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No. 1 Album Party





Brody James Burton stood under a roaring shower, letting the hot
water cascade over his body. He ran his hands through his wet hair
and smiled to himself as he thought about the previous night’s
antics at Barbara’s house. He’d joined a band so that he could live
out his dreams of a bad boy lifestyle and there was no doubt about
it; last night was bad, real bad. And that’s what made it so
good.

 


He’d heard nothing back from Barbara since
and wondered if she thought things had gone too far....but at the
time, she was completely into it. He didn’t feel too guilty, he’d
given her and her daughters the most rock ‘n roll night of their
lives and got to hear songs that not even his band mates had
heard.



As he turned off the shower and reached for a towel he could hear
his cell phone ringing. He knew it was going to be Kirk, his
manager. He was one of these guys who get up at 6am without fail
and it was now 11am. Brody didn’t mind the constant calls as he
knew Kirk was working his ass off to get them a major record
deal.



He hurriedly dried himself as the phone kept ringing and so he knew
it must be fairly important. He walked swiftly into his room and
answered.



“Kirk, what’s up? Any news?” he said, his deep voice even
deeper and more gravelly than usual.

 




“Yes! Answer your phone more, goddamit! What the hell were you
up to last night? I couldn’t get hold of you at all and you sound
rough as hell....you’re not a rock star yet, Brody.....keep your
eyes on the prize or it will slip away...” Kirk
exclaimed.



Brody grinned and replied, “Uh oh, Kirk’s pissed at me....I hear
ya about communication, I was a little sidetracked with meeting
some fans last night....the fans are very important to us,
Kirk....”.



“Don’t give me that shit, Brody....you were knee deep in pussy
somewhere, I know what you’re like....luckily for you, I’ve been
working my ass off....and get this.... Tristar Records want to
offer you a 5 album deal....they are the fastest growing major
label out there and they’re emailing me the contract to look at
this afternoon.



If the contract is as good as it sounds, this could be your ticket
to the big time. Go tell your band mates, they’ve been hassling me
trying to get hold of you too. Keep focused, this could be what
you’ve been dreaming of. It’s not time to pop the champagne corks
just yet but it’s looking pretty good. I’ll call you again in a few
hours. Keep your goddamn phone handy, capiche?” he responded,
running on a caffeine overload.



Brody laughed at how direct his manager was with him but knew this
was the cut throat approach necessary to make it to the top. He
realized this was seriously good news about Tristar Records as he
knew that the last few signings had all gone on to become
successful. He had an eerie feeling that once more destiny was
taking charge and that the gods were smiling on him and his
band.



He rang his band members and actually apologised for being hard to
get hold of and said they needed a band meeting to discuss this
major development. Naturally, he suggested the local bar and they
agreed to meet within the hour.



When Brody arrived his band mates already had a bottle of beer
waiting for him but he wasn’t entirely off the hook.



“Hey asshole, where the hell did you get to last night and this
morning? I had Kirk on my case and didn’t know what to tell
him....actually, I think I know exactly what you were
doing....’hanging out’ with those fans we met after the show, am I
right?” said the lead guitarist Jez playfully, but with a little
edge in his voice.



Brody grinned broadly and replied, “I couldn’t possibly
comment....” and Jez shook his head at Brody’s debauchery knowing
it had been a mother and her two daughters.



“You’re a low down dirty dog, Brody Burton....but I guess we all
are in this band....well, I hope you had a swell time” retorted Jez
and handed him his ice cold Bud.



“I should hope we are, guys, because if what Kirk has said is right
this offer for a deal with Tristar means we are heading for pussy
central. However, let’s not get too cocky just yet. From what Kirk
has said they are looking at a five album deal which sounds awesome
but we’re gonna have to go through the contract with a goddamn
tooth comb so we know what we’re getting into here....with Kirk and
a decent music lawyer looking at it, we should be cool....”.



As soon as he finished his pep talk his phone rang and to his
surprise it was Kirk again already. He put it on speakerphone so
the whole band could hear. “What’s up chief?” he enquired.



“Brody, I’ve got the contract already and I’m coming over with Dean
Bradbury, he’s a pro at dealing with music contracts. The fact I’ve
got this so soon tells me they are desperate to sign you before
some other label does. I actually think there’s a label war going
on over Raw Deal already and Tristar are just ahead of the pack.
Where are you at? I’m on my way already....”.



“Woh....this is getting pretty heavy...we’re at an Irish bar called
Malone’s, I’ll text the zip code. The guys have just heard this and
their faces look pretty stoked....see you in a bit, buddy...” Brody
replied with his band mates faces a picture of major league
excitement.



Kirk and Dean Bradbury arrived and they wasted no time going
through the contract with a fine tooth comb to make sure they
weren’t getting in over their heads. Dean Bradbury was impressed
with the contract which gave a good deal in particular to Brody as
the songwriter and a get out clause for both parties if the things
went awry. Tristar has deliberately come up with the best deal
possible to secure Raw Deal before a major bidding war began.



After Dean had given his positive verdict Kirk said, “Ok, this deal
sounds pretty good....now there’s other labels interested in
signing you guys and that’s why Tristar are so keen to snap you
up....we could play this in a way where the labels are vying with
each other to give you a bigger advance or we can just say...ok,
Tristar are doing big things and have put a good deal on the table
that respects your creative control and freedom....they are smart
enough to realize your commercial potential and have gotten ahead
of the pack....it shows they are switched on and will give your
music the attention and effort it deserves....”.



He looked at Brody as the band leader and Brody looked round at his
band mates who awaited his verdict.



“I’ve got a good vibe about these guys...I’m not gonna mess a bunch
of labels around for a few extra bucks upfront....these guys have a
great track record and have signed cool bands...I say we go with
Tristar.”



He looked at Jez who looked at Franz and Zack who both nodded,
convinced by Brody and the informed confidence of Kirk and
Dean.



“I think we have a unanimous decision....Tristar Records, you have
a Deal!!” exclaimed Jez and everyone clunked their beer bottles
together. The afternoon gradually morphed into evening and the
celebrations continued late into the night with the band crawling
out of a cab at midnight into their hotel.



Kirk was up at the crack of dawn arranging a meeting with the head
of Tristar, Paul Mendelson. He was the one who had seen the viral
success of No Angels and predicted they were going to be the next
big thing. As soon as the meeting was arranged, Kirk took the band
out to buy suits. This was the biggest meeting of their lives and
had to come across as professional.



The following day they turned up at Tristar Records feeling a
little seed by the huge sign outside the building. The guys were
nervous with even the usually cool Brody looking a bit restless in
his tight fitting suit and tie. Luckily, as soon as he walked in
the room he had an instant rapport with Paul Mendelson, who looked
the cliche of a record company boss, chomping on a Havana cigar and
speaking in a New York drawl.



“It’s great to meet you guys...I’m a big fan of your music and
think you’re going to do some big things....this doesn’t need to be
a long meeting, you’ve read the contract and wouldn’t be here if
you weren’t happy....”,



He pulled out the contract from a drawer under his desk and Brody
knew they were about to make a major commitment and life changing
decision. The band signed on the dotted line one at a time and
Brody shook Paul’s hand saying, “I’m looking forward to working
with Tristar, I feel right at home here....”.



Paul smiled and said, “You won’t regret signing with us. I’ve
already assigned my promotion team to prioritise your debut album.
All you have to do is deliver a ten track album of your best songs
with the producer of your choice. Once that’s on the table, we set
the wheels in motion to make you the biggest band on the planet.
You keep your side of the deal and we can keep ours.”



Brody nodded and replied, “I like straight talking. We’re gonna
carry on with the same producer and all the songs are ready to
roll. This album will be ready for you in 6 weeks maximum, ready
for a September release. We both know that’s the best time to put
out an album...”



Paul nodded and smiled, feeling confident that Brody and the boys
could deliver. “You know your stuff...so get in that studio and cut
me a classic album...me and my team will do the rest...”.



After the meeting the band members knew that a period of relentless
hard work was about to follow and they weren’t wrong. As soon as
they began rehearsing Brody suddenly turned into a hard taskmasker
to make sure every song that deserved to be on the album was as
good as it could be. It put a strain on the band’s relations but
they respected Brody enough to know he had the best intentions at
heart. The result was they were able to go back into the studio
with Joe and lay down the tracks live in a few days. Joe was blown
away by how good the band were playing together.



Only two weeks later the band had nailed their debut album and No
Angels seemed the perfect title as it was the song their fans knew
best. Every song had been honed to perfection in the rehearsal room
and the guys knew they had a classic on their hands. This was
confirmed when they finally played it to Paul Nendelson, back in
Tristar’s offices.



He listened to the whole forty minutes while smoking three Havana’s
in slow succession, giving little clue as to his feelings. As soon
as the final bars finished he stubbed out his cigar in the ashtray
on his table and the band looked at him awaiting his verdict with a
noticeable tension in the room. They felt it was great, it sounded
great...but what did he think?



“He looked the band members in the eye and said, “That’s the
greatest debut rock album I’ve heard since Appetite For
Destruction....you guys are seriously in business.....we are going
to go to town promoting this....congratulations guys!”.



The band looked at each other initially speechless then Brody
diffused the tension with a loud whoop and they began high fiving
in celebration. It was a euphoric feeling that they’d delivered the
goods and Brody had that eerie feeling again that the gods were
smiling on them. They headed out feeling elated and got suitably
trashed at the nearest bar.



The following weeks were an intense flurry of relentless hard work
as the gears of press and promotion set into motion. They found
themselves getting up at 5am for a day full of interviews, then
local radio and TV spots. They spent every spare minute on social
media, connecting with fans and spreading the word.



A momentum started to build, the fans were obsessive in trying to
reach other people with this amazing new band that seemed to blow
every other band out of the water. The radio Dj’s really caught on
to the Raw Deal fever that was spreading like wildfire and the band
grew in confidence as their popularity surged from the added
exposure.



The date was set for the release of the No Angels album and the
closer it got, the harder the band worked. There wasn’t much time
for fun but they knew it was all worth it and could sense they were
on the verge of achieving something unprecedented. The days ran
down to the release date and Brody seemed to live on his phone to
Kirk who was pulling in every favour he had to get this band heard
about.



Finally, the moment of reckoning landed upon them and the band went
through a nervous week as No Angels was officially released and
they had to wait anxiously for first the midweek charts

 


 


“Raw Deal are no.2 in the midweek
charts....we’ve got to
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