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"I'm with the band." Diane had wanted to say that for a very long time. The big man with the clipboard looked at it, then back at her.

"Diane?" he said.

"Yes." She was surprised that he knew her name, until he held up a small laminated card. In big white letters on a black background, it said "ACCESS ALL AREAS", and there was a small picture of her on it. It was the head shot she had sent Rick when they had been arranging the night. 

The doorman unhooked a lanyard from the wall and handed it to Diane. "Rick's in the bar. He said to send you to see him when you got here." He pointed.

Diane hooked the lanyard to the pass, and hung the loop around her neck as she walked toward the bar. It was full of fans of Ten Inch Dragon and their support bands, all of them younger than her, wearing black, and trying hard to look as if they knew what they were doing.

She could be the older sister of any of them, she thought. Hot older sister, she corrected, catching sight of her reflection in the mirror behind the bar. She was looking particularly good tonight, if she said so herself.

Her red hair was shoulder length, primped and teased to stand up and look a bit eighties- a nod to the type of music Ten Inch Dragon played. Her outfit went with the vibe of the hair- tight jeans and knee length boots that emphasised her long, shapely legs, a fitted halter top and short denim jacket, complete with band patches all across its back. Her lips were a bright, glossy red, a shade she rarely wore. She hadn't gone any further overboard with her make up, not as far as some of the fans around her.

Looking around, Dian spotted Rick. He was propped up against the end of the bar, talking to a woman with a couple of cameras around her neck. He was younger than she had expected, about her age, wearing jeans and a striped shirt with the top four buttons undone. For a moment, she wondered if he would have a gold medallion and hairy chest under the shirt. Everyone was playing at being from the eighties tonight, and he was the band's manager, after all.

The woman with the cameras walked off as Diane approached, and Rick turned to greet her. "Diane, darling, you made it." He took both her hands in his and leaned in to kiss her on the cheeks. "And you're dressed for the part, brilliant. You look stunning."

"If you're going to do this sort of thing, you should do it right." Diane said, grinning at the compliment, and the thought of what was to come.

"Absolutely. The boys like to spend the last hour or so before they go on stage getting into the mood- would you believe they do yoga and meditation- so I stand out here and see what the crowd looks like. It's a promising one tonight, lots of people have got the outfits. And the hair." Rick pointed to a pair of young men wearing tight black jeans and Ten Inch Dragon T-shirts. Each had a crazy mop of hair that looked like a peroxide explosion, standing up high over their heads, then dropping down, raggedly, past their shoulders.

"Are those wigs?"

"You can never be sure. Lots of the fans really do have hair like that. Can I get you a drink?"

Diane tried to think of the most rock and roll drink. "Bourbon, please."

* * *

There were a few minutes to go before the first support band came on stage when Rick led Diane back stage. They walked across the wide open space before the stage, half filled with fans standing around and drinking from plastic glasses. Stopping by the sound and lighting desk, an island of tech and controls behind barriers in the middle of the floor, Rick had a few quick questions for the guy tending it. The short conversation was full of terms Diane could only pretend to understand. Happy with the answers, Rick nodded to her and they continued on to the stage. There was a narrow gap between the house tall speakers and the wall. Diane and Rick went down it, and a security man let them through a black painted door.

Diane had never been backstage before. It was a bit of a disappointment. The walls were cinder block, painted white. A big bay to the left was where all the equipment came in, and a narrow corridor headed back to the dressing rooms. Cabling came from the stage and ran along the walls above head height in perforated metal gutters. A woman with a clipboard was talking to four nervous young men who were staring up the steps to the stage. She nodded at Rick and barely noticed Diane, before ushering the boys up the steps.
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