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To every person who feels total euphoria about a certain song contest.



This book is dedicated to you.

		
	
CONTENTS


Dedication

Acknowledgements

About the Author

Prologue



Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8 

Chapter 9 

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13 

Chapter 14 

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19 

Chapter 20 

Chapter 21 

Chapter 22

Chapter 23

Chapter 24 

Chapter 25

Chapter 26 

Chapter 27

Chapter 28 

Chapter 29

Chapter 30 

Chapter 31 

Chapter 32

Chapter 33

Chapter 34 

Chapter 35

Chapter 36

Chapter 37 

Chapter 38

Chapter 39

Chapter 40

Chapter 41



Epilogue 

Copyright

			
	


ACKNOWLEDGEMENTS


Douze points go to Alan for saving his kisses for me.  To Andy Downs for shining a light on my dreams and making my mind up. To Viva La Lever for silver-sequinned euphoria. Hallelujah to Lottie for always A-Ba-Ni-Being the best of friends. To every single  Euro star who has made my heart go ding-a-dong. And to the legendary Sandra Kim for serving a tune back in 1986 that still thrills me to this day. J’aime la vie! I love you all.

		
	

ABOUT THE AUTHOR


[image: image]





Hello there. Or I’m guessing I should say bonjour, hola or hallå seeing as I’m diving headfirst into the wonderful world of the Eurovision Song Contest. Welcome to No Dream Impossible by me, Nigel (Come What) May – my name is Nigel May but I had to add the ‘Come What’ as it would be rude not too seeing as it fits perfectly into my douze-points Eurovision loving existence. 

This book is based at the totally fictional Eurowide Song Contest. It’s not set at Eurovision and has nothing to do with Eurovision other than the fact that a lot of the characters in it are obsessed, like me, with the greatest show on earth – the glittery, boom-bang-a-banging world of Eurovision. I have been a fan of Eurovision ever since I first saw it on TV back in 1974 when ABBA romped to victory in Brighton (a town I now live in – I still get goosebumps every time I go to the Brighton Dome thinking, Agnetha and the gang were on that stage!). I loved the costumes, the strange and wondrous variety of songs and the clunky joyousness of the voting. Plus, I think a five-year-old me thought host Katie Boyle was the most glamourous of deities. I was hooked and have watched pretty much every year since. For me, Eurovision has been an obsession of many many decades. These days it’s become an annual pilgrimage to Eurovision week if possible. To the host city and the euphoria and drama of the arena. 

The drama that happens at Eurowide could never happen at Eurovision, it wouldn’t be allowed, hence why the madness of Eurowide was born! This is my homage to my favourite song contest, a tale I could decorate with a gazillion Eurovision references and see if lifelong fans notice. Jemma La Vie is kind of me in another body. Her knowledge is my knowledge. Her love is my love. And her excitement about 1986 Eurovision winner Sandra Kim (a true legend) is my excitement. No Dream Impossible is a fun, camp and murderously saucy whodunnit story with enough celebrities and classic Eurovision mentions to keep even the most obsessive of songfest aficionados squealing. It’s a glittery tongue-in-cheek world of dazzling divas, dodgy dance routines and deathly dealings. With added Russian grannies and hamster wheel too, of course… some things will never change, no matter what the contest. But it’s nothing to do with Eurovision, okay! Let’s all come together and enjoy the ride.

And that concludes the vote of my own personal jury. Love, Nigel x 


		
	


 

 

 

Set in a time before Europe blasted into Space, Man…

		
	

PROLOGUE

How it began…

THE DIARY OF TONYA BABBIDGE, AGE 13

Oh my God, diary. I swear I have just found the coolest thing. At least I think it’s cool. My mate, Char, does too so I guess I’m not the only weird one. I found this really ace song on an old CD that I bought at the car boot at Peterborough dog track. Like really flipping ace. I only went down there as I wanted to see if me and Char could find some second-hand roller skates as Mum says I can’t have a new pair as according to her my feet are still growing. I think she’s just being tight as she doesn’t want to spend too much cash as she’s saving up for a weekend at some holiday camp in Skegness. Plus, if my feet get any bigger, they’ll need flippers not roller skates. They’re already bigger than some of the boys in my class at school. I get them from Mum I guess, as Dad is always saying she has feet like a clown’s. She has got whoppers. At least ours don’t smell. Dad’s give off a right whiff when he takes his slippers off. Any anyway, can’t you make roller skates bigger and smaller?

So, this CD was 20p (BARGAIN!) and called Euro Energy or something and I only bought it cos Char and me thought the man on the front cover was hot and he had his top off showing all his big muscles. So I’m playing it, most of it was total rubbish, lots of noise and hardly any words, but then all of a sudden this bloody fabulous song comes on. It was a really fun, bouncy kind of tune. It was in a foreign language that I totally didn’t understand. French apparently but it’s nothing like the words I’ve learnt at school. So I listened to it three million times and fell in love. Well, I played it on repeat for about half an hour, so maybe not three million. I think I pissed off Mum playing it over and over but she’s in my bad books until I get my skates so she can just do one. 

If it was in English, the title of the song would be ‘I Love Life’ apparently. I read that when I looked it up on YouTube. The girl who sings it is like my age and from Belgium. That’s near France, I think. I never concentrate in geography as it’s too dull. Mr Ryder tried to teach us about some place called Hetty Pegler’s Tump last week. I mean what the actual heck is a tump? A hole in the ground apparently. I wrote the name down as it’s so weird. And they wonder why I lose interest. Like… duh.

But I am proper in love with this song. And the singer. Her outfit when she sings it is like something  one of the dodgy market stalls in town sells – massive shoulder pads and a bow tie. I’d wear stuff like that if I could, but Char says we might not look that cool. I think I would. Sandra’s her name, she was wearing it on stage to sing in front of hundreds of people and looked really great in a weird kinda way. It must be the fashion in Belgium. Or it was when Sandra was my age.  She’s much older now apparently. Well, she would be, YouTube said the song was from the 1980s. Apparently she was in this competition where different countries send different songs to try and beat each other. What a daft idea. Well, that’s what I thought at first. But then  I started watching more and more videos online about this competition. It’s called the Eurovision Song Contest and it happens every year. It’s been around since Grandad was a small boy. Yep, that long! Who knew? Lots of people apparently, just not me or Char. Until now.

Char and I watched loads of it online. And she thinks it’s cool too now. She likes Sandra as well but not as much as me, as she doesn’t think she’d suit her shoulder pads. I must have watched hours of it today. Loads of different songs too. Some in languages that  I had never even heard of. It was amazing. So many different styles. I’ve never seen anything like it before. Some were really good. Some were pants. None as good as Sandra though. She won the contest. Too right. I think it’s the best song I’ve ever heard. Better than a lot of the rubbish people at school listen to. Even if I don’t understand it. I’m gonna learn French and sing it at school. That’ll impress my French teacher, Madame Zarra. That’s not her real name, I heard one of the other teachers call her Nicola and she’s not really French but it’s what she calls herself in class to bring, what she says is ‘a true flavour of France’. Snails and garlic apparently according to Char. It’s pretty neat that Madame Zarra is changing her name though to be cool. I’d love to do that. Tonya Babbidge is not a cool and funky name in any way. One of the girls in our class is called Sasha. That’s a cool name. I’d love to change mine. 

I’m thinking that if I learn all about singer Sandra’s home country, Belgium, then maybe I’ll get a better mark in geography too. I could learn about all of the countries in Eurovision. I think I’m a Eurovision fan now. In fact I know I am. I keep watching. And I was smiling all the time when I was watching it. I spoke to Mum and she said I can watch the next one when it’s on TV live, as long as it doesn’t clash with something she likes. She also told me that most of the songs are ‘shite’. Her words not mine. What does she know?

I am obsessed with Sandra. Her full name is Sandra Kim. She’s my new thing. I want to sing her song and learn a dance routine and perform it. I’d do it on roller skates if I could. How cool would that be? If only Mum wasn’t so bloody tight.

I thought I wanted to be dental nurse when I grow older as you can have free toothpaste and check-ups, but now I think I want to win a song contest when I’m grown up. I’m a tiny bit older than Sandra was when she won already so I had better get cracking. I’m going to be 14 next birthday. Maybe I can sing the song at my birthday party. If Mum lets me have one. She’ll say she’s still saving for Skegness knowing her. Tightwad. 

Bye, diary! Loving life, or as Sandra Kim would say, J’Aime La Vie. Love Tonya (yep, might change that one day) x. 

How it continued… Several years later in the same person’s diary…

Oh my God, diary, guess what’s happened! There’s a new song contest being launched and the industry experts are looking for fresh young talent to represent the UK. I’m young-ish… and I’m usually fresh, unless I’ve managed to tread in something icky which I did this morning on the way to Zumba. Size of a giant Toblerone it was and it stank big-time. How I missed it on the pavement in the first place I don’t know. Must have come from a dog the size of a donkey. That stinker and my awks jiggling at Zumba left me far from fresh afterwards, I can tell you. But a long soak in the tub with my unicorn pouf bath bomb left me fresh as anything. And a little stained in places by the pouf’s dayglo colouring. That’ll teach me to buy cheap ones from the back of the pub. Some of my bits are a right funny colour now.

I trod in that heap of doggy-doo because I had my head buried in my music magazine. That’s where I saw the announcement. NEW EUROPEAN SONG CONTEST LAUNCHED. If ever there was a headline to grab my attention then that is it. Apparently because Eurovision has been such a massive hit – why wouldn’t it be? It’s the best thing like evah – somebody is now launching the Eurowide Song Contest. It’s so even more songs can be heard and other countries can enter too. The first one is gonna be held next year. They’re looking for people to put songs forward and fresh young talent. Not established names. Well it hardly worked for Bonnie and Engelbert did it? Fresh young talent. That’s me. This is my chance. Young… although I won’t see 18 again… and fresh. I’m gonna write a song, see what I can do. I just need to try and scrub some of that pouf off first. My big toe is pink and one of my boobs is looking a bit yellow. I’m off to scrub my bits now. Laters.

		
	

Chapter 1

How it’s going now…

“…look at me, I’m a beautiful creature…”

‘Please don’t let me say anything ridiculous, swear like a trooper, or let rip with a nervous fart,’ smiled Jemma La Vie. She scanned her eyes proudly across the width of wall-to-wall tables before her and simultaneously attempted to yank out her piano-wire thong from being eaten by her somewhat ample backside underneath her dress as she did so. A camera flash popped behind her. ‘Shit,’ she grumbled to herself, ‘that’ll be the front page of some rag tomorrow. I can see the headline now: “UK’S JEMMA FINDS ANOTHER BUM NOTE AT EUROWIDE”.’

Jemma should have known better by now. She did know this kind of song contest inside out after all. It had been her passion for as long as she could remember. And now her lifelong dreams were coming true as the first UK hopeful for the newly launched Eurowide Song Contest. Ever since she’d been plucked from obscurity by a ‘talented’ TV jury of two mahogany-hued glamour models, a porn-actor-turned-reality-TV-star and a himbo of a celebrity chef to be this year’s UK’s entry for the glitter-dipped debut songfest that was Eurowide her formerly normal existence had been turned upside down. Nothing was private anymore. That was the payoff for capturing the jury’s vote (although what any of them knew about music and song contests was beyond Jemma) and more importantly the adoration of a million-plus fans (mostly gay men to be fair) across the UK with her self-penned, oh-so-catchy mind-worm of a song, ‘Beep the World (Hear my Horn)’. She could barely adjust her underwiring these days without somebody taking a photo, which was unfortunate as she tended to do it a lot. The woes of a fuller top rack and a wince-inducing ill-fitting bra, she guessed.

It had always been Jemma’s fantasy to one day represent her country in a song contest, just like the one that she’d watched religiously on telly every year since the life-altering moment she’d discovered it after buying a CD with a Euro song on it at a car boot sale. She was and always had been obsessed ever since. Her knowledge of Euro hits was now encyclopaedic. She struggled to really remember a time when she wasn’t dancing around her bedroom with the front room window nets wrapped around her waist pretending to be Celine Dion or telling her dad that it was okay to nip to the local Co-op in her bare feet because that’s how Sandie Shaw did things three million years ago. Although she was pretty sure Sandie never ended up with glutinous lumps of dog poop between her toes like Jemma did. Jemma hadn’t been born or even thought about for most of Eurovision’s long and lustrous life, but it was her thing. And it always would be. Some people bird-watched, she Euro-watched. 

There was a bit of Jemma that actually thought that Euro glitter was in her DNA. In her mind, had she been able to and had she known about it, she’d have probably been tapping her toes and diggy-loo-diggy-leying inside her mum Shirley’s womb, but she couldn’t remember that far back. Shame really, she’d read in a book that babies can apparently dream when they’re in the womb. If that was true then her wombly (was that a word? Jemma didn’t think so, but hey…) dreams would have been of taking centre stage and belting out a frothy Euro-hit for the entire planet to feast on. Key changes, sequins, sparkle… and more than ooh-ah, just a little bit of glamour of course. 

But even for a mega fan like Jemma, nothing had prepared her for the constant inconvenient press invasion into her life. If she’d seen one sweaty-pitted  or camel-hoofed photo of herself in Reveal or New! magazine or online on every Euro-obsessed fan’s vlog  or TikTok feed then she’d seen at least a cringe-making few dozen. Why me, she asked herself. You never saw Beyoncé or Ariana Grande flaunting a knicker-escaping ass-crack or a face redder and rounder than beetroot when they were working out and hanging with their honeys in Hollywood, did you?

But then, in fairness, Beyoncé or Ari weren’t likely  to be swinging a kettlebell or reworking a Joe Wicks workout in the middle of a playing field in Jemma’s Fenland hometown, Whittlesey. Nor would pop royalty be trying to avoid smashed beer bottles and the puddles of yet another East Anglian downpour as she did  so. Trying to shift a few pounds in La La Land seemed a lot more glamorous – a full-face of make-up and a pearly-white “I’m-dead-famous-don’tcha-know” smile were obviously given out with gym memberships in Tinseltown. In certain quarters of Whittlesey, sometimes teeth themselves were beyond sparse, which is why Jemma had not exactly been expert at coping with her “overnight success”. 

Her rise to fame had been meteoric to say the least.  It was all because of that Eurowide advert in her music magazine. One minute she’d been serving battered cod to battered punters being turfed out of The Pig and Pickle pub and falling into the Chips Ahoy Fish Bar (apparently “bar” made it sound better than your run-of-the-mill, greasy-floored, peely-wallpapered fish ‘n’ chip shop) on a Saturday night. The next… here she was walking into the press room of the inaugural Eurowide Song Contest in a purpose-built scout hut in Ermpit, the beyond-dull 60-shades-of-grey city in the most easterly tip of Rottimoldovia, the host nation for the songfest. 

Sending her demo tape and a song she’d written into the producers of TV’s Euro Starburst as instructed by the ad was the smartest move she’d ever made. She was shortlisted as one of six finalists and before she knew it the “BIG GIRL WITH THE BIG VOICE” (they must have deliberated for days at The Sun over that headline after seeing her size 18 figure) was sharing the chat show sofa with Graham Norton, talking the joys of pickled eggs on Saturday Kitchen and waving more Union Jacks than Last Night Of The Proms. And now here she was in a city that 219 Tripadvisor reviews professed was one of the most boring places in Europe. But to Jemma, it didn’t matter. She could have been on Pluto for all she cared. As long as she was on Planet Eurowide, then she was sure to be dizzy with glee and enjoying every minute.

And what made the entire experience even better was that she had her best mate and backing singer, Charlene Grills, by her side for company. Charlene, or Char, for short, which made her Char Grills, a fact she loved as she always told potential boyfriends that she was “cheap to run and would heat up at the push of a button” (causing Brian Blessed-style belly laughs from her and Jemma, but strangely no one else), had four main things in common with Jemma – they both hailed from Whittlesey, they both shared a deep-seated love of song contests, they both had pairs of lungs that could challenge any wannabe Mariah or Whitney (they both still blubbed belting out ‘I Will Always Love You’ on a karaoke night out) and they both had backsides that were more akin to The Weather Girls. If it wasn’t Jemma winkle-picking her knickers from her own ample butt cheeks, then you could guarantee that Char would be doing hers. But as lead vocalist on ‘Beep the World’ and the one who was carrying the hopes of the UK on her shoulders for the contest, any shameful magazine photo of a shifty tit-scratch or a satisfying nostril-excavation was always of Jemma and not of her backing-singing best buddy. A fact that Char loved. Being the backing singer meant that she had the fun and fame, but not the shame.

‘So what are we here for, exactly?’ quizzed Char, oblivious to the camera flash that had just perfectly captured her best mate’s backside. 

‘It’s meet-the-press day. And you’re here to keep me company and keep me sane, while I paint on a smile and answer questions from a gazillion different journalists. Doubtless it will be the same questions but in loads of different accents. Hopefully I can come up with enough interesting quotes to make me front page news in every newspaper from Ermpit to Reykjavik or, as Scooch would say, all the way from Paris to Tallinn, Helsinki onto Prague, don’t matter where we are… yeah yeah ye-ah…’

Char grinned widely and started humming. ‘Gotta love a slice of classic Scooch. Although sadly one of the few tunes that even you and I couldn’t persuade arsey DJ Dirk to play for us at FagButts. Grumpy sod.’

Ah FagButts, the girls’ favourite nightclub for a debauched night out back home. It was really called Fabrics but the girls had renamed it as they spent most of their time freezing their barely covered bodies off whilst trying to impress the gangs of lads outside whilst enjoying a crafty ciggie. 

‘But Dirk does give us queen Loreen and a Katrina dance remix on rotation when we flirt, so he’s not all bad. And he’s a great snogger,’ smirked Jemma.

Jemma whistled with buoyant anticipation at the mass of press tables in front of her. ‘Right, I’ve got to make a good job of this. We haven’t properly won this kind of contest since T-Rexes roamed the earth so it’s about time we did, don’t you think?’

‘If anyone can bring it home, you can, Jemma. Shouldn’t cute little press officer, Daniel, be here with you for this, Jem? Or at least one of the many fussy delegation people that seem to follow us around constantly,’ asked Char. ‘Daniel will make sure you say the right thing. Not that you don’t know what to say. How many times did we play make believe, back in your bedroom after school, that one of us had won a contest like this and that the other one was the ever-smiley host asking how magical we felt. At least a hundred.’

‘I hope I say the right thing. But if my mouth is open, you know me, I can normally put my size eights sole-deep in it, eh? As for Daniel, well he would have been here except for the fact that he’s been throwing up his hoop all morning – his words, not mine. He’s as sick as a dog. Poor boy. Apparently the tequila cocktails and the local fish eye canapés at last night’s welcome party were not a good mix for our Ryan Gosling lookalike record company PR. He phoned me at the hotel this morning. He’s trying to keep his sickness secret from the rest of the delegation as it would be frowned upon. It was Daniel who suggested you come along to keep me on the straight and narrow as the others in the delegation are doing urgent telly stuff to introduce the contest to everyone. This was Daniel’s bag. But… straight and narrow? Fat chance, eh!’ 

Both girls collapsed into a fit of giggles. They often did. 

‘He’s going to meet us afterwards. He must be so delicate. Personally, I loved the canapés. They were like really strong crabsticks. Right tasty and a real treat. Mind you, my guts have known about it this morning.’ She wafted one hand up and down in front of her face and held her nose with the other. 

‘D’you know my mum still won’t have crab in the house ever since falling in love with Mr Krabs on Spongebob. She thinks it’s inhumane to serve something that cute. It’s a sodding cartoon for heaven’s sake, Mother.’

For the next three hours, Jemma and Char sat at the table set aside for the UK entrant and answered a succession of Euro-based questions. Well, at least Jemma did. Char sat and silently scored the journalists out of 12, marking them for looks, fashion flare and accent comedy value. By the 20th interview, Jemma knew every question by heart. How has life changed since winning back in the UK? How does it feel to have the whole of the UK behind you for Eurowide? What did she think of Ermpit? Had she had a chance to discover more about Rottimoldovia? 

Jemma’s answers were becoming equally uniform. Life has changed greatly – I love it (truth). I intend to win for the good people of the UK for putting their faith in me (despite certain quarters still banging on about a predictable political voting system as ever, but also 100% true). Ermpit seemed a wonderful city full of colour and vibrancy (far from true unless deathly drab was deemed to be the new vibrant). Rottimoldovia was a place that she longed to visit again (big fat lie – she’d rather spend a fortnight’s stay in Wentworth Prison getting picked on by The Freak than actually come back, unless it was for Eurowide of course, but for holiday destinations she was much more a Benidorm or Magaluf kinda girl).

The last interview of the session was with a weasely journalist from the hosting country. He sported a sleeve of demonic tattoos and those big hula-hoop things in his ears that stretched his ears lobes to the size of Wagon Wheels. 

‘Nul points,’ mused Char. There was definitely an air of grubby menace about his appearance and the frosty, glazed expression on his face suggested that he was as bored of asking questions as Jemma now was of answering them. His direct and somewhat offbeat form of probing took Jemma totally by surprise. After of series of reporters with clown-sized smiles and an abundance of kids’ telly presenter cheeriness he was at complete odds with his predecessors.

He dived straight in without introduction. ‘Ze UK never vin zis kinda competition. You are famed for coming near ze bottom most years at zee things, yes.’ 

If it hadn’t been for a nameplate stating his nation attached to his grimy T-shirt (did they not have wash tabs in this country?) the girls would have been none the wiser as to where his highly rich and gigglesome accent (douze points for that, thought Char) came from. 

‘Well I intend to be the first to bring the Eurowide crown home. We have had mixed fortunes over the years in the other contest but there have been many great wins,’ started Jemma. ‘Look at the joyous Bucks Fizz back in the 80s for a start…’

‘But not for ze longest period,’ he snapped, cutting her off in mid flow. ‘What about zis song you wrote and sing… it is, vot is ze vord? Stoopid.’

‘Prick,’ coughed Char, hoping Jemma would hear her. 

She did. A knowing smile curled across her lips.  ‘I’m proud of the song, I wrote it myself,’ said Jemma.  ‘I think it’s very Euro. My country seems to like it. In fact—’ She was going to tell him that it was currently sitting at number 14 in the UK charts but he cut her short.

‘Many ozzer vomen here, zey are much healzier than you. You are big voman. Zey zing about love. You find it hard, yes? Finding ze love?’ 

Char let out a hiss of incredulous disgust from between her teeth. The journalist had shot from quirkily annoying to downright rude quicker than you could say “Lulu”. 

A little piece of Jemma wished that press officer Daniel had been sitting alongside her. Or someone from the UK delegation. Someone would have advised her what to do and how to handle the question. A much more substantial, minxier piece of her was glad that Daniel was not. She was already way beyond stopping. Like a spaceship ready to blow, she launched. 

‘I am more than happy with the way I look, thank you. There are lots of ladies here skinnier than me and good luck to them. Ladies come in all different shapes and sizes but we all have one thing in common. We have a brain. Brains are awesome, I wish everyone had one, but obviously you don’t. Is that common in your country? If you’re a prime example of the pathetic specimens around here, then I’m pretty sure it is. I like my body. In fact, I intend to maintain my fat beautiful ass for as long as possible so that way more people can kiss it! Yourself included…’

As Jemma kicked back her chair as forcefully as she could to convey her anger but without enough oomph to draw attention from other tables, she turned on her heels and slapped herself on the backside to emphasise her point. As she did so, she accidentally let out a small yet very audible fart. She cringed. Char let out a deep laugh and marched off after her best mate out of the press room. The snidey reporter was still trying to work out what Jemma had said and done as the odour of her departing gift hit his nostrils. 

Was that fish eye he could smell?

		
	


Chapter 2

“…pounding away, pounding away, won’t you be mine…”

Record company PR Daniel Spirit lay in his hotel bed and stared at the ceiling above him. Despite the fact that it was painted in the dullest shade a decorator could lay hands on – a dirty nicotine yellow was how Daniel would describe it – it seemed a better option than to stare at the man alongside him in his bed. How the hell had he let that one crawl between the sheets with him?

Daniel could only blame the cocktails at last night’s Eurowide Teal Carpet welcome reception. They’d given him more than a generous eye when it came to scouting for trade… a lot more. The heady mix of Rottimoldovian gin and some red viscous treacle of a mixer had obviously gone straight to the 30-year-old’s head and sent his sexual libido through the roof while plummeting his ability to distinguish a good-looking fella so far south it could possibly warm itself in the fires of Hell.

What had he been thinking? He was supposed to be working, not acting like he was on a mission-to-pull night out at his local gay bar. The man alongside him was what the gay world referred to as a prawn. He had an amazingly tasty body – meaty and delicious to feast upon – but you’d really want to pull the head off before doing anything with it. Why hadn’t Daniel stayed professional? How had he let this happen? As the press officer for the first Eurowide UK entry he was supposed to part of the team guiding Jemma and chaperoning her to keep her out of trouble. As it was, he’d been the one who had sailed into troubled waters faster than an erogenous-zone-seeking-torpedo – blitzing his morals, his professionalism, and his usual sense of only hooking up with red-hot-model-fit stunners to complete buggery at the same time. He’d already been reprimanded by the head of the UK delegation for getting more than merry at one of the pre-show parties across Europe. He guessed his latest absence, if he got caught out, would go down like a lead balloon.

He’d had to lie to Jemma about feeling sick to get out of the press conference. Not that he felt particularly perky. His skull felt like someone was circling a Wall of Death around it and his legs felt thick with fatigue. Jemma would be fine though, what harm could happen? She knew what to say after all. She may have been a bit rough around the edges on occasion, but she was hugely endearing. At least that was what his brain was telling him, even if deep down he didn’t believe it. 

No, he’d have to bite the bullet and attempt to shift the snoring carcass alongside him as soon as possible. There was a whole day of interviews, rehearsals, performances and photo opps ahead for Jemma and he needed to be there for her. It was his bloody job after all – and it was one he intended to keep.

Finally tearing his eyes away from the ceiling, he slipped himself out from under the bed sheet and walked around to the other side of the bed. He was naked apart from a torn open condom packet that seemed to have stuck itself like a sneering souvenir to his hips. If he’d had his legs in the air all night that would explain the dull ache in his thighs. He brushed the packet off, trying to erase the memories of what he knew had occurred, despite knowing full well he had loved every moment of it. A few drinks and the glimpse of a heaving pectoral muscle and Daniel’s legs would have been in the air faster than a jump jet. The soundtrack to Daniel’s sex life wouldn’t be “Rock Bottom”, it would be “Total Bottom”.

‘Er… hello… it’s time to get up.’ 

Daniel stabbed at the man’s body with an urgent finger. The snoring stopped momentarily and the man, who’d been sleeping on his side, rolled onto his back. His body was carved to perfection. Daniel was an avid gym bunny and was proud of his own toned appearance, but this guy was like RoboGay. Two exquisitely chiselled pecs, his skin a deep shade of olive, sat on top of not just a six-pack but what was more like a ten-pack. Daniel had seen more fat on display at London Fashion Week. He possessed a sizable centrepiece too, not that Daniel was a size queen. Well not much. Not that he’d admit anyway. Maybe a bit. Maybe 100 per cent.

But then there was his face. It was interesting to say the least. Interesting in the same way you’d look at a toddler’s painting and think, oh bless, they tried their best but the end result is a bit messy and I’m not quite sure what it’s supposed to be. To say that he’d not been at the front of the line when good looks were dished out would be akin to saying that Conchita Wurst was rather partial to the odd sequin. There was the pock-marked skin, slightly droopy eye, hairline scar across the cheek, crooked nose. The list went on. Daniel liked a face with character, but this was a fissog with more shady characters than EastEnders. 

And Daniel had slept with him. This had to stay hidden. Had anyone seen him leave the party with him? He prayed to God Jemma hadn’t, or Char. They’d never let him live it down. And as for any of the delegation, they’d crucify him. Daniel dreamt of promotion, not humiliation. Surely Jemma and Char had put out before just because a bloke had a fit body, even if his face was fit-inducing. He’d just deny it, whatever they said. Ignorance would be bliss. Even if he couldn’t stop mulling over the fact that the sex had been blissful. Better than any model catwalk trade he’d copped off with lately. 

The man in the bed finally stirred, his eyes opening. Daniel smiled awkwardly, unsure how to react. 

He smiled up at Daniel and said, ‘Morning, sexy boy,’ his accent rich and layered with more than a hint of exotic. English was obviously not his first language. He checked his watch as he spoke. ‘Shit, I must leave, Latreena will kill me, I should have been with her hours ago. She wants me. She will not forgive me despite our years together. I see you later, yes, that is good. Thank you for much fun.’ He leapt from the bed, retrieved his clothes that lay in a pile on the floor and ran towards the door. Before opening it, he turned back and grabbed Daniel with his huge tree trunk arms, planted a kiss on his lips and hugged him. It was actually more of a squeeze and winded Daniel somewhat. ‘You nice, I like…’ said the man. 

Still naked he ran towards the door, opened it and disappeared out of sight. Two seconds later he reappeared. 

‘That’s the bathroom…’ offered Daniel.

‘Thank you, goodbye, handsome.’ Again he ran towards another door. He opened it and just stopped himself in time from running full pelt into an ironing board and a stack of spare toilet rolls.

‘Er… that’s the storage cupboard,’ said Daniel. ‘I suggest you try…’ He pointed towards the third and final door leading from his hotel room. 

‘Thank you,’ said the slab of muscle. And again he ran towards the door, flustered by his own ignorance. He yanked it open and ran off, still naked and carrying his clothes in his arms. 

A shrill female scream sounded from the corridor outside Daniel’s room. Followed by a guttural belly laugh. I guess somebody just saw that rather impressive appendage, mused Daniel, glad that the risk of morning after small talk was gone. The man had an awesome body, indeed from the neck down he was off the scale, but he obviously had a girlfriend – was that who he mentioned, Daniel hadn’t been concentrating – and was playing away behind her back. Daniel would tick it off as drunken pre-contest revelry and fun and hopefully their paths wouldn’t cross again. That face wasn’t easily forgotten (how could it be given its quirky nature?) but the body and the sex were on another level! Onwards. He needed to get back to work. 

He continued with his thoughts. Three attempts to leave a hotel room and still you do it bollock-naked. How stupid can you be? Christ, sometimes I look at people and think, really, that’s the sperm that won? he could have just asked. Obviously in a hurry to get back to lady LaToya, or Lucrezia, or whatever the girlfriend is called, he said to himself.

As he walked towards the bathroom, he felt a squidge beneath his bare foot. It was cold and wet. He looked down. 

‘Okay, so that’s where the condom got to.’

		
	

Chapter 3

“…like a queen in all her glory… viva le diva…”

‘So, you slagged off every male in the host nation the minute my back is turned? This is not a cool move, Jemma!’ Daniel was more than a little incensed. Not only with worry about his own lack of professionalism, but by Jemma’s recount of what had happened at the press conference. ‘You are going to have to do some serious grovelling and licking ass to make up for this. I’ll try and stop anything too harsh hitting the papers before the contest, but I can’t promise.’

‘The man was a total prick. A complete fattist. He’ll die of constipation he was so full of shit!’ countered Jemma, annoyed at Daniel’s annoyance. 

‘Totes,’ concurred Char, sitting behind Daniel and her best friend in the second row of Ermpit’s specially erected Johnny Logan Coliseum, which would be the site for the contest in just a few days’ time. At the moment it seemed to be still in the early stages of completion and was buzzing with bemused tattooed, sweaty-pitted workmen trying to fathom out just how a stage, enough light bulbs to put Las Vegas to shame, and seating for 12,000 eager Eurowide fans would miraculously come together for a week of live shows. Even Eurovision winner Johnny Logan, strangely still an entertainment deity in Rottimoldovia despite having only set foot in the country twice in his entire career, had remarked that things “didn’t even look half-finished” at the venue ribbon-cutting ceremony the day before. Not that he’d lose sleep about it after pocketing a sizable lump of the local currency for his time and Irish charm.

Jemma let out a harrumph of vexation at Daniel. ‘Well, if you hadn’t been shacking up with Uncle Fester, we’d have been fine, wouldn’t we? We all saw you leave with him last night. Quite the pairing…’

‘Tale as old as time… Beauty and the Beast…’ sing-songed Char, sniggering as she did so. 

‘For God’s sake…’ stated Daniel, his cheeks turning the colour of a rich Merlot. ‘Never let me drink again…’ His mind was still on the sex though. That was something he didn’t want to forget.

‘And never leave me alone to answer questions from hideous journalists again please,’ volleyed Jemma.

‘Done,’ said Daniel.

‘Anyway, you do know who Sister Steroid is, don’t you?’ asked Jemma. 

The blank look and raised eyebrow from Daniel showed that he didn’t. 

‘His name is Igor. How perfect is that. His name couldn’t be more meat-head if he tried. He’s the bodyguard of that cow of a Swiss entry, Latreena. This year’s diva. Bombshell looks but with a time-bomb attitude. She has a death stare that could sour even the sweetest Swiss chocolate. I’ve been so nice and polite to everyone this week, weasely journalist excepted, as this is the pinnacle of our dreams to be here, but when I went up to tell her that I loved her song she literally blanked me. Like full on “talk to the hand, the Botoxed face ain’t listening”. How blinking rude is that. Mind you, I would kill for that gown of hers. It’s like H-to-T bling… head to toe.’

Daniel didn’t need to ask which gown as he let his eye line follow the direction in which Jemma was pointing. The shafts of TRON-like light he encountered almost hurt his pupils. Wafting into the auditorium in a dress that literally lit up like the Blackpool Illuminations was a vision of total glamour. The hair thick, dark and shinily lustrous. The dress a retina-singeing collection of tiny crystals. The make-up a masterclass of rouged cheeks and deep red lips. Even if the skin it rested on was more than a little taught and wrinkle-free for a woman approaching 40. Her hands fly-swatted non-existent people out the way as she moved towards the stage. Not entirely necessary, seeing as Igor was indeed by her side, a mountainous mass of muscle protecting her from any unwanted approaches. Doubtless he would be useful had they been in some heaving Geneva nightspot and were working their way through to VIP but amongst a group of workmen who didn’t give a stuff and a host of fellow contestants it hardly seemed necessary. But once a diva, always a diva… and a diva always needs to make an entrance. 

‘That’s daywear?’ questioned Daniel, looking at his watch. It was a little after one in the afternoon. ‘There’s less bling on a Kardashian sister photoshoot. And yep… there’s Igor… just peachy. So that was the woman he was talking about. How did I not know this? How had I not spotted him at one of the pre-contest parties around Europe?’ His tone was steeped in confusion, even if his eyes were immediately drawn to the bodyguard’s monumental chest and legs the size of rolls of loft insulation. Maybe he was a new arrival to Latreena’s team.

‘Rumour has it that diva Latreena has insisted with contest bosses that she sings first in today’s soundchecks and rehearsals. Apparently, Madame Le Mutton waits for no one,’ said Jemma. She and Char had nicknames for everyone. ‘Hence why everyone else here is sat twiddling their Euro-thumbs.’

It was true, a quick scan at the seats behind them revealed the smorgasbord of contestants due to rehearse today dotted around them in various states of smiley numbness through to snarly impatience. 

There was the German entry, the heavy rock band, Die Bolzen (literal translation, The Bolts, although they said it meant “The Studs” because of, A; the copious ones on their leather jackets and, B; telling people that they had a combined sexual libido the size of the Berlin Tower). Indeed, their Eurowide hotel room had already been nicknamed “Checkpoint Charlie” by contest groupies due to the amount of sex, drugs and rock ‘n’ roll that happened behind its doors. Enveloped in leather and always easy to locate due to the fact that each of the four long-haired members seemed to be competing with each other as to who could have the worst body odour, they all sat either air-guitaring with their fingers or devil-horning them at any passing female. Their lack of personal hygiene was ironic seeing as their song, apparently a guitar-smothered tale of bringing Europe together through the joy of peace, unity and shouty lyrics, was called “The Sweet Smell Of Europe”. It was actually one of the favourites to win the contest even if its lyrical content was somewhat dodgy in parts.

Sitting mercifully away from Die Bolzen, given their BO-woes, was the Swedish entry, Bjorn Bjork. A six-foot-three tower of lean, mean smiling machine. Teeth whiter than icecaps and eyes bluer than the Swedish archipelago, 20-year-old Bjorn looked more Swedish than Ikea, ABBA and meatballs all wrapped together in a Swedish flag with a sign saying “Property of Sweden” hanging above it. With his trademark blue and yellow neckerchief-come-cravat wrapped around his neck and his spray-on sateen-trousered legs crossed Bjorn casually blew his college-kid fringe away from his eyes and waited patiently for his turn to sing. He was a vision of wholesome, blond, butter-wouldn’t-melt-in-your-mouth goodness in platform heels. If only people knew…

Sitting just behind Jemma, Char and Daniel were the Turkish contestants, Baran and Meli, a married couple now in their late 40s who had been solidly working their way through the Turkish sardines-in-a-basket low-rent cabaret market, singing their folky, jokey songs at every sticky-floored dive from Ankara to Istanbul and beyond for the past two decades. They were giving their country a welcome return to song contests after many years of absence. The reason was purely that their country’s newly elected president was a power-crazed mega Euro fan and insisted his country enter the new contest due to the escalating costs of doing the other one and nobody else actually being that bothered. 

Their names translated into English as “Rain” and “Honey”, which was more than apt considering she found him incredibly wet and unlikable and she was quite thick and made him feel sick. They had been on the point of divorcing and going their separate ways when they’d been spotted by a Turkish TV exec who was looking for people to star on his new telly show featuring people at home reviewing that week’s TV programmes. Their sulky, snippy way with each other made them an overnight success and before they could even contemplate putting pen to divorce papers they were asked to represent their country at Eurowide, singing the beyond lyrically-banal, but highly traditional, “La Goes Up, La Goes Down, La in Every Euro Town”. It made The Cheeky Girls look like Coldplay. But with added belly dance of course. 

Baran And Meli were now obliged to smile happily and sing melodiously for three minutes of hip-swaying nonsense to keep their president happy but as soon as the last note sounded it was back to black moods and put-downs a shade-throwing drag queen would be proud of. And their stern, disinterested faces as they waited for their turn to sing showed it.

‘Those two from Turkey look as miserable as a wet weekend in Cromer,’ commented Char, scanning across at Baran and Meli as they scowled venomously at each other like cats fighting over a hapless rodent. ‘Don’t you think, Jem? Mind you, she’s definitely had some work done.’

Char let her eyes drift across the other contestants at today’s sound check – the Pavarotti-sized Dane with Viking beard, the slick Italian crooner with a rather too-penetrating gaze that he would use on any passing female, the excitable Latvian boy band, the aloof French torch singer, the Maltese child star desperate to win with the painted-on smile, the confrontational Bosnian female trio. 

‘They’re an eclectic weird bunch, aren’t they?’ she mused. 

Her words fell on deaf ears as both Jemma and Daniel were too busy watching Latreena as she sashayed hypnotically towards the stage, Igor by her side. 

‘I sing now?’ she snapped. It was definitely more of a demand than a question. ‘Is my disco ball ready? It is in position is it not?’

The disco ball in question was a massive one, virtually the size of the Matterhorn, hanging above the two Eurowide hosts positioned on the Rottimoldovian stage. It was very much part of the dazzling production for Latreena’s song and would rotate in sparkly perfection above her as she sang.

The two hosts were busy running through their opening lines on the stage. This year’s presenters were Szymon Rybak, a former Eurovision song contest entrant who had been placed 23rd five years before and Weronika Seksi who had reigned supreme on Rottimoldovia’s Got Talent the previous year with her body-grinding ways and Lopez-esque vocals but had been overlooked for Eurowide host nation contestant duties in favour of her already successful singing twin sister, Wiktoria Seksi. 

Not that Weronika was bitter… much. At least she’d bagged presentation duties, not that she was particularly skilled in her delivery. It was the dashingly debonair Szymon who was definitely carrying her. 

Any chance of the two hosts carrying on with a much-needed practise of their chirpy Euro banter disappeared once diva Latreena marched onto the stage and dismissed both Szymon and Weronika with the nonchalant flick of a manicured finger. Nobody crossed the chanteuse, not even the show hosts. 

Seething within, but with professional Euro-wide smiles emblazoned across their faces, Szymon and Weronika scuttled off the stage. 

Having placed herself centre stage Latreena dismissed buff bodyguard Igor to go and sit in front of the stage to watch her – something he was highly joyful about as it allowed him to park himself down next to Daniel, much to Jemma’s amusement. Was that a wonky-eyed wink Igor gave as he sat down next to a blushing Daniel? She did believe it was. 

Not sure what to do with himself and where to look, Daniel smiled feebly and turned to Jemma. ‘When are you on?’ He knew the answer but needed to do something to take his mind off Glad the Impaler breathing rather excitedly and mucky-phone-call-like alongside him. 

‘We’re on after the wailing girl trio from Bosnia Hurtzmyvagina,’ said Jemma.

‘That’s Herzegovina,’ deadpanned Daniel. Was that Igor’s fingers he could feel tracing their way along his outer thigh? His voice wavered slightly as he spoke.

‘You say it your way, I’ll say it mine,’ laughed Jemma. ‘Now, a bit of hush please, I want to hear Latreena. The bookies are pushing this up the odds and saying she’s a strong contender to win. “Crush Me With Your Love” has already been a massive hit in Switzerland. It’s a classic ballsy ballad. Ticks every box when it comes to heartfelt angst, massively long notes and key changes.’ She smiled at Daniel, whose face appeared to be turning more puce by the second. ‘You just carry on with your GrindR hook-up.’

‘Not funny in any way, shape or form,’ sneered Daniel, as the lights around him dimmed as a sole spotlight searched out Latreena on the main stage. 

Twinkles of glittery light danced off both the massive disco ball and her dress as it found her luminous presence. A hushed expectancy blanketed those gathered in the arena. The initial rousing orchestral notes of “Crush Me With Your Love” filled the air. Latreena raised her arms aloft, flamboyant to a fault and began to sing. 

It was pure Bond theme tune eleganza. 

‘I wanted you, you wanted me, 

There was a thing we couldn’t see…

That you would crush me with your love.’ 

Latreena sang for all her might, her vocals drenching those looking on with their power. 

‘Gotta say it again, honey, she sure does have a fine set of pipes,’ whispered Char, leaning forward to convey her opinion to Jemma. ‘She is slaying those notes.’

‘Shhhh.’ 

Jemma was lost in the song. So deep not even the most industrious of Boy Scouts would’ve found her. For the next two and a half minutes, Jemma, just like everyone else listening immersed herself into the honey-rich crystal-noted world of Latreena’s song. She may have been famous for her bounty of bitching but her pitching was perfect. The diva was a definite threat come the final if she made it through her semi and Jemma couldn’t see that there would be any doubting that. She was evidently a highly sexy threat too, judging by the way two members of Die Bolzen were blatantly grabbing their denim-clad crotches.

Char was obviously not so enraptured, her interest not managing to last for the full song. She tapped Jemma on the shoulder again during the penultimate verse. ‘How many thousands of euros do you think she spent on that dress, Jem? I bet I could get it knocked up for under a tenner by that dodgy woman at Whittlesey market who can run up anything with a needle and a length of fabric. I might see if I can find a stretch of something sparkly on eBay.’

‘Will you shut it, Char!’ snipped Jemma only semi-jokingly. ‘I want to see if she can hold the end note. It’s orgasmic.’ She let out a short breath. ‘Here it comes…’

As Latreena reached the climax of her vocals, she drew breath before launching into the final words. ‘And now I know that you will crush me with your love… crush me!’ 

As she sang the words “crush me” her voice grew louder and stronger, elongating the note, raising her hands in euphoric delight. ‘Meeeeeee!’

And then it happened, as quick as anything you’ve ever witnessed. The huge disco ball overhead came crashing down and with an all-shattering, all flattening force, landed directly on Latreena and rocked from side to side. She didn’t finish the note. She couldn’t. Her breath had gone. For good. 

Cries of, ‘Mein Gott!’ sounded from Die Bolzen, two of them still fondling their own personal bratwursts, a high-pitched squeal came from Bjorn Bjork, his hand shooting up to his neckerchief in horror, and both Baran and Meli leapt to their feet in shock as the lights went back on around the auditorium and people rushed to the stage. A Maltese child star began crying. Both Jemma and Char were catching flies with their mouths wide open at what they both just witnessed.

As all gathered stared at the boulder-sized disco ball, it continued to move and then rolled away towards the side of the stage, as if trying to escape the horror. It revealed a gooey mass of limbs, sequins and blood. Enough blood to know that Latreena was way beyond just needing a plaster or a couple of paracetamols. 

‘Fuck a duck, Daniel, she’s dead!’ cried Jemma. ‘Crushed by her own disco ball!’

Daniel could only muster a winded gasp as Igor wrapped his arms around him and bear hugged him to within an inch of his life. Tears running down his face, poor Igor was doing some crushing of his own. 

		
	

Chapter 4

“…once I’m reborn, I rise up to the sky…”

Eurowide pandemonium had kicked in. Unsurprisingly, the sound checks and rehearsals were put on hold after Latreena’s flatter than flat final performance. With the pressing matter of a few hundred dislodged crystals and a couple of pints of blood to mop away from the stage, all other acts were dismissed and Jemma returned to her hotel room, suddenly at a shocking loss for things to do. She prayed that the contest would still go ahead despite the terrible accident. What would the head of the EWU – the Eurowide Union, the people organising the contest, have to say? This was hardly good publicity for your first attempt at a song contest. She would sit and wait for Daniel to call with instructions. That’s if he ever managed to extract himself from the constrictor-like clutches of an inconsolable Igor. Who knew a Muscle Mary could produce so many tears? 

Jemma felt unusually glum. This wasn’t supposed to happen at the contest of her dreams. It was supposed to be all la la la and halle-flipping-lujah. She was in shock for Latreena. What a way to die. Crushed by a ginormous disco ball. Here today, gone tomorrow, smashed to bits under a tonne of sparkle. Mind you, death by an avalanche of sequins – how very showbizzy and ultra-glam. 

News of the diva’s death was being kept hush-hush until the Eurowide press office, and the EWU head honcho had decided on a course of action for dealing with the reporters and fans who would doubtless go wild with grief when news of Latreena’s last performance became public knowledge. Maybe the show would be binned out of respect. Jemma has already heard rumblings that perhaps Latreena’s death wasn’t just an accident, and that maybe it was the work of some Rottimoldovian terrorists. Although, how a Swiss diva in sequins had managed to piss off some kind of terrorist was beyond Jemma’s comprehension. Maybe she was a spy on the side or something. God, Jemma hoped the contest wouldn’t be binned… she’d waited years for this opportunity. Surely all of those hours she and Char had spent soaking up every hypnotic moment on YouTube of decades of Eurovision contests wouldn’t all be crushed in a moment. Just like Latreena had. 

OEBPS/image/NIGEL_MAY_NO_DREAM_IMPOSSIBLE_AUTHOR_PIC_BLACK_AND_WHITE.jpg





OEBPS/image/cover.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml


CONTENTS



		Cover


		Title


		Dedication


		Contents


		Acknowledgements


		About the Author


		Prologue


		Chapter 1


		Chapter 2


		Chapter 3


		Chapter 4


		Chapter 5


		Chapter 6


		Chapter 7


		Chapter 8 


		Chapter 9 


		Chapter 10


		Chapter 11


		Chapter 12


		Chapter 13 


		Chapter 14 


		Chapter 15


		Chapter 16


		Chapter 17


		Chapter 18


		Chapter 19 


		Chapter 20 


		Chapter 21 


		Chapter 22


		Chapter 23


		Chapter 24 


		Chapter 25


		Chapter 26 


		Chapter 27


		Chapter 28 


		Chapter 29


		Chapter 30 


		Chapter 31 


		Chapter 32


		Chapter 33


		Chapter 34 


		Chapter 35


		Chapter 36


		Chapter 37 


		Chapter 38


		Chapter 39


		Chapter 40


		Chapter 41


		Epilogue 


		Copyright






			
	

OEBPS/image/titlepage.jpg
NO DREAM IMPOSSIBLE

by
Nigel May

Grosvenor House
Publishing Limited







