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A-Side




Track 1

MAROON 5 STUD Adam Levine had taken to the stage stripped down to his black boxer briefs, black socks, and smoldering Cheshire Cat’s smile that insured the other side of his bed would never grow cold. The guys in Blink 182 had turned mediocre talent into megasuccess by conveniently forgetting to put on their pants or underwear before streaking out to their instruments, dicks swinging, hairy butts displayed for the crowd to behold. Before them, Green Day’s handsome frontman Billie Joe Armstrong, with his mop of hair bleached blond and dyed neon-green, had strummed his guitar and crooned for the orgasming audience with his lush thatch of pubic curls and limp cock hanging in clear view. After, it was the Scissor Sisters and Queens of the Stone Age letting it all dangle. Once, live on MTV, some hairy Wolverine-looking tool going by the name of Evil Jared Hasselhoff hopped on a crate, whipped out his manhood, and relieved himself on the lead singer of the band Placebo.

Duke Donovan Dalton, the driving force behind the Goth-rock band 3-D, planned to outshine all of them. The Death Heart Tour’s final leg, winding through Austin and concluding in Boston, would be the ultimate musical mind-fuck.

“You can do this,” Duke said, casting a nervous glance into the mirror.

Harley shot him a look from the other side of the room. Duke’s trusted assistant, who also maintained the band’s website and social media pages on FaceSpace, MyBook, and Chatter, always knew when something dangerous was brewing, and what Duke sensed now was no different. What would he Chit about, using that economy of a hundred and forty-four words? Duke looking way too calm. Huge audience, eager to hear the tunes, screaming bloody murder. What if the murder victim’s Duke Dalton? I think he’s contemplating suicide!

Harley knew Duke, had since they were kids touring with their dads. An uncomfortable rush of warmth bloomed in his gut, threatening to crack the calmness staring back from the glass.

“What the fuck’s going on?” Harley demanded. No one else would dare speak to Duke Dalton that way, not the band’s concert promoters, the rock journalists or late-night talking heads. Not even Duke’s dad, Jack Dalton, lead singer in the big hair juggernaut, Stage Fright.

“I don’t know what you mean,” Duke said flatly.

“For starters, you haven’t touched the snack bar.”

Duke swept a glance across the table. There were plenty of bottles looming over a half dozen bowls, each filled with colorful, tempting vice—big red disks, blue ones, green, two shades of brown, yellow.

Duke marched over to the snack bar, grabbed a handful of green, and crunched down.

“Mmm, peanut butter, my favorite,” he said and then popped one of the bottles, washing the candy down with a jolt of lukewarm soda. “There, satisfied?”

Harley watched Duke from the cut of his eye but didn’t answer. The dude was onto him. Oh well, Duke thought. By the end of the show, the whole world would be. And he was okay with that. Better than okay. Every other day, some new scandal and sex tape broke on the news.

At least he wouldn’t bore them.

Shaye Floden, 3-D’s keyboard player, grabbed a handful of red candy. He stood in the middle of the backstage clubhouse and dressing rooms clad only in his underwear, a pair of tight-fitting designer whites stuffed to capacity in the front. Shaye had the second biggest cock in the band, inferior size-wise only to Duke himself, and wasn’t ashamed to let that fact be known.

“You nervous?” Shaye asked, crunching on candy and scratching at the meat of his balls.

“No,” Duke answered.

“Figured you must be, on account of the fact that you look so calm.” Shaye flashed a cocky smile and groped the front of his underwear. “Damn, I can’t wait to fuck something tonight.”

Harley, or the hotties in the makeup team, one of the best in the business… there certainly would be enough holes to plug after the concert. Ladies as well as dudes, depending upon where his tastes went. Shaye’s pale blue eyes drifted toward the little blonde thing waiting to paint his face.

“Okay, who’s ready to turn into a zombie?” she asked.

“I’m coming to get you, Barbara,” Shaye said in a comically sinister voice. He extended his hands. “And I’m so very horny!”

The makeup artist—Duke doubted her name was Barbara—giggled and waved him over to one of the chairs. There, Shaye Floden began his transformation into “Bones.”

Bass player Arif Yusian, better known to 3-D fans as “Scalpel,” entered the room for a drink and a snack. Another makeup artist seized him by the arms.

“Give me five, okay?” Arif said.

“Only if you tell Joe-Kev to hustle his ass in here. We need to start early on him for the full effect.”

Joe-Kev Hallet, who went by the handle “Autopsy,” soon made an appearance. The oldest member of the band at twenty-seven, his body was a canvas of colorful ink. A sleeve of thorns and roses covered one arm from shoulder to elbow. A tiger slinked down the opposing leg, its extended paw reaching across the top of his foot. A small constellation of five-pointed stars appeared to twinkle at his neck.

Duke knew the artistry didn’t end there. From their tumbles together in the early days of 3-D, he’d gotten intimate with the skull tattooed on the top of the dude’s shaft. When Joe-Kev’s bone snaked out, thickest in the middle, the skull swelled and stretched with it, flashing a sinister Halloween grin.

Their drummer joined Shaye in the makeup chairs. Arif wandered back in and took his seat. The usual banter filled the air, and a wave of nostalgia embraced Duke. By all outward signs, there had been many blessings associated with being the son of a rock legend. And a legend in his own right, lead singer and stud of a powerhouse coming into its own, this generation’s U2 or Electric Light Orchestra. Bigger blessings, like the fame, the fortune and, yes, all that fucking. But it was this little moment, seeing the guys get painted, that he hoped he remembered best when it was over.

And it would be over after this night.

Regret replaced the brief flicker of happiness.

A hand touched his shoulder. Duke seized in place. Turning, he faced Perry, 3-D’s lead makeup artist.

“Whoa, dude,” Perry said. “Didn’t mean to spook you like that. Forgive the pun, but you look like a fucking ghost.”

“Sorry, nerves,” Duke said.

The other man aimed a thumb toward the lone empty makeup chair. “You ready to become ‘Duke De Morte’?”

“Duke of Death,” Duke sighed, punctuating the statement with a humorless chuckle.

His emerald-colored eyes drifted back toward the guys, each man presently having his face painted into character. The nostalgia was gone completely. More importantly, so was Duke’s sense of regret.

“Not yet, man,” Duke said, clapping a hand on Perry’s arm. “Meet me in my dressing room, would you? And do me a favor. Bring some extra paint with you.”

The gimmick sounded lame on the surface at first but had caught on with the fans, especially the legions jerking off to vampire romance novels. The white faces looked elegant, more so when you factored in the crisp white button-down shirts, thin black ties, black suit coats, and shiny black shoes. Total sharpness—and those white ghost faces sure rocked when you shined a black light on them, picking up the phosphorescence on four handsome 3-D apparitions gyrating on stage.

The ghostly faces of 3-D had become as recognizable in recent years as the symbol for the Artist Formerly Known as Prince and Mick Jagger’s lips.

Perry finished working on Duke’s visage. Duke gazed into the mirror. The work was, as usual, artistry at its purest.

“What do you think?”

Duke studied the perfect glowing white skull painted over his handsome face, his dark hair, a messy but intentional thatch of cowlicks and spikes, his full lips, the lower slightly plumper than its twin on top. Those eyes were so green in the fake skull’s sockets that they glowed preternaturally like a wild nocturnal animal’s reflecting in a car’s headlights.

“I’d fuck me,” Duke said.

“Yeah, you and millions of rock junkies around the globe,” Perry said.

And Perry knew; they’d enjoyed the occasional fuck since the night that first smear of white face paint went on.

To enhance the look, the guys’ suits also reacted to the black light, transforming into an illusion of zombie rags thanks to the invisible chemicals painted onto them by the band’s wardrobe department. At intermission, 3-D did a change into kilts, black and white tartan, thick black wool socks, combat boots, and black tuxedo jackets over white shirts. During that fifteen-minute interlude when the opening act, some dude who’d won Idol two seasons back, entertained the crowd, the white skulls got a solid touchup.

The four men huddled offstage. Autopsy, his face streaked with intricate red strips of flesh on one side, extended his hand, palm side down. Bones clapped his hand over Autopsy’s. Scalpel tossed his mitt onto the pile. The persona known as Duke De Morte hesitated. The other characters, each demanding that their preconcert tradition be maintained, shot him looks.

Duke slammed his hand onto the top of the pile. “3-D on one… two… three—”

The four musicians barked the band’s name and, as one, raised their hands toward the ceiling. The announcer trilled their arrival over the speakers, and the crowd outside, some ten thousand souls deep, collectively screamed. Duke’s cock twitched, a sure sign that he’d gotten hard as he always did whenever the band played to a packed venue. His erections had also become part of the 3-D lore; crotch shots and camera phone video of his tented pants littered the Internet. At last count, according to Harley, there were over fifty thousand amateur websites devoted solely to his dick.

The guys raced onto the scallop-shaped stage ahead of him. More shrieks from their worshippers rose up, and he wondered if the concerts, not the eruption of some volcano, had taken bragging rights to the loudest sound event ever recorded in human history. His ears would ring for days. Duke’s nuts tightened against the root of his cock in anticipation. Once he started singing and sweating, they would loosen and spill down his pant legs, hanging, he sometimes imagined, all the way to his hairy ankles.

Steeling himself, Duke pursued. Fuck Vesuvius, the voice in his head decided. The roar that rose up as he trotted toward his Fender guitar was powerful enough to crack the fabric of time and space, to send planets spinning out of orbit and whole constellations of stars crashing into one another.

His cock pulsed.

The audience went insane.

That kind of power, Duke already knew, was dangerous. It could create the universe. But it could also destroy it.

They opened with “Guillotine Romance,” their anthem from the teen slasher flick, Spinal Column, a gore-fest about the vengeful skeleton of a high school newspaper reporter murdered by fellow students he’d dug up serious dirt on. Their cover of Bonnie Tyler’s “Total Eclipse of the Heart” followed, in which hot female werewolf dancers gyrated and slithered to the smoky, liquid melody. From there, it was a catalog of their greatest hits.

 

“DO WHAT?” ASKED Perry.

“You heard me,” Duke said. “And be quick about it. We’re back on in less than twelve minutes.”

Duke’s cock was still hard. Not merely stiff, but dripping precome like a leaky faucet. Perry lowered between Duke’s spread legs.

“I’ll need to clean this off first,” he said, licking at Duke’s gummed-over slit.

Perry then sucked the head and several inches of shaft between his lips. He tickled Duke’s sweating balls. It took everything Duke had to separate from Perry’s sucking mouth.

“No, I can’t bust right now, and if you keep that up—”

“Yeah, I can see that,” Perry said, licking his lips. “Okay, let’s do this.”

Perry applied the white paint with his fingers, and Duke shuddered, aware of every stroke.

 

THE BAND RETURNED to the stage dressed in their kilts to a crowd growing hoarser but no less enthusiastic. The regular stage lights followed them through live versions of “Daily Grays,” “The Antique Bronze Horse,” “Modern Orpheus,” and “Violence For Fun and Profit.” Then the band launched into its top ten hit, “Surreal Lullaby,” which transitioned into a smooth, jazzy take on “Europa.”

Shaye abandoned the keyboard for the sax for this particular offering. The lights changed; the eerie luminescence lit their faces. Duke Dalton made his move to center stage, dropped the guitar, and lifted his kilt.

His cock, hard and coated in white paint, snapped up, glowing magnificently. Air, hot with the breaths of devoted fans gusted over Duke’s balls, tickling them like a knowledgeable lover’s caresses. Legs spread, one arm cast behind his lower back, Duke began to masturbate.

“Go big or go home,” he said aloud.

The roar of the crowd swallowed his voice.

Half closing his eyes, spurred on by the frenzied shrieks of his legions of fans who’d quickly caught on to what they were witnessing, Duke choked up on the base of his cock and glided his fingers upward, to just beneath the head. Back down and then up again, he settled into a steady rhythm and dreamed.

Dreamed about Harley’s kisses, scattered over his balls and the underside of his shaft, on the tour bus, between one city or another. The road drummed beneath the bus’s wheels in his memory. Shaye sleeping in the bed directly across from them, completely oblivious, snoring away, a hand tucked into his underwear and his cock struggling against its imprisonment.

He thought about Joe-Kev and the hunger that had led them to cross the line between bandmates and friends and into the very gray territory of fuck buddies, while backstage after their first gig in LA when they were the opening band, not the star attraction. Duke had never licked a man’s ass before. Joe-Kev’s was hairy and its sweaty tang had lain heavily on his tongue, disgusting him for all of maybe two seconds. Then he’d feasted upon it, a starving man, and licking ass had become the main course at every sexual buffet since.

There’d been so many moments of great sex, all over the world. But there’d never been love.

He didn’t even love the music anymore, if he ever had, which was the true problem and the reason he did it.

Duke unwound his arm behind his back and gripped his balls, an action that made his toes curl in his boots. He couldn’t remember them ever feeling this full, this loose. The notion of escape had freed them beyond their usual bloated state. His cock, too, pulsed with frightening energy. The flashes of camera phones and the telltale sparkles of video applications ignited in the space between his half-open eyelids. Before sunrise, he would be the top entertainment story across the globe, his jerk off routine plastered everywhere you looked on the web.

It would be the end of his career but the start of his life.

That thought pushed Duke over the precipice. Right as the regular lights came on and the spotlights zeroed in on him, Duke released his balls, gave his dick a final double-handed stroke, and pumped six steady shots of his junk into the front row.

Freedom, he thought, shaking the dregs out of his dick.

Only those members of the crowd who weren’t scrambling to catch some of his seed were on their feet applauding, and Duke worried that he’d created a bigger monster on his back instead of an exit strategy.




Track 2

FOR WHATEVER REASON, the image of his first guitar hovered in the sweaty darkness over Seamus’s eyes. It was made out of a length of two-by-four, painted a shade of muddy blue. Part of an old fence, he remembered. Fishing line, also blue, was strung between the nails. Strumming on it killed his fingertips, even made them bleed—the first time he’d suffered for his art, and at a very young age. The only music that makeshift instrument produced at first was a miserable whine.

Seamus Whyler thought the old fishing wire guitar had miraculously reappeared in his car. Then he remembered the old man had smashed it to a million pieces against the stone wall he and his brother were forced to build that miserable summer, fifteen years behind him. A mosquito buzzed through the gap at the top of the window. Great. Yet one more bloodsucker eager to feed on his corpse.

He stretched out the best he could, his big feet snagging on the brake pedal. A burst of red lit the darkness as the brake lights reflected against the windows of the garage he’d parked in front of. Blood. A running theme of late. Seamus snorted a humorless laugh. Of late? Music was in his blood, and he’d been spilling blood in its honor since that day when, as an eleven-year-old boy, he’d smashed his thumb with a hammer while trying to bang roofing nails into a chunk of broken fence so he could string some fishing line to build a guitar. That would, weeks later, lead to being pummeled by his dad’s fists once the old man caught him plucking at it with aching fingers when he was supposed to be building a stone wall to replace the rotting fence.

Seamus had bled for music since.

Sighing, he rolled over, as much as the car seat permitted. His dick sat half hard in his underwear, tempting him to yank it out and forget his worries, at least for all of fifteen minutes. How many days in the past had he strung those fifteen-minute sessions together, one after another? Whole days devoted to masturbating in order to avoid the truth.

The mosquito whined past his ear. He swatted at it and then reached for his baseball cap, sitting on the passenger’s seat on top of his present guitar. His fingers brushed the strings, and a rapid-fire succession of memories flooded through his consciousness, channeled through that connection of flesh to chord.

Playing in the high school band, he’d won a shitty talent contest, which hadn’t been so big a deal when you factored in the competition. But it had fueled his belief in a music career. A rock star. He was unstoppable.

A college band after that, a few local gigs—weddings and a block party here and there. Then he’d met Wanda Cofield, and their brief time together had meant holding down a steady job—at a warehouse. The Fates might as well have lined him up against the nearest brick wall and opened fire.

That might have been the best and most merciful solution, thought the critic inside Seamus’s head. Life since the warehouse, where he drove a forklift and picked orders, had been one miserable letdown after another, tonight’s debacle only the latest in a very long string. He’d opted to split the door with the owner of Coralline, a watering hole on the outskirts of Concord. The door, all the soft drinks he wanted—and probably his choice of ass, too, because few could resist the charm of a rock star, even the smallest in the galaxy.

He knocked down three Cokes with lemon and a soda water between sets. The door had netted him a whopping thirty-three bucks plus change. The ass… well, at least living in his car spared him the awkward silence that usually followed a night of anonymous screwing, though it cost him the chance to shower and sleep in a real bed.

Yup, he told that critic inside his skull, Seamus Whyler sure had suffered for his art.

The car was starting to smell like his sweat. A bag of dirty clothes in desperate need of laundering didn’t help. He would attend to that on his way south to the Casino Club in Bay Breeze, New Hampshire, where he was booked to play two sets. Bay Breeze was a beach community, but the Casino Club was the sort of place frequented by old money—emphasis on old—and itchy young women in search of old money husbands. The mood there was one level of Hell up from the usual. Celebrity musicians in the twilights of their careers played Bay Breeze in the summer. On the drive down, that fact sunk in. The voice in Seamus’s thoughts wondered if life had somehow lost its sparkle.

He shot a look toward the passenger’s seat, where his regular traveling companions sat. Seamus had hocked the beat-up guitar twice that summer alone. He had only gotten it back from the pawn shop, whose owner was growing nastier by the visit, through the rarest streak of luck. Some drunken customer at a club just north of Boston had tipped him with a fifty probably thinking he’d fished out a five-dollar bill.

At least the Casino Club served food, and eating a decent meal was part of the deal. He could even grab a shower there, and he sure needed one.

 

SEAMUS ARRIVED EARLY. Toby Cosgrove, the talent coordinator, let him into the dressing room backstage hours before he was due to play, probably out of pity.

“Thanks, dude,” Seamus said, clapping Toby on the back.

Toby ran an eye quickly down Seamus’s six-foot-two frame of muscles, seeing the pinstriped button-down, the khakis, and old Chucks on big feet, then back up, meeting the scruffy face and emerald eyes beneath the baseball cap’s bill. Equal parts handsome and homeless, Seamus thought.

“You hungry?”

Seamus shrugged. “I could eat.”

“I’ll send something up. Great to see you again, man.”

“You, too,” Seamus said.

The two men shook and exchanged one of those manly hugs, delivered at a distance. The life of most musicians was one endless string of couches to crash on and free meals. You took what was offered and were grateful for it.

Seamus sensed Toby’s gaze lingering after the hug ended and shifted from one foot to the next. “Something wrong?”

“No, it’s just…” Toby shook his head. “Forget it, man. Let me grab you a bite from the kitchen. Sandwiches okay?”

“I’m so hungry, I’d eat my own foot,” Seamus said. It wasn’t much of an exaggeration—thirty of his thirty-three bucks and change had gone into the gas tank just to make it to Bay Breeze. Thirty hadn’t even filled the tank to the top.

Toby gave him a tilt of the chin, that gesture of understanding between males spoken without the need for actual words. Then the other man turned and marched out of the dressing room, but not before casting another glance his way. It was the latest weird twist in a life that was being smothered by the awkward and uncomfortable.

Seamus tried to put it out of his head. He grabbed his backpack, sitting behind his guitar, and fumbled out a fresh pair of jeans, his last clean ones, a black button-down, underwear, and socks. He fished out his toothbrush and toothpaste, a bar of soap, deodorant, and shampoo and somehow carried all of it into the bathroom in one trip.

The famous, infamous, and forgotten had all showered here in the Casino Club’s forty-plus year history. Seamus wondered how many musicians had jerked off and deposited their DNA down the drain. He planned to add his to the unofficial sperm bank, his cock still in need of release. This was the last paying gig he had lined up for the next three weeks; fifteen minutes to forget might still his galloping pulse and push his heart out of his throat and back into his chest where it belonged. A hard life, this was. Life? Seamus snorted and shook his head, because this wasn’t living.

He remembered what she’d said, Wanda, about how his dad had been right in naming him.

“Seamus,” he whispered and began to strip. “Shame us…”

 

CLOTHES DROPPED, BEGINNING with his pinstriped button-down. The white T-shirt underneath released the manly smell of his sweat as he peeled it over his head. Seamus sniffed at the lush fur of his armpits. The hair on his chest was thickest across his pecs. A thin line of dark pelt cut him down the middle before taking a circle around his belly button. From there, it was a short drop into his tangle of pubic curls. The one clear benefit of living hard and worrying about where his next meal was coming from was that his body was in the best shape of his adult life. A banging six-pack of abs lurked visibly beneath all that manly fur.

Seamus kicked off his sneakers. The buttery stink of a real man’s sweaty socks assailed his nostrils. He unbuckled his belt, unzipped, and pushed down his khakis, baring a pair of hairy legs, muscular without being showy. The last thing to go were his boxer briefs, charcoal-colored, with a rip along one leg almost big enough for a ball to slip through.

He gave his sac a scratch. The musky smell of his nuts joined the rest, creating a potent scent. Seamus’s cock thickened. Pumping it up to its fullest hardness, he admired it in the mirror. There was no shame there—his cock measured just past the nine-inch mark. The thick noose of his foreskin added to the image. One of the few things the old man had gotten right was in not allowing his sons to go under the guillotine without their consent. It was a cock to be proud of, with balls hanging underneath to match.

“Maybe I should have gone into the fucking porn biz,” he wondered aloud, pumping his erection and loving the way his body looked in the mirror. But he already knew he was cursed for life because he was a musician at heart, and that was that.

 

HE NEVER MADE it to the shower before the urge possessed him. Cock pulsing, nuts itchy for release, Seamus hawked a wad of spit onto his hand and started masturbating in front of the mirror. The extra drop of lubrication worked wonders with the natural slickness of his foreskin; soon he was dripping precome. Tugging on his balls added another facet to the experience. Seamus’s stones were sensitive, but he loved having them played with. Even better, sucked on.

The opportunity for that quickly presented itself: a shiver teased Seamus’s spine, the phantom tickle that comes from being watched by another’s prying eyes. Turning toward the open bathroom door, he caught sight of Toby hovering outside, looking in. Their eyes met. Toby kept staring. Seamus let him.

“So, that explains it,” Seamus growled.

“Explains what?”

“Nothing,” Seamus said. Drawing in a deep breath, he kept going. Being watched, even from another dude, unleashed fresh shivers over his flesh, teasing him from his toes to his balls and all the way up to his throat.

“I… uh… food’s on the table.”

“Thanks,” Seamus sighed. Through narrowed eyes, he focused on Toby, waiting at the threshold. “There anything else?”

“Do you want… can I …?” The questions went unfinished.

The promise of something better than simply rubbing one out unleashed fresh electricity through his flesh. Seamus nodded. “Why the fuck not. Sure, go for it, dude.”

The bathroom door creaked fully open and Toby hurried over, dropping to his knees. A warm breath teased the loose meat of Seamus’s nuts, exhaled on a happy sigh. The other man’s hands wrestled Seamus’s cock free from his fingers.

“Foreskin?” Toby gasped. Before Seamus could reply, he added, “Fucking sweet, dude.”

Seamus didn’t know how sweet his dick-sock was. The lips of the last guy who’d gone down on him had tasted salty when they kissed after the fact.

“It is what it is,” Seamus said, reaching down and cupping the back of Toby’s head. “So why don’t you just suck it, buddy.”

Toby hesitated. “Please don’t let this get around.”

Seamus laughed. “Who the hell am I gonna tell? I’m no one, dude. Just a guy with a guitar… and a hard dick.”

Toby licked his skin. By the way the other man’s tongue worked into the folds, Seamus knew Toby had experience with pleasuring an uncircumcised cock. The temptation to ask more on the subject almost got the better of him—which fading rock star’s uncut cock had squirted its seed between the same lips presently humming upon his? But then he remembered the importance of discretion. Fuck it. A decent blowjob, and by all early signs this one had the makings of a beaut, was like a couch to crash on or a free meal. You took them when offered. So Seamus did.

Toby worked his cock and fondled his balls. The dude had no problem taking his load when he nutted, which solved the dilemma of cleaning up any mess. Shooting on the mirror had seemed like the way to go until Toby’s throat provided a better option.
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