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Chapter One

Intro

I am framing random things around the smoky hotel room when suddenly the viewfinder is filled with swollen cock. I have to zoom out a little to get it all in. Although I knew it must be coming, I am easily distracted and thus failed to capture the making of this engorgement. Some recorder of events I am. The proud owner of the stiffy is busy sprinkling a line of coke along its upper side, pinching the powder off the mirror it has been chopped up on by the anonymous blonde who is now on her knees before him. He is wearing that hideous skull ring in silver, the one with the rubies for eyes. The lens picks up that his nails, as always, are grubby. He notices my focus upon him and turns to point his thing at me. 

“Oh, you want this do you, baby?” he smirks. “You want to take some shots before I shoot right up that tight round ass of yours?”

My eyebrows arch as a sign of nonchalance, but I keep his erection framed, since that’s essentially what I’m being paid for. 

“You know damn well that thing’s never going anywhere near me,” I reply. “And don’t say ‘ass’ – you aren’t American however much you pretend to be. You’re every bit as Welsh as daffodils and slag heaps.” 

I take my eyes off the camera to confirm that the slight has struck home. He should know better than to take me on but he can’t help but try to act the big man in front of the adoring blonde. 

“You wouldn’t even know what to do with it,” he sneers.

He is more right than he knows. It might be assumed, especially considering what I normally do for a living, that I am some kind of Goddess of Sex, one well schooled in the erotic arts. The truth is somewhat different. Eroticism and sexiness have always excited me but I could never be accused of over-indulging in naughty business. I’d like to say I’m merely fussy, but it’s a bit more complicated than that. Despite my provocative looks I tend to give off an air of remoteness which is a bit of a passion killer. I have my reasons, as tenuous as they are, and I know that I’m more comfortable if the sexy business is going on around me and not with me at the heart. I seem to have resolved to be happy enough remaining on the outside looking in. Fortunately, I have the wits and gumption to fend off advances from the likes of Russell here, so my limits are seldom tested. 

He is waving his thing gently from side to side at me, careful not to disrupt the little furrow of narcotic upon it. I cannot deny it is an impressive appendage, right from the shaved smooth ball sack up to the chrome, Prince Albert-pierced tip. The exposed head is bulbous and purple, always looking fit to burst with its shining, smooth skin. The shaft is both thick and long, with a sharp upward curve that puts me in mind of something bestial or satanic. 

He is so enormously proud of it, enough for it to be exposed thus for what seems like ninety percent of his waking hours. At age thirty, if he were now flipping burgers or humping boxes as his intellect suggests he might only be good for, I doubt he would have spent so much of his day with his hardened prick poking out of his leather jeans for the attentions of undeniably pretty young things. However, he is a rock star, albeit a minor league one, and he can therefore rest safe in the knowledge that he is a magnet for a certain kind of girl, whether he deserves to be or not. 

“I could pull it off for you,” I say, with mock reverence. “As in ‘pull it clean off and stuff it up your hairy, ancient backside’.” 

He just mutters something disparaging and points his thing back towards the blonde, who most definitely does want it. He grins at her, still chewing on gum in that annoying open-mouth way of his. He puts a hand on the top of her head and eases her forward. She closes her eyes and opens up and he feeds the fat exposed glans into her mouth. She looks like she has done this kind of thing before, possibly on countless occasions. Her throat seems bloated, like it is opening up for him. She wants to take enough of his length to reach the line of white powder upon it. The coke sticks to her top lip and she withdraws, leaving the top third of his erection coated in shining spit. She licks her lips and then runs her tongue-tip inside her mouth, up above her top teeth, to let her gums absorb the drug. Then she is back on him, going for more. I frame my shot and press the button, but I catch her with her eyes half shut and she looks like she is gagging to death. He must see me in action because he says, “You wanna snap do you, baby? I’d fucking snap you in half with this beauty!” 

“Oh, put a sock in it, RoboCock,” I say, still massively unperturbed. “Remember I know you, and I also know plenty of those image-killing little secrets you’d prefer to keep from the likes of Blondie here. Like that time you took a whole pint of piss to the head at your first festival gig, or when you once drunkenly tried to seduce a ladyboy – and got turned down. Most crucially, for all your professed brilliance, I also know that you were once described by a certain musical journal as the ‘rhythm-less section’ of the band. In short, cut out all the Rock God nonsense or I might be forced to burst your little bubble.” 

“Suck my dick!”

This is more likely aimed at me than her, but she happily complies nonetheless. Russell LeMuscle. A man as ridiculous as his stage name suggests. He always refuses point-blank to tell me his real surname and the other band members are on sentence of death if they do so. I’m hoping it is something laughably embarrassing, like Sprowt: Russell Sprowt, percussionist non-extraordinaire, skin-hitter for the heavy metal outfit Death in Venus. They think their band name is a clever play on words, but it ends up meaning nothing. It was born as a hidden tribute to the Dirk Bogarde film of nearly the same name. Not because of Bogarde or indeed the film itself, but because of Mahler’s Adagietto from his Fifth Symphony, which forms part of the score and happens to be the classically-trained lead guitarist’s favourite piece of music. What they overlooked is the tendency for others to shorten this name to D.I.V., pronounced div. For the record, ‘div’ – in lil’ ol’ England at least – is a slang term for a very stupid person. Like Russell. Even the word ‘drummer’ makes the protagonist sound dumb. They don’t even qualify to be an ‘-ist’ like a guitarist or a pianist or a saxophonist. Just give them something to bash and a couple of sticks to do it with and still all they can manage is to ‘-er’ with it. 

I squeeze off another shot of her with her mouth full but this one isn’t much better than the last. The beauty of digital cameras is that you can just delete the crap without the worry of using up reels of film. And there are plenty of crappy shots since I am here almost entirely on false pretences, being no more professional photographer than I am racing car driver. Yes, I bought a shiny new SLR and yes, I once took a course with the aim of adding another string to my bow. However, I almost always had something better going on than the lessons, so short of picking up a few tips I pretty much just point and press the button the same as anyone else. 

The blonde comes off him again, leaving a string of saliva sagging between her lips and his glans. I press instinctively and find I’ve captured a rather arty shot of her with closed eyes, her big hair back-lit by the dipping sun through the window behind, her tongue stuck out and curling up towards his tip, a silver thread of spit joining her to the chrome of his piercing. Convert that to black and white and I reckon there might be prizes coming my way. I lean over and show the room’s other occupant my efforts. She is toking on a joint, one eye closed against the upward drift of stinging smoke. She sucks in as she examines my work and then nods in appreciation as she slowly exhales, adding even more noxious fumes to the already thick air. 

I could complain but I’m well used to it now. Anyway, she is the only reason I am here at all: Sindee Liscious, real name Cindy Hemmingway, lead vocalist of Death in Venus and the sole generator of their modicum of fame. At age 24 she is the youngest of the band, poached by the aforementioned lead guitarist from an all-girl goth revival band, although he had no idea back then how fortuitous his poaching would be. She is every inch the rock chick. She is sassy as hell and constantly exudes energy and spirit. She is strong and spontaneous, going off like dynamite when she needs to fight either her corner or the band’s. Yet she is disarmingly funny and unafraid to put herself out there. You have to love her. I challenge anyone to need more than a single day in her company to conclude that she is one of the best things since sliced bread, even if being with her can be a bit seat-of-the-pants. And that’s without the fact that she is completely and utterly, hopelessly and unashamedly, addicted to sex – which is why she is here in her bandmate’s hotel room, watching him getting blown by a girl whose name none of us know.

Sindee comes armed with the body and the looks, so beware. She is slim, with narrow hips and a flatter, smaller bottom than my own, but she is bigger up top, although her D-cups do come courtesy of silicone. She sports colourful tattoos down one whole arm and at certain other strategic parts of her body. Her left nostril is pierced, as are her nipples and her hood, for those in the know. Her hair is currently very long and peroxide blonde, although this changes like the weather. She is cat-eyed pretty but can look aggressive with all that stage make-up on. When you see her without she is a lot softer. Right now she looks like a minx and she already has her free hand sliding crotch-ward in readiness. She just can’t help herself. 

The other blonde now has a steady rhythm going on Russell’s muscle. Her pace and depth are commendable since she cannot use her hands to grip the length. The slurping noises coming from her mouth and throat are so distinctively dirty you’d instantly know a blow job was going on here even if you were blind. It is a disgusting, greedy noise and I can’t help but get an internal fizzle from the filth of it. The deeper she takes him the more saliva she produces and the louder her slurps become. I feel a sudden twinge between my legs and I squeeze my thighs together and involuntarily press the shutter button once more. The shot doesn’t capture the sound, which deserves posterity in its own right. It doesn’t capture the ravenous lust of her guzzling or the artistry of her slick movement. Single frames aren’t doing her justice. The camera has a video function on it but I don’t want to get all Tommy Lee about things – especially as I’m only really supposed to be capturing singer Sindee in action. 

More than half the coke has now been ingested and the blonde hasn’t gagged once. The end of the mini mountain ridge of drug has collapsed like a tiny landslide and has darkened from the wet contact of her lips. It will soon be gobbled up. All of the white powder looks inexorably bound for absorption by this hungry slut. I realise with a shiver that she already has enough meat in her throat to kill the likes of me – and she’s not finished yet. She puts in a special effort to reach the last of the ridge, slowing up and taking his length seemingly a millimetre at a time, stretching her lips forward as if she is making a desperate last lunge to grab at a cliff edge. Finally she closes upon him, pauses for dramatic effect, and then slides ever so slowly back, revealing his fat swell by fractions. It seems even bigger coming out than it did going in. I shudder again. 

She gives the head of his cock a final affectionate suck and then releases him with a loud wet pop. He gasps and his prick bobs and jerks. She kneels there, a little smile of self-satisfaction on her face as if she has just executed a perfect handstand on command, rather than so openly performed an act of such proficient vulgarity. I realise my own expression is one of wide-eyed, open-mouthed awe, so I mentally slap myself round the face to bring back some normality. I raise the camera up again, to look like I’m unfazed by everything, and capture his glistening erection in isolation. I always think stiff pricks look so much more appetising when slippery wet with saliva. They look so much more take-able. 

I glance sideways to gauge Sindee’s reaction to all this. Her cheeks are flushed and her eyes bright, despite the marijuana in her system. Anything rude takes priority in her senses. She looks hungry for the cock but she won’t ever take it – not his. She has standards. Certainly nothing like as stringent as my own, but standards nonetheless, even if she was probably hating them right now. It’s only because it’s so unusually quiet that she is here at all. Tonight’s gig has been cancelled due to massive unseasonal downpours here in – hang on, I don’t even know which country we are in anymore – Slovenia or Slovakia, or somewhere. Anyway, it’s all flooded out so we are stuck here waiting to see if it will clear, whilst the main group in our touring party, US metal giants Thunderhed, have zipped off back to Germany where their album has just gone to number one, to do some stuff for MTV Europe. Most of the fun went with them. 

However, good old Russell still managed to bag himself a babe. We had been kicking about in the hotel bar most of the afternoon, trying not to die of boredom. The entrance here is by pass key only and the tour manager took the opportunity to confiscate all ours, presumably to keep everyone on site and cut down on the incidences of arrest for drunk and disorderly behaviour. Russell popped off to the bathroom where he found the blonde lodged fast in the window she was trying to climb through. He gallantly helped her in and, since band member/groupie trysts require no conversational foreplay whatsoever, he led her out by the hand and took her giggling straight to his room. Sindee spotted him and dragged me with her as she gave chase. If she wasn’t going to be partaking in any sex, watching it would be the next best thing. 

Russell pinches out another small line across the top of his glistening shaft. The blonde gives a little clap of excitement. Her face is all wide eyes and wide smiles in her glee. 

“Let’s see that ass of yours, baby,” says the silly drummer in a contrived accent of hybrid Anglo-American. I don’t care though, because I want to see the blonde’s backside as much as he does. I’d prefer to have a finger inside me when I did but I cannot possibly do that here, although it’s an act that wouldn’t even make the Top 100 of this particular European Tour’s Most Wanton. If I take enough pictures of her bare posterior it will give me adequate fuel for my imagination when I do later get myself alone. The blonde is still completely without reticence, turning away and giving him a little wiggle of the hips. Her hands are already sliding up her thighs, bringing up her short denim skirt. She is smiling back over her shoulder, batting her lashes and licking her lips provocatively. I wonder if she would be like this is we were three average strangers she had met in a bar, or whether it is specifically the rock band element that has brought out the porn star in her. One thing you very quickly learn about the world of rock music is that it strips away all previously held notions of morality. 

The knickers are sliding down now and you can feel the buzz of anticipation coming from all three of us witnesses. She pushes her backside out to help bring herself on display. If there is a more obvious way to silently say ‘fuck me’ then I cannot think of it: a pretty girl sticking her bare bottom in your direction as her underwear slowly comes down, the swell of her puss just visible between her pressed-together thighs, the dark line between her cheeks opening just slightly to give you a glimpse of the naughtiness between. 

I had expected a tattoo somewhere on her behind, what with her being such a dirty-minded young lady, but the seemingly virginal perfection of her pale expanse adds an unexpected dimension and is some consolation. The bum is a good size and has a nice curve. I know it will be made of that lovely springy flesh that younger chubby-rumped girls can have. It will feel soft and cool to press into but there will be resistance. Slapping hard against it will not send juddering waves lolling through it but mere ripples, the cheeks quickly back to their lovely shape as soon as the forward press relents. 

It must indeed be a gorgeous rear because Russell deigns to unbutton his jeans and drag them down around his knees, wanting to get his thighs and balls against the softness of her rather than just do her informally with his prick poking out of his zip. It must be love! He does this without disturbing the little ridge of coke along the top of his shaft, although her saliva no doubt helped bond the drug to his skin. 

“You want me to give you my special ‘sherbet dip’, darlin’?” he leers. 

She might not know of this, his trademark sex move, but it is pretty obvious what is on offer and she gives another little squeal of delight. He guides himself into her, pressing down at the very base of his erection and breaching her with the fat head. He begins an unhurried forward slide, the downward pressure on his shaft opening her puss to ensure the line of narcotic stays upon him as he goes inside her, rather than piling up and spilling off at her entrance. He sinks into her until he can go no further. Both give a sigh and throw their heads back. She will be clenching him within, her sensitive, saturated insides gripping at his meat and greedily absorbing the white powder upon it, drawing the high into her system. It is a perfect example of rock & roll excess. It didn’t necessarily enhance the sex, nor was it apparently the most beneficial way to take the drug. It was done purely because it could be, because it was different from the norm, because it was a depravity that could be chalked up as done. 

I expect his fuck to be instantly manic but instead he slides in and out of her at a measured pace, almost as if he wants her to enjoy it. He presses in and fills her and then gyrates his hips, wriggling his great prick within the confines of her young body. She exhales loudly and her mouth stays open. The withdrawal is slow. From side-on I see each shining fraction of the shaft re-emerge, the powder upon it all but gone. She pushes back as if desperate not to lose him. I can just see the darker shades of his swollen head at her entrance and I squeeze my hips together and clench down there, like I too am trying to keep a grip on him. He pauses and holds her still before his next forward push, a slightly faster slide than his out-stroke, gathering sudden pace just at the end to finish hard against her behind. He is all the way inside her and one can only guess how wonderful that feels.

He slips off his shirt, expertly leaving the bandana on his head undisturbed. The tattoos on his torso are many and dirty-looking but I’ve seen it all before. He finishes each gig bare-chested, whether in a Marseilles heat wave or a Reykjavik freeze. His biceps and shoulders are large, as you’d expect from someone who hits things for a living. His hands are big and strong and make her look so soft. They grip and indent the pale flesh at her hips and he looks powerful and controlled, totally in his element. Suddenly he isn’t so ridiculous. He seems expert, perhaps even dangerous. With the thick chrome rings in his ears and the short goatee beard he could pass for a Hell’s Angel. 

The stupid words he usually utters are gone and now he is silent. He doesn’t do mock sex faces for the camera like a porn star would. Instead there is only concentration there, and a little bloom on the cheek from his desire. One could easily think him handsome, in a piratey-biker kind of way. Having earlier ridiculed his arse I now have to privately concede that it isn’t bad at all – rounded and taut, smooth-looking, and with a nice dimple in the side. It is rather mesmeric watching the change in the muscles beneath his skin as he moves back and forth; the clench and relaxation – especially in comparison to the effects his thrusts have on her softer behind. 

The two of them move in perfect unison, her slight backward thrust timed to allow the smooth entry of his curved prick. The depth he gets is tantalising. The noises her puss makes are wet and luscious and she coats his shaft with glistening cream. If you have never watched two people having sex in the flesh then you must. In some ways it is more exciting than doing it yourself, and incomparable to watching it on screen. Here there is no need for trite dialogue. No concessions to camera angles are required, despite my lens pointing at them. He can hold her as he wants and drive in deep to produce that most alluring sound of all: the sound of a man slapping against a woman’s bottom as he takes her from behind. Nothing here masks the raw lust and energy, the beauty of the bodies in harmony, the rhythm and the exquisite noises. 

In some ways I wish I was watching them covertly, just to accentuate the thrill of seeing them in dirty action. However, being performed for makes it ruder and thus more exciting. This way I get to see them up close, to be near enough almost to feel the heat of their lust, to smell it above the smoke in the air. The desire is palpable and it draws you in. I wonder what feelings are fizzling through her puss, what effect the drug has on her sensitivity, what unique thrills the metal of his piercing gives to her tingling insides. It must be good because she is so enraptured she can hardly make a sound. The evidence is all there in the cream she keeps leaching all over his shaven balls. 

Together they seem somehow professional. Russell might be generally inane but whilst he keeps his mouth shut this is only about bodies and heat, wetness and excitement. It is about primal needs and nothing more. I watch through the lens, zooming in to isolate just their two behinds, framing nothing but their fuck. It should be rude but it is only beautiful, like human kinetic art. Everything matches and is right: their fine-tuned movements; his power against her softness; his darker pink skin against her paleness. They know absolutely nothing of each other except that each needs a bone-shuddering orgasm and both want to do their damndest to ensure this happens. It is so erotic watching two people who want to please each other in dirty action. Until you do so you will never truly appreciate what a beautiful symmetry sex can be. 

He has built to a steady rhythm now, mid-pace and hard into her. I could watch her backside like this all day. With each slap against her I squeeze my thighs together, trying to get some pressure there, hoping I can resist doing anything more wanton to myself in his presence. It seems surreal to be so closely witnessing this most private of acts, having barged in uninvited, to casually watch something so personal whilst not even knowing for sure which country you are in. It is almost dream-like to be unapologetically sat there getting turned on by a man you generally do not like, whilst he pleasures a girl he cannot even name. But then this is the mad world I have been living in for weeks now, one in which anything seems possible and where most of the protagonists are hell bent on proving that point. 

I am vaguely aware that Sindee beside me has actually given in and is clutching hard at her leather-clad crotch. I want her to do that to mine but I don’t want this degenerating into something I will regret. This could turn into anything now, such is this bizarre Band on Tour bubble we are currently living in. It could be a threesome, although I hope Sindee has the strength to stick to her principles. If she doesn’t it will be even harder not to make it a foursome, however much it would burn to finally give him the victory of getting me naked. It could be two separate couples, feeding off the excitement of watching each other, perhaps even swapping partners. Again, I don’t want to give him anything he could crow endlessly about afterwards. I’m on a knife-edge though. 

He is speeding up and I think he is going for the finish. Instead he gives one final big thrust and stays squashed against her, grinding into her backside as she gasps. Then he slowly withdraws and steers her around, lifting her effortlessly and plonking her atop the mini bar she was just leaning against. In this moment he seems almost heroic. She smiles and opens wide and he seamlessly slides back into her, going all the way in until their crotches meet. It is her turn to wriggle and writhe against him, using the crush to stimulate parts he had yet to reach. The bliss is immediately evident, trembling through her body as she screws up her eyes and bites her lip. Her hands come down to hold his tautened backside in place, keeping him close. She bucks and grinds against him whilst he fills her. I know she will be drenching him. 

I squeeze off another frame of him pressed to her, focussing on his hindquarters and her heels dug into the backs of his thighs. It is just an instant of their passion that can only hint at the hot straining rigidity of his cock inside her, and the shivering bliss coursing through her body. He is patient and happy to let her take this pleasure, even though his own lust must be more than ready to spill. He holds her and stays silent and motionless. It looks almost tender, despite the fact that his pants are still round his knees in a reminder of their dirty urgency. This indeed is relatively ‘normal’ sex compared to all that I’ve witnessed over the weeks – if you discount it being done in front of spectators. The blonde has no idea what levels of filth she could have gotten herself into here, though who knows if she would have welcomed it? You can see in her face this is a fantasy fulfilled for her, so maybe she is luckier than she knows. 

I feel a sudden pang inside. It’s not quite jealousy but it is near enough. I wish I had her freedom, her blissful ignorance. If I didn’t know what Russell was like outside of sex he would be so much more appealing. She doesn’t have these complications. Sometimes it astounds me what indignities these groupies will perform just to immerse themselves briefly in the depraved world of rock. One cannot believe there are so many young women willing to demean themselves in such a manner. Yet think more deeply and you see the attraction. They go anonymously into an environment of excess that must be seen to be believed. They can party as hard as they like, act with complete abandon without explanation or excuse, and then slip away again without anyone even noticing they have gone. And all of it is for free.

There doesn’t have to be any conversation, any ties, or any regrets. They can live out their naughtiest dreams and no one will even care what their name is or where they come from. This scene can be so surreal you might assume it could only be made up by your dirty imagination. But this is a fantasy made solid, a moment of blissful rudeness actually performed, a genuine memory to get you hot forever – and no one in the ‘real world’ need ever know a thing about it. If you fantasise about being used by rough, muscular, egotistical men who don’t give a shit about you, about being passed between them, about being made to perform filthy acts with similar young girls, then you can have all this come true and much, much more. Assuming you can avoid alcohol poisoning, catching some nasty disease, or dying from a massive drug overdose, the worst thing that can happen is that you bag yourself a rock star. 

So maybe this blonde – who has already had at least one delicious orgasm and now seems to be having more as he starts to slap hard in and out of her once again – maybe she is a slut, but then perhaps she is only a being a slut for the day. Most probably she will climb back out of that bathroom window having had one of her fantasies come true. She will go off smiling after a wonderful time with a physically exciting, big-cocked drummer of a heavy metal band, without having to find out what a gargantuan jerk he really is. It will be a memory to hold dear and keep her warm at night, and maybe only the closest of her friends will ever know what a naughty, filthy little girl she has been. 

The sound of him fucking her hard is driving me to distraction. He had better come soon or I am going to be in trouble. His arse looks fabulous driving back and forth. This is when men look most powerful. Her face reveals that her climax is ongoing, a long drawn-out pleasure rather than a hard single hit. Her eyes are shut but not tightly, her mouth is open and wet, the cheeks flushed. I know before he spurts that he is going to do it inside her. He isn’t famous enough yet to care about being served with million-dollar paternity suits. He is still at the level whereby he can let the girls worry about the STDs and the unwanted pregnancies. 

His pace reaches a crescendo and then he suddenly stops hard against her, letting out a curse as he does so. It is thankfully the only word he has said throughout his whole performance. She beams at the heat of his spray inside her and grips him tightly. She is one happy groupie. They stay like this as he empties into her, each clench of his buttocks signifying another spurt. His shoulders drop from the exertion and her hands slip down his back to playfully squeeze his behind. They touch foreheads and grin at each other and for one moment I think they are going to kiss. Instead he slides out of her, giving her one last shiver, and he reaches down to drag his leathers back up. He pulls his T-shirt back on and she sits there smiling with eyes glazed and his seed seeping from her. He then turns his back to her and reaches for the cigarettes on the low table. She is young and pretty and sexier than any girl he could have got if he wasn’t on this tour, but that is the last he will see of her.

“I need whisky and pizza,” he declares, already heading out. “If you girls are going to have a pussy-munching session then go do it in your own room, not mine.” 

The blonde looks at us as if the idea appeals. 

“You have coke?” she asks.

And there, encapsulated, is this wonderful, weird world I’m living in of sex and drugs and rock ‘n’ roll. 




Chapter Two

Gothic Angels

To think that I have a kick to the head to thank for my current position. I am primarily a designer of clothes by trade, although I do a bit of painting on the side – portraits and landscapes that is, not walls and ceilings. None of this should be too surprising when you consider that I studied Art and Design at college. At age fifteen I thought I was set to become a world-renowned taekwondo-ist. Not a taekwondo-er, note. I was at a level where competing abroad in the juniors was becoming a distinct possibility. I rather fancied the prospect, even if it did mean a life of wearing what amounted to a stiff pyjama suit, and having one’s hair always tied back tightly and unflatteringly, with perhaps a few stray strands plastered to your sweaty, ruddy, puffed-out cheeks. Still, there is something intrinsically adrenaline-pumping and even romantic about kicking people willy-nilly whilst having Korean barked at you. 

Then one day, stupidly, my trainer came to the party minus his head protector, and with a rather too exuberant jumping reverse hook kick I managed to break my big toe upon his jaw, thus rendering myself inactive for weeks. My recovery might have been speedier if I hadn’t declared myself fit enough, if not for fighting then certainly for partying, and worn a particularly challenging shoe on a night out. Indeed, the footwear failed to rise to the challenge of getting me to the bottom of a flight of stairs in one piece, and I was back to square one. I hadn’t intentionally hung up my dobok but other things just got in the way. 

During my incapacitation I looked to my art as a means to escape tedious hours normally spent fighting. I used to do a lot of pencil sketches, primarily of female forms. In truth it became something of an obsession. Having been caught doing this once or twice I contrived a hasty cover story, claiming it was for my clothing designs, explaining that you had to understand the female figure perfectly before you put one’s garments upon it. Quite why I needed such intricate pussy detail remained unexplained. So, anyway, I then took to overlaying coloured clothing designs over my pencil nudes almost as an excuse to keep drawing them. After a while the clothing bit started to take over and I decided it was clearly where my future lay. If it hadn’t been for my trainer’s selfish decision not to wear protective garments, I would still be wearing thick white pyjamas to this day and I’d probably be the proud owner of a shiny gold Olympic medal or two.

During my last year at college I was doing work experience for a small freelance design team in the city, and that is where fate visited the incomparable Elowen upon me. She was a little older than I, infinitely more awesome, and exquisitely feminine in a way that had me rapidly and permanently consigning any of those remaining tomboyish tendencies of mine straight to the rubbish bin. Her speciality was fetish-wear, particularly in rubber and latex. She had carved out a particular niche, being the go-to designer music video producers called on when they wanted their nubile singers or dancers to look beyond outstanding. Nothing she created was ever less than stunning. See her outfits and you saw her very spirit. 

I wasn’t prepared for love. I had been kicked in the chest a fair few times but I had never known anything there like this impact. I felt like one of those Mexican cliff divers, leaping hundreds of feet down into the blue waters of Acapulco, except that I was plummeting into a sea of infatuation. Spectacular and breath-stopping it most certainly was, but no matter how expert the entry, it was always going to hurt – and by golly it did. She was a lithe goth firecracker, all jet-black hair and make-up and tattoos. My goodness – those tattoos! All down her arms; a stunning Japanese scene in red and black down her side to her hip; Audrey Hepburn above Beatrice Dalle on her right shoulder blade and Bardot as a young sleek brunette on her left. It was like her body was alive. The pièce de résistance was the tiny, ever-so intricate black scorpion on the top of her left cheek, just diagonally down from her eye. The memory alone of this still has my belly fluttering. 

That diminutive arachnid remains the most dazzling, most effecting inch of artwork I have yet to see. Each look quadrupled my pulse within a second and it didn’t stop there. I can’t say what it did to me down below but phrases like ‘desperate tingling’ and ‘urgent saturation’ wouldn’t be overstatements. She was the only one ever to tie my tongue or pull the rug from beneath my feet. She opened my eyes to possibilities, and to myself. In essence she created me. She injected excitement and passion and daring into everything. From the time I first set eyes upon her, she was all I could see. I don’t think I can truthfully profess to being a lesbian but I can’t say I’ve ever ‘got’ a member of the male sex the way I got her.

“Because of your looks no man will ever be able to be normal around you,” she once told me. “Most will think you out of their league and simply stay away. Others will be all macho and brash and nasty, thinking you there to conquer. Others may fawn and flatter, but they will doubtless be slurring due to alcohol by the time they pluck up the courage. Almost none of them will ever be able to see past your beauty. It wouldn’t even register to them if you were the greatest living artist – their instincts wouldn’t let them focus beyond your looks.” 

Of course I clung to every word she said. She was the sexiest living creature and a genius of design to boot, so why wouldn’t I? I might have got away with it if she hadn’t fancied me right back. I reminded her of a young Marissa Tomei, or so she told me – an actress she seemed to have a particular crush upon. Indeed, my then girlfriend remains the only person I know to have openly confessed to getting off to the film My Cousin Vinny. I never could fully see the resemblance, as flattering as it was. I have more rump for sure. I certainly have the raven hair, since, as I have been reliably informed, I am ‘one quarter Mediterranean’, although no one has told me which quarter of me it is, nor indeed which part of the Med. I think it has something to do with a scandalous holiday taken by Grandma, before Grandpa was around.

There is a scene in that aforementioned movie in which Ms Tomei’s character appears wearing one hell of a catsuit, perhaps fashioned from stretch Lycra. It is original to say the least. The background of dark blue is overlaid in a large floral design in whites, pinks, oranges, all colours. It zips right to the throat but has a cut-away at the back, revealing a large oval of her flawless creamy-white skin. She teams it with a pair of high-heeled ankle boots in black. It is not your standard everyday attire, except for that character. Elowen counted it as the sexiest two minutes of any film she had seen. 

As a treat to her, I recreated my own version and surprised her by modelling it on the catwalk during a small private showing for some industry people. In the crowd was one Sindee Liscious, at that time just starting out on the road to being noticed by those who mattered. She gushed almost literally over the outfit and ordered versions to wear on stage, and thus I became acquainted with my current employer. That outfit of mine might have been the direct cause of me being here today, but really it was always down to Elowen. She was simply one of a kind. I remember a posh model at a party once remarking upon her scorpion tattoo.

“It might look sexy now,” said the model, “but do you think it will look quite so good when you are sixty?” 

“Sixty?” replied my incredulous lover, quick as a flash. “I’ve absolutely no intention of living beyond forty!” 

She didn’t actually succeed in getting past 26, and I haven’t found it possible to get too close to anyone else since. 

I kept up a business relationship of sorts with Sindee over those next impossible months. I think she was often looking out for me, trying to keep me busy and focussed when I was set adrift. The freelance design team took me on, to continue the work I had started, but I found it difficult to do it with the same heart and soul as before. Sindee, meanwhile, had got her big break and was about to be propelled into the spotlight. She commissioned me to do some outfits for the upcoming tour and I found the impetus to do it by resurrecting some of the designs Elowen and I had worked on together. Top of the tree was a catsuit in shiny red latex, the back with a cut-out in the shape of flames, the front having a built-in plastic appendage at the groin – Elowen’s idea – smooth and curving like an erection but with a tip not like a man’s but pointed, like a devil’s tail. 

Sindee declared it the most fabulous garment ever seen and me a genius. She got all gooey over me. I was sat there besides her having modelled the devil suit and she had her hand around the groin appendage, stroking it up and down. She was grinning at me and saying how beautiful and talented I was and then she had her big idea. Remembering that I had taken a few snaps during one of our catwalk shows she declared me a photographer. She wanted one on tour with her, to be beside her at all times, since this was likely to be the most incredible, debauched adventure she would ever embark upon and she wanted pictorial evidence of her sexy shenanigans, since she thought she might be too drunk and too high to remember most of it. I was to be her Official Fucktographer, as she put it. If she was going to bed some of the biggest names in rock, she wanted something solid as a reminder. 

“I want you to create a photo album of my sexual exploits, with a bit of writing thrown in to give some context,” she told me. “I want you to capture every cool guy and hot bitch I end up with in all their naked glory. I don’t want any kiss-and-tells crawling out the woodwork with faces or tales I can’t recall. It’s my story so I want to be the one doing all the telling. It will be a fabulous and indisputable account of how I played and partied and screwed my way around the continent, with you there to gather the evidence. It will be the most famous sex journal ever. We’ll call it Rock Chicks and Cock Pics and when the tour is over we will publish it together and become millionaires off the royalties.” 

She thought it a brilliant idea although I told her there might be some legal issues over the book being made available to the public. I think I pointed out that some famous guys might object to having a third party present to snap shots of their erection just prior to them putting it inside her, but then I’d never been on a rock tour before. I might have suggested that she would have better memories if she moderated the booze and drugs, but I wasn’t then aware that rock stars did everything to the max simply because they could. It was compulsory. She wasn’t listening to me anyway. She said she would siphon off some of the tour budget to pay me, although essentially my ‘wages’ were just payment of bed and board; a free trip around Europe and beyond, all inclusive. If I could prove to her that I had more pressing projects at home that I needed to take care of, then I could stay behind. If not, I had to go with her. I had to admit that I hadn’t.

“Pack your bags then, baby,” she said with a huge grin, “because you’re coming with me to heaven.” 




Chapter Three

Love Song

As I sit upon the bus driving through another anonymous night-time, studying the frame I captured only a couple of hours ago, I witness more evidence of what is fast becoming an incontrovertible truth: that this road-trip adventure of debauched promiscuity might unexpectedly be turning into a tale of love. Sure, one has to peer close through the haze of hormones and drugs and frivolous lust to see it. It wasn’t immediately obvious but the camera helped me focus. Suddenly there it was in the way she looked at him when she thought no one was watching. It was there in his eyes when they were together but apart, in the way her breath caught when he walked into the room. 

I thought they were just two hotties who naturally wanted to jump each other’s bones, but now it seems their feelings have reared up and got all serious. Once you notice, you see it in every little thing between them. The frisson is there for sure. You have to blot out all the lewdness, the noise and the craziness that surrounds this way of life, but in the middle is them, growing closer, more vital to each other by the day. Suddenly the attraction has gone way beyond lust. It is a shame then that he is married to someone else. That someone is right there in the photo I’m looking at, clinging to her famous rock star husband for dear life. But the picture has captured his very thoughts, and they are not of her.

I might have considered the thing between Sindee and this man to be little more than playground lust, since Thunderhed only joined up with the Coliseum All Stars/Death in Venus tour a fortnight ago and this shouldn’t have been long enough for any hearts to be lost – especially with the little contact there has been between the two of them and the fact that Mrs Thunderhed was so often on the scene. However, just a couple of days ago I became privy to information that told of a longer history between the two – one Sindee herself is still unaware of. I got these truths from the horse’s mouth, from Thunderhed’s manager, no less. He spilled these spicy beans when I was stuck in a hotel lift with him after Nils Spacey of Coliseum All Stars found the fuse box down in the kitchen and switched most of them to off because a flickering fluorescent tube was freaking him out. 

I think perhaps the manager thought there might be some naughty action on the cards, what with us stuck all alone in that lift, and with me being all young and feisty and sultry and him being a sprightly late-forties and chunky and moustachioed. Maybe he thought that making me his confidante made him suddenly more attractive; that sharing these secrets might somehow magnetise my body to his, or at least have me thinking I shouldn’t dodge any lustful lunges coming my way. However, I am probably the only one on this tour who doesn’t think that every opportunity, however unlikely, had to be converted into a sexual extravaganza just for the fuck of it. Thus once the information was extracted, I promptly sat down to ponder it, leaning against the lift wall with knees drawn up under my chin, which pretty much put the kibosh on any saucy advances he might have had in mind. 

The tale he told me of Sindee and the Rock Star was this: Once upon a time in California, more than quarter of a century ago now, a child was born, named Jimi Casanove. His father was a U.S. Marine right up to the point he was shot dead outside a bar by a man he had earlier brawled with. His mother was a stoner who sometimes worked at a local radio station. Jimi grew up tough and wayward, passed around from relation to relation when his mother couldn’t deal with him. He got kicked out of every school. He was big and angry, and arrogant in a way that people who believe the world to be against them can be. He was a natural-born fighter who wanted to come out on top. Jail might have been beckoning but since he had been given a rock star name, he decided instead to join his cousin’s band as the singer. 

That cousin was a decent guitarist with some nifty riffs that he’d turned into half a dozen good songs. He was all about the music. He was very much grunge-inspired and although quite heavy the band had a sombre feel. They had a decent local following of serious, boot-faced, check-shirted, near-suicidal teens. In short, the whole set up had all the charisma of a root vegetable. The newly-named ‘Cas’ Casanove was all about showmanship. He couldn’t even conceive of being in a band without all the associated glamour. He wanted booze and drugs and bitches on tap, or what was the point? He didn’t want grunge; he wanted good old fashioned rock and roll – and not the darker, sinister thrash metal, but the type that harked back to the days of Rock Gods and Rock Excess. 

The band, having let him in, weren’t powerful enough to stop him. They shed a drummer for being too ugly. Cas, who still knew little about musicality, hand-picked a new one. Hair was ordered to be grown even longer. Drab clothes were burnt whilst tighter, harder, more ridiculous outfits were assembled. Cas himself often took to the stage in a shirt of chain mail, along with leather pants, thigh-high leather boots and a large metal cod-piece. If nothing else, it must have been hot as hell under it all. One time he did a show in just the boots and cod-piece. Another time he did it in just the boots and mail shirt, and got arrested for indecency. Whatever, the check-shirt brigade got left behind and the fast-growing new audiences were louder, happier, and far prettier. 

Their shows were once described as ‘camp theatricals versus violence’. Cas was boundless and untameable on stage and he could do and say and wear whatever he wanted because he could always punch his way through any of the negativity coming at him. One time he poured vodka all over his microphone stand, set fire to it, and javelined it into the audience. In doing so he got an electric shock off the mic lead and shorted out half the theatre. When the lighting guys restored power he was still there, spark out on his back upon the stage. To the delight of the cheering crowd he resurrected himself, staggered around for a bit, and then grabbed a new mic and continued exactly where he’d left off. Sometimes you have to die to make your name. Other times just nearly dying is good enough. 

The crucial thing was they had a guy that could write good songs and a front-man who proved to be not only larger than life but a pretty good rock singer too. The rest of the band quickly saw the attraction of this new fame, immersed themselves into it, and Thunderhed were born. They already had a reputation for excess before they had even released their first record. This only increased their following. One effect of the rock biz is that the more mad, bad and dangerous to know you are, the more people crave to be a part of it. If you can create a whirlwind, you will soon discover that those around find it almost impossible to run from you. They want to be sucked in. 

On the back of a mini Stateside tour, plus some handy phone-shot footage that went viral of a huge bar fight the band got mixed up in, their first album debuted at home in the top ten and climbed to the heady heights of number three. The footage in question shows a glass-chucking, Wild West-style brawl, the highlight being when Cas is seen brandishing a table above his head, ready to hurl it, when some sneaky devil comes up behind him and thwacks him across the backside with a chair. Cas doesn’t even budge. He carefully sets the table down, turns around, and lays the guy out with one punch. All the comments below this clip include the word ‘legend’. 

Their second album, Valhalla Calling, went platinum at home and across the world. If ever you wondered why these rock groups carry on with this life-endangering cocktail of work and excess of pleasure, then be assured that once an ego is set rolling it is very hard to stop. Success is the heaviest of addictions, the hardest to break. Excess is the proof of success. Any sign that the bandwagon is still rolling is thus to be celebrated. It can never be tired of, even if the excess is killing you. An example: after a gig in Toronto there was a huge all-night party at the band hotel. Come morning, bodies littered the suite. The air was flammable with booze fumes, and bloodstreams were still dangerously loaded with narcotics. The casual visitor might reasonably assume a bomb had gone off. Sometime around ten a mobile phone began to ring. Sheen, the Thunderhed drummer, apparently dead on the bed, somehow got this phone to his ear and grunted into it. He then raised himself from the waist, as film vampires in coffins do, broke into a massive grin, chucked his phone straight out the window and yelled:

‘We’ve just gone plat in Belgium, baby!’

Two minutes later room service had delivered a case of champagne and a tray of glasses, and it all began again. The show must inevitably go on until something dreadful stops it. 

With album number three about to break they were already too big to do much other than stadium gigs and festivals. They practically lived on the road, performing and churning out material whilst the going was good. None of them even owned a house. Any roots laid were rented and temporary. All of them were seemingly rich but none really knew how much so. They rarely carried money since most things were put on tabs and a record company accountant quietly followed them around, paying the bills and off-setting everything against record sales. Those heaps of high-grade cocaine that used to appear as if by magic, there to dive into and all apparently free, those top-class escort girls and hired porn stars at the parties, they were all being added to the record company’s tab that the band would have to pay.

Some of their naivety might have worn off by then but the novelty hadn’t. Drink and dirty girls were still definitely at the top of the Casanove list, especially porn stars. My, how he loved porn! Those girls were his favourites. Screens on the tour bus always had some showing. One day, whilst driving through Germany, he was watching a scene from a certain adult film, and he clapped eyes upon the lady of his dreams. She was only in two scenes but he was smitten. All he knew of her was her screen name, Sindee Pink, and, judging by the accent when she cooed “fuck me, you sexy stud”, she might well be British. 

Instantly he got the tour manager onto the job of trying to track her down. This fellow did the best he could from inside the tour bus and with a non-stop schedule, but eventually farmed it out to his nephew who was looking after a Scottish rock band on their tour of Northern Europe. No news was forthcoming. No searches of the name yielded any more information or details of other works the actress had been in. The trail went cold. It cut up old Cas, the manager told me, this failure to find her. He sank deep into booze for a while, so saddened by the fact that he couldn’t locate this beauty he had never even spoken to and make him his girl. If you didn’t know better, you’d think his heart had been snatched. 

Move on about a year and Cas was dating a Playboy model he had met during a lull in touring, to help him get over the pain of losing the girl of his dreams. A burst of romantic exuberance, no doubt drink related, saw them tie the knot in Vegas. Female rock fans worldwide wept at the news and the new Mrs Casanove set about sobering herself up so that she was fit to ensure her husband changed his womanizing ways. However, out of the blue, the tour manager received a call from his nephew, who had been watching a gig in Denmark of all places, when who should walk on stage as singer of one of the support acts but none other than Miss Sindee Pink! 

Except that she was now Sindee Liscious. Being a sex maniac she had given porn a quick dabble while it seemed her first band was floundering. However, she was soon recruited to Death in Venus and her music career gained a new impetus. The dream might be possible after all. Porn was duly left behind and concerts were organised. The nephew found out the tour schedule and passed it on. Cas, with as much romance as his Vegas rashness suggested, got on the next flight out and turned up at the following show. No one but him knows his thought process at that time but he didn’t even meet up with the girl he lusted after. Perhaps he feared scandal and an expensive, disruptive divorce. Perhaps he just wished to stay honourable to his new wife. Whatever, smitten by Sindee he must still have been because, before he made a hasty return home, he had informed the Death in Venus management that they were to be added to the forthcoming Thunderhed tour as second support act! 

It’s not quite Romeo and Juliet but I’m guessing it’s about as sweet as rock and roll gets – if one leaves aside the fact that Mr and Mrs Casanove are still very much an item. He zipped in and out, practically unseen, and changed people’s lives with just a few words. It was like a lottery win for the band, who thought they had been picked on merit rather than because of a certain someone’s infatuation for their lead singer. Just imagine, though, what it must be like to have someone as big and desirable as him admire you. Think what it is to be shot from nowhere into the stratosphere because one of the most famous faces in rock music unexpectedly likes you. Then consider how flattering it would be to learn that it was because he has the hots for you. It’s pretty much the best chat-up line you could ever use, without actually saying anything at all.

The bus goes over a bump and Sindee besides me stirs in her sleep and nestles her head further into my shoulder. She can sleep anywhere, anytime. Most of us have to wait for exhaustion to take over. Some of the guys try to defeat sleep altogether, heading for the medicine chest to stay wired. Do you know they have an official drug dealer following us around on this tour? He drives at the back of our convoy in his big red Cadillac that he somehow gets shipped around full of narcotics. He dresses like a pimp and he is called the Magic Man, presumably because he gets busted every few days and yet nothing ever gets found either in his car, on his person, or on the person of the two or three beauties he is always accompanied by. However, clean as he seems, come the party that same night and he will produce enough illegal substances to wipe out ten rock bands. 

My legs are aching and I need to stretch. God knows how much darkness we have ahead of us before the lights of our hotel. There are six cramped bunks to the rear of this bus, partitioned off either side of the gangway by curtains and ostensibly for band members, although it’s not our band’s bus so that doesn’t necessarily include us. Anyway, some of the roadies are using them since they will be dropped off at the next venue along with the equipment trucks and will work for the rest of the night so that we can all do sound-checks by lunchtime tomorrow. They need their shut-eye, although judging from the slurpy sounds and saucy giggles emanating from one bunk, sleep isn’t the first thing being done behind that particular curtain. 

Be aware that anyone connected to our bandwagon gets sex on a plate, even the most tenuous of hangers-on. In fact, some of the lowly ones are responsible for the greatest excesses and depravities, wanting to cement their notoriety and entertainment value on the tour, aware that anyone could be picked to hump equipment on an off the back of a lorry. Of course, the extent of the excesses depends entirely on the appetites, demands and reputation of the major band on the tour. It just so happens that both Thunderhed and their prime support act, Coliseum All Stars, are caners of monumental proportions, who constantly defy medical science just by remaining alive. 

There are two games I find myself playing when my brain is zonked but won’t let me commit to sleep. First is the Who on This Bus Has Had More Sex on Tour than Me game, to which the answer is everyone, including our driver. This even takes into account the fact that different faces may come and go on a daily basis. I’m not talking about sex acts that they have claimed to have had, or ones I have presumed they have had. I’m talking sex acts I know them to have had. That means acts I have witnessed, many of them perpetrated in this very vehicle. The Sunday shuttle bus to church it ain’t. 

Game number two is the Who on This Bus Has Tried to Have Sex with Me one, of which the answer is often nearly equal to that of the first game. Any female within grabbing distance of this tour is considered a fair target, the general consensus being that it’s a question of when and not if. Often you get manly bits waggling or pointing at you without any preamble whatsoever, seeking attention as if it was owed to them. No female is safe. To put down any kind of solid marker upon a girl you have to marry them – and even then this might not deter others. 

It’s not just the band members either, although they usually make their moves first. Having patiently and smilingly batted away countless crude invitations, I eventually had to relive my taekwondo days and boot the All Star’s drum technician in the head after he made one prick-out advance too many. My actions could have got us thrown off the bus, since we are only sharing the big full-on Tour Special laid on for the Coliseum All Stars. They are big in their own right – more so in Europe than at home in the States. When the tour began it was just them and us for a few weeks and they had no trouble filling out some very decent-sized venues. Many fans over here consider this tour to be a double-header, so there are no inferiority complexes going on amongst our fellow passengers. It’s all mammoth egos here. 

Back at the start our band had its own little van but it was crap and had a faulty petrol gauge that saw us rendered unexpectedly fuel-less one night. Rather than find some gas to fill it up with, everyone decided it should undergo a Ritual Smashing Up Ceremony, so that’s what we did, using any weapons that came to hand. We thus had to move to the bigger bus. We were borrowing their roadies and our equipment was already on their lorries anyway, so it wasn’t much of a big deal. We will be paying for it somewhere along the line. Perhaps they thought it should be payment in kind, hence all the wanger-waggling. 

Fortunately, my demonstration of my unique self-defence capabilities didn’t get us chucked off, which might have seen a premature end to Death in Venus’ tour before Thunderhed had even joined up with us. It merely brought howls of laughter and applause from the onlookers, since casual violence is seen as part of the entertainment. Perhaps the bigger stars feared a similar kicking of image-wrecking proportions. More likely they haven’t yet given up the chase and are just biding their time, knowing that eventually everyone gives in. They now all call me The Fridge, as in frigid. It’s a shame about the drum tech because he’s quite a nice guy when not dosed up on speed. He’s pretty funny and I got on well with him – and still do, since every tour beef has to be immediately forgotten or no one would be talking to anyone else. 

He is called Skellz because he has black outline tattoos of his bones down his arms and on both hands – exact matches of his skeleton beneath. The artist did it brilliantly so that it looks like the skin has been peeled back and pinned, as if he is undergoing dissection. I took a close-up photo of his hands grasping the rather peachy bare backside of a model from the Thunderhed entourage. It’s an awesome shot, if I do say so myself – very rock ‘n’ roll. I reckon it would make an excellent cover for this sex photo-journal that is never, ever going to be published. But if it does, just remember that it’s his brilliant bone-tattooed hands on that luscious rear end that you see. That will be the eternal claim to fame of this otherwise potentially dispensable behind-the-scenes lackey who thinks he has every right to have sex with me, no strings attached, no effort made at romance. 

It was actually Skellz who did the formal introductions when Thunderhed joined us on tour. We were at a party in some big house somewhere to celebrate this union. I was in the vast kitchen along with many others, including the oft wang-waggling drum tech, who was giving us an impromptu solo on the hanging pots and pans, using two wooden spoons for sticks. He’s actually a pretty good drummer. Better than Russell LeMuscle, that’s for sure. It amuses me that this lowly crew member, who is essentially the drummer’s bitch – responsible for looking after the kit, loading it, setting it up, tuning it, miking it, and preparing the electronics rig and the audio software – yet even he gets to be called a technician and thus sounds more gifted and important than the drummer himself. 

So, plink-plonk-plankety-plankety-crash went Skellz, finishing with a rapid rolling crescendo to much cheering and whistling, and then a slow American drawl from behind me was saying, “Well, now, and who do we have the pleasure of meeting here?”

I turned and there he was: Jimi ‘Cas’ Casanove. I had seen pictures, obviously, but that never really quite prepares you for the aura. Charisma is difficult to define because it concerns forces we do not fully understand. It is an invisible field that rare people exude, and they don’t necessarily have to be doing anything to exert it. It is a pull. You can almost feel yourself being dragged across the floor towards them. It’s not just looks or physical attraction. It’s more complex than that. 

They are the givers, the entertainers and performers of the human race. We are inexorably drawn to gawp. They use wit or song or skill to dazzle us and they are desperate for our approval. They want to give all of themselves so that they can be adored. They can’t help themselves. Some fly too close to the sun, losing the delicate balance that prevents admiration turning to jealousy and disdain. They can be loved and then hated in the same brief conversation, between one verse and the next. They tread the thinnest of lines between altruistic charm and loathsome self-aggrandizement. Whichever side of the line they are on it is very difficult to turn away, to not watch or listen. They are always compelling, and you may not even be able to work out why this is so. It is their magic.

He is big; the size was the first thing to hit me. Not just tall but solidly muscular too. Being a rock star he was in one of the few professions that allowed you to go about wearing only a brown leather waistcoat with nothing underneath. You can’t really see that kind of thing taking off in the banking sector. Being partially dressed allowed us a view of the powerful arms and shoulders and the broad chest, all tanned and smooth. He is blond. I’m sure blond males are no more deserving of typecasting than their female counterparts but there is an instant impression that mischief and raciness is at their core, especially when the hair is long and wavy – going for the Robert Plant look rather than the Axl Rose. 

He is handsome but that is such a broad definition it is all but meaningless. The blue eyes got you staring, but there have been bluer. The nose is large but thin, and since his forehead is wide it doesn’t dominate. The teeth are straight, and I don’t doubt that an orthodontist has been at work here. There are lines on the skin. He looks at least five years older than his real age, perhaps more, but then you are bound to harden off quickly when you cram a lifetime of high living into a few short years. There is something else about him that always takes over my senses, and that is his smell. You have to be close to properly notice it. He smells of smoke. Not the ciggies or joints that he constantly has on the go but an exotic woody or peaty smoke, and it is faint, drawing you ever closer to better detect it. 

There is sweetness to it, like caramel or toffee, maybe spice too. It smells like complex bourbon or malt whisky, minus the alcohol twang – although there is surely never more than ten percent blood in his alcohol system. I guess it’s his aftershave but it actually seems like it’s his body naturally producing it, letting all the fine and gorgeous aromas of the spirits he’s consumed seep back out through his pores, with all the unpleasant ethanol left behind. He doesn’t smell like a pub despite his mammoth consumption. It is soothing, warming. For all the danger he seems to embody, if you could lie in his arms, eyes closed and quiet against that broad chest, even on the wildest of nights, just breathing him in, you would surely never know a greater feeling of safe comfort as long as you lived. 

His wife was with him that first night as always, stuck fast to his side, very pretty and with gorgeous hair, but perhaps a bit falsely top-heavy for her frame. Despite having her in tow he was still fine to approach a group containing a fox like me because Skellz was also there and the two of them went way back, the latter being part of the Thunderhed road crew when they first toured. Everyone knows everyone. That’s how this thing works. It’s all one big family, with each member loved like a sibling, regardless of rank. They might annoy the living shit out of you for the vast proportion of any day but they will still get your unconditional support even if you can’t work out why you are giving it. 

I, for instance, was introduced by Skellz – a man to whom I had denied sexual favours to the point of kicking him in the head – as a “top photographer/journo-babe” sent by the record company, with Access All Areas. Perhaps he just assumed this to be true, or perhaps he didn’t want to describe me as the freeloader I essentially was, and risk getting me ejected from the tour. I had once assaulted this man in the face but he still had my back. 

“Dude, this is The Fridge,” said Skellz to Cas, jerking his thumb in my direction. “She’s, like, a ninja lesbo.”

“Wow,” the singer replied, without demanding further details. “I’ve always wanted to meet one of them.”

He actually offered his hand to shake, which threw me a little. Not a high-five or one of them raised hand, thumb clutches that rappers give each other, but an old-fashioned palm extended shake, and not too firm either. It seemed surprisingly gentlemanly for a fellow not wearing a shirt. His missus offered me the same too – presumably happy to communicate with me now she had ascertained that my lesbo ways were no threat to her territory. Her grip was firmer than his, just a gentle warning since her smile seemed so genuinely warm, and as she let go she bent one finger in, allowing the nail to gently tickle my palm, sending a little pleasant shiver through me. It was intentional – like a secret Masonic handshake but for players, to let one know that if any sexual favours were required, then please make free to give her a call. It was rather thrilling, as it goes. 

“Actually, my name is Willow,” I informed them all. I didn’t refute anything else that Skellz had said, about why I was here and who had sent me. It was good to feel like an important member of the team. I didn’t even put them straight on the lesbian thing, even though I’m pretty sure I’m not one. Not entirely, anyway. 

“So who are you riding with, Willow?” came the slow drawl again. It was a loose phrase, a roundabout way of finding out if I had any particular affiliations or bed mates. 

“Mainly with Sindee,” I replied and – pow! – I saw it. I say ‘pow’ but actually his reaction was little more than a blink and a slight twitch of the lips. It was like the name had given him the tiniest slap across the face. I had it down as the flickering reaction of a man who had fantasised about the girl in question and had a flash of guilt, before realising that his wife was no mind-reader and couldn’t tell. It was only retrospectively that the full significance dawned on me. 

Fast forward to tonight and find us at another post-gig stimulant-fuelled gathering, trying to channel the surge of adrenaline that these shows bring, trying to fit a party into the precious time before the roadies packed up and saw us all back on the bus again. The flirty looks between them had been noted but there was still was no suggestion that closer contact was anything other than fleeting. For the most part Thunderhed were on their bus or in their hotel, and we were in ours. The paths crossed but it was groups that formed. Seldom was he allowed to fly solo in places where females could strike. Mrs Casanove was always by his side. There she was tonight, a huge white smile on, chatting to someone else but leaning back into him, keeping in close contact almost as if to prevent any sneaky bitch from whipping him away whilst her back was turned. 

I had been playing with my camera, pretending to be at the ready in case anything rude occurred. Sindee was a few feet from my side, trying to encourage an anonymous record company lackey to drink two martinis at once through his nostrils. Lord knows what she had planned for the olives. I idly took the shot of the wife because she was there in front of me, looking flirty and sexy, and I wanted to record the ‘hands off my man’ body language. Studying the shot afterwards I saw it. I zoomed in and it became plainer. It was just a fraction of a second in time caught: Mr Casanove the married rock star captured with his eyes fixed ahead on Miss Sindee Liscious. 

It is not a look of greedy wanting. You have to look close to spot anything at all. It is an instant of panicked, almost painful yearning, when his body realised that no contact, no closeness with this girl would ever be enough. There was more captured in that single frame than just him seeing her and an appreciation of aesthetics. There were other invisible forces at work between them as well, still effective at a distance of twenty paces, changing the chemicals in his body, aligning him to her, triggering nature’s urge to drive him her way. That impulse would only grow, never patient and metered but always pressing, hitting you all at once like a missile. It is biology’s way of ensuring that you don’t stop at fondness and cuddling but are driven hungrily onwards, wanting to possess them, devour them. Nature doesn’t just want you near to them; it wants you inside them, or to have them inside you. In short, this photo I can’t stop studying has captured the moment Cas Casanove truly fell in love with Sindee. 

The pressure of his wife at his side should have been enough to force these feelings away but nature has other tricks up her sleeve too, meaning that once bitten you can’t easily escape. From that moment on your perceptions are bent so that everything the new apple of your eye does becomes mesmerising, every flaw heart-achingly perfect. I know this because by the end of the first day shared with Elowen I was already sure that no moment without her would mean anything but agony. I see in that frame the same fleeting expression I know was on my face that day. It is all the bliss and closeness you wanted to share with that person from now until forever going off inside you in a single burst. It is the panic from knowing you will never be able to fuse into that person the way the chemicals in your body demand. 

It seems odd that a boozing, brawling, hard-bitten son of a gun like Cas Casanove could go all swoony over a lady. However, strip away all the excess and nonsense and it seems he is no different to anybody else: sent all soppy and flustered and over a barrel by those urges to procreate and nest that we call love. The biggest irony is that half his songs seem to concern heartbreaks caused by devil bitches, and if ever there was a rollicking minx who could splice your blood-pumper in two with a single blow it was Sindee. I feel his pain on that score. I feel his pain in general. These urges can strike at any moment, without caring to discuss with Fate first whether or not it is fair upon you. That’s what made me study the photo so long and hard and keeps me coming back to it: leaning against him is his gorgeous, sexy Playboy model wife, but that expression of helpless love on his face is aimed at someone else. 

The tour bus trundles on in the darkness, the low tyre rumble accompanied by the tinny sound of music played through headphones. Sindee next to me nestles further into my shoulder. She is wearing Loverdose. Elowen used to wear it when it first came out and I thought she always smelled divine. I could’ve happily breathed her in all day. I could have bought her the Tattoo version if we were still together today, and how apt that would have been. Sindee, I remember, also commented on how nice it was that first day the three of us met up. When she called on me to design some costumes for her she had taken to wearing it. It was different on her but still close enough to spark sense memories that fortunately gave only comfort, rather than aching nostalgia. I doubt this is why Sindee wore it – I imagine she just liked the fragrance – but if this was her intention then she is an even sweeter girl than I already believe her to be. 

She smiles and whispers something in her sleep, and finds my hand and clasps it. She likes to hold my hand. She likes to kiss me too. Sometimes we end up alone together and we kiss. It is all we do, despite what everyone thinks. I know she wants do to more than kiss but she never does. She knows I want to do more but she also knows I’m still too fragile for that, so all she does is kiss me and hold me and bring me back some tenderness and sanity. I’m falling for her. I keep trying to stop myself because she has Elowen Mk II stamped all over her and I know I couldn’t handle that heartbreak again. The trouble is she is just too infectious. 

I think it is because I get to see her in the quiet times. When she is partying and fooling around she is hilarious. When she is being naughty she is the most irresistible thing on two legs. I love her strength. I love the sexiness that has everyone swooning to the point where she can say or do whatever she wants. I love the fact that she can look at life without fear, and that anything she does, however daring or rude, can only bring her more strength. I used to think I was every bit as fearless but one single instance saw right through me and left me without a shield. Her sensual extroversion both delights and frightens me. I want her to cavort shamelessly because it reminds me of what I might have been, but at the same time I worry it must surely go too far. With all her mystery gone, the desire for her will disappear too. I would hate anyone to think of her as anything other than wonderful.

Sometimes, when she is in full flight, I want to gather her up and spirit her away. You see, when she is all alone with you, just tranquil and relaxed, that is when she is really beautiful. I try to always see this side of her, whatever antics she is up to. That time I took photos of her on her knees, sucking the stiff cocks of the All Star’s bassist and lead singer, alternating between them, it wasn’t her mouth that had my heart going and my thighs squeezing together. It wasn’t those fingers with their painted nails, lightly resting on bare hairy thighs and still gripping a just-lit cigarette. It was her eyes, closed but not tightly, just like they are when she is asleep. She looked angelic – until, obviously, you got down to the mouth. She looked serene and I think that is all I have wanted for her: some peace and gentle happiness away from the crescendo. I am beginning to fear that she can’t possibly outlast all of this to find some. 




Chapter Four

Meet the Band

Underneath all that hair there may be a musical genius trying to get out. It is lank about the shoulders, the fringe constantly down over the eyes. Have I ever seen his eyes? I have, of course. They are brown and slightly intense, bright but a bit cagey. The head seems ever shyly bowed, either when sitting like this or when on stage, strumming away at his instrument. He might play with a wide-legged stance but he is still the most reluctant guitar hero I can imagine. The lights may be on him and those fingers may be dancing on the strings but he always seems to wish his head elsewhere, away from the spotlight. Because of his demeanour he melts into the background. There are so many others here demanding one’s attention. 

If he has tats they are not in places I can see them. He is tall and a little wiry, perhaps a tad ungainly. His daily garb consists of dark T’s and jeans, nothing more ostentatious. For a rocker he is something of a wallflower. He is possibly the only one on this tour who might not feature in my idle-hours bus game of Who Has Had More Sex than Me? Any sex he has seems to be done quietly, slipped into without the fanfares his bandmates certainly like to share with everybody. He is Benno Shay, lead guitarist of Death in Venus, and without him none of us would be here. 

They wanted him to be called Ben Blade, or even Ben Blaydz. He stood his ground, both because any such name is ridiculous and because he thought it might encourage deranged fans to demonstrate their love of sharpened edges upon his person. I call him by as many humorous variants of the name Benjamin or Benji I can think of, although in truth he wasn’t actually christened with the long form of the name, being simply Ben O’Shea. The fact that he has ended up with anything like a stage name is not his doing at all, it instead being down to how it appeared under a picture in a local paper after one of their first gigs, the journalist hearing it said and recording it phonetically. 

I don’t talk to him much. Any conversations are stilted and he seems to go all flushed and stammer-y. It can be like trying to getting blood out of a stone and I haven’t much patience for that. Shame, really, as he seems like the only one round here resembling a normal human being – other than me, obviously. He is mid-twenties and there are some signs that his complexion might once not have been too clever, but he also has these sharp cheek-bones and a long face, narrowing to a small chin which makes him look almost like a cartoon figure and gives him character. Interesting he no doubt is, possibly even handsome at a real push, but it is all hidden under those terrible locks. He would look much better if he had it all cut short, and his hair seems to know this. 

“Benjamint,” I say, watching his cheeks start to colour just from me looking his way, “I think you should get your hair cut short. I think you should do it right now.”

“The fuck?” intercedes Russell, sat opposite. “We are a heavy metal band, not some gay church choir.”

“That doesn’t mean you have to go walking around looking like a bunch of untended crotches,” I retort. 

Russell mutters some bizarre threat about short hair equalling an instant end to any band he was in. He looks at Vinny sat next to him with that familiar screwed up, what a stupid bitch face. These two are the Beavis and Butthead of my current world. In the Middle Ages they would have been burned as twatting idiots. The first time I encountered Vinny he was there goofing around at rehearsals, making a bad noise on his bass guitar. 

“That’s a twangy sound,” I said, when Sindee introduced us, not knowing what else to say. He was clearly a little put out by this. 

“It’s a Fender, man!” he said, although I didn’t know what relevance he was trying to convey with this.

“Did you steal it off a car?” I said. I thought this was quite funny under the circumstances but he looked at me with a face like he had just eaten his own arse, so I decided there and then not to bother making too much more conversation with him any time soon. I was right to do so. His given name is Vincent Samuel Waller but he felt the uncontrollable urge to change it by deed poll to Vinny Fat Swallah. I looked blankly at him whilst I was informed of this. I had heard of ‘Fats’ Waller but this man before me was merely a bit chunky rather than overweight, not black, and very unlikely to be asked to join any jazz bands – not with the way he played. 

It took him a while to explain so I will paraphrase: the moniker is meant to suggest that his sexual organs are more than a mouthful for any females looking to orally pleasure him; ‘Swallah’ as in ‘swallow’. As well as being a tedious contrivance it isn’t actually particularly truthful, but for him the more girls there are out there who can contradict the boast first-hand, the better. I see him as a bit of an uncouth oaf, so he is the perfect rhythm section partner for Russell – who, despite the stupidity, the dreadful hair and clothes and tattoos along with the slight chubbiness and slight manhood of his best friend, still sticks charitably to calling him either ‘Vin’ or ‘Vinny’. If ever I am required to do so, I tend to refer to him as ‘Fat Twat.’

Sindee and Ben make up the rest of the band and for a four-piece they make a big noise, mainly down to Ben’s playing expertise and his complex pedal-board. Don’t worry – I don’t know what any of this technical stuff means either. It seems inconceivable that this is not Ben’s band, him being the only one with anything like a musical gift, but that is one of the many foibles of the industry. Russell and Vinny started it, despite their dubious song-writing skills. Ben auditioned using a few of his own songs and they quickly realised they were much better than anything they could do and quickly got him on board. 

They did, in fact, kindly allow him to write all their songs for them, although they drew the line at having him name the band, bastardizing his Death in Venice suggestion because they thought they knew best. He was astute to know that, good songs or not, they weren’t going anywhere without a killer vocalist. He, being into music generally, had gone out to see the other bands in the area, rather than just lounging on a couch watching the Kerrang! channel and drinking beer all day. He was also shrewd enough to seek out Sindee without his bandmates in tow. When he played her a couple of his songs she knew his material was way better than anything her goth revival group had. Without Sindee there would be no Thunderhed support slot, but without Ben there would be no band at all.

It is just us in the hotel. We all gigged nearby last night and should in theory have had a couple of day’s rest before the next show but our manager spotted an opportunity and got us a guest slot tonight, supporting a local thrash metal outfit who have a good following. Apparently any chance of swelling our fan-base should outweigh the need for rest, so we have been left behind. Incidentally, for ‘manager’, don’t think sharp suits, sharp wits and a loving fatherly attitude towards his charges. Think grubby jeans, hideous shirts and a barely disguised urge to double-cross even his own grandma at every opportunity. He has had to hire us a clapped-out shitmobile van to reunite us and our gear with the rest of our party tomorrow. And I thought this tour was going to be wall to wall glamour. 

Sometimes you have to pinch yourself that you are on this ride at all, watching adrenaline-raging, soul-billowing shows from the sidelines, rubbing shoulders with the rich and famous, attending the incredible parties at incredible venues, having everything on a plate and yet not having to pay for any of it. Other times you could punch yourself in the face for signing up to the mind-numbing tedium, the crassness, the immaturity and constant conflict. Any given day can see you scooped from the pits of despair and lifted to the highest high – and I don’t even touch drugs. Imagine what it’s like for those in the majority here who do. 

On the face of it there doesn’t seem to be a downside. The tour has the feel of an eternal, fun-packed spree of freedom and excess, like your first holiday abroad with your friends rather than your family, but magnified a hundred-fold. You get to travel all around and be taken to countries you never thought you would go to. You work mainly at night so the days are your own. You get everything laid on for you and are catered for by excellent chefs. Everything is there on a plate, and I mean everything. There are weary-faced managers to iron out all the problems and you feel untouchable. 

You get to watch all the shows and hear ten, thirty, fifty thousand fans singing and going mad for the songs you begin to think of as your own. You get to go to festivals and watch days of brilliant bands and then chat to them backstage without feeling like a star-struck fool. You get to be a part of it, to belong to it. When I’m introduced they say “she’s with the band”, and that is the only explanation required. The tour brings everything with it, like a travelling circus, and each member is part of the extended family. My necessity on this tour is absolutely nil, yet I could sit down with a member of one of the biggest heavy metal outfits in the world – and maybe with his Hollywood star friend who has come along to see the show – and chat with them as if the part I played was as intrinsic as the keyboardist’s, the lighting rigger’s, the chief roadie’s. Don’t get me started on name-dropping, because you will spontaneously combust before I’m even half way through my list. 

Then there are the fabled sexual excesses which, along with the excitement of the gigs, make the whole thing so endlessly compelling. The World of Rock can often seem much like the World of Porn, only with better music. Touring with a rock band is like living within a never-ending skin flick. Everywhere are episodes trying to be more shocking or depraved than the last. Just in the last couple of weeks I’ve seen a singer walk five naked girls through a hotel foyer and up to his room. I’ve seen two bandmates ‘spit-roast’ a groupie whilst eating slices of pizza off her back. I’ve seen a heated debate on a tour bus about which Motörhead album was the best, whilst directly opposite the protagonists an open-legged girl was loudly masturbating with the aid of a beer bottle. They never even looked at her. 

Just the other week, in a swish kitchen during a house party in some record producer’s mansion, I had a mad ten-minute argument with a bespectacled, pig-tailed Danish girl (we weren’t in Denmark) who couldn’t have been more than eighteen. This was due to me not giving her the phone number of a certain bassist who I had in fact never met, and wasn’t even on our tour. She just expected me to know it. From being aggressive she then switched tack, promising me I could commit any kind of kink upon her person that I fancied in return. She listed some quite incredible ideas. Such things must be saved for the Fuck Journal I’m never going to compile but think of the most truly crude act that you can and it was on her list, and worse. When she finally stormed off I saw that her short skirt was all rucked up and she had a false fox tail hanging from her otherwise bare behind, clearly attached to the dildo housed inside her. I saw her again later, having what looked like trifle spooned inside her before being tag-teamed by two of our roadies. 

All of this can make your head whir. It can make you feel dirty and soulless but when it isn’t happening you yearn for it. However, you pretty quickly learn that your whole existence is tied to the tour. If a traveller to England asked me for tips on wonderful places to visit I wouldn’t immediately pick Milton Keynes, but that is where the Bowl is and so that is where we are to end up. Plus, the tour is tied to a schedule, so if you do happen to be in a nice place and want a look around, but you need to be at the next place and it takes nine hours to get there, then immediately off on the tour bus you jolly well go. The schedule can sometimes make this easy, touring in a sensible order, but too often, especially now the festival season is upon us, it can have us darting back and forth – in Norway one day, then over to Germany for the weekend festival, then back to somewhere else in Scandinavia, then back to Germany for another festival. 

You travel around so much it becomes a blur, and you can be too tired to care where you are. Your visit to a country might consist of one hotel and one venue, or maybe just the venue and the tour bus out of there. Cas Casanove has a runner whose job consists entirely of providing him with Jack Daniel’s and Coke of both varieties during shows, and sticking a big piece of paper to the stage to tell the singer which town or city he is currently in, and indeed in which country that is. Shouting “Let’s tear this fucker up, Kraków!” does not go down well when you are actually in Katowice. 

Then there is the boredom. It can be great fun just sitting and shooting the breeze but emotions are easily strained. A misconception of mine before all this was that bands were made up of great buddies who went way back and loved everything about each other. Some might be but others are simply professional musicians and the band is their work. They might have nothing more in common than two random office workers but they end up living in each other’s pockets for weeks on end. I can’t imagine Ben wanting to spend a single second in the company of Russell or Fatso Vinny outside of work but here he has to do a whole tour of Europe with them, having to hear their tireless drivel day on day. 

I play a bit of backgammon with Ben when I’m not trailing after Sindee with camera at the ready but hobbies aren’t particularly conducive to a life on the road – unless, like Sindee, your hobby is sex. Why do I find it unable to indulge myself as she does? I mean, I’m sat here incredulously listening to Russell regaling Vinny with the tale of the time he was “poking the shit out of that half-deaf emo bitch whilst sexting the red-headed chick” who had blown him the night before. I’m doing nothing and these two clueless imbeciles are discussing incredible adventures of the flesh. I’m bored and I’m way too delightful for that. 

I’m sat silently next to Ben, doing nothing. Should I not be creeping my hand over his be-jeaned crotch, using his shyness to my advantage, leading him off to my room? I have already established that apart from being essentially a mute, is not bad looking. Is that not enough? Would it be enough for Sindee, who judges everyone purely on how much pleasure they might be able to give her? I just can’t be like that. It has to mean more. It cannot be throw-away. You have to come away with something that you want to keep precious down the years. 

I don’t know where I get this idea that each person you share your bed with must have some kind of emotional value. It is certainly not a very modern approach. I’m quite sure that the idea of not putting yourself about on moral grounds was a clever ruse invented by men to keep the females they lusted after chaste whilst they themselves went on shagging crusades across the world, so today’s women should perhaps be doing everything they can to pay them back for that. Sindee seems certain to die smiling from her sexual conquests and maybe that is all life is about. However, giving yourself cannot be a casual thing, surely? It means sharing your most intimate secrets, which are bound to get spilled in one way or another. 

Maybe you could do this a couple of times, a few times, if you know for sure you won’t ever meet that person again. But those secrets are part of your worth and therefore precious. They should be hard-earned and never frittered. They need to be shared with people who value them. You should never be able to walk past or sit in a room ignoring someone who knows all the perfections and imperfections of your body, your foibles, how you taste. There might be room for maybe a few spontaneous episodes, especially in far-flung places you will never visit again but I do wonder how much you can water it down before none of it means anything anymore. Maybe my touring companions are all correct. Maybe I have turned frigid. What a waste that would be! 




Chapter Five

Showtime

Sindee is happy because she’s met the band we are supporting tonight and they are all over her. Like so many Eastern European guys they are big and muscular, as if they had been doing hard labour since they hit their teens. They are all clad in loose leather dungarees, bare beneath so that we got to see all the smooth skin and hard muscle, the solid biceps and rippling pecs. I have a feeling my camera is going to be called into action later. 

They looked almost menacing stood around her, as do the crowd as I sneak a peek with ten minutes to go before show-time. However, one thing you quickly learn about the world of heavy metal is that, wherever you are, all those involved are a universally great bunch of people. They might all look like axe murderers but there is such a bond, such a feeling of togetherness – perhaps because they see themselves as outcasts together. The atmosphere is always charged but amiable. They live for this music. They support it and anyone else who shares their love. We might be in unfamiliar territory and without the safety of the other bands around us but I never have a moment’s doubt that this crowd won’t get behind us. Those guys out there rock! 

The nerves become almost sickening and I’m not even the one about to perform. It’s not like doing a school play, where the audience sit benignly, giving the odd laugh or gasp amidst the stifled coughs, yawns and belches. Here the crowds are alive. The energy comes off them in waves. They jump, they thrash, they sing, they surge, they cheer. The music is all through you. It races faster than your heart can beat. When they scream at your solo or sing your chorus you could fucking die and not be happier. It is like tearing along on the crest of a hundred-foot wave.

I’m late backstage because I’ve been messing about taking pictures and then taken so long to get my costume on. I often dress for the occasion. In my head it’s because the parties often kick off immediately the show finishes, leaving no time then to change. Sure, there is no prerequisite for wearing rubber catsuits at these parties but as well as making you look good they are also difficult to get into and thus hard for stray drunken groping hands to breach. That’s the reasoning I often use anyway. However, I think a part of me just feels like the fifth member of the band and wants to join them in getting into the show-time spirit. 

I am wearing an absolute cracker tonight; one of my best creations. It is in very tight latex, a kind of creamy-pinky-white shade. I spent ages trying to find the closest match to pale skin tones, so that at first glance one might think the wearer was nude. There are built-in black circles with hanging tassels like saucy pasties to cover the nipples, which is clever enough, but the real genius is in the skirt. At the waist is a sewn-in pleated flap going all the way around and coloured in plaid, like a schoolgirl’s skirt. However, not even today’s girls wear them this short. It is barely longer than my outstretched span, which means it looks like a portion of bare behind is constantly poking out from beneath. 

The zip runs up the back and is concealed. Attached to it is a long thin strip of shiny red leather which helps in the fastening and doubles as a school tie, to be worn loosely. All in all, I’m sure the outfit could prove deadly to those with an unsteady heart, or the hormonally imbalanced. We make quite a pair, Sindee and I, dressed like this. She has brought out the big guns to impress a new audience. She is out there, looking hot in her devil penis-tail costume. There is always an extra edge to her performance when she has this on. She is so much in her element when performing. It can’t be taught. The act can be tuned and refined but the nature to do it must be there at birth. It is a gift which provokes in me both jealousy and relief that I do not possess it.

Three songs in and the crowd are nicely warmed. Although we are always ostensibly ‘borrowing’ the fans from our better-known headline acts, the gig we were part of last night, along with weeks of favourable reviews and pictures, have gained us some interest in our own right, particularly amongst adolescent males. Many have shown up tonight, coming early to gain positions at the front, to get close to this new heroine of heavy metal. This is a smaller venue so they are separated from the stage and her only by a flimsy barrier. Sindee knows exactly how to get their blood boiling. She looks particularly irresistible tonight, with her heavy make-up and the red knee-boots to match her costume, which she has unzipped halfway down her front to reveal a nice huddle of her enhanced bosom. 

She stands with arms by her sides, teeth barred, thrusting in time to the beat as if trying to fuck the thin air at her front. Doubtless some of those young guys in the audience will be having shameful dreams tonight of being on hands and knees before her. She struts the stage looking two feet taller than she really is, all eyes on her even though bassist Vinny is strutting around like a jerk. She catches my eye and smiles before leaning back to belt out the last note of the song. The crowd that aren’t specifically here to watch us are cheering too. It is a good night. You can just feel it, everywhere. It feeds us all, seeps into every cell present and drives the excitement. 

She gives her thanks and says something I can’t really hear, something about her costume. The crowd probably understand even less, but still they cheer and whistle everything she says. Then I realise she is pointing at me hidden here in the wings, coming towards me, saying my name, asking the crowd to give it up for me, the designer of her devil suit. I’m shaking my head to show my massive reluctance and she has to physically drag me out, but as soon as I am on stage the cheers and whistles rise and the thrill of it is immediate. I might have dug my heels in more if not for the glass or two of lovely bubbly already in my system, but now the rush from being cheered is intoxicating in its own right and goes straight to my head. 

I am right at the front of the stage. I can see their faces, see the wildness in the eyes, the devotion. They are calling out to me, holding out their hands pleading for me to reach across the gap between stage and safety barrier to touch them. I am being adored. I know I look every bit as good as Sindee. We are two hot foxes and the crowd love us. Sindee has her arm around my shoulder and is telling the crowd I am her girlfriend. Naughty Sindee! Any hints towards same-sex cravings from our scrumptious singer will inevitably drive these desperate, juiced-up fans crazy, and she knows it. 

Grasping the devil’s penis-tail at her groin, she lewdly strokes it up and down, her hips thrust out towards them. Then she has me do it, taking my hand and placing it there, moving me back and forth along its length until I’m doing it for myself. I’m pretty sure I wouldn’t normally show off this way to a handful of strangers but give me a whole baying roomful of them and suddenly it seems just like the best thing to do. I even snake out my tongue all rock and roll style for my new admirers as I do my saucy stuff and they show their delight, upping the volume as they press forward. Imagine if they chose to break the security and get to us. 

My brief stage career seems set to finish as quickly as it started and I’m all ready to fulfil that maxim of leaving the crowd wanting more but then Russell LeMuscle behind me is playing tss-tss-tss-tss on his high-hat, cuing in the next song, and Ben then hits the first power chord and follows it up with a fast riff. Bass and drums join in and suddenly we are off. The sound goes right through me, almost forcing me to my knees. I know it’s loud but never like this, the speakers flanking us either side to the rear. I can practically feel the strings and drum-skins vibrate. With the whoosh of music comes an internal stampede of excitement. 

Sindee still has me at the front, her arm around my shoulders, but now she places one booted foot up on the monitor and jigs us up and down in time to the beat as she yells her demand for the crowd to make some noise. The lights change and bathe us in different colours, going with the rhythm. I’m stood still but it’s like I’m speeding at a thousand miles an hour – that’s the rush I have inside me. Sindee steps back and away from me and stands head-banging, her legs spread wide and bent at the knees, bracing herself to the floor, the mic stand held across her body as if it could be played like a guitar. 

Wow, can she head-bang. Her mass of hair is silver-blonde with pink streaks, whipping all around her. Goddess, I’m thinking. She always looks so damn impressive doing this that one drunken time I had her teach me too, so I could stay at her side on party dance floors without looking like a lemon. I never thought I’d do it in anger but the music is blasting past and the adrenaline is spurting through me. The power rush just takes me over and here I am, legs wide, head-banging away opposite her as if I’ve done it all my life. 

The crowd flash in and out of visibility due to the lighting. Often I can see nothing at all, but I can still feel them. The energy is constant, bubbling, surging. They are like a black ocean, rolling and swelling to my front, gathering a force that might suddenly break and smother us at any moment. It is nerve-shredding and awesomely exhilarating all at once. I can only briefly sustain my head-banging so kudos to those rock heroes who maintain it for a whole show. I’m thinking it might be time to bow out, what with Sindee going back to her boot- on-monitor stance ready for Verse One, but I cannot make myself leave. There is nothing else for it but to slink about and dance some more. 

I’m writhing around like a stripper and I have a huge grin on my face. I know it’s inexplicable for me but this is actually happening. I’m not shy of my curves but I never have the urge to let strangers see me in the flesh. I like the power of being provocative but I don’t want to have to surrender to nudity to maintain it. I cannot see what thrill Sindee got from porn. Sure, she looked sexy doing sexy things and yes, it must be good to know so many were left bent double with desire for you afterwards. But your secret has already been revealed. You have given it away. For me, I feel sexy wearing tight clothes and like the attention they bring, but I don’t have an urge to give the admirers more. Or that is what I thought up until now. At this precise moment I’m glad my costume makes me look like I’m near naked. The more the cheers come my way and the more I can sense the rise of excitement the more I’m wishing I could actually be naked. If it wasn’t for the protracted, very ungainly and unsexy exit from such an outfit, I almost feel it could happen.

Sindee is soon back at my side, singing at me, slinking her hips in my direction. I feel the same reckless abandon that drinking three times what I’ve actually imbibed this night can give. Her hands are on me and I want it. I don’t care how much like an exotic dancer I’m acting in front of this load of wank-happy teenagers, as long as it makes them love me more. I want to demonstrate ever greater prowess at it. Acting like an exhibitionist slut is suddenly fabulous. I know all the songs so I know when to thrust or wiggle in all the right places. I want to leap around to swirl my nipple tassels and flash them what is seemingly naked beneath my tiny skirt. If you had ever asked me if I’d fancied being a stripper for a living then I would have either laughed in your face or kicked you in it, but at this moment, it simply seems like the most stimulating trade imaginable. 

Ben is launching into his guitar solo and Sindee is turning me to face her, smiling broadly as she slinks down upon her haunches, the two of us side-on to the audience. She looks up into my eyes and lets her tongue come slowly out to sit flat to my thigh before lasciviously running it upwards and inwards, her hands creeping around to hold my behind, the flap of my skirt lifting with her head to leave her lewdly lapping at my apparently naked crotch. The rubber of my costume allows only the sensation of slight pressure there but my puss feels electrified. I grip her hair and writhe against her face. 

She sings the last chorus still on her haunches, still leering up and tonguing at me between lines as I theatrically grind into her face. I feel fucking sexy, fucking dirty. I feel free and brilliant. The music rises and I don’t want it to stop but it is going to anyway, heading toward its big finish with her lapping upwards over my body, slowly up my belly and between my breasts, up my neck and chin, timing it expertly so that as the last note is struck she is kissing me with open-mouthed passion. 

The speakers screech and reverb and the cheers rise to herald the song’s end, hissing in my dulled eardrums. Sindee has pulled away from me, not staying longer than the performance demands. I want her back, even in front of these people. I want more of everything. She is shouting my name into her mic, grinning widely, pointing towards me. I am grinning too, the smile plastered all over my face and the current still raging inside. A sweaty, smelly, testosterone-addled bunch that I wouldn’t normally give a shit about impressing is shouting for me and I don’t think I will ever feel such a buzz in my life. 

Fortunately, unlike drunken antics, in this case I know when it is best to stop. I’m away, relieved that I managed to pull off this cameo but already wanting more. I kiss my hands and raise them to wave the audience goodbye, as any departing superstar would do. Back in the wings I’m embracing all and sundry: roadies and technical guys that I have barely seen before, along with a couple of the main band there for a sneak peek. 

“You rock, baby!” one exclaims in heavily accented English. Yep, I reckon I do! 

I chug a glass of champagne. A hearty drink seems the obvious thing since the adrenaline won’t stop. I realise in that instance that performance is addictive. The high is too much to ignore. I watch the last couple of songs play out and I’m jumping around in the wings, almost hoping for Sindee to pull me back on stage, slightly put out that she doesn’t get me back on at the end to take a final bow. She yells her goodbyes and makes her exit, her face breaking into another smile as she sees me there. She grabs me and we are both teetering at silly speed on our high heels backstage. She too wants alcohol. She will presently be wanting cocaine also, just as soon as she senses the natural high of the gig beginning to wane. She is already jabbering as if she has had a snort. She is gripping my arm, all wide-eyed.

“You should let me fuck you on stage,” she says and I think she actually means it. “Or let me lick you for real. If you had a zip down there I could undo it and get to you. Can you imagine? The crowd would fucking love it!” 

She is already gulping down more champagne. When she gets turned on like this she is almost rabid. 

“I think tonight was a one-off,” I say, already thinking I’m stupid to say it.

“Bullshit – you have to do it again. You are way too good to stay hidden in the wings. That’s like hanging the Mona Lisa in the staff canteen at the Louvre. You heard them out there. If you could sing or play a bit imagine what a team we’d make. I’d love to put my fingers inside you while we kissed – the crowd wouldn’t be able to see it but they would know. Fucking hell, they would go bananas!”

“Yeah, maybe we should just stick to the kiss without the fingers or the bananas,” I say. So she does. She just leans into me and kisses me – all soft, warm, open-mouthed passion so that I know instantly that I’m not going to be able to resist her regardless of my reservations. At least I don’t kiss her back too avidly. At least I can tell myself I didn’t cave in that quick. She slides off me and we are forehead to forehead and she is giggling.

“Christ, I need to pee,” she says, and is giggling and just leaving me there all breathless, heading out the dressing room door. “If I don’t hurry up it’s going to be wet catsuits all round!” 

I should say so. That last bit is echoing down the corridor back towards me, with her already gone from my sight. I am shaking, physically quaking in my boots, my belly all clenched. That shave was close, agonisingly so, but not quite close enough. I was there for the taking that time. It was not down to my resistance but her self-restraint. Only she pulled me from the fire. It is such untypical behaviour of hers. I know she likes me, more than a lot. Usually what she wants she ensnares and then takes, but not in my case. She knows she cannot be exclusive. She is a heartbreaker, one that loves men way too much to commit to another girl. She knows I’m not built to fool around as she does. It must drive her mad that I’m such a screw-up but she never tries to take advantage of my weakness. Right now I don’t know whether I love her or hate her for this. 

The main band bring the house down. Sindee is back by my side watching from the wings, her arm through mine although our close shave seems to have been forgotten. The excitement hasn’t abated, however. I’m sure if all the lights went off the two of us would be visible, glowing. I can feel that she needs to fuck. The guys on stage are all dark energy, the music too fast, too nasty for my taste but still thrilling; the vocals a deep, incomprehensible, satanic yell. They have a liking for sudden silent pauses mid-song, followed by a crashing rejoinder of instruments, complimented with a white flash to light the arena. It has the whole place jumping in unison. 

I want to be out there. Everyone in here wants to be on that stage right now. Lucky Sindee gets a chance, seen in the wings by the singer and called out to help duet on a thrashed-up version of a Thunderhed number, especially for all those guys who saw us at the bigger venue the night before. Her part is unrehearsed but she seems to have an instinct for how to do it right and the crowd love both it and her. I am buzzing, reliving that unique rush albeit vicariously. It makes you want to do something. It is like your body needs an even greater crescendo, somewhere for all this adrenaline to pour. However, short of a full-on battle, I’m not sure what this thing might be. 

When the band come off the energy runs with them: a five-man walking dynamo on full charge. I get hugged by a massive, bare-chested, sweaty drummer covered in black Chinese dragon tattoos and I don’t even mind. We are carried on the wave back to a cramped dressing room. Who knows where our bandmates and our hideously-shirted manager are at this stage – probably sat in the back of the Shitmobile drumming their fingers, waiting impatiently for us. The dragon-tatted drummer sinks a whole beer in one and then crushes the can against the side of his head. How very old-skool! The singer – a massive guy with a head shaved so close it’s like he’s had his scalp shaded with pencil – swigs four big gulps from a vodka bottle and then sinks a can of Red Bull. I’m not sure that’s how you’re meant to do it but who’s going to argue? 

All the band members are huge, half-naked and glowing under their sheen of sweat. All of them want to fuck us, that is suddenly clear. The language barrier cannot stop that from coming through. They are feeling at their most macho. They are posturing; clenching fists and tensing muscles in their triumph. Whoops come and alcohol is sunk but it won’t be nearly enough. Smiles are wide but these guys have their gander up and the devil in them. When Sindee starts to flirt more obviously they are drawn in to loom over her, jostling for their chance. Maybe they know about her porn days. Maybe they have heard via the rock world jungle drums that this girl has a liking for sucking off two men at a time.

I have never feared for her until now. We seem to be suddenly way out of our depth and she has nothing like my self-defence weaponry. What stops these five giants and their equally macho hangers-on from fucking us, here in this land so far from home? How many kicks and punches do I get in before my arms are held from behind? I could almost hate her unquenchable instinct to flirt and lure. I thought the arrival of Cas in our midst had heralded a change in her but he is miles from here, out of sight and out of mind, unlikely to ever hear the gory details of what happened here. She cannot stop herself. The urge is too innate. 

I think to make an effort to drag her clear, aware that it might only accelerate their grasping attentions, but then she herself steps through them to stand at my side. She has a saucy grin across her face. I don’t know what she has been saying to them but they stand back, as if awaiting her next move. She is lightly biting upon one forefinger, weighing something up. 

“I choose you and you,” she says, pointing to the singer and the rhythm guitarist. There is a burst of laughing, back-slapping and foreign cursing but just like that the danger seems to have passed. The two chosen guys are looking cocky and the others can bitch but not argue the decision. One pick and there might have been some contention but two picks ensures the other guys have to suck up their defeat and make a joke of it all. She was more in control than I thought possible. She leads her two guys out and I am just feeling the first alarm at being left here to deal with the rest of this roomful of seething testosterone when my arm is gripped and I am also dragged away from peril. 

She has them side by side. Her dressing room is smaller than theirs; just a small couch and a dressing table with chair to sit at. Language barriers are not going to be a problem here. At the sight of her going onto her knees both men have their dungarees unfastened and dropping around their ankles. Neither of them have underwear on. It is clear that, as with proud Russell, nudity is their preferred state. The guitarist is already erect. I don’t like him. He has a shaved head but for a thin strip of dark hair running up the middle, ending in a spiked tuft just beyond the crown. He has harsh features and a long goatee threaded with a couple of silver beads. He reminds me too much of Russell. I don’t know why Sindee chose him; maybe because he was the second largest and the most senior-looking of them all, and that might have prevented further argument. 

The other guy, the singer, requires more blood to fill him. He is the most muscular of them all, with shoulders like hams and a smooth torso unblemished by ink. I would have chosen him but for the shivers his menacing physique gives me. I am standing with camera in hand, my backside chastely pressed against the dressing table. They are all before me, side-on, so that I can capture everything. Sindee’s tongue curls up to touch the tip of the singer’s filling cock, encouraging his swell. Up he comes, growing impossibly big and rigid. Sindee is not fazed. She grins up at him as she teases his tip with a flickering tongue and then stretches open to engulf the exposed head. I feel my thighs squeeze together involuntarily and I let a gasp escape as I snap the moment. 

All her porn industry experience is brought to bear. Her teasing expertise makes me tremble. She likes to grip one whilst sucking the other. She likes to grasp the balls and squeeze as she sinks down and takes the shaft deep. As she does so she likes to look up into their eyes, like a slut at their mercy when really she is the one getting exactly what she wants. I am almost too wet to stand. Inside the hot confines of my catsuit is an itching, swollen, saturated puss baying for attention. The singer is the prize; his prick silky smooth but surely too much for me. The other is average and venous, and I don’t like its owner’s grimaces as she goes to work. His prick will be in the photos but his face won’t. I’m increasingly sure he is only there to make up the numbers. 

Sindee lets the singer go with a soft pop and looks up at him smiling.

“I choose you,” she says again, all sultry smiles. I wasn’t aware that the competition was still on. The singer sneers at his bandmate and says something disparaging. The bandmate utters something in return and calls Sindee something nasty in his native dialect. Then he looks at me. 

“You suck?” he says, his face still stony after his rejection. Strange, I am not worried at all by this man now that he is out of his group and clutching a knobbly, very standard erection.

“I’m busy,” I say back, firmly. I get the same insult spat my way as he dealt Sindee. I expect him to leave but this is Rock World and the norm is always steadfastly ignored. Instead he plants himself unashamedly beside me, stiff prick in hand, nonchalantly leaning against the dressing table, stroking himself. The singer is pushed backwards by Sindee to sit upon the couch so that she can straddle him. With her thighs splayed wide she reaches down and undoes the chunky red zip under her crotch, the fabric parting as if torn, revealing the plump swell of her naked puss. I’ve seen it many times before but it still sends a fizzing sweep right through me. I don’t wear knickers in these costumes either, but my one doesn’t have a quick-release zip like hers. 

The camera is still up in front of my face but I am peering over it, wanting the real view as she stretches herself open upon the fat head and then lets her weight take her down in one long, nerve-sizzling impalement. She has to be patient, to let her slippy wetness coat him. She wriggles in his lap, gyrating her hips to allow her muscles time to adjust to him. I snap away but you can’t digitally capture the electric excitement of this, the rapture already seizing her, the blissful fullness she is experiencing. She rides him, still slow. He grasps at her latex-covered behind, perhaps wanting to control the pace, surely wanting to have handfuls of her soft naked flesh. I fear he might rip the costume to pieces to get to her.

It’s the glisten upon him that gets me most: her cream covering him and pooling at his crotch and squashed-up balls. It tells of how slippery she will be inside, how velvet-smooth, how tight and clenching. I am all hot and tingling and desperate for something in me. The cock at my side is still being stroked. The owner of it mutters things from time to time. Perhaps he is asking me to do it for him, to suck it for him. I could. I could just give in because blow jobs in this world of ours are ten a penny; an everyday thing. But I don’t like him. I wish I had his total lack of shame in masturbating openly to this scene, but I don’t like him. I wonder if she would stop him if he chose to force his way back into the action, going into her from behind whilst his friend held her open.

Sindee turns fully around. She is ever the porn star and wants to give me another angle to shoot, to get her happy face in alongside her new lover’s. She leans back and displays the lewdness of her stuffed pussy in all its glory. I see the little silver hoop through her hood and wonder how it must feel on her throb as she writhes upon him. She wants me to see her like this, to lure me too. Maybe I could just rub the cock next to me, grasping and tossing it until the seed bubbled and spurted. But I don’t want his clenched-teeth, nasty grimace aimed at me whilst I do it. I don’t want that vision burned into my memory, whatever my body is calling out for. 

She’s looking straight at me as she rides him, looking down the camera lens. She wants me to know her pleasure. She wants me to shake off all my inhibitions and weird values about not giving myself away too cheaply. How much would it cost me to just close my eyes and get on my knees for that cock beside me, or just unzip my costume so that he could see me whilst he had his finish? Why wouldn’t I be able to forgive myself? Sindee decides that she needs something more and switches position again, raising herself up and taking the singer with her so that she is now standing, bent at the waist with him at her rear, still buried deep. She puts her arms back behind her and with one large hand he takes her by the wrists, holding her fast and helping her to stay at right angles. Someone barging in now might think that it was this giant macho man using the helpless girl as he saw fit, but I know better. 

He pumps her, not too fast but hard enough to see her gasp aloud with every thrust. She looks gorgeous: cheeks flushed; mouth open and wet; her eyes with those long lashes closed. I wish she was naked. Next to me the pace has increased, seen in my periphery. Still he keeps saying things I can’t understand, perhaps telling my friend what a dirty bitch she is, or maybe asking me to spit on it, squeeze his balls, do anything to send the spurts gushing out. It proves too much for him. Forward he shuffles, rigid prick straight out in front of him, aiming for her open mouth. I don’t even try to stop him. 

His bulk hides her from view. I need to see her so I move round, going to their side to witness everything – and what I see is her full at both ends. I’m pretending I’m merely there to capture shots of the action as is my brief, but I doubt I manage to press the button more than twice. I am close enough to be pulled in. None of the sounds or smells can be missed. My legs are weak from shaking and I know my cheeks are burning. My heart could not pound harder without bursting. It seems somehow dirtier to be seeing this so close than to actually be involved. 

The guitarist starts to grunt and Sindee gives a long moan. The picture can’t capture the whole story and when we look back over them there will be nothing to signify that this was the moment he unloaded into her mouth. Perhaps she will remember later that it sparked her climax. She drains the guitarist with her last efforts at concentration but then lets him go as the singer thrusts extra hard and fast to fuck the orgasm right through her. The guitarist doesn’t even wait for his friend to finish, pulling his crumpled dungarees back up to his waist, his cock already softening. He is off, brushing past me to go and search out other stimuli, maybe to boast of his exploits to those who missed out. 

As the singer clenches and presses hard to her I realise that he might be one of the best-looking partners she has on this whole trip, if you don’t mind a little brutishness in your men. In minutes he will be gone and that will be that. He won’t want to kiss her, not after where her dirty mouth has been. Nothing but this short time will be shared between them; so fleeting it might later be mistaken for just another imagined fantasy. They won’t have lain together naked and close, or whispered sweet nothings. They won’t know anything of each other’s likes, what makes them laugh or cry, whether they were in fact perfect for each other. However, she will have had the glorious feel of his cock inside her, spraying her insides, making her come, and when I am very soon sat in that bone-shaker van, driving through the night all flustered and frustrated and with miles to go before I can even think about taking the itch away, I shall ask myself again whether I still think my attitude to life and love has any merit at all. 




Chapter Six

Dutch Cucumber Action 

Two things of note happened in the last day or so: Sindee had her hair dyed totally pink, as it was during her porn days, and we arrived in the Netherlands. The first thing makes me think that Sindee might be trying to send certain hunky rock singers subtle come-get-me messages. The second thing should be of no real consequence except that it produced lots of jokes aimed my friend’s way. Just crossing the border brought a mass of whoops and wolf-whistles from our fellow travellers. This was due to Russell and Vinny being aware of Sindee’s porno past, and their running joke of telling everyone else that the film she was in was entitled Dutch Cucumber Action. 

Someone was clearly sent ahead to buy a huge consignment of these phallic fruit so that pranks could be played. In a bar at lunchtime Sindee is told she will be treated to a cocktail and Russell returns offering a large glass of beer with a cucumber in it. Stuck in the exposed end of the fruit is a tiny umbrella. This raises far more mirth than it should. If she gets up, cucumbers are there waiting on her seat for her return. In her dressing room later, someone has gaffer-taped cucumbers all the way down her mirror. In the hotel room she and I are sharing, a multitude of the fruit has been secreted under the covers, all with condoms upon them, for us to discover only as we climb in. Sindee tuts but then grins at me with the possibilities. I’m more worried at the proof that unwanted people have ways to gain access to our locked bedroom almost at will. 

The joke goes on way longer than it should. While we are here it will continue, because it allows a new dimension to the boredom-breaking. Sindee plays along, but if it was me I would be less patient of all the ribbing. It seems a little too personal at times; a reminder that she may be pretty and becoming ever more famous but others close to home have her measure and are of the opinion that she was once a skank. I think it gives certain guys amongst us – those who haven’t had the delight of being chosen to share her bed – a little something to make them feel superior to her. If they can highlight her previous dirty ways, it’s like they are demonstrating that they could have had her any time they liked, but choose not to for their own dignity. Just the insinuation makes my blood boil but Sindee is stronger than me so for her it is just water off a duck’s back. 

En route to our final gig in this country, Sindee gets a surprise first invitation to the Thunderhed tour bus. I’m her bodyguard so I have no choice but to join her. It is not clear who issued the invitation but I am pretty sure I know who was behind it, and I think Sindee does too, judging by her excitement. Their wheels are even swankier than those we’ve been riding on. There are plusher seats and a proliferation of shining chrome. It is like the Formula One of tour transport. As you go up to the top deck there is a special gold plaque above the stairs, etched with the legend ‘No Crapping on This Bus’. Yep, we know that maxim. It has meant to a couple of sneaky visits to our bus by Thunderhead members, ostensibly on the search for ciggies or drugs, before they suddenly make a break for the toilet, lock themselves in and guffaw heartily as they do their foul business and stink out our whole top floor. That’s the joys of rock and roll touring for you right there. 

Up on this top floor there is the thick smell of illegal substances and various perfumes. Right at the very back is a really swish bar and lounge area. They have a tall, glossy black fridge with sliding shelves to house the beer, plus a line of optics, mainly whiskey-filled, screwed to the wall. Then there is a long sumptuous couch in black leather along the back and maybe teen feet along both sides, going around a low chrome and black oval table with a centre pedestal bolted to the floor. It’s like a VIP section of a nightclub. The table top is already littered with glasses and empty bottles and has little white lines chopped out in readiness upon it. Some of the seats further up the bus contain slumbering occupants but we ignore these and head straight to the back where the action is. 

There are less sat there than I would have guessed, so the schedule is taking its toll even on the hardened veterans. Most notable amongst those present is that cooched-up, never-to-be-parted couple, the Casanoves. Their tour manager is alongside a blonde I think to be his current girlfriend. The lead guitarist is there, as is lanky drummer Sheen, plus an attractive if overly made-up female whom I cannot recall seeing before. If I was a betting girl, and I’m not, I would put most or all of my meagre savings on this girl being a locally-sourced member of the pornographic film industry. I’m not sure who she is with but she seems to be liberally sharing the drugs chopped up on the table in front of Sheen, so perhaps she belongs to him for tonight. 

We get a hearty welcome with smiles coming almost all round, with perhaps the exception of Mrs Casanove, who looks a bit suspicious, and Sheen, who has a freshly snorted nostril-full of cocaine to deal with. Mr Casanove looks particularly bright at our arrival. We are invited to sit and get asked what our poison is. ‘Poison’ really is the appropriate word but our poor internal organs aren’t going to be spared tonight. Some light-hearted quips get tossed around but it is difficult not to seem like a newcomer to a royal court. You can’t help but feel privileged and beholden, even though all we are doing is drinking on a bus with people we now see every day. It’s the closeness that does it, the fraternisation. I bet the suspected local porn star’s head was in a whirl the moment they plucked her from wherever it was, before she even took any drugs. She will be easy meat for one of them tonight. 

“So I hear it’s your birthday tomorrow,” says Cas to Sindee with a smile. I didn’t know this. I know that we are going away for long enough for a great many of us to become a year older, and some will seem to have aged far more than this by the tour’s end. However, as close as I am to Sindee, I wasn’t aware that her turn was coming so immediately. If it isn’t general knowledge, and Sindee hasn’t been chatting privately with this singer, it means he has made a special effort to seek this information out. 

“Any particular gift you were hoping for?” asks their manager.

“What, apart from her?” says Sindee, indicating the porn star. There are smiles and sniggers all around and I don’t doubt some jumping hearts. She knows any hints of girl on girl naughtiness hits all straight males right in the front of their pants. She also knows that pangs of jealousy would have been delivered with her singling out this girl. I get it every time. Even though I’m relieved whenever her attentions are distracted away from me I am fully aware that my silly heart still harbours secret hopes that she will ride roughshod all over my reservations. As if not wanting these jealousies to fester too long she looks back at Cas and suggests that a suitable gift might be for him to help produce her next album. Next to him, Mrs Casanove sports an as if that’s going to happen expression. 

“We’ll see,” says Cas noncommittally, clearly for the benefit of his wife. “But in the meantime we have this.”

A box with a bow is produced from under the table as Sheen and the suspected porn star take another snort of coke. Sindee grins widely and hasn’t even finished saying “you shouldn’t have” before she is wrestling with the knot in the bow. The top comes off and lots of individually wrapped gifts spill out. They are all the same, all long and phallic, all with their own little bow tied around their middle. Sindee dutifully plays along with a big smile but we all know before she even starts ripping any paper that they are cucumbers. Someone nonetheless has gone to great lengths to ensure this weak joke has the greatest effect. 

I catch Cas sending a look in Sindee’s direction during the laughter. The best way I can describe it is a shrug of the face. I decode this expression instantly, because I’m aware that these two have something developing between them. It is more than an acceptance of the lameness of the gifts and the joke; it is him facially informing her that making her the butt of this feeble ribbing is the only way he can get her close to him without raising suspicion. That’s a lot for one face to say in such a short time but believe me, it does. With the prank over but the wheels on the bus now going round and round they can’t send us away again, and so she and I have to stay aboard on the short journey to our next hotel. 

I fully expect the evening to degenerate into a catfight, since Sindee isn’t always subtle about letting others know she has them in her sights. However, despite all the drinking and partying, she instead produces pretty much the benchmark performance for not arousing suspicion. At no time do I believe that alarm bells might be sounding in Mrs Casanove’s head. This leads me to one conclusion: Sindee is as hot for Cas as he is for her, and is clear-headed enough about her desires to not let anything mess up any chance she might have with him. She doesn’t fawn or stare long enough at him to get caught. She doesn’t laugh too loudly at anything he says or does. She smiles sweetly at the wife and makes zero effort to demean her in any way. She clearly possesses an astute awareness of how best to unleash her considerable powers of allure. It is the first sign that she most definitely has sexy plans afoot concerning Mr Cas Casanove. 

As for the wife, she is actually rather less subtle. She makes eyes at me throughout the journey. In fact, she makes breasts at me too, ever leaning towards me in that loose vest top so that I get a view straight down it. She is good-looking for sure, but perhaps in a way that is just a little too plastic to get me going. Her body looks enviable under clothes but naked she will be surgically bolstered up top by at least two sizes too many and she has such zero backside that I’m surprised those tight, black, wet-look leggings of hers don’t just fall straight down. She clearly has the hots for me though, which is sexy in its own right.

She talks like a country singer would, which I find rather captivating. She says things like “Ah ricken” but has so far stopped short of going the whole hog by exclaiming “Ah do dee-clayer!” I thought she was just putting it on when I first heard her speak, but if that’s the case she has been putting it on consistently since she arrived on tour. She has a nice bright smile but you can tell there are jealousies there just bubbling to break out. And she’s a bit dim, ah ricken. It might be just playing up to the dumb topless model stereotype but she doesn’t ever demonstrate much depth or humour. 

That might be the key. There is a reason I don’t baulk at her continued attentions and I think it might be because I’m not scared of her. I mean that in an emotional sense. She’s nice looking in a certain way but not one that flips my belly. Apart from her accent there is nothing about her that could cause me any yearning. She doesn’t possess that dizzying something like Sindee has and Elowen had before her: a special unknown ingredient which leaves me all head-spun and pulled inside out. I could bed her and walk away essentially unscathed. Her lips look soft to kiss. Her breasts are no doubt fun if a tad pneumatic. I’m sure she has a delightful downstairs to tenderly explore – she’s shown it to the world so she must be reasonably proud of it. I could share my pleasure with her, then simply smile, smack her on her non-existent tush and send her on her way. No problems, no heartache.

Ah, but my psychological safety system is already buzzing its alarm. It says: if she doesn’t make you truly sizzle then what is the point? If it’s some pleasure you are after then why not take yourself and some nice sexy thoughts behind a closed door for a spot of DIY – that’s what fingers are for, surely? Save yourself the less fun side of the unflattering morning light. Save yourself the disappointment of seeing her with a false eyelash moulded to her cheek and hair that brings to mind a stork’s nest that has seen a ghost. If you loved her then these things would be instantly endearing, but if you don’t then they stay as unwanted memories potentially as resonant as anything you did the night before. 

When you see her again, if you don’t get that all-shook-up feeling then it will count against you. It was just a bit of meaningless fun, you can tell yourself, but here is the clincher: it did mean something. It meant that you were willing to share your most private self. All those secrets and intimacies that you thought only the most special would ever get to know, you just gave them away. It means this girl was as much to you as Elowen was, since you can’t share any more of yourself than everything. It would demean the relationship I thought so untouchable. She would have had more of me than I can risk giving Sindee, for fear of falling in love. What would my current best friend feel if she found out? How could I explain to Sindee that I constantly resist her because she is easily capable of burning my heart, and thus I was only able to sleep with this Playboy model because she meant so much less to me? I mean, what kind of fucked-up logic is that? 

That’s what my alarm bells tell me. Every person you bed has to count, because every next time chips away at the specialness you had with other people. I don’t want someone to look at me and think I fucked her. I want them to feel the same fizzle inside that I feel when I see them each time. And I don’t actually even know Mrs Casanove’s first name, primarily because her husband always calls her ‘honey’. At one point that night, when Mrs wasn’t leaning across her husband to give me a view down her vest top, I surreptitiously asked Cas to enlighten me on the name front. 

“It’s Honey,” he said, looking a little confused. Silly me – I should have guessed the obvious. Everyone round here has a made-up name to hide behind. It means they can forget being themselves. At our journey’s end, and me thinking all excitement now over, Mrs Honey Casanove gave me one final little aside.

“You’ve got an ass fit for spanking,” she told me. Now, I don’t know whether this was a common phrase from where she comes from – some kind of generalisation like ‘a good nose for stabbing geese’ – but I know my butt took her literally. I could feel the skin there shrinking but sort of glowing too, even below my tight jeans. Can one’s bottom actually display dreadful anticipation? That’s the only way I can describe it: like a lesser version of that weird shiver-fizzle your skin has when you have a flu-like fever, that almost hurts you, that is very mildly nauseating – and yet it is still a tingle, even after all, and tingles are always good. 

Elowen did something like this to me one time we made love, towards the end. She didn’t announce it. She merely laid me across her lap and gave me two very light and playful smacks. I thought I would get more and she would get serious about it but instead she put her fingers inside me. It remains one of my abiding memories, difficult to get out of my head sometimes. Honey Casanove’s words brought that memory hurtling back, along with thoughts of those elaborated scenarios I have since envisaged. When Sindee remarked that she thought I had an admirer in Honey, I told her what had been said to me. 

“And you like the idea of being spanked by a Playboy model, do you?” my friend smiled, archly.

“Lord no!” I replied, perhaps a little too quickly to be convincing. “She’s not my type at all!”

“Really pretty with big tits isn’t your type?” 

I was colouring up because my compliment-fishing, teasing friend knew she was in the same mould and wanted me to backtrack so that I confessed my desires for her. She liked to put me on the back foot.

“Yeah, well, maybe I like a little more substance in a person,” I said.

“Substance, schmubstance. Do you know how many thousands around the world would kill for a single minute of dirty fun with her? She’s putting herself on a plate and you want to knock her back because she doesn’t make you laugh?” 

“I need more than just big tits and a pretty face – you know me well enough to know that.”

“I know something else about you too now,” Sindee said, her smile receding to give an arch look. 

“And what is that?” I asked, looking defiant but worried I’d let my guard down in some way. 

“It might not be specifically her you want doing it, but I notice you haven’t actually denied that you like the idea of having your bum spanked. I’m going to have to remember that,” she said. 

The gig was better than good tonight. Sindee was in fine form, filled with energy after her trip on the Thunderhed bus. Cas was pretty energetic too – they definitely do something for each other, that’s for sure. I’ve ended up in Sindee’s uncommonly swanky quarters, both of us dressed in unsexy cotton pyjamas, doing the rather unglamorous chore of washing latex costumes. You’d think rock stars had limitless budgets to buy anew each time, or at least have servants to perform such washing tasks, but it seems we have to muddle through the same as anyone else. Many was the band that forged its way with a distinctive look fashioned from thrift store cast-offs customised by scissors and a needle and thread. One of Sindee’s costumes even got a rip in it once. We had to patch it up as you would a bicycle inner tube. At least all my garments are made from chlorinated latex, which spares us having to talc the insides and lube ourselves from head to toe every time we put them on. 

There is a knock at the door. I suspect one of our bandmates wants us to make up the numbers during more all-night revelry. I open up to reveal the unknown possible porn star from the tour bus. She is in high-heels and lacy lingerie and wears a red sash diagonally across her body like a beauty pageant contestant, except hers has a bow in it, to suggest she is a gift. Tied to the sash is a tag bearing Sindee’s name but no mention of the sender, as if we couldn’t guess. In one hand she holds one of the wrapped cucumbers given to my friend on the bus earlier. My Dutch isn’t brilliant but I don’t think I’ll need a translator to explain what is about to transpire. 

My nerves are instantly brought alive – ‘sex jitters’, as I privately call them. She takes her knowing smile right past me, not waiting for an invitation to enter. She zones in on the birthday girl, now standing in the bedroom. Sindee has nothing like my reservations. She sports a matching saucy grin and looks her gift up and down with a predator’s eye. These two are sexual pros. It’s right that I’m pushed to the sidelines, perched upon a low couch on the wall opposite the double bed, merely there to capture the action. 

“Now who sent you, I wonder?” says Sindee, running the backs of her fingers down the girl’s arms. A giggle comes as a non-committal response. She has her back to me, this newcomer. I have my camera poised. I’m already feeling the heart rush and they haven’t even started. Sindee leans forward and kisses her. I am almost willing my friend to instantly devour this girl. I want those fingers with their purple painted nails to be immediately dragging the thin material away from this girl’s behind, grasping and digging into the pale flesh. I want it gratuitous – perhaps because I think it’s the kind of treat two girls familiar with the adult film industry should be giving each other, but more likely because it’s the sensual stuff that really makes my head spin and the less of that they do, the more relieved I will be that I am only watching. 

The girl has a fine, pert behind. Countless hours may well have been spent getting it to this perfect state. Now Sindee won’t even honour it by giving it a squeeze. It’s making my pussy ache. The girl might be a gift but she is not quite ready to capitulate just yet. She breaks the embrace, leading Sindee over to the couch to squash in beside me. We are going to get a show. The girl is already writhing a little, sliding her hands provocatively over her top half and then down over her belly, skimming over her crotch and the front of her thighs before heading back up again. Is this kind of thing easier done for strangers, I wonder, rather than in front of someone you know? 

She bends at the knee and sways at the hips. It is unhurried and teasing; certainly well practised. She isn’t fazed that there is no music to perform this lap-dance to. We are given a wink over her shoulder as she turns and wiggles all the way down to her haunches and reaches back to give her own behind a little smack. I can feel Sindee’s warmth against me. I can hear her breaths, deeper than normal but not as fast as my own. I can smell her sweet Loverdose perfume. I snatch a glance and see that she is still smiling, but her bottom lip is being bitten. It’s her I can’t wait to fuck you face. 

I imagine her pussy throbs like mine, already hot and slippy-wet. She doesn’t look my way, too engrossed for that. I’m nothing now that this dirty show is on. She is concentrating on where she knows she will get some action, and yet I doubt I could stop her if she made her move on me now, not with my pulse racing enough to distract my resistance and me so defenceless in these pyjama bottoms with their elasticated waist. The girl sheds her bra, one breast still partially hidden beneath the sash. Her nipples are tiny, pink and stiffly erect, much like my own. They are brought close enough to be sucked upon but Sindee restrains herself. She knows she too is part of this performance. The panties come down with that lovely little rump pushed out our way. The urge to bite it has the saliva pooling around my tongue. 

She looks so rude like this, all stuck out and open for us. These are levels of brashness that leave me trembling. With nothing on but her sash and high heels she saunters towards the bed, still regarding us over her shoulder. She sinks her bubble butt down onto the mattress and spreads her legs. I know from now on that sensuality is going to play second fiddle to lewdness. I hear Sindee’s acknowledgement of the same in her slow drawn-in breaths. The girl displays herself without scruple, her puss pink and already swollen from anticipation. She strokes it gently with one finger. I have to hold the camera in both hands to keep it steady. If Sindee chose to slide her hand down inside my pyjamas now I couldn’t be quick enough to stop her. 

The show continues at the same measured pace, despite this new level of gratuitousness. Finger tips rub in small, slow circles or explore downwards, just parting the lips. The teasing leaves Sindee unable to help herself. Her hips raise and her pyjama bottoms come off in one quick motion, leaving her naked from the waist down. She isn’t yet touching herself but her legs part wide, pushing against mine for room. I have a plain view of that little bump of hers, so soft and inviting. I should join them and pull my clothes down to expose myself, but this moment is for dirty girls only and I just can’t make myself act. Fingers are disappearing inside now, stirring around out of view and then slipping out all wet and glistening. Sindee sighs harder and her little shiver tells me she is copying the girl’s naughty actions. 

The fingers come out to be sucked clean and then the girl is reaching for the wrapped cucumber, earlier tossed onto the bed in readiness. She uses her teeth to tear at the paper. I don’t normally get too excited at the revealing of salad ingredients but right now my stomach is turning cartwheels. This lewdness shouldn’t be sexy, my head tells me, but my body is begging to differ. Perhaps it is because it is so far from anything I would be able to do in front of others. You can tell she is revelling in it, seeing the lust on Sindee’s face and my flushed cheeks, knowing what effect she is having upon us. 

Most compelling is when she gets down onto her knees at the foot of the bed, her back to us, the thick cucumber held upright between her heels. She eases her way down onto it and we get to see it disappear by fractions inside her, stretching her open, shining with her juices. She rides it slowly like this, with arms laid upon the bed for balance, delightedly keeping up her exhibition and grinning at my saucer eyes as she takes it deeper than I would have imagined possible. Sindee has her legs even wider, one foot now on the seat between my thighs as she shows the girl exactly how sexy she thinks this sight is. It is one of the least romantic gestures I can think of, sending this girl here to perform in this manner, but there can be no doubt that Cas has well and truly hit the mark with this birthday present. 

Our visitor brings an end to her solo efforts with a deft demo of how to do the box splits whilst naked on a bed, reclining on one’s elbows. She signals with one curling finger for Sindee to come to her and my friend needs no further prompting. Down on her knees she goes, so that now it is her more familiar bare backside my camera trains upon. I should find more revealing angles if I am to fulfil my duties properly here but I cannot get up, my legs too shaky and my eyes transfixed. The girl gasps and squeals as she is feasted upon. I don’t know if this vocalisation of her pleasure is genuine or just her porno instincts taking over, but I’m pretty sure that if Sindee was doing that to me right now I would be wailing too. 

The girl shifts back on the bed to give my friend room to climb on, then splays her legs in open invitation once more. Sindee gets between them, staying on her knees so that she can bring their bare pussies into contact and then slide her hips back and forth to ride her newest lover. Even though this girl is so self-confident, Sindee just cannot help but take control of proceedings. They buck and grind together with my friend holding the girl by one ankle, even sucking upon her toes a little – something I have not seen her do before. It sets off another hot current through my puss. 

I think my friend might make them both come like this but she has more willpower than that. Instead she un-scissors them and flips the girl onto her front.

“I’m going to spank your bottom with my open palm,” she says. It almost has me dissolving. She has never said anything like this before. It is surely carefully picked to send the shivers right through me – and it has worked. I cannot wait for it to happen. I don’t know if the girl understands what’s coming to her but she smiles back at Sindee because sex pros like these know instinctively how to give each other maximum pleasure. The slaps draw me in. They have me shuffling on my knees towards the bed, looking as unlike a real photographer as can be. I press the shutter button every time Sindee’s hand lands, but I don’t once restrict my view by actually looking through the camera lens. The girl’s bottom turns pinker but stays thrust upwards, lasciviously begging for more. Sindee does it slow, drawing out the expectation and desire. Each smack sends more tingling heat through my sex. It is almost like she is doing it to drive me mad. 

Before I am forced to capitulate and strip, the girl is flipped back over, her head now closest to me. Sindee climbs on, her little rump my way, so that if we were playing sexual bingo I could be crossing through the number 69 box right about now. I’ve done this – of course I have – but one thing strikes me now that I am seeing it up close. They have barely kissed, not mouth to mouth. It started with one wet, passionate one but I cannot remember another since. With Elowen we used to do it so much. Sometimes it was really all I needed because I wanted her so; just a little bumping together and lots of kissing. Would Sindee kiss me, I wonder, if I gave in and let her have her way? 

I am so close now. I can smell Sindee’s sweet scent. I can see her oozing wetness, see the flickering tongue at work just below her piercing. Lips close tight upon her. Hands are grasping her soft thighs. I watch the girl lift her head a little higher, tongue stuck out. Then she rudely licks Sindee’s bum: a precious few wet, languid, upward laps that see my friend halted, having to pause to allow the shiver and sigh to pass through her. I felt that shiver also. I can’t say such rude things often enter my head but can you imagine going through life without having known this sublime treat? 

I could lick her now. Together we could send her into delirium so mind-spinning that afterwards I could deny any involvement. There would be no pictures of that as proof. They love each other’s sexiness and gorgeous smooth bodies but I am willing there to be more affection between them. I can’t help but think that they are performing exactly as Cas would want them to do if he were here watching instead of me. They are playing out a porno scene it seems, like they can’t do it any other way because of who they are. Sindee is once more fucking rather than making love. I wonder if she knows now how to do anything different. 

I am still on my knees, desperate for my own release, but I stay. I know I put myself through these agonies to prove to Elowen how much I loved her, how much she meant to me. Giving in now would throw all that away. I watch them twist and wrestle their way to greater pleasures. It is never less than delicious but the longer they don’t kiss the more impersonal it seems, until I no longer feel much envy. Sindee uses fingers and tongue to give the girl a wracking climax. She then bounces off the bed, comes to me and kisses me deeply, her lips and face wet with her lover’s pussy for me to taste.

“I wish it was you I was licking,” she whispers – words designed to break me down. I am breathless and speechless. She knows I have no answer and returns to the fray to take her turn for bliss. Naturally, Cucumber Girl knows precisely how to give her this, and duly does. When it is all over, with Sindee still basking in her pleasure, the girl blows her a kiss and makes to leave. She doesn’t look anywhere near as exhausted as I feel. She gathers up her underwear but departs without bothering to put it on. Who knows which hotel room she plans to go to next? 

I climb onto the bed close to Sindee and hold her hand. In my head she tells me she wants to hold me and kiss me all night, all week, all year, forever, just us, always. She knows she can change her ways because what we have will always be enough. In reality she lets a big smile spread across her face. She moves some hair out of my eye and says:

“Now that was one hell of a birthday present!”

“I can’t think of a sweeter gift,” I reply, because I never want to rain on her parade.

“It was from Cas – you know that, right? He sure knows how to treat a girl!” 

“And I thought romance was dead.”

I can see it in her bright eyes, happy thoughts of him passing behind them. I’m here all wet and panting and defenceless and she is thinking of others, of new possibilities. I am no match for this. There will always be someone else on her mind, someone with a square jaw and rippling muscles and a nice stiff cock. She couldn’t make any promises to me without breaking them in an instant. Think of that crush when you knew that you weren’t first on her list, maybe not even the second or the third. Odd, I’d always assumed that females would be the ones to never let me down but on this trip across a continent I’ve yet to meet a single girl who didn’t have the same fuck-happy mentality as the males. Maybe I simply belong to a bygone age. 




Chapter Seven

My Morning Song

I am going to spank your bottom with my open palm. I thought I would dream of this. Instead I had a rather more unsettling one about Russell LeMuscle. He was face up and naked upon some kind of raised platform, his outstretched limbs held down at the wrists and ankles by irons. On his head was secured this kind of wooden box with a caged front. My subconscious clearly stole this from Bram Stoker’s Dracula – another film Elowen had me watch with her – in which guards at the asylum wear similar, to protect them from the mental gentlefolk residing therein. Anyway, the upshot was that this box-thing stopped Russell from moving his head and severely restricted his view, which meant that he couldn’t see me. 

I approached with stealth to remain incognito. In real life I assumed I would take such an opportunity to beat him to within an inch of his life, but in this dream my focus was somewhat surprisingly solely upon his privates. I carefully held and licked the smooth-shaved, heavy ball sack, feeling the movement within. I loosely gripped the prick as it filled and lengthened and hardened, always gentle with it, reverent even. I recall my quickening breaths as I pressed it warm to my cheek or brushed the exposed tip across my lips. I remember the pulse of it, the sleekness. I patiently used just a tongue-tip to play with his piercing, bringing him gasping and writhing at his irons. In the end my hunger got the better of me and although I sucked him softly, I remember how much my mouth watered from my hunger. It felt like an obsession. Thankfully he never discovered it was me. 

Where did Sindee get such a phrase from? It sounded like something she had heard rather than made up on the spot. Maybe it was from a script. Whatever, it did the trick for me. It sounded so purposeful, so forceful. And she said it in her real voice, which is actually more clipped that the one we usually hear now. She comes from a fairly well-to-do family and is a true rebel without a cause – although I think her waywardness sprung from a hatred of her father who routinely cheated on his wife with impunity. I think it might have been Daddy’s Girl’s way of getting one back on him on behalf of her mother. Vengeance will always be a part of her nature. Since turning wild, Sindee has been sounding increasingly more common, dotting her sentences with slang and profanities, sometimes even adopting that same Anglo-American hybrid that Russell uses. You wouldn’t catch me doing such things, goddammit! 

It is hard to know if Cucumber Girl’s backside enjoyed its rough treatment. She squealed gleefully sure enough, and held her bum out for more, but was this just her professional instincts coming through? Girls in that industry must presumably have to get used to such things – I know Sindee’s other scene in her film saw her getting her pussy smacked by the female lead. No one would ever think to do such things to Yours Truly. Most people seem too afraid of me, worried I might roundhouse kick them to the mush if they so much as lay a finger on me. I think it makes me even more insular and defensive. 

Even Sindee can seem wary. I’m now not sure if she resists ravishing me out of respect for my feelings or out of fear that I will knock her on her arse. Maybe it is a mix of the two and she doesn’t want to upset the one person she now considers a friend, and who can remind her just a little bit of who she is under that porn-star rock-bitch exterior. Only Elowen never treated me so. She saw how defenceless I was in her presence. She smoothed my rough edges and made a girl of me when I could so easily have turned urchin. I was her jewel and she had me body and soul. She could have spanked me to a screaming orgasm and I would have gone over her lap at her every behest. But such things were not for her. She was so into passion and tenderness, as if love was defined by exactly how un-kinky you were with your partner. Sexually, she made me in her image. I wonder sometimes what lies buried beneath.

With our last gig in Holland the tour will now move into a new phase. High summer is upon us and the festival season is in full swing. We have a slightly less gruelling schedule ahead but the gigs are dotted here, there and everywhere. It means going back and forth across the continent, but at least there should be a couple of days R&R at each venue, to give you a sense of knowing where you are for once. The Thunderhed management have cleverly got their guys a base: a huge rented chateau somewhere outside of Paris which must be costing the band a fortune. A room there is currently been partially converted into a recording studio. New material is often penned in the empty hours of touring and there is a good tradition of rockers decamping into stately homes to make albums, so this should please Mr Casanove, who likes to do things the way the Rock Gods did them. 

For a change we have all of us woken up in the same grand hotel. Often our lowly band get stuck in a cheaper place in the same town but last night we were all put up in the same fabulous rooms of this classy establishment. I think this might very well have less to do with our management and more to do with the little crush Mr Casanove has on our singer, perhaps even for ease of sending to her room a certain cucumber-wielding porn star as a birthday treat – but what does our band care, as long as they are living the dream? Unwanted dream-boy Russell LeMuscle summed it up quite succinctly before we retired for costume-washing duties last night.

“I ain’t never fucked nobody in a four-poster before,” he told us in that odd accent of his, and then high-fived bassist Vinnie. That, for him, was the major plus-point of getting a night in such sumptuous surroundings. It wasn’t to appreciate the grand architecture or fine decor. The groupie at his side was all black make-up and bubble gum. Down her arm was a tattoo of Betty Boop leaning forward and looking seductively back at us over her shoulder, and with that red dress of hers pulled up to reveal a bare behind. The girl grinned, seemingly delighted to be part of this impending first for our drummer. 

“I’m totally gonna Fifty Shades your ass,” he loudly informed her as he led her away. It made the mind boggle.

This morning, since we have no pressing urgency to get to anywhere, it is a reasonably late start. Of our band only Sindee is there with me in the breakfast room overlooking the large landscaped lawns. Two of the All Stars are here, plus a couple of execs and various unidentified members of the entourage, and nearly all of Thunderhed. Drummer Sheen is the last of their number to arrive, making his entrance wearing cowboy boots and a cowboy hat, aviator shades, and a long fur coat of some kind. He has nothing else on except a pair of small, blue briefs, which are barely containing his famously substantial package. 

The open fur means we also get to see all his chains and tats and muscles and hairiness. He has the ever-present lit cigarette draping from his thick lips and he is grasping a cut-glass tumbler containing what looks like at least a quadruple measure of bourbon. It is eleven in the morning. He never drinks it with ice or Coke because he says it waters it down, but I’ve already twigged it is actually so that everyone can see exactly how much alcohol he is putting away. He likes the reputation, although I suspect his liver thinks otherwise. He flops himself down incongruously onto one of the regency-style carved framed settees. He sticks his booted feet up onto an antique coffee table and splays his legs, and then raises one large, silver-ring-festooned hand to his mouth, drawing hard upon his ciggie. Once the smoke has made a slow trip around his lungs, he blasts it all back out through his nostrils, like a laid-back dragon. Come noon and he’ll be on the weed. I’d like to say this is real cool rock star stuff, but actually I think it’s all too stereotypical, a little clichéd. 

A strained, zonked, after-battle atmosphere pervades our tour breakfast gatherings. Heads are slunk low, sunglasses indoors are seemingly essential, coughs are throaty and alarming. There is little or nothing said at these times and even less eaten – unless it is something seemingly purposefully crazy, like fried chicken, just because. Usually it is only coffee and cigarettes, which is a little rank for the few non-smokers amongst us. I must be passively on over a hundred a day. I’ve made a mental note, should I be smitten by any hideous lung diseases later in life, to round up any of these guys still left alive and very impassively cut them all to pieces with a massive rusty machete. 

I watch for the tell-tale looks between Sindee and Cas but the missus is present and my friend gives another faultless performance in pretending there is nothing between them. It is too early and heads are too brittle to think to question her absence during any partying the night before. Her cucumbery lover of last night is still up in a room somewhere and not here to spill any beans. It might be a dangerous game these would-be cheaters are entering but so far they are playing it well. Things are going to explode if Mrs Casanove gets wind of it, and I doubt Sindee is going to come out of it thinking she has won. I suspect this tour won’t last as long for her as she expected and she won’t go home as smugly contented as she is now. Storms are most certainly a-coming. 

I hear the whirring chock-chock-chock of the helicopter outside but I don’t pay it much heed until it is suddenly there, landing on the manicured lawn out front. It is glossy black, emblazoned on its flank with silver lettering in the font used on the current Thunderhed album with the words ‘Mutha One’. It is, their tour manager announces with theatrically thrown-out arms and a big grin because he knows he has done something heroic, his band’s new chopper, to whisk them from festival A to festival B, and in between back for recording sessions in the chateau. You can’t really tell their reaction because all eyes are hidden behind shades, but Cas nods whist dragging on his cigarette to confirm that this is a righteous turn of events. And expensive, I’ll wager. 

“I thought this was the band chopper,” says Sheen, pulling the front of his briefs down to display the thick cock-sausage languishing on his thigh. Seriously, he could use that thing to measure basketball players’ boots. There are some low sniggers around the room and a couple of pairs of saucer eyes, mine included. Generally, though, everyone has seen all this before. It doesn’t even raise a whoop. The manager informs his guys that they are outta there and they simply get up and leave, just like that, no further preparations taken. There is no checking out or dashes to rooms to collect particular items. They have Bag Man, a brick-wall fellow of Maori extraction covered in tribal tats to ensure the personal possessions of each band member end up in the right place. 

They don’t ask exactly where it is they are going, or whether they should nip for a quick pee before they go, or whether anything more substantial than underwear and a fur coat need to be worn. They just go. They allow themselves to be shepherded around, not caring about certain things, assuming that other things will get taken care of by someone else. It all seems unfettered and cool, watching them throwing open the fire doors and striding out, still clutching glasses of bourbon, but you know there is a zombified passivity to their behaviour, an erosion of thought or resistance due to exhaustion. But marching across that lawn together to a waiting helicopter, a bitchin’ posse of cowboy boot-wearing rockers plus a sexy wife or girlfriend here and there – you’d want to be part of it if you could, wouldn’t you?

With more than half the room suddenly departed we are left to ponder the tedium of these daylight hours. Sleep is trying to take us over but allowing it to do so leaves you wrecked all day. Often pranks proliferate – the kind that could normally only entertain the most bored and frustrated of school kids. Sex would seem like an obvious distraction but it’s a little early even for Sindee. It has also to be said that since Thunderhed’s arrival on tour, a couple of sneaky episodes aside, her sexy ways do indeed seem to have been reduced, or at least modified. Now I wonder – is this so that Mr Casanove doesn’t get turned off by her dalliances with other men? 

We watch their departure, a little jealous at how awesome it looks, a little glad we don’t have to be heading anywhere with purpose. Sindee is soon curled up on a couch with her eyes closed. She has on a black Ramones T-shirt and tight jeans, not much make-up. She looks peaceful but hot, if such a combination is possible. Rather than sitting here watching others twiddling their thumbs, too lethargic to even twiddle my own, I could be elsewhere, with her, starting the greatest romance of my life, the one that makes everything worthwhile. These are my danger times, when I pang to scoop her up and take her off to my room. I fear for my heart in these moments. Can the dead read your thoughts? If so I’ve already betrayed my Elowen.

A brief dose of Sindee, her looks aside, might leave one assuming there was nothing beyond her brashness and unashamed rudeness for anyone to fall in love with. I have seen more. I see the little things. It’s her happiness, the way she does those little dances of joy, the unheralded quips and the abstract way her brain works. You know something odd is always going on in her mind. I have a mental list of things that I find worryingly endearing, which I often find myself adding to. Examples of such include:

She likes to invent words, just like I do. Specifically, she likes to invent insults. Her current favourite is ‘slot’, aimed particularly at certain bandmates. It sounds benign and is used freely. However, when firing it at victims, in her mind is a certain area of the female anatomy, and she certainly means it to carry all the vindictive crudeness of the C-word. 

Whenever we share a room she wakes me in the same way: with a song. She gets on top of me, using her knees on my arms or pressing on the bed covers to pin me down. Then she sings a different made-up ditty using a tune from her head or borrowing one from a nursery rhyme: hey, little lady, how did you sleep? Did you drift off slowly, counting sheep? It is inane and always sung sweetly. Sometimes she then makes to dribble spit on me, perhaps letting it string down before sucking it back up in the nick of time. I have to thrash to get her off me and she yells “Giddy up!” or “Go on, toss me off!” It’s all a little bizarre and makes me struggle and panic just a little, but I know it’s a special thing she only does for me, so I can’t help but treasure my morning song.

She is a mental terrorist, as in she terrorises deserving people mentally. She once she took a piece of paper and drew a stick man in a stance with one hand on hip and the other bent floor-wards at the end of a crooked arm – a sign of apparent gayness. The stick man had a speech bubble with ‘I’m coming to get you’ written in it. She folded it up and secreted it in Russell’s jacket pocket for him to find later, knowing full-well his avid spliff-smoking often gave him bouts of paranoia. She never mentioned it again, never sought out his reaction. It was enough to know that it would spook him for days. Another time she took a cold piece of spare breakfast bacon and wrote the word ‘Revenge’ upon it in marker pen. She then put it in one of those envelopes you find in your hotel room, meant for leaving suggestions or comments about your stay, and asked room service to leave it at reception for Russell’s attention. Again, she didn’t seek out his thoughts on all this. I find all this I find brilliantly random.

Knowing that Vinny is somewhat OCD and carefully lays out his next day’s attire the evening before, which he stares at in the morning in some kind of mild panic before dressing in exactly the right order, but very hurriedly because the upsetting of his laid-out line causes him distress, she seeks to sabotage this from time to time. Once, whilst Vinny was down in the bar getting obnoxiously hammered, she gained entry to his room and took the underpants. She then had reception send up an iron to her room and she used it to melt a slice of processed cheese – one of those designed to go in hamburgers – to the inside front of said briefs, so that it was unseen and would only be discovered to great horror once the underwear was speedily donned. Vinny thought it was Russell’s doing and a fight almost broke out the following morning. Sindee didn’t own up. Another time she substituted one sock – always last on in Vinny’s world and thus last in line – for a stuffed fox she had stolen from a glass case in the hotel lobby. Vinny almost had a nervous breakdown. It’s the fact that she does such things without owning up to them that I like best. She is a silent assassin.

She once, completely out of the blue, pulled down the front of her leggings whilst sat next to me on the tour bus, revealing that her usual sparse V of pubic hair had been reduced to a thin strip. “Guess how much this cost?” she said before providing the punch-line with expert timing: “A Brazilian dollars.” You have to love humour like that. 

I wonder if Cas sees any of these sides to her or if it’s just her sexiness and the way she loves to show herself off. I ponder the display she and Cucumber Girl gave last night. Indeed, it did seem at times like a performance rather than a tender moment between two people. Is it more fun this way, all wanton and seemingly choreographed, or does it feel contrived and ultimately meaningless? What expectations does someone as sexually confident as Sindee have of me? I too, like Cucumber Girl, can do the box splits, but I have only ever done them during exercise or in combat situations. I’ve never thought I could utilise this skill during sex. I seem to have confidence everywhere except in the bedroom. 

I was once small and a bit of a mute, stuck being brought up by my bumpkin cousins for a fair chunk of my young life. I was different and difficult. I was teased and I disliked most people. One day my least favourite older cousin pinned me down, his knees on my arms and his fat arse on my chest. He kept flicking my cheeks and nose. I remember the rage and humiliation and the rise of claustrophobic panic. He afterwards claimed he had made me pee myself, which wasn’t exactly true, but still he told everyone about it. In the end I exploded, smacking him in his face just in time for his mother to see. I was the one who got punished and he got off scot-free. I resolved then to never let fucks like him get the better of me again – hence the taekwondo, which I began once I was allowed back to my proper home. I used to picture my every opponent as that fat jerk cousin of mine, which is why I quickly became so deadly. 

Sleeping with Elowen was easy because I was always this buzzing love-struck jelly around her, too overawed to question any part of our relationship. Everything she did was fabulous and perfect. If she was the bondage freak that she looked like then I would be one now, but she wasn’t. She was a kisser and a caresser, a gentle bringer of pleasure. Externally it might not have looked like she was in control but I followed her lead in everything. As headstrong as I was I wanted it to be this way. After years of isolating myself and fighting all my own constant battles I wanted someone to protect and mould me. She thought after my troubled times that I deserved to be treated tenderly, so she did, always. If it brings you joy you never think there can be anything more. The rudest thing we did was to use her toy, taking turns to press it buzzing to each other. Would she have been different, I wonder, if she had realised that it was not so much the gentle passion she showed me that blew my mind, but the bliss of being in her safe hands and under her control, to do with as she pleased?

What must it be like to be spanked? I want to wake Sindee and ask her but it’s hardly the time and place. Is there bliss in the pain itself or just from the ceding of control? Is the sizzling burn scintillating from the very first, or do you have to go through agony before it breaks over you? The thought of being held down like my nasty cousin did to me can instil some trepidation, but tellingly not so much when Sindee pins me of a morning. It is therefore less the act itself and more the person committing it. I would never take any shit from anyone but what would it be to implicitly obey someone you loved and trusted, whatever rudeness and humiliation this brought? Can one feel culpable at all, however dirty or wrong the deed, if one has been made to do it? 

Hearts begin to beat faster when the chock-chock of the helicopter is heard again and it alights as before on the lawn. Sadly, it is only Bag Man, as always the only one of us dressed smartly, like some kind of Bond villain’s bodyguard, come no doubt to carry more possessions away with him. We are by now doing the hotel lounge proud and lounging all over it, sipping drinks. As Bag Man comes back through us, laden with leather holdalls, he bluntly informs Sindee that she is charged with the return of Cucumber Girl to band headquarters. My minxy friend looks at me and smiles spread across our faces. A ticket away from boredom has been bestowed. Of course, the girl could have just gone with Bag Man, so clearly this is a way of extricating our singer from the others, for reasons I feel I must be there to record! 

Sauntering down half a minute behind Bag Man is the fruit-engulfing porn princess herself, wearing a pair of glittery red hot pants so small and tight that the majority of her bottom doesn’t fit within them. At least half the material used in the making of this garment is seemingly up her crack. It looks ruder than she did when naked last night. Above is a vest top bearing the words ‘Fuck Bitch’, cut away to display her belly-button piercing with a hanging silver and jewel chain. She has decided to team this scant outfit with, of all things, a pair of metallic-look gumboots. It’s almost enough to strike dead on the spot a renowned fashion guru like myself. She sees me staring at the boots.

“We go to festival, no?” 

I nod and shrug because she is right. What else would she need? She is one of us for the time being so she needs no more than she stands up in. Entrance to festivals comes with a free pass to the VIP area. There are always people around like Bag Man to produce essentials such as ciggies, drink, drugs – even new underwear. It’s like being royalty, and she only had to sell a piece of her soul to get here. Sindee is beaming and all excited, giving the world in general a little joyful clap. The guys to a man looked bummed that we are to desert them. Russell is muttering curses at us, implying that we are off to trade our bodies for favours – as if he has the right to call anyone a slut. I shouldn’t let him get away with it but picking a fight now is just a waste of the time I could be spending elsewhere. Poor Ben says something about promises made by his bandmate to practise those songs he’d recently written. Sindee merely blows him a kiss and waggles her fingers in a mocking goodbye wave. 

“Mowdy!” she exclaims – that recently coined tour-slang contraction of ‘I’m out of here!’ to be said in a contrived American accent and gleefully used when your peers have to stay behind where the boredom is. I feel powerful. I’m with two sexually overt beauties and I have a huge Maori man to carry my things. We are in a gorgeous hotel and about to be whisked somewhere even more sumptuous. As the three of us line out past the guys, Russell gives Cucumber Girl a sly smack on the backside. My reaction is instinctive, perhaps buoyed by the still-simmering annoyance of his earlier offensive mutterings. I’m also annoyed with him for putting his dick into my dream and making me enjoy it, which is confusing. I slap him around the head. It gives a good sound but isn’t that hard – just enough to see a portion of his hair flap upwards. I see the flash of anger in his eyes but he is seated, in no position to get up quickly, and my hand has now gone to a fist, ready to follow up with a more serious assault if he wants to make something of it.

“The fuck?” he cries. “She’s got her ass out – what do you expect a red-blooded stud like me to do?” 

He is smiling in Vinny’s direction now, feeling proud and macho, despite my recent strike. 

“Do you really think she wants to be groped by an old, goat-faced simpleton like you?”

The smile turns to a sneer now. I can see he has all sorts of jumbled-up, incredulous thoughts going through his mind, all jostling for the chance to stick me in my place and put him in the right.

“If she doesn’t want men grabbing her,” he says through gritted teeth, “then maybe she should put herself away.” 

I lean in closer to him, replacing my fight-face with a thin smile, because I’ve already had enough of this pointless verbal jousting. 

“That’s exactly the kind of dumb shit statement I’d expect from someone with a cock and balls,” I tell him. “Has it ever occurred to you that she might not be dressed like that to attract any man, goat-faced or otherwise? Is it not possible that she is dressed like this purely to attract other women? Maybe she doesn’t in fact want any man’s hands or eyes anywhere near her?” 

He doesn’t have an instant comeback so I press at Cucumber girl’s back to impel her away. We have a helicopter to catch! 

“What the fuck is the world coming to?” Russell says loudly, seeking to get the last word in. “They’re all a bunch of fucking dykes!” 

Tell it to the hand, Sprout Boy. Mowdy! 




Chapter Eight

Beautiful Shadows

Wow, helicopters are magnifique! I don’t think you can look more awesome or sexy stepping out of anything, especially when one of your entourage has half her spangly shorts up her backside. We have been whipped to our destination in no more time than it took to say “Ooo – look at all those tiny Frenchmen!” We buzzed over gay Paree, spotting the sights. We could have alighted atop any one of the fabulous constructions – excluding perhaps the Eiffel Tower – and stepped out with champagne glasses in hand to do all sorts of wonderful things. There was no waiting in airports staring at the perfume and getting wired on coffee for three hours solid. There was no passport control. We travelled a hundred miles or two and only walked about fifty feet of it. Talk about chic. Sure, it’s noisy and the massive headset you have to put on devastates your hair and gives you a shadow like a giant insect. And yes, it can make you feel queasy and sometimes convince you that the whole craft is about to drop out of the sky, but just remember the cool bits. I don’t care how much this thing costs Thunderhed to zip about frivolously like a private taxi, it’s worth every penny. I just wish I had been there to take a picture of myself landing on the helipad amidst the grounds of the grand chateau. 

We have a butler, or a footman or something, to welcome us and show us to the house. He offers to carry some of the things but Bag Man refuses, clutching holdalls to him like the most precious cargo, even though they are probably full of gowns, toilet roll and other assorted crap stolen from the last hotel. The place is beyond stunning. The façade is a huge expanse, the pale stone bright in the early afternoon sun. There are a couple of those romantic rounded towers with their grey conical roofs at either side and the grand entrance is up a wide stone staircase.

“They need a frigging escalator installed,” remarks a wheezing Sindee, three steps up. 

Even in the hallway each square metre must be worth a million euro. Marble, bronze, gilt, shining suits of armour, painted forebears with pointed beards and massive be-feathered hats – you name it. Royalty might well have walked here and to think that a couple of hours ago Sheen strode through in his fur coat and underpants. The atmosphere of grandeur hits you instantly. Everything says ‘priceless’ – and they’ve rented it out to a bunch of party animals like Thunderhed. I’m reminded of a story the All Stars bassist once told me, about how The Who’s management paid a hotel in advance for the inevitable damage that would be caused during Keith Moon’s birthday celebrations. I don’t think that’s quite going to cut it here. 

Sindee looks less impressed with the decor and more worried about how far she is going to have to teeter on her platforms through the series of corridors and splendid rooms to get to our destination. Methinks she is impatient to see Cas. Lord knows what kind of excuse he used to get us here without arousing his wife’s suspicions. Our footman friend pauses at a set of tall double doors, grasping the ornate handles and giving us a curt bow at the same time, then throws them open with a little “Voila.” Inside is culture of a different kind, in the form of Thunderhed and their crew. 

The ceiling is so high you can barely see its ornate plasterwork. There is one huge, long window set above, and the room needs it because most of the walls are either wood-panelled or lined with dark shelves and the various colours of many thousand dust jackets. The room was a galleried library but is now a recording studio. I would have thought they would need a huge mixing desk like those you once used to see in music videos, but apparently you can do it all on a laptop these days. That seems like cheating to me. The room is still crammed with hardware. Wires snake hither and thither. Mic stands abound. Amps are stacked everywhere, monitors top any surface, and instruments are propped on chrome stands or against the very large, low, L-shaped tan-leather couch that could house ten or more rock bottoms. Currently there are six upon it, including Cas Casanove’s. He is head down, strumming at an acoustic guitar, a ciggie in his mouth. His wife is over on a separate antique chair away to the side, rocking back and forth as she listens through some headphones with her eyes closed. It is the furthest apart I have seen this couple. 

Cas looks up and spots us, his eyes instantly going to my friend and visibly brightening. He quickly sticks his cigarette in an ashtray and puts his guitar aside, the happy smile spreading wider upon his face whether he can stop it or not. He approaches. Cucumber Girl and I are seemingly invisible. He takes a quick glance over and sees that his wife is still head-bowed and unaware of our arrival. He grabs his chance and takes Sindee by the hand and kisses her lightly upon it. 

“Welcome to our beautiful chateau,” he says, softly. I like the use of the word ‘our’ but then it strikes me that if he can last the pace of a couple more world tours he might very well be able to afford such an abode. Imagine owning all this just from singing every now and again. Sindee has a matching wide grin to his. He doesn’t dare hold her for too long and finally drags his eyes off hers to bid us other lowly companions welcome. I can smell that warming scent of his. I wonder if Sindee detects it too, if this is part of what makes seeing him so spellbinding. 

It’s one of those moments, when two people are so pleased to see each other that all they can do is smile. It is odd to see a man like him so disarmed. Then Cucumber Girl gets grabbed from behind by the newly-arrived Sheen. Mercifully someone has made him put on jeans and a T-shirt. The commotion alerts Mrs Honey Casanove and she breaks out into a smile of her own and now I am the one getting all the attention.

“Well, howdy,” she says on her approach, presumably to us all but only looking at me. I think for a second I am going to get my hand kissed too. She doesn’t throw any angry glares Sindee’s way at all. She links her arm in mine to lead me over to the sofa, presumably happy that her husband can be left in the safety of that little group and obviously not aware that Sheen has already broken it up, smooching the Dutch porn star as if he’s loved her all his life and grabbing a handful of her partially exposed rear. We sit. Absorbed in leather sofa is perhaps a good place for my backside to be this close to spank-happy Honey, who puts me next to her. Cas resumes his old seat and Sindee carefully plants herself opposite, very deliberately not at his side. Sheen leaps over the back of the couch to sprawl the other side of me and drags Cucumber Girl over too.

“This chateau is the fucken bomb, man,” he says my way. “It’s got tons of muskets ‘n’ shit.”

Yep, that’s what makes it so special. The footman/butler asks us newcomers if we would care for any lunch. 

“Sure,” says Sindee. “I’ll have a Jack Daniels and Coke.” 

Cucumber Girl is too busy stroking Sheen’s thigh to answer.

“I’ll have a croque monsieur, monsieur,” I say, just for the witticism. 

When it comes, Honey thinks my ham and cheese toastie to be the most exotic snack she has clapped eyes upon. She even steals a bite of one corner and looks at me as if is the most daring thing ever done. I’m not sure if this is because she has stolen it or because she normally never lets any solids other than man-sausage pass her lips. I just smile back politely and wonder how much more she can nestle into me. Her arm is still linked in mine as if we are best buddies and yet very little has passed between us conversationally over the weeks. We’re not really on a wavelength in that sense. I have the growing sense of being stuck in a web – and this spider might well have kinky designs upon me. 

This aside we all share a uniquely enjoyable afternoon. Bright sunlight streams in, capturing the rising smoke from ciggies and joints. There is amiable chatting and joking, no dagger-eyes thrown anywhere. Musicians being musicians, they can’t help but grab instruments. As soon as anything more tuneful than strumming is played, others are immediately compelled to join in. They jam, creating and developing on the spot, or play covers, songs I wouldn’t expect them to know, let alone like. Their lead guitarist, whose head is essentially all hair and a pair of dark glasses, is at a keyboard set in piano mode. The bassist joins Cas on the couch with another acoustic. Sheen pats out rhythms on the couch leather or uses his silver rings to clink against his bourbon glass. From nowhere, magic is produced. They play gently – there is no heavy rocking here. It is melodic and tuneful. Cas sounds mellow, singing with eyes closed, with hoarse feeling (now there’s a hobby for you).

I’ve never really considered this band’s musical merits before. To me it was all power and crash and adrenaline. Now I see that they are intrinsically gifted in a way alien to me. They seem like different people. Refinement and mature emotion can be witnessed for once. They all seem beautiful – these long-haired, tattooed, coarse macho-men. I realise that this is how all songs are written. They start as chords on piano or guitar. Even the heaviest, fastest of tracks begins as these bare-bones melodies. There is purity at the heart of it all. They speed up a little with some blues. Cas adds a new gruffness to his vocal and Sindee joins in to duet. They sound good together, which is ominous. People seem to be drawn in from everywhere, band and crew alike. Everyone taps their feet and joins in. Even me, with my voice like a barge, adds to the chorus. It feels exhilarating. 

This atmosphere is different. I guess I’ve felt it before but never has it been this noticeable. Between songs the chatter and laughter continues. Warm contentment is in us all. Drinks are still drunk and cigarettes still smoked but gone is that air of empty expectancy and niggling boredom. This – this – is why they are in a band. It isn’t just the money and the adoration and the sex and the drugs. It is this creative magic; this togetherness. Just music, being able to play it and sing it and get it, brings life brilliance. If I could have one wish now it wouldn’t be for this house, or a helicopter of my own, or a footman called Françoise to bring me my toasties – it would be to be able to play the guitar, or the piano. I’d even accept being a plain old ‘-er’ if I could be gifted the ability to play the drums.

Sheen points out his kit, squeezed into a space up there on the gallery, where the acoustics are “frikkin awesome, dude.” There is so little space that it won’t all fit in, so he has to record the cymbal tracks completely separately. This, apparently, is a very hard skill, but has the happy outcome of allowing the drums to be turned up in the final mix for a beefier sound, without everything being spoiled by overbearing cymbal crash. Normally I don’t think I would give a monkey’s rump about any of this, but right now, in this mood, I realise that what goes on here could go into making one of the biggest-selling albums of all time, and this will be part of the legend. The album won’t be all about the catchy choruses or the guitar solos, but about the musicality that was behind it. And I was here when it happened. I felt the atmosphere, breathed it in.

Honey seems to be struggling to say anything that truly encapsulates the happy situation, so every now and then she just smiles at me and says, “Ain’t this a beautiful chateau?” She pronounces it as ‘beautiful shadow’. They all do, these Americans. I like this phrase, particularly in plural form, which I reckon would be a good title for Sindee’s Fuck Journal – better than the one she has in mind, possibly even an equal to Sin Delicious, which I planned to use whatever Sindee said. I mull over hastily contrived reasons for titling the book thus, other than that I just like the words. 

I see the shadows as their music, the essence of them, their imprint on the world, spreading out to the listeners. It is what will make them first adored, and will be ever there and remembered and unspoilt. However, when you look back up at them you will find them much changed: all egocentric and tour-wizened; riddled with poisons and world-weary; smug with in-jokes and over-inflated notions of the quality and worth of their music. They will be like parodies of themselves – not beautiful and heroic any more but ridiculous and conceited. Fame and excess has sucked out their real selves, so the only trace of what was once there is in the shadows they cast. You wonder what they would have been, how different their characters if they hadn’t made it big, if they could always only stay in this wonderful bubble I see them in now, where music is everything.

I want the show to go on forever but Bag Man interrupts, presenting before us two young females, perhaps not yet even out of their teens. He’s not exactly dragging them by the scruff of the neck but they are clearly being propelled into our midst. One is a lanky and long-faced, and looks like she’s had her dyed blonde locks blasted by industrial hairspray whilst she was in a spin dryer. It’s all kind of swirly and everywhere, but rigid. The make-up was clearly applied at the same time. Not my type. Her companion just might be: the emo one with the little nose-ring. She is shorter and raven-haired. Her eyes are not large but are still compelling, being very dark and carrying a hint of defiance that I bet never leaves them. Her skin is porcelain white. Her pale lips are set in a little pout – another feature I imagine to be habitual. Whilst the blonde goes all weak-kneed and giggly, gushing French zut alors-y nonsense from the joy of beholding her musical heroes in the flesh, the raven girl doesn’t flinch. 

They have been caught trying to sneak in. First they tried to gain access to the helicopter – to deal out surprise blow-jobs to the band en route to the next gig, no doubt. The raven-haired one doesn’t strike me as that kind of girl, but still. With that attempt failing Bag Man then apprehended them as they tried to gain access through a side window. He could have just ejected them from the premises, obviously, but the general rule is that all such groupies – and there are many trying similar stunts – should be first brought in front of the band entourage for inspection, just in case.

The ‘cool vibe’ atmosphere of their sing-along music session changes just a little, but noticeably so. Everyone in the room, from lead guitarists to diminutive nobody plugging wires into amplifiers, sizes the girls up as potential playmates to bring forth naughty fun for the next however long. They can’t help themselves. You can feel the leach of hormone into the air. Groupies are boredom breakers, entertainment makers, to be used or abused in whatever way suits the current mood. Real beauties might get treated with some respect, placed at the top of the pecking order, but naive young things like these two, wilfully putting themselves into our midst, are fair game for anything. 

The fact that no one makes an instant claim for them bodes badly. If the bassist, say, had fancied a swift threesome he might have bagged them, leading them away for some private sexy fun. That hasn’t happened. In those instances of inaction, I know their fate is sealed. They might not have set out on this adventure dreaming of sucking off some guy in a smelly check shirt who loads heavy things on and off a lorry, but that might well be the outcome. I guess it is in my power to whisk the raven girl to safety but that doesn’t have time to be more than a half-pondered thought. 

What did they think they would get from this, I wonder? How did they know we were here and what impelled them to find their way to the middle of this isolation just to clap eyes on hairy people? What is the emo girl’s name? These are questions I’d like an answer to but no one else seems bothered. Thunderhed’s manager strides in, busily stuffing something bready into his mouth. He stops and looks the captives up and down, even lifting his sunglasses to provide a better inspection. He says, almost as an afterthought, “If you wanna stay, one of you is going to have to get her clothes off, right now,” 

“That’s right, bee-atch!” exclaims an excited Sheen. Smiles are breaking out and others join in backing up the manager’s statement. Grown-ups have become children again. All beam at the manager’s ingenuity. He could have sent them packing, job done. He could have made them both get naked, but why not compound the humiliation of one by allowing her friend to stay dressed? It is just a way of throwing a bit of extra weight around, a way of providing a touch more entertainment that might be stored in the brain for maybe thirty seconds longer than if they had both had to strip. Plus, you get to ascertain quickly which, if either of them, is the most up for saucy antics. It is petty and inane game-playing which I am a little embarrassed to be a part of. More shamefully, I’m hoping they stay and I’m hoping it’s the quiet emo girl who strips, however unlikely that is.

The girls have a hushed conflab, perhaps privately trying to ascertain what is required of them. The blonde is a bit wide-eyed; Raven Girl remains impassive. Just this pause starts to make the whole thing wearisome. 

“You British chicks learn French,” says Sheen through a cloud of cigarette smoke. “Tell them what the fuck they gotta do or tell them to get the fuck out.” 

Naturally it is Sindee who steps up to the plate, happy to help instigate any rude shenanigans. 

“If you want to stay,” she tells the girls, talking slowly and loudly but not particularly Frenchly, “one of you – une of vous – has to remove-ay votre vêtements. Toot sweet.”

Sheen nods approvingly as if this was fluent Parisian. The girls remain in conflab. I bring all my powers of telepathy to bear upon Raven Girl and miraculously it works. With no further standing upon ceremony she wordlessly sheds her clothes. There is no attempt to do this erotically, as the audience might have liked. Off come her little denim shorts and the netted stockings beneath, crackling the air around her pale legs with static. Off comes the vest top – heavy metal girls love a vest top – to reveal a pink bra, not matching her white cotton knickers. I expect some hesitation but it doesn’t come. I don’t have this girl’s measure at all. The bra is immediately pinged off and the panties are not far behind. She stands there unabashed: small pert breasts; totally shaven and gorgeous down below; her skin milky-white like a china doll. My face might be turning blue from holding my breath too long. To them she might be just another bit of ‘groupie snatch’, but my heart is racing fast. 

“So, who have you chicks come here to see?” says Sheen, grinning lecherously and parting his legs as an invitation, not in the least bit worried that Cucumber Girl is draped all over him. I try to get into the head of the naked emo girl once more. Point to ME my thoughts say. 

“Cas Casanove,” blurts the blonde, before my telepathy can work. Well, that’s not going to go down well. Honey is on her feet even faster than I’d envisaged, using me to help propel herself up from the squashy seat. 

“You skanks think you can just come fuck my husband with me standing right here?” she yells, pointing at Raven Girl even though it was the blonde who said it. “Well, you’re going to learn to keep your hands where they ain’t wanted. Bag Man – do your stuff. Spank that bitch and do it hard!”

My insides flip. It’s that S-word again! It ratchets my pulse up another level. The girl still looks unabashed but maybe she hasn’t yet worked out what is coming her way. Bag Man has already undone his cuffs and is now attending to the buttons down the front of his tight-fitting, crisp shirt. There was no hesitation from him, no look of surprise. His response was immediate, as if this is a ritual they have performed before, although I’ve never yet seen it. Honey is still glowering but I bet her heart is beating as fast as mine. Off comes the Maori warrior’s shirt, leaving him bare-chested. He is covered in black tribal tattoos, all up his arms, on his back and neck. The torso is huge, all wide and solidly muscular. He could wrestle bulls. I’ve seen him pick up and hurl aside grasping, over-zealous fans two and three at a time. The massive hands could crush skulls. Raven Girl’s bum doesn’t stand a chance, but I don’t attempt to intervene. 

This is going to be more than about punishment. Honey clearly gets off on such things and I am about to see why. Bag Man turns his victim so that her back is to us. Over her shoulder she gives Honey a last look of defiance. Then over she goes, forced to bend at the waist by a Maori hand at her back. He doesn’t put her over anything; she will have to keep herself there with hands on knees. The sight of her like this has me involuntarily squirming in my seat. She looks so innocent with her flawless white skin and that cute dark split. Maybe that’s what’s turning me on so much. Her bottom still has some puppy fat to upholster it but I doubt this will be adequate protection. Sheen lets out another nonchalant blast of grey smoke and I almost punch him in the face for daring to obscure my view. 

Bag Man is more obliging, standing at her side so that we all have a fine view of proceedings. Even the blonde friend has moved in for a closer look. A huge tattooed arm goes over the pale girl’s body, almost encircling her at the waist so that she is held up. With fingers slightly splayed one giant hand goes back and then strikes sharply, rippling the soft flesh. The cheek pinks almost immediately, while it is still wobbling. The impact had me rather un-coolly jumping in my seat. It is as much her sound that has my thighs squeezing together – a gasp of shock and perhaps some panic, but not of pain necessarily, or of hatred for her abuser. It doesn’t sound like she wants it as such – or so my strange brain is telling me – more that she doesn’t want to say no to it. 

The hand is almost large enough to cover every inch of the squashy buttock it lands upon. Slaps are dealt to each cheek in turn and with deliberately measured tempo: smack, smack, smack, then a pause; smack, smack, smack and pause again for the effect to be absorbed by all. Her vulnerable puss can be seen bulging between her thighs, looking ever more swollen and as wet as my own. Maybe one finger alone would be enough to finish her. It would me. I want all the accompanying whoops and encouraging comments to stop so that I can hear the noises properly – her noises. The buttocks are soon angry red with the skin seemingly shrinking against the flesh beneath. Although she squirms and her legs shake, she never tries to break his hold. 

I don’t know how many she takes but I know my own cheeks are burning when footman Françoise enters to politely inform us that dinner will be served in an hour. He gives just the merest of glances towards the spanked bottom, his expression not changing. Lord knows what he has seen in his time in this household. Bag Man simply stops and reaches for his shirt, his task done as instructed. Honey’s bright eyes and sadistic sneer tell me she loved what she saw. Sindee looks ready for action too. Cucumber Girl strokes at Sheen’s crotch, so maybe she has detected something swelling inside his jeans. Surely this was just the start of things but everyone is already talking about dinner and all I want to do is see Raven Girl fucked so that I can ascertain just how close she is to orgasm. I almost demand it! 

I want to see her face; detect signs of distress or rapture. Sheen is up, leading a mini exodus. Cucumber Girl is going to be filled very shortly, and that’s a fact. Honey already has Sindee by the hand and is reaching out for mine, telling us she will show us to our room so we can get ready for dinner. If Raven Girl has been warmed up for something it is a sad fact that I am not going to get to witness it. Such incidents are so ten a penny on this tour that no one else sees it as business that most definitely needs finishing. I glance back as I am led away but she is still head down in exactly the same position. I don’t know if she is too sore, too distressed to straighten up, or too much in rapture. I want it to be the latter: her head swimming with the joyous burn; her pussy bulging and desperate for any fingers or cock to see her taken over the edge. 

Up a grand staircase we go and through more portrait-lined corridors. Honey squeezes my hand hard. Would a small palm like hers carry less of a sting or do larger hands spread the impact, regardless of the weight behind it? She shows us into our quarters. Once again we are to share, although in this case there is rather more comfort afforded than we are used to. I’m not talking some crappy broom cupboard like the room we got in the motel in Marseille last time we were in this country – this is a full-on guest suite. If we are in here imagine what the guys who are actually in the band have. 

As we enter, Honey holds me back to whisper conspiratorially: “You know it was me who got you to come here today.” She bites her lip and raises her eyebrows so that I don’t miss her implications. How could I with the vision of Raven Girl still so strongly in my mind? I smile back, trying not to look encouraging. A thought occurs: Honey thinks that Sindee and I are lovers. This hasn’t stopped her from shamelessly hitting on me but it explains why she isn’t worried about having the potential threat of extra females within reach of her husband. Her efforts to bring me close are going to bite her in the tiny ass when Sindee makes her move on Cas – and she will. 

Honey excitedly shows us the rack of gowns for us to choose from to wear at dinner. They are period style, to match the house, all beautiful shining silk and plunging necklines. It is a hell of a difference to what we usually deck ourselves out in of an evening. There are corsets too – proper ones, not the fetish wear ones Sindee often sports on stage – to help boost the bust, as if my friend needs any of that! 

“They didn’t wear panties back then,” winks Honey at me, “so don’t bother your pretty head about such things.” 

I’m sure they wore something. Honey is very proud of herself for arranging all of this for us. She has also got us a whole range of cosmetics and pampering products, all thoughtfully listed so that we could want for nothing, and then procured, at the click of her fingers, by someone else. She leaves us, running her fingernails lightly down my bare arm as she goes, just as a reminder of what she wants to do to me. I’m feeling less and less like I know how to resist her. Sindee is doing little jumps of joy as she surveys the gowns. 

“This is going to be awesome!” she says. “Christ, I need a wank – do you want to watch me?”

I almost hit the floor. She chucks such things so nonchalantly into our conversations I’m never sure how serious she is or how much her intention is simply to tease. 

“No I do not!” I reply, trying to sound incredulous even though my head is telling me it is a great idea. I take myself off to the grand en suite and lock the door in case she senses how low my defences currently are. I don’t know if she is actually doing as she says or not – but I imagine that she is. I decide it is best to take my time and not risk walking in on her half way through the job. I should have a bath, since the deep claw-footed one looks so luxurious, but instead I opt for a long shower purely to save on hot water – or maybe it’s because jets of warm water are so effective when aimed correctly.

I’m in my towel when Sindee’s voice through the door tells me that she has finished whatever she was doing on the bed. Honey’s attentions towards me have not gone unnoticed. As we prepare ourselves for dinner my friend hints that I should use myself as a decoy: entertaining the wife in a naked state whilst the husband is left alone and vulnerable to certain pink-haired sex bombs. It is the first time she has given any clear hint that she has serious plans for getting her claws into Cas. Usually when I self-righteously demand that she tell me her intentions in this respect I am simply met with wouldn’t you like to know? expressions. Another thing bugs me, apart from her seeming indifference at potentially shattering a marriage: she is willing to give me away. I don’t want to think of her – or anybody I might fall in love with – having eyes for anyone other than me. She, apparently, is devoid of such hang-ups.

Partners should be precious. Once you commit, that should be it. For her, sharing just seems a natural part of things. Even though I resist her – and she knows why – it doesn’t hurt her to think of me giving in to some other girl. As much as I am relieved when others deflect her pursuit of me it still chips away every time she makes eyes at me and then casually ends up with someone else. She probably said all this in jest but I couldn’t even bear to do that, just in case. It reveals her priorities, even if it was just a joke. I’m not wanting to live in some weirdly chaste and monogamous world – just one in which people who look longingly into your eyes in the quiet times and tell you how much they like you and wish they could be with you, don’t then go ahead and demonstrate that you are clearly no more dear to them than some random, face-ache Polish bassist they only met a couple of hours before. I can’t do this enough love for everyone thing.

As a fashion expert I love the gowns, obviously. I studied such things once upon a time so I know how authentic they are. If they didn’t smell fresh, I would think they came direct from a museum. My purple one suits me best but Sindee has the bosom. She once told me she was expelled from public school for spitting with no reason onto the heaving ample cleavage of a pretty classmate on prom night. I didn’t tell her but I found that bizarrely erotic. We go big on the hair and make-up. Both affix a false black beauty-spot to our cheeks. We’ve got high heels on and no knickers. We look damn fine, we smell damn fine. We’s gonna slay them muthas! 




Chapter Nine

Food Glorious Food

We are fashionably late into the dining hall but I only finished croquing my monsieur at half-two so I’m not sure I would have wanted the soup starter anyway. Everyone is dressed to the authentic nines, even footman Françoise and his crack team of servants – the difference is they wear powdered wigs. Everyone else is in their own hair, which means huge rock god thatches, the gentlemen paying every bit as much attention to theirs as the ladies. It’s great fun, Cas done up like the Sun King with flowing lace neckwear and cuffs, gold braided frock-coat and stockings beneath. Then there’s the big hair, the chrome rings on fingers and in ears, and all set off with a pair of brown cowboy boots. All the guys dress in similar. It looks like they are on set of their next video shoot, or something. 

With sixteen of us all doing period costume with a heavy metal twist, it’s a raucous mix of debonair meets rebellion. All the guys try to act up to the part, attempting posh English accents even though we are in France, don’t you know. Sheen gets barracked for not using the correct cutlery when the sole Veronique arrives but no one questions the fact that he accompanies each course with yet another lit Marlboro. We damsels look mighty fine too. Cas’s cousin the lead guitarist has a girlfriend beside him: a deeply tanned, very pretty thing named Coco, or Ovaltine, or something – some kind of night-time drink. Presumably she has been chopper-ed in from wherever at great expense. Opposite me, Honey’s bolstered cleavage looks enough to have Isaac Newton rethinking his laws of gravity. I’m sorely tempted to flick one of my halved fish-course grapes across the table to land splat into it. 

I thought the sole was the main event but I am wrong. If they eat like this for the duration of their stay they are all going to need a ship’s crane to lift them on stage. Each new course comes with ten bottles of wine selected as a perfect food match, the first glass poured for us by servants into the correct fresh glass. The navarin of lamb avec pommes splondeed comes with a red – a 1985 Chateau Ausone, or so the label says. I’m no wine expert but I can tell this is quite probably the most special drink I have been served in my life. The grapes in this were picked and crushed before I was born. Anything that old is either going to have gone off or be deserving of some attention and reverence. It smells of perfumed, slightly spicy plums and blackcurrants, maybe with a bit of cedar thrown in. If a lover of mine smelt like this, I would be happy. 

Honey tips one bottle and squints at the label, reading aloud from it, slowly and hesitantly, like a non-clever child. 

“Shadow Ozone,” she intones. “Françoise rickons each bottle of this is worth over two hundred bucks!” 

“Well, fucking A!” exclaims Sheen sarcastically, and downs his in two or three hearty gulps before slamming his glass back onto his silver coaster with a big, stained-lipped grin. “Now fetch me some bourbon!” 

It is more Philistine behaviour. I should be tutting and looking embarrassed but actually I can’t help but smile along with everyone else. The surrounding grandeur is head-spinning and the profligacy on show exhilarating. If any of us get to be old timers, huddled together saying “Do you remember that time...” all this is going to seem surreal. It will be the chugging down of expensive clarets and smoking through one of the finest meals that we are ever likely to be served that make it so. And Sheen isn’t finished yet.

“Hey, Françoise – where are those mademoiselles?” he loudly demands of our footman, who clicks a finger towards another servant and has them scurrying out to quickly return escorting the blonde and her sexier raven-haired friend from earlier. Both are now naked, something that as usual seems to surprise me more than any of my fellow diners. Who knows what they have been doing in the interim? Maybe just happily chilling out and smoking dope in their birthday suits, waiting for the real rock star excess to begin. Raven Girl still has signs of a pink rear end from her spanking. 

“Time for your feast, baby!” says Gio the bassist, who doesn’t have a girlfriend present beside him to spoil his fun. He scrapes his chair backwards and points under the table to show the groupies where they are to go. I’m thinking there is no way Raven Girl is going to get on her knees under there but she does. I really don’t have her measure at all. So, here I am during our cheese course, with conversations all around me about which Queen’s of the Stone Age line-up was best, which brandy should be put on the rider for the forthcoming festival, and whether if you lived on the moon and had a dog you would need to walk it or just let it float about on its lead – and under the table two naked girls are dishing out oral favours. 

“Bon appétit!” says Gio with a big grin on his face. 

Sheen instigates a belching contest before we have even finished our cheese and Sindee bags the runner-up spot, to the delight of the males present. The drummer then suddenly decides he wants some drugs and simply gets up and leaves. Gio in turn decides he wants a go on the sit-on lawn mower he has spotted outside our windows. He wants to ride it through the maze. He rises and shamelessly displays a glistening erection, taken mid-suck from the mouths of those below. It is smeared with purple lipstick which tells me that Raven Girl has played her part in entertaining him. He drags her along with him, throwing open the French doors (do the French call them this, I wonder?) and running out onto the manicured lawn, cock still out. 

A few get up to stretch legs and try to find comfort from their swollen stomachs. I take my wine and go outside. It is well past nine but the sun is still clinging on. It is a warm and golden evening, so still. A blackbird chatters out his day’s-end story. Many is the time on this tour that I have felt claustrophobic enough to scream. To have such outside beauty and peace is soul filling. I am in this fabulous dress, drinking fabulous wine in stunning surroundings. It could feel like the most romantic place on earth if not for the whooping bassist firing an imaginary pistol into the air and riding around with a still rather serious-looking naked emo beside him. 

I head off before Mrs Casanove can come and cling to me. It’s nice not to have the madness all around for once even if the evening has been entertaining. I stand half-hidden by a tall sculpted box hedge with the twin fountains before me. On the lawn behind me mini picnics have broken out: groups of two’s or three’s sipping wine and finishing their cheese, or just taking in the calm whilst smoking. It all feels rather genteel. This is the life, I suddenly think. Imagine having such opulence and freedom all of the time. Some of these guys could conceivable know this in a few short years. 

I think of the buzz I got from my brief stage appearance alongside Sindee. I recall how brilliant it was to hear the guys jamming away this afternoon, how fabulous it would be to play music in a place like this and then dine here, sleep here, live here. It is these thoughts that make me glow and they’re the bits I’m not actually here to catch on camera. The binges and the debauchery might seem like the fun part but perhaps they are only there to help make the slog tolerable. You have to go through that madness to find clear air on the other side, and very many won’t make it. I saunter into the maze. What if Sindee were to track me down here now, or even Honey? In this dress, in this place, I could surely put it all down to a dream? 

Too late – Gio and Raven Girl have beaten me to it. I don’t even hear their sounds until I round the corner. I gasp but it looks for all the world like I have come there specifically to watch. I’m still not used to her nudity. She is bent over again, once more using hands on knees as support. He is behind her, stockings pulled down his muscular thighs and his frock coat pulled up, hiding the worst of their rudeness. His teeth are gritted and he presses forward into her as if her tightness is hard to plunder. She whimpers, still strangely quiet. She could be a ravished innocent but I saw her get under the table without hesitation. I see that same defiance still in her expression. Gio doesn’t falter on seeing me. It is nothing strange for this tour. He just grins a little and keeps up his slow, panting thrusts. 

“I’m in her derrière,” he feels compelled to tell me. I’m looking into the intense eyes of a girl who is being fucked up the bum. The hairs all over my body stand up in one instant sweep over my skin. I wish I had my camera. Not to catch where he is inside her – although I am sorely tempted to pull aside his coat and see – just simply to catch that face, daring me to tell her that she is wrong. How could I? Who knows how many of her fantasies are coming true right at this moment? She says something to me through her gasps and sighs. I don’t understand any of it. Maybe she is telling me that it is my turn next, or that if I raise my skirt she will give me pleasure too. I still want to think of her as an innocent, a Joan of Arc with the fire being lit beneath her, but such romantic notions are simply misplaced. 

What’s more, it’s exciting, witnessing her defilement. I finally drag myself away through some scrambled ideas of what I think is fitting behaviour for me, but at the same time I know I want to stay. Yes, I wanted her to harbour thoughts of pure romance with the likes of me rather than being, very possibly, every bit as filthy-minded as Sindee, but at the same time I know I wanted to stay and watch her being dirty. I wanted to see her getting fucked in her rear, the slapping thrusts quickening and getting harder. I wanted to hear her squeals as he sprayed hot inside her. I wanted a picture of her face as he did it. Somewhere inside me, I think an equally naughty bitch might be trying to get out. 

Going back up to the house I note that most of the groups have returned inside. No one asks where I’ve been, although Honey raises her eyebrows questioningly. The table is laden with desserts. Not one or two but masses of them: legions of puddings ready to attack our already defeated digestive systems. The cream-giving cows of the départment must have been squeezed dry. There must be a million calories in sweet form here to be devoured. 

“Want some gad-oh?” Honey asks me. Françoise is quickly there to help provide my every dessert need. I do indeed opt for gateau – a sumptuous strawberry one. I could have opted for flan but who the fuck goes on a European rock tour to eat that? 

“Woah there!” exclaims Sheen, looking down at his lap. The blonde is clearly still under there going about her oral business and not worried that this particular man has a lady friend at his side. “You wanna get down there and show her how it’s done, baby?” 

I’m sure he has a slap coming his way courtesy of Cucumber Girl, but she just smiles, pushes back her chair and slips below. He is still giving out a snigger of contentment as the first splodge of cream whizzes past my nose. The culprit was Honey, smiling archly, the offending spoon used as a catapult still held upright. I give her a look of pretend shock but do not respond. Not immediately, anyway. I wait until her attention is drawn down the table and then I let loose, catching her with a glancing blow to the shoulder. Suddenly it becomes obvious that this mass of very creamy, messy puddings was not ordered by accident.

I have to say that as food fights go, given the ammo at our disposal, it isn’t the most catastrophic. Maybe it is always checked by the awareness that chucking cakes around is a bit lame for hard-bitten rockers. However juvenile, it is still entertaining and rebellious, so no one quite has the inclination to demand we all grow up. It starts as further sly spoonfuls aimed at the unwary. Most miss, whizzing past heads onto the wooden floor behind or splatting harmlessly onto the table or into glasses of very expensive sweet wine. It doesn’t fully escalate for some time and even then it doesn’t quite become an arm-flailing bloodbath. Mostly it is the clothes that bear the brunt. I get a splodge to the hair from a shot aimed at someone two seats down from me. Honey takes a ladleful at point-blank range to the cleavage. We were all still eating and drinking and chatting during this, as if it isn’t happening.

Then I feel my dress rising up my legs and hands running up my bare thighs. I look down to see Blondie smiling up at me, licking those same lips that had just been around who knows how many cocks. In the midst of a food fight the oral sex is still going on! Do you remember that time in the chateau..?

“Non, merci,” I say to her, putting my hands down to arrest the advance of hers up my leg. It was an instinctive response and she simply disappears again to move on to someone else. I could have let her, let those hands continue their hair-raising journey without interference and not even bothered to look down to see if it was her or the Dutch porn star at work. I could have got my wet, turned-on pussy licked and no one would have been any the wiser. Would I have silently let Raven Girl do it to me, I wonder, if she had got to me before Gio got to her? Then Sheen drags a whole large creamy cake in front of him and submerges his face right into it so that as he comes up for air he is completely covered.

“Who the fuck threw that?” he says, to great amusement. This escalates things although cream is neither easy to direct nor does it travel far. I hit Sindee in the cheek with a strawberry slice that clings on grimly before sliding down, but in the main I try not to pick too many fights because I don’t want to spend the rest of the night stinking of dairy products. Honey keeps aiming at me and missing. I get her one to the chin.

“Fucking bitch!” she smoulders at me, looking all lusty, and then wipes the mess off with two fingers and sucks them clean, like they had just been inside me. The flan ends up on the head of the blonde whilst she is in the process of doing her stuff on one of the record company guys. She is dragged out and put on the table top, sprawling amongst the remaining desserts and short-falling cream projectiles and expensive plates and cutlery, sending wine glasses tumbling over. The servants stand around us, unmoved.

In comes Gio with Raven Girl and things immediately go all Bugsy Malone, with her being manhandled in front of the huge fireplace and pelted firing squad-style by several of our male companions. She takes handfuls of chucked cream, all over her, even on that rude backside of hers – another thing I find surprisingly erotic. What a dirty girl I must secretly be! When I turn back around that same record company guy who had flanned Blondie’s head has now dragged her messy frame to the edge of the table and is fucking her. No lie! Right there he stands, just a few seats down from me, holding her legs up and apart and shamelessly pumping in and out of her. I can see his pussy-wet cock. A few hours ago this had been about refinement and fine dining and now there is sex happening on the very same table. 

Some of us look to make our escape whilst the going is good. The drawing room becomes the place for people to towel themselves off. I hear Honey, who looks like she has come a poor second in the Great Choux Bun Wars, inform her husband that she needs to go get changed. Before she disappears she deliberately looks my way and mouths something. I think it was don’t you go anywhere. She is trying to look all sultry and she has lumps of kiwi fruit in her hair. I wonder if I should make my escape right now, but I sense another show is about to be performed. What has just gone on is almost immediately forgotten. Most would have talked about it for weeks but here it is just another mad episode of many used to pass the time. Now it is more drinking, more drug-taking and thankfully more music-playing. Acoustic guitars come out of nowhere. Musicians must have special concealed pockets for them. Cas even has a harmonica. Where on earth did he hide that in stockings so tight? 

I’d made myself look a bit of a fool earlier by asking how they were going to get all their kit to the next venue in a helicopter. Of course they have other instruments to those still loaded onto the equipment lorry, almost as many as they like. They get given them. They are sponsored, essentially. Strings, amps, cymbals, no doubt bagpipes too if they wanted. The makers want them using their products. When their stage pyrotechnics once went wrong and set fire to Sheen’s drum kit, and they all poured whiskey on it to fan the flames, the next night he sat behind a brand new one at no cost to himself. Ten grand in dollars-worth of percussion, plus shipping costs. Contrast this to Russell LeMuscle, who bitched for three days solid because he needed a new bass pedal and thought the two hundred should come out of band funds and not his own pocket. In the end the manager said he’d take it out of expenses. And by ‘expenses’ he meant the next amount of wages he was due to pay our stupid drummer. These are the opposite poles of this industry and every lowly band thinks they are just one good break from being where Thunderhed are now. Success might not even be down to talent. It could be the right image at the right time, pure luck or shrewd marketing, one catchy chorus. That’s all that separates the dingy motels from the grand chateaux. 

They are propped on various chairs around the room now, meaning many of us have to stand. I’m exhausted and the copious wine intake isn’t helping, but I want to stick this out for as long as my eyes will stay open. They are hamming it up a little, since all of them are still in period costume and it’s difficult to sing seriously with frilly lacework at your neck. They are making up a song as they go along, in standard blues format: “Woke up this morning,” dah dee da da dah, “Found some scabs on mah balls,” dah dee da da dah, “Mah wife gone left me”, etc. Cas, as well as thinking up ridiculous lyrics, is also deliberately playing his harmonica increasingly off-key. Everyone loves it, none more than Sindee. She rocks back and forth in her chair near the singer, arms tight across her front as if trying to protect her ribs from the laughter she is struggling to contain. Then one hand has to clamp to her mouth to prevent the escape of hysterics that might draw attention to her. I, though, see the brightness in her eyes, the almost-tears of joy. I can practically feel the glow radiating from her, because of Cas. She is falling, falling. 

With no hawk-eyed Honey there to worry about they let their guard slip just a little. Between songs they lean in and chat, snatching this fleeting opportunity, both with smiles all across their faces. You can see that no one exists for them in this moment except each other. They are in a bubble that could burst with a big bang if walked into by an unseen returning wife. Sindee reaches out and puts her hand lightly upon his arm. To my knowledge this is the first physical contact they have made and I don’t have my camera with me to capture it. It must be lust, obviously. They haven’t had enough contact with one another for it to be anything else. 

More physical contact, however, seems to be on both of their minds. They look like they have every desire to find out just how right they are for each other, even if it kills a marriage in the process. I have a sudden urge to be elsewhere, that nearby a naked Raven Girl could well be doing some very rude things that I might want to see. However, I know I simply don’t want to be here when Honey comes back and sees that look in her husband’s eye. I am also aware that by taking myself off I am offering myself up as bait to lure the wife away from this scene. I am colluding with the cheaters just as Sindee asked me to. Guilt could make me stay but another part of my subconscious is reminding me that Honey is hardly innocent, if her pursuit of me is anything to go by. 

I head back out to the dining room since that is where Raven Girl was last seen. For some reason I expect to find her entertaining more than one gent, still covered in cream from her splatting. Either that or writhing around with Blondie or Cucumber Girl or both, for the delight of a watching audience – none of whom will be the band members they came here to see, since they are all making music elsewhere. By the grand main staircase with the dining room threshold in sight, out emerges a half-naked female and suddenly I am face to face with Mrs Honey Casanove. Her hair has been washed but not quite fully dried. The fancy gown has gone to be replaced with a sarong at her waist and above it a half-cut bikini top in pink. The rest is tanned, smooth nudity. I imagine it is standard Playboy mansion attire. Either that or she knows well that parties in places like this can easily end up in the fountain. She has her chest out towards me, trying to stun me with cleavage. 

“You’ve given me a hankerin’, Missy,” she says in that accent of hers. I wonder if she ever eats grits, like all them Southern folk do in My Cousin Vinny.

“Oh, really?” I reply, returning her thin smile. “And what would that be for?”

“I’m thinking I’d like to take you back to mah room, along with one of those there big, creamy cakes, so I can get you to sit your pretty bare butt right down into it and have you wriggling and squishing around so it’s all over you and all up inside. Then maybe I might set about licking you all clean again. What do you think to that idea?”

I might look and sound confident but my legs are rapidly jellifying. There is no doubting her words have induced that familiar tingling action down below but hopefully I have my best poker face on and haven’t given her any sign. I let my smile recede, trying to seem nonchalant and thoughtful, as if weighing up her proposition fully. I let go her gaze and look purposefully down into her huddled cleavage. She instantly responds by drawing in a long breath, swelling her chest, lifting that magnet bosom which must have mesmerised a million eyes in its time. 

“I don’t know,” I say, eyes still down, trying again to look and sound all flirty and doing a pretty good job. “It sounds awfully messy to me.”

“But it’s a good kind of mess, sweetie – the best kind.”

“And what would Mr Casanove think if he caught us like this?”

“Why, he won’t mind at all. He loves to see pretty girls fooling around together. It’s his favourite thing.”

“And what would Mrs Casanove think if I wanted to fool around with her husband a little?” 

I could be opening myself right up here but it’s is a calculated gamble since I think I already have her measure. I am proved right. There is a flicker in her eyes, tiny signs of a threat recognized, of anger, of haughty indignation that I might be more interested in her husband than in her. She keeps her smile but a little coldness remains in the eyes.

“My husband ain’t part of the deal, sweetie,” she says, struggling to avoid sounding too firm. 

My gaze is back on hers now and I pull my best eyebrows-raised expression of fading interest in her proposition, as if mulling over her words when in fact I’m actually choosing my next with care. When I say them I know I will already have turned and will be doing my best to sashay away towards the stairs, speaking over my shoulder, still with that little smile to show that I’ve enjoyed our little flirty time and that our business here isn’t necessarily concluded, even if privately I will be more than partially relieved to have extricated myself from the danger area. 

“Well, now – that isn’t very generous of you, is it?” I say, as I slowly make my exit as planned. “Giving me away but keeping him all to yourself. It seems to me that you’re very selective in your sharing.” 

“Sometimes it’s more than enough just to be watched,” she calls after me. “Sometimes the most exciting thing is in the performing. You need to find that out, sweetie.”

I give her a lingering look. She is ten yards behind and standing her ground, trying not to look bitter at my departure because that would indicate a defeat. Here’s the thing: I know by not staying I’m leaving Sindee and Cas exposed. I should at least try to give them some warning, not just disappear off to bed as I am doing. However, despite my apparent brush-off I am well aware that Honey can see where I am off to, all alone. It’s not exactly an open invitation but it is more of a come-on than I suspected I could manage. Unless she has her own rules about going with girls only if her hubby is present then what stops her from biding her time and then sneaking up to find me when I am all tucked up? 

“Let me think on it,” I say, halfway up the stairs. No doubt I will indeed think on it. I won’t be able to prevent myself when alone in my room in the darkness. She wants to spank my bum and I will be there laid out with nowhere to run. Sure, she is not quite my type but that’s not the point. She is still stunning in her own right and that was a real-life proposition she just gave me, one we could be heading into right now if I had done what most normal single people my age would have done and acquiesced. How can one not imagine what might have been? He’s not my type either but just being near him gives you a buzz. He is proof that my soul hasn’t yet given itself entirely over to girls. I know a part of me wants him to conquer Sindee because if I’m doing my job properly then by rights I will be there to record the moment. I want to see this muscular, egotistical powerhouse all naked, doing whatever he wants to my friend, so close and so strong in body and personality that I might not have the means to resist if he reached out for me too. 

I get ready for bed and slide under the covers onto a cool sumptuous mattress. I’m eyes closed and my body is exhausted but my brain won’t yet slip into shutdown. How long would she wait? Parties like this can go on all night but she knows I am here. Perhaps she has already discovered her husband and Sindee getting lovey-dovey and has stormed off with revenge in mind. Perhaps she will stay for a bitter row, intent on reclaiming her property and with me instantly forgotten. What, reasonably, could I say to her to ward her off? Could I tell her about Elowen and that I’m not ready to desecrate those memories with flings that have nothing to do with love? What if she just told me I was being ridiculous and put me over her knee to prove it? 

I’m drifting when I finally hear the door click open. I keep my eyes closed and stay on my side, nestled well beneath the covers. I can barely hear the sound of clothes being shed. Was that a sarong or a ball gown swishing down smooth legs and crumpling upon the floor? I have my knickers on and that is my only defence. She won’t need the en suite because she is showered and ready for action. Her hair will still be damp, unless I dozed off and it’s way later than I think. Sindee should go in there but in times gone by when we have shared and she has come in later, too drunk to care for ablutions and mindful of not disturbing me, she simply gets into bed as soon as she is undressed. The covers lift and a feint breeze cools my bare back. Weight depresses the mattress. She slides in. I feel that same nervy sensation on the skin of my backside, stuck out towards her. She shuffles close, her naked body pressing to me, spooning me, her arm going around my waist. Then I smell Loverdose. 

“Are you asleep?” my friend whispers, right at my ear.

“Yes,” I reply. Am I disappointed or relieved? My heart is going ten to the dozen.

“Why the hell did they put the second floor so far above the first? That staircase nearly killed me!” She is giggling, tipsy. Her light-heartedness does not suggest that she has been embroiled in conflict with an enraged wife. 

“You are so unfit. I need to enrol you on a Zumba class or something before you die of stairs.” 

“I already have my own patented fitness regime,” she says, slurring a bit. 

“Oh yeah – and what is that?”

“Fuxercise.” 

I roll my eyes and smile but she can’t see me do either. I think that’s it and close my eyes again to sleep but she is not quite ready to give in.

“Cas is the best,” she says. 

“His wife thinks so too.” 

“Well, she wants you and I want her husband. It’s a perfect arrangement!”

Once more I feel a little deflated that she is happy to give me away like that.

“And that’s fine by you, is it?” I say.

“Well, of course I’d be jealous of her. If I’d known all you wanted was a spanking, I’d have done it ages ago.”

I tut and push backwards, trying to shake her off. I’m not going to get drawn into this teasing. She clings on and I give up. It’s not just the sting or humiliation of a spanking, I say to myself, since I have no concept of what that might be like. It’s the being taken and being made, of having no choice. The spanking is merely the method of defeating me, of demonstrating that I am not feared and have no power to resist. Why doesn’t she see this? We just lie there in the dark. I know her mind is full of him. Her pulse will still be racing. Her hand comes off my belly and she runs her nails lightly up my thigh. 

“Honey has gorgeous tits,” she whispers, so close to my ear that even these coarse words still have the hairs raising on my neck. 

“Don’t,” I tell her, trying to sound firm. I haven’t stopped her hand from tickling my thigh. 

“Imagine sucking on them while she has her fingers inside you.” 

“I’ve told you she’s not my type.” 

I push back again in a renewed effort to stop the teasing. This time she goes with me, leaning almost onto her back so that my weight falls against her. I feel the squash of her breasts on my bare back. She keeps me like this, her nails now able to run up the front of my thigh. Still I don’t try to stop her. She collects my earlobe with her tongue-tip and holds it between her teeth, applying just a little pressure, enough to stop me pulling away and facing harm. She must be able to feel the tremor running through me. Then the nails are moving inward, the touch light, just grazing the thin material covering my crotch. I should wriggle free but I don’t. My breath is coming quicker. She runs one finger up the middle, my panties so tight to my slit. She does it twice, three times, and my puss is so wet and my underwear so pointless that suddenly she has slipped inside me, just the first inch of her middle finger and I am sighing and slumping back into her. 

I know she wants me to capitulate. This was further than she intended to go. She won’t ever do more without my consent. I will have to tell her to go on. Just one word and the finger will slide in deep, maybe with another alongside it. She will stir them around as I have watched her do to herself. She will get them wet and then use them on my aching clit, rubbing and then sliding back inside me, doing it over and over until I am writhing and gushing and coming. She slips back out of me and lets go her grip on my ear. 

“I wish I didn’t have to stop,” she whispers.

Don’t then, I say. Go right ahead because I can’t bear the thought of you stopping now. Do whatever you want to do with me. Make it hot and make it rude and don’t stop until morning. Go right through my guilt and know that having done it the once I will have no basis for refusing you any other time. If I try to say no, then spank me so that I cannot speak. The wetness you have just felt tells you differently, so forget those other times I have told you that I am not ready. Forget all those things that in the morning I will recall with guilt. Do what you want and don’t even think to be gentle. Make it something I have to remember forever. 

The trouble is, I said all these things in my head, and not a single word of them came out of my mouth for her to hear. 




Chapter Ten

Heart Pause

Sindee is already up when I wake. She is quite adept these days at dealing with hangovers. She has to be. I’m sure at home she wouldn’t feel the urge to put make-up on for breakfast but there are hunky rock singers in the building so it’s time to keep them big guns blazing. I wonder what I’m going to do about Honey and her hankerings. I know the first thing she will ask me is whether I have thought about her proposition. What am I to say? I decide to put my hair in a tail and not even bother with eye-liner. If I’m looking like a badger she might hold off on her approach.

As it happens there is a commotion going on downstairs. Phones are pressed to ears and people scurry about looking concerned. Ciggies are being dragged upon with real intent. The news, when we finally get to hear it, is shocking. The Coliseum All Stars’ bassist is in hospital, having suffered some kind of seizure. Details are hazy because he was not at the hotel when it happened. That was too boring. He was instead with some unknown druggie, out on the streets, sharing whatever narcotic mix that caused his sudden lapse into unconsciousness. 

Cas looks ashen. He is good friends with these guys. Mere mortals probably don’t know that the All Stars are essentially his band. He got them together, bankrolled their early appearances and recordings and got them with the right producers and media men. He helped write some of their first songs. He even named them. For all his input he never publically talks about the backing he has given them nor does his name appear in the credits on either album sleeve. However, rather egocentrically I feel, on the front of both album covers, because of the way the band name appears, with the first letter of each word in a different colour to the rest, reading downwards gives you ‘CAS’. He is a silent partner in the band, as well as their friend, and their presence on this tour is earning him even more bucks. 

His manager is trying to calm him and Cas is yelling out to get the fucking chopper ready, right now. The bassist is in a Dutch hospital and for all we know still in some kind of coma. Somehow Cas remembers that Sindee and I need to go with him, since that is where we are meant to be, with the rest of our band. Everyone else is to stay, including his wife. Another call comes in informing us that the patient is ‘stable’. Everyone breathes a sigh of relief. There but by the grace of God go them all. For just one split second I think it might be some sick ruse to buy the two singers some alone time together. Then another call comes in and the manager’s face drains of colour again. 

During his seizure the patient’s heart stopped and stayed stopped for some time. It might have been long enough to cause some oxygen starvation to the brain.

“What the fuck does that mean?’ yells Cas, and the manager repeats this down the phone. Time will tell, the manager is saying, parroting what is being told to him. It’s way too early to find out if any permanent damage has been done. The patient is only a few years older than me. Someone I know, in my peer group, has had his heart stop on him. Somewhere on my camera is a photo of this guy, in his Lynyrd Skynyrd T-shirt, smiling sideways at me, one hand held out in my direction with thumb raised. The other hand is atop a kneeling Sindee’s head, and she has half of his solid bare erection in her mouth. I study her now, trying to gauge her reaction to this bombshell, but her concern seems to be for Cas and his worry. Imagine not being shaken by the news that someone who you once allowed to come in your mouth is now in this poorly state.

There is no romance going on inside the helicopter. For the most part Cas just stares out the window, shaking his head, muttering what a fucking shame it all is. It’s like the bassist has unfairly caught some tropical disease, or contracted cancer. It isn’t just those particular drugs either, supplied by someone less trustworthy than the Magic Man, although that was the trigger. It’s all the drugs. It’s the relentless partying, the offsetting of one downer with another upper, the refusal to sleep and face missing even a second of the good times. The blood pressure is always so high. So, how many of them will change their ways after this I wonder? None, I bet. The first thing Cas does when he steps out of the helicopter is light a cigarette. 

Sindee and I don’t go to the hospital. We have to make our way to our latest hotel by public transport and cab. It’s weird having to do such things through one’s own initiative. I feel strangely out of place and vulnerable back in the real world. We have to borrow money just to travel at all. When we finally join up with our lot we find out that this is the third time in the last two years that the bassist has ended up in hospital through drug misuse. When he joined the band he didn’t even smoke. The mood is sombre but the All Stars guys are saying it was something they feared was coming. They had warned him he had to rein it in. 

I can tell they are all going to get wasted tonight. They will do it to honour him or help them forget. The irony will be beyond them all. It’s just something else that needs blotting out. Sindee is looking anxiously at her watch every five minutes, hoping Cas will turn up with information. It’s not the news she is particularly waiting on; she just wants to see the singer before we leave. Gigs have been cancelled for the Coliseum All Stars but our show goes on. There is much hushed chatter about the logistics of how to get us and our gear to the next venue. 

“I told you not to trash our bloody van!” says our hideously-shirted manager, as if that crappy death-trap would still be mobile now regardless of this. 

There is other talk too, now that our gigs are being mentioned and drinks are going down throats. It is of who can replace the bassist and how soon. You’d think such things would be far from their minds but no. It was his fault. It’s not said but they are all thinking it. He knew he had to stay in a condition whereby he could still play every show. He is neither their songwriter nor their front man. He doesn’t do the guitar solos. He is just a bassist and thus essentially expendable. Their band does not end with him. Even if his role was more critical it would still be the same. Bands are a name, a company. If one employee leaves or cannot continue in their post you get another in to replace them. If he makes a full recovery, fine. But they can’t wait for that to happen. It seems heartless but then if I accidentally kicked Russell to death tonight, would I be on the next plane home weeping about how the tour had come to such a sad and sudden end, or would I be instantly placing a ‘Non-Stupid Drummer Required’ ad in Melody Maker? 

“I could step in for you,” suggests Vinny, seeing dollar signs and not caring about the hole he would leave in our line-up.

“The fuck you could,” spits the All Stars’ singer. 

It is a muted couple of weeks. The All Stars are withdrawn, closing ranks whilst they mull next moves. The drinking still goes on but it’s done in a morose atmosphere rather than a party one. There is an End of Days feel to it but you can tell it is boring them. They want the situation resolved one way or another so they can get back to how they were. They are all still here which means they don’t want to cancel the tour. We have all moved on from Holland, leaving their bandmate behind, as if the schedule is to be fulfilled. Thunderhed, meanwhile, are at the chateau and we barely see them. Cas and Sindee haven’t swapped phone numbers. It was a bit early in their budding relationship for this, and would it ever be sensible for a married man to do such things? It is obvious Sindee now wishes that they had. 

She is missing him like crazy. She doesn’t go on about it but you can see it written all over her. I had this down as being the watershed moment, when her patience and commitment would be stretched beyond tolerance. This, I thought, would show how much for him was simple lust rather than deeper feelings. I thought she would be back to her old ways, knowing Cas was miles away and showing no signs of trying to see her – although it hasn’t helped that we’ve moved from our hotel near the hospital to a whole different country. To my surprise she stayed relatively celibate. 

Instead she played with herself a lot – a couple of times right in front of me, as if trying to force my hand. She did it nastily too, and ordered me to take pictures, since what else was I here for? She is quite destructive in these moods. The self-effacing humour turns to barbed sarcasm. She sets fire to things with her lighter and throws other things out of windows. You see the little demon inside her that she is unable to exorcise, when most of the time, despite her appearance and stage persona, she is actually rather sweet. What she didn’t do, even with this destructive side always so near the surface, was have sex with a man. Only once did she go out intent on bringing someone back to her room and that turned out to be a waitress. 

“She looks a bit like you,” she idly said. I couldn’t see it really. The hair was the same but I didn’t particularly see it in the face. She had a curvy behind for sure – bigger than mine in those tight black leggings. Sindee took her to a club after her shift, leaving me to fend for myself. Their lovemaking later seemed deliberately loud – in fact it didn’t sound like any love was being made at all. Judging from the noises coming through the paper-thin walls, I think Sindee might have done naughty things to this girl’s backside, and rather hard too. This is not something in her usual repertoire so I suspect she knew I could hear. 

When, as expected, her craving for engorged male sex organs did rear its head she managed to counter it, taking me to a gay club and after many drinks paying two muscular dancers to suck each other off in one of the private rooms. It was a spectacle to behold and a night of tips: fatly swollen purple ones teased; other ones paid; and ones on technique duly noted. She didn’t ask to get involved – something I imagine that took all of her willpower. Privately I had rather scorned her feelings for Cas, since they had to be lust-based due to the little time they spent alone. But was it really any different from those first times I saw Elowen? When the chemistry is right it can be instant. This hiatus in Sindee’s burgeoning relationship with Cas must therefore have ached her deeply. I think it told in her performances. 

Just when it might have caused more serious ructions, a few things happened to change everything. Firstly, the patient was discharged, to be sent home to the States. News was that results looked generally positive. Secondly, the All Star’s acquired themselves a fill-in bassist – the grizzled Eddie Sagan of Wrath’s Child, no less – and seemed raring to get back to their shows, in honour of the missing bandmate, who apparently wouldn’t have wanted it any other way. Lastly, the biggest surprise of all, Honey Casanove upped sticks and flew home too. She was pregnant – a week off the end of her first trimester. A fortnight earlier I had seen her in a bikini and sarong and seen no signs. She had apparently come on tour in this state but only found out once here. This explained her good behaviour drink-wise in stark contrast to the rumours, which I thought was purely so that she could monitor her husband more effectively. She had stayed with him as long as possible, doubtless worried who might get their claws into him, but the episode with the bassist had been the final straw. This was no environment in which to safely carry a child. 

How did we find this out? Cas told us – or rather he told Sindee. With the missus safely taking her place in first class and the black beauty that is Mutha One barely on the airport helipad long enough to be refuelled, Cas was airborne again, heading our way for a clandestine meeting. He knew a guy who knew a very wealthy German record producer who had somewhere close by us to land. He contacted our hotel, or rather Bag Man did, and arranged for a limo with blacked-out windows to come and collect us two foxy ladies. We had been kicking about the hotel bar, bored as ever. Russell had been loudly talking about shagging women and I had been seriously considering instigating a game of Pin the Fist on the Drummer’s Face. 

The concierge discretely got us out of there and put us in the limo. We got in without even knowing where we were going – that’s how bored we were at the time. If ever you want to people-traffic either of us without trouble, then just send us a limo with chilled champagne waiting inside. We drove up to the snazzy pad of the record producer and there stood a hero in cowboy boots. Odd, I felt quite a flutter on seeing him, so Lord knows what somersaults Sindee’s belly was turning. He took her off to chat, putting me in the hands of the record producer, who wore a style so bad I almost collapsed. He addressed me in accented English: “I’m gay before you sink about asking to fuck me.”

“So am I now,” I replied, recoiling from his moustache and truly horrible leather leg-wear. I barely had time to relieve myself in his luxury relieving room, complete with toilet that had sensor pads beneath the seat so that Mozart was piped in the second you sat down. It also flushed when you clapped your hands, so that you wouldn’t have to dirty yourself touching buttons (but clapping is so tiresome – I must get a servant to do it for me next time). Before I could even start my coffee Sindee was back and beckoning me to join her. Mutha One swooped low over our heads seconds later, whisking Cas back to the chateau before people started to wonder where he was. 

“So what did he say to you?” I asked, trying not to burp from the champagne bubbles as we swept hotel-wards through the quiet back roads. Not much, by all accounts. He told her of the reasons surrounding his wife’s departure and very little else. There was nothing intimated by this, certainly no declarations of undying love towards my friend. Of course I wasn’t there to witness this, I was off applauding toilets, but I have no reason to think Sindee is withholding information. Cas simply being there quite probably told her all she needed to know. Perhaps he couldn’t bear to miss her for one more day. Maybe he was hoping to give her a silent message to remain chaste and wait for him now the coast was clear. Whatever, my fanciful estimated total cost for this frivolous romanticism: one billion US dollars – taken out of petty cash, no doubt. 

Sindee is happy. Her heart can start beating again, as fast as it likes. She doesn’t seem bothered that Cas is set to become a father. Something in his face must have told her that this was no bar to their relationship developing towards the very naughty. I shouldn’t be prepared to help sponsor it and record it for posterity, but then Honey would have brazenly cheated with me given a chance. She would happily have bedded me knowing her husband’s child was growing inside her. People here are playing by rules I don’t begin to understand. And will I miss Mrs Casanove? There is something inside me akin to disappointment but a sordid affair is about to begin and I’m to be party to it, so maybe it’s just that. However, there goes my spanking! 

We arrive back at the hotel an hour before we need to head off to tonight’s venue. The rest of the band are still slouching there, looking clueless. 

“Where the fuck have you been?” asks Russell, apparently annoyed. He hates that people might be having any kind of fun when he isn’t, but hasn’t got the wits to think up anything to entertain himself. 

“Trying to hire a hit-man,” I reply. “We hear there’s one local who specialises in nosy-bastard percussionists.” 

“Yeah, well we’ve been stuck here.”

“Russell, the exit is that way,” I say, looking incredulous. “It’s not like you’re too famous to go out, and you might have noticed that they don’t arrest people here for having dreadful facial hair. This is Berlin – one of the cultural centres of Europe. There is a museum barely a quarter of a mile down the street.”

“A quarter of a mile? Do I look like I’m wearing fucking roller skates? And who the hell wants to go to a museum? I don’t want to see our own old shit let alone some other country’s old shit. There is a reason our ancestors buried all that shit – because it’s shit!” 

This is what we have to put up with, daily. 

“Why not go to a bar?” suggests Sindee, who is still looking very chipper. 

“I don’t want to go to a bar. I’m in a fucking bar! Where the hell are all the women? Has no one told the bitches of Berlin which hotel we are staying in?”

He’s sore because the All Stars are off somewhere practising with new man Eddie, and it’s them that attract all the groupies that Russell feeds off. Sat beside me, somewhere under that hair of his, guitarist Ben sighs and rolls his eyes. He is looking more blank and unhappy than usual. If he ever spoke, I think he’d tell us he was close to breaking point. Being stuck with just Russell and Vinny can only accelerate this process. I fear he might find this happening more frequently from now on with Honey out the way. Sindee wears a smug, bigger fish to fry expression, if such a one is possible. I take pity on poor Ben, who doesn’t deserve bandmates like this, and ask if he wants a game of backgammon.

“Fuck backgammon – let’s fuck!” declares Sindee, grabbing me by the hand and pulling me out of there. 

“Lesbos!” calls out an even more disgruntled Russell as we depart upstairs. In the room Sindee unzips her ankle boots and then peels off her tight jeans. She has a tiny G-string on beneath. That perky bum of hers looks very smooth. 

“What are you doing?” I ask, somewhat panicked as she pushes me back and lands on top of me on the bed. 

“I need sex,” she says. “I thought I could use your leg.”

She is already jokingly grinding her crotch against my thigh, holding me by the wrists whilst looking down with a mischievous smile, threatening to kiss me.

“I’m not going to be your humping post,” I say. She rises up onto her knees, shuffling up me to pin my arms down either side of my head. Her crotch is dangerously close to my mouth. The fabric is tight against it, defining what’s beneath. I could throw her aside but I don’t. I give her my best nonchalant look, even though inside I’m anything but. 

“Sit on my face while I do it then,” she says. She’s joking but she isn’t.

“I’m not sitting on anyone’s face ever,” I reply, trying to keep my cool. Her expression doesn’t change. She peels off her top and unclips her bra with me still pinned and supposedly helpless. 

“Suck my tits while I do it then.” 

I am momentarily mute. I had potential answers in my head but they were waylaid by thought of those nipples of hers with the little rings through them, always slightly distended because of this. She quickly takes my silence as a yes. She dismounts and bounces down onto the bed beside me on her back, throwing her thighs apart. Her eyes close but the grin stays. Her hand instantly slides down her bare belly and inside the cotton of her knickers, and she sighs and smiles wider. 

“Please do it,” she says, seizing the moment. And so I do. She has broken me. I move down the bed and lean over her. I do as she asks and she lets out a sigh as my mouth closes over her. I hold each breast in turn and use my tongue and my lips upon them. I bite upon the metal rings and tug gently. She breathes loud and deep, gasping, her fingers busy, no signs of bashfulness. She writhes next to me and I increase my suction as her climax gathers. When she comes I take my lips from her and pinch both nipples hard.

“God, I love you,” she breathes, and I know she has been thinking about Cas. 




Chapter Eleven

Purchasing Power

Sindee killed it last night. It was as good a show as she has given. Smiles were back on faces and groupies were back in the hotel. The All Stars were brilliant too; a seamless transition of bassists. Tonight Thunderhed rejoin the tour and it is bigger venues and festivals from here on in. My friend’s good mood continues this morning. She impertinently squeezes my backside three times in quick succession and has me slapping her hands away.

“You aren’t going to rush into things, are you?” I say.

She doesn’t for one second think I mean things between me and her.

“He’s a married man,” she replies, but her face tells me this doesn’t count for damn-diddly. 

I wonder how Cas is going to play this. Now the coast is clear his bluff might be called, but this is a man who made a whistle-stop visit to Europe not long after his wedding day, just to seek out a porn actress he fancied. He has a weirdly romantic way about him so I don’t imagine it will be an instant jumping of my friend’s bones. I will watch for signs of wooing. I’ve got my feet up on the low table and I’m sipping coffee – real rock and roll stuff. Ben has popped off for something and left his lyrics book on the seat. He is very precious about anyone seeing this so he must trust me – the fool! I lean across and sneak a look. It’s all standard shite: ‘Black magic baby gonna tear down my soul’, and so forth, but then as I riffle absent-mindedly through, I notice at the back there are attempts at far more poetic stuff. Some is not bad at all, but you can’t see Sindee belting these lyrics out between bouts of head-banging. I can hear Russell turning the air blue and questioning Ben’s sexuality if any of these lines tried to make it into a Death in Venus song. I wonder, therefore, what he plans to do with them. 

The concierge approaches and informs Sindee that a car is waiting for her outside. It could be the people-traffickers again but she’s straight out of her seat with a “Woo-hoo!” She does a little hip-thrusting dance with fists clenched, perhaps more resonant of a Beyonce video than a heavy metal performance. The grin is massive.

“So long, suckers!” she cries. “Mowdy!”

“What the fuck?” gripes a bitter Russell, turning up at that moment with his first beer of the day in hand.

“Oh, go visit a museum, Russell, you sperm-donut!” says Sindee, and speeds me out of there. Poor Ben. When he returns he is going to find himself marooned with Beavis and Butthead once more. I can see more angst-ridden lyrics being secretly penned in the back of that notebook. 

The car outside is another black limo, the door this time being held open by Bag Man. He looks as smart as ever, the plain shirt tight over his massive muscular torso beneath a sharp-fitting black jacket. That neck – can I compare thee to a cross-section of tree trunk? 

“Fuck-a-doodle-doo, Bag Man!” says Sindee, for no reason other than she is elated, and in such moods she says randomly amusing things. She drags me into the back of the car and immediately opens the door to the small compartment used to house drinks, and sticks her head in. Her behind is up in the air, right in my face. 

“Where the effing fizzy stuff?” she calls out from inside the compartment. 

In typical rock hero fashion, we don’t ask where we are going. Bag Man is doing the driving and I’m not sure I’ve ever heard him speak anyway. He must say something to hotel staff and people on ends of telephones but he retains stern silence whenever around us, like he’s programmed not to speak to his masters. We drive past the museum I’d mentioned to Russell, dedicated not to buried shit but to all things erotic. If only he’d asked. We drive a few minutes and then Bag Man pulls over and from a gap between two buildings a shady figure appears. 

He is tall and wide and big-haired, and looks shiftily around him as he approaches us. He wears black shades to help keep him incognito. He has on a plain black T-shirt and leather trousers, although so do half the men in this city it seems. On his feet are motorcycle boots, steel toe-capped ones, just like Cas Casanove favours for his stage get-up. He is definitely a boot man. Some of his bandmates might be seen in skater shoes along with their skinny jeans, but their singer always wears a boot of some kind. It is clear he has snuck out of a much grander hotel than the one we have been lodged in, just to see Sindee without tongues wagging. 

“Bag Man will take you shopping,” he says. “Get some new outfits, whatever you want. I’ll meet you later for lunch.” 

Then he is off, and Bag Man presses the button to close our window, in case we think to shout something that gives the singer’s identity away. Very cloak and dagger, but this place is used to it. I know exactly where I want to go: Savage Store. I give our driver the name of this woman’s fetish-wear outlet and he searches on his phone for directions. He takes us over the river and into the old Soviet-controlled area of East Berlin and the rather austere Stalinist buildings along Karl-Marx-Allee. Off this there is a less imposing, more modern feel. The shop itself is no dingy backstreet abode. It is light and airy, with its pale tiled flooring and chrome racks. Exquisite masks sit in glass-fronted cabinets and footwear decks low beech-wood tables. All manner of fabulous clothing and accessories are to be found here, from uniforms through to the latex Savage Wear this is home to. I could spend hours studying the designs brochure displayed on the chrome lectern. 

Bag Man somehow lodges his wide behind into a pink tub chair in the front window and wordlessly sits there in full view of passers-by without shame. Sindee and I are in our element. I could buy the whole shop. There is stuff here to have anyone drooling at the wearer’s feet. This is power dressing at its most effective. It is difficult to keep a clear head and think objectively about outfits when every new thing seen demands to be bought. Cas said to buy whatever we liked but I don’t suppose he meant it. I help Sindee pick out a few things and then cheekily add a plain electric blue latex top to her pile for me. And a short skirt in black latex to pair it. 

Bag man checks his watch and comes to the low desk that serves as a counter. It is a sign for us to hurry up. We hand him the pile but then hurry back for a couple of last-minute items. I’m going to need some of those tights I saw in a similar electric blue colour to the top. They are in a rather sexy very fine mesh and sort of wet-look, and thus quite essential. Sindee is going to need those ankle boots with the sharp chrome studs. We add these to the pile on the counter. Bag Man doesn’t bat an eyelid at the number of items, so I decide it is probably wise to get another pair of those tights, just in case. Actually, I had better have another pair in lilac. Since I’ve got them I ask the assistant to fetch down the gorgeous corset also in lilac. It’s just my size! Bag Man is attempting to hand over the Amex Black Card he’s been dutifully holding for the last fifteen minutes. He patiently withdraws it again and raises his eyebrows as if to say, “Finished?” 

“That’s it,” I say, giving him a guilty smile. “Sorry.” 

But there’s this whole display of pasties and nipple tassels behind the counter and Sindee might want that red pair at least – and that white one...

Bag Man doesn’t seem to even look at the total on the little screen. Without flinching he merely enters the PIN. I cannot believe we have got away with that one. Cas might have us bring it all back tomorrow. Still, how much of this shop could we buy for the same cost as a single hundred-mile helicopter ride? We get driven back near our start point and shown into a swanky modern restaurant. It’s not the type of place you would expect to see a burly, hard-bitten metal freak like Cas patiently sitting, but then it’s not the type of place to find many of his fans either, so perhaps it is just the perfect spot for a quiet lunch. 

He rises as he greets us – what a gent! The sunglasses come off, but you can see he is nervy about being identified. The fact that there are two of us girls might help assuage suspicion but I doubt it. Not with the way we are dressed. Bag Man doesn’t sit in the one empty seat with us, but at the next table, ever the bodyguard. The place is popular so I’m not sure how they managed to swing that with the management. The new outfits are in the car so Sindee avidly begins telling him about them and he smiles and says, “Sounds great, baby”. It’s as if they are already partners. He doesn’t ask the cost. The more she talks about them the more enthusiastic she gets, and the more he grins and looks proud. He has done this for her. Money can’t buy you love? Get real! 

The waiter comes with menus. Someone has ensured they are in English so that we can understand them. 

“I’ll have the sausage,” says saucy Sindee without even opening it. She’s being even more of a flirt than normal now he is treating her. The place is called a ‘grill’ but it is way more than that. I go for some tasty fish and Sindee opts for pasta. Cas goes for steak, as per usual, and orders the same for Bag Man. He might as well have the word tattooed to his bodyguard’s forehead so that he can just point to it any time a waiter comes near and save himself the trouble of opening his mouth. The sommelier comes to take our order and Cas looks a little perplexed by the choices. I think he is just going to ask for JD’s all round but instead he tells the sommelier what we are each having and asks him to bring a bottle – yes a whole bottle – of whatever goes best with each dish. 

“Excellent,” says our wine waiter with a curt bow. You bet your sommelier ass it is! 

It is interesting that a man whose ethos and reputation revolves around non-conformity still thinks that a good way to win over an equally rebellious, pink-haired ex-porn star is by treating her to some fine dining in a very respectable establishment. Interesting that he wants to show her he has some understanding of manners and class when so many adore him for spitting in the face of such things, and living as close to the edge as possible. I think it’s rather sweet. It could easily backfire: I’m sure potential relationships have faltered many times because of meals gone wrong. Who wants to bed someone who gets sauce all over their face or bits in their teeth, or chews with their mouth wide open? Cas clearly realises this. He doesn’t try to be flash or overbearing, or rude to the waiting staff. There is no attempt to play up to an image. He makes sure he gets menus he can read and orders food he can pronounce. He’s found out which cutlery to use, as we discovered at the banquet at the chateau. If he is naive in certain areas, such as wine choice, he lets money do the talking. He strikes me as being in control. He looks like he might get found out in a place like this but he has got it all down. I am impressed. No doubt my friend is too.

I’m no fan of conformity myself but I’m relieved there are no belching contests on the cards. Think how much different this meal would have been with the likes of Sheen here or, God forbid, Russell. Cas might have long hair and look like a street fighter but it feels just as decadent to play a sophisticate as it does to act the hard-rocking rebel. Another thing: Cas is not being all flirty and gooey although Sindee is trying her best. He is remaining polite and keeping conversation above waist height. He is being respectful, as if sex isn’t all he is after here, even though when he first fell for her it was on seeing her in a sex film. I like that he isn’t being vulgar. 

There is something thrilling about him, that’s for sure, yet all this man does is sing. He is not the most handsome male to come out of California. He is not the most technically gifted vocalist in the world, possibly not even at this table. He is not the best songwriter ever known. If it was down to pure musicality, he might not even make the top ten of people on this three-band tour that you might think the most essential. Yet he is the tour. Whenever he is on stage he is no less than a giant. It is him the eyes can’t help but follow. He is the one who suspends reality for the listeners, drives that feeling into them that they have walked into some ongoing heroic Viking saga. He is the one that whips them into a frenzy and creates the worship. Other members get it by default but if he wasn’t fronting them those worshippers would never have looked the band’s way in the first place. 

He might have ended up a mechanic, or a bouncer at a strip club bar, or a convict for life. However, because he can sing a bit and isn’t scared to show this, because he is loaded with that mysterious quality of charisma, he has become all-powerful. No one in this room can touch him. It isn’t just his physical strength, which is enough to see off anyone even if they could somehow get through his bodyguard. It isn’t just his money. This place is possibly the swankiest in the city so it follows that the wealthy eat here. That tall chap sitting on the table diagonally might be a baron for all I know. He might own a whole squadron of helicopters. That still isn’t going to cut it here.

It isn’t even Mr Casanove’s couldn’t-give-a-shit attitude, which means he has no qualms about walking into a place like this, or indeed anywhere, in a T-shirt and with long hair. He doesn’t care what people here think of him or what the usual behaviour might be – and not giving a dime about what others think, or about any consequences, gives you incredible strength. He does what he wants because he knows. Others might be richer, or have a vastly superior lineage, or instinctively know which wine goes best with turbot, but Cas, well, he can fill a stadium with just his name. He can bring one hundred thousand people to an arena, have them jump when he tells them to and sing whichever line he wants them to. A large proportion of that crowd would do whatever he told them. A similarly large proportion would grant him sexual favours in private, many even in public, many who might usually tear you limb from limb if you gave even the slightest suggestion that they had homosexual leanings. That is his power: he can raise a dedicated army any time he fancies, willing to do his every whim, just by singing a few songs. 

So, yeah, you might own a fabulous stronghold up there in the mountains, Mr Count von Crapp, or whatever your name is, but the man sitting opposite me with just one word, one song, could send a screaming horde of long-haired, black T-shirt wearing warriors to tear it all down. They would lay down their lives for him – and I mean that quite literally. There are men who would give their wives or girlfriends to him – even give themselves to him. There are women who would give up everything for him. He would take it all with impunity, with no care for morals or hurt feelings, and still they would give it to him. 

Remember – I will say it again because it is worth repeating: he is not the best looking in here, almost certainly not the most talented, neither the most suave nor genteel, possibly not even the richest. However, he alone, with just one hint given that he was here issued on Twitter by the publicity team, could see this place swamped before most of our fellow diners were even onto their pudding; a rampage from scores just hoping for one glimpse of him, one touch. Your money or your fine manners or your intelligence won’t count for jack shit if you find yourself in the way of that. He is a rock star and as such is all but untouchable. Assuming that sexual exploits and general extravagance are the mark of a man’s success, I can’t think of anyone that Cas Casanove would be jealous of right now – except perhaps any man who hadn’t rashly got hitched a little before meeting the girl of his dreams. 

So, while I dwell more on thoughts of his omnipotence, it is also worth considering how powerful the young female sitting next to me has suddenly become, because she is the one who has stolen this rock star’s heart. She is the only one who could bring him to his knees, so that when she announces that we really ought to be getting back now, he just has to suck it up, despite his clear disappointment. No afternoon delight for him as he was hoping for. The girl who has presented herself on a plate to random others is now going to make him chase her. He will do so too, that is obvious from his expression, because in his perfect world he would be fucking her right now on this here table – and him with a wife and baby on the way! This girl has the power to make a nonsense of his wedding vows, and nothing about my friend tells me that she isn’t going to go right ahead and do just that. 




Chapter Twelve

Beautiful Day.

The original plan was to sit around yawning and trying not to die of boredom for a couple of days whilst Thunderhed whisked off to play a festival alone. The worst part for me would have been the jealousy from knowing that they were doing it in England. We have shows coming up there but I’m a little bit homesick now, not that there is much there for me. This one isn’t a metal festival either. Thunderhed are big enough and with just about enough mainstream appeal to do this. Much as I like the metal scene it would be nice to get away from all those black T-shirts for a while. Anyway, the original plan was to seethe with envy for every single moment of their absence. 

The new plan is this: get on the helicopter and go with them to the festival! It feels like my birthday when I find out. It is decided by Cas in a potential moment of rashness, since he has been doing his best not to make his attraction to Sindee obvious, but certain wives and girlfriends are not present and that leaves a couple of seats free on the chopper. His cover story is nonetheless thin.

“It won’t help our image arriving without a compliment of chicks in tow,” he says. There are nods from the band, who generally have to agree with whatever wisdom he comes out with. Anyway, it was true: the tour manager’s lady friend was taking the lead guitarist’s deeply tanned girlfriend Ovaltine to a salon in Paris for the day, presumably so that she could take her skin shade beyond medium oak in time for her big festival appearance tomorrow. The rhythm guitarist’s so-called girlfriend is currently Missing in Action – perhaps returned to the ‘somewhere in Scanda-Land’ where he found her, although he doesn’t actually remember where or when he last saw her, nor does he seem overly concerned. Gio and Sheen are currently sans babes and fancy free, so that left none. And there, conveniently, were Sindee and I, both of us just happening to go by the Latin name foxus incrediblis: the answer to every chick-less band’s prayers. 

“What about these bitches?” says Sheen, falling into the trap. I restrain from dishing out kicks for use of the B-word aimed in my direction. Sheen calls everyone that, female or male. You just get used to it, like you get used to the fact that being near him equals being in a cloud of exhaled smoke. Or that he might at any moment do something off the wall and random, just to stir things up. The other morning at breakfast, for instance, he came down nude but for sunglasses and neck chains, and created a massive fight, alleging that someone had stolen his “fucking drumstick, man.” Seriously, it almost came to blows. He has, like, one billion drumsticks, so no one could see why he was so worried about this one in particular. He was raging, like he was on some weird post-drug paranoia trip. They were all calling each other names and hurling accusations. Then, just like that he turned and left, grinning back over his shoulder as we all witnessed the offending drumstick protruding from his backside. He’s a strange one, for sure. 

So, ‘these bitches’, to shrugs of agreement from all present, are elected to join the party. We were currently in Germany and we are going to fly via the chateau to “get some shit”, and then on to the festival. Do helicopters wear out? I hope not. As ever, things are to be done on the hoof. You just have to learn to live this way. You have little bags stuffed with lady essentials that you keep close, to get you through all eventualities. Other things you pick up where you can, wherever you end up. There is no thought as to where we might sleep tonight. The band are spontaneously going a day before their headline slot, just to get a feel of the place, so no arrangements exist for this unplanned arrival. Something always turned up, usually dealt with by an overburdened tour manager. 

Even in the rock world turning up to festivals in a helicopter is rare. The bigger names tend to get put up at nearby hotels, driven to and from the venue. Some bands love to do the whole camping thing, from huge hired Winnebagos or posh yurts, right down to cheap tents and damp sleeping bags. Some bus in, party all night, then sleep on the bus and wake up hundreds of miles away, on the next leg of their tour. We buzz over this fleet of parked tour coaches as we make our way to the specially designated helipad. All eyes point up our way. Everyone below knows someone huge is up here. Pulses will be racing at the thought of who it might be. It’s hard to be so famous that the thought of meeting other famous people doesn’t excite you. 

“Get these girls some band passes,” is Mr Casanove’s first instruction on arrival, and thus Sindee and I have free rein to go wherever we please. The backstage area at festivals is not as dissimilar to the main part as you might think. There is less of a throng, obviously. There is more comfort too, in the form of tables and folding chairs, plus snazzier drinks tents and recreation tents too, with pool tables and video screens and such like. There is a portacabin village for the logistics side of things, and for staying dry, plus a whole media area for interviews, although this is set away and screened off from the band areas so unwanted press guys can’t be on your back all day or sneaking photos of what goes on in those drinks tents. However, it is still essentially all grass and portaloos. And where there are such things, should any rain fall at all, there is mud.

If the field we land in is anything to go by then Sindee’s lovely ankle boots are going to get ruined and she knows it. Beyond this there are specially laid down matted walkways to keep to but she’s still rather unnecessarily on tiptoes, clinging to Cas for support. Her face tells him she isn’t pleased with under-hoof conditions.

“Can you get these girls something a little more suitable to wear on their feet?” he says to the tour manager – a man who must produce rabbits from hats if asked. “Girls, tell him your sizes.”

“Is it beyond the realms of possibility that these ladies could have brought along their own fucking suitable footwear?” replies the annoyed tour manager, who is no skivvy, but realises that properly overseeing band welfare keeps him in a job. 

“Well, you see the thing is, Max,” replies Cas, with a shrug and bit of a frown, “they haven’t.” 

We head for one of the drinks tents. Where else? The lamest thing for anyone to do in the backstage area is to act star-struck. This can be hard considering that only about ten per cent of all those there are actually band members, so a famous face still has you staring. Only VIPs are allowed to introduce themselves, or be introduced to you by someone else. Otherwise the accepted practise for the hangers-on is to stay away. So, although people stop in their tracks or nod and say “Hey,” when you’ve never seen them before in your life, we are able to move around unmolested, which is rare. If our same group walked ten paces into the main festival area we would be mobbed in seconds. This is a freedom to cherish. 

The air is warm verging on hot. There is a gathering of clouds above but nothing that might threaten rain. It will doubtless turn colder later but I was sensible enough to bring a pair of those sheer tights I got from Savage Store and they will look good under my very short leather shorts. They will do better than the lairy pink netted ones Sindee has chosen to wear beneath her mini. Hers are the type of stockings worn by a girl who wants to get fucked, which is why she already has them on. Up top is only a T-shirt but there are the band logo puffer jackets that live in the helicopter so we should be able to survive. Anything else I can buy – assuming someone’s got some English money on them. The warmth of contentment sinks through me. It is going to be a good day. To think that by rights I should be staring at Russell’s ugly mug right now, listening to his shit. With a click of the fingers I am here, chillaxing amongst the famous, free as a bird. I can go anywhere and enjoy this as I please, gratis. I left my camera at the chateau, which essentially means I’ve given myself the day off, and days like this make everything else worth it. 

The guys pull tables together and sit. Already a few faces are coming over with “long time, no see” opening gambits, swelling our group. Beers go down, people are relaxed and happy. There are famous bands here, not up there with my lot, but with stories to tell. However, what is instantly apparent – and is increasingly borne out throughout the day – is that all consider Thunderhed to be on a much higher plane, party-wise. Their reputation has other renowned caners in awe. It is only their tour tales that people want to hear, with wide-eyed wonder and envy. I have that special feeling: that I’m part of the most awesome thing happening on this planet right now. 

Eventually some gumboots are brought, in a polka dot that doesn’t particularly match anything I’m wearing. Someone should swing for this! At least I put mine on. Sindee just frowns at the clash of pink stocking and dotty footwear and sticks them under the table, presumably satisfied that she can get around the VIP area on her stiletto heels without sinking. 

“Anything else, Your Majesty?” says tour manager Max to Sindee, with lots of bitter sarcasm. She just smiles sweetly right back at him, not caring that he has just spent 45 minutes of his life procuring her something she will probably not bother with. I’m guessing that Max has already surmised that Sindee is not here just to make up the numbers. I wonder if the singer’s bandmates have worked this out yet. It is difficult to know if any of them will even care but Cas is still careful not to declare his hand. Any such rumours will quickly be flying out of here straight into the media area, to be printed as gossip for the morning papers. Honey won’t like that. 

Chatting with famous people is fun, although sometimes I play this game in my head of substituting all the names of famous people dropped into stories for the name Joe Schmoe, and these stories become far less spectacular. It is the test of a truly good tale. There must be some kind of mathematical formula for exponentially jazzing up anecdotes with the use of celebrities: insert X (where X is the name of a platinum-selling recording artist), into story Y (where Y is a vaguely entertaining tale about pissing out of hotel windows) to get Z (where Z is a gale of laughter and cries of “that dude is just crazy, man!”). Make X = Joe Schmoe and you will be lucky to raise a titter. 

I’m basking and I’m relaxed but I get the feeling that I’ve heard all this before. I now know that a certain famous diva has a tattoo on her left shoulder, and that throughout having it done she insisted that the brawny tattoo artist do his work whilst having his erect penis inside her. It’s a good story, but what am I meant to do with it? Somewhere beyond these drinks tents a bass-line is pumping and a crowd will be jumping. Others will be at stalls, or just mixing together, wearing happy smiles. Others might be queuing for one of the least pleasant toilet experiences of their life, but none of it will ever be forgotten. Out there is where I want to be. What’s more, I can do it because my face isn’t known to thousands of others, unlike most of the people I arrived here with, who are essentially marooned in this backstage area. 

Sindee is too interested in anything Cas has to say to notice whether I’m here or not, so I head to get a drink to take out front with me. It’s reasonably busy at the bar but two guys leave together and I find myself looking at a female. I remain looking at her because she is familiar, although I can’t place her at all. Because I’m staring she cannot help but look back at me, and having being caught staring, and because I’m way too bitchin’ nowadays to want to seem star-struck, I nonchalantly say hello, as if I might once have met her.

“Hello,” she says back with a polite smile. Where the hell do I know her from? 

“I’m not famous,” I say. “Are you?” 

“A little,” she replies, “but no one here paid anything just to see me, and no one is wearing a T-shirt with my name on it. I’m thinking of changing my name to Abercrombie Andfitch just to make me feel more popular.” 

She is attractive, but not in a Sindee kind of way. She has a face that demands attention. It will be momentarily unconventionally pretty and then very quickly mesmerising. I’m in danger of staring. 

“You are unfamiliarly familiar,” I tell her. “That is, I’m sure I’ve seen your face before but I haven’t a buggering clue where.”

She grins, so when I get my drink I don’t feel I need to rush away. 

“I knew a woman once,” she says, “who claimed that it was better for a lady to be only slightly known for the front of her head than very well known for the top of it.” 

Now my smile is a grin too. 

“Wise words indeed. My name is Willow,” I say, offering my hand (no Honey-ish secret sexy handshake this time, more’s the pity). “I’m the Official Fucktographer for the band Death in Venus, and I’m here entirely on false pretences, but don’t tell any of that lot over there.” 

“Official what? Isn’t that Cas Whatshisface?” 

“My job is to digitally record every time the girl with the pink hair has sex with anyone, so that she still knows she has done it after all the drink and drugs. And yes, her next target is indeed Cas Whatshisface but that’s a secret, so I’ll probably have to shoot you now.” 

“Oh God, don’t use a silver bullet – that’s one metal I’m slightly allergic to.” 

So it turns out that I have seen her before. Her name is Troianne and she is a folk/indy/whatever singer, but she was recently an actress and in a rather popular TV period drama (sponsored by Tampax?), which is why I didn’t recognise her out of her servant’s costume. She is better in the flesh, that’s for sure. We chat away for a while and then I tell her of my plan to escape the sterility of the VIP area and go and mix with the Great Unwashed for a while.

“I’d love to join you but I’m doing my show at three,” she says. She’s on the acoustic stage. It’s just her with her guitar plus an accordionist. I wonder if she needs a guest head bang-ist to aid her performance. 

“Then I shall come and watch you,” I tell her.

“In that case I shall dedicate a song to you. By coincidence I have one called That Girl There Photographs Shagging Rock Stars.”

I’ve met plenty of new people on this tour but I haven’t met anyone I’ve so instantly liked as much as Troianne in, well, in I don’t know when. Actually I know exactly when: Elowen. So I see her show and she has an amazing voice. I feel very, very light. It is nice to be just part of the crowd, watching from the front. She’s not been gigging long and you can tell her ego hasn’t kicked in like it has for the guys I tour with. It is refreshing to see. If anything I feel more rock star than she does. Afterwards we chill and drink Pimms, and she is wide-eyed at all the VIPs on show. While she is gawping at one in particular I secretly bob around the bits of cucumber (memories!) and strawberry in my glass, fishing out a sodden green leaf, which I carefully place so that it is protruding from one nostril. 

“Have I got any mint in my teeth?” I say to her, baring said gnashers in her direction. She almost chokes on her own drink and I feel mini internal elation at having made her laugh so. Her face is very expressive. Almost every new word comes with a different facial nuance to help cement the meaning intended. It must be the actress in her. She seems vulnerable, however, for one who plies her trade performing for others. I think she is glad I am here. She turned up basically alone; a huge contrast to the entourage my lot turn up with. It was good to know that music can still be done simply if necessary. She is going to be a star, though – if the world knows what is good for it. 

There is a great atmosphere at this festival, generally nice and friendly. Some crowds don’t give the acts their full attention – a big contrast to metal gigs. There also seems to be a competition, particularly amongst the younger girls, to see who can be first to ingest their shorts via their arse crack. My new lady friend has an album in production and needs to get a band together to do more promotional gigs. I tell her I might know of a guitarist. I’m not sure why I think breaking up my band to offer her Ben O’Shea is a good idea, but it gives me an excuse to get her phone number – in case Ben wants to get in touch with her, obviously. Guilt comes with this little detail-gaining victory. The more I like her, the more I get this ridiculous niggling feeling that I need to get away. 

Sindee hasn’t particularly noted my absence. Our group has fragmented, now scattered around the various drinks and recreation tents, or possibly even watching one of the bands, although I knew there was no one here Cas particularly wanted to see. Sindee hadn’t missed me. She has surreptitiously found herself alone with Cas in the champagne bar, maintaining her pretence of being merely his pal, to keep the rumour mill at bay. I feel as good as I have done all tour. My arrival makes the two lovebirds draw away from each other, as if conscious that they are getting too close. You can see from the feral brightness in their eyes that they are hungry for each other. Sadly for them I’ve not seen a Shagging Tent on site. 

“I’m hungry,” Cas announces. “You girls want dinner?” 

Of course we do – although the word ‘dinner’ sounds a little optimistic for round here. I’m thinking it’s more likely to be noodles with tempura veg or a pork bap eaten off a plastic tray. Cas tells us to wait and I watch him go off to consult with Max the manager, who looks pissed off, with hands out almost pleadingly before going to his pocket to find his phone. Cas returns, a thin smile on that rugged face of his. 

“OK, ladies – let’s eat.” 

Ten minutes later he’s leading the two of us excitedly back to the muddy field and the mother ship. Sindee, who has left those wellies under the table, gives him a little sad face as she squelches on her first bit of field and he, like a knight in shining denim, actually picks her up and carries her giggling across it! I’m left to fend for myself, although I suppose I could always leap on his back. With the green and pleasant land of my birth zipping below us we soon find ourselves being choppered all the way back across the channel to the chateau, where the servants are there ready to take us straight through to the dining hall, our meal already being prepared. That’s right: I was set to scoff something greasy down in the middle of an English field but now, as if by magic, I find myself sitting in the grandest of Frankish surroundings. I breakfasted in Berlin, don’t forget. In theory we could still make it back to watch tonight’s headline act if we kept dinner down to three or four courses! 

There is no dressing in grand gowns this time – quite the opposite. I only just had time to don my sexy new tights before we boarded our whirlybird carriage here. On the wall facing is a huge landscape by the artist Corot – who has always sounded a bit too vegetably for my liking but is nonetheless considered a grandmaster – and I’m sat here at this splendid table in leather shorts and electric blue tights and accompanying gumboots. I’m feeling at home, and when the place in question cost a gazillion French francs to erect, that is a very good feeling to have.

“Where were you this afternoon?” Sindee asks me as we slurp on vichyssoise. 

“I was with a new lady friend,” I reply, not meeting her eye. The reminder of Troianne gives me a pleasant little shiver.

“Did you fuckulate with her?” she says. She is always making up words like this. She once called Russell a ‘cocktopus’, which thankfully he took as an insult and got annoyed.

“No I did not.”

“Why not?”

I slurp my soup extra loud by way of answer, because I cannot think of any other. Cas gets up and walks the three quarters of a mile down the table to refresh my glass, since it was he who sent the hovering servants away. I catch his warming smell as he leans across me. He is placed at one end and she at the other, with me somewhere in the middle, feeling a little like a tennis umpire as they fire sexy looks back and forth at each other. I should feel more like a gooseberry but I don’t. Cas seems to know that I am part of the Sindee package and shows no sign of minding it. He could easily have left me stranded at the festival but he made sure I was not. I doubt Sindee would have shown such effort, not now she has her shagging spectacles on. 

It is another of those brilliant times and it has to be said it is all down to Cas. What other instance in my life will compare to this? What could match such spontaneity mixed with fabulous extravagance? We are treating this place as our own and yet that painting on the wall is going to cost more than any house I ever buy. I could steal it and some guy from the record company would simply shrug and add it to the Thunderhed bill. That is how surreal all this is. It doesn’t feel like anyone is paying for it. It seems like this is just how life is. The next course arrives, and is it sliced pig in a bread roll avec stuffing? Of course it effing isn’t. It’s a most delicious ragout of seafood. The new wine to accompany it is only a ‘99 – a mere stripling, but is so golden as to be almost suspicious. Naturally it smells and tastes divine. The label says Bâtard-Montrachet in italic script. Lord knows what Honey would have made of that name. More Bastard Montray-chit, sweetie? 

I think that’s what I like about Cas: he isn’t Neanderthal for the sake of it. That’s why I don’t feel wary around him even though he is the biggest, meanest scrapper of the lot. Beneath that rocker exterior there are hints of a gentleman trying to come out. I feel safe when he is around. I know things have gone too far to stop now. No one is present to prevent Cas and Sindee ending up in bed together tonight, but I don’t feel anxious. There are nerves but they are from anticipation. One simply cannot feel any different in this atmosphere, with all this specialness going on around them. I separate the weird orange tongue bit from the white body of my plump scallops. 

“Anyone want my corals?” I ask, holding one up on a fork. “I don’t really care for them.”

“Yeah, but Sindee has told me what you do like,” says Cas, and the two lovebirds grin at each other again. OK, so now there are some proper nerves. What the hell has my friend been saying about me? What is his implication? The atmosphere becomes even more charged with that simple sentence. Cas, with more consideration than Sheen would ever show, waits for us to finish our fish before rolling himself a joint. He wears a grin, almost a sneer, as he blows out smoke and peruses us both in turn. It’s an I’m coming to get you, and I’m going to make your night fabulous face. I wonder how it is going to start. 

“It’s just a suggestion,” he says, “but I don’t think you girls should over-stuff yourselves with dessert. We can always get some afterwards.” 

Yep, so now the heart is beating faster. There is no mistaking what he means by ‘afterwards’. And he said ‘girls’ plural, which means he isn’t fazed by the thought of me there snapping away. 

“I vote for afterwards,” Sindee says, discarding her napkin on the table and pushing her chair back to stand. She is raring to go. The juggernaut has lost its brakes. She is already moving, her eyes all hungry for Cas, the grin broad. 

“Bring your camera,” she tells me as she passes. I thought when this time came she might want some privacy, such were her feelings for this man compared to others on this tour. Still, why have pictures of your victorious journey to the final, and then not have ones of you holding the trophy? Cas puts his hand out for her and she takes it. There isn’t a single trace of guilt on his face. 

I don’t take long. The camera is in ‘our’ room – that is, the one assigned to us that night of the feast and food fight. I remove my boots but make few other preparations. I sort my tights, which went on in a hurry. After some consideration I decide to make it a commando raid, since I never wear anything under tights to avoid overheating, although I’m conscious of how thin this leaves my defences. There can’t be many other photographers who go into battle so light but I know I’m rushing, both through trepidation and from eagerness not to miss them together. I go silently along the passage to his room in my stocking-ed feet. It seems a little old fashioned for them to retire to the bed chamber to do this deed, but it’s nice for that. Being rock stars they might simply have done it amongst the porcelain in the dining room, or over the baize table in the billiard room. It could have ended up as some kind of sex Cluedo all around this grand house. 

I choose after some consideration to not bother knocking, considering it a little gratuitous and a potential mood-killer. Instead I ease the door open and slip inside as quietly as possible. The only light source currently on in the room, a bedside lamp, casts its soft glow across them. Both are already minus their boots. He is bare-chested and has her on the bed. This is a moment he has waited a long, long time for. She is down to her bra and little skirt and they kiss with passion. There is no tentativeness here, no thoughts of pregnant wives slowing their enthusiasm, no way they are going to stop just for me. They do not even acknowledge my arrival. I lurk in the darkened space near the wall, not wanting them to have to notice me.

The room is one of the guest apartments, very spacious and decked out in dark period furniture. If this choice of venue is not very rock and roll at least they have some heavy metal present where they will eventually sleep: a grand bedstead, all thick horizontal and vertical brass tubes, plus a flourish of pointed finials at the higher head end. I perch on a chaise in the shadows away from the bed. I remind myself that I’m a dab hand at this now so there’s no need to tremble quite so much. It’s different this time though, because it’s him. That lovely aroma of his will be in her nostrils now, firing her senses, reassuring her. Those strong arms hold her gently. How many thousands of women have dreamt of being with him in a place like this? 

Sindee doesn’t generally do much kissing. She likes to shock her conquests with her no-nonsense lustiness. He gets this pleasure where others do not. What else will she to do to show Cas that he is more to her than that oily-haired muscleman in full sweat-streaked stage make-up that she did in our van at the first festival we played, or the bassist with the malfunctioning vital organ that she so avidly sucked off alongside his friend? Cas must have bedded hundreds of females. Is there any difference in his heart now, or is it just in the number of hormones running through him – the greatest ever quantity of blood speeding to fill his straining cock? A marriage is on the line here and from the look of them both I’d say its fate has already been sealed. I could gather evidence that might cost him millions of dollars, not to mention the emotional cost. But, as ever, recklessness and profligacy will rule the day. 

Her bra comes off and immediately his hands are there to take the weight. He loves the fullness of her, that is for sure. He bends to take her into his mouth. There is no tongue-tip teasing of her piercing like I gave her that one time, in this very house. I can see his glistening greedy wetness on her flesh, his lips closing upon her hardened tip. These are the pictures I should take, if I could only concentrate. He wants both her nipples at the same time. He wants all of her, to fill his mouth with her. His hunger unnerves me a little, and makes me wetter still. It keeps me pressed to my seat but I know that no pictures taken from here will come out. You cannot take from darkness into light. I will need to get closer. 

They kiss and her skirt comes off. He has romanced her enough. She is left looking irresistible in just those pink netted stockings. I can see the fabric stretched over the curves of her hips and bottom, enough to mark the flesh. She is naked beneath. Unlike my stockings, hers are crotchless. There is no way they would be anything else with Sindee. I get a flash as she moves her legs. It still has my pulse racing, that rude bulge all proud between her thighs, shameless and ready as always. Is there any way I can keep my heavy breaths in check? They will hear me for sure otherwise. 

His hand looks huge on her little behind as it grips and dimples the pliant flesh. Imagine the sting it could give her here. He is pulling her in, delving down to try to get his fingers into her wetness from the rear. She has her legs apart either side of him, rubbing her crotch against the bulge in his jeans, offering her breasts up to be sucked again. She gasps out loud, her head snapping back, as his teeth capture one long swollen nipple. She grips his hair and holds him in place as he gorges again. When she fucks him it is going to be wild. 

My friend always lets her partners know exactly how much fun she is having. She sounds almost feral sometimes, like passion and rudeness are bubbling out of her. It is her shameless love of carnal pleasure. So many men would wither from the power she exudes in the bedroom, which is why she has to stalk the macho, egotistical world of heavy rock to find her equal. Her ways might not bag her a prince, but they won’t stop her riding everywhere in helicopters and sleeping in chateaux and having the time of her life. 

“I want your cock,” she says, sounding insistent. “Give it to me.”

I will never know if she says these things just for my benefit as her audience – her instinct to perform taking over – or if he would get this if they were alone. As it is he doesn’t have to give anything; her fingers are already tugging at the buttons on his fly. His six-pack scrunches as he bends to help get rid of his jeans, then he is there, already half-grown and filling before my eyes. Surely only stars of rock and porn wear nothing under jeans? She gives out a mini cry of victory and takes hold of him. I expected him to have a piercing like Russell but it is unadulterated, although he does have something of the drummer’s size and devilish upward curve. My heart is banging, surely loud enough to give me away. I feel precarious. For the first time I don’t know if I have the means to stop myself being drawn in. 

I always love the sight of her hand around a straining erection – she always looks like she knows exactly what to do with it. His is thick and as stiff as a metal rod. She will be able to feel the blood pumping through it. Her eyes are bright with lustful glee as she bends to him. 

“I’m going to suck your gorgeous cock,” she says to him. Such information is superfluous. There can’t be a girl he has bedded who hasn’t done the same. But how many of them, I wonder, have had the confidence to tell him of their intentions? It is a little treat for him; you can see it in his face and in the extra swell of his already straining glans. This lack of shame, this confidence, is what sets her apart from me. It is why I’m still here in the shadows and not close in, capturing her full lips opening against just the tip of that bulbous head, to bestow a soft wet kiss that has him sharply drawing in air. God, she is so irresistible, with that gorgeous smooth inked skin and those naughty stockings. 

In the past I have idly thought to look for pointers on technique, but she doesn’t seem to treat any man the same. Here it is a light teasing flick and some soft sucks, building his need. She wants to ensure this is as good as he has ever had. She is willing to put her own hunger on the backburner to bring this about. You shouldn’t be able to look so beautiful doing something so rude, but she does. It’s just in the closed eyes, that same angelic look she has when she sleeps. When she finally takes him deep he grunts and pushes his hips upwards. She has more than half of him in her mouth. I’m sure it is the glans that carries the sensitivity and there that the most effective attention should be concentrated, but this sudden deeper immersion must have him longing to be inside her. 

I know in the future she will use other tricks. She will keep any icy mouthful of her drink like she did with that Norwegian punk, or keep her red latex glove on and spit all over the shaft like she did to the guitarist of that thrash outfit somewhere in Eastern Europe. Now, though, it is all about savouring him. She wants this man inside her, possibly all night, and that means some uncustomary patience. The fingers run along him but the grip is light. She takes his balls into her mouth one at a time but her cheeks do not hollow with hard suction. I should be in there to capture the little clear bead of pre-come at his tip. 

Then the most beautiful thing I have witnessed between a man and a woman. He is on his knees, side-on to me, his prick glistening from her mouth and desperate for her. She takes up a similar position, easing in and pushing her rear out towards him to teasingly take just his first inch or so inside. Both gasp. Her neck stretches back, right back, her spine arching like a gymnast’s so that she looks up to the ceiling, her dangling hair brushing her stuck-out rump. She is so lithe. He grips her pink locks to hold her like this. I expect him to sink in and fuck her like a beast but instead he leans forward and gives her an upside down kiss: his chin pressed to her top lip; his kiss at her bottom lip; his nose to her chin. The symmetry is wonderful. 

I manage at last to do my job. I shuffle on my knees out of the shadows towards the foot of the bed and capture them this way. If Honey ever sees this picture she will know instantly that her marriage is doomed. People who fit this perfectly are destined to be together. I would have them stay like this forever but he frees his grip and she leans forward onto her palms, pushing back with her hips as she does so to take more of him inside. My own puss feels like it has been plugged into the mains so Lord knows how this feels for her – sublime, at the very least. He looks like a wild man, a savage, with his long hair and muscles and rings. He must be aching to unload into her but he shows restraint, pushing forward to open her gently and bury every fraction of his pulsing cock into her gorgeous body. How many times has he longed for this, even when he was inside his wife? 

I feel like a cameraman near lions at a watering hole, compelled closer despite the danger. Her eyes stay shut and he doesn’t look at me. On some level he must want my photos to be seen by others. He must want the devastation they would cause. It is surely the ultimate egotism, to want to be pictured as you fuck? My focus is too tight to include faces. I press and hold, taking images in fast sequence, capturing the sinking of his cock inside her, the impact and the judder through the softness of her bum. I zoom closer still, as if being nearer will allow me to feel some of what she does. He reaches forward with both hands to hold her breasts. I aim on this, close enough perhaps to blur and spoil the image, his fingertips crushing her swollen nipples. 

I think this might be where he loses it and goes at her. He is hunched over her now and wearing something of a sex face, with lip curled in an arrogant sneer. I think he might not be able to hold back the beast but he stoically keeps to the same rhythm and force. Just for that one moment I’m not sure if it is her in control as usual, or him. As he straightens up, perhaps readying to pound her, she regains the initiative by leaning back into him, still impaled. He reaches around and uses a thumb and forefinger to hold and pinch the swell of her outer lips, trapping her little clitty. He likes to squeeze, grip and pinch. She cries out and I see the tremor run through her. I press the button. This would be the photo a blackmailer would use. 

Then he sees me. I’m surprised because he must have known I was there. It isn’t possible that he didn’t and yet he looks suddenly annoyed to find me on my knees, only three feet from the end of their bed. They must surely have only been playing as if I was invisible – I know they have talked about me being here. Sindee told me to come! My heart bangs even faster. It’s like I need to give my excuses but I’m not going to because I’m stunned to silence. He reaches out, his hand casting a shadow over the brass rail at the end of the bed. 

“Gimme that,” he says, firmly. I make to shuffle forward but he stops me. “Stay exactly where you are and gimme that fucking camera.” 

I have to lean forward, arms out, one hand holding the offending camera, the other grasping the cold thick horizontal top bar of the bed frame to prevent me from spilling face first into it. He takes the camera, allowing me to grip the rail with both hands and get my balance, but then simply drops it onto the bed. In the same movement he leans forward and closes his hands over mine to keep me held there. His face looms near and I get that warming scent of his, but the expression is still a frown, like I have betrayed him. He turns his head slightly, to speak over his shoulder.

“Gimme your stockings, baby,” he tells Sindee. She does as he asks without question, stripping them off quickly and then getting on her knees to hang them in front of his face. He takes them in one hand, his other still partially trapping me. However, this does leave me with one free hand to either try to prise him clear or deal out a mighty medal-winning punch to the jaw. I do neither. I continue to grip the rail with white knuckles, even though I already have slight inklings about what is to happen. No drug could have my heart thudding harder. I don’t try to stop it happening. I silently and obediently stay still as he winds the nylon around the rail and my wrists in turn, doing figure of eight loops to make sure the binding holds fast. He ties a final couple of bows. I make the most cursory of efforts to pull free and it just seems to tighten the material around my wrists. In the back of my mind, however, it has already registered that it wouldn’t take much wriggling to work it loose. He rises up onto his knees, his cock still fully erect and pointing in my direction. As he dismounts the full implications are hitting me. 

He goes into the shadows behind me and I hear his weight going onto the floor as he kneels down. I look to Sindee. I don’t know what my expression is. By choice I would want it to be like Raven Girl’s that night in the maze: defiant and challenging and yet somehow acceptant too. I think I’m a little too nervous for that. My friend’s is simple to ascertain. She is gleeful. She makes no effort to come to my aid. Instead, what she does is take up a position on her back with her head propped on the pillows so she can see it all. Then she opens her legs wide and starts to stroke her pussy. 

Thick fingers are at my waist, pulling buttons and zips open to free my shorts, which slide down the nylon of my stockings to land around my knees. If I’d worn hosiery like Sindee’s I would be wide open to him now. Those same fingers start off with pinches at my stuck-out rear, just little nips here and there, some a little more spiteful than others although I cannot differentiate between pain and a pleasant tingle. It is making my bottom feel expectant. And then it comes, without warning. The noise is perhaps more shocking than the impact – a loud slap that sounds far harder than it felt. Perhaps it was just the surprise of this that made me emit my little squeal. 

I feel my cheek wobbling, which must be a sight. The contact is hard to define. It is pain, surely? Slap you anywhere else and the sensors in your skin would tell you immediately that it hurt. But this has a pronounced tingle to it, one that spreads across the surface and makes you gasp. It is – I cannot think of another description for it – pleasant. Like shivers in a hot bath on a really cold day. Then the smart comes back, as if the sensors under the impact zone were shocked senseless but are now re-gathering, seething from the affront. It is this bit that hurts, like sunburn does. 

Then the next slap lands and the whole process repeats, with no dulling of the senses. The impact sends the tingle right through you, right to your sex. It makes you whimper and writhe. The delayed growing burn makes you panic and tremble. As more slaps land I wriggle wildly. The red burn builds, never abating except for in those few golden fractions when the next impact lands and converts the sear to a delicious white sizzle. You don’t want more but the slaps are the only things stopping the burn, so you long for the next. God knows how I will see it through when he is done. 

Humiliation only adds to my quiver. Not just being prone with my rudest places stuck out at him and at his mercy, but because I know my puss is as wet as can be; enough to soak my stockings. My saving grace is that at least I am not naked there, although I still cannot help feeling like a desperate harlot. It is like your bum is specifically designed for this uniquely pleasurable torture, to make it bring tears to your eyes and yet have you yearning, almost begging out loud, for more. Then it only gets worse. I feel his fingers lingering at my behind. He has been a silent assassin up to now but then he chooses to taunt me.

“You really do fucking want it, don’t you?” he says in low tones. He has long nails on a couple of his fingers to help him play his acoustic guitar. I register their prod into my flesh and I realise with increased panic that he is trying to rent the nylon of my stockings. The ripping sound and the cool against my skin confirm that he has been successful. He tears the material and it splits apart like skin on a bursting fruit to expose the whole round of my naked arse. Why the hell did I decide against knickers? I can feel the press of him against me, his cock like a hot dog between my cheeks. I feel the wet of that pre-come droplet smearing my thigh. I think he is going to plunge it into me, just hold me fast and fuck me hard. I am wet enough. My eyes screw shut and I take a deep breath. 

Instead another slap lands and this time I cry out loud, the jolt of it felt right in my clit. More follow in quick succession, easing the burn which is now almost too much to bear. My skin there will be shamefully red and feels like it is constricting, cowering from the smacks. Without the material there to help hold them, both cheeks will be wobbling even more: juddering and jiggling and coming apart to give the rudest glimpses possible. The unease in my belly is like sickness, gathering through panic and stinging pain. I can barely separate the red spite from the white bliss on my skin now; barely discern which bit I want more of and which bit is way, way too much. Then I break and for a while it just seems calming, the receptors refusing to feel another sting, the heat so great it converts in my mind to coolness. It is like being soothed in rapture. It is almost enough to make me climax. 

“Come and put that beautiful big cock inside me, baby.”

I hear the words but my senses are scrambled. I have a sense of sinking gently from the clouds, my bum frazzled and the receptors there starting to feel the burn again. The slaps have stopped. It is only hurt there now. I am tearful and my knees ache. I have never, ever, been reduced to such a snivelling, helpless state by anyone before. I was there for the fucking, cheeks ablaze, and I would surely have come harder and louder than ever before from just his first electrifying slide. Instead he is in her. As my eyes refocus and I lift my shamed face I see that he has mounted her as she was, with her legs spread wide apart. His muscular backside comes back and I can see the swing of his heavy balls. Then he slams into her with a dirty wet slap, so much filthier a sound than the crisp explosions his hand made against my backside. She wails and grips his arse, forcing him into her. 

I had expected great things from them, being who they were. I expected all manner of Kama Sutra gymnastics and recreations of positions from the film that made him fall for her. Instead it is just missionary – perhaps their way of showing each other that they are in love and want to make love like lovers do. However, not all new lovers spank a third party as foreplay. I don’t know what I am to do now, other than pull myself together and stop snivelling at the foot of their bed. I am fixed on his rear end; the clench of it as mesmerising as Russell’s was that day; the flash of her slippy stuffed puss before his balls slap against her. Perhaps like a loyal subject I am expected to free myself and carry on taking snaps of this action. Maybe Sindee, once she has had her turn and if I can get over the singe in my tail, still has plans to share me with her new lover. 

Through bleary eyes I see her arm stretch out toward the bedside cabinet. I think at first it is just part of her throes of ecstasy. Then suddenly we are in total darkness and it is clear she has turned off the light. She no longer wants pictures. Does she even want me here? The sting in my backside grows ever greater, leaving my chest heaving. I feel suddenly lost. I pull at my bonds, and with minimal sliding and wriggling I pull clear. There are just her moans and his grunts and that dirty wet body slap. There is no way in there for me. Maybe my friend knows I need to escape more pain and indignity at the hands of Cas. Maybe she fears he will use me against my wishes. She didn’t see how wet I got. 

The sear is almost overwhelming now. I rise on shaking legs and fumble for my camera before it can be bounced off the bed. As I pick it up I inadvertently press a button. I hear an electronic whir that tells me it is about to spring to life and before I can react it has found its auto settings, sparking the flash so that it goes off in series, like the slow strobe Thunderhed use on stage when they play their anthem Pile Driver. Before I can switch it off I see so many dirty, ghostly glimpses of him slamming hard into her. Each vision will be seared into my mind. I sneak away, my red backside poking shamefully out of tattered stockings, and limp back to my room. I know I will have to sleep on my front tonight, but then I also know I won’t be going to sleep for quite some time. 




Chapter Thirteen

Designated Perv

I guess I am now officially kinky. Can people tell, like you are convinced they can after you lose your virginity? As with a home truth unleashed or a first hit of heroin taken, I cannot go back from it now. It’s not that I had it done to me. It’s that I liked it. It made me shake and weep and burn red but instinctively I know that once won’t be enough. I couldn’t ask for it or even will it, but just the thought of it gives me that same expectant tingle. Hearing the S-word from now on will always send my pulse racing and have me shivering and feeling that urgent electric twinge between my thighs. 

I am fuzzy-headed through tiredness. The burn and the itch both back and front wouldn’t give me a moment’s peace last night. I could barely bring myself to inspect the damage when I got to my room. It was like not wanting to look at a just-acquired cut. It was scarlet and looked sorry for itself but you couldn’t particularly tell that it was proof of a momentous happening. Still whimpering, I applied cream. Shame and pride are very strange bedfellows but I can’t deny that they both featured large in my emotional mix. For someone who presents such a strong front as me it was certainly humiliating, but not enough to stop me going to bed with my ripped stockings still on, to feel even more like the kinky spank slave. 

Two others know it because one did it and the other watched it happen, but I don’t want this new truth getting out. I don’t want it as a definition of me, suddenly more telling than every other detail or complex component. I don’t want another label like ‘The Fridge’ to sum me up to all who hear of me. I am not going to be getting a T-shirt printed like the ‘Cock Gobbler’ one Sindee sometimes wears. It feels like I have burnt a bridge behind me and in one sense I am elated. I just don’t know that I could carry the weight of being a known spank-lover, even in the depraved world I currently live in. 

The evidence is all gone this morning, but just hovering my hand there has the skin shrinking and the tiny hairs standing on end. I’d like to get up and feel as ordinary as one can in such a grand house, perhaps go find some breakfast and try to determine whether any of the servants heard me last night and think me a dirty bitch. Sadly, apart from a change of underwear, I have only got available what I had on yesterday, and my shorts are elsewhere. That leaves me confined to bed like a stricken weakling. It means that I can’t act normally, as if nothing has happened. I can’t be nonchalantly munching on toast when I see either of them. 

When Sindee eventually does come she simply tosses my shorts across the room into my face and plonks herself down on the bed looking like a woman contented. 

“You left early last night,” she says breezily, as if it had just been an evening at the pub. 

“Well, you know – things to do...”

“Well you had better get dressed because we are going back to the festival any minute now. Cas is playing tonight, remember?” 

And that is it. No mention of the fact that she turned the light off as if wanting me gone, or that she has left me marooned here all morning whilst she has been canoodling with her married lover. No mention of what she watched last night with her legs splayed wide. That pretty head of hers is concerned only about thoughts of the whole thing as another episode she has delighted in; just one of many with many more to come. The intricacies of it are clearly not that important. Last night was simply another night for one such as her, living a life less ordinary. It is pointless me trying to convey that it might have had extra meaning for me. I should simply be thankful that she isn’t teasing me about my new-found penchant. 

“In that case,” I say, adopted her same matter-of-factness. “What the frig are we going to wear?”

So, Bag Man, fresh from yesterday’s ferrying around of ladies to and from salons, plus trying to track down a certain burlesque dancer Sheen has never met but wants to invite to tonight’s show, is once more despatched to Paris, this time with Sindee and I in the car. We have shopping needs that need sating. Cas has to fly to the festival. There is no sound-checking required but he still feels he should be there with the rest of the band, just in case they presume he has been kidnapped or something, and decide to go on a massive, performance-crippling bender to make up for it. The helicopter will come and get us later. Madness! Don’t tell anyone, but we girls could easily have picked up something to wear from the festival stalls, although it wouldn’t necessarily be our first choice attire. Cas seems to like the idea of us leaping out of the helicopter later, looking mighty fine, along with Ovaltine and manager Max’s girlfriend and a certain burlesque dancer. 

“It will look like the band has got its own private flying babe ambulance,” he says. 

It is too late for breakfast but I remind Sindee that it is the most important meal of the day, so we forgo a picky, leafy lunch and munch instead on delicious patisserie at a street-side table outside a cafe. Sindee wipes a little blob of compote from her lip and consumes it. 

“I’m going to have to have an extra fuck tonight because of that,” she muses. Bag Man sits dutifully a couple of tables away, consuming a vast burger plus fries and mayo. He looks incongruous hunched behind the dainty metal table, fat fingers squashing down upon his bun so that he can take a big bite. I can’t imagine the mess he would make of anyone who tried to fuck with us or any of his charges. He quietly pays for us both and we don’t even inform him that we are off shopping. He just follows around behind us or drives us wherever we want to go, paying for things when necessary. I definitely want a bodyguard for my next birthday. 

Perhaps it is his hulking presence that stops Sindee talking about Cas, not that I’d imagine Bag Man is one to even dream of spreading rumours about his employers. You have to speak first to be indiscrete! Only once could she help talking about him, professing a need, as much as she was enjoying her shopping expedition, to get back with him as soon as possible.

“He better not be fooling around whilst I’m not there,” she said, sporting snake eyes. That was the first time I had witnessed her showing signs of jealousy, other than her usual requirement of being at the top of everyone’s girls-I-want-to-fuck wish-list. It is very difficult to get a take on Sindee’s reaction to bedding her most famous person yet – and the first that she knows to be married. I detect an air of triumph. She is certainly very light-hearted today. Maybe she is dying to talk all about it but wants to spare my blushes. It is hard to gauge whether either of those two serial shaggers knows how to determine love over simple desire, but she is in such a good mood today I know she plans to stick around with him some more. For once she hasn’t the urge to move on to the next conquest. 

We tell Bag Man to take us somewhere we might find clothing that we like. Having had to scout around for a certain burlesque dancer he knows that the Pigalle is the place to aim for. He is right. Sindee is immediately excited by the sight of sex shops and nude theatres. I am dragged around, pretending not to be quite so enthusiastic. We are meant to be looking for outfits but she is just as happy looking at various items of sexual paraphernalia. She holds up a dildo in a harness for my perusal. I feel the shiver of nerves run down me.

“Surely only porn stars ever use those,” I say, trying to deflect the danger.

“I am a porn star,” she replies. 

Next she holds up a whip with a little flat plastic bit in the shape of a hand at its end. She doesn’t say anything to me, she just raises her eyebrows. I decide to leave her and go to the clothing section. It’s mainly fancy dress in latex, which isn’t the ideal material for all-day wear, especially not in high summer. There is some clubwear and leather but it is very expensive. Then I remember that I’m not paying. There is one such skirt that would almost reach the knees, which I think might fit the bill and look more classy than tarty. Then, as I hold it up, I realise the back is cut out below the waistband and is held together only by two thin strips. It allows the buttocks to remain completely exposed. The tag, specially written for us tourists, calls it a ‘spanking skirt’. I quickly return it, the blood already colouring my cheeks. 

Sindee is fortunately elsewhere, rather taken by some leggings in a red leopard-skin print, with a lace-up feature down both sides. You won’t be wearing any knickers with those on but my friend is not one to be bothered by such things. From memory she wore a pair similar in pink latex for her one filmed lesbian scene, so maybe it’s a special request from her new lover. I’m going to go with a pricy leather bustier and skirt, but that’s for tonight only. We will need something to arrive in and change into tomorrow – I don’t want to get caught out like I was earlier. 

I want to avoid involvement with Sindee and her strap-on ideas so I take my choices to the till. Good old Bag Man, he doesn’t give even the slightest fuck. He just hands over the credit card and enters the number. I’m glad I added in those ankle boots now. They’ll probably end up hurting like a car crusher but it’ll be worth it. My friend arrives with her stack. It has a number of suspicious-looking items of equipment on top. I wonder if Cas knows what he’s got coming to him. She’s got her feeling very horny face on. I knew it was dangerous bringing her in here. 

She is sidling up close to me and I’m feeling edgy again. That saucy smile tells me she has something to say. She is purposefully holding my gaze, stopping me from looking away, which means that some of the more threatening items might be getting bagged up before I can see what they are. Then she leans forward so that her mouth is at my ear.

“I wanted to take advantage of you last night, whilst you were tied,” she whispers, and then moves away to check my reaction. Her smile is still there but she is biting her bottom lip, trying to look coy. The adrenaline sweeps through me, the hairs raised around my neck and ear where her breath was. The flush returns to my cheeks. 

“I see,” is all I can think of to reply, said low and seriously, so as not to let any eavesdroppers think there is anything sexy going on here. I glance at the assistant but she doesn’t care even if she can understand English – I mean, she bags up plastic fists for a living! Sindee is leaning forward again, almost as if to kiss me, but she just has more to whisper. 

“The thing is, next time I see you restrained I don’t think I’m going to be able to restrain myself.”

She has that same butter-wouldn’t-melt half-grin on but this time casts her eyes down to the pile on the counter to draw my attention to it. I don’t spot any strap-ons but I do see some kind of straps in what looks like neoprene going into the bag. Since they don’t do diving equipment here my guess is they must be for use in bondage games. My heart is doing that loud thud thing that always gives me away. 

“Right,” I say, but almost choke on the word. I was trying to sound non-committal, nonchalant. Some part of me didn’t want to sound like I was stonewalling her. She’s homing in on my ear again. 

“So if you don’t want me to take advantage of you when you are next tied up, I’ll need to know. You will need to tell me.”

She doesn’t wait for an answer, which is just as well because I have none. With the grin spreading to a white toothy smile to show what a naughty girl she is, her hand comes out from behind her back and places another black gathering of straps on the counter. I’d already seen the ball gags hanging up so I know exactly what it is. This one, however, is a bit different in that it hasn’t a ball as such. It has a blob of silicone shaped like the head of a penis to fill your mouth and stop you talking. The full significance of this equipment is already filtering through but just in case it hasn’t she leans forward again to repeat her last words in my ear.

“You will have to tell me not to do it.” 

She is a tease and this is the biggest tease of the lot. I can see how happy she is with it. I am on shaky legs and no one else gives a damn. The assistant bags up the gag like a grocer bags just another apple and our bodyguard stops staring out of the window so that he can sort out the payment. There is no answer to her when she is like this. I just have to soak up her words and try to seem like they haven’t hit me like a cannon shot. 

Not feeling sexy in these clothes is like not feeling thirsty when someone drapes a cold beer in front of your face on a hot summer’s evening. Being left on one’s own at a festival is less sexy but that’s what happened when my so-called friend disappeared with the guys as they went to do their final prep. Even less welcome is having to fend off advances from other famous musicians I’ve never met, especially when I have always thought their music truly awful. However, it is back to sexy time again when watching Thunderhed do their show in front of a crowd of, what, 50,000? I get to see it from the overspill area between audience and stage. I’m right there, with Cas bossing it just feet away, that wall of sound almost knocking me off my feet. Now that feels special. 

I could go on about die-hard fans making more noise than twice as many curious on-lookers but Thunderhed won many over tonight and had the place jumping. Their anthems were sung back to them avidly and there must have been goose-bumps all round. I felt very proud, although they aren’t my band, but I was there by invite to see them, right at the very front but safe from any mosh-pit nonsense and hurled cups of piss. And I was wearing a pair of knickers that someone had bought for me. Well, Sindee hadn’t actually bought them – the Thunderhed credit card took care of that – but she had picked them out for me and put them on her pile, presenting them as a gift as we were readying to go once back at le chateau. 

They were to partner the bustier, which meant they were in very soft black leather with a suede lining. They were thong-backed too, to be tied at the side, so they didn’t exactly scream ‘comfortable, safe undergarment for the Prim Gentlewoman’. They were for sexy time. What’s more, such things are never given in the hope you might one day unobtrusively wear them down the shops. They are given expressly so that the giver may see you in them sooner or later – in this case later, since Sindee hadn’t forced me to try them on and show her at the chateau. They were meant for tonight. And since I have worn them as instructed, that pretty much means that I have entered into a panty-unveiling contract with her, and presumably all the associated things that might go with it. She knows I rarely wear any knickers without a full back but a thong is what she went for so one has to wonder what she has planned for all that extra exposure. 

So the beers flowed and Sindee danced away next to me, grabbing me excitedly from time to time, even planting her lips on mine to help break me down, as if that was necessary; I was wearing in thong form all the foreplay I would require. Cas was up there strutting around like the rooster he was. He looked huge. At one point he dedicated the next song to all the sexy British babes in the crowd, especially those who were the ‘designated perverts’ for tonight, whatever that meant. 

“I know one of those,” he sniggered into his microphone, looking down in our direction. Sindee grinned and blew him a kiss back but, do you know, I swear he was looking at me when he said it. I was, after all, the one chosen to be the spank addict, a pervert created for his delectation, and now he was pointing this out to me in front of all these people. Or did he just mean Sindee after all? It’s a good thing this new Cas-obsessed version of her thought so. She would not have been pleased to have him picking out anyone other than her. Hers is an odd form of jealousy. She is starting to cling to him now and not care who sees it, but at the same time she thrives off the fact that he is adored. And he is – even here away from the metal-heads. Girls in the crowd, up on shoulders – maybe even those of their boyfriend – were getting carried away and lifting their tops to flash him their bare tits. Even afterwards at the backstage party it went on, from ladies supposed to be VIPs. There was this singular urge to attract his naughty attention. One girl approached and nonchalantly slid her hand up her skirt, closing her eyes and slowly moving her hips so we all knew she had a finger inside. She then removed it and gave him a saucy pout and seductively wiped the wet finger across it.

“Why don’t you kiss me?” she asked him. We were all there surrounding him, bandmates and babes and all, but this girl was as brazen as can be. 

“This ring says I can’t,” Cas replied with a shrug, showing her the wide platinum band that was meant to symbolise his faithfulness to his betrothed. I saw Sindee break out in a wide grin at this. She knew she was special and the ‘ring rule’ didn’t apply to her. Honey would have been at this brazen girl’s throat but Sindee is different. She likes the attention Cas gets. She likes the affirmation that he is wanted by thousands and yet she is the one he chooses over all. Look by all means, is her message – be as sexy and dirty as you want in front of him and me. For Honey it is the opposite. She just wants a female exclusion zone around him. However, for the first time I realise that liberal, free-loving Sindee now has the same final warning for others as poor, ignorant Honey, which is: keep your fucking hands off my man. Except that he’s already had his hands on me. 

“It’s just a kiss,” said the brazen girl, with a shrug of her own. I think she made it back here to our hotel for our after-party party: just one amongst many new faces leaping into the black Range Rover cavalcade alongside us with no thought of where they were going or how they would get back. Why care about such things? I think I last saw her with Gio, so good luck to her. 

Reality is getting clouded. I feel nervy and tipsy. Sindee has twice broken away from her new lover to tell me she has something to show me in our room. I’ve been put in with her – a special booking that manager Max had to somehow arrange, even though he must have known there was no way Sindee wasn’t going to end up in Cas’s bed. I’m guessing they have booked out this whole swanky establishment at great cost, for just such eventualities. Thunderhed didn’t get off stage until 11 so it must be past one now, but we are all essentially nocturnal and tiredness isn’t beating me just yet. It can’t be long though, surely. Sindee is looking bright-eyed and wet-mouthed: a sure sign she needs action soon. I’m not sure how this is meant to progress. It just seems bizarre in this world I frequent, where people end up in bed together at the drop of a hat, that I still have no clue how to instigate such things. I cannot bring myself to simply tell her, if she has things to show me in our room, to just go ahead and take me there. If I don’t ask she will lose patience and recall that she has all the night’s fun she needs in Cas.

“Do I need my camera?” I ask her. “It’s in our room.” 

Bag Man is in charge of logistics and he had our stuff last, so its current location is only a presumption. However, it’s the only way I can think of to bring the subject of our room up without giving her an actual come-on. Fortunately she sees right through me. 

“Then we had better go and get it, hadn’t we?” 

Our room is actually a suite; all swanky modernity and crisp whites. All this cost for a room Cas surely has no intention of having her sleep in. I had visions of the sunken bath being the place she would want to get me. I am sent up alone with promises that she will follow close behind. I don’t know why she needs to delay but I’m guessing she needs to tell Cas where she is going. She wouldn’t want him thinking other men had led her astray. The nerves are weakening my legs now. I am almost hoping she will simply locate the camera and usher me to his room to do my photographic duty. When she comes in the world seems to slow down and I am a strange mix of heavy limbs and light fluttering insides. 

“I want to see the gift I bought you,” she announces, without even letting me gather my thoughts. I just stand there silenced. For all my fighting prowess I cannot see how not to capitulate. She is right there. I smell her sweet Loverdose perfume, her calling card, just as it was Elowen’s. Smelling it means only good things to come. She isn’t going to wait for me to act. The zip and buttons of my skirt are easily dealt with and it falls to cover my shiny stiletto-heeled ankle boots. I can hear my faltering breath. She is close enough to feel it. 

“You look gorgeous,” she tells me, but she isn’t looking at the panties at all. She is looking only into my eyes. One black-nailed fingertip stokes at the material at my crotch, sending electric prickles through me there and down into my numbed legs. 

“I have something else for you too,” she says. “Stay still.” 

I couldn’t move if I tried. She goes to the bags from our earlier shopping trip, put on the bed by our dutiful Maori bodyguard. She brings the straps made of neoprene. There is no ceremony needed. She can just do these things. She drops to her knees in front of me and does her thing. Straps go around both my wrists in turn, secured by Velcro and hanging long. The material is soft but tight and kind of clingy. Straps around wrists are going to lead to restraint, no question, but I don’t move. The method of binding me is laughably simple. The length of strap is then put around each thigh in turn, high up, just below my backside, and these are also tightened against me and Velcro-d in place. Thus my arms are now securely held at my sides. She smiles now that she has me where she wants me. 

“There’s more,” she says. She means the gag. She brings it and whispers for me to open up. In goes the silicone cock head, its shape pressed to my tongue making me feel instantly slutty. “At any time, if ever you want me to stop, you just have to tell me.”

Of course I could make noises that let her know even if I cannot now form proper words. I could simply shake my head. But we both know this is the perfect solution: she is going to do it unless I tell her otherwise and I cannot apparently refuse. I’ve been given the option but haven’t the ability to say no. It is ingenious and I could kiss her for it, if not for the gag. Think of all those kisses Elowen used to give me but there will be none here. Kissing is what lovers do but she wants to fuck me, to show me that there is nothing to fear from not giving away your heart every time. 

She strips for me, slowly. The top comes off first because she is so proud of those titties of hers. She holds them up for me like porn stars do, squeezing them and pinching her nipples with those sexy piercings. As always it is her tattoos that catch the breath in my lungs. I adore ink on girls, especially all down slender arms. Such intricacy and animation and brilliance: enough to stop me dead. I have studied hers in such close detail, more so when she is asleep. I can’t quite quantify what it is about them – the spirit it shows, perhaps; the dirtiness; the free expression. I wish I had that same confidence. I know if I got one the rest would snowball. 

She kicks off her heels, even higher than the ones I’ve got on. The height drop would make her look suddenly vulnerable if not for those proud tits and the ink on her body. The leopard-skin leggings are next, her hips slowly wiggling side to side as they come down. I already know she is bare beneath. Most girls would have a sense of shyness. She runs a middle finger provocatively up her little slit. 

“One last thing,” she informs me. It is a blindfold, the patches for the eyes as big as lenses in aviator sunglasses to make sure all light is blocked out. I want to see her but I’m glad of this darkness. It helps rob me of my guilt. She stays close. We would be nose to nose if not for my heels and instead I feel her breath at my throat. Her hands go to my shoulders and I know she has to go on tiptoes to reach my ear. Her tongue flicks at my lobe and she gathers it in and holds it between her teeth. Such little things leave me beaten. With her weight against me her hands go behind, expertly dealing with the clips and zip of my bustier so that it is quickly pulled clear to leave my little bare tits bouncing free. 

I expect lips there. I can’t ask for them but I feel the blood rush as my nipples swell, trying to send out their own urgent message. She keeps close, on tiptoes still so that her breasts squash to mine. Her hands are still at my back, painted nails lightly grazing the skin there, raising my hairs. Down they go until she is clasping my bottom in both hands, gripping it hard, just like Cas did to hers last night. She presses into me and sighs, hands still busy, like my soft cheeks are dough to knead. 

“I love your bum,” she whispers to me. “I’ve wanted to lick it from the moment I first saw you.” 

Thank goodness for the blindfold so that she can’t see in my eyes what such dirty words do to me. She will see the flush in my cheeks though, the extra rise and fall of my chest. Her mouth continues the tease at my ear and neck to ensure the shivers cannot leave me. The hands reluctantly come off my rear and go to my hips, pushing in where my forearms are held close to my body. One simultaneous deft tug either side sees the bows securing my thong undone. I feel the cool against my wetness as the scant protection drops to the floor. Even with my wrists at my sides she has left me nude, something she couldn’t have done if I was in my normal choice of knickers. They would have needed to come off before the restraints went on, and that would have meant me agreeing to bare myself ready for seduction rather than having no choice. Her ingenuity again leaves me thrilled. How could you fail to fall for a girl who puts so much consideration into how to get you naked and willing? 

“I must be the only person who knows that isn’t the only cock you have ever had in your mouth. Cas thinks you are a lesbian. I reckon he wants you all the more for it. I saw on his face how much he wanted to fuck you last night after he had given you that spanking you so enjoyed. I think you would both have loved it so I’m glad I’ve been able to assure him he is not wanted there. You would be quite a danger to me if I hadn’t managed to convince him you were only into girls. Come with me.”

She impels me forward with a hand at the back. The restraints barely restrict my walking at all. She backs me into one of the bar stools and tells me to sit, helping me up. I had little time to survey this suite but you couldn’t help but note the raised swanky modern area with bar top and chrome framed stools with their white leather seat and back pads. I am almost used to being housed in such luxury now. I hook my heels over the circular support near the bottom of the legs. She immediately spreads my thighs, leaving me open. My wrists jerk at my sides – an instinct to act to cover my exposure. Her hands stay at my thighs and I know she is kneeling now. 

“You know Cas wants to see me fuck you, don’t you? He loves watching sexy girls together. Since he can’t have you I think it’s only fair I give him this treat, don’t you? Tell me if you don’t want me too.” 

She knows I can say nothing, even if the thought of wilfully performing for others has the blood bubbling in my veins. Surely she doesn’t mean now? I can feel the wetness seeping out of me. There is a cool breeze there, on my hot clit. She is gently blowing. 

“He wants to watch me kiss your tight, slippery pussy,” she says. I am quivering. Thank God, once more, for the blindfold, protecting me from this stark rudeness. I cannot begin to think of using such words out loud but for her it is done with ease. Porn stars and rock performers have it as second nature. Then lips touch me there in the lightest of contacts, which still has my hips jerking. 

“He wants me to tease your tiny little clitty with my hard nipples.”

I gasp as a blob of thick saliva lands upon the very part of me he wants her titties to tease. It sticks and coats it and then eases downwards. It is an unhurried, tantalising ooze down my slit, to join with the slickness already there. Then the breeze from her blowing is on me again; the contrasting cold on my heat exacerbated now because of the extra wetness she has added, making me sigh and writhe in my seat. I need a warm mouth to close upon me there and she doubtless knows this. 

“He wants to stroke his rock hard cock right by your face as he watches me lap your juicy puss.” 

Her words have a magical effect and it’s like I can suddenly feel the heat of his erection so close to my cheek, feel his massive presence at my side. However, I can’t dwell on this because her tongue is already doing as she said, parting my wetness, the tip just inside, travelling upwards. She stops short. I know I am pushing forward for more but she still wants to tease. All this time she has claimed to want me and now she is intent on making me wait. More gentle laps come. She is happy to keep this up for what seems like an eternity: little tongue-tip flicks just at my opening, the cool mini gusts blown on me above. I would scream for more if I could. I feel the drool pooling around the cock-head filling my mouth. I would have to see to myself, like some wanton hussy, if I could get my hands free. Then it comes, at last.

“He wants to watch me sink my tongue right inside that hot, saturated cunt of yours.”

I don’t get a chance to colour and whimper from these filthiest of words. She does what she says and I am moaning into my gag and writhing in the damp patch I’ve left on the leather. Her tongue goes deep and her nose presses to me. She will feel my desperate throb there. I know her mouth and cheeks will be coated in my bliss. She will look like the most beautiful, pussy-hungry slut. Finally her lips close over my clit, bathing me in wet heat. Did a co-star give her tips or was she born knowing exactly how to do this? Imagine doing it for the cameras. I cannot help think that is what is happening now, with me here oblivious in my blindfold. Since she mentioned Cas’s hard cock I cannot shift the sense that he is here doing exactly as she said. I can almost feel his breath on me, so close is his inspection; hear the tiny, barely perceptible noise of the button being pressed on the camera to catch the action. 

“He wants to see my fingers in your dirty snatch,” she says, and they are there, sliding deep, stirring and curling within the hot pool she has made of my insides. Her lips cease their sucking before I can come.

“Most of all, he wants to watch me spank you.” 

My muscles spasm and try to clench hard but her fingers have slipped free. I am left shaking and desperate. She is pulling me up off my seat and leading me on jelly legs across the room. She puts me on my knees and eases me forward over the bed, my backside out and my still restricted hands flat to the outsides of my thighs. She uses her nails to sensitise my skin in readiness. Then fingers slip back inside me and I feel her mouth at my rump. Her teeth close on the flesh here and there, or her lips open wide against it so that she can suck in mouthfuls of soft, defenceless bum. Then her tongue is there between my cheeks, probing and lapping, all wet and shockingly, deliciously, shiver-inducing. 

The smacks come without further warning, those other fingers still inside me, being gripped and saturated. Her hand is so much smaller than her lover’s and the strikes have less weight behind them but still they carry spite and land in a rapid flourish, so that the sting is harder to absorb. It is a swift barrage and then a pause during which her mouth is back at me, biting and sucking, or the tongue flickering at my tight little opening or pushing to try and force an entry. I press my face into the bed covers to hide my shame. As soon as the second wave of slaps land I know she will soon have me coming. The fingers curl downwards inside me, stroking that sweet spot. The sharp, searing, gorgeous slaps land in a fury and then her tongue goes to work. The climax is unstoppable, building as hard as any I have known before it finally breaks over me. 

The spanking stops as my orgasm hits and it is just mouth and fingers at work, keeping the bliss ongoing. It seems so long until she finally lets me be. I feel the constriction ease at my thighs and then she is crawling up my body to whisper that she will be back for me later. I feel something at my side, hard and cool, purposefully placed there by her. I stay exactly as I am for some time. Eventually the discomfort of the gag has me finding that my hands, as suspected, are now free. The gag and straps come off but for some reason I want to keep the blindfold on, as if light is too much to bear, too easily bringing back a reality in which I have to face my shame. I find my way under the covers and wait for her, trying to stay awake, but I can’t. 

I don’t know if she returned to find me fast asleep and left me there but I doubt it. The thing she placed at my side was the camera, still there atop the covers. In the morning light I study it and there I am for all to see, frame after frame, the history of her shagging me, from the moment her tongue first went to work. You can see me in all my rude detail: all open and wet; all stuck out and asking for it; all red and tongue-fucked. They are no contrived selfies, these pictures. The angles and details quickly show that these were all taken by a third party. He had been there from the time she sat me on the bar stool. He saw it all, heard all my moans and sighs and whimpers, saw what she did to me when she bent me over. The breath on my neck and the top of my head was actually felt, not imagined. That mind’s eye stiff cock pictured close to my cheek was really there, being stroked, just as Sindee said it was. I don’t know if all this makes me feel greater mortification or greater exhilaration.

I take to the sunken bath, since that is where I imagine she might most like to seduce me next. I notice there is no evidence of the punishment she dealt me. The board has been wiped clear, ready for next time. I wonder how I would deal with a properly severe spanking, rather than the semi playful ones I have so far received. My extremities are wrinkling in the water when she eventually shows up. As before there is little sign that the night before is anything to dwell upon. She doesn’t fall for my naked-in-the-luxury-tub come-on. My guess is she is only ten minutes on from her last fuck. Her hand does slip beneath the surface though, one finger finding it’s why down to lightly stroke between my legs. 

“Next time,” she says, just before she leaves me, “you are going to lick me.” 




Chapter Fourteen

Hot and Cold

And so lick her I shall. I have been summoned to Cas’s suite with my camera. My pink friend and I are serving ourselves up as his sexual hors-d’oeuvres. This time we are performing for him and there are no ropes or ties to let me have the pretence that I’m here under sufferance. Cameras and voyeurism means that the lights have been kept on. This isn’t as easy for me as it is for professional exhibitionists like these two. I might have ducked out altogether if not for the fact that I had spent all day wet between the legs and nervously expectant at what tonight could bring. I feel somehow beholden to them, like a servant, for what they have both done to me. I’m sure your average Jezebel would have considered being on the end of a bum spanking as no more than another tick in the kinky box. For me it is like a paradigm shift in life attitude. I am not used to being submissive. I am the force and the will. However, I am well aware that if not for their firm hand I would still now be enduring the torture of self-enforced celibacy.

During this tour I have enjoyed elevation to the highest status. My company has been sought by the great. My views have been respected, my humour lauded, my word valued. I have been treated like royalty and no one cares that I am totally surplus to requirements. I am one of the stars – which, if not exactly fitting my personality, certainly fitted my desire to have power over my own situation. Today I have been like a mute serf around them, doing their bidding. I feel beholden and subservient, creeping around behind them as if desperate not to become too noticeable in case the subject of my spanking comes up. The promiscuous could easily shrug it off. Not me. I can just about endure the shame of it in the privacy of my head, but not out loud. Not in public. 

At least now I’ve been allowed the security of the blindfold, although I know it won’t last. 

“When it is my turn it has to come off,” she has already told me. I can’t argue. I’m not just her employee now but her maid. Normally I would fight my corner and stuff anyone who tried to oppose me. Now I have caved. You see, it’s not just the wanting them to keep what they have done to me under wraps; it’s the quiver-giving thought that at any time these two sexual powerhouses might simply take me and fuck me any way they want, and I might love every single second of it. So I have endured the fact that Sindee demonstrated limpet-esque tenacity in staying at his side all day, practically ignoring me even after what she did to me last night. I’d thought we would be closer than ever. I even thought Cas might find himself the one to be trailing around like a lost sheep today, not me. 

We are still here in England. It transpired that there were too many for the trip back to the chateau. Most of the band and lady-loves were put on the helicopter but Cas had us stay here for an extra night since, for us supposed bosom-buddies, this country is our home. The shows resume tomorrow, with two nights in Denmark split by three days off. Thereafter we head for Glasgow to start the British leg of our tour. Our extended party is now spread wide. We are here, obviously, due to fly out tomorrow. The All Stars and the guys of Death in Venus are still presumably in Deutschland, or en route to the northern border. One of the guys there has been tasked to ensure that we girls have all our stuff gathered up from the hotel room we have hardly been in, and taken along on the bus. We have our own private Bag Man! The Maori hunk himself has remained with us. It seems he is not so much the band’s bodyguard/odd-job man but Cas’s, sent by the record company to ensure their main man’s life is always kept incident-free. Most of the crew will be on the various roads of Europe heading to the venue. The rest of Thunderhed are now in France, chilling and boozing and womanising and perhaps, if time permits, doing some work in the make-shift recording studio at the chateau.

We had a day to relax, which meant a lazy start. I was lonely. It was that special kind of isolation you get when you have made love with someone and then they are no longer there. You need the alone time to gather thoughts and so forth, but it is the acid test of how much you like that person: how much you wish they were immediately back there with you. Sindee, of course, was with him, feeling anything other than lonely. The afternoon brought a surprise outing. Cas decided he wanted to play a bit more the country gent and go riding. It had to be low-key so the whole thing had to be set up by the hotel management with a local stable. 

The day was warm. We all had jeans and T-shirts and the stables could lend riding hats, but that wasn’t good enough for Lord Cas of Casington Hall, oh no. First we had to have an outfitter visit with all sorts of hunting attire so that we could be properly kitted out. Hang the expense! Sindee decided that we girls only needed jodhpurs, tops and short boots but Cas got himself the whole kit and caboodle, including black hunting jacket, shiny knee boots and whip. My backside has never tingled so involuntarily in all its short, delightful life! He had his hair tied back under his brand new peaked riding hat.

“I look the fucking bomb!” he announced whilst perusing himself in the full-length mirror. He’s spent all these years acting a rebel and now he wants to be the perfect toff. Actually, he looked a bit strange, what with the hair and the grizzled face and the rings, but in that same way he did in the fancy dress at the chateau. It was slightly ridiculous but awesome at the same time, especially given his size and the way he was packing out them breeches. Low-key it wasn’t. Nor was the arrival in the Range Rover with the blacked-out windows, driven by a huge be-suited bodyguard. Drug dealers travel in such cars, as do hit-men, royals, and other assorted VIPs. Ordinary people don’t. So the girls at the stable had that kind of stunned look about them as we leapt out in full kit, knowing that we must be somebody but not actually recognising who. You just knew they were treating us differently to any other clients. It was deference – even though for all they knew we might have been villains. It is rather addictive to be treated in this way. You can easily see how megalomania starts. 

I’d ridden a couple of times in the past whilst away from my real home but not to any degree of expertise. Cas seemed insistent on me being there, although Sindee seemed less keen on my presence, so I was happy to oblige. I can’t say I rode like an old hand. I lost my rhythm during one trot and got a bit of a bum-slapping off the saddle. It’s like kinky punishment is following me around! Sindee’s adeptness betrayed her posh roots and Cas was a cowboy in huntsman’s uniform, galloping fearlessly and recklessly about. It was good fun and rather sexy actually, but when are tight jodhpurs, knee boots and riding crops not? 

Sindee would have had him all to herself but Cas was as gallant as he is hairy and made sure I wasn’t completely left out of the conversation. He smiled at me a lot and Sindee frowned whenever he did so. He looked cool and hot all at once as he removed his hat and coat whilst the horses drank from the stream. He shook his hair out and then retied it, his chest tight under the crisp white hunting shirt. Those layers would have been too warm for most but his body was used to California temperatures. He looked fit and powerful. I had another between-thigh twinge – all too common around him now. I wanted him. No, that is not quite correct. I didn’t want to be just another in the line of females falling at his feet. I wanted him to want me. 

“He’s quite the hottie, your boyfriend,” I said aside to her as we perched together on the gentle slope down to the stream watching him with the horses. “He should be a rock star, or something.”

Right on cue he scooped to get a double handful of the cooling water to splash over his head, making him give a quick whoop. The drips came off his mane, some of them wetting his top. 

“Careful,” my pink friend replied. “Next you’ll be telling me he’s cured you of your lesbianity.”

I took this as a warning shot, cautioning not to think of straying onto her territory. She knows I’m not gay, although in truth she has no proof of it other than my sketchy thoughts on the matter. At that point the evidence of my complete homosexuality was pretty thin. Him in riding gear seemed like too good an opportunity to waste. 

“Do you not feel like doing something dirty to him right now?” I asked, with an intentional inference that I certainly had the urge. She studied me for a while but I kept my eyes fixed on him. I could almost feel her mulling over the potential threat I posed. The Sindee of a month ago would have gleefully had us strip to take on her chosen man together. Things were different now.

“So, have you brought your camera?” 

I was wearing tight black leggings and a powder blue polo shirt – which by the way suited my smaller bust better than hers did her tight pink version of the same top. I had no jacket or bag and she knew this. I was looking sleek and sporty, but not particularly storage-friendly. I thus adopted a look of sarcastic incredulity.

“Yeah, of course – I got the horse to hold it.”

“So how do we take pictures with no camera? That’s not very professional of you is it?” 

It was a slight and I bridled just a little at it. It was her nasty side bubbling up. She was reminding me that I was here to do a job, not here as her friend, which she’d previously had me believe. I remained calm, since she held most of the aces. 

“Well, unless you’ve got an oblong growth on your arse then I’d say your phone is in your back pocket. Can’t I take pictures with that?”

She kept her gaze upon me just for a second or two and I guess her anger was still rising. Then she was undoing her boots and pulling them off. 

“Sorry, I forgot we were only here for your entertainment,” she said, now with a sarcastic tone of her own. She stood in front of me and stripped. It was done as hurriedly as she could and she glared down at me throughout. I kept the thin smile on my face, amused at any girl whose anger makes them take their clothes off. Her top and bra were removed without ceremony and then, without a breath, down too came her jodhpurs. As usual she had nothing beneath them. Cas was stood with hands on hips, still dripping, wondering what the hell was going on. 

“Little Miss employee of the Month here,” Sindee said to him whilst still staring at me, “thinks that we should do something for her.” 

“I’d do something for her,” said Cas as quick as a flash. It made me smile wider and her frown deeper. She actually looked genuinely irate, which is quite a sexy look for a naked girl. However, my light-hearted take on the episode suddenly changed when she marched over to grab the whip that Cas had left atop his discarded blazer. 

“Get on your fucking hands and knees,” she told me, brandishing the whip. I still don’t know why I did it. I am almost hard-wired to not do anything people try to command me to do. The shock shot through me. It all happened fast. There was fear of how sharp the whip would feel but still I did as she said, the shame already pinking my cheeks. She was there on her knees, peeling my top upwards until it was right over my head, feeling immediately claustrophobic in the warmth of the day. She left my top there, half off, tugging instead on my bra strap to ping it open, leaving it hanging loosely. 

“Let’s get those little tits of yours out, shall we? Although I’m not sure why we should bother – they are barely even a handful, are they?”

Her hands were on them as she said this, the fingers finding my nipples to pinch them as hard as she could. I squealed. I should have got off my knees. I could have got up and slapped her and told her to stop being such a bitch, but I didn’t. I didn’t. I could feel the hard line of the whip being pressed across my behind. I could see nothing inside my cocoon of shirt. I could hear the speed of my breaths, coming hard. I braced, ready for the lifting of pressure at my rear end which would signal that the first strike was imminent. At least I had the material of my leggings to help reduce the sting. Would she be spiteful enough to pull them down? Maybe, but she wouldn’t want to give her man further enticement to want me. The guys all made it plain that my backside was an asset to this tour and I knew it annoyed her that she wasn’t given the same compliment. Her man had resisted me once but could he do it again, if I called out to him that I wanted it? 

The whip left my behind. I braced myself. Prickling, shrinking skin; hairs raised. Fluttering belly: that mix of nerves and anticipation. Chest heaving; mouth pooling with thick saliva. 

“You stay on your knees,” she spat, close to my ear.

Again I did as she said, completely prone, never knowing when the first strike would land. I saw nothing. The shirt material clung to my face, the patch by my mouth saturated. I heard it all. I heard her telling him to come to her, the sound of the zip and the swish of pulled-down jodhpurs. I heard the sounds of her sucking on his cock, her joyful moans as she brought him to life in her mouth. I could make out when he entered her, right behind me, close enough for her to use the whip on my prone backside at any time. She had to be on all fours just as I was, that’s the picture I had in my head. The porn star in her gave me all the commentary I needed, telling him over and over to fuck her with that big hard cock of his. I could hear the noises of their rapid shag: the wet slapping and the rise of excitement. The sweat would be dripping off him, wetting his shirt in this heat, with the sun beating down and the frantic pace of his thrusts.

“Reach back and put your finger in your ass,” Cas told her gruffly, to show that she wasn’t the only one adept at dirty talk. Her moan told me she had complied. It was fast and furious; so vulgar in its slapping, slurping urgency. She sounded every bit as drenched as I was. He came hard – the first time I had heard him do so. I’d heard her countless times before. My backside waited anxiously for the whip but it never came. I knew it was finished when I felt fingers at my back, fastening my bra again. I came off all fours, crouching with arms tight around my knees, almost too ashamed to pull the shirt back down and reveal my red cheeks. 

They, of course, took it all in their stride. It was done so it was all but forgotten. Cas had made himself decent and was sat idly combing through his hair with his fingers, already holding a lit cigarette. Sindee was still nude, lying there smiling contentedly, her hand down between her thighs. My face was blazing with humiliation and unleashed excitement but this didn’t even warrant a passing comment from either of them. 

“Take some pictures of me on the horse,” Sindee said excitedly, chucking her phone at my feet, forgetting completely that she had just been such a bitch to me. They hadn’t even cuddled. I don’t know how they can be so normal so soon after such a thing. They have no idea what effect these episodes have on me. It was like a rocket ride: white-knuckle; startling; exhilarating; unforgettable. It was already out of their minds. My insides were still tumbling. She was trotting around doing her Lady Godiva bit, with added sexy tattoos, which for most girls would surely constitute the most daring, thrilling thing they had ever done in their life, except that she had also just been fucked by one of the world’s most famous rock stars. All she could think about was where she could get something to eat. 

She rode most of the way back naked, just for fun. I don’t think she would have dressed even if we were in danger of meeting anyone along our route. He spoke about how much he loved our countryside. The whole frantic, filthy sex episode was indeed behind them, forgotten. I trailed in their wake, the mind’s-eye image of what had just gone on refusing to go away. She had purposefully tormented me again and given my desperate need no outlet. She was being cruel and it was making me want more of it. Even after this humiliation I was shamefully trying to get some satisfaction from the saddle as I rode. 

She was telling me in her own sly way that hanging around her and him was not going to get me what I needed. It would just lead to more of the same. She was trying to drive me away. I should be wise to take her hint before she turns me into something I don’t know how to handle. The trouble is I haven’t yet seen enough. The rudeness is becoming addictive and I want to witness his wild passion when she isn’t in control. I want to actually see him fuck her hard from behind, just like Russell did to that blonde girl in his hotel room – and it gets dirtier than that. I want to see him fuck her like Gio did to Raven Girl in the maze. I want to see him in her derrière. I want to watch it from start to finish; see how she takes him; see in her face how his slide inside feels; hear how much she loves it. These are the dirty thoughts they have instilled in me. I want her to spank me whilst I am riding him, full of his cock. 

So that’s why I’m trailing behind them now, almost powerless, and why I didn’t raise a fuss when she took him off once we got back to the hotel, leaving me alone in my room to dream of being ridden down by the pack and used by hunky hunters and sexy foxes alike. That’s why I stayed there like a good girl and waited for her to be all sweetness and light again, once she wanted something more from me, and didn’t think to argue when I was summoned with my camera to their room. 

I could pretend to myself I was just there for taking pictures, but surely there is no doubt it will end in more. He wanted it or I wouldn’t be here. She wouldn’t want to give him any reason not to adore her. Sindee put me on the bed and he sat upon the low couch. All these big rooms have couches. It’s like they are designed for sex shows. I sit nervously awaiting my fate, not daring to form actual images in my head of what they might do to me in case they could somehow read minds. 

However, now that she has granted my wish for the blindfold and laid me down to do her stuff, it is becoming clear that tonight, once more, is not going to be about me. I am again essentially a pleasure provider, even though right now Sindee has me on my side and is spooning me, and her hand has gone down the back of my knickers so that her fingers can find their way inside me. I know this is not simply for my benefit because if it was then I would be bent over by now. My knickers would be down to show me off rather than conceal me. She would be encouraging her man behind me, telling him I wasn’t the lesbian I was made out to be. 

I have the image of him in my mind – not as he is now in his jeans, but back in his hunting gear. The smartness of this attire would take away some of his roughness, even with that smooth hard prick of his poking through the fly of those tight breeches. It has been a long time since I’ve allowed a man inside me. I feel almost virginal in this respect. I need to think that some of his wildness can be calmed, or trepidation will outstrip excitement. I want him, no question. He is the one that could make a loveless fling unforgettable and precious. I can almost imagine myself crying out for him, telling him that my friend isn’t trying to protect me; she simply wants to keep him for herself. But if she simply waylaid him with that sexual expertise of hers then I would just be lying here: a wailing, self-confessed hussy, my own desperate pleas ringing in my ears – and how guilty and wretched would that make me feel? 

I am breathing hard but her fingers won’t be enough to make me come this time. Anyway, she wants her turn. I am to perform. If I do it well it might make Cas forget what Sindee has told him about me and have him take me without asking. I never dreamed I would welcome a third party to judge my skill as a lover, my abilities to tease and arouse. In the cold light of day, I’m sure the whole idea of it would have me wanting to run a mile. Instead I find it exciting. Perhaps it is part of that same submissive streak that lurks within: taking pleasure from other people taking their pleasure from you. Honey told me that sometimes being watched was enough. I know that my inhibitions have melted away in these last few days and I seem capable of the kind of things Sindee takes as natural. I know I want more than her fingers inside me, that’s for sure. I’m in need of something bigger, stiffer and pulsing with raging blood.

Her taste is sweetly subtle despite how wet she always gets. I am aware that many have been before me and some have been pros but I just stick to what always gave Elowen the most pleasure. I know for Sindee this is just a way to get her lover turned on. She isn’t after fireworks. I still show her the same passion I showed my last lover, and hope that somehow she remembers that I don’t mind if this thing between us is everything, even if I am finally learning to be a hussy who can separate love from meaningless flings. I should get on my knees if I am to entice him behind me but I’m just not wanton enough for that. I will just do as she says and hope that somehow she has a change of heart and decides to share. 

She won’t let me make her come although I take her close. I don’t know why. She puts her hand down there to stop me although she was previously gripping my hair and keeping me hard to her. Maybe she doesn’t want him to think I have anything like her oral expertise. She leads me to the couch and steers me to sit right beside him. I can smell him – not just his warm spice scent but also that of his aroused cock. The blindfold is slipped off but I keep my eyes closed. I’m trembling just from being at his side. My thighs are prised apart and her tongue laps at the crotch of my damp panties. My bare nipples are aching for his mouth but I can’t ask for it; it would mean too much compliance on my part. I open my eyes just a fraction and see her crouched there, tongue out, pressed to the tight fabric covering me, refusing to push it aside and give me what I need. Worse, his stiff cock is there too, her hand around it, claiming it, stroking it up and down while she teases me. Where do you learn such tricks? Then she turns her attentions to him. She moans as she takes him in to demonstrate how delicious his hard cock is in her mouth. This audible show of appreciation must be extra arousing for him. It’s not something I would ever have the harlot courage to do. 

She sucks him softly to start. I could do that. Then she shows him how deep she can go – way more than I could manage without gagging. Porn stars must learn on bananas or something, watching themselves in mirrors to get the lusty faces right. She leaves him slick with saliva, wanting more. Then I am taken from the sofa and guided to my knees. I think I am to have my turn on him and my nervous excitement unloads. However, it is just to give her another turn. She strips off her knickers right in front of us both and sits with legs parted, hand again gripping his shaft to show who owns it. She strokes herself before my eyes, pulling upwards to expose her clitoris for me to suck. My fingers go into her. I am less comfortable with this contrived wantonness but she feels so gorgeous inside that I try to blot out the porn element of it all. She presses to me, one hand again grasping my hair to hold me to her. My face is smeared with her. The juices run down my wrist. She gives little squeals and bucks against my fingers inside her but again stops short of taking a full-blown climax. 

Then she leaves me there. She takes him by the hand and leads him to the bed and I am left on my knees. I should get up and follow, press my claim to be there, let him get his hands on me. I watch her go back down upon him, giving her greedy moans as if for the camera. I can’t think to take any pictures. She swivels around and plants her bottom onto his face, jiggling it back and forth as her hand goes up and down his stiff pole. I could have got in there first. Imagine being dirty enough to do such a thing! Her crotch is smothering him and more than half his shaft is in her mouth. It’s like she wants to absorb him all. 

She comes off him again, hauling him further up the bed, pressing him into the corner, like she is trying to ensure he can’t be got at by anyone. She is astride him, squatting on feet rather than knees, hands on his chest to help her hover over his prick, ready to descend. I watch with breath held as she slowly sinks down and impales herself upon him. It is audibly sublime for them both. If any thoughts of me had persisted they will now have been driven out. She wants to control things and come all over him. By staying on her knees she has much greater up and down purchase. Strength in the calves and thighs is needed for this but she is well practised. Her weight takes her all the way down and then her muscles force her up, milking his whole length. She can take him as deep as she wants and at whatever speed she chooses, all the time taunting me with that pushed-out rear of hers. There is no way in there for me. He doesn’t even need to thrust upwards. Best of all it won’t hurry him towards his finish. She does this in the film she made, the one that had him hooked. I wonder how many more of those positions they will copy tonight to honour that.

Where so recently I would have been glad to be there as a voyeur only, this time I feel robbed. She is wilfully keeping him from me, pinning him down. I can’t see his face or much of his body. Most of his cock she keeps buried inside her as she writhes upon it. She has moved his big hands to her rump and they practically cover it. This is not posing for camera snaps or performing for an audience. This is her telling me to get out and leave them alone. But I have let her make love to me and I want to feel some of that love back. I have shared more of myself with him than I thought I would share with any man again and I want to share in him too. Since that time he spanked me I have been hurtling towards the stars and suddenly I have hit the ceiling. I need to break through, to allow the building momentum to rid me of my ghosts and let be as normal as everyone else. He is the one I won’t regret. 

I had my chance. Whilst I was on my knees I could have sucked on his cock even as she grasped it for him. Imagine if I had. She would have gone wild and spanked the arse off me. She is no different to Honey now. She has her man and wants no one else to touch him. She used me to help ensnare him and now I am seemingly surplus to requirements. The foreplay I am good for, but not the meat of their rude games. I should be outraged but it is so hard to be when the betrayers are so sensually fucking right before your eyes and making your molten pussy beg for attention. I have to go, even though I’m not sure I can take such another near miss. They have made me ready to give myself again by turning me into a submissive, but if they won’t now take it from me what am I to do? 




Chapter Fifteen

Cometh The Hour...

Again she breezes in as if nothing has happened. She even gives me a swift hug and a smack on the jean-covered arse. It’s only playful but she knows what effect such things have on me. 

“I think you should let me use a dildo on you next time,” she scurrilously whispers into my ear. “You should go and get us some from somewhere.” 

That would be about right: me off out doing her dirty work so that she can entertain her lover to the max before giving me the cold shoulder. Sadly, I’m already thinking about doing exactly as she asked. I guess you have to admire her brazenness. It doesn’t bother her in the slightest that I wasn’t there last night when she turned around. I once assumed the way she took control of her men was partly to keep me safe from them but last night it was most definitely to ensure I kept my hands of him. Maybe it was always like this. 

“Well, perhaps this lesbian doesn’t think a dildo will do the job,” I say. “Maybe she is after the real thing.”

She studies me, careful not to let her expression change. She searches for an answer but I know she is trying to keep her tongue in check. I have the vaguest inkling that I might just have sealed my own fate. Really I should be glad not to get involved with them again. I am being used and the torture of it is exhausting me. Feelings have grown strong between them and I am getting none of it. They have dragged me free from my celibacy and forced me to change what was not a particularly healthy state of mind, but am I destined to regret this? I should be glad of this new strength they have imparted to get on with my life, but I sense I want to cling to them, hoping for some kind of emotional connection so that I can feel less guilty about what I have let them do to me. 

“We are leaving for the airport in ten,” is all she says to me. 

Bag Man drives us there in the drug dealer car and then goes off to return it to the rental company whilst we check into First Class. I’ve never flown this poshly before. It will spoil me forever. Sindee seems to quietly resent me being here. I think she wants to have me downgraded to Peasant Class at the very least. Our luggage is minimal, which always looks pretty cool. I came with little but made sure I kept the riding gear bought for me, more out of appreciation for the gift than from plans to wear it again. Sindee left hers behind. I reckon she thinks she has a life of utter profligacy ahead of her. I’m not sure how I’m going to cope once I’m dumped back into the real world. 

It’s only a comparatively short flight for us seasoned travellers and we spend most of it at the little bar and its attached lounge area – not too dissimilar to the one Thunderhed have on their tour bus, if a little less pimp-friendly. Sindee is all over him. He looks just a little more conscious that he is in a public place with someone other than his wife on his arm. He also seems more aware of the fact that I might be getting frozen out and continues to try and keep me part of the conversation. Sindee, who might well have notions of trying out some kind of Mile High Club adventure, wants to do all her talking in whispers in his ear. Fortunately, he won’t let her cut me out and I like him even more for it. 

“I’m going to get me a big house in the country surrounded by acres of land and with stables,” Cas muses, his eyes glazing, “I’m gonna fill it with shit-loads of great art and spend my evenings sipping fine wine in front of a huge open fire. By day I will fish from my own lakes or shoot in my own woods. And I’ll have my own hunt with hounds ‘n’ shit for all my buddies to come join me on.” 

This is another subtlety. He spends all his time and effort trying to make people crowd around and adore him and now he has them in their droves all he wants to do is withdraw into isolation, as far from these fans as he can be, no doubt with security to stop them getting anywhere near him. The masses he craves drive him to seclusion. Already he lives a life separate from the real world – this rough, tough rebel from the streets. I think he was a loner who fought to gain some recognition and give himself a hint of self-worth. His charisma ensured he got so much he now has to remove himself from it. I find that very ironic. Would he now swap it for a normal life? I very much doubt it. 

It’s a key question I find myself coming back to when I think of him: what would he be like without the fame and fortune? By all accounts he has always been mean and confrontational, but a fighter for his cause rather than a bully. He is a drinker and a drug taker. He swears in front of ladies and he spits on stage. He is a cheat in love. He is somehow Neanderthal and yet it is this that adds to his attraction. Without the fame, thousands upon thousands of women would not dream of him in their bed, but then without his fame they wouldn’t know of him to desire or otherwise, so that’s a moot point. 

His charisma he was born with; it wasn’t created. His fame is therefore a product of his charisma. So maybe it was written in the stars that he would turn out this way and his character is what it was always going to be, not a product of an over-inflated ego created by fame. If so, add up the flaws and bad points of his nature and subtract the rugged-if-not-bad-when-you-get-used-to-them looks and you have someone you shouldn’t particularly like. And yet I do, more and more. Sheen is arguably better looking but he is simply vulgar and vacuous. Cas has more depth to him. It is like he is striving to gain some class. He ultimately wants the country estate, not the Playboy mansion he met his wife in. I think he is trying to leave the rough-mannered fighter behind. I think he is striving to be decent, and when he has enough money he will do just that: depart the spotlight and go and quietly be a gentleman somewhere. The trouble is, in the meantime, he has all that drink and those drugs and spats and women to get through, so will he ever make it to the other side?

“Well, you’ve certainly got some fit foxes around for you to chase,” Sindee jokes, reminding him that she should be present in this proposed paradise of his. 

“So you would buy an estate here in Europe, in England?” I ask him.

“Fuck no – back in Cali. I want a vineyard!” 

Sindee smiles, her eyes glazing, dreaming dreams of this life in the sun. But California is where Honey is, where his child will be. 

Instead of a cab from the airport Cas instructs Bag Man to hire a car, just in case we need one for the duration of our stay. Bag Man opts for a Mercedes MPV, because it is black and has tints: the sure way to get otherwise unfazed members of the public curious as to who’s inside. Along with the flights and other sundries, this must be ten grand that’s gone on the Amex today alone, without an eyelid being batted. The extravagance doesn’t stop there. Sindee and I, along with the Death in Venus guys, are booked into a cheaper hotel half a mile from the swish one Cas and the others will call home for the next few nights. We drive straight past ours and onto his. He then books out a lounge area so that we girls have somewhere to chill in privacy this afternoon, whilst he sound checks at the venue. He also orders Bag Man to drive me to my hotel to pick up stuff for me and Sindee, and tells him to take me anywhere I want to go if I need to buy anything else. Sindee can’t go with me because she is needed in his suite for a pre-gig shag. I am clearly not required but I hold out hopes for later.

In the foyer of my much less salubrious lodgings I find guess who? It seems like a lifetime since I’ve seen Russell, Vinny and poor Ben, when in reality it has only been a couple of days. No surprises, Beavis and Butthead are hanging around looking clueless and bored as always, just as they were when I left them. Poor Ben is curled up on another sofa with eyes shut and hands over his ears, presumably having been driven mad at last by his bandmates’ inane wittering. I stand before them, surveying the scene. They look rough. 

‘“Christ, it’s like Waiting for Godot in here,” I say. Russell gives me a filthy look and completely ignores me, continuing with another of his bullshit stories. 

“So I walk into the lav,” he tells an ever gormlessly interested Vinny, “and this chick is sat there with her knickers round her ankles, tinkling away whilst talking to her mate on the phone. She’s telling her that the place is full of rock stars and that she thinks one of them has just walked in on her, looking for a fuck. I tell her I’m the drummer and get my cock out and she sucks away on it while her mate is still on the phone. She sucking me and telling her mate how lovely it is and sending pictures to her while she’s wanking me off. I come in her mouth and then scram and she’s going ‘Wow! I just sucked off one of the All Stars!’ I didn’t bother telling her she’d got her bands mixed up!” 

I shake my head in dismay and incredulity and resignation. No wonder Ben has turned catatonic. I go up to my room to get some stuff together. All our possessions have indeed been transferred here by our unknown servant. How will I ever manage again without people magically doing everything for me? Fortunately, having been whisked to England, we still have some of the fetish gear purchased in Berlin as yet unworn. I opt for the lilac corset in latex and pick out something for my no-good friend. Despite the fact that Bag Man is waiting patiently for me downstairs like a slave, I still shower in case I don’t get time later, even though I had one this morning. You can never be too clean or too dirty, as Sindee says. I am going to leave but I spot that Ben has stirred. He really does look a state: hair everywhere, pasty-faced and glum. 

I slide in beside him and nudge his shoulder with mine as a sign of friendship. I feel terrible for leaving him like this. 

“Backgammon?” I ask him. Bag Man can wait.

“I can’t stand any more of this,” he says quietly, staring ahead as if dazed. “I could be doing something way more worthwhile. I could be writing film scores, composing rather than turning out shite for a shite band with a singer who is never here to rehearse anything new.”

“What if I told you there was a proper singer looking for a guitarist and songwriter – a lovely, level-headed, supremely talented girl who wants to sing proper lyrics and not ones about hellfire bitches on speed?” 

I’m not sure he’s heard me. His glazed-eye expression remains the same, looking into the distance as if the answers to his problems are there somewhere. 

“I just want to cut off this greasy mop so I can see clearly for once.”

“Ah, but then Russell over there would go mad and split up the group and there would be no more drugs and parties and free sex from gorgeous women. How would you cope without all that?” 

“I hate this life,” he says. “It wrings you out almost immediately. It hits you with a barrage of excess and nothing is special or sacred anymore. I could sleep with a hundred girls in a hundred nights and do anything with them that I could dream up but none of it would be as good as a single, simple night with someone I really liked. I never realised you could be so lonely surrounded by so many people. You cannot fall for someone whilst out on the road. The environment is too strange. You don’t even know yourself so how can you hope to understand other people?” 

There is no answer to this because he is right. I’ve thought the same thing myself. He is way too soft-hearted for the callousness of this lifestyle. To think he came on this tour expecting to find the woman of his dreams – but then, I guess, so did Cas. I actually think he is serious about jacking it in and I momentarily panic, seeing the whole free ride screeching to a halt. But he is beaten and anyone in his position with half a brain and a modicum of decency would be too. I pat him on the knee and then upgrade this to a quick cuddle for comfort, but he smells a tad unwashed so I release him. Monstrously, I know I am going to leave him again, despite what he has just said about loneliness and me being perhaps the one person able to connect with him. As I hand Bag Man my stuff and skip out of the hotel door, I am praying Ben can hang onto his sanity for the duration, at least until I can get what I can out of it. It’s horrible of me, I know, but that is the selfish creature I have become in this hedonistic, egotistical world. 

As it was I shouldn’t have bothered. Sindee is nowhere to be seen, away with Cas to the sound check, not wanting to leave his side for a moment. It will be obvious to the other band members what is going on between them but the love-struck cheaters have ceased to care. The others won’t mind, as long as Cas doesn’t do anything that stops the Thunderhed bandwagon from rolling on. Bag Man departs to take Sindee’s stuff to the venue and I am abandoned. At least I don’t have to listen to Russell but I’ve got no room to go to and only a wall to stare at and drinks to take my mind of things. 

My phone battery is dead and the charger is God knows where, so I can’t ring Troianne and beg her to come and help save a forlorn guitarist’s sanity. Or mine. It would be nice to have an excuse to talk to her again. It would be good to speak to someone normal. Sound checks are the most mind-numbing of things to be a part of, particularly if you aren’t one of the band, and yet Sindee chose to be there rather than here with me. I can’t storm out because I have nowhere to storm to. I just sit, and time creeps by. I have to go to the rest room off the hotel bar to change and do my make-up and I am keenly aware as I return to the hired lounge that I look more than a little like a hired prostitute. I don’t know when I will be picked up but surely Death in Venus will have to be getting the show underway soon. I can’t get a taxi anywhere because I have no money and I don’t know the name of my hotel. Nor do I remember the route from here to there, so I couldn’t teeter there on these heels. I don’t even know what language they speak in Denmark. My band will surely have left by now anyway, and if I go from here I might miss my lift. I am marooned, all dressed up and nowhere to go.

The drinks are taking their toll and I’m more than a little tiddly now. The realisation hit me some time back that no one is coming for me. I have been left in the lurch. My superfluous role on this tour has finally caught up with me but I am still conscious that this might be a deliberate oversight. Thunderhed will be on now so Sindee must be aware of my absence. Still, how could she call? What would she do to get me there? Bag Man is no employee of hers and his place is with Cas until Cas tells him otherwise, which is hard to do when he is on stage singing. Our own manager wouldn’t give a toss that I wasn’t there. I don’t know whether to sulk, feel stupid and unloved, or remain unfazed by it all. I guess a true submissive would revel in being helpless and controlled by others but I can’t say it’s a position I find too thrilling. All I can do is decamp from this lonely hired lounge to the hotel bar, clasping my camera and the plastic bag full of the clothes I came here in, so that at least I can drink amongst others even if I do look like a waiting whore. There I won’t miss their return, whenever that may be. 

I have been snoozing. Hopefully I haven’t been dribbling. My brain recognises Sindee’s laughter coming from the foyer and wakes me. I should be ready to rip her apart but anyone left out of the party always feels a little too pathetic for that. Fortunately, I’ve had the warm memories of our riding trip to dwell upon. I still have the butterfly excitement in my belly from the suspicion that tonight could yet get very sexy. I have been steeling myself for cock. Just as the submissive in me has been unlocked, a new voraciousness has also surfaced. It is what Sindee has been trying to bring from me all through this tour. Well, she’s succeeded. 

My guilt made me try to seek love with her, as if love was the be all and end all when it came to sharing oneself, but she is too frivolous of heart to care about such things. So, my conscience has decided on another tack: it will allow my sexual awakening to blossom provided that my focus is on the polar opposite of the one I loved with all my heart – namely, a man who has only lust in mind. I just adore inked bodies, though, so that’s still going to have to feature. I am braced to do what every other woman I’ve come across over the last however many weeks has wanted to do: I’m going to get me fucked by a rock star. Not just any rock star though. Not a Russell or a Vinny. I’m going to get the biggest of them all; the meanest, roughest and most magnetic. And I will know that secretly, underneath all this, he is also a gentleman at heart. 

I cannot wait. My brain has gone cock-crazy to drown out any residual guilt. It will be one in the eye for Sindee too, having nurtured all this sexiness within me and then given me the cold shoulder out of pure jealousy. All I have to do is open up to him and he will do the rest. He may even punish me for making him believe I was a lesbian when he could have had me any time. All I have to do is get past my green-eyed friend. And there she is, smiling broadly in her fetish gear, prepared for dirty fun, clasping Cas’s hand in case he slips away. 

‘Where have you been?’ says Sindee, looking a little shocked that I am suddenly there in front of her. I know she knows I was left behind and she was glad of the time spent without her gooseberry but I’m not going to give her the benefit of looking pathetic. 

“Oh, I had a bit of a headache so I decided to sit this one out,” I lie. “I’m fine now and ready to party.’”

“Well, the party is still going on in some record producer’s apartment across town if you want,” she says, huddled close to her man. 

What the fuck am I to do with that information? It sounds like more cold-shouldering to me. She hasn’t said where precisely the party is, nor offered Bag Man’s assistance in getting me there, although he is standing right behind them. None of what she says seems to be leading to the image I have of how tonight will play out. 

“Are you not going back to the party?” I ask. I sound weak.

“No, we decided to have some alone time,” she says, grinning saucily up at her man. He’s staying quiet. 

“So what am I supposed to do?” I say, with frustration and panic gathering.

“Well, if you really must, maybe you could take that camera and come along to do what you are being paid to do.”

I feel my cheeks instantly flush. It’s that dark side of hers rising. It was said with an expression of humour but it was meant to be wilfully nasty. 

“Or I could take this camera and shove it up your arse,” I reply, with a how do you like that? face on. She just gives me a thin smile.

“Kinky,” she says and then turns back to Cas, me immediately forgotten. She pulls at his hand to lead him away. She is actually going to leave me here in the foyer, knowing I have nowhere to go. Perhaps it’s all intentional and I’m supposed to trail defeated to their room to begin a night of submission to their dirty will. Bag Man is about to pass by to see them safely upstairs but I step into his way. 

“I don’t want to stay here. Will you take me back to my hotel?” 

He looks at me, expressionless. I don’t expect an answer from a mute but I know he won’t simply push me aside. He looks to Cas for an answer and the singer silently shrugs. I don’t thank him. I follow Bag Man back to the car and fume all the way back to my hotel. I was going to give myself to that man. She has robbed me again and left me empty. 

“Will you see me to my room?” I ask the bodyguard. He just does these things automatically, without argument. It is a very special kind of discipline; a proud discipline because it is alien in him to ever let anyone down. He even carries my bag up to the room. He puts it down upon the bed – this warrior hunk who makes things happen by magic and takes care of everything. And then I am down on my knees. I don’t know what impelled me but if I hadn’t acted in that very microsecond then I wouldn’t have acted at all. He stands there, solid and silent as always as I pull his zip down. 

I see the stark pure white of the briefs within, thin over his bulge. He is the one beacon of stoic smartness in my current world of slovenly males. My hand goes inside, sliding under the waistband. Then suddenly he is warm in my hand like a thick fillet of snake, rousing. Out it comes and my tongue is there to greet it, flickering at the tip like Sindee would do. His blood-fill stretches my grip. I slide my lips down over him so that I can feel the final swell in my mouth. It made me salivate when I saw my friend do this to Cas last night and it makes me salivate now. I take him as deep as I dare. My head is going up and down on him. I have never done it like this in my life, my wont being simply to suck at the sensitive head, usually softly. But now I do it as Sindee does. I grip his shaft and run my fist up and down as my tongue and mouth work on him. I moan with hungry lust. I do it like a porn star. 

I keep my fingers tight and my head bobbing. I don’t feel ashamed of the slurp or the slickness that dribbles from my mouth. My other hand has his balls, feeling their heat and weight. He feels utterly potent, able to do whatever he wants with me. I want to surrender. My hands free him and drop to my skirt, tugging at the clinging latex to slide it up my thighs, all the way, gathering it at my waist to expose the sheer tights beneath. My knees spread and one hand stays down there as the other goes back to hold his rigid shaft. My fingers creep down inside my tights and are at my slit, stroking it, spreading my wetness. No one has ever seen me play with myself before but I am aware of how rudely sexy Sindee looks when she does this. I only wish I had the guts to strip and do it as gratuitously as she does. 

I reach up quickly to get to his shirt buttons. He takes his cue and allows me to regain my grip of him. The chest is exposed, the thin black tie still hanging there over bare muscle. He looks smooth and hard. You could drive a car into him and he wouldn’t budge. The jacket is removed and left to drop behind him. He means to stay, if only for a while. One large hand comes down onto my head to help control the speed of my movement. It is another thing straight from a porn film but then I didn’t expect any tenderness from him. For all his silent obedience he has the body of a brute. Show him an enemy and he would rip them limb from limb. I’ve seen what power those massive hands wield, what effect they can have upon something as soft and defenceless as Raven Girl’s bum. 

I had ideas of how it would have played out with Cas but here it has been too spontaneous to follow a controlled pattern. The bed is right there but I can’t think of the next move. I don’t want gentle foreplay and lovemaking. I want his roughness, his silence. I want to be tied and made but there have been no preparations done for this and I don’t want any interruptions that might make the enormity of what I am doing take hold. How do you even discuss such things with a man who doesn’t speak? I know I have sucked him for long enough and if I go on any longer I will finish him on my knees. I don’t want that. 

He doesn’t either. My inaction leads to his action. The cock is eased clear of my mouth. The big hands go to my shoulders. I am turned, urged downwards as he bends, forced onto my front. My tights are pulled, yanked roughly and urgently down to my knees, my backside brought upward in the process as my face squashes to the carpeted floor. My legs are forced apart, as much as my constricting tights will allow. My sexy corset stays on, as do my spiked boots, but my arse is laid bare and that is all he wants. I feel the lone finger prodding at me, sliding in to open me. After all this time just this single digit feels as big as any cock could be. It stirs inside me, letting my muscles relax. There is no question that I am wet enough. 

He withdraws and then his weapon is guided home, easing forward to part me. I hold my hips up to give him better entry. His weight is above me but not resting down. His breath is at my ear. His fragrance is sweetly exotic. His cock is ready to be driven home, there just inside of me. His hands come down flat to the floor to give him purchase. Then his hips drive forward and I am filled by the monster. It sears but in the same way a spank does: a sizzling, delicious current to set the nerve endings ablaze. I cry out. Sindee once said to me that there was nothing sexier to a man than a woman’s desperate desire as she is fucked. 

His own needs are obvious. He slides in and out slowly only a couple of times before hammering into me with speed, rushing the stars to my head. I hold myself up the best I can. His chest is at my back, crushing me to the floor. He humps me wildly and the room fills with the dirty slap of his groin on my juddering backside and his massive balls against my wet puss. The carpet is soaked beneath my cheek but I don’t care how desperate I look because I am already coming. His arms are strong enough to keep him here all night, his cock hard enough to have me flooding the room. The come is huge; powerful enough to become almost surreal – all that pent-up desire bursting out at last. 

It goes on and on, even as he tenses and spurts inside me. My heart is banging and my head throbbing. Exhaustion almost wipes me out. If I’d have wanted any after-shag tenderness I wouldn’t have been able to manage any. Fortunately, he has no such plans. He slips from me and tidies himself as I lay there prone and glowing and done. He has duties to attend to elsewhere. I’m still there with my bare bum out when I hear the door close behind him. I don’t even have the energy to crawl up onto the bed. It was such a simple fuck really: just a hot, wet quickie on the floor of an inexpensive hotel, but I know it will be branded in my memory forever. How ironic that the person I finally lost myself to was not the soft beauty I envisaged; the paragon of selfless compassion promising endless love. It was a mute brute whose real name I don’t even know. It was perfect, though. It had to be this way. He is the one man I currently know who won’t breathe a word of this to anyone. My dirty secret will be safe with him. 




Chapter Sixteen

Double Trouble

The last person I expect to see in our hotel bar is Sindee. We have three days off and I am at a loose end. The residual excitement of last night propels me from my room but all I find downstairs is the same old same old. Ben is rocking back and forth, looking deranged. Vinny is sitting looking stupid. Russell is alongside him talking rubbish. I almost plead with him to get the fuck out.

“Why – is there some kind of amazing bacon museum I should visit?” he says with heavy sarcasm. “Why don’t you go out and find where all the hottest Danish bitches are at – I’ve got seven inches of solid pork that needs frying in pussy fat!” 

He even grabs his own crotch as he says it. Is vulgarity compulsory in heavy rock drummers?

“Russell, you are such a fuck-wadding nunt,” says a familiar female voice from behind, and then Sindee has plonked herself on the sofa beside me. She is irate, incensed even, so that means memories of her most recent unkindness towards me are to be put aside. Cas has left the building, at first light. He was almost out the door as she woke. She thinks he would happily have slipped away without a word because he was sneaking off to see his wife. That’s right: three days of leisure and his first thought is to leave the girl he tracked across Europe to find, just to go back to the bitch of a Playboy model he stupidly put a ring on – her words, obviously, not mine. There was no specific reason given, he “just had to go”, and looked very shifty doing it, by all accounts. Naturally Bag Man went with, which means I won’t immediately have to bump into the man who has made walking a problem for me today. The rest of his band flew off to the chateau and Sindee had to practically order their manager to give her a lift here or face being stranded alone at the hotel. Oh dear – I wonder how that feels! 

“He promised to be back tomorrow but the round trip has got to be twenty-four hours, minimum,” she snarls. “It’s bullshit.”

He wasn’t back tomorrow, or the day after. I must say the extent of her jealousy surprised me. I’m not sure how much she genuinely likes Cas. Not, I suspect, as much as he likes her. She likes the fact that she has landed the Big One. She likes the thought of a life of luxury. She was happy to play around with lesser guys but now she has so quickly scaled the good fortune ladder things have to change. She wants her claws in him, just as Honey does. She wants to make herself essential to him. She cannot believe that he can possibly want to leave her side for a minute, least of all to be with the woman he claims he made a mistake in marrying.

I try to avoid her over the next few days but she is in that destructive mood of hers and things could go bad. She goes missing for a whole chunk of one day and returns with blue hair, as if to spite him from afar. It will look good with that top she got from Savage Store, though. Each hour that goes by without his return sends her jealousy higher. There are precious few outlets for her emotion other than drink and drugs. I almost think she might purposefully OD just to have him scurrying back like Anthony to Cleopatra. At least her heavy intake keeps her off my back. She sobers up enough for the day of the show, when he must return. But he doesn’t. All of Thunderhed are there at the venue except for their front man. Reports come that flight cancellations prevented his arrival. The show will be scrapped and a later date found. He will now meet us tomorrow night in Glasgow.

“It’s bollocks!” shouts Sindee, launching her beer bottle across the dressing room. “He just wants to give that bitch one more final fuck. I know him!” 

The show might be cancelled but the after-show party is not. You’d think we’d need this like a hole in the head but actually it is a hugely welcome change to the tedium. It is held in some record producer’s house out in a pine forest and if you think you know modern then think again. Things open or turn on if you say specific Danish words at them. You can tell a computer what song you want and it plays it, in as many rooms as you want. One whole wall is black-smoked mirrors one moment and then a giant screen the next, or lots of little screens. There are open fires everywhere. They look real but come on at the touch of a button and flicker away, and they only give off as much heat as you want, although the flames remain constant. You can burn your hand off or leave it in the flames unscathed for minutes at a time just from turning a dial.

One lounge has a see-through ceiling, below the pool room, so it looks like the water is suspended above. You can sit on the almost complete circle of sofa around a low chrome table and look right up through the gently blue water to the skylight in the ceiling high above, and onward to the stars. You can see people diving in and swimming on the surface, or coming down to wave at you through half a foot of reinforced glass. This can be quite disconcerting when a grinning, skinny-dipping Sheen has his thing floating about just above your head. The whole construction of this pool area alone must have cost – what’s the currency here? – over a quarter of a billion Danish rashers to install. 

We slam tequilas, slurp vodka cocktails or sip Ace of Spades champagne by de Brignac. If it’s good enough for Jay-Z it’s good enough for us. Gio chugs his straight out of the gold magnum bottle. The Magic Man doles out pills and potions for those in need. He also introduces us to a statuesque beauty by the name of Lady Essence, with smooth dark chocolate skin and a half-bare arse as round and shining as a conker. She speaks not one word of English but clad in her red leather bodice and clutching a long-tailed whip we know she is a force to be reckoned with. She has a sidekick too, just as gorgeous and sultry. She is darker still and dressed as a Persian warrior of ancient times, domed and spiked helmet included, all in gold. I shiver at the thought of what these two could do to you if they got you alone. 

Word goes out that no man has ever been a match for them. That, of course, is like a red rag to a bull for Russell. He seems extra cock-sure tonight. He is bragging away. Down comes his zip and then he is waving it around, proud as any man can be. Lady Essence remains unfazed, addressing him in her foreign tones. 

“She will fuck you,” translates her golden sidekick, “if you dare.”

“Of course I fucking dare,” sneers Monsieur LeMuscle. “Ain’t no bitch alive can handle all of me!”

He has a huge boastful grin on his face as they lead him away. I don’t think I’ve seen him look more pleased with himself. Two minutes later the big screen changes and slowly we all start to realise the pictures are being beamed direct from some kind of shagging dungeon, sound and all, and Russell and his two beauties are the stars. He is as happy as ever to get naked. He still grins knowingly when they secure his hands. He warns them of what they have coming to them as Lady Essence lightly whips his back and arse, whilst Goldie goes to her knees to suck on his erection. He doesn’t mind at all when he is untied and the lady in red sits upon his face, lashing at his cock from time to time. He can take anything these bitches want to throw at him, that’s what his face says. We all sit round on the huge low-backed curving sofa to watch and to cheer as appropriate. 

The scene plays out and I can’t help but keep my eyes fixed on it. I sense he has much more coming to him than he bargained for. The screen changes angles or divides so we can see different shots of the action at the same time. The clarity is good enough for me to take pictures of the onscreen shenanigans without my auto flash coming on to dull the image. There must be ten cameras in there and someone unseen is directing it all for our delectation. You don’t get this kind of service in the pokey hotels I’ve been staying in. With him chained to the floor they walk on him in spiked heels and pinch his nipples hard. Between punishments Goldie sucks on him to keep him sweet. Then she squats above him, her tiny skirt rucked up, and very slowly slides down upon his length. She just sits there static, not moving an inch, but by the grimaces on his face she must possess some special clenchy inner-muscle tricks unknown to lesser sex goddesses like me. What a tease it must be for him.

He is confident enough to let them bend him forward and secure his wrists via rings on the wall. She feeds his feet into the holes of a pair of lacy pink knickers and pulls them all the way up for him, his stiff cock sticking over the waistband. That is definitely worth a picture! He calls her names but barely struggles as she does this, so I know this means he doesn’t realise we can see it all. She spanks him with her palm over the stretched material of the skimpy knicks, not very hard at all. But then she pulls them down round his thighs and the weight of her next flurry of slaps is immediately heavy enough to turn his taut buttocks rosy red. I shift in my seat, knowing how this would feel. He gasps and swears but his eyes scrunch shut, as if the pleasure is a sudden surprise. A close-up practically shows us the throb in his straining prick. His bravado remains but I sense he is feeling his machismo draining away. As I now know well, there is something shockingly mortifying in discovering that you enjoy the humiliation of being made to bend over, and absolutely adore the stinging pain that follows. 

The grin starts to fade as Essence spurts some kind of oil up inside him. The way his cock jerks shows exactly how much he likes this, despite what he would ever have us believe. Then the goddess parades herself before his eyes sporting a long hard dildo at her waist – bright red, of course, to match her attire. We applaud but a hush starts to descend upon the room. He pulls at his restraints and we can hear him telling her to stop pissing about, but his arse stays pushed out for her and his cock bobs in excited anticipation. His cheeks are as flushed as the ones on his backside but his protests aren’t nearly convincing enough. He calls her a bitch but she just slaps him again.

“You dared my lady to fuck you,” says Goldie, clasping his balls. He gives no answer, so fuck him Essence does, holding his hips tight and sliding the solid length of plastic home. He gasps and even squeals as his tight sphincter is breached. The audience clap and whoop in delight. In she goes, all the way up, his prick swelling fit to burst and looking massive. She goes in and out, finding a nice rhythm. Goldie goes back to her knees to suck him. His eyes close and he whimpers. There is no question he loves every inch of the toy up his arse, perhaps even the fact that that skimpy pink underwear is still around his thighs. 

I feel elated. It is sexy to watch that beauty of a brown rump driving against the taut arse that has proudly pounded into so many nameless girls. It is good to see him devoid of all power and looking pitiful and stripped of his tiresome machismo. Never has a comeuppance been so deserved by such a vulgar bragger, such a wilful chauvinist. Of course, if he wasn’t enjoying it so much then it would have been less comfortable viewing, but he so clearly is, unaware that we can see it all. Another man might shrug such things off and say there is no shame in broadening one’s sexual horizons, but he, he will hate the thought that anyone has witnessed this being done to him.

“What a fucking faggot,” says a sneering American voice. Russell is never, ever going to live this down. He looks like a sissy, so much the opposite of what he wishes to be. I am dimly aware that Sindee is off the sofa and leaving but I want to stay and watch it all. I hear my name being called and I drag my eyes away to see her there. She is in the doorway, beckoning me over. She is not alone. Either side of her, each with a hand in hers, stand Sheen and Skelz, the former bare-chested from his earlier pool adventures. I know instantly what plans she has for them. 

I have to go because that, as she so likes to tell me, is what I am here for. I am almost spitefully glad that she is on the verge of making a very big mistake. I decide to not even try to make her see straight. Fortunately, Lady Essence and the Gold Warrior have impeccable timing and as I go the latter stops sucking on Russell’s cock and slides further beneath him, taking his tight ball sack into her mouth. It is a lovely arty shot that I’m not going to have time to capture: Goldie with her face against the underside of his rigid shaft, her mouth full of his balls. Essence pumps hard and he gives out more sissy yelps and I just catch the sight of his thick white spurts shooting from the swollen-fit-to-burst glans and dripping off his piercing. I would love to be in the room when he made his proud return – bare-faced lying about what went on, telling everyone how he fucked the arse off the both of them. We will never forget the truth, and won’t let him either.

It is never in question that I am to be there merely to capture the action rather than be a part of it. Even if she was of a mind to share I am easily strong enough to refuse. Yesterday, before a certain episode with a Maori bodyguard, I might have been on shakier ground. My head was not straight and my cravings seemed to be running rampant. However, it was just a momentary aberration and I am cured of that now. I am in a much better place mentally, right where I want to be: finding sex sexy but able to control when I want to share myself and with whom. It is a good feeling to have. 

Admittedly Sheen has a fit bod and an enticing if rather too-large cock, but just two subsequent minutes of his horseplay or spoken drivel, knowing that I had allowed a jerk such as him be inside me, would have me hanging myself with cheese wire. Skellz, well, he is just Skellz. As it happens no one seems to think I am here to get naked. I’m still taking up position as belts are being unbuckled and shiny leather pants are dropping. Cocks are being stroked hard, two of them side by side just as she likes them, waiting for her hungry mouth. Her eyes close as she sinks upon the bigger erection and she has that almost angelic look again. But this is Sindee at her core: greedy; selfish; destructive. Consequences don’t come into it for her. It’s the pure hedonist mentality, now mixed with spite. I know with every lewdly slurping head-bob she is thinking how dare he leave me to go to her? I take the pictures, just as she wants me to. 

I forget the inevitable fall-out and sit back to enjoy the show. I have a feeling this might be the last time I see her like this. It is erotic for sure. Even the most vulgar can look sensual when naked and making love to a beauty. With all the tattoos is it like watching an animation, like they are partially clothed when they are not. A diet of drink, drugs and fucking somehow keeps the boys muscular and her lithe. They automatically seem to know, what with me watching, that they have to put on a show, like porn stars. Crassness and impatient fumbling goes out the window. They want to look professional. They stroke rather than paw her. They remember to tend to less obvious erogenous zones. They are all perfectly at ease with their bodies and this togetherness.

She lets Skellz enter her from behind as she bends at the waist to have Sheen in her mouth. I haven’t seen the drum tech undressed before. His tattoos really are amazing. His whole body is done like his arms and hands: parts of his skeleton revealed by skilfully drawn pulled-back skin, as if he has come straight from a dissection table. I see portions of leg bone, a whole section of spine and glimpses of shoulder blade. The behind is untouched: two muscularly full buttocks with side dimples, tensing as he thrusts into her. I am becoming almost as fond of the male arse as the female, I can’t deny it. There are exposed ribs on both sides, even a colourful lower portion of exposed heart – which is, frankly, fucking incredible artistry. It’s just a pity the man himself can be such a pill-crazed idiot. 

It is mainly about being filled at both ends and why wouldn’t you want to be, if you could? Strange, I still think that this is something I will never know and yet I could have it happen at any time. That invisible force-field of morality still pervades and I have simply no notion why. It is like an instinct, a ruling gene that some of us have and some of us do not. Those who don’t have it can revel in being as dirty as they like. Those of us who do have it can delight in dirty, darkly scintillating fantasies about being made to do such things. I wonder which is best. She likes to ride her men too. It gives her power over the sensations she receives without hurrying their finish. 

She expertly takes the whole of Sheen inside her, mounting him as he reclines on the low chocolate brown couch – a modern elongated chaise longue. She slowly rides his full length up and down before leaning forward to kiss him. As she usually doesn’t bother with such closeness this must expressly be to stab the absent Cas even deeper in his heart. Skellz, hovering behind enjoying the show, steps in. She is exposed, her bottom parted, her puss stuffed. He bends and spits on the little hole above, rubbing with his fingers and pushing one in. She moans her delight, so deeper he goes. She stays still for him to continue. He spits and works it in and penetrates her again with one finger, and then two. I capture him knuckle deep, those tattooed bones showing whose hand it must be. 

He keeps on, slipping them in and out of her rapidly now she is less tight. I know what is coming. My racing heart has given me the hint. He hunkers down behind her and takes aim, holding his stiff prick to guide it home. I take shot after shot as her presses forward. Her cry escalates until it is almost a shout of thankful relief. I have never seen her take it this way so I do not know if it is her first time. I go in close to take one picture of her lovely face, eyes closed in rapture. I guess I always knew that one day she would have this. It seems like the ultimate for a girl like her. It looks so dirty; so utterly delicious. 

I can’t slow my pulse or control my breathing. The blood fizzes round my whole body. All through it, as Skellz pumps fast towards his wrenching end, I feel like I am on a speeding runaway train. Lord knows what she feels. The climax started early but continues to build. In the end it is too much for her to even make any noise. She just stays pressed flat to one man as the other fucks her like a demon. I am pretty sure all thoughts of Cas have gone now but how soon will they creep back? How long before she realises she has committed such a damaging betrayal? Maybe she doesn’t care – she certainly won’t be able to see past her bliss at this moment. Ask me, though, and I would bet anything that this flighty bit of revenge is going to blow up bigger than she ever imagined. 




Chapter Seventeen

Outro

The hell that these heavy metallists have been threatening to unleash has suddenly broken loose. The morning after the night before sees us all landing in Glasgow. Cas is there as promised, in the hotel ready to meet up with his band. Sindee stays with us, apparently unaware of his return and unrepentant about her actions of last night. The first thing Sheen does is tell Cas what a hot, dirty bitch Sindee is and how he is not surprised Cas prefers fucking her over Honey. The first thing Cas does is punch Sheen square in the face. The drummer goes down, bouncing off a bar before hitting the floor awkwardly, fracturing his wrist. The All Stars’ front man tries to step in to stop a follow-up blow and Cas turns on him, smacking him in the jaw. It is unclear whether the Thunderhed man knew that his fellow vocalist also had prior carnal knowledge of Sindee and had harboured seething anger, but the force of the punch was enough to leave severe swelling and bruising certainly not conducive to singing loudly. 

Cas was subsequently arrested and word of this was quickly leaked, along with the reasons behind the assault. The press has descended upon our hotel. A picture of Sindee Liscious has already been broadcast by certain newsrooms. It will soon be getting shown on the other side of the Atlantic and then it’s going to be a full-on shit versus fan situation. Where the leak came from is debateable –maybe a vengeful victim, maybe an apparent innocent, since gossip is part of the entertainment of tour life and spite and jealousies bubble constantly near the surface when you live in each other’s pockets. There is even a chance that the word came from a certain foxy singer herself, with an eye on wrecking a marriage for good. 

Cas was quickly released on bail pending possible charges. Sindee was summoned to his hotel and I was smuggled out with her to act as bodyguard. She was hurt and angry but so was he. I have always been able to see how much he thought of her. The betrayal cut him apart. The fact that she would sleep with his so-called friends at the drop of a hat seemed to hurt him way more than the fact that his wife was about to learn of his infidelity. He deserved to be cheated on, she told him, running off to Honey the first chance he got. 

“So you screwed the first man you saw?” he said, almost tearing his hair out. “You threw away what we had been building? You let that dumb shit get inside you just like that?”

“Men. I fucked the first men I saw. There were two of them. You want to fuck me over and play games with me then we will play.” 

She was shouting. She was confident because she knew he liked her more than she did him, and that gave her the upper hand. She didn’t want to lose the Big Prize but she knew he was addicted to her and would come back on whatever terms she offered. This man wanted her more than anyone and would have to pay for choosing to see his wife over her. He would have to learn the hard way that they were to always play by her rules. His jaw tensed. He was close to exploding. I saw the flash in his eyes and the fists clench. For one moment I thought she was going to become Punch Victim No3. I stepped between them to make sure that didn’t happen. I shook my head slowly, speaking calmly to him because I know how good she can be at enraging you. 

“Remember I’m a ninja,” I told him. His hands went to his head, squeezing it as if it might detonate at any moment.

“She had a bleed! My wife thought she was losing the baby so I went to her. I stayed until I was sure things were all right and then I came back to you. To you!”

He couldn’t speak to her after that so Bag Man had to usher us out and sneak us back to our hotel. She wasn’t looking quite so full of herself the last time I saw her, rushing off to cry crocodile tears in her room. In our absence things had kicked off here to. With the full implications of events hitting home Benno Shea was seen uncharacteristically laughing – rather manically by all accounts. He disappeared for almost an hour and came back with his head shaved to a crew cut. Russell, no doubt still humiliated by all the ribbing he had been taking since the very public and very un-macho ruination of his backside courtesy of Lady Essence, went immediately berserk. He accused Ben of gaiety and of ruining everything. He then picked up a coffee table and hurled it across the room at his guitarist, thankfully falling short. He was promptly jumped on and had the shit beaten out of him by three burly Scotsmen hired as security by the hotel, before also being arrested. He is still under lock and key and no one is rushing to get him out. 

Last and least emerged the fate of Skellz. Just for the record he avoided any punishment – which is kind of a shame, especially since with all his bones tattooed on the outside of his body he wouldn’t have needed any x-rays to check for breaks. He scrammed the moment Cas started throwing punches and has not been seen since. He is reported to be anywhere other than on the equipment lorry he’s is meant to be on, making his way here for tomorrow night’s gig. It doesn’t really matter because the whole of the rest of this tour is in tatters. There will be no glorious homecoming for Death in Venus. With each band a man down all shows have to be cancelled. Friendships and trust lie in ruins. Individuals are threatening to sue other individuals, venues sure to sue tour managers, record companies now in melt-down. To quote fat twat Vinny, it’s all completely fucked. 

I got back in time to see Ben with his suitcase, heading for the hotel exit. I barred his way and quizzed him. He was quitting with immediate effect and I knew how he felt. Suddenly all this was overwhelmingly exhausting, physically and mentally. I didn’t care about any of them. I didn’t want to talk to them or speak to them. I wanted out. So I went. I told Ben to wait whilst I got my bag. I didn’t even pack properly, so adept am I now at going on the fly. I kissed Bag Man on the cheek and asked him to use that Black Card just one more time and buy us two tickets to London. He stood there studying me for a few seconds, that impenetrable half-frown of his as always on his face. Then he reached for his phone and walked away. Five minutes later a cab arrived to take us to the airport. When we got there the tickets were waiting – not first class, but hey! 

The plane is close to landing and for a while I will know normality. How I get on with it remains to be seen. I don’t know what will become of the others. Most likely it will all blow over in a matter of days, just like every other scrape gotten into during the tour. It will be water under the bridge, all part of the legend. Dates will be rescheduled and lawsuits settled and the whole thing will start over. A wronged Honey may ditch her man but I rather think she will fight for him. He may let her win that fight, perhaps for the sake of his child. If not it might cost him maybe twenty million, but don’t worry because he will earn all that back within a couple of albums and associated tours. 

Sindee will carry on rocking and rolling and is probably destined to go down in flames. Perhaps I always knew this about her. She is a whirlwind I need to escape. She will almost certainly wheedle her way back into the arms of Cas because she is addicted to the lifestyle. He will let her because he thinks she is the girl of his dreams. I doubt she is able to change her philandering ways but I think this is secretly part of what Cas loves about her. Who cares? If she is lucky enough she might one day find out what true love is. Then maybe she will understand all the fuss made about it. 

As for me – well, all I wanted to do was get out of there. The loyalties are wafer thin, the fabric of that weird life able to be torn in seconds. You burn bright but even then you don’t know what the hell is happening. It’s all too much a blur for the senses. However, I know when I wake up tomorrow I am going to be missing it. The loss is already creeping over me. Just like being removed from the front line of battle you yearn again for the adrenaline, the camaraderie, the uniqueness of it all. Nothing is going to match it. Everything will seem dull now. All the horrors will be forgotten. It is too addictive a life for anyone to resist, even Ben. 

He is coming with me, whatever he says. Talent like his must not be snuffed out by the likes of Russell. I will get hold of Troianne because I have been dying to speak to her since we parted. Happiness will reign. Musicians will be introduced and fabulous music made. Bands will be formed and tours organised. I will be her fashion consultant and chief bodyguard, with face-kicking powers extraordinaire. It won’t quite be the hard rock lunatic debauchery I was blooded with but it will still be everything that we want it to be because that’s what music tours are all about. I can’t wait. She might not be adorned with ink but I instinctively know that Troianne and I are one and the same, and thus it must be written in the stars that we will have incredible adventures together.
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