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 “I’m going to kill
that sound engineer. Christ! Three nights into the tour, and he
still hasn’t got the levels right.”

Melanie
Masters had just walked off stage to the thunderous applause of a
delirious audience, but the tone of her voice and the look in her
eyes told the other band members that she was less than happy. She
might very well carry out her threat if they weren’t careful. The
twenty-five year old bass player and lead vocalist with FunkTime
was not given to putting up with less than one hundred percent
perfection at her gigs. She was tall, black, and still sweating
profusely from one of the hottest and hardest gigs the band had
ever played.

“I’ll talk to him, Mel,” offered Trixxi as she walked behind
her. “Maybe I can find out what the problem has been and get him to
sort things out on the mixing desk.”

“By doing what? Fucking him senseless? That’s the only thing he
seems to think a tour is about.” Mel’s eyes were blazing, and the
thunderous look on her otherwise attractive face indicated that she
wasn’t joking.

“Calm down, Mel. I like Robbie, but I’m not desperate,
okay?”

“Just get it sorted by the next gig, or he’ll get the imprint
of my bass on his head. And Fender Precision basses are not known
for being lightweight.”

As she stormed
off towards her dressing room, Trixxi sighed and whispered under
her breath, “Sure. Your wish is my command.”

It wouldn’t be
an easy ask, as Robbie could be as pig-headed as Mel. But Teresa
“Trixxi” Powers knew only too well that the sound engineer fancied
her and had been hinting that he’d like to play more than just a
few notes on her keyboard. Her long, blonde hair, tight stage
outfits, and long legs had seen more than a few members of the
audiences try and proposition her too.

Thank God the
two guys in the band, guitarist, Dave, and drummer, Chris, were
there to protect us at some of our more boisterous gigs. I know
they’re musicians, not bouncers, but they’ve dealt with a few of
the amorous admirers who’ve invaded the stage and tried to grope
Mel and me at shows already.

As Mel
disappeared into her dressing room with Dave, who was also her
boyfriend, Trixxi stood motionless in the corridor behind the stage
and gave Chris a look of exasperation.

“How many more dates have we got on this tour?”

“Too many by the look of things,” whispered Chris. On stage,
the blonde punk-haired drummer was something of an animal, powering
the rhythm section of the band’s sound with Mel on bass. Once off
the drum stool, he was quiet and polite.

“Why is it that promotional tours are always so much grief with
Mel? And, anyway, miss rock diva hit a few bum notes
too.”

“I know,” replied Chris. “I was locked into the rhythm when she
did it. I don’t want to be the one to tell her, though.” Drummers
never said too much, and Chris was not about to buck the
trend.

Trixxi rolled
her eyes. “Me neither. Not now, or ever. It wouldn’t be worth the
grief. Anyway, I’m going to get showered off and cool down before
we’re cooped up on the tour bus with someone who’s acting like
stress on a stick. Fingers crossed she’ll have forgotten all about
it by then.”

“I wouldn’t be too sure. But at least we’ve got a bit of time
tomorrow before the sound check at our next gig in Brighton. Time
to work on Robbie,” added Chris.

“Thanks. And I always seem to draw the short straw, don’t I?
See you later,” she said in a resigned tone as she reached her
dressing room door, pushed it open and headed for the en-suite
shower. She didn’t always get the luxury of her own dressing room,
and it was decidedly small, but tonight she was going to enjoy
having some space of her own. Stripping off her clinging,
perspiration-stained stage outfit she dropped it to the floor
before taking a look at herself in the full-length mirror in the
room. Slim, busty, but perfectly formed, Trixxi had used her
womanly guile to smooth her path in the volatile world of rock ’n’
roll on many occasions. She just didn’t want others to assume she’d
use it for their benefit too.
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