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Chapter One
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“Turn that fucking mike on, will ya...”

I glance up over the backs of the chairs—surprised—when someone unfamiliar calls out at the top of her lungs. Laughter follows the demand from another direction. A husky laughter of a man who definitely smokes more than is good for him. I chuckle under my breath when the woman yells out once more, “You fucking moron, stop bitching about and do what I said...”

I squint my eyes and stare into the darkness of where the laughter had come from, then a nudge distracts me.

“Tash, I asked you which song you would sing tomorrow?”

I glance at Mick, my boyfriend of four years. His sneering grin shows he’d heard the other woman yelling too. And also that he’d heard the other guy laughing as a reaction. He snickers under his breath commenting, “I don’t think she needs that fucking mike by the sounds of it. Maybe call out and tell them to shut up...”

“Why should I?”

I glare at Mick, feeling annoyed at his comment.

“She’s competition. Don’t you realise that? And that person she yelled at seems more of a stalker...”

“I ain’t here to win. I just want to prove to myself that I can sing in front of a large audience.”

“Maybe wear your swimsuit and your cowboy hat alone,” Mick says. “It will distract—”

He cringes from my slap. Not a hard slap, but it’s one of those slaps to shut a person up.

“I want to win because people appreciate my skill of singing,” I hiss angrily.

“Then why do you keep looking at her?” Mick asks, nodding sidelong towards the other woman below them who seems to be in a tirade of arguing with the man who keeps laughing at it from time to time.

“I’m just curious why she’s letting him talk at her in this way...” I grunt.

“Hmm, is that right?” Mick asks, now also staring at the woman, though I notice him lusting at her.

“Eyes front, mister,” I grunt, pulling his face towards me.

“Yes, ma’am,” he says bluntly, smirking ever so slightly. His eyes flick sideways like he’s still trying to look at the other woman on the podium.

“Let’s just ignore them,” I say, and then after I pick up the sheet of paper listing song suggestions on it I add softly, “I just want to survive this weekend. You know how my parents view my career choice of singing...”

“That’s one thing I’m disgusted about in the way they speak to you,” Mick comments. “That’s why I want you to succeed here...”

“If I don’t succeed over here, I can go to the other one for another chance...”

“It feels you’re moving to goal posts when you say that,” Mick mumbles. “Don’t let them...”

I look up at him and silently nod.

Mick takes hold of my face and he stares into my eyes before he whispers, “Tash, you know I love you, right?”

I nod curtly before turning my attention back to the paperwork on the floor in front of me.

“I love you—too,” I whisper. Suddenly whether I really love Mick was bothering my mind again. Especially since he’d introduced me to his ‘kink’ and I was certain that he’s eyeing up the woman yelling at her manager, or boyfriend, or whatever down below us for the ‘kink.’

“Can you stop looking at her already...?” I ask. “She might be married to that guy for all we know.”

Mick grunts, and with a renewed smirk he voices what’s on his mind now, “Maybe he has a similar interest—”

“I ain’t going to fuck some stranger to satisfy your—”

“Only if they’re like us...”

“You mean like you,” I say, laughing now.

“Are you saying you’re not into it suddenly?”

“I’m more interested in winning this competition... or at a minimum to be in the shortlist,” I say.

“Hmm, okay. But don’t you want some fun while we wait?”

“Not in that way...” I snap.

“Fine, fine...” he says. “Maybe I should just go to the bar and see what they’re serving up later for lunch.”

“Oh fine, go then,” I say. “I’d have some peace then. I bet you’ll be drunk before dinner.”

Mick chuckles somewhat, then he says solemnly, “Which gets me more horny. It will give you a night of good sex in bed later, don’t you remember that, huh...?”

“You’re saying that to distract me...”

“Am I succeeding?”

I glance up and stare at his pleased smirk. He found me out with my simple response. I feel my cheeks heat and a warm feeling rising through my body. I feel awkward suddenly as I had showed off my athletic skills to sit down with each leg in either direction. It exposes me to Mick’s next motion. He leans forward like he will kiss me. Instead, his hand reaches for my crotch. I moan suddenly from his expert rubbing motion that turns me on through the layer of jeans and panties. Then he kisses and, for several minutes, I forget all about the upcoming rehearsals...

After twenty minutes of Mick kissing me and playing with his hand inside my panties, I push him away from me and slide down so I’m lying down, and with a muffled moan I arch up towards him. He has my jeans unbuttoned in a swift motion and both my jeans and panties are halfway down my legs in the next motion. I lift one leg and I lie there naked from waist down; well, except for my panties and jeans that are crumpled around my right leg.

Mick leans down and kisses my belly gently, then in a play of further kisses he arrives at my pussy, and flicks his tongue over my clit. I cover my mouth with both hands to muffle my groan. He makes it hard to keep my moans quiet by licking my clit and then looks up at me grinning broadly. He leans over me, kissing my lips, and he’s unzipping his own jeans. A moment later he inserts his hard dick inside my pussy. I moan loudly.

“Shush,” he whispers. “They’ll hear you otherwise...”

I chuckle, and glance sideways, and check under the seats towards the podium. It’s empty...

“They’re gone,” I hiss.

“Dammit...” Mick groans. “I wanted to annoy them by hearing us fucking...”

I giggle then I suggest, “I wanted it too now...”

Mick grins at me and asks, “So you like my kinks?”

I nod.

The admission to ‘like’ Mick’s kinks suddenly makes him more horny—obviously. He pulls his dick back and slams it into my pussy harder. Rough sex has always been my kink, even if I’ve never told this to Mick. I’m certain that he suspects this to be the case. But nothing compares to his supposed kink, which he almost had admitted to a few minutes earlier. His kink is a boyfriend swap, meaning that he’d fuck some other girl, and that girl’s boyfriend would fuck me at the same time. Even more so if it allowed the two boyfriends to see the other girl and me make out at the same time. Meaning she and I would indulge is some lesbian kissing or even possibly playing with each other’s pussy while they fucked us. It was exciting me now, and suddenly I knew the perfect girl to persuade into such actions.

I close my eyes and imagine the dark-haired woman who’d screamed at the top of her lungs for such a boyfriend swap.

If she has that ability of yelling, how does she sound while someone is fucking her? I think. The ‘someone fucking’ would be Mick. I could watch him fuck her... 

I moan loudly and don’t even attempt to hide it I’m enjoying the lovemaking. Suddenly, with a new plan in my mind, it doesn’t matter if I’m heard. I want her to hear this. If that’s her manager, she probably will feel jealous that she can’t have fun in this way...

A warm stream deep inside me tells me that my moaning has caused Mick’s orgasm. Another couple of pushes and it’s over...

Mick stares at me for a minute, then unexpectedly he moves lower, and he’s licking my pussy once more...

+++

An hour later and we’re lying side by side on the hard floor and each time we look at one another we burst out in a fit of laughter that we quickly try to subdue as the voice of the other woman calls out yet another complaint aimed at the guy who now seems to have had enough of her behaviour and shouts out some choice swear words at her. 

Both of us cover our mouths tightly with our hands. Listening to two people quarrelling is maybe not the best way to pass time, but it stirs a new idea in my mind and I have to admit it’s probably my kink.

Mick turns his head to peer between the legs of the chairs at the woman on the podium; it’s obvious he’s filling his mind with many ideas on how to get the other woman and me in the same bed for his other form of kinds. I lift my head and stare past him and try to guess her age. If Mick has an idea forming in his head, I didn’t want to end up a bed with a girl. A woman of my age—someone like me who is in her early twenties—would be worth my while. But as I stare, an idea forms in my mind. An idea where I could get my sweet revenge for all the times I had to take part so brutally in all of Mick’s kinks over the last three years; at least that’s how long I’ve known about Mick’s kinks...

Perhaps I can get her to help me with this plan. Maybe I can get her to use some of her skill of performing to create a situation that benefits her and me rather than Mick or that loser of a guy she keeps yelling at. I stare at Mick’s head and smile maliciously for a moment. Maybe she can help me teach Mick a lesson or two. Not that the sex just now was bad. I just want it on my terms from time to time.

“I need to use the bathroom,” I say abruptly.

Mick’s jerks his gaze towards me, nods once, then his gaze is immediately back towards her. What’s so appealing him about her? I don’t think he’d go after her if he was single...

I get up and pull up my panties. After tucking my clothing back into some order fashion, I lean down for my bag. As I do this, I feel Mick’s hand slide up over my left leg until it comes to a rest just beside my panties. A finger slides inside my panties, and I groan involuntarily as his finger slides back and forth over my clit.

“Stop it,” I hiss. “I need to use the bathroom...”

“Come back fast or I’ll chat her up,” Mick grunts.

Looking down at him, I see a playful smile curl his lips. It broadens as he slides his finger deep inside my pussy. I close my eyes a moment and let my mind savour the feeling of his finger inside. A fuzzy feeling overwhelms me and for a few moments I feel tempted to just lower myself to the floor and let him have his way with me.

“I need to—I have to go,” I stammer. “They will be—stop it, please...”

“I can wait...” Mick grunts curtly and makes it harder for me to leave by inserting a second finger alongside the first, and by making me horny to the bone. Then his fingers are gone and I feel almost disappointed by his actions.

I walk off without saying a word and not even looking back, but I feel that he’s staring after me now and is undressing me as I  speed up my departure. At the exit door I glance towards him to see him once more staring towards the other woman, and I can guess he’s now undressing her with the same intensity he did just now with me. 

A moment later the other woman disappears from sight, and I exit into the unlit corridor before Mick can shift his attention back to me again.

Once in the corridor I look in both directions, and now the urge for using the toilet replaces the still lingering sensations of Mick’s actions only moments ago. 

Just as I spot the sign for the restroom a hundred yards away, a sound startles me and I quickly rush towards the restroom. I was not in the mood for sex with Mick in this corridor where anyone could just walk in on us...

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two
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Dammit, Mick, you and your kinks. I’m getting fed up of them really. Maybe it’s time for some kinks of my own choosing. Maybe I should just lock myself away in the restrooms until it’s past lunch time and the rehearsals start...

Once I’m in the cubicle in the restroom, I lean back against the wall behind me. I’m startled for a moment by the sensation of flowing water spraying in the toilet when I accidentally hit the automated flushing button. This adds a new sensation to every other feeling going through my body. 

I close my eyes and my hand slides towards my wet pussy—it’s wet from the water that had just sprayed up below me as I flushed. My fingers slide over my clit, and I savour a few moments of renewed hot waves going through all of my body. My finger slides into my pussy, and it causes my body to arch. My other hand grasps my boob, and a moment later pulls at my nipple.

My mouth opens involuntarily, and a moment later I’m groaning softly. This is my sort of kink. I love playing with my pussy whenever I’m alone...

The repeated flushing of water as my head brushes over the automatic button causes my pussy and ass to be wet through after just three flushes.

“Hey, cut it out with the damned flushing, will ya... I’m trying to work on my lyrics here...”

I jerk upright and stare to my left.

The voice that just spoke belongs to the woman I’d been watching downstairs in the concert hall.

“Sorry, I’m trying to wash myself...” I say bluntly.

Laughter from a few yards away. Then she points out the obvious, “There are shower cubicles in the room next door. If you want to wash go there, you idiot.”

“It’s my first time here. I didn’t know about them...” I say.

“I guess you can’t read the signage above the door beside the door to this restroom...” she says before laughing loudly. “But to be honest, by the sound of how the flushing was going it sounded more like you were pleasuring yourself... am I right?”

“So what if I do that?”

More laughter from her.

“When you’re not doing whatever it is you’re doing in there, why are you here?” she asks.

“I’m here for the rehearsals.”

“Singing or watching it?” she asks.

“Singing.”

“I guess we can compare who sings better later on...”

She now giggles incessantly. I wait until it subsides before I comment.

“If my boyfriend has any say in it, I will never sing,” I grunt. “He thinks being here is a waste of time. A waste of his time to be precise...”

“It sounds your boyfriend is as much a pain in the butt as my one is...”

Now it’s my turn to laugh before I comment, “Was the guy I heard you yell at your boyfriend?”

“You guessed right,” she says. “I guess you were somewhere in the rafters watching me...”

“About halfway up the auditorium. I was busy with my boyfriend there...” I answer.

“Busy, huh? I can guess by the sound of your activities here that he didn’t give you enough attention...” she comments then without pausing she adds, “What’s your name, anyway?”

“Tash,” I answer.

“Just Tash? Or is that short for something else?” she asks.

“Blame my overzealous hippy mother to give me THAT name,” I grunt. “It’s just Tash...”

“In case you’re remotely interested, my name is Suzie,” she says. “Giving to me by my boring, not-so-hippy mother...”

Both of us burst out laughing loudly.

After a few minutes pausing the conversation, she suggests the best possible idea I’d heard all day, “Let’s grab lunch...”

+++

A few minutes later, we stand staring at one another from either end of the restroom. I’m certain she’s scrutinising me thoroughly. It’s not likely many women wearing a cowboy hat, unkempt hair, no makeup came to town. Compared to me she was a spotless beauty—dark pink glossy lipstick, eyes caked with eyeshadow and eyeliner, powdered face, her hair brushed to perfection. The contrast was plainly obvious. I could see why Mick had been watching her before...

“Do I meet your approval?” Suzie asks coldly.

“I wish they can brush my hair to perfection like yours can be,” I answer, unfazed by the coldness in her voice. “But if an opinion matters, you look great...”

A faint smile appears on Suzie’s face.

“I’m being honest. I wish I had your hair, and I wish I was half as good with makeup,” I say bluntly.

“Why no makeup?” Suzie asks.

“Mick doesn’t let me use it...” I reply.

“Mick?”

“My boyfriend,” I answer.

“Ah right, so he’s as much of a control freak as my one is...” Suzie says.

“I guess so.”

“And the reason you decided to...?” Suzie asks, smiling maliciously and nodding towards the cubicles. “Is he a prude, and that’s why you had to...?”

“If you really need to know we had sex in the auditorium while you were yelling at that guy...” I blurt out.

“That guy is my boyfriend,” Suzie snaps before laughing loudly. “And he IS a prude...”

“Oh, how come?” I ask gleefully.

Suzie is right in front of me in a few steps, and before I know it she has grabbed my face and kisses me on my lips. But somehow I don’t mind she’s doing it. The sensation of a woman kissing me gives me an intriguing sensation. I feel myself responding to her kisses, and only a moment later I’ve pulled her closer towards me. Just a few seconds longer, then she pushes herself away from me.

We stare at one another for several minutes. It’s obvious the behaviour left us both tongue-tied. We grin broadly at each other moments later, both amused at what had just happened.

“I was testing you...” Suzie says.

“Testing me?” I ask. “How? For what?”

“How well you respond to pretence...” Suzie says. “I ain’t a lesbian if you wondered that.”

“I ain’t one either,” I blurt out.

“But... you liked it?”

I nod. Oddly enough, I did enjoy the sensations it had given me.

“I wonder... Would you want to have your own bit of fun? To teach my prude boyfriend some stuff about sex?” Suzie asks.

“Like a ménage à trois?” I ask.

“Naah, more like YOU teach my prude boyfriend to want sex, and if you want it, I could in turn entertain your boyfriend... hmmm... let’s call it repaying the ‘watching me’ from earlier,” Suzie says. “There are some dark areas in the rafters above the podium. They’d never know that I’m with your boyfriend, and that you are with my loser boyfriend...”

I’m tongue-tied again for another reason. My pussy tells me it agrees with the ‘plan’ suggested by Suzie. She smirks, and it’s obvious that she knows my answer will be a resounding ‘yes.’

Suzie saunters closer until she’s almost standing against me again. Her hand moves up and brushes through my hair, then her hand caresses over my cheek, slowly it lowers and rests over my boob for several minutes. She stares at me, sensually smiles at me before her smile broadens.

My eyes widen when I feel her other hand slide down inside my skirt and is pulling at the edge of my panties. After her hand tickles over my skin, it slides down inside my panties. Suzie’s hand cups my pubic hair, brushing her fingers up and down for a few minutes. Her fingers travel down and rub over my clit. I gasp when her finger slides inside my pussy...

+++

The experience of ‘almost’ having a lesbian encounter with Suzie lasts just a matter of minutes. I struggle with not moaning loudly. She just stares at me with a chiselled expression on her face. I’m guessing she’s testing my resolve to see if I would be able to pull off her ‘plan’ of fooling her boyfriend. A hint of a smirk that plays on the side of her mouth indicates that she enjoys this encounter and perhaps is looking forward to the execution of the plan. It sounds like something that might belong in some sort of movie plot if I think it through more thoroughly. IF I can think between the surges of orgasm coming from my pussy being rubbed by her finger...

Then suddenly her hand is gone. A hand covers my mouth and softly, almost sensually, she murmurs, “Shh... Someone will hear you...”

My pussy throbs from the orgasm I’d just experienced. Not even Mick has ever managed to pleasure me so intensely or so abruptly. But SHE did...

“What the hell did you do it?” I hiss at her.

“To see if you could pull off the plan I just laid out to you,” Suzie says calmly. “Don’t you want to have your own revenge on your boyfriend for insisting on sex with him in the auditorium?”

I nod plainly.

“I guess he often gets his own way of how sex goes, right?”

I nod again.

“With me it’s the total opposite. My loser boyfriend wants no sex at all,” Suzie grunts. “I’m lucky if I get some at least once every other month. His excuse... too busy being my manager to care about such trivialities...”

“Trivialities?” I ask.

“That’s how he refers to it...” Suzie blurts out, frowning angrily now. “He gets his kicks from annoying me to hell and back.”

“So what was that stuff about, anyway? When I heard you yell at him?” I ask.

“He likes to pretend I can’t sing...” Suzie smiles wryly at me before she turns on the tap and washes her hands. “He claims I have no business being in this concert. He claims it’s an event for losers...”

“Let me hear you sing...” I blurt out, and a moment later I stare in amazement when Suzie belts out my favourite song; which happens to be a song by Lady Gaga. I shake my head to dismiss my thought. I want to concentrate on her ability to sing, not the reasons for her to belt out this particular song.

“Do you write your own songs?” I ask next.

She nods curtly, but from the lip biting I can tell it’s a contentious topic.

“Sing something...” I whisper hesitantly.

Suzie looks at me for a moment, then she sighs deeply then in her next breath she has captured my heart. Not in a reaction of the lesbian encounter from just moments earlier, but because her voice went from belting out to a timbre that might easily have belonged to a different person. The sound of her ‘a cappella’ - to coin the wording I had learnt in music school - was so perfect that the restroom manages to echo her singing back at us and it sounds more like there are four or five of her singing right now. It lasts only a minute or so then she’s silent...

“That sounded so beautiful...” I whisper. “Why doesn’t he want you singing that way?”

“He likes punk rock. He wants me to be singing in that way...” Suzie says coldly. “I wish I could go with this option in the concert...”

“Hmm, I guess your contractual obligations prevent you from sacking him?” I ask.

Suzie nods.

“And the boyfriend part? Where does that fit into it all?” I ask.

“He wants me to take a stage name,” Suzie says. “He wants me to do this career he has all mapped out for me as... Please don’t laugh... as ‘Rose Petals’...”

I gape at her. More from shock than anything else.

“You might have problems with the name,” I say.

“How come?”

“Well, my loser boyfriend was at the... errr... let me remember correct term now...” I say, staring ahead pensively  and trying to recall the rather boring lawyer talk from a few weeks ago. “He said to me he’d been to some legal place. He was there yesterday. He filed a thing, I can’t remember what it’s called. But if I’m correct, I’m already legally Rose Petals in the music industry. Not that I want it that way...”

“Oh...” Suzie asks. “And why not?”

“I guess I wanted to be known as Tash,” I say. “But he claimed it would be too boring for my supposed claim to fame to happen and topple, as he puts it, the ‘queen of pop’ off her pedestal.”

“Hmm, if you and I pull off the scheme we could do something else funny,” Suzie smirks with delight at me. “It could be an added layer of revenge...”

“In what way?” I ask.

“Rose Petals...” Suzie says curtly.

“Huh?”

“If I persuade him I’m better off as ‘Rose Petal’ as a stage name, then you and I get together with some ace lawyers, and make an agreement that because of the sameness of the names we either are a duo as Rose Petals OR that otherwise we can only ever be known by... Tash you said, right? Just Tash or something more?”

“Tash McKinsey,” I blurt out. “McKinsey is my father’s name. I want to show my mother that I care more about his opinion of me than hers...”

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
=0 SPRE @l
LIZ CROWE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





