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Preface






It wouldn't be honest if I didn't tell you
that this is going to be another re-edit to correct grammar and
punctuation errors. I have learned a lot in the past five years and
though still not perfect, it's better. I finished the sequel,
"It's All Over But The Shouting!" a few months ago and after
completing that work, knew that this needed to be revisited for
some serious rework. After five years and seven or eight books,
this one needs to be revisited.

I don't intend to make a lot of changes.
They'll mostly be to the flow and how it reads. Right now there is
too much repetitive verbiage and it doesn't read smoothly in
places. Unfortunately, when I do a re-edit, I do change some
things. I have thought of better ways of saying something or where
to add a few details that weren't in the original version. It's
just the way I work. Other authors tell me I'm crazy and I might
have to agree, but is it bad that I just have this thing about my
work being the best it can be?

My intention is to keep changes to a
minimum. The overall story will NOT change. The way it is told may
be adjusted slightly to make improvements.

This will continue to be an adult content
work even though the sequel has no adult content. That adult
content is some of the repetitive material that will be adjusted.
This is a love story and a coming of age story whereas the sequel
is a story of "the band" and their activities as told to their
children to give them a true historical perspective on what they
are about to undertake. Where this story is somewhat superficial
concerning the band, the sequel goes into some touring, working
with friends. Again, the story here will not change. It may end up
longer in the end, but that's in the future. I'm just beginning to
look it over.

I read very slowly so this effort is
probably going to take a month or two and I’m likely to make at
least 2 passes to make sure it's where I want it to be. I actually
write about 5x times what I can read. ADD and dyslexia team up to
make it a challenge. The advantage is that I tend to see things
that could be done better or punctuation that is misused.

Since I first wrote this book, I have
learned many things I didn't learn during English classes in my
schooling. It's not perfect yet, but it is much better.

When I work on a "Girls" story I tend to
live the story because all of the young women are real. I doubt any
of the four will ever know that they're "famous" or "infamous" as
the case may be, but as I said in the beginning, "I will always see
you in my dreams."

Once again, "These Girls Can Play".






#####






A 2019 update: I have just started a
new as yet unnamed book that will tell of Bob's original band, the
trials and tribulations which led to his departure so that he could
eventually discover the "Girls". Whether it ever gets finished or
not remains to be seen. I'm no spring chicken.







Prologue






Bob Donovan was sitting around, bored to
tears because there just isn't a lot for a retired professional
bass player to do. He had spent ten years on the road and in the
studio making records, with two different bands, but the road
schedule had burned him out. Though his reputation was excellent,
he is still considered one of the very best bassists in the
business, there wasn't a whole lot going on that he was interested
in pursuing. The music industry is like that ... steeped in
bullshit and corruption. It was based on who sucked who's dick,
when, and what kind of deal could be worked out.

He certainly didn't need more money. He had
more geetus in the bank than he could use in 10 lifetimes, but he
hated sitting on his ass, being a TV vegetable day after day. Two
hundred and fifty channels and there is nothing on worth
viewing.

Oh, Bob did some exercising to keep his body
in shape. He walked the trails on his property, sometimes for
miles, rode his bicycle, and worked out in his gym, but there
wasn't a whole lot going on to stimulated his overactive mind.

He'd built a studio on the property just
above the house hoping to continue playing and recording. He would
pull out his bass nearly every day and practiced two, three, maybe
five hours, only because there was nothing else to do. His prowess
with the bass guitar had not diminished without a band, but Bob was
drifting along listlessly and mindlessly hanging out, really wasn't
his style.

His home and studio were in the northern
California forests, a little north of the small town of
Willits.

Willits is one of the marijuana growing
capitals of the world and they did grow some of the best, but Bob
wasn't a user or cultivator on any of his 675 acres. He'd bought
the spread because he loved the area and wanted some peace and
quiet for a change. He also had a propensity to commune with
nature, clothes optional.

The hustle and bustle of dealing with the
pimps, whores, and shysters in the music industry had worn him out
so he was ready for the change. The $13 million dollar price for
the property was petty cash and he'd happily spent an additional
$2.5 million to build the house and studio, but in the end it all
seemed to be so ho hum.

The studio was 2500 square feet of
emptiness. The only thing Bob had installed up to now were the
concert Marshall amplifiers and his multitudes of guitars. There
was plenty of room and it was designed to be a very well equipped
recording facility, but Bob was hesitant. He just wasn't all that
convinced he wanted to continue involvement in the music industry;
it was so cut throat and political he was just plain sick and tired
of it. Life is too short to allow that level of energy drain
especially when it was predicated on industrial greed.

He'd started playing professionally as a
naive fourteen-year-old phenom and made an instant splash. There
wasn't anyone that could play a bass as well, so he had no place to
go but up. Bob had the innovation of John Entwistle, the speed and
grace of Tal Wilkenfeld, the smooth of Donald (Duck) Dunn, and the
pounding drive of Tony Levin all in one package.

Then came all of the politics that he
couldn't understand at the time. He was too young and too naïve to
see through it and his handlers were screwing him over already. He
didn't realize it until later, but none of them could be trusted to
fill in the blanks. Those ass kissing and back stabbing assholes
would lie, cheat, and connive, to stroke either their own or
someone else's ego to make a few extra dollars. Money was all that
mattered.

Bob just wanted to play his music. He really
didn't care about all the underlying bullshit that seemed to go
along with all of the fame and fortune. Shouldn't you be judged by
how you play? What's with all the kiss asses, ego strokers, and
dick suckers? They hung from the rafters and slithered through the
woodwork and the more money you had, the thicker the slime.

After ten years and two bands, he'd said,
"Fuck it", and retreated to Willits in an attempt to find some
peace. He was twenty-four years old and completely burned out …
fried like a sidewalk egg on a hot summer day in Phoenix, Arizona.
He was sunny side up and it wasn't from drugs. Bob had smoked a
little weed once in a while, but not in the past few years. Drugs
didn't take him where he wanted to go and it seemed it was only the
music that could get him there.

In Willits, there were no politics to deal
with and there were no fat lipped ass kissers slobbering on his
shoes. Well, not unless you count the greedheads who always tried
to see if they could fish Bob out of some of his money. You know,
those newly found relatives, long lost friends, or just plain
scheming shitbirds. Most of them were less than rank amateurs
compared to the sharks, snakes, and thieves, he was used to dealing
with.

When the second band fell apart due to
burnout and the politics surrounding their recording and touring
contracts, Bob was still said to be one of the best bass players in
music. He had plenty of offers to continue playing, but there
wasn't anything really interesting him. No offer on the table
pulled his chain enough to be willing to deal with the egos, the
greedheads, or the deep flowing bullshit.

There was no incentive in any of it. Money
was not incentive to Bob because as noted previously, he already
had plenty. He was looking for an opportunity to somehow change the
world.






-----






One sunny Willits afternoon, life changed in
ways Bob could never have expected. To say he was knocked over by
the proverbial feather would be an understatement. There may be
something worth the bullshit after all, but he was going to be
cautious. Considering the opportunity, which seemed to have just
fallen into his lap, caution may be thrown to the wind ... but
prudently.

While recording an album in the LA area a
few years ago, he'd worked with four young women he'd been
introduced to by one of the girl's aunt. Sara was a friend Bob had
known for quite a few years and her sister Judy had a very talented
daughter.

Three of the girls were in ninth, or tenth
grade at the time. Heather, who was a senior in high school, was
already taking college classes at the same time. She could play the
guitar at seventeen as if she'd been playing for 40 years.

Being so young and just starting out, the
four young women played their instruments roughly, but the raw
talent was apparent. The instruments they had, left a lot to be
desired, but they were the best each could afford at the time.

After hearing the four of them play
together, he had made some observations and some suggestions on how
they could improve. Bob had also rained mounds of praise on them
for the talent they already displayed. Truth be told, they reminded
him of when he was their age and breaking into the music industry.
They were extremely talented young ladies and with some work,
direction, and tenacity, could probably make a legitimate go of
it.

As it turns out, he wasn't to be
disappointed.

Thankfully, they were not all guitarists.
Only Heather and Maryanne played guitars. Being only 17 at the
time, Heather hadn't been playing seriously all that long, while
Maryanne at 15 had spent most of her music life playing classical
violin, amongst other things. It was fairly easy to steer each
towards her natural talents and they had a full spectrum of talent;
drums, bass, keyboards, and guitar. Being the eldest, Heather did a
fantastic job of nurturing the other three girls and letting them
be the best they could be for their age and experience. She was the
glue that kept the whole thing together.

Heather could do them all ... Clapton,
Gilmore, Townsend, Beck, Page, you name the guitarist, and she
could play their work note for note. It took phenomenal talent to
be able to match musicians like that, but all four of them had
developed the same ability, thanks to Heathers efforts and
steerage.

What had come out of the experience back
then were four young women that could play their instruments like
nobody else. It was rough, but the talent was there and Bob
recognized it. He had rallied Heather and had numerous round tables
with all of the girls, talking about music, focus, and
direction.






-----






I guess I should tell you how Bob got
re-involved with the girls three years later. He didn't just pop in
one day and say, "G'day girls, here I am."

Bob was very close friends with a young lady
named Sara in another part of California. He'd met her niece,
Michelle, at a few family parties that he had been able to attend,
which was usually quite difficult because for ten years he was
constantly on the road. Sara's sister Judy brought Michelle to the
parties along with her older sister Maggie. Bob hooked up with her
again during a short visit when he worked with the young women.

It was actually Michelle who had hooked him
up with the other three youngsters. They were all extremely close
friends, very much like sisters, who enjoyed playing music
together.

Michelle introduced him to Heather and then
to Janell and Maryanne. When he heard Heather play her guitar he
couldn't believe what he was hearing. She was seventeen? She's been
playing how long?

Pronounced Shelly, Chelly was a fledgling
piano player, taking your typical lessons in classical music. Mom
wanted her to have something to do and Michelle loved music, so
Judy insisted she take the piano lessons.

Chelly had a natural ear for the keyboards
and quickly excelled through all of the classical bullshit, pissing
off all the teachers by innovating, doing her own versions of the
classics. She did all the recitals and the like, teacher's push and
parents seem to swoon over. Michelle wanted that part to be over
with, but enjoyed the raucous applause she received when putting in
her own twists ... the improvisation was appreciated by a knowing
audience.

Recognizing her own natural talent on piano,
she convinced her mother to help her buy a keyboard and
synthesizer. On the side, Michelle was working on Rock and Roll.
Keith Emerson, Leon Russell, or Dr. John ... you name any
well-known keyboard artist and she was playing their music. She
excelled at playing and was rapidly learning rock music, much to
her mom's distress. Judy thought it was talent wasted, but to her
credit, she didn't discourage Michelle from learning any genre of
music.

Michelle knew the other three girls from
school and though Heather was a few years older, she and Michelle
were closer than most sisters. In fact it had been Chelly's older
sister Maggie who had first introduced the two, music being the
common interest.

With Heathers help, Chelly had talked each
of the others into picking up their instruments just for fun. They
could play together on the weekends and have something to do
besides sitting around. Maryanne and Janell were in the band or
orchestra at school, but were bored with the style of music they
were compelled to play.

Well, by doing that for a few years, each
developed as a musician to become extremely proficient at her
particular part though it was still rough around the edges. It's
really a tribute to Heathers tenacity that all four of them gelled
without any of the typical teen age, ego driven, self-esteem
problems. The four of them were as close as siblings and didn't
have any real competition issues. Unlike most siblings, they rarely
ever had a spat and when there was a disagreement, it was dealt
with right then and there.






-----






Michelle had introduced them to Bob, but
that was three years ago and their talents had blossomed even
further in that intervening time.

I'll describe all the girls again throughout
the story just in case you forget. Suffice it to say at this point,
that they were all knock down, stone foxes. Each in her own way
would turn heads everywhere they went, both male and female.

Here's a brief introduction to the young
women who would become, "These Girls Can Play".

Janell Miller can play the drums. She's your
typical southern California surfer girl, with long, straight, sandy
blonde hair. She was impeccably tanned from her other hobby,
surfing. She had a smile that would light up any room and her
sparkling powder blue eyes would melt titanium with little
effort.

Three years ago, Jan was no Neil Peart or
Buddy Rich, but give me a break, she was only 15 at the time. Now
at 18, Janell can whip any set of drums into submission and her
incredible physical condition will be mentioned throughout. She is
well known for the outfit she wears on the stage, but Jan will be
the first to tell you, she sweats like a pig when she plays and
wants to be comfortable.

If you look at her stage set(s) today, you
get the feeling that even Mr. Peart would drool a little over her
drums. He would also tell you that Janell Miller can play.

Heather McArthur, at 17, could flat play the
guitar. Heather is a fairly tall woman at 5'9", and her entire body
is perfectly proportional to that height.

Matching her powder blue eyes with another
incredible smile, she has long, flowing, wavy blonde hair that
reaches halfway down her back giving her a wild woman appearance
when she wore it down. It was usually controlled with a
multi-colored scrunchie in a long ponytail, which kept it out of
the way. It was perfect for both her look and personality.

She is every rock guitarist Bob had ever
heard or worked with in a gorgeous female package. That was 3 years
ago. He can only imagine how good she is now at age 20. He'd heard
a little sample on the crappy recording that Sara had sent him, but
now he wanted to check it out for real. Much of her improvement was
sadly based in tragedy, but she had channeled it to great
advantage. Heather McArthur knows how to play a guitar.

Maryanne Ellis is a jack-of-all-trades. She
was another tall girl at about 5'8" with a body to die for. Her
hair was jet black, which was perfect for her complexion. She had
eyes like a chameleon; hazel, but they changed with what she was
wearing. Like all of the others, her smile would light up a dark
room.

Maryanne could pick up just about any
instrument and play it after a very short time. Trained in
classical violin, she was comfortable with strings, percussion,
brass, some reed, as well as keyboards.

Of all the young women, she was probably the
most versatile and the most overall talented musician. She was
playing the bass for the group so her real all around talents were
not being developed. Michelle would synthesize the bass at times so
that Maryanne could pick up something else.

Michelle Tejano, as mentioned before, is an
incredible keyboard artist. Michelle is another tall woman at about
5'9" and probably weighed in at 120 lbs. She had naturally red hair
she kept about shoulder length and blazing green eyes. Her
complexion, like most red heads, was very light and you were most
likely to find Michelle in the shade of an umbrella when hanging
out at the pool with the rest of the band.

She laughingly said she had cornered the
market on SPF 10,000 sun block, but if she hung out long enough,
she would eventually get a tan of sorts. With her bright red hair,
a tan looked out of place, but in southern California, they would
hang out at the beach watching Jan surf.

She has mastered every keyboard instrument
that Bob could think of along with all of the synthesizers, which
she can make into a complete symphony orchestra. Like the other
three, she's an incredibly talented young woman.

They each try to play instruments other than
that which they excel, but "Annie" glues it all together with her
multitude of talents. They just needed to find a bass player that
was at least as good as she is.

Not only could they each play their chosen
instruments exceptionally well, they all had excellent voices.
Their vocal work was as exceptional as their instrumental work. If
you looked up perfect harmony at all ranges in the encyclopedia,
their pictures would probably be there as a prime example. Beach
Boys and Mama's and Papa's, move aside, these four women were tone
perfect.

Sara told Bob that Judy mentioned Michelle
and the gang were just listlessly playing away each weekend in a
garage. They were very good, but what they really needed was
someone to pull it all together, motivate them, and give them some
direction. She sent him a sample tape that Judy had recorded at one
of their latest garage jam sessions.

He couldn't believe what he was hearing. If
this was for real ...






 For Bob Donovan, that's how life
changed into something just this side of fantasy.








Chapter 1 - Finding the Gems






Once Bob had listened to the demo tape Judy
had sent to Sara a couple of times, he had to contact Judy
directly. The quality of the recording left a lot to be desired,
but that's to be expected on a home cassette recorder. She probably
used the kind with the built in microphone that would pick up
anything, including traffic passing by on the street.

Even with the crappy recording, it didn't
hide the quality of the music. This was live? Played in a
garage?

If it were at all possible, there was no way
Bob was going to let these young women get away, not that they were
planning to go anywhere. They were just having some fun, but it
sounded like they had put a lot of effort into their practicing
after his sessions with them three years ago.

He could tell they had all worked very hard
and it had paid off in the quality of their music ... or at least
could. What Bob heard on that tape were four young women who were
incredibly talented. They were
doing other bands music, but did it studio quality. Even the
original bands couldn't do what these four were doing.

This could be the path leading him directly
away from boredom.






-----






While Bob talked with Judy on the telephone,
he got a good feel for what was happening and what they were all
doing. He hoped to get a first hand view of things and asked if it
was okay to shoot down the next day to sit in on that weekend's
session. Judy wasn't sure there was one scheduled, nevertheless
figured there would be, since they played for hours just about
every week. She'd already forgotten this week's session was
scheduled to be in her garage.

"Bob, I'd rather have them making noise in a
garage than be fighting off the boys their age," Judy said
seriously. "None of the girls are all that interested in any kind
of relationships and at this point are willing to wait it out.

"Besides concentrating 100% on their music,
three of the four think that the guys they meet are all a bunch of
dorks. How right they are and one doesn't care about guys at
all."

While they were having their chat, Michelle
popped in so Judy took the opportunity to ask her about their plans
for the weekend session and if it was okay to invite someone to
listen in.

Bob could hear that there was a little
resistance on Michelle's part, probably due to a lack of
confidence. From what he'd already heard, she had no reason for any
lack of confidence.

It became obvious that Michelle asked who it
was and when she heard it was Bob, he clearly heard the squeal in
the background.

"Only a teenage girl could make that sound,"
he thought to himself with a growing grin.

Judy came back on the phone and said, "I
guess that's a yes Bobby, come on down."

He heard some other excited voices in the
background so he assumed that one or more of the other girls were
there with Michelle.

"I think you're going to be a hit," Judy
intimated with a chuckle. "Heather and Janell are here and when
Michelle told them what was going on, their eyes got really large
and I heard a 'Wow' from one and a 'Far out' from the other. I'm
sure Maryanne will know about it in a few minutes."

"Cool," he said. "Don't tell them, but I'll
bring a couple of my guitars and an amp or two. Perhaps I'll join
them for the session and we can all have some fun. It'll be nice to
play with some quality musicians that haven't been jaded or tainted
by the real world yet. We'll see what we can make happen."

Bob already had something in the back of his
mind. He hoped he could make it fly, but only time would tell. The
clouds would have to clear, but he had heard great promise.

"That would be fantastic. They keep talking
about trying to find a bass player because Maryanne wants to play
other things, but she continues to play the bass. I guess they're
either too picky or there just isn't anyone that can play as well
as Maryanne. I've heard Maryanne and Heather trade, but even as
good as Heather is at guitar, she's not as good on the bass as
Maryanne."

"Bass players are born, Judy," Bob said.
"Anyone can play a six string with a lot of practice, but bass
comes from within, from the heart. If you're not born to play bass,
you can pick the strings, but there's no soul in it."

Judy chuckled, "Then Maryanne has the soul,
Bob. You're not going to believe how the girl plays."

"Okay," said Bob with a wry smile. "That
gives me some ideas. I'll have to make a few phone calls to see
what I can scare up, so I guess I'll see you all tomorrow, probably
sometime in the evening. I'll give you a call if I'm going to be
too late. Depending, I may have to go downtown for a while before I
make it back up to your area."

"Don't worry about a place to stay. You're
welcome to stay with Michelle and me. There's nobody in Maggie's
old room these days. Besides, I was reminded that the session for
this weekend is here at the house so you won't have to drag your
instruments all over town."

"That's not a big deal, Judy. Hell I'm used
to dragging them all over the world," he chuckled. "I thought your
girlfriend was staying in Mag's old room."

"Not anymore," she said forlornly.

"Oh?" he said raising one eyebrow. "Problems
on the home front?"

"Nothing for you to worry about, sweetie. I
don't have a significant other at the moment."

"I'm sorry to hear that, Judy. I'm sure it
will all work out for the better in the long run. Most of those
things usually do."

"Yeah, you're probably right," Judy
lamented.

"Bottom line was drugs. We caught her
stealing stuff from the kid's rooms to feed the habit, so she
really had to go. I suppose I could have called the sheriff, though
that wouldn't have solved the underlying issue.

"She needs help, but she won't get it until
she accepts she has a problem and asks for help. The sheriff
certainly wouldn't have done anything to enhance that possibility.
I still care, Bobby, I just can't believe I didn't pick up on it a
lot sooner. I hope she'll go to get some help."

"Hear ya," Bob commented. "I can't tell you
how many people I saw destroyed while on the road. It's no wonder
the road kills; all the temptations are there for the taking
because you have money and someone's trying to kiss your ass to get
some of it.

"Well, anyway..."

"I'll let you go Bob, I'm sure Michelle will
be looking forward to seeing you." Judy told him.

Then thinking laughingly, "You have no idea
what kind of crush she has on you fella, but you'll find out while
you're here if she has anything to say about it. I just don't want
her hurt."

"See ya Judy, and hey, thanks!"

After making a few phone calls to selected
friends looking to see if he could find a few goodies, Bob started
getting his instruments and things together for a road trip. He had
to take along enough clothes to last for a while because if things
worked out as he hoped they would, he'd be gone more than just the
weekend. There were a lot of variables to be considered so the
length of the trip remains to be seen.

He ended up getting immediate answers to all
of his telephone inquiries though most had negative responses. The
one big positive in particular put a big grin on his face. It was
all he needed and he knew this one would come through with flying
colors.

When he pulled the truck and trailer out of
his driveway heading south, he smiled to himself thinking, "This is
going to be fun."

Little did he know?






-----






After what seemed to be forever, he finally
got into the LA area. As usual, the traffic on the freeways was
more like a parking lot than a roadway. He navigated around as best
he could, considering he was in a fairly large truck and a
trailer.

He made an extended stop downtown to pick up
a few things that he thought he'd need before concentrating on
making his way back northward to Judy's place. Back out into
traffic. It didn't seem to matter what time you hit the LA freeways
because they were always bumper-to-bumper, barely moving, big time
pollution generators.

If you wanted to get from point A to point B
in any semblance of a reasonable time, you have to drive like a
complete asshole. Don't signal that lane change because it's just
telling someone to fill in that gap you were looking at. Then
they'll laugh and flip you off … well, just because.

When Bob turned on his turn signal, he just
began to move over where he wanted to go. He was bigger than they
were so if someone wanted to argue, they'd have to do it off the
road. Strangely, in all the time he spent driving around LA, nobody
ever hit him.

Now that he had picked up the things he'd
detoured for and got back on the road, he headed out with Samantha
giving him the directions. Sam was his Garmin navigator and spoke
to him in a very sweet Australian accent. He plugged in addresses
and after a few minutes of calculating, Samantha started giving him
instructions. Since he was subscribed to a traffic advisory
service, the navigator would steer him clear of the worst of the
standstills by giving him lesser-clogged alternates.

In LA? Fat chance!

When he finally arrived at Judy's, he was
pleasantly surprised to find the driveway clear. He made a wide
turn in front of the house and backed the trailer in, making sure
that he was as close to the door as he could get without knocking
it down or putting a trailer sized hole in it.

Michelle burst out of the front door on a
dead run, squealing again, like only a teenage girl can do. She met
him as soon as he'd managed to get the door to the truck open and
one foot almost put down on the driveway. If the seat hadn't been
behind him she'd have probably knocked him down.

"Bobby," she squealed loudly. "I'm so happy
you came to listen to us play. I got so excited I almost peed my
pants."

He gave her a wry smile, "Well you wouldn't
want to do that, sweetheart. It's not becoming a beautiful young
woman to have a wet spot in her pants."

Then with a big grin, he finished,
"Especially down there."

When his feet finally hit the ground, her
arms wrapped around his neck and she pulled him down for a kiss. It
sure wasn't the kind of kiss you'd give to a friend or
relative.

She put a full on lover's lip lock on him
and wouldn't let go. Her mouth opened slightly and she hesitantly
poked her tongue out, licking his upper lip. He had no problem
returning the kiss or the tongue invasion; this is a gorgeous young
woman.

"Chelly, leave the poor man alone. He's been
on the road all day," came from the direction of the house. "He's
barely got out of his truck. Good god girlie, you need to get a
room."

She pulled her face back breaking the kiss
and looking over her shoulder retorted, "I don't think you'd
approve of what would be going on in that room, Mom."

Then turning around, looked lovingly into
his eyes, and kissed him again.

"I've really been looking forward to seeing
you," she cooed softly in his ear.

She still hadn't released her grip on his
neck while Judy approached the two of them with a huge grin,
shaking her head. Chelly was still hugging him tightly when her
mother finally reached them and slapped her loudly on the butt.

"Owww, Mom. What's with that?" rubbing her
ass, she turned around with a mock hurt look on her face.

"I told you to leave the man alone, honey.
At least let him get into the house and a little relaxed before you
start your all out attack."

"Oh fudge, you're no damn fun at all," she
said, masterfully throwing out her lower lip in a pout.

"I'm your mother, sweetheart. I'm not
supposed to be fun. Remember?" Judy chortled with a big grin.

Bob looked at the both of them shaking his
head and laughing, "You two are something else. It's gotta be why I
love you both so much. Maggie too."

"You don't love me," Judy insisted with mock
indignation. He didn't need any reminders that she liked girls. It
was no big deal to Bob; she was still a very beautiful woman.

"I most certainly do," he replied. "I know
your persuasion, but that doesn't mean that I can't love you."

Judy didn't feel comfortable with guys
anymore. She had some pretty bad experiences in her life and had
gone to the dark side as some call it. The bad experiences were
admittedly self induced by her apparent inability to choose a good
man. She always seemed to go for the losers, users, and
abusers.

She just needed to find a man who would
treat her like a good woman deserves to be treated, although she
wouldn't even look, so the chances of finding him were pretty slim.
She had a steady girlfriend for a long time, but he figured from
their conversation that relationship had recently ended badly.
Another loser so unfortunately Judy's record was intact. This time
it was a female, but another loser nonetheless.

It was too bad in Bob's mind. Judy is a
wonderful person and deserves better, but again, it was her
choices.

"Can I get you something to drink?" Judy
asked. "I have just about anything you'd like."

Then she added, with a big grin, "I even
went out and got some of your favorite lemonade."

He gave her a big smile and asked for
lemonade with plenty of ice. After some rattling around in the
kitchen, she set a full glass on a coaster in front of him, and
then moved to sit in one of the empty chairs.

"Thank you mama," he said quietly.

Michelle had seated herself next to Bob
nearly attaching her body to his. Bob had a smirk growing on his
face and his eyes were dancing as he looked across the table. Judy
just chuckled shaking her head.

"What? I'm eighteen now. I'm legal, I can do
anything I want," Michelle said defensively.

"That's very true, honey, but you need to
learn some couth, a little subtlety. You're demonstrating the tact
of a Yak in heat."

Michelle's mouth hung open hearing that
description and laughing, Bob observed, "Careful young lady, you'll
catch flies and you know flies eat shit."

Her head snapped around to look at him and
when her eyes met his, the look she saw started her laughing
hysterically.

Judy had a look of amusement on her face
looking at the two of them. She shook her head calmly, taking
another sip of her drink. She knew what Chelly wanted and so did
he.

Truth be told, she was in heat and
had been since she found out Bob was coming down. Judy also knew
her daughter and knew she'd eventually end up getting what she
wanted.

Bob needed some information so he began
softly interrogating Michelle.

"Okay, there are four of you that play on
the weekends, correct?"

He already knew the answer, however asked
anyway.

"Yeah, we actually have a pretty complete
band, except Maryanne doesn't want to keep playing the bass. She
likes the other instruments and when she can do the other things
she's so good at, our play list is ten times longer. It's not that
she doesn't like the bass, but like everything else she plays,
she's a really good bass player. It's just that she has so many
other things she can do having to play the bass is limiting
her.

"I can pick up the bass line on the synth,
though unless I record the riff and just loop it, I can't really do
what I need to do with orchestrations and some of the other things
I do already," she said.

Then chuckling, "I don't have three hands so
we're kind of damned if we do, damned if we don't."

"Well, I can tell you that even from the
demo tape I heard, she's pretty damned good at playing bass
guitar."

"Bobby, Maryanne's good at any instrument
she picks up. She did violin in the orchestra for middle school and
most of high school, but when she was a freshman, she started
picking up all kinds of other stuff. Drums, congas, keyboards, even
a sax and flute for a while. She can fill in any instrument that we
don't have when she's not doing the bass."

"It sounded to me like every one of you is
very accomplished at your chosen instruments. Your keyboards are
damned fine work young lady."

Michelle lowered her head blushing brightly,
whispering, "Thank you, Bobby. Coming from a musician that has
played with 'everybody', I take that as high complements."

"I don't know who it is playing the drums,
but that girl is a wizard," he commented shaking his head
wistfully.

"That's Janell. Yeah, she started drumming
to take out her family frustrations on something other than her
brother. After you talked to us three years ago, she decided to get
serious and take them up passionately. Her biggest problem is being
able to afford a decent set. She does the best she can with the set
she has. She's not poor, however a really good quality set of drums
is really expensive and life has other priorities at the
moment."

"Well, we'll see what we can do about that,"
he smiled. "What time are the ladies scheduled to show up
tomorrow?" he wondered out loud.

"Janell is usually the first one here, but
Heather and Maryanne won't be that far behind. Probably around
eight, then it takes about an hour or so to set up, tune and warm
up. Then we do some stretches so we'll be ready to go by nine or
nine thirty."

Bob nodded his acknowledgement though he was
surprised. He had kind of expected to go into the garage and find
everything already set up for the weekend sessions.

"Set up? So you don't leave your instruments
set up somewhere?"

"No sir. We practice stuff on our own ya
know, we don't just play on the weekends. It's only on the weekends
that we join together as a band. None of us can afford more
instruments to just leave laying around"

"Okay ... Identify them for me. I remember
working with them a few years ago, but names escape me. I'm good at
faces, but trying to put a name with a face is a serious
challenge."

Then with a big smile, "I do remember one
very tall blonde girl with wild woman hair and beautiful eyes."

Judy chuckled at the look on Michelle's face
and said, "That would be Heather."

The chuckle turned to laughter when Chelly
looked at her with a big frown that she couldn't hold from turning
into a grin.

"And then there was a thinish blonde girl
with long straight hair who also had beautiful eyes."

"That would be Janell," said Michelle
quickly, "but don't get any ideas with that one, she's gay."

"Hmm. Umm... too bad, but..."

"Okay..." Michelle started. "Janell plays
the drums and has a so-so set, but can't afford to upgrade yet.
Heather plays lead guitar and has three that she uses all the time.
Maryanne brings a chest full of stuff plus the congas. She has a
sax, every shade of harmonica, wood blocks, cowbells, a good sized
xylophone, a couple violins, a cello, all kinds of things that
she'll pull out if she needs it for a track. Oh yeah, she's also
got a decent bass and amp."

Bob nodded his head. Judy and Michelle could
tell that he was "thinking".

"Thanks for the rundown, Sweetie," he said
after a moment. "Now, please call Janell and let her know she can
leave her drums at home tomorrow if she wants."

To the strange look Michelle gave him, he
chuckled, "What do you suppose is in that trailer I backed up to
the garage? Horse feed?"

"Drums? Hell, I don't know," she replied
with an exasperated look. "I just figured it was some of your
stuff."

"Well... it is and it isn't, he said coyly.
We'll worry about the isn't part after tomorrows jam."

Then Bob added, "Chelly, why don't you call
all of them and see if they can come over tonight with their stuff,
except for Janell. When she sees what I have, she can bring any of
her stuff she wants. Oh, and you can also tell Maryanne she doesn't
need to drag her bass or amp with her, just her chest of
goodies."

Michelle nodded with a frown and mumbled
under her breath, "Yeah, wait until you see her chest of goodies,"
and she wasn't referring to instruments.

She knew that Maryanne was the one of them
with the biggest boobs and figured Bob would be distracted away
from her. I think you would call that typical teen uncertainty.
Never secure in her own attributes, seeing others with seemingly
better.

Jealousy? Maybe there was just a little,
although these four young women were a little different than most.
She also didn't know anything about what Bob preferred in women and
didn't give herself enough credit for being a knockout, though
that's a natural insecurity born of being a teenage woman.

"Okay, but what if they're out on date or
something?" she asked in a huff.

"Well, I would guess that means she's
preoccupied and being preoccupied, she won't be able to make it
over this evening. It's not that big of a deal Chelly. The world
won't come crashing down around us," he said with a grin.

Then with a wry smile, "Besides, I'd love to
see them all again. It's been a few years you know and you were all
just 'little girls'."

"Ha. I'll bet you do, you dirty old man,"
Chelly snorted!

"They're not little girls anymore, so you
better behave yourself, mister," her meaning was clear.

Bob looked at her with interesting eyes,
"You're not a little girl anymore either, Chelly. You are a very
beautiful young woman."

Chelly blushed brightly, while Judy just
chuckled nervously.

Judy was also sitting back enjoying the
interaction. Her grin was high and wide because she thought she'd
figured out what Bob had done. She couldn't guess the total extent
of it, but she had a pretty fair idea of what was in the
trailer.

"After you've given them all a call, I'll
need your assistance in the garage, sweetie. If it's okay with your
mom that is," he said looking at Judy.

"It's fine with me, Bob. Anything you need.
The garage is always cleaned out these days because they use it
every 3rd weekend or so. I can't put anything in there without it
being in the way. Then I get a lecture about how much space I'm
using in MY garage," she laughed looking at Michelle with
mock disdain.

"Those girls take up some space when they
get going and the garage isn't really all that big."

"You want to give us a hand, Judy?" Bob
asked with a smile.

"Well, under normal circumstances I'd
probably say no, but I think I have an idea of what's in the
trailer. I'm curious as hell and I think everyone, including me, is
going to be shocked. At least, if I know you as well as I think I
know you. Besides, someone has to keep Chelly honest."

With a smile in his sparkling eyes, Bob
pushed back his chair to get this show on the road. He picked up
his lemonade and with a bow, pointed at the back door letting Judy
know she could lead on.

Michelle was working the phone as if it were
alive. She was calling all of the others to see if they could come
over tonight with all of their musical regalia. Bob was here and it
sounded like he wanted to have things set up so they could start in
the morning without having to take the time to set up. She didn't
say anything about the trailer and its possible contents.

Bob and Judy started the process by opening
the garage door and unlocking the back of the twenty-six-foot
trailer that he'd backed into the driveway. He turned and smiling
at her, unlatched the doors and swung them all the way open.

He heard her gasp when she saw what was
there. Bob pulled down a ramp and started by pulling out a very
large roll of what looked like carpet, which plopped down on the
floor of the garage. He began by rolling it out on the floor. It
was, in fact, one very large, plush, carpet, with thick soft
padding already attached. It would help with sound absorption and
it nearly covered the entire garage floor. He went back to the
trailer and rolled out a large, almost flat piece of electronics.
It had what looked like thousands of knobs, buttons, dials, and
meters. He wheeled it over to one side, and then stood looking
around the garage visualizing where he wanted to place things.

He followed that with a very large wooden
box on movers "dollies" which he pushed to the very back corner of
the garage and removed the wheels letting it set squarely on the
carpet. The carpeting on the top matched what he'd rolled onto the
floor. It was the pedestal that Jan would be setting her drums on,
though Judy didn't know that yet.

By this time Michelle had finished her phone
marathon and came skipping into the garage with a huge smile
saying, "They'll all be here in about 30 minutes."

Bob looked up at her with a questioning
look.

"What?" she asked, wondering if she'd left
something out.

"If I remember those girls, they are all
stone foxes Chelly. You are too missy so don't feel left out, but
you mean to tell me that none of them has a date on Friday night.
What's with that?"

She laughed, "They're like me, Bobby. There
aren't any guys around that are worth spending the time with. All
they want to do is squeeze your tits and put their hands, or more,
in your panties. It's not worth the energy ... Now, if YOU
were to squeeze my..."

"Chelly," Judy hollered quickly,
interrupting her daughter!

She knew where that conversation was going,
but so did Bob. He not only smiled at Chelly, he felt a familiar
stirring in his pants.

"What?" Michelle asked with an evil
smile.

She was also looking at Bob with eyes hooded
and glassy with lust. He let his eyes meet hers for a moment and
noted a whole lot of things in hers. There was deep desire,
passion, love and a little nervous fear.

The stirring was growing a little more than
he was going to be comfortable dealing with in a few minutes, so he
needed to concentrate on other things.

Then giggling, she looked around at what was
already pulled out of the trailer; also what was left. At least
what of it she could see through the back doors of the trailer.

Her eyes grew to the size of saucers and she
let out a very loud gasp, with a quiet, "Oh ... my ... god," as her
eyes moved slowly through the contents.

"What the hell is all this stuff?" she
gasped turning to look at Bob.

He just smiled brightly and told her, "Help
me unload, sweetie, we need to unbox a lot of it before we can set
it up."

"Unbox?" she questioned. "Some of it is
new?"

"Most of it is brand new, sweets. I want to
hear how you guys sound using first class tools."

She was flabbergasted, nevertheless stepped
up to help move some of the boxes out of the trailer and into the
garage.

"Those long thin boxes will go over there to
the right, sweetie. Let's just get out all of the boxes. By the
time the others get here we can start unpacking and setting up.
It's going to take hours to get this all set up for tomorrow. It'll
be way too late to play any tonight so it'll be ready for us in the
morning."

Michelle and Judy began carrying boxes with
logos on them that Michelle recognized, but couldn't believe she
was seeing. Korg, Roland, Kurzweil, Gretsch, Fender, Yamaha,
Marshall...

By the time the other three young women made
it to the house, they had most of the boxes out and placed. Some of
it wasn't even in boxes. When the three walked up to the garage,
their reaction was very similar to the look on Michelle's face.

Gasps, open mouths, and bruised jaws from
rapidly opening mouths that bounced off the floor. "Whaaa," came
blasting out from more than one mouth.

Bob turned to look at them with a smile,
"Good evening ladies, it's very nice to see you again. You're just
in time to help with un-boxing, unpacking, and setting up this
stuff."

Maryanne noticed the big board immediately
and asked meekly, "You're going to mix and record the session?"

Bob didn't have a clue, which one had asked,
but answered, "Maybe. I brought the board just in case I wanted to
make another demo."

"Another demo?" the tall, gorgeous, "wild
woman", blonde asked.

Her hair was down and all natural
tonight.

"Yeah, Judy made a tape of you guys during
one of your recent sessions and sent it to me. When I heard it, I
couldn't believe that what I was hearing were 18-year-old
girls."

Seeing the looks that came to their faces,
he added with a grin, "Before you get your panties in a wad, I
wouldn't have believed 25 year old boys could play as well as you
four. I was shocked, pleased, intrigued, and couldn't wait to come
down here and listen for myself."

They all looked at Michelle and Judy with
one of those, "Who the fuck is this guy?" looks. They all knew who
Bob was; they were just very surprised.

Make no mistake they recognized him. They
remembered the sessions he had them do three years ago, though had
more or less forgotten 'who' he was. Heather and Janell knew
already because they'd been with Chelly when it was decided he'd be
down.

He's the one that had seriously driven
Heather to keep the band together in the first place. It had
actually worked out very well. They were all very close friends and
having similar feelings about guys, had dedicated themselves to
their music.

Michelle decided to make the introductions
anyway and when they heard the name, Maryanne gasped, "That's
right," causing the other two to look at her. "I'd forgotten."

"You remember him?" asked Heather with a
grin. She did too.

"Shit yeah," Maryanne threw out
emphatically. "I can't believe you don't recognize him Heather.
Three years ago? He made YOU put this whole thing together because
he'd heard we were okay, but needed some practice. He's one of the
best bass players around, but he up and disappeared after his last
band split up. Everyone has wondered what happened to him."

Heather chuckled, "I know who he is
Maryanne. How could I forget? He drove me into the ground after
Chelly introduced us. I gave him a quick demo and he was all over
me to work on it."

Maryanne added, "I thought I recognized him
when we came in, but I just couldn't place it. I'm soooo bad with
names.

"I knew the face," she said brightly.

Bob nodded his head with a grin. "It's nice
to be recognized once in a while. Now you know what happened to me,
and thank you for the kind compliments Maryanne. Coming from a
musician of your quality, it means even more to an old dude."

"You're not old," Michelle popped in
immediately.

"Well, I'm older than you," he retorted with
a grin.

It was true, though not by very much. Bob
was barely 25 at the time, even after 10 years on the road. He'd
started very young and he would tell you now that it was probably a
couple years too young.

Michelle finished with the introductions so
Bob would know who was who. He'd figured Maryanne already, but both
Heather and Janell are blondes and both had powder blue eyes to die
for. The real difference was Janell's hair was long, thick, and
straight. Heather's was just a little shorter and looked twice as
thick because of natural waves.

He smiled at each, looking them in the eyes
and shook their hands while each pulled him down for a quick kiss
on the cheek.

Judy just stood there with a huge grin on
her face seeing how uncomfortable Bob was with four outrageously
beautiful women all over him. She chuckled to herself yet loud
enough that everyone heard her.

"He's shy. I don't believe it."

All four of the girls looked around at her,
then looked at Bob's blushing face and giggled.

 Judy took a chair and sat down,
ready for the entertainment to come.




Chapter 2 - New Tools


Janell really put things into words for
them, "I don't know how we can ever thank you for putting us
together. I know for me, it's been three years of kick ass fun and
I've really learned to play my drums rather than just beating on
them."

"Yes you have, young lady," Bob smiled. "If
you'll look over there, behind my pile of amps and speakers, you'll
find the drums you'll play tomorrow. Sorry, but you'll have to set
them all up and tune them to your liking."

Janell gave him a strange, questioning look,
then moved around him and looked behind the huge stack of Marshal
amplifiers. Her mouth came open, her eyes found Bob's shining orbs
watching her reaction, and loving her surprise.

"I already told Chelly, but I really want to
hear you all play on top notch, best there is, equipment," he said
looking at each shocked face with a grin.

"Now, let's hit it. We have a lot of work to
do before sunrise."

Michelle had two new Korg stations, a
Kurzweil, and a new Roland. There was more to come, but this was
good for starters.

Maryanne had a few additions; however, most
of her stuff was her own, only because Bob didn't know what to add.
He pulled her aside to let her know, if she wanted, on Sunday,
they'd go for a shopping trip to upgrade some of her instruments.
He told her that he already had some ideas for them to kick
around.

Janell had a shiny new, bright yellow, set
of the best drums that Yamaha produced. Not only that, there were
about four times what she was used to, with Zildjian cymbals of
every size and tone you could think of. She was so overwhelmed and
speechless when she started to set up the new drums, she was crying
softly as she moved them around.

Her tears didn't go unnoticed.

Bob walked over and gently put his arm
around her shoulders. Making eye contact he asked softly, "You
okay, sweetie?"

Janell looked up at him with bleary teary
eyes and just nodded her head. She was totally overwhelmed at the
opportunity to play a set of drums that there is no way in the
world she could have ever afforded.

Stopping her for a moment and making sure
there was still good eye contact, Bob whispered softly, "If you
play this set tomorrow with the same fervor and quality that I
heard on that demo tape, I'll be very proud to present this set to
you. Someone who plays as well as you do deserves to work with the
best tools available."

Her eyes grew to double their size. Janell
put her arms around Bob's neck and hugged him tightly, whispering
softly, "Thank you so much, Bob. I promise, I'll do the very best I
can."

She moved back to looking in his eyes
again.

Looking into her powder blues with a smile,
he quietly assured her, "I know you will dahlin' and I can't wait
to hear it."

"How can I ever repay you for all of this,"
she whispered searching his face?

"Play them, sweetheart. Just play them," he
said softly with a loving smile. "That will more than repay my
faith in your ability."

He let her go so that she could continue to
set up the drums to her liking. She had a lot more to think about
because they had to be in the right order, for the right sound, at
the right time, with the least movement for the smoothest strokes,
and she just wasn't used to having this many drums to hit ... or
cymbals for that matter.

It would take Janell some time and
continuous movement before she had them placed where she really
wanted them. They had time. After her brief talk with Bob, her
whole demeanor changed. She was cheery, animated, and continually
talking to herself, while she finished figuring out where she
wanted each drum.

For Heather it was a bit more interesting
because most accomplished guitar players prefer to play an
instrument they know, but when she saw the two Stratocasters and
the Gibson's in electric along with the Washburn and Taylor
acoustics, she fingered the necks grinning like a Cheshire cat. One
of the Strats was a custom Eric Clapton signature model in black
and white. For a minute it looked like she was going to make love
to the guitar. She shook her head and blushing brightly, looked
around the room to see if anyone had been watching. Her eyes met
with Bob's and he was nodding to her and grinning knowingly. She
turned a couple more shades of red.

All of the girls had smiles as big as the
universe. Each made sure she came to Bob and not only thanked him
profusely, but also gave him a strong hug and a soft grateful kiss.
He was flabbergasted when Janell came over and hugged him for a
long time, and then kissed him very sensuously. This girl is
gay?

While the girls were unpacking, Bob had been
setting up all the microphones, the mixing board, and the new
fangled digital recorder, so when it was time they would have a
dual 32-track, stereo recording to mix from.

He'd already been in contact with a close
friend who just happened to be a sound engineer and producer. He
wanted Bill to hear them play to see if there was any interest on
his part. Bob hoped that Bill would hear the same potential he had
and agree to produce for him.

Bill was already more involved than anyone
knew, though it's because Bill and Bob had worked together many
times in the past. There was a lot of mutual respect between the
two. Besides, Bob had a big checkbook; anything else was up to
Billy.

Oh, did I mention the Marshall Concert amps
for all of the guitars? Maybe I did, because that's where all the
drums were "hidden" when the girls arrived. Bob figured since that
was what he'd used in so many live performances, he couldn't settle
for any less than that for the girls. It was truly difficult to get
all of the equipment into the garage and set up.

Bob's setup alone was eight 4x10 speaker
cabinets, with a custom-built 2500W head with tubes. He'd left the
concert sub-woofer at the Ranch because it would literally break
windows in the neighborhood. He only used two of the eight cabinets
for the same reason. Every piece of equipment that he could get
with tube technology, rather than transistors, he picked it up. It
was usually about two times the cost; however, it was ten times the
sound quality.

They were going to be shakin' enough walls
tomorrow, well later today. He figured that broken windows wouldn't
go over very well. The neighbors were very tolerant of the music,
but breaking their windows could sour the mood.

He continued to look around and watched with
a contented smile as the girls ran their hands over new instruments
they couldn't play until later in the morning. Since it was already
late, rather early, it wasn't fair to rattle the neighbor's windows
and even at the lowest volume, it wouldn't be all that quiet.

Heather was jamming quietly with Maryanne.
Heather had picked up the Washburn acoustic and Maryanne was
picking on the Taylor. Bob sat in awe as the two played
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