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What Goes On Tour

 


“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.

Well, Melanie
Masters. I’ve got a lot to be thankful to you for. Getting the gig
with FunkTime; finally being in the spotlight with a truly
successful band and making hit records. But it seems to come at a
price. And I thought bands were all about sex ’n’ drugs ’n’ rock
’n’ roll.

As she slid
the cubicle door shut and hit the controls to aim a powerful jet of
refreshing water over her face and body, she began to feel her mind
untangle from the knot Mel had left it in earlier.

What on earth
can I say to Robbie? “This is a professional tour, and you’re a
professional sound engineer, so just work out what is going on with
the balance on the mixing desk?” Or a more direct approach like:
“Get it sorted, asshole!”

The warm water
began to do its work, and Trixxi felt the disappointment of the
latest show wash off her trim body and swirl down the plughole. It
was a three-week tour and she’d been on the road many times with
other musicians. It couldn’t be too bad, could it?

As she stepped
out of the shower, Trixxi could hear her mobile phone ringing
somewhere in one of her bags. Still naked, she found it and hit the
“answer” button.

“Hi, Trix, how did it go tonight?” asked the caller at the
other end in an upbeat tone.

“Steve! It’s so good to hear your voice. I know it’s only been
a day or two, but I really miss you,” cooed Trixxi.

“Miss you too, babe, but how was the show?”

“Don’t ask … The show itself was amazing, but miss smarty pants
is already at the throat of the sound engineer. It could be World
War Three by the time we finish this tour.” Trixxi’s voice was
somewhat strained as she imparted the news.

“Well, I’ve got a surprise for you. I’ll be there for the gig
in Brighton tomorrow and at least you’ll have a shoulder to cry on
if they come to blows.”

“Thanks, Steve,” said Trixxi with a newfound enthusiasm. “God,
I don’t know what I’d do without you! You make everything sane in
this circus.”

Steve laughed
and continued to whisper the kind of sweet nothings a girl likes to
hear, even when she’s a rock chick.

Steve Copping
had supported Trixxi since their days studying together at art
college. She’d always wanted to play keys in a band, and had got
her first chance with a college rock band, before graduating to
more professional gigs and tours with “name” bands after her
studies finished. Steve had focused on a career in design, but had
been an occasional roadie for her during her early band
apprenticeships. With FunkTime, Trixxi had hit pay dirt. Straight
into the studio to record an album, then a tour, then another
album. It was a hard life, but the one she’d chosen.

As Trixxi
listened to Steve’s calm voice she knew it would only be a day
before she’d see her lover again. She closed her eyes and
visualised him in front of her. He reached out and ran his fingers
through her wet hair, touched her soft breasts, and bent down to
kiss her velvety skin all the way down to her shaved pussy.
Imagining his touch, she slid her fingers between her legs, she
started to rub the soft folds of her pussy lips, slipping one of
her digits inside her rapidly moistening slot.

God, I wish it
were you doing this, Steve. I really need some stress relief, and a
good fucking from you would just hit the mark right now. Tomorrow
seems so far away.

Her fantasy
was shattered by a knock on the door. Cutting short her call from
Steve, Trixxi pulled a towel that covered little of her ample bosom
around her and swung the door open. It was Robbie.

“Hi, Trixxi,” he gasped, taking in her barely disguised curves.
“You look great.”

“Robbie! I’m soaking wet, and trying to get dressed in peace.
What do you want?” she spat out with more volition than she’d
intended.

“Chris told me you wanted a chat. Maybe we could make it an
evening rendezvous and talk about things? When you’re ready, of
course.” Robbie’s smile did little to endear him to the semi-clad
keyboard player, though she knew she’d have to talk to him as soon
as possible.

“Well, we do need a discussion about something,” she sighed.
“But I’m dead beat tonight.”

“Tomorrow then? We’ve got some time free once we get to the
south coast before set up and the sound check.”

“Fine, whatever. We’re sat on the same tour bus, so I won’t be
too hard to find, whenever you’re ready.” Trixxi wasn’t relishing
the prospect, but it had to be done.

“I was thinking of something a bit more intimate, actually.
Just you and me. A walk along the seafront and maybe a visit to one
of those nice hotels that you rent by the hour. I think that’s what
Brighton is famous for, isn’t it?”

Trixxi’s jaw
dropped and her face started to redden with anger as she knew that
Robbie was serious.

“Christ, what do you take me for? I’m a musician, not a
groupie,” she exploded.

“Well, maybe just the walk then?”

“Maybe. But don’t push your luck,” she hissed before she added,
“And I’m trying to get dressed in here.”

“Er, yes,” said Robbie as he cast an eager and admiring eye
over Trixxi’s womanly shape and turned to go, with a wide smile on
his face. “See you on the bus then.”

Whilst Trixxi
had found Robbie Deacon a fun personality on the tour generally,
she wasn’t impressed by his amorous advances. His approach to girls
was clearly on one level, justified by the old adage of “what goes
on tour stays on tour”. Still, she couldn’t blame him. When she and
Mel walked down the street together, they didn’t just turn heads,
they snapped necks. Their figure-hugging outfits always ensured
they raised more than just eyebrows with men. On stage, Mel had the
afro, the swagger, the licks, and the chops on bass, while she had
the pout, the sway of the hips, and the legs to carry the show. All
the guys in the audience wanted to sleep with them, and all the
girls wanted to be them.

As she dried
herself off, Trixxi sighed. Whatever happened from here, someone
was going to get burned. She just didn’t want it to be her.

 


• • •

 


“You ready, Mel? Your radio interview is in just half an hour
and we’ve got to get you to the radio station yet.”

Tour manager,
Graham Moore, was organised and possessed the dogged determination
that seemed necessary to work with Mel. She was undoubtedly a
brilliant musician and performer, but she was single-minded in her
approach to her art, sometimes at the expense of others’ feelings.
Graham had found the key to pressing the right buttons with her
early on, and the pair had gelled well.

“This radio station has a large, young audience, eager to hear
about the latest album” he enthused. “There will be a lot of them
coming to the Brighton Dome tonight.”

“Coming … I was just getting my make-up right,” giggled Mel as
she was directed to the waiting taxi. Dressed in a loose T-shirt,
leather waistcoat, and necklace of large, wooden beads, she
sashayed from the tour bus to her awaiting carriage, seemingly
without a care in the world.

Graham sighed.
He never realised make-up could be so important for a radio
show.

“See you later, guys,” she added, as she slid her pert,
leather-clad bottom into the car. Her heroine had been Detroit
rocker, Suzi Quatro, and it showed. She’d had a lot to live up to,
but her proficiency on bass had proved she was destined for stardom
from an early age. Now, as the taxi swept Mel away, the rest of the
band looked at each other.

“She wasn’t a happy bunny last night,” started Dave. “I’m used
to some moodiness, but this was on a different level.”

“We guessed,” chipped in Trixxi with a look of resignation on
her face.

“So what do we do?” asked Chris. “If the sound isn’t right
tonight, FunkTime will be making the headlines tomorrow for all the
wrong reasons.”

“I’m going to talk to Robbie soon and find out what’s going
on,” muttered Trixxi through teeth that were well and truly
gritted.

“Well, if anyone can get to the bottom of this, it’ll be you,
Trix,” said Graham. “Robbie’s definitely sweet on you.”

“True, but while I’d lay my life down for the band, there’s
only so much lying down I’ll do for a sound engineer,” said Trixxi,
reminding her audience that her performances stopped when she left
the stage.

“We’re setting up this morning,” added Graham, “and the sound
check will be at three p.m. I’d suggest that we all get there an
hour before Mel and test the gear ourselves.”

With watches synchronised, the band members split up for
some downtime on their own while the crew unloaded the equipment at
the venue. The tour bus had been parked at the back of the concert
hall, the Brighton Dome. The two hundred year old building had
started life as a stables building for the prince who would later
become King George IV of England. But the Dome had a musical
heritage beloved by bands and fans alike. In its past, the unique
venue had been played by Jimi Hendrix and David Bowie. Pink Floyd
had debuted Dark Side of the Moon there in 1972, and ABBA won Eurovision on its
stage in 1974. As Trixxi stared at the outside of the circular
building while the crew moved equipment through the large stage
doors, she seemed lost in her own thoughts.

Tonight I’m going to play on the same hallowed stage that
many of my musical heroes have. Oh my God. I never thought this day would
come...

“You look lost in your own world, Trix,” came a voice behind
her.

“Steve — you’re here!” Trixxi squealed as she turned and ran to
put her arms around the rock in her rock ’n’ roll life. “How did
you know where I’d be?”

“Easy — all the tour buses park here and, anyway, I just
followed your perfume,” Steve said with a casual grin. His medium
build, muscular frame, and rugged good looks were enhanced by a mop
of tousled black hair and a thin moustache. He’d been eye candy for
many of the girls at college, but it had been Trixxi that had
fought off the competition and made him a keeper.

“Flatterer! And now you’ve found me, what are you going to do?”
quizzed the blonde keyboard player, trying to hide her
pleasure.

“Well, I’ve always fancied a passionate romp with a pop star in
the tour bus,” came the quick reply.

“Anyone in particular?” breathed Trixxi, licking her lips in
anticipation.

“There are a couple of girls in a well-known band that I’d like
to check out,” teased Steve.

“Together?” asked Trixxi, raising an eyebrow.

“Maybe, but not today. There’s just one. Now, what’s her name…?
Mel something or other.”

Trixxi punched
him in play on the arm. “Let’s not waste any more time. The crew
are all busy and if you’re serious, the bus is empty.”

“Mmm. I’ve always wanted to see where you bunk down, Ms
Powers,” laughed Steve.

Trixxi grabbed
Steve by the arm, and the pair boarded the coach, closing the door
behind them. The interior was air conditioned and cool, despite the
early summer sun outside, and the smoked glass of the windows
ensured the pair would not be seen as they walked the length of the
coach. Groups of seats facing inwards to small tables were
festooned with the paraphernalia of life on the road. Assorted
pieces of clothing festooned across the seats, books, magazines and
papers littered the tables. As Steve and Trixxi moved through the
detritus of a touring musician’s life, they came to the small bunks
at the back.

“It’s not much, but I’m game if you are,” whispered Trixxi as
she stood next to her ground-level bunk and put her arms around
Steve’s neck and drew him towards her. Last night she had dreamed
of having Steve with her in bed. Now, it was just about to become a
reality and her gray eyes sparkled with desire.

“I like a good game,” hinted Steve as he rested his forehead
against her golden locks.

“And what are you going to play?” cooed Trixxi, brushing her
cheek against Steve’s.

“An up-tempo rhythm, perhaps?”

“Played on what?”

“Let’s try my organ for size,” suggested Steve.

“Mmm. Yes, please,” cooed Trixxi, giving him her best
come-to-bed look as Steve ran his fingers down the front of her
loose T-shirt, following the shape of her curves with his
hand.

Her eyelids
fluttered closed as Steve pressed his lips against her willing
mouth, his tongue forcing its way into hers and tangling with her
own in a frenzied embrace. Trixxi’s heart was beating a painful
tattoo against her ribs as she could feel the heat from his skin
against hers, and prickles of anticipation crept across her face
and neck. She was very aware that her cunt was becoming very moist,
and she could begin to smell her own love juices permeate the air.
As Steve pulled away from his passionate kiss, Trixxi could feel
her lips tingling, as were other parts of her body.

“God, I’ve missed you, Trix,” whispered Steve.

“And I can’t tell you how much I’ve wanted this.”

“As much as this?” said Steve as he bent down and kissed one of
Trixxi’s ample breasts through her T-shirt.

“More...”

“How much more?” teased Steve as he slid his hand under the
fabric of her shirt and squeezed her bra-less tit.

“Mmm. I think you’ll need to turn the volume up to eleven,”
hissed Trixxi with a groan of pleasure in her voice.

“Like this?” quizzed Steve as he pinched her rapidly-hardening
nipple tight and rolled it between his thumb and
forefinger.

“Oh, God, that feels good, Steve. And now here’s your
reward.”

Flicking her
thumb under the bottom of her T-shirt she pulled it up and over her
head before tossing it to the floor. Now standing in front of Steve
in just a pair of shorts and sandals, Trixxi quickly shed them too
and stood in front of her boyfriend with nothing more than a minute
pair of lace panties and a big smile.

“Now that’s a vision most fans would love to see,” grinned
Steve.

“I’m glad it’s just you. And I hope Mel doesn’t walk in on us
right now.”

As she voiced
her concerns, a thought ran through her head.

What would Mel
actually do if she found Steve and me fucking in the tour bus? Fire
me, or maybe join us? Would she exchange that phallic symbol of a
bass guitar for a cock that’s big enough to satisfy the horniest of
pussies?

Just then, she
turned her back on Steve and bent forward. She grabbed hold of her
ankles and spread her legs as wide as they would go, giving Steve a
grandstand view of her ass and letting him see that her panties
were crotchless.

“Christ, Trix, that’s a sight for sore eyes,” he gasped, taking
in the view of her shapely backside, and the tightness of her
hairless sex, clearly visible through the material. As Trixxi
looked at him from between her legs, she saw Steve reach out to
touch her ass cheeks. A noticeable bulge had developed in his
trousers, and it now seemed that she was going to tease him as she
moved away, stood up and turned to face him again. She swayed in a
seductive rhythm and her breasts moved from side to side as Steve
ogled her ripe orbs.

“You look ready to rock,” whispered Trixxi, as she caressed her
body as she swayed to the silent rhythm, pushing her breasts
together and pinching her own nipples until they were red and
engorged.

“Well, if you’re ready to roll…” answered Steve as he grabbed
her by the shoulders, kissed her hard and pushed her back onto the
crumpled sheet of the bunk bed. It was going to be cosy in the
confined bed for two, but it was the type of rock ’n’ roll fantasy
that few could ever fulfil.

Steve began to
squeeze her nipples, then bent down and covered her tits with kiss
after kiss, nibbling her hard, pink buds and biting them gently
between his teeth, rolling them around in his mouth and sucking
them hard until she squealed at the intensity of his sensuous
touch.

“On my God, that’s so good,” gasped Trixxi.

“It’s not just you who has to give a good performance,” laughed
Steve.

“No, and I want more than just one encore. You’re driving me
wild. Christ, I’ve never felt this horny in my life. Maybe it’s
just that we’re on the tour bus,” gasped Trixxi again.

“Any requests?”

“Something long and slow”

“Like this?” whispered Steve as he wriggled his way out of his
shirt, trousers and boxers, revealing a massive hard-on. As he
knelt down at the side of the bed, Trixxi started to wank his cock.
The look on Steve’s face was one of pure ecstasy as Trixxi slid her
hand up and down his tool, the pistoning action making him swell
still further.

“Maybe you’d like to get closer?” said Trixxi, and Steve
repositioned himself so she could take the end of his cock and kiss
it before taking it fully into her mouth and sucking it hard. He
moaned and tilted his head back as Trixxi continued to give him
expert fellatio.

“Please, please,” groaned Steve. Trixxi could see by his
reddening complexion that his balls must be aching to burst, and
she didn’t want to spoil the party just yet.

“Now, maybe you’d like to plug yourself in, and turn me on,”
she teased, running a couple of fingers over the soft folds of her
sopping cunt. As she fingered herself, Steve grinned as she slid
first one, then two digits inside herself through the slit of her
panties.

“Is it any wonder all those guys in the audience want to get up
close and personal?” said Steve as he bent down and kissed Trixxi’s
soft stomach, before beginning to lick her all the way down to her
aching pussy.

I think I know how an ice cream feels now — that licking
and the heat of Steve’s touch is going to melt
me...

As Steve
reached her panties, Trixxi withdrew her glistening fingers from
her dripping slot and held them up to Steve’s mouth so that he
could taste her sweet juices.

“Mmm ... you taste divine. And now I’m going to finish you
off.”

“I’m all yours.”

Lowering his
head between her legs so that his moustache scraped against the
sensitive flesh of her inner thighs, Steve flicked his tongue over
the delicate folds of her pussy lips as they protruded from her
crotchless panties. Trixxi threw her head back, and let out a
pleasured moan at the feel of Steve’s delicate movements against
her hyper-sensitised sex. Pushing his tongue inside her
well-anointed slot, Steve sought her delicate pink clitoris and
flicked the bud with a light, thrusting motion. The increasing moan
from Trixxi as she writhed on the bed was evidence that his teasing
was taking her towards an orgasm. The smell of Trixxi’s arousal was
now filling the whole coach, and it began to act as an aphrodisiac
for Steve as he pumped her harder and harder with his tongue.

“Fuck me, Steve. You know what I want!” screamed Trixxi as
Steve slipped his thumb onto her clitoris and ran it in a circular
motion around her swollen nub.

Trixxi could
feel her simmering desire building into the most pleasurable of
volcanoes, waiting to erupt. Her body was now glistening with
perspiration, and her love juices were seeping into the sheets on
her bed as Steve continued to administer to her urgent needs. As
Steve lifted his head, he slipped two of his fingers deep inside
her willing cunt, and the passion that had been building inside
Trixxi suddenly exploded inside. A rush of the most intense,
erotic, all-consuming orgasm swept through her body and she
screamed out again as her climax overtook her.

“Oh, Christ, Steve,” was all she could gasp as a tingle like an
electric shock ran through her body and it shook violently as her
arms flailed out in wild abandon at the intensity of her orgasm. It
seemed like her body had shattered into a million shards of glass,
and now they were trying to re-form as she flopped back into the
bed, wrung out and sated. A faint smile played across her lips as
her eyes finally re-focused on Steve.

“That’s what I needed,” she breathed. “And now it’s your turn.”
Slipping off her soaked panties, Trixxi opened her legs wide and
stroked her hot inner thighs.

“Well?”

“You don’t need to ask twice,” answered Steve as he straddled
her recumbent body, and lowered himself above her waiting pussy. As
he inched closer, Trixxi took hold of his thick man-rod and guided
the bulbous head towards her sopping gash.

“Fuck me,” whispered Trixxi as she felt his magnificent prick
pressing against her spread lips.

“Certainly,” replied Steve with a wry smile and a cheeky wink
as he forced himself hard into her, the shaft stretching her and
gliding all the way inside until he was balls-deep in the warm
moistness of her willing sex.

As she
clenched against him, Trixxi could feel his cock swelling further
and as his pace quickened and he continued to pump into her in
short, sharp thrusts, she could feel his pelvis impacting against
hers. It was a glorious feeling of release, and all the worries of
the tour disappeared as she lived purely for that moment. As she
watched Steve resting his weight on his arms on either side of her
shoulders, Trixxi knew that Steve was enjoying the sight of her
breasts jiggling around with her erect nipples scraping against his
chest.

“Don’t hold back. Give me what I want and what you need,” cooed
Trixxi as Steve thrust even harder into her, his cock slamming deep
inside her. Her words were hardly needed as a pleasurable grimace
played across his face, his pace quickened and he let out a
strangulated cry. Perspiration dripped from his face as Steve came,
shuddering and gasping. Trixxi felt the sudden warm rush of his
thick, creamy cum filling her before the hot seed started to
trickle from her cunt and down between her ass cheeks onto the
sheets. Resting his body against her ripe breasts, Steve panted
like a racehorse and remained there for a few minutes before he
recovered enough to say “Christ, that’s got to be the best
performance of the night. And now, I’d better let you go and sort
out the band’s problems. Or do you need me for anything
else?”

“Well, there is one thing...”

 


• • •

 


As Trixxi
stepped off the tour bus after freshening up and changing clothes,
she felt ready to tackle the world.

Just then,
Robbie saw her and rushed over.

“Trixxi. Where have you been? I’ve been looking all over for
you,” he said in an agitated voice.

“Oh. I was just sorting out another issue,” grinned Trixxi.
“And I know we need to talk about the band’s sound balance during
the shows, but I’ve now got something, or rather someone, that can
help us. Robbie, I’d like you to meet my boyfriend,
Steve.”

Robbie’s face
fell as sharply as an elevator cut loose as Steve exited the bus
and stood next to Trixxi, slipping his arm around her waist.

“I’m pleased to meet you, Robbie. I’ve heard a lot about you,”
said Steve as he held out his hand.

Robbie almost
choked as he shook Steve’s hand. “And I didn’t realise you were
joining us today, Steve.”

“Clearly,” whispered Trixxi and she smiled at seeing the
crestfallen sound engineer struggling with his sudden change of
fortune. “Now, I suggest that Steve joins us to set up the gear and
check the sound. He’s well experienced, you know,” she added with a
playful grin.

“Are you questioning my ability to do a professional job?” shot
back Robbie, with a thunderous look on his face.

“Of course not, Robbie,” smiled Trixxi with all the sugary
sweetness she could muster for Robbie. “But maybe there’s something
we’ve all missed. Let’s try things out and just see what happens.
Okay?”

“Well, okay. Just for you, Trixxi. But I don’t want Mel to see
what we’re doing.”

“Of course not,” breathed Trixxi. “Now, shall I lead the way?”
Her tight, figure-hugging trousers looked as though they could have
been sprayed on, and gave no hint of what had just happened between
her and Steve in the tour coach. As she walked towards the stage
door, she seemed to exert a powerful magnetism over Robbie and he
dutifully followed like a love-struck adolescent, to the intense
amusement of Steve.

The stage door
led straight to the back of the stage where the lighting rig,
amplifiers and drum kits for both FunkTime, and the support band,
were already in position. It always gave Trixxi a thrill to see the
preparation for a show. All the effort, all the planning, and yet
it all went unnoticed when the band took to the stage. It was just
the band’s performance that the audience would remember. Getting it
right was so important.

Robbie already
had the sound desk set up at the other side of the hall, centrally
positioned behind the back rows of the audience. Cables were
gaffer-taped to the floor, and the power was already on, as the
desk was lit up like the control desk of the Starship
Enterprise.

“The instruments haven’t been tested yet,” declared Robbie “But
everything from the amps to the monitors has been line checked. So
what’s the problem that Mel’s got with the sound,
Trixxi?”

“It’s the balance on the instruments. Something is throwing it
out during the show.”

“And you think I’m doing something to sabotage the gig? Come
on, Trixxi, I need this tour to go well as much as the band does,”
said Robbie defensively.

“Can I suggest something, Trix?” chipped in Steve, standing at
the side of the mixing desk. “While you’re getting things ready
with the keyboard and instruments, Robbie and I will run through
the line check again. It never hurts to have a second pair of eyes
on things.”

“Sure,” smiled Tixxi and headed to the stage to oversee the set
up of her keyboards. She knew Steve wouldn’t miss a trick on the
rig settings.

For the next
hour and a half, Steve and Robbie ran through every connection,
every lead and input looking for problems, but the equipment was
showing no signs of any failures anywhere. As they were still
testing, the other band members began to arrive at the venue,
together with Graham.

“How’s it going? Have you found anything?” questioned the road
manager.

“Nothing yet,” responded Robbie. “Trixxi’s boyfriend, Steve,
who’s also got a lot of experience with band equipment, hasn’t
found anything either.”

“Great,” said Dave and Chris in almost perfect
synchronisation.

“Mel’s coming for the sound check in about half an hour,” added
Dave. “And tonight of all nights she’s insisting on using her Dan
Ampeg plexiglass bass. You know, the see-through acrylic one. It’s
a lot heavier in weight and sound but if something’s wrong tonight
and she gets a good swing on it she’ll take someone’s head off if
she’s unhappy with the way the sound goes.”

“Perfect!” said Robbie uneasily. “Anyone got any other
suggestions?”

“What happens during a show?” asked Steve with a genuine need
to know. “With the sound, I mean.”

“Well, the first few numbers are fine. The sound and balance
are great. Just the way we’ve got it set up during sound check”
said Trixxi.

“And then...?”

“For the fourth song, Dave changes guitars and Mel usually
re-tunes her bass while she’s got the opportunity.”

“And to do that, presumably she hits a foot pedal to cut or
mute the sound?” continued Dave.

“Yes, it’s on her compressor. It acts as a kill switch to turn
off the sound.”

“Then what?” carried on Steve.

“She kicks it back on and we go straight into the next number,”
added Dave.

Steve rubbed
his chin and was clearly thinking through what could have altered.
“And has anything changed sound-wise at that point?”

“Come to think of it, that’s usually when I notice a power loss
on Mel’s bass. I try and bring the level up again on the desk so
it’s equalised on her monitor,” added Robbie with enthusiasm. “Mel
tries to also correct it on her amp on the backline, but once it’s
moved I can’t do much to correct it.”

It was one of
those light bulb moments as Steve clicked his fingers and almost
shouted out.

“Suppose the battery was low in Mel’s foot pedal. There’s
enough juice stored in it to last a few numbers, but once it’s
switched off it doesn’t power up again properly. The input from the
bass falters as it runs to the desk and both Robbie and Mel try to
correct it. My guess is that it’s something as simple as a small
battery, and not the operator.”

“Quick, Robbie. Go and check out Mel’s pedals. We’ve still got
a few minutes,” urged Trixxi.

Trixxi knew it
might be a long shot, but right then it was all the assembled
entourage had left available to them.

“Well, what are you all standing around for?” bellowed Mel as
she walked into the hall. “And who is this?” she added, pointing to
Steve.

“This is my boyfriend, Steve. He’s been helping Robbie set up
and sort out a few technical issues,” added Trixxi, biting her lip
anxiously.

“Well, I hope he’s good,” said Mel as she eyed up the handsome
man standing next to the mixing desk. “If he gets this right, I’ll
have to reward him.”

What are you
hinting at Mel? It was only yesterday you were telling me to screw
the sound engineer to sort out your problems, so don’t think you’ve
going to proposition my man if he helps you!

“Okay, everyone. On stage, please. Let’s run through a few
numbers,” commanded Mel.

Mel Masters
was clearly the leader of the band, and people jumped when she gave
her orders. As Trixxi passed Robbie returning to the desk, she
whispered “Have you changed it?”

“Yes. I tested it and the voltage was low, so I’ve changed it.
I think Steve was right. We’ll soon find out...”

The band all
took their positions and Mel counted them in for the first
number.

“One, two, three, four...”

The band blazed through their opening number,
Got the
Funk,
without a single
break. Then straight into the next; and finally some checks on the
individual instruments as Robbie turned knobs, clicked switches,
and pulled faders to set the levels on the desk.

The sound
check ran perfectly. Besides Mel, each member of the band looked
somewhat nervous at the prospect of something going wrong. Mel
changed basses and even with the foot switch clicked off and on,
the sound remained perfect. It boded well, but the problem might
still come to light during the performance if Steve’s educated
guess was wrong. In a couple of hours they would all find out.

As evening
fell, the venue opened its door to a sea of happy, eager fans all
keen to see their musical heroes. Hundreds of people of all ages,
many dressed in FunkTime T-shirts, took their places in the hall to
watch the support act. Some squashed up at the front in the moshpit
near the stage, while others stood toward the back. Robbie eyed
them up, knowing that even fans could be the harshest critics if
the show wasn’t a good one.

Backstage, the
members of FunkTime relaxed together in a shared dressing room,
eating some food provided as part of their rider, and enjoying
drinks before they were called on stage. Even through the doors and
backstage corridors, the muffled music of the support band was
sounding good. Graham had already told Mel, Trixxi, Dave, and Chris
that the audience was at capacity for the gig. Trixxi rarely got
nervous before a performance, but tonight she was worried and her
fingers were trembling.

Thank God
Steve will be there out front watching. At least we’ve had one good
performance already today...

Despite her
calm appearance backstage, Mel Masters was like a firework ready to
go off at any time as Trixxi well knew. Right now, she looked
relaxed and she sidled up to Trixxi and whispered in her ear.

“That boyfriend of yours is quite a hunk,” said Mel before
sitting down in front of Trixxi as she eyed her up and down. “If
he’s good with band equipment, he might be useful on the tour to
help Robbie. That’s if he’s free, of course,” she added
suggestively.

“Let’s get tonight’s show done and dusted before making any
decisions,” replied Trixxi, though the thought of Steve joining her
in her bed for the next three weeks sounded very
appealing.

As Trixxi took
in the beautifully sculpted features of Mel’s pretty face, crowned
by her large afro, she could easily see why all the guys lusted
after her. Slim, leather-clad, and ready to deliver a rocking show,
she was most men’s dream.

Well, Mel, you
may be out front at the microphone and running your fingers down
that bass fretboard like a giant phallus, but there’s another rock
chick in the band that seems to be causing quite a stir and right
now, you’re looking at her!
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