “Show me how sexy I am,” she said in a high-pitched voice as she mimicked Yoko, “show me.”

I looked at Yoko, whose face was flushed red as she panted from exertion. If she was blushing, there was no way to tell.

“Sometimes I like to see,” she said.

“And sometimes,” said Rose, climbing into bed and snuggling up to the two of us, “you just want to get your pretty little brains fucked out.”

“Sometimes.”

“And did you?”

She smiled.

“I don’t know,” I said, “but I certainly did. Fucking hell.”

Yoko laughed, then groaned slightly as I pulled my cock out of her, gasping slightly as I pulled out fully.

“It’s so much,” she said, “I don’t know if I can…”

“Sluts who begged to get fucked and filled need to get cleaned up before bed,” said Rose, firmly, “that’s the rule.”

“But I don’t think I can stand,” she said.

“Well then,” said Rose as I slid out of bed to go clean myself up, “I guess somebody will have to take care of it, but then somebody else will owe somebody a big favour.”

“How big?”

“As big as somebody chooses, and whenever somebody chooses. Deal?”

“Deal?”

“Good,” said Rose, climbing on top of Yoko and kissing her. “But to let you know,” she said, kissing down Yoko’s body, “I would have done this for free.”

“So would I,” said Yoko as Rose disappeared under the covers, moaning loudly as Rose set to work cleaning my enormous load from between Yoko’s legs.

***

I hadn’t managed to fuck Yoko’s brain out, but I wasn’t far off, because she was asleep almost immediately after. By ‘immediately’, I mean ‘after Rose had licked her clean and been sufficiently inspired to make Yoko cum a second time, seeing as she was already down there’.

Which was still pretty quick.

But even after fucking Yoko so intensely, I still felt a need for release, and so did Rose. So we fucked as Yoko slept soundly next to us, even the moans of her lover as I railed her didn’t make her so much as stir. Or maybe it did and she was lying there pretending to be asleep, listening to the whole thing. I couldn’t put anything past her now.

My time with Rose was less frantic, but no less intense. It was nice and we took our time, not Sunday afternoon calm, but not ‘last fuck before the end of the world’ levels of intensity as it had been with Yoko just before.

“So she was a no-show?” asked Rose afterwards as she lay on my chest, listening to my heart as it gradually returned to its normal rhythm.

“Looks that way,” I said, “all there was was a limo, stripper money, and…”

“And?” asked Rose.

“And a whole lot of fantasy.”

“That sounds nice,” she said, “everyone needs a fantasy.”

“The problem with a fantasy is,” I said, “it’s nice to look at for a moment, but eventually you need something real to hold onto, otherwise you’re just grabbing at air.”

“Mmm,” said Rose, snuggling into me, “I’ll give you something to hold on to.”

I held her tighter, my arm wrapped around her shoulder, and reached out with my other arm to take Yoko’s hand in mine.

My whole world was spinning on its axis and I had no idea whether it was going to steady down or go shooting out of orbit. But at least I had two beautiful women to hold onto as I found out, and that’s a lot more than most people get.


Chapter Twenty-Six

“What do you mean she didn’t show?”

“You better not be fucking with me, Bobby.”

“Jesus Christ, if you think I wanted to fuck with you, do you think I’d involve the hottest property in town?”

“Yes.”

“Give me some credit. It’s a small world here, real close-knit vibes. A little too close if you know what I mean. If word got out I was throwing Clarissa fucking Lovegood’s name about to settle petty scores, that’s me finished in the big leagues. I know you’ve been locked up in your ivory tower for the last few years, but it’s been tough for all of us down here. It’s not like the old days anymore, people are a lot more sensitive to this sort of shit-fuckery.”

He sounded tired.

I could tell he was telling the truth, as much as Bobby was capable of doing so, at least. And I knew the industry had been shaken to the very core in the years since I all but abandoned it. To be clear, I’m not saying my leaving caused the crash, it’s just I seemed to get out at a good time.

Whilst I 100% believe at one point he would have done whatever was in his power to screw me over, consequences be damned, I could sense we were passed that.

“So what’s going on?”

“How should I know? Are you absolutely sure you were at the right place?”

“Unless there are two Preening Peacocks, then yes.”

“And you’re absolutely sure she wasn’t there?”

“Unless she spent the entire evening getting a private dance and forgot about me, she wasn’t there.”

“Are you sure you didn’t just miss her?”

“How could I miss her? She’s the most famous person in the world.”

“But that, my friend, is not a world you live in.”

He was right, again, and I fucking hated that.

Clarissa Lovegood was not part of my world. Before the other day, I barely knew her name. Even now, I’d only really seen that one video of her. Sure, her face was everywhere, with full make-up, perfectly styled hair and photoshopped to the hilt (is Photoshop still a thing?)

Was it possible I had missed her?

No, there was no one who looked even remotely like her. At least, not the image of her I had in my mind. There were no slim blondes with toned bodies and perfect teeth. There was just…

Fuck.

“Hello? Johnny?”

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck.

“I gotta go.”

“What’s going on?”

“I’m a fucking idiot.”

“I know that, but why specifically now?”

I hung up the phone.

***

“So you did meet her?”

“I think so.”

Yoko, Rose and I were sitting in what was quickly becoming our ‘usual’ booth in the cafe down the street from the studio.

Buzz had decided not to join us, having some errands to run, although he was suspiciously vague about what those actually entailed. I suspected his newfound intimacy with Charlotte had spiralled into a recurring event.

“But you didn’t know it was her?”

“No. I don’t even know if it was her. But there was something about her…”

“So what was she like?” asked Yoko, looking at me eyes wide with wonder.

“Like I say, I don’t even know if it was her.”

“There’s a limo and a wad of cash and one woman at the strip club who isn’t working in some capacity. I think we’re safe to assume it was her.”

“There was more than one…” I began before letting the sentence drift off.

Rose was right.

It must have been her.

Now I think back on it, I’m positive it was.

“She was going by the name Princess.”

“Ha!” cried Rose. “Her last album was called Not Ur Princess.”

I stared at her blankly.

“Of course, you didn’t know that. It was just the biggest-selling album of the year!”

“It’s a strip club,” I said, “everyone is called Princess or Emerald or Cubic Zirconia!”

“Not the clientele!”

I sighed.

“She looked different.”

“How did you expect her to look?”

I thought back to her moving across the stage, blonde hair flowing over her immaculately styled outfit.

“I don’t know. I assumed she would at least be blonde!”

“Maybe it was a wig?” said Yoko. “Maybe she was in disguise?”

I thought of paparazzi disguises as a baseball cap and dark sunglasses, not fishnet stockings and skin-tight crop tops. But then again, I hadn’t recognised it was her. If it was her. And in my defence, it was dark and loud and full of naked women, all of which make it really difficult to think clearly.

She was also stunning.

The sort of rock chick men who don’t know rock chicks lust over. The sort that will break your heart and your balls and leave you begging for more. The sort that will fuck your brains out and leave you a drooling mess on the bedroom carpet as she sets fire to your house, and instead of escaping you bask in the warmth of the fire, grateful just to feel her heat.

Ask me how I know.

“Yeah, well, I guess it doesn’t matter now,” I said. “‘Cause she sped off in a black sports car, leaving me alone in a strip club parking lot. Guess I can’t have made that much of an impression on her.”

“Sad,” said Rose. “So very sad.”

“So what now?” asked Yoko, gently touching my hand.

“Now,” I said, letting Yoko’s touch ground me to the world I felt I might float away from at any second, “we finish your record.”

***

Gunna b lat cvr 4 mee

The only thing worse than text speak was text speak from a grown-ass man.

I didn’t know for sure what Buzz was up to, but since his sexual reawakening, he had seemed different. Not better, just different.

But absolutely better.

For one, he wasn’t in my business all the time, trying to live vicariously through any exploits I may or may not have encountered.

For two, he was a lot more chill, even to the point of unprofessionalism. But that was fine today, I was here to cover.

So I sat by myself watching The Ladies make as much noise as humanly possible as they put together some kind of improvised jam, mixing guitar noise and feedback with out-of-sync drums and incomprehensible lyrics. It was like one of those tracks from the 1990s, the ones you found at the end of a CD after ten minutes of silence, the one you didn’t know existed until it started blaring, scaring the shit out of you as you tried to figure out if your hi-fi was about to explode.

It was fantastic.

So much so, it even took my mind off Clarissa and Princess for a while.

Sort of.

Rose had shown me a few photos on her phone. Clarissa in a variety of styles and outfits. I was amazed, not just at how radically different her style was in each photo (plenty of musicians adopt different looks and personas throughout their career), but how she seemed to be a completely different person in many of them. In a few I wasn’t even sure if it was her, even though the accompanying article clearly stated it was.

As Rose swiped through the photos, I grew less certain that it was her. Certainly, it could have been. Hell, it probably was, but I couldn’t say for sure. Perhaps I didn’t want to, because that meant either one of two things:

One, it wasn’t her and she stood me up without so much as an apology, which meant any collaboration (and the healthy chunk of change that came with it) was thoroughly dead, or…

Two, it was her and she was so thoroughly unimpressed, she left me standing alone outside a strip club in the middle of the night without so much as a ‘thanks for stopping by’.

Neither of these options led anywhere good.

***

“Umm, pardon my French,” said Rose as we left the building, recording done for the day and ready to head off home, “but what the fuck is that?”

“It looks like a limo,” I said, holding the front door open for them.

“I can see that,” said Rose, as I followed them out and began locking it behind us, “but why is it parked here?”

“Who knows?” I said, thoroughly uninterested in playing any more games.

“It’s for you,” said Yoko bluntly. We all knew she was right, but I had no intention of getting in.

Rose, on the other hand, had other ideas.

“Maybe don’t look into stranger’s car windows,” I said, cringing as she pressed her face up against the tinted glass, one hand over her eyes as she tried to see who, if anyone was inside.

She yelped and jumped back as the window began to roll down. Inside, there was no one. Then there was a click and the limo door opened by itself.

“That isn’t at all ominous,” I said. “Come on, let’s go.”

But before the words had even left my mouth Rose was already inside the back of the limo, with Yoko scooting in right after her.

“Get in,” said Rose.

“No way,” I said.

“You’re going to let us get into a strange car with no one to protect us?” asked Yoko, using her large, sad eyes to full effect.

It was a trick.

I knew it.

She knew it.

Rose knew it.

Hell, it was clear to anyone she was manipulating me, tugging at deeply ingrained drives to protect the tribe from danger. Or perhaps she just knew how to play me like a god-damn fiddle.

Yeah, that was probably it.

I muttered under my breath as I got into the limo.

“Alright,” I said as I sat down, “but this is the last time I’m following you into a stranger’s car.”

“Thank you,” said Yoko as she threw her arms around me. “Just this one time.”

“Just the one,” I said, both of us knowing I would do it time and again.

“Look!” shouted Rose, “the door is closing by itself!”

I turned just in time to see the last rays of light from outside before the door closed. There was a click that was probably just the fastening mechanism, but I was secretly convinced it was the lock to stop us from escaping. Not that anyone else seemed in the least interested in getting out.

As the limo drove on, taking us to God knows where, Rose and Yoko made it their sworn duty to explore every single inch of the limo. From the sound system to the minibar, to the intercom system, they got into everything. The only thing they didn’t do was actually hang out of the sunroof, shouting at passersby. Even as excited as they were, I think they felt that was a bit tacky, for late afternoon, at least.

Finally, we came to a stop and the door opened. As I got out I saw the limo driver standing there. I tried to get a good look to see if he was the same one from the night before, but it had been dark then and I hadn’t been paying much attention, and now Rose and Yoko were causing too much of a ruckus for me to think straight.

I wanted to ask what next, but before I could do so, he was already getting back into his seat ready to drive away.

But the truth was, I knew the answer and had known where we were going to end up even before we got in the limo.

I looked up at the towering building that jutted high into the sky, like a radio antenna for the Gods. I had been here many a time in the past. Hell, it was the place we penned our first record deal.

It was also home to the label to which Clarissa Lovegood was signed.

Columbus Records.

Whether that was a good sign or a bad sign (or a really bad sign!) I didn’t know, but as we stood outside, looking up at this tower of hubris, I knew for better or worse, my life was going to change forever.
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