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Excess All Areas - Sexual
Adventures Of A Rock Band - Part One:
Backstage Antics


 


Brody Burton had been dreaming of being in a
successful rock band since he was eleven. Things had certainly
moved on since then. Once he’d made it to college, he began playing
with a number of bands but one had really clicked with him as the
singer and songwriter. The band were called Raw Deal and after
numerous college gigs that had attracted a burgeoning audience he
decided this was worth pursuing to the max.



Now twenty-two and with a band of good looking guys behind him, as
well as a growing coterie of adoring female fans, he had his eyes
on the big time. He genuinely loved music and the spirit of rock ‘n
roll but to him music was essentially all about getting the sex of
his dreams and every member of the group shared that ambition. They
knew this was the time in their lives where they could indulge
themselves without heavy consequences and wanted to make the most
of it.



Brody was the most handsome guy in the group as well as the
frontman and songwriter so there was no completing for status in
the band. Brody was the boss and got the majority of the female
attention, the band understood that and accepted it. But he wasn’t
a selfish guy and wanted the whole band to live the rock 'n roll
dream, while enjoying his position as a pussy magnet and focal
point of Raw Deal. The more gigs they played, the more he saw a
front row of pretty female faces that looked like they wanted to
know him better.



The band were already getting record label interest, both for their
songs and their aesthetic marketability. When they decided to do a
tour of the whole state, Brody knew they were on the verge of a
record contract if he could prove that Raw Deal had the potential
to be huge based on these upcoming gigs.



One night, a few weeks before the tour, he sat down with a beer and
a guitar, feeling in the mood to write a kind of anthem of hedonism
that would celebrate everything he loved about being in a band.
First came a killer guitar riff, then he wrote an explosive chorus
that he could instantly imagine thousands of fans singing along
to.

 


Raw Deal already had several great songs but
Brody knew that they had been lacking a song that blew you away the
first you heard it, an instant classic. But now Brody had just
written one. It was called No Angels.



At the next band rehearsal Brody played it to the rest of the band
and they all paid sudden attention, realizing he’d written
something fantastic. The drummer, Zack Goldsmith, came up with an
incredible drum part that made the guitar riff sound even bigger,
bass player Franz Turner came up with a memorable bassline and lead
guitarist Jez Blackmoor excelled himself by working out a mind
blowing guitar solo that took the track to another level.



They also loved how they all got to contribute vocals on the
singalong chorus, as sometimes it felt like they were just Brody’s
backing band. He knew that the secret to longevity was to make the
whole band feel included and important. Once the song was nailed,
Brody pulled out a few cans of beer and the band sat round in a
circle drinking and smoking.



“Man, No Angels could really become a big hit, that chorus is
stuck in my head already...it’s really fun to play too. And it
feels real, it’s just about how we love to party and have a good
time. What rock 'n roll should be about!” exclaimed Zack,
cracking open his second can of lukewarm beer.



Brody nodded. “It’s a pussy anthem. I wanted to write a song
that let all the ladies in the audience know that we party hard and
they will always be welcome backstage. The young girls will love
that because their parents will hate it. The essence of rock 'n
roll.”



“Agreed....” said Franz, rolling up a spliff. He was the
stoner in the band, a man of few words but the backbone of the
group as he was completely solid and the same person day to
day.



“I get to play an awesome riff and I think it’s my best solo
too...I’m very cool with this song. I hate having to kiss your ass
Brody, but you’ve really delivered the goods this time....”
said Jez, who tended to compete the most with Brody for the
spotlight. They were both good looking guys with a deep love of
wine, women and song.



Brody patted Jez on the back to show his appreciation. “It must
be good if you’re saying stuff like that Jez....you do realize how
much pussy this song is going to get you don’t you? You’re gonna
owe me big time for this!” he said and the whole band broke out
laughing.



Jez laughed too and replied, “Brody, we all know you get the
pick of the girls backstage. But yeah, with a song as good as this,
we might be attracting a higher standard of groupie. We should
record this song real fast and put it out online to promote the
tour. This song could double or even triple our
fanbase....”.



“Jez...I’m way ahead of ya...I’ve already booked us in at the
studio next week.” replied Brody and the others felt like they
were now truly on course for some success and, more importantly,
some serious sex.



By the end of the following week they had No Angels in the can and
it sounded fantastic. Their producer, Jerry Adams, told them in no
uncertain terms that they had a major radio hit on their hands.
“This song is goddamn perfect for rock radio. You guys are gonna
be massive! I’m very glad you stuck with me to produce it. This
could really put my name on the map too.”



“You did a great job, Jerry. You’re gonna get a lot of credit
for the production on this. We just want the money, fame and pussy.
It’s a sweet deal.” said Brody with both feet on the mixing
desk.



“You can have all that. Just get your goddamn boots off my
beautiful desk....” replied Jerry and the band cracked up
laughing.



The high spirits continued into rehearsals, with No Angels becoming
the new highlight of the set. They put the song out online after it
was mixed and mastered

and once their fans got into it the track
started to go viral. They watched their streaming figures rise
exponentially and the band knew it was time to strap in their seat
belts.

 


This was the perfect advertisement for their
upcoming tour and suddenly venues that were only going to be half
full were selling out fast. Brody felt a strange sense of fate,
knowing he’d written the right song at the right time to catapult
his band into the major league.



The first date of the ten leg tour was in the venue where they’d
played their first gig and the local area where they’d had the
biggest fan base. Although the band were aware their popularity had
sky rocketed since the release of No Angels they were not expecting
the hysteria that greeted this gig. As they arrived at the venue to
sound check they were amazed to see that there were fans lining up
down the streets for what seemed like miles, queuing up to try and
get a ticket.



They knew the venue capacity was only 500 and could clearly see
there were far more than that. For the first time in their career,
they were going to have to turn people away. This was disheartening
but what every member of the band noticed very clearly was that the
great majority of the fans queuing up were female. Brody noticed
that many were not only attractive but seemed to be more of the
‘rock chick’ type - a consequence of the band’s heavier sound with
the release of No Angels.



The band rattled through their sound check and soon enough they
were sat backstage preparing to go on. Brody gave the band a pep
talk to inspire them to play their best and they high fived each
other before taking the stage after the support band had warmed up
the crowd.



They were greeted with deafening screams from the female-heavy
audience that stunned the band and made Jez think of the hysteria
that The Beatles experienced during their Beatlemania heyday. The
band played a storming set energized by the intense enthusiasm and
adoration coming from the crowd.



Not only was their music right for the first time but their image
seemed to have clicked into place. Brody made a smoking hot
frontman, jet black hair in a quiff, designer stubble and tight
denims making him look like a cross between Elvis and Bruce
Springsteen. Jez looked like a classic lead guitarist in black
leather trousers and having a crowd of women screaming for him
seemed to inspire his lead guitar playing to another level.



After a couple of opening songs that the crowd loved they decided
it was time to launch into No Angels and as soon as Jez played the
recognizable lead guitar riff the crowd went into full-on rapture
mode. The band’s energy was incredible and continued into the rest
of the set. After another six songs the band were done but as soon
as they got offstage the crowd demanded an encore.

 


They’d never done one before but they blasted
into an extended version of No Angels that Jez never wanted to end,
feeling this was his chance to really show off his skills as a
guitarist. After one last chorus that the whole crowd sing along
to, they put down their instruments and left to searing applause
and rapturous fervour.



The band headed back to the dressing room feeling on cloud nine and
immediately Brody cracked open some beers. They clunked their
bottles in celebration, knowing the night was still young and they
were ready to party hard. A half hour later and they were all on
their third or fourth beer with Jez breaking out some lines of
coke, Brody and drummer Zack eagerly participating. Bass player
Franz was more of a marijuana man and lit up a joint.



It was at that point that things started to get interesting. The
venue’s backstage manager knocked on the door and said they were a
few fans outside that wanted to hang out with the band. Jez was
nearest the door and poked his head round it to see who these fans
were. He was confronted with the sight of four extremely hot women
and he knew the night was about to get wild.



He put his head back in the room and said, “Yeah, I really think
we should meet these fans....” and Brody grinned, knowing what
this meant. The four women strolled in looking a million
dollars.



They were led by Stacy, a platinum blonde wearing a tight, short
leather skirt and showing off legs to die for. Behind her was
Heather, a pretty brunette in tight blue jeans that framed a
beautifully shaped pert ass that had Brody drooling as soon as she
walked past him.



Lauren was another beautiful blonde with long curly hair and long
legs clad in sexy black thigh highs and a figure hugging black
dress that had them all staring. Then there was Jodie who looked
scintillating in black Lycra leggings and a tight crop top. She had
the biggest rack of the lot and the four guys couldn’t believe
their luck.



Zack and Franz were realistic though, because they knew from
experience that Brody and Jez got the girls usually, being the
singer and lead guitarist. It was just the way the cookie crumbled.
It sure was harder to accept this time as these girls were way
hotter than anything they’d been used to before.



Stacy was the most confident and looked round at the band saying,
“Wow, you guys are incredible...you were truly awesome
tonight...we are four girls who are totally obsessed with rock
bands and you guys are the best we’ve heard in a long time....Raw
Deal are gonna be huge!”



Brody smiled and replied, “Well thank you very much....we rate
your taste! You girls like to hang out and party? The night is just
beginning for us, we’re flying on adrenaline here...and other
substances....”



Lauren giggled and said, “Oh sure, we know how to party all
right. We were kind of hoping we might get to hang out with you
guys a little. We have some coke and dope if anyone wants any. We
make sure we get the finest stuff as we party pretty hard
ourselves...”



Zack and Franz looked at each other along with Brody and Jez, who
both broke out in wide grins knowing they’d hit the jackpot this
time.



“That’s why we’re here....we’ve been
looking for a real rock 'n roll band that parties as hard as we
do....” said Lauren and the whole band broke out in mile wide
grins, realizing that these were the kind of women they’d joined a
band for in the first place.



Brody decided it was time to take this to the back room. He put his
head round the dressing room door and told the venue manager to not
let anyone else in the room, then he led the ladies into a much
bigger room set up with a couple of pool tables and a juke box.
Brody slammed on Appetite For Destruction by Guns 'n Roses and the
rest of the band walked in carrying six packs of beer, red wine,
bottles of Jack Daniels and a pack of Rizlas for rolling
joints.



The four girls were given a drink and soon the party was seriously
rolling. Although the girls all gravitated to Brody and Jez at
first as they commanded the most attention. But as the beer and
marijuana kicked in for Zack and Franz, they started flirting with
Lauren and Jodie and realized that maybe there was gonna be some
action for them too.



Typically, Brody was the first to get some as Stacy had been
determined to make sure she was the one who got to fuck him. They
were professional groupies and nailing the lead singer of the
coolest bands was seen as the ultimate trophy. Stacy was the most
confident of the four just like Brody was the most alpha male in
the band so it was inevitable that they would hook up.



Brody was flying high on cocaine and was feeling some serious heat
for Stacy in her tight black skirt and killer legs. He slipped his
hand round her waist and it wasn’t long before he was whispering in
her ear what he wanted to do. She felt her nipples harden as his
deep voice growled into her ear, his stubble rubbing against her
neck.



They looked at each other and Brody moved in
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