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        To Duran Duran, and most especially the major obsessive crush of my youth, John Taylor.

      

        

      
        I hope you liked the giant homemade birthday card I sent you when you were twenty-four via your fan club…

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Prologue

          

          Erica

        

      

    

    
      
        
        From:TheSubsofTheParanormals@gmail.com

        Subject: EXCLUSIVE – EXCLUSIVE – EXCLUSIVE – OMG THEY GOT MARRIED!

        Date:20 May 2023

      

        

      
        From the ONLY OFFICIAL fan group of The Paranormals.

      

        

      
        OMFG Subs!

        They only went and did it in secret!

        Noah Granger and Stacey Williams are now man and wife! Photos are being released to the press, but here’s one they sent especially for the Subs along with this sweet message.

      

      

      
        
        Subs,

      

        

      
        We couldn’t wait any longer and didn’t need a fancy ceremony. All we need is each other.

      

        

      
        Now we’re Mr & Mrs Granger and couldn’t be happier.

      

        

      
        We look forward to seeing you on tour soon. Don’t forget to grab your tickets as from September, Stacey will be leaving The Seven to star in the West End as Velma in Chicago.

      

        

      
        There’s no time for a honeymoon, but we’re okay with that. We’re enjoying singing our music to you all.

      

        

      
        Thanks for all your support. You’re the best!

        Noah & Stacey (Mr & Mrs Granger) xo

      

      

      

      I have it on good authority that Donna Matthews will be taking over the lead. I have to say when I first heard a few of Seven Sisters weren’t going ahead with the tour, I was worried as you know, but then three of Flame-Grilled Steak joined them and now I think The Seven are amazing.

      I asked Charlie from FGS how Dray was doing and apparently, he met his ‘one’ in hospital and he’s home and living happy ever after so that’s good news isn’t it?

      Anyway, I’ll leave you to celebrate the exciting news and I’ll be in touch with you soon, when I’ll have an exclusive interview with our lead singer. Yes, Zak Jones will be talking to me. Is this real life? Where I get up close and personal with The Paranormals?

      Happy sigh.

      Erica xoxo
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        * * *

      

      I began to write my list of interview questions for Zak Jones, lead singer of the hottest band on the planet right now, The Paranormals. Six months ago, they’d been the joint winners of a TV talent show called Britain’s Best New Band.

      I’d met the guys at the live rounds of the show, and well, long story that I’ll get to, but I ended up running their fan club. It was an honour. Plus, also, I thought it might get me nearer to my crush—Zak.

      But I’d underestimated how busy they’d get. Now I sent my questions to their PA, Vikki, and she’d send me the answers back. It was like the show they’d won—not all it seemed. Just as reality shows set things up to look better than they were, to the Subs (what we called the subscribers), it looked like I was living my dreams, speaking to the hottest band of the moment regularly, while in reality, I was nowhere near them.

      And I so wanted to be near Zak Jones. Preferably underneath him.

      I sighed as I clicked onto the showbiz pages on my laptop where I looked at him with woman after woman after woman.

      The last time I’d caught sight of him had been at the final itself, when I’d gone there with my best friend Freya, but we hadn’t been able to talk to them. As soon as they’d won, they’d been steered into press conferences where despite my best efforts to join in, security had told me I wasn’t official press.

      I’d made sure I had an official press badge now. Vikki had sorted that out for me.

      The band had gone stellar after winning the competition and they and The Seven (the other joint winners) had been recording albums and touring the world in the six months that had passed since that night back in November of last year.

      But where lead singer Noah was now happily married and loved up with Stacey from The Seven; my own crush, Zak, was bedding as many females as he could. It should have put me off him, but instead, my crazy, soppy heart just told me it was because he’d not fallen in love with his soulmate yet, which was of course me.

      Sighing, I switched off my computer, and got ready to go have a meal out with Freya—one involving lots of wine.
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        * * *

      

      We’d decided to have a meal at the Rock Hard Bistro where Stacey Granger used to work before she found fame. Their food was amazing, and the atmosphere was great.

      Freya took one look at my face as I walked inside the entrance and rolled her eyes. “Oh God. I’d ask who died, but this has been your perpetual face of late. It’s a Saturday night, babe. Time to get some drinks and then I’ll be your wingwoman and help get you some dick.”

      “Freya! That was too loud,” I chuntered.

      “If I don’t say it loudly, how will any of the men here know you’re up for riding their cock?” she replied.

      I was in two minds of whether or not to feign a headache and go right back home, but the food smelled too good to leave.

      We’d just taken our seats when a woman came rushing over to us, followed by an older lady.

      “Ebony, can we not have this every time you visit?” the older woman yelled, just as the younger one grabbed my arm.

      I flinched and looked to Freya for help, but then the woman said, “You must follow your heart. Don’t give up on your dreams of love.”

      Her perfectly enunciated words, said in a cut glass accent that sounded like the tinkle of piano keys, took away the shock of her invading my personal space.

      The older woman pulled her away. “I’m so sorry. We’ll leave you to enjoy your meal, and it’s on me, okay? I’ll tell the waiter to send me your bill.”

      “No, no. It’s absolutely fine.” The woman had been well out of order, but she’d told me what my ears wanted to hear.

      Because my heart belonged to Zak Jones, and now I would go follow him. Whatever I needed to do to get up close and personal to that man I would now do. The woman had made me determined. Had given me a sign of encouragement.

      He needed to realise I existed.

      It was time for me to make another move. To not give up this time like I did six months ago.

      “Well, that was weird,” Freya said. “A posho acting like a fortune teller.”

      “Freya.”

      “Yeah?”

      “I’m not going for any of the guys here tonight.”

      She huffed. “Erica, I know your last few dates have not gone to plan, but you have to keep trying.”

      I held a hand up. “I am. I’ve decided. I’m going for Zak Jones. We’re doing this. I will get near to him, and he will realise I exist.”

      Freya’s grin grew wide. “You mean we’re going to meet the band again? I’m going to get to see Sexy Rexy again?” Freya had the hots for Rex Colton, The Paranormals’ drummer.

      “Yes. I’m going to demand face-to-face contact. I run their official fan club. There should be perks.”

      “Yes, like our nipples when we see the boys.”

      “Just so I’m making myself clear. I need your help in landing myself at least one night in the sack with Zak Jones, and if possible, the rest of my life.”

      Freya nodded her head enthusiastically. “Absolutely, and if it just so happens that to do so I am forced to shag Rex Colton, as your very best friend I would take one for the team. One very big one I hope.”

      “You’re such a martyr.”

      “Waiter!” Freya yelled. She winked at me. “We need more wine and to make some plans, because so far, has NOT been so good.”
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        BEFORE THE PARANORMALS JOINTLY WON BRITAIN’S BEST NEW BAND.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter 1


          

          Erica

        

      

    

    
      
        
        September 2022 – watching televised episode of the first judges auditions of Britain’s Best New Band (filmed July 2022).

      

      

      I tended to get a bit obsessed with things. Okay, not a bit, a lot. Like I’d binge watch a show, take Queer Eye for example, and then I’d get their autobiographies, and Antoni’s cookbook even though I struggled to butter a slice of bread. I’d follow them on Instagram, follow them on TikTok. You get the picture. Then I’d be onto the next programme, the next obsession. Basically, I needed to get a life and I was spending far too much time on my own at home.

      I blamed my best friend, Freya. She was in love and so my social life had taken a tumble. It wasn’t that she’d abandoned me for her boyfriend. More that I couldn’t face listening to how wonderful he was and having to witness her lovesick face. Yes, that made me a cow. I was happy for her, but I was twenty-one years old, worked in a supermarket, and lived with my mum in a council house in Clapham with no love life whatsoever. I couldn’t even have a battery-operated boyfriend because my mother still insisted on cleaning my room.

      Anyway, this was why, when I should be out living it up on a Saturday night, I was instead lying on my bed in my bedroom, TV on, watching Britain’s Best New Band, with only a packet of crisps for company. We were at the live auditions stage where they performed for the judges, (note my use of the word ‘we’ because of my mental overinvolvement) and my heart was in my mouth as the next band came onto the screen. Dan and Harley, the presenters, always chatted backstage with whoever was going on stage next and I’d never wanted to be Harley Davies so much in my damn life. Lucky, lucky bitch.

      “Hi, guys, so you’re The Para-not-normals. How did you four get together?” she asked them.

      A dark-haired guy spoke. “We met at college and practised in our spare time. We’ve played a few gigs, but this is the competition we’ve always wanted to be in.”

      “Well, the judges are waiting for you. Good luck.” Harley smiled, and the guys sauntered onto the stage.

      Seriously, I had never in my life seen such fit blokes. Every one of them was a hunk. Nearly always in a band you had at least one who looked like, as my mum would say, ‘they’d had a hard paper round’, but no.  They looked in need of an image overhaul, but I’d watched this show before and knew that they liked to make entrants look worse because they all got a makeover before the live competition weeks started. I could clearly see that I was going to be licking the television screen if this lot got through. Especially the lead singer. He just had this aura about him. It seemed otherworldly, like he almost glowed out of the screen. I know, I was getting far too overexcited, but seriously, it was like he called to me. Fuck, I really did need to get a dildo because I was clearly heading for the edge. My mother needed a bingo night so she could shout ‘house’ while I shouted in the house. With numbers for mum and the letter ‘O’ for me, I could almost talk myself into believing my masturbation would be educational. Here’s the current math, my current ‘0’ was numerical, as in zero = fuck all.

      “Okay,” Bill Traynor, the main guy from the auditions said, dragging me back from my imagination. “So who are you guys?”

      The lead singer began to speak, and I was lost once more. “I’m Zak. This is Rex, Roman, and Noah. We’re the Para-not-normals and we’re going to sing Paradise City for you.”

      “Okay,” Bill said. “When you’re ready.”

      The band began to sing, but within thirty seconds, Bill put a hand up and stopped them.

      “Nooooooo,” I yelled, my grab packet of Doritos flying off my lap as I sprang up off the bed and to my feet. He could not stop my guys. No way!

      “Do you have something else? I don’t think that song is the right one for you,” Bill said looking frustrated.

      “For God’s sake, Bill,” I ranted. “This better be a wind up.”

      My phone beeped and I sat back on the bed and looked at the message that had come through.

      

      Mum: Can you keep it down? If you’ve that much energy maybe you could wash the dishes?

      

      And this was why I needed to move out. I couldn’t even enjoy myself watching television outside of my covers, never mind enjoy myself under them.

      The band had moved onto Wildest Dreams by Taylor Swift, and I watched enraptured as they sang their hearts out, the guys giving backing vocals to Zak. Then Dan and Harley came back on stage, the band standing between them, and Dan asked for the judges’ response to the audition.

      Talent scout Maxwell Johnson spoke first. “I think you have potential. It’s a yes from me.”

      I took a slow breath out. Come on!

      Then it was Marianne Moore’s turn. I didn’t know her, but Mum had said she had been really famous in the 1960’s. “You remind me of The Rolling Stones in their early days when we used to hang around together. Great times. It’s a yes from me.”

      Carmela Toto was up next. I didn’t like her much. She’d been in a girl band, but always seemed to want the spotlight on herself. “I like you. You have a great energy. Yes, from me,” she told them. And just like that I liked her again because she saved my band. Although if she went anywhere near Zak, I’d make a voodoo doll of her using one of my niece’s Barbies. Poppy had so many, she’d not miss one, and I’d bought her most of them anyway. I could set fire to it. A Barbie-cue.

      Finally, it was Bill’s turn. “I like you guys. There’s something about you, but I’m not sure…”

      “Don’t be fucking stupid, Bill,” I shouted.

      The audience began to protest and chanted, “Yes, yes, yes.” I joined in.

      Bill looked back at the audience and his face contorted as he considered his verdict. “I think with a little image styling and some expert advice you could have something. One thing though. Your name. I’m not into it. I’d prefer just The Paranormals. Get you looking like you’re too fantastic to simply be human. I think we could have a little fun with that.”

      The band looked on tenterhooks and I realised I was sitting on my hands.

      “What do you say? Ready for an image and name change?”

      They said yes.

      I yelled, “Yeeeeeeeesssssssss.”

      “Then that’s four yeses. You’re through to the next round. Congratulations, guys,” Bill announced.

      And my mother sent me another text.

      

      Mum: The neighbours will think you’ve got a bloke round. FFS can you Please. Keep. The. Noise. Down. Before they report us to the council, and we end up homeless.

      

      An advert came on as the show finished and the voice said. “Win tickets to be in the audience of Britain’s Best New Band,” and before I knew it, my phone was in my hand, and I was dialling the number.

      Something told me that I needed to see this band for real.

      I decided after calling, that my obsessional behaviour had hit an all-time high.

      And then on Monday morning I got a text.

      

      Congratulations! You are a winner of two tickets for the live rounds of Britain’s Best New Band. Please reply to this message with your name and email address.

      

      Oh my god! I could barely tap the keys on my phone as I answered. Please don’t go wrong. I needed those tickets like I needed the air to breathe.

      Shortly afterwards, I got a text confirming that tickets were on their way to my email address.

      I rang Freya.

      “Freya, next Saturday night, I need you. We’re off down to the London Landmark,” I spilled out excitedly.

      “Uhm, why?”

      Freya needed to get on board with my level of enthusiasm. This would not do.

      “I just won two tickets to the first live round of Britain’s Best New Band.”

      She shrieked and nearly took my ear off. “OMG, we have to get backstage. I need to be up close and personal with that Rex dude. He is so HOT.”

      “I thought you were loved up with John?” I queried. My eyebrow was arched although she couldn’t see it.

      “John is amazing, but I want to lick the sweat directly off Rex’s skin.”

      Wow, it seemed my friend was also a tad overexcited about a member of The Paranormals. Good job it wasn’t my man, because we always said ho’s before bros, and I’d have felt bereaved.

      Your behaviour gets more worrying by the day, my inner voice chided.

      “Erm, okay then. Well, I have to be getting to work, so talk soon.”

      “Yes, very soon. We need to plan outfits. We have to look killer, but also undercover. Maybe black, so we can sneak around,” Freya stated.

      I ended the call wondering if I should have just taken my mum.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter 2


          

          Zak

        

      

    

    
      
        
        July 2022 - Britain’s Best New Band auditions.

      

      

      God, I was knackered. We’d been rehearsing hard all week and had just sung for the actual judges. The producers had made us go through hair and make-up for a ‘make under’ before doing so. Now the judges’ audition was a wrap and we were through to the next round. I should have been ecstatic, except I still needed to go out and make contact with a fuck ton of women so I could appear in their dreams tonight and make them ecstatic.

      Did that sound heavenly?

      It was not. It was a curse straight from the seventh dimension of hell—Abaddon to be precise. The bastard had tricked me when I was a virginal eighteen-year-old who’d thought he was going to die that way. Drunken Zak went into a bar, not knowing it masked the ‘Destroyer’s’ dwelling, and came out minus his soul after promising some of all those he slept withs because he’d been told there would be a LOT. And that wasn’t a lie, as my quota got larger to the point where sex was now often a chore to meet my soul targets rather than my orgasm.

      And you couldn’t sleep well, when bedtime was when you had to work. I was doing the day with the band, the evening with the flirting, and the night shift with soul searching, and I didn’t mean figuring out the meaning of my life. I was too fucking exhausted for all that.

      “I’m going to check out the competition until they call us for make-up,” our bass guitarist, Noah said. None of us were that dumb. By competition, he meant his ex, Stacey.

      “I’m going to check out Harley,” I informed my bandmates and off I went in search of her. Harley Davies was the co-presenter of the show. She was gorgeous, with blonde, long-bobbed hair I imagined would shake a little as her head bobbed later as she sucked my cock. And those lips were made for encasing my manhood. I adjusted my trousers. Things were getting tight back there.

      Harley’s personality shone out of her like the sunlight. I reckoned if I could get her to sleep with me, her soul would be worth ten other women’s. That’s how it went. On the rarest of occasions, you found one so good and pure that it was like a 100-watt soul against the usual 15-watt.

      Harley and her co-presenter Dan were hanging around backstage. They were filming segments interviewing acts that would be slotted in between the live performances when the shows aired. I spotted them as I walked through the auditorium, and I walked closer. From a distance it just appeared like they were having an everyday conversation, but as I neared, I could hear the venom in Dan’s voice.

      “This is my gig. I hosted this show perfectly fine by myself before and I don’t see why they would have brought you in this year, if not to push me out.”

      “That’s not the case, Dan,” Harley pleaded with him. “They want to appeal more to a male viewership and so they brought me in too. At least you’re rated on your talent as a presenter. I’m rated on what outfits I wear!”

      “We’re not talking about you; we’re talking about me. You need to resign. It’s the right thing to do. Quit.”

      I’d heard enough. “I think you should give the lady some space, mate,” I drawled, walking over to them.

      Dan turned to me and scowled. “Why, what are you going to do?” He raised a brow. “Touch me and your career’s over before it’s started.”

      “I’m going to tell security and then what will that do for your presenting career?” I told him. “They might just kick you out, so Harley gets the stage all to herself.”

      He bristled at that. “Think about what I said,” he snarled at Harley as a parting shot and then he stomped off.

      Harley smiled at me. There it was again, that white, beaming light. “Thanks so much. I was okay though. He’s just a very bitter and angry man.”

      “He’s jealous as fuck and he had no right to talk to you like that. And for what it’s worth, I think you’re a fantastic presenter. Yes, you’re pretty, but you’re good at what you do.”

      “You think so? Thank you,” she said, holding a hand to her chest. And what a chest it was. She was hiding a cracking rack under that sweater. I wanted to release them, like unlocking a cage of puppies at breakfast time.

      “Right, I’d better go and get make-up to freshen me up and get ready to deal with Dan again.” She started to walk away from me.

      I startled at that.

      Women did not walk away from me. Ever. Not when I turned on my incubus charm. They hung onto my every word like I hung the moon and some of them drooled, and not only from their mouth.

      Was it the new crimped hair they’d forced me to have? My inner incubus charm should override such things…

      “Erm,” I said.

      She turned back around. “Sorry, did you want something else?”

      “Oh, er, no,” I answered, and she walked away.

      Well, that was bloody weird.

      And now it meant I had to go find some other women to sleep with tonight, because it didn’t look likely I was going to be able to plug in the 100-watt bulb after all.
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        * * *

      

      I climbed onto Louise’s bed, and sitting at the side of her, I whispered her name. This was all taking place in Louise’s mind in her dream state, but to her it was real, and I was in her hotel room. She’d been in the audience watching the show, and lucky for me, her friend hadn’t felt well and had caught an early train home.

      “You came back,” she said.

      “I sure did, baby.” I climbed across and sat astride her thighs leaning over to kiss her.

      “You’re squashing me. I can hardly breathe.”

      “Sorry, Lou. Maybe we should switch around and get you on top?”

      “Yes,” she gasped. “Yes.”

      I flipped her so I was laid down and she was astride my hips. Her blonde hair cascaded over one side, mussed by sleep. I lifted up the edge of her bright pink slip.

      “Landing strip. My favourite.” I ran my hand down her stomach and trailed my fingers along the line until I met her clit and her wet heat. I stroked her clit with my thumb and Lou’s head rolled back as she sighed. “Oh, Zak, yes. Is this really happening or am I dreaming?”

      “Take off the clothes,” I instructed. She lifted the silk slip up and over her head and discarded it. I watched as it hit the floor.

      My hands clasped her breasts, stroking them and playing with her nipples, making her hard. That was enough foreplay, I had a job to do.

      I lined myself up against her wet entrance and pushed up as she bore down, her pussy enveloping me, managing all my length with ease. This wasn’t Lou’s first rodeo.

      “Ahhhh,” she moaned as she rocked up and down on my cock. “Oh yeah. Just like that. Oh yeah.”

      I continued to play with her clit as I rocked my hips back and forth. My hands were now on her waist steadying her as she took me on a wild ride.

      I could feel my balls tighten and knew I was about to come. I increased the pressure on her clit to help take her over.

      “Oh, I’m coming, oooh...”

      I slammed my hips up, my cock being milked by her greedy pussy as I emptied myself inside her. Then I felt it, the euphoria as I filled up with part of her soul.

      She collapsed against the bed. A minute or so passed and then she said, “God, I don’t feel so good.”

      “Oh dear. Maybe you’re coming down with what your friend’s got? I’m sure you’ll be okay in a couple of days. Maybe take a sick day today, yeah?” I told her.
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