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You probably know him from his solo
career, rather than what came first. Before the platinum years,
Wesley Warrington was in a more theatrical band called False
Witness. They had all the cheesy nineties stuff - devil worship,
Charles Manson samples, on-stage whippings and all sorts of weird
fetishistic ritualism . . . or maybe it were ritualistic fetishism.
Whichever, at any rate, they had the necessary stage presence it
took to get noticed and they were good too. I mean, really
good.

The night that it either all came
together or all fell apart (depending upon your perspective), Wes
was in no mood for a woman. They’d just done two nights in Charvel
Heights and he’d convinced himself that he kind of liked the girl
he’d hooked up with there - delicate little Goth creature, not his
usual type. Maybe he actually did like her or maybe he’d just been
on tour for too many weeks in a row. Or maybe it had something to
do with certain abilities to remove chrome from a trailer hitch, as
they say in the small town in rural Georgia where Wes grew up. So
Wes told the little suction cup that he’d like to call her when
False Witness came back through town supporting Morlord on the Dark
Servants tour.

“Morlord?” she sniffed. “Aren’t they
metal or something? I think I fucked their drummer
once.”

“You think? You don’t know?”

“Oh, honey.” She smiled pityingly as
she slid her palm down his chest towards his crotch. “Girls don’t
fuck boys in bands because they want a relationship.”

So Wes Warrington was in no mood for a
woman when he and the rest of False Witness arrived in Atlanta. It
was November and unseasonably cold for Georgia, but there were
already girls hanging out outside The Wreck Room, when the band
members began carrying the equipment in from the van. The groupies
variously wore leather and PVC and a smattering of latex. The girls
either had sleek glossy hair in some moderately natural color or
else they had horribly damaged but fantastically colorful plumage
flying wildly about their shoulders. Some sported pentagram
necklaces and cut-off concert T-shirts.

“I want to kiss your cruel mouth!” one
minimally leather-clad vixen screamed.

“Is she talking to you or me?” Caine
asked Wes.

“I don’t think I have a ‘cruel mouth’,
so it must be you.”

“Wish she’d help me carry this damn
drum kit.”

Neither Wes nor Caine could really
believe that there could be significant numbers of girls who were
actually attracted to them. Caine had been a scrawny junior high
boy with bad acne. Now, the drummer was a few years older and he
was the member the groupies and magazines called “the good-looking
one”. Caine’s pasty skin was acne-scarred, but there were no
current conflagrations. He was still painfully skinny, but the
pitch-black hair half-way down his back was enough to win their
hearts.

Wes was of the opinion that he and
Caine looked like Abbott and Costello after they met the Mummy,
Frankenstein, and Satan. Really, Wes was stocky but not fat. With
his long curly dark brown hair and homemade stage costumes, the
girls compared Wes to Mel Gibson in “The Road Warrior” much more
often than to any long-dead comedic fat boys. He was always dressed
for the apocalypse and he had these absolutely chilling huge blue
eyes and a football player’s body. He had actually played football
in ninth grade, before the incident with Sandy.

----

If Wes had not met Sandy, he knew he
might have mainstreamed. His whole life might have been different.
Maybe it wouldn’t have mattered how his father had been. Maybe his
mother would have lived. Maybe he would have been there to save
her. But that is not the way it went. He did meet Sandy.

Sandy had been the town doctor’s
overweight bookish daughter. She tried to dress like the other
girls in their class, but her drab brown hair had been permed too
tightly and the pastel clothing accentuated her weight problem and
the whole look just did not work on her. At fourteen, Wes’ adult
look was already beginning to push its way through to the surface
of the chubby boy with chipmunk cheeks and glasses. Sandy had been
quietly attracted to Wes from the time she passed puberty, but now
with his improved looks and her own raging fourteen-year-old
hormones, she craved him. She was prepared to do anything to get
him.

Wes had made a childhood show of
dabbling with the occult, a creepy kid really, he always had his
nose in a book by Aleister Crowley or Anton LaVey or else he was
reading yet another true account of some serial killer’s rampage.
After he was found with Sandy, came the Charles Gray Institution
years. They wouldn’t let him have any of his precious books in
here. They said the books were part of how he had come to be
sick.

They asked about his parents, and they
said it was very important that he be honest. Wes told them how his
father used to hit him with his belt for being such “a fat
disgusting slob” and the doctors told Wes that he would get out
sooner if he didn’t lie so much. Wes told them how his father had
slapped his mother around saying she must have fucked some fat guy,
because Wes sure couldn’t be his kid. And the doctors would sigh
because they feared they were wasting their time with someone who
would never recover. When Wes protested that it was the truth, they
prescribed sedation and shook their heads for they feared Wes would
never have a good mind again. So he spent nearly three years inside
the institution walls, years warmed only by his dreams of a girl of
flame. At the time, it would have seemed incredible to Wes that
someday there would be more girls in his life, more than just a
dream girl. But then, as Caine liked to say girls were the second,
third, and fifth best reasons to get into rock and roll. The first
was love of the music and the fourth was the free drugs and
booze.

----

So, that night in Atlanta, Caine was
ogling the girls who had come out to see False Witness. He kept
telling them that his name was “Caine, Mr. Hugh Mongus Hardcock if
you’re nasty.” Caine had roadied for Zack Dammage for a while and
he thought this line was about the funniest thing anyone had ever
thought of saying, much less had the nerve to say.

Wes was feeling crabby, but he had to
admit that the groupies in Atlanta were always the hottest. Growing
up in the boonies, he’d heard that Atlanta had seventy-five strip
clubs in the city and he believed it. Caine kept pointing out this
girl or the other and they were all undeniably appealing, but then
Caine spotted one sweet thing who was so incredible, Wes thought
perhaps he was in the mood for a woman after all. Her hair was the
exact same shade of red as the Coke cans at the Coca-Cola Museum in
downtown Atlanta. Caine liked to joke about how Coca-Cola was the
only thing the band was religious about, but his brother contended
that rock ‘n’ roll was also a religion. And Wes just tried not to
consider the question at all.

The girl had a shock of lemon yellow
hair streaking up the side of her coke can red head on either side
- bride of Frankenstein style. She wore red fishnets on her long
legs and over them a shiny red PVC mini-skirt which hung low on her
hips showing off her muscular abdomen. Above the waist, she wore
only a gold slave chain which hung loosely below her navel and what
looked like red gaffer’s tape hiding the nipples on her shockingly
buoyant breasts. With all the strip clubs in Atlanta, tit jobs were
tremendously common, but Wes didn’t care if a stripper’s tits felt
like bags of gravel to the touch because most of them were awfully
nice to look at. He imagined that this red-haired girl’s breasts
would feel as good as they looked and he wanted to bury his head
between those gorgeous gifts to mankind, no matter what.

Wes and Caine’s attention was called
away from the ogling department when the promoter came up to
introduce himself. Well, really he came up to tell them they were
going on stage later than had been expected. The guy said his name
was Jeff Ray and there was some band going on before False Witness
on account of how that band had been willing to pay to
play.

After Jeff Ray wandered off, Caine
commented that they ought to make up some nice rhyming lyrics with
Ray and pay and play.

“There was something wrong with that
guy,” said Wes, “like his head was too little for his body or
something.”

“If you say so.” Caine shrugged. Now
that he thought about it, he guessed Jeff Ray did have a weirdly
weasely little face for such a big jock guy body. Caine, however,
was much more interested in checking out the female half of the
population and the doors had just opened so he figured they only
had a few hours until showtime. And Caine wanted to line up company
before the show.

Wes meanwhile went off to try to
convince the bartender to give him a drink. At age twenty, he was
closer to being of age than Caine or their guitarist Ron or their
temporary bassist, this weightlifter chick name Suzi Dragon. But
closer wasn’t good enough to get him a drink at the Wreck Room. He
wanted the drink or six, on account of how any show in Georgia
always made him nervous. The town he grew up in was awfully far out
in the middle of fucking nowhere, but an Atlanta show still felt
like a hometown show and there was always the chance that Sandy
would show up. Not that it was likely, given that Wes had heard she
married some accountant and settled down to push out babies in the
town where she and Wes grew up. She hadn’t had to deal with the
stigma he had. People had if anything, been nicer to her afterwards
because she had been perceived as a victim.

----

Although Wes had been judged totally
responsible for the Sandy debacle, the whole thing had been her
idea really. He supposed that he knew the girl had a crush on him,
but it hadn’t really occurred to him at the time that doing a
ritual was her idea of flirting, her hope of making time with him.
Wes had not processed that she was trying to summon a sex demon for
a reason. Wes had, however, found her almost attractive in the big
black robe she sewed herself for the occasion. He had been touched
that she had made him one too. And it had been Sandy who used the
scalpel stolen from her dad’s home office. They had done the ritual
at Wes’ home while his father was out and his mom was zonked out on
sleeping pills. Perhaps the authorities had felt Wes was the
instigator partly because they did not do it at Sandy’s
place.

At any rate, the idea had been to do a
summoning and the really creepy part was that both Sandy and Wes
had thought it worked at the time. Later Wes had come to see that
the psychiatrists were right, but in a weird way, he had always
wondered if maybe the magic would have worked right (instead of
fucking up his life) if Sandy
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