
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
SUPERB
PERFORMANCE

Manly Men Book
#14

 


Dick Powers

Copyright 2014 Lunatic Ink
Publishing

 


All characters consent and are over 18yrs. Find more
at Dick Powers' Book
List.


STAGE MANAGER

 


WOW, THEY LOOK GOOD TONIGHT.

The sounds of the band's music blaring
through the sound system is intense. It makes the whole back area
around where I am shake like crazy. I'm watching them on the small
LCD screens that we use to make sure that everything is as it
should be.

"He's on fire," Jerry says beside
me.

I look down at the short blond haired
man. He's right on the money. Tom Stone, the leader of the
Davonics, is really putting his all into things tonight. His slim
frame works about as he jerks the microphone back and forward while
fist pumping towards the crowd with his free hand. 1000s of people
are screaming. I've been in this game for years, but I rarely see
an audience this worked up. It's incredible to watch.

The set comes to an end and Tom
addresses his admirers. His long blond hair reaches about shoulder
height and makes him look like an angel when combined with his
youthful good looks. Those blue eyes of his shine, even in the eye
of the cameras facing him from just below where he is standing. I
lick my lips. If Tom knew how I craved him then he probably
wouldn't talk to me. He's as straight as they get and there's no
way that he would swing my way. It's one of the greatest
disappointments of my life that he is unavailable. I would love
just one chance to make out with him. Anything really would do. I'm
that into him.

He walks off the stage and I grab up a
box of water bottles to head around to where the guys are coming
off.

"Good job," I say as he approaches me
at the entrance.

"Thanks," he gasps, clapping me on the
shoulder. "It was a heck of a set."

The guitarist winks at me and walks by.
He's not so straight when he's a little drunk. I think he wants me
to threesome with him and a woman that he's bought along with him.
Unfortunately, I'm 100% gay. Pussy makes me somewhat sick on
looking at it. Too bad for me and him.

The drummer and bassist stroll by and
give me high fives. I turn and watch the five of them strolling off
into the small field where we have set up tents for them and the
other acts. I wish I was walking with them.

"Next band coming up," Jerry says
through my earpiece.

I reach up to my left ear and tap the
button there.

"Got it."

Rushing off to the technical area, I
forget about Tom for now. The punk group that are coming on next
are very specific about how they want their lighting done. I'll
have to personally supervise that. It's my job after
all.


THE FIGHT

 


"Guys, no violence!"

I push in between generic punk rock
band #1 and generic girl rock band #2.

"You went 10 minutes over!" the lead
female singer yells.

The band's drummer is right up next to
her in the food area. People are sitting at tables around us
staring at what is going on. Everyone has seen fights before, but
this is the first time that we have had a punk vs. rock standoff.
These musicians are usually smart enough not to piss each other off
(I wish the pop bands we have play now and then were that on to
it.) Today things just boiled over. I guess I should have known.
They have been at each other's throats throughout the entire tour.
It had to happen sometime.

The punk band's bassist steps up behind
his lead singer. He's 6 foot something and big enough to crush
anything and anyone who gets in his way.

"We didn't," the short main singer of
the punk band replies. "You lot are just being picky. Fuck
you!"

Oh damn. The swear words are coming
out.

"You looking to fight,
shorty?"

"Bring it, bitch."

Not good.

"Backup, Jerry. Get me backup," I say
into the mic on the side of my earpiece.

"Coming. Hold out 3
minutes."

I don't have that amount of time. The
bassist is readying himself. I can see it; that look means death to
all.

"Stop!" I yell at them. "Do you want to
mess up the whole concert with your petty bullshit?"

"Petty?"

"What the hell is he talking about?
This is a serious beef."

They turn on me. This wasn't what I
intended.

"You are responsible for this. I'm
going to kick your ass."

"No violence. We can talk this
out."

"Talking is done. Let's get
him."

Now they work together.
Great...

"Hold it there, ladies. If you are
going to mess with Harry then you are messing with us."

I look back. Tom Stone and his band are
just behind me. They are cracking knuckles and looking tough. I'm
saved.

"What? You think you can beat
us?"

The remaining band members get up and
line up behind their leaders. This is only getting
worse.

"Don't do it," I tell them. "I'll have
your pay suspended."

Never, ever, talk money with musicians.
Their eyes widen and their teeth grit. I've done it now.

"Let's get it on."

The bassist jumps at me. I duck under
his arm and kick him in the back of the knee, dropping him down to
the ground so I can elbow him high on back of the head. He goes
down. Most people don't know this, but I started in security. I
might be a homo, but I'm an ass kicking one.

Both drummers barge me to the ground. I
throw one up over my knee and roll up on the one next to him. He
looks surprised that I could dominate him so easily. This one has
seen nothing. I am going to teach them a lesson.

Unfortunately, just as I am about to
knock him out for the count, the leader of the punk band slams me
in the back of the head with a steel tray. I remember selecting
those because I thought they were going to last. I didn't consider
that they would one day be used as a weapon.

I roll to the ground and shake my head.
It's done now. My head is aching. I know the feeling that is
coming. A concussion is a nasty thing.

The next strike doesn't come. In a very
manly effort in my opinion, Tom Stone leaps over top and goes toe
to toe with the other singer. That man goes down pretty quick to
the faster man's punches and he reaches down to pull me
up.

"Your eye," I say, noting the bruise
forming under it.

I don't realize that my hand is on it
until he glances at it.

"Sorry."

My hand goes back down to my side. He
doesn't really seem to care.

"Later. We got to fight right now. They
are tearing the place up."

It's true. The rockers have thrown hot
soup all over the hip hop guys. This is like throwing gasoline on a
hot fire.

"Right on."

Turning to the fight with fists
clenched, I head in to what will turn out to be a legendary battle
royal between security and the artists. In the end, me, Tom and the
bassist, who managed to get up half way through, will be the only
ones standing. The survivors or something like that.


HOSPITAL

 


"How are you today, Harry?" the nurse
asks before she leaves.

I try to smile, but it is hard to when
my head aches like it does.

"Better, I think."

It's been 3 days since the fight. The
management had to come in and negotiate with all of the different
groups. Weird as it may seem, no one blames me for the fight. Even
management were pretty clear that the punk and rock band started it
and that I am totally innocent of anything except slamming one hip
hop singer's head into a steel chair a few times, which will put
him out of the concert's tour for the first half. He shouldn't have
called me a fag. Maybe 'fag who can beat you down' would have been
better.

I reach down and touch my stomach. Most
people would describe me as athletic, but I'm actually pretty
built. The bruise that I have there would have broken a normal
guy's ribs, but, because I do my exercises religiously, I avoided a
serious injury. It still hurts, though.

"Hey, you feeling better?"

Tom steps in through the door. He has
visited me every day since the fight took place. The concert is on
the move in 4 more days (thankfully, only 1 day had to be
canceled). From what I hear he's been sitting on the roof of the
hospital playing dice with the hip hop crew.

"A little. I can move around
now."

He grins. It's a gorgeous shifting of
thin sexy lips leading to white teeth that almost gleam.

"That's great. You want to get
lunch?"

I nod and pull my sheet out of the way.
He notes the bruises on my knees.

"Don't push yourself."

"I'm cool. This is nothing I haven't
been through before."

"Still, be careful. They don't look
like they are going to heal quickly."

He's inexperienced. This is superficial
damage. Nothing serious.

"Pass me my shirt."

Tom hands it over. He notes the
color.

"Pink? Isn't that a bit
bold."

"Coming from a guy that wears
spangles?"

"They enhance my eyes."

I chuckle. That's true.

"Where we going?"

"There's a small place down the road.
Quiet. I want to avoid the media for a few days."

I can relate. Almost all of them know
what I beat down most of the artists. They'll want to have me in
the tabloids if they can.

"Sounds good."

We walk through the corridors. I never
would have thought that I would be this close to Tom, let alone
going to lunch with him. It feels good even if I know that this
can't go anywhere.

Outside it is warm. The sky is blue,
birds are singing and the media is lurking. Tom and I take the side
entrance and slink down the long fence that leads out to the car
park. The camera men are focused on the easier prey coming out the
door. We jog to his car and get in quickly.

"Did they see us?" I ask.

Tom shakes his head.

"We made it."

We drive out and head about 1km down
the road. There's a small brick bed and breakfast called Molly's.
He parks down the road and we hustle to the front door and head
inside.

"Comfortable."

It's a small space, very homely with
light brown stripped wallpaper and fluffy gray carpet. We walk in.
A younger woman serving tables looks up and gives us a big grin.
She looks a little familiar.

"Be with you in a second."

The older couple that she is serving
smiles at us and we wave at them as we head down to the back of the
eating space and grab a table near the window.

"I come here a lot when we pass
through," Tom admits as he pulls the menu out of the holder and
flips it my way. "The bacon and eggs are really good."

I scan the menu. It's all the sort of
thing that I grew up on. A slice of home on the road. Very
nice.

The young woman comes over and
surprises me by leaning over and giving Tom a kiss on the
head.

"Thanks for coming in," she says to me.
"Tom told me that you and him really beat those idiots up. They
really needed a beating."

"You know them?"

The woman grins at me
lopsided.

"I worked on your team in 2008.
Admission staff."

That's where I've seen her
before.

"Sorry, I didn't recognize you. How did
you end up
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