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A rainy midweek evening in a nondescript town.  Early February.  A write-off of an evening.  The pubs and bars are empty, desperate.  Traffic splashes through puddles.

An old church converted into an arts centre about 20 years ago.  It specialises in small exhibitions and small concerts.  Posters outside, peeling in the drizzle, advertise her gig here, tonight.  She has a newish album out – on a label so tiny it is practically self-released – but knows no-one is interested in an old rocker’s new material.  She plays a greatest hits set instead, to an audience maybe only a third full.

Kath Joan was never huge, even in her heyday, but she was well-known enough.  The frontwoman of a band who had a few modest hits with punky, radio-friendly rock in the early 1980s.  Their few hit singles still turn up on middle-of-the-road radio stations and drive-time compilation CDs.  She looked good on stage, back in the day: slim, clad in black leather, electric guitar held like a weapon and a wild mop of flailing dyed black hair.  Her bandmates were suitably anonymous, male, and have long been forgotten.  She was the star of the outfit: after a couple of albums, the band split, and she embarked on a solo career from then on.  It never really worked out.  A couple of early singles that scraped into the Top 40 aside, she quickly sank from the public eye.

The crowd tonight reflects her lack of relevance in today’s scene.  Aging rockers – couples, lone men nursing pints, music fans with nothing better to do – with thinner hair and rounder stomachs than they had back in their heyday.  A few younger spectators dance down by the stage, but it’s mainly a reserved, mature, respectable lot.

Still, she gives it her all.  Kath Joan is pushing sixty now, but is in decent shape: her black jeans may no longer be skinny, but she looks good in scruffy sweat-stained vest, tattooed arms exposed.  Her dyed black hair is showing grey, and her vocals, screeches and roars are deeper and huskier than on the records anyone really cares about, but she still has that frontwoman quality: all eyes on her, not the bland, forgettable touring session musicians that make up her backing band tonight.  Youth and vibrancy and danger may have been replaced by predictability and safety and late middle age, but those who made it out tonight enjoy the show.  For an encore, she comes back on stage and performs an acoustic version of probably her most well-known track.  They played a full-band version of it earlier in the night.  Kath appreciates their applause and thanks them gratefully.  

The gig is wrapped up by 10.30pm.  No-one complains.  People have work in the morning.  The hall begins to empty out, the lights come on.  The band shuffle gingerly back on stage with a few roadies and begin packing up their equipment.

A few loiter by the bar, chatting and savouring their pints.  After a few minutes, Kath Joan herself appears.  She is welcomed with smiles and compliments for her performance.  She smiles, chats, signs any CDs any middle-aged, starstruck loners want to buy from the merchandise table.  She allows one or two to buy her a rum and coke.  People continue to drift back out into the rainy night.

Towards the end, Kath gets talking to a pair of younger guys at the table.  One is perhaps twenty, the other maybe a couple of years older.  They’re both markedly different from the chubby, balding, stuttering chaps that have been hovering around.  Both slim, tattooed, fashionably dressed, cool hair and facial hair.  Very hip, very handsome.  They know their music, and they ask her questions about the scene back in the day.  They punctuate their conversation with questions about her current work, so as not to make her feel obsolete.  They drink, and chat.  Kath Joan laughs, a lot.  She is flattered, and feels youthful in the boys’ company.

Practically everyone is gone.  The band are still through in the hall, rolling up cables and shifting amps.

‘Fuck this, I fancy continue chatting for a bit more,’ she says suddenly.  She has a gig elsewhere tomorrow night but they’re staying in town tonight, and heading off in the morning.  Some of the crew are lucky enough to have booked rooms, some are crashing in the minibus.  Kath has a room in a travel lodge round the corner.  The lads know of it.  She suggests drinks in the bar there.  They nod, and one of them mutters, ‘Sure.’

They pull their jackets on and dash out into the cold night.  Kath Joan calls over to her crew, tells them she’ll see them all later.

Like everywhere tonight, the travel lodge bar is quiet, and almost empty.  The three of them perch at a table in the corner and continue drinking.  Kath Joan is giggling.  When she finds out the two lads run their own music website, she is delighted.

‘So, is tonight gonna get a good review, or what?’ she mock-snarls.  Doug, the slightly older of the two, bearded, facial piercings, goes for obvious cheese: 

‘Depends what’s gonna happen, surely..?’

He says it with a wink and a grin and Kath Joan laughs again.  She gets to her feet.

‘Think I need a wee break,’ she tells them, heading off, leaving the guys to discuss things in private.

When she returns, they continue asking her about herself, her career.  Their talking seems to drift between interview and conversation.  Kath is having fun, talking with people who seem to know their stuff, who know about her stuff, who seem interested.

She hasn’t toured for ages, she tells them.  This is the first time in just over ten years.  She’s recently divorced, and her son has finally left home for university.  

‘I wanted to push myself, y’know?’ she asks, downing another whiskey and coke.  ‘See if I still have it in me?  Fuck growing old gracefully.’

She had a booze and drug problem back in the ‘80s and ‘90s.  Quit both for years, and is still off drugs, but allows herself to drink again nowadays.  As if on cue, Antony returns from the bar with a fresh set of shot glasses.

This is clearly flirting now.  The lads are men of few words, instead letting Kath chatter away.  The bar is quiet but for their corner.  The barman, bored, reading a newspaper, ignores them.

Kath Joan is giving a tired spiel about how rock n roll today isn’t what it used to be.  Too corporate, too clean-cut.  As she talks, she stretches out one of her legs beneath the table.  Despite the cool weather, Doug is wearing combat trousers cut off just below the knee: her heeled leather boot strokes his tattooed calf.  She flashes a naughty smile.  Antony, sitting beside his friend, can see what’s happening: not wanting him to feel left out, she then moves her foot across to brush his leg too.

‘Listen, I better go turn in,’ she says, a little slurred, and with practically no subtlety.  ‘I dunno if you fellas want to escort me to my door..?’ 

It’s drunken, and obvious, and crass.  Were she dressed differently and in a different context, she’d be no different to some boozed up old slapper on a night out.  She’s old enough to be their mothers – hell, at fifty-eight, maybe even their grandmothers – but the two guys are game.  Even pushing sixty, this is still Kath Joan.

They head up the two floors to her room.  She has to lower her voice and her laughs as they walk through the empty corridors, for fear of disturbing any other guests.  By the time she slumps against the doorway to her room, turning to face them, and asking the two boys inside, she has gone naturally quiet, nerves perhaps taking over.

‘Just so you know, this is not, y’know, something I do every night,’ she is saying, almost apologetically.  ‘I, y’know.  This is fun.  I haven’t had fun in ages, believe it or not.’

The lads, quiet, wait for their opportunity.

‘Anyway, fuck it,’ Kath Joan says, snapping out of her caution and grinning again.  ‘Fun.  This is all just fun.’  She unlocks the door, and she steps inside, flicking on the lights.  The lads follow.

They close the hotel room door behind them.  It won’t be fun for much longer.

***

They are kissing within moments of getting inside.  The only sounds, initially, are the smacking of wet lips together, and the hum of the overhead light.  She stands in the middle of the floor, both lads either side of her, turning her head, taking turns to French kiss both of them.  She hasn’t even taken her jacket off.  They begin to undress her.

They sit her on the bed.  Her vest is off, and the front of her trousers are unfastened.  Kath Joan sits there, bra holding her weighty tits in place.  In the harshness of light and the mystique of the stage gone, she looks like what she is: once slim and cutting edge, now flabby, tattooed, with a generous slab of middle-aged spread.  She may have been some kind of star, once, but not now.

They whip her bra off, and take turns sucking her tits.  She has her eyes closed, and holds them to her.  Whilst one nuzzles at her, the other begins yanking her jeans off.  She kicks off her boots for easier movement.

They take turns eating Kath Joan’s hairy, increasingly damp pussy.  They jam fingers up her as they begin to turn more serious.  She is muttering curses at them, face growing flushed.  They slap her arse and her meaty inked thighs.  She has rings through both nipples, and they tweak them cruelly.  It is beginning to dawn on her, too late, far too late, that these are not young starstruck fans unable to believe their luck.  They are viewing her with embarrassment and contempt, and are beginning to treat her accordingly.

When they begin to spitroast her, it is roughly.

She is losing track of who was who.  They’re both young, hairy, tattooed, dressed in black.  They are changing positions, swapping places, with something like a well-oiled confidence.  They know what they are doing.  This isn’t the first whore they’ve double-teamed, that much is obvious.

They are rough with her mouth.  She is breathing furiously through her nostrils, desperate for breath.  Her eyes are starting to water, eyeliner and makeup washed away in a dark smeary smudge, her true age further revealed in the harsh light of rough sex.

She is on all fours, her mouth full, when the cock down below leaves the slickness of her loose pussy and presses forebodingly against the crinkled entrance to her brown anus.  She was babbling around the cock fucking her throat, saliva and drool flowing over her chin, pleading for more, pleading to be treated like an animal, pleading to be fucked like a dog.

They take turns fucking her roughly in the arse, with no consideration for comfort.

Even sodomising Kath Joan in a hotel room is not enough.  These guys need to see more degradation, need to inflict more humiliation.  Whatever confidence she has shown tonight – well-earned after forty years gigging, mild fame and success, a full life, a family – lies in tatters along with her discarded clothes. 

Whoever is in her arse yanks out without warning, and she breaks wind involuntarily over the retreating cock of this young stranger.  Not her finest moment.  They clamber off the bed, and grab her by her greying dyed hair, and drag her through into the small bathroom just off the bedroom.

She is calling them every name she can think of.  She is horrified at how sleazy and aggressive this has turned, but excited too: her hand never moves from her pussy, where her fingers rub her clit furiously.

She is bundled into the bathtub, a touch confused, too lost in a blur of sweat and adrenaline and the smell of cock and cunt for anything to really dawn on her.

They’re standing above her.  The bathroom extractor fan hums.  She is gasping, with excitement and fear.  The bath feels chilly beneath her meaty bare legs.

The lads are still dressed, only the fronts of their trousers opened, cocks jutting out.  One now drops his jeans and boxers, and turns away from her.  He bends over.  Before she is aware of what is happening, the other is pushing her face into his friend’s arse.  She is held there as she licks anus, her chin pressed into his hairy balls, man sweat filling her nostrils.  As before, they swap positions, so she has to rim them both.  She keeps her eyes closed, not daring to look how clean their holes are.  Their arseholes smell musty.

She continues mashing her clit with her hand.  She shoves a few fingers inside.

Now they’ve both stepped back, facing her.   She looks up at them, a sweating, flustered mess, unable to believe the disgraced state in which she has found herself.  They tower above her, penises pointing directly at her.

The first blast of urine hits her full in the face.  It is the last thing she is expecting.  It stings her eyes, gets in her mouth.  She flinches back, out of the way, coughing and shouting out loud.  Only one of the lads is pissing, but the other is still holding his penis in his hand, aiming, grimacing as he pushes internally on his bladder.  ‘Hang on a sec,’ he tells his mate, and the other one stops pissing for a moment, cutting himself off mid-flow – only to start up again when his companion’s piss starts to flow.  They seem to take particular care to hit her mouth and eyes.  She holds one hand out in front of her face to protect herself, to little use.  The other hand she continues to use to frig herself wildly.

Back when she was in the band, decades ago, Kath Joan twice appeared on Top of the Pops.  Their second and third singles got high enough in the charts to warrant a performance of each.  Backstage, she met fading stars, groups at their pinnacle, future superstars.  She remembers the excitement she felt, wondering where her life would take her from this point on.  It was hers for the taking.

She is now sitting drunk in a cheap hotel bathtub, being urinated upon by two young men.

One clearly has less piss stored than the other.  His flow grows jerky, stutters, and fails.  Within seconds, he is gripping Kath by her sopping hair and thrusting her head forward onto his cock.  She is mouth-fucked whilst the other continues to piss over her face, neither lad concerned that the other is getting splashed also.

When the second lot of piss is finished emptying over her, that cock is pushed into her mouth alongside his friend’s.  Face and hair dripping with piss, Kath Joan’s mouth is stretched wide as the two lads, pressed against one another, fuck it simultaneously.

She isn’t even properly aware of when they come, her mouth is so overwhelmed by the taste of urine.  Her head is grabbed harder and they stuff her mouth tightly, pumping fast.  Overcome by degradation and sheer awfulness, a dark orgasm finally begins to wrack her tubby body.  She slumps, slipping down onto her side in the now wet tub, lying in spasm in the pool of piss formed at the bottom, as she screams out at the night.

She lies there in disbelief.  Aftershocks continue to rock her jerking body.

The lads are hoisting up their trousers and putting their dicks away.  They are talking, softly, chuckling, although she has no idea what they are saying.  One leans over and slaps her rear a couple more times, grinning, grabbing her wet flab in his hands as she lies there, exhausted.  He jams a finger into her anus almost as a goodbye, although as she is swollen from their fucking it slides in and out easily.

He steps away, and leaves the room, sniffing his finger.  The other is still fastening his trousers, straightening himself out.

‘Good luck with the gig tomorrow night,’ he says as he leaves, and actually sounds genuine.  

She continues lying there, in piss and disgrace, as she hears the hotel door open and close.

She stays there for a while, before clambering to her feet.  She aches from their rough treatment.  She switches on the shower, and stands beneath the hot clean water, washing the warm unclean water away.

Eventually she steps out of the bath.  She stands in front of the mirror.  The bathroom light is harsh.  It shows every wrinkle, every imperfection, every sign of age.  She looks at herself, and thinks, I used to be a star, once.
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