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“Oh is that right? And yet I get the feeling you haven’t stepped outside of

your cosy little ‘life’ and done anything dangerous. I can read you. I did the minute you walked into the room. You love going to see bands and you wish you could be one of the girls that’ll get dragged on stage. But you would never show that side of yourself to anyone but you in that bedroom mirror.

You would never hold out your hand for them to take it and drag you to them.

You look at girls around you in short skirts and revealing tops and know what they are. But do you really?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication:

[image: ]


Some of the stories written here are true. They are taken from real Backstage Personnel who shared their stories about their times with real bands. I have changed the names as requested. To all those Backstage Personnel ladies who keep those rockers rocking! Thanks for the info and I hope you can have a little laugh at these memories.

****
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And to the bravest woman I ever knew - my Mum. I will always love and miss you. I can only hope that I made you proud because I was always proud of you.
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The modern offices of Celebrity Publishing News in the centre of Cardiff’s business quarters were buzzing when Fran Bishop walked in through its doors. For her it was going to be another day of phone calls to set up interviews with whichever celebrity was in town this week or who was expected to arrive in the city in the coming weeks and she wasn’t looking forward to it. Fran was a cute slim brunette of about medium height. She still had a few freckles on her cheeks that made her look quite young, she had almond-shaped brown eyes and always thought of herself as quite ordinary or plain. Her clothing style was casual to smart but it was usually jeans or leggings with either a tunic top or a longer-length blouse. She only ever wore heels if she was going somewhere special where she needed them, so she spent most of her days in flat walking boots or flat shoes and she always carried a dark blue weatherproof jacket scrunched up in her bag. After all, it was autumn and she lived in Wales where the weather would always catch you out. 

She exchanged polite nods as she passed several colleagues wearing headsets who were trying their best to sell advertising space to other magazines and retailers to get to her desk. She pulled out her chair from under the desk and placed her handbag on it. She placed her shopping bag into a large side drawer and took off her coat hanging it on the rack next to her work station. She sighed as she sat down placing her bag on her lap to take out her phone and a small notebook. Then she leaned over to the bigger bag in the drawer and took out her tablet and morning goodies to place them all within easy reach before wondering if she should go make herself a cup of coffee before starting her work day because it could be her only opportunity to have one when a colleague unexpectedly approached her. She knew it had to be something big because he’d only do this when there was some sort of exciting news or some irresistible gossip that he just had to share. 

“Fran! It’s all go today. Where have you been?” he said excitedly. “You’ve been missing it all!”

Fran didn’t think she needed to explain to him why she wasn’t prepared to come into work earlier than her actual start time as some others in the office did, including him. “What’s happening Don?” she said, not caring what it was about but hoping he’d say his piece and leave her to start her own work. 

Don was a 40-something-year-old who often pretended, with his attitude, to be in his mid 20s. He dressed quite young for his age and today was no exception, white sports trainers, skinny jeans that were a little snug and an FCUK sweatshirt and were always coming up with sayings such as ‘Down with the kids’ ‘All street mate’ or his usual favourite, ‘It’s totally lit.’ or constantly saying that something was living ‘rent free’ in his head. He was regularly assigned stories on the reality personalities that visited Cardiff and he sat two stations away from hers, which wasn’t far enough for her most days. As he stood next to her desk, he turned around to make sure no other reporter was standing within earshot before leaning in closer to her. In a whisper, he said, “Tamsin got the call this morning. Seems some major scoop came in and they want us to cover it in publishing. Everyone here’s been buzzing all morning, all of them want to get in on it and she’s been looking out here making us all jumpy.”

“Including you eh?” asked Fran.

“Okay well maybe not everyone.” Don said with a flick of his hand. “I think I can let this one go and not get upset by it.”

“What’s the story?” asked Fran. “What’s got this lot preparing to kiss Tamsin’s arse?”

“It’s not what, it’s who. Now... you didn’t hear it from me okay? But I was told by Sophie in the accounts department, who was told by Luke in Personnel, that Maddie Stone wants us to write and publish her story. Luke worked on the contracts and Sophie did the per diems for Tamsin and it was written all over it all what it was for.”

“Where have I heard that name before?” said Fran stroking her chin with her hand and trying hard to remember the familiar name. 

“She’s famous if you can call what she’s done over the years being famous.” He raised an eye brow, “Anyways, she’s been linked with a shitload of bands and actors.”

“Hang on. Maddie Stone’s been in all the papers lately, she’s been living abroad right and she’s over here for a bit? Wasn’t she some sort of band groupie back in the day?”

“Yep, that’s the one. Bands, actors, even politicians I heard and the parties, well they were wild in those days.. It’s going to be big for whoever gets to do it.”

Fran turned back to her desk and switched on her laptop, “Well it’s for publishing, not the magazine so at least it’s not going to be any of us so I don’t know why everyone’s all excited and thankfully, it’s not going to be me.”

“What?” said Don, “You’d pass up Maddie Stone? The best thing to happen to this place in years.”

“Yep. I’m not interested in some old groupie telling the world what she’s done and to whom.” Fran shrugged her shoulders. “I’m not interested in it at all.”

“Still” said Don, “whoever gets this assignment is going to get a sweet deal out of it.”

“I doubt it. Good luck to anyone who gets it.” Answered Fran, “All it’s going to get them is a huge headache.”

“Yeah I think you’re right,” replied Don, “I hear she’s a fucking mental nightmare.”

From the other side of the office, Fran thought she’d heard her name being called out. It started as a low-level friendly sort of call and by the second it was a full blown shout. It was Tamsin. “Fran! Come into my office, a word please.”

Fran rolled her eyes, “Oh for god's sake, what have I done now? I’ve only just walked in.”

“Well get in there, by all accounts she’s had a bad couple of weeks with this and she took a call this morning that’s put her in a worse-than-normal mood.”

Fran walked sheepishly into Tamsin’s office and sat down in the chair in front of her desk. Eager to learn if she’d done anything wrong, she began, “Is everything OK? Am I in trouble?”

Sitting behind a desk was Tamsin Isaacs, a slim five-foot-eight woman of colour in her early fifties with shoulder-length straight black hair. She wore a Chanel suit with black high heels and gold and pearl earrings. On her finger she wore a huge diamond ring given to her by her third husband who she was now divorced from and lived in an exclusive townhouse not far from her office. Tamsin had worked hard to get to her Editor status. She’d started off as a temp for a London magazine and worked all the hours she could to climb from the clerical office help to Manager of the PR department and then to Deputy Editor several years later. She was one of the youngest to have achieved the position within the industry and then was offered the job in Cardiff as Editor-in-Chief.  

Tamsin’s office was one of those ultra-modern types. It was decorated to make it look as though she was still part of an open plan office with sliding doors built all around it that closed similar to those as if you’d entered some sort of old Japanese geisha house. But even those panels were made of two-way patterned glass so you were unable to look inside when she was holding meetings or chastising one of the reporters, but she was certainly still able to look out and keep a sharp eye on everyone. She preferred to keep them open until she wanted privacy but for the most part, they were open to see how her team worked, especially as some liked to slack off when they had deadlines to meet. And today, as soon as she came in she pulled the glass panels closed so no one could see what kind of mood she was really in. The room was bright, well ventilated with a grey and silver desk and a modern table with four chairs in the corner of the room for meetings. She had a few modern art and contemporary paintings on the wall that looked expensive but no one there could tell who the artists were. But what she also had and absolutely loved, was the view of the Cardiff skyline. 

She sat in her tan cushioned executive chair and looked over to Fran who’d brought over one of the meeting chairs and sat down in front of her. “You know that as well as the magazine we have the book publishing side to this business too right?” 

Fran nodded “Yes of course I do but we’ve never had much to do with that side of things, that’s usually dealt with by those on the second floor or by the team in London.”

“That’s right it usually is. But as I remember wasn’t publishing something that you wanted to get into when you first joined us? You wanted to be an author? You wanted to be published and you even thought about being a book editor right?”

“Yes but I’ve moved on from that.”

“We’ll see,” said Tamsin with a small smile. “Let me tell you this” she began, “One of the things that stood you out from the rest of the applicants who applied for the job you’re doing now was a part on your CV. The part that said you wanted to write a book. Are you telling me you were just lying to bluff your way into this job?”

“No not lying,” said Fran, “I’ve just put it back a bit because I’m busy here writing other things.”

“That’s just the thing. I see you out there doing pieces that we send you out on and each day I see a part of you disappear and I’m sad about that.”

“Well I’m sorry you feel like that but—-”

“Don’t be. I’ve sent you on the shittiest jobs going, not always of course, but pretty much some dull and soul-sucking jobs and you’ve always come back with a good piece so I know you can write.” Tamsin picked up a few papers on her desk and waved them in front of Fran. “See these papers? These are contracts written and then rewritten and rewritten again for a new book that we’re going with. The London crew have been fighting us for it for months and we finally got the okay this morning. It’s coming to us and we have to do the best job possible because we’re being judged by the owners of this whole company. And if it fucks up, it fucks us all up. I’ve been fighting to keep this whole place open for months. And you better keep that little bit of gossip to yourself, I don’t want a pile of resignation letters sitting on my desk this time tomorrow. There’s nothing those in London would like more than this place closing. So we’ve been handed this opportunity that’ll keep us open and might just point that closing down threat back at them. And I want you to write and to head it all up.”

“Wait,” said Fran shocked, she looked down at the papers. “You’re talking about Maddie Stone right? You want me to—-”

“Yes,” said Tamsin, “Maddie Stone Reveals All”. She waved both her hands slowly across the air as though she was painting an imaginary rainbow. “That’s the title, and she’s going to reveal it all to you while you write her book!” Tamsin sounded excited, almost schoolgirl giggly as she looked at Fran’s bemused face. “She tried to write it herself but she wasn’t getting anywhere so it was suggested that we gave her a ghostwriter to help her – on the understanding of course that we got to publish it. And she agreed, not even an argument or a wrong word from her. But there’s so much to plan for you before then.” Tamsin sat back in her chair and stared deep in thought at the floor, then staring back up at Fran she said quickly “She’s in London right now but she’s from Cardiff and she’s coming back here. She’s already rented a place in the Vale and when she arrives in two weeks, I want you to start taking down the story and to get something, a teaser... yes, yes a good teaser that maybe we can feature in the magazine ahead of publishing. And you can write that too. And then—-”

“Wait. Wait a minute!” interrupted Fran. “You want me to help write the memoirs of some old groupie and then to do what?”

“I want you to do your job” insisted Tamsin. “You will be writing the book.” 

“She’s got to be what... seventy by now? That’s going to be like listening to your gran’s sex tales? I’m not sure I’d be comfortable writing stories like that.”

Tamsin saw the look of distaste on Fran’s face and she stopped smiling. She stared directly at Fran and in the most managerial voice that Fran had ever heard she said, “Just over sixty actually, or thereabouts and not too far away from what I am. And I am nobody’s gran I can assure you! Maddie Stone has been with some of the biggest rockstars, actors you name it and her story is going to go through the roof when it’s told. Especially with all the juicy snippets she’s promised to reveal. If she hasn’t been with these guys, she knows who has been with them or she’s been at the same parties and has seen first hand what’s gone on. But even with that life that you are so openly disgusted by, I’ve always thought that Maddie was hiding something. She never talked to the press even though I’m pretty sure they offered her a shitload of money to reveal all years ago. She was different from the groupies too. Almost like she had some sort of integrity and—-”

“Integrity?” Fran interrupted. “Integrity, really?”

“Yes.” Tamsin wasn’t pleased at Fran’s narrow-mindedness. “This woman has a story and I want it. So you will write it. I want to know it all. There’s talk that there might even be a film deal in the future, who knows.”

“What kind of story could she possibly have that we can’t all imagine the contents of?”

“Well I don’t know, do I? And we wouldn’t all be getting so excited if we knew about it already right? She’s kept quiet for years, we don’t know why she’s ready to open up now but she wants to get this book out and so do the owners of this company. This comes right from the top, the very TOP top! And of course, while she’s telling you her life story, if any sordid secrets come out, well—-”

“I don’t know if I can write about someone like that.”

“I’m not asking. This story will keep us here. Do you understand? It will keep YOU in a job and most importantly, it’ll keep ME in a job because right now, we’re all teetering on the edge of closure and joining the queues at the dole office. And I’m too old and too tired to be looking forward to all that shit, you get me?” Tamsin assured her, “Look, it might not be to your tastes, but this is a once in a lifetime opportunity. You’re always asking for something different to cover, well this is it. You want to go further in your career – well this is how to get there. You wanted to write a book once – well here it is, being handed to you.” She looked out of her office and to the others busying around, pretending not to want to know what was going on in there. “And let me tell you this. There isn’t one journalist out there who wouldn’t stab the other in the back to get this chance. Are you going to be stupid and refuse it?”

“No, I’m just-—I’m just surprised that you want me to cover it that’s all. Look, I’m completely overwhelmed that you want me to do it. But there’s a difference between writing your own book and writing it for someone else. How am I supposed to write it when I won’t know how she was feeling or even know what it was like back then, writing a book isn’t about just taking notes.”

“Fran, I know I’ve said it already. I send you on some shitty jobs to interview some C list actors or singers who’re deadbeats and we try to make them sound interesting when they could put anyone to sleep. But you have a way of writing that reverses that. This is the biggest thing to come to this firm in a long time. I know you can write this. I know you’ll be objective.”

“Objective? When we all know what she was about.”

“Well Miss Prissy Boots, before you carry on being so judgemental, go and get her back story first. I’ve spoken to her and she’s totally incredible. She’s funny and real and this isn’t like any other groupie story. Understand who she is and how she ended up where she did. Take down her account of what she did and what it was like. It won’t be poetic or written a way that will make it easy for you. It’ll be memories that she’ll tell you about and then all that other padding is down to you as the creative writer. It’ll be as much your book as it is hers. And then, if after a short while, you can’t hack it, then I’ll pass it on to someone who’s hungry for it because then I’ll know that it wasn’t you.”
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CHAPTER TWO
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The country house that Maddie had rented for the duration of her stay was out in the beautiful Vale of Glamorgan (locally known as the Vale) and surrounded by the most picturesque landscape of the countryside and with glorious views of the sea from the first and second floors of the house too. 

It was set in the middle of a five-acre cultivated garden bordered by trees, beautiful sculptures, a rather ornate Romanesque fountain, and a rose garden with all different types of sizes and colours. It also had eight bedrooms spread over two floors, three bathrooms, two living rooms, a study, kitchen and dining room, a long conservatory, and a huge outdoors swimming pool. 

Fran arrived a little before midday after being told by Tamsin earlier in the morning that Maddie couldn’t possibly see anyone before then. She wasn’t happy about having to make such a late start because she knew that it could possibly mean a later finish and it would be a dark ride home through the winding country lanes into the city. She rang the bell and waited for the door to open only to be greeted at the door by a man dressed in a black suit with a crisp white shirt who acted as though he was happy to see her under the stiffness of his position as butler Fran thought. As she entered the house he closed the door and in a deep voice he said “Follow me” and walked her into a room that had brightly painted walls in beige and white and had coffee latte coloured furnishings. There were gold lamps and various paintings on the walls. The floors were marble white with small specks of grey and two brown rugs lay on the floors at each end of the room. There was a white marble fireplace and in front of that a marble table with semi-matching chairs around it. Fran ruffled her brow in amusement when she saw a small square wooden table and what looked like an old style, but comfortable flowered patterned armchair near the fireplace, they seemed so out of place. Had they been added there for her? As she walked further into the room she saw a woman already sitting in front of the glowing fireplace sipping champagne. 

Assuming it was her contact she said, “Hello Miss Stone.” She walked towards the woman and held out her hand, “I’m—-” 

“Call me Maddie.” And she stretched out her hand to meet Fran’s hand, “Do you want some champagne?” she called over to the butler who’d opened the door to Fran a few minutes earlier and who was now standing behind Maddie’s chaise longue and stepped forward with an already opened bottle. “Or a sandwich?” she pointed at a tray. “We can make you something else if you’d prefer?”

In front of Fran sat a woman in her early to mid-sixties wearing a long deep red silk nightie and matching dressing gown. She wore gold and pearl chandelier earrings with a matching necklace, a chain bracelet, and a diamond ring. Wavy blonde hair fell on her shoulders with two red slides holding back small sections away from her face and even though she was sat down, well almost laying down on a beige and gold chaise with her feet up, Fran could tell she was around five foot six with a good figure. Her skin had a slight tan but it was flawless and her eyes a bright aqua blue. Her lips were painted red and she had the most attractive smile she’d ever seen. Her lashes had a little mascara on them but she appeared to look quite demure and not at all as Fran had imagined her to be in her head, which was an over-the-top and heavily painted made-up woman. In her prime Fran thought to herself, she would have been a real stunner, no wonder she was so popular. 

“No!” said Fran abruptly, making him stop in his tracks, “It’s a little early in the day for me.”

“What for the sandwich or the champagne?” Maddie chuckled, “Please tell me you’re not going to be one of those journos?”

“What kind is that?”

“One that will look down their nose at every little thing that I do or say because if you are you’re—-”

“Why don’t we start with a few outlines” interrupted Fran, “so I can get a better feel for what you’re going to be telling me?” She sat in the armchair and took out her notebook and pen.

Maddie frowned, “Ooh we’re going to get right in there? But no - why don’t we start with whether or not you’re going to be able to stop looking down your nose at me and write whatever I say, no matter how shocking because believe me, it will be shocking and very raw. And I will be naming and definitely shaming. I will be telling the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the truth?”

“Am I supposed to say ‘so help me god’ now’?” Fran sarcastically asked raising an eyebrow.

“No that’s definitely what some would have said afterward.” Maddie started to laugh hard and giggle to herself. Wiping a giggle tear from her eye with her sleeve trying to avoid any mascara smudges, she seemed more relaxed and said “Oh look, loosen up a little because once we start all of this, I hope there’s no going back with you. And what I have to say is going to be pretty graphic and I’ll be naming some names that you may not expect to hear about so you have to keep them and all the situations in it that I talk about, however crude, however unimportant it may sound at the time, it’ll eventually make sense. I might not remember all of it as we’re talking, I might wake in the middle of the night and call you and get you to take it down before I forget or I might write notes and then tell you. I’ll try to keep it in order but some of it might sound – flaky. If you think drinking champagne so early in the day is a shocker, you ain’t heard anything yet.”

“I’m sure we can both get through this whole thing unscathed,” Fran answered. Her voice sounded cold, almost sarcastic, even for her. “Maybe while you tell your story I’ll stop and ask a few questions along the way, so I have a feel for maybe other things that you don’t talk about, that needs to be added?”

Maddie didn’t seem impressed, her smile disappeared again. She gave Fran a pout that ruffled her forehead and Fran noticed a few wrinkle lines hidden from them. She sat up and looked straight at her. After a few seconds of silence, she pointed at Fran and said, “I’ve come across attitudes like yours. And there’s only one way that we can make this work and that’s if you move in here, it’s the only way we can go forward.”

“What in here, in this house? No, sorry but no. That wasn’t part of the deal.”

“You can’t possibly get to know me unless we spend a lot of time together. How can you write about me if you don’t know me? And if I remember things in the night as I said, I can just shout over to you, you’ll be down the hall from me. It’ll make things so much easier. So I’ll get the car ready later, take you home and you can pack a bag or two and we can get you back here, and then tomorrow before we start any part of this, we’ll go shopping, girlies together, all on me!”

“No, thanks it’s very generous of you to offer all of that but I’d rather go home each night. I can—-”

“Shall I call your editor and see what she says?” Maddie interrupted. “She seemed very keen on getting this story from me whatever it took, the ‘sooner the better’ is what she said to me last time we spoke. I’m sure she’s told you the same thing?”

Fran knew exactly what Tamsin would say, sighing in defeat she nodded and said. “Well I suppose we would get more work done. But I want to work each day, no shopping trips, just work.”

Maddie huffed, “You’re a real party pooper Frances, but fine. George!” she called over to the butler, “Can you ask Mike to take Frances home later this afternoon and help her bring some of her things to the car and then bring her straight back?” She turned back to Fran, “We can do a little now if you like, then you can go get your stuff and I usually eat around six, so we can carry on for a bit after that too if you like? How does that sound?”

“It sounds fine. And it’s just Fran, not Frances,” she said, knowing she had no real choice. 

“Noted,” said Maddie smiling. “But that’s what your editor said your name was. To be honest I didn’t know if you were going to be a man or a woman at first.”

Fran smiled, “Yeah the joys of having a unisex name. Happens all the time which is why I go by Fran, saves a lot of embarrassing moments. So okay, before we start I do have a few questions now that I need to ask you. And there’ll be more like I said as we go along.”

Maddie shrugged, “Feel free to ask me whatever you need to know and whenever and I’ll answer as honestly as I can.”

“Why now?” asked Fran leaning in closer. “Why are you telling your story now? Over the years I’ve read that countless magazines have asked to have your story and each time you’ve knocked them back.”

“You started with a BIG zinger right?” Maddie nodded and shrugged her shoulders. “Well, I suppose it came down to me not feeling like the story needed to be told before now. There wasn’t some sly ulterior or financial motive about it. I just wasn’t ready.”

“But you’re ready now?”

“Yes, circumstances have changed so I feel the story has a conclusion now.”

“A conclusion?”

“Yes. It’s... its just time. But I can tell you the real reason when we get to that part in the story.”

Fran sat back nodding in agreement, “So how do you want this book written?” began Fran, “What’s the tone? I mean how do you want it to come across, what kind of vibe do you want to give?”

“Well it’ shouldn’t come across as some manual,” said Maddie tilting her head to the right and shrugging. “I’m not writing a manual on how to get with bands.”

“I’m sure you’re not, but it’s easy to write all the juicy bits of your life and fill in some needless padding that no one will want to read. But I don’t want to write a book like that. I want to at least have a starting point and an early hook to keep the reader – well, reading. And there has to be a story in all of it. Do you want it written so that people feel a little empathy for you because of the lifestyle that you decided to—-”

“Wait, hang on! Empathy? For me? For what exactly?”

“Well it’s just that... not many people will think your life was something that deserved such notoriety.”

“You think they’ll see me as some old fame-seeking whore trying to get yet another fifteen minutes of fame and who is spilling the secrets on their favourite past musicians when after all these years she just should stay quiet, right? Well, I’ve heard it all before and I’m neither fame-seeking or a whore or a prostitute, or even, as one magazine once called me, an escort! That sort of life is not the same as what I was doing. I’ll tell you this much, prostitutes, whores, and escorts do what they do for the money and nothing more. Nothing else matters to them but that final payment at the end of the night. Escorts are sent by an agency and are pretty much the same thing, they just clock in and out of a posh office. Our lives are not the same. I get to dictate who I hook up with. I can say no and walk away because I make the rules. I can say I don’t like the way he treats me and say no. A prostitute? She sees money and doesn’t care who it’s from, an escort is the same there too. They’ll do anything to get money from that client and they don’t care about anything else but that end goal so it’s not the same. They don’t invest in the time or get to know that rocker. They’re not interested.

For us girls, it’s not about the sex or getting as much money or fame from the bands as we can. It’s about the music, that’s the important point right there – the music, the artistry that produces the most magical sounds in this world and that can send anyone living in a dark place into that light. It’s about the experience of the whole music business and it’s about caring for the rockers we hook up with because we love them deeply, each and every one of them. Sex is love to all of us girls and it’s love to those rockers too because other than us, they have no real relationships. Maybe it’s not love in the sense of monogamy and it may be more about dedication and loyalty. It’s also about friendships and protection. We earn our money not by having sex, but by helping the band with ticket sales or at the merchandise stands or even behind a popup bar. Bands used to sign pictures for us to sell to the fans to help us out. Or sometimes the fans would ask us to get something with their own names signed for them and we’d charge them to do it and get extra money and the bands were okay with that too. We earned our money helping and working for the bands for which they paid us a certain wage and we got to contribute to their journey. And a lot of the times we stayed with that rocker and we toured so everything was paid for us
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