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

"Diane?" he said.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Are those wigs?"

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

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

* * *

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

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

Rick handed Diane a small plastic bag. "You can go and watch from the side of the stage if you'd like. Best put these in if you're going to stand behind the stack."

There were two bright orange earplugs in the bag. She pressed them into her ears just as the support band started. The volume of their performance dropped, but the sounds were still clear. Rick motioned toward the stage. "The boys should be done with their preparations now. They'll be too psyched to say hello when they go on stage, so we'll see you after the show." He leant in to say it, but his words were surprisingly clear through the earplugs. Diane nodded, and he headed down the corridor.

The band on stage played baggy indie, reminiscent of the early nineties. It reminded Diane of her tweens and early teens, listening to her big brother's record collection. Most of the crowd had turned up to see Ten Inch Dragon, but the support had some fans as well. A small throng of young men, not quite as dressed up as the Ten Inch Dragon fans, bounced and swayed in front of the stage.

Diane applauded the support band as they came off stage, joining the claps and whistles from the crowd. They smiled back at her, sweaty and looking much more confident than when they had gone on stage. They weren't bad, she would have to remember their name and look for some of their music.

Rick had reappeared at the bottom of the steps. Diane walked down to him, and he said, "They'll be on to do the first part of the act soon. It doesn't need much setting up."

They went back into the loading bay, and sat on one of the big, wheeled flight cases that the band's equipment had arrived in. They didn't have to wait long, the second support band came down the corridor. Two tall young men in their early twenties, one black, with an acoustic guitar across his back, the other white, with cropped blonde hair. They wore loose fitting chinos and short sleeved white shirts, pretty much the exact opposite of Ten Inch Dragon's trademark attire. The woman from earlier appeared from somewhere, gave them a once over, then waved them onto the stage. Diane followed, to watch from the side again.

A lot of people said that Ten Inch Dragon were a joke band, just so many gimmicks. One of the gimmicks was that they were also their own support band. Lead singer Tom and guitarist TC would come on stage before the main stage to do some acoustic ballads, then rush off to quick change before joining the rest of the band.

TC sat on a stool, hooked his right foot over the rung halfway up it, and rested the guitar on his knee. Tom adjusted the height of his microphone stand until it was at just the right height for him. They were each lit by a single spotlight, making them look particularly moody. "Ten Inch Dragon will be along soon. We're here to calm things down first."

The volume of conversation in the room, already low, dropped away completely. TC slowly picked a few notes on the guitar, then started in on the first tune. It was a lovely, gentle song, a lament about longing for a girl seen every day but never spoken to. When the song finished, there was a ripple of applause from the audience, that seemed to move from the front of the stage to the back of the room, then return, louder.

As Tom and TC started the second song, Diane studied their profiles, which were sharply outlined by the lights. They were both handsome young men. Film star gorgeous, almost, to go with the beautiful songs they were playing. As Tom sang of another broken heart, she felt a little flutter in her chest. And something stronger and hotter in her crotch.

The acoustic set was always a build up to the energy of Ten Inch Dragon's full on show. As the songs went on, whilst the delivery remained gentle, the lyrics became ever more suggestive. The last song of the set had lines about taking the Ten Inch Dragon, bending over for it, licking it and loving it. There was absolutely no subtlety about them, but they were sung in the same gentle but strong voice as all the others.

Diane had hardly noticed, but she had been joined at the top of the steps by the remaining members of Ten Inch Dragon. Mutt, the drummer, had heavily muscled arms and shoulders, but a thin waist and skinny legs. His body was like an inverted triangle held up by matchsticks. Bassist Bryn was short and solidly built, if lacking the muscle definition of Mutt. They both had big, big hair- Mutt's blonde, Bryn's jet black- shooting off the top of their heads and curving down in spiky cascades to their shoulders. To go with the big hair, they had super tight spandex trousers on, and black cowboy boots. Mutt wore a white sleeveless vest over his, Bryn a short, faded blue denim jacket.

The two young musicians were concentrating on the show on the stage, which was ramping up the innuendo and encouraging enthusiastic grunts and sex noises from the crowd at the end of every line. Diane's eyes travelled down the bodies of the two young musicians waiting in the side lines with her. She wanted to check
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