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Chapter 1

‘Who?’ I asked, frowning up at my roommate in confusion.

‘Devon Samson! God, Astra, have you been living under a rock or something?’ Elle exclaimed, staring at me wide-eyed. 

‘What?’ I questioned.  ‘What have I missed?’

‘Only the biggest up and coming star on the planet right now, Astra!’ Elle said, her face animated as she came to my side and collapsed onto the sofa next to me.  She drew out her phone and began googling Devon’s name.  ‘She started out on ‘Starcast’ okay.  She was incredible-her voice is just amazing!’ Elle told me.

‘Pop isn’t really my thing,’ I grumbled, unsure of the idea of someone from the popular star-finding show ‘Starcast.’  It wasn’t something I wanted to be associated with.

‘Shut up, Astra.  Keep an open mind,’ Elle scolded me, her dark eyes flicking up and down as she scrolled though the search history on google.  ‘You’re not in a place to be fussy right now. You want to be stuck at a desk job forever?’

‘Nope,’ I grumbled, frustrated.  The idea of that caused my insides to knot up painfully and disappointment fill every vein in my body.

‘Ah okay, here she is…oh my God, she’s gorgeous. Look!’ Elle grinned, clicking on one photo and enlarging it for me.

My eyes widened slightly at the woman pictured.  I didn’t respond to Elle’s ‘gorgeous’ comment but I could see where she was coming from.  She had thick, short dark hair, styled to perfection.  Her face was moody and slightly sultry looking as she pouted at the camera with attitude.  Her full, wide lips got my attention though.  They were perfectly formed and emphasised with her expression. 

‘I mean, I know you’re not gay, but you’ve got to admit she’s a stunner!’ Elle said, nudging me.

‘Ah I don’t know,’ I laughed, chuckling back at her.  ‘You’re the one who knows what looks good on a woman.’

‘That’s right! Which is why you’ve got to let me style you for the audition!’ she said, sitting up to attention.

‘Style me?’ I groaned.  ‘For fuck’s sake…you know that’s not me, Elle!’

‘Astra-Jo Rafflyn!’ Elle exclaimed, ‘As your lesbian best friend, I insist on making you look gorgeous for the audition! You loved it the last time I did your makeover! You admitted it.’

I smiled to myself.  It had been fun.  ‘Alright, I did,’ I admitted, ‘but that doesn’t mean I should go to an audition tarted up for a night out!’ I laughed.

‘No, not as far as we took it the other night,’ Elle nodded, ‘but the fancy clothes, styled hair, eye-liner and the lip gloss-fuck! I would have taken you there and then on the spot!’ she told me; eyes wide.

‘Elle!’ I all-but yelled, shocked.

‘Oh relax!’ She laughed.  ‘You’re like a sister to me-you know that.  But fuck! You looked hot, Astra.  If there was ever a time that I would have given you a go, it would have been then.’

I smiled to myself but then it wavered.  ‘I don’t know, Elle,’ uncertainty filling me.  ‘Is it right for the audition?’

‘Astra, look at her! Look her up on the internet-she’s all about glamming up! She wears heavy stage make-up constantly.  Let’s make you look the part and then the rest is down to you.’

I nodded slowly, thinking it through. 

‘Look, I’ve got to go to work, but I’ll be back later alright? We’ll plan your look for tomorrow.’

‘Fine,’ I responded.  ‘Thanks Elle. I appreciate it.’

‘Well, I love you, gorgeous,’ she said, leaning over and kissing my cheek.  ‘And I want you to get the job.’

I smiled at her, genuine affection filling me.  ‘I’ll see you later.’

‘Yeah,’ she said, clambering off the sofa to head out for the day.  ‘Look her up,’ she ordered.  ‘And do your practice!’

‘I will,’ I told her, smiling.

‘See you later.’

‘See you later,’ I said, waving her off.

Left alone, I picked up my guitar which lay beside me against the sofa and strummed for a while.  It helped me to think.  My fingers flickered over the strings at speed, practicing and playing with skill.  I knew I was good at what I did, I just needed someone to notice me. 

As my thoughts wandered, I considered what Elle had said.  Maybe she was right. Maybe finding my break was about putting myself out there, dressing myself up and really showing the world what I could do.  I resolved to take her advice and see if it helped me at all.

After a while, I put my guitar down and picked up my laptop.  It was time for a little research.  I typed in Devon Samson and when the search results came up, I immediately clicked to images and glanced through the existing pictures of her on the internet.  Scrolling through, my stomach knotted with anticipation.  Despite identifying as ‘straight’ I could see that Devon was a very attractive woman.  Immediately captivated and intrigued by her, lost minutes became hours as I searched everything I could about her.  I searched images, diverted onto YouTube, watched her first audition, watched her winning the show and then went onto interviews, more photos and clips.  It was over two and a half hours later that I surfaced from my rabbit hole of Devon Samson.

Setting the laptop aside, I sat back on the sofa to think.  She was incredible, there was no doubt about it.  I liked her own music, even if I didn’t like some of the songs she sang for other shows.  I began to feel excited about the audition in a way I hadn’t before.  Maybe this was something which could work for me.  She seemed like a cool person, and the thought of meeting her the very next day both intrigued and unsettled me.  Stumbling off the sofa, I headed for the bathroom.

Hours later, Elle arrived back home with a groan of exhaustion.

‘I hope you’ve got dinner on Babygirl, cos I’m knackered!’ she announced.

‘It’s your lucky night, honey,’ I replied, laughing.  ‘Dinners ready and waiting.’

‘You’re kidding, right?’ she said, gaping as she came through into the kitchen.

‘Nope. Steak is on, with chips and peas.  It’s all ready for you,’ I told her.

‘Oh my God, I love you,’ Elle gushed, coming over and planting a kiss on my cheek.

I laughed, used to her affectionate manner with me.  We were the best of friends, and despite the fact that she was gay, it had never stood between us having a genuinely close, female friendship.  In fact, it had helped.  I had never been anywhere close to being a girly type and generally preferred the company of women who were more in touch with their masculine side.  ‘Well, I’ve got favours to ask so I’m buttering you up,’ I grinned.

‘Oh yeah? Now I’m intrigued! But feed me first, okay?’

‘Okay,’ I agreed.

Elle and I sat down, ate our meal and talked about the day.  When we were done, I approached her with my requests.

‘Okay, lay it out, honey.  I can tell you want something,’ Elle grinned.

‘Alright, well I’ve spent the day getting prepared musically and I’ve done my research of Devon online.  Now I need to look the part…really put myself out there.  I want a make-over, and I need you to help me.’

Her eyes lit up with excitement.  ‘No way! Tell me what you want and I’m all over it!’ she gushed, excitedly.  ‘The is like my dream come true.’

I grinned at her, happily.  I had known she would help me with this.

In the bathroom, Elle stood by my side, meeting my eyes in the mirror.  ‘You’re sure? Absolutely sure?’ she asked.

I nodded.  ‘Yeah, do it.  I need a new, edgier look and I think this is just the thing.’

‘Okay then, boss lady!’

Elle lifted her gloved hands to my hair and began applying the bleach.  She didn’t stop until she’d covered all of my sandy, brown hair with the bleach. 

When the colour had taken, she then applied a lightener, giving it a perfect light blonde colour.  That done and dried, she then shaved the underneath section, up to a perfect line which stretched along the underside of my head.  Styling the rest of it up and over my head, my hair was then straightened into place and with one head-flick, I stared in the mirror, stunned.

‘Astra,’ Elle breathed.

‘Oh my God,’ I responded, shocked.  ‘It’s perfect.’

‘It is perfect!’ she told me, clearly pleased with the result.  ‘You look drop-dead fucking gorgeous.  We add some eyeliner and lip gloss and you’re good to go.  Wear black like tonight because it emphasises the blonde and you’re good to go.’

‘I can’t thank you enough,’ I said, turning to wrap her into a hug.

‘You’re welcome, Babygirl.  Now go to bed and get your beauty sleep, alright.  Tomorrow’s your big day-I can just feel it.’

I smiled warmly at her.  Something told me she was right.

Sleeping restlessly all night, I rose early to get ready for the audition which was at three.  It wasn’t particularly early, but I wanted to make sure I was up, composed and prepared for my shot.  After several coffees, I sat down and practiced for hours, making sure I knew all the parts of the songs I was going to audition with.  When I was done, I learnt one of Devon’s songs from a version on YouTube.  It was called ‘Fever’ and had a strong beat and rhythm. 

By lunchtime, I was beyond restless so took myself out for lunch.  Sitting down in my local diner, I nibbled at a burger while staring out the window, people watching as the world walked by.  My nerves were shredded, and it gave me a temporary few minutes of calm before I had to put myself out there and perform.

Performing was something I had always wanted to do.  The trouble was, it went against my natural nature-which was more reserved and a little bit shy.  As the desire to be a guitarist had grown stronger, I had worked on overcoming my stage fright and often put on a mask of being far more confident that I felt inside.

I ate slowly, thinking about the alternative to being a musician.  I currently held down a nine to five office job.  It was boring, basic and dull.  Each day was monotonous and the idea that my future held nothing more than that was beyond upsetting.  Sighing to myself, I left money for my bill and walked out of the diner, heading home.  It was about time to dress myself up for the audition.

Once home, I spent an hour preparing myself.  I dressed in black jeans and a black shirt, added my boots and stared at my reflection.  My new hair looked good against the black of my outfit, but it needed something else…I considered my choices for a moment.  Was make-up the right direction for the audition?  Instinctively I went with yes and started with foundation.  Something told me Devon would be all for a bit of glamming up.

Once my skin was glowing, I then applied eye make-up slowly and carefully.  It wasn’t as perfect as when Elle did it, but the result was pretty good.  I added mascara to the eye shadow, finished with lip gloss and stood back, satisfied.

Glancing at my watch, I saw it was nearly two.  Gathering up my things, I decided to head to the audition early.  I couldn’t sit around waiting any longer and I figured it would give me a chance to calm my nerves.

I checked I had my wallet, phone and keys and then picked up my guitar, slung it over my shoulder and left the flat.

Fifteen minutes, the taxi pulled up to the audition location I had been provided with.  There was a doorman with a clipboard who I watched ticking people off who were coming and going.  I climbed out of the cab, anticipation filling me as the reality of what was about to happen sank in.  This was the biggest shot I had been given in a long time-maybe ever.  I didn’t want to blow it.

‘Thanks for the ride,’ I told the cabbie, and paid him.  Climbing out, I headed over to the door.  When I reached the doorman, he looked me up and down briefly before barking out ‘name?’

‘Uh Astra-Jo Rafflyn,’ I managed, my voice breaking slightly with nerves.

‘3pm.  You’re a bit early,’ he commented, ticking me off on his list.

I noticed I was the last one on his long list of names.  ‘Uh, yeah…sorry about that.’

‘Go on in, take a seat.  You might have a bit of a wait though.  They’re running behind…’

‘No worries,’ I told him, and headed inside.  A wait was fine.  It would give me a chance to settle the anticipation coursing through my veins.

Inside, there were five other women sat around a room.  Chairs around the outside were taken by a range of different musicians, each waiting for their chance. I took a seat away from the rest of the group, considering how different I was from a lot of them.  One woman was older, late forties at least.  There were two women in their thirties, but they looked much more average than I did-regular, normal women-they weren’t wearing much make-up or covered in tattoos.  The other two were just what I would have described as non-descript.  Nothing about them made me turn in interest.  Sighing, I resolved that what would be, would be.  I’d try my best and see how it all turned out.  Seeing that I had a wait set out for me, I lay back and closed my eyes, willing myself to appear calm and chilled-out, even if I felt nothing like that inside. 

Chapter 2

‘Astra-Jo Rafflyn?’ a loud voice called, startling me out of my reverie.

‘Yeah, that’s me,’ I said, opening my eyes and sitting up.  I stood slowly, telling myself to stay calm, collected and cool. 

‘Sorry it’s taken so long.  We’ve seen loads of people today…’ she said, wearily.

‘No worries,’ I replied, lying that it hadn’t made me more anxious to wait outside for so long.  It was nearly 4pm and my insides were shredded with anticipation.

The woman led me through a maze of corridors until we reached a smaller room that the one I had been in before.  As I walked in, four people sat behind a long table waiting to see me.  I glanced along the panel, noticing immediately that Devon wasn’t one of them.  Disappointment and relief flooded through me all at once.  I had been excited to meet the incredible singer but also nervous and worried about what she would think of me.

‘Come in, come in,’ the woman at the end said.  ‘Introduce yourself to the panel please,’ she requested.

I cleared my throat and stood before them, unable to stop myself shifting from foot to foot.  ‘Uh, yeah, sure…my name is Astra-Jo,’ I began, clearing the nerves from my throat again.  ‘I’m a Libra, I love all music-especially the blues and it’s my dream to tour the world as part of a band.’

The room was silent, aside from my beating heart.  It slammed against my chest hard and fast as I stared at the panel.  One of them who sat on the far end, hadn’t even lifted her head from looking at her phone.  Her baseball cap was pulled down low on her face, she couldn’t have seemed more bored.  I made it my mission to make her look up and take notice.

‘Alright then, Astra,’ the woman nodded.  ‘Let’s hear what you’ve got.’

I nodded, pulling my guitar from my bag and strapping it over my shoulder.  A quick tune up later and I began playing.  As my fingers flew over the strings with ease, I found myself thinking how much easier it was to express myself through music, not words.  I’d never been the best speaker in public-that always let me down-but playing was different.  I knew I was good, and I’d damn well show them how good.

I played a well-known rock/metal song, getting into it and moving as the song continued.  My body moved with rhythm and my head dipped and flicked up, my hair moving effectively in a flip as the beat took me captive.  Slowing into a regular rhythm, I moved into one of Devon’s songs flawlessly, my fingers darting over the strings and playing her own song with stunning ease.  I turned away from them slightly, unwilling to let their eyes take me away from the moment of pleasure.  I knew I sounded good, and I didn’t want to ruin that by becoming distracted.

I finished the final riff with flair, lifting my hand in triumph as I played the final chord.  Drawing in a deep breath, I sighed, turned back to face them and met the eyes of the entire panel.

Disbelief, surprise and astonishment registered on their faces as I grinned their way, pleased with my efforts.

My smile froze as the woman on the end wearing the cap, lifted her hand and pushed it back and away.  I gasped audibly, realising the woman herself had been in the room all along.  Devon Samson was gaping at me, her eyes fixed on mine as she reacted to my audition.

‘That was incredible,’ she said, her voice like velvet-warmth flooding my veins.

I dropped my head, telling myself to be cool, to speak normally, to be what she wanted me to be.  ‘Thanks…I uh…’ I broke off, unsure of what to say or do.

‘Come and take a seat,’ Devon offered, standing up and indicating the chair before the panel.

I headed towards them, noticing how tall she was compared to me.  As I approached, I couldn’t help but glance at the woman who was blazing a fireball towards fame. She wore no make-up, not even a tiny glimmer of eye shadow and yet her eyes were incredible.  A bright, iridescent blue colour, fringed by dark, black dashes which accentuated them.  Her smile was wide as I sat down in front of her and her panel.  I couldn’t help glancing at her mouth too.  Her lips were lightly freckled, which fascinated me for a brief second due to the darkness of her hair.  It was an unusual pairing, and it got me thinking about her.

‘So, Astra, is it?’ Devon began, leaning towards me across the table.

I nodded.  ‘Yeah.  Astra-Jo Rafflyn,’ I told her, clearing my throat once again.

‘Do you go by Astra or Astra-Jo?’ he asked.

‘Either,’ I replied, giving her a brief smile.  ‘I really don’t mind.’

She smiled back at me, her white teeth briefly dazzling the room.  ‘Tell me everything about you, Astra-Jo,’ she murmured, silkily, her primal gaze studying me.

I fought the urge to squirm in my chair. My entire focus was on Devon now.  It was like it was only her and I in the room.  She was studying me so intently that I found it hard to look away or concentrate on her question.  I didn’t know what to say so I dodged it a little. ‘What do you want to know?’ I questioned.

‘Everything,’ she murmured, dropping her voice into a husky whisper, and then surprised me by laughing at herself.  ‘I’m only messing with you, Astra,’ she said, grinning happily.  ‘Start with where you come from…the basics.’

‘Ur, well, I’m from London originally.  I grew up here and my family still live here too.  I’ve got a pretty normal family-Mum, stepdad and a sister.’

‘Tell us about your musician history,’ she requested next.

‘Okay, well, I’m self-taught.  I’ve never been formally taught in anyway, so I don’t exactly conform or fit all the boxes.  I play by ear but can read music.  I taught myself.’

‘Interesting,’ Devon murmured. ‘And you say you’re a Libra?’

‘Yep,’ I nodded.  ‘It’s my birthday tomorrow, actually.’

‘Ah nice! Happy birthday,’ she smiled, warmly and continued to study my face, with interest.  ‘I love the way you wear your make-up,’ she said then, pausing and leaning her hand onto her chin thoughtfully.  ‘Do you wear it much?’

‘I love make-up,’ I told her, ‘especially when performing…’

‘Why?’ she questioned, looking genuinely interested.

‘Well…I guess it’s because…it makes me feel good.  I feel good about myself when I get dressed up. It also makes me take on my more confident side.  It helps me to perform I guess overall.’

Devon stared at me for a long moment, her eyes studying me with more than a little interest.  When she spoke, she threw me completely. ‘Can you play the bass?’ Devon asked then, unexpectedly.

I frowned, considering the question. 

‘It’s just, I’m going to be straight with you right now…we’ve already found our lead guitarist today and she’s signed on to join the tour. What we still need now is a bassist-and I like your aesthetic and the way you play.  I’m hoping you could try and audition for the bass part?’

‘I, uh…well, I’m a guitarist first and foremost,’ I began, ‘But I can…well, yeah, I do play the bass.’

‘I’m going to level with you, Astra-Jo,’ Devon said, ‘We’ve been auditioning all day long and I’ve had enough.  I want to go back to my hotel and sleep off the headache I’ve got.  Would you come back tomorrow and audition for us again-on the bass?’ she requested.  ‘I like you.  You’ve got something special; I think.  Will you come back again tomorrow?’ she asked.  ‘Same place, same time?’

I swallowed hard and answered instinctively. ‘Yes,’ I said, before thinking.  ‘Yeah, sure.’

‘Great,’ Devon smiled.  ‘Well, we’ll see you tomorrow, Astra.  I look forward to meeting you again when my head isn’t pounding like this,’ she said with a grimace.

‘Alright then,’ I responded, getting to my feet.

I finally glanced back along the line of other people at the audition, realising I had been completely entranced by Devon since she had engaged me in conversation.  ‘I’ll see you tomorrow.  Thanks for the opportunity.’

‘See you tomorrow, Astra-Jo,’ Devon said, giving me an easy smile.  She turned and was gone.

I gathered up my guitar and bag and left, taking my cue.  Leaving the building quickly, I felt myself walking on air as I headed back out into the light of day.  As sunlight streamed into my consciousness, I blinked myself back to reality.  Heading for a cab, I asked for my favourite music shop and was soon driving through the busy London streets.

An hour and a half later, I arrived back home.  My bank account was now empty, but I had a new bass guitar and a burning desire inside me to learn it.  Slamming the door, I headed straight for my room, shut the door and began a massive learning curve.

‘Astra? Astra?’ Elle called, startling me out of my reverie.

‘I’m in here!’ I called, turning towards to door, my forehead creased with concentration.

‘Hey gorgeous!’ she grinned, rushing into my room and plopping down beside me.  ‘How the hell was it? Devon frickin’ Samson! Was she gorgeous? Was she nice? Tell me everything! Oh, how did it go?’

I released the breath I was holding and sighed. ‘Oh my God, Elle…it was…fuck! I don’t know!’ I groaned, falling back on my bed with the bass gripped to my chest.

‘Hang on…what’s that? A bass? You’re not a bassist?’

‘I know,’ I groaned. ‘They’ve got someone already for lead guitar, but apparently, they liked me.  They want me to go back tomorrow and audition for the bass role.’

‘Uh…but you’re a guitarist! Can you even play bass?’ she asked, frowning.

‘I can, yeah. Not as good as the guitar but it’s not hugely different. I’ve got to practice like fuck tonight though to be ready for tomorrow.’

‘But wait-Astra, it’s your birthday tomorrow! The party!’ she exclaimed, looking shocked.

‘Elle; this is my chance. I’m going to have to bail on the party I’m afraid.  I’m really sorry, but as you said yourself-she’s Devon frickin’ Samson!’

Elle smiled, seductively.  ‘What was she like?’ she asked, edging closer.

I shoved her playfully on the arm but grinned. ‘She was pretty cool actually,’ I admitted.

‘Yeah?’ she smiled.  ‘And gorgeous, right?’

I laughed.  ‘I don’t know about that-more your kind of thing, I guess. How the hell do you know if a woman is gorgeous?’ I questioned.

‘Oh, believe me, honey, you just know.’

I felt myself blush so turned away from her to veil my reaction.  Devon was gorgeous, that was plain to see, but I didn’t like to admit that I had noticed-especially not to Elle.

‘So, did you talk to the big woman herself then?’ Elle asked.

‘Yep,’ I smiled.

‘And…what did she say?’

‘Uh, well, she said she ‘liked my aesthetic’ and the way I play…’

Elle threw her head back and laughed. ‘Did she say that? She likes your aesthetic?’

‘Yeah? Why?’

‘Because you know what that means!’ she chuckled, lying back against the headboard. ‘She thinks your cute!’

‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ I said, shaking my head, but felt my colour rising once again.  What was wrong with me? Honestly! Blushing like a young schoolgirl.

‘Astra; you’re frigging stunning-and to a woman like Devon, you’re going to be fresh meat. She’ll think you’re cute as well a good player, so you’re bound to be in there.’

‘If I can learn these guitar parts,’ I muttered, ‘but…hang on…’ I murmured, thinking fast, ‘I don’t want her to be thinking that, right?’

‘What-about you being cute?’ she questioned.

‘Yeah! Honestly, Elle-that would be the quickest way out of the band. Imagine I got in and got my break finally-then she wants something from me that I’m not willing to give. I’d be well gone!’ I exclaimed, moaning in frustration.

‘Oh, Astra, you’re overthinking things as usual.  The woman probably wants gorgeous, cute girls as well as good players to be part of her band.  You shouldn’t worry-just go for it and see what comes of it.’

I sighed.  ‘I’d better practice then,’ I said, apologetically.  ‘I’m sorry about the party.’

‘That’s alright. I understand.  If it were me, I’d do exactly the same thing.  Maybe you could join us later in the evening?’

‘For sure,’ I told her, smiling.  By that time, I’d be simply glad it was all over. 

‘I’ll leave you to practice then,’ Elle told me, standing to leave.  ‘If you need anything, let me know-and don’t forget to eat!’ she added.

‘Yes, Mum!’ I laughed and winked at her affectionately.

She grinned at me from the door, leaning against the jam.  ‘Friggin’ gorgeous you are, baby girl,’ she told me in closing.  ‘If only you knew,’ she sighed.

She left and I watched her retreating form, wondering what she was talking about.  I turned back to the guitar and continued to learn Devon’s songs.

Hours and hours later, in the dead of night, I finally left my room.  I had learnt everything I could in a short amount of time and my aching stomach told me I needed to eat something like Elle had reminded me.  I couldn’t remember the last time I had even had a drink, so before I slept, I would put that right.

I went into the kitchen and made myself a simple sandwich. I then sat down in the lounge, flicking through the TV channels to find something to watch.  With nothing taking my interest, I switched the TV onto YouTube and found myself searching for Devon videos.  I began watching and became lost in her voice.  She truly was mesmerising.  Her voice was incredible-strong, soft, haunting and heavy.  I loved the different inflections created in different songs and how she adapted herself to different melodies. Her easy smile and infectious laugh began to seep into my senses too.  In interviews and videos, I noticed she smiled a lot and used her eyes to capture the interest of the camera.  It was captivating.

It was over an hour later that I realised the remote had slipped from my hand and I was sleeping on the sofa at a funny angle.  Hauling myself off the sofa, I stumbled to my room and collapsed on the bed. Falling into a deep sleep, my dreams were haunted by the woman who was seeping into every ounce of my being.

The following day, I woke feeling apprehensive.  I decided to channel the emotion into creativity and reached straight for my guitar to practice.  Hours later when I left my room for the bathroom, I found a card and gift on the countertop in the kitchen-a present from Elle.  I smiled to myself, finally remembering the fact it was my birthday.  Twenty-nine, I mused.  It was getting uncomfortably close to thirty for my liking.

I opened the card and gift and smiled happily.  She was such a thoughtful best friend. I set the card on the top and opened the present she had bought me.  My mood lifted; I headed off to get ready for the day.

Once I had made myself up-make-up heavier than the day before-I packed up everything I needed and headed out.  I knew I would be more than a little early, but I was eager and ready to audition again.  With nerves skipping merrily through my system, I left my small flat and hurried down the stairs to hail the nearest cab.

The ride was spent musing on everything I had learnt about Devon the previous night on YouTube. It was amazing what you could find out from watching interviews, videos and performances.  I knew more than the average fan girl would know and had analysed songs, body language and personality from watching all night.  I was determined to nail the audition now-to make her want me in every way I knew how-for her band, her tour and for herself.  Seeing how she responded to other women made me realise that flirting may create an advantage for me.  She seemed to like pretty, blonde women who were petite and had cute faces.  I ticked all those boxes so decided I would play up to her even more the time.  Despite not being gay, it wasn’t difficult to find her sexually attractive. She oozed sexuality in a way which was rare and extraordinary.  It wouldn’t be hard to play up to her.

When I arrived at the audition location for the second time in as many days, I left the cab with my heart beating fast and hard in my chest.  I thanked the driver and then headed in, keen to settle my nerves before I had to play. 

Inside, no-one else sat in the room at all.  It was empty and quiet.  I sat down, my body tense and tight, coiled like a spring.  I willed myself to relax but it wasn’t happening.  I leant back, focused on the song I was going to play and ran it through in my head.

‘Astra-Jo!’ I heard moments later, startling me out of my rehearsal in my head.

I opened my eyes to see the woman who had been on my mind for the past day.  Devon.  She looked surprised to see me, but I simply smiled.  ‘Hey, good to see you,’ I said, keeping it cool.

‘And you.  Thanks for coming back,’ she said, stepping towards me and extending her hand.

I stood and accepted her handshake, feeling a jolt pass through my system as our hands touched and connected.  My eyes flew to hers, and I knew she sensed something too.  A moment passed which would have been almost imperceptible to anyone but her and I.  I pulled away quickly and cleared my throat-something which was becoming a nervous habit around the woman.  ‘I’m a little early,’ I said, smiling up at her under my lashes-lashes which I had decorated and darkened with her in mind.  I knew she liked her eye make-up and had based my look today on how she had styled herself in one of her performances.

‘No, it’s great.  We can get going early! I don’t want to take up your entire day with this,’ Devon murmured, her eyes scanning my face with interest.

‘It’s my birthday,’ I blurted, unsure why.  ‘I’m heading out later with friends,’ I told her unnecessarily.

One, arched eyebrow snaked upwards.  ‘Oh really?’ she smiled.  ‘Happy birthday Astra! I’m sorry to call you in on a day when you should be celebrating.’

‘It’s fine,’ I replied.  ‘I’m glad to be here,’ I assured her.  ‘I’ve learnt the bass parts to all of your album.  I’m ready to go,’ I added.

‘I’ll bet you are,’ she grinned, her eyes flickering down briefly to my lips and then back to meet my eyes.

I held her intense gaze and didn’t allow it to waver. I could feel her interest and I wanted to capitalise on it as much as possible.

‘Come on then, Astra-Jo.  I’ve been looking forward to watching you play again.’

‘Hearing me play, don’t you mean?’ I teased, playing into her blatant appraisal of me.

She threw her head back and laughed, that infectious sound filling me to the core.  I had learnt the laugh the night before, pouring over videos on YouTube.  In person, it was far more effective. 

‘Come on, Astra-Jo.  I think I’m going to enjoy this!’

I followed her down the corridor, noting the deliberate sway of her hips as she moved with grace towards the room.  Her walk was confident, measured and had the beginnings of a strut.  I smiled to myself, glancing at her arse as she moved before me.  She was flirting with me for sure-and that was sure to help my cause.

‘Guys, Astra is here already so I brought her in early.  We all ready?’ Devon asked.

‘Sure,’ they all replied, taking seats from where they had been standing around, chatting.

‘Show us what you’ve got, Astra,’ Devon requested, giving me a wink as I stood before them. 

‘No worries,’ I replied, silkily, withdrawing the bass from the case and settling the strap over my shoulder carefully.  I took position in the centre of the room before them and then eased my head forward for flipping my long, blonde hair back into place-well aware of the effect that movement had when I played.  I had practiced, recorded and watched back myself playing-and Elle had often called it my ‘sexiest move.’ I met Devon’s eyes, pursed my lips ever so slightly to accentuate them and then launched into the beginning of one of her songs. 

Performance took over then and my nerves disappeared.  I played, rocked and moved to the music as I played my heart out.  As I neared the end of the middle chorus, I blended the music carefully and started a different song, flipping my hair back and forth with energy as the faster, frenzied beat took hold of me.  My fingers flew over the bass, finding their place and playing with skill.  I finished with a flourish and lifted my hand above my head in triumph.  Opening my eyes, I met the gazes of the five people sat in the room.  Knowing I had done well, I smiled widely and released the breath I hadn’t realised I had been holding. Lifting her hands, Devon began to clap.

Chapter 3

‘Wow, Astra, that was great,’ Devon told me, her eyes intent on mine once again.

‘Thank you,’ I said, nodding graciously.

Murmuring then focused around the table with the five others and I waited patiently, my fate in their hands.

When they finally stopped talking, it was Devon who addressed me.  ‘Astra, I like how you play.  I like your style.  The thing is the band will likely be touring soon.  I need to know the people around me are going to fit in and be the right people to live and work with.’

I nodded, unsure of whether he was headed towards a yes or a no.  ‘Okay…’

‘I’d like to spend a few hours talking to you, getting to know you, and seeing whether we get on.  Would that be cool?’ he asked.

I swallowed hard.  ‘Yeah…I mean…sure,’ I nodded, feeling my stomach clench and churn. The idea of spending time with Devon one on one sounded intense.  Intense and downright incredible.

‘Okay.  Come on then, Astra…there’s a dressing room out the back.  We can go and chill in there.’

I felt my feet moving before I realised, I was following her and then I fell into step beside her.  We walked down another maze of corridors until she opened a door and ushered me in.  Inside it was smaller than I expected for such a big star, but it was cosy, intimate and comfortable.  A corner sofa offered us somewhere to sit and she encouraged me to take a seat so we could begin our conversation.

‘Can I get you a drink, Astra?’ Devon offered, opening the small fridge which was on a countertop.

‘Sure,’ I said, swallowing my nervousness.  ‘Whatever you’re having…’

She quirked one eyebrow at me, as was seemingly her habit.  ‘A beer?’ she laughed.

‘Oh, uh no…wine?’ I asked, hopefully.

‘Sure,’ he chuckled, passing me a glass and flopping down on the sofa beside me, close enough to almost touch but with enough distance between us for comfort.  ‘So, Astra…just relax, hmm? It’s going to be an intense tour if everything goes to plan, so I just need people around me that fit, alright?’

‘Yeah,’ I nodded. ‘I understand that.  If you’re travelling the world with people, you need to get along.’

‘Right…so tell me about you.  What can you tell me that I need to know?’ she asked, rubbing her chin thoughtfully.  ‘I already know Mattie from working with her before, so I didn’t have to do this with her.  Our drummer Erin is a friend of Mattie’s as well, so I know her through Mattie.  You’re the final piece of the puzzle…potentially.’

I nodded, feeling the pressure.  ‘Well, I’m pretty easy going,’ I murmured, looking up at her from under my darkened lashes.  ‘I generally get along with people pretty well.’

‘Yeah? You a social or quiet homely type?’ she asked.

‘Honestly, quiet and homely type.  I love the odd night out but ultimately, I’m a quiet kind of person.’

‘Okay,’ she said, not giving any of her thoughts away.  ‘Love or a hater? Calm or argumentative?’

‘Oh calm,’ I reassured her.  ‘I’m a lover all the way-I’m pretty chilled all round.  My friends think I’m too relaxed,’ I laughed.

‘Really? Interesting. I’m the opposite,’ Devon told me.  ‘Pretty highly strung, quick to temper and can be argumentative.  I need the opposite kind of people around me to keep me down,’ she admitted.

I nodded, wondering about the complex character in front of me. 

‘Tell me a bit about your background,’ she requested.  ‘Do you have family?’

‘Yeah,’ I told her, ready to open up. ‘My Mum and my stepdad live here in London-on the outskirts. My Dad lives in London elsewhere too.  I have one older sister, Cassie.  She’s thirty-four and is married with kids.  She’s an accountant and her husband is in finance. They’ve got a beautiful house and the kids are gorgeous.  She’s basically everything I’m not-settled, sorted and happy,’ I told her, laughing mirthlessly.

‘Ah Astra…’ Devon almost whined, a faint chuckle on the end of the sound.

‘No, I’m kind of joking,’ I replied, although there was truth in my statement.  ‘I’ve just never really lived up to my parents’ expectations-well, my Dad’s at least. I know for sure they didn’t want their daughter to be nearly thirty, out of work chasing a dream and still dressing like an emo slash heavy metal kid.’

Devon raised her eyebrows at me and sighed.  ‘We’re forever trying to live up to our parents’ expectations, Astra.  Sometimes it’s better just to not even try…’

‘I bet your parents are proud!’ I commented.  ‘You’re doing incredibly!’

‘Thanks,’ she said, humbly, ‘but it wasn’t always that way.  I’ve fought for the level of success for years.  I’ve also spent years trying to teach them that being gay isn’t wrong or a crime…’

I met her eyes, understanding a little more about her.  Sighing I bit my lip gently.  ‘I guess everyone has issues with Mum and Dad.’

‘We do,’ she nodded.  ‘So, what have you been doing for work while you chase the dream, Astra?’

‘Working in a call centre.  It’s utterly soul destroying,’ I told her.

‘I can imagine.  And what about living-do you live alone? With parents?’ she enquired.

‘I have a flat which I share with another woman,’ I told her.

‘Ah okay.  So, you have a roommate?’

‘Yeah, my friend Elle.  We’ve been best friends for years,’ I smiled.

‘Oh nice.  What’s she like?’ Devon wondered.

‘She’s gorgeous,’ I grinned.  ‘Such a quality, nice human being.  She’s gay and has been with her partner for a year now so she’s happy which is nice for her. We’ve known each other since school so I’m really happy that she’s finally found someone who settles her down and makes her think about the future.’

‘You sound so fond of her,’ Devon commented.

‘I am,’ I smiled.  ‘She’s the best.’

‘Have you two ever been together?’ Devon wondered.

‘Me and Elle?’ I asked, surprised.  ‘No! We’re just friends!’ I said, laughing the comment off, not quite ready to reveal my sexuality to Devon.  Unfortunately, what came next forced me into revealing more than I had planned.

‘So, you’re single?’ she asked, leaning ever so slightly closer to me in a smooth move which reminded me of the way a tiger stalks its prey.

‘Yeah, I am.  You?’ I asked back, maintaining eye contact-which was incredibly intense.  Her blazing, blue eyes were an incredible shade…almost violet in the light.

‘Very single,’ she murmured, silkily, her voice like velvet.  ‘So, Astra…’ she began, and then paused.

‘Yes?’

‘I find you pretty attractive, if you haven’t noticed already,’ she revealed. 

I felt myself swallow involuntarily. 

‘Do you want to sleep with me?’ she asked, completely stopping me in my tracks.

I gaped at her, stunned.  ‘What?’ I exclaimed.

‘You heard me,’ she all-but whispered.

I couldn’t help but drop my jaw, staring at her huge blue eyes with shock.  ‘I…no!’ I exclaimed, clearly.  ‘No,’ I repeated, for added effect.

She sat back then, arms wide against the sofa, watching me with interest.  ‘No?’ she questioned.  ‘You surprise me, Astra.’

I shook my head, wrestling with the butterflies coursing through my stomach at her unwavering, intense gaze.  ‘I never intended to give you the wrong impression, Devon.  I’m here for a job.  Playing guitar,’ I added, to make it very, very clear.  ‘I don’t plan on fucking you.’

Devon held my gaze, not for a second looking away.  ‘Why?’ she asked.

‘I’m here for a job,’ I repeated.  ‘To play guitar.’

‘And if you weren’t?’ she asked, curiously.

‘It’d still be a no,’ I told her.  ‘I’m uh…actually straight,’ I said, against the lump in my throat, wondering why it felt so uncomfortable to tell her that.

Devon’s eyebrows shot to the ceiling.  ‘You’re joking?’ she murmured, leaning towards me once again.

‘Nope,’ I said, regretting losing the flirtation which I felt I could use to my advantage with the woman.  ‘I don’t date women, I’m afraid, so I wouldn’t be interested in doing anything like that with you.’

Devon grinned.  ‘Never say never,’ she laughed.  ‘No, actually that’s good,’ she said, shaking her head and becoming serious suddenly.  ‘I found out today that the tour is definitely going ahead, starting in America.  What you’ve just told me actually makes it easier to get you on board as part of the band.’

‘It does?’ I frowned.  ‘How’s that?’ I wondered.

‘Well,’ she said, drawing out the word slowly, ‘You’re kind of pretty, Astra,’ she admitted, smiling at me from under her lashes flirtatiously.  ‘And everything about you was telling me that you were gay, so in any ordinary circumstance, I would have come on to you…’

I felt myself swallow involuntarily but I maintained my cool.  ‘You would have been disappointed, I’m afraid,’ I said, smiling kindly at her.

She cocked her head, clearly amused by me.  ‘Oh yeah?’

‘Yes.  So, where does that leave us?’ I asked, hoping it wasn’t going to stop me being successful with the big break.

‘That’s what was I was getting to.  We’re going to tour, live together, play together.  Relationships and sex just mess with that.  I’m actually glad you’re straight, Astra.  It’ll make things easier.’

‘It takes that complication away, I guess,’ I murmured.

‘It sure does,’ she smiled, ‘but I can still appreciate having a pretty girl around to look at,’ she grinned.

‘Oh yeah? I’m your normal type, am I?’ I chuckled.

‘Damn close,’ she nodded.  ‘You’re gorgeous, Astra,’ she drawled, ‘Look at you! I don’t know how I’m going to stand being around you knowing you’re not interested though!’

I felt my stomach turn upside down.  ‘I’m getting the impression that may be a good thing.’

‘True,’ she said, considering me closely.  ‘I’ve got to say though, I can’t believe you’re straight, Astra! Do you get that a lot?’

‘What? People thinking I’m gay?’ I questioned.

‘Yeah!’

‘Well, sometimes,’ I told her, thinking about how many times people had made assumptions about me.  ‘I don’t play by the rule book I suppose.  I’m in touch with my femininity as well as my masculine side, I like my tattoos and sometimes I dress pretty butch,’ I murmured.  ‘That being said,  I’m just me,’ I told her, softly, looking up at her from under my lashes, ‘And quite frankly, I don’t give a fuck what people think about me.  I am who I am.  I don’t care what people think.  In many ways, I find it quite funny.’

Devon stared at me, her eyes scanning my face dreamily.  ‘You know what, Astra-Jo, I think I like you,’ she said, softly.  ‘I reckon we’d get along…’

‘Me too,’ I told her, smiling back.  ‘So, does that mean I’m hired?’ I asked, feeling anticipation rushing through my veins like a flood.

‘It means exactly that,’ she grinned.  ‘I like you Astra-and more than that, you’re very talented.  For a guitarist to learn those bass lines within a day shows me that you’re very good at what you do.  I reckon I’m going to enjoy working-and touring with you.’

I smiled, so happy I could burst. ‘Me too. Thank you so much,’ I told her, sincerely, standing as she stood too.  ‘I’m over the moon,’ I told her, happily.

She smiled, looking radiant, and stepped forwards to envelop me in a bear hug. I lifted my arms to her back, accepting the unexpected contact. Her huge, warm hug surrounded every inch of me and for a moment I closed my eyes, savouring the moment. ‘Welcome to the band, Astra-Jo,’ she said, lifting her head up and looking down at me.

‘Thanks Devon,’ I smiled.

She didn’t say anything for a moment and when she did, she sounded a little hesitant which was rare for her.  ‘So, uh…what are you doing for your birthday? Big night out?’ she asked.

I felt my brows knit together slightly as I looked up at her and tried to read her expression. I found it difficult and wasn’t sure if she was angling for an invite or just asking out of curiosity.  ‘My friends had planned a whole thing,’ I laughed, ‘But I bailed to come here today,’ I told her with a sardonic laugh. ‘Worth it though!’

‘Oh Astra! So, you missed your birthday for me?’ she questioned.

‘No, no…I’ll go down the club later,’ I told her.  ‘I can celebrate then.’

‘What club do you go to?’

‘Uh, Basement Five,’ I told her, angling my head a little and scanning her expression.  ‘I don’t know if you’ve heard of it?’

‘No, I haven’t, actually…’

‘It’s kind of underground.  Heavy rock, metal-that type of thing. It’s pretty cool.  Dark caves and booths for drinking.  My idea of a night out,’ I told her, smiling.

‘Sounds it.’

‘You, uh…I mean, you’re welcome to come, uh,’ I began awkwardly, wondering why on earth I was asking Devon Samson to come out with me.  She was on her way to being incredibly famous-why on earth would she want to tag along to an underground club with me on my birthday? ‘I mean…’ I broke off.

‘I’d love to,’ Devon smiled, her mood lifting brightly.  ‘Thought you’d never ask.

My mouth actually fell a little open in surprise.  ‘Yeah? Well, uh…cool,’ I said, masking my surprise and shutting my mouth firmly closed.  ‘You, uh…want to get some food before we go?  It’s a bit early for getting drunk.’

Devon’s eyebrow arched up on one side.  ‘Oh Astra, somehow I can’t wait to see what a night out with you is going to be like,’ she smiled.  ‘Yeah, let’s eat.  I know a place-my treat.’

‘You don’t have to do that,’ I argued, but thinking about my lack of funds in my bank account since buying the bass.

‘Don’t be silly.  Your birthday, my treat.  Let’s go and celebrate,’ she said, reaching for my hand and pulling me along behind her out the room.  I followed willingly, letting her drag me out and along the corridor.  Smiling with pure happiness and brimming with joy, I let Devon guide me out of the building.

Devon made a quick phone call and arranged for us to have a car ready to take us wherever we wanted to go.  I climbed into the stretch limo feeling anticipation filling me.  Stashing my bass into one corner of the back seat, I turned to Devon as she clambered in beside me. 

‘What?’ she grinned.

‘This is fancy!’ I laughed.

‘Get used to it, honey.  Only the best for you from this point on.’

I felt my eyebrow quirk in surprise.  If this was what being part of Devon Samson’s band was going to be like, I knew I was sure to enjoy it.  ‘Wow,’ was all I could murmur.

‘Seriously,’ she said, meeting my eyes.  ‘The is going to be bigger than anything you could ever imagine, Astra.  We’re going to be treated like stars…I’m only getting used to it myself, but it’s pretty incredible.’

‘I can barely imagine,’ I mumbled, lost in her blue eyes.

She leant back and sighed.  ‘I can’t tell you what the change is like in your life…suddenly being someone who people want to know, what to touch and want to watch…it’s very, very cool.  When people begin to adore you, life changes.  It’s amazing, incredible…life-changing for sure. It’s also irreversible.  Things are never the same again.  Are you ready for that, Astra?’

‘Honestly, I’m not sure,’ I told her, ‘but I can’t wait to find out.’

Devon just looked over and smiled.

The limo took us to the posh end of London town and pulled up outside the side entrance of the famous ritz hotel.  My eyebrows arched in surprise.

‘This is where you’re staying?’ I asked.

‘Sure is.  Private dining is a must at the moment.  Do you mind? They’re very discreet here. We can eat in peace without disturbance from fans and onlookers.’

I grinned, unable to hide my pleasure.  ‘I don’t mind, Devon-although I don’t think I’m dressed for The Ritz.’

She winked at me, happily.  ‘Astra, chill-look at what I’m wearing.  We’re dressed in a similar way. They’re not going to chuck you out anyway.  You’re with me,’ she said, simply.

I grinned, feeling unbelievably happy.  ‘Alright.  Let’s do this.’

We climbed out of the limo and Devon led me in the side door where she was welcomed like royalty.  After requesting a private dining room for dinner, the maître d led us down a corridor and then into a beautiful room where she held our chairs out for us so we could sit down for dinner.  After laying the table for us, he left us with menus to peruse while he collected our drinks.

My eyes flickered down the array of French dishes which sounded completely unfamiliar to me, and I glanced up under my eye lashes at Devon.  To my surprise, she was watching me closely, her eyes intent on my face.  I felt myself blush slightly and I smiled, conscious of myself. 

‘Anything take your fancy?’ she asked, seductively huskily.

I smiled wider.  ‘I haven’t got a clue.  It’s all French to me,’ I laughed.

She grinned, sitting back to watch me.  ‘Seriously, Astra, order whatever.  They’ll make it for you.’

‘What are you having?’ I asked, unable to tear my gaze from her azure-blue eyes.  They had a hypnotic quality which was having an undeniable effect on me. 

‘Pasta probably…’ she murmured, without glancing down at the menu.

I set mine aside.  ‘I’ll eat what you order,’ I decided, trying to not let the tremor I felt deep within intercept its way into my voice.

‘Alright,’ she said softly, leaning back onto the table and scanning my face.  ‘I’ll just order a few dishes, and we can share.  Sounds nice,’ she chuckled. ‘Like a date would be if you were gay!’

I grinned, folding my arms across me.  ‘It’s best, remember? No distractions from the task at hand.’

‘That’s right, Astra! That’s right,’ she nodded. 

As the waiter returned, I watched Devon as she ordered and wondered what it was about her that was so captivating.  Watching from the other side of the table as she charmed the waiter, I supposed that was why she had captured the hearts of so many adoring fans-she was quite frankly an incredible, talented woman.

When the server walked away, Devon turned back at me and cocked her head a little.  ‘What?’ she asked, a half-laugh coming from her generous mouth.

‘What?’

‘You were looking at me,’ she commented, her eyes scanning me and finally settling on my eyes.

I shrugged.  ‘I find you fascinating,’ I told her, without preamble.  ‘I was just noticing how easily you charmed that waiter…people must fall at your feet, huh?’

She grinned but then shook her head.  ‘It’s not completely like that,’ she told me.  ‘But it is interesting how fame changes how some people act towards you.  It’s not all positive, Astra.  There’s highs and lows-you should be aware of that.’

I nodded, thinking.  ‘I guess it’s hard to know who to trust in a position like yours. Like, who is your true friend and who’s just there for the benefits, right?’

‘Exactly.  And sometimes it’s hard to figure out,’ she admitted.  ‘It’s all pretty new to me, you know Astra.  The fame…the adoration from some.  It’s cool in some ways, but it’s also…I don’t know…it’s like meeting you for example, Astra.’

‘How so?’ I asked, tilting my head to regard her with interest.

‘Well, I lack the trust I used to have…I find myself trying to figure you out before getting you on board.  That sucks.’

I nodded.  ‘I get it,’ I murmured.  ‘You have to be a bit of a detective…and good at reading people.’

‘I find you difficult to read,’ she said huskily, her beautiful voice lilting slightly as she spoke.

I found myself swallowing involuntarily.  ‘Yeah? I’m pretty open I think.’

Devon smiled at that.  ‘You are…open,’ she chuckled.

‘Hey-are you making fun of me?’ I protested but laughed.  It was impossible not to under the warmth of her expression.

‘No, not at all.  I just love the fact that you’re so open.  Most straight women are far from it.  You’re…different, I think.’

‘You don’t know the half of it,’ I joked.

She grinned.  ‘I reckon we’re gonna have fun together, Astra.’

‘Me too,’ I replied, enjoying the weight of her gaze.  It made me feel special, for her to be so interested in me-especially as she was so famous now.

The food arrived and I lifted the fork to my mouth tentatively.  Shy in front of some people, I found eating to be something which made me self-conscious.

‘Tuck in, Astra! You’re tiny!’

‘Oh, I eat,’ I assured her.  ‘I’m just naturally thin and kind of small, I guess.’

‘Fucking gorgeous,’ she muttered, sighing heavily and placing her fork down for a moment.

I spluttered, coughing in surprise at her words.  ‘What the hell?’ I laughed.

‘You are!’ she exclaimed.

‘Shut up,’ I said, letting my soft, blonde hair fall across the side of my face to hide my embarrassment.

‘Astra,’ she began, in a voice which sounded like she was about to scold me, ‘Surely you know how absolutely stunning you are? Oh my God, if you were interested in women, you’d be just my type.’

‘And what type is that?’ I enquired, interested in the woman in front of me for more reasons that I really should.

‘Petite, pretty and blonde.  Talented, intelligent and funny don’t hurt either.’

I felt the weight of the compliment shake my calm demeanour and I shifted in my chair with unease. ‘I uh…thanks?’

She smiled and lifted her fork again.  ‘Anyway, eat.  Even gorgeous girls like you need your food,’ she said, winking.

‘Shut up,’ I laughed, enjoying her naturally teasing nature and began to lift my own fork to my lips.  Enjoying the delicious flavour, I let myself relax once more.

Chapter 4

Devon and I ate and chatted for the next half an hour and when we were done, Devon dismissed the waiter with a brief ‘add it to my tab’ comment.

I groaned.  ‘Sorry I can’t contribute to dinner today.  Next time, it’s on me,’ I told her with a smile of promise.

She smiled at me happily.  ‘Don’t be silly.  It’s been lovely to spend the time sharing dinner with you.  So…uh, do you struggle?’ she asked, a little tentatively.

‘No!’ I exclaimed, vehemently.  ‘I do okay-I mean, I work…I earn.  It’s just that I emptied my bank account yesterday,’ I told her on an embarrassed laugh, ‘Buying a bass.’

Devon’s mouth dropped open.  ‘What?’

‘Well, I needed to get the gig, right?’

She gaped at me.  ‘Oh Astra! Blimey…well, now I’m really glad I bought you dinner! Wow,’ she chuckled, shaking her head.  ‘Come on…let’s go to one more place before we head out for your birthday.’

‘Where?’ I asked, curiously.

‘Ah well, that would be telling.  Come on,’ she said, extending her hand towards me.

I glanced at it before taking it and letting her pull me up.  ‘Devon…’ I mumbled, wondering what she was up to.  Her mischievous grin told me she had a plan.

‘Come on!’ she repeated.  ‘It’s your birthday! Let’s not waste a minute of it.

I ignored the feeling of her larger, warm hand encircling mine and let her lead me out of the hotel towards the car.  I got in while Devon spoke to the driver and then she joined me in the back.  Smiling over at me, I felt the tug of her incredible aura once more.  There was absolutely something charismatic, beguiling and special about the woman. 

The car drove down the street, took a left turn and then pulled up outside the back entrance of a well-known and popular music store-the best London had to offer. 

‘What are we doing?’ I asked, as Devon grinned and pulled me after her as she exited the car.

‘Shopping,’ she told me happily, tucking her hair under a baseball cap and then grabbing me by the hand.

I followed her, a huge grin on my face.  As we walked through the back entrance, Devon was greeted by the manager and then escorted into a side room which looked like a musician’s dream.  Amps stacked from floor to ceiling, a range of guitars adorning the walls and a complete set up to jam and play with drums included in the corner of the room.

‘What are we doing?’ I hissed, feeling inconspicuous.

‘It’s your birthday, Astra-Jo.  I want to get you a present,’ she said simply.

My mouth almost dropped to the floor.  ‘I can’t let you do that,’ I said, as my stomach flipped over and over again with tension.

Devon just laughed. ‘I’m doing it, Astra.  I love treating my friends-and band friends for that matter.  So, what’s your thing? You tell me what you want to look at and they’ll bring it here.  You can jam, try it out and choose your favourite.’

‘Seriously?’ I gaped.

‘Yeah! Get the one you’ve always dreamed of.  Money is no object…what’s your dream guitar?’ she asked, tilting her head to watch me closely.

I hesitated before speaking, ‘Well…a Les Paul is the ultimate…I’ve never been able to afford one though,’ I laughed, ‘No matter how many times I’ve visited music shops to try then out,’ I laughed.

‘Well then let’s find you your Les Paul,’ she said, seemingly pleased with herself.

I floated along on a wave of endorphins, complete disbelief running through my system.  I could not believe how generous, and kind Devon was being with me, and despite my resolve to refuse her present, she clearly was not taking no for an answer.

The manager returned moments later with two high end guitars, which were both absolutely stunning from the moment I laid eyes on them.  The sunburst design caught my attention immediately and reached for it eagerly, settling down on the stool.  My fingers began to move over the fretboard and the strings felt smooth and silky beneath my callused pads.  I began to play-one of Devon’s songs-and closed my eyes as I got lost in the tune.  Breathing deeply as I came to the end of the verse and chorus, I lifted my head and smiled at Devon.

She was gazing down at me, an indescribable expression adorning her face.  I felt my grin splitting my face as I felt the gorgeous instrument in my arms, cradling it with as much care as I would a new-born baby.

‘I think that’s the one,’ Devon murmured, huskily, the hitch in her voice betraying the emotion she was feeling.

I nodded, unable to speak.  I felt myself swallow involuntarily as her liquid-blue eyes failed to drop their hypnotic gaze from mine.

‘Do you want to try out some others?’ she asked then.

I shook my head and found my voice.  ‘No…this is actually the one I’ve always dreamed of owning.’

‘Well consider it yours then,’ she said, pleased.  ‘Give me five minutes and we’ll get going.’

Devon disappeared from the room to clearly sort the bill for the guitar, and I sat it upwards in front of me, gazing at it with adoration.  I could not believe she was buying me a Les Paul-it seemed far too much, and when I saw the price tag dangling from the far end, I turned it over and my breath hitched in my throat in panic.  The guitar cost almost nine thousand pounds! Nine thousand! I felt a rush of guilt and swallowed hard against the lump in my throat.  When Devon came back, I would have to tell her no.  I would have to say it was too much.  That kind of money was beyond expectations, beyond kind and generous.  Although I knew she probably had plenty to spare, I could not accept such affluence at the drop of a hat-not when my existence was so different with day-to-day spending.

Devon returned, her eyes on mine as she walked back through the door. 

‘Now, don’t start,’ she warned, her laughter bubbling as she spoke.  ‘I can see by the look on your face what you’re about to say.’

‘I’ve just seen the price tag!’ I exclaimed, my voice lifting in pitch.  ‘It’s almost nine thousand pounds, Devon.  It’s so, unbelievably kind of you but I can’t accept it.  That’s more money than I would know what to do with.  You’re so kind, so generous, Devon-but it’s too much.’

Devon watched me for a long moment, seemingly considering how to proceed with me.  ‘Astra-Jo,’ she began, using my full name for effect.  She came to kneel in front of me and reached for one of my hands which lay on the fretboard of the guitar.  ‘Your life is about to change.  Your financial situation is about to change.  You won’t have to worry about that kind of stuff anymore, honey.  The guitar for me…in all honesty, it’s a drop in the ocean.  I’m going to buy it for you, and I won’t take no for an answer, okay?’

The woman had a hypnotic effect on me, and I found myself nodding wordlessly.  I sat, mute as she plucked the guitar from my arms, placed it in the velvet-lined case and snapped it shut. 

‘Come on, Astra. Let’s go to your party,’ she murmured, standing.

‘Devon?’ I called, standing to face her.  Although we were both now up, I had to lift my chin to meet her gaze as she was a good head taller than me. 

‘Yes?’

‘Thank you.  I mean, like, really…thank you,’ I told her, emotionally.

Her face relaxed into a wide, happy smile.  ‘You’re welcome, Astra-Jo.  Happy birthday,’ she added, grinning.

I couldn’t help it, I had to thank her properly. Launching myself forwards, I grabbed her in a bear hug and held her close.  Due to my size, she was more of the bear in the hug, but it didn’t matter.  The gratitude and warmth I felt in that moment needed to be expressed and when I felt her arms enclose my back, I felt complete.

‘Come on, you.  Time to celebrate.’

Devon and I walked out, arm in arm, my other hand clutched around the handle of the guitar case as we left the building.  Climbing back into the waiting car, my heart was bursting with happiness.

‘The has got to be the best birthday ever,’ I commented as we drove towards the club.  The evening was drawing in now and I felt ready to party.

Devon grinned at me and tapped my knee in a friendly manner.  ‘I hope so! I think we’re going to have a blast touring together,’ she commented, leaning her head back against the soft leather seats.

‘Me too,’ I smiled.  ‘I still can’t believe it though! It feels like a dream right now.’

‘Get used to it. Soon you’re going to be joining me on the rollercoaster of mayhem.’

‘Is it that crazy?’ I asked.

‘Yeah,’ she sighed. ‘It’s a complete myriad of emotion, Astra.  It’s incredible, amazing and intense along with lonely, confusing and exhausting,’ she admitted, glancing away.

I felt like she was sharing something with me that she didn’t tell many people.  I waited until she looked back at me before speaking.  ‘You know, Devon…I can be a pretty good friend if you’ll let me,’ I said, my voice low and quiet as I felt a little embarrassed at my words. ‘I know we’re going to be working together but if you’re ever lonely or feeling confused or upset, I’d really like to be one of the people who is there for you…’

A flicker of emotion passed over Devon’s features until she smiled yet again, not allowing the brave mask to slip. ‘Astra-Jo…you may be the sweetest person…’ she murmured, reaching once again for my hand.

I slipped my fingers through her and glanced at our joined hands.

‘Guitarist hands…’ she said, softly. ‘Long and strong.  Fuck…’ she breathed, huskily.  ‘If only you liked women,’ she said, laughing softly.

I smiled at her and felt that tug deep in the pit of my stomach once more. I dismissed it and held her gaze.  ‘Well, if I was, you’d totally be my first choice,’ I told her, silkily, flirting more than I realised.  ‘But…’

‘You’re not,’ she finished for me.

I shrugged but then chuckled, to lighten the mood.  ‘I think we’re here,’ I said, glancing out of the window.

‘I’ve never been here before.’

‘Oh, you’ll love it-well, hopefully! It’s a bit of a den but it’s got a great atmosphere, and the music is always amazing.’

‘Sounds great-but to be honest, I don’t care as long as I get to be a small part of celebrating your birthday.’

I was taken aback once more by what a nice and genuine person Devon was.  She hadn’t let fame affect her lovely personality and I found myself liking her more and more by each passing second.

‘Come on, let’s go,’ I encouraged her as the car stopped.

The time I led the way into the building.  I noticed Devon pulled her cap back over her head before walking in, something she seemed to do to disguise her identity when in larger, public places. She needn’t have worried though because once I led her down the maze of corridors and to the stairs leading down to the underground club, everything was dark, and her identity was shielded by the atmosphere inside.

As we reached the door to go inside, I reached back for her hand to keep her with me and led her into one of my favourite places.

We made our way through the thick crowd of people and headed for the bar at the back.  When I was almost there, squeals and roars of my name sounded in my ears as my friends saw my arrival.

‘Astra!’ Elle screeched, rushing me into a huge hug and pulled me to her roughly.  ‘You made it! Fucking Devon Samson messing up your birthday!’ she yelled at the top of her lungs as all the others crowded round and greeted me with hugs and slaps to the back. 

I managed to ease myself back from the crazy throng of friends to respond to Elle.  ‘Elle!’ I said, lifting my eyebrows in warning.  ‘Devon!’ I indicated behind me.

Turning to grab Devon from where she had got stuck behind people behind me, I pulled her forwards, and she pulled off her hat.  I turned to introduce her to Elle but was interrupted by Elle completely freaking out. 

‘Devon fucking Samson!’ she announced, gasping theatrically and lifting her hands to her face in surprise. 

‘Elle! For fuck’s sake,’ I muttered, rolling my eyes in embarrassment.  ‘Be normal please.’

‘Sorry, sorry,’ she apologised.  ‘Come on…we’ve got a booth back there.  Bring her please!’ she laughed, nudging me with playful theatrics.

I glanced behind me to meet Devon’s eyes and mouthed ‘sorry.’ Devon just laughed and joined me in following Elle over to my group of friends. 

I slipped into the booth they had acquired for us. Devon followed suit and I was soon pushed up against her and Elle and being given shots to down immediately.

‘Get it down you, Babygirl,’ Elle instructed, laughing happily at my arrival to the party.

‘Ah fuck let’s do it,’ I chuckled and downed the drink.  Slamming it down on the table, I coughed as it burned down my throat.  ‘Fuck, what was that?’ I questioned.

‘Absinthe, birthday girl!’ Elle informed me.

‘Oh Christ, save me,’ I muttered, laughing.  ‘So, Devon, this is Elle-my best friend and roommate.  Elle, this is Devon Samson.’

‘Nice to meet you Elle,’ Devon said, shaking her hand.  ‘Devon fucking Samson though, right?’

‘Yeah!’ she exclaimed, unable to disguise her excitement.  ‘I absolutely love everything you do! You’re so amazing,’ she gushed.

‘Way to be cool,’ I muttered, nudging her in annoyance.

‘Oh behave, Babygirl,’ Elle moaned, ‘When else would little old me get to meet Devon fucking Samson?’ she asked.

‘Babygirl?’ Devon questioned, teasingly.

‘Astra’s nickname,’ Elle informed her helpfully.  ‘You can see it right? She’s got the angelic face of a baby and she’s smoking hot as well!’

Devon grinned.  ‘I see it,’ she nodded, clearly enjoying seeing me squirm.

‘And I’m guessing it went well then, Astra?’ Elle asked, pushing another drink in front of me.

‘Yeah, yeah,’ I said, humbly, not willing to let loose in front of Devon and reveal how incredibly over the moon I was to have got the gig with Devon.  ‘I’m going to be the bass player in Devon’s band,’ I told everyone.  ‘We’re likely to be touring soon, apparently.’

‘That’s right,’ Devon told them, everyone leaning forwards to hang on every word she uttered.  ‘We’re playing a few UK gigs then an awards ceremony before starting my tour through America.  It’s going to be amazing.’

Elle’s face was a picture.  ‘You lucky thing!’ she gasped, truly stunned.

I grinned happily and looked over at Devon with an expression I was sure would verge on adoration.  She was enigmatic to everyone, I realised, and I didn’t need to worry about it as much as I currently was.  I lifted my drink and knocked it back, determined to relax now and enjoy my birthday.  ‘I know I am,’ I replied.  ‘Hey Elle-thanks for arranging this.  It’s great so many people are here.’

‘No worries.  You go and socialise.  I’ll look after Devon here,’ she said, waggling her eyes suggestively to make me laugh.

I chuckled in amusement and turned to Devon.  ‘Do you mind if I do a quick round of the joint to say hi to the people who came?’ I asked.

‘Of course not! I’ll chill here and get to know your bestie,’ she grinned.  ‘I’m sure she’s got some cracking stories about you to tell me.’

I groaned but laughed then, turning to Elle. ‘Don’t,’ I warned, in all seriousness. 

‘Go and be social, Astra.  I’m good here,’ Devon reassured me.

I excused myself, easing out of the booth to greet everyone that had come to see me this evening.

As I made my way through the mass of people crowded in the club, I stopped constantly to get hugged, slapped on the back and to shake hands with others.  I was wished happy birthday by around twenty friends and acquaintances that Elle had invited and managed to catch up with at least five of them by standing, drinking and chatting.  By the time I got hauled onto the dance floor, I was more than merry, my head swirling a little under the influence of the constant drinks.

‘I don’t dance,’ I was complaining, as my friend Maddie twirled around me. 

‘Come on, Astra! Dance with me!’ she was yelling.

I wiggled my hips, laughing at my own stupidity and she grabbed me, twirled me and tried to get me to move to the music. For a musician who had an incredible sense of rhythm, I couldn’t dance at all.  It wasn’t me; it simply wasn’t.

The music changed and a Metallica cover came on.  Finally! This I could move to.  Instead of dancing though, I just started headbanging along to Enter Sandman.  I loved the song and lost myself in the heavy beat, the catch riff. I was quickly joined by my closest group of friends who started dancing along with me and we became a mass of bodies, jumping and rocking out to the song.  As I danced, friends grabbed me more, yelling happy birthday and chanting my name.  It was then that Devon joined my group of friends, dancing with way more style than I could ever dream of.  Leaning back against her, she moved in rhythm behind me.  I turned and hugged her, incredibly drunk now.  Holding her close to my body, I felt her strong body moving to the beat.

‘Devon fucking Samson,’ I slurred, messily.  ‘I love you,’ I then gushed.

‘You’re adorable, Astra-Jo,’ she said, her hands holding me firmly by the waist, ‘But you’re completely and utterly fucked right now.’

‘Am not!’ I laughed, lifting my eyes to hers and grinning.

She smiled down at me happily, and then held her hand to my chin for a moment.  ‘I’m going to get you some water,’ she told me then, her face turning more serious.

‘Get me a beer instead!’ I yelled, laughing as if I had made a funny joke. 

‘I’ll be back in a minute!’ she called and then turned to make her way through the crowd. 

I turned around and made my way back through the crowd, desperate to find the bathroom.  My bladder was so full it was aching.  After using the bathroom, I started to come back through the crowd when I was stopped by a hand on my shoulder.

I turned and was shocked and surprised to see my ex of six months standing before me.  ‘Dan?’

‘I thought you’d be here.  Completely trashed I see,’ he muttered.

‘Ah, fuck’s sake, Dan, why are you here? I’m trying to celebrate!’

‘I’m out with my friends.  Honestly, I’m not here for you! How arrogant!’ he ranted.

‘Well go back to them.  I’ve got friends to see.’

‘You’re such a loser Astra.  I don’t know why I stayed with you for so long.  If I’d known it were going nowhere, I wouldn’t have bothered.  You’re a loser and you’ll always be a loser.  Go back to your desk job and rot away on an eighteen grand job a year.  You think you’re going to make it as a guitarist, what a stupid dream.  It’ll never happen! Honestly!’ he repeated, shaking his head.

‘You know what,’ I smiled. ‘I feel sorry for you.  You’re so miserable you can’t help but take it out on everyone else.  I pity you, Dan…’

He grabbed my arm, hard, before I knew he had even lifted his hand.  My arm smarted, and the disbelief was evident on my face. 

An angry voice came from behind me as I opened my voice to protest.  ‘You need to leave right now,’ Devon’s voice spoke, her fierce tone making me turn to see her expression. 

I turned back to see Dan roll his eyes, but he couldn’t help but make one last comment before he left.  ‘Fuck you, Astra.  You are a loser, and you always will be.’

With that, he left, Devon taking me by the hand as I began to yell and shout after her that I wasn’t a loser, and I was going to make it.

‘Astra! Astra! Let it go! Come on,’ she said, manhandling me away from him and back towards the other end of the club.  I fought her initially, but she was stronger and the way she grabbed me was determined and focused and I submitted to her demands and let her draw me away from the altercation.  Muscling me into a corner against a wall, she leant down to look at me. 

‘Breathe,’ she told me, her eyes trained on mine.

I drew deep, harsh lungsful of breath into my system.  I felt frustrated, angry, hurt even. 

‘You’re not a loser,’ she told me, her eyes hypnotic on mine.

I met them and held her gaze.  ‘I’m not,’ I repeated.

‘Say it again,’ she ordered.

‘I’m not a loser,’ I said again.

‘You’re not.  You’re going to be fucking famous, Astra-Jo.  I’ll see to that,’ she said, lifting a hand to my red arm.  ‘He had you tightly,’ she commented.

‘I’m fine,’ I muttered, sobering up way too quick for a birthday.

Her hand gently stroked my arm, repeatedly and I found myself wondering if she was this tactile with all her friends.  ‘You will be, Babygirl.’

I smiled at that.  ‘Don’t you start calling me that too!’ I laughed.

‘Why? It really suits you,’ she told me, huskily.

‘Yeah?’

‘Yes,’ she said, her eyes glancing downwards towards my mouth before lifting to meet my eyes again.  ‘I didn’t like that, Astra.  The way he treated you.’

‘Me neither,’ I sighed.  ‘I must have really hurt him when I ended it…’

‘I feel strangely protective over you,’ she admitted, her eyes scanning mine.

‘Like a sister,’ I smiled, leaning heavily against the wall.

‘Something like that,’ she said with a smirk.  ‘Come on, Astra, let’s get you back to your friends,’ she said, her arm circling my waist to pull me along with her.  I let her guide me through the throng of people and back to my waiting friends.

Chapter 5

Elle, her partner Freiya and my friends Maddie, Laney, Mike, Ethan and Ellie gathered around the booth for support straight away.

‘I can’t believe that bastard did that!’ Maddie was quick to say.

I slid into the booth, quickly followed by Devon who was pushed tightly up against my side as we all crowded around together.

‘He’s just angry,’ I muttered, but my mood had dropped.

‘Don’t let him get to you, Astra.  Just forget it,’ Elle added.

‘He said I was a loser-repeatedly.  Maybe I am,’ I said, beginning to get morose from the come down after drinking.

‘You’re not a loser, Astra,’ Devon said, fiercely.

‘Don’t ever let anyone say that Astra,’ Elle told me, cuddling me from the other side. 

Wedged in between Elle and Devon, I began to feel better.  They were all encouraging me, reassuring me and I accepted the shot glass passed towards me in an attempt to find my birthday high again.

‘We all love you, Astra.  You’re going to be successful and you’re now part of Devon’s band.  I mean, what could be more amazing?’ she questioned.

‘I know,’ I said, smiling.  ‘Life is getting better,’ I murmured and downed the drink.  It burned against the back of my throat, and I coughed and spluttered while my table group cheered.

‘More drinks!’ Maddie called out, signalling for the bar tender.  Soon the drinks were flowing freely, and I was carried back up onto a wave of happy feelings and experiences.  We sat around, chatting and reminiscing.  Devon joined in and seemed comfortable in the group, despite being new to everyone.  She laughed, joked and drank along with us which made me feel good as I knew now that being in her company was comfortable and fun-and wouldn’t be a hardship when I joined her on tour. 

After more drinks and more laughter, Maddie let loose and grabbed a bottle to place on the table. ‘Bottle kiss!’ she announced, creating a mixed response of laughter, moans and comments.  ‘Devon, we play this game when we’re pissed.  It’s like spin the bottle but it’s simpler.  You spin and kiss, that’s it.  You up for it?’ she asked, drunkenly.

‘Sure? What’s not to love?’ she laughed.  ‘Kissing is one of my favourite things to do.’

‘Astra too!’ Elle announced, laughing her arse off.  ‘If there’s one thing you need to know about Astra, Devon-it’s that she’s the biggest cuddle monster you’ll ever meet and once she’s drunk, she’s all over everyone; kissing, cuddling-anything!’

‘Good to know,’ Devon smirked, looking over at me.

‘She’s messing with you,’ I told her.

‘I’m so not.  Few drinks and you’re open to anything!’ Elle argued.

I just laughed, knowing it was truer than I wanted to admit.

‘I’ll go first!’ Maddie announced, reaching forwards to spin the bottle.  She got Freiya and they leaned and went for it, kissing open-mouthed.  Everyone cheered and yelled obscenities before Freiya pulled away first, laughing.

Elle went next and to my surprise, it landed on me.  I grinned at her, poking her in the ribs.  ‘Give it your best shot then, gorgeous,’ I teased.

She leant in, and then, covering my mouth with her hand, pretended to kiss me long and passionately.  When she was done messing around, she leant forwards and pecked me on the lips properly, as only a friend as close as we were would do.

‘Nice,’ I murmured, smiling.

The bottle did the rounds and even Devon got involved-kissing Ellie first and then Elle-which delighted my best friend.  She squealed with pleasure with Devon kissed her, but it was only a chaste peck on the lips, not a full-on French kiss like she could have done.  On my first spin, I got Maddie.  We knew each other well enough to snog without it being an issue so I leant across the table and went for it.  Her lips were soft and pliable, but she was such a close friend that it didn’t feel sexual in the slightest, just nicely pleasant.  The second time the spin was mine, I almost knew who I was going to get before it landed.  The bottle stopped in slow motion and as it reached Devon, and I swallowed involuntarily.  Glancing at her, I smiled up at her as her eyes met mine.  They didn’t remain on my eyes though as she quickly dropped her own to look down at my mouth.  Time stood still.  I felt my mouth open on a little gasp as the intensity of her look sent a shiver straight through my system.  Her mouth descended in an instant, before I could protest or offer her an out.  Instead of the chaste peck I was expecting, her head tilted and swooped for an open-mouthed kiss, and I opened my mouth for her without thinking.

The sudden assault of her lips moving over mine was heady, erotic and incredible.  Her skilled mouth knew just how to move over mine, sucking my bottom lip with her tongue before plunging in so that our tongues could dance in rhythm.  I felt myself moan as my stomach tightened and arousal burned as she continued to search my mouth with her tongue and her hands ran over my waist to settle heavily on my hipbone.

‘Fucking hell,’ Elle’s voice called, startling me amidst Devon and I’s kisses.

Devon drew away slowly, easing her mouth from mine before laying a final peck on my lips.  Then, sitting back, she smiled at me.

‘Fuck,’ was all I could say.  I was pretty thrown by her incredible mouth and with my tongue loosened from too much alcohol, ‘That was amazing,’ slipped off my lips before I could stop it.

‘It was, right?’ she grinned. ‘Excuse me,’ she then added, ‘I’m just going to the bathroom.’

Once Devon was gone for a moment, the others erupted into giggles, hilarity and sheer stupidity about how incredible my kiss with Devon had been.  Elle was beside herself, telling me that it had been like watching the intro to a really good porno film and Maddie and Ellie couldn’t stop with how they thought Devon probably liked me sexually based on how she had kissed me.

I deflected it all; despite being internally thrown by the kiss she had landed on me.  I could honestly say that I had never been kissed like that before-not by anyone, whatever gender.  It had been incredible; and the ache in my loins reminded me of that fact.  I shifted, willing the feeling to dissipate and went back to watching everyone else carry on, sipping my drink slowly.  My mind was now preoccupied, and my head felt thick from too much beer.

Time slipped away, Devon returned a short while later and before long, people were making their excuses and leaving.  Lots of hugs and kisses goodbye later, it was down to the four of us-myself, Devon, Elle and Freiya.  We all made our way to leave but as I stepped out from the booth, my legs turned to jelly, and I slipped downwards, clearly completely pissed.

‘Whoa there,’ Devon said, scooping my up and holding me to her side securely.  ‘You’ve had way more than enough, I reckon.  Are you taking her home?’ Devon asked Elle then.

Elle’s face fell and I registered disappointment in her expression. ‘Oh, well, I mean, I can do…it’s just…’ she trailed off, looking at Freiya.

‘I’m fine,’ I mumbled, leaning heavily against Devon’s shoulder.  ‘Just drop me home,’ I slurred.

‘I was meant to go back to Freiya’s tonight,’ Elle explained. ‘She’s going away for work the day after tomorrow…’

‘I’m fine,’ I repeated.

They both ignored me as if I wasn’t even there.

‘How about I take her back to the hotel I’m staying at?’ Devon suggested.  ‘I’ll look after her,’ she promised.

‘Well, uh…Astra? You good with that?’ Elle asked, looking hopeful.

‘Yep,’ I nodded, content in the warmth of Devon’s shoulder. ‘She’s warm and cuddly,’ I said, reaching around her to get closer.

‘Oh my God,’ Elle laughed, rolling her eyes.  ‘Good luck with her, Devon.  When I told you she’s a cuddle monster, I wasn’t kidding.  If she starts getting all over you, just put her to bed.  She won’t remember a thing by tomorrow morning.’

Devon smiled.  ‘I’ll get her home.  Nice to meet you, Elle.  You’re a good friend to Astra.’

‘It’s been an honour-Devon fucking Samson,’ she joked, reaching over to kiss her cheek in a flamboyant goodbye.

Devon kissed her back and then after waving goodbye to them both, she eased me alongside her to walk through the emptying club and to the back door where we met the waiting car.  Devon helped me inside and I slumped into the soft leather seat, defeated.  Blacked out, the car ride was forgotten as I slept all the way back to the hotel.

The next time I woke, I was being lifted out of the car by Devon’s strong arms.  Then we were in the lift going upwards while she supported my weight-she had me half against the wall and half held up by her body.

‘Come on then, you,’ she said as the lift dinged.  ‘Let’s get you to bed.’

‘Mmm,’ I groaned, feeling groggy.

‘You’ve drunk way too much tonight,’ she added, as we made our way into her gorgeous suite.  ‘You need to sleep it off.’

‘No,’ I moaned, as she pulled me alongside her into the room.  We landed in a heap as she tried to sit me on the sofa while I grabbed for her.  I giggled in ridiculous abandon as we lay in a messed-up tangle of arms and legs, Devon scrambling to get up and away from me.

‘Water first…’ she said, hurrying off to collect two water bottles.  ‘Now drink…’

‘Don’t like it,’ I said, as she lifted it to my lips. 

‘Come on, Astra.  You’re going to feel even worse in the morning if you don’t.’

‘I feel fine,’ I slurred, even though I didn’t feel remotely fine.  I felt like I was floating and swaying all at once.  Sickness threatened me in the back of my throat as she tried once again with the water.

‘Come on, Astra-Jo.  Drink it,’ she ordered.

My eyes flew to hers and I grinned at her serious expression.  ‘Bossy,’ I smiled.

‘Damn straight,’ she said, determined, lifting the bottle so I could drink. 

I swallowed and swallowed as she forced me to drink the water, holding it at my lips while I drank.  When she finally lifted it away, she nodded, satisfied.  ‘Good girl,’ she nodded, wiping gently at the lingering drops of wet on my lips. 

I thought momentarily about how Devon’s lips had felt on mine and my eyes dropped to her mouth.  Leaning in, I could see a faint smattering of freckles on her lips, something I had never seen before.  Now her lips lay bare without gloss or colour, they were on show for me.  ‘Your lips are gorgeous,’ I drawled.  ‘Gonna call you freckles,’ I chuckled.

‘Don’t you dare,’ she told me, firmly, but licked her lips briefly, making me think of her wanton tongue earlier.

‘Never seen that before,’ I mumbled, sleepily.  ‘You got them all over?’ I asked, glancing down her clothed body.

‘That’s for me to know…now, come on…let’s get you to bed.’

‘No,’ I said, shifting restlessly as my stomach churned.  ‘I feel sick,’ I said, with the sudden urge to puke.

‘Come on,’ she said, hefting me up and scooped me into her arms as if I were the size of a child.  ‘Bathroom.  I don’t want sick in the lounge!’

‘Look after me,’ I commented, thinking about what a kind and generous person she was once more.  I was clearly becoming besotted with my new friend.

‘I’ll always look after you, Astra-Jo,’ she said, her voice low and her eyes dark.

Setting me down gently inside the bathroom, I clutched the side of the sink as my whole head circled with despair.  I felt sick, I needed to pee, and I felt disgustingly in need of having a shower.

‘Urgh,’ I moaned, holding my head.

‘What can I do for you?’ Devon asked.

‘I don’t…’ I groaned, unsure of what I needed.  Then, grasping for my buttons, I knew the first thing I needed was to pee. 

‘You need to pee?’ she asked.  ‘Can you manage?’

‘Yeah…fine…’ I told her, but my fingers fumbled, and I couldn’t untangle myself whatsoever.  I grunted with embarrassment and then swayed dangerously.

‘Christ’s sake, Astra.  You’re out of it.  Come here,’ she said, turning me towards her and deftly undoing my jeans for me before moving away.  ‘You should be able to manage from there…’

‘Thanks,’ I said, and reached the toilet seat.

Once done, I flushed and looked into the mirror.  I looked completely and utterly trashed.  My eyes were heavily blackened and smudged with eyeliner and my lipstick was smudged on one side making me look like a version of the joker. 

I felt a wave of sickness flood me and promptly threw up, sinking down to the toilet to do so.  Thankfully, I made it into the bowl and heaved my guts up again and again until it was all gone. 

‘You alright, Astra?’ Devon called from outside.

‘Fine…just need to be sick a bit,’ I replied, before vomiting again into the toilet bowl.  I waited a good five minutes for the sickness to ease and then lay down on the floor for a short while, recovering.  Soon, I got up and stripped, feeling so much better.  I got into the shower and let the heat clean off my birthday indulgence.  Ten minutes later I was feeling almost back to normal.  I wrapped myself in a towel and stepped out into the bathroom.  Searching for a toothbrush in the complimentary toiletries, I found one to use which was brand new.  I then thoroughly cleaned my teeth.  With my body and teeth then clean, I headed out to find Devon.

I took in the suite in the dim light with new eyes.  It was impressive, gorgeously so.  ‘Devon?’ I said, tentatively.

‘There you are!’ she exclaimed and then her eyes dropped in surprise.

‘I took a shower to clean up,’ I said unnecessarily.  ‘I hope you don’t mind?’

‘Mind? No way, good for you,’ she smiled, her eyes still dropping and scanning.  ‘Wow, Astra…’

‘What?’ I questioned.

‘Your tattoos!’ she exclaimed.

I laughed, suddenly feeling self-conscious of my body on show in front of Devon.  ‘I’ve got quite a few,’ I said.

‘Yeah!’ she murmured, stepping closer to look at my sleeve.

‘They’re so cool! I’d love to get a tattoo.’

‘Just the one?’ I teased.

‘Well, maybe a few…’ she grinned back.

‘I, uh…have you got anything I could, uh…’ I began, unsure of myself and feeling exposed wearing nothing but a towel.

‘Clothes?’ she asked, ‘yeah of course! Come on…let’s find something…my stuff is unlikely to fit you but I’m sure we find something.’

‘Thanks. I’m sorry about this.  I should leave you to it now that I’m feeling human again.’

‘Don’t be silly! You’re staying put-it’s like 2am or something.  We’re chilling and sleeping, that’s it.  Got it?’

‘Got it,’ I repeated, secretly loving it when she was bossy with me.  I found it both amusing and the sign of someone who cared.

‘Right, hmm,’ she mumbled, looking through her closet.  ‘These may work-sweatpants which are a bit tight on me.  And a t-shirt.  Will that do for now?’ he asked.

‘Yes, they’re great,’ I said, pulling the t-shirt on hastily.  I didn’t get my body out much, so it was a relief to be covered up once again.  Sitting down on the side of the bed, I pulled the sweatpants on quickly and as Devon turned her back, pulled them around my waist.  They were big on me, but they would do.  ‘Thanks.  This works,’ I told her, wondering what was coming next.

‘Great-well, you ready for bed then?’ she asked.  ‘You can take the bed.  I don’t mind sleeping on the couch.’

I gaped at her, stunned.  ‘You are not giving up your bed for me,’ I laughed.  ‘No way! It’s cool-I’m not even tired yet.  I’ll go and chill on the sofa and sleep when it catches me.’

She tilted her head and gave me another surveying look which seemed to be weighing me up somewhat.  ‘I’m not tired either,’ she told me, softly.  ‘Can I chill with you?’

I felt unbelievably happy.  ‘Sure,’ I said, nonchalantly, as if spending time with Devon Samson wasn’t a big deal.

‘Come on then.  I’m sure we can find a film or something on Netflix to watch.’

‘Ah, I love a good film.  I’d spend my life watching movies if I could,’ I told her, following her into the lounge.

‘Yeah? I love nights out but I’m a sucker for nights in too,’ she told me.  ‘Especially with good company,’ she grinned, waggling her eyebrows at me.

‘I won’t ask,’ I joked, smiling as she sank to the sofa.  Expecting to sit one end and Devon the other, I was surprised when she scooted over to sit pressed up against me on the soft covers.  Grabbing a blanket, she even covered us warmly so we could stay cosy while we watched. 

‘Cosier this way, right?’ she said, beaming with radiance.

‘I do like cuddles,’ I told her, honestly.

‘I remember…cuddle monster, right?’

I groaned with anguish.  ‘Oh Elle!’ I exclaimed.  ‘What else did she tell you about me?’ I asked, tentatively.

‘You don’t want to know!’ she laughed.  ‘No…she’s lovely.  I can see why you like her so much.’

‘She’s been a great friend to me,’ I nodded, ‘She cares and is always there for me when I need someone.’

‘You’ve sobered up very quickly,’ she said then, perusing me closely.

‘I puked it all up,’ I told her, happily. ‘Completely back to normal now!’ I told her perkily.

‘And wide awake at 2am in the morning,’ she replied, an amused grumble in her throat.

‘Oh-well, I should tell you-I’m not the best sleeper-at least at night.  I sleep little and often but night times…well, I guess you could call me a bit of an insomniac.’

‘Oh dear,’ she sighed.  ‘How will you deal with that when we tour?’ she asked.

‘I’ll catch sleep when I can.  If I’m tired enough I do sleep at night,’ I promised her.  ‘And sometimes a cuddle sends me to sleep,’ I added, smiling up at her sweetly.

Devon sighed, eyes flickering over my face with interest.  ‘God, Astra, you’re so cute. It’s almost ridiculous!’ she commented.

‘Well, you’re perfect for cuddles,’ I told her, ‘so I could add them into my contract when I join your band…’ I joked.

‘You think you’re joking,’ she replied, ‘but I’d be all over that,’ she smiled.  ‘I’m a very affectionate person and love having people around me who are happy to be the subject of my attention.’

I grinned.  ‘Loving that,’ I murmured.

She surveyed me with her analytical gaze once again.  ‘You know what I like about you, Astra?’

‘Surprise me,’ I replied.

‘You’re different to other people,’ she told me, ‘especially a standard straight woman!’

‘I’ve heard that before-more than once.’

‘Most straight women would not be cuddled up with me on a sofa like the.’

I glanced over at her.  ‘I guess I’m not a standard woman,’ I said, avoiding the word straight.  ‘I don’t like labels and have never been into conforming, just because I’m told to.’

‘I totally agree,’ Devon nodded.  ‘And I could have guessed you’re more open than most when you kissed me tonight.’

I felt my mouth gape open as I remembered the game from earlier. 

‘You don’t remember!’ she exclaimed.  ‘I knew it. You were so out of it.’

I felt myself blush but then decided to play on with her assumption. ‘I kissed you?’

‘Well, we all kissed everyone really,’ she said, with a dismissive swipe of her hand.  ‘We played a game like spin the bottle, but just kissed whoever it landed on.’

‘Oh,’ I said, squirming a little in discomfort.  ‘Sorry about that.’

‘Don’t be silly! It was fun,’ she laughed.  ‘And in all honesty-you were by far the best kisser there,’ she said, glancing down at my lips.

I felt a dull ache in the pit of my stomach at her words.  ‘Shut up,’ I said, side swiping her with the back of my hand.

‘No, seriously, you were! Fuck, if only you liked women,’ she said, softly, still focused on my mouth.

I felt a tightening in my stomach once again and a feeling rushed through me which was familiar and yet unexpected.  I told myself I was drawn to the woman in front of me because she was such an enigma. A woman of Devon’s status almost guaranteed adoration and I decided I was no different.  ‘Maybe just consider me your new best friend,’ I told her, giving her an apologetic expression.

‘Oh, don’t worry, Babygirl, I’m not going to try and bend you to my way of thinking-I just find you pretty, damn captivating.’

‘Ditto,’ I murmured, my mouth curving slightly.

‘So,’ she said, as the air grew thicker with tension, ‘Film or get to know each other chat?’ she smiled, moving backwards slightly to cross her legs underneath her on the plush, ample sofas. 

It could have seemed like she was just getting comfortable, but I noticed the subtle space created between us as she moved back a fraction. ‘Both,’ I told her.

One eyebrow quirked, as was her habit.  ‘Nice,’ she grinned.  ‘So, we’re not sleeping tonight?’

‘Nah,’ I said, happily, ‘sleeping is overrated anyway.’

‘I’ve got so much I want to know about you, Astra,’ she told me then, sitting back and regarding me as I reached for the bottle of water on the coffee table and drank slowly.

‘Ask,’ I told her, simply.  ‘I’d love to know more about you too.’

She smiled at that. ‘Tell me about your childhood,’ she requested.

I sighed.  ‘Alright…well, I’m the youngest of two.  My older sister was bossy when we were kids, so I got ordered around quite a bit as a kid.  We’re very different as well so it’s taken till adulthood to get on with her.  I was a bit of a kooky kid as well and never fit in with the regular group. You kind of summed it up earlier when you said I’m different to others.  I am and it made my younger years more difficult.’

‘I understand that.  I didn’t have the best childhood in that regard either.  Fitting in when you’re a drama geek wasn’t the easiest-add being a lesbian to that meant a rough few school years.’

‘Well, in school, other kids bullied me for being different,’ I told Devon.  ‘I got bullied up a few times for being a ‘dyke.’

‘And yet you knew you weren’t?’ she questioned.

‘I knew nothing back then, aside from the fact I felt different to most.  I’m not a girly girl, I admit that, but the harassment I got from idiots was intense.’

‘They probably fancied you,’ Devon replied, nonchalantly.  ‘The worst abuse always comes from the biggest closet cases.’

‘Maybe,’ I murmured, sombrely.

‘Best movie?’ Devon asked, switching gears with me.

I grinned. ‘Anything which is a horror,’ I laughed.

‘Oh yeah? Bit gory for me,’ she commented.

‘What would you watch then?’ I asked, ‘a rom com?’ I joked.

‘Who doesn’t love a rom com?’ she objected.

‘Uh, me!’ I replied, leaning back comfortably.

‘Honestly though, I love comedy films and I’m also a fan of murder mystery-you know, whodunnit type films.  They’re cool.’

‘I like those too,’ I told her.

‘Favourite food?’ she asked.

‘Pizza,’ I told her.  ‘Anything unhealthy basically-although I do try and keep the junk at bay.’

‘I love pizza too, despite not being able to eat it often anymore.  I’ve been told to get in shape for the tour so it’s no carbs for me right now.’

‘You’re looking pretty good to me!’ I commented and wasn’t just flattering her.  She looked in shape, athletic and slim…very attractive in every way.

‘Thanks.  I was a fat kid, so I have to work at the staying slim thing.  I bet you don’t, do you?’ she questioned.

‘I’ve always been skinny,’ I told her, ‘But I’d prefer to have a few more curves than I do.’

‘You don’t need it,’ Devon said, quietly.  ‘You’re perfect just as you are.’

‘What else do you want to know?’ I asked, easing her away from uncomfortable comments.

‘Hmm, let me think…what’s your best memory of all time?’

‘That’s a good one!’ I said, stopping to think for a moment before it came to me.  ‘You telling me I got into the band,’ I told her, feeling the emotion that went with the memory.

‘Ah,’ she said, with a long-drawn-out sound.  ‘But what else-aside from me?’

‘Oh…hmm…’ I said, thinking.  ‘Okay, yeah, I know.  So, when I was around thirteen, I bought my first guitar.  I’d worked for months, if not years to earn the money for it.  I’d mown lawns, cleaned cars and delivered countless leaflets.  It was well earned.  I tell you, the moment I held that guitar in my hands for the first time, I was in heaven.’

‘I can imagine,’ Devon smiled.

‘What about you? Best memory?’ I questioned, expecting it to be connected to the success she’d had in the music industry.

‘Well,’ she said, slowly, letting the word linger on her tongue like a drawl, ‘I know most people would expect me to say winning the show or performing on world stages but actually…my best memory was the day I fell in love for the first time.’

I was pretty surprised.  ‘Wow,’ I replied, softly.  ‘That’s lovely, Devon.’

She smiled at me, a soft curve of her lips which was reflected in her eyes.

‘Why did it have to end?’ I asked.

‘I don’t know that it ever did,’ she replied quietly and thoughtfully. 

I felt a little sad in that moment.  She was clearly still pining for someone and for some, strange reason, that bothered me more than it should.

‘Anyway,’ she continued, ‘worst memory ever?’

I swallowed and lowered my lashes, pain floating through me as I remembered.  ‘Uh…I guess…breaking up with someone?’ I told her, even though it ended up as more of a question than an answer.

‘Nah,’ she replied, ‘I saw the expression on your face a second ago.  What’s the real, worst memory? I can see it on your face.’

I sighed.  ‘You’re pretty good at reading people.’

She nodded.  ‘I absolutely am.  It makes me a good judge of character.’

‘Okay, well worst memory ever…I was, uh, twelve years old…young.  I had the best friend.  We were really close, great friends.  We did everything together and life was amazing.  Her name was Bobbie,’ I told her, remembering her fondly.  ‘Anyway, there was the time that we were at my house in my room.  We both loved music and make up-never grew out of it I suppose,’ I said, flushing with embarrassment. 

‘Some of us never do!’ Devon laughed, indicating herself. 

‘Yeah,’ I smiled, ‘but the, uh…the day was…bad,’ I finished, finally, feeling the sinking in the pit of my stomach as I remembered. 

‘What happened?’ Devon prompted.

My eyes lifted to hers and I sighed once again.  ‘Well; Bobbie and I were having the time of our lives.  We were dancing and enjoying music in my room.  We got silly and started dressing up.  We grabbed some dressing up clothes and I was dressed up as a boy for fun.  Then we plastered ourselves in makeup and it was just the most fun I had ever had…’ I smiled, dreamily.

‘Hang on…this is meant to be the worst memory?’

‘I know, I’m getting there,’ I told her.  ‘So, like I said, we were having the time of our lives.  It was amazing.  Then to my horror, Dad came home unexpectedly.  He walked in on us dancing and messing about-cuddling and dancing with each other-and he went completely and utterly insane.  He started shouting that we were ‘fucking queers’ and that Bobbie had to leave and never set foot in our house again.  Bobbie left as soon as she could.  Dad then went incandescent with anger and launched herself at me, punching me and telling me that no daughter of his would be a ‘fucking dyke.’ He forbade Bobbie from coming to the house and left me in fear of the consequences if he ever found me cross dressing or being ‘a fucking dyke’ ever again.’

Devon was gaping at me with stunned disbelief.  ‘Fuck, Astra!’

I swallowed hard against the anger it provoked inside me.  ‘Worst memory ever.’

‘But…I mean…clearly you didn’t listen to him forever?’ she said, indicating me up and down, as if to say I was still open to doing some of the things my Dad had forbidden. 

‘Well, I played by her rule book for a while-until I realised what kind of man he truly is and rebelled against him.   By sixteen, I got thrown out because I became too wild, but by seventeen, I was back home…’

‘How come?’ Devon asked.

‘He got put away for a few months. Assault and battery on some guy at the pub.  He’d had too many previous altercations, so they finally put him in prison.  That pushed Mum over the edge.  She filed for divorce, and it got better from then until I left home.’

‘Wow, Astra.  You’ve been through a lot!’ Devon exclaimed.

I shrugged.  ‘Hasn’t everyone?’

‘Maybe some more than others?’ Devon suggested.

‘It wasn’t easy-but hey, you asked!’

‘Whatever happened to Bobbie?’

‘She stayed clear of me for a long time after the incident with my Dad,’ I told her.  ‘I think it frightened her pretty badly.’

‘I can understand why-especially at that age! Young girls are impressionable-and vulnerable.’

‘She was,’ I stated.  ‘I met her a few years later and we got back in touch, hung out a bit,’ I said, remembering.

‘Oh, a nice end to the story!’ Devon exclaimed.

I shook my head.  ‘Sadly, no,’ I told her.  ‘You see, it turned out that Bobbie was a lesbian.  She met and fell in love with a woman who seemed nice. She was older, kind of cool and rode a huge Harley.  Anyway, there was an accident…they were out on the bike, driving in the rain.  Krissy lost control and they both died instantly at the scene.  They collided with a lorry and were killed.’

‘Oh my God!’

‘She was only eighteen.  It completely shook me.  I determined there and then that I would never let my life slip by without achieving something incredible, doing something great.  That included standing up to my father and not allowing him to control me anymore.  I started doing and saying as I pleased.  I dressed as I wanted, wore make-up if I wanted. I told him that this is me, take it or leave it and things have been…well, they’ve been more on my terms…’

Devon nodded, slowly, taking in everything I had said.

‘What is your worst memory?’ I asked then, hoping to deflect the conversation.  It had become very deep and meaningful very quickly and I didn’t want to get lost in bad memories from the past.

Devon lifted a hand to her forehead, pushing her hair back from her eyes, sighing as she did so.  ‘My worst memory is from when I was seventeen,’ she told me, slowly.  ‘I was being bullied pretty badly.  I was in college, but it was like school all over again-utterly ridiculous.  These people-big, popular types-they decided on me as their target as I was overweight, ginger and freckly and they wanted to mock me mercilessly.’

‘What happened?’ I asked, wondering where her story was going.

‘One of them…Steve…he was the worst…really had it in for me.  He’d verbally abuse me whenever he saw me-homophobic taunts, foul language-you know, you can imagine.  Anyway, over the year, I began to change.  I’d lost weight, dyed my hair, found some fashion sense and finally, for the first time, had a girlfriend.  The verbal abuse was still going on, but I was so happy that I began to ignore it and just focused on me.  Then everything changed one day.  I was in the locker rooms in the showers after joining in for the charity match.  I was the last one in as I waited until the usual crowd left to clean up.  Anyway, Steve cornered me.  All the taunts, the abuse, the language became clear when he sexually assaulted me.’

‘Oh my God, Devon!’

Devon nodded; the pain of the memory evident on her face.  ‘At first, I just kind of froze…he was grabbing me, forcing me to the wall, putting his hands on me.  When I felt him against me from behind though, something clicked inside of me.  I went ballistic-like completely mental.  I wasn’t going to have my virginity taken from some repressed homophobe who would tear me to pieces.  I fought then.  I screamed, hollered and punched him until he was down and until the fight was kicked out of her.  People came running to help and I lost it, screaming and crying but I was the one who had to be restrained in the end.  They thought I was the aggressor! It was mad…totally awful, horrifying, soul-destroying and hurtful.  In the end, I broke up with my girlfriend because of it.  It messed me up for a long time.  It took ages for me to come to terms with it all.’

‘I can see why,’ I murmured.

Devon fell silent.  ‘We’ve got pretty deep for a first conversation together.’

I smiled at her.  ‘We have.  I love it though…it’s good to feel like I know you…’

Her lips curved upwards as her eyes held mine.  ‘It sure is.’

‘I feel kind of sad now though, thinking of what you went through.  Let’s do one more question-a happier one!’ I told her.

‘Okay,’ she said, eyes glinting with something indecipherable.

‘Make it a good one!’

‘Alright, I’ve got it! Best sexual experience ever?’

‘Oh wow! That is a good one,’ I murmured, thinking, and then quipped, ‘Well, surely, it’s got to be kissing you earlier the evening in the club! What a fucking tongue!’ I joked.

‘I thought you said you didn’t remember that?’ Devon questioned, eyes going dark.

I laughed, lowering my lashes before lifting my gaze once more to meet her.  ‘I, uh, might have bent the truth a little…’ I murmured. 

She grinned at me, looking thrilled. ‘You little flirt!’ she chuckled.  ‘Seriously, though, tell me…I love a good sex story.’

‘Do you promise you’ll tell me yours afterwards?’ I requested, eyeing her closely.

‘Cross my heart,’ she said, solemnly.

‘Okay, well, there was the guy…’ I began.

She sighed.  ‘There always is…go on!’

‘He was pretty hot, okay, and we were at the party.  We went to a room and fooled around a little and were kissing up against a wall.  Anyway, he dropped to her knees without me even asking and started going down on me,’ I told Devon, smiling at the memory.

‘Always a good thing,’ Devon commented, smirking.

‘I agree-but this was a little different.  He was, uh, enthusiastic…’ I revealed, ‘And uh, I was pretty turned on, so I grabbed her head.  Anyway, he…’ I broke off laughing.

‘What?’ she said, smacking my leg, ‘Come on, finish it off!’

‘Alright, alright…he was going to town, you know, and it felt so good…and I didn’t even know I could do it until then, but it made me come everywhere!’ I exclaimed.  ‘He gagged and then swallowed it, and it was so good.  I loved it,’ I laughed.  ‘I don’t think he was too keen though,’ I smiled.  ‘He left soon after…’

‘Oh my God,’ Devon said, rolling her eyes, ‘lightweight.’

I looked over at her with interest.  ‘You’ve done that before?’ I asked, surprised.

‘For sure…it’s so good,’ she grinned.

‘Have you been with men?’ I questioned, curiously.

‘Yeah, sure.  I had to try it to figure out it wasn’t right, didn’t I?’

‘I hadn’t thought about it like that,’ I murmured.

‘Well; trust me, if you ever want a repeat on a good pussy licking, let me know.  I’ve multifaceted with my talents,’ she said, and winked flirtatiously.

It was my turn to smack her back.  ‘Stop flirting with me! You’re a nightmare!’ I said but laughed at her outrageous comment.

‘I know,’ she smiled, ‘but you love it.’

I gave her a look of exasperation.  ‘So, anyway, come on! I’ve told you mine, now I want to hear about your best sexual experience.’

‘So; are you ready? The is so hot,’ she told me, grinning from ear to ear.

‘Go on then…’ I said, hesitantly.

‘I was young, okay…about twenty-one at the time.  I’d gone to a gay bar on the lookout for someone.  You’ve got to remember; at the time I was pretty inexperienced and naïve.  I had had one girlfriend from that point, and it had been a learning experience but hadn’t had really hot sex until that night.’

I smiled, squirming slightly as I listened to Devon talk about sex.  Her bright blue eyes had darkened with desire and as she spoke, her voice lowered and grew huskier.

‘Her name was Ramona.  She was from…I think Spain somewhere …but she approached me.  Gorgeous, toned and beautiful-and she wanted me.  I couldn’t believe it.  She got me on the dance floor and was rubbing up against me unashamedly for ages before we left the club.  We went to her car, she drove out to the forest and parked in an empty forest.  She hauled me out, pushed me over the car bonnet and yanked down my jeans.  She spread me open before her and went to town,’ Devon rambled.

I felt my mouth drop slightly and the air leave my lungs as I pictured the scene.

‘I’d never been licked out before then and she was an absolute master.  She had full, thick lips and what felt like a massive tongue, and she lavished; I mean simply lavished attention on me.  By the time she had me groaning and shaking, I was all ready to come but she wasn’t done.  She opened me up with her fingers and found my g-spot.  Rubbing and stroking, fuck, Astra, it was pure heaven! The things I learnt about pleasure from that woman! Fuck! Anyway, I climaxed all over the car in a mess, but she wasn’t done…’

I felt a familiar ache in my loins as Devon told me her story.  Why was this turning me on so much?

‘She pulled her fingers out and replaced them with a toy-which she clearly had in the car for special occasions-and fucked me like I’ve never been taken before.  She literally took me for everything I was worth.  When she came, her voice literally echoed around the forest.  I came a second time after she did because I was so turned on! I’ve never come twice that fast.  It was incredible.’

I stared at her, wide-eyed.  ‘Was that your only time with her?’ I wondered.

‘No,’ she said, clearing her throat and chuckled wryly.  ‘Being with Ramona showed me who I wanted to be sexually.  I wanted to be that person people walked away with saying ‘oh my God, she’s amazing’ so I got her number and begged to see her again.  She was going back to Spain in a week, so I had to fight for time with her, but I slept with her two more times and every time I learnt more from her.’

I couldn’t stop staring at her.

‘You know how everyone has that person who teaches you about sex…the good kind, I mean? Well, she was that for me.  I owe her, wherever she may be! She taught me well,’ she grinned, winking.

I shifted slightly on the sofa, willing my pulsating clitoris to calm. ‘What happened on the other two times? Did she teach you other things?’ I asked, curiously.

‘You really want to know?’ she asked, cocking her head.

‘Yeah.’

‘Why?’ she asked.  ‘Doesn’t listening to me going on about lesbian sex turn you off? Most straight women tend to find the idea repulsive.’

‘Sex is sex,’ I replied, simply.  ‘And I really like sex,’ I smiled.  ‘Hearing about hot sex is good no matter what your taste or sexuality.  It’s all a turn on…all sexy.’

Devon smiled at me. ‘You’re so damn right,’ she replied.  ‘Okay, so what do you want to know?’

Chapter 6

‘What else she taught you,’ I replied, wondering what else there was to know about sleeping with a woman.

‘Ah, okay-you figured she’d covered the basics, right?’

I nodded, thinking.  ‘If she licked you and fucked you, what else is there to do with a person?’

‘Let me tell you…’ Devon began.  ‘So, like I told you, I asked for her number and called her the next day.  I was so sore,’ she chuckled.  ‘It felt incredible though too-I literally felt like I’d been well and truly fucked-which turned me on immensely.’

‘So, you called her the next day for round two?’

‘I did,’ Devon replied.

‘Did she go for it?’

‘Yep. She called me her ‘little, hot piece of English pussy,’ and said she’d be round in the afternoon!’ she chuckled.

‘Fuck!’ I breathed.

‘I know.  I didn’t know what to expect, but whatever I was thinking, it was even better.’

For some reason, I felt desperate for her to tell me what Ramona had done to her; what she had taught her.  It was really getting to me.

‘She arrived at two in the afternoon and then spent about an hour making out with me on the sofa,’ she said, dreamily.  ‘Boy, she could kiss…she took her time, worked on getting me riled up and aroused and used her tongue to make me ache for her.  When I was begging for more, she pulled me up and pushed me against the wall in my living room.’

I swallowed involuntarily, anticipating the next bit.

‘She bent down and started licking me out.  The wasn’t just your standard run of the mill licking though-she went to town again.  She was so thorough; I can’t even begin to explain what it was like.  She took her time to stimulate me everywhere, completely lavished attention on every inch of me, working my clitoris like an absolute expert. When it was over, I begged her to show me how to do it to her. She spent time with me, showing me what she liked, teaching me little tricks and I did it and she loved it which made me feel powerful, sexual and like I was learning how to be good at sex.’

‘Was that the end of encounter two?’ I asked, hoping for more.

‘Nope.  We carried on-after recovery time of course.  She wanted to use the toy on me again, but I told her I was too sore from the day before.  She said I could do her instead, so I did.’

I swallowed again, imagining the scene.  ‘Did you learn anything from that?’

‘Yeah, for sure!’ she said, animatedly.  ‘She taught me which positions were best to hit the g-spot and cause mind blowing orgasms so that was amazing…’

‘I’ve heard about that,’ I murmured, ‘is it as incredible as people say?’

Her eyes widened and her eyebrows lifted.  ‘Seriously, Astra, find yourself a guy interested in a bit of g-spot play! It’s beyond amazing! I almost blacked out when she first stimulated mine.  You’ll be close to collapse in no time.’

‘Fuck,’ I breathed, heavily.

‘Exactly!’ she nodded.  ‘And then of course there was our last and final encounter,’ she said, slowly.

‘What happened on that time?’

‘It was the day before she had left, and she was keen to meet me before she went back to her home country.’

‘Did you?’ I asked.

‘Yes!’ she smiled.

‘I met her at her flat and she took me to her bedroom and strapped on the dildo before getting busy immediately.  I came from the toy, and she came from the vibrator against her clitoris.  After that, she slowed down, saying she’d been really horny because she’s been waiting for me.  She spent hours, sucking my nipples, kissing me all over and finally licking me for what felt like hours.  It was incredible, Astra.  She left me in a quivering mess, I can tell you.  It was so hot.’

I finally released the breath I’d been holding and said ‘wow.’

‘Yep…so that’s my story,’ she finished.

‘I think mine kind of pales in comparison now,’ I managed, shakily.

‘Nah, don’t be silly.  Yours was hot!’ she smiled.

I giggled and then sat back against the sofa again, feeling weary.  ‘I think I finally feel tired,’ I murmured.

‘Me too,’ she sighed.  ‘Shall we stick the movie on and see if we end up sleeping?’

‘Yeah, sure,’ I yawned.

Devon bent forwards and lifted the remote from the coffee table.  Starting the film, I sank back further into the welcoming cushions. 

‘Come closer,’ Devon ordered, as the film began to play.

‘Cuddly sleeper?’ I questioned.

‘Absolutely!’ she exclaimed, snaking her arm around me as I moved into the crook it created.

The film played in the background, but I was too tired to notice.  Giving up the fight, I let the darkness consume me and fell asleep, leaning heavily against Devon’s side.  Warmth and slow breathing surrounded me, and I felt comforted and content as I slept soundly.

The following morning, I awoke to streaming light coming through the cracks of the curtains.  My clitoris was throbbing relentlessly as I ached for release.  I had been dreaming.  In my dreams I was in a forest running, laughing, enjoying company.  Then she had grabbed me-it had been Devon.  Throwing me forwards, flat onto a car, she had bent to kiss me before reaching for my jeans.  I had been dreaming of myself in the scenario Devon had described last night! Groaning slightly, I shifted and saw Devon was still there beside me, sleeping.

In sleep, Devon looked softer, more vulnerable.  I ached to reach out and touch her, stroke her face along the jaw line and run my fingers over her soft lips. I didn’t do any of those things though, I simply rose from the sofa slowly and carefully and made my way to the bathroom.

After stripping off, I stepped into the shower.  I washed myself briefly before attending to my pressing problem.  I was so horny that it was uncomfortable, so I had to give myself some attention in order to ensure Devon didn’t see.

Reaching down, I rubbed my clitoris, sliding my fingers inside my already-wet folds, almost groaning out loud to myself over how good it felt to touch myself.  Giving myself up to the need to give myself release, I turned my face to the wall, braced against it with one hand before circling my fingers against myself repeatedly with my other hand.  My mind went to the forest, despite trying not to, and in my thoughts, I was spread out over a car, Devon’s tongue on my clitoris before her fingers pushed inside me.  When she finally rose and shoved the hard, thick toy inside me, I came furiously, my hand moving furiously fast.  Slumping against the wall, I took slow, deep breaths to calm myself.  Coming too, I could not believe I had just got off on a story Devon had told me.  Concern flooded through my system about what it meant but I shook my head, told myself to get a grip and focused on getting back to normal.  It was a hot story, and it had turned me on-nothing more, nothing less.  I decided to give myself a break and just forget about it.

Exiting the bathroom after pulling on the borrowed clothes, I headed back to the sofa to find Devon sat up on the sofa looking bleary eyed and exhausted.

‘Hey,’ I said, with a tentative smile.

‘There you are! Thought you’d got lost in there,’ she joked.  ‘Needed a wake-up call?’ she asked.

‘Something like that,’ I murmured, thinking about the real reason I had needed to take a long shower.  ‘You okay?’ I asked.

She rubbed her face.  ‘I will be after a good, strong coffee.  You want one?’ she asked.

‘Always!’ I nodded, eagerly.

Devon rose to her feet and headed for the coffee machine-which was a deluxe looking affair.  I followed her, perching on one of the stools nearby.  I watched her as she made the coffee for us both, inserting the pods before placing mugs underneath.

‘Milk or sugar?’ she asked.

‘Both please,’ I replied, softly.  ‘I can help?’

‘No way,’ she smiled, ‘you’re my guest!’

I met her eyes and smiled back, feeling like we’d established a really solid connection during the past day. I genuinely liked Devon a lot and it was a good feeling to be around her.

‘What are you thinking?’ Devon surprised me by asking.

I chuckled.  ‘Oh, I uh…well, I was just thinking how much I’ve enjoyed the last day with you. It’s been a crazy ride in some ways, but I feel…I don’t know, it sounds lame…’ I broke off.

‘Go on,’ she encouraged, moving towards me a little.

‘I just feel…happy, I guess,’ I told her, blushing slightly.

She stopped in front of me and surprised me by giving me a warm, all-consuming hug.  ‘Me too, Babygirl.  Me too.’

‘After all the luxury, it’s going to be a shock to return to my dingy flat!’ I then said, to break the tension I felt in the air around us.

‘Oh, I know-I can relate to that one.  All the money and luxury took a little getting used to for me too.  It’s very surreal.’

‘When will I next see you?’ I asked then, hoping I wasn’t coming across as too desperate.

‘Missing me already?’ she quipped.

I felt the heat travel up from my neck.  ‘No, I mean…’

‘I’m joking, sweetheart!’ she grinned, cupping my jaw briefly, before growing serious as she passed me the coffee.

‘Thanks.’

‘I’ve actually got a meeting today with my manager at twelve and then I’m in the studio this afternoon.  I probably won’t see you now until our first rehearsal all together which is on…Thursday, I think.  I’ll take your mobile number and pass it on to Kate-my PA.  She’ll send you a rehearsal schedule and let you know dates for performances and tours.  You’ve probably got till the end of the week to get everything in order before it all begins to kick off.  You’ve got a passport, right?’

‘I…yeah,’ I nodded, the panicked but excited feeling of life changing coursing through my system.  ‘I have.’

‘Good.  Well, we can stay in touch by text but I’m afraid I probably won’t see you until we get together for rehearsals.’

‘That’s fine,’ I smiled.  ‘I’ll miss you, but I’ll cope.’

Her eyebrow quirked upwards at me, as was her habit. ‘You think you’ll miss me?’ she asked, looking surprised-especially as we had only just joked about it.

‘Yeah, I will!’ I told her, honestly. ‘I’ve loved spending time with you, Devon.  It’s been so much fun.’

She smiled at me.  ‘Me too.  Your birthday was so much fun-and our all-nighter getting to know each other.  I feel completely trashed but good too…happy.’

I grinned.  ‘Can I buy your breakfast before we say our goodbyes?’ I asked, a little tentatively.

‘I would love that!’ she exclaimed, looking surprised at my offer.

‘I have a little diner I frequent.  It’s basically a greasy spoon but it’s good, honest food and affordable,’ I told her. ‘Let me get you a traditional English breakfast before you go back to being a good girl and eating healthily.’

‘Deal. Let’s drink this and get dressed and out.  It’ll be nice to do something before I have to go back to being busy and hectic with work.’

‘Yeah, precisely.  Will you driver drop us over there?’ I asked.

‘Yeah, sure-why?’ she wondered.

‘Because it’s near my flat,’ I replied.  ‘It means I can walk back home afterwards, without having to worry about getting the underground or anything.’

‘Oh honey, I would have dropped you home! I’m not a complete disaster date! I’ll make sure you’re home safe, Astra.’

I grinned, feeling the idiotic blush she inspired in me creeping over my cheeks once more.  I sipped at my coffee, smiling to myself.

Half an hour later, I was dressed in my clothes from the day before and Devon was deliberately dressed down in jeans and a t-shirt with a jacket.  She had her baseball cap with her hair tucked up inside it too which hid her identity well.

Devon’s driver then followed my instructions to take us back across town to park outside the old diner which I loved.  It was designed like an old-American style diner and had booths which gave privacy and comfort in a relaxed environment.  We found an empty booth and I sat down, grinning at my new friend.

‘Everything’s amazing-I love the house special.  You up for it?’ I asked Devon.

‘Yeah sure…you order whatever you think.  I’m having a morning off from protein shakes and kale,’ she smiled.

‘Oh Christ,’ I said, making a face at her.  ‘I can’t bear that shit.’

‘I know,’ she grimaced, ‘but sadly I’m not naturally skinny like you.’

‘You look great-and you’ll be burning off loads on stage each night, right?’

She nodded.  ‘Yeah. I’m actually working with a group of four dancers who are going to be joining us on tour.  They’re great people.  I reckon you’ll get on with them well, Astra.’

‘I’m sure I will,’ I smiled.  ‘So, who will be traveling together?’

‘It’ll be the band, so four of us, and the four dancers.  Obviously, there’s crew working with us but travelling wise, they won’t be on the tour buses.  We’ve got two main buses-band and dancers on one and the other is mine, technically…’

‘Technically? Why do you say that?’ I wondered, curiously.

‘Because I’ll want company sometimes. I don’t want to be travelling solo for the whole lot.  Consider that an invitation to join me sometimes,’ she smiled.

‘Ah, thanks.  It’s good you’ve got your own bus for the times when you need it, but like you say, if you need the company, you can invite any one of us on.’

‘Plus, I’ll have a massive, comfy bed.  You lot will be in the bunks which are much more…cosy, shall we say.’

‘I don’t mind cosy,’ I grinned, ‘just to be part of it will be amazing.’

‘I reckon you’ll like everyone too, Astra.  They’re all friends of mine as well as band members or dancers.  We’re going to be like a touring family, I hope.’

‘I’m sure we will be,’ I smiled.

Chapter 7

Devon and I ate and chatted for another half an hour, and I felt myself trying to drag it out and eek out every last minute of my time with Devon.  Knowing I wouldn’t see her for a few days made me surprisingly disappointed.  I’d enjoyed being around her and didn’t want it to stop.

‘I’m absolutely stuffed,’ Devon complained, rubbing her hand over her flat stomach. 

‘It was good though, right?’ I smiled.

‘Amazing! I can see why you love the place,’ she replied. 

‘If I’m ever lost or you can’t find me, look here,’ I joked.  ‘I spent a lot of my time chilling in a corner booth,’ I told her.

‘Good to know…Astra?’

‘Yeah?’ I replied, reluctantly, knowing what was coming.

‘I’m afraid I’m going to have to go,’ she said, reaching for her phone from her pocket.  She’d left it alone for a long time, but it was clear that her schedule had finally caught up with her.

‘I know,’ I nodded, getting to my feet as she slid out of the booth.  ‘I’ll walk you to your car,’ I murmured.

‘So chivalrous!’ she joked, but grinned widely, flashing beautiful, white teeth.

We walked back out to the car, and I lingered by the door to the back passenger seat as she turned to say goodbye.

‘Well, Astra, I can honestly say, it’s been a pleasure meeting you and spending your birthday with you.’ She reached into the back of the car and pulled out the guitar cases to pass to me. 

‘I’ve had the best time with you, Devon.  Thank you,’ I then said, sincerely, ‘I mean it, genuinely, thank you…for everything-your time, your attention, your hotel room and the wonderful present,’ I said, indicating the guitar.

‘Just think of it as the first of many good experiences, Astra.  We’re going to have blast together,’ she smiled.

‘You know what? I’m sure we are,’ I said, feeling an ache lingering as she went to leave. 

‘I’ll see you soon, Astra,’ she then said, and leant towards me, pressing her lips softly on my cheek.

She pulled back, looked down at me to meet my eyes before opening her mouth to speak.  She seemed to think better of it and shook her head with a wry laugh. ‘I’ll see you in a few days, Astra…’

With that, she was gone, the burning on my cheek left by her soft lips.  I sighed before turning to head down the road.  Guitar in hand, I knew my life had changed forever.

I watched Devon’s car drive off down the road and then sighed heavily to myself. Turning to start walking home, I made my way down two streets slowly, carrying the heavy guitar in one hand.  I was deep in thought as I reached my door and unlocked it to go inside.  Trudging upstairs to our upstairs flat, I opened the door and called out.

‘Elle?’

No answer greeted me.  I headed in and slumped down onto the sofa.  The flat was just like I had left it, but I looked at it with fresh eyes.  It seemed smaller somehow, dingy in some ways.  Staying with Devon-if only for a day, had been incredible.  Life had been luxury, and I yearned for more of it.  Staring into space, my mind replayed the last day of my life.  Since walking into my second audition, something had happened between Devon and I.  It was a connection unlike anything I had ever known, and something told me we were destined to be best friends for life.

Lost in time, I remembered all the conversations we had shared during our evening together and ended up thinking about the sex she had described to me.  It had unsettled me but excited me too.  I felt the tell-tale throb of sexual interest deep inside me as I remembered her descriptive words.  My stomach in knots, I pushed the thought away, reminding myself I wasn’t interested.  Maybe some of what she had told me I could try with guys, but not with women like Devon.  I replayed my mantra in my head over and over again-‘I’m straight, I’m straight.’

Fighting against the voice in my head which threatened to shout ‘liar’ at me, I flicked through the channels on TV, finding an old Baywatch which reminded me what I liked about men.  Relaxing back, I dosed for a while, hoping Elle would come home soon.  I needed some company, having spent so long enjoying Devon’s.

An hour later, I was reclined on the sofa when my phone buzzed.  I picked it up and saw an unfamiliar number had text me.  Clicking on the symbol, up popped a message. 

‘Hey you.  Missing me already? Devon x’ it read.

I smiled to myself instantaneously.  Tapping away straight away, I replied to her-‘It’s so quiet without you.  I had the best time! Thank you so much for everything, Astra xx’

I sent it and sat back, hoping he would continue messaging.  When I saw the … appear at the bottom of my screen, I smiled even wider to myself.  Waiting anxiously, I anticipated her response.

‘You’re so welcome and I can’t wait for us to do it again.  What are you doing? X’

‘Watching Baywatch,’ I replied, and pressed send.

‘Lots of gorgeous guys for you to watch,’ she sent back, making me smile.

‘And tits too, remember,’ I responded. 

‘Flirt,’ she sent back, almost immediately.

‘What are you doing?’ I asked then.

‘Waiting to record a song,’ she replied.

‘Nice! I can’t wait to get into rehearsals with you,’ I tapped back.

‘Won’t be long, Babygirl.  I’ll get Kate to send you over all the information. Text me your email, okay?’

I sent her my email and she replied quickly.

‘Got to go now, chat later xxx’

I sat back, saddened our conversation was over but then went over to log onto my laptop which sat on the kitchen table.  After I’d opened my email, sure enough, Kate had sent across the schedule for rehearsals straight away.  She’d written me a short, welcoming message to go with it but then just said to consult the timetable for all the information I needed for now.  She said to email her if I needed anything else as well.

I scanned through the two-week rehearsal timetable and found myself smiling to myself.  I would be busy working soon and that made me elated.  I was going to be a working musician-it was everything I had ever dreamed of!

Elle arrived home at that moment and started yelling when she saw me. 

‘You dirty stop out!’ she shouted.  ‘All night with Devon Samson! You absolute legend!’

‘Elle,’ I began, seriously.  ‘I’m the luckiest person who ever lived on the planet.’

She gaped at me, waiting for more.  ‘Tell me everything! Oh my God, she was so nice.  What’s that?’ she questioned, pointing at the guitar case.

‘She bought me a guitar for my birthday! It’s a Les Paul, for fuck’s sake! Nine, frigging grand!’ I exclaimed.

‘Well, fuck me! Astra, you’ve made it in life! You’re going to be famous!’

‘It’ll definitely put my name on the map, I think,’ I murmured, wondering what it would be like to be suddenly well-known by the public.

‘So, what happened after the club? That was a mental birthday, right? Did you enjoy it?’ she asked, animated.

‘I loved it thanks.  It was the best night!’

‘You kissed her as well! Like, properly!’ she rambled.

‘I know,’ I said, laughing to myself.  ‘I was pretty pissed though.’

‘Oh, I know you’d been drinking,’ she replied, ‘but you can hold your drink well.  You remember it, right?’

‘Couldn’t forget a moment like that!’ I reassured her.

‘Oh my God, Astra, if you were gay then she’d have you within a second!’ she continued. ‘She wants you bad!’

‘Fuck off,’ I responded, ‘there’s no way you can know that.  Besides, she’s like that with everyone! Didn’t you see, she kissed, cuddled and was affectionate with loads of people-not just me.’

‘I don’t know…’ Elle argued.

‘What?’

‘She was very attentive to you…like, she couldn’t stop looking at you and seemed really interested…’ Elle told me.

I shook my head, ‘it’s just that-interest.  Yesterday was about us getting to know each other and seeing what we’re both like.  She wanted time with me seeing as we’re likely to be touring America with each other.’

‘Makes sense,’ she nodded.  ‘Could be just that…’ she said, slowly, ‘but I bet I’m right! Ten pound says she comes on to you before you’ve even left for the tour!’

‘Oh, shut up-besides, she already has!’ I informed her, chuckling.

‘What? Tell me!’

‘Very soon after meeting her-she asked if I wanted to sleep with her,’ I said, bluntly.

Elle’s mouth dropped open in surprise.  ‘Oh my God,’ she said slowly, enunciating each word.  ‘You lucky little cow! And I bet you turned her down, didn’t you?’

‘Of course I did!’ I laughed.  ‘What did you expect me to do, drop my pants and spread my legs?’ I retorted.

‘I would!’ she responded, nudging me playfully.

‘Well, I didn’t.  I told her I’m straight and she was fine with it.’

‘What an absolute, fucking waste,’ Elle muttered, looking disgusted.  ‘You’re a let-down to lesbian women everywhere.  You had your chance with Devon fucking Samson and you missed it! Unbe-fucking-lievable.’

I shrugged and chuckled a little.  ‘Look; if I were gay, then she would be the one, I’ll tell you that much.  She’s pretty damn amazing in every way,’ I revealed, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks.

‘Oh wow! You’re in love with Devon Samson! I can see it in your face!’

‘I’m not in love with her!’ I objected, ‘but I will admit, she’s the most intriguing woman I’ve ever met and if I ever was interested in women, I would say she’s the sexiest woman I’ve ever met.’

Elle stared at me for a moment before speaking. ‘And I’m not?’ she asked straight-faced.  ‘You’re going to make an exception to your sexuality for Devon Samson and not for me.

I gaped at her for a moment before realising she was messing with me. ‘Shut up, Elle,’ I groaned.  ‘Don’t make the harder than it already is,’ I told her.

‘What’s hard? You get to tour the US with a gorgeous, intriguing woman who even you admit is sexy as hell.  I’m not jealous one bit-not one, little bit!’ she grumbled.

‘Hey, if I get famous, I’m sorting you out too,’ I promised her.

‘You’re sweet, Astra, but to be honest, I’d just be made up to see you happy, Babygirl.’

I smiled at her, affection for my friend brimming inside me.  ‘You know what, Elle? I feel genuinely happy for once-like this is the start of something.  I can’t wait to get going.’

‘When does it all start? Did she tell you?’

‘Yeah. I got the schedule through before you came home.  I’m rehearsing from Thursday onwards and we’ve got a performance at the music awards in London before we fly out to the US in two weeks.’

‘Wow,’ she breathed.  ‘It really is all happening then?’

‘It really is.  I’m keen to get started so I know what it’s all going to involve.’

‘Thursday is only a few days away, Astra.  Wouldn’t it be best to get your ducks in a row before then?’ Elle suggested.

‘What do you mean?’

‘I mean, give notice to your job, see your parents and let them know you’re going away, buy some new clothes…pack!’

‘Oh wow, yeah,’ I breathed, having not thought of any of those things.  ‘You’re right.  I’ve got a lot to do.’

‘Yeah, you have,’ she replied, ‘but I didn’t mean to panic you.  Enjoy the moment and recover from your birthday night out.  You were absolutely fucked after all that absinthe.’

‘I’m fine,’ I replied.  ‘I was sick at Devon’s hotel and felt better after I’d thrown it all up.’

‘Astra! Don’t be sick in front of Devon! Honestly, that’s gross!’

‘I couldn’t help it! But it was fine, I showered afterwards and then she leant me some clothes to wear.  We cuddled up after that so rest assured, it didn’t spoil things.’

‘Wait a fucking minute,’ Elle said, her dramatic side coming out in spades.  ‘Let’s backtrack several sentences there!’

‘Why? What did I say?’

‘You borrowed her clothes?’

‘Yeah, just sweatpants and a t-shirt,’ I told her.

‘Wow,’ she breathed.

‘What?’ I asked, confused.

‘That’s so sexy…slumming it in her clothes.  Do they smell of her?’ she asked, learning closer to me in anticipation of my answer.

I laughed, ‘I didn’t notice,’ I replied, even though I had.  They had smelt of her a little, a clean, alluring scent.

‘And then you said you ‘cuddled up?’ she asked, using her fingers as inverted commas.

‘Yeah, she wanted to chat and know everything about me…’

‘She said that?’

‘Yep, so we talked…I mean, we talked for hours on end…and then we watched a movie while cuddling up and then fell asleep together.’

Elle was shaking her head in utter and complete disbelief.  ‘How on God’s earth are you not a lesbian, Astra-Jo Rafflyn?’

I laughed and dropped my head for a moment.  ‘Honestly? I don’t actually know.’

‘Well; you’re a lucky bitch, I’ll say. It’s all wasted on you.  I’d have cuddled up then tried everything I could to get her into bed!’

‘You’re taken, Elle!’

‘Oh my God, she’s super famous! Everyone’s allowed a famous person for a fantasy lay!’

‘Well, it isn’t like that between Devon and I,’ I told her.

‘Does she know that?’ Elle wondered.

‘Sure! I told her, didn’t I?’

‘Sure, you told her-but then did everything in your power to show her you didn’t mean it!’

‘You think I led her on?’ I asked, unsure of myself.

‘I don’t know…but the kiss I witnessed at the club sure seemed sexual.’

‘She’s a good kisser!’ I argued.  ‘Oh Elle, it’s fine…we talked about sex, boyfriends, girlfriends…she’s clear on it, I’m sure.’

‘If you say so. I still bet something ends up happening between you.’

I smirked, amused by her comment.  Dismissing it, I tried to change the course of the conversation.  ‘So, I guess I need to get myself organised, right?’

‘You do! When do you first get paid? Is it decent money?’ she questioned.

I frowned and thought.  ‘I didn’t ask.’

‘Astra!’ Elle exclaimed.  ‘You’ve got to do the grown-up bits as well as the fun ones!’

‘I know, I was just blown away by being with Devon for the whole time. I’ll ask when I go in on Thursday for the rehearsal.’

‘Email that PA you told me about.  Get all your ducks lined up.’

‘You’re right.  Hey, Elle?’

‘Yeah?’ she replied, meeting my eyes. 

‘You going to be okay without me?’ I asked, grinning at her.

She laughed, falling back against the sofa in amusement.  ‘I think I’ll cope!’

While Elle went to make some food in the kitchen, I decided to start working on getting my ducks in line and ready for what life had in store for me next.  I started by reeling off an email to Devon’s PA, Kate, asking about pay seeing as I needed to hand in my current job resignation as soon as possible and had to make sure I was secure.  She emailed back quickly, attaching a contract for my job as bassist for the band and detailed the salary I would be receiving for doing so.  I sat at the computer for five solid minutes in shock at the figure being quoted to me.  It was more money than I had ever earned-or dreamt of earning.  It included an initial bonus which would be paid to me once I had sent my bank account details over to ensure I could buy everything I needed to embark on an American tour. 

‘Fuck!’ Elle exclaimed from behind me.

‘Oh, my fucking fuck!’ I replied, glancing back at Elle.

‘That’s a lot of money!’

‘It’s a hell of a lot of money…look, that’s the salary only.  There’s an initial bonus for clothes, travel stuff and new guitars!’

‘Oh crap! Fifteen grand?’ she exclaimed, shocked.

‘That’s big money,’ I commented.

‘I know you. You’ll struggle knowing what to do what cash like that.’

I nodded thoughtfully, frowning a little.  ‘What should I do?’

‘Send her back your bank details for a start! Get it sorted.  Then, you figure the rest out from there…’

‘Okay,’ I said, glad that someone else was giving me advice.  ‘I’ll just reply now.’

Twenty minutes later, I had not only replied but she had sent back a message telling me the money had been sent and that I could resign from my current job as everything was in the contract that I needed.  I emailed the company I worked the desks for and hit send with a flourish, happier beyond words that I wouldn’t have to do a nine to five desk job anymore.  Then, I sat and stared at my bank balance for a while, relishing the feeling of seeing actual money sat in my account-more money than I had ever had in it in my life before.

Heading over to the coffee table, I picked up my phone to call my Mum.  When I turned the screen on, I saw a message though.  A thrill rushed through me.  It was from Devon.

‘If I get out of here in time tonight, do you want to come over again? X’ it read.

I stared at it, stunned.  I hadn’t been expecting to see her again before Thursday, so the was great news!  I tapped back a quick reply.  ‘I would love to if you’re able to.  At the hotel?’ I wrote.

I saw her typing back almost immediately.  ‘Yeah, the hotel.  If I finish recording at a decent time, I’ll send a car to pick you up and bring you here.’

‘Remember I don’t sleep much,’ I replied.  ‘I don’t mind if it’s late.’

Devon sent me back a smiley face emoji and then text, ‘Fingers crossed I’ll see you later.’

‘Hope so,’ I sent back and then went back to finding my Mum’s number in the mobile.  I searched the contacts and called her phone.  It rang for a few minutes before she picked up.

‘Hi Astra,’ her happy voice rang out.

‘Hey Mum, how are you?’ I asked.

‘Oh good, good.  Tony’s clearing out the attic for me so we’re going through some old treasures!’ she giggled.

‘Oh nice!’ I replied, ‘uh, Mum, can I pop round for an hour?’ I asked.

‘Anytime!’ she responded.

‘I mean now, Mum,’ I replied.  ‘I’ve got big news for you, and I wanted to see you in person about it.’

‘Is it good?’ she asked, sounding worried.

‘Don’t worry, Mum, it’s really good news.  You’re going to be over the moon for me.’

‘Oh, great! Well of course! Come on round…the place is covered in old things from the attic but I’m sure you won’t mind, will you?’

‘I don’t mind, Mum.  I’ll head over now…’

‘Have you eaten? I can fix us a late lunch?’

‘That would be great, Mum, thanks.’

I hung up and went to change my clothes before heading out.

Chapter 8

Half an hour later, I arrived at my Mum’s house.  She didn’t live far from me, so I walked over, enjoying the early March sunshine on my face.

‘Astra!’ she exclaimed, as she opened the door to me.  ‘I feel like I haven’t seen you in weeks!’

‘It’s been about three,’ I told her, as she enveloped me in a warm embrace.  I held her close for a moment before releasing her.  She was petite like me, but thankfully, these days she wasn’t painfully thin as she had used to be.  Since being in a new relationship with Tony, anyone could see she was far happier, healthier and enjoying life.

‘You look well, Mum!’ I told her, stepping inside.

‘I am, honey.  I’ve been doing Pilates and Yoga.  Tony knows some wonderful people at her gym, so I’ve started going along!’

‘That’s great,’ I replied, finding her always ever so slightly amusing.  Since she had gained her freedom, she had developed a kooky side which I loved.  It showed me that she was having fun once again.

‘Hello Astra!’ a booming voice called.

I turned to see Tony behind me.  ‘Hey, big man,’ I chuckled, laughing as he enveloped me in a bear hug and lifted me off the floor. 

‘Good to see you, little one! We should see you more often, we miss seeing your lovely face,’ he told me, kissing my cheek affectionately.

I grinned up at the huge bear of a man. I loved him as a father.  He had done everything my own flesh and blood father had never done-loved my mother, loved me, and made me feel happy.  He was kind, affectionate and warm, had endless cuddles to give and wasn’t judgemental, condescending or offensive in any way.  ‘It’s good to see you too, Tony. I’ve been busy with auditions and stuff, but I will make more of an effort to come over more when I can,’ I promised.

‘Good,’ he replied.  ‘Well, shall I leave you two on your own for the ‘big news’ or am I welcome to stay and listen?’ he asked.

‘Oh, stay! Of course.  I want you both to celebrate with me,’ I said, aware that I was grinning from ear to ear.

‘Come on then, let’s go and sit in the lounge,’ my mother said, hooking her arm through mine and pulling her along with me. 

We went through and sat down.  I could tell they were both eager to hear what I had to say as their body language was receptive to it-they leant forwards in anticipation of what I was going to say.

‘So, Astra, come on! What’s got you smiling like a Cheshire cat?’ Mum asked.

‘Well, I went to an audition this week,’ I began.

‘An audition?’ Mum exclaimed, excited. ‘You didn’t tell me you were going for another one?’

‘I know-it was kind of last minute, really.  Anyway,’ I continued, ‘I auditioned for lead guitar but that one was already filled…’

‘Oh Astra,’ my Mum’s face fell.

‘No, Mum, then they asked me to try for the bass guitarist role…and long story short, I got it!’ I exclaimed.

My Mum stared at me, open-mouthed.  ‘Astra! That’s great news! What’s the gig? Is it anyone I know?’ she asked.

‘Well, she’s pretty well-known now,’ I revealed.  ‘I’m going to be Devon Samson’s bass guitarist,’ I told her.

She gasped in astonishment and Tony looked ready to fall off her chair.  ‘Devon Samson?’ she almost squealed.

‘Yeah,’ I laughed, unable to contain my joy.

‘Astra, I love her! I voted for her to win way back when she was on my favourite show! She’s gorgeous and so talented! Oh, my goodness, Astra, have you met her?’ she asked, overly excited now.

‘Yeah, I spent the day with her yesterday. She helped celebrate my birthday,’ I informed her.

‘Oh, my goodness, this is the absolute best news ever, Astra.  You’ve made it! Just like you always hoped to!’ she grinned.

‘I know,’ I replied.  ‘I’ll be performing with Devon and the band in London for next few weeks and then it looks like we’re going to be touring America.’

She gaped at me.  ‘You’re kidding?’

‘Nope,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘Better get better at emailing and texting, Mum, we’re going to be long distance for a while…’

‘Oh Astra,’ she said, coming over to hold me close in her arms.  ‘I am so proud of you! I’ll miss you terribly, but this is the best news for you! And Devon Samson! I may even get to meet her!’ she screeched. ‘Amazing!’ she exclaimed and danced around the living room with glee.

I laughed to myself as Tony came over and hugged me as well. ‘Well done, Astra.  I’m really proud of you.  That’s a major gig, right? The is the big time?’ he asked, stepping back to look at me.

‘It’s huge, yeah,’ I nodded, shaking my head.  ‘I’m going to be going on tour, playing with an amazing band and its damn good money.  They’re paying me a salary and have given me fifteen grand to get everything I need to start out before we start.’

‘Fifteen grand?’ my Mum repeated, stunned and suddenly standing stock still.

‘Yeah, I know…for guitars, clothes and everything I need to pack and take, I guess.  It’s crazy, right?’

‘Oh Astra!’ she cried, ‘you’ve really done it!’ she grinned, grabbing me, and laughing like a mad woman.  ‘Remember us all when you’re rich and famous!’

I laughed, falling back on the sofa at her crazy antics. 

I stayed for a long lunch, chatting and catching up with my Mum and Tony, eventually leaving at around four in the afternoon.  I kept checking my phone, but Devon hadn’t text back yet.  As I left, I stopped at the door before leaving.

‘I’ll stay in touch, Mum, even if I end up on the other side of the world,’ I promised.

‘You better,’ she warned.  ‘Honey?’

‘Yeah?’

‘I’m so, unbelievably proud of you.  I’m also so pleased you stuck with it.  I knew you’d make it one day,’ she smiled.

‘Thanks Mum, it means a lot.’

We hugged and she pulled back.  ‘I guess you should call you Dad and tell him you’ll be away for a bit…’ she murmured, reluctantly.

‘It crossed my mind,’ I replied, ‘but I…I don’t know…it gets harder and harder to have a conversation with the man.  He’s not the easiest to speak with.’

‘I know, sweetheart, but he’s your father at the end of the day.  Maybe at least tell him you’re going to be away touring so that he doesn’t contact me to find out where you are. I don’t want to speak to him.’

‘Yeah, alright, I’ll do that,’ I promised, not wanting my mother to have to have any contact with him whatsoever.

‘Okay, thanks.  Well, take care, and make sure to see me before you go away to America! Imagine, my daughter, international guitar hero! It’s just incredible!’ she exclaimed.

I laughed.  ‘Love you, Mum,’ I said, and hugged her.

‘I love you too, sweetheart.  Stay in touch.’

‘I will, Mum.  See you soon,’ I said, and left.

I walked home, checking my phone for messages as I did so but nothing came.  It was nearing 5pm when I got home and sat down on the sofa once more.  Deciding not to put it off, I then decided to make a quick phone call to my father.  We spoke very little these days, but if my Mum wanted to avoid him being in touch with her, it was important I made the contact myself.

I dialled and waited as it rang.

‘Yeah?’

‘Hey Dad, it’s Astra,’ I said, frowning slightly at his gruff, slurred voice.

‘Hey Astra, how are you?’ he asked.

‘I’m good, Dad, yeah,’ I murmured.  ‘Look, I just wanted to call you and tell you that I’m going to be going away for a while, so I won’t be in touch much.’

‘Going away?’ he asked. ‘Where?’

‘I’ll be touring America.  I got a new job playing guitar for a band which is going to be doing a tour of North America. I’ll be away a few months.’

‘Fucking A!’ he exclaimed, his words still sounding slurred, as if he had been drinking.  ‘Good for you.  You going to be playing your guitar and making a living out of it at fucking last?’ he asked.

I clenched my jaw against the anger he provoked in me.  ‘Yeah, I am.’

‘Good,’ he replied, gruffly.  ‘About fucking time too! Who are you playing with?’

The had been the bit I had been dreading-but I wasn’t sure if my father would know who Devon was.  ‘I’m going to be playing in Devon Samson’s band.  She’s pretty famous now, I don’t know if you know her?’

The line when silent for a moment before he spoke again. ‘I know her…the fucking dyke who was prancing around the stage on that program. What is it with you, girl? Always finding dirty, disgusting dykes to fuck around with? She looks like a fucking man, Astra! Anyone would think you’re a fucking carpet muncher too!’ he ranted.

I couldn’t bear a moment more of his homophobic, imbecilic comments so I hung up.  Slamming my phone down on the sofa beside me, I wanted to yell, shout and cry out but I couldn’t.  Instead, I let the anger build up inside of me until I felt like I wanted to burst.

My phone beeped at me, and I grabbed it, hoping it wouldn’t be my father adding insult to injury.  Thankfully it wasn’t.  Devon had finally text.  It read, ‘I’m out and free.  Still want to come over?’ she asked.

I tapped back quickly, ‘Yeah, I’d love to.’

She replied that a car would be there soon, and I placed my phone back down beside me, fighting back the tears which threatened to fall.  Ignoring my feelings, I pushed myself up from the sofa, went into the bathroom to get ready and then waited for Devon’s car.

Ten minutes later, a car pulled up outside my flat. I headed out and hurried down to get in the car.  The driver stood to welcome me.

‘Good evening, Miss Rafflyn,’ he said politely.  ‘Let me get the door for you,’ he said, graciously.

‘Thank you,’ I replied, not used to being treated with such respect by an older man.

I climbed in, expecting a quiet, comfortable ride over to the hotel, but when I got in, the woman herself was sat in the back seat, grinning at me widely.

‘Devon!’ I exclaimed.  ‘I didn’t expect you to be picking me up yourself! I thought you were just sending the car.’

‘Yeah, well, I couldn’t wait that long.  Come here,’ she said, opening her arms.

I smiled, and hugged her, although I knew I felt tense as I gave her a half-hearted squeeze.

‘Hey-you alright?’ she questioned.

I sighed and slumped back against the soft leather seat.  ‘Yeah,’ I told her, heavily.  ‘I’ve just had a rough afternoon-but it doesn’t matter.  I’m glad to be with you now,’ I said, meeting her eyes with a genuine smile.

‘Ah, Astra-Jo! That’s not good! Come on, let’s get back to the hotel and you can tell me all about it if you like.  Either that or I’ll help you to forget the bad stuff and focus on the good.’

My smile widened.  She always made me feel better.  ‘Thanks Devon.  It’s nothing really.  I told my Mum about everything today too and that was amazing.  She was literally dancing around the living room!’

Devon laughed.  ‘Really? That’s really funny.’

‘I know,’ I grinned, playing with the tassels on her jacket idly, ‘I asked her if she knew who you were and apparently, she’s a big fan.  Who knew?’ I chuckled.

‘Well, I’m pleased with that.  If she’s anything like you, I like her already,’ she told me, her dark blue eyes scanning mine intently.

‘She’s just like me,’ I revealed.  ‘Small, blonde and giggly,’ I told her on a laugh.  ‘She’s a riot these days.  Completely barking mad.’

‘Sounds fun! I’ll have to meet her sometime.’

I smiled.  ‘How was your day? Did you get the recording done?’ I questioned.

‘Yeah, it was good.  The record sounds amazing.  I’m pleased with it.  I’ve also done the meeting with the big bosses today and the tour is going ahead.’

‘Yeah? Amazing!’ I exclaimed.

‘It is.  Did you email Kate?’ she asked.

‘I did. She sent me a rehearsal schedule and then sent me the most ridiculous amount of money I’ve ever seen! My bank account has never had those kinds of figures in it!’ I said, still stunned.

‘Oh honey, get used to it.  That’s the tip of the iceberg now you’re playing with me.  You’re going to have plenty of cash to spend, always. I’ll make sure of it.’

‘I don’t know what I’m supposed to do with it!’ I told her, sincerely.

Her hand reached out and cupped my lower jaw briefly before she sighed and let it go.  ‘Astra, you’re so cute,’ she said, her voice dropping lower.  ‘It’s for everything you need before we go touring.  Shop for clothes, buy another guitar, get everything you need before going away.’

‘I don’t shop much,’ I replied, thoughtfully.  ‘I might have to rope Elle in to help me…’

‘Or me,’ Devon said hopefully.  ‘I’d gladly go shopping with you and play dress up on you,’ she said, with a flirtatious wink.

‘Really? Seriously?’ I asked.

‘Oh my God, I’d love it! You’d be like my barbie doll to play with! Shopping is one of my favourite things to do in my spare time. I’d gladly do it-and make you look even more gorgeous while we’re at it!’ she said, clearly drawn to the idea.

‘Oh,’ I said, surprised.  ‘Well, yes please! I mean, I’d gladly accept your help. Thanks, Devon.’

‘You’re welcome.  Here we are,’ Devon then announced, as we arrived at the hotel.  ‘Let’s go and relax.’

Devon and I went into the hotel via the back entrance and made our way up to the top floor suite using the elevator provided.  Devon ushered me in, and we headed straight for the luxurious sofas which we had spent the previous evening sleeping on.

‘I can’t believe I’m back so soon,’ I told her, sinking back onto the soft covers.  ‘I didn’t expect to see you until Thursday.’

‘What can I say? I wanted to spend more time with you,’ she murmured, softly.

I smiled over at her. ‘Why?’ I wondered.

‘I enjoy your company. You’re unbelievably easy to be around, pretty to look at and I laugh a lot with you.  What else is there?’

‘Nothing, I guess,’ I murmured, head bowed a little.

‘Come on then, get it out straight away…’

‘What?’ I questioned, looking up to meet her quizzical gaze.

‘What’s bothering you…whatever it is that’s upset you since I picked you up today…’

‘Oh,’ I murmured, ‘that.’

‘Out with it then! Come on, Astra, spill,’ she ordered.

I sighed and began.  ‘I saw my Mum and my stepdad today.  They were literally over the moon for me-Mum was dancing around the living room and Tony gave me the biggest bear hug you could imagine.’

Devon smiled widely.  ‘They sound amazing.’

‘They are,’ I assured her, ‘but then as I was leaving, Mum asked if I would let my dad know I would be going away-so that she didn’t have to have any contact with him.  She hates him calling her and these days avoids him like the plague.’

‘That’s understandable, all things considered!’ Devon replied.

‘Yeah,’ I said quietly, ‘but then I had to call him to let him know…’

‘I’m guessing it didn’t go well?’ she asked, her expressive eyebrow lifting once again.

‘It didn’t.  I hung up on him actually.’

‘What did he say that bothered you so much?’

I sighed heavily again.  ‘He asked about the gig…I explained and mentioned your name-that I would be playing with you.  He told me he knew you from TV and asked why I always surround myself with ‘fucking dykes’ like that and then called me a ‘fucking carpet muncher,’ I told her sadly, emotion stabbing my chest fiercely.

‘Oh Astra, I’m sorry,’ Devon sympathised, laying her hand over mine. 

I looked down at her larger hand lying gently over my long fingers.  ‘I’m so, fucking angry, Devon,’ I almost hissed, emotion shaking in my voice.

‘Don’t be!’ she replied, her voice singing out with strength.  ‘You know the man is a homophobic idiot.  You could almost have expected his response.  He doesn’t have the brains to understand that he’s wrong.  He doesn’t understand same-gender relationships, clearly, or accept that his daughter could be associated with it.’

I looked up at her from under my long lashes.  ‘I know that,’ I whispered, my voice breaking as I spoke, ‘I do, I know that, Devon…but why does it still hurt? Why do I let him get to me like this?’ I questioned, as, to my horror, my eyes filled with tears.

‘Oh, Astra, don’t,’ Devon said, her eyes full of sympathy and regret as tears slipped down my cheeks.  ‘Come here,’ she said, gathering me close.  ‘He’s not worth it…he’s a man who abused you-physically, emotionally and mentally.  You’ve got to try and stop allowing him to affect you like this.’

I sniffed against her shoulder; my stomach tightened into knots.  ‘I don’t know how to do that. His words have always hurt me-more so than taking his fists to me.  I think I’d rather be punched than have to deal with the emotional response I get from him.’

Devon was stroking my hair gently, her hand soft against my head and her voice tender.  ‘Don’t allow him to matter, Astra.  Don’t allow him to get in your head,’ she told me, and then lifted her head to look down at me.  ‘He doesn’t see what the rest of us see…’

I shook my head, dropping my gaze.  ‘I don’t know, Devon…maybe…’

She broke me off by lifting my chin, so I was forced to meet her gaze.  ‘Don’t!’ she warned.  ‘We’re going to work on this-you and me.’

‘What?’ I whispered.

‘Your sense of self-worth.  My God, if you were in my head right now, Astra,’ she said, quietly, her voice dropping lower and huskier.  ‘You want to know what I see? Because I’m going to tell you.  I’ll be honest when I tell you that I haven’t stopped thinking about you since we first met-and I know you’re going to say that’s because you’re my type physically, but it’s more than that.  When I first saw you, I thought to myself, ‘Oh my God, she’s absolutely breathtakingly gorgeous.’ I did.  But then we spent the day and the night together…I found out you’re funny, crazy, clever, shy and brazen…I loved every side I saw of you, which is why I wanted to see you again.  Who cares what your bully of a father thinks? Live your life on your terms.  Do what you want.  Find your own version of what makes you happy, not your dads.  He doesn’t matter, Astra.  Let his comments go.’

I nodded, swallowing against the emotion her words had stirred in me.  As tears threatened to overspill, Devon pulled me close again and I cried for a few moments against her shoulder, letting it all out.  She held me, whispered reassuring words to me.  I wrapped my arms around her waist and waited for the emotion to dissipate.  In Devon’s arms, I felt comforted, safe and cared for.

Chapter 9

Seconds disappeared into minutes and soon, I wasn’t sure how much time had passed.  I did know that Devon felt good against me-her body was warm, large strong and solid.  I loved the way it made me feel to be protected by her.

‘I’m sorry,’ I murmured, pulling back from her, and easing back onto the sofa a little.

‘Hey! Don’t apologise!’

‘You didn’t invite me over for this though,’ I replied, laughing a little to cover my nerves.  ‘Crying all over you! What an embarrassment.’

‘Don’t be ridiculous,’ she replied.  ‘It’s real life.  Your life.  If it matters to you, Astra, it matters to me.  I just want you to be able to be happy-without fearing the consequences of the wrath of your father.’

I nodded, feeling anger take over the sadness inside.  ‘Yeah…yeah.  Fuck him.  Fuck him,’ I repeated.  ‘I don’t know where my fire has gone.  I used to rebel just to fuck with him.  What am I doing, crying over his idiotic, uneducated comments? It’s absurd.’

Devon nodded.  ‘Understandable though.  I’ve been through times where I’ve been emotionally hurt by people’s words and comments about me.  I avoid reading the press about me after coming out publicly.  They’re just searching for dirt.  Sadly, everyone is after their five minutes of fame too, so I’ve had more than one story sold on me.’

‘You have?’ I asked.

She nodded, her face changing into one of sadness and regret.  ‘Yeah…don’t go searching for them on the internet.  I’d rather you form your own opinion of me and what I’m like-the people who sold stories to papers about me aren’t people I still consider friends.’

‘I’m not surprised,’ I replied.  ‘That must have hurt…’

‘Yeah,’ she nodded, ‘they say any press is good press, but you still have to live with it.  I wouldn’t say it’s that easy to read shit about yourself when you know every last word is a lie.  Then if you argue back against it, people think you’re being defensive and it’s all true.  Honestly, you can’t win, so I try and keep my private life just that-private.’

I nodded, understanding.

‘People will talk about you as well now, Astra.  You’ll have to be prepared for that.  You kind of stand out and once you’re in the band, people will take notice.  I don’t want you getting upset when they start talking about in the press.’

‘Now that I would love,’ I told her. ‘Just to be noticed.’

‘But what if it’s negative? What if they call you a lesbian or criticise you for your tattoos or the things you choose to wear?’ she questioned.

‘Any of those things would make me laugh my arse off.  I don’t actually care if they say those things.  People have always assumed I’m gay, people have always said I have too many tattoos. What I don’t like is my own father criticising me and being such an abusive prick. It cuts too close to home.  There’s something about your own family hurting you which is harder to take.’

‘Of course! Because you love them!’ she replied.

I nodded.  ‘Yeah…anyway, shall we move on? I feel better now I’ve let it all out.  I’m sorry for crying on you! What a weird new friend!’ I said and laughed.  ‘You must be regretting inviting me over.’

‘The opposite actually.  I feel closer to you now than ever.  You’ve opened up to me so naturally, Astra.  I’m sad you’ve been upset but I’m really happy that you feel that you can talk to me and be so open about everything.  I don’t have many friends like that-they’re more superficial and hard work.’

‘Really?’

‘Yes, really.  Now, what do you say to dinner up here? I was going to take you out somewhere, but it would be nicer and cosier if we stayed in, don’t you think?’ she asked.

‘I’d love to stay in for dinner with you,’ I replied.

‘What’s your favourite take-out if you had to order one?’ he asked.

‘Ooh, Chinese or Thai, I reckon,’ I smiled.

‘Ah, lovely!’ she cried, ‘just my kind of thing! Shall we order Thai?’

‘Perfect,’ I told her, moving closer as she pulled out her phone.  She called a number and asked for a selection of Thai food to be delivered to the hotel and then hung up quickly.  She looked down at me and pulled me to her side, so I was nestled against her.  ‘What do you want to do in the meantime? Watch a film or chat?’ she asked.

‘Both,’ I replied, looking up at her with my head lying on her shoulder.

She chuckled.  ‘Sounds like a plan,’ she said, her eyes scanning mine for a long moment.

‘What?’ I murmured, after she fell silent.

‘You’ve got the most beautiful eyes.  I thought that yesterday when you were wearing make-up but even bare faced like today, you’re stunning.’

I smiled at her, loving it when she complimented me. ‘Thank you,’ I replied softly.  ‘Your eyes are the one of the first things I noticed too.  They change in different lights-always blue but different shades.’

Her mouth slowly curved into a seductive smile.  ‘One of the things?’

‘Flirt,’ I chuckled, grinning back.

‘You know it! I’m curious though…what else?’

‘Fishing for compliments?’ I asked, my voice lowering as I found it impossible not to respond to her when she was being flirtatious.

‘Only when they’re genuine,’ she responded.  ‘I get complimented on a daily basis, usually by strangers and people who don’t really know me.  If it’s coming from you, who has spent time with me for real, yes, I want to know.’

I nodded, understanding. ‘I get it,’ I said, softly, my face becoming more serious.  Sincere.  ‘Your eyes are hypnotic,’ I told her slowly, ‘but what struck me even more than that was just what a genuinely nice person you are.  You listen, attentively.  You care about what I say and offer advice.  You’re a big cuddler, which I love.  You’re an amazing kisser, which is always good to know, and most of all you’re witty, intelligent and funny which makes you great company.  You’ve also chosen me over hundreds of others to be part of your band-so you must have good taste,’ I joked.

‘Thousands,’ she corrected, ‘and I do…have good taste.’

I smiled at her.

‘Thanks Astra.  Those were some lovely things to say.’

‘Yeah, well, I meant them,’ I said, shrugging.

‘You’re a keeper, that’s for sure.’

‘Lucky for you, I’m keen to stay,’ I smiled.  ‘I was talking to Elle about our evening together last night,’ I murmured.

‘Oh yeah? What did you tell her?’

‘I told her about being sick, chatting all evening and the watching a movie and sleeping on the sofa.’

‘What did she say about it?’ Devon wondered.

‘She told me I was probably leading you on…’ I replied, slowly, gauging her reaction.  ‘To which I told her I had been completely open with you about my sexuality.’

She nodded, her face growing more serious.  ‘You have, Astra.  Don’t worry about that.’

‘She’s just jealous,’ I said, evenly.  ‘And openly so.  She thinks you’re amazing so the fact I get to spend time with you is just mind blowing to her.’

‘I feel like she’s a good person.’

‘She is…and she helps me to rethink things when I’m just barging headfirst into situations.’

‘Everyone needs a good best friend,’ Devon murmured.

‘She said our kiss was really sexual at the party,’ I continued, unsure of why I was bringing it up.

‘It was!’ Devon replied, becoming animated.  ‘It was fucking hot, Astra! You said you remember?’ she questioned.

‘Yeah, I do…it’s just interesting to hear other people’s opinions on things.’

‘Okay, well, let me ask you this-if you did happen to be gay, would that kiss have been a turn on for you? If you were into women?’ she questioned.

‘Hell, yeah!’ I told her, sitting up a bit to look at her properly. ‘You’ve got full, gorgeous lips and you’re into tongue and giving it your all.  I’d go for it for sure!’

Devon looked thoughtful for a minute.

‘What?’ I questioned.

‘I’m debating asking you something but I’m not sure whether to or not.’

‘Oh, ask me,’ I told her, ‘the worst thing I can tell you is no!’

‘Alright then,’ she said, slowly.  ‘Well; our first public performance is going to be at the Universal British Music Awards, okay?’

‘Yeah?’

‘I had the meeting today and the ideas were to ramp up the performance, do something unexpected, shock people for press attention…get my name on the map if you see what I mean.’

‘I love that! I really enjoy shocking people,’ I told her.  ‘What do they want you to do?’

‘Well, that’s just it, Astra.  It involves you.’

‘It does?’ I said, genuinely surprised.  ‘How?’

‘They suggested doing a ‘Britney and Madonna’ moment…’

My eyebrows rose.  ‘No way…and my name came up?’

‘I chose you,’ she replied, ‘but only if you agreed,’ she continued.  ‘It’s a suggestion at the moment, a way of getting reporters talking about me before going on tour.  If everyone’s focused on me-whether it’s positive or negative, it’ll get attention for the tour.’

‘Wow…’ I breathed, considering what she was suggesting.

‘You don’t have to, whatsoever.’

‘Why me?’ I questioned.  ‘Why not one of the others?’

‘Because you’re the only one I want to kiss,’ she said, honestly.  ‘It needs to be good, if we’re going to do it, and I already know we’ve got fucking, hot chemistry.’

I thought about it for a long moment.  ‘I’ve got no problem with it,’ I told her.  ‘In fact, it’d be wicked! Let’s do it!’

Devon gaped at me.  ‘I wasn’t expecting that response,’ she replied, aghast.

‘Really? You thought I’d turn you down?’

‘Yeah! It’s national TV. Once and if I do it, they’ll be press coverage all over it.  You’ll be forever known as the guitarist who kissed Devon Samson.  They’ll want to know all about you, look into your personal life and ask you questions about it.  A kiss has rarely been done like that before so it would be a big deal. Do you still think it’s a good idea?’ she asked frowning, ‘because I have to tell you, Astra, I’m still thinking about it, and I’m not sure.’

‘I’d still say yes,’ I told her simply.  ‘Although, I’d have one condition…’

‘Yeah? What is it?’ he questioned.

‘I’d want to rehearse it quite a bit first,’ I told her.  ‘If we’re going to kiss on national television, it’s going to have to look good.  No sloppy first kiss rubbish.’

Devon laughed at that.  ‘I think we’ve already covered the first kiss stage, Astra, but you’re right-we’d go through it in intricate detail so photos and footage of it looks good.’

‘Cool,’ I nodded, ‘well, I’m up for it then, sure!’

‘You’re so open,’ Devon murmured, shaking her head.  ‘I can’t believe you’re just happy to go along with this.’

‘I think it would do some good in the world.  It’ll bring the press coverage you need before embarking on the tour and piss off a few homophobes out there.  Win win!’

‘You’re a perceptive person.’

I grinned at her.  ‘Plus, the obvious of course-I get to kiss you, which is always a bonus.’

‘Is it?’ she smirked, looking at me with a twinkle in her eye.

‘Oh yeah…wanna practice?’ I asked, with a wink.

‘Astra!’ he exclaimed, shocked by my blatant approach with her.  ‘You’re such a flirt!’

‘I know,’ I laughed, enjoying myself.  ‘I can’t help myself-you’re very kissable.’

‘I am?’

‘Yeah…and I love kissing.  Hugging and kissing are just the best-don’t you think?’ I asked.

‘Yeah! I love them.  Do you go around kissing many women though, Astra?’ she asked.

‘Only you,’ I assured her.  ‘I mean, I’ve drunkenly kissed Elle once or twice but she doesn’t count.  She’s my sister.’

‘Not by blood!’

‘No, but you know when you kiss a friend and it’s the furthest thing from sexual you’ve ever experienced? That’s what kissing Elle was like.’

‘Ah…what about me, though?’

‘Nah, you were hot,’ I told her, remembering her eager lips on mine.  ‘If I was gay, I’d be asking for more!’

‘You would, would you?’ she murmured.

‘Yes, I would.’

‘Have you ever considered that maybe, just maybe, there’s a possibility you could be gay, Astra?’ Devon then enquired.

I thought for a minute, deciding how to answer.  ‘I think if I were, it would have happened by now, right?’

‘That wasn’t a clear answer, baby,’ she said, chuckling softly.

‘At the end of the day, Devon, it doesn’t matter to me…’

‘What doesn’t?’ she asked.

‘Who I fall in love with, ‘I told her.  ‘One day I’ll meet the right person and male or female, I’ll know.  I’m open to any relationship, it’s just about who I fall for…maybe there will be a word for that sexuality one day but for the moment, I’m happy not having to define myself and just live, love and be happy.’

Devon’s eyes held mine captive, her gaze misted with emotion.  ‘You’re the perfect person, Astra.’

I smiled at her.  ‘I’m far from perfect, Devon, but I’m a decent person and a good friend.’

Devon sighed, leaning her head back against the sofa.  As she opened her mouth to speak, the door rang-the food had arrived.  ‘Saved by the bell,’ Devon grinned.

‘Food!’

Devon opened the door, and a trolley was brought in and left for us.  Devon tipped the waiter, and she left quickly.

‘Blimey, Devon-that’s not quite a bag of take-out from the local, is it?’ I laughed.

‘Only the best for you now, Astra-Jo,’ she smiled.

‘Wow,’ I exclaimed, looking at the array of dishes they had brought us.  There was a huge range, and it all smelt delicious. 

Devon and went to the table and spread it out before us before tucking in hungrily.  I had eaten more today than most days if I was honest.  Breakfast with Devon, lunch with my mother and now dinner with Devon again.  It was amazing.

‘The is incredible!’ I exclaimed, licking my lips with relish.  ‘Is this what life is going to be like with you now?’ I smiled.

‘Sometimes,’ she said, almost regretfully.

‘Sometimes?’ I said, frowning.

‘I’ve cleared my schedule in the past day or so,’ she told me.  ‘I’m usually a pretty busy person,’ she admitted.  ‘When we tour it will get even more hectic-when you get to have down time, I’ll probably still be giving interviews and doing press.  It’ll be amazing, but it will be busy and tiring.’

‘I guess I should make the most of it while I can then,’ I replied.

‘Yeah, exactly,’ she smiled.

We finished up with the Thai food and then headed over to get comfortable on the sofas to relax.  It felt natural to curl up beside Devon and lean my head on her shoulder as she flicked through the channels to find a film to watch.  We settled on an action-adventure film this time.

After a while, I grew bored and sat up, wanting to talk to Devon some more instead of waste my time with her watching a film.

‘Not the best?’ she enquired, looking at me as I settled against the sofa in a different position, crossing my legs up under myself and using the cover to keep warm.

‘Not really,’ I said, screwing up my face.  ‘There’s no plot.’

She laughed.  ‘No…’

‘Devon?’

‘Yeah?’ she said, turning to face me as well.

‘Are you single at the moment then?’

She laughed.  ‘Is that an offer?’

I grinned at her.  ‘Nope, just curious about you.’

She sobered.  ‘Yes, I’m single…but not exactly through choice.  I do love being in a relationship.  They’re the best.’

I nodded, agreeing.  ‘Why not through choice?’

‘Because my management think it’s better for me right now.  It comes down to how the public portray you in the media and being single is advantageous for me.  Also, they think it’s less distraction for me while we’re touring.  There’s no pining for someone at home and it’s just one less thing to worry about.  I understand where they’re coming from.’

I nodded, understanding too.  ‘It does make sense-too many ties at the time in your life when you’re touring, travelling and busy.  It wouldn’t be that easy to be a partner staying at home through that.’

‘No, exactly.’

‘And it’s not like you haven’t got other options,’ I murmured, thinking.

She gave me a quizzical look and then spoke.  ‘Apart from the obvious, I’m fine with staying unattached for now.'

I thought for a moment.  ‘Being lonely?’ I questioned. 

‘No,’ she chuckled.  ‘Sex, Astra.’

It was my turn to laugh.  ‘Oh! Yeah…’ I said, but then considered this. ‘Surely that’s not an issue though? I mean, I bet there’s millions of women out there desperate to sleep with you!’ I exclaimed, not joking in the slightest.

‘It’s not quite that simple, I’m afraid,’ she said then.

‘Why?’ I asked, frowning.

‘Because of today’s world, Astra.  Everything’s different from when our idols and heroes toured the world.  These days everyone has phones, and they record everything! There’s also the worry of rape claims, sexual harassment and simply image to maintain.  If you tour each state, fucking every person who offers themselves, it’s soon going to end in tears…’

‘I hadn’t even thought of it like that,’ I replied, thoughtfully.  ‘But you’re right…it doesn’t sound safe at all.’

‘It’s a different ball game, touring these days.’

I nodded thinking.

‘Don’t panic though, Astra…there’s ways and means.  You won’t have to spend the whole time being abstinent.  You just have to be more careful and discreet.  Otherwise, everyone just considers you a great, big slut from the get-go!’ she laughed.

I smiled.  ‘I don’t mind at all-all things considered, that’s doable.’

‘I mean getting to go and tour all-round the US is pretty cool, right? And we’ve all got each other-it’s not like we’re going to be lonely.’

‘No way you’re going to be lonely, Devon. You’ve got me!’

‘That’s right; and you’ve got me.’

Chapter 10

‘Tell me more about the others we’ll be touring with,’ I requested next.

‘Well, Mattie I’ve known for years.  We were in a band together before I became famous.  She’s played lead guitar for some well-known people.’

‘What is she like?’

‘She’s really chilled, quiet and sombre type of person.  She’s married now with two kids.’

‘No way! And she’s coming on tour? Leaving them at home?’ I asked.

‘Yeah. I reckon she’ll be the one pining for home. They’re a lovely family.’

‘And her husband’s okay with her going away for months on end?’ I wondered.

‘He accepts it.  It’s part of the job she has always chosen to do.’

‘What about the drummer person? What’s she like?’ I asked.

‘Erin? She’s such a nice person-she’s your salt of the earth, chilled, kind, nice person.  She’s always there if you need someone to talk to.  She’s similar in personality to you in many ways.  I think you’ll get on well.’

‘I hope so,’ I said, smiling.  ‘Is she straight or gay?’

‘She’s straight. She’s also married, but more recently.  She doesn’t have kids yet. Her husband is cool though.  He works as a musician and he’s going to be working in France for some of the time that we’re away.’

‘Oh, cool! So, it’s just you and me that are the single ones then?’ I laughed.

‘Well, no…I haven’t told you about our dancers yet.’

‘Oh yeah! Tell me!’ I said, eagerly.

‘Okay, well we’ve got two men and two women travelling with us.  There’s Jimmy and Raff-they’re both gay, cool and loads of fun.  I’ve known Jimmy for years; we’ve been good friends since our twenties.  He’s got a boyfriend but is always still up for a night out and loads of fun. Raff is a cool guy but very young.  He’s the baby of our group.’

‘Gay too you said?’

‘Yeah, but too young for anyone, Astra! He’s still a baby, but a wicked dancer.’

‘What about the girls? Tell me they’re cool!’ I said, hopefully.

‘Yeah, they are.  Sasha’s my choreographer and really good at what she does.  She’s focused, intelligent and tells it like it is.  She’s engaged and is getting married next year.  Her boyfriend, Grant, is a really nice person.  I approve!’ she told me.

‘And the other girl?’

‘Her name is Mica.  She’s quirky and cool.  She like girls and has a girlfriend called Emilie.  I like her too.  She’s a good choice for Mica.’

‘Wow, so that’s everyone?’ I smiled.

‘Yep, that’s our little family. It’ll be better when you meet everyone, then you can get a feel for them yourself.’

‘Will I get to meet them on Thursday?’

‘Yeah, full rehearsal for the music awards on Thursday…everyone will be there as they’re all a part of it.’

‘Great,’ I murmured, thoughtfully.  ‘So, who chose the group? Were they hired by your management, or did you get a say in it?’

‘I put it together with the help of management.  I chose people I like and thought I could live and tour with for the purpose of getting on with everyone well.  I can’t imagine touring with a group of people I hated so I chose like-minded people who I think I will have a laugh with as well as really talented and amazing performers.’

‘That’s a nice compliment,’ I commented, happily.

‘I mean it.  You really impressed me when you came in, Astra.  I mean, yes, the moment I saw you I thought ‘eye candy’ and ‘fuck she’s gorgeous’ but when you started playing, I almost forgot that.  Your talent and the way you perform had me convinced you were the right one for my band.’

‘Elle helped do me up for the audition,’ I revealed.  ‘We dyed my hair, and she did my make-up.’

‘I love it.  The blonde hair is gorgeous against your tanned skin.  The make-up was hot too.  You’re lucky-you’re gorgeous with or without make-up.  When you wear it, you look smoking hot and when you don’t, you’re a natural beauty.’

I smiled, happy with her comments.

‘Have you always worn stage make-up?’ she asked.

I shrugged.  ‘Not really…when I started to rebel against my dad, I wore it more and more but these days, it’s more of a going out kind of thing.  I like dressing up to go on a night out.’

‘What have your boyfriends in the past thought of that?’ he wondered.

‘Mixed,’ I replied, quietly.  ‘My last boyfriend was kind of emo in style so he loved all the make-up and would help me with it.  The previous one, well, he didn’t like it.  He thought I looked better without it-more feminine.’

‘Have you been in long term relationships, Astra?’ she asked then.

‘The longest was…six months, I guess,’ I told her.  ‘I’m not the best at long term relationships.’

‘How come?’ she asked.

‘I don’t know,’ I shrugged.  ‘I get bored, I guess.  I always want to move on.’

‘Have you ever been in love?’ she asked.

‘No, I don’t think so…otherwise I would have stayed, right?’

‘Yeah, I guess so.  Would you want a long-term relationship?’ she asked then.

‘Sure…but with the right person,’ I replied. ‘I don’t think I’ve met the right person yet, otherwise I’d want to stick at it, make it work and go the distance.’

‘Yeah,’ Devon sighed.

‘What about you?’ I wondered.  ‘How long have your relationships been?’

‘I’ve been in a few long-term relationships,’ she told me, slowly.  ‘Over a year for both.’

‘What happened? Why didn’t they last?’ I asked.

‘Same reason as yours, I think.  They weren’t quite the right person, and I wanted to move on.’

‘Were you in love?’ I questioned.

‘I don’t know,’ she replied, slowly.  ‘Probably more in lust than anything,’ she chuckled.

‘Yeah…been there…’ I laughed.

‘When have you had your best sexual experiences overall-when you’re single with one-night stands or in long-term affairs?’

‘Long term,’ I replied, straightaway.  ‘I always find it better once you’re in an established relationship and you’re comfortable with them, it’s easy and you can try different things.  I mean, the one-off encounters can be good, but I’m often left a bit…’

‘Disappointed?’ she suggested.

‘Yeah,’ I replied.  ‘Disappointed. What about you?’

‘Same as you-long term is best because you get used to someone, you trust them and can let go and just feel.  Way better than a quick fumble any day!’

‘Yeah…’

‘You mentioned trying new things as well-do you think you’ve tried everything you’ve always wanted to?’ she asked, looking at me with dark, seductive eyes.

‘Who’s the flirtatious one now?’ I joked, grinning and then laughing out loud.

‘I’m just curious.  You don’t have to answer any of my questions if they make me uncomfortable.’

‘They don’t,’ I assured her, ‘it just makes me laugh. You’re so open about asking things which some people would never even consider discussing.’

‘Ah well, that’s just me,’ she replied.  ‘So…?’

‘Okay, well, no,’ I replied.  ‘There are a few things I’ve wanted to do…’ I chuckled.

‘Ooh, now it’s getting good! What things?’ she asked.

‘I’m not telling you that!’ I told her, embarrassed.  ‘That’s way too much information than you need to have.’

‘I’m sure I could guess,’ she laughed, her eyes holding mine and smiling into them hypnotically.

‘Oh really? Go on then-guess.’

She smirked at me.  ‘I’d say, knowing what my straight friends say, that you’d want more attention spent between your legs.  Time, care and attention to detail,’ she said, and sat back smiling, satisfied with herself.

I gaped at her, feeling the heat rising in my cheeks. ‘How could you possibly know that?’ I managed, brokenly.’

‘Just a guess,’ she replied.  ‘How have you not managed to get a guy interested in staying down there?’ she exclaimed, shaking her head. 

I shook my head.  ‘You’re joking, right?’ I mumbled. ‘They’re too interested in getting to the main event!’

‘Oh Astra, Astra,’ Devon said, shaking her head.  ‘The things I could show you…’ she chuckled.

‘I’ll bet!  So, have you always been the giver in your relationships?’ I asked, hoping it wasn’t too personal of a question.

‘I’m naturally dominant in bed,’ she grinned, ‘but no.  I’ve switched before.  It’s good,’ she told me, winking.

I was surprised at that.  ‘So, you switch back and forth sometimes?’ I wondered, not knowing much about lesbian sex.

‘Yeah, of course.  It’s only fair.  Switch back and forth, try it all.  It depends on your partner, but most gay couples will have experimented with a range of things.’

‘Interesting,’ I murmured.

‘How come you’re so curious?’ she asked.

‘It’s just I haven’t asked the question before…’

‘Really? Even with Elle?’ she wondered.

‘Nah, Elle’s not particularly sexually orientated. She’s more into the love and romance side of things.  She doesn’t like talking nasty like me,’ I quipped.

‘I’m all for it,’ Devon told me.  So, Astra, would you ever even consider; I mean even think about trying sex with a woman?’ Devon then asked.

‘I’m not sure,’ I said, honestly.  ‘I won’t lie and say I’ve not ever considered it because I think all women would be lying if they said they hadn’t thought about what it would be like.’

‘You’re very honest.  I was expecting a no.’

‘Nah, I’m pretty open about stuff and I’m not going to lie.  That doesn’t mean I’d try it in real life, but consider it? Yeah. I bet you’ve considered sleeping with men?’

‘I guess so, yes…although I don’t really want to again,’ she told me, thoughtfully.

‘Exactly.  That about sums it up.’

‘When have you thought about it?’ she wondered. ‘Recently or a long time ago?’

‘You made me think about it just the other day!’ I exclaimed.

‘I did? How?’ she asked, frowning.

‘When you described your best memory!’ I laughed.  ‘It was like porn in my mind!’

‘No way! That got you hot?’ she asked, leaning forwards and grinning wildly.

‘Fuck off!’ I laughed, swatting her away as she poked and teased me.

‘But it did?’ she asked.

‘Maybe…’

‘Did you get off on it!’ she then asked her voice lowering and growing sexier as her eyes darkened with desire.

‘Fuck off!’ I repeated, laughing.  ‘No!’ I exclaimed, a little too defensively, ‘I’m just saying it sounded pretty hot.’

She grinned, sitting back on the sofa again.  ‘It was,’ she grinned, ‘but I still reckon it got you off.’

‘Oh, for fuck’s sake, stop teasing me,’ I warned.

‘Or what?’ she murmured, taunting me.

‘I’ll tickle you!’ I told her, willing to get her back for messing with me.

‘You are not tickling me!’ she exclaimed.

‘Oh really? Ticklish, are we?’ I smiled, knowing I had found out something about her which I could use to my advantage.  ‘Let’s find out…’ I said, leaning over to tickle her around her waist and stomach.

‘No stop!’ she said, giggling immediately as I found her weakest spots. ‘I can’t…bear it!’ she gasped, laughing as I fell on top of her, grabbing at her wildly.

Devon grabbed me back and started tickling me back and we ended up in a tangled mess, arms and legs entangled, our breath coming heavy and fast as we eventually both stopped.  Devon had managed to get the advantage; being bigger and heavier than me and lay in a sprawled mass of limbs. 

‘I give in,’ I gasped, unable to bear her large hands splayed across my ticklish ribs.  She grabbed my hands and pinned them to either side of my head, hard and heavy.

‘How are you going to escape now?’ she asked, a glint in her eye as her body pressed my firmly down into the sofa.

I pushed back against her, but her strength surpassed mine.  With a grunt, I submitted, sinking back against the sofas.  ‘I can’t…you’re too strong,’ I mumbled.

‘And you are going to have to stop tickling me if you don’t want me to pin you down again,’ she said, silkily, her eyes scanning my face.

The intimacy of the situation struck me suddenly and I felt myself swallow, enveloped in her grasp.  I lay back on the huge sofa, my arms pinned, and my legs splayed.  Devon’s legs were either side of mine, her crotch nestled against mine warmly.  All in all, it could have become very sexual, very quickly. I shifted, awareness rushing through me in an instant.  ‘Let me up,’ I wriggled.

‘Not until you promise to not tickle me…’

I grinned a little, enjoying the fact she didn’t like being tickled. It amused me.  ‘Well; only if you stop teasing me!’ I objected.

‘But it’s so much fun!’ she chuckled, the feeling of her chest moving against mine making me even more intensely conscious of her proximity to me.

‘You’re messing with me though.’

‘Yeah, and you love it,’ she grinned, releasing one of my arms.  She may have released one hand, but she then eased onto one elbow to lean on the crook of her arm.  Her other hand came to rest on my stomach, which was exposed due to wriggling around and wrestling wildly with her. 

When her hand came into contact with bare skin, I felt my awareness grow and I sat up slightly, my abs tensing under her hand.

‘Fuck, look at your abs!’ she exclaimed, her eyes travelling down to where my t-shirt had rucked up to expose my toned torso.  ‘You’ve got a full-on six-pack.’

I chuckled, enjoying her reaction. ‘Yeah…well, when I don’t drink too much I have.  Soon as I indulge too much, they disappear!’

‘Oh my God,’ she said, running her hands over my rippled stomach.  ‘You’re gorgeous!’

‘I don’t work at it, I assure you,’ I laughed.  ‘I’m just skinny.’

Her hand roamed, running back and forth over my six-pack, which I tightened for her approval.  ‘I’ve never felt them for real.’

‘For real?’ I asked, confused.

‘Yeah…I mean, TV, films and porn, yeah.  Real life-no-one I’ve ever been the intimate with has had a six-pack.’

‘Yeah, uh, speaking of intimate, maybe let me up now?’ I requested.  ‘The is getting awkward.’

She groaned, sadly. ‘But then I don’t get to play with your six-pack!’ she grumbled.

‘I think you’ll manage.  Hey; I’ll take my top of every now and then for you have images to add to your spank bank.’

‘Spank bank?’ she laughed, rolling off me, killing herself laughing.  ‘You’re funny, Astra.  Spank bank,’ she muttered, shaking her head.

I shuffled backwards, easing up to a sitting position, pulling my clothing into place and my t-shirt down.  As I adjusted my jeans, I felt the unmistakable sensation of interest between my legs, and I willed it to disappear.  Glancing over at her, she grinned at me, as if she knew the effect, she had on me.

‘Will you take your top off now?’ she asked, winking at me.

‘You’re a nightmare,’ I said, but laughed. 

Extending her arm in invitation, she beckoned me to her side.  I nestled in comfortably to her side as she flicked the TV on with the remote.  Settling down, we began to watch a film. 

Chapter 11

As it grew late, I found myself sleepy and my head drooping against Devon’s shoulder.  Her warmth and soft skin made me relaxed enough to rest in her company.

‘Hey,’ her husky voice spoke, a few moments later.

‘Um,’ I murmured, trying to blink my eyes open.

‘Astra? You asleep?’ she asked.

‘Um,’ I mumbled again, sleepily.

‘Astra? Are you going to stay over, or do you want me to get a car for you?’ she asked, easing to face me.

‘So tired,’ I said, trying to open my eyes and look at her.

‘Come on…let’s get you to bed,’ she said, easing up and then pulling me up alongside her.  She walked as I stumbled alongside her to the huge bedroom she’d clearly been using.  When she reached the side of the huge bed, she eased me down, tucking my legs up and onto the bed.  Half asleep, I murmured my thanks to her.  Then, I was vaguely aware of her unbuttoning my jeans which had my eyes opening properly.

‘What…doing?’ I asked, trying to sit up.

‘You can’t sleep in your jeans, Astra.  I’m just helping you to get comfortable…’

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, shifting my butt upwards so she could pull my jeans down and off.  She then removed my socks and came to my side. 

‘Sleep well, Astra,’ she said, and gently bent down and kissed my forehead. 

As she went to leave, I called for her. ‘Devon,’ I said, eager for her not to leave.

‘Yeah?’

‘Come and sleep here.’

‘You sure?’ she asked, sounding uncertain.

‘Mmm,’ I murmured sleeping.  ‘Warmer that way…’

I heard a soft sigh before movement and the next thing I knew, the other side of the bed dipped as she climbed in.  Moving onto my side and nestling up against her, I fell asleep cuddled up to her warm side, my body consumed by exhaustion.

When I next woke, sunlight was streaming through the breaks of the curtains.  I felt unbelievably warm, cosy and comfortable.  Blinking rapidly, I realised I lay entangled in Devon’s arms, like a lover’s embrace.  Her arm lay along the pillows and my head lay against her shoulder.  One of my legs was slotted through hers, my thigh pressed up to her crotch, which was warm.  Her face was relaxed in sleep, her expression calm and angelic.  She looked younger, softer somehow.  I stared at her for a long moment before considering trying to move.  My own body was aching for release.  I shifted a little, willing the feeling to calm. When I was encased in Devon’s arms, it felt decidedly uncomfortable. 

Slowly, I tried to ease the leg that was between her downwards.  I could feel our bodies pressed up together intimately and decided it would be easier if he didn’t wake in that position.  My movement made her stir though and she moaned softly in her sleep.

My eyes flew to her face once more and I could see that she was beginning to wake up.  Feeling my stomach clench with anticipation, I eased myself back a little.

‘Mmm,’ Devon murmured, turning her head towards me.  ‘You’re so warm,’ she said, pulling me closer.

‘I think that’s you,’ I chuckled, resting a hand on her arm.

She opened her eyes and squinted over at me in the early morning light.  ‘You freaking out yet?’ she asked.

I frowned, confused.  ‘Huh? Why would I be freaking out?’ I asked.

‘You’ve just woken up in bed with me.  I figured you’d be having a moment…’

‘I’m not having ‘a moment,’ I assured her, ‘why, are you?’ I said, leaning back to grin at her and smile.

Her sleepy, blue eyes smiled back at mine and hypnotised me with their seductive powers.  ‘No,’ she told me, silkily.  ‘It’s my dream to wake up in bed with you, honey.’

I slapped her, playfully.  ‘Shut up or I’ll have to tickle you again…’

‘You wouldn’t dare!’ she exclaimed, wide-eyed suddenly.

‘I would!’ I laughed.  ‘It was funny seeing you squirm.’

‘I really wouldn’t,’ she warned.  ‘It’s first thing in the morning and I’m not responsible for…’

‘Oh relax,’ I smiled.

‘What?’ she exclaimed.

‘I’ve been nestled up against you for ages so it’s nothing new, don’t freak out.’

‘I’m not freaking out,’ she replied, ‘but most straight women would probably go a little crazy if they woke with my bits pressed up against theirs.’

‘I keep telling you, Devon, I’m not most people. We cuddled up in sleep, it’s fine…natural.’

Grabbing me then, she hauled me closer and pulled me into a cuddle.  ‘You’re the cutest, little person I know,’ she grinned. 

‘Oh, shut up,’ I said, moving my crotch away from contact with her skin.  ‘We should get up.’

‘Yeah, good idea! I need a cold shower.  If only you were interested in me!’ she laughed.  ‘I’d pleasure you into tomorrow.’

‘Promises, promises,’ I grinned, enjoying her sexual banter.  ‘Now, where’s the shower,’ I said, getting up.  ‘I could do with some relief too,’ I quipped.  If she could tease me, I’d mess with her as well.

‘Fuck…need some help?’ she asked.

‘Nah, I’ll manage,’ I smiled. 

‘Through the door and to the left.  There’s another bathroom.  I’ll use the en-suite here.’

‘Have fun,’ I winked and headed down the hallway, aware of my throbbing clitoris and the need for release.

Stepping into the shower, I washed myself down before seeing to the much-needed release I needed.  I knew Devon had been joking when she had offered to ‘help me out’ but I couldn’t help imagining the scene if I had taken her up on her offer. As I pushed my fingers into my folds and started rubbing, I leant another hand against the wall, bracing myself as my hand moved fast against my sensitive skin.  Thoughts of Devon swarmed my sense, and I pictured her coming in while I was showered, kissing me breathless and then bending to her knees, taking me with her mouth and licking and sucking me blind.  I increased the speed of my hand as I switched gears, imagining her mouth working between my legs and I came on a soft moan as the images played in my mind.

Blinking the shower droplets away from my eyes, I finished showering off and wrapped a plush towel around my shoulders.  Grabbing another one, I wiped my face and then dried off my hair before leaving the bathroom. 

Devon was already back in the room, rubbing herself dry as well.

‘Sorted?’ Devon smirked.

‘All sorted,’ I smiled, rubbing myself with the spare towel.

‘You’d you think of to get off? Some guy with big muscles and a nice cock?’ she asked, grinning widely.

‘Of course…’ I murmured, feeling heat rising in my cheeks.  I knew what she was thinking, and I also knew that she loved to tease me relentlessly.  I decided to give it back a bit more.  ‘What about you? Which girl had you on your knees?’ I asked.

She winked at me.  ‘I’ll give you one guess,’ she said, grinning.

I gaped at her.  ‘Erin,’ I joked.

‘Fuck off.  Let’s just say I was picturing rock-hard abs, blonde hair and a plump, kissable lips,’ she smiled.

‘You didn’t just get yourself off thinking about me?’ I asked her, bluntly.

‘Would it bother you?’ she asked.

I stared at her for a long moment before bursting out laughing. ‘I’m joking!’ I said, busting a gut I was laughing so much.  ‘I’d be flattered if you did!’ I managed.

She was shaking her head, completely baffled by me.  ‘You are a strange one, Astra-Jo!’

‘I am, huh?’ I smiled.

‘Yeah, you are.’

I rubbed at my hair with the towel.  ‘You busy today?’ I wondered.

‘Sadly, yes,’ she sighed.  ‘I’m back in the studio recording today.  I’ll see you on Thursday though, right?’ she questioned.

‘Yeah, absolutely.  I can’t wait to meet everyone and start rehearsing.  It’ll be amazing.’

‘And see me again of course,’ she murmured.

‘Yeah, of course! That’s the most important part for sure!’

She grinned at me and then her smiled slowly faded.  ‘I’m sorry, Astra, but I’m going to have to get dressed and run pretty soon.  I’ve got to be gone in the next hour.’

‘It’s fine,’ I said, completely understanding. ‘I’ll get dressed and going so you can get sorted for the day.’

‘I can get a car to drop you home,’ Devon told me.

‘Oh, it’s okay if it’s a bother!’ I objected.  ‘I can use the tube!’

‘No way! My driver will take you back home, no problem,’ she smiled.  ‘I’m just sorry I have to cut our time together short.’

‘Hey, it’s fine. I’ve had all evening and night with you.  You probably need a break from me!’ I laughed.

‘Never,’ she replied, softly.  ‘You’re great company.  I don’t think I’d ever tire of having you around.’

I opened my mouth to make a joke or quip back a smart reply, but her eyes told me she was sincere.  I felt my stomach tense slightly as unease snaked its way through me.  ‘Well; you’re not so bad yourself,’ I replied, softly.

Our eyes met and lingered for a long moment before I turned away, feeling like I need to stop mooning over the woman.  I grabbed my clothes and headed for the bathroom to dress.  Five minutes later, I was ready to go.

‘Thanks for inviting me over again, Devon,’ I said, as we stood at the door to say goodbye.

‘Anytime.  I’m so glad you came.  It’s been great…again!’

‘I’ll see you on Thursday then? At the rehearsal?’ I asked.

‘Yeah…two days,’ she sighed, ‘how will I cope?’ she joked.

‘I reckon you’ll manage,’ I smiled.

‘Still,’ she replied, her eyes dropping to my mouth and back up to my eyes more than once.  ‘I wish it were sooner.’

I swallowed against the lump in my throat, unsure of how to leave her when she was this attentive, sweet and kind.  ‘I guess I should go then…’ I said but didn’t move.  What the hell was I waiting for?

‘Such a shame…’ she murmured and then, bending her head, pressed her soft, full lips against mine briefly before lifting her head again.  ‘I’ll miss you, Astra.’

I couldn’t speak for a moment; my mind wouldn’t engage with my mouth.  The skin on my lips felt as if they were buzzing with electricity after her touch.  I blinked and made myself reply.  ‘Me too.  I, uh…see you, Devon.  Thanks,’ I mumbled, before backing away.

She watched me go, her eyes intent on mine and then I turned, heading down to the lift and away from the intensity of her stare.  When I reached the end of the corridor, I looked back to see her standing in the doorway, barefoot and gorgeous, watching me leave.  I lifted a hand to wave goodbye, and she did the same.  With my heart thumping in my chest, I finally stepped in the lift and was gone.

Downstairs, after climbing into the car, I text Elle immediately.  My physical reaction was still pulsating through my system as I messaged. ‘Hey, you home? I need to talk to you! X’

I waited impatiently for her to reply as the driver turned on the engine and started to drive me home.  Thankfully, Elle replied quickly.  ‘Yes, I’m home. You okay? Message me, I’m worried now x’ he replied.

I text back. ‘I’m fine.  I just need your advice. Be back in ten minutes x’ I replied.

Sitting back against the soft seats, I took long, deep breaths trying to calm myself on the ride home. 

When I got back, Elle was waiting expectantly.

‘I thought you’d be at work,’ I said to her, as I came in the door.

‘No, not until 11am today.  Just as well! What’s wrong, Babygirl? Where have you been?’ she asked, looking concerned.

I allowed my mask to fall, and my face grew lined and furrowed. ‘Devon’s,’ I told her quietly.

‘I thought so…what happened? Was my prediction, right?’

I shook my head, unable to form coherent thoughts.  ‘Elle, I’m so confused and worried.  I think I want to have sex with Devon Samson!’ I blurted out in a rush of words.  ‘I slept in bed with her, she’s seen me almost naked and I’m pretty sure she touched herself while thinking about me,’ I rambled.

‘Whoa, whoa, whoa there-hang the hell on! Go back about a million steps! First of all, take a breath.  You’re fine, you’re here, you can relax.  Go back to the beginning.’

‘Okay, so Devon invited me over again, right?’ I started.

‘Nice! She clearly likes you then!’

‘Mmm,’ I nodded, worrying my lower lip a little, ‘we get on really well.’

‘That’s a good thing, right?’

‘No!’ I exclaimed.  ‘I’m completely confused!’

‘Okay, go back to your evening.  What did you do?’

‘We had Thai food for dinner, chatted for ages and then watched a movie.’

‘That sounds pretty standard for an evening with a friend.’

I made a face. ‘Then I let her feel up my abs, fell asleep in her lap and was carried to her bed where I cuddled up to her like an eager puppy dog.  In the morning, I woke up with my thigh intertwined through hers and horny as hell. We both got up and went to different showers; after which she pretty much admitted to rubbing herself off while thinking about having sex with me.’

Elle gaped at me, completely stunned into silence.

‘Now tell me that’s pretty standard for a friend?’

‘Fuck!’ Elle exclaimed.  ‘You’re joking?’

I fell back against the bed, rubbing my eyes with my hands.  ‘I think I’ve fallen in love with Devon Samson!’ I groaned, fisting my hands into balls and slamming them down onto the sofa.

‘Now, calm down, Astra. Come on, think…’ Elle said, calmly.

I turned to look at her, desperate for the voice of reason in all of this.

‘Astra; everyone is in love with Devon Samson.  She’s gorgeous, charismatic and famous-of course you’re feeling an attraction towards her.’

‘I’ve never felt like the before, Elle! Not towards a woman!’ I exclaimed, bothered by it.

‘You’ve always been open, Astra! You’re always kissing and cuddling men and women! What’s the difference?’

‘Because I was always just having a laugh!’ I told her, frustrated.  ‘With Devon, it’s different.’

‘So, you’re gay now?’ she asked, looking exasperated.

‘No! I still like guys,’ I told her.

‘So, relax! It’s just a crush.  We all get them.  Sexuality is a spectrum-you don’t have to always stay on one side.  Maybe you veer more to the middle sometimes.  Maybe she’s your exception to the rule of being heterosexual?’

‘I guess so…I just feel so…confused by everything last night.’

‘Was Devon confused?’

‘No,’ I said, shaking my head, ‘although I get the feeling that she likes me.’

‘Why?’ Elle asked.

‘Because she’s always complimenting my looks and telling me I’m gorgeous.  She had her hand rubbing all over my stomach and was saying she loves my abs.  When we woke up the morning, we both were turned on, and it was obvious when we came back from the two bathrooms that she had added me to her spank bank.’

‘Oh, fuck’s sake, Astra-get over yourself!’ Elle laughed.  ‘You can’t blame her for that! You are fucking gorgeous, friend! You can’t expect gay women not to notice you and get horny thinking about you.  You don’t have to be involved in it, anyhow! I mean, Christ, when I first met you, I rubbed myself off thinking about you.’

‘What?’ I exclaimed, surprised.

‘Yeah, for sure.  You’re pretty hot and for a lot of lesbians, the perfect fantasy. Don’t worry though, these days you’re relegated to roommate only!’

‘What? How come?’

‘I live with you, Astra.  I’ve gotten over it after washing your socks and clearing up after you,’ she grumbled.

‘Well…so, what are you saying? I should just expect her to be horny and flirty with me? She’s so full on, Elle! Like sometimes, she teases me so much and it turns me on! What’s that all about?’

‘Human nature! She’s like a lion hunting her prey-she’s very seductive in her manner and the way she conducts herself.  I think it’s just the way she is…I mean, if I said to you right now-do you want to have sex with her, what would you say?’ Elle asked.

‘I…I don’t know…’ I said, honestly.  ‘I mean, no…but it…some of it turns me on…I don’t know, I’m just completely confused about all of it.’

‘I see that,’ Elle sympathised.  ‘But to be honest, Astra, I don’t think you should worry-you’ve just got a crush on a very charismatic woman.  It doesn’t mean you’re gay, it doesn’t mean you need to freak out and hell, a lot of people wake up horny, especially if you’re pressed up against a warm body.  You’ve done nothing wrong so stop worrying.  If she’s not freaking out, you shouldn’t.’

I nodded, knowing she was right.

‘And to be honest, even if you were gay, it might not be the best idea to mix business with pleasure.  I mean, technically, she’s now your boss.  If you were sleeping with her, and things went wrong, the gig would be over.  No more bass guitarist job, no more tour of America, no more fifteen grand bonus.  I’d keep it in your pants at all costs.  Don’t mess it up over your hormones.’

I was nodding slowly, knowing she was right.  I really did want this to work out and sleeping with someone always confused things.  If I would be touring for months with the woman, I didn’t want to fall out with her if we over-complicated things. ‘You’re right.  It’s just me being me-freaking out over nothing, right?’

‘Right,’ she nodded. 

‘Should I stop flirting with her?’ I asked.

‘Are you leading her on? Making her think you’re going to sleep with her?’ she questioned.

‘No,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘I’ve been really upfront with her about that.’

‘But she still pushes it? Flirts more?’ Elle asked.

‘Yeah,’ I nodded.

‘Then I wouldn’t worry…she clearly enjoys it and probably likes provoking a response in you. Maybe she likes the tease.  It’s probably fun for her, to see how far she can push you.’

‘And what about the kissing? Is that okay?’ I asked Elle.

‘Kissing? What kissing?’

‘Oh yeah, I didn’t mention that one-she wants to kiss me on stage-during a song.  She wants to do a Britney/Madonna style thing to incite the media and get press attention before the tour.  I’ve said it’s okay for her to kiss me onstage.  Do you think that’s leading her on?’ I questioned.

‘Wow!’ Elle breathed.  ‘That’s a big one!’

‘I know, yeah…’

‘I don’t think it’s leading her on,’ Elle began, ‘but are you sure you’re okay with that? I mean, what about your dad?’ she asked.

I nodded, frowning a little.  ‘He’ll hate it for sure,’ I murmured, ‘but fuck him, right? Stupid, homophobic little man.  I’d do it simply to piss him off!’

‘You say that, but I know you, Astra…you care what he thinks; you always have.’

‘What do you mean?’ I asked, waiting for her to explain.

‘I think he’s the root of your feelings when it comes to things like this,’ Elle admitted.

‘What? What do you mean,’ I stuttered.

‘Your dad is a raging homophobe, Astra! Doesn’t it make sense that you feel uneasy with things like the because you’ve got him in the back of your head yelling at you and telling you not to be a dirty, disgusting dyke!’

Her words hurt and I felt anger burning in me, knowing it was true.  ‘I know, Elle, but if I were gay, I’d still be proud of it,’ I told her, convinced I would.  ‘I am attracted to guys.  I enjoy being with men, Elle!’

‘I know you do, Astra, and I wasn’t saying that you’re gay.  I’m just saying that it’s okay to be you, whoever that might be.  It’s not always straightforward either.  Things change, people change.  Don’t be afraid to roll with the punches, move with the times.  Just do what makes you happy, Astra.  Fuck anyone else whose comments and thoughts hurt you.’

I nodded, knowing what I would do.  ‘You’re right.  I’m going to do it.  I’m going to do the kiss she asked me about.’

Elle smiled, nodding, seemingly satisfied.  ‘And you’ll stop freaking out about being ‘in love with Devon?’ she asked.

‘I will,’ I laughed.  ‘I bet half the world consider themselves in love with her, anyway!’

‘Exactly!’ Elle replied.  ‘I am! Everyone I know loves her! Of course, you’re infatuated with the woman! Most people are from afar, you’re just the lucky one who gets to experience her up close!’

‘True,’ I murmured.  ‘I should count myself lucky!’

‘Damn right! And if there are any juicier details, you have to share them with me!’ she said, leaning forwards conspiratorially. 

A knot formed in my stomach. ‘You know you’re going to have to keep all of this to yourself,’ I told her, frowning.  ‘You’re not going to like, sell your story or something like that, are you?’

‘Astra! I’m your best friend! I would never do anything like that.’

I nodded, knowing that. ‘Yeah, I know…Devon just told me some horror stories of old friends who went to the papers…’

‘I can imagine, but that won’t be me, Babygirl.  I’ll be the one you call while on tour to ask me your lesbian sex questions,’ she grinned.  ‘That or to gripe and moan because it’s not quite the fairy-tale you expect.’

I laughed.  ‘I can see myself doing that,’ I murmured.  ‘It’s going to be a whirlwind, isn’t it?’

‘It will be, yeah.  Good or bad though, Astra, I’ll always be here for you to call.  Anytime.  I mean it.  Know that you’ve got me back home to talk to and be here when you come back.’

‘You’re not going to replace me and get a new roommate while I’m gone?’

‘No way! I’ll be enjoying the peace and quiet here! Plus, not having to clean so much!’

‘Oh, shut up!’ I said, swatting at her, playfully.  ‘You love playing house! One day you’ll be married and happy, clearing up after some other messy girl.’

She grinned.  ‘Probably.’

‘How are things with Freiya by the way? Did you have a good night after the party?’ I wondered.

‘It was good thanks, but I hate the fact that she has to work away so much.  It sucks.’

‘Yeah; I can imagine that’s hard.  It’s been ages though now-do you reckon she’s the one?’ I asked, wondering how serious Elle was about her.

‘I…I don’t know,’ Elle replied.  ‘I thought she could be a while back but now I’m not so sure.  I try to talk to her about the future and what she wants and she’s evasive.  She says we’re still young and to stop always planning ahead.  I take that as me wanting different things to her ultimately.’

I nodded, thinking the same.  ‘Ah Elle…you should have told me.’

‘You’ve had enough going on with you to worry about my relationship troubles.’

‘Do you think it’s in trouble then?’ I asked, softly.

She bit her lip. ‘Maybe.  It might just be a rough patch I guess.’

‘Do you love her?’ I asked.

‘I thought I did, but lately, I’m not so sure.  She’s just so…’

‘What?’ I questioned.

‘Distant, I guess.’

I scanned her face, saddened that I hadn’t checked in with her earlier if everything was okay.  ‘I’m sorry, Elle.  Do you want me to buy you pizza for dinner later?’

‘I’d love that,’ she said, with a sad smile. 

‘Do you need a hug?’

‘Always,’ she replied, shifting towards me and opening her arms.

I held her close, cuddling her for long moments.  Elle and I had always been close enough for us to provide comfort each other in times like these.  The difference was, there was no sexual tension between us whatsoever, it was purely platonic.  When I held Devon in my arms, it was a whole different experience.

When she eased back, I reached for her hand.  ‘After work, we’ll have pizza and movie night, okay?’

‘Okay, thanks Astra.’

‘No worries.  And tell me next time, alright.  I mean, even once I’m away, call me when you need me.  Even if it’s just to talk things through for a while.’

‘Thanks Astra,’ she said, and then glanced at her watch.  ‘Christ, I need to get ready for work!’ she exclaimed.

‘Yeah, you do… ‘

I watched as she scrambled off the sofa and off to get ready and sank back on the sofa to think.  So much had changed in my life in the past few days, I needed some time to process it.  As Elle called goodbye, I yelled a ‘see you later’ and then curled up on my side on the sofa to just think.  Minutes turned into hours, and I rested and mulled over everything for a long time.

I didn’t hear from Devon until late that day. Elle had returned at seven and we had shared pizza and watched a horror film.  At midnight I headed to bed and was just about to lie down and go to sleep when I heard a text arrive on my phone.

‘Hey, gorgeous.  You asleep?’ it read.

Devon. I smiled to myself.  Picking it up immediately, I tapped out a reply.  ‘Hey you,’ I replied.  ‘Was just about to go to bed.’

‘Did you have a good day?’ she sent back, straightaway.

‘I didn’t do much,’ I typed back.  ‘Just at home…pretty boring compared you yours, I guess!’

‘Mine was pretty mundane too.  Missed being with you, for sure.  You’re good company and I miss your pretty face,’ she sent, with a winking face at the end.

‘Flirt,’ I sent back, grinning to myself.

‘Back at you, baby,’ she tapped.

I sighed, getting comfortable in my bed.  ‘What are doing?’ I asked. ‘Going to bed yet?’

‘Soon,’ she sent back, ‘not quite the same when I’m on my own.  I liked sleeping with you last night…’

I didn’t know what to make of that, whether it was innocent or not.  ‘You’re pretty warm,’ I sent back, staying away from the more inappropriate side of things.

‘So were you,’ she replied.  ‘A total cuddle monster.’

I sent back laughing emojis.  ‘Always x’

‘Send me a picture to help me get to sleep?’ she requested.

I smirked to myself, loving the way she flirted with me but slightly unnerved by it too.  Unperturbed, I pulled off my t-shirt, which left me in my black bra, lay back and closed my eyes.  Clicking a few selfies, I checked the result.  The image that stared back at me was sultry and seductive.  I lay back on my bed, my abs out on display with my sleep shorts low slung on my hips.  My body was all sharp angles, tight and toned.  My face was relaxed as I feigned sleep; my eyes closed; my lips pouty.  She would love it; I was sure of it.  Choosing the best one, I sent it over before considering that I shouldn’t.  Waiting for her response, I wasn’t disappointed.  Devon sent back an immediate ‘fuck!’ comment before pictures of fire and wide-eyed faced emojis. 

I grinned to myself, happy with my effort.  ‘Add that to your spank bank,’ I wrote. ‘Night Devon,’ I then sent, before lying down again.  One more message was sent back, and I laughed when I saw it.  ‘You’re trying to kill me!’ she replied. 

I smiled to myself, set my phone on the side, and closed my eyes to sleep.

Chapter 12

The following morning, I got up at nine and was wondering what to do with my day when I received an unexpected text.

‘Hey, Astra. Got your number from Devon.  Want to jam today before rehearsal tomorrow? Mattie.’

My eyebrows rose and I typed back immediately, keen to meet the lead guitarist, get to know her and spend more time practicing. ‘Yeah, that would be great.  Let me know when and where and I can be there.’

‘Can you be in Leicester Square at 11am?’ she replied.

‘Yeah, sure.  Text me an address and I’ll be there! Thanks. Looking forward to getting started,’ I sent back.

Mattie sent me an address and I replied with a thumbs up before heading back to my bedroom to get dressed.  I decided to keep in simple and put on a jeans and t-shirt, not including any heavy stage make up.  I would check Mattie out first and see what she was all about before being too in her face with over-the-top eyeliner and lip gloss.

I grabbed my bass and headed out the door.  Elle was already gone to work so I hurried down the stairs and started walking to the nearest underground station.

I got to Leicester Square at about 10.30am and got myself a coffee before finding the exact address.  I knocked and waited, anticipating the meeting with knots in my stomach.

When she answered, I liked her straight away.  Mattie looked to be around late thirties, early forties but had a cool look about her.  She had her hair in a perm and wore metal t-shirts and black jeans.

‘Astra?’

‘Hi,’ I said, extending my hand.  ‘You must be Mattie?’

‘Yeah, good to meet you! Come on in.  We’ve got the studio for a few hours practice time.’

‘Wicked,’ I smiled.  ‘This is a cool place,’ I murmured, as she let me into the luxurious rehearsal space.  It was clearly a very upmarket recording studio, and I was led into a room where there were guitars, drums and keyboards already set up.

‘Yeah, it is.  The is where Devon records,’ she told me.

‘Oh really?’ I said with interest, suddenly interested even more.  ‘Is she here today?’ I enquired.

‘I think she’s coming in later this afternoon,’ Mattie said, ‘her schedule’s just jam packed usually.  She’s a busy woman.’

‘Yeah, I can imagine…’ I replied, buzzing by the fact that she would be coming by a little later.  Maybe I would get to see her?

‘Have you had a chance to really meet her yet? She’s a great person-you’ll find everyone gets on with her really well,’ she told me.  ‘She tells it like it is, I mean, with the music, you’ll know where you stand but she’s a good person and a good friend.’

‘Yeah, she seems great.  Have you known her long?’ I wondered.

‘Yeah, we’re old friends actually.  We met at college and formed a band.  When she became successful, she contacted me to see if I wanted to join.’

‘Wow.  That’s so cool.’

‘It was, yeah-just bad timing in some ways,’ she said, with a grimace.

‘Oh yeah? Why’s that?’ I asked.

‘Well, I’ve just recently got married and we’ve got two children now,’ she told me.  ‘Now I’m off on tour, it’s not ideal timing.’

‘Oh, I see.  Is your husband okay with it?’ I asked.

‘He is, because he knows it’s important to me.  I’m going to miss them though.  I reckon touring for months will feel long.’

‘And amazing though!’ I commented.

‘Yeah! It will be! So, what about you, Astra? You have someone or are you single?’ she questioned as we took seats on the chairs.’

I noticed the use of ‘someone’ and realised she wasn’t sure which way I went.  ‘I’m single,’ I told her, ‘I broke up with my boyfriend months ago now.’

‘Ah right, you’re straight then?’

‘Yep,’ I said, uncomfortably, although I wasn’t sure why. 

‘I thought you were gay; from what Devon said.’

‘Yeah?’ I frowned, laughing on a nervous chuckle.  ‘What did she say?’

‘Just that you’re open to anything, so I figured you were gay.’

‘Did you think that’s why she hired me?’ I questioned.

‘Nah; I’ve watched your audition; you are really good! Sorry you had to take bass rather than lead.’

‘No way, it’s fine! I’m just glad to be on board in any sense and means.’

She grinned. ‘So, Astra, what music are you into?’

I smiled and launched into a subject I was comfortable talking about.  As Mattie and I got to know each other, we talked, played and rehearsed in companionable friendship.

Several hours later, Mattie and I had developed a comfortable back and forth.  She was a damn good guitar player which made me respect her and she was easy to get on with, which was reassuring.  She was very different to me-staider and more traditional, but I figured there needed to be a good mix of personalities if we would be touring together.  We were busy jamming a track we would be performing soon, and I didn’t notice anyone had come into the room until we finished. 

‘Sounds good!’ Devon said from behind me.

I whirled around, pleasure filling my system at the sight of Devon standing behind me smiling.  She looked gorgeous, dressed down in t-shirt and jeans, her hair falling across her forehead and her wide smile fixed in place.

‘Hey Devon,’ Mattie greeted her, ‘been getting to know Astra here.’

‘Good going; she’s great right?’ she smiled, looking over at Astra.  ‘Good to see you again Astra-it feels like it’s been ages,’ she said and winked.

I felt my stomach flip over with tension but covered it with a smile.  ‘Hi Devon, how are you?’

‘All the better for seeing you,’ she quipped, ‘hey come with me a minute, Astra, I wanted to show you something quickly. You don’t mind, do you Mattie?’

‘No worries,’ she said, turning back to her guitar.  ‘I’ll be here.’

I got up and followed Devon, falling into step with her as she led me out of the room, down the corridor and into the next room.  It was some sort of dressing room or holding room, and I looked around confused as we stepped in.

‘What were you going to show me?’ I asked, baffled.

‘Nothing,’ she grinned, ‘just wanted to greet you properly,’ she said and stepped towards me. 

I felt my breath hitch in my throat as she came closer and bent to kiss me lightly on the lips before enveloping me in a warm, close embrace.  I lifted my arms to her waist and encircled her with my arms.

‘Devon!’ I murmured against her shoulder.

‘It’s been ages,’ she complained.

‘Yeah, since yesterday,’ I chuckled lifting my head from her shoulder to look up at her.

‘I know, but I’ve become accustomed to you, I think.’

‘The feeling’s mutual,’ I murmured.

‘And that fucking picture! Christ, Astra! Nearly gave me a heart attack-or something else for that matter!’ she exclaimed.

‘Oh my God, shut up,’ I laughed, ‘And make sure you delete it! I don’t want anyone else seeing that by accident!’

‘No frigging way! That’s mine for eternity! It was fucking gorgeous, Astra.  You’re gorgeous!’

‘You flatterer you,’ I grinned, ‘But stop flirting with me! Didn’t you tell me that mixing business with pleasure is a bad idea?’

‘I did yeah,’ she sighed, ‘I just can’t seem to be able to help myself with you.’

‘Well control it around people like Mattie, hey? She’s a bit straighter than me, isn’t she?’ I murmured.

Devon looked shocked for a moment and then burst out laughing, dropping down onto the sofa, killing herself with mirth.  ‘Oh, that’s the funniest thing you’ve ever said! And so true! I’ve got to tell her that one!’

‘Don’t you dare!’ I exclaimed.

Devon just laughed.  ‘Come on, let’s get you back to Mattie.  It sounded good.’

I turned and headed to the door.  Devon followed me and slapped my butt on the way out.  I turned in surprise. ‘Oi!’ I said but laughed.

‘Sorry,’ she grinned.  ‘Hand slipped.’

‘I bet it did,’ I muttered.  We left the room and headed back to join Mattie.

After spending another hour with Mattie, she started packing up ready to head home.  Before leaving, we put our head into the recording studio where Devon was busy recording and listened for a few minutes as she sang in the booth behind the glass screen.

I watched her, mesmerised as her husky, soulful, incredible voice rang out pure and true.  I didn’t want to leave but when Mattie said goodbye, I felt like I should leave too.  In a break from singing, we said goodbye through the glass and with a feeling of disappointment to be leaving Devon, we left the studio.

Chapter 13

After thanking Mattie for the jam session, I headed home.  It had been good to meet Mattie and spend a few hours playing with her.  Despite this, I felt disappointment at having only managed to spend a few minutes of the day with Devon.  Granted, those moments had been fun, flirtatious and memorable but I wanted more.

I went home, holed up in my room and practiced the bass parts for Devon’s songs for the rest of the day.  When evening came and went, I was beyond itching to text Devon.  I kept telling myself not to-not to be needy and desperate, but I wanted too badly.  I distracted myself by bugging Elle, following her around and talking to her incessantly.  It wasn’t until I finally went to my room to go to bed that I caved in.

I tapped out a text and sent it before I could stop myself.  ‘Nice to see you today, but brief! You okay?’

When I didn’t get an instant reply, I felt a wave of regret pass over me.  Maybe I should not have text her? I waited ten minutes and then put the phone down, frustrated.  Why did she seem to have this incessant hold over me? I didn’t understand it.  I’d never felt the infatuated, interested and confused by anyone ever before, male or female.  It was new, worrying, and exciting.

As I closed my eyes to try and sleep, my phone finally sounded.  I looked over, butterflies skipping through my stomach. Picking it up hastily, I read her reply.

‘Yeah, I’m sorry.  I wish it could have been longer but everything’s getting busy again.  I’m fine, just tired and feel kind of flat.  Trying to sleep but can’t. I miss your cuddles,’ she wrote.

I stared at the text for several minutes before doing anything.  Her words threw me; they always did.  As texts went, hers was damn near perfect, and I knew I wouldn’t be deleting it anytime soon.  I began to write back when my phone started ringing. I quickly tapped the green button to accept Devon’s call.

‘Hey,’ I said, into the phone.

‘Hey, you…sorry about the text.  I didn’t mean to moan…’

‘Ah, don’t be ridiculous, you weren’t moaning. Even if you were, you’re allowed to, you know!’ I told her.  ‘You can’t sleep?’

I heard her sigh softly.  ‘No…I just can’t seem to turn off.  It’s so quiet here too, that’s why I thought I’d call you. Hear your voice.’

‘I can come over if you like?’ I said, a little unsure of myself, but clear on my offer.

She went quiet for a split second.  ‘Astra; it’s midnight already!’

‘I know,’ I laughed.  ‘I don’t turn into a pumpkin, you know,’ I joked.  ‘Besides, if it helps you sleep, it’s a good thing, right?’

‘I can’t ask you to do that,’ she murmured, but her voice had changed.

‘You didn’t ask,’ I replied, ‘I offered. 

‘It would be good to see you…especially as I won’t now be at the rehearsal this Thursday.’

‘You won’t be there? How come?’ I wondered.

‘Oh, they’ve got a week-long press tour for me to do. I’m not going to be able to be at the first rehearsal with everyone.  It’s going ahead but I won’t be there until a week later to run through everything.’

I felt my heart sink.  ‘You won’t be around for a whole week?’ I asked, unable to help myself from getting her to confirm her removal from my life for seven whole days!

‘Yeah; it’s a last-minute thing. I’ve got to go all around the country doing interviews.  I’m leaving midday tomorrow.’

I went quiet for a moment while I thought.  ‘Shall I come over then?’ I asked.  ‘See you before you go?’ I asked.

Devon replied quietly, ‘I need to sleep though, Astra.  I wouldn’t be able to stay up doing one of our all-nighters.’

‘I know,’ I said, huskily.  ‘I just thought I could help you sleep.’

‘It would help me sleep, but it seems like too much for you to come all the way over here the late.’

‘It’s your choice,’ I told her.  ‘I could get a taxi and be with you in fifteen minutes.  If not, I can talk to you for a while on the phone and hopefully get you sleepier.’

‘Come over,’ she said then, assertiveness taking over in her tone.  ‘If you’re sure.’

I smiled to myself, happily.  I would be seeing Devon.  ‘I’m sure.  I’ll be there soon,’ I promised.

Twenty minutes later, I arrived at Devon’s hotel.  The porter on the back door was waiting for me and beckoned me in and opened the elevator door for me.  As the lift closed shut behind me, I rode it up to the penthouse suite, feeling nerves skipping through my stomach.  They never failed to be there when I knew I was near her. It excited me and yet unnerved me at the same time.  My anticipation would have to wait though, I was too psyched to be with Devon all night long.

The door pinged open and there she was, dressed in sleep shorts and a soft, grey t-shirt.  She looked rumpled and exhausted, her face registering pleasure as she saw me.

‘Astra!’ she smiled, ‘I can’t believe you came.’

I shrugged, stepping forwards, and it felt natural to step into her arms and hold her close, hug her for long moments.  ‘You look exhausted,’ I murmured as I pulled back and looked into her drowsy, blue eyes.

‘I am…but I can’t switch off,’ she said, frowning.

‘Come on,’ I encouraged. ‘Let’s get you to bed.’

I laced my hand through hers and pulled her back towards her bedroom. She let me lead her into the room, where I could see she had been lying when on the phone to me.  The bed was rumpled, the bed covers messed up and her phone lay on the nightstand.

‘Lie down,’ I ordered, pushing her towards the bed.

She grinned at me.  ‘Bossy.’

‘When it comes to your well-being, yeah, I’ll be fucking bossy.’

She slumped down onto the bed and then shifted over to the far side to allow space for me.  With a moment of brief hesitation, I then unbuckled my belt and undid my jeans before shucking them off onto the floor.  I took off my leather jacket and was left in a t-shirt and underwear.  I climbed into the bed and pulled the covers up around us warmly.

‘That’s better,’ Devon said, smiling at last.

I moved a little closer, so we were inches away from each other.  ‘Yeah?’

She nodded. ‘I was feeling a little down earlier…I didn’t mean to sound shitty on the phone.’

‘You didn’t! I just didn’t like hearing you sounding upset,’ I told her, reaching out to touch her chin briefly with my hand.  ‘I’m not used to it.’

Her lashes lowered.  ‘I’m afraid you’ve only seen the best sides of me so far, Astra.  There are times I’m not that fun to be around, I think…’

‘Devon, that’s just reality.  We’re not all up and happy twenty-four, seven.  That wouldn’t be real.  Tell me what’s going on?’ I requested.

‘It’s nothing really,’ she replied, her eyes still downcast, away from me, staring.

‘Devon?’

‘Hmm?’ she murmured.

‘Look at me,’ I said, my voice quiet and low.

Her eyes finally met mine properly and connected.

‘Are you okay? You can talk to me you know.  I’m here for you.’

She sighed.  ‘I’m just tired,’ she said.  ‘Things which wouldn’t normally get to me are making me on edge and when I couldn’t sleep, I kept going through everything I’ve now got to do this week, and I got depressed.’

I swallowed hard, worried about her.  She looked as if she had the weight of the world on her shoulders.  I couldn’t pretend to understand what it was like to be her, but I could help her however I could.  ‘Ah Devon…what can I do to help you?’ I asked.

‘Just being here helps.’

‘What about sleep?’ I murmured.

‘Maybe it’ll come now you’re here keeping me warm,’ she said, with a gentle, low voice.

‘I’ve got an idea,’ I said, shifting on the bed to sit against the luxurious, silky headboard.  ‘Put your head in my lap.’

‘I didn’t think you were into all that,’ she joked.

‘Shut up,’ I said, on a light chuckle.  ‘I going to give you a head massage,’ I told her.

‘Ooh!’ she said, brightening, and shifted so her head lay back in my crossed legs.  I eased a pillow underneath her head, so she was comfortable-not to mention the feeling of her soft hair against my crotch was strangely unnerving to me. 

‘Okay, close your eyes and relax,’ I told her, as I began to smooth my fingers across her forehead in stroking motions. 

‘Oh my God,’ she moaned, ‘you’re a keeper…’

I smiled to myself, staying quiet as I rubbed her face and head in fluid, rhythmic motions, my strong fingers easing out the tension I could feel in her.

Devon fell quiet, aside from the occasional moan of pure pleasure.  I worked out the stress and could feel her relaxing and growing sleepier as her body grew heavier beneath me. 

‘Any better?’ I murmured, after a long time of rubbing her thoroughly.

‘Oh, my lord, Astra…where did you learn to do that?’ she groaned, mumbling her words.

‘I like a bit of massage-I’ve always been good at it too.  Guitarist hands. I guess.’

‘They’re amazing!’ she gushed.  ‘You any good with shoulders?’ she asked.

‘I can do shoulders,’ I agreed.

Devon sat up, groaning with pleasure before taking off her t-shirt and lying down on her stomach. 

‘Do you mind if I straddle you?’ I asked, knowing it would be easier to give her a decent massage if I could get up close and personal.

‘Fuck yeah you little flirt!’ she laughed, lifting her head to turn and look at me.

‘Shut up,’ I said, swiping her playfully on the arm.  ‘There’s nothing sexual about this at all.’

‘Says you,’ she chuckled.  ‘I’m on the receiving end, remember?’

‘Stop talking or the offer is retracted,’ I told her.

‘Sorry, I promise I’ll shut up.  Please though-your hands are working magic…straddle me into next Tuesday.  I won’t say a word!’

I smiled to myself, laughing inwardly as I climbed to sit astride her.  As my hands reached for her shoulders to slowly rub up and outwards along her scapula, I sat back onto her lower back, feeling the curve of her muscular, toned arse press against me.  I focused in on working my hands over her tight muscles whilst trying to ignore how good her body felt against mine.

‘Mmm,’ Devon moaned, as I worked the tightness in her shoulders. 

I worked them for a good while before sliding my hands down each side of her spine slowly, downwards and then upwards again, varying the intensity and the touch of my fingers and hands against her skin.

The moans, groans and sounds of pleasure elicited from Devon as I massaged were erotic to the point of sexual.  I tried to ignore it at first but as I continued, I couldn’t help but let the sounds infiltrate my system and arouse me beyond measure.  I rubbed, massaged and pleasured her for what felt like a long time and by the time I was finishing up, felt the awareness in my loins to be undeniable.  Shifting back a little to calm my reaction, I slowed and lightened my touches while I willed my body to calm down.

Devon clearly did nothing of the sort when I finished up.  As I climbed off her, onto my side of the bed, she rolled over, groaning with ecstasy.

‘Oh my God, Astra-you’ve got magical fingers,’ she told me, reaching for my hands.

I held them out for her.

‘Long, slim fingers…so strong too.  Fucking amazing! I feel incredible now,’ she told me, smiling. ‘Thank you for that, I reckon I’ll sleep like a baby now!’

‘I hope so!’ I smiled.  ‘That’s the intention.’

‘Sorry, but I’ve had an inappropriate reaction,’ she said, glancing down to the juncture between her thighs.  ‘It just felt so, frigging good!’ she told me, grin fixed in place. ‘I’ll sort myself out before bed,’ she said, rising to stand and walk to the bathroom.

I didn’t know whether it was the late hour, the massage or the fact I knew I wouldn’t see her for a week, but my mouth opened of its own accord and spoke before my rational brain could stop me.  ‘I can help if you like,’ I murmured, shocking even myself.

Her head whipped around as if she had been slapped.

‘Not to like, mean anything…just…you know, help you out…for release…like the massage.’

She moved stealthily, like a tiger to the bed and climbed back on, lying down beside me. I didn’t even think before moving into the crook of her arm again, curling up against her side and reaching to her waistband.  My hand had slid into her shorts as naturally as they would my own, before I could stop myself.

As I reached my hand down into her slick, damp folds, she groaned, jolting me out of my reverie.  The was no time to stop though.  I moved my hand slowly at first, rubbing her, getting the feeling of her.  I didn’t look down, didn’t move from where I lay nestled against her shoulder. 

She moaned, tensing upwards, her chest rising as I increased my fingers movements to a faster pace, working her into a frenzy as my own clitoris throbbed as I pressed against her thigh, aching for attention.  I varied the pace, learning what liked from her gasps and moans of enjoyment and touched her as l liked too, moving my strong hand fast now, feeling like she was close.  Devon came then, arching up from the bed and moaning loudly.  Her orgasm ripped through her, and I felt the waves of it as she held me hard against her side, gripping me fiercely, my hand slick with her juices.  Our breathing was fast and heavy, and as Devon sank back against the bed, she quietened for a moment, gathering herself after her climax. 

My own clitoris was pulsating with tension as it waited for release.  Without warning, Devon turned on her side to face me and reached her hand down to my stomach, pushing me onto my back and then sliding downwards and into my panties.  I closed my eyes and let my head fall backwards as she rubbed me with eager fingers.  An inescapable moan fell from my lips, and I arched as she circled against my eager, wet folds.  I came with an almighty rush of pleasure filling me to the core and arched, spasming over and over again with complete satisfaction.  My heart raced and my breathing was laboured as she eased her hand away and pulled me close to her chest.  I lay there, shocked and confused as our hearts beat against each other’s fiercely.  I swallowed against the lump in my throat and felt panic beginning to surface over the reality of what I had just done.

‘Don’t freak out,’ Devon murmured, sleepily.  ‘It doesn’t have to mean anything…unless you want it to,’ she said quietly.

I said nothing, my heart still hammering.  I felt her slip into restful sleep and eased back a little to watch her as she slept.  It didn’t need to mean anything; it didn’t need to mean anything I repeated over and over again in my head.  It didn’t mean anything, I told herself.  It really didn’t.  It was like the massage, I reassured myself.  Just done to help her out and to feel good.  The thoughts whirled around my head for what seemed like an age.  Her words repeated in my mind, stealing my sleep…unless you want it to…what did that mean? Did she want it to mean something? Did she want me to be gay? Did she want to be with me?

Hours later, I still couldn’t sleep so I slipped out of bed, dressed silently and slipped out of the room like a thief in the night.  I walked for a long time before finally detouring down to a tube in the early hours of the morning.  By the time I finally got home, I was utterly exhausted.

I made it home at 4.30am.  Slumping onto the sofa, I dozed there, needing Elle when we woke up. I slept restlessly, troubled by the evening’s events.  Eventually, sheer exhaustion took over and I slept-not waking until 9am when Elle came into the room.

‘Astra!’ a soft voice called. ‘Astra!’

‘Mmm,’ I moaned, ‘no,’ I said, in my sleep.

‘Astra, go to bed…’ she told me.

‘Devon?’ I mumbled.

‘It’s Elle, not Devon,’ she said, sitting down beside me.

I woke then, shock flooding me as the night before came crashing back to haunt me. ‘Elle!’ I exclaimed.

‘Yeah! You okay?’ she asked, looking concerned.

‘No!’ I said, feeling bewildered, shocked, and more upset that I had ever been before.

‘What’s happened?’ she questioned, scanning my face anxiously.

‘Oh my God, Elle,’ I groaned, dropping my head in my hands.  ‘I’ve fucked up! Royally…’

‘What have you done?’ she asked, shifting closer and taking my hand in her.

I groaned again. ‘I’ve made the biggest mistake in the world,’ I told her, shaking my head.

‘Tell me,’ she demanded, getting animated.

‘Oh my God, fuck…okay, well, I went to Devon’s and…well…cut a long story short,’ I stuttered, ‘I uh…I rubbed her off!’ I managed, the words sounding unreal, even to my own ears.

Elle looked beyond stunned.  Her jaw literally dropped. 

‘Elle say something! Fuck!’ I muttered, knowing if Elle thought it was bad, then it truly was.

‘How…I mean, what…how the hell did that happen?’ she questioned.

I sighed and told her the story.  ‘Devon was tired and really down, so I offered her one of my famous massages,’ I told her, grimacing as I thought about where it had led.  ‘I gave her a head massage and then she asked if I’d do her shoulders.  That led to me straddling her back and rubbing her back-which kind of…well, it did,’ I said, stating fact, ‘it did turn me on…’

‘Fair enough, I mean it felt good, I get that-how did you then move that on to fucking fingering her?’ she demanded.

‘I don’t know!’ I cried.  ‘She said it had turned her on. She said she was going to the bathroom to sort herself out and I just said something like I’ll help you out,’ I told her.

Elle gaped at me.

‘She came back to the bed, and I rubbed her off.’

‘And what about you? Did she touch you too?’ Elle asked.

‘Yeah, she did the same to me afterwards,’ I said, on another groan.

‘Fuck!’ Elle exclaimed.

‘I know! Fuck!’ I repeated.  ‘What the fuckity fuck have I done!’ I muttered, furious with myself.

‘Why did you do it?’ she asked.  ‘Are you suddenly a lesbian now?’

‘No!’ I replied, vehemently.

‘Then why?’

‘I…I don’t really know.’

‘What happened after you fingered each other?’ she asked then.

‘She said, ‘don’t freak out-it doesn’t have to mean anything’ and then fell asleep,’ I told her.

‘Oh,’ she said, clearly thinking.  ‘So, she just considered it to be something which didn’t mean anything?’

‘Well, I don’t know…her actual words were ‘it doesn’t have to mean anything, unless you want it to.’

‘Oh my God, Astra!’ Elle all-but yelled.  ‘Fucking hell!’

‘What? Elle!’ I said, frustrated she wasn’t helping me with my disaster.

‘She’s putting the ball in your court! She’s saying you decide whether it’s something you want or don’t want,’ she told me.

‘Yeah, I get that…but what do I do?’ I asked her, feeling ashamed and surprisingly close to losing control of my emotions.

‘Only you can decide that, Astra.  Oh, honey, don’t get upset,’ she murmured, consolingly, moving closer to me.

I couldn’t help the tears which began to fall down my cheeks.  I accepted Elle’s hug and wrapped my arms around her, holding her tight for support.  ‘I don’t know what I want,’ I admitted, ‘she confuses me, but I don’t…I don’t…’ I mumbled, losing my voice with the emotion.

‘You don’t have to decide anything, Astra.  Just give yourself a minute to think it all through,’ she said, easing back to look at me. ‘She’s given you an out by saying it doesn’t have to mean anything, so take it if you need it.’

I nodded, swiping at my wet eyes with the back of my hand.  ‘I’m sorry, Elle.  I know I’m a nightmare.’

‘You’re not a nightmare, Astra.  You’re confused.’

I nodded, releasing the breath I was holding.  ‘I just…why the fuck did I do that?’ I exclaimed, talking to myself more than anything.

Elle shrugged.  ‘I guess my final question is-did you enjoy it?’ she questioned.

I thought for a moment before answering.  ‘I did,’ I admitted, shakily.  ‘It was intense.’

‘Sweetie, I’ve got to go to work.  Are you going to be okay here alone?’

I nodded.  ‘Yeah,’ I sighed.  ‘The show must go on…’

‘It must,’ she agreed, squeezing my hand.  ‘I’ll be here later to talk if you need me, okay?’

‘Thanks Elle.  I appreciate it.’

‘No worries. I’ll see you later, okay?’

I nodded, smiling thinly.  Elle left and I was left alone with my thoughts.

Chapter 14

During the next hour, I beat myself up, paced the living room and checked my phone like a madwoman.  At just past ten, a knock sounded at the door, and I hurried over to it, glad to have a package or something to distract me from my inner torment.

Standing on the other side was Devon, gorgeous as ever, but with a frown on her face.

‘Devon!’ I exclaimed, stunned.

‘You’re freaking out,’ she stated. It wasn’t a question, and she stepped inside the door, not bothering to ask if it was okay to come in.  ‘Astra!’ she groaned.

‘Come in?’ I offered, mirthlessly, shutting the door behind her.

‘Oh Astra, why’d you run out on me?’ she complained. ‘If you’d stayed, we could have talked things through and wouldn’t be both freaking out right now!’ she exclaimed.

She was freaking out? Really? ‘I couldn’t stay…I’m sorry, Devon…I just…I’ve never…it was…’ I shook my head.

‘Astra, please-stop freaking out.  It doesn’t mean anything, it just happened.  I’d like to forget it ever happened, alright?’ she said, stepping closer to me.

I backed off, without thinking.  ‘Forget about it?’ I questioned.

‘Yeah! It never happened, alright? Back to being friends!’

I could do that.  I could definitely handle that okay.  ‘I think that would be a good idea.’

‘Yeah? Because I’d hate to spoil the thing we have going between us-and I’m not being suggestive,’ she said, eyes growing serious.  ‘I like you, Astra, and I value your friendship. I’ve really enjoyed being around you and I don’t want to spoil that by letting sex get in the way.’

Sex? When had sex ever been on the cards? Still, I appreciated her sentiment.  ‘I want to be friends, Devon.  I don’t know why…well, last night was just…’

‘A mistake?’ she questioned.

‘I…maybe,’ I admitted, not wanting to hurt her.

She nodded, seemingly accepting of it. ‘We shouldn’t have done it, Astra. We’re bandmates and friends.  We crossed a line.  Let’s just go back to how we were before…can we do that?’ she asked.

‘That’s what I’d really like,’ I told her, desperate for us to be the friends we had been before last night had occurred.

‘Then we forget it, shelve it, pretend it didn’t happen.  I can do that if you can?’

‘I can do that,’ I said, smiling for the first time since leaving her in the early hours of the morning.

‘Oh, thank Christ! I’m so late now, Astra,’ she told me. ‘I can’t stop I’m afraid.  I just had to come by and make sure things were okay between us.  I hated waking up and finding you gone.  I thought this was all over.’

‘I never want this to be over,’ I said, almost in a whisper, my eyes filling with tears.  ‘I’m sorry, Devon…I’ve messed up.’

‘Oh Astra, don’t,’ she said, stepping into my arms to pull me close to her chest as I cried.

‘I really like you, Devon,’ I murmured against her chest.  ‘I just…don’t want…to spoil…all this,’ I sniffed.

She lifted her head and looked down at me.  ‘Astra don’t worry.  We’re good now, right?’

I nodded, smiling slightly, wiping my tears away.  ‘Yeah,’ I agreed.

‘Oh, come here,’ she said, enveloping me in her arms.  ‘I’m already late, what’s five minutes more?’ she joked.

I held her fiercely, thanking the powers that be that she had come back to me the morning to make everything right again.

‘I’m so glad you came by,’ I murmured.

‘Me too, Astra,’ she replied, stroking my back, ‘me too.’

Five minutes later, Devon was gone, and my world was back on its correct axis.  I sent a quick text to Elle to reassure her that I had talked to Devon, and it was okay.  Settling down internally, I went about the rest of my day with the plans I had already made-to practice my guitar parts and prepare for the rehearsal which would take place the next day.  My day was mundane and boring but by evening, I was ready to meet and impress the band.

I arrived at the rehearsal half an hour early, eager to please and ready for anything.  Surprisingly, there was already one member of the band there-Erin.  I recognised her when I walked in as she was clutching drumsticks in one hand.

‘Hey,’ I said, walking towards her. ‘I’m Astra, you must be Erin?’

‘Yeah! Good to meet you, Astra,’ she said, walking over and grabbing me in a brief hug.

I lifted my arms to her, noting the difference between this and hugging Devon as it was short-lived and had the unmistakable tentative pat on the back as we hugged.

‘You nervous?’ she asked.  ‘You look nervous!’ she smiled, indicating I should come over with a slant of her head.

‘I am a bit,’ I admitted.  ‘Just because it’s the first-time meeting everyone, you know?’

‘Yeah,’ she grinned, ‘I was like that too.  I’m glad you’re on board though because it stops me being the newbie.  I was the last one hired and now I’m not.’

I smiled.  ‘Glad I could help out!’

‘So, have you met Devon yet?’ she asked, completely innocently.

‘Yeah, yeah,’ I nodded, trying to stay cool about it when my body completely betrayed me with my stomach contracting with nerves.  ‘I’ve met her a few times now. I think she wanted to get to know me a bit to see if I’d get on with everyone okay.’

‘She did the same with me,’ Erin told me.  ‘She doesn’t like conflict and arguments, so I think she chooses the people who are going to be around her pretty carefully.’

‘It makes sense,’ I nodded, ‘we’re going to be travelling together and living together.’

‘Exactly; and I can’t wait!’ she said excitedly.  ‘I’ve only toured once and it was with my own band in a camper van,’ she laughed. 

I smiled at that.  ‘I haven’t either.  The is the first time I feel like I’ve actually made it.’

‘I know!’ she said, conspiratorially.  ‘And with Devon Samson-who is absolutely amazing!’

‘I agree…and such a nice person,’ I added.

‘She really is! And it makes such a difference,’ Erin replied. ‘I just assumed she’d be a bit of a bitch but she’s the opposite-she’s the kindest, nicest and most genuine person I know.  If you’re not, she spots it a mile off too.  That’s why I knew you’d be decent.  She chooses carefully.’

‘Well, I hope I live up to expectation,’ I smiled.

‘You will,’ she said, giving me a playful nudge.

I smiled back at her, liking her.  She seemed genuine, nice and I felt like I would get on with her.  I had met the drummer and the lead guitarist, now all I needed to meet were the dancers.

An hour later, I was beginning to get a sense of what everyone was like as a group and I liked them.  The dancers had come in together and introduced themselves to me before going off to their rehearsal space to practice.  Mattie, Erin and I had worked through the set list, nailing difficulties and rehearsing the songs to perfection. I was impressed with the detail that went into ensuring everything was how it should be.  Mattie was a perfectionist in every sense of the word, and as Devon’s musical director, she explained that she was determined to get it exactly right, exactly how Devon wanted.

I enjoyed the process and didn’t mind it when Mattie asked me to change or alter aspects of my playing, I took it constructively, wanting to be the best I could be.

After several hours, we moved with our guitars to a large rehearsal hall space.  The dancers were there and ready and there was a group of other people standing around in sweats waiting too.

‘Who are all those people?’ I asked Erin as I moved to stand near the drum kit situated at the back corner for her.

‘More dancers, performers for the Universal British Music Awards,’ she told me.  ‘Apparently, they’re choreographing a big routine for it.  Devon was complaining about how complicating it was getting and getting frustrated last time I saw her.’

I wondered to myself if that was why she had been tense and stressed on the night I had been to see her.  It would make sense.  ‘Oh…why does it have to be complicated?’ I asked.

‘It doesn’t,’ she muttered, ‘but this is our biggest performance before touring.  I think the idea is to set it off with a bang-do stuff which makes the audience sit up and take notice.’

‘Oh, yeah…like the kiss, right?’

She frowned at me, looking baffled.  ‘What kiss?’

‘Oh nothing,’ I said, not realising it wasn’t common knowledge and trying to laugh it off.

‘No, go on! We’re friends now, what kiss?’ she asked.

‘Well, uh, I she said she might try and kiss me during part of the song,’ I told her, quietly.  ‘You know, to get attention and press after the event.’

‘Wow! That would get attention for sure! You alright with it?’ she asked, looking at me closely.

‘Well, yeah…I mean, it sounds pretty funny, right? Everyone would be so shocked and surprised!’ I laughed.

‘It’d be amazing! People would freak out too! The press would be all over it.’

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, glancing at the dancers practicing before looking back at her.  ‘I mean the press could go good or bad, but it’s still press right?’

‘And all press is good press, especially when we’re about to start a tour.’

‘Exactly, so I said I’d be fine with it…if she decides to go with it.’

‘I mean, yeah, I’d say yes too if I were you…’ she murmured.

‘You want to swap with me?’ I joked.

‘She is fucking hot,’ Erin laughed, ‘but I’m stuck behind a drumkit, I’m afraid,’ she said, unapologetically.  ‘Besides, I think you’re far more her type than I am!’ she grinned.

‘What do you mean by that?’ I questioned.

‘You’re hot! I’m not on your level of cute,’ she grinned.

‘Shut up,’ I said, feeling a blush rise on my cheeks.  ‘I’m not cute!’

‘You so are a cutey!’ she laughed.  ‘I bet Devon’s told you that you’re attractive, right? She’s not usually backwards at coming forwards…not with hot girls!’

‘Well…’

‘I knew it! Are you gay, Astra?’ she asked then.

‘Uh, no,’ I said, uncomfortably.  ‘I recently split up with my boyfriend,’ I told her, even though it had been months ago.  Why I needed to assert my heterosexuality with her was baffling to me. The words just seemed to slip out of my mouth before I could control them.

‘Oh! I read you wrong, sorry! That makes it a little more awkward-the kissing, I mean!’ she said, thoughtfully.  ‘You know the press will probably assume you’re a lesbian if you kiss her on a worldwide stage.’

‘Yeah, I know.  I couldn’t give a fuck, Erin.  It’s fun, shocking and gives a good message that being gay isn’t wrong.  What’s not to like?’

‘Good for you…hey, Devon knows you’re not gay, right?’ she asked.

I nodded.  ‘Yeah…why?’

‘Because I know what she’s like,’ Erin laughed.  ‘And even if you’re not gay, she’s such a flirt! You’ll find that out soon enough!’

I said nothing, but felt the heat creep up my cheeks, betraying me. ‘Is she?’

‘Oh, fuck yeah! She flirts with everyone! It’s so funny! Especially the straight-laced women who can’t take it…it’s so funny.’

I smiled, imagining it.  The idea of her flirting with anyone and everyone was pretty amusing and made me feel better about how she was around me. It also occurred to me though that maybe I wasn’t quite a special as she made me feel.  Maybe she was just naturally like that with everyone.  I considered this for a few minutes as I watched the routine being done.  I didn’t know how I felt about it.  ‘I bet it is funny.  Does she flirt with you then?’

‘Yeah, always,’ she said, grinning.  ‘She’s shameless.  She’s also gorgeous so I don’t mind at all,’ she replied.

‘You’re married, right?’ I asked, remembering what Devon had told me.

‘Yeah, recently! It’s great.’

‘You’ll meet him soon, I’m sure,’ she smiled.

‘We’re going to be like family in a few weeks,’ I mused, ‘aren’t we?’

‘Yeah! Long hours on a bus, travelling constantly, up in each other’s business.  It’s going to be great!’ she laughed, as we were called back together to begin.

Mattie started telling us what was happening next and within the next few minutes, we were rehearsing on a much larger scale-the dancers and performers moving around the stage while we played the song.  Everyone stepped up a gear and I felt myself get into it even more as the beat filled my system.  I moved around more, rocked to the song and even flicked my hair back once or twice when the chorus came around.  By the end of the song, I was buzzing, and I turned around to see huge smiles from Erin and Mattie too.  It felt good, and I felt part of something. 

We kept practicing, again and again, nailing the sore points, improving aspects as we went.  The day was long, and my head was full by the end of the afternoon.  By the time we said our goodbyes, I felt well and truly knackered.  It was no wonder Devon was often tired and exhausted.

‘Astra; we’re coming back in tomorrow,’ Mattie told me, as we packed up our instruments.  ‘Can you be in for 10am?’ she asked.

‘Yeah, sure,’ I agreed.  ‘I’m free whenever I need to be.’

‘Good,’ she replied.  ‘We need to keep practicing and nail ‘Touch me now’ and then work through the set list for the tour. If we nail it before Devon gets back, then it makes it easier for her.’

‘Yeah, sure,’ I agreed.  ‘So, we’ll be in most days?’

‘That’s the plan,’ she said, ‘unless you have any other commitments?’

‘No, I’m good.  I’ve been keen to get going so the is great.  It’s just nice to be finally playing for a living.’

‘It sure is,’ Mattie agreed.  ‘It’s the best feeling ever!’

I headed home on the tube, thinking about the day I had spent with the band.  I liked both Mattie and Erin which was a relief, and they seemed easy to work with and spend time with which would make touring with them easier.

When I got home, Elle was already home and, in the kitchen, making a curry.

‘Hey!’ she cried, animatedly. ‘I’m cooking your dinner!’

‘You’re a star,’ I smiled, ‘it’s been a long day!’

‘How did it go? Did you meet everyone?’ she asked, clearly curious.

‘Yeah, I did.  They’re all really nice to far.  I spent ages with Mattie and Erin from the band and both seem like good people. They’re chilled and relaxed types-both married, one with kids so they’re pretty calm to be around.’

‘That’s probably a good thing,’ she commented.

‘That’s what I thought,’ I murmured. 

‘And how was Devon today after everything?’ she questioned, her expression growing more serious.

‘She wasn’t there! She’s had to go away for a week unfortunately.  She’s got all these interviews to do so is travelling around the country right now, doing press.’

‘Oh no…so you’re not going to see her for a while?’ Elle questioned.

‘No,’ I replied, sadly, ‘not for a week! It’s going to feel like ages!’

‘Mmm,’ Elle murmured, ‘so, come on!’ she said, getting excited.

‘What?’ I laughed, unable to contain my humour at seeing her animated face.

‘You text me, but you’ve got to tell me everything! The ‘what happened after’ conversation!’ she demanded.

‘Oh, God, Elle.  I don’t want to re-hash it all again! I’m still mortified, if I’m honest.’

‘Come on! I talked you down off the ledge, I need to hear this,’ she quipped.

‘Fine.  So, she turned up here, after you left.’

‘Devon Samson came here? To our dingy, little flat?’ she questioned.

‘She did,’ I laughed.  ‘She was too polite to say anything I reckon though!’

‘And probably too focused on ensuring you weren’t completely freaking out!’ Elle commented.

‘Yeah…and I was, wasn’t I?’

‘Completely! But, I mean, you did give your new boss a random fingering, so it’s fair play for you to have a freak out!’ she laughed.

‘Yeah…true,’ I said, blushing.

‘So, what did she say?’ she prompted, clearly frustrated that I was taking my time in telling her.

‘Alright, alright. Calm down! So, she basically said we should forget it ever happened.  She said, well we both said, that we shouldn’t spoil the friendship we’ve formed by letting sex get in the way.  We said we’d pretend it never happened and go back to how it was before.’

Elle looked at me for a long moment.  ‘Do you think you can do that?’ she asked, slowly.

‘What do you mean?’

‘Well, surely the next time you see her, you’ll be thinking about her pussy?’

‘Elle!’ I exclaimed, loudly.

‘Well, I would be! Even if you’re ‘moving on’ and ‘pretending it didn’t happen’ it’s still there in the back of your mind. You still had your hand on her pussy, rubbing her off until she came!’

‘Elle, for fuck’s sake! Stop it!’ I told her, forcefully.  ‘I’m just going to go on like it didn’t happen,’ I told her.  ‘I can forget it and I will.’

‘Good,’ she said, satisfied, ‘I was just testing you…seeing what your reaction would be if I questioned it.  You did good, I reckon it’ll be okay.’

‘Elle!’

She smiled at me.  ‘Well, I’m looking out for your best interests, Astra! I’m not your gay best friend for nothing.’

‘You’re sure testing my limits today!’ I told her, chuckling a little.

‘I don’t want you to get hurt, Astra.  She’s Devon Samson, and the is your big chance to be the guitarist you’ve always wanted to be.  If sex does get in the way, it could change everything.’

‘That’s what I said.  I don’t want it to spoil all this.’

‘So don’t let it.  She’s a flirt, a tease-anyone can see that.  Distance yourself a bit.’

I swallowed. ‘I don’t know if I can do that…she’s always so in your face.’

‘I know…I witnessed it the night of your party.  Just back off a little.  You don’t need to be all over her like a rash all the time.  Stop offering massages and hugs.  It sends her conflicting messages.’

‘I guess so…’ I murmured.

‘Know so, Astra! If I were hugging someone, pressing up against them and rubbing their head and shoulders but then saying ‘no, I’m straight’ you can see how it gives mixed messages.  You’re saying one thing but doing another…’

I nodded.  ‘You think I’m being a tease,’ I murmured.

‘Kind of,’ she said, tentatively. ‘But you know that, really.’

I nodded, slowly.  I did know that.  ‘I’ll calm it down,’ I said, sitting down on one of the kitchen stools.

‘For the sake of keeping the new job, I’d say it was a good idea…’

We settled down to eat our dinner together at the kitchen table.  My mind was preoccupied with our conversation the whole time.

Later, in my room, I received a text from Devon. It was simple, brief and non-flirty.

‘Hey, how was rehearsal?’ she wrote.

I tapped back.  ‘Really good.  It was great to meet everyone. Spent time with Erin and Mattie and they both seem great,’ I replied.

I could see she was typing back straight away.  ‘They’re good people.  Glad it went well.  How are you? No more freaking out?’ she questioned.

I smiled at that.  ‘All good,’ I replied, simply.  ‘All okay with you?’ I asked.

‘I’m tired and its rubbish travelling alone, but fine.  I guess I shouldn’t say I miss you, right?’ she text.

I read the text making myself think before replying.  Going with instinct, I wrote back, ‘I don’t mind you saying it because I miss you too.  Elle says I’m a tease though and recommended I stop leading you on, so I thought I better stop flirting etc,’ I wrote.

I waited for her reply and was surprised when she started calling me.  I pressed the green button and put it to my ear.

‘Hey,’ I said, quietly into the phone.

‘Hey you,’ she replied, silkily.

‘Why’d you switch to a call,’ I wondered.

‘I wanted to hear your voice,’ she told me, ‘And I wanted to talk to you after what you just text.’

‘Oh…’ I murmured, feeling my heart pick up pace.

‘You talked to Elle about us?’ she wondered.

‘Yeah,’ I admitted.  ‘She’s my closest friend, and I needed someone to talk to.’

‘I know,’ she said, ‘And it’s fine.  I just…maybe, don’t tell anyone else…’

‘I wouldn’t!’ I exclaimed.  ‘No way…it’s just Elle.  She’s been there for me for years and I was…well, I was upset.  She wanted to help me.’

‘I get it, Astra.  It’s fine.  The thing is, I don’t want you to stop flirting with me, I don’t want you to change how you are around me.  I love it.  You’re not being a tease-you’re just being you.’

‘Really?’ I murmured, ‘Because when she said that I could really see her point.  I feel like I’ve led you on a hell of a lot…hugging you, kissing you, massaging you…and well, you know!’ I finished.

‘Maybe, but I’m hands on and tactile too.  I love the affection you show me and I’m like that with a lot of people too.  Don’t change because you think you’ve done something wrong.  I can forget the other night and move on…I really can.’

I swallowed hard.  ‘Okay…’

‘So, we’re good?’ she asked.

‘Yeah, we’re good.’

‘And you’ll still flirt with me?’ she requested.

I laughed.  ‘You’re so bad, Devon,’ I chuckled.

‘There she is!’ she cried, triumphantly.  ‘Now I feel better!’

I smiled.  ‘You’re incorrigible!’

‘You love it.’

‘I kind of do,’ I said, laughing to myself a little.

‘I know…and that’s why we enjoy each other’s company so much.’

I sighed. ‘When do you get back?’ I asked then.

‘Why? Missing me, honey?’

‘You better believe it,’ I replied.  ‘That, and I want you there when we play.  It feels like something’s missing.’

‘That’s because it is! Me!’

I laughed.  ‘I hope the week goes quickly,’ I murmured.

She sighed.  ‘Me too.  I’ll be back before you know it.’

‘Yeah…’

‘You going to bed now?’ she asked.

‘I think so, yeah.  Today was exhausting.’

‘Yeah, mine too,’ she shared.  ‘So, no night-time pic for me, I guess then… you don’t want to be a tease now, do you?’ she joked.

I smiled to myself, chuckling.  ‘No; I better not,’ I agreed.

She sighed again.  ‘Well, I’ll say goodnight then,’ she said, silkily.

‘Okay.  Night Devon.’

‘Night Astra.  Sleep well,’ she said.

I hung up and lay back on the bed, glancing down at myself wearing nothing but bra and skimpy shorts.  I got to my feet, went to the bathroom and got a black lipstick.  Drawing a smiley face on my abs, I tensed my stomach, pouted at the mirror and took a photo of my reflection.  Grinning to myself at the sexy result, I thought about not sending it for a moment but then remembered what she said-be myself.  Well, flirting and messing around was fun and my nature, so with a secret smile, I clicked send.

Happy with myself, I wiped the lipstick off with a wet wipe and headed for bed.  By the time I got back to the soft mattress, my phone was buzzing.  Grinning to myself, I pressed accept and answered with an innocent, ‘Hello?’

‘You’re seriously trying to kill me,’ she moaned. 

‘I thought it was funny,’ I laughed.

‘It is…but it’s also hot as fuck!’

‘Thanks!’ I said, easily pleased by her compliments. ‘I’ll stop messing with you now,’ I promised.

‘Please don’t,’ she replied, quietly.  ‘I actually love it.’

‘I know you do,’ I grinned. ‘Night Devon.’

‘Night Astra.’

I hung up and went to bed smiling.

The week passed by in a blur of practice, rehearsals and meetings.  It was busy and intense, but I enjoyed spending time with the band and dancers, working with them and learning as I went.  I got to know the group better and found Erin to be a natural friend for me.  We spent the most time together out of all of them.  As the week ended, word came of Devon’s arrival home and rehearsals set up to include her.  Anticipation filled me at the thought of her coming back.  I was desperate to see her and yet wanted to contain that feeling and not be too eager. 

Each night of the week, Devon and I would send text messages to one another.  Some were mundane, some were flirtatious, but as far as I was concerned, any contact was good contact. 

The morning of the full-on dress rehearsal including Devon arrived blessedly quickly.  When the day arrived, I dressed more carefully than usual, even carefully styling my hair with the thought of seeing Devon that day. 

When I arrived at the studio, I greeted people in a friendly manner, knowing that I had formed good friendships already.  I went into the room, started to set up and practice a little as everyone else began to filter in.  I found myself glancing at the door repeatedly, waiting for Devon’s presence but soon, everyone had arrived, and we were gearing up for a full run through of the song.  Confused over her lack of arrival, I began to think that she wasn’t coming, and disappointment set in.  Focusing back on the job at hand, I threw myself into the song and started playing with energy, getting into it more and more as we swept through the song at pace.  It was fast, lively and energetic and I felt the music move me as we played.

When I next lifted my head, as the final chords of the song were played, she was there.  Standing at the front, huge smile fixed in place and her eyes focused on me.  I grinned widely, as she lifted her hands to clap as all.

‘It sounds amazing, everyone!’ she said, as people from all corners clamoured to go and greet her. 

I watched from afar as people approached, saying hello, kissing her cheek, giving her hugs, smiling and speaking to her, patting her back.  It was exhausting just to watch the amount of attention she garnered.  I hung back, unwilling to be one of the many, to appear desperate and keen like some of them did.  The only other person I noticed hanging back was Erin, who remained at her seat behind the drums.  I decided to turn and talk to her instead.

Sidling over, I spoke.  ‘Is it always like this with her?’ I asked.  ‘They’re all over her like flies.’

‘Get used to it,’ she murmured.  ‘It’s wherever she goes!’

‘Wow,’ I muttered.

‘Yeah-it’ll happen to you as well,’ she informed me.  ‘Once people know who you are, you’ll be part of the madness.  Both men and women-they’ll be all over you, Astra.’

I thought about that for a moment, glancing back at the crowd around Devon.  I didn’t know how I would deal with that.  I was a pretty private person; I appreciated my alone time and aside from celebrations and special occasions, I preferred to stay home rather than be a social animal. It simply wasn’t me.  I imagined Devon was different.  She seemed to like being social, popular and out and about.  It was one way I could see that she and I would be polar opposites.

‘Hey, you two!’ a voice behind me said.

I knew exactly who it was as I turned, guitar slung across my chest.  ‘Hey Devon,’ I said, smiling up at her, trying to maintain being cool about her presence.  It was also the first time I had seen her since our awkward encounter discussion, so it wasn’t the easiest moment to manage.

‘Astra,’ she nodded.  ‘Sounding good,’ she told me, ‘And looking gorgeous,’ she winked, nudging me playfully.

‘Uh…’ I didn’t know what to say but didn’t need to as she moved around the drumkit to greet Erin with a huge bear hug. 

‘Good to see you!’ Erin said, lifting her smaller arms up to hug her.  ‘How is everything?’ she asked.

‘Pretty good, pretty good,’ she replied, patting her back.  ‘Drums are sounding tight.  Good job!’

‘Thanks.  I’m liking the new set up,’ she said, indicating my way.  ‘You chose well.  She’s good,’ Erin told Devon, nodding towards me.

‘Oh, Astra’s a perfect fit for us.  She’s talented, gorgeous and cool.  What more could we want?’

‘Precisely,’ Erin said.  ‘How was the press tour?’

‘Good, just long.  I’m glad to be back here and getting ready.  I need time to learn all these complicated routines they’re insisting on including so I’m just happy to be here and able to have time to work on it.’

‘You’ll nail it.  It’s going to be ace.’

‘It will be.  The performance has to get us on the map; get people talking.  Hey, Astra, uh…they were talking about including that part I spoke to you about,’ she said, looking decidedly shifty about bringing it up.  ‘Are you still alright with it or would you rather I find someone else…a dancer maybe?’ she suggested.

‘Nah, it’s cool,’ I told her.  ‘I said to Erin about it, and she reckons it’d be fine.’

‘Yeah?’ Devon said, turning to Erin.  ‘What do you reckon the reaction’s going to be?’

‘Immense!’ Erin cried.  ‘The press will be all over it, the homophobes will be out in force protesting about it and the LGBQT+ community will be hailing you a hero! It’s a win, win, I reckon,’ she smiled.

‘Yeah, I’m up for it,’ Devon said, ‘but I reckon I should say it wasn’t planned…kind of…’

‘Spur of the moment?’ Erin suggested.

‘Otherwise, it’s just clear its being done for the publicity,’ Devon commented.

‘You don’t want that,’ I murmured.

‘No; say the song got to you, or something like that,’ Erin told her, ‘I mean, it’s got sexual undertones, right?’

‘It sure has,’ Devon replied, as we were all called to our places.

Devon headed away and I moved back into the position I had on the far back left of the stage.  I waited for everyone to start again and the time, it was completely different.  The second Devon started singing, everyone came alive.  Her voice added the dynamic that had been missing, and what a voice it was.  Powerful, strong and resonating, she sang at full volume effortlessly, moving around with the dancers and owning the song.  She didn’t do all the choreography, just sang and moved around the front of the stage a bit, enjoying the music.  That was what made her great-her voice, the way she captured everyone’s attention with her charisma.

Glancing around as I played, I noticed everyone in the room was focused in on her now.  She commanded it, demanded it.  I realised it wasn’t just me who felt like I was drawn to her…she was just one of those people who people flocked to, like a moth to a flame.

When she finished, there were some whoops and hollers.  It felt good as I turned to Mattie and Erin, all of us wearing identical smiles.

From that point on, things went south.  The choreography began and dance routines had to be learnt.  I could see from watching from afar what demands were being placed upon Devon. She wasn’t being directed by her usual choreographer-her lead dancer, Mica.  Instead, they had another person in, and I could see Devon wasn’t at her most comfortable.  We did rehearsal after rehearsal and there were issues in all of them.  The complicated routine had Devon’s voice faltering, and I could see the strain as they sent her upstairs and up and down the makeshift scaffolding they had created to add intrigue to the set up.

By late afternoon, everyone was hanging and desperate for the session to end.  Dancers looked weary, the musicians were leaning against walls and Devon looked tense and stressed.  As the director called an end to the day, we all breathed a sigh of relief.

‘She’s a head case,’ Mattie muttered as we packed our guitars away.

‘Yeah, it’s never like that when Mica’s leading her,’ Erin replied, leaning by our side as we stood, guitar cases in hand.

‘She looks stressed,’ Mattie murmured.  ‘Shall we stay and talk to her?’

‘She doesn’t look happy,’ I commented, hating to see her so worked up once more.

‘Let’s hang on a minute while all the dancers go…see if she needs anything,’ Mattie suggested.

We stuck around, watching as everyone filtered out, much as they done first thing when we had all arrived.  When Devon was finally done with the director, she walked away, looking dejected.  Seeing us all waiting, she brightened.

‘Hey guys, you headed home?’

‘Yeah,’ Mattie replied, ‘just wanted to check you’re alright.  You look stressed out, friend.’

‘I am,’ she said, with a grimace.  ‘Fucking routine is throwing me off completely.’

‘Who is she anyway? Why can’t Mica do it?’ Erin complained.

‘Because this is a big deal-she’s one of the shows directors, coming in to choreograph the major acts.  I’ve just got to get it nailed but I’m…I don’t know…struggling a little.’

‘You’ll get it,’ I reassured her, knowing that she would do whatever she put her mind to.

‘Yeah, I guess,’ he sighed.  ‘You two want to go and get a drink at the bar?’ she asked, clearly needing to let off some steam.

Everyone agreed, and soon we were leaving together to go to the bar at a nearby exclusive place.

Sat in a bar which seemed exclusively for members and the rich and famous, I settled in beside Erin, across from Mattie and Devon.  It seemed surreal for me to be in the situation, where I was part of the and included in something the huge.

‘Get that down you and you’ll feel a bit better,’ Mattie said, pushing a beer towards Devon.

I glanced at her briefly, knowing she didn’t really drink it, but she sipped it anyway.

‘Thanks, Mattie,’ Devon murmured, ‘it’s all good.  It’s just the pressure of the one, I guess.’

‘I’ve never seen you so stressed over a one-off performance.’

‘I know,’ she murmured, ‘I need to calm down about it…’

‘We’ll distract you,’ Erin told her, smiling.  ‘Did you meet that girlband when you got to Ireland?’ she snickered.

I glanced at Devon, who grinned with amusement.  ‘Yeah…they were cute,’ she laughed.

‘Are they any good?’ he asked.

‘Good for what?’ Devon joked, ‘Depends on what you’re asking.’

‘Their music of course! Honestly, your mind’s in the gutter.’

She chuckled.  ‘No, they were pretty good-if that’s your kind of thing.  It was light pop stuff so not my kind of thing and when I did meet them, it just struck me what kids they are.’

‘So, you didn’t find yourself a girly then?’ Erin said with a wink.

‘No,’ she laughed.  ‘They’re barely out of puberty! And you could tell if you know what I mean…’

‘Young? Not like us,’ Mattie quipped.

‘Speak for yourself!’ Devon laughed and then glanced at me.  ‘I reckon Astra must be the youngest of all of us…how old were you the other day, Astra? I never did ask you?’

‘Twenty-nine,’ I told her.

‘No way! I thought you were younger!’ Devon exclaimed. ‘You only look about twenty-five! You’re older than me!’

‘How old are you then?’ I wondered.

‘Twenty-eight.’

‘Ah…you’re the baby!’ I joked.

‘I guess so,’ she smiled.

Mattie and Erin stayed for a few hours and then made their excuses.  With wives and families to go home to, Devon and I were finally left alone.

‘Do you want to go too, Astra?’ Devon asked, once the others had left.

‘No, not unless you do,’ I replied, meeting her eyes tentatively.  It was the first time our eyes had met and held for longer than a few seconds since we had been back together today.  I had felt a little uncomfortable and nervous and I could see she was trying to gauge if I was cool with our situation from the previous week.

‘I’d like to go back to the hotel and chill, but I’d rather not go alone,’ she said quietly.

‘Is that your way of inviting be back with you?’ I asked.

‘Yeah…but no worries if you don’t want to,’ she said, softly. ‘No pressure…’

‘No, it’s fine.  I mean, yeah, I’d like too,’ I said slowly, ‘it’s just…’ I broke off.

‘What?’ she asked, frowning.

‘Well…there’s just one thing…if I’m going to come back with you…’ I murmured, putting on a blank expression.

‘Yeah?’

‘No licking my pussy, alright?’ I joked.

Devon’s mouth fell open in pure surprise and astonishment and then as I grinned wickedly, she fell about laughing as if I had just said the funniest thing she had ever heard.  ‘Astra!’ she gasped.

I snickered, getting to my feet.  ‘Come on let’s go,’ I said, pulling her along with me.  ‘I had to break the tension somehow, right?’

She grinned. ‘Right.’

With that, we headed back to the hotel, all tension dissipated.

Chapter 15

Once back at the hotel room, we settled onto the sofa to relax.  I could see Devon was tired and suitcases and bags still lay hanging around from when she had returned, so she clearly hadn’t settled back in yet.

‘You look knackered,’ I commented, as she pushed her dark hair back from her forehead.

‘I am,’ she murmured, ‘but I still want you here.’

‘Why? Shouldn’t you sleep,’ I asked.

‘Probably…but would you stay? I sleep so much better when you’re here.’

I cleared my throat.  ‘Is that the best idea?’ I voiced aloud.

‘Astra, come on…we’re going to be touring with each other, living alongside each other.  We’ll need to get used to being in close proximity without it becoming an issue, right?’

I nodded, slowly.  ‘Do you get this a lot?’ I murmured.

‘What’s that?’

‘People falling at their feet all around you?’

She tilted her head and gave me a quizzical expression.  ‘Do you think that’s what you’re doing, Astra?’

I weighed it up a moment before speaking. ‘You’ve got the…charisma, I guess you’d call it.  I do feel like I’m drawn to you-and I can see others are too.  I just wonder how that feels, for people to be tripping over themselves to be near you, friends with you, sleeping with you.’

‘People don’t exactly fall over themselves to be doing those things, but I have noticed the way in which people treat me.  It can be overwhelming.  I can be frustrating.  Most of the time, it’s positive though.’

‘Don’t you have tons of people throwing themselves at you?’ I asked.

She grinned at me.  ‘Why? You jealous?’

‘Shut up,’ I responded.  ‘Just curious.’

‘Well,’ she said, the word drawn out and long, ‘I’ve certainly had a few offers…’ she began.

‘Yeah?’ I said, interested.

‘Mmm hmm.  Doesn’t mean I always take them up on the offer, Astra.  I’m not a slut.’

I didn’t know how to respond to that. 

‘Anyway, what’s this got to do with you falling asleep with me?’

‘Because I wonder if I’m like the fangirls following you around…’ I told her.  ‘I like you and all that, but I don’t want to be like one of the people I saw today, fawning over you like a sap.’

‘You’re definitely not anywhere close to that, Astra.  I like you for many reasons, but you don’t need to worry about being a fangirl.  If you were, I’d probably have already been done with you.  You’re someone I’m keen to have stick around.  When I asked you to stay and sleep with me, it’s not because I want to have sex with you.  I want your company.  I feel settled and relaxed when you’re around me and that helps me to sleep.  If you’re not cool with that, then no worries.  I don’t want to do anything that’s going to make you feel uncomfortable…’

‘Like licking my pussy?’ I joked, because I felt moved by what she had just said and didn’t want to show the real emotion she evoked.

‘Yeah,’ she smiled, ‘I won’t lick your pussy,’ she replied, ‘mind you, if I did, it’d be the best fucking pussy licking of your life,’ she told me, seductively.  ‘I’ve got amazing lips and a huge tongue,’ she said silkily, showing me briefly.

I felt my stomach clench with desire but laughed at the ridiculousness of the situation.  ‘Oh Devon, what am I going to do with you?’ I laughed.

‘Fuck knows,’ she muttered, slumping back against the seat, ‘but whatever you do, I’m sure to love it,’ she winked.

Devon and I shared a dinner which was sent up from the kitchens.  We ate chicken marinated in a delicious sauce with rice and poppadom’s. When we were done, we both went and showered before heading back to Devon’s master bedroom.

‘I’ve just realised, we have early rehearsal tomorrow,’ I said, coming in drying my hair. 

‘Yeah?’

‘And I’ve only got today’s clothes with me,’ I said, worrying.  ‘I don’t want people to notice I’ve been with you all night.’

‘Don’t worry, we’ll sort it,’ Devon promised.  ‘You can either wear a t-shirt of mine tomorrow or we can send for something in the morning before we go…’

‘Oh, okay…that’ll work,’ I replied.

‘You don’t need to worry.  I’m very discreet about stuff like this,’ she told me.

I gave her a look.  ‘We don’t have anything to hide.’

‘I know, I know.  Not like that,’ she said, ‘I just mean, I wouldn’t let people know that we’re spending the much time in each other’s company if you were uncomfortable with it.’

‘How would Mattie and Erin respond if they knew I was sleeping in your bed tonight?’ I asked Devon then.  ‘Do you ever sleep with them?’ I questioned, unsure.

‘Fuck no! It’s only you, Astra.  I don’t have anyone else I do this with, you know.  Just you.  As for how they would respond, honestly, I don’t know. They’d assume I was fucking you, I guess.’

‘Don’t tell them then,’ I said.

‘No, I wouldn’t.  The is a private thing, Astra.  It’s no-one’s business but ours…’ she told me, smoothly.

I sighed, sitting down on the bed in my towel.  ‘This is so confusing, Devon,’ I admitted.  ‘I feel like I’m in the kind of secret relationship with you and yet all we are is friends.’

She nodded, sitting down beside me.  ‘I get it…it’s confusing.’

I looked up at her and met her clear, blue eyes.  I felt like I was drowning suddenly. ‘Do you feel confused too?’ I asked her.

Her gaze flickered over my face, resting on my lips before lifting reluctantly back to my eyes. ‘Kind of, yeah…but I’m trying to keep it simple.  I like your company, you like mine, so we spend time together.  The rest of it…well, we can figure it out another time…’

‘But no pussy licking,’ I smiled, teasing her with my eyes.

She laughed.  ‘No…no pussy licking…unless you ask really, really nicely.  Now come on! We need to sleep! It’s an early start tomorrow.’

I sighed.  ‘Let’s go to bed.’

I headed back to the bathroom to strip down to t-shirt and panties for bed and came back into the room dressed only in those.  Devon was already reclined against the headboard, wearing t-shirt and shorts and smiling at me as I approached the bed.

‘I didn’t think I’d get you in bed again,’ she commented, with a chuckle.

‘Lucky girl,’ I joked, slumping down onto the bed beside her and turning on my side to face her.  ‘Elle’s going to kill me,’ I chuckled.

‘Yeah? How come?’

‘I kind of promised her I wouldn’t do all this.  She said this is leading you on.’

‘Then why are you doing it?’ she asked.

‘Because I’m not leading you on.  I’ve been up front with you about it all and we agreed we get on well and enjoy each other’s company.  Helping each other sleep is surely just an added bonus.’

‘And…remember what I said the other day?’ she prompted.

‘Yeah.  Be myself.’

‘Precisely…so get over here and cuddle up! There’s no point being here if you’re staying well over there!’ she protested.

‘I guess so,’ I said, shuffling towards her, ‘but keep it in your pants.’

‘Sorry, Astra, but I’m already naked,’ she said, in a sombre tone.

I gave her a look.  ‘Tell me you’ve got underwear on?’ I requested, hopefully.

She yanked back the covers with a flourish and sure enough, she was covered.  I laughed with amusement. 

‘Well, you’ve covered, but barely! What the hell are those!’ I said, chortling, very amused.

‘Shorts!’ she said, objecting to me making fun of her.

‘Barely! What on earth are those?’

‘Comfortable,’ she smirked, looking over at me, enjoying every minute of our time together.

‘Go to sleep,’ I ordered, moving in closer to her.

She lifted an arm to snake under my shoulder and neck and turned slightly towards me.  I ended up encircled in her arms, as my hand reached to wrap warmly around her waist.  Her body was warm, smooth and comforting and I closed my eyes as she did the same.  She ordered the lights to go off with her voice and we were encased in darkness.  In the safety of blackness, I snuggled even closer, enjoying her size, her warmth and the comfort she offered.  As our bodies pressed against each other, I felt fatigue begin to consume me.  Letting out a soft moan of pleasure, I gave into the need for sleep and slipped into unconsciousness.

When I next woke, it was morning.  Light surrounded us and I felt well-slept…a strange sensation for me.  As my eyes blinked awake, I was aware of two things-the hotel room and Devon.  I noted where I was first and then felt my body stiffen as I realised the position I was currently in.  I lay on my side, curled into a comfortable sleeping position.  Devon lay behind me, spooned around my body perfectly, encasing me in her warmth. That part was fine with me-the warmth, the comfort.  My only issue was that Devon’s body was making me incredibly aroused, and my body was humming with need.  I didn’t dare move in case she thought I was encouraging her and yet my own body was throbbing for release.  I felt myself bite my lip to stop the groan which formed in my throat as I felt her stir behind me, gently circling her hips as she felt the warmth of my arse against her.

‘Mmm,’ she moaned, huskily.  ‘What a way to wake up.’

‘Shut up,’ I said, and laughed, which inadvertently didn’t help the situation.  The laughed made her body flush against me even more and I felt my body tense as the movement made me even hornier.

‘I should move before I do something I shouldn’t,’ Devon told me.

‘Yeah,’ I muttered, ‘and make sure it’s backwards, cos you couldn’t get much closer!’

‘I can think of worse ways to spend a morning,’ she joked, but moved her hips back, rolling away.  ‘I slept so well,’ she told me then, stretching and yawning.

‘Me too actually,’ I said, rolling onto my back.

‘You ready for another day of rehearsals?’ she asked.

‘Definitely.  Are you feeling more positive today?’

‘I am, yeah.  I think we’re going to do the kiss today.  Are you still on board?’ she asked.

‘Sure,’ I nodded.  ‘Is it like, part of the choreography? Do we have to do it in a certain way?’ I wondered.

‘Probably,’ she replied.  ‘We’ll just go with it, anyway.  I’m sure it’ll be fine.’

‘Yeah,’ I agreed, although I felt apprehensive.

‘I’m going to take another shower,’ she told me, standing and stretching languidly.  She looked like a sleek panther, all athletic and toned.  ‘I won’t stick around here when I’m in such a state.’

I got up myself, heading in the other direction.  ‘I’m going to shower as well…sort myself out,’ I told her with a smirk.

Her eyes dropped briefly down my body before returning to my eyes.  She grinned mischievously but was then gone, turning to walk down the hall to the bathroom.  Sighing to myself, I walked down the other direction to the bathroom.

Stepping into the shower, I promised myself I wouldn’t touch myself while thinking about the woman in the other shower.  Unfortunately, my mind refused to obey, and I was soon reaching down and rubbing myself rapidly, my only fantasy based around Devon.

I was determined to find quick release.  In my head, the morning had gone differently.  Waking with Devon, I imagined a different scenario, one where I had begun rubbing myself against her, making her moan and squirm until she had choice but to do something; to take me.  Pulling my panties away, I imagined her there, going down on me, licking me senseless until my only thought was her, only her.  Before I got any further in my fantasy, I came against my fingers, holding myself up firmly against the wall with my other hand while my body racked wildly with orgasm.

Sinking against the tile, I let the waves of pleasure pass before standing up, showering off and then turning off the shower.  Climbing out, I wrapped myself in a towel and grabbed another one to dry off my hair.

Meeting Devon back in the bedroom, she winked at me cheekily. 

‘Better?’ she asked.

I panicked a little.  Had I been moaning or something?  ‘Shut up,’ I said, my standard reply.

‘You look more…relaxed,’ she grinned.

‘So do you!’ I said, chancing a look down her body, as she pulled on jeans over her skimpy panties.  I couldn’t help giggling to myself.  ‘Do you have loads of those shortie panties?’ I asked.

‘Yeah, of course! You should try a pair!’ she told me, heading for a drawer.  I watched as she pulled a brand-new pair out of a plastic bag of five.  She chucked them at me, and I caught them, looking down in surprise.

‘Well; you need fresh underwear for the day!’ she said, enjoying every minute of my misery.

‘You’ve got to be joking!’

‘Go on, try it. I’ll go and find you a different t-shirt to wear.  I think I’ve got a couple of black ones with a band name on them.  They might be a bit baggy, but they’ll do.’

‘Thanks,’ I said, staring at the shorty panties in my hand.  If it wasn’t for the fact that I didn’t have any other clean clothes, I would have told her where to shove them, but as it was, I couldn’t be that fussy.

Five minutes later, I stood in front of the mirror looking at my reflection.  I wore tight little pants which Devon had given me, jeans and a Deep Purple t-shirt which again, Devon had leant me. I headed out to find Devon and she smiled when she saw me.

‘See! No-one would ever know you haven’t been home, right?’

‘Yeah.  Thanks for loan of the t-shirt.’

Devon cleared her throat.  ‘And…?’ she prompted.

‘And for your sexy, shortie underwear,’ I smiled.

She winked at me.  ‘Feels good right?’

I wiggled a little in my jeans.  ‘Feels weird…. a little…tight?’

‘You’ll get used to them.  Right, make-up?’ she suggested.

I brightened.  I always enjoyed a little stage make-up.  ‘You going to do it for me? I’m not great at eyeliner.’

‘Sure!’ she smiled.  ‘Come on, let’s go to my bathroom.’

We went into Devon’s bathroom, and she turned me to face her, my back pressed against the sink as she moved closer, clutching eyeshadow in her hand.

‘Eyeshadow, eyeliner and lip gloss, okay?’ she asked.

‘Sure,’ I said, smiling.

‘You like being made up?’ she asked, grinning.

‘I love it,’ I told her, happily.  ‘I don’t know why exactly…I just do.’

‘That’s okay! Here, let me…’ she murmured, as she set to work, doing my make up. 

I closed my eyes, loving the feeling of someone else doing my make-up-especially when it was Devon.  Her hand cupped my chin to hold me in place as her other hand used the brush to apply the eyeshadow.  I felt my heartbeat increase as she worked her magic, and when I opened my eyes, she was disturbingly close to me.  I scanned her bright blue eyes, and she smiled, checking her work. 

‘Looking good.  Now eyeliner…’

As every added second passed, I felt myself heightened by her proximity to me.  Every touch felt electric, every breath against my face made me tense inside.  Butterflies skipped merrily through my stomach, and I felt the hitch in my throat as my breathing struggled to maintain its regularity.

‘There,’ she said, after what felt like an eternity.  ‘Gorgeous.’

I opened my eyes and then looked in the mirror. 

‘Lip gloss or not?’ she asked.

‘Your choice,’ I told her.

Her eyes lowered to my mouth, and she murmured, ‘you’ve got the most beautiful lips, Astra.  Perfect for kissing.’

I smiled at her.  ‘I used to have a lip ring,’ I told her.  ‘Back in my rebellion days!’

She looked even closer, her face teasingly close to mine.

‘I can see a tiny indent where it used to be.’

‘Even a tongue piercing once,’ I murmured.

‘You don’t now,’ she replied, silkily.  ‘I would have known after your birthday.’

‘I didn’t use tongue!’ I objected.

‘You did!’ she laughed, cupping my chin and holding me in place.  ‘Now pout for me; I’m adding lip gloss.’

I did as she asked, feeling my heart pick up pace once more as she slid the lip gloss wand along my lower lip.  I felt an awareness in my jeans which was unmistakable and the ache which followed had me lowering my lashes in response.

‘There,’ she said, finally stepping back. ‘Your look is complete.’

‘Thanks, Devon.  What about yours? Are you wearing any today?’ I asked.

‘No,’ she said, ‘because of all the dancing.  It’s not worth it when I’ll just sweat it all off.’

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, ‘sexy.’

She laughed.  ‘Fuck off…you try learning the shit I have to and not sweating a little! Plus, I’m a lot larger than you!’

‘I’m joking,’ I told her, smiling.  ‘I could never do everything I see you do,’ I said, sobering.  ‘You’re amazing and you’ll nail it today.’

‘Ah, thanks Astra.  I feel better about it already.’

‘Come on then.  Let’s get going.  You can say you picked me up on the way,’ I said happily.

‘Deal,’ she grinned.

We got to rehearsal and the first few hours were pretty boring as our part was sporadic and involved a lot of waiting for the dance to be practiced, perfected and changed where required.  It was a fascinating process to watch, and the choreography was designed to play on the sexual aspects of the song.  The director had Devon rubbing up against one dancer, dirty dancing with another before walking up the stairs onto the stage to grab and then kiss me.  I knew my part was coming but when it did, I didn’t anticipate how nervous I would be.

‘Okay, Astra, when you hear the line-‘And when I come close,’ the director said, ‘come forward to the position,’ she showed me, ‘so Devon can approach you from there.  Kiss for no more than six beats and then Devon can keep going from ‘I’ll be yours and you will be mine.’

I nodded, swallowing hard.  ‘Are we doing it, like, now?’ I asked, nervously.

‘Yeah, let’s run it through from the beginning and go ahead with the kiss. Okay?’

I looked at Devon, who although frowning, nodded.  ‘Yeah.’

‘Uh, okay,’ I said, unsure of what to expect.

Devon headed back to her starting position on stage left and Mattie and I turned to Erin to wait for her cue to start.

Chapter 16

The song began and I started playing, going through the motions whilst watching the dance play out in front of me.  It all went smoothly until I knew Devon was approaching.  She made her way towards me, and I lost my nerve, shaking my head at her briefly before turning away as she came near.  A flicker of confusion passed over her face before she carried on and performed the rest of the song.  When it ended, and the final chord was played, she looked back at me and frowned. 

‘What the hell was that Astra?’ the director called, heading over to me.

I released the breath I was holding and waited as the director and Devon approached me.

‘Sorry, I uh…I kind of…’

‘Astra, if you don’t want to do it, just say so.  There’s no pressure,’ Devon told me, looking concerned.

‘It’s not that. It’s just I didn’t want to mess it up and look like a fool,’ I said to the director and Devon.  ‘It’s in front of everyone and we haven’t even practiced or tried it!’ I rambled.

‘Devon, take five minutes with her and get it sorted,’ the director instructed.

Devon looked at me, looking exasperated and grabbed my hand, pulling me, guitar and all across the studio.

I followed her, stumbling along behind her as we walked out of the room, down the corridor and into a dressing room.

‘Fuck, Astra! If you didn’t want to do it, you should have just said!’

‘I do want to do it,’ I told her, as my heart hammered in my chest.

‘Then why did you turn away?’ she exclaimed, looking hurt.

‘Because…because…I chickened out! It’s our first-time kissing…’

‘No, it’s not!’ she objected.

‘It is, sober! I don’t exactly recall the last time that well!’ I told her, ‘And it’s pretty different doing it in front of everyone where they’re judging and can comment on it!’

‘Then don’t do it,’ she ranted, angrily.

I sighed. ‘I just want…’ I broke off.

‘What? What do you want, Astra?’ she asked, exasperated.

‘I want a run through…here…now…just you and me,’ I told her.

She looked at me for a moment and seemed to calm down as her eyes took in my nervous expression.  ‘Astra,’ she murmured, stepping into my personal space.

I looked up at her, from under my lashes, my eyes wide, alert and anxious.

‘Just…focus…on…me,’ she purred, softly. 

I met her gaze and felt my heart hammering rapidly. 

‘Look at my mouth,’ she instructed.  ‘Want me,’ she murmured.  ‘Ache for my kiss,’ she whispered.

Her words, her voice, her proximity-they penetrated deep, and I almost moaned with desire.  Her face was so close to mine now, her lips a hairbreadth away.  I could feel her sweet breath against my own and my lips parted of their own volition, desperate to touch hers.

Devon bent her head slowly, pausing briefly to glance up, a soft tease.  Then, closing the distance between us, she captured my mouth with hers.  Her mouth caught my lower lip, and I felt myself melt as her tongue slid slickly along my lower lip.  She slanted her head and deepened the kiss.  I allowed my mouth to respond to hers, and her tongue invaded, searching for mine.  I groaned aloud, completely lost in desire.  Her clever and talented mouth searched mine, playing with my lips, sliding over my tongue, and igniting a passion which I didn’t know existed in me.  I had never been kissed the thoroughly before, and I was in heaven.

Drawing back, Devon’s eyes were blown with arousal.  Her breathing was laboured, and her lips swollen. She looked down at me with a stunned expression on her face.  I couldn’t tear my gaze away from her eyes-the way they had turned a deep violet shade from the connection we had just shared.  Her gaze was still focused on mine, and she said nothing for a moment, which made it even more intense.  I didn’t know how to react because I was totally and utterly thrown by the intensity of her incredible kiss. 

Knowing this was probably a one-off chance to do this, I made a split-second decision and pulled her towards me once more.

‘Kiss me again,’ I all-but whispered.

Her mouth was on mine in an instant and this time she didn’t hesitate. There was no gentle meeting of lips, there was no tentative exploration.  She took me and claimed me, kissing me as if her life depended on it.  Her mouth assaulted mine with a ferocity which took my breath away, and I felt her moving the guitar out of the way to pull my body closer to hers.  Flush to her body now, she ground up against me, her arousal obvious as she groaned languidly. 

I found myself moaning as I kissed her, aching for more, pulling her mouth closer.  Our tongues were on fire as they danced together in motion.  It was deep, wet and hungry-we were insatiable in that moment.

Eventually, Devon pulled away, gasping for air.  She panted and breathed out ‘Astra’ huskily, as the magnitude of our kiss filled the air around us.  I glanced up at her from under my eyelids, afraid she would see everything I was feeling.

‘Now let’s do it for the song,’ she said quietly, her voice breaking a little.  She eased back a few steps from me, visibly trying to pull herself together.  I could see she was as shaken as I was from what had just occurred.  ‘Ready?’ she asked.

I nodded, unwilling to trust my voice right now.

‘And when I come close,’ Devon sang, the words I knew were my cue that she was about to kiss me.  She stepped up close to me, tilted my chin with one hand and dipped her head.  Her mouth opened over mine once more, devoured me with her tongue, holding me close and hard.  It was over very quickly, with her releasing me to sing the final words, ‘I’ll be yours and you will be mine.’

I stared at her, breathing erratically.  Her eyes scanned mine, and then she smiled.  ‘Is that enough practice?’ she asked.

I nodded, not trusting my voice to betray me if I spoke.

‘It’s going to be fine,’ she told me, lifting her hand and then slowly rubbing her thumb along my lower lip slowly.

I was dissolving inside, my body responding to her every touch. 

‘Just flirt with me, look at me and then I’ll kiss you…keep responding like you do, and it’ll be fine.  Alright?’

I nodded.

‘You’re not talking, Astra-Jo,’ she chuckled.

‘I…fuck,’ I laughed at last, looking down.

Her hand was still playing, moving down to cup my chin.  ‘Where’d you ever learn to kiss like that, Astra?’ she asked, huskily.

I grinned up at her, pleased with her words.  ‘I dunno,’ I replied, embarrassed.

‘You’re an amazing kisser, you know that?’

‘I bet you say that to all the girls,’ I quipped.

She slowly shook her head, dispelling me of that thought.  ‘No.  I really don’t,’ she murmured.  ‘Usually takes more than a quick make out to get me going, but your mouth…God, Astra, you’ve got beautiful lips,’ she said, her eyes back on my mouth.

I didn’t trust myself to say anything sensible, so I took my usual route and made a joke out of it.  ‘Thanks, and you’ve got a long, fucking tongue!’ I laughed.

She stuck it out at me before grinning wildly, ‘All the better to lick you with,’ she threw back.

‘Devon!’ I exclaimed.

‘Now come on-let’s get back out there!’ she grinned, eyes on mine.

Following Devon, we went back into the studio.

The time, the run through went to plan.  Devon sang it perfectly; the dance was coming together, and the music sounded tight.  When it came to the point in the song where Devon approached me, I faced her, looked at her with desire and then she sang the words which were my cue and then grabbed me hard, kissing me hard and fast before moving on.  It was over quicker than I expected, whilst the song played around us and I found I could carry on and go back to normal easily, looking down to play my bass for the rest of the song. 

When the song finished, everyone stopped and clapped.  Everything had finally come together.

The rehearsal continued, going over other songs, other routines and different choreography.  The rest of the day was enjoyable and at the end, the band lingered again, talking more.

‘This is going to screw with people!’ Erin was saying, talking about the awards ceremony performance.  ‘Some people are going to go mental; I reckon.’

‘Damn right, especially with that kiss,’ Mattie commented.  ‘Fuck, Astra, you’re game, I’ll give you that!’

I shrugged.  ‘It’s good for publicity, right?’

‘Yeah, and she’s Devon fucking Samson!’ Erin added.  ‘I’d do it if I was up front,’ she replied.

‘Would you really?’ I asked her, curiously.

‘Yeah! Definitely! You’re going to be famous after this! It’ll make everyone notice you and put your name on the map.  Who doesn’t want that?’

‘I wouldn’t,’ Mattie said.  ‘I just couldn’t do it.’

‘Why? She’s your friend,’ Erin grinned, ‘why not tongue fuck her?’ she joked.

‘Shut up.  I’ve never kissed a girl, and I don’t plan on it.  I don’t think my husband would be too happy with me either!’

‘He would understand,’ Erin said, mock seriously.  ‘If I got a snog from Devon, he’d be jealous I bet!’

‘What are we talking about?’ Devon asked, coming over.

We all laughed. 

‘We’re talking about who would kiss you for publicity and who wouldn’t,’ Erin told her.

‘Ooh! Interesting! Let me guess, Mattie wouldn’t, and you would, Erin?’ Devon guessed.

‘Fuck yeah, woman! Come here and I’ll show you,’ Erin offered, flirtatiously.

‘Slut,’ Devon quipped.

‘Hey! The offers there!’ she said, standing and offering herself to Devon, wide-armed.  ‘Come and get it!’

‘Hey; you might be a slut but I’m not.  I’ve only got kisses for Astra in the lead up to the performance.  Besides, she’s much prettier than both of you!’ Devon laughed.

‘I’m hurt!’ Erin joked, sitting back down behind the drums.

‘I’m relieved,’ Mattie muttered, lifting her guitar from her shoulders.

‘Lucky me,’ I grinned, smirking over at Devon, who smiled back.

‘Tongue fuckers,’ Erin muttered, giggling over in her corner.  ‘The world’s never gonna know what’s coming when you two hit the stage next week.’

I smiled to myself, and somewhere deep inside, knew that was true.

The next few days passed in a blur, and we were involved in more rehearsals, clothes fittings and dress rehearsals at the venue itself which was the London 02.  The final run throughs were intense and anxiety-inducing but the more we did it, the more comfortable I became with the song, the routine and the kiss itself.  By the night of the awards, I was more than ready to get it done.

‘Astra?’

I went to the door of my dressing room and opened it. To my surprise, it was Devon.  She was in full dress for the show and looked incredible.  ‘Hey,’ she said, stepping inside.  ‘You look amazing!’

‘I was about to say the same, Devon! Wow! You look incredible!’

‘Thanks,’ she said, smiling at me.  ‘I’m just checking in with you before we do the…’

I nodded.

‘So? You okay?’

‘Yeah…nervous, but fine,’ I told her.

‘Don’t be nervous, we’ve rehearsed it a million times.  Everything thinks it’s cool.  Be ready for some backlash, response good and bad and for your friends and family to be like, ‘huh?’ she laughed.

‘Yeah,’ I chuckled.  ‘Everyone’s going to be so surprised.  It’s going to be great.’

‘Exactly,’ she smiled, ‘so don’t be nervous,’ she told me, reaching for my chin and gently cupping it with her hand.

‘Don’t do that then!’ I objected.

‘Does it make you nervous when I touch you, Astra?’ she murmured, her eyes dropping to my mouth.

‘Not nervous exactly…just…’ I broke off, feeling uncomfortable.

Her eyes lifted to mine where she studied my own for a moment before dropping her gaze back down to my mouth.  ‘Shall we do one last practice?’ she asked.

I looked up to see her heated gaze, she was clearly getting in the mood for the sexually charged song, I could see it in her eyes.  ‘Mmm,’ I murmured, as her mouth got closer to mine.  I lifted my face to her and parted my lips, feeling my heart start beating faster as she got closer.

When her mouth took mine, it was fast, furious and passionate.  Her tongue dove into my mouth and searched, danced and tantalised my own.  I moaned without being able to help myself, aching for her, pressing my body closer and feeling her larger frame gripping me tightly.  Usually a guitar stood between us, but right now, our bodies could meld and press tightly into one.  Her mouth teased my lips and tongue before slowly drawing back and looking down at me, eyes dark and heavy. 

‘There,’ she said, seemingly satisfied, ‘Now you’re all warmed up…’ she grinned.

I smiled back at her, unable to help myself. 

‘I’ll see you out there,’ she said, easing back reluctantly.

‘Devon?’ I called as she turned.

‘Yeah?’

‘You’re amazing…you’ll be incredible out there.  I know it.’

She smiled at me and seemed about to say something else before she stopped herself.  Instead, she winked, then turned and was gone. 

Drawing in a deep breath, I turned to look at myself in the mirror.  My eyes were glazed, and my lip gloss gone.  In place were rosy, red lips which looked thoroughly kissed.  Smirking to myself in amusement, I got myself ready for the performance.

We went live at 11pm.  As the last performance of the night, we were a big deal, closing the awards ceremony and sending it out with a bang. As we took our places on the stage, I felt adrenalin surge through me.  The was it; we were on.

The performance went as we all hoped.  Devon was fantastic, as always.  Her voice rang clear and true as she worked her way through the song.  The complicated choreography looked effortless as she moved stealthily and sexily across the huge stage.  I played well and was pleased with the massive improvement I had made on the bass since this had begun.  And the kiss…it was mind-blowing.  Devon was clearly on a high from the song and when she reached me, she hurled me close to her and literally took me with abandon.  It was difficult to do anything but endure it, responding was almost unnecessary as Devon just kissed me with such passion, I just melted in her arms.  Then, it was over, and we finished off the song, Devon drawing it to a close with an incredible flourish. As the stage went dark and the shocked audience clapped and looked stunned, we made our exit.  She had done it.  There was bound to be a massive reaction, but that was the intention.

Erin, Mattie and I headed back to the dressing room they shared and as soon as the door was closed, we celebrated.  Cheering, whooping and laughing, we came together in a hug and congratulated each other. 

‘That was amazing!’ Erin cried.

‘I know, I’m buzzing!’ I exclaimed.

‘I could do it all over again right now,’ Mattie added.

‘Did you see some of them in the audience? Fuck, the reaction when Devon kissed you was mental, Astra!’ Erin told me.

I laughed.  ‘I didn’t see it, funnily enough!’

‘Fuck, she went for it, didn’t she!’ Mattie commented.  ‘She’s never gone that blasé with it before in practice.’

‘It was pretty…intense!’ I laughed.

‘Now just wait…there’s going to be such a backlash, I reckon,’ Mattie murmured.  ‘The bigots are going to have field day with her.’

‘She can handle it though,’ I said, becoming more serious.  ‘And the idea was to start them all talking, which it’s bound to do.’

‘I want to see Devon,’ Erin said, excitedly. ‘She must be buzzing too!’

‘Yeah, where is she?’ I asked.

‘I don’t know…hopefully we’ll catch up with her soon.’

‘Why don’t we all go and get changed and then see if there’s a party of anything now?’

We all agreed and headed our separate ways to get changed.

By the time I got back to my dressing room to change, it was about half an hour later.  I changed before picking up my phone to check my messages.  When I turned it on, my world tilted on its axis.  My phone had exploded with activity.  There were over thirty missed calls, hundreds of messages and my twitter had gone insane. 

I scrolled through messages from friends, old friends and even acquaintances.  They were a range of messages, mostly all positive and congratulatory.  Twitter was all over the live performance, and as expected, there was the good as well as the bad.  Interviewers had already caught Devon, and clips were everywhere of her being asked about the kiss, questioned about her motives behind it and wondering whether she was regretful about it.  I watched her responses feeling proud and happy with what she was saying.  Devon told them calmly that it was a late-night performance which was sexually orientated.  She said that kissing me had been a spur of the moment decision because she had got into the song so much and that no, she didn’t feel any regret because there was nothing wrong with that she had done, especially at that time of night when young children were in bed asleep.

I went back to reading my messages and started with the ones from close friends.  Elle had messaged about how awesome the performance was and asked if I was okay.

I tapped back.  ‘Hey! It was amazing.  I’m still on a high x’ I responded.

‘That kiss was…wow!’ she sent back. 

‘I know! Try being on the receiving end!’ I text.

‘Have a great night friend! You going out now?’

‘I don’t know actually-I’m going to find the others and see.  Don’t wait up! X’ I sent and then turned to leave.  Heading back to the other dressing room, I found Mattie and Erin changed and ready.

Chapter 17

‘What’s going on?’ I asked, as I re-joined the other band members.

‘There is an exclusive after-party apparently,’ Mattie told me.  ‘You up for it?’ she asked.

‘Sure!’ I said.  ‘Has Devon been in yet?’

‘No, she’s probably caught up in interviews, I reckon,’ Erin said, ‘But we’ll hang around for her and hopefully go to the party with her.

I nodded, anxious to see her.  We waited for close to an hour before we were scooped up by everyone else as everyone connected to us was moving onto the party and we became caught in the crowd as we made our way out and along corridors. 

As the huge group of people made our way down towards the exit, I heard Devon.  Her voice was distinctive and clear. 

‘Where’s Astra?’

I felt my heart respond to her yet again as Mattie yelled for her.

‘Devon! We’re here!’ she waved above the group.

We worked our way down towards her and finally reached her side where she fell into the group beside us, flanked by her security men as well.  ‘Hey! All good?’ she asked, a wide smile on her face.

I saw through it straight away.  She wasn’t okay, but I didn’t know why.  I smiled, as she was doing and added a ‘yeah’ to everyone’s positive response, even though I could tell things were off with her.  Erin and Mattie didn’t seem to notice and carried on saying how great it was, how psyched they were and about the after party coming next.  Devon acted as if she was happy, but I wasn’t sure she was.

Once outside, we separated into different cars.  I was swept off with Mattie and Erin and didn’t see Devon again until we reached the after party.

The party was heaving, and I knew immediately that it wasn’t exactly my scene.  The people there were all from the industry and I saw familiar, famous faces everywhere.  I stuck with Mattie and Erin and we ended sitting around a table together, nursing a drink each.  We chatted for a long while and eventually saw Devon, surrounded by people while she tried to eradicate herself from the mix and come over to us. 

She made slow progress as other people stopped her, hugged her and spoke to her.  When she got to us at last, I was relieved for her.  She sat down with us, smiling happily, but I noticed that it didn’t quite reach her eyes.

‘Hey guys! What a whirlwind!’ she exclaimed. ‘What are we drinking?’

‘Whatever you want, Devon,’ Mattie offered.  ‘Let me go and get you a drink.’

‘Thanks…tequila please.’

My eyebrows rose ever so slightly.  Why was she intent on getting pissed quickly? Something wasn’t quite right, and I was determined to know what was wrong as soon as I possibly could.

We sat, chatted and socialised with each other and people around us for a good hour before I got my chance.  Beers and shots had been drunk constantly and Devon got up to go to the bathroom.  I waited a moment and then excused myself, saying I was going to get a drink.  Instead, I followed Devon to the bathroom.

I found Devon in the back of the club, as she stepped back out of the bathroom.

‘What are you doing?’ she asked when she saw me.

‘Waiting to talk to you!’ I told her, eyes wide.

She frowned at me.  ‘In the bathroom?’ she questioned.

I rolled my eyes and dragged her by the arm back inside.  It was a single occupancy toilet, so I simply closed the door and locked it.  Privacy was now ours.

‘What’s going on?’ I asked her.

‘What are you talking about?’ she responded.  ‘Everything’s great! The party rocks!’ she said, enthusiastically.

‘Cut the crap,’ I told her bluntly.  ‘I can see it in your eyes.  What’s happened?’ I asked again.

Her mask fell and the smile disappeared.  Shaking her head, she spoke quietly.  ‘Now’s not the time, Astra.’

‘Yeah, it is,’ I replied.  ‘We’re alone, I’m here for you…share the burden! Let me be the friend you need right now.’

Her eyes lifted to meet mine, and hers were full of sadness.  ‘I’ve been dropped from the booking next Saturday,’ she told me. ‘They’ve cancelled because of what I did up there…’

I gaped at her.  ‘The TV appearance on ‘What a morning?’ I asked.

She nodded, glumly. 

‘What’s their reasoning behind it? Because we kissed? Because you’re gay? That’s discrimination, Devon!’

‘Apparently, they consider what I did to be inappropriate and as I ‘won’t promise’ not to not do it again, they’ve cancelled me.’

‘Devon…’ I murmured, completely shocked and hurt on her behalf.  I didn’t know how it felt to be her, but in that moment, I could imagine.  She was being discriminated against for showing overt sexuality on mainstream television.  Just because she was gay and had kissed a woman, it was clear she was being punished for it. 

She lifted her eyes to mine and held them this time.

There was nothing I could do or say in that moment that would make it okay, so I didn’t say anything.  Stepping forwards, I just pulled her down to envelop her in a hug.  She accepted it with gusto, wrapping her arms around me and clinging for dear life.  I felt her need to be held, and we stayed like that longer than we should have done as were trying to be friends.  When she finally lifted her head, I met her eyes with new courage.

‘Fuck ‘em,’ I told her then, giving her a small smile.

‘Yeah.  Fuck em.’

‘They don’t matter, Devon.’

She nodded.

‘Tell the others.  Let us all support you tonight.  Drink, get fucked and tomorrow we’ll deal with it.’

She smiled at me, a genuine smile which extended all the way to her eyes the time.  ‘You know what, Astra, I love you to bits.’

‘Same,’ I smiled.  ‘Now come on…let’s go and get completely fucked!’

Devon and I went back to our table and stayed true to our word.  We drank and drank, getting completely trashed along with Erin and Mattie.  After Devon told them about the cancellation, everyone talked at length about how wrong it was and the homophobia in the industry clearly still being at work.  Talking about it together clearly helped Devon and by the end of the evening, she was happier, relaxed and completely and utterly fucked out of her mind.  As Mattie and Erin had homes to return to, I ended up with the job of getting Devon back to her hotel safely.

Not minding at all, I climbed into the car with Devon and the driver began to take us back to the exclusive hotel.

‘Oh my God,’ Devon moaned as the car whisked us away.  ‘My head is spinning so bad!’

‘Me too,’ I said, moving to slump against her.  I was pretty well gone, but quite as bad as Devon, who was slurring her words and had been having trouble standing in the past few minutes.

‘I fucking love you, Astra,’ she told me, moving to lean her head against mine heavily.

I giggled, stupidly, like a little girl.  ‘S’fucking hot,’ I mumbled, staring at her mouth. 

‘I wish you liked pussy,’ she mumbled, locking eyes with me.

‘Sorry,’ I mumbled, feeling dozy from too much booze.  ‘I like your mouth though,’ I told her, looking down to her lips where her freckles even extended to their silky skin.

‘Do’ya think I’m a good kisser?’ she asked, reaching a thumb to trail over my lower lip.

An ache stretched through me, long and slow and I felt my body respond to her.  Inhibitions forgotten, I smiled.  ‘The fucking best,’ I told her, opening my mouth and letting my tongue touch her thumb which was rubbing my lower lip.

Her eyes darkened and a predatory look came over her in an instant.  ‘Can I kiss you?’ she asked, her voice lower, huskier suddenly.

‘Just kiss? Yeah…no pussy though,’ I murmured and then laughed.

Devon smiled and then leant forwards, taking my lower lip into her mouth and suckling with her tongue.  Moving slowly against me, she languidly kissed me, taking her time, thoroughly searching my mouth with her tongue.  It was intimate, erotic and arousing.  An incredible ache settled over me as I reached for her, to pull her even closer.  One of my hands wrapped around her neck while the other settled on her shoulder.  She was moaning, the sound making me yearn for more.  Her hands slid down my back and settled on my waist, pulling me closer and pressing herself against me.

‘I love your mouth,’ she moaned, as we broke away briefly to draw breath.  ‘Your lips…’ she murmured.  ‘So beautiful…’

I kissed her back, giving her everything she was offering to me back.  ‘You,’ I groaned, ‘make me…’ I managed, ‘so confused…’ I told her roughly, my voice wavering.

‘Mmm, just kiss me, Astra,’ she said softly against my mouth.  ‘I love kissing you.’

‘Yeah,’ I sighed, giving myself up to her kiss, her touch.  I didn’t stop until the car came to a halt outside the hotel.  With a start, we broke apart, clambering out of the car and into the hotel.

Devon was unsteady on her feet, so I propped her up as best I could.  With my shorter frame it was a little difficult, but I wrapped a firm hand around her waist, and she put her around my shoulders.  Into the elevator we managed and then as we rode up to the penthouse suite, she slumped against me, pulling me closer to hug me.

‘Come on, you…let’s get you to bed,’ I said, as we got out of the lift. 

Inside the hotel room, we both stumbled towards the master bedroom.  Once there, Devon started to undress but failed miserably when it came to undoing buttons and fell on the bed, laughing.

‘Can’t…do it…’ she giggled.

‘Come here…sit up!’ I told her, pulling her by the arm.  I got her into a sitting position and began unbuttoning her shirt.  It was a slow process because although I wasn’t quite as drunk as Devon, my processing and reflexes were definitely impaired, and I undid her slowly.

‘So, fucking sexy,’ she said, purring at me, chuckling.

‘I’m just trying to get you to bed…’ I told her, focused on the buttons.

‘And I’m just trying to do the same to you,’ she laughed, finding herself hilarious when drunk.

I got the shirt off and she sat naked from the waist up before me.  ‘Can’t you do your jeans?’ I asked, unsure of getting near her crotch again after last time.  I wasn’t that drunk that I didn’t know what I was doing.  Devon seemed on the edge though.

‘Nope,’ she said, shaking her head and laughing. ‘You do it.’

Sighing, I bent to my knees and began undoing her belt. 

‘Just where I want you,’ she chuckled, as I undid her and went to slide her jeans down and off.  It was difficult and slow progress until I had her sat before in her short-style panties, illuminated in the dimly lit room.

‘Get on your side if you plan on me staying,’ I grumbled, stripping down to t-shirt and underwear.

She hefted herself over a little and I moved onto the bed, lying down beside her.  ‘Are you going to be sick?’ I asked her.

‘Nope,’ she said, eyes closed and chest rising and falling slowly.  ‘Don’t feel sick.’

‘You sure? I can put something beside the bed?’

‘Not sick,’ she repeated, turning to look at me, her eyes sliding from my eyes to my mouth and then down my body.

‘If you’re not going to be sick, time to go to sleep,’ I told her.

‘You sober now?’ she asked, drawling a little.

‘No…but I’m not as drunk as you are!’ I chuckled.

‘I can’t sleep yet, Astra-Jo,’ she said then, all-but pouting.

It was adorable on one hand, and annoying on the other.  The way she looked at me was endearing but when she smiled wickedly, I knew what was on her mind. ‘Forget it,’ I mumbled, feeling the flush of arousal she evoked in me.  ‘No way!’

‘But I’m so horny, Astra!’ she groaned.  ‘I can’t sleep like this!’ she said, putting her hand on her sex.

‘Don’t even think about it,’ I warned her.  ‘No pussy, remember?’

‘Yeah, but that was before we were drunk,’ she complained, clearly well gone.  ‘Just touch me,’ she requested.

‘No!’ I exclaimed.

‘Lick it?’ she grinned.

‘No!’ I said, amused.

‘Suckle it?’

‘No!’ I said, laughing now, as she pulled me to her side.

‘But Astra! I ache! Stop it aching for me,’ she said, tugging me against her side, closer.

‘Devon, stop it! You’re drunk! Just go to sleep.’

‘I can’t sleep until I get some release!’ she moaned.

‘Devon, come on…you’re going to have to do that yourself if you’re serious.  Go to the bathroom,’ I told her.

She didn’t shift.  ‘I can’t move,’ she murmured, sleepily, but reached down to cup herself.

‘Devon!’

‘What? If you won’t do it, I’ll have to!’ she groaned, rubbing herself a little as she turned to meet my eyes.

Something snapped inside of me, and I made a split decision that she was drunk enough for this not to become an issue between us.  Reaching over, I pushed her hand away and pushed my own hand into her panties.

‘Astra!’ she exclaimed on a gasp.

‘You asked me to, didn’t you?’ I questioned.

‘I never thought you’d do it,’ she groaned, pulling me closer to kiss me.

Her kiss was less controlled and skilled than earlier, her mouth just covered mine, her tongue immediately finding mine.  I let her kiss me, opening my own mouth against hers to allow her access.  The quicker she came, the quicker she and I could both go to sleep, I realised.

Devon was moaning loudly against my mouth as my hand had started rubbing her in circular motion. 

‘Oh God, Astra,’ she started saying against my mouth, ‘yeah, just like that.’

Being drunk clearly got to Devon.  Once she started shooting her mouth off, it didn’t stop, and I had to contain my own arousal as her dirty mouth began to work.

‘Fuck, you’re so hot, Astra.  Whenever I touch myself now, it’s you who I’m thinking about,’ she slurred.  ‘Your pretty mouth, your body, your tats…God, just like that,’ she was rambling.

My stomach was turned in knots as her body began to tighten, her back arched and her breathing became ragged.  Her mouth kept rambling gorgeous, complimentary comments to me and how much I turned her on and as I rubbed her hard and fast, she came with an almighty cry of delight, her body rocking into my hand as she came powerfully.

My heart was hammering.  I would have been lying if I said the hadn’t affected me. I was wet in my underwear and the sight of her in front of me, lost in bliss, made me hotter than I dared to admit.

‘Fuck! Astra,’ she groaned, after a minute.

‘Go to sleep now,’ I told her, irritable because I was horny.

‘What about you?’ she asked, opening one to look at me.

‘I’m fine…go to sleep.’

‘You’re turned on too,’ she said, reaching down to grab me before I could prevent her from doing so.

‘It doesn’t matter…it’ll go away.’

‘Let me help it to go away,’ she said, rubbing slowly through the cotton of my panties, making me arch against her and want her more than I ever should.

‘I…oh, God,’ I groaned, unable to stop.  It felt so good.  Her hands were so large and strong.  It made me feel like coming there and then.

‘You like that, Astra?’ she asked, sliding her hand inside my clothing.

‘Mmm,’ I moaned, unable to stop the rock of my hips to meet her.

‘Roll onto your back,’ she ordered, pushing against me.

I did as she asked, anything to allow her further access to my aching clitoris.  She sat up a little, quickly disposing of my underwear and then spread my slick folds.  She leant up on her elbow, watching me as she ran her hand all over me, and then up to my nipples and down again. 

I writhed and moaned, never having experienced such a heady sexual moment ever before.  The way she made me feel was incredible and as my eyes flickered open and saw her watching me, I felt like I could come there and then.

‘You’re so gorgeous,’ she murmured, bending to kiss me slowly, as her hand began to rub me slowly but firmly.  ‘I want you to come,’ she said, licking the inside of my mouth with her tongue, exploring me as much as she could. I moaned and writhed, moved and squirmed as her strong hand worked me upwards. 

Lost in sensation, I didn’t sense her move until it was too late to stop her, or comment.  Bending between my legs, she took me with her mouth in a smooth move and a sound escaped my lips which was close to orgasmic as her tongue began to lick me.  Eyes flying open to see her head in my lap, I struggled to contain the rush of intense, undeniable bliss which was threatening to burst deep inside me.  Her long tongue licked at me incessantly, driving me wild with how incredible it felt.  Her mouth suckled at me languidly, drawing my clitoris into her mouth and lapping at the sensitive bud making me cry out.  I came apart in her arms, arching and bucking up against her as I came with abandon.  She kept me going through the aftershocks and then, moving up swiftly like a tiger, she captured my mouth and kissed me deeply, languidly.  I could taste myself on her lips, her mouth, her tongue.  It made me groan and ache with such deep pleasure that I couldn’t stop kissing her, loving the way she had made my body feel alive.

When she withdrew from my mouth, she looked down at me for a moment before easing back a little.

‘Sleep Astra,’ she ordered.

I couldn’t say anything, I was completely and utterly spent.  Closing my eyes, I fell asleep in her warm arms.

Chapter 18

When I next woke, my head was hammering and when reality dawned, so was my heart.  A phone was ringing incessantly, and I rolled over as I felt Devon shift slightly as she stirred.  I glanced at her hesitantly, but she was blinking, groaning a little in pain.

‘Devon, your phone,’ I told her, my voice low and breaking.  It had been one hell of a night.

‘In a minute,’ she grumbled, lifting her hands to her head.

I could see she was suffering from the after-effects of the alcohol we’d had last night.  I didn’t feel good, but it seemed Devon was worse.  As I sat up in bed awkwardly, flashes of the night before came flooding back.  My hand on her, her mouth all over me.  It was enough to get me sitting up and turning away from her, horrified I had allowed it to happen and go so far.  I had promised myself I wouldn’t get up close and personal with her, and as it was, she had not only touched me but gone down on me too! Embarrassment flooded through me.

‘I feel like crap,’ Devon murmured from the other side of the bed, her voice rough.

I turned to glance at her sheepishly, completely overcome by the memories of what we had done together.  ‘Me too,’ I murmured.

She finally lifted her eyes to mine, and I averted mine quickly.  Her darkened blue eyes were sleepy, and I felt too shocked and stunned by the previous night’s events to be able to look back.

‘You stayed then?’ she asked, confusion laced through her tone.

I turned to her, frowning.  ‘Uh, yeah!’ I said, suddenly realising that she might be hazy on the events of last night.  ‘I practically carried you back up here, you were pissed out of your skull!’ I told her.

She rubbed her head.  ‘I can tell…I feel like shit. My head’s pounding.’

I was left dumbfounded.  Did she not remember what we had done?  ‘I feel bad too.  So, you, uh…’ I broke off, not wanting to ask her if she remembered.

‘What?’ she asked, sounding frustrated, ‘Oh, Christ, what? Did I say something? Why are you looking at me like that?’

She didn’t remember! I felt myself doubt it for a moment-how could she forget something like that? But I studied her face, and she looked baffled.  She genuinely looked concerned that she had done something and didn’t know what.  ‘Like what?’ I replied, determined to stay quiet if she really didn’t know what we had done.

‘You look all…cagey…and you’re like…I don’t know…acting weird,’ she told me, turning her body to me more.

‘I’m not acting weird,’ I told her. ‘I’m just feeling crappy,’ I said, as her phone rang yet again.  ‘You were a drunk mess last night.  Let’s leave it at that.’

‘Oh no,’ she groaned.  ‘What does that mean? I’ve been told stories before…’

‘You have?’

‘I get a bit…I don’t know…handsy I guess when I’m drunk.  Tell me what I did, Astra…I’m sorry for whatever it was,’ she said.

I sighed.  ‘Why don’t you just get your phone?’ I suggested.

‘So, you can run out on me again? No way! The phone can wait.  You’re more important.’

I felt my stomach tighten at her words.  ‘Devon, it’s cool,’ I told her. 

‘Come here,’ she ordered, her voice low.

I shook my head, not daring to get close to her.

‘Come here,’ she said, again, her eyes trained on mine.

I swallowed hard and moved towards her without being able to stop myself. When I neared her, I stopped.  ‘Put something on first,’ I told her.

She glanced down.  She had covers over her but suddenly seemed to realise she was naked under there.  I waited, turned slightly as she pulled on some clothes.  ‘Done,’ she told me.

I turned to face her, and she lifted her hand out to me.  I accepted it and allowed her to pull me to sit down beside her. 

‘I’m sorry, Astra…’ she told me.

‘You don’t even know what happened!’ I laughed, although it lacked real humour.  I was too embarrassed.

‘Astra, I was drunk, so I wasn’t in control.  Tell me and let me make it right…’ she pleaded.

I glanced up at her and saw her eyes looked worried, sincere in her need to make things right.  I sighed.  I couldn’t tell her the truth so I would stick with a version of it.  ‘You, uh…you were just a little…’

‘Handsy?’ she asked.

‘You tried to be, let’s just say,’ I told her.  ‘It’s nothing really, Devon.  You were just kind of shooting your mouth off a bit.’

‘Saying what?’ she asked.

‘Just stuff like you’re gorgeous, things you like about me and what you, uh…what you, uh…want to do…to me,’ I managed, brokenly, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks.

‘Are you blushing, Astra-Jo?’ she asked, teasing me slightly.

‘Shut up,’ I told her, embarrassed.

‘Oh Astra.  I was drunk.  I’m sorry.  Was that it? I feel like there could be more, knowing me,’ she chuckled.

‘You get pissed enough to lose control a lot?’ I asked her, eyebrow quirking at her.

‘No! I just…it’s happened a few times.  So, go on…what else?’

I sighed.  ‘Nothing much…I mean, we made out a bit in the car, the elevator…you tried to get me to do stuff in bed,’ I told her, looking away when I began to lie, ‘and then uh, you uh…fell asleep.’

She frowned.  ‘That’s it?’

I nodded, swallowing hard against the lump in my throat.  ‘I said no pussy, right? I went to sleep, anyway.  I was out of it too, remember? Last night was mental and we were both so drunk,’ I said, as an excuse.

She nodded slowly, her eyes scanning my face, still looking concerned.  ‘So…we’re okay?’ she asked, hesitantly.

‘We’re okay,’ I agreed, trying to avoid looking at her mouth at all costs.  The feeling of her luscious full lips all over my soft folds.  ‘Let’s just…move on,’ I said, and swallowed.

‘Can I have a hug?’ she asked.

I hesitated for a moment before agreeing.  Things would go back to normal; she didn’t have to know.  ‘Okay,’ I agreed, shifting a little closer.  I moved into her outspread arms, and she enveloped me closely, holding me against her chest.  She felt warm and strong, and our bodies pressed together tightly.

Her hand rubbed gently across my back, making me shiver and my body respond.  At the change of sensation, I backed off, moving away from her.  Her eyes met mine briefly and then she sighed, slumping back on the bed. ‘Oh my God, Astra…I don’t even want to look at my phone.’

‘It’s been ringing non-stop,’ I told her, sympathising.

‘Look at yours, tell me how bad it is,’ she asked.

‘What-reaction wise?’ I wondered.

‘Yeah…have I fucked myself by doing it?’ she muttered.

‘Devon,’ I said, my voice stronger now.

She looked at me, sitting up a little.

‘You knew they would be backlash.  Remember all news is good news…we were looking for a reaction!’

‘I know, I know,’ she mumbled, ‘I just didn’t expect it to feel like this.’

‘Like what?’ I asked her, gently.

‘Like…rejection,’ she said slowly.  ‘It hurts, Astra.  It’s like being in school all over again with idiot kids telling me it’s wrong to be a dyke and humiliate me in front of others.’

My heart went out to her. I had never experienced that at school, but I knew how much it had hurt when my father had abused me about the possibility of being a lesbian.  ‘Oh Devon,’ I said.  ‘You’re so beyond that now.  I know it hurts but there’s going to be good along with the bad.  Positive as well as negative.  If it gets you all over the papers and internet, it’s good remember? Publicity for the tour.’

She nodded, slowly.

Seeing she was hurting, I moved back over to her, closer.  Wrapping my arms back around her, I pulled her close.  ‘Never apologise for who you are, Devon,’ I told her, easing back to look up at her, ‘because who you are, is fucking awesome,’ I told her, emotionally.

She stared down at me, her sad eyes softening into a new expression, a warmer, happier expression.  ‘Oh Astra…thank goodness you’re here,’ she said, trailing a hand down my cheek to cup my jaw.

‘I always will be…now, get up, take a shower and then face the music.  It’s all going to be fine,’ I promised her, smiling softly.

‘I love you,’ she told me, quietly, then quickly added, ‘You’re such a good friend to me.’

I smiled at her, knowing she meant it as a friendship comment, despite the way my heart responded to her words.  ‘Love you too,’ I told her, softly.  ‘Now, go and get up!’ I grinned.

As she got up, smiling, I watched her go feeling such a warm sense of connection to her that it made my stomach muscles clench in response.  Once the door was closed; I finally picked up my phone.

My phone had literally gone mad overnight.  It was crammed to the point of storage being full after all the messages, voicemails and phone calls I had received.

I ignored them all at first, going instead to check out the news and backlash from the Universal British Music Awards. Quickly, I saw a mixed response.  Plastered everywhere, were photos of Devon and myself, encased in a passionate embrace.  I gaped at the pictures from the kiss.  They were incredibly erotic and showed just how much Devon had gone for it.  Her mouth was slanted over mine, my head tipped back, and my body curved upwards as she had yanked me close to her. 

We both looked good, I was pleased to see.  Our outfits, hair and makeup had been done to perfection and the kiss, whilst passionate, looked good in photos.  No embarrassment resided in me from seeing the press, just pride.

Flicking over to YouTube, I googled the kiss and found multiple videos of it being replayed. I found myself watching it repeatedly and was still watching it when Devon came out of the bathroom, clean, dry and even already dressed.

‘What’s that?’ she said, coming over.

‘You Tube,’ I told her, smiling up at her happily.  ‘Watching the kiss from last night! It’s epic!’ I told her.

She sat down beside me closely, looking down at my phone. I replayed the clip of us kissing for her and she watched it, in awe.

‘Oh my God! It looked amazing!’ she exclaimed.

‘I know! Look at us!’ I responded, heart beating fast.

‘We look good together,’ she grinned, bending even closer down to my phone.

‘I know! It all looks amazing.  Do you want to see the whole song?’ I asked.

‘Yeah! Fuck yeah!’ she said, brightening.

We sat together, thigh to thigh, heads bent over my phone, watching and listening to the performance from the night before.  By the time we got to the kiss, I was grinning ear to ear, suitably impressed with the whole thing. Fuck the haters, I thought to myself, Devon was epic.  We had all been epic.

‘Wow,’ Devon breathed when it was over.

‘Fuck,’ I laughed.

‘That was…’

‘Amazing! Epic! Incredible!’ I finished for her.

‘It actually was, wasn’t it?’ she smiled.

‘That’s why I’m saying don’t apologise to any of them! You’re amazing! Look at it! Look at us! We should be proud!’ I told her.

‘You know what? I am proud.  Thanks Astra…I’m going to do as you said-face the music now and look at my phone.’

I smiled up at her.  ‘I’m going to stay right here and watch the reactions and read all messages.’

‘Alright,’ she smiled.

I carried on reading through articles for a long while as Devon made calls and spoke to various people on the phone.  I was too focused on my own phone to take much notice of what she was doing and saying.

I read through all the messages I had received and started replying to the texts rapidly.  Loads of people had been very positive, some old friends were asking if I was now ‘out’ and others were asking if we could meet up and spend more time together.  Some messages were from old boyfriends or partners suggesting hook ups and I grinned in amusement at one of them.

‘What’s so funny?’ Devon asked, finishing up on a phone call.

‘Oh, just all these messages…you wouldn’t believe it,’ I said, shaking my head.

‘Oh, I would! When I first had a hint of fame, they all came creeping! I had tons of messages you wouldn’t even begin to believe.  What’s the one making you smile?’

‘Some guy that I knew back in school, literally begging to sleep with me. Christ!’ I laughed.

Her face sobered.  ‘Be careful with that, Astra.  I know it’s tempting, but it’s not always a good thing when people start throwing themselves at you.’

‘Oh, I know! I wasn’t going to call him, Devon! Don’t worry! I’m not interested in that at the moment.  I just want to get touring and enjoying the music!’

Her eyebrows lifted at that comment, and she seemed surprised.  ‘Really?

‘Yeah!’

‘Some people would jump at the chance,’ she replied, murmuring a little.

‘Well, I’m not most people.  If I wanted that, I could get it…’ I replied, knowing that at the moment, the only person I wanted around me was her.  I wasn’t going to tell her that though.

‘Ooh, confident!’

‘Well,’ I shrugged.  ‘You know me,’ I laughed, grinning lopsidedly at her.

‘What else did you get?’

‘Oh, you know, congratulations, questions about my sexuality and one marriage proposal.  The only negatives I’ve seen so far are on some of the TV interviews-questions about how appropriate it is with your younger fans.’

‘Oh my God, it was at eleven at night! I’m not aiming a gay kiss at 11pm at night at kids! They just love to criticise.’

‘Don’t sweat it, loads of people were saying it was good.  There’ve been some good interviews as well.’

She sighed.  ‘I’m going to be doing interviews for the rest of the day it seems,’ she told me then.  ‘That was Kate on the phone.  I’m being picked up in about twenty minutes.’

‘That’s good,’ I reminded her.  ‘Publicity is good.’

‘I know,’ she replied.  ‘I’m just knackered and have a bad headache from all the booze last night.’

‘You sure did put it away!’ I laughed.

‘I know.’

‘I’d better get up and gone if you’re headed out,’ I said then, feeling a little disappointed that my time with Devon was over.

‘You don’t have to.  If you want to chill here, you’re always welcome to.’

‘Thanks,’ I replied, surprised, ‘but I think I’ll head home.  Elle will be missing me,’ I joked.

Devon groaned. ‘I’ll be missing you once you’re gone!’ she replied.

‘Yeah, but you’ll be busy! You won’t be thinking about me!’

‘I will be.  Chances are I’ll be talking about you all day. Everyone’s already asking who you are and what you’re all about.  What do you want me to tell them?’ she wondered.

I felt uncomfortable.  ‘What do you mean? I don’t really want press knowing much about me,’ I replied.

‘I get that.  I was going to keep it simple.  Your name, the fact you’re my bassist and the fact that you’re straight.’

‘Why does that matter?’ I questioned, frowning.

‘Because they’re going to ask.  They already are.  I need a standard stock reply.  My management have gone through it with me and told me to stick with the same answers for all of them.  It wasn’t planned, the song was sexy and wild, and I went with it, kissing you.  They also think that by stating the fact that you’re straight, it minimises the backlash too.  You’re just a person who I kissed-there’s no real sexual aspect between us because you’re straight.’

I nodded slowly but didn’t know why that bothered me.  I didn’t want to be labelled but clearly, I was going to be.  It worked for Devon’s management and therefore, it was best for me to go along with it. 

‘Is that okay, Astra?’ she asked.  ‘I mean, you’ve said it yourself…’ she said slowly.

‘I, uh…yeah…yeah, whatever,’ I said, almost dismissively. 

‘You don’t sound too sure?’ she questioned.

‘No, it’s not that, I just hate being labelled.  It shouldn’t matter.  They shouldn’t just ask like that, it’s rude.  I’m more than just a sexuality.’

‘I know,’ Devon replied.  ‘As am I.  I’m more than being gay.  That should come way, way behind everything else I’m trying to be.  The trouble is it doesn’t.  All they’re going to care about is the sexual aspect of it.  That’s what makes the story good.  Hell, that’s why we did it! I’ll go with it, and it’ll be fine. Trust me, I would never say anything which is not positive about you to the press.’

I nodded slowly.  ‘Good,’ I murmured, and felt then like I needed to lighten the tension in the room, ‘so definitely don’t ever mention you’ve touched my pussy!’ I chuckled.

She smirked at me.  ‘Ah, Astra…that’s our secret to keep.’

Fifteen minutes later, I left.  After a brief and unsatisfying hug goodbye at the door, I went down to meet the cab Devon had arranged for me while she was picked up to be whisked off for her first interviews.  I knew it was unlikely I would see her for a while now, and that bothered me.

The car had me home far quicker than public transport ever would have, and I was grateful for that.  Arriving home, Elle was in as it was the weekend, and she wasn’t working.

‘Hey honey, I’m home!’ I called.

‘You dirty stop out! You’re finally home!’ she cried, coming out of the kitchen to greet me.

‘Hey,’ I grinned, giving her a huge hug.

‘Oh my God, Astra! I can’t believe the response to the kiss last night! It was mental! Everyone’s been texting me about it!’

‘I know! My phone literally exploded with activity,’ I told her.  ‘It was insane.  I’ve got that many messages about it, I don’t even know where to start.’

‘It looked amazing.  She’s an amazing kisser, isn’t she? It looked just…mmm!’ she groaned.

I smiled to myself.  ‘She is an amazing kisser,’ I confirmed.  ‘She’s got gorgeous lips and her tongue…’ I broke off.

Elle moaned with satisfaction.  ‘Oh my God, Astra! It was so hot!’

I smiled.  ‘It looked good, right?’

‘Yeah! So, what happened after? Was she happy with it?’

I sobered a little.  ‘Kind of…the backlash happened straight away.  One of our upcoming performances has been cancelled immediately which sucks…’

‘Because of the kiss?’

‘Yeah! Rude, eh? But fuck it…they’ll be other performances, and the tour is coming up.  Devon’s out doing publicity all day today and she’s going to stand strong and say we did nothing wrong.’

‘You didn’t do anything wrong.’

‘Exactly,’ I agreed.

‘Did you party last night? You reek of booze,’ she told me, sniffing in disgust.

‘Yeah…we got pissed at the really exclusive after party.  Devon was pissed off about the rude comments and the cancellation, so we stuck around, drunk fuck loads of shots and got completely trashed.’

‘And?’ she prompted.

‘What?’ I laughed.

‘Then what? Where have you been all night…well, and morning? It’s 10.30am already.’

‘Well, I had to help Devon back to her hotel room.  She was absolutely wasted by the time we got home.’

‘So, poor little you had to help put the tall, gorgeous star to bed?’ she said, with mock pity.

‘Shut up,’ I said, chuckling at her comment.

‘I just, uh…you know, helped her get to bed.’

Elle’s eyes widened as she took in my guilty expression.  ‘No!’ she exclaimed.

‘What?’ I asked, with what was hopefully an innocent expression.

‘What did you do with her? Fuck, Astra, I can see it in your eyes!’

‘Nothing! No, nothing!’ I said, denying it at first.  ‘She was just a bit handsy while she was drunk.  We might have kissed and made out a bit but honestly, we were just too out of it…’

‘Astra?’

‘What?’

‘Stop lying to me! I can see it in your guilty face! Did you let her touch you again?’ she questioned.

I felt myself redden and then slumped to the sofa, groaning and clutching my face with embarrassment. ‘Oh my God, Elle…’

‘Right, stop the world, stop everything,’ she said dramatically, sinking down beside me on the couch. ‘Tell me everything,’ she demanded.

Chapter 19

I groaned and bitched a little more before finally telling Elle what had actually transpired between us the previous night.

‘Okay, okay, so we kissed quite a bit.  I was drunk, she was drunk and guess what? She gets horny and handsy when she’s pissed, alright?’

‘We could have predicted that one…’ Elle muttered.

‘Yeah, well, she’s a good kisser and it seemed to be cheering her up, so I went with it.  The trouble was, when I got her into bed, she wanted more.  She was horny as hell and wanted to me to relieve her before she went to sleep.  I said no of course…after last time…’

‘Of course,’ Elle nodded.

I sighed feeling guilty. ‘But then she like, really wanted it…and started doing it herself…I got...uh, turned on, I guess…and sort of…helped her out.’

Elle was gaping, open-mouthed at me.  ‘You touched her…again?’ she questioned, aghast.

‘I, uh…yeah,’ I admitted.

‘Oh my God, Astra! You said never again!’

‘I know!’ I groaned. ‘I don’t know what came over me! I wasn’t thinking…well, I think I was pretty drunk and just…I don’t know,’ I said, shaking my head.

‘What did she do to you? Did she touch you as well?’

I felt heat creep up my neck.

‘Astra? What did she do to you?’

I swallowed hard, not wanting to admit what had happened.

‘Astra?’

‘Well, she went to…you know… help me out, so to speak,’ I told her, ‘but then…I was pretty out of it, pretty into her fingers touching me and…and, well I was distracted, you know.  Next thing I know, her mouth is on me and she’s licking me down there! I came quicker that I’ve ever come before! It was absolutely incredible! She literally licked my brains out.’

Elle didn’t say anything straight away, she was staring at me as if I had grown two heads.

‘What’s even worse is that the morning she couldn’t remember and was asking me what happened.  I told her we kissed and went to sleep.  That was it.’

‘Oh Astra!’ Elle exclaimed.

‘I couldn’t tell her! Not after me going on for such a long time about it not happening again!’

‘Astra, you can’t not tell her that!  You have to speak to her about it.’

‘I don’t have to,’ I objected, completely unwilling to mention it.

‘What if she does actually remember though, Astra? What if she’s pretending not to because she’s knows how you’re likely to react?’

I thought about it for a moment. ‘But she didn’t seem to,’ I replied slowly.  ‘She seemed oblivious…’

‘Maybe,’ Elle said, thoughtfully, ‘but it’s the what if you need to consider, Astra.  I mean, think about it, you’ve been drunk enough times to know-have you ever forgotten a sexual encounter because you’ve been so out of it?’ she asked.

‘No,’ I responded, ‘but that might just be me.’

She shook her head.  ‘I don’t think so.  I’d talk to her again, Astra, but that’s just my advice.’

In the back of my mind, I knew she was right.  I also wanted to remain honest with Devon at all costs-it was how I wanted our friendship to be.  ‘I’ll talk to her,’ I murmured. 

‘Good.  When are you going to see her next?’ she wondered.

‘I don’t actually know,’ I replied. ‘I need to check the rehearsal schedule for the tour songs and aside from that, we’ve got nothing arranged.’

‘Hmm,’ she murmured, ‘you just seem to be spending a lot of time sleeping over…and with her.’

‘I like her,’ I said, simply.

‘Is that all it is? I mean, that kiss, Astra! I could feel the chemistry, jeez!’ she exclaimed.

I nodded.  ‘There is something there between us,’ I admitted, thinking about all that had passed, ‘I mean they’d have to be considering what we’ve done together!’ I exclaimed.  ‘I just…’

‘You’re still straight,’ she finished for me.

I swallowed hard.  ‘I…I don’t like that label,’ I murmured.

She tilted her head at me, confused.

‘I mean, it’s just…why do I need to sum up my sexuality in a word, especially when everything right now is so confusing.’

‘You don’t, honey,’ she said, reaching a handout to pat mine.  ‘You just stick with being you…no-one defines who you are but you.’

I smiled at her.  ‘I pretty much told Devon the same thing this morning when she was freaking out about the kiss backlash.’

‘So, take some of your own advice.  It’s good advice!’

I nodded. ‘Thanks Elle.  I reckon I’m going to be calling you nightly on the tour! For advice I mean!’

She smiled.  ‘You’ll be too busy living the dream,’ she predicted. 

It was two days before I saw Devon again.  I’d been into the studio to practice and called into a costume fitting for tour clothing as well, but Devon had been busy with other commitments on both of those occasions.  We were nearing the date of flying out to New York and I was busying myself with getting organised, packed and ready.

When my phone beeped, I picked it up expecting Mattie or Erin, but it turned out that it was Devon.  Having not heard from her in two days, I was delighted it was her.

‘Hey! How’s you? Are you free this afternoon? Thinking of taking you shopping x’ she sent.

I smiled to myself, over the moon at the thought of spending time with her.  Typing back immediately, I replied. ‘I’d love to.  Tell me when and where and I’ll be there.’

‘I can send a car for 2pm? X’ she text back.

Glancing at the clock and seeing it was already midday, I was immediately buzzing.  ‘I’ll be ready for then,’ I replied.

‘Can’t wait to see you x’ she sent back.

I hurried off to get changed into something more suited to time with Devon than the shorts and t-shirt I currently wore.  Taking my time in the bathroom, I even added a bit of make-up before heading out to the lounge.

‘Where are you going all dressed up?’ Elle asked from her reclined position on the sofa.

‘Out with Devon,’ I told her, smiling.

‘What? Where?’ she asked, sitting up.

‘She’s taking me shopping,’ I told her, smirking.

‘Excuse me, what?’ she exclaimed.  ‘Taking you to do what?’

‘Shopping,’ I repeated.  ‘I think she wants to dress me up,’ I laughed.

‘Her own personal barbie doll! Astra, you hate shopping! You wear the same clothes all the time and have done for years!’

‘I know,’ I laughed, ‘But it’s Devon, right?’ I said, as if that explained everything.

‘True,’ she nodded.  ‘You going to talk to her?’ she asked.

‘Of course-we’re going out for the afternoon!’

‘You know what I mean…about your…’ she cleared her throat, ‘indiscretion.’

‘Elle!’

‘Just saying…best be honest,’ she said, looking like she was scolding me.

‘Yeah, fine!’ I exclaimed.  ‘I will…I’ll tell her…’ I muttered, not looking forward to how that conversation would go.  ‘But it won’t be exactly easy! How on earth do I slip that into conversation.  Hey, Devon? Remember the other night when we were pissed? I actually rubbed you off again before you went down on me!’ I exclaimed.

‘That’s pretty much it!’ she laughed, enjoying my misery.

‘Elle! Fuck, it’s hard, don’t mock me!’

‘You made it difficult by not telling her the truth, Astra,’ she reminded me.

‘Yeah, well…’

‘That’s not any kind of answer,’ she laughed.

‘I’m going,’ I told her, turning to leave.

‘Have a good time! Make sure you tell her!’ she called.

‘Fuck off, Elle!’ I called back, good-naturedly.

I slammed the door behind me and left.

The car waiting for me was a stretch limo.  I whistled aloud when I saw it and the driver nodded to me politely.

‘Miss Rafflyn?’

‘Yes.  Thank you,’ I said, as she held the back door for me.

I climbed in and was delighted to see Devon sitting in the back seat waiting for me.  ‘Devon!’ I exclaimed.

‘Give me a hug then!’ she cried, pulling me close.

I breathed in the scent of her as she held me close to her chest.  I didn’t hold back and hugged her warmly, enjoying being back in her company.  ‘It’s good to see you,’ I told her.

‘And you.  I’ve missed you. These past two days have been so hectic!’ she exclaimed.

‘Yeah, I can imagine. I’ve watched all the interviews you’ve done,’ I told her, sitting back and relaxing as the car started to pull away.

‘Have you?’ she said, looking genuinely pleased.

‘Yeah! You’ve handled it amazingly,’ I told her.

‘Yeah?’

I nodded.  ‘I liked what you said about me too,’ I said, grinning.

‘What did I say?’ she asked.  ‘I’ve been through so many interviews that I’ve completely lost track with what I’ve said!’

‘You called me gorgeous, talented and that I was a good kisser,’ I told her happily.

‘Oh yeah? That pleased you?’ she questioned.

‘Damn straight,’ I laughed. 

‘Well, it’s all true. You’re gorgeous, hot and you’re the best kisser I’ve ever met,’ she said, holding my eyes captive with her ice-blue depths.

‘I bet you say that to all the girls.’

‘Nope. Only you,’ he said, smoothly.

‘You’re such a flirt,’ I muttered, tearing my eyes from her.  ‘Stop it, ‘I chuckled.

Devon just smiled wider.

‘So, where are you taking me? Elle reckons you’re going to dress me up like a barbie doll,’ I told her.

Devon laughed at that. ‘Pretty much! Do you tell Elle everything?’ she asked then.

‘Sure, well, mostly.  She’s my best friend…why, does it bother you?’

‘Nope, as long as she’s trustworthy.’

‘She is,’ I assured her, ‘otherwise I wouldn’t tell her stuff.  She’s my go to friend.  Anyone else I wouldn’t share so many details with.’

Devon rolled her eyes.  ‘I hate to think what you’ve told her about me!’

‘It’s all good,’ I grinned. 

‘Urgh,’ she commented.

‘So, where are we going? ‘I asked, changing the subject.

‘Couple of good stores,’ she told me.  ‘I figured you need a little help with shopping for the tour.’

‘I’ve kind of packed already.’

‘Oh yeah? Did you already buy new clothes?’ she asked.

‘No,’ I laughed. 

‘When did you last buy yourself some new clothes?’

‘Uh, probably the last concert I went to…sometime in the nineties,’ I joked.

‘I thought as much! We’ll deck you out-skinny jeans, cool jackets, band t-shirts and lots of black.’

I was pretty impressed.  ‘That actually sounds perfect!’

‘I take notice,’ she told me.  ‘Especially of you.’

‘Good to know,’ I smiled and watched as she donned a cap and dark glasses as we pulled up outside a shop.  Getting out, our adventure began.

An hour and a half later, I was more than decked out with ample clothes for years, I thought.  Armed with bags, we loaded ourselves and shopping back into the limo and Devon turned to me.

‘Home or somewhere else?’ she asked.

‘I uh…’ the time had come, I realised.  ‘Could we, uh, go back to the hotel and, uh…talk?’ I managed, brokenly.

She looked at me, suddenly serious.  ‘That doesn’t sound good,’ she commented, frowning.

‘No, no!’ I told her, waving it off.  ‘I just…needed to talk to you and wanted to do it privately.’

‘Okay,’ she said, drawing out the word. ‘Donny, back to the hotel please,’ Devon asked, before pressing up on the privacy screen.  Turning to me as the car drove away, she spoke again.  ‘Dare I ask what you want to talk to me about?’ she questioned.

‘Can we wait until we’re back in the hotel?’ I asked.

She frowned but then sighed. ‘Sure…anything for you,’ she replied.

The rest of the journey back was spent in silence.

When we got back to the hotel, we headed up the lift until we reached her penthouse.  Inside, she led me to the plush sofas, and we sat down together.

‘Out with it,’ she demanded, looking at me fiercely.  ‘What’s got you so uptight and anxious, Astra?’ she asked.

‘So, I uh…I wanted to talk to you…’ I began.

‘Go ahead,’ she prompted.

‘Well, it’s a bit…I mean…I don’t know if…’ I couldn’t seem to start the conversation without getting tangled up with my words.

‘Spit it out, Astra.  What’s bothering you?’ she asked.

‘I haven’t been completely honest with you,’ I admitted, speaking slowly.

She frowned.  ‘You haven’t? About what?’ she questioned.

‘Uh, the other night…after the awards,’ I told her.

Her face was still frowning.  ‘Okay…’ she murmured.

‘So, uh…well, the thing is…’ I began.  ‘I kind of…didn’t tell you everything…about what happened…later that night,’ I managed.

She waited; her eyes full of concern as I dropped my gaze.

Fiddling with my hands, I began to tell her the truth.  ‘After we came back that night, you were pretty out of it,’ I told her.  ‘You were really horny and at first, I kept telling you no…that’s when you started touching yourself,’ I explained.

She didn’t say anything, just waited for me to continue.

‘The thing is it didn’t end there…’

‘It didn’t?’ she murmured; her eyes darkened, intense.

‘Uh, no.  I, uh…I was pretty wasted as well…and I guess I…well, I kind of…took over for you,’ I admitted, swallowing hard, ‘and I, uh…touched you again,’ I managed.  With a huge sigh, I then told her the final part.  ‘Then you, uh…touched me and went down on me as well.’

Devon’s eyes were wide and unblinking.  She didn’t react for a moment.

‘Well, say something! I’ve just told you…oh my God!’ I exclaimed, dropping my head into my hands and shaking it with intense embarrassment.

‘Astra,’ Devon said, softly. ‘Look at me.’

‘I can’t,’ I mumbled into my hands.  ‘I’m too embarrassed.’

‘Astra…’ she said again, making me look up at her tone.  Dark, silky and husky, her voice did things to me which I didn’t want to admit to.

‘What?’ I almost moaned, intensely flushed now, my heart beating fast.

‘I remembered…that morning,’ she told me.  ‘So, we both lied,’ she admitted.

I gaped at her.  ‘Why did you pretend not to know?’ I asked.

‘Because of this! I knew how you’d react!’ she exclaimed.  ‘I wanted to avoid you freaking out and when you gave me that story about not doing anything, I figured I’d go with it,’ she said, shrugging.

I dropped my face into my hands, completely mortified.  I couldn’t believe she’d remembered everything the whole time…the touching…the licking! Fuck!

‘Astra, please don’t be embarrassed.’

‘Oh my God,’ I muttered, ‘I am so, completely and utterly embarrassed,’ I told her.

‘Astra, you don’t need to be.  Like you said, we were completely wasted.  We weren’t in control.’

I glanced at her. 

‘It wouldn’t have happened if we were sober, right?’

‘Right,’ I said, quietly.

‘So, let’s go back to forgetting about it ever happening.  That’s what you were originally planning, right? When I pretended not to remember, you seemed content not to go there…not to mention it.’

‘I wish I hadn’t now,’ I muttered.

‘No, you were right to.  The is important.  We’re being completely honest with each other, right? Telling each other the truth.’

I nodded slowly.  ‘I did want to be honest with you.’

‘So, it’s good,’ she said, reaching to put a hand on mine.  ‘We were drunk, Astra.  I’m less able to control my attraction to you when I’m drunk,’ she said quietly.

My eyes flew to hers. 

‘What?’

‘You’re attracted to me?’ I asked, softly.

‘You know I am,’ she said, silkily, her eyes dropping to my mouth.  ‘It doesn’t mean I’m going to jump you at every opportunity I get.’

I smiled at that. ‘No…’

‘And I know I took it too far…my inhibitions were down and ever since you told me that story about licking…well…I’ve been…’ she trailed off.

I was shaking my head.  ‘I can’t believe you…did that…’ I managed, looking away from her.

‘Did you at least like it?’ she asked, hesitantly, uncharacteristically unsure of herself.

I couldn’t believe she’d even ask that…not after how incredible it had felt and how powerfully I had come. I would never have expected her to doubt I would enjoy it. ‘Oh my God,’ I murmured, reaching for her hand.  I lifted it and put it to my chest, not even looking at her.  ‘Feel that?’ I asked, as my heart hammered rapidly, ready to burst out of my chest.  ‘That should tell you…’

‘Astra! Your heart is literally beating out of your chest!’ she exclaimed.

I stole a glance at her and found her eyes dark with desire. 

‘Is that from just thinking about it?’ she questioned.

I swallowed hard, then looked back at her, meeting her eyes properly at last. ‘I…yeah…’

‘You did like it?’

I lowered my lashes, feeling embarrassed once again.  ‘I…did, I mean, fuck! Yeah, of course,’ I told her, quietly, ‘but…’

‘You’re straight,’ she finished for me, her voice also low and husky-nearly a whisper.

‘That’s not what I was going to say,’ I told her, looking up at her.

‘Okay.  Sorry.  You talk, Astra.  I’m listening,’ she promised.

I glanced down at where her hand still lay on my chest, with my own covering it.  I slowly lowered it away and put her hand back in her lap.  ‘I was going to say…’ I said, slowly, ‘that, yeah…I liked it.  I mean, it was…not to inflate your ego or anything but it was…pretty incredible,’ I said, looking down. ‘The thing is though, Devon, I’m…’ I found it hard to say it.

‘You’re?’ she prompted.

‘I’m…the thing is…I’m pretty…confused…about all of this…’ I admitted, chancing a glance up at her to see her reaction to what I was saying.  Her face was intent on mine, her eyes focused on me.  ‘I like you, Devon…I really like you.  You’re a great friend already.  We just seem to have the…connection…’ I murmured. ‘Alongside our friendship…and I don’t know what to…I don’t know how to…deal with it…so I guess what I’m saying…what I’m asking…is to just…let me work through it.  Let me be confused.  I need some time to process all this,’ I finally managed.

‘Astra,’ Devon murmured softly, making my eyes fly to her with her tone. She then reached for my hands and held them in hers.  ‘Astra,’ she repeated.  ‘That is more than fine! Absolutely anything you need,’ she told me quietly.  ‘All that I wanted to avoid was for you to draw back from me because you couldn’t handle what happened.  The fact that you’re even talking about it with me tells me you want to make the work.  I’m fine with you being confused, Astra. I’m fine with letting you work through managing your emotions on this.  It’s all good, just as long as you’re my friend.’

I nodded, holding her gaze now.  ‘That’s what I want to be.’

‘Me too,’ she smiled.  ‘No matter what else, at the end of the day, let’s always be friends.’

I sighed, releasing the breath I was holding.  ‘I feel so relieved,’ I admitted on a chuckle.

She smiled at me. ‘I never expected you to say anything. I would never have brought it up, you know.’

‘Yeah…but I’m kind of glad I did,’ I told her, ‘because now I’m not lying to you or holding anything back from you.’

She nodded.  ‘You’re very honest.’

‘Even though it was probably the most embarrassing conversation I’ve ever had sober.’

She smiled even more.  ‘Don’t be embarrassed,’ she told me, lifting a hand to cup my warm cheek.  ‘You don’t need to be…’

I shook my head as the snaking sensation of anxiety wormed its way through my stomach. 

‘Because we both know that if you had been sober-if we both had been sober-then it never would have happened.’

I considered the for a moment.  ‘I think you’re right,’ I murmured.

‘Think? Come on, Astra! If I said to you right here, right now-let me touch you, let me lick you repeatedly until you come harder than you’ve ever come before-what would you say?’ she asked.

My body tightened immediately at her words.  The unmistakable throb of arousal began in my jeans. ‘I…’ I murmured, flushing hot at the thought of how good it had felt.

‘You’d say no, right?’ she questioned. 

‘I guess,’ I said, knowing she thought I wouldn’t.

‘You guess? Come on, Astra! The other night was because we were drunk! If I came on to you again, right now, you’d stop me…because you’re sober. I know I’m right!’ she said, placing a hand on my thigh and then slowly sliding it upwards.  ‘Tell me to stop,’ she ordered.

Her hand on my leg was a surprise.  The fact she thought I would stop her immediately was tantalising to me, especially when I didn’t want her to stop.  I opened my mouth to say something, but then her hand was close to the juncture between my thighs, and I felt my clitoris throb in anticipation. The very idea of her doing it again to me was beyond erotic, even if I would have to deal with the consequences afterwards.

‘You going to stop me?’ she asked, her hand so close it was brushing against the sensitive skin under my jeans.

‘I…no,’ I told her, in a whisper.

Her eyes lifted from my mouth to my eyes, and she held my gaze.  ‘I thought you wanted time to think,’ she said, very quietly.

‘I do,’ I told her, beginning to shake with anticipation.

‘I know you’re going to stop me, anyway,’ she whispered, as her hand moved up, to finally cup my mound.  ‘Fuck, Astra! You’re so warm!’ she exclaimed.

I lowered my gaze, embarrassed but loving the feel of her hand on me.

‘Are you wet just thinking about me doing it again?’ she asked, silkily.

I nodded, slowly, unwilling to trust my voice to work.

‘Do you want me to touch you? Lick you?’ she murmured, erotically.  ‘Do you want me to make you come harder than you’ve ever come before?’

Her hand was moving me slightly through my jeans, cupping and rubbing me slowly, creating delicious friction which prevented me from thinking clearly.  ‘Yeah,’ I groaned, ‘Yes.’

Devon moved to her knees before me before I could say another word.  Yanking down my jeans, she spread my legs before her and had her mouth on me before I could do or say anything.  As her mouth started to move and her tongue lapped at me, I let out a moan which was foreign to my ears.  I had never felt such heady pleasure before.  It was intense, exciting and arousing.  Devon’s experienced mouth took me upwards rapidly, the slick slide of her tongue making me gasp and tighten in all the right places.

My head dropped back, and I groaned with pleasure.  Her mouth licked, suckled and aroused me with exquisite skill, making my breath come in short, sharp gasps. 

Lifting her head, she looked up at me from where I had fallen back onto my elbows on the bed.  ‘Tell me to stop,’ she whispered, her eyes on mine.

I looked at her, hovering over my desperately, aching clitoris and spoke.  ‘Don’t stop,’ I told her.

‘Tell me what you want, Astra,’ she said, huskily, trailing her tongue up the slick folds, as her hands lifted my t-shirt up to rub across my tense abs.

I moaned, unable to say anything.

‘You’re so goddamn sexy,’ she murmured, lapping at my clitoris and circling her tongue around the wetness there.  ‘I’m going to make you come so hard.  Going to lick you until you lose your mind with pleasure,’ she breathed.

‘Yes!’ I groaned, wantonly, falling back on the bed as my chest heaved. 

‘I want you to see it,’ she told me, pulling me back up and then upwards until I was propped up on my elbows, exposed from the waist down.

She eased closer, between my legs and started licking me in earnest.  I had to hold onto her head as her mouth went to town on me, licking and sucking me everywhere and making me tremble and shiver violently.  Cupping my hand around the back of her neck, I tangled my fingers through her hair, not pulling her closer, just keeping her where I needed her to be. 

Devon’s head moved against my clitoris, taking me with increasing pressure until she finally pushed further, easing her fingers inside of me simultaneously, making me cry out with the intensity of the feeling.  My clitoris pulsed and twitched with delicious sensations, and I was completely unable to hold back anymore.  Releasing a massive cry of release, I came hard and fast, rocking against her mouth, pushing even deeper as her throat milked me dry.  Gasping, chest heaving, I slumped back against the bed, complete sated, overcome with the incredible orgasm she had given me. 

Devon wasn’t done though, and easing over me on the bed, I heard the harsh sound of her fly being unzipped and then she was above me, straddling my thighs as she kissed me desperately, while rubbing herself off above me.  It turned me on to see hear her breathing falter and feel the rapid beat of her heart so close to mine.

She lifted her head from our kiss and met my eyes. Where my next words came from, I’d never have known, but I couldn’t stop them from pouring out of me, such was the depth of my desire. ‘You want to come against my mouth?’ I asked, my voice coming out huskier, sexier than I had ever heard it.

‘God, Astra,’ she breathed, moving immediately up the bed to straddle my face. 

Never before would I ever have expected to have a woman straddling my face, her clitoris lowering to my mouth. Stranger still was the feelings which went with it-arousal, desire, the need for more.  Opening my mouth, I began licking her eagerly, revelling in the sensation of her soft, slick skin and loving the way she moved against me, the way she cried out her intense pleasure and rode my mouth hard and fast.  I let my mouth and tongue lavish her with attention, and the noises she made from above me were downright incredible.  I had never felt this turned on, ever before, and the eroticism of the moment had me aching all over again.

She came fast, against my mouth and I found the experience arousing and hot.  Slumping forwards for a moment, Devon drew in harsh, deep breaths, trying to steady herself.  When she finally seemed to come to, she rolled off, falling to one side of me and lay on her back, eyes closed, chest heaving.

Lying there staring at the ceiling, I couldn’t quite believe what had just happened, what I had just done.  After everything…the whole conversation…and now it was even worse.

‘Astra?’ Devon said from my side, her voice slightly rough, uneven.

I turned to look at her.

‘What the hell?’ she asked, her entire face in complete shock.

‘I…I don’t know…’ I mumbled, in shock too.  ‘But…hold me?’ I asked, feeling small and defeated.

Her eyes scanned mine and settled on my eyes at last.  Easing closer to me, she eased one arm under my head, and we cuddled up close to each other, holding one another tightly.

‘Astra?’ Devon murmured.

‘Can we not…not yet?’ I asked, unwilling to talk about it until my body had calmed, my heartbeat slowed.

‘Okay…okay, Astra,’ she murmured, her lips brushing my hair in a gentle kiss. 

I held onto her closely, loving the feel of her pressed against me but not understanding or knowing what that meant.  I closed my eyes and told myself to breathe, told myself to settle down.  It would be okay, I repeated, over and over again in my head. 

How long Devon and I laid there was indeterminable.  I knew it was a long time though, as I grew sleepy and relaxed.  When at last we moved, it was Devon who took the lead.  Easing back from me a little, she looked down at me our eyes met.

‘You okay?’ she asked, softly.

‘Yeah,’ I said, in almost a whisper.  Where had my voice gone?’

‘You want to talk about it?’ she asked.

I shook my head, dropping my gaze.  ‘Not yet…’

‘You want to move from here?’ she asked.

I shook my head again. ‘Comfortable,’ I told her.

‘We could put on a film,’ she suggested.  ‘Chill together?’ she murmured, eyes scanning mine to see what I was thinking.

I brightened at that; it sounded like a good idea.  I wouldn’t have to move and yet I got to stay with Devon-without talking about the inevitable.  ‘I’d love that,’ I told her, smiling.

‘First smile I’ve seen in a while,’ she said, grinning now herself.  ‘Thank fuck for that!’ she laughed.

The lightened tension made me feel better and I shuffled up in the bed, pulling on my jeans and recovering myself in a subtle way while Devon got up to get the remote. 

I watched as she did the same, zipped her jeans up and then headed over to get the remote control and then came back, slumping down beside me and flicking the TV on. 

‘What do you fancy?’

‘Anything but lesbian porn,’ I joked, grinning at her.

She laughed, knowing I was joking. ‘You’re a card, Astra-Jo,’ she chuckled.  ‘Honestly! What am I going to do with you?’

I smirked to myself. ‘I think you already did,’ I grinned, unable to resist the joke.

‘Astra!’ she said, falling down beside me, laughing her head off. 

We settled down beside each other, companionably close.  I laid my head against her arm as she flicked through channels until we found a good film to watch.  It was an old, horror film-a genre I loved.  Relaxing and feeling content in her company, we watched quietly.

Just over an hour later, the film came to an end.  My body was tightening as the credits played, knowing the inevitable chat which was coming now it was over.

‘That was good,’ Devon commented, shifting upwards to sit against the headboard.

‘Yeah, not bad at all,’ I replied, sitting up too.

Devon turned to meet my eyes.  ‘So?’

‘So?’ I murmured, feeling the tension rise.

‘You want to talk now?’ she asked, looking at me with questions in her eyes.

‘I…’

‘You don’t?’ she wondered.  ‘You want to just pretend that didn’t happen?’

‘It might be easier,’ I mumbled.

‘Astra,’ she sighed.  ‘I offered to stop…’

‘You started it!’ I exclaimed.

‘Yeah, but I expected you to tell me no! I was trying to prove the point that if we were sober, it wouldn’t have happened!’ she said, eyes wide.

‘Well, you were wrong then…’

‘Clearly! But I truly thought if I tried it on, you’d tell me no, proving my point! Why didn’t you?’ she asked, eyes holding mine.

‘I…’ I squirmed, feeling uncomfortable. ‘It felt good,’ I mumbled, heat rising up my neck.

‘You didn’t stop it because it felt good? Astra, fair enough in some ways but honestly, you then let me come against your mouth! What’s going on! Mixed signals or what?’ she almost cried.

‘I’m sorry, Devon…’ I mumbled, embarrassed.  ‘I…I’m still confused, and I still want to think this all through…’

‘But?’

‘But…’ I took a deep breath, urging myself to be honest with her.  ‘You…you make me…feel things…things I’m not used to…things I didn’t know I would ever want…’ I admitted.

‘And you’re not okay with that?’ she questioned.

‘No, I am! I’m open to…stuff,’ I mumbled.  ‘I just…I’ve never like, been…interested before…’ I murmured.

‘In a person?’

‘Yeah!’ I said, holding her eyes.  ‘I mean…I like guys…I always have, I think.  Being with you has just…well, you’re so…charismatic,’ I began.

‘Thank you,’ she grinned. 

‘Shut up,’ I laughed.  ‘But you’re really, like, sexual as well in the way you behave.  It makes me…’

‘Horny?’ she asked, one eyebrow quirking as her eyes travelled over my face, down to my mouth.

‘Oh my God,’ I said, cringing, ‘Shut up…I told you I’m trying to figure the stuff out…’

‘Yeah, you said that and then you let me go down on you and come against your mouth.  It’s a bit confusing for me too,’ she finally said.

I breathed out, releasing the tension.  ‘I’m messing with you, aren’t I?’ I said, unhappily.

‘Total tease,’ she smiled.

‘It’s not funny.’

‘No…well, it is a little…because you don’t just tease, you put out too,’ she smiled.

‘But I’m making your life more difficult!’ I objected. ‘I’m doing the stuff with you one moment and pulling back from you the next because I’m confused.  You must find me really annoying!’

‘Astra-Jo, I find you many things, but annoying isn’t one of them,’ she told me, smiling warmly at me.

‘No?’

‘Nope,’ she said, softly.

‘So…what now?’ I asked, completely baffled over how to go forward with her.

‘Can I suggest something?’ she asked, slowly.

‘Please do!’

‘Okay…well, we clearly make good friends, right?’ she began.

I nodded, agreeing that we did. 

‘And we clearly, uh, like getting intimate too, right?’

I felt my body respond to her words, the familiar tension filling me.  ‘Yeah…’ I admitted, wondering where she was going with this.

‘Well, why can’t it simply be that. We don’t put labels on it, we don’t even have to over think it or talk about it-it’s just part of what we…do together.’

I thought for a moment.  ‘Like…no strings sex?’ I asked.

‘Yeah! But without the sex part…’ she smiled.

‘I…’ I didn’t know what to think about that.

‘We’re kind of doing it anyway,’ she noted.

‘I know,’ I said, softly.  ‘But we’re about to tour America.  It might be…awkward? I mean touring and…the…’

‘Yeah,’ she said, nodding.  ‘Well, shall we just go back to being awkward after every time this happens?’ she suggested.

I chuckled, lightly.  ‘I’m sorry…I’m being annoying, right?’ I said, looking up at her under my eyelashes, feeling insecure.

‘No, baby, you’re not being annoying.  You’re confused.  You’ve told me that multiple times today and I basically haven’t accepted it. It’s me being an idiot, asking for more than you’re willing to give.  I’ll back off,’ she promised.

I felt myself frowning.  Did I want her to back off?

‘Tell you what; come to me if you do want it again.  If not, fine.  We can be friends, no problem.  It doesn’t make a difference to me. It won’t make a difference to our friendship.’

‘I really don’t want our friendship to change,’ I nodded.

‘Okay then, so let’s relax about it.  I’m here if you ever decide that’s what you want.  Okay?’

‘Okay,’ I agreed slowly, knowing it would give me time to think. 

‘I’m going to back off completely. Hands off…less temptation.  See how it works, okay?’

I frowned a little, not liking the sounds of that.  ‘Alright.’

‘Okay, well I don’t mean to chuck you out, but I’m going to have to head out soon.  I need to get ready.’

‘Oh,’ I mumbled, realising the was the first time she had ever sent me packing. It didn’t feel good.  ‘Yeah, no problem.  Going somewhere nice?’ I questioned.

‘An appearance at a club…no big deal,’ she added, evasively.

I frowned, feeling like she was blowing me off.  Disappointment flooded through me.  Backing off seemed to truly mean backing off completely.  Was she going to drop me now? Give me no attention-not even cuddles? The thought of it upset me.  ‘Okay, well I should home anyway.  I’ve got to finish getting everything ready for Friday.’

‘Yeah.  I probably won’t be in rehearsals the week either,’ she told me.  ‘So, I’ll catch up with you when we fly out.’

That was days away.  She really was dropping me hard.  I realised, looking at her hardened face, that I’d probably upset her…pretty badly.  ‘Devon…’ I began.

‘Sorry, Astra, we’ve talked enough.  Let’s just let matters rest now,’ she said, gesturing me to leave now.

I felt a wave of despair and really didn’t want to leave things like this.  Not knowing what else to do though, I got up and headed for the door, Devon hot on my heels.

Turning at the door, I saw a glimpse of hurt that I had caused. She masked it quickly, putting on a fake smile.  ‘Well, thanks Astra, see you on Friday at the airport.’

‘Thanks?’ I murmured.

She shrugged.

I wanted to vent, I wanted to tell her everything I was feeling in that moment, but I didn’t.  Feeling the sting of tears threatening to fall, I turned before she could see how badly she got to me.  ‘See you Friday,’ I muttered, and hurried off down the hall. Her door slammed closed before I even got to the elevator.

Chapter 20

The days leading up to Friday were thankfully busy and full.  I was breaking inside, deep upset filling me after what had happened with Devon.  The switch from hot to cold had bothered me deeply, and I couldn’t shake it whatsoever.  I had cried, talked to Elle and even messaged Devon asking to talk, but none of those things had gone well.  Crying made me feel weak and worse, Elle didn’t have any constructive advice to give, and Devon blanked my messages.  By Friday, I should have been feeling on top of the world, but instead I felt flat and broken.

I arrived at the airport with my luggage and guitars.  Quickly taken by crew members of the new team working for Devon, I realised I wouldn’t be doing my own carrying and grunt work.  I was left with my backpack to deal with alone.

‘Hey you,’ Erin said, coming over to slap me on the back, ‘who died?’ she quipped.

‘What?’ I frowned.

‘You look like your dog just died!’ she said, giving me a hug.

‘Ah, no, I’m cool,’ I told her, despite the knots in my stomach.

‘I’m psyched! We’re going to America! It’s going to be fucking awesome!’ she cried, heading off when she saw someone else she knew to greet.

‘Yeah,’ I murmured to myself, and found a seat to slump in.  We were going on tour, but it didn’t feel the same now I had upset Devon.

A commotion began in the near distance to me as I was slumped in the chair, air pods in and dark glasses on.  I could tell the was the arrival of Devon.  A crowd circled her and as she was led into the exclusive first-class waiting room we were being held in, people came from all corners to greet her-even Erin and Mattie.

I stayed put, closing my eyes and listening to my music.  Occasionally, I would open one eye behind my glasses to peek and see what she was doing and where she was but every time she was occupied and busy chatting and conversing with someone.

By the time the flight was called, I was feeling lower than ever.  I held back, waiting for everyone else to board until I started heading over.  Making my way to the flight attendant, I was the last person to make their way onto the plane.  Pulling off my sunglasses, I glanced down at my ticket to find my seat number.  A2 it read.  Frowning, I realised that meant I was down the front somewhere.  Making my way to a flight attendant, she looked at my ticket before sending me forwards, taking me personally beyond the curtain at the front and into a private section where only one person sat alone.  Devon.

I couldn’t believe it.  Surely there was a mistake.  The woman ushered me towards the seat.

‘Here you are, Miss Rafflyn.  This is your seat,’ the smiling woman told me.

‘Uh, thanks,’ I muttered, finally looking down.

Devon was looking up at me, unsmiling. 

‘I can switch with Mattie,’ I murmured, quietly, feeling like I should make the offer.

‘Sit down, Astra,’ Devon said, softly, her lips still downward cast.

I rolled my eyes, uncomfortable with this, and after stashing my backpack in the overhead locker, sat down beside her.  I felt tense, unsure of myself and my stomach was in knots. I leant back against the luxury plane seat and released a breath, not sure of what to do or say.

We sat in silence for a few minutes…minutes which seemed to stretch into hours.  Finally, Devon spoke, slamming her hand down onto the rest, frustrated.

‘Are you going to say hello to me then?’ she vented, sounding angry.

I looked at the look in her cold eyes, her frustrated expression.  ‘You made it pretty clear the last time we spoke,’ I replied, sadly.

‘Astra!’ she exclaimed, ‘I was angry!’

‘You’re still angry,’ I said, quietly, not liking confrontation with her.

‘I’m not…. well, I wasn’t…not until you didn’t even bother to say hi when I arrived!’ she ranted.

‘You had everyone crowded around you as always! I didn’t think you’d want me muscling in…not after…the other day…’ I managed.

‘Astra, why’d you think I arranged for you to sit with me?’ she asked.

My eyebrows rose in surprise. ‘You…chose this?’ I questioned.

‘Of course, I did!’ she cried.  ‘The isn’t just a little accident.  If I didn’t want you with me, you wouldn’t be.’

‘But you asked me to leave.  You didn’t want me there,’ I murmured, feeling upset.

‘You were in the middle of freaking out, and we weren’t getting anywhere when we tried to talk about it.  I ended up getting frustrated so I thought it would be better to put some space between us.’

‘And?’ I prompted.  ‘Did it work?’

‘No!’ she cried. ‘I’m miserable without you around,’ she told me, emotionally.

My heart leapt with hope.  ‘You…are?’

‘Yes, Astra! I don’t care if we’re just friends.  I just want you back with me and acting normally-not distant and weird like you’re doing at the moment.  I want my friend Astra back.  I want you to hug me, joke with me and watch movies with me sometimes…that, and obviously play guitar every night on stage for me.’

I smiled a little, feeling emotional. Just as I opened my mouth to reply, the plane began moving and I felt panic rise in me as we began to circle around to head to the runway.

‘What is it?’ she asked.

My hands clenched and my fists turned white as the fear filled me. 

‘Astra? Are you okay? What did I say?’ she asked, worried.

‘No…not you,’ I mumbled, feeling ice in my veins and sickness rising in my gut.

‘Astra? Are you afraid of flying?’ she asked, suddenly, realising why my grip on the seats was now fierce.

‘I’ve never flown,’ I murmured, tightly.

‘You’ve what?’ she exclaimed. ‘This is the first time you’ve ever flown?’ she cried, completely surprised.

I nodded, tensely. 

‘Oh Astra! Honey!’ she cried, making me feel embarrassed beyond belief. 

I glanced around but realised we were in a section of our own. ‘Shut up!’ I hissed.

‘Oh, relax, we’re private up here,’ she told me, edging closer.  ‘This is really your first flight?’ she asked me.

I nodded.  ‘Mum could never afford…’ I broke off, as we began to line up, ready to taxi along the runway.

‘Now chill out…we’re going to take off soon and it’s all cool after that bit. I fly all the time.  It’s absolutely fine, completely safe,’ she assured me.

Try as I might, I knew I was close to freaking out.  I hadn’t expected to but suddenly my chest felt tight, and I was struggling to breathe.

‘Ah, for fuck’s sake, Astra,’ Devon muttered, next to me.

I bent forwards, drawing in air in short, sharp bursts as I felt the plane revving beneath me.

‘Astra, Astra…’ Devon said beside me.

I felt Devon’s arms on me, drawing me closer to her side and then gasped in shock as her hand reached over and cupped me through my jeans, in the palm of her hand.  Panic forgotten, a new kind of fear filled me, and my eyes flew to hers, as I gasped in breath, my body immediately tightening with arousal.

‘Why the hell do you think I wanted you up here with me hey Astra?’ she murmured into my ear, seductively, rubbing me intimately.

‘Get off!’ I exclaimed.  ‘We’re in public!’ I hissed at her, shifting to try and move her away.

‘No-one’s in this part, we’re completely alone,’ she told me, huskily.  ‘We can do what we want, and what I want is you,’ she said, pushing her hand inside the waistband of my jeans and down to part the lips of my sex with her fingers.

‘Devon!’ I gasped.

‘Astra!’ she mocked, smiling at me as she circled her fingers against me.

Shifting in my seat, I couldn’t help the way my body responded to her and the sudden need to come flooded through me. 

‘You’re so, fucking sexy,’ she breathed in my ear, her tongue sliding over the shell of it slickly.  ‘Maybe we could join the mile-high club…do this every time we’re in the air,’ she murmured.

My eyes flew to hers again and her smile was wide.  Then, surprisingly, she eased her hand slowly out of my jeans and away from my clitoris before settling back in her seat, as if nothing had ever happened.

‘What are you doing?’ I asked, stunned.

‘We’re in the air,’ she told me, calmly. 

I turned, looking out the window and saw that we were indeed in the air.  I had missed the entire take off-she had distracted me that well.  ‘Fuck!’ I exclaimed, shocked.  ‘You did that to distract me?’

I asked.

‘You were properly freaking out,’ she murmured, eyeing me with a smile.  ‘Conventional tactics weren’t working so I had to go extreme!’

I gaped at her, stunned into quiet. 

‘Sorry!’ she offered, with a little shrug. 

‘I…I can’t believe you did that.’

‘Yeah, you can,’ she grinned.

‘Fuck, Devon!’ I said, adjusting my jeans as I was now wet and pulsating in my jeans.

‘Got you in the air without hyperventilating, didn’t it?’ she smiled.

‘It did,’ I said, finally chuckling, ‘But it was pretty extreme, you’ve got to admit! And now, I’m really uncomfortable!’ I laughed.

‘I’m sure you’ll calm down soon,’ she promised, ‘Either that or there’s a private toilet for our use just there. You can relieve yourself,’ she smiled. ‘Or I can,’ she added, with a wink.

‘Oh God, Devon!’ I laughed and settled back against the seat. ‘The things you do to me…’ I chuckled.

Devon just smiled. 

Reaching inside my jeans, I adjusted my panties back into position so I could calm down slowly.  Then, turning to her again, I spoke.  ‘Thanks…I guess,’ I told her.

‘Certainly broke the ice, didn’t it?’ she smiled.

‘It did.  I’m sorry about earlier, Devon. I didn’t actually think you’d want me rushing up to you and acting like nothing had happened between us.’

She sobered.  ‘I suppose I should have expected it,’ she replied.  ‘Things just got so complicated and messy the other day between us.  I don’t like it when things feel rough between us.’

‘I know.  I’ve been miserable these past few days,’ I admitted.

Her voice softened.  ‘You have?’

I nodded.

‘Because of me?’

I nodded again. ‘Yeah…I kind of thought I’d blown it with you.  I didn’t like how cold you were with me when I left you last.’

‘I’m sorry, Astra.  I guess I just needed to distance myself from you.  I know you’ve been confused but this hasn’t exactly been easy on me either.  It’s made me think about things a lot and made me question myself and what I want.’

‘And what do you want?’ I asked, carefully.

‘Ultimately for us to be cool with each other…friends if nothing else.’

‘That’s what I want too,’ I replied, feeling hugely better.

‘Can I have a hug then?’ she asked, smiling at me sweetly.

I grinned, happier than I had been in days.  ‘I’d love that,’ I replied.

Moving into her arms, we held each other closely.  I wrapped my arms as tightly around Devon as the plane and seat position would allow.  Refusing to let her go, I held onto her as she tried to pull back, nestling into her shoulder and not willing to let her see my face while emotion took me captive.

‘Astra?’ she murmured, after a long moment together.

‘Um,’ I mumbled. 

‘You okay?’ she asked.

‘Mmm hmm,’ I managed.  ‘I missed you.’

‘I missed you too, baby,’ she said into my ear, ‘So much…’

To my surprise and horror, I felt tears fill my eyes and I buried my face deeper in her shoulder.

‘Astra?’ she said, again, lifting my chin with her hand gently.  ‘Are you crying?’ she asked, sounding stunned.

‘Ignore me,’ I muttered, swiping at my eyes, completely and utterly embarrassed out of my skull.

‘Oh, Astra!’ she exclaimed, ‘Baby,’ she murmured.  ‘I don’t want you being the sad.  Ever!’

‘I’m just being stupid,’ I said, mortified.  ‘I’m sorry.’

‘Do not apologise,’ she ordered.  ‘Do not, ever be sorry for showing your emotions, Astra.  I’m really sorry I hurt you.  I didn’t realise it would affect you this much.’

I swallowed hard, trying to quell the emotion.  ‘I just hated feeling like you didn’t want me around anymore,’ I said, honestly.

‘Oh Astra, I will never not want you around.  I promise! Let’s get past this! Please! I don’t want to see you like this.’

‘Yeah…I’m sorry.’

‘Stop saying sorry.  I love that you care but I don’t like seeing you cry.’

‘I know, sorry…I mean…’ I chuckled, wiping the rest of my tears away.

‘So, to change the subject,’ Devon said, smiling, ‘Did you actually mean it when you said you’ve never flown before? You’ve literally never left the UK?’ she asked.

‘Not really, no,’ I replied, glad of the change of subject.  ‘I mean, I’ve been on the ferry to the Isle of Wight, but I don’t think that counts.’

Devon chuckled.  ‘No; I don’t think that counts,’ she grinned.  ‘Oh my God, Astra, so you’ve never been to New York?’

‘Nope, never,’ I grinned.

‘Oh, Astra, it’s amazing! You have to let me take you out tonight!’ she exclaimed, excitedly.

‘Oh, okay…if I have to!’ I joked.  ‘Hell yeah! I’m up for New York nightlife! We don’t even have to be on stage until Monday, right?’

‘Right.  We can go out, drink and relax for the weekend,’ she promised.  ‘I’m going to show you the best time.’

‘You always do,’ I murmured, leaning my head against the head rest and letting my eyes rest on hers.

‘Sweet talker,’ she winked and settled back too. ‘Where would you holiday when you were a kid then, Astra?’ she asked.

‘We’d always stay in the UK-down to the sea was the favourite.  Dad liked Cornwall and Mum liked Devon, so it was usually one of those.’

‘Nice…they are lovely places to go.’

‘Mmm,’ I murmured.

‘No?’ she questioned.

I shrugged. ‘Holidays were stressful, generally.  Dad had a temper and when we were away, it seemed even worse.  Maybe it was the close proximity or something.’

‘Maybe,’ Devon agreed.

‘What about you? Where would you holiday when you were young?’ I questioned.

‘I actually used to come to New York quite often,’ she told me.  ‘My Mum’s American and she grew up there.  Dad is from London, so we ended up living there.’

‘Huh! I never knew that,’ I murmured.

‘My parents always loved travelling, so I’m pretty used to it,’ she told me.  ‘Hey, so what’s your best holiday memory?’ she asked.

I thought for a moment. ‘So, I was sixteen…and we went down to Cornwall.  My parents went out for the evening, so I snuck out too and headed to a bar with my guitar.  They were having the open mic night event, and I figured what the hell and got up there.  Once I played, people were calling for me to play again and again.  It was such a buzz, and I met friends down there I still see to the day. That was pretty cool.’

She smiled, her head lounging back against the seat comfortably. 

‘What’s yours?’ I asked.

‘Uh, when I was about…eighteen…I came to New York for an audition.  Anyway, there was the really cute person at the audition who I met and even though I didn’t get the job, I got the girl,’ she smiled.

‘Yeah?’ I grinned, eyebrow rising.  ‘What happened with her?’

She gave me a look.  ‘More like what didn’t,’ she purred, silkily.  ‘It was my first sexual encounter with a woman, and it was pretty incredible for a young person visiting New York to be swept off my feet like that.’

‘Oh yeah? What was so special about her?’ I wondered.

‘She was…older…more experienced, and she genuinely wanted me.  I hadn’t felt that before.  It was amazing.’

‘Did you get together or anything afterwards?’

‘No, no,’ she told me. ‘She’s been married for years now…and a very famous director of huge blockbuster movies.’

I gaped at her.  ‘What?’ I exclaimed.

‘Oh yeah…massive closet case…but it was so hot! So, a memory I hold dear,’ she grinned.

‘Who was it?’ I asked, intrigued.

She bent close and whispered an extremely well-known name into my ear and I sat back and stared.  ‘No way!’

‘Seriously,’ she grinned.

‘Oh my God! That’s huge!’

‘Yeah…but there you go!’ she said, extending her hands dramatically.  ‘Some people don’t want to be known in a certain way.  She’s one of them I guess.’

‘I guess.’

Devon’s eyes remained on mine.  ‘Okay…worst holiday memory?’ she asked then.

I leaned back, thinking.  The memory was clear, talking about it wasn’t easy.  ‘There are a few bad ones, if I’m honest,’ I told her, ‘But the worst was when I was…I guess about twelve. I was on holiday with my parents and sister.  We went to Bournemouth that time…a seaside type holiday,’ I told her.  ‘What happened?’ she asked, softly, her voice husky as her eyes scanned my face.

I lifted my gaze to her and sighed.  ‘We were on the beach at first.  Dad was hassling me, as usual.  I was a kid who wasn’t sporty in the slightest…much to my dad’s annoyance.  He always wanted me to be doing football, rugby or tennis…anything to show I was strong, not weak and feeble. Dad’s favourite thing is football, and he tried pushing me to like it as much as he does.’

‘I can’t bear football,’ Devon murmured.

‘Neither can I.  I’m not sporty, neither am I athletic.  It didn’t help at all when he was forcing me to be part of those teams,’ I told her.  ‘Anyway, he gets it in his head that we should play a game of football on the beach.  He drags me and my sister to the sand, and we start kicking it about.  I wasn’t into it at all.  The trouble is my sister is good at everything.  She’s pretty much the golden child who can do no wrong.  He started yelling at me that I was a good for nothing dyke-and got so annoyed that he tackled me to the ground, forcing my face into the sand.  I inhaled it and started choking…it was awful.  I was so sick after that, trying to get it out of my system.  It was one of the only times my mother intervened in his treatment of me.’

Devon was frowning, deep creases in her forehead.  ‘Wow…that’s…awful,’ she said, slowly.

‘Holidays were always unpleasant when he was involved.  Fucker,’ I added. 

‘Do you see much of him these days?’ she wondered.

I shook my head, biting my lip.  ‘No, not really.  Birthdays and Christmas only.  I spend more time with my Mum and stepdad.’

‘What’s he like?’ Devon wondered.

‘Who Tony? He’s great,’ I smiled. ‘Such a great man-and great for my Mum.  You know what I like about Tony? He’s not afraid to show love and affection…being around him was the first time I realised that’s it’s okay to be hugged by a father and that’s okay.  Before that, not a chance…’

Devon was watching me with interest.  ‘How long did that take?’ she questioned.

‘What?’

‘To allow that? You know…Tony…the hugging?’

I chuckled, mirthlessly.  ‘Oh…years.  I didn’t accept him for a long, long time. I was a very angry, young woman, Devon.  if you’d met me in my early twenties, you wouldn’t have liked me.  I was an angry little arsehole.’

‘Somehow I doubt that,’ Devon murmured.

‘It’s true.  It took many years of Tony sticking around, being there, helping me, gaining my trust and then teaching me warmth and affection is okay.  Since him, I’ve changed massively.  He’s the father figure I’ve always wanted and needed.’

‘I’m really glad you’ve got him in your life now,’ Devon said quietly, ‘it sounds like you needed him.’

‘I was pretty badly repressed before him-I think I probably still am in some ways…’

Devon said nothing but her face revealed a hint of agreement with my statement.

‘What about you? Worst holiday moment?’

‘Uh…well, I guess it follows on from my best moment,’ she told me. 

‘Yeah? How’s that?’ I wondered.

‘Well, the person…the one I told you about…’

‘The famous director? Yeah, I know her films well,’ I smiled.

‘Well, she basically spent that incredible weekend with me, spoiling me, teaching me and making me think we had something incredibly special and amazing and then dropped me hard and fast.  I’ve never been let down so instantly. I had my heartbroken and it wasn’t fun.’

‘Her loss,’ I commented.

‘Ah,’ she drawled.  ‘Thanks Astra,’ she grinned.

I shrugged it off.

‘What’s your top three things to eat?’ she asked then.

I gave her a quizzical look.  ‘What’s with all the questions?’ I wondered.

‘I just want to know as much about you as possible…and it is a twelve-hour flight.  It passes the time.’

‘Now that we’re friends again,’ I murmured.

‘Now that we’re friends again,’ she repeated, laying her hand over mine.

I met her eyes and smiled. ‘Peanuts, pizza and crisps,’ I told her.

She laughed.  ‘Astra! So healthy!’

‘You asked!’

‘And you answered,’ she smiled. 

‘What are yours?’

‘Hmm…chocolate,’ she told me.

‘That’s not healthy!’

‘I know…I’m a fat kid at heart,’ she joked.

‘What else?’ I wondered.

‘Uh, probably…Chinese food and sushi.’

‘Urgh,’ I moaned.  ‘Cold fish?’

‘I love it!’

‘Never had it,’ I told her.

‘Astra-Jo!’ she exclaimed.

‘What?’

‘You’ve never eaten sushi?’ she questioned.

‘Nope, never,’ I replied.

‘You’ve got to try it! Don’t knock it until you’ve at least given it a go!’ she told me, animated.

‘Not my kind of thing…’ I told her, wrinkling my nose in disgust.

‘You’d probably have said that about my pussy until you got your mouth on it!’ she exclaimed.

I felt my mouth drop in surprise, not quite believing what she had said and then I found myself falling about with laughter, hilarity ensuring between us.  ‘Oh my God,’ I spluttered.  ‘Crude, woman!’ I giggled.

‘Sorry…’ she said, laughing too.  ‘I couldn’t help myself!’

I grinned at her, enjoying this time with her.  It was nice to have her to myself, and to be back on good terms with her.

‘What were you listening to when you came in?’ she asked me, indicating my air pods.

‘Oh, it’s AC DC,’ I told her.  ‘Old classics.’

‘Who are your favourites?’ she asked.

‘Bands?’

‘Yeah…or singers,’ she added.

‘Uh, well AC DC, Led Zeppelin, Scorpions.  I also like Jimi Hendrix, Steve Vai and Yngwie Malmsteen as guitarists.  I love the heavier stuff too-I’ve been a metal head at times.’ 

‘I can see it…bet you rocked that look.’

‘I pretty much still am,’ I responded.  ‘Lots of black and leather is kind of my thing if you haven’t noticed.’

‘Oh, I’ve noticed.  It suits you,’ she murmured, eyeing me closely.

I smiled.

‘I bet you were a super cute kid,’ she said then.

I looked at her, surprised. ‘I don’t think so…’ I murmured.

‘Astra-Jo!’ she scolded.  ‘You’ve got to be kidding! You must know how gorgeously good looking you are!’

‘I was a scrawny, skinny kid.  I wasn’t exactly gorgeous…cute maybe in a blonde and little sort of way, but not gorgeous.’

‘Well, you say so…I’d like to see pictures to see!’

‘I’ll organise it one day,’ I promised her, grinning.

‘Who do you look like? Where do you get all the gorgeousness from?’ she questioned.

I smiled.  ‘I look like my Mum,’ I told her.  ‘She’s tiny and blonde…’ I said, pulling out my phone and scrolling through my gallery.  I found a picture of my Mum, stepdad and myself and passed it over for Devon to see.  She cupped the back of my hand to hold it closer to see.

‘Oh my God, you do! She’s gorgeous! Just like you.’

‘Oh, behave.’

‘You’re beautiful…gorgeous…stunning…and sexy as hell, with a body I could lick all over,’ she grinned.

‘Shut up,’ I murmured, but was pleased with her words.  ‘You’re so dirty.’

‘You love it,’ she quipped.

‘Hmm…I just don’t see myself as you do, I guess. I’ve always been the skinny weird kid in my own mind.’

‘I know…I’ve been through stuff like that in the past too.  I was mocked for being the fat, freckle-faced dyke,’ he told me.

My eyebrows rose.  ‘Fat freckle-faced dyke?’ I repeated.

‘Nice, huh?’ she said, with a humourless smile.

‘Not really, no.’

‘Kids are cruel,’ she said quietly.

‘Kids are little, fucking shits,’ I replied, angrily.

She glanced at me.

‘I would have punched them for you…’

She smiled at me. ‘My knight in shining armour,’ she murmured.

‘I played the tough person for a while…in my angry days.  I would have stuck up for you in school if little fuckers messed with you.’

‘Were you not friends with the nasty kids seeing as you were angry at the time?’ she asked.  ‘And because of your dad’s behaviour towards you?’

‘Nah…actually I befriended the weird kids…the outcasts.  I felt at home with them. I’d fight over them too,’ I told her.  ‘If anyone called them gay, fat or ginger, I’d be there, getting in trouble over defending them.’

She smiled.  ‘I could have done with you around back then in that case!’

‘Were you a chubby kid then?’ I asked.

‘Yeah,’ she sighed. ‘Puppy fat basically…through my teens.  I was eating my feelings.’

‘I’ve heard about that,’ I said, glancing at her.  ‘Never worked for me…just stayed skinny.’

‘Lucky!’ she smiled.

‘So, you’re naturally ginger?’ I asked her, looking up at her dark, black hair which worked incredibly well set off against her ice-blue eyes.

‘You know I am,’ she said, with a wink.

I gave her a look of exasperation.  ‘Devon!’

‘Ah, fuck…let me tease you…it’s funny.’

‘You’re so cheeky,’ I told her.

‘I know,’ she grinned.

‘What about the freckles,’ I said next, scanning her face.  ‘How come you cover them so much with make-up,’ I asked, noticing that her skin was flawless-clearly covered in foundation today.

‘I don’t like them,’ she said, shrugging it off.  ‘People told me how ugly they were when I was a kid and it stuck, I guess.  I like covering them up.’

My eyes dropped to her mouth, which had a spattering of freckles across her lips.  I smiled to myself, the thoughts I was having turning sexual.

‘Whatever just went through your mind, please tell me,’ she said, quietly, as a flight attendant made her way past our quiet area. 

‘What? Nothing!’ I said, in denial.

‘What was it?’ she said again.  ‘Honestly, the look on your face…well, fuck…I’ve only seen that once or twice before and it was…’ she broke off.

‘What?’

‘Fucking hot!’ she told me, exasperated.

I smiled at her again, eyes dropping to her lips.

‘You’ve got to tell me! You’re doing it a-fuckin-gain!’

‘Alright, alright,’ I said, patting her gesticulating hand downwards. ‘It’s your mouth,’ I said, looking at it, with interest.

‘My mouth?’ she asked, frowning.  ‘What about it?’

‘Well,’ I drawled, ‘you may not like them, but the thing is…’ I stopped for a moment, wondering how to explain to her what I was thinking. ‘I’ve never met anyone before who has freckles on their lips…’ I told her.

She frowned.  ‘What about it? Why did you look at me like the cat who got the cream?’

My thoughts turned dirtier still and I had to drop my eyes from her intense gaze.  ‘It’s kind of…hot,’ I said, simply.

‘It’s what?’ she said, looking stunned.

‘It’s hot,’ I told her, looking at them once again.  ‘You may think they’re not, but everyone else is probably getting hard or wet over them,’ I said, quietly. ‘The way they’re dotted about…just makes you want to run your tongue along them…trace them from one to another.’

Devon was staring at me, her eyes darkening with desire as I spoke.  ‘Astra!’ she said, an outraged look on her face.

‘What? You can tease me, but I can’t tease you?’ I mumbled, leaning closer to her.

‘You didn’t mean it?’ she wondered.

‘No, I meant it…but I also like to tease you,’ I told her.

‘I’ve always been embarrassed of them,’ she explained, eyes scanning mine, ‘And now you’re telling me you get off on them.’

‘The ones on your lips, yeah…something about them is fucking hot,’ I said, dropping my eyes to her lips.

‘You wanna kiss them?’ she asked, silkily.

I lifted my eyes to hers.  ‘Not here I don’t.’

‘What? We’re all alone!’ she objected.  ‘Besides, I thought you liked kissing?’

‘I love it,’ I told her. ‘The intimacy…the connection…the…arousal.  Yeah, I like kissing.’

‘And you like kissing me?’ she questioned.

‘You know I do,’ I replied.  ‘Otherwise, I wouldn’t do it.’

She smiled.  ‘You know we’re private up here in first class.’

‘There’s still flight attendants, Devon,’ I warned her.

She gave me a look.  ‘Spoil sport.’

‘Maybe later,’ I said, another light teasing murmur.

Her eyebrows quirked. 

‘Well, you said you were going to show me a good time in New York.’

‘Fuck yeah! I will!’

‘Get me drunk enough and I’ll make out with you all night,’ I promised, aching as my gaze dropped to her wonderful mouth, remembering how good she was with it.

‘Astra…’ Devon moaned, in a warning tone.

‘What?’

‘You’re going to have to stop looking at me like that!’ she murmured.

‘Like what?’ I replied, innocently.

‘Like you want to do dirty things with my mouth…’ she replied, silkily.

‘Get your mind out of the gutter, Devon, I was just talking about kissing you,’ I replied, in an almost whisper, mimicking her posture so my head lay back against the seat, but my face was turned towards her intimately.

‘Oh yeah? I’m good with my mouth you know…you may want to rethink that.’

‘You are good with your mouth,’ I told her, ‘But all the other stuff keeps messing with our friendship, so I think I’ll just have to save all the other stuff for the spank bank,’ I grinned, cheekily.

‘The spank bank?’

‘Yep,’ I chuckled.

‘You admit you get off thinking about me?’ she asked, huskily.

‘Maybe…at least when they’re freckles involved-fuck!’ I gasped, teasing her again.

‘You’re going to be the death of me,’ she joked, eyes moving from eyes to mouth and back again. 

‘Don’t even joke about that on a plane!’ I told her, seriously.

‘You know what I meant…why do all our conversations take this turn?’ she asked and seemed to be asking for real.

I sighed.  ‘I don’t know,’ I murmured, ‘It’s just there, isn’t it…lurking.’

She grinned.  ‘In the background…’

‘It is!’

‘Are you flirty with your other female friends? Do you have other female gay friends apart from Elle and me?’ she wondered.

‘I have several, actually,’ I told her.  ‘And I can be flirty, but not really with women usually.’

‘So, I’m the lucky and special one?’ she grinned.

‘You sure are…for some reason, it’s just you.’

‘Just me,’ she repeated.  ‘I like that.’

‘Egotist,’ I joked.

‘Flirt,’ she retorted.

‘You love it,’ I murmured.

‘I actually do,’ she laughed, reaching for my hand.  ‘Especially when you’re talking about how hot my freckles are… tell me again…’

‘Maybe we should just listen to some music,’ I suggested, ‘Or take a little nap?’

‘Maybe,’ she replied silkily, ‘but I’m enjoying the time getting to talk to you.  I really enjoy your company-and getting to know you better.’

‘Yeah?’ I sighed.

‘Yeah…you’re someone I think I’d like to keep,’ she said, smiling.

I laughed at that.

‘You’re good company, I like you and I’m always smiling when I’m with you.  Add the fact that you’re hot and you turn me on…it’s fucking great!’

‘Not always,’ I commented.  ‘Isn’t that hard to be around sometimes?’

‘Not with you,’ she told me.

‘How come?’ I asked.

She grinned.

‘What?’

‘Well,’ she drawled, ‘You let me kiss you for starters…’

‘Oh,’ I said, feeling myself blush a little.

‘And you’re super cuddly, which I love.’

‘So basically, I’m the woman of your dreams?’ I quipped.

She looked at me for a long moment and then smiled.  ‘Yeah.’

Chapter 21

The way Devon was looking at me was hazy and seductively dreamy.  I felt myself melting into her gaze as easily as sinking into warm water.

‘You’re a nightmare,’ I chuckled.  ‘Honestly, you’re going on tour! You can mess around as much as you like and you’re focusing in on me for some ridiculous reason…’

‘It’s not ridiculous,’ she objected, ‘and I’m not going to be ‘messing around’ as you put it.’

‘How come? Women are going to be literally falling at your feet…you’re going to have your choice of thousands and thousands of women!’

‘I don’t want that, Astra.  I’m not into that.’

‘What, women?’ I asked frowning.

‘No, just messing around,’ she told me.  ‘I’m not going to be sleeping with tons of women, Astra.  I’m not into one-night stands.’

‘Why not?’ I asked.

She screwed up her face a little.  ‘Been there, done that…it doesn’t make me feel good.  I’m into monogamy.’

‘You want a relationship?’ I asked, stunned. 

‘No,’ she told me, shaking her head.  ‘Not now…’

‘I’m confused.’

‘I do want a relationship, but not right now-not when I’m going on tour for three months.  I like monogamous relationships though, Astra.  I like being in love, being comfortable and content with someone I love being around.’

‘Wow…so during tour you’re not planning on being with anybody?’ I asked.

‘I’m not planning on having sex with random people and I’m not planning on getting heavily involved with anyone either.  Funnily enough, I want to concentrate on the tour and the music.’

I stared at her, trying to work her out. ‘What about your…’ I broke off, wondering how to phrase it.

‘My what, Astra?’ she asked.

I cleared my throat.  ‘Your, uh…sex drive,’ I finally said.  ‘How’s that going to work?’

She laughed.  ‘Astra, Astra…there’s ways and means…I’ve got my fingers at the end of the day.’

I was surprised.  For someone who was clearly a highly sexed individual, she was taking it all in her stride.  ‘So, you’re saying, for three months on tour you’re going to rely just on your own fingers for satisfaction?’

‘Yep,’ she smiled, ‘that is unless a certain blonde-haired beauty changes her mind and touches me up again,’ she said with a wink.

I couldn’t keep my eyes off her.  ‘You do know I’m not planning on putting out?’ I said, scanning her eyes.  ‘I mean; yeah, I’ve done stuff with you on occasion, but I wasn’t exactly guaranteeing…you know…’

She sighed.  ‘Astra! I know! I haven’t hired you to be my band girlfriend for goodness’ sake! I do like you and you’re gorgeous but you’re here to be the bassist…nothing else.  I’d be more than happy if now and then you gave me a bit of comfort-kisses and cuddles.  You wouldn’t believe how much you miss the simple things like that when you’re touring…home comforts.  Affection.’

‘Those I can manage just fine,’ I told her with a smile, my worries easing.  ‘I just wondered if you were thinking I’d be an easy person to fuck around with while we’re on tour.’

‘No,’ she said, shaking her head.

‘You haven’t thought about sleeping with me?’ I asked, bluntly.

‘That’s a different question,’ she replied, wryly.  ‘But I respect you, Astra, and you’ve told me you’re straight so that’s that.  A kiss and a cuddle are one thing, anything else, consider the ball in your court.’

I didn’t know what to make of that, so I turned away a little, mulling everything over. 

‘Maybe listening to music would be a good idea now,’ Devon murmured, clearly deciding that the conversation was nearing a dangerous point.

‘Yeah…here, have one of my air pods,’ I offered.

‘What are we listening too?’ she asked.

‘Nine Inch Nails,’ I told her.

‘Oh! Wow!’

I turned to her and grinned.

For the following hours of the flight, Devon and I listened to music, slept and talked a little more.  It was comfortable, fun and entertaining.  I enjoyed Devon’s company, and it felt good to be back on friendly terms.

‘Please would passengers put their seatbelts on as we begin our descent into JFK airport,’ the woman on the overhead speaker announced.

My eyes had been closed as I rested but they flew open as panic begun to fill me.  ‘Devon!’ I hissed, patting her arm urgently. She lay back, eyes closed and mumbled incoherently as I pushed her more forcefully.  ‘Devon!’

‘What?’ she moaned at last, turning to eye me with annoyance.

‘We’re going to land soon,’ I told her, wide-eyed.

‘Yeah? So?’

‘I’m…’ I broke off, swallowing hard.

‘You’re what, Astra?’ he frowned.

‘I’m…scared,’ I admitted, biting my lower lip.

‘Oh honey, don’t be scared.  You need me to distract you again?’ she asked, reaching for my hand.

I didn’t even deliberate over it. ‘I actually do,’ I told her, feeling rising panic.  ‘When it starts, can you shove your hand down my pants to stop me freaking out like a complete pussy?’

‘You’re joking, right?’ she grinned.

‘I’m not,’ I told her seriously.  ‘You don’t have to do much, but I’m feeling a bit…panicky…’

‘Are you being serious?’ she asked, looking at me more closely.

‘Yeah,’ I said, shakily, as my hands shook trying to put the seat belt on.

‘My God, you are, aren’t you? Ah, poor baby!’ she exclaimed, looking slightly amused but also affectionate.

‘Don’t poor baby me,’ I muttered embarrassed, ‘just bloody distract me with your hand,’ I said, jolting as the plane seemed to begin its nosedive. ‘Fuck! What’s happening?’ I cried.

‘Hey, relax,’ she said, lifting her hand to my chin to turn me to face her.  ‘Look at me,’ she told me, firmly, making me meet her eyes.

‘No, fuck, I’m actually beginning to…it’s hot in here…’ I groaned, wriggling in my seat, my tension growing, ‘Can I just…fuck…it’s hard to…breathe…’ I mumbled, working myself up as the plane headed downwards.

‘You’re okay, Astra,’ Devon said, dumping her jacket over my lap heavily and pushing her hand roughly into my jeans.

‘Don’t,’ I said, shaking my head as she pushed inside my panties and down into my tender, wet folds.  ‘It’s not going to…work…I’m freaking out…’ I said, imagining charred metal, pieces of human flesh flying in every direction.

‘Astra…’ Devon tried to call me away from my nightmare.

Her hand moved inside my jeans, lower and suddenly I felt her fingers pushing up inside me thickly.

I jumped in absolute surprise and my eyes flew to hers.  ‘Devon! What the fuck?’ I exclaimed, hotly.

‘What?’ she asked, leaning forwards to lick along my lower lip slowly. 

I felt a burn of desire fill my stomach where the trail of her tongue had lingered.  ‘What are you…fuck, urgh, get…oh my…’ I couldn’t make my words coherent.  I was thinking about planes crashing but then her fingers were pushing in and out of my tight, wet hole.  I couldn’t believe she was doing that there and then on the plane.

Her mouth moved to my ear, and she spoke silkily. ‘Can you feel my fingers inside you…I’ve dreamt about touching you like this…pushing inside you…can you feel that? Your g-spot baby?’ she said, rubbing her fingers inside me, making me see stars as she hit a sensitive spot inside me.

I gasped as my body responded to her touch, turning my face into her neck and breathing in the scent of her.  My clitoris throbbed and ached for her touch.  My stomach tensed as her fingers pushed slightly forwards more.

As quickly as the experience had started, it stopped.  Devon pulled her fingers out of me and slowly eased her hand out of my jeans, doing me up under the jacket before moving her hand completely away.

‘What the…?’ I blurted.

‘We’ve landed,’ she told me, simply, giving me a wink.

I felt a blush stain my cheeks in an instant as I realised what she had managed.

‘Fuck, Devon! You just…’ I couldn’t even say the words.

‘You weren’t easily distracted like last time,’ she murmured, softly, lifting her hand to stroke my cheek.  ‘I had to resort to dirty tactics.’

I felt my insides clench with intense arousal.  I didn’t know what to say whatsoever.

‘Speechless at last, honey?’ she giggled.

I felt a heady mix of want, confusion and shock flooding over me.  I was glad we were on the ground but not too sure about what had just happened.

‘Come on…time to get off,’ she told me, undoing her seatbelt.

‘Chance would be a fine thing,’ I muttered, almost to myself, feeling the desperate need for my body to calm down.

Devon looked over at me, paused for a moment and then fell about laughing, enjoying herself way more than she should be.  Muttering frustrated comments, I made my way out of the seat and headed out of the plane behind Devon.

Making our way out of the airport took time and by the time I was shown into a car, my uncomfortable aching had eased.  Separated from Devon, I rode to the hotel we would be staying at with Mattie and Erin.

Everyone was psyched to be in New York and as we were travelling, we all chatted excitedly about the things we wanted to see while we were in the city before moving on.

When we arrived at the ‘The High Line’ hotel, it was 7pm New York time.  Shown into the luxurious hotel which boasted magnificent views of Manhattan and the Hudson River, I found myself escorted to a beautiful hotel room.  Realising we were going to be spoiled on this incredible tour, I sank to the bed, looking around.  The others, Mattie and Erin, were along the corridor from me, and the dancers had disappeared to the floor below to find their rooms.  Devon would be here by now, I knew, but I had no idea where. 

Mattie and Erin had headed to bed.  Although it was 7pm in New York, at home in London it would have already been midnight. Both wanted to check in with their spouses, relax and then sleep.  I had said goodnight and arranged to meet up with them in the morning.

Suddenly alone, and not feeling tired at all, I felt at a loose end.  My mind was on Devon, and I still hadn’t got over what had happened on the descent on the plane. Laughing to myself incredulously, I shook my head, thinking of how she had touched me and eased her fingers inside me.  It made my body tighten as I thought about it.

As I sat on the bed, my phone beeped.  Picking it up, I saw a message from Devon.

‘You in your hotel room now? X’ she asked.

I typed back. ‘Yes, it’s gorgeous. Where are you? X’

‘Same, in my hotel room.  What are you doing? Are you alone?’ she questioned.

‘Yes. Mattie and Erin went to bed-slackers! I’m just wondering what to do,’ I wrote.  ‘Not tired yet x’ I typed, wondering if she would possibly invite me over.  I was chancing my luck but knew I would love to go and be with her rather than on my own.

‘Do you want to come up? X’ she replied, quickly.

‘Yes x’ I sent, immediately.

‘I’m in the penthouse x’ she text.

I laughed to myself.  ‘Of course you are, rockstar x’ I typed back, before hurrying to my feet, grabbing my key card, and heading out the door.

I rode up to the penthouse and knocked, feeling a heady rush of anticipation fill me.  Everything seemed excited, new and amazing at the moment.  As the door opened, I smiled at her widely.  Devon was barefooted, wearing shorts and a t-shirt and looked relaxed and happy.

‘Hey you,’ she grinned.

‘Hey gorgeous,’ I said, and stepped in, smiling at her flirtatiously.

‘Come and see my view,’ she welcomed, ushering me in quickly and closing the door behind me.

‘Thanks,’ I said, walking in and exclaiming in shock.  ‘Wow! This is incredible!’ I gushed, looking around the huge space.  There was a wide, open living area which was surrounded by ceiling to floor windows which overlooked the river beyond.  It was stunning.

‘I know, isn’t it just!’ she smiled.  ‘Come and see the view!’

I walked over and leant against the window, looking out at the darkening skies over the picturesque river. Devon came up close behind me and stood there, leaning down to speak into my ear.

‘It’s beautiful right?’ she murmured.

‘Yeah,’ I said, and leaned my head back to rest on her shoulder.

She sighed and eased her hands around my waist to settle on my stomach, holding me pressed back against her. ‘Mmm…I’ve been thinking about you,’ she told me, softly.

‘You have? Why?’ I asked, quietly.

‘I was wondering if you’re freaking out,’ she murmured into my neck, silkily.

‘Over what?’ I asked, although I knew what she was going to say already.

‘What I did to you on the plane…’

I felt my cheeks redden but I didn’t allow myself to squirm out of her arms like I could have.  ‘Well…I get that you were trying to distract me…’ I began, ‘but maybe that was one step too far,’ I mumbled.

She chuckled, the deep rumble of her chest reverberating through my back.  ‘It was a little extreme for a plane ride, but you were pretty much hyperventilating.  Next time we fly, I reckon we’re joining the mile high club in the bathroom! I’ll have to fuck you to make you stop!’ she laughed.

I whirled around on her, swatting her playfully.  ‘Devon! Shut up!’ I exclaimed.

She just seemed to find it funny. ‘You were out of it! So scared it was hard to distract you!’

‘You managed it though! Both times,’ I said, shaking my head with the memory of it.

‘Yeah, I did.  So…’ she drawled, her eyes scanning mine.

‘What?’

‘I’ve got to ask…even though I probably shouldn’t…’ she carried on.

‘Oh, God, what?’ I questioned.  ‘What are you going to say now?’

‘Did you like it?’ she asked, her one eyebrow lifting in question.

I felt my cheeks stain with colour as her bright blue eyes held mine captive. ‘I…uh…’

‘Because I’m guessing…and tell me if I’m wrong…but I’m guessing that might be the first time you’ve had a woman pushing her fingers inside you?’

I fell speechless for a moment, not knowing what to say or how to respond.  ‘I…no…I mean, no one has,’ I mumbled at last, embarrassed.

‘You’ve never been with a woman?’ she asked.

‘Devon! I’ve been with guys! Can you shut up about it now?’ I groaned.

‘I can’t…I’ve got a little taste, so it’s got me thinking.’

‘Oh don’t,’ I said, shaking my head.

‘You’re not interested?’ she asked, pulling me towards the sofa.

‘In what?’ I asked, as we sank to the sofa, her arm wrapped around me and keeping me close.

‘Being fingered?’ she said, lifting her hand to my face and then running her thumb along my lower lip. 

‘Oh God, Devon,’ I groaned, turning away a little.

‘What?’

‘Just don’t,’ I chuckled.  ‘You only did that to distract me from the landing.’

‘True…but I’d still like to do it again…properly…make you come from just my fingers.’

‘Oh, stop it,’ I laughed, swatting her playfully away as her fingers toyed with my chin.

‘Anyway…Astra…’ she began.

I sighed, wondering what was coming.  ‘What?’

‘Have you given any thought to what we talked about…you know, us…when we’re together?’ she wondered.

‘I…’ I mumbled. ‘I have a little…but I’m still…thinking,’ I finally said.

‘Tell me exactly what you’re thinking, Astra-Jo.’

‘Well,’ I drawled, ‘I like…kissing…and cuddles with you…so I’m okay with that.  The rest of it…can I dwell on it a little more?’

‘Of course! So kissing is good? Can we make out a little?’ she asked, touching my lips with her fingers again, gently.

‘Sure,’ I smiled, my eyes dropping to her full mouth.  My stomach lurched with sudden arousal, and I closed my eyes as she moved closer immediately. 

As Devon’s mouth found mine, it was lazy and slow over mine.  Gone was the insistent, forceful Devon and in place was a gentle, coaxing side of her which I found I enjoyed just as much.  Her talented mouth nipped and played with mine, urging my mouth to part so she could slide her tongue inside to meet mine.

At the first touch of her tongue, I moaned into her mouth.  It felt so good, languid and silky on mine.  Her hands moved to slide through the back of my hair, threading through it and pulling me closer to her to press her body against mine.  She moaned herself as our kiss deepened, our tongues meeting and dancing in unison.

Devon drew back for a moment and looked down at my dazed eyes.  ‘You want to make out a little more? Somewhere more comfortable-like the bed?’ she asked, huskily.

‘Just make out?’ I questioned.

She nodded.  ‘Just make out.’

‘Okay,’ I said, easily, enjoying being close to her.

‘Come on,’ she said, pulling me up.  Lacing her hand through mine, she led me through the wide-open space and down the corridor into a master bedroom.  The bed was huge, plush and looked incredibly comfortable.

‘Wow,’ I breathed, impressed.

‘Looks great, huh? And it’s massive…that’s why I thought we could stretch out a little…’

‘Don’t you think this is…uh, tempting fate?’ I asked, with an unsure little chuckle.

‘Tempting you, more like,’ she said, nudging me playfully.

I grinned.  ‘I’m holding you to just kissing, alright?’ I warned.

‘Yeah, deal,’ she said, turning towards me.  ‘But take the jacket off,’ she said, ‘you’ll be so much more comfortable.’

Accepting her helpful hands, I let her take off my jacket, leaving me in t-shirt and jeans.  Then, she leapt onto the bed and gestured for me to follow suit.  Clambering onto the bed, I eased into her waiting arms.

Chapter 22

The bed was incredibly comfy, and I climbed into Devon’s arms without hesitation.  She pulled me close and immediately turned her head to capture my lips with hers.  I eased my hand around her, sliding up her back, feeling her strong frame beneath my fingers.  I opened my mouth, and she devoured me languidly.  I couldn’t stop, couldn’t think, all my body could do was respond to her every touch. 

Her hands ran down my side, cupped my butt, pulled me closer to press flush against her.  Her open mouth moved skilfully against mine.  She knew just how to arouse me, how to tease with her clever, talented lips.

‘Devon,’ I moaned, unable to help myself.

‘God, Astra,’ she responded, undulating against my thigh.

My own jeans felt restrictive and uncomfortable already, as my body ached for relief.  I had said only kissing though, so I tried to calm myself by easing back.

‘Devon…’ I said, drawing back.

‘Mmm?’

‘Ease up a bit,’ I whispered.

‘Why?’

‘It’s too much…I don’t want to get too out of control again…you’re making me horny already,’ I admitted.

‘Just relax, Astra…remember when you were a teenager? We’ll just make out, alright…we don’t have to do anything else.’

That was all very well, but my body was asking for much, much more than simple kisses. ‘Easy for you to say.’

‘Astra!’ she laughed, ‘can’t you kiss someone without getting turned on to breaking point?’ she said, rubbing against me languidly.

‘Not with you I can’t,’ I muttered.

‘What does that mean?’ she murmured.  ‘Are you not always like this? I thought you were just hot…highly sexed…’

‘I’ve had plenty of make out sessions where I’ve kept it in my pants easily,’ I told her, ‘You just make me…’ I couldn’t say it.

‘What Astra?’ she prompted.

‘I don’t know,’ I said, biting my bottom lip.  ‘Fucking horny might sum it up though!’

‘You want anything else then?’ she asked, seductively.

I was beyond tempted.  ‘I can keep it in my pants,’ I told her, instead.  ‘Let’s just kiss some more…’

‘Whatever you say, gorgeous,’ she murmured.

Lifting my chin again, I opened my mouth for her.  The time she went in strong, slanting her mouth across mine to take me fiercely.  I held onto her tightly, letting her mouth take mine as her tongue found mine once more.  Sliding up into a blissful ecstasy, I moaned repeatedly as her erotic lips teased me relentlessly.  I was left gasping, aching, and arching up towards her, wanting more, always more.

As time went on and her kisses maintained their fervour, I found myself rubbing up against her, seeking release.  My clitoris was throbbing and pulsating with need, and I could feel that I had grown wet, as I was so ready and excited. 

‘Stop it,’ she whispered, lifting her mouth from mine ever so slightly.

‘Stop what?’ I breathed, restlessly moving.

‘Rubbing yourself on me…you said only kisses,’ she reminded me.

‘Mmm,’ I moaned, losing myself a little, ‘I wanna come,’ I almost whined, becoming more and more desperate as her mouth nipped at my lips.

‘What do you want, Astra?’ she asked, huskily.

‘I wanna come,’ I repeated, unable to stop myself now that she had aroused me so incredibly quickly.

‘On your own, or with me?’ she questioned, her voice low and sexy.

I opened my eyes and saw that her blue eyes had darkened with desire and the way she looked at me was with a deep want and need reflected in her gaze.  ‘I want…I want… please just touch me…make me come.’

She didn’t hesitate for a second as soon as I gave her the green light.  Moving down, she quickly pulled my jeans open and slid her hand inside, down against my slick clitoris, which was aching for release.

‘Ah Astra,’ she breathed. ‘You’re so wet, aren’t you? I want to taste you…use my mouth,’ she said, running her tongue along my lower lip slowly.

I groaned with the very thought of her incredible mouth moving against my eager clitoris.  ‘Ah,’ I cried, as I lifted my hips upwards, to encourage her to start moving her hand on me.

‘So eager, Astra-Jo…we have all night,’ she said, running her hand across my stomach.  ‘Slow down.’

‘Please don’t slow down,’ I begged, ‘Touch me now!’

Her eyes held reached mine and she imprisoned them with a hypnotic look.  ‘Astra…’ she breathed.  ‘God, Astra, what you do to me…’

I heaved in desperate breaths, filling my lungs with air.  Mercifully, she began to move downwards, and I felt strong fingers start to circle against my clitoris. 

‘Mm…ah!’ I moaned, unable to take it.  It was so good to feel her touch, but I needed more.  My body couldn’t stop moving and undulating underneath her touch.  Turning to kiss her, I filled her mouth with my urgent tongue, searching for satisfaction as her hand moved.

‘Oh my God, Astra,’ she breathed, lifting her mouth from mine.  ‘You’re so desperate for it.’

‘I need you…please, Devon…’ I gasped.

‘Hand or mouth?’ she asked, huskily.

‘I, uh…hand,’ I told her, glancing up at her with lust-filled eyes.

‘You didn’t like my mouth?’ she questioned, drawing back to look at me properly.

‘I love your mouth!’ I exclaimed hotly, ‘I just…it’s so much more…intimate…I just…while I’m…figuring the out…’ I said, brokenly.

‘That’s fine, Astra,’ she told me, gently, kissing me softly, rubbing her nose against mine.  ‘No pressure,’ she kissed my lips, ‘no stress,’ she kissed my neck, ‘just pleasure,’ she whispered, trailing her lips down to my chest.

‘Touch me,’ I mumbled, arching my back to strain against her.

‘Easy,’ she murmured, trailing kisses, her tongue, all around the sensitive skin on my neck.

‘Mmm,’ I moaned, my lips lifting and circling where her hand stayed, moving between my legs. 

In a shift of gears, she suddenly began circling faster, upping the slow pace she had started with.  My head fell back, my breath catching in my throat as my arousal suddenly revved into overdrive.  Her hand rubbed me hard and fast now, her mouth finding mine for a soul-shattering kiss.

My nipples tightened and my stomach tensed as I felt the onset of climax approaching. Her hand was working me furiously, her breath hot on my neck as her tongue teased.  I moaned and cried out, unable to stop myself, the pleasure growing by the second. 

‘Devon,’ I gasped.  ‘I’m…oh God…I’m gonna…’ I cried, and without being able to hold it back any longer, came hard and fast.  My body arched, twitched, tensed and rolled with the waves of orgasmic bliss running through my system.  She kept her hand on me, rubbing me slowly, until I was completely and absolutely, earth-shatteringly sated.

Sinking back, my chest rose and fell as I drew long, satisfying gulps of air into my lungs.  It took me several long moments to come too and when I did, I opened my eyes to see Devon, lying on her side, watching me, and waiting.

I smiled slowly and reached for her.  I slipped my hand inside the soft material of her shorts easily and slid my fingers down into her slickness.  She moved against my hand, and I liked the way she jerked and moaned as I began to move my fingers along her folds, testing her reaction.

‘Oh God, Astra,’ she moaned, closing her eyes in bliss. 

Intrigued and aroused, I began circling against her clitoris, watching as her hips lifted in response.

‘Astra…you make me ache so badly,’ she groaned.

‘Oh yeah?’ I breathed, huskily.  ‘You gonna come?’ I asked, wanting to make her hotter.

Devon moaned again, pushing herself upwards against my fingers as her hips undulating desperately.  I smiled and began to move my hand.  Establishing a fast, circular motion, I began to rub her repeatedly.  I saw her muscles bunch and her tension mount.  Her breathing grew increasingly erratic, and I could see she was close.

‘I want you to come, Devon,’ I told her, rubbing her fast and furiously now.  I watched as her back arched and a guttural cry released from her throat, loud and thready as she came powerfully against my hand.  Wet, slicked and noisy, I kept going until she was spent, collapsing against the bed with a groan.

When she was through, I moved forwards, cuddling up to her chest. Devon’s arms wrapped around me, and she held me close to her rapidly beating chest. 

Time ticked by and we lay together, wrapped closely.  My body cuddled up against hers and her arms held me captive and in place. When I finally roused, I chuckled to myself, low and soft.

‘Oh my God, Devon…’

She laughed, a low rumble in her chest.

‘You make me feel so…alive…and so sleepy,’ I added.

I felt her smile.  ‘Interesting combination.’

‘I just mean you make me feel amazing…and for an insomniac, sleep is good, and you make me feel comfortable enough for sleep.’

‘So…no regrets?’ she asked, slightly hesitantly.

‘No,’ I murmured, sleepily.

‘Umm,’ she said, shifting slightly underneath me.  ‘We’re a bit hot and sticky though…fancy a shower?’ she asked.

‘Together?’ I questioned.

‘Not necessarily…I’m easy,’ she chuckled.  ‘It’d be nice to be clean before sleeping though.’

‘Yeah,’ I sighed.  ‘Don’t want to wake up all covered in bodily fluids,’ I quipped.

‘Your dirty, little mouth,’ she laughed, rolling me off her and over onto the bed.  ‘I’m getting in the shower.  You’re welcome to join me or get your own.  There’s two bathrooms.’

I watched her go with a flirtatious smile and after a few minutes lying on the bed, rolled off the bed, stretching like a cat luxuriously.  My body felt so good, so sated.  Stripping off my remaining clothes, I headed for the shower-the one with Devon in it.

The room was already steamy by the time I got inside, and I pulled back the shower door, surprising her.

‘Beginning to think you weren’t coming,’ she murmured, silkily as I stepped inside.

‘Just taking my sweet time,’ I joked, moving underneath the spray.

The shower was huge, and jets came from all angles.  I was wet immediately, but unfocused on the water as Devon immediately drew me into her arms.

‘Astra,’ she murmured, as she pulled me to her chest and bent her head towards me.  Her mouth met mine in a hot, wet kiss, full of promise.  I opened my mouth wide to her ministrations, taking her tongue and all it offered.  Her hands ran down my slick back and pulled me closer to press up against her body.  Her mouth moved against mine constantly, teasing and tempting, working and arousing. I couldn’t stop the almost constant moaning she drew from me as the pleasure was just so heady.

‘Let’s get clean,’ she murmured, against my mouth.  ‘Much more of the and I’m going to want to push at your boundaries a little more,’ she said, leaning back and holding my waist.

I smiled at her, flirtatiously.  I couldn’t help it, she was just so gorgeous, staring down at me with bright blue eyes which were full of joy.  ‘You gonna wash me?’ I asked, teasingly.

‘You gonna let me?’ she asked, incredulously.

I shrugged.  ‘Why not? I mean, you’ve pretty much seen the lot now,’ I said, indicating the length of my body with my hands.

She cocked her head and gave me a mischievous smile.  ‘Maybe not quite the whole lot…’ she grinned.

I frowned at her, confused and then it dawned.  ‘Oh, my butt!’ I exclaimed, laughing.

She shrugged, laughing.  ‘What can I say? I like your arse,’ she chuckled.

She slid her hands down and cupped it with both hands, pulling me up against her waist, close.  ‘I’ve felt it though,’ she said, bending to kiss my neck.  ‘And both cheeks fit perfectly in my hands as if it was meant to be mine. 

I moaned against her neck as she slid her hands over me.

‘Let’s get washed,’ she said, getting some shower gel and soaping herself up.

This is I could do and took the shower gel from her and poured some into my hands.  Instead of dealing with myself, I reached for her and started rubbing it over her soft breasts.

‘Ooh,’ she almost sang, ‘you gonna do me?’ she asked, eyebrows rising.

‘If you’ll let me,’ I smiled.

‘I’d love it!’

I rubbed her slowly, pausing and playing with her nipples, exploring her reaction as she occasionally gasped under my ministrations.  Walking around her, I spread soap on her back, rubbing it into her shoulders then moving to her lower back but fell short of washing more, even though I was tempted.

‘Oh my God, Astra, you’re so good with your hands,’ she told me.

‘Guitarist hands,’ I replied, smiling to myself.

‘You feel amazing.  Will you massage me later in bed?’

‘If you let me stay I will,’ I told her, softly.

‘You’re staying, Astra…I don’t want you to go anywhere…’

‘Good,’ I smiled, ‘then yes…I’d love to massage you.  Especially if it’s anything like last time,’ I said, grinning.

‘Happy endings?’ she questioned.

‘It was pretty cool,’ I laughed.

She turned back to face me and took the shower gel from me.  She began washing me, but she was far more thorough than I was with her.  Her hands started on my breasts, lavishing attention on them.  She played with my nipples, rubbing, twisting and toying with them.  I moaned, feeling myself getting aroused as she spent an age touching me.  She continued, washing my back and then moving down to my pussy, bending in front of me.  She washed me completely, without any sense of embarrassment or uncertainty. It was incredibly intimate and very arousing.  By the time she was done with me, I was throbbing between my legs and aching again.

Standing to face me, she sighed, looking down at me with lust-filled eyes.  ‘I think you’re done,’ she murmured.

I groaned, glancing down at myself.  How did she do this to me? It seemed that I was constantly turned on at the moment.

‘You’re so ready…again…’ she said, seductively.

‘You get to me,’ I admitted.  ‘You make me feel so…’ I broke off.

‘Horny?’ she chuckled.

‘That’s one word for it,’ I mumbled, thinking of many other adjectives I could have used to describe how she made me feel. 

‘You want me to help you out?’ she asked, her darkening eyes fixing on mine.

‘Yeah,’ I replied, reaching for her.

As she came closer, she bent her head to me.  ‘Tell me what you want me to do,’ she said, softly.

‘I want you to…’ I couldn’t say it.

She kissed at me, nipped at my lips again and again. ‘Tell me what you want, Astra.  I’ll do it…you know I will.’

Her voice was so erotic, her gentle touch a teasing caress.

‘I want you…could you…’ I released the breath I was holding, giving into my desires.  ‘Use your mouth,’ I finally said, breathily.

‘Fuck!’ she exclaimed, ‘Thought you’d never ask,’ she groaned, dropping to her knees before me.

Without deliberation, she bent forwards and parted me for her mouth.  I groaned loudly and leant back against the wall of the shower.  The jets of water sprayed at me, massaging my tender skin as she leaned forwards and began licking me, her tongue moving everywhere.

I cried out in pleasure as her head moved, licking and suckling me into oblivion.  The raging furnace inside me heated fast and I couldn’t help the moans from my throat as she worked me skilfully.

‘Fuck, you’re so hot, Astra!’ she moaned, her mouth full.  I groaned aloud again, and she drew my clitoris into her mouth and suckled, making my knees buckle and I had to grab at the walls for strength.  She pushed at my hips hard, holding me in place as she licked, suckled and lavished her tongue all over me, making me gasp and cry out in delicious agony.

Ragged breaths were coming thick and fast from my chest as I struggled for control.  ‘Oh my God,’ I groaned.

‘You gonna come?’ she moaned; her mouth still working me.

I groaned, loudly, unable to speak or make myself reply properly.  I came in an explosion which racked my entire body.  If she hadn’t been holding me firmly, I would have sunk to the floor, my knees no longer able to hold me.  The sounds she elicited from my throat were pornographic, I couldn’t contain them or prevent the litany of words which came from me as she pleasured me so deeply.

As I sank back, having climaxed so completely I felt boneless, Devon rose to her feet, gathered me in her arms, and took me from the shower into the bedroom.

Chapter 23

Devon lay me on the bed gently and then dried off before joining me.  I lay there, eyes closed and sated, knowing she probably needed me but not being able to do anything apart from come down from the incredible orgasm she had just given me.

When the bed sank beside me, Devon curled against my side warmly and murmured into my ear.

‘You doing okay over there?’ she asked.

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, smiling, eyes closed.

‘That good huh?’

I grinned, chuckling, but keeping my eyes closed. I felt so good.

‘You gonna sleep?’ she asked.

I turned and opened one eyes, looking up at her.  Her eyes were bright blue, intent on mine.  She looked gorgeous in the dim light.  ‘Not before you get your massage,’ I murmured.

Her smile grew.  ‘Yeah?’

‘For sure.  I feel amazing after what you just did for me, so I’ll return the favour,’ I told her, and then thought about what I had just said.  ‘Well…I mean…in my own way,’ I told her, softly.

Devon chuckled.  ‘It’s fine, Astra.  I’ll take whatever you’re willing to give.  Nothing more, nothing less.  Tell me you liked it though…in the shower…’

I looked up at her from under my lashes, realising she needed assurance it was good. ‘Oh my God, Devon. I’ve never experienced anything like it.  Your mouth is incredible,’ I gushed, in complete honesty about how good she made me feel.

She chuckled.  ‘No need to go over the top.’

‘I’m not!’ I said, chuckling because it was true.  ‘Your mouth is a miracle maker!’

She smiled.  ‘Well, I love doing it.’

I glanced at her.  ‘Was it different at first? Like, the first time you did it, were you nervous?’ I asked.

‘Oh yeah! Sure! I mean, I didn’t know what the hell I was doing at first! It was a complete mess.  The thing is, anyone’s mouth on you is hot, right?’

I nodded, completely in agreement about that. 

‘But if they’re experienced as well or even really into making it good, it’s amazing…’

I thought about that for a moment.

‘Astra, I’m not asking you to go down on me,’ she said, huskily.

‘I know, I know,’ I said, softly.  ‘I just…I’ve never done it properly anyway, so it’d probably be crappy.  The other time it happened, you were on top, leading things…the idea of doing it myself is a little…I don’t know…nerve racking.’

‘Is it because you think you wouldn’t be any good at it or because it’s not a turn on for you?’ she questioned then.

‘I…I don’t know exactly.  I just feel a little unsure about it at the moment.  I’d probably need a few drinks in me before I tried it for the first time,’ I admitted.

She smiled.  ‘Yeah…a little haze is always good for trying new things.’

‘You want that massage?’ I offered, beginning to feel like we would both want to crash quite soon.

‘Yeah…will you sit on me like last time? Let me feel you against me?’ she asked.

‘You liked that?’ I smiled.

‘Oh my God, yes…and your hands… so frigging amazing.’

‘Alright,’ I said, moving to sit up. 

Devon rolled to her front and lay flat down on the bed while I moved to sit astride her.  I sat on her lower back, near her butt and could feel its firmness pressed against me snugly.

I reached for her shoulders, starting in the areas which were usually the tensest.  I kneaded, rubbed and slid my hands all over her, working muscles and generally pleasuring her body with my touch.  Devon lay there, moaning constantly, this was clearly a huge arousal for her.  Her body moved a little, her hips circling very slightly against the bed as she got more and more excited.  I lavished attention on her back, shoulders and arms, taking my time and running my hands all over her. I knew when she was almost ready, as she turned over, with me easing up for her to turn and resettle beneath me.  Staring up at me with dark, emotive eyes, I looked down at her, before reaching to cup her with my hand. 

‘Turns you on being massaged?’ I asked, in a low murmur.

‘Yeah,’ she replied, arching up against my hand, hips lifting.

‘You gonna come?’ I asked her, pushing my hand into her fold folds and rubbing against her clitoris in circular motions.

‘Oh yeah…I need to…please,’ she encouraged.

I increased the pressure and started rubbing her hard and fast, intent on making her reach climax quickly.  Lifting one hand, I played with her nipple, toying and squeezing it as my other hand worked on her sex.

Devon came with a cry of pure pleasure.  Her back arched and climaxed magnificently.  I worked her through the aftershocks, rubbing her until she was completely spent, and her body shuddered and finally stilled.  Curling up against her, she drew me close.

‘Ah Astra,’ she groaned.

‘Good?’ I asked.

‘Oh my God,’ she moaned, ‘it was incredible.’

‘Yeah?’

‘Yeah,’ she sighed, eyes still closed. ‘Sleep now, Astra,’ she murmured, sounding exhausted.  ‘Busy day tomorrow.’

‘Is it?’ I asked, not expecting anything in our schedule.

‘Yeah…for me, anyway.  I’ve got interviews from ten to five,’ she said, glancing over at me in the darkened room.

‘Oh,’ I said, disappointed.

‘Spend the day with the others,’ she suggested, ‘sightseeing and seeing New York.  I promise I’ll make it up to you in the evening.  We’ll go out to one of my favourite clubs…we can drink, dance and party all night long!’

‘I don’t dance,’ I told her, smiling a little at the thought.

‘I’ll get you dancing,’ she murmured, grinning.

‘You won’t…but you can try,’ I laughed.

‘Cuddle?’ she requested, holding out her arms for me to move into.

‘Yeah,’ I said, shifting in the bed, into her waiting arms.

Devon’s arms wrapped around me and encircled me in her warmth.  Our naked bodies pressed together and melded perfectly, as if we were made for each other. I sighed contentedly, feeling a happiness I wasn’t used to.  Relationships for me were usually fraught with problems and trouble, but with Devon, everything seemed natural, easy and somehow fated.

‘I can feel you smiling,’ Devon murmured, out of the blue.

‘I’m smiling,’ I confirmed.

‘What are you thinking about?’ she questioned.

‘You,’ I replied, silkily.

‘What about me?’ she wondered.

‘Just…ah, I don’t know…’ I said quietly, embarrassed.

‘Ah go on…tell me,’ she encouraged.

‘I just…I was just feeling happy, I guess.  Being with you makes me feel happy,’ I said, against her warm shoulder.

I felt her sigh and she pulled me even closer, if that was possible with our bodies entwined. ‘Me too, Astra,’ she murmured, softly.  ‘Me too.’

‘Are you going to sleep now?’ I asked.

‘Yeah…if you stop smiling,’ she said, amused.

‘Okay, I’ll try…sorry…’

‘No, don’t be sorry.  You’ve made me feel really happy tonight,’ she revealed.

‘Good.  Well…night, Devon.’

‘Night, Astra,’ she said, and kissed me gently on the forehead.

I closed my eyes, and to my surprise, felt myself drifting off to sleep.  It seemed that when I was lying curled in Devon’s arms, insomnia was not going to be an issue.

Devon and I slept solidly until just after eight the following morning.  For someone who didn’t sleep like other people, I felt incredible when I woke after nine hours slumber.

As I lay in Devon’s arms, I slowly woke.  Blinking in the dimly lit room, I found myself curled warmly into Devon’s chest, our arms slung over each other’s waists snugly and our legs laced together.  Devon felt wonderful to be curled up against-all warm and soft in some places whilst hard and firm in others.  I sighed, feeling wonderful.

‘Mmm,’ Devon moaned, stirring.

I watched as her face changed as she woke.  Asleep she looked younger, innocent but as soon as her eyes opened, I could see the awareness creep in of our closeness, our position and the feeling of me lying against her.

‘Hey you,’ she drawled, sleepily.

‘Morning,’ I smiled.

‘Still looking happy I see,’ she commented, softly.

‘I had the best sleep,’ I said, contentedly.

‘A couple of incredible orgasms will do that for you,’ she told me, huskily.

I grinned.  ‘And cuddles from the warmest bear ever,’ I joked.

‘Bear? What the hell?’ she laughed, tickling my sides. 

‘I’m just saying, you’re bigger than me, warm and cuddly…so pretty bear-like,’ I grinned.

‘Hmm…I am cuddly.  I like sleeping with you.  It’s comfortable.’

‘It helps me sleep,’ I told her.

‘You’ve said that a few times…about trouble sleeping.  How long’s that been an issue?’ she asked.

I shrugged.  ‘Forever, I guess.’

‘You know why?’ she wondered.

I sighed.  ‘Yeah…but I’d rather not talk about it if that’s okay,’ I told her, quietly.

She pulled back to look down at me and our eyes met.  ‘Of course that’s okay,’ she murmured.  ‘You don’t need to share anything with me that you’re not comfortable with.’

I nodded.  ‘It’s not really that…it just connects to my dad, and I’d just rather not talk about him at the moment.’

‘Understood,’ she said, eyes scanning mine.  ‘I like that you sleep when you’re cuddled up with me though.  Maybe we can do it sometimes on the buses once we’re touring,’ she suggested.

I frowned at her in confusion.  ‘Hang on…buses? As in plural?’

‘Yeah,’ she nodded.

‘There’s more than one bus we tour on?’

She nodded.  ‘Yep.  There’s two.  There’s one for the band and the dancers…’ she began.  ‘And then my one,’ she added, looking a little sheepish.

‘You get your own bus?’ I asked, incredulously.

‘Yep. Lucky old me! But I’m also on a different schedule to you all too so it’s needed sometimes.’

‘Oh,’ I murmured. ‘I get it…but…’ I began but didn’t finish my sentence.

‘What, Astra?’

‘I just…if you’re on one bus and I’m on the other, we’re not going to see each other as much.  I thought we’d be with each other all the time, but we’re not going to be, are we?’

‘Not all the time, but don’t worry, I’m going to spend loads of time with you all as well…and sometimes, I’ll sneak you onto my bus for sleepovers,’ she said and winked.

I stared at her for a moment.  ‘How the hell will that work? Everyone will know something’s going on!’

She gave me a look.  ‘Fine, then we won’t!’

‘No, I didn’t say I didn’t want to! I just…it’s like the walk of shame, right?’

She thought for a moment. ‘Look, Astra, we’re not on the buses all the time.  We do hotel stops constantly along the way and we’ll figure it out, okay? We’re going to be in each other’s company more than you could ever expect.’

I nodded, sighing. ‘I’m just getting greedy,’ I murmured.

‘Huh?’

‘With you,’ I said, giving her a fond look.  ‘I like you, Devon…a lot…so I’m greedy with you.  I think I want you all to myself,’ I told her, softly.

‘Well, that’s absolutely fine with me,’ she replied.  ‘You can have as much of me as you want.’

I smiled at her.  ‘So, you’re off doing interviews today then?’ I asked, changing the subject a little.

‘Yeah,’ she nodded, looking over at the clock on the wall.  ‘I’m going to have to get ready in about twenty minutes,’ she said.

‘No worries.  I can get up and out of here soon,’ I told her.

‘We’ll go out later…with everyone, to the club.’

‘Yeah, that’ll be cool,’ I smiled.  ‘New York by night! Sounds amazing.’

‘It will be.  We’ll have a great time.’

‘But with no dancing,’ I reminded her.

‘I’m going to work on that one,’ she promised.

‘I’ve got no rhythm,’ I told her, ‘At least not when moving my body…’

‘I beg to differ,’ she said, rolling her hips against mine, making me more aroused than I already was.  ‘Your little hips set up a damn good rhythm when I was going down on you last night!’ she smiled.

‘Shut up,’ I muttered, reddening swiftly.

‘But they were going for it! Do that on the dance floor and you’re golden!’

‘Oh my God, shut up! As if I would ever do that on a public dance floor!’

‘I don’t know…pretty much sums up most star performances-simulating sex on stage.’

‘I’m not you, Devon…I wouldn’t be able to do that up there,’ I told her.

She smiled.  ‘But it’s so much fun!’

I laughed.  ‘Hey, you going to give me some kisses before you leave me alone and miserable for the day?’ I asked.

She smiled at that.  ‘Alone and miserable?’

‘Yeah, well…’ I muttered.

‘You want some kisses?’

‘I do,’ I said, moving closer, as her nose rubbed seductively against mine.

‘You want anything else?’ she enquired, innocently.

‘If you’re leaving in twenty minutes, I don’t think we have time, do we?’ I asked, moving back a fraction to look into her eyes.

‘Let’s make time…quicky hand jobs don’t take five minutes, do they?’ she laughed.

‘Not when you’re ready and willing!’ I smiled.

‘Ready to go!’ she said, moving her hips against mine.

‘Me too,’ I told her, nudging up against her thigh.  ‘Kiss me first.’

‘Bossy,’ she grinned.

‘I need you,’ I told her, smile fading.

Her eyes grew more serious, and she slowly lowered her head.  Capturing my lips, I was lost immediately.

Kissing Devon grew heated quickly.  It was like the second our mouths and tongues met; an explosion ignited between us.  I moaned into her mouth as she held the back of my neck to pull me closer.  Her other hand pushed downwards, between us and pushed in between my legs.

‘Oh Devon,’ I couldn’t help moaning as she rubbed me, perfectly.

‘Astra,’ she moaned into my mouth, tongue searching and delving for contact.  I lowered my hand to get it between her own legs, and we found ourselves mouth to mouth, passion exploding, while our hands worked each other upwards fiercely.

There was no deliberation, no slow foreplay the time.  Devon rubbed me fast into absolute orgasmic oblivion.  We came together, our cries filling the room.  Heaving chests and breathless bodies followed as we sank back down from the rapture of our union.  Falling back onto the bed, I drew harsh breaths inwards, trying to calm my thundering heartbeat.

‘Astra,’ Devon moaned.  ‘I wish I could stay with you all day.’

‘Mmm,’ I groaned, unable to move yet.  ‘Me too.’

She draped as arm over me and held me against her.

‘I’ll go soon…once I can move again.’

She chuckled, low and deep.

I opened one eye and looked over at her. 

‘Good?’ she enquired.

‘Amazing,’ I answered, grinning.

Fifteen minutes later, I had managed to get up, shower and dress.  Lingering at the door, I felt reluctant to leave. 

'I'll message you later, as soon as I’m freed up, okay?’ she told me.  ‘Be prepared to go out around seven, okay?’

‘Okay.  Shall I tell the others, too?’ I questioned.

‘Yeah, let’s all go…bond before the tour.’

‘I hope today goes well,’ I then said, ‘with all the interviews.’

‘Thanks.  Me too.  It’s long but press is valuable before we start the tour…gets the tickets sold if I promote more and more.’

I nodded, dropping my eyes for a moment before looking back up at her from below my lashes.  ‘I’ll miss you today.’

‘I’ll miss you too,’ she said, pulling me into a warm, intimate hug.

I held her tightly for a long moment and then lifted my chin for a brief kiss.  Then, with a wave of my hand, I said my goodbyes and left.

Chapter 24

I reached my room by nine that morning.  It seemed strange to go inside the untouched hotel room.  It now seemed unfamiliar, whereas Devon’s room had become my temporary base.  After getting back, I loaded up my laptop and checked my messages, email and social media sites I frequented.  Then, I spent some time searching the places I wanted to visit in New York during the free day I had to sightsee.  As a newcomer to this kind of travel, the array of options seemed to be overwhelming.  There was so much to do and see.

A knock sounded at my door shortly after and I stumbled off the bed and over to open the door.  Erin stood before me, smiling widely.

‘Hey how’s it going?’ she grinned.

‘Hey! Good.  What’s up?’ I replied, gesturing for her to come in.

‘We’re just thinking of going down to the restaurant to get breakfast.  You coming?’ she questioned.

‘Sure, I’m starving.’

Erin was looking around, frowning.  ‘Where’d you sleep? Your bed and room is still immaculate!’

‘Ah I just, uh…tidied up,’ I murmured, feeling discomfort fill me.

‘You what? Crazy,’ she laughed, chuckling to herself, ‘you’re so funny.’

I smiled at her, enjoying her easy manner and sense of humour.  ‘So, what’s the plan for the day then?’ I asked, hoping to distract her from the whole subject of whether I had slept in my room.

‘Oh yeah, well, breakfast and then we’ve been told we have a free day.  Apparently, Devon’s doing interviews all day, so we can do what we like.  I spoke to Mattie last night and she was up for going out and seeing some of New York if you’re up for it?’

‘Yeah, that sounds wicked,’ I told her, pleased with the idea.  ‘Devon text me last night and said she was going to take us out to a club at seven the evening as well so that should be cool.’

‘Really? Amazing! If Devon’s taking us, it’ll be some amazing place-usually really exclusive or like, the coolest club in town.’

I nodded.  ‘Cool, well, shall I meet you somewhere?’

‘I’m going down to breakfast now so whenever you’re ready, come down.’

‘Oh alright, I’ll come with you,’ I told her, grabbing my key card.  ‘I am so hungry.’

‘Did you eat last night before crashing out?’ she asked as we left the room and made our way down the corridor.

‘I, uh…’ I thought about the night before with Devon and a hundred lewd, sexual images flooded through my brain in a rush of adrenalin.  ‘No…I was just…not thinking about food last night, I guess.  All of this has been pretty overwhelming I think so I didn’t even remember to eat.’

‘I know. I ordered room service, but it wasn’t great.  We’re going to have to remember to keep an eye on each other with stuff like this, you know-to stay healthy while we travel. Getting sick on tour would be awful.’

‘Yeah,’ I nodded, as my stomach turned over with an ache deep inside.  I really was hungry and felt empty.  ‘I’ll stack up with breakfast.’

‘And it is New York, right? We should go and get proper New York pizza for lunch!’

‘Oh yeah! Definitely! Have you ever been here before?’ I asked her.

‘No, first time,’ she told me. ‘You?’

‘First time here.  I can’t wait to get a look around and see everything. Mattie’s been here quite a few times, she said, so she can be our tour guide for some of it.  If we do the Empire State though, she told me she’d bail on us because she doesn’t like heights!’ Erin told me, cracking up with laughter.

I chuckled, amused.  The big rocker Mattie didn’t seem like a someone who would be afraid of much so I could see why Erin found it funny.  ‘That’s hilarious.  We can do that one then.’

‘Yeah, and her old knees will be knackered by then,’ she joked, referring to the fact that Mattie was twelve years older than us both.

‘Well, I’m up for whatever…so long as we’re back to get ready to go out tonight, I’m good.’

‘Yeah-and remember jetlag. We might be knackered later so shall we just see how it goes?’ she questioned.

‘Yeah, sure,’ I replied, as we reached the restaurant. 

Erin spotted Mattie sitting at a table over on one side of the room and we joined her.  After ordering a range of breakfast items, we sat, chatted and relaxed before going out.

Mattie, Erin and I spent the rest of the daytime exploring New York.  We visited Staten Island, the Statue of Liberty, the Empire State Building-which Mattie avoided by sitting in a coffee shop and then headed over to Times Square.  We also took time to see Radio City, did some shopping in music stores and took hundreds of photos of our day out.  It was fun, exciting and exhausting-by the time four pm rolled around, we had all had enough and considering the fact we were going out in the evening, decided to head back to the hotel.

When we got back, we parted ways and headed back to our rooms.  I slumped to the hotel bed, completely shattered from the last few days and fell into a deep slumber, waking two hours later feeling slightly better than before.

Reaching for my phone, I saw that Devon had text.

‘How’s New York been? X’ she had written.

I smiled to myself, her contact immediately making me feel warm, fuzzy sensations inside.  ‘It’s amazing.  We went everywhere today; it was so cool. How were the interviews? You back? X’ I asked.

‘All good, just tired.  Loads of people asked about the kiss at the music awards today x’ she replied.

‘Oh yeah? What did you say? X’

‘I refused to apologise for any of it.  Some of the supportive interviewers were asking if I was going to do it again on the tour x’

‘Are we? X’ I asked, grinning at the idea of kissing her nightly on stage, shocking people with the wow factor of it all and also gaining more press attention by keeping our antics going.’

‘Maybe x’ she sent back, with a winking emoji with it.  Then added.  ‘Up to you, gorgeous x’

I smiled to myself.  ‘We still going out at 7pm? X’

‘Yeah.  Be ready! X’ she sent back immediately.

‘What are you wearing? X’ I wondered, wanting to know how to dress.

‘Nothing right now x’

I groaned to myself aloud, completely overwhelmed and baffled by the effect she had on me.  ‘Fuck’s sake, Devon…’ I sent.

She sent back laughing with tears emojis. 

‘Seriously though-dress code for tonight? X’ I asked.

‘Casual.  I’m going in black jeans and top x’ she replied.

‘Make-up or not?’ I questioned, knowing if it was right for me to go out as I sometimes did, with full on stage make-up-eyeliner, foundation and lipstick or gloss.

‘Wear whatever you want, Astra.  You’re always stunning x’ she sent back.

‘Alright, see you later x’ I replied and set my phone aside.  Every part of me wanted to leave the room and head up to her hotel room to spend more time alone with her, even though we were about to go out for the evening together.  I told myself to calm down and relax. I didn’t want to become like one of Devon’s fangirls, fawning all over her, desperate for her attention.  Sitting back against the headboard, I flicked through my phone, idly wasting the time until I could go out and see her again. 

By 7pm, I was dressed up and ready to go.  I’d put on dark jeans and a black t-shirt with a jacket over the top. I’d done my make-up carefully, thinking of Devon as I did it. I wanted her to look at me tonight; to look at me and want me. 

Making my way down to reception, I could see a group gathered ready to head out.  In the middle of the group stood the object of my attention and she looked over as I approached, her eyes flicking over me from head to foot in a quick appraisal of me.  I saw the momentary darkening of her eyes before she did a very obvious mark of friendship, a slap on the back of my shoulder and said, ‘Hey Astra! Looking good.’

‘You too,’ I told her, smiling but then turning away, unwilling for others to catch on to the growing relationship between us.  I knew she liked what she saw but she was masking it well too; acting as if I was one of the guys and that we were all just friendly and platonic with each other.

‘Hey,’ Erin said, coming to my side.  ‘I was wiped earlier! Fuck!’

‘Me too,’ I laughed. ‘I literally slept for two hours straight.’

‘I had a nice nap and then called my other half,’ she smiled.

I grinned at her.  ‘Sap.’

‘You know it! The love of a good man, Astra-it’s what it’s all about!’

I chuckled, but said nothing, slinging my arm around her waist as she pulled me out of the door with her arm around my shoulders.

‘Fuck! Look at the limo!’ Erin then exclaimed, seeing the fancy car waiting for us out the front.

‘Only the best for you, Erin,’ Devon told her, coming over to us. 

‘We all going in the same car?’ she asked.  ‘You haven’t got your own ride around the corner?’ Erin asked, teasing her.

‘Shut up,’ she laughed.  ‘Come on, get in,’ she told us as everyone else ahead of us made their way into the limousine.

Devon and I were left at the back of the group of us getting in and she looked over at me and winked, slyly.  Bending towards me ever so slightly, she whispered in my ear.  ‘You look absolutely gorgeous, Astra.’

I glanced at her as her face came close to mine.  I couldn’t help the words which came tumbling out of my mouth before I could stop them.  ‘I’ve been thinking about you all day.’

Her head lifted from where it was bent down towards me as I had spoken into her ear.  Her eyes met mine for a few seconds, and in that brief moment, my stomach tensed, and electricity crackled in the air between us. 

‘Let’s go!’ someone called from inside the car. 

The moment was broken, and Devon climbed into the car ahead of me, with me following quickly behind.  With tension ringing through my system, I squished in between the others, and we were off.  Something told me this was going to be a good night.

‘Looking fucking hot tonight, Astra!’ Jimmy cried, dramatically, waving a finger up and down my face to indicate that he loved my make-up.

‘Thanks,’ I grinned.  ‘Loving the…top?’ I questioned, laughing hilariously as everyone around us cracked up looking at Jimmy who was wearing some kind of nearly there top, mesh with hanging tassels covering it.

‘Thanks, Astra.  You’re so adorable! Look at the face,’ she gushed, squishing my cheeks with his hands.  ‘I can see why you like her, Devon.  So pretty!’

I hadn’t spent much time with the dancers yet, but I liked how hands on, and affectionate Jimmy was with everyone. 

‘She’s gorgeous,’ Devon agreed, ‘but very talented as well.  I didn’t hire her for her looks!’ she added, chuckling.

‘Bullshit!’ Mattie called.

‘Fuck off,’ I laughed.

‘So, Astra,’ Jimmy continued, engaging me in conversation while others started to chat amongst themselves.  ‘You got a girlfriend?’ she asked, putting her arm around me and pulling me close to her side.

‘Uh no,’ I laughed.  ‘I, uh…’ I was about to tell her that I only dated guys but thought better of it.  ‘No.  I’m single.’

‘Ooh…exciting.  What’s your type? I can sort you out tonight. The is the best gay club in town. Hot piece of ass like you’ll be getting some action in no time.  I’d have a go myself, but I’m taken,’ he said, waggling his fingers at me and showing me a ring.

‘Leave her alone, Jimmy,’ Devon spoke up from the other side of the limo, ‘she dates guys,’ she told him, smiling tightly.

I glanced at her, wondering why she had said that but then turned back to Jimmy as she spoke to me, aware Devon was listening to the whole conversation. 

‘No shit, Astra.’

‘I…yeah,’ I said, laughing uncomfortably and shifting in my seat a little. 

‘Well, I’ll be damned! Pegged you wrong! My gaydar’s hardly ever wrong too! You’re not a typical straight woman though, right?’ she asked.  ‘Bet you’re a little bendy, right?’ she smiled, teasing me gently.

'I, uh…’ my mind filled with images of Devon, her body, the shower.  I swallowed against the lump in my throat and went to speak.

‘Leave the poor girl alone, Jimmy!’ Devon objected. ‘We’re always wanting straight people to be more open, right? Astra is open. What’s not to love?’

‘Ooh!’ Jimmy cried, teasing Devon. ‘Someone’s chosen their favourite!’ he joked.  ‘I’m just messing, Astra-you know that, right? And FYI, I love cuddles! And kisses…although I don’t think she’ll be too keen if I start kissing you in shows too,’ he laughed.

‘I absolutely wouldn’t,’ Devon warned, but laughed it off too.

‘So, you’ve got a boyfriend?’ I asked, Jimmy, wanting to deflect conversation away from myself.

‘Yes! And he’s gorgeous!’ Jimmy told me, grinning from ear to ear.

He pulled out his phone and showed me pictures of his boyfriend as well as photos of them together.  I asked him questions and talked for the rest of the journey to him about his partner, simply to keep conversation in a comfortable zone.  Thankfully, it worked, and by the time we got to the club, I knew everything there was to know about Jimmy and his partner David.

Arriving at the club, we all headed inside and immediately I saw the difference between the club and the clubs I usually frequented back home.  It was exclusive and clearly only catered for a certain clientele…mostly famous, rich or socialites, I noted as I saw some familiar faces present.

Our group had a large corner table for the eight of us and we settled down as the drinks started flowing.  There was beer, wine and shots immediately and everyone launched in and started drinking hard.

On the dance floor, it was packed, and the stage was being played by a new, popular band which I was not aware of but apparently were gaining a good reputation in the US.  I liked their heavy rock style and despite not getting up to dance like most of the others, I moved around in my seat, enjoying the music and atmosphere.

After drinking and general chatting for at least an hour, some of the group left to dance and the rest of the table sat around talking.

‘Hey Astra,’ Erin said across the table.

‘Yeah?’

‘Ten o clock,’ she said, winking.

‘What?’ I frowned.

‘Hot guy at ten o clock.  He’s checking you out,’ she told me.

‘Fuck off,’ I said, laughing, not even bothering to look.

‘Go on, get the next drinks,’ Mattie said.  ‘He’s proper checking you out…you could get laid tonight!’

I chanced a brief look at Devon, who averted her gaze from mine immediately and looked over to the guy who stood at the bar, blatantly looking at me.

‘Go on…I need a beer anyway,’ Mattie said, encouraging me.

‘Yeah-and can I get tequila?’ Erin said.  ‘Devon, you want anything?’

‘Sure…tequila’s good,’ she said, looking at me unsmiling.

I didn’t feel like I had a choice.  With a sense that I was doing something I really didn’t want to do, I moved out of my seat and made my way to the bar. 

I headed for the opposite end of the bar to where the man was quite obviously checking me out.  I ordered the drinks from the bartender and waited anxiously tapping my foot on the barstool.

‘Hi,’ a male voice suddenly said, at my side.

My heart sank. ‘Oh hey,’ I replied, smiling politely.

‘I’m Liam,’ he told me, smiling.

My eyes flickered over him briefly, taking him in.  He was tall, well dressed and handsome, with a bright white smile, plastered across his face.  He was gorgeous, but it did absolutely nothing for me…not even a flicker of interest ignited inside me.  Instead, my mind was on Devon, and wondering if she was watching, if she was annoyed or what she would be thinking. ‘Astra,’ I told her.

‘You’re really pretty, Astra,’ he smiled, ‘I love your outfit.  You look really hot,’ he told me.  ‘Do you want to dance?’ he asked, putting a hand on my arm and gently rubbing downwards.

He was too eager, too obvious.  One look at him told me he would be an easy one-night stand, but I didn’t want that.  All I wanted was Devon-even though that confused me massively.  ‘Sorry, I’m out with friends,’ I told him.  ‘Have a good night,’ I said, collecting the drinks and leaving.  Working my way through the crowd, I breathed a sigh of relief.

Back at the table, everyone was looking at me expectantly and calling out at me, teasing and goading me about the man at the bar.

‘Fuck Astra, he’s hot!’ Erin yelled over the music.

‘He’s gagging for it,’ Raff added.

‘Why are you back here?’ Mattie added.  ‘Go and get him, tiger!’

I put the drinks down and took a shot of tequila, downing in quickly.  ‘Shut up,’ I said, sitting back.  ‘I’m out with friends,’ I muttered.

‘Seriously?’ Mattie laughed.

‘What did he say to you?’ Erin wanted to know. 

‘He wanted me to dance,’ I told her, laughing and shaking my head.

‘Why aren’t you out there then?’ she asked.

‘I don’t dance,’ I told her, ‘I literally can’t!’

‘Everyone can dance, honey!’ Jimmy cried, ‘just to different abilities,’ he laughed.  ‘I’ll show you if you like.’

‘I’m not dancing,’ I said, again, reaching for another shot.  If this was how the night was going to go, I would need more drinks.

‘We’re good here if you want to go,’ Devon said then, speaking up for the first time since I got back from the bar.  ‘You don’t need to stick with us out of obligation.  You want to go pick him up then go,’ she told me.

I couldn’t believe she had said that.  Was it just because we were in front of everyone or was that how it was going to be between us? Maybe the two of us were more casual than I had thought?  ‘I’m happy here,’ I said, bluntly, unsmiling now.  I didn’t like being told what to do by them all, especially when all I wanted to do was hang out with Devon and spend time in her company.

We all sat around and thankfully the subject changed frequently.  After an hour, I got up to go to the bathroom and made my way across the crowded, hot club to find the women’s bathroom.  After going inside, I headed back out, only to walk straight into the same guy.

‘Hi again! We keep bumping into each other,’ he smiled.

‘Uh yeah,’ I mumbled, unwilling to stop and talk.  He had clearly been waiting outside the women’s bathroom and that was even more of a turn off for me.  He probably picked up women often in clubs which didn’t appeal to me at all. 

‘You’ve got gorgeous eyes,’ he started telling me, sidling obviously closer. 

‘Thanks, look you know, you’re good looking and everything, but I’m actually out with new friends.  I’m not out to meet anyone tonight.’

‘Yeah, I know…you’re with Devon Samson’s band.  I love her. She’s so talented.  It’s just a shame that she’s a lesbian, isn’t it?’

I didn’t know what to say so just started to leave.  ‘Look, sorry, I have to go…’

‘Oh no! We’ve only just got to know each other-I want you to meet my friends too!’ he told me.

‘Sorry, I’m with friends…I’ve got to go,’ I repeated.

‘Only if you dance with me later…just once! We can just dance in a whole group or something!’ he said, happily.

‘Uh, yeah, fine,’ I told him, anything to get away. 

‘Great! Catch you later, Astra!’

I rushed away, glad to be gone.

Chapter 25

Back at the table, Devon and Jimmy were off dancing and only Erin and Mattie were still around drinking. 

‘She’s back!’ Erin crowed.

‘He’s not for me…such a player.  He’s probably slept with half of New York,’ I muttered.

‘Easy one night stand?’ Mattie said, arms crossed.

‘Dirty lay,’ I replied, screwing up my face.

‘What’s your type then?’ Erin asked, genuinely seeming interested.

‘Not that,’ I told her.  ‘I don’t know…just…someone a bit more…quirky, different…’ I told them.

‘Like you,’ Erin laughed.

I chuckled.  ‘Where’s everyone else gone?’ I wondered.

‘They’re all dancing now.  I’m going to get more drinks in so we can play some drinking games.’

‘Cool,’ I replied.  More drinks seemed like a good idea, and the drunker I was, the more comfortable I could be with the whole situation.

Several hours later, I was well and truly pissed.  We had sat around laughing and joking, we’d played drinking games and drunk more shots than I could count.  I had just recovered from falling off my chair and the hilarity which had ensued had involved the whole table.  Several had tried to lift me and failed as we all tumbled to the floor in a heap. 

Just as I was feeling happy and merry, with my drunk mind in a state of stupor, the man from earlier turned up with her group of friends and somehow managed to hustle me onto the dance floor in a group with others.  Some of the band and dancers came to the floor too, but I noticed Devon stayed behind with Mattie.

Dragged onto the dance floor, my drunken state wasn’t helping me at all.  I didn’t dance but just spent the time trying to get off the floor.  The man wasn’t taking no for an answer, and he took my movements to mean that I was trying to take him to one side, and he ended up with me as we went to another side of the dance floor. 

‘Astra…you want to go and fuck?’ he asked, putting his mouth to my ear and pressing up against me.

I was struggling to stay upright, let alone do anything else.  ‘No. I want to go home,’ I mumbled, drunkenly.  ‘Need the bathroom,’ I muttered then.

‘I’ll help you,’ he said, draping an arm around my waist and leading me away from the crowd. 

Not realising how it must have looked, I was oblivious to the cat calls behind me as I left the floor with him. As they shouted and hollered, I had no idea that it must have looked like I was taking him home to sleep with.

Liam took me to the bathroom and then I went inside, relieved myself and washed my hands.  Feeling awful, I stumbled outside to where he was waiting.

‘So, Astra…you wanna come to mine? We can fuck all night?’ he offered, easily.

I wave of sickness overcame me and, in an instant, I puked, reaching for his frame to steady me and ending up throwing up all down the front of him.  Shrieking, horrified, he completely lost is, screaming and shouting at me.  ‘You stupid fucking bitch! My clothes!’ he cried, at which point his friend came and helped him to hurry away.  I was left with not even a tiny speck of sick left on me and feeling far better.  That, coupled with the fact that he was not my problem anymore, made me feel jubilant.  Turning back to the bathroom, I went inside and bought a chewable toothbrush which were in a vending machine on the wall.  After washing my mouth out in the sink, I chewed it up and felt minty fresh once more.  I sat and chilled for a moment in the bathroom, calming down from all the excitement before leaving the room and heading back across the crowd to our table.

When I arrived, everyone was stunned to see me, although I didn’t know why.

‘Astra?’ Mattie frowned.

‘What the fuck, Astra? Why are you back?’ Erin asked, looking confused.

‘What are you talking about?’ I asked, moving to my seat, glancing at Devon as I saw her eyes intent on watching me.

‘You left with him! The guy! We thought you’d seen sense and gone to get laid!’ Erin told me.

I screwed my face up.  ‘I’m not interested in him!’ I told her.  ‘I went to the bathroom and got sick…on him, actually,’ I said, and then laughed. 

‘Fuck!’ Mattie commented.

‘Classy,’ Jimmy giggled. 

‘I feel better now though,’ I said, stretching languidly.  ‘My head’s clear and I’m ready to start again,’ I said, reaching for a shot.

I downed it and slammed it down on the table, aware that Devon’s eyes hadn’t left me since I had returned.

‘Whoo, Astra!’ Jimmy yelled.  ‘Now the only thing we need to do is get you to dance! You’re the only one who hasn’t…even Mattie’s been up once!’ he said and laughed, while everyone made comments about how shit it was when Mattie tried to move to any kind of music.

‘I don’t dance,’ I said, simply.  ‘Don’t have the hips for it,’ I joked, and noted Devon’s secret smile.

‘How can I convince you?’ Jimmy asked.

‘There’s only one person who could get me to dance,’ I told him, ‘and it’s not, fucking you!’ I chuckled.

‘Oh yeah? Do tell, gorgeous girl! What miracle worker would get you on the dance floor?’ he questioned.

‘I’m not going to say…unless they ask!’ I teased.

‘For fuck’s sake! Everyone ask Astra to dance!’ Jimmy yelled to the table.

They all did, shouting at me and shaking their heads when I refused and then finally, the one person I was waiting for finally asked.

‘Astra-dance with me?’ Devon asked.

I grinned at her and stood up immediately. ‘Thought you’d never ask,’ I smiled.  ‘Come on, though…you lot are all dancing too if I have to do this,’ I laughed.

Devon held out her hand and I took it, letting her lead me onto the heaving dance floor.

Our group hit the dance floor en-masse and when I got there, everyone started moving to the pumping beat of the song.  I had no clue how to move to it and stood there, laughing while they all cracked up at me, seeing my lame attempts to move my skinny frame to the music.

Devon was killing herself laughing, falling forwards and cackling as I attempted little moves and tried to make her laugh by being silly.  Then, the music changed, and a slower song came on, dreamier and more seductive and I looked up to see Devon move in on me.  She stepped closer and drew me towards her, turning me to face the stage so that her chest was pressed up against my back.  She grasped my hips and began grinding against me, nestling against my butt.  The way she pressed up against me, rolling and guiding me to dance to the music with her hands and hips had me instantly aroused-a world away from how I had felt when the man had approached me earlier.

‘Go Astra!’ Jimmy whooped from in front of us and even sidled in to be the front end of the humping dance that I seemed to have become involved in.  With Jimmy in front of me and Devon behind, I threw my head back against Devon’s shoulder and laughed in abandon, letting go of my inhibitions and simply enjoying the moment.  As Jimmy danced away after a while, Devon turned me to face her, her hands circling my waist.  I looked up at her and felt myself hypnotised by the intensity of her eyes.

‘You want to get a drink?’ she asked, seductively, but her eyes never wavered.

It was clear a drink was the last thing from Devon’s mind, especially as she was pressing up against me intimately.  ‘Yeah,’ I breathed, and entwined my hand in her as she led me away from the crowd. 

She led me out of sight and past the bar, beyond to where I was pretty sure there weren’t bathrooms.  Instead, she pulled me behind her and kept going until we were in some kind of back area, and she opened the door to what was in fact, an exclusive looking bathroom.

‘What is this?’ I asked, breathlessly as she pulled me in and slammed the door shut, locking it.

‘Private bathroom…for celebrities,’ she grinned.

‘Oh yeah? Fancy!’ I laughed, looking around the room.

‘You came back,’ she murmured, silkily, stepping closer and into my space.

‘Huh?’

‘You didn’t go with that guy…’ she commented, looking down at me.

‘You thought I did?’ I asked, looking up at her, wide-eyed.

‘It crossed my mind…when you disappeared for a while,’ she said, quietly, her eyes on mine.

‘Did it bother you?’ I wondered, hoping for her to say yes.

She shrugged, looking down.

‘Devon?’ I said, trying to get her to look at me.

Her eyes lifted and I was suddenly confronted by stormy, turbulent eyes.  ‘Of course, it fucking bothered me, Astra!’ she began ranting, grasping me by the shoulders and backing me up forcibly against the wall. ‘He was all over you-and I thought you’d gone off to sleep with him! I’ve been raging for hours,’ she admitted, her breath coming fast and hard as she bent close to my mouth, seemingly desperate for me.

‘I would never have done that, Devon…haven’t you realised it yet?’ I asked.

Her eyes lifted to mine.

‘All I want…is you,’ I told her, softly, my breathing affected, heavy and urgent.

‘Astra…’ she groaned and bent to kiss me.  Her mouth covered mine as her head slanted to take mine deeply.  Her tongue immediately plundered mine, taking and taking, making me grab onto her fiercely to maintain a standing position.  Her body pressed mine into the wall, hands everywhere as she kissed me.  I moaned into her mouth constantly, loving the feeling of her tongue dancing with mine as her body rubbed against me erotically.

‘Devon,’ I groaned.  ‘God, I want you so much…’ I murmured, more turned on that I could ever remember being.

‘You’re so hot, Astra…and not being able to touch you…being so close but keeping my distance…it’s been so hard,’ she admitted, tongue trailing along my lower lip, making me squirm and buck up against her.

‘All I’ve wanted is this, all night,’ I groaned, kissing her slowly, drawing out the pleasure.  I reached my hand to the front of her jeans and rubbed against her mound, where she was sure to be aching for my touch.

‘Oh God, Astra…what are you doing to me?’ she moaned.

‘What do I do to you?’ I asked, looking up at her under my lashes.  I couldn’t help but flirt with her when she was like this, it turned me on so much.

‘You make me so turned on…always.  I want so much…oh my God, yeah,’ she cried as I rubbed her through the jeans.

‘What do you want, Devon?’ I asked.

‘I want you, Astra.’

‘Yeah, I know,’ I smiled, kissing her lightly, ‘but what do you want me to do to you,’ I asked, huskily, offering something which I wasn’t sure I would have been able to even a week ago.

‘I…what do you mean?’ she asked, her expressive eyebrow lifting in surprise.

I took a deep breath, glancing down at my hand where it covered her mound and then slowly bent to my knees in front of her, unzipping her jeans slowly.

‘Astra! What are you doing?’ she exclaimed.

‘You know what I’m doing,’ I said, as I reached for her jeans and tugged them down, exposing her to me.  I looked up at her and then back down to her sex.

‘You don’t have to do this,’ she told me, softly, her blue eyes dark with desire as I toyed with her softly, parting her with my fingers.

‘I know I don’t,’ I replied, ‘but I want to,’ I said, smiling softly.

‘Fuck, Astra…’ she groaned, clearly blown with desire. 

‘Remember I’m a learner though,’ I grinned, rubbing her slowly with my finger.

‘Ah, God…I’m going to last about a minute anyway…I’m so turned on right now…’ she murmured.

I smiled up at her, loving the feeling of how much she wanted me.  My own clitoris was throbbing in my jeans, pulsing with awareness and aching to be touched, but I ignored it, intent on her pleasure.

Moving forwards, I let the alcohol still in my system encourage me to give this a go and leant forwards.

I licked at her tentatively, feeling the silky soft feeling of her velvety skin against my tongue.  Her folds were wet and slick, and I swirled my tongue against her, teasing her clitoris as I did it.  To my pleasure, it was enjoyable, arousing and the sounds emitting from Devon’s throat spurred me on to think I was doing okay.

Growing braver, I moved in closer and began to lick and suckle in earnest, letting eagerness take over for the fact I was inexperienced in this.  I did to her what I liked being done to me when I was getting this kind of attention, and I became lost in sensation as I trailed my tongue all over her, lavishing attention to all her sensitive folds.

Devon was moaning incessantly against the wall, her hands moved around to cup the back of my hair gently, loving the feeling of me pleasuring her.  I looked up, mouth wet from her juices and her eyes locked with mine.  It was incredibly intimate and sexual. ‘You gonna come?’ I asked her as her breathing seemed to falter and shudder.

‘So…close,’ she managed, brokenly, her voice breaking with emotion.

‘You taste so good,’ I told her, then closed my mouth over her once more, using my other hand to push up inside her inner channel.

‘Oh my God, Astra…you’re…amazing,’ she cried, as her body started to move. 

Her hips began thrusting uncontrollably, and I held onto her waist for dear life as she moved against my mouth repeatedly.  Suddenly, Devon was coming. Slick liquid spilled from her, and I kept my mouth down on her, licking and suckling and working her through the throughs of her orgasm. 

Devon’s moans and cries were ecstatic, and I loved the sound of her coming apart in front of me.  She slumped back against the wall, her chest heaving and falling with rapid movements.  I moved back onto my haunches and pulled up her jeans, zipping her up slowly.  Then I stood up, as she opened her drowsy eyes. 

I leant into her and kissed her slowly, opening my mouth to let her taste herself on my tongue.  She moaned in pleasure and kissed me more deeply, running her hands down my back to cup my ass.

‘Astra,’ she moaned, lifting her head to look down at me.

I looked at her, expectantly.  ‘Did I do okay?’

‘Oh my God,’ she moaned.  ‘Your mouth! I can’t get enough of it…of you.  That was the most incredible moment I’ve ever had…that felt amazing,’ she told me, gushing.

I grinned, happily.  ‘You enjoyed it then?’

‘Enjoyed it is a complete understatement,’ she said, pulling me closer to hold me against her.  ‘You’re an absolutely, incredible woman in this strange, difficult world,’ she told me.  ‘I want to keep you forever,’ she murmured, cupping her hand against my pulsing clitoris.

‘Yeah?’ I smiled.  ‘I liked it, you know…’

‘Yeah?’ she questioned.

‘I wasn’t sure how it would feel…taste…but it was…’

‘What?’ she questioned.

‘A turn on,’ I admitted, silkily.

‘I can tell,’ she said, rubbing my clitoris through my jeans.  ‘So now…’ she said, slowly, ‘let me introduce you to something new…something…pleasurable,’ she suggested.

‘Yeah?’ I murmured, getting distracted as she kissed me slowly, using her clever mouth to tease my mouth open.

‘Mmm…’ she said, cupping my ass cheeks.  ‘You willing?’

‘Depends what it is,’ I said, moaning against her mouth as she kissed me more wantonly.

‘Yeah? Stop me anytime,’ she offered, as she bent to unzip me.

Thinking I was about to get some new twist on going down on me, I eagerly helped as she undid my jeans and pulled them down to my ankles. Then she had her mouth on my clitoris while her fingers pushed up inside my slick channel, forming a knot inside me.  Sliding up further, before beginning to thrust inside me, I cried out as the exquisite ecstasy filled my system. Her fingers were hitting something inside of me which made me see stars, it was that intense.  I knew she’s found my g-spot and was stimulating with every push of the knot of fingers thrusting up inside me. It felt completely like anything I had ever experienced, and I liked it…I liked it one hell of a lot. 

While her tongue circled, licked and suckled, her fingers pumped inside me rapidly. I gasped, squirmed and cried my pleasure, chest heaving and falling back on the marbled sink.  I wasn’t going to last, there was no way I could stop the rising tide of emotion which was threatening to overspill.

As my movements became more desperate, and my breathing more laboured, I tried to moan that I was going to come but couldn’t form the words.  Grabbing onto the sink for support, my knees threatened to buckle as my body let go and a stream of liquid gushed from me rapidly as I came hard and fast. Her fingers stopped for a moment but then she thrust yet again, pushing the knotted fingers high up inside me and making me cry out as my body was pushed over the edge yet again.  My body squirted my release, juices flowing from me yet again.  I sank back against the wall behind me, my body shaking and quivering from the intensity of my orgasms. Gathering my breath, I could barely lift my head from my position, lying back against the wall.

‘You okay?’ Devon chuckled.

I laughed a little, softly.  ‘Broke me a bit…’ I admitted, struggling to gather myself back together.

I felt Devon reach over and turn on the water.  Washing her hands and then drying them along with me wiping me dry, she then reached down to pull my jeans up before turning me around and doing me up once more.

I lifted my eyes to hers and smiled a contented, sleepy expression. ‘Devon…’

‘Good, huh?’ she grinned, knowing how much I had enjoyed it, clearly.

‘Oh my God…’

‘You didn’t mind me doing it?’ she asked.

‘I loved it…I’ve never felt…never knew I could…it was incredible,’ I finally said.

She smiled.  ‘Come on…we’ve got to get out of here before anyone notices we’re not around.’

‘We need a cover story,’ I decided as we headed to the door.  ‘Ooh, I know! You got sick and I helped you…now you’re feeling better.’

‘Damn good story, Astra.  Let’s go with that,’ she smiled.  ‘Then I can take you home and do it all over again,’ she said, opening the door.

I watched her leave, letting my mouth fall open in surprise as she winked at me.  All over again? Hell, yes.

Chapter 26

Back at the group, everyone sympathised with Devon feeling sick and we decided to head back to the hotel.  Everyone was drunk, merry and being generally silly as we arrived back.  I was the most sober one there, as I had puked up the worst of it already.

I had Devon by the waist, with her slung around my shoulders.  The others were stumbling back towards their rooms, shouting goodnight.

‘I’ll take Devon back to her room,’ I told Mattie and Erin who were saying their goodbyes.

‘You need help?’ Mattie asked.

‘Nah, I’m fine.  I feel sober now.  Being sick really helped.’

‘Yeah,’ she groaned.  ‘I think I need to go and puke the up. I feel gross.’

‘You’ve got such pretty hair, Astra,’ Devon said, with a drawl, playing with my hair and pushing it upwards, giggling stupidly all the time.

‘She’s absolutely pissed off her face,’ Erin laughed, stumbling.  ‘You okay to keep an eye on her?’

‘I’ll sleep on her couch or something,’ I said, with a wave of my hand.  ‘In case she’s ill in the night…’

‘More than likely!’ Erin laughed.  ‘Take it easy.  See you at ten in the morning.’

‘What’s at ten?’ I asked, groaning, shifting Devon a bit as her weight pressed against me.

‘Practice.  Meet you for breakfast at nine and we can go over together, alright?’ Mattie suggested.

‘Yeah, cool,’ I nodded.  ‘Later! Go sleep it off!’ I laughed.

‘And you!’

I headed down the corridor with Devon to one side.  As soon as we were out of sight of the others and into the elevator, Devon straightened up a bit.

‘Good drunk acting!’ I exclaimed, laughing.

‘Thank you! And I loved your-oh, I’ll just sleep on the couch and keep an eye on her…’ she giggled.

‘It was good, right! Now I don’t have the walk of shame in the morning!’ I laughed.

‘Walk of shame!’ she laughed.  ‘Oh Astra…what am I going to do with you?’

I smiled at her, moving close into her arms and looking up at her with a smile. ‘I think you already did,’ I smirked.

Her eyes held mine, full of laughter and affection.  Bending her head, she kissed my mouth softly, gently exploring.  When she lifted her head, she held my chin with her hands carefully. ‘You…are…adorable,’ she told me, huskily.

‘You’re not so bad yourself…’ I smiled.

‘We have to be up by nine tomorrow,’ she sighed.  ‘What time is it now?’

‘Half one,’ I told her, looking at my phone.

‘We better get some sleep,’ she said, as we stepped off the elevator and into the penthouse suite.

I pouted at her, surprising myself. ‘Can we stay up half an hour?’ I asked, pleading teasingly.

Her eyebrow lifted. ‘Half an hour? Why, Astra? What on earth would you like to do in half an hour before bed?’ she asked, flirtatiously, pulling me towards the bedroom as our bodies pressed together, stumbling over each other’s feet.

‘You did promise…back at the club…’

‘Promise? I’ve forgotten,’ she teased, grinning from ear to ear.  ‘What did you want? I don’t remember promising anything,’ she said, as we reached the edge of the bed and stopped, her legs pressed against it.

‘You said we could do it all over again,’ I reminded her, knowing full well what I was going on about.  ‘And I for one, want to lick you till you come all over me,’ I said, my voice betraying my desire for her.  ‘Tell me you don’t want that,’ I murmured.

Her eyes went from teasing light-hearted humour to dark and serious in the space of a few short seconds.  Her eyes dropped to my mouth, and she groaned aloud.  ‘You have no idea what you do to me, Astra-Jo,’ she drawled, lifting a thumb to rub along my lower lip slowly.

‘If it’s anything like what you do to me, then I have an idea,’ I replied, and then pushing her, she fell onto the bed, with me sprawled across her body.  Easing myself straight down, I yanked at her jeans and undid them, pulling them down and away from her body so her whole lower half was exposed.  Then, I undid myself and took off my jeans, dispensing with my t-shirt quickly too so that I was completely naked.

Climbing back onto her, I pulled off her top and then we were lying naked together.  I bent to kiss her languidly, lavishing attention her mouth as she kissed me back, moaning the whole time.  My tongue danced with hers, searching for more, sucking on her lower lip and trailing my tongue back over hers. 

‘Astra,’ she moaned.

Moving down her body, I kissed a trail down her neck, pausing to suckle hard on a tender patch, wondering if it would leave a mark there the next day.  I kissed my way down until I reached her nipples. I licked and then suckled on one and found it to be intensely pleasurable.  Devon jerked and arched her back in response to my ministrations.

‘Astra…so good,’ she moaned, reaching to stroke the back of my head as I moved over to her other nipple.

‘Mmm,’ I moaned, busy with my mouth.  Moving lower, I kissed down her stomach until I reached her hips.  Looking up, her eyes were watching me, arms linked under her head as she watched my progress down her body.  Reaching the juncture between her thighs, I trailed my tongue slowly all along her, savouring the comfort of a bed to try this on. Her body jerked in response as I licked at her slick sex, letting my tongue find her clitoris before circling there slowly.  I teased the tiny bud before suckling it into my mouth.   Devon moaned loudly, lifting her hips towards me.

‘Tell what you like,’ I requested, running my tongue along her again.

Devon groaned.  ‘Every single thing you do to me,’ she said, huskily, her voice breaking.

I chuckled; mouth lingering near her.  ‘Seriously…give me some pointers,’ I said, lifting my eyes.

She opened her eyes.  ‘You don’t need them.  It’s amazing…just keep going…and come here, straddle me so I can suck you at the same time,’ she requested.

I gave her a look of confusion.

‘Like sixty-nine!’ she told me.

‘Oh!’ I said, eagerly moving up and then into position as she had suggested.  I hadn’t thought of doing it the way with a woman but suddenly, my own clitoris was being positioned over Devon’s mouth which I straddled while I lay on top of her, face to face with her spread legs.  As I lowered my hips to her open mouth, I also bent down to capture her clitoris with my own mouth.  The dual pleasure was intense and as she started licking me skilfully, I mimicked the movements on her.  Her hands reached up to hold me in place and one of her fingers gently played at my sensitive opening before pushing inside.  I moaned as she thrust her fingers inside me a little.  I responded by lapping at her eagerly, with a faster, rhythmic motion as her hips thrust up to meet me.  I could tell she was close as her hips were undulating again her moaning had increased.  She came fiercely, as I kept going, working her higher and higher until she shuddered beneath me. 

A few seconds later, she rolled us and moved so that we were the same way up.  Then, shuffling lower, she spread my legs and bent between then, spreading my legs wider so that her fingers could push deeper inside me.

The second her fingers hit my g-spot again, I bucked and cried out in bliss.  Her fingers pushed fast and hard while her wanton tongue lapped at me eagerly. The pleasure was beyond anything I was used to.  I stiffened, pleasure flooding through my body at the new and unfamiliar sensations.  She licked me incessantly while her hand worked inside me simultaneously. I came suddenly, arching up and grabbing onto the back of her head while I climaxed magnificently, gushing everywhere with the force of my arousal. I sank back, completely and utterly spent.  Devon climbed up beside me, nestled into my side and closed her eyes.  Neither of us said another word.  We were both well and truly done for the night.

I slept solidly yet again, even though there were less hours left available to us to rest.  We had to be up earlier because it was the first day we were in rehearsals.  When both of our phone alarms started beeping at 8am, we both groaned in displeasure.  It felt too early, and my head pounded after the events of the night before.

‘Can you turn mine off too?’ Devon moaned, shifting in the bed.

‘Yeah,’ I sighed, moving across to turn hers to silent as well as mine.  Sitting on the side of the bed, I held my head in my hands. 

‘Come back…it’s cold without you,’ she mumbled, sleepily.

‘I don’t want to fall back to sleep,’ I said, climbing back over to lie down beside her.

She immediately gathered me close, which I loved and held me close to her chest.  ‘You won’t…we have to be up soon…let’s just take ten minutes here before the world gets crazy.’

‘How’s the world getting crazy?’ I asked, glancing up at her with sleep-hazy eyes.

She sighed.  ‘Today we rehearse…then first show soon after…as soon as today starts, we’re basically starting the tour.  It’s prep and then go.  It was nice to just…be,’ she said, quietly, and opened her eyes.

'It doesn’t all have to change though…does it?’ I asked, looking up at her and feeling a little worried.

She didn’t speak for a moment and that told me everything I needed to know.  ‘It doesn’t completely…but I can’t…’ she broke off.

I frowned at her.  ‘What, Devon? What’s going on?’

‘I, uh…I don’t want to upset you in the slightest as you know how much I want all of this with you…’

‘But?’ I asked, waiting for the negative.

‘But I’ve got to focus once the tour starts.  Especially at the beginning.  I don’t want you to think I’ve gone from spending all the time with you to far less but I’m just warning you that I might have to pull back from you a bit, as everything gets busy.’

‘Devon, I understand that completely,’ I told her, even though I was disappointed. ‘I was expecting it to be busy, hectic and tiring for you.  I’m not going to get upset if you tell me no when you need to.’

‘Really?’ she questioned.  ‘Just like that? Really understanding and cool with it?’ she asked.

‘Devon; you’re about to do your first US tour! It’s massive! I’m not going to stand in your way and distract you from what you need to do.’

She sighed.  ‘You’re such a distraction, Astra,’ she told me, running her thumb along my lower lip.  ‘You have no idea how much.  The thing is, I want the success.  I want to do well.  I must find my focus again and I’ve lost it since meeting you.  All I’m thinking about is being with you when what I should be thinking about is the tour.’

‘So, we cool things for a while,’ I said, understanding what she was trying to gently tell me.  ‘I’m fine with it, Devon.  Really.  When things are calmer, we can pick up where we left off.’

‘Yeah?’ she murmured, quietly.

‘Yes,’ I told her, firmly.  ‘You do what you’ve got to do and when you’re less stressed and more focused, we can reconsider it all.  It actually gives me time to think about it all.  I’ve gone from being straight to more open to completely confused about whether I’m a lesbian, bisexual or still straight.  Maybe some time to reflect on it all is good,’ I said, trying to convince myself as much as her.  ‘Especially after last night! God, Devon.’

She chuckled.  ‘We did push your boundaries a little bit,’ she smiled.

‘A little bit! You frigging had your whole hand inside me and I’ve never had anyone touch my g-spot like that! I’d say that’s more than I was planning on doing!’ I laughed.

‘You adapted quite well though,’ she commented.  ‘And to be fair, you started it!’

‘I did?’ I said, innocently.

‘Yeah! You got on your knees and licked me senseless with that incredible orgasm, Astra! I’ve never experienced anything like it!’

‘Oh behave,’ I muttered, sure she had experienced plenty of hot, sexual experiences which superseded my efforts to make her climax.

‘I’m not just saying that Astra,’ she told me.  ‘I mean it.  I’m not playing with you.  Being with you has been…I don’t even know what to say.  There aren’t words for it.  But that comes with a price for me.  I’m so distracted right now,’ she told me, regrettably.

‘I know. I get it.  I’m uh…I guess I’m pretty distracted too.  So, how are going to be after today?’ I asked her, nervously.

‘Can we try the whole friendship thing for a bit?’ she asked, hesitantly.

I could see by her eyes that that wasn’t what she really wanted but she saw that it was necessary.  ‘Yeah,’ I said, moving to hold her closer against me.  I didn’t want her to see how sad I was about it, because my eyes would have shown her just how much I didn’t want things to change.  ‘Of course, we can…’

‘Just for a while, Astra,’ she murmured, against my hair, stroking it gently with her hand.

‘I get it,’ I said.  ‘It’s for the best…like we said, for many reasons.’

‘Yeah.’

‘I’m going to get up, okay?’ I said, easing back a little from her.

‘Give me one more minute?’ she requested.

‘For what?’ I asked, voice low.

‘Just hold me a minute?’

I nodded and moved closer to hold her against me.  She gathered me in her arms and held me as if I were precious to her. I could tell she didn’t want to let me go but she did.  And I moved away, turned away and picked up my clothes.  Dressing quickly, I grabbed my phone and headed for the door.  I needed to put some space between us.

‘I’ll see you at rehearsal then?’ I said, avoiding her eyes.

‘I, yeah…Astra?’

I sighed, unwilling to turn and look at her.  If I stayed much longer, I knew I could really lose it and burst into tears, embarrassing myself completely.  ‘Yeah?’ I said, turning a little.

‘I loved…last night,’ she told me, quietly.

‘Me too,’ I told her, glancing at her briefly and having to tear my gaze away as when I met her eyes, I saw that she too looked really, really sad.  ‘Look, this isn’t really…I mean, it isn’t…I’m just going go,’ I told her, shaking my head.  Stepping up to her, I grabbed her fiercely in a rough hug before patting her on the back, in a more platonic gesture. ‘See you at the studio.’

‘Yeah,’ she said, sadly. ‘Bye Astra…’

I turned and hurried down the corridor to the elevator.  Without turning to look back at her, I pressed the button, and the doors closed.  I headed back down to my room, my mood low and despondent. 

When I arrived back in my hotel room, I plugged in my phone before stripping off to go and take a shower.  In the shower, I cried.  My emotions were running high, and I felt so, very disappointed that I would not be able to keep seeing Devon in the same way that we had been.  I understood why she had blown me off, but it didn’t make it any easier.

I stayed in the hot shower spray for a long time.  When I finally calmed down, I stepped out and dried myself.  I got dressed slowly and then made my way down to the restaurant to meet the others for breakfast.

Mattie sat at the table looking miserable and Erin was slumped, head down with her sunglasses on inside.

‘Morning,’ I said, sitting down.

‘Hey,’ Mattie greeted me. 

‘Hey Astra,’ Erin murmured, lifting her head from the table.  ‘How’s Devon? Was she bad last night?’

‘Uh, yeah…it wasn’t pretty,’ I told them, ‘but she’s fine now.  Getting ready for today and now focused on thinking about the tour.’

‘Good,’ Mattie nodded.  ‘I did think it was a bit risky heading out last night.  We’ve got such a busy day today and then the first show on Monday night…we’re idiots for getting so trashed.’

‘My head’s banging,’ Erin complained.  ‘Today’s going to be hell.’

‘I don’t think we thought ahead,’ Mattie, the voice of reason commented.

‘Have you been sick?’ I asked, ‘I felt way better once I threw up.’

‘Can’t,’ Erin complained.  ‘I feel sick but it’s not coming.’

‘Make it happen,’ I told her, ‘Trust me, it’ll make you feel better.’

She grumbled something under her breath. 

‘I’ve asked the staff for some painkillers so we can ram them down with breakfast and be better in no time,’ Mattie said.

‘Good idea.  Loads of coffee too…it’ll keep us going through the day,’ I suggested.

Erin moaned, dropping her head again and Mattie just sat back and dozed against the booth.

Chapter 27

An hour later, we left the hotel.  We took a car to the rehearsal studio we were meeting in and once there, were led to the venue we would rehearse in.

The stage was set up for us when we got there, and I thanked one of the crew members as she passed me my guitar to strap on.  I tuned it first and then began to warm up, while Erin and Mattie were doing the same.  We were all busy sorting our own instruments out when Devon turned up, with the dancers and other people in tow.

Turning my back, I focused on what I was doing practicing a few sections of a song which was trickier and checking my pedal board was working as I expected.  Tapping and pressing on different buttons, I tried to ignore the commotion behind me as Devon clearly arrived on stage.

‘Alright Mattie? How are you feeling?’ I heard Devon ask Mattie. I turned, not wanting to seem too distant than normal, but I didn’t smile.  I just kept practicing.

‘Pretty shit,’ she told her. ‘I don’t reckon we should do that again…not before a full-on day rehearsal,’ she said.

‘You’re right.  We overdid it.’

‘How are you feeling? Astra said you were a bit better this morning than last night.’

Devon glanced over at me.  ‘Yeah, a bit.  Astra looked after me last night so I’m ready for the day thankfully.  You alright, Astra?’

‘Yeah, fine thanks,’ I nodded, still unsmiling.  I didn’t want to engage any further with her and was glad when she moved on, with everyone moving to start our rehearsal. 

As Mattie started talking through the set list and handing it out on paper, I focused on the job at hand.  The dancers warmed up while Mattie, Erin and I ran through the first song.  I ignored Devon as she worked with the dancers on the choreography to one of the numbers she was doing with them and didn’t talk to her again until we all gathered to discuss the intro’s section.

‘So, at this point, Devon’s going to do a band intro before doing the dancer intro.  Then, we’ll go straight into ‘wants and needs’ alright?’ Quinn, the director, was saying, speaking to us all.

‘How’s that going to work, Devon?’ Mattie asked.  ‘Are you wanting us all to play a little snippet?’

‘Yeah,’ Devon nodded.  ‘I’ll start with Erin, introduce her briefly before she does a drum solo and then move onto Astra and you, Mattie-doing the same.  If you all prepare a short solo designed to impress, then I’ll do the rest,’ she told us.

I nodded, fine with that plan. 

‘And before we start, what about ‘Be mine?’ Kate asked Quinn and Devon. ‘Are we going with the kiss?’ she wondered.

My head shot up.  Kiss? No…not now, after everything.

‘After all the interviews the week,’ Devon was saying, ‘I want to put it in each show, simply to piss the haters off.  I’m sick of hearing it’s wrong or inappropriate, so as long as Astra’s fine with it, I want to include it.’

Everyone turned to me, expectantly.  My mouth worked, but nothing came out at first.

‘Astra? Is that okay?’ Kate asked.

‘Uh, yeah…I mean, uh…I don’t mind either way,’ I said, shrugging it off.  I didn’t dare even glance at Devon…it could be her call.  If she wanted to include it, I’d just go along with it.

‘Okay, good…’ Kate nodded, back to business as usual.

I turned away, unsure of what I’d just agreed too. My mind was in a turbulent state from everything that had gone on in the past few weeks, sent into overdrive after last night.

‘Okay, full dress rehearsal from the top then,’ Quinn announced.

Finally, I thought to myself, something I could focus on.  With the music and set list ready to go, we began.

The first half of the show went smoothly.  The band sounded tight and Devon, as always, was vocally perfect. She sounded amazing, she moved athletically and danced well.  I couldn’t help but watch her move, and as I did so, remember her moving alongside me.  Every time my thoughts turned sexual, I’d turn away, focusing on my playing and divert my gaze somewhere else-to Mattie, Erin, a dancer or out to where the audience would be.

The second half of the show was more eventful as far as I was concerned.  This would contain the song with the kiss and the introduction of each of us. Both of those things meant more contact with Devon, and I was feeling increasingly sensitive about everything which had happened.  I needed to maintain my cool, focus like Devon had suggested.  It was the best way to deal with it all-and she was right, I needed time to think things through too.  Why it felt like a rejection was beyond me.  The trouble was it did.  Every time I looked at her right now, I felt a sense of longing and then despair.

‘Okay, ready for part two everybody?’ Mattie asked, having gone through a few songs with Erin and I in the break.  As our musical director, she took her job seriously, and was thankfully very specific with what to change, when and how.  It made it easier to be told explicitly.

‘Yeah, let’s do this!’ Erin smiled, clearly feeling better from first thing when she was suffering from the night before.

‘Yeah, ready,’ I said, still unwilling to crack a smile.

‘Let’s go,’ Devon said, her face set in a serious expression. 

I’d never seen her so focused.  She was working hard; anyone could see that.  I almost felt guilty for being the distraction from this.  When she was learning routines, changing parts vocally in songs or getting prepared, you could see the change in her.  She was determined, hardworking and motivated-her face set in a grim line of concentration. The second she was performing, the stage Devon came out-playful, funny, talented and overtly flirtatious on stage.  She played up to the crowd-even in rehearsals when there was no-one in front of her-and was a complete natural at it as well.  She was incredible to watch, I just felt nervous because of my increased role in the second half.

‘Okay,’ Mattie said, looking to us both to count us in. 

We launched into the song which would open the second set and once again, I found my focus in the music.  Some of the songs got heavier at times and I began to flip my hair, move with the guitar more freely as I let go and enjoyed the music. 

Sooner than I was prepared for, the song I had been dreading came to be performed.  I was expecting Devon to do the same thing as she had done in the music awards but when it came to it, I was surprised.

The opening riff was played by Mattie, with Devon positioned at the top of the small stage stairs situated in the middle of the space. Devon made her way down singing the first two lines, her voice clear and strong.

‘Have you forgotten…all of the nights…the fever…time spent together,’ she sang, moving down the stairs.

I played my opening, completely oblivious to her, ignoring her until she appeared beside me at the base of the stairs, approaching me with a determined look of focus in her eyes.

Surprise filled me as she reached over for my chin and lifted my gaze to her. 

‘Could you…’ she sang, and then without warning, swooped down, kissing me hard and fast. I didn’t have a chance to react, just took is rough kiss and then carried on playing as she moved away from me to continue with the song. I hadn’t been ready for her to approach me like that and noticed the hammering of my heart while the rest of the song played.  When we got to the end, we stopped to take notes, like we did in each-to improve it and make it tight for the real performance.

Nervousness filled me as I waited for the response from everyone about what the kiss had been like.  I didn’t think it had gone well but wanted to hear that from everyone else. Maybe they’d take it out, if it didn’t work?’

‘I like the start, with Devon at the top of the stairs,’ Quinn was saying.

‘Yeah, that worked.  The kiss wasn’t right though,’ Kate commented.

‘No, I thought that too.’  Quinn was frowning.  ‘Did you tell Astra about the change in it?’ she asked Devon.

‘No, I uh…forgot,’ Devon said, rubbing her forehead.  ‘Sorry Astra,’ she said, throwing a look in my direction.  ‘It’ll be always after the first two lines.’

I nodded, tersely.  ‘I wasn’t expecting it.’

‘I think maybe we need to choreograph it?’ Quinn suggested, looking at Sasha.

‘No, I’m good,’ Devon told them.  ‘I think now we all know where it is in the song, it’ll be fine.  Also, I like the dance before, walking down the stairs towards her.’

‘I meant for Astra,’ Quinn replied.  ‘Astra…you okay with a bit of direction for staging it?’

‘I…uh…’ I felt unbelievably uncomfortable.  ‘I don’t know what you want me to do?’

‘Okay, well hear me out,’ Quinn replied waving her hands in a gesture which said, ‘listen to me.’ She was very theatrical, but clearly knew her industry from what I could see so far. ‘So, Astra should move to the base of the stairs as the song starts, waiting for Devon to come down to her.  When she reaches the bottom, Astra, I want you to flirt with your eyes before Devon does the kiss…’

I gaped at her and couldn’t help the sound that escaped from my throat.  It was a cross between a laugh and a confused squark.

‘How do I flirt with my eyes?’ I asked, incredulously.

The group around us laughed and Jimmy slapped my back while Devon dropped her head in her hands, chuckling to herself.

‘What?’ I exclaimed, embarrassed.

‘Just do what you normally do,’ Jimmy told me, rubbing my back encouragingly.  ‘Everyone’s noticed your eyes, honey.’

‘What?’ I exclaimed, oblivious.

‘Stop messing with her,’ Devon said, coming over to where I stood and standing beside me.  ‘They’re mucking about because when you’re flirty, it comes through in your big, gorgeous eyes,’ she explained.  ‘You’ve got this…look,’ she said, glancing at the others, who were nodding in agreement.

‘I have?’

‘You’ve got really amazing golden eyes…often you kind of look at people from under your lashes and then smile…it’s very flirty,’ she smiled.

‘It’s because I’m short!’ I exclaimed, hotly, looking at them all as they laughed at me.  ‘It’s not deliberate!’

‘It’s just very effective.  Look, all you need to do is turn to me,’ Devon said, ‘Look up at me with your eyes…keep your expression serious, not smiley-as if you want me…and then I’ll kiss you.  Okay? Simple really…’

‘If you say so,’ I muttered, embarrassed at all the chuckles and giggling around me.  ‘I can’t believe you all think I’ve got ‘a look.’

Jimmy sidled up to me and knelt down, mimicking the looking up under the eyelashes move.  I laughed at his teasing; I couldn’t help myself.  ‘Hey gorgeous…wanna fuck?’ he said, silkily.

‘Stop it,’ I laughed, pushing him away. 

‘Leave it you lot,’ Devon told them, breaking it up.  ‘The fact Astra’s willing to do the gives her major brownie points so leave her be.’

‘But she’s so cute when she’s embarrassed,’ Jimmy smiled.

‘She is but give her a break now.  Come on, let’s do this…are we running it again?’ Devon asked.

‘Yes, let’s go from the top,’ Quinn said,

I moved back into my spot at the back left of the stage, but Devon approached me before we began.

‘You okay?’ she asked.

‘Yeah, fine,’ I told her, nodding.

‘You don’t have to do the if you don’t want to,’ she told me, quietly.

‘No, it’s fine.  I’m cool with it, don’t worry,’ I told her.

‘Okay…well, do like we planned, and it’ll be fine.  Oh, and Astra?’ she said,

‘Yeah?’

‘Open your mouth this time,’ she instructed, looking down at my lips with desire in her eyes.  ‘I’m going to go all out…’

I felt my heart thud with anticipation at her words.  Go all out? Fuck.

The song started and my heart thudded along with the rhythm of the drums.  I moved to my position at the bottom of the stairs while Devon made her way down them. As instructed, when she reached me, the time I looked up at her, watching her as she sang and took her in, in all her glory.  It wasn’t hard to look at her like I wanted her, what it was hard to do was cope with her devastating kiss.  When she finished her lines, she bent her head towards me fast and, again, I did as she had asked and opened my mouth for her kiss.

She took me hard and fast but the time, the kiss was incredibly passionate.  Her tongue dove straight into my mouth in search of mine and I felt myself respond, moving my mouth against hers.  Suddenly, realising she had missed her next line, she pulled away and headed down to join the dancers who had already started the routine.

‘Okay, okay! Stop!’ Quinn called.

Everyone stopped and turned to Quinn, ready for direction.  I felt my cheeks burning with heat.  Fuck, she knew how to kiss.  I didn’t know how I would be able to stay away from her if she was going to kiss me like that every night…not to mention my intense arousal, throbbing and pulsating in my jeans.

‘Okay, that was so much better,’ Quinn told us.  ‘Astra! Perfect!’ she exclaimed.  ‘Devon-you got carried away…you need to be done by the time the first verse starts.’

‘Yeah,’ she laughed, ‘What can I say…she’s really pretty!’ she chuckled.

Everyone laughed while I blushed scarlet.  Quinn and Kate moved away to talk for a moment while we were all left on the stage gathered together.

‘That look was just perfect!’ Jimmy cried, clapping his hands.  ‘You’re going to have the audience going absolutely crazy about you two! Fuck, I wouldn’t be able to choose between you!’ he joked.

‘Me neither,’ Raff chimed in.  ‘You’ve got hot and sexy versus cute and pretty…’

‘No, no,’ Jimmy said, shaking his head.  ‘Devon’s got the whole dominant vibe going…really sexual.  Astra’s got the submissive and yet sexy as hell bedroom eyes vibe.  Fuck, I’d be inviting them both back to mine!’ he commented.

‘Except you’re taken and we’re people, not vibes,’ Devon told him, but she was laughing along with the hilarity.

‘And Astra’s not gay,’ Raff reminded everyone.

‘Oh yeah…’ Jimmy murmured.  ‘Easy to forget when she’s getting into it with Devon so easily!’

‘Shut up,’ I muttered, laughing under my breath.

‘It’s stunning as a visual though,’ Jimmy was saying, really getting into it.  ‘You two look hot together…and like really great kissers.  God, I miss my boyfriend,’ he groaned.

Devon was smiling.  ‘Astra, I have to say, is an amazing kisser,’ she commented.

‘It’s those lips,’ Raff grinned. 

‘Yeah, pouty, perfect lips,’ Jimmy said.

‘Oh my God, can everyone stop looking at me,’ I said, blushing and laughing at the same time.

‘You’re so shy, honey…accept the fact that you’re gorgeous and we all love your mouth,’ Jimmy told me.

‘And my ‘bedroom eyes?’ I joked, enjoying the amusement of everyone around me.

‘Yeah! Fuck yeah!’ he replied.  ‘If I was straight, I’d be trying it on with you for sure!’

‘No, you wouldn’t,’ Devon added in.  ‘Because for the tour, it’s about me and Astra on stage, so back off.’

‘Jealous much?’ Jimmy teased, pushing Devon’s arm.

‘Fuck off,’ Devon laughed, brushing it off.

I glanced at her and met her eyes.  It was all banter, but I knew Devon wouldn’t want anyone else trying it on with me.  I knew she didn’t want me flirting with anyone else-hell, I didn’t want her flirting with anyone either.

‘Astra-you ever kiss a girl before?’ Mattie asked. 

I looked over at her.  ‘Huh? No.’

‘I have,’ Erin said, smiling.  ‘When I was drunk…it was just for a laugh.’

‘You’re just pretty cool with it,’ Mattie commented.  ‘A lot of women I know wouldn’t be secure enough to kiss another woman-especially not in front of people or on stage!’

‘It’s cool…it’s rock and roll, right?’ I said, aware that all eyes had turned to me. ‘And just for the record, I don’t have a problem kissing Devon-she’s gorgeous, right?’ I grinned, giving it back.  If they could all tease me, I was going to give it back. 

‘Fuck yeah,’ Jimmy and Raff were agreeing.

‘And you go on about my lips-look at hers! Doesn’t matter if she’s a woman,’ I said, ‘those lip freckles would have anyone gagging to kiss them.’

‘Very true,’ Jimmy said, moving over to sling an arm around Devon’s neck to look at her mouth closely.  ‘I’ve never seen anyone with freckles on their lips before.  It is hot, you know,’ he told her, puckering up.

‘You’ll be lucky,’ Devon joked, shoving him away.  ‘Saving all my kisses for Astra over there,’ she grinned.

‘We should do a photo!’ Jimmy suddenly announced, all excitement and hands flying everywhere.  ‘Our first rehearsal together! Let’s document it! Everyone get in together!’

‘Astra, come here,’ Devon said, as we moved in together for a photo.

I moved to Devon’s side, and she placed her hand around my shoulders.  I lifted my arm and put it around her waist, leaning my head against her, savouring the feeling of being close to her again. While Jimmy was getting Kate to take the pictures, Devon leaned down to talk into my ear. ‘You okay?’

‘I’m fine,’ I said, glancing up at her.

‘They’re just teasing, you know?’

‘I know,’ I said, looking up at her.  ‘I can take it, you know,’ I said, reassuring her.

‘I was just…checking in…’ she said, quietly in my ear.

I glanced up at her and our eyes met.

‘Got it!’ Jimmy cried and my head snapped around.  ‘Astra! I got the look!’ he laughed.  ‘You wait…I’m going to print it, blow it up and stick it all around our bus!’ he chuckled.

‘Oh, shut up,’ I laughed. 

‘Give her a kiss! We can get a really good picture that way!’ Jimmy teased.

‘No!’ I laughed.  ‘Now can we just take a picture and get on with it!’

We all lined up, moved into a group and Kate took some pictures.  Moving away afterwards, I stole a glance at Devon, who was once again, busy setting up for the song.  I headed back to my place on the stage and toyed with my guitar pedals.  Everyone went back to the job at hand once more and we ran through the rest of the set until we got to the end.  The whole crew were pleased with how far we had got so we broke for lunch.  Mattie and Erin called me to go with them to get some lunch and I headed away with them, once again distancing myself from Devon.

We returned an hour and a half later to practice again.  We fine-tuned some points in songs while Devon worked on the stage with the dancers and choreographer.  She seemed focused and on track, yet I didn’t feel the same.  I couldn’t stop watching her whenever I was able to.  It was a major problem for me as the day continued. 

Our day ended at five and as the dancers and other crew members headed off, I was left with Mattie, Erin and Devon.

‘What’s the plan for tonight then, Devon?’ Mattie asked.  ‘Quiet one?’

‘Yeah,’ she said, walking over, her hips moving in a gentle strut which was becoming more and more familiar to me.  ‘I don’t know about you lot, but I’m knackered.’

‘I am,’ Erin said. ‘A nice long, hot bath will be nice,’ she said, smiling.

I laughed my head off at that, shoving her playfully. 

‘What? I love a good bath!’ she grinned.

‘What’s the plan for tomorrow?’ I asked, changing the subject.  Teasing was teasing, but pushing it too far was never a good idea.

‘The buses are coming in tomorrow.  We’ll be rehearsing all morning and then on the buses in the afternoon before they travel out in the evening,’ she told us.

‘Ah cool! I can’t wait to see where we’ll be living for the tour,’ Erin said.

‘I want to see your bus!’ Mattie said to Devon.  ‘I bet it’s amazing and ours is a camper van,’ she joked.

‘You’re all welcome…on occasion,’ she joked.  ‘I’ll do parties and movie nights when we’re not too hectic,’ she promised.

‘What about the bed?’ Erin asked.

‘What about it?’ Devon joked, slapping her on the arm.  ‘You wanna share it with me?’ she joked.

‘I bet it’s going to be bigger than ours, right?’ Erin said.

‘She is the star,’ Mattie said, dryly.  ‘We’re just the bandmates.  We deserve to sleep in bunks!’ she said, winking.

‘The buses are amazing,’ Devon assured us.  ‘Both of them.  We’ll all be really comfortable-and remember there’s loads of hotel nights too where you can stretch out in more space.’

‘We’re only playing,’ Mattie said.  ‘It’s going to be so cool to actually start travelling.’

Devon sighed.  ‘Alright guys, I’m knackered.  I probably won’t see you all till tomorrow so have a good night.  Get some sleep,’ she told us all.

‘And you,’ Mattie said, giving her a slap on the back.

‘Okay,’ she said, lingering slightly, ‘You, uh…all riding back together?’ she asked.

‘I guess so,’ Erin said.  ‘Mattie, did you want to go to that pizza place? Astra, we said we might go and get pizza at the really famous Italian joint down the road.’

‘Oh, I’m not hungry at the moment,’ I said, my stomach still in knots.  ‘I might just go back to the hotel and chill.’

‘Alright,’ Erin said. ‘Mattie?’

‘I’m up for dinner.’

‘Astra, do you want to ride back with me then?’ Devon asked.  ‘I’ve got a car waiting.’

It didn’t seem I had much choice if the others were going for dinner. Maybe I should have agreed to go out, but I was tired. ‘Yeah, sure.’

‘Let’s go then,’ she said, giving a tilt of her head, keen to get away.

‘See you later!’ I waved to the others.  ‘Have a good evening.’

I followed Devon out of the building and then straight into the car.  We settled into the back and the car started driving back towards the hotel.

Once we were moving, Devon broke the silence between us.

‘Astra?’

‘Yeah?’ I said, glancing up at her. 

‘I…wanted to apologise,’ she told me, slowly, her manner uncharacteristically unsure of herself. 

‘What? Why?’ I frowned, scanning her expression for clues.

‘I messed up this morning,’ she told me, speaking quietly.

‘I…what do you mean?’ I asked.

She sighed, releasing the breath she was holding.  ‘Look; I was kind of stressed the morning…before the rehearsal. I’ve been…worried about it.  I think I took it out on you and I’m sorry.  I don’t want it to be…strained, between us,’ she murmured, looking down at me, her eyes flicking between my eyes and my mouth.

I let my head rest back against the seat, but kept my eyes trained on her.  ‘It’s okay, Devon.  A lot of it needed to be said.  It doesn’t make it easy, but everything you said was right.’

She looked frustrated.  ‘It’s been so hard today,’ she muttered. ‘Not the rehearsal, which was great.  I can just feel the…distance between us.  I don’t like it.’

‘You think I do?’ I exclaimed, unleashing the anger which had been bubbling inside me all day.  ‘I’ll take a step back, we’ll do as we said the morning, but it doesn’t mean it’s going to be easy! It’ll be fucking hard-especially if you’re planning on including that kiss every night! Fuck, Devon! Why didn’t you just say no!’ I exclaimed.

‘You’re angry with me,’ she stated, calmly.

‘Yes!’ I replied, hotly.  ‘No…I mean…I don’t know what I am…I just don’t feel very fucking happy right now,’ I blurted, as the car came to a halt.  We were back at the hotel.  Seeing my chance, I clambered out of the car quickly and left her alone.  Rushing into the hotel, I made my way to my room, slammed the door shut and collapsed onto the floor.

Chapter 28

I sat slumped against the wall for long moments.  My emotions were in turbulence, and it didn’t help that five-minutes after I had slammed the door, Devon began knocking. 

‘Astra?’ she called, when I didn’t answer.

I rested my head on my knees and didn’t move.

‘Astra, let me in…let’s talk.’

‘I don’t want to talk,’ I muttered to myself, too quiet for her to be able to hear.  I knew she wouldn’t give up though, so I got up and headed for the door, intent on telling her to go away.

Pulling the door open, Devon stood before me, her face like thunder.  I opened my mouth to talk but as she stepped inside, slamming the door behind her, I could see already that we weren’t about to talk.  Grabbing me roughly, she manhandled me up against the nearest wall before her head descended, capturing my mouth in a devastating kiss.  I couldn’t help but respond.  I wanted this, I wanted her, despite everything we had said that morning.

‘Devon,’ I gasped, moaning as she covered my mouth again, plundering it with her tongue and taking what she wanted.  ‘Stop,’ I groaned, trying to pull my lips away from hers.

‘Mmm, Astra,’ she moaned, erotically.  ‘Tell me you don’t want this,’ she breathed, slanting her head to deepen the kiss yet again.

I held onto her fiercely and kissed her back, opening my mouth wide and using my tongue to meet her.  ‘I…fuck…’ I cried.  ‘I do…’ I groaned, kissing her languidly.

‘I’ve been aching for you all day,’ she told me, grinding her hips against me.

‘I’ve been…too… since the second kiss,’ I admitted, breath coming fast against her mouth. 

‘Ah fuck, Astra…why’d you tell me that,’ she groaned, as if it was a total turn-on and bent to kiss me again.  Her tongue slipped inside slickly, teasing and her guttural moans making my body heat with desire.

Her hands slid down my back to cup my ass.  She pulled me up against her and undulated against me erotically.  The shock of her moving against me intimately had me waking up to what was happening, and I pushed at her shoulders firmly, making her step back suddenly.

‘Devon!’ I breathed, drawing in deep lungsful of air.

‘Astra? Why’d you stop?’

‘Just…stay there…let me think a minute…we said we wouldn’t do this…’ I managed, brokenly, still trying to contain my ragged breathing.

‘Astra, just stop thinking,’ she suggested running a rough hand through her messy hair.  She looked tousled and ruffled, disrupted by our passionate embrace.

‘No…you stop, Devon…think.  We talked about this…’ I objected.

‘I know we did…but I tried to tell you in the car-the morning I was so stressed.  I was thinking about the rehearsal and doubting myself.  I thought I couldn’t concentrate and focus if my mind was on you.  Turns out it will be on you no matter what, so we might as well keep going with what we started.’

‘Devon, think for a minute! The is just us being horny! I could touch you right now and then we’d be right back to where we began-with questions, distractions and confusion.  Just, back off…and let me calm down,’ I said, stepping further away in an attempt to make myself more comfortable.

‘But we’re both horny…we could be together right now and then talk…’

It was so tempting but I backed away further.  ‘Stay there…let me calm down,’ I said again, trying to draw deep breaths into my body.  ‘You’re messing with me so much, Devon.  You said to put distance between us and today felt rubbish, pretending when I’m around you, acting like friends and now, you’re here propositioning me!’

‘I…fuck,’ she said, shaking her head, slumping down into the nearest chair. ‘I’m sorry, Astra…I don’t mean to do this…’ she told me.  ‘Why don’t you come up to mine? We can have dinner in the room and relax…talk…’

I looked at her, suspiciously.  ‘I don’t know…I was just going to go to sleep.’

‘Have you eaten?’ she asked, eyeing me closely.

‘No,’ I said, ‘but I’m not hungry.’

‘You have to eat, Astra.  You’re tiny.  The tour means staying healthy. Let me feed you…come up for dinner.’

‘I’m not…I don’t know, Devon.  I think some distance between us might help.  I was going to chill, call Elle, my Mum…and you know, sleep!’

‘You don’t sleep well without me,’ she argued.

‘I’m not sleeping with you at all from now on!’ I told her.

‘You…what? Why?’ she questioned. ‘I didn’t ask to get intimate with you!’ she exclaimed, getting heated again.

‘I know! But sleeping with you always leads to more! That’s the general idea!’ I said, getting hot under the collar again too.

‘Oh, for God’s sake,’ she muttered.  ‘Just dinner then! Please, Astra! Let’s not argue…just come and eat then you can come back down here to sleep if you insist.’

I could see she wasn’t taking no for an answer, and it would give us a chance to talk. I sighed, giving in. ‘Fine…fine…but I’m not staying…and we’re not having sex…it clearly complicates things,’ I muttered.

‘Sex! We’re not having sex, Astra! I haven’t even tried to do that with you!’

‘You know what I mean…’ I murmured, grabbing my key card.

‘Oh my God,’ she muttered, standing and shaking her head.

‘Let’s go,’ I said, following her out of the door.

We walked down the corridor and got into the elevator. As the doors closed, the space suddenly seemed far smaller as she watched me intently.  I glanced at her from under my eyelashes and then looked away, shaken.  I didn’t know how to deal with her when she was like this.  Dark, fiery and passionate Devon turned out to be a massive turn on-the way she had grabbed me and shoved me up against the wall had been extremely hot.

‘What did you just think about?’ Devon asked then, her voice low and sexy. 

‘Huh?’ I asked, startled out of my reverie.

‘Your eyes changed…like they do sometimes,’ she murmured.  ‘Tell me what you were thinking about,’ she said, moving closer towards me in the lift.

My back was already against the wall so there was nowhere to go. She closed into my personal space and looked down at me intently.

‘I was thinking about you,’ I said, looking up and meeting her eyes boldly.

‘Yeah?’ she asked as the lift dinged and the door opened.

‘We’re here,’ I said, unnecessarily.

Devon grabbed me by the arm and pulled me along with her towards her door.  Opening it quickly, she dragged me inside, slamming it behind us and then backing me up against the closed the door.

‘So; you were saying?’ she asked silkily.

‘I wasn’t saying anything,’ I told her.

‘Your expression changed in the lift…like you might have changed your mind?’

‘It was just…claustrophobic in there,’ I murmured, forced to look up at her. ‘I haven’t changed my mind…’

‘Can I convince you to?’ she questioned, one eyebrow lifting in question.

‘I don’t know…’ I replied, watching her darkening eyes.

‘That wasn’t a no…that’s progress.’

I released the breath I was holding.  ‘Do you wanna let me go now?’ I asked, sensing a change in my body below.  She was holding me trapped and secure, and I couldn’t help the way it was making me yearn for her.

‘Not really,’ she said, a slow, dark smile spreading over her face.

I groaned, without consciousness, my clitoris throbbing in my jeans.  ‘Devon…’ I murmured, looking up at her once more.

Her eyes grew stormier, and she gaped at me, stunned. ‘Is this turning you on?’ she asked, astounded.

‘No,’ I said, way too quickly, moaning as she grabbed my hands and pinned them above my head captive.  My knees almost sank underneath me, I was so heady with desire.  ‘Maybe…’ I admitted, my breath coming quickly.

‘Tell me what you were thinking about,’ she demanded, pressing me hard against the wall.  ‘Was it the? Taking charge with you? Manhandling you? Does that turn you on, Astra?’

‘No,’ I said defiantly, but my body was betraying me.

‘Your body tells me a different story,’ she said, moving her hands so that one pinned both of them above me, while the other cupped my mound and rubbed erotically.

‘Fuck!’ I almost squealed, ‘Devon! Oh my God!’

‘You’re irritable because you need me,’ she said, her mouth a fraction away from mine.  ‘You need my hand on your pussy, rubbing you and then my mouth licking you blind. I’ll make you feel so good your eyes will roll back in your head, and then…when you’re ready…I’ll make you come so hard…so good…you’ll never look back.  It’ll be the best experience of your life,’ she promised.

‘No…we said we…Devon, we shouldn’t,’ I protested, feebly, my aching clitoris pulsing as her hand rubbed at me and moved.

‘We absolutely should.’

‘Devon…’ I moaned, a warning call for her to desist.

She dropped my arms.  Stepped back a little.  ‘This what you want?’ she asked.  ‘Me nowhere near you?’ she asked.

I groaned, aloud.  ‘I…oh God, Devon…’ I said, lifting my eyes to hers.

‘Or would you prefer something like this?’ she murmured, and closing the gap between us once more, slammed my forcefully up against the door and bent her head to mine.  Her mouth opened over mine in another devastating kiss, her tongue swooping into my mouth to claim mine languidly.  I arched up and grabbed onto her for dear life as she took what he wanted and assaulted my mouth roughly with her. 

Not for one second did I think of stopping her-it was too good, too blissful.  The way she just claimed me was incredibly arousing.   She lifted her head, her dark eyes full of want and need for me.  ‘You want me to stop?’ she asked, her voice low and husky.

‘No,’ I said, immediately, reaching for her.  ‘I need you.’

‘And I need you,’ she groaned, bending to suckle hard on my neck.

I gasped and arched into her again, pressing myself against her leg.  ‘Touch me…please!’

Devon let out an almost growl as she lifted her head to look down at me with those fierce eyes.  ‘You know what?’

‘What?’ I breathed, shakily.

‘Now that’s a turn on…’

‘What is?’ I asked, hardly able to function I was so out of it now.

‘You…begging me to touch you…God, Astra…how am I this lucky?’ she said to herself, reaching to tug me against her.

I moaned and opened my mouth to her.

Devon’s mouth captured mine once again and her tongue plundered my mouth.  Shoving her hand down roughly, she pushed inside my jeans, sliding into my wetness and rubbed hard.  I cried out, in shock and pleasure.  The was the first time I had witnessed her being so riled up before.  It was intense, erotic and making me yearn in a way I had never experienced before.

As she kissed me, her other hand reached and squeezed my nipple sharply, making me cry out.  Her mouth lingered on my bottom lip, suckling hard, drawing it into her own mouth.  Lifting her head, she looked down at me, her expression tense and ferocious. ‘You like me like this?’ she asked, huskily.

‘Yeah,’ I breathed, desperate to come as soon as I could.

‘You like it rough?’

‘I…don’t know…’ I said, stumbling over my words, unable to tell her it was just her that made me feel the way.  Never before had I even considered that I would like someone being forceful or dominant with me.  It had just never been part of my sex life whatsoever.

‘Get down on your knees,’ she instructed me, pushing me by the shoulders.

I knelt, without thinking twice and stayed where she placed me.  Devon ripped open her jeans without ceremony, pushed them off and then tugged the back of my neck towards her, pushing me onto her sex.  She lifted one leg around my shoulder and pulled me closer still as my mouth opened over her slick wet folds. 

‘Lick me, Astra,’ she encouraged, tilting her hips back and forth repeatedly. 

I willed myself to calm down, and my head began to move in rhythm with her thrusting hips.  The motion seemed to work as Devon began losing control, grabbing my hair and crying out, gasping my name. I sank further into her wetness, suckling hard on her clitoris, drawing it into my mouth and lapping at the tender nub and lavishing it with attention. She came in all her glory, hips pumping fast and hard and her wet liquids flowing over my tongue as she groaned her release.

Before I could even gather myself, she was pulling me up to standing and then swirling me around to bend over a dressing table.  Yanking my jeans and underwear down, she spread my ass cheeks roughly and went to town.  Her tongue slid along my soft folds, all the way along me, even over my other, tiny, puckered opening.  I moaned in delicious agony at the new and unfamiliar sensations it evoked.  She spread me further, licking and lavishing attention everywhere. As I bucked and cried, she added her fingers and pushed a knot of them up inside me to nudge against my g-spot once more.  I arched up, unused to the feeling and my breathing became even more unsteady. I felt full and stuffed with her working digits, and she pressed up inside me, moving her fingers to another angle and suddenly I saw stars behind my closed eyes. 

‘Fuck!’ I cried out, completely stunned and arching into the bliss as she kept stroking that magical place inside of me.

‘Take it,’ she told me, her voice roughly arousing. 

‘Ah!’ I cried, in bliss and grabbed the dresser with white knuckles as she pushed me higher and higher towards climax.  ‘Oh my God…Devon!’ I cried.  ‘So good,’ I told her.

Momentarily, she pulled her fingers out and turned me, sitting my butt down on the dresser stool.  She spread my legs before her, pushed me back so I lay against the desk at an angle in front of her.  Then bending, she took my clitoris in her mouth and pushed her fingers back into my wet, dripping hole.  Her head moved in fast, skilled motion as she sucked and licked my throbbing clitoris.  Her fingers found my g-spot easily and she rubbed up against the sensitive spot, eliciting cries of pure, unadulterated orgasmic bliss.  Not thirty seconds passed before I was coming against her mouth, pumping my hips up as the wet slickness gushed from my feverish body.  Even when I had reached my peak, her fingers still worked inside me, drawing out the pleasure for as long as she possibly could.  Her mouth left my clitoris and trailed elsewhere over soft folds, lingering and making me jerk in rapture.

Finally, I slumped back, completely and utterly spent.  I was only half aware of Devon reaching for me, lifting me into her arms and carrying me to the bed.  It was only when I was lain down on soft, cotton sheets that I came too.  Opening my eyes, I saw Devon lying beside me, her eyes calmer, softer and sated.  I turned onto my side, reached for her, and she drew me into her chest.  Closing my eyes, all I could focus on was the dual beating of our hearts against one another’s chests.

Chapter 29

Minutes ticked by and in the time spent lying there in her arms, reality dawned.  Now I had come, now the cloud created by desire had been lifted, I was more than a little uncomfortable with what I just allowed.

Lifting my head and moving back a little from her, I saw her eyes were open too and she was staring at me, watching for my reaction.

‘What?’ I asked, quietly.

‘Just waiting to see if you’re going to freak out on me.’

I sighed.  ‘We said we wouldn’t do this, Devon.’

She released the breath she was holding.  ‘I know…I didn’t plan on it…’ she admitted.

I glanced at her again before lying back and staring at the ceiling.  ‘Where’s Elle when I need her?’ I murmured.

‘Elle? You’re thinking about Elle right now?’ Devon asked, incredulously.

‘I’ve been going to her when I need advice about you,’ I said, turning back to look at her.  ‘She’s actually had some good pointers…not that I’ve followed them,’ I said, ruefully.

‘If she were here, what would you ask her?’ Devon asked quietly.

I sighed again, heavily. ‘I would…’ I laughed.  ‘The point is kind of that I ask someone else…’

‘Astra; instead of talking to Elle every time you come across something hard to deal with, maybe you should confront it head on.  Confront me head on.  Tell me what you’re thinking.  I think we know each other well enough now to be open and honest.’

I lowered my gaze a moment.  ‘Well,’ I drawled slowly.  ‘I would start by telling Elle how confused I am about everything which is going on with you,’ I revealed, carefully.  ‘And I’d tell her how I can’t seem to stay away from you, even when I should.’

‘You want to stay away from me?’

‘No,’ I replied, ‘although only earlier we’d decided that was for the best right now.’

She nodded, looking away, thoughtfully.

‘I’d tell her that I’m completely and utterly blown away by how you make me feel…sexually…’ I admitted.  ‘And yet, I can’t quite reconcile that in my head because I’ve always been in relationships with men; not women.’

‘So, basically, it’s still just completely confusing for you?’ she asked.

‘Yeah,’ I replied.

She sat up a bit in the bed.  ‘What about what just happened?’ she said, quietly.  ‘You were pretty responsive to me being…dominant, I guess.’

I felt a wave of heat rush through me as the memories of how she had been with me had aroused me.  ‘I, uh…’ I blushed, unsure of what to say.

‘Did it turn you on, Astra? I’ve never seen you as…hot.’

I cleared my throat, shifting in the bed uncomfortably.  ‘I…no-one’s ever…been like that with me,’ I admitted.

‘You liked it though?’

‘I…yeah…I did.’

‘Why?’ she asked, genuinely interested, as she leant on her elbow facing me.

I lowered my lashes before looking back up at her.  ‘I don’t really know…it just…it was kind of like when you’re on stage,’ I explained.  ‘You’re all sexually charged and bossy.  It was sort of…arousing, for you to do that with me.’

She cocked her head, smiling at me, a slow, predatory look coming over her face. ‘You liked me taking charge?’

‘In that instance yes,’ I muttered, ‘Don’t let it go to your head!’ I chuckled.  ‘I was probably just horny.’

‘You and me both! Fuck!’ she exclaimed.  ‘Being with you has been a revelation!’

‘Don’t joke,’ I told her, ‘I know I’m inexperienced with women.’

‘Astra, I wasn’t joking! Seriously! I know you haven’t been with other women before but everything you do with me sexually is the biggest turn on in the world for me! I’ve never felt like the with any other person.  What you do to me…how you make me feel sexually…it’s…’ she broke off, shaking her head.

‘Ditto,’ I almost whispered, feeling myself blush a little, embarrassed by how serious and heated the air around us had become.

‘Do you, uh…will you…stay for dinner, Astra?’ she asked, moving to sit up.

I sat up on the other side of the bed, reaching for the covers to pull over me a little.  ‘I’m not very hungry,’ I told her.

‘Please? You can choose anything you like?’

‘I thought you were being healthy leading up to the tour start date?’ I smiled.

‘I am, but one night off won’t harm me-besides, if it’ll make you stay with me a little longer, I’ll be a happy woman.’

I glanced away, torn.  ‘I was going to go back to my room and make calls…phone people and then go to sleep really early.’

She looked upset.  ‘You don’t want to stay with me?’

Her eyes had changed completely.  Gone was the fierce, passionate animal and her other side had come out-soft, vulnerable and uncertain.  I felt myself giving in.  ‘Of course, I do…but…’

‘But nothing! Stay then! Please, Astra.  Don’t just run out on me tonight.’

I sighed, feeling myself submitting to her, yet again.  ‘I…I’ll stay.’

‘You will?’

‘Yeah…as you asked me so nicely,’ I said, smiling up at her.

‘I’ll buy you dinner,’ she said, warmly.

‘Pizza?’

‘Whatever you want,’ she promised.

‘Can we relax and chill? Sleep early?’ I requested.

Her expressive eyebrow lifted and quirked.  ‘Yes! You’re going to stay?’

I smiled, shrugging.  ‘I’ve already broken every plan we made so fuck it!’

‘Fuck it?’ she grinned.

‘Fuck it.’

‘I’ll order pizza,’ Devon said, swinging her legs over the edge of the bed.

Devon pulled on some sweat shorts and then collected her phone.  Tapping on it for a few minutes, she turned to me.

‘What would you like?’ she asked.

‘Hawaiian please,’ I said, getting dressed.

She gaped at me, in mock horror.  ‘Pineapple on pizza? Seriously?’

‘I love it,’ I grinned. 

‘Oh my God, Astra! I wish I’d known!’

‘Is this a dealbreaker?’ I joked.  ‘Shall I leave now?’

‘Don’t you dare!’ she said, growing serious.  ‘Give me a minute, I’ll call in an order.’

As Devon ordered, I headed to the bathroom with the rest of my clothes and cleaned up before putting the rest of my outfit back on.  Going back out, I found Devon waiting for me on the sofas, wearing her t-shirt and shorts.  She looked comfortable and relaxed, a million miles away from the woman I had had a glimpse of just minutes before.

‘Cosy,’ I grinned, heading over to her.

‘Come and cuddle,’ she said, extending her arm for me to cuddle in next to.

I climbed in beside her on the huge, luxury sofas, cuddling up close to her side and running a hand across her flat stomach.  ‘Mmm,’ I murmured, resting my head on her chest.  ‘This is nice…’

‘Yeah?’

‘Yeah,’ I smiled. ‘You’re warm…and comfy.’

‘You calling me fat?’ she joked.

‘No!’ I replied, chuckling with amusement.  ‘You’re bigger than me…it’s kind of…comforting in some way.’

‘I’m still younger than you!’ Devon objected.

‘Right,’ I agreed.  ‘Did you order me some pizza?’

‘I did.  We’ll eat crap and relax.  Did you need to make some calls?’ she asked, softly.

‘None than can’t wait,’ I replied.  ‘I mainly wanted to talk to Elle, but that was before you…before we…’

‘We kind of sorted it out for ourselves, didn’t we?’ she smiled.

‘In a manner of speaking,’ I replied, quietly.

‘Do you want to talk more about it?’ she asked.

‘No,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘I really don’t.  In fact, can we just enjoy spending time together? I don’t want to get into it any more tonight.  After last night’s bender, I need a decent night’s sleep.’

‘Which you’ll get with me, if you stay…’

‘I’ll stay,’ I said, cuddling closer.  ‘You’re so lovely and warm,’ I murmured, rubbing my face on her t-shirt like a cat.

‘You’re a real cuddler, aren’t you?’ she grinned.

‘Mmm.  I love cuddling.  I’ve never been a fuck and run type of person.  I love getting cosy afterwards…especially with you.’

‘Why especially with me?’ she asked.

‘Because you’re you,’ I said, softly.  ‘And you’re pretty damn amazing.’

She looked down at me, gazing at me with an indecipherable expression on her face.

‘I could get used to this’ I told her.

She smiled, still holding my gaze.

‘Why are you not talking?’ I asked, my voice quiet and low.

‘I am…I’m just…’ she shrugged, finally glancing away.

‘What, Devon? You’re what?’ I questioned.

‘I’m happy,’ she said, finally.

I smiled up at her, feeling a wave of contentment spread through me.  ‘I’m happy too,’ I told her, loving the way she looked at me as if I were the only woman in the world.

‘I could live in the night with you forever.’

‘You’d get bored, I’m sure,’ I smiled.

‘I don’t think so.  We’d always find something to do,’ she grinned, winking flirtatiously.

I laughed as the door knock sounded.

‘Ooh pizza!’ she said, scrambling out of my embrace to get up.  ‘I’ll get it.’

Devon collected and tipped the doorman before coming back with two huge pizzas and two smaller boxes with chicken dippers and potato wedges in them.  She spread it all out on the coffee table and poured us a glass of diet coke each.

‘The looks amazing,’ I said, lifting a slice to bite into.

‘Yeah, naughty but good!’ she said, reaching for some herself.

‘I didn’t realise how hungry I was,’ I said, after eating the first piece in about three mouthfuls.

‘Do you do that?’ she questioned, looking over at me as I ate.

I shrugged. ‘Sometimes,’ I replied.  ‘I’m not a massive foodie; I live on coffee if I’m honest.’

‘Ah Astra! That’s not ideal! Although I wish I wasn’t a foodie! I’d be all skinny and lean if I wasn’t!’

‘You’re fit as fuck, Devon.  Stop putting yourself down.’

‘I never used to be,’ she told me, ‘Which is why I’m paranoid about it now, I guess.’

‘You’re hot, you’re athletic looking and you’re gorgeous,’ I told her, mouth full of more pizza.  ‘Move on.’

She laughed.  ‘Simple, right?’

‘No, I get it…but I had the opposite.  Being called skinny little runt isn’t much fun either,’ I told her.

‘Kids at school?’ she asked.

I shook my head.  ‘Bully at home,’ I told her.

She screwed up her face.  ‘Oh Astra…your dad?’

I nodded.  ‘He always wanted me to be something I’m not.  He dragged me to running classes and martial arts until I rebelled, and it was hell on earth each time.’

‘Is your dad not similar in stature to you then?’ she wondered.

‘Nah,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘Dad’s a big, muscly person.  Unfortunately, I got my genes from my mum-who’s petite and short and my sister’s way more like my dad-a bit chunky,’ I chuckled.

Devon fell about laughing about that. ‘A bit chunky!’ she repeated, laughing.

‘Well, it’s the truth!’ I giggled.  ‘He’s sort of barrel chested and Cassie’s the same.’

‘But,’ he said, sobering, ‘I wouldn’t say ‘unfortunately’ Astra! You may be tiny in frame but you’re perfectly gorgeous in every way-not too thin, not too small…just right.’

‘Pocket-sized,’ my mum always told me,’ I grinned.  ‘We’re both pocket-sized.’

‘Which is unbelievably cute,’ Devon commented.

‘Who do you look like?’ I asked, lifting a piece of chicken out of the box.

‘Actually, a bit of a mix.  Facially I’m like my mum-everyone always says that, but I have my dad’s height, eyes and frame.  He’s a big guy-taller than me.’

My eyebrows quirked at that.  ‘And you’re tall!’

‘I’m six foot and dad’s six foot one,’ she told me.

‘And you’ve got his eyes?’ I murmured, staring into her gorgeous eyes, which at the moment appeared icy coloured.

‘Yep!’

‘I love your eyes,’ I admitted.

‘Thanks, Astra,’ she said, smiling.  ‘I love that you love them,’ she said with a wink.

‘They’ve got a sort of…hypnotic quality,’ I told her, ‘and I love the way they change colour.’

‘They don’t change colour!’ she chuckled.

‘They absolutely do,’ I told her, smiling.  ‘When you’re angry they’re an icy blue, when you’re turned on, they go the dark, iridescent violet.’

Her eyebrow lifted.  ‘Oh really?’

‘Yep.  When you’re amused, they go turquoise and when you’re stressed, they’re pale blue.’

‘Wow Astra…you taking notes?’ she joked.

I smiled, sitting back.

‘I love that you notice so much,’ she told me.

‘You’re pretty interesting to me,’ I murmured, putting the pizza to one side.

‘I am?’ she questioned.

I shrugged.  ‘I would have thought that is kind of obvious…’

‘You know, one of the first things I noticed about you was your eyes as well, Astra.’

‘Really? How come?’ I asked.

‘They’re really fucking hot,’ she said, and then laughed, dropping her crust back in the box.

I grinned at her.  ‘They’re not as cool in colour as yours. Just boring brown.’

‘Your eyes are far from boring, Astra. You know when Jimmy was teasing you about the looks you give people? He was actually spot on.  They were the first thing I noticed about you, and you can turn me on, just by giving me your bedroom eyes.’

‘My what?’ I spluttered.

‘Bedroom eyes…don’t pretend you don’t know when you’re doing it,’ she said, chuckling quietly under her breath.

‘I don’t!’ I objected.  ‘It’s news to me.’

‘Well, you do…and it’s really hot.’

‘Yeah? Well, I’ll have to practice it even more if it can get you horny.’

‘No, save it only for me…I don’t need you turning anyone else on like this!’ she commented.

I smiled. 

‘What?’

‘You’re getting protective…’

‘Of you? Hell yeah…I want you to be mine…no one else!’

Her words surprised me.  She was coming on strongly-more so than she had ever before.  I knew she wanted me sexually, but I hadn’t realised she wanted us to be exclusive to each other.  ‘You’re lucky then,’ I said, quietly, ‘Because I’m not looking to get anyone else’s attention.  I’m pretty damn content with yours.’

It was her turn to smile.  ‘So, are you…I mean, are you getting a little more…comfortable with the idea…of this? I mean…us?’ she asked, carefully choosing her words.

I gnawed on my lips, worrying it a little.  ‘I don’t know, Devon,’ I told her.  ‘I love being with you, and it hurts when I’m not.  Before you came to see me the evening, I was pretty miserable,’ I admitted.

‘But?’ she prompted.

‘But…I can’t…I don’t know…something is still holding me back, I guess.’

She cocked her head, looking at me closely.

‘And I can’t really explain it to you completely.’

‘How come?’ she asked, curiously.

‘Because I don’t understand it myself.’

She sighed.  ‘Would you be okay with being gay…if it turned out you were?’ she asked me.

I couldn’t answer her.  I couldn’t bear the disappointment in her face if I told her my automatic answer.  ‘Devon; there’s no way easy way for me to answer that.  It’s not something that…’ I released the breath I was holding.  ‘Look; I grew up in a household which messed me up.  I’ve heard so many homophobic rants that they’re pretty much engraved into my skull.  I don’t think there’s any part of me that has ever accepted that I can be anything apart from what I am…’

Devon’s eyes had changed.  Sadness reflected back in her gaze.  ‘You can change whatever you want, Astra.  You don’t have to hold onto all of that baggage from childhood.’

‘It’s not just from childhood.  It still exists.  Yes, my dad is against being gay, but my mum is also religious.  I know it’s not what she wants for me.  There’s an expectation.  Marriage and children…I know it’s there, even if she doesn’t verbalise it as much as he does.  As for my father, you tell a kid that you’re a fucking disappointment enough, you begin to believe it.  You tell someone being a fag or a dyke is sick and wrong, it gets in your head.’

‘But you moved on from all that crap.  You told me you rebelled from him, became open and different.  I mean, I can see it! You live life openly as you want to now,’ she commented.

‘I do in some respects, but I don’t think I’m as open as I like to tell people I am…’

‘Because of your dad?’ she questioned.

I shrugged.  ‘Probably.’

‘You worry about disappointing her?’ she asked, ‘I know how hard it is to feel like you’re not living up to expectations.’

‘I don’t…I mean, I don’t really feel like I even try anymore.  I don’t want to care what he thinks either.  I go against a lot of what he believes in everyday anyway.  I live with a lesbian; I associate with other gay men, and I’ve kissed you on national television.’

‘But you still can’t let yourself be what you want to be?’

I lifted my lowered gaze to hers.  ‘I don’t know what I want to be, Devon.  That was the idea of taking the time to think about everything.’

‘Something I’ve messed up by this evening…’

‘Well, yeah…but it’s been fun,’ I told her, looking back over at her.

‘Are you going to stay?’ she asked.

I looked at my watch.  It was almost eight now. ‘Do you want me to stay?’ I questioned.

She gave me a sardonic look.  ‘Of course, I want you to stay, Astra.  I want to strip you down till you’re naked, cuddle up in bed and then watch a funny movie.  Then I want to turn off the lights, fool around for a while before going to sleep with you in my arms.  That’s what I want.’

I couldn’t stop myself from yielding to her, with absolute need and desire coursing through my veins. ‘I think I’ll stay,’ I murmured, softly.

‘Yeah?’ she smiled.

‘Yeah,’ I said, shifting over to get closer to her.  ‘You’ve talked me into it.’

‘What bit got you saying yes?’ she asked, as I kissed her softly on her neck.

‘All of it,’ I told her, trailing kisses along the nape of her smooth neck.  ‘Especially the part where I get to be naked in bed with you,’ I told her, moving towards her mouth.

‘Why Astra…you little flirt,’ she murmured, opening her mouth for mine.

Chapter 30

Kissing her gently, in an exploratory way, Devon moaned under my ministrations.  I moved my lips to suckle on her lower lip, then opened to touch my soft tongue to her.  Devon’s answering moan told me everything I needed to know.

‘Can we go and get in bed?’ I asked her, huskily.

Her eyebrow lifted in surprise.  ‘Yeah?’

‘Mmm,’ I moaned, trailing butterfly kisses across her cheek, down her neck.  ‘I liked your plan…and I did want an early night…’

‘Not too early,’ she said, with promise lacing her tone.

I smiled, and got to my feet, pulling her with me.  ‘Come on…’

Lacing my hand through her, I led her to the bedroom.  There, we faced each other, quiet in the darkening room. 

‘Don’t think we’re getting to the good stuff straight away,’ I said to her, pulling her t-shirt up and away.

‘No?’

‘No…sticking to plan, remember? We’re going to watch a film and cuddle up, right?’

She smiled, happily.

‘You’ve got a dopey look on your face,’ I told her, but smiling too.

‘I know…I like this…’ she told me, chuckling.

‘Yeah? Coupley enough for you?’ I asked, winking flirtatiously.

‘Absolutely! I love it,’ she said, grinning from ear to ear as we dispensed with the rest of our clothes down to underwear and climbed into the bed.

While I arranged pillows stacked up against the headboard for comfort, Devon got the remote and started searching through the available films to watch.

‘So, you’re clearly all show, aren’t you?’ I murmured, flicking my gaze over her.

‘Huh?’ she murmured, distracted.

‘The façade you show everyone.  You’re not the persona you put on when you’re up entertaining.’

She smiled at me, settling back on the pillows comfortably.  ‘I’ve got many sides, Astra.  That’s just one of them.  I guess what you see on stage is the flamboyant, sexual side of me.  At home, I’m just like any regular person,’ she told me, shrugging.

‘Trust me, you’re not like any regular person,’ I replied, ‘but it’s nice to see the quiet, serene side of you…’

‘You just wait.  It’s the calm before the storm,’ she warned.

‘I know.  Life’s going to get busy,’ I said, repeating back her words.

‘Yeah.  So, what will it be? I know you love horror and crime, but I think tonight calls for something light and easy.’

‘I really don’t mind,’ I told her.  ‘I’ll be asleep early, I’m sure.  I’m tired for once.’

‘Am I wearing you out?’ she grinned.

‘You must be!’ she chuckled.  ‘How about this? It’s a new comedy.’

‘Yeah, looks good,’ I told her and watched as she clicked it on to start.

As we settled down to watch the film, Devon’s phone started to ring.  She glanced over at it and then picked it up when she looked at the caller ID.

‘Hey Mum,’ she said, speaking into the phone.

I glanced at her, and she grinned and mouthed a sorry.  I just smiled. 

‘Yeah, all good…I’m just chilling with my friend Astra,’ she told her.

I found I could hear her response quite clearly as she was sat so close to me.

‘Astra? The new bass player you kissed at the awards?’ she asked.

‘Yep,’ she murmured.

‘She’s gorgeous, Devon.  I hope you’re behaving with her!’ she said.

Devon laughed.  ‘Yes Mum…of course I am. We’re just having a movie night and relaxing before everything gets really busy.’

‘Well enjoy it-but don’t corrupt the poor girl.  She’s not gay, is she? I heard that interview you did with Alena Smart today.’

‘Mum!’ Devon objected.  ‘You know I’m an angel! And no…she’s not,’ she told her, ‘Which is an absolute pity,’ she said, looking at me, ‘because she’s stunning.’

‘Devon…don’t mess with straight girls…it always ends in tears.  You know that by now, honey,’ she told her.

‘Mum! Please! She’s literally sat beside me,’ Devon said, shifting uncomfortably in the bed.  ‘So, to get to your message from earlier, did you book your flight?’ she asked.

‘Yes! That’s what I was calling to tell you! We’re flying out for the Washington shows and then we’ll do another one further into the tour.’

‘That’s great, Mum.  Are you staying with Uncle Max?’

‘Yes, we’ll spend a few days out there with them.  Can you arrange the tickets for us, honey?’ she asked.

‘Of course.  And you’ll have to come backstage and meet everyone.’

‘I want to meet Astra!’ she laughed.

Devon glanced at me as she chuckled.  I looked away, embarrassed but smiling.

‘She’s a beautiful woman, Devon.  All my friends are talking about her.’

‘And me I hope,’ she said, with humour.

‘Yes, and you! They’re so amazed by you, honey! Your voice is going from strength to strength.  You looking after yourself?’ she questioned, turning all mumsy all of a sudden.

‘Yes, Mum.’

‘Drinking the special tea for your throat?’

‘I will do-once we’ve started,’ she promised.

‘Make sure you do. Well, I won’t keep you.  I’ll let you get back to enjoying time with that gorgeous bassist who I’m sure you like,’ she said, with a laugh.

‘Urgh, Mum! She’s like, right here,’ she complained.

‘Talk to you soon, sweetheart.’

‘Bye Mum, love you,’ she said, and hung up. 

I burst out laughing.

‘What?’ she objected, grinning at me, with a hint of embarrassment.

‘You’re cute,’ I told her.

‘Oh, shut up…’ she said, shoving me playfully.

‘Such a rock star,’ I teased, reaching to tickle her as her hands grabbed at me.

‘She’s just looking out for me,’ she said, pining me down.

‘I know, I know,’ I gasped.  ‘I was just messing with you,’ I said, drawing in breath.

‘She likes you…cutie,’ she murmured, gently pushing the hair away from my forehead.

‘She’s got good taste then,’ I smiled.

‘She sure has,’ she said, and dipped her head to kiss me slowly.

I kissed her back, gently moving my mouth against her and sighing in contentment.  When she finally lifted her head, she smiled at me.  ‘You’re so gorgeous.  I could look at you forever and not get bored.’

The raw emotion in her eyes was startling and I found myself unable to maintain her gaze, glancing away embarrassed.  ‘You’re not so bad yourself, rockstar.’

She moved slightly, onto her side.  ‘Are we going to watch some of the movie?’

‘Yeah.  We’re meant to be relaxing.’

‘This is very relaxing,’ she told me, happily.

‘Later,’ I promised.

‘Okay,’ she murmured, kissing me once more, softly. 

Devon then turned and picked up the remote, clicking the TV back on.  Settling into Devon’s side, I leant my head into the crook of her arm and started to watch with her.  We fell quiet and I grew warm and sleepy, nestled up to her side.  I didn’t last half an hour before I fell asleep.

The following morning, I awoke early.  The light was only just coming up and yet I realised I had slept for a decent amount of time because I felt refreshed from the previous day.

I felt deliciously warm and cosy, mainly because I was spooned up in front of Devon’s large body, which was curled around me.  Her arm was draped over my waist heavily, pinning me in place and her crotch pressed against my butt, her body warm and arousing.

Realising we had fallen asleep last night with the film still playing, and had not got to be intimate again, I wanted to make the most of waking early, and slowly moved onto my back and then to face her, as she stirred slightly in her sleep. 

Once I was face to face with her, my body pressed to hers, I felt even more turned on.  Her face was relaxed in sleep, and she looked absolutely, breathtakingly gorgeous in that moment.  My stomach lurched with the intensity of the feelings I was experiencing for her.  I couldn’t stop myself from learning forwards and touching my lips to hers.  Moving back, my eyes lingered on her full, wide and freckled mouth.  Her lips did things to me which were heady, erotic and unsettling.  They made me ache with a want which I had never experienced before.

Snaking a hand down her chest, her side and downwards, I eased my fingers into her soft folds as I leant into kiss her awake.  I nipped at her lower lip, trailed my tongue along it slowly and was satisfied when an answering groan came from deep inside her.  Her mouth opened and began kissing me back, making me smile and wriggle closer for more contact. My hand moved against her ever so slowly, circling against her, repeatedly.

‘Mmm,’ she moaned, extending her tongue to meet mine and reaching down to cup my butt and pull me closer.

‘Devon,’ I breathed, aching for more.

‘I love that you woke me up like this,’ she murmured, her voice low and filled with the huskiness of sleep.

‘I love your mouth,’ I groaned, as her tongue slid over my lip.

‘Have we got time?’ she asked, her hands squeezing my ass upwards.

I lifted my mouth from her briefly to look over at the clock on the wall.  ‘It’s barely seven,’ I told her, turning back to meet her lust filled hazy-blue eyes.

‘Nice,’ she mumbled, filling her mouth with mine again.  ‘Plenty of time…’

Devon’s mouth teased mine and we kissed languidly for a long time.  As it was early, we could take our time.  It was long, drawn-out and intensely satisfying.  I loved the fact that we could be together fiercely and passionately and then completely the opposite-slow and prolonged pleasure which made me melt inside.

We kissed for what felt like hours before Devon moved her way down my body.  Kissing every inch of me, she left every little part of me untouched.  When she finally got down between my thighs, I was wet and desperate to come.  As her mouth began to lick me, I knew it wouldn’t be long before I came. 

‘Devon,’ I groaned.  ‘You’re going to make me come…’ I gasped, as her mouth started to take me in frantic rhythm.

She didn’t respond but increased the intensity of her suckling and licking motions and it was seconds before I felt myself climax, arching my hips and crying out as I came.  The sounds I made were orgasmic.  The slow drawn-out pleasure filling me to the core.  It was several moments before I could so much as move, the feelings were than intense but when I did, it was to make sure Devon came just as fiercely.

I licked and suckled at her hard and fast, my mouth full and busy.  Her hips circled and her hands held the back of my neck, holding me where she wanted me.  I felt the hitch in her chest when she was close and then felt the spasm of tension as she approached orgasm.  I intensified my movements, applied more pressure and suckled on her clitoris until she came hard and fast, crying out into the early morning air.

We both fell back to the bed, replete and satisfied.  Dozing for a long time after, it took a while for us to rouse ourselves enough to start the day.

At nine thirty, Devon and I lingered at the door of her hotel room, saying goodbye.

‘Last night was amazing,’ she told me, kissing me softly.

‘It was.  I’m so glad that I stayed…and that we…made up, so to speak,’ I said, on an embarrassed chuckle.

‘Me too…’

‘I’ll see you at rehearsal then?’ she murmured, trailing a distracted finger along my soft, lower lip.

‘Yeah…’

‘And don’t forget the buses roll in later.  Everyone’s going to be psyched to see them,’ she smiled.

‘I can’t wait! It’s like going on holiday and waiting to see where you’ll be staying and what it’s like.’

She grinned.  ‘They’ll be cool, I’m sure.’

‘Yeah,’ I sighed.  ‘See you when we kiss,’ I smiled, referring to the song when I knew I’d get to be close to her once more.

‘See you when we kiss,’ she agreed, bending to take my lips gently one last time before we parted.

When she lifted her head, I felt reluctant to leave, but time was moving on, and we had to. ‘Bye,’ I murmured.

‘Bye, gorgeous,’ she replied.

I hurried back down to my room, knowing I needed to change my outfit and prepare before we left for the day’s rehearsal.

When I got to my room, I stripped off my clothes, took a quick shower and then re-dressed in a fresh pair of jeans and a t-shirt.  I was going through clothes quickly and knew I would have to figure out how laundry was going to work on the tour, once on the bus.

Once I was dressed, I went into the bathroom, dried and styled my hair and then debated about putting any make up on.  Deciding to go without today, I headed out to the room.  I had ten minutes before the car would be waiting out front for us, so I decided to answer some of the messages stacking up on my phone.  I had intended to do it the night before but had become suitably distracted by Devon’s attention.

Looking down at the display, I went through the main messages first.  My Mum and Elle had each text me, asking how things were, so I quickly tapped a reply to both, promising to be in touch soon and call them back.  I then went through a bunch of random messages from other people and filtered out the ones I didn’t want to respond to and replied briefly to a few.  The last message waiting was a voicemail, and looking on my missed call log, I saw it was my father that had tried to phone.  Frowning at his sudden presence in my mind, I clicked 121 and listened for the message.

‘Astra, it’s me,’ my dad said, his voice low and slurring, telling me immediately that he had called when drunk out of his skull.  ‘Pick up your fucking phone sometimes, eh? I’ve been trying to call like three, fucking times! I called to tell you I’ve been sick.  Doctor says its cancer and they’re saying I need treatment or some shit…not that you’d care, you little dyke fucker. I saw you-all over the fucking TV, kissing that carpet muncher! What the fuck are you thinking doing that? On TV! My friends down the pub saw it and now think you’re a queer! No daughter of mine fucks about with queers, dyke! You better stop that shit, or you won’t have a father in me,’ he finished, his rant almost done.  ‘Fucking hell…’ he muttered, ‘such a disappointment.  Almost finally made it after being a failure for years and you go and fuck about with some disgusting lezza!  I’m ashamed of you.’  He hung up.

I felt the visceral response fill me from head to toe.  It spread over me like a disease.  Telling myself not to let it get to me, I took a deep breath, shoved my phone in my pocket and stood.  ‘Don’t let him get to you,’ I whispered aloud to myself, talking to myself.  Walking over to the mirror, I faced my own reflection and met my eyes.  ‘Don’t,’ I warned myself, feeling myself threaten to crumble inside.  I watched my eyes as tears filled them.  Swiping at them angrily, I started as there was a knock at the door.  Grabbing a hat and sunglasses, I put them on and went to the door.

‘Hey, you,’ Erin greeted me.  ‘You ready?’

‘Yeah, let’s go,’ I said, gruffly, dismissing the emotion which was coursing through my body. 

‘The car is out front,’ she told me. ‘Mattie just text me.’

‘Cool, I’m ready to go.’

We walked out, and I tried to act normally, as if nothing had happened.

At rehearsal, I kept my head down and stayed focused on my playing for the first half of the set.  The sound check went well and when we went into the full-dress rehearsal, everyone was pleased with how the first half went. 

We practised and went over several songs again in the set before taking a break just before lunch.  It was then that I had my first contact with Devon since the morning.

‘Alright Astra?’ Devon said, coming over to greet me-it was the first time she had spoken to me since being alone the morning.

‘Yeah, all cool,’ I said, from behind my dark glasses.

‘What’s with the hat and glasses? New look?’ she asked, laughing, as Erin came over as well.

‘Yeah, something like that,’ I told her, as she playfully tried to pull them off.

‘Not that bright in here, friend,’ Erin added, reaching my side.

‘I’m a bit tired,’ I said, pulling back from them both, keeping the glasses in place.  ‘I didn’t sleep that well last night.’

‘Oh what? Didn’t you get your early night?’ Erin asked, frowning.

‘I uh…’

‘I slept amazingly well!’ Devon interjected.  ‘It was warm, cosy and so comfortable in that hotel bed!’

‘How come you didn’t?’ Erin asked.

I turned away.  ‘I dunno…’

Mattie arrived then and started talking to Erin, giving Devon the chance to speak with me one on one.

‘Astra, what’s going on?’ she asked, pulling me off to one side of the stage.

‘Nothing! I’m fine,’ I told her, lying through my teeth.  Since the moment I had heard my father’s vile rant, I hadn’t been able to think of anything else.  I knew he was wrong about it all, but he affected me, he had always affected me.  It had gotten inside my head, and I just wanted to curl up in a ball and cry. To top it all off, he had cancer, and I didn’t know what to make of that or what to do.  Everything in my head was messed up, royally.

‘Take off your glasses then,’ she said.  ‘Show me you’re fine.’

I hesitated.  ‘It’s my look,’ I told her, avoiding it.

‘I can’t do the kiss with you wearing glasses!’ she objected.  ‘And we’re inside! Come on, Astra…’

I slowly lifted my hand and pulled off the glasses but dropped my gaze from hers.

‘Astra, look at me,’ she said, lifting my chin with her hand, gently.

I looked up and met her eyes, and her instantly changed.

‘Astra; what the hell? Have you been crying? What’s wrong?’ she exclaimed, pulling me with her off the stage and down to a more private spot.

‘No!’ I objected.  ‘No, I haven’t…just leave it, Devon.  I’m fine,’ I lied.

‘You’re not fine! Astra are you regretting last night?’ she asked.  ‘Having second thoughts? Did I do something that upset you?’ she asked.

I shook my head, biting my bottom lip, worrying it as I wrestled with my emotions.  ‘No…it’s not…no,’ I said.

‘Then what? It’s me, right? I’ve done something?’ she questioned.

‘No...’ I said, again.

‘Can you tell me then? Come on, talk to me,’ she said, looking at me longingly.

‘I…I can’t…’ I sputtered, afraid that if I did, I would completely and utterly break.

‘After this then? Later?’

I shook my head, sadly. 

‘Please? Otherwise, I’m going to think I’ve done something.’

‘It’s not you,’ I assured her, finally glancing up.  ‘I’m just…struggling…with…something…’ I said, brokenly, my voice barely there, shaky.

‘Oh Astra…please talk to me…if not now, after this…privately?’

I knew that there was no other way to get her to drop it than to agree.  ‘Fine,’ I murmured.

‘Okay…you okay to carry on with rehearsals? They’re calling for us,’ she said, turning as we were given the five-minute preparation call.

‘Yeah, fine.  Uh, Devon?’ I murmured.

‘Mmm?’

‘Can you…uh, for today, can we not do the kiss?’ I requested, in a quiet voice.  I didn’t want to hurt her, but I knew I couldn’t be how I normally was with her right now.  If she tried to kiss me passionately, I knew I couldn’t deal with it.

‘Why?’ she asked, immediately frowning.

I dropped my eyes.  ‘I’m just…look, it’s not you…but I don’t feel…’

‘Yeah,’ she replied, clearly hurt now.  ‘I get it, it’s fine,’ she said, even though it clearly wasn’t. She gave me one more pained expression and then turned to walk away.

Feeling like I’d failed Devon now too, I trudged back to the stage, feeling like the weight of the world was on my shoulders.

Chapter 31

The rest of the rehearsal went smoothly, aside from the kiss.  When it came to that song, my tension was higher, because of Devon’s reaction to me telling her not to kiss me.

She sang the opening lines of the song, made her way towards me and instead of a kiss, grabbed my hair and pushed me away, stalking off to continue with the routine.  I was glad she hadn’t kissed me, but it didn’t detract from the fact that Devon seemed to think I was upset because of her.

I tried to get back to normal and act as I usually did, but it clearly wasn’t working.  Towards the end of the day, Jimmy came up and placed a hand around my shoulder.

‘What’s going on, honey? You look like a lost puppy today? Everything okay?’ she asked.

I tried to smile up at him, wondering what my dad would make off the dramatic, black dancer who was openly gay.  I was sure he’d have a disgusting opinion on him as well, as his warped views stretched far and wide.  ‘I’m fine…just tired,’ I told him.

‘You need Jimmy to make it better?’ he asked, suggestively.

Normally I would have made a joke or flirted with him but today I just couldn’t.  ‘Nah, I’m good thanks, man.  I’m just going to head back to the hotel and try and sleep,’ I told him, backing off.  Turning, I left the stage and headed away alone.  I made my way back to the hotel, solo, and went back to my room to mull on my thoughts.

It wasn’t an hour later when I had my first knock. 

‘Astra, it’s me, Erin! You okay?’ she called.

I lay on the bed, curled up on one side.  I hadn’t slept, I hadn’t eaten, I’d just lain there quietly, thinking the whole time.

I decided not to answer Erin and pretend like I might be asleep.  Thankfully, she soon left, calling ‘if you need anything, just come to my room.’

Half an hour later, Devon text me.  She wrote. ‘Astra, you okay? Want to talk now? I’m back at the hotel x’

I read it and then placed the phone back down, not responding. I lay there, watching the ticking of the clock and wandering how long I could stay from the others. We were all meant to be going down to see the buses shortly, something which had caused great excitement all day.  I desperately wanted to be part of it and see them, but I couldn’t seem to shift the sadness which was filling me so completely.

Another text came.  ‘Astra? Answer me, please,’ Devon wrote.

I sighed, looking at the phone.  I couldn’t afford to upset Devon, not at the beginning of the tour so I text back.  ‘I’m fine,’ I replied.  ‘Just shitty family stuff,’ I wrote, followed by a crying emoji.

Thinking that would settle her questions, I waited for the text reply, sympathising with having family problems going on.  When it didn’t come, I was confused.  Devon always responded really quickly normally.  A few seconds later, a knock sounded at my door.  She had come down instead. 

Getting to my feet, I slowly inched over to the door.  Then, opening it, I saw her standing before me, wearing t-shirt, shorts and barefooted. 

‘Astra,’ she said, sadly, her voice comforting.

I shrugged, as if to say it didn’t matter.

‘Can I come in?’ she asked, gently, her voice soothing.

I opened it up, stepping back, allowing her to come in.

‘What’s going on, Astra? You’ve got me so worried.  You were literally fine when we said goodbye the morning and now you’re…I don’t know…distant…sad.  I don’t like it, please talk to me!’ she begged.

I bit down on my lip as my emotions threatened to spill.  Turning from her, I walked over to the bed, sat down and picked up my phone from the bedside table.

‘I, uh…this morning…’ I began.

She nodded, looking at me, expectantly.

‘I…came back…here…I felt…so…’ I cleared my throat, ‘happy, I guess,’ I told her, speaking to her ever so quietly.

‘I was too,’ she said, softly, lifting her hand to cup my cheek.

I reached up and moved her hand away.

Devon frowned in confusion.  ‘Why don’t you want me to touch you?’ she asked.

‘I’m getting there…or trying too,’ I told her, roughly.

‘Astra? Just tell me.  Whatever it is, we’ll work through it together.  I can help you.  Let me help you,’ she requested.

I stared into her eyes, desperate for her understanding and care while I was struggling with this.  In that split second, I decided to open up to her.  ‘It’s my dad,’ I told her, brusquely. ‘Listen,’ I said, clicking on my phone to the voicemail message from her.  ‘He sent this message and it’s…it’s…well, just…’ I shook my head, unable to speak.  I let the message play into the quiet room.

‘Astra, it’s me. Pick up your fucking phone sometimes, eh? I’ve been trying to call like three, fucking times! I called to tell you I’ve been sick.  Doctor says its cancer and they’re saying I need treatment or some shit…not that you’d care, you little dyke fucker. I saw you-all over the fucking TV, kissing that carpet muncher. What the fuck are you thinking doing that? On TV! My friends down the pub saw it and now think you’re a queer! No daughter of mine fucks about with queers! You better stop that shit, or you won’t have a father in me. Fucking hell, such a disappointment.  Almost finally made it after being a failure for years and you go and fuck about with some disgusting lezza.  I’m ashamed of you.’

When the message finished, I clicked it off in disgust.  I didn’t dare look at Devon, as I felt so upset, humiliated and embarrassed.

‘Astra,’ Devon, spoke in the quiet room, her voice having changed to soft to strong, low and determined.  ‘Astra, look at me,’ she said, repeating my name.

I lifted my gaze to her, and to my horror, felt tears filling my gaze. 

‘Astra, that man does not deserve you,’ she said, speaking very slowly, her voice now quiet and calm. ‘You are a talented, intelligent and kind woman.  You have nothing…I repeat, nothing, to be ashamed of.  The woman is clearly homophobic and doesn’t understand that times have changed. The language she uses against you is disgusting, simply disgusting.  I’m horrified that you have to hear that, let alone deal with it from someone who is supposed to love and care for you.  I’m sorry he has cancer, Astra, but that message is not condonable.  I’m sure if that’s what he leaves as a message then living with the man was pure hell.  I can’t imagine you as a child having to deal with such an abusive parent.  I’m so sorry, Astra.  So, so sorry,’ she said, pulling me close into her arms.

I held myself stiff for several long moments, unwilling to let her comfort me, to hold me, after all the.  I knew if I let myself go, I’d never stop. ‘I can’t…I don’t…’ I muttered, trying to pull away, and stop myself from crying in front of her.

‘Astra, let go,’ she told me, easing me closer again, tipping my chin with her soft fingers. 

When my gaze met hers, it was my undoing.  Her eyes were so sad, so hurt for me that it broke me.  Emotion welled up and bubbled over and tears filled my eyes.

‘Oh Astra,’ she murmured, her eyes filling too.

‘Don’t,’ I warned, knowing that if she got upset, I would be able to handle the even less than I currently was.

‘I’m sorry…I just…I care about you, you know? I can’t bear to see you hurting like this…’

Tears began to fall, and she gathered me close.  I cried into her shoulder, soft, shuddering motions wracking my small, frail body.  She held me with such tenderness, such compassion that it nearly destroyed me.  I couldn’t let go for a long time, and when I did, I felt exhausted.

‘Astra, sweetheart…what can I do for you?’ Devon asked then, gently wiping the tears from my face, stroking my hair softly.

‘I don’t know,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘There’s nothing…’ I told her, knowing that the man had been an asshole for fifty-eight years and nothing was likely to change.

‘You can’t let him affect you like this, Astra. It allows him to win.’

I nodded.  ‘I know,’ I said, clearing my throat and swiping an arm across my face to wipe the remaining tears away.  ‘I’ll man up…sort myself out,’ I told her.

‘You don’t need to ‘man up’ Astra.  It’s not about that.  I meant that he’s clearly wrong-in everything he said.  Don’t allow him to win by letting him get to you so much.  You’ve moved on, rebelled, gone against his wishes.  Keep it fucking up! Piss him off even more.  Show him you don’t give a shit-even if you do!’

I looked at her, knowing she was right.  It wasn’t easy for me, but I knew Devon was trying to help me.  ‘I think you might be right.  Fuck him, right?’ I said, gaining a little strength in my voice.

‘Exactly,’ she said, nodding fiercely.  ‘Fuck him.  Don’t change anything about you, Astra, because you’re about as damn near perfect as you can get.’

‘I’m far from perfect, Devon,’ I murmured, looking up at her from under my eyelashes.

‘You are to me,’ she said, silkily, stroking her hand along my cheek softly.

I looked up again.

‘I mean it…and I’m fussy about who I keep around me,’ she told me.  ‘Astra, I hated seeing you sad today.  Please let me help you to feel better?’

I gave her a rueful smile. ‘How are you going to do that?’ I asked her.

‘In any way possible,’ she told me, kindly, taking my hand.  ‘You mean a lot to me.  Let me be there for you.’

I nodded, not sure what to say.  The way she made me feel in that moment meant a lot.  I had known she was attracted to me and enjoyed having me around for sexual reasons, but I would never had predicted that she would care for me this much when I was going through something.

There was a knock at the door then and a shout from Erin.

‘Astra? You in there? The buses are here! Astra?’ she called.

Devon smiled at me.

‘The buses!’ I exclaimed.

‘You going to come and see them?’ she questioned.

‘Yeah, sure.  I’ve been excited about this bit,’ I told her.

‘Come on then,’ Devon said, standing up and extending her hand to mine.  I took it, standing to follow her out. Erin was at the door, and she looked surprised to see Devon with me.

‘Devon!’ she exclaimed.  ‘You’re here too!’ she said, shocked.  ‘Astra, I tried knocking.’

‘I’ve been keeping an eye on her, don’t worry,’ Devon told Erin.

‘Oh good, we’ve been worried about you when you didn’t answer.’

‘Yeah, no more of that,’ Devon warned, looking down at me with a fond smile.

‘Yeah…alright,’ I replied.

‘Come on then, guys! The buses are here!’ Erin announced, full of excitement.

We all headed out behind the hotel to meet the two luxury buses which were parked around the back.  Everyone had turned up and we piled onto the bus ready to look around.

I was fascinated and blown away immediately by just how cool and luxurious everything was.  There was a kitchenette first with a table to one side with enough space for everyone to sit around.  Next came the lounge with seating area and a TV for us.  Then came the bunks. There were eight small rooms, which basically were just enough to accommodate a small side bed, TV and small cupboard.  I followed the others as they claimed their rooms excitedly, laughing and joking about the fun we were going to have living together.

‘What do you think, Astra?’ Devon asked, coming up behind me.

‘It’s really cool,’ I told her, looking up at her and smiling.  ‘I can’t believe how comfortable and plush it all is,’ I said, still looking at everything in awe.

‘Well, it needs to be, right. You’re all going to be living in here, so it needs to be, right?’

‘Yeah.  Can we see yours too?’ I asked.

‘Yeah, come on.  Let’s go and check it out.’

We all headed over into Devon’s bus and hers was even fancier than ours.  No expense had been spared.  Again, there was a kitchen, lounge and then a large bedroom space which was wide, comfortable and spacious.

‘Oh my God, Devon!’ Jimmy exclaimed.  ‘You’ve got space!’

‘It’s amazing.  I’m really happy with it,’ Devon murmured, looking around with interest.

I wondered around her bedroom, taking it in and living the space she had to spread out.  Something told me that I would be able to spend some time alone with her on occasion…away from the others and cosying up as a pair.

The group of us looked around a little more before moving back to our band bus and all found ourselves sitting down around the lounge area.

We sat down as a huge group and spread out, settling on the soft sofas.  Devon, Jimmy, Mattie and Erin sat around, and Jimmy and Raff sat with us as well.  The female dancers headed back to the hotel, and we left sitting around getting used to being together.

We chatted for a while about the excitement of everything started, the schedule ready to leave and how cool it was going to be travelling across the US.

After we’d been chilling for a while and all staring a drink, Erin spoke up.

‘So, Astra, you alright? You’ve been quiet today,’ he commented.

I glanced at her, and everyone’s eyes looked my way.  ‘Oh yeah,’ I nodded, trying to smile a little at them all.  ‘I’ve just had a few, uh…family issues,’ I admitted, screwing up my nose.

‘That sucks,’ Erin commented. ‘If you need to talk, we’re all friends, alright,’ she told me.

‘Same goes,’ Jimmy interjected.  ‘It’s been horrible seeing you so upset today,’ he commented.  ‘It’s not like you to be so down.’

I sighed, biting my lip a little. 

‘Astra,’ Devon started, her voice slightly hesitant for a change, ‘I know that we’ve talking about everything, but I wanted to just say that everyone here is supportive as well as me.  You can tell them all about it and everyone would have the same reaction of me.  When we’re touring, we’re a family.  We’ll all be here for you, no matter what.’

‘Here, here,’ Jimmy nodded.  ‘You want to talk about it all?’ he asked, shuffling over to put his arm around my shoulder.

‘You don’t want to hear all about my crap,’ I murmured, softly.

‘Yes, we do, sweetie,’ Jimmy told me.

I glanced at him.  He looked serious.

‘Astra; Jimmy’s been through a lot of things you’re going through.  I’ve had a small taste of it too,’ Devon assured me. 

I sighed, knowing it would be better to share this, no matter how hard it was.  ‘It’s just…’ I began.  ‘I don’t really talk about him much.’

‘Who, honey?’ Jimmy murmured.

‘My dad,’ I replied, quietly.  ‘But he…he left me a voicemail…and I’ve really let it get to me…I can’t really explain it so I’ll just…’ I broke off, pulling out the phone.

Bringing up the voicemail for the second time that day, I played it out loud to them all.

‘Astra, it’s me. Pick up your fucking phone sometimes, eh? I’ve been trying to call like three, fucking times! I called to tell you I’ve been sick.  Doctor says its cancer and they’re saying I need treatment or some shit…not that you’d care, you little dyke fucker. I saw you-all over the fucking TV, kissing that carpet muncher. What the fuck are you thinking doing that? On TV! My friends down the pub saw it and now think you’re a queer! No daughter of mine fucks about with queers! You better stop that shit, or you won’t have a father in me. Fucking hell, such a disappointment.  Almost finally made it after being a failure for years and you go and fuck about with some disgusting, lezza.  I’m ashamed of you.’

I watched as they listened around the table.  Their expressions were shocked, upset and flabbergasted by the words my father spoke.  When it finished, I pressed the red key and placed my phone down on the table.

‘I’m sorry,’ I told them all.  ‘That’s why I’ve been…distant…’ I admitted.

‘Oh my God, Astra!’ Jimmy exclaimed.  ‘I’m so upset!’ he continued.  ‘That’s absolutely despicable! How dare he say that to you!’

I looked down.

‘It’s wrong, guys,’ Mattie said, shaking her head in disapproval.

‘That’s awful, Astra,’ Erin said.  ‘What a disgusting rant!’

I nodded.  ‘So, I’m sorry I’ve been a little bit distracted, I just was trying to deal with how that made me feel.’

‘Have you talked to him?’ Jimmy asked.

I shook my head.  ‘I don’t plan to,’ I replied.  ‘I can’t face it.  If he’ll say all that in a message, talking to him would be a nightmare.’

‘No one should make you feel like this, Astra. And those kind of views are so outdated,’ Devon added.  ‘It’s unbelievable the level of homophobia-and you’re not even gay!’ she exploded.

‘Yeah, but he won’t see it that way,’ I replied.  ‘He sees me kissing you and it’s a betrayal to him.  He thinks it makes me less than a real woman.  He doesn’t understand it whatsoever.’

‘Clearly!’ Jimmy interjected.

‘How are you going to deal with it? Is that why you didn’t kiss Devon today in rehearsal?’ Erin asked.

I nodded, biting my lip.  ‘It made me feel…uncomfortable.  I told myself not to let it get to me, but I couldn’t help it.  It messes with my psyche.’

‘I’m not surprised,’ Jimmy said, ‘and it’s such a shame because you’re so open for a straight person-so willing to bend convention.’

‘Mmm,’ I murmured.

‘Astra?’ Devon said then, making me lift my gaze towards her.

‘Yeah?’

‘Just remember that we all care for you,’ she said.  ‘Whilst on tour, we’re your family, okay? You need something, we’re all here for you.’

‘Absolutely,’ Jimmy said.  ‘We’re all your family now, Astra.  We’re here for you.’

‘Yeah, true,’ Erin murmured.

‘That’s right,’ Mattie added.

‘You’ve just got to let us in when something’s wrong so we can help you.  If you don’t communicate, then we’ll think it’s us upsetting you.’

‘Well, Devon will,’ Jimmy chuckled, ‘She’s a sensitive soul.’

Everyone chuckled.

‘I’m serious though.  Talk to us, okay?’

I nodded, feeling cared for by the group of persons who had taken me under their wing.  ‘I will.  Thanks,’ I murmured, quietly.

‘Now, let’s celebrate the start of all this,’ Devon said, heading to the fridge and coming back with shot glasses and a bottle of tequila.  ‘To the tour!’ she said, when we all had a drink ready to down.

‘The tour!’ we all called and drank it down in one.

Settling into another conversation, I could sit back and relax, taking my mind off my dad.

Chapter 32

After a while, we all headed back to the hotel rooms. We weren’t leaving until the following day, and I was in need of sleep before we started travelling.

Devon walked me back to my room and lingered at my door.

‘Are you going to come up and sleep at mine tonight?’ she asked, softly, when we paused.

‘No,’ I said, quietly, ‘but not because of you,’ I replied.  ‘I just want to be on my own at the moment if that’s okay.’

She nodded. ‘I thought you’d say that…’

‘Are you upset?’ I asked her, touching her lightly on the cheek.

‘No,’ she replied, reaching a hand to my cheek.  ‘But I’d obviously prefer you with me.’

‘I will another time,’ I promised.  ‘But tonight, I’m going to speak to Mum and then go to sleep I think.’

‘Good idea…talking to your mum, I mean.  Like you said last night, even rock stars need their mum’s!’

I nodded, glancing up at her from under my eyelashes.  ‘Devon?’

‘Mmm?’ she murmured.

‘Thank you.’

She gave me an adoring expression.  ‘Astra…anytime…and I mean that…literally, any time you need me, I’m here.’

I nodded.  ‘Well; night, I guess.’

‘Night, I guess,’ she replied, mimicking me back.

‘I’ll see you tomorrow?’

‘You will…ready for the off,’ she smiled.

I nodded.  ‘Sleep well.’

‘And you.  Rest up,’ she said, and dropped a light kiss on my mouth.  After smiling down at me for a second longer, she turned and reluctantly left.  Waving a brief goodbye, I shut the door and leant back against the door.  I felt utterly and completely exhausted.

In the hotel room, I collapsed on the bed.  My stomach was in knots and my head was pounding.  After making myself a coffee using the room’s kettle, I sat down on the bed.  I dialled my mum’s number and waited.

‘Hey Mum,’ I said when she picked up.

‘Astra!’ she said, excitedly.  ‘How is everything?’ she asked, sounding thrilled to hear from me.

‘I’m good, mum.  It’s all starting to happen,’ I told her, smiling a little.

‘Where are you right now?’ she wondered.

‘In the hotel in New York,’ I said.  ‘It’s gorgeous here.  We’ve been rehearsing loads in a cool venue, today we saw the tour buses and I’ve been spending time with all of the band and dancers. They’re all really cool,’ I told her.

‘Ah lovely, sweetie! And what about Devon! I’ve been watching her on YouTube! She’s so pretty! I love her eyes,’ she gushed.

‘Mum!’

‘Oh shush,’ she laughed, ‘You must have noticed.  And you kissed her! There’s been so much news about it on the TV. Tony and I have been watching everything about it.  Your name is becoming famous, honey!’

‘It is?’ I asked.

‘Yes! Devon mentions you every time she’s asked in interviews about you and she’s always so complimentary.  Is she as nice as she seems on the tele?’ she asked.

‘She actually is,’ I laughed.  ‘She’s such a genuine person and wouldn’t hurt a fly.’

‘I can imagine.’

‘Mum, I wanted to talk to you…about dad…’ I started.

‘Oh, sweetheart…has he called you?’ she asked then, her tone changing.

‘Yeah…well, left a voicemail on my phone,’ I said, quietly.  ‘It was pretty bad.’

‘Oh honey, he phoned me too…a couple of days ago. Did he tell you about her illness?’ she asked.

‘He said he’s got cancer; but he didn’t give me any details.’

‘Yeah,’ he sighed.  ‘It’s testicular cancer and pretty advanced from what he told me.  They want to start chemotherapy straight away but he’s arguing with the doctors apparently. He’s not sure whether to have treatment or not.’

‘Oh,’ I said, quietly.

‘The man’s a law unto himself, Astra.  He won’t do anything he doesn’t want to-he never has.’

‘What did you say to him?’ I asked.

‘I just told him that he should try and get treatment and that I wished him well…’ she murmured.

I fell silent for a long moment.

‘Astra? You still there?’ she asked.

‘I…yeah…mum, did he say anything else?’ I asked her.

‘Uh, like what?’ she asked.

‘Well…’ I took a deep breath and finally said my piece, ‘he was pretty awful in a message to me.  He said he was ashamed of me, that I’m a dyke and that he hates that I kissed Devon on national TV. He called me a queer and Devon a carpet muncher.  Mum it was…’ I lost control and the tears began to fall, ‘I’m sorry…’ I broke off, crying.

‘Oh sweetheart, please don’t cry.  Honey, don’t.  The man is hateful and stuck in the past. He doesn’t understand what being gay is…it’s not part of his make-up.  Take what he says with a pinch of salt.  It’s why we left him, right? It’s why we got away…he’s not a nice person, Astra.  You are though.  You’re everything he’s not.  And I, for one, am very, very proud of you,’ she said, vehemently. 

I sniffed, wiping the tears from my face.  ‘Thanks Mum.  I don’t know why I let him get to me.’

‘Yes, you do, honey. He’s your dad…and you love him.  You can love someone and at the same time not like them.  Families can be tricky.  What I don’t want is this to affect your big moment.  Have you anyone to talk to out there? You sound so sad, sweetie.’

‘Yeah,’ I sighed.  ‘I told Devon today and she was amazing.  She’s very supportive and told me that she’s there for me whenever I need her.’

‘She sounds like a lovely woman.’

‘She is…I really like her.  And Mum, on tour, we’re keeping the kiss as part of one of the songs.  I hope that doesn’t bother you or affect you in a negative way?’ I questioned, full of concern now.

‘No, honey! I think it’s great! It made the performance at the music awards so exciting! And I’m guessing it’s going to bring you more attention as a talented guitarist-so that’s good too.’

‘It is,’ I told her.  ‘I just need to get past the whole dad thing…’

‘Astra, forget about him.  His opinions don’t matter anymore…’

‘But he’s ill, mum. I can’t let that go either.  He has no-one.  No-one looks after him or lives with him.  How is he going to cope?’

‘He does have people, Astra.  But let’s face it, he isolated everyone who once did care by his systematic abuse of us all.  I obviously feel bad that he’s developed cancer, but it doesn’t change the negative things about him-mainly that he’s a bitter, vile and opinionated little man.’

‘Yeah,’ I sighed. ‘I need to let it go.’

‘You do.  Move on…Astra, Tony and I love you and are very, very proud.  We’re going to watch all your performances on YouTube.’

‘Maybe you could fly out for one of the shows,’ I suggested.  ‘I mean, if you want to.  I’m sure I can get amazing tickets sorted.’

‘I’d love that, honey! I’ll speak to Tony and see if we can afford tickets to fly out! Let me know if we’d be able to get concert tickets and I’ll look at flights.’

‘Okay, Mum.  Thanks for talking me through everything.  I feel a lot better now,’ I told her, even though the ache in my stomach was still gnawing away at me.

‘Sweetheart, call me whenever you need to…and don’t let that man affect you anymore. Put it behind you and go and be amazing.  I can’t wait to see you playing really soon.’

‘Thanks Mum.  I love you…and send my love to Tony too.’

‘I will, honey.  Love you.  Bye!’

‘Bye Mum,’ I said, and hung up.

Raw emotion filled me as I sat there alone on the bed.  Dialling another number, I sat back on the bed and waited for an answer.

‘Astra?’

‘Hey Elle,’ I said, smiling to myself.

‘Astra!’ she exclaimed.  ‘I miss you!’ she cried.

‘I miss you too,’ I told her, happily.

‘Where are you?’ she asked.

I launched into telling everything that had happened so far and retold all my stories to date.  When I was through, she told me news from home and we chatted for a long time, putting the world to right.  When I told her about everything I was going through with my dad, she was very supportive, kind and gave me the same advice-to not worry about her opinion and move on.  We said our goodbyes and I felt a little better about everything.

After a hot shower, I climbed into bed naked.  I was beyond exhausted, and my head was pounding.  I turned off the light, closed my eyes and for once, was quickly asleep.

The following morning, I awoke to loud banging on the door.

‘Astra!’

It was Erin’s voice calling me and I moaned into the pillow.

‘Astra! Come on!’ she called.  ‘We’ve got to go!’

Frowning, moving to a sitting position, I threw my legs over the bed, grabbed some clothes and went to the door.  Rubbing sleep from my eyes, I opened the door.

‘Astra! What the fuck? We’re leaving now!’ Erin told me; eyes wide.

‘Oh fuck,’ I muttered.  ‘I’ve overslept.’

‘Get dressed.  I’ll hold the driver off, but you’ve literally got five minutes,’ she told me.

‘I’ll be there,’ I said, panicked.  ‘Sorry.’

I slammed the door, dressed in two-seconds flat and was out the door and heading down to the car before I knew it.  Sleep hazy, my body running on empty, I clambered into the car with the others, and thankfully didn’t miss the beginning of the day’s rehearsals.

‘You okay this morning?’ Erin asked, as we started to drive.

‘Yeah, fine thanks.  I just overslept…I think I was really tired after yesterday.’

‘It’s not surprising,’ Mattie commented.  ‘On emotional days, it’s more exhausting.’

‘Yeah,’ I nodded. ‘Exactly.’

‘You ready for leaving the afternoon?’ Erin then asked us both.

‘Nearly,’ Mattie said, ‘I’ve packed up most of my stuff this afternoon.’

‘I haven’t,’ I murmured, ‘but I’ll be ready quickly.’

We arrived at the rehearsal studios and went in to set up.  Half an hour later, Devon arrived, greeting everyone and then coming over to me.

‘Morning, gorgeous,’ she said, giving me a brief hug.

‘Morning,’ I said, smiling up at her shyly.

‘How are you this morning?’

‘I’m okay,’ I told her. 

‘Did you sleep?’ she questioned.

‘Yeah! I overslept actually.  Erin had to wake me to get me here on time!’ I laughed.

‘Oh wow! Did you talk to anyone else last night?’

I nodded.  ‘Mum and Elle,’ I told her.

‘Oh, good.  Was it helpful?’

I nodded again, biting my lips anxiously.  ‘Mum made me feel loads better.  She always does.  Elle was as understanding as always…I love her to bits,’ I said, offhandedly.

A strange, brief expression crossed her face before she covered it with a smile.  ‘I’m glad you caught up with them.  I better go and get ready, but chat later?’

I nodded, giving her a brief smile.

The practice was tense, as it was the last before our first show together-the first of the tour.  We were all feeling the pressure a little more and little mistakes felt huge, problems seemed to occur at every turn. By eleven, I was feeling hot, sweaty and uncomfortable.  My head was pounding, and my stomach ached badly.  I tried to ignore the rising heat in my system, the circling of dizziness in my brain but it was no use.  As we broke between songs, near the end of the first half, everyone was talking and discussing amongst themselves when it happened.  Losing the battle in my disorientated head, I felt my knees buckle and then my world went black, as I slipped to the floor. 

The next thing I knew, voices echoed all around my head and soft hands moved me as I moaned, protesting about the pain in my stomach. 

‘Astra?’ a voice spoke.  ‘She’s coming back round.’

I tried to open my heavy-lidded eyes but only managed a flutter. Exhaustion consumed me and could not lift my head, my eyelids or open my mouth to speak.

‘Has she eaten the morning?’ I heard Devon’s voice asking, in the distance.

‘No, I woke her to get her here on time,’ Erin was saying.

‘What about last night?’ Devon asked.

‘Mattie and I went for pizza but as far as I know, she just went back to her room and unless she ordered room service, she didn’t.’

‘Fuck,’ Devon exclaimed.  ‘Let’s get her off the stage and somewhere comfortable.’

Strong arms lifted me from the ground and my head fell against a solid wall of chest.  I recognised Devon’s scent immediately and moaned as I knew she had got me close.  She was looking after me.

Devon walked with me as I began to come around, off the stage, down the corridor and into a small dressing room where she laid me onto a couch.

‘Get water and something with sugar in it,’ Devon said to someone in the room.

I tried to open my eyes, groaning as my head swam.

‘Okay, Astra, just relax,’ she told me, stroking my head.

I blinked my eyes open, feeling sick and dizzy.  Her face was close to mine, staring down at me with concern.  I finally focused in on her properly, and my brow furrowed in confusion.

‘It’s okay Astra.  You fainted,’ she told me.

I felt heat rise with embarrassment.  ‘Fainted?’ I croaked, horrified.

‘Yeah…when did you last eat, baby?’ she asked, gently.

‘I…’ I stopped to think, frowning as I realised that I couldn’t remember the last time I had eaten a meal.  ‘I…don’t actually know…when we had pizza I think?’ I murmured, softly.

‘Oh Astra,’ she groaned.  ‘You can’t do this.  You’ll make yourself ill.’

I lowered my gaze.  ‘I’ve been…distracted.’

‘You’ve got to eat, baby, or you’ll make yourself poorly.’

I bit my lower lip, worrying it with my teeth.

‘It’s okay…I’m sorry…I was just worried about you,’ she said, bending to kiss my forehead, my cheek and then my mouth softly.  ‘Poor Astra…’ she murmured.

I felt embarrassed and ridiculous, but Devon’s nurturing side was adorable and having her look after me felt good.  As Jimmy walked in, I felt my blush increase.

‘Here,’ she said, handing Devon some food and drink.  ‘Vending machines were the best I could do until the runner gets back with some proper food. She’s gone to get some glucose tablets and decent food.’

‘The is great for now, thanks Jimmy,’ Devon said.

‘You want me to stay?’ she asked.

‘No, she’s fine.  Best I just stay so she’s got some space to come too.’

‘Okay…well if you need anything, I’ve got my phone on me,’ he said.

‘Thanks Jimmy,’ Devon said, slapping him on the back in friendship.

Once Jimmy had left, Devon came over and sat down beside me on the sofa, encouraging me to sit up a bit.

‘Come on then, sit up a bit.  I want you to drink the apple juice…it’ll give you a little boost to get you  going.’

I moaned a little.  ‘My stomach aches so bad right now,’ I told her, frowning in pain.

‘Baby,’ she said, reaching over to rub my lower stomach.  Pushing my t-shirt up a little and out of the way, her hand slowly rubbed idle circles across the flat planes of my sunken stomach.

I closed my eyes for a minute, enjoying the feeling of her hand on me.

‘You’ve lost weight,’ she told me.  ‘We need to make sure you’re eating regularly, Astra,’ she said, quietly.

‘Yeah…I tend to do this sometimes,’ I admitted, worrying my lower lip again.

‘You do? You’ve had…eating problems?’ she asked.

I frowned. ‘Not exactly…I just tend to stop eating when I’m stressed out.  Some people eat their feelings, I do the opposite-I don’t eat my feelings.’

‘I think I’m the first one,’ Devon joked, lifting the apple juice to my lips. 

I opened my mouth and let her feed me the drink.  I swallowed it down, letting her give it to me gradually.  When I had drunken half the bottle, she allowed me to stop.

‘Now eat,’ she told me, breaking off a piece of chocolate from one of the bars Jimmy had given her.  ‘Put it on your tongue and suck it slowly.’

One of my eyebrows winged up rapidly, and then I smiled in humour at what she had said.

‘You’re starting to feel better,’ she said, a gentle smile at her lips as she held the chocolate up to my lips.

I opened my mouth, and she placed it inside. Something about the way her fingers lingered as she eased back from my tongue had my body responding to her in a purely physical reaction.  ‘Mmm,’ I moaned, enjoying the taste on my tongue.

‘More?’ she asked, a seductive smile forming.

‘Yeah,’ I managed, my voice cracking slightly.

She reached for my mouth and eased another square of chocolate inside, the time letting her finger stay there as my mouth closed around the food.  She slowly pulled it out of my mouth and as my eyes lifted to hers, I saw hers were darkened.

‘I’m not letting you out of my sight tonight,’ she told me.  ‘I know we’re headed out this evening, but you’ll ride with me-on my bus.’

I didn’t even think about saying no. I didn’t want to.  ‘Okay.’

‘I’ll look after you, okay?’

‘Thanks Devon.’

‘Do you want to sit up a bit?’ she asked.

‘In a minute,’ I told her, feeling that I was still unsteady.

‘Okay.  Don’t worry about the rest of the rehearsal.  You should just go back and rest up in the hotel,’ she said then.

‘No, please…I’ll be fine.  I just needed to eat, and I didn’t.  I’ll be fine now I’ve got something inside me,’ I murmured, aware of the innuendo of my words as Devon’s eyes darkened once more.  When we were together, the electricity between us just crackled in the air. Everything was sexual, and everything was intense. I didn’t know if it would ever disappear, as whenever we were near each other, the chemistry sizzled hot.

‘Are you sure?’

‘Yes, I’m feeling better already.  I’ll keep eating and drinking, but I’m fine to continue.  I want the last practice, Devon.’

‘Yeah,’ she sighed.  ‘And it’s important.’

‘Exactly.  You go back.  I’m come and join you soon.’

She gave me a kind, warm smile.  ‘Five more minutes isn’t going to hurt anyone, baby,’ she told me.  ‘Relax.’

I laid back, letting her feed me more chocolate, enjoying her attention and care.

Chapter 33

Rehearsals continued, and I re-joined everyone after about twenty minutes.  I now had a supply of glucose tablets in my pocket and had eaten a turkey sub sandwich which the runner boy had collected for me.  All things considered, the second half went well, and when Devon paused to kiss me in ‘Be mine,’ her kiss was caring and gentle, a million miles away from the intense, passionate embrace that she sometimes laid on me.

When we finished up, it was around five.  Instructions were given for us all to be ready to leave at 6.30pm.  We would be driving out to Pennsylvania overnight, so it would be our first night sleeping on the buses.

As we left the studios, Devon caught me once more and insisted I come in her car back to the hotel-to keep an eye on me.  I explained to Mattie and Erin that Devon wanted me with her, and we said our goodbyes for the night.

Once inside Devon’s car, we sat alone in privacy at last in the back seat.  Devon’s eyes were dark in the increasingly chillier night air.

‘You cold?’ Devon asked me, huskily.

‘A little,’ I murmured, having left the hotel room that morning wearing only t-shirt and jeans.

‘Come here,’ she said, easing me into her side to wrap a warm arm around me.

‘Thanks,’ I said, snuggling in.  ‘You’re always so warm,’ I commented.

‘I do tend to run hot, all the time,’ she replied softly.

‘I’m the opposite.’

‘You’re a lot skinnier than me though,’ Devon said, ruefully.  ‘I wish I were a bit smaller.’

‘You’re perfect,’ I said, moving my head to look up at her.

Her eyes met mine in the darkness and although I could only make out some of her features, the tension still crackled in the air. 

‘Can I kiss you?’ Devon then asked, her voice an almost whisper.

‘You don’t have to ask…’ I murmured, in reply.

‘I thought maybe you wouldn’t want me to right now,’ she said, voice low.

‘Kiss me,’ I requested.

Devon slowly bent her head, gently capturing my mouth with her.  She started slow, a gentle tease of our lips brushing against one another’s.  I felt her restrain, her tight leash on control.  I didn’t want it though. I wanted more.

‘Kiss me like you mean it,’ I murmured against her mouth, flicking my gaze up to hers.

‘You don’t like slow and easy?’ she whispered, softly.

‘Yeah…I like it all…but right now, I need more…’ I revealed.

Her eyes met mine for a split second before a sound of frustration escaped from deep in her throat. My hand which lay pressed against her shoulder felt her heart start to hammer and her head swooped down, her mouth took mine in one of her devastating kisses.  It was what I needed in that moment, and I didn’t even know why.  I opened my mouth wide to hers, as her tongue assaulted mine passionately.

I lost my mind for several minutes and it was bliss. It wasn’t until she withdrew her tongue from mine and pulled her mouth gently away that I realised she was stopping.

I moaned in protest.  ‘Why are you stopping?’ I asked her, with almost a whine.

‘Astra; we’re here!’ she chuckled; her voice low.

‘Oh,’ I said, and then laughed a little.  ‘Whoops.’

‘Carried away much?’ she grinned and winked at me sideways.

We left the car and headed into the hotel. Once there, we went to my room to pack.  Devon insisted on staying with me; she clearly took her role of caretaker seriously. Once I had packed up my bags, we went to her hotel room, and she asked me to sit on the sofa and relax while she sorted out her belongings.  It wasn’t long before we were ready to go, and porters were at the door to take our luggage down for us. 

In the elevator riding down, Devon smiled over at me. 

‘You doing okay, Astra?’ she asked, her eyes watching me carefully.

‘Yeah, I’m good now,’ I told her.  ‘Excited.’

‘Do you mind coming on my bus tonight?’ she questioned.  ‘Not being with the others?’

‘Mind? I love it,’ I said, moving over to her to cuddle into her side.  ‘I want to be with you every chance I get.’

She sighed.

Glancing up at her, I saw her face tense slightly.

‘What’s wrong?’ I asked.  It was my time to be concerned.

‘No, I’m fine.  Really.  It’s just…after tonight, each day is going to be filled.  They’ve shown me the schedule sheet for the first two weeks and my schedule is different to yours completely.  We’re not going to be able to do that much, I’ve realised.’

I gazed up at her, feeling complete adoration for the woman. ‘And that makes you sad and give me those adorable puppy dog eyes?’ I questioned.

‘Stop it,’ she objected, chuckling at my teasing.  ‘And yes! It does bother me.’

‘You thought that we’d be riding the party bus the whole way across America?’ I smiled, looking up at her, with my head resting on her shoulder.

‘Maybe,’ she grinned, but then it faded, ‘but seriously, it’s not going to happen…’

I pulled a face.  ‘I guess we catch up when we can then.  I mean, we’ll have moments, right?’ I murmured, unable to stop myself from lifting a thumb to trail along her thick, lower lip which was spattered with freckles.

‘Mmm,’ she groaned, rolling her eyes when the lift came to a halt. 

We moved naturally apart from each other and walked out together.  Walking around, we found the buses parked up and ready to leave and after a quick conversation with the managers and the other band members, we were all told it was time to go, so made our way on board.

Walking onto Devon’s bus was a memorable moment for me.  Once the doors were closed, I realised we had the evening together and I was going to make the most of it.

‘Devon; the place is really amazing,’ I told her.

‘I know, isn’t it? I feel like I’m going to be really pretty comfortable here while we have to travel.’

‘It’s luxury!’ I told her.  ‘My flat isn’t as big as this!’ I joked.

‘I know, it’s ridiculous isn’t it.’

‘And you’ve got it to yourself most of the time,’ I reminded her.

‘Yeah,’ she said, and slumped down onto the sofa.  ‘But that’s not always a good thing for me.’

‘Devon; I’m not going to even allow you to think about getting lonely.  It’s not going to happen with me around,’ I said, heading over to where she was sitting and moving over to straddle her on the sofa.

‘Astra; what are you doing?’ she asked, as my hands ran down her chest.

‘What do you think I’m doing?’ I said, grinning at her.

‘Astra; ease up,’ she said, holding me off.

‘Why?’ I asked, leaning down to kiss her gently on her cheek, her neck and chin.

Devon groaned.  ‘Come on, Astra, no fair…I’m meant to be taking care of you,’ she complained.

‘And you are.  Take care of every little bit of me,’ I said, huskily, with clear sexual undertones against her ear.

She eased me back, holding me at arm’s length away from her.  ‘Hang on, tiger,’ she chuckled.  ‘Before absolutely any kind of shenanigans, we’re eating.  More to the point, you’re eating.  We can’t do any more fainting on stage because you’re not taking care of yourself.  So, hold off, you horn-bag, we’re sharing food first,’ she smiled.

‘Oh my God, Devon.  You’re totally turning me down?’ I groaned.  ‘And I’m not even hungry!’

‘You’re eating,’ she told me, seriously.  ‘That’s one of the reasons I’ve kept you here with me, to make sure of it. And as for turning you down-yeah…I am.’

I stared at her, open mouthed. 

‘What?’ she protested.

‘I think this is the first time you’ve ever refused any kind of sexual activity with me,’ I said, in mock surprise.

She gave me a look.  ‘Well, we must be settling into real tour life. It’s not always going to be sex and more sex.  We’re going to need other stuff…like food…sleep!’ she said, smiling up at me.

‘Boring,’ I muttered, but smirked. ‘I better get off then,’ I said, clambering off her lap and standing up, ‘otherwise I’m going to be too distracted to get on board with the whole food thing,’ I muttered, adjusting the twisted panties under my jeans.

Devon eased to her feet, taking a step towards me.  Her eyes had darkened as she watched me adjust my clothing.  ‘We’ll eat and then reconsider,’ she said, silkily, her hand reaching over to cup me through my jeans to give a slow rub.  ‘I’m still up for making the most of the night together,’ she told me, voice low.

‘Good,’ I replied, leaning into her hand as she rubbed me.  ‘Because I’m going to miss seeing your face when you’re off all the time doing interviews.’

She smiled at me.  ‘Yeah?’

‘Yeah,’ I said, sidling closer, noting that her hand was still holding me through my jeans, still creating that delicious friction that I needed from her.  ‘Do you know how gorgeous you are, Devon?’ I asked her, quietly. 

She smiled, lowering her eyes a little.  ‘Not right now,’ she said. ‘I haven’t got a scrap of make-up on,’ she murmured.

‘I know,’ I said, softly, lifting a hand to her lips once more.  I couldn’t get enough of them.  With the freckles dotted over their lush thickness, I just wanted to touch them constantly.  ‘I love seeing you like this,’ I revealed.

Her eyebrow winged up in surprise.  ‘You do? With no make-up?’

‘Well, let’s face it, I mean you’re hot either way, but when you have nothing on, it’s more…real…more you.  I like to be able to see your skin, your freckles, your eyes.  You’re naturally gorgeous.  I don’t know why you don’t see it,’ I murmured, trailing a map from freckle to freckle across her cheek.

‘My skin isn’t flawless,’ she told me, ‘I’ve got too many freckles and without eyeliner, I don’t think my eyes look anywhere near so bright.’

‘Oh Devon,’ I murmured, smiling up at her.  ‘You have no idea what you do to people, do you?’

Her eyes heated and held mine.  ‘You know what, Astra, I’ve sang in packed out audiences with thousands of people screaming my name but right now, the only person I want seeing me is you.’

The breath caught in my throat as she looked down at me.  Something changed for me in that moment, and I could see that she felt it too.  There was an awareness, a shift.  I swallowed against the emotion in my throat, unable to face what I was feeling quite yet.  ‘I see you, Devon,’ I assured her.  ‘Don’t ever doubt that.’

She lowered her mouth to mine and kissed me in a long, thorough exploration of me.  I kissed her back, but didn’t push for more this time.  It was perfect just to savour the moment.

When Devon finally lifted her head, she smiled down at me.  ‘Dinner,’ she said, resolutely.

‘Fine,’ I muttered, trailing after her to the kitchen area. 

‘I asked for a dinner to be prepared in advanced.  Apparently, all we need to do is warm it up,’ she told me, reaching for dishes from the fridge.

‘Okay, cool.  What can I do?’ I asked, lingering by her side.

‘Nope.  You sit down at the table.  I want you to relax…really, Astra.  Take tonight to chill, get your body and mind healthy again.  You’ve been on a rollercoaster of emotions during these past few days.’

I nodded, ruefully, knowing she was right.  I went to the table as she suggested and sat down.

Devon placed pre-prepared salads on the table and then heated the pasta dishes which looked to be like a form of Bolognese from what I could see.  ‘Yeah…’

‘So, you said you called your Mum last night,’ she said, as she came to sit down across from me with the bowls of pasta.  ‘Did she know about any of it?’

I pulled the salad bowl towards me and idly began to pick at a leaf of salad.  ‘Yeah.  Dad had called her to tell her about her cancer.  Turns out he had ranted and raved at her too. She’s so much stronger these days though.  She was the one talking me through everything.  She told me not to let him get to me; that those days are over for us now.  She was very good, she calmed me down.’

She smiled, slowly eating her pasta.  ‘She sounds like a good woman.’

‘She’s the best,’ I smiled.  ‘I’ve asked her to try and come out to one of the shows,’ I told her.

‘Oh yeah! She’s got to! That would be amazing, and I’d love to meet her,’ she grinned. ‘I’d be on my best behaviour too!’ she winked.

‘Yeah, hopefully it will happen,’ I said, eating a mouthful of pasta.  ‘She’s going to talk to my step-dad Tony and figure out if they can manage it.’

She frowned. ‘What do you mean? With work?’ she questioned.

‘No, I mean with money.  See if they can afford the flights.  I told her I could probably wangle some tickets out of you for them,’ I said, giving her a cheeky wink.

Devon looked shocked.  ‘Astra! You don’t need to worry about that! We’ll get them flights arranged! They don’t need to be worrying about paying money they don’t have for them.  Give me the information for where and when and I’ll get my assistant on it.  Always ask with things like that.  You don’t need to be worrying about whether things like that can happen.  I’ll make it happen,’ she promised.

I was amazed and touched. ‘Devon…I…thank you.  That’s amazing.  I don’t know how to thank you,’ I murmured.

‘Sexual favours should do it,’ she joked but then turned more serious.  ‘I’m joking though.  We’re going to get that sorted.  Your Mum and stepdad can have the best holiday of their lives and see you perform live,’ she smiled.

‘And you,’ I added.  ‘Mum thinks you’re gorgeous, apparently.’

‘Like mother, like daughter,’ she winked, flirtatiously.

‘Will you stop?’ I groaned.  ‘I’m just beginning to eat and calm down and there’s you being all sexy and flirtatious all the time.’

‘Sorry,’ she laughed.  ‘It comes pretty naturally if I’m honest.  Especially around you.’

‘Yeah, it better be.  Don’t go flirting with everyone,’ I joked.

‘I won’t,’ she promised.  ‘It’s all about you, Astra,’ she smiled, reaching for my hand.

I looked down at her hand on mine and felt emotion bubble deep inside me once more.  What was going on with me, I wondered? When had the changed from a heady, sexual attraction to something more? It was confusing me.  ‘What are you doing?’ I asked, watching her as she threaded her hand through mine.

‘Enjoying our date,’ she said, simply.

‘Our what?’ I laughed.

‘Our date…I mean we have dinner, great company, we’re chatting…what more could you want?’ she asked, smiling at me.

‘We haven’t been on a date, have we?’ I murmured.

‘We absolutely haven’t. Mind you, if I could, I’d probably take you out properly if we did this for real…’

‘You would?’ I asked.

‘Yeah.  You know, properly romance you,’ she smiled.

‘But, Devon, you’ve already had your way with me in pretty much every way.  Why would you want to do all the romance stuff now?’ I asked.

She gaped at me.  ‘Astra!’

‘What?’ I said, laughing at her shocked expression.

‘You think that it’s all about the sex side of things?’ she asked.

‘Well, no…but it’s usually the lead up to get there-you know, the dates and the romancing stuff,’ I murmured.

‘Oh my God, Astra, there’s so much I would teach you if I could,’ she laughed.  ‘Some of the romance is the best,’ she told me.  ‘And if you were truly mine, I’d be wining, dining and spoiling you wherever I could.’

I stared at her for a long moment. ‘If I was truly yours?’ I asked.

She shrugged, uncharacteristically looking a little embarrassed. ‘Well, you know…this is…well we’re…sort of…undefined, right?’

I nodded, feeling guilty.

‘Which is fine, obviously,’ she added, ‘I’m just talking hypothetically.  I love all that coupley stuff with a girlfriend.’

‘You’re an old romantic at heart, is that what you’re telling me?’

‘I guess,’ she smiled.  ‘I’m a mix, overall. What about you, Astra? Is it all about the sex?’ she questioned.

‘I…no, not really.  I mean, I’m pretty highly motivated by it right now as you can tell, but I think that’s because it’s all new…and it’s…well, it’s you,’ I laughed.

‘What do you mean?’

‘You’re really hot,’ I told her, bluntly.

‘Yeah? So, you’re pretty into what we do together?’ she questioned.

‘You know I am,’ I told her, huskily.  ‘And we’ve pushed it way further than I ever thought we would.’

Her eyebrow lifted.  ‘Yeah?’

‘Well, yeah.  I hadn’t ever even so much as kissed a woman before you, Devon.  Now we’ve got to the point where we’re doing all sorts together.  Virtually everything!’ I exclaimed.

‘Virtually,’ she repeated, her eyes turning darker.

I knew exactly what she was talking about, and it made my stomach clench with tension. She was talking about using a toy, I knew. ‘Does it bother you?’ I asked.

‘What?’ she said, softly, pretending to not know what I was talking about.

‘Devon,’ I objected.  ‘You know exactly what.  The fact that I haven’t…that we haven’t…’

She sighed.  ‘That we haven’t done everything?’ she asked.

‘I…well, yeah,’ I replied, eyes on her intently.

‘I mean, I’d be lying if I said I didn’t want to do that with you, Astra, but I would never push you to do something you weren’t ready to do.  I’m more than content with exploring with you what you want to while we’re on tour. Christ, I was going to rely on just touching myself while we travelled.  To do anything with you in an amazing bonus to my master plan,’ she smiled.

I swallowed, unsure of how to tell her how I felt about things.  ‘I, uh…I’m not exactly saying I wouldn’t…just that maybe…I don’t think I’m…ready,’ I admitted, embarrassed to be admitting it.

‘I know you’re not…and it’s not like we aren’t having fun elsewhere,’ she said, with a cheeky wink.

‘That is true.  I mean, we’ve done everything else, I reckon!’ I exclaimed, my body heating at the memories of it all.

‘Well, not quite…’ she said, silkily, dropping her seductive gaze a little.

I frowned, my brain scanning through the sexual activities she could be talking about and came up with nothing.  ‘What are you talking about?’ I asked her.

‘Well, I know that you’re not ready for me to do it to you, Astra, but I was wondering if you’d like to do it to me,’ she said, conversationally, is if it were part of a standard chat.

I almost choked on my salad.  Staring at her open-mouthed, I felt my heart accelerate in my chest.
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‘What the…?’ I managed, swallowing hard before I coughed up the food in my mouth.

She shrugged, sheepishly and then gave me a smile which would have melted icecaps.  ‘The offer’s there,’ she told me.  ‘For some time…if you want,’ she said, slowly.

‘But…I thought…I mean, I assumed…’ I didn’t know how to say what I was thinking without sounding rude or inexperienced.

‘What? That I was only interested in using a toy on you?’ she questioned.  ‘That I wouldn’t be up for taking it?'

'Well, uh...yeah!' I managed, stuttering a little.

‘In all honesty, yeah, I’m usually more into being on top, but I’ve tried it all and enjoyed it too.  I’d love to try everything with you, Astra, and I want you to be able to try things you haven’t had the chance to.’

‘Definitely never been an option before,’ I chuckled, making a joke of myself.

‘It’s incredibly pleasurable either way, Astra, so if and when you’re up for it, I’m game,’ she told me.

I groaned, dropping my head to my hands. ‘I’m going to be turned on for days just thinking about it.’

She smiled.  ‘Then take the opportunity then,’ she said, simply.

‘What tonight?’ I asked, incredulously.

‘Up to you,’ he said, silkily.  ‘Now eat your dinner.  You’re going to need your energy,’ she told me, winking yet again.

‘I am, am I?’ I chuckled.

‘Sure.  Even if you don’t take me up on my tempting offer, I’ll promise you some action later for definite.’

‘Oh yeah?’ I grinned.

‘Yeah.  You’re not the only one turned on around here,’ she grumbled.

My eyes flickered downwards.  Heat spread through me at the thought of her throbbing against her shorts, desperate for my touch.  ‘I guess I better get eating then,’ I replied.

‘Damn right.  Let’s get on with it.’

We stopped talking for a few minutes, to make sure we’d both eaten some of the food provided.  I managed about half of my pasta, but then my stomach was still struggling after lack of food, so it was hard to eat too much.

When Devon was satisfied that I had refuelled enough, we left everything in the bin and then left the kitchen to head to the lounge.

Sitting down, Devon looked over at me.

‘It’s not too bad, is it? Travelling like this?’

‘No, it’s not.  I was worried about the motion sickness feeling but it’s not too bad, is it.  I mean I know we’re moving.  I can feel it…but it’s very smooth.’

‘I know…I reckon it’s going to help me sleep, not stop it,’ she commented.

‘So, uh…what’s the plan now?’ I asked.  ‘It’s only half seven.’

‘Well,’ she drawled, ‘we could chill here and watch a movie.  We could sit and talk…’ she said slowly.

‘Yeah, yeah…now when do we get to the good stuff?’ I asked her.

She smirked at me, chuckling.  ‘Naughty, Astra.’

‘You love it,’ I challenged.

‘I do,’ she agreed, ‘but you’re here for me to look after you…’

‘And you have been! I’ve eaten and everything!’ I objected.

‘True…but I intended to make you eat, rest and sleep all evening…not engage with too much fun with me.’

‘But I bet it’s crossed your mind,’ I murmured, silkily.

‘You know it has,’ she said, edging closer.  ‘Doesn’t mean I’m not trying to contain myself and treat you more gently than I want to.’

‘I don’t need you to treat me gently.  I like it when you’re rough and horny.’

‘I know you do…that’s what’s making me check myself and reign it in!’

‘Come on…let’s at least go and fool around a bit,’ I said, pulling at her arm.

‘Really? Already?’

‘I’m so horny, Devon,’ I moaned, leaning close to her and bringing her hand to my aching mound.

‘Oh my God, Astra…’ she said, groaned in response as I used my tongue to trail along her neck. 

‘I need you,’ I told her, my voice thick with desire, and moved around to her mouth, nipping her with playful, teasing kisses.

‘Okay, okay…stop.  Let’s at least go and get comfy…christen the new bed!’ Devon said, sitting up and pushing me off with her motion.

I stumbled to my feet, and we went together down the bus to the other room where the bedroom was.

‘Wow, I forgot how cool the room is!’ I exclaimed, tumbling onto the bed and lying spread out like a starfish.

‘It looks even better now, with you spread out there for me.’

I moved up onto my elbows and looked at her with my best bedroom eyes.  ‘Come on,’ I told her, inviting her over.

She made her way across to the bed and climbed over me, stealthily like a tiger.  Stretching out across my body, I felt her lithe, strong body press against me and the look in her eyes telling me that she was in the same moment as I was.  

Her mouth moved to cover mine and she kissed me passionately.  Her thick, full lips opened over mine and her tongue immediately forced entry into my mouth, making me moan as it slid slickly across my own.

My hands spread all over her, touching her everywhere.  She felt so good and as she pinned my hands back behind my head, I felt my arousal peak even more. 

Devon held my hands captive as she kissed me languidly.  When her mouth finally left mine, she moved to my neck and kissed, licked and suckled the tender skin there.  I moaned aloud as her lips moved lower and her hands eased my t-shirt up to expose my nipples.  She suckled on one, making me arch as her tongue and lips fiercely tugged on it, making it ache. 

‘Oh my God,’ I moaned, as she let her teeth gently nip there.

‘Mmm,’ Devon murmured, moving her mouth over to the other nipple on the other side. She stayed there for a while before travelling lower and kissing down my ribs, lingering to run her hands over my muscled stomach, made even more prominent by my weight loss recently.  Her lush tongue trailed a path of pleasure downwards until she reached my wet sex.

‘Ah fuck,’ I groaned, as her tongue swirled around my tender flesh. 

‘You taste so good,’ she murmured huskily, as her tongue moved, and her mouth started moving everywhere. 

My breath hitched and my back arched, surprised by her sudden slickness holding me captive.  It felt so, damn good and I moaned my pleasure into the rumbling, dark bus.

‘You like that?’ she asked, her mouth full of me.

‘Yeah…slow down…I don’t want to come yet,’ I told her, desperate to hold off, to wait and try more new things with her.

She lifted her head, smiled in seductive bliss and moved upwards to kiss me once more.  ‘What are you thinking?’ she asked, trailing her tongue over mine and pressing herself against my side once more.

‘Well…’ I said slowly.  ‘I don’t know if I know enough to do this with you…but I’m willing to have a go,’ I said, aching for her.

‘A go at what?’ she asked, making me squirm under the scrutiny of her intense gaze. 

‘Shall we just…explore…and see how it goes?’ I asked, without wanting to make promises that I wasn’t sure if I could keep.  Going that far with her was a big step for me.

‘Okay…just…give me two seconds,’ he said, dropping a light kiss on my nose.

I watched her in surprise as she disappeared into the bathroom which was just down the hall.  She was gone for a few minutes, and when she came back, she was carrying supplies.

‘Just in case,’ she said, dropping a strap on dildo and lube of differing varieties on the bedside table.

I grinned up at her.  I got to the side of the bed and stripped off my own clothes so that I could join her naked on the bed.

‘We’re really doing this?’ I asked her as we met in the centre of the bed.

‘I don’t mind, Astra.  I really don’t.  Let’s just have fun and see.  My offer stands whenever you’re ready to take me up on it…but I would never pressure you or push you into doing something you don’t want to.’

‘Oh, I want to…I just don’t know if I can make it good for you,’ I admitted. ‘I lack the experience.’

‘Ah Astra!’ she groaned, ‘don’t you know that everything you do to me is a complete turn on. I’ve never felt the sexually alive in my life before.  You do things to me that no woman has ever been able to.  I’m sure, if we tried it, it would be incredible…and I have done this before,’ she laughed,

‘So, what are you going to do to me?’ she asked, teasingly.

I grinned.  ‘Time for you to slow down,’ I warned, ‘I’m going to have to ease up to the one I think,’ I told her, moving across her to start kissing her lips.  ‘I’m going to have to start with kissing,’ I told me, softly, ‘Because your mouth is one of my favourite things about you,’ I told her.

‘Oh yeah?’

‘You have favourite things about me?’ she asked, gazing up at me with an adoring expression.

‘I do…you want to hear them?’ I asked, smiling at her before starting to kiss my way down her neck.

‘Yeah…I absolutely need to I think.’

‘Okay, well your mouth,’ I said, lifting my head to kiss it again, ‘your freckles,’ I told her, trailing a soft finger across her freckled cheeks, ‘But especially the ones on your lips.’

She smiled.

‘Your body,’ I went on, reaching down to cup and squeeze her between her legs for a moment.  ‘

I felt the chuckle against my head which lay against her chest.  ‘I also like your voice,’ I told her, ‘I mean, obviously your singing voice but it’s your speaking voice which really gets me turned on,’ I told her.  ‘It’s gorgeous…’

‘Ah Astra…you’re making me blush,’ she told me as I lifted my head to look down at her once more. 

‘I also love your eyes,’ I told her, gazing into hers and lightly kissing her on the nose.  ‘They’re just…so unique.  I could stare into them all day…and the way they change! Fuck! So gorgeous,’ I murmured.

She smiled at me.  ‘You done?’ she asked.

‘Nope,’ I smiled, ‘But I’ll shut up for now and go down on you if you like.  I can feel you gagging for some real attention,’ I mumbled.

‘I could hear what you like about me all day,’ she told me, ‘But I’m never going to say no to your mouth on my pussy!’

I grinned at her and moved down her body, kissing her breasts on the way.  When I got to her waiting sex, I found it damp and ready for my touch.  As I lowered my mouth onto her, she groaned inwardly, voicing how I was feeling inside.

Devon’s hips twitched in response to my tongue, which began to lick and circle on her clitoris.  When I took her into my mouth and suckled, her vocal comments got louder and more expressive. 

‘Oh my God, Astra…yeah…it feels so good…’ she cried.

Her rumbling voice did things to me and made my stomach clench tight and firm.  I kept going, determined that she would enjoy this, and her answering moans told me she was.

I kept up for some time before shifting a little, allowing my fingers to play at her entrance before pushing inside gently, testing her reaction and relishing in her sounds of pleasure at my ministrations.

‘Is that…okay?’ I asked, looking up at her.

‘Keep going,’ she encouraged, undulating against my hand.

‘I, uh…’ I hesitated.  ‘I need some guidance from here…this is out of my experience and comfort zone,' I told her, slowing my fingers.

She sat up, reaching for me and reversing our positions before reaching over for the lube. 

‘Can I show you?’ she asked.

‘Yes!’ I said, eagerly.

I felt my stomach tense as she unclicked the cap on the lube and spread some on my wet folds.  Then, her finger pushed inside slowly, withdrew and then pushed again. 

‘Okay?’ she asked, easing into me again.

‘Yeah,’ I moaned.  ‘Oh…mmm…yeah…’

‘Take more,’ she said, easing a second finger inside me.

I gasped.  It felt so good.

‘Anything at the stage usually feels good, motion or rhythm but also, there’s something else,’ she told me, crooking her fingers slightly and rubbing.

My back arched in an automatic, visceral response to the incredible flash of pleasure which shot through me. ‘Oh my God, Devon!’ I cried out, bucking.

She eased back a bit, her fingers still inside me.  ‘That’s your g-spot, Astra. Ever found it before me?’ she smiled.

I shook my head.  ‘No.’

‘Okay…so pay attention,’ she smiled.  ‘And feel…’ she said as she eased her fingers up inside of me yet again.

I was filled with exquisite ecstasy as she found it, teased it and made me tighten with the need to explode.  She then showed me different methods of pleasuring with her fingers, including scissoring and a range of rhythms which could push sensations up to orgasm.

Feeling close to a loss of control, I knew I needed to stop her.

‘Okay, okay…don’t make me come,’ I told her, gasping as she pulled away from me.  ‘Fuck, Devon…’

‘Helpful?’ she asked, her eyebrow quirking upwards in that deliberate way of hers.

‘Oh yeah,’ I told her.  ‘But I need a bit of time to calm down now! You’re really good at that, Devon,’ I chuckled.

She smiled.  ‘Thanks, baby.’

‘Now lie down,’ I ordered, turning serious.  ‘I’m ready to try this.’

Her eyebrow threatened to lift off her forehead yet again as I pushed her down and covered her with my body.  Kissing her passionately, I spent a while there, allowing myself to take control back and reign my control back.

Slowly, I kissed my way back down her body until I was back between her legs.  With the guidance she had given me, I felt more confident about giving it a go and excited to see if I could get her feeling the same way as she had done for me.

After a while, when my tongue grew tired, I raised my head, reached for the lube which lay discarded on the bed and unclicked the lid.  I poured a generous amount onto my fingers and then pressed one, long finger slowly towards her opening.  Slowly but firmly, I eased it inside her.  It slid in gradually, up to the knuckle and felt tight around my finger.

‘Oh, Astra,’ she moaned, spreading her legs even wider.

I pulled back a bit before adding a second one, pushing inside slowly and then once inside setting up a thrusting rhythm, pushing her open with every shove of my fingers inside her. 

As Devon began lifting her hips, I shifted my fingers as she had shown me, and she bucked up on the bed.  ‘Fuck! Right there!’ she yelled.  ‘Oh fuck, Astra, yeah…’ she moaned, repeatedly, as I hit her g-spot.

Her reactions had me humming with need. Unable to control the desire, which was flooding me, I rose to my knees, pulled the strap on into place and positioned myself between her legs and placed the head of the toy at her entrance.  After pouring more lube over the toy, I held the shaft and then slowly eased it inside her.

I gasped as she reached down and switched on the vibrator.  The attachment which rubbed against my clitoris immediately started buzzing, stimulating my heated body.

‘Oh Astra, you feel so good,’ she moaned.

I opened my eyes and looked down at her.  She looked beyond gorgeous; her eyes blown with pleasure as I stayed tightly inside her.  I pulled back slowly and then thrust back, testing the feeling, experiencing the way her eyes glazed over, and her breathing hitched.  It felt so good that I could no longer stay still. 

‘Ah yeah,’ I moaned, loving the idea that I could make her come like this.  I drew back and started pumping my hips into her, the satisfying slap of skin on skin driving me higher and faster.  I lifted one legs wider to gain a better angle and slanted into her, aiming for her g-spot, content when she started crying out loudly, with even more pleasure.

I moved her then, pushing her over to that she went onto all fours and then lined up behind her.  Easing inside her, I sighed in bliss, looking down at our joined bodies.  Then, pulling back, I began to thrust inside her in earnest, grasping her hips.  Devon’s back arched and she pushed herself rhythmically against me.

Knowing I needed to see her when she came, I drew back and out of her momentarily.  Then, turning her over, I lifted her legs wide and eased in closer to push back inside her.  Her chest was heaving and falling in rapid motion, her eyes closed while her head fell back against the pillow.  I thrust again and again, lifting her hips higher so I could angle upwards and hit her g-spot hard.  When I saw the change in her pleasure levels and her mouth fall open and eyes open wide, I knew I had hit it.  Increasing the pressure of my thrusts, I took her wild and fast until we were both a panting mess of tangled bodies. I knew I was going to come soon, there was nothing I could have done to prevent it in that moment.  Holding on for Devon, I watched her as I plunged into her, repeatedly, watching her break apart.  When it happened, it was incredible.  As she cried out her bliss, I let go and came, pushing deep inside her.  I moaned through the orgasm, riding her through it. I then waited for the waves of pleasure to abate; loving feeling of the delicious aftershocks spread through my system.

Finally, slumping forwards, I fell into her arms, kissing her languidly. 

‘Oh Devon,’ I moaned, and dropped my head to her shoulder.

Chapter 35

We lay like that for some time before we both came too.  It was Devon who woke from the sexual haze first, her arms coming up to wrap around me and spread over my smooth back.  I stirred against her shoulder, completely and utterly relaxed, my body humming with bliss.

‘You good?’ Devon murmured, drowsily.

‘Oh my God,’ I mumbled, almost sounding drunk.

‘That good, huh?’ she chuckled, her chest rumbling as she laughed.

I blinked myself awake, lifting my head to look down at her.  She looked happy, smiling and content underneath me.  ‘It was incredible,’ I told her.  ‘Did I do okay?’ I added, unsure suddenly.

‘Astra! I’m completely and utterly blown away. You just nailed me into next week. I’m going to be walking funny for a week!’ she laughed.

I hadn’t realised I’d gone so hard.  ‘Oh, sorry! Fuck, Devon, maybe I shouldn’t of…’

‘Astra!’ she said, lifting her hand to stop me, ‘I loved it.  I loved every minute of being with you,’ she told me. 

‘Yeah?’ I murmured, a dopey grin spreading over my face.

‘Yeah,’ she smiled.  ‘That was incredible. I came so hard,’ she admitted, glancing down at our bodies. 

‘Me too,’ I murmured, laying my head back down again.  ‘Wow…’

‘Was it what you expected?’ she asked.

‘Way, way better,’ I revealed.  I lifted my head and gazed down at her hazy, lust-filled eyes.  ‘You know what, Devon…I reckon I could get on board with it…’ I told her.

Her eyes widened and her mouth dropped.  ‘You…what?’

I smiled at her. ‘Another time…but yeah,’ I grinned.  ‘You’ve convinced me,’ I laughed, lying down on her shoulder once more.

‘Well, fuck me!’ she laughed.

‘I already did that,’ I quipped, and we both laughed softly in one another’s arms. 

After a while, I grew heavy with sleep, so she gently eased me to one side.  Wrapped in each other’s arms, we slept.

When I woke next, I was alone in the bed.  I turned over, looking for Devon, but the bed where she had been sleeping was now empty.

Stumbling out of bed, I pulled on some underwear before heading out of the room in search of her. She was easy to find, standing at the kitchen countertop, making coffee.

‘It must be love,’ I stated, startling her.

She whirled around and looked at me, open-mouthed.  ‘What did you say?’ she asked, aghast.

‘The coffee,’ I grinned.  ‘I said it must be love if you’re making coffee.’

‘Oh!’ she said, smiling, and turned away.  ‘Can I get you a cup?’ she asked.

‘Yeah!’ I exclaimed, wandering up to stand behind her and hug her from behind.  I laid my head on her shoulder and wrapped my arms around her stomach.  ‘Do I get a morning kiss?’ I asked, pouty.

‘Sorry,’ she said, turning around and smiling down at me.  She bent her head and captured my mouth with hers, kissing me slowly, luxuriously.  It was pure bliss.  When she lifted her head, she smiled at me once more, and I smiled back, naturally.

‘Why’d you get up?’ I asked, with slight confusion in my tone.

‘We have to be up soon I’m afraid, baby,’ she said, enveloping me closer into her warm arms.  ‘Not that I wouldn’t love to stay in bed with you all day, but today’s the first busy one of many.’

‘Oh yeah,’ I said, remembering what day it was. The first show.  ‘Of course, it is.’

‘So, I had to get up, Astra.  I’ve got loads of interviews today too.’

‘You have?’

‘Yep,’ she said, handing me a coffee.  ‘Come and see,’ she said, leading me over to the kitchen table.

I followed her over and set my coffee down carefully.

‘So; the is my schedule for the next week.  It’s crazy.  I wanted to show it to you, so you understand why things are going to be different for the next little bit of the experience together.  I’m going to be on a different time schedule completely…look,’ she said, indicating the timetable of events which she had laid out before me.

I looked down and saw her mental, jam-packed schedule-many of the events clearly showing that we, on the other bus, began travelling to the next destination before Devon did.  ‘Wow,’ I murmured, taking it all in.  ‘Christ Devon, you weren’t joking, were you?’ I murmured, reading each day.

‘No.  I really wasn’t,’ she said, sighing. 

I watched as she picked up her coffee and pulled me towards the sofa.  I grabbed my coffee and followed her, sipping it haphazardly as we walked.

At the comfy seating area, we sat down next to each other and after having a drink, she put down her cup.  I did the same. 

‘I feel like we’re not going to see much of each other for a little while,’ Devon said then, easing her arm around my shoulders.  ‘And I don’t want you being upset about it…’ she continued.

‘Think I’m going to be pining for you?’ I smiled, teasingly.

‘Astra…’ she said, more seriously.  ‘Stop joking for a minute and hear me out.  I’m not going to be able to have you on the bus every time I fancy it.  I’m not going to be able to do movie nights, long chats and relaxing time together until everything calms down.  Do you get that? Are you going to get shitty with me if you don’t get all my attention?’ she asked.

‘Devon!’ I exclaimed.  ‘It’ll be fine!’ I told her.  ‘We’re touring. I expected all of that.  What I didn’t expect was to develop the…situation with you.  But considering everything which happened last night, I reckon we’ll both be fine for a while having worked off all that horniness, we were both carrying around.’

Devon groaned and let her head fall back against the sofa.  ‘That’s just it! Fuck, Astra!’ she exclaimed.

‘What?’ I questioned.

‘Last night!’ she muttered, almost angrily.

‘What?’ I asked again.

‘It was the best night I’ve ever experienced, Astra.’

‘Then why is your face doing that?’ I asked, pointing to her frown and discomfort.

‘Because I want more! You basically told me that you’d let me do you next time.  Now I can’t get that out of my mind.’

‘Oh yeah?’ I said, grinning wickedly.

She slapped me, playfully.  ‘I ache even more after last night,’ she revealed.

‘You do?’ I said, sobering.

‘Yeah…so bad.  It was intense-and you were so good.  I had no idea you’d enjoy it so much.’

I shrugged.  ‘I got pretty into it.’

‘Yeah, I know,’ she laughed. ‘I’m going to feel it every time I dance the evening,’ she said, ruefully.

‘Ah sorry, Devon.  Maybe we shouldn’t have…before a big show…’

‘No, I wanted to.  And I’ll be fine…and it’s not that ache I’m really concerned about…’

‘Then what?’ I questioned.

‘The ache I’m feeling because of wanting you.  You’ve given a green light, but I can’t follow up on it yet.’

I smiled at her.  ‘All in good time, gorgeous,’ I told her.  ‘We’ll get there…and by then, I’ll be even more ready for you.’

‘I suppose there’s always hotel stops.’

‘Exactly! When’s the first one from now? I wondered.

‘Two weeks exactly,’ she told me.  ‘When we cross the border up into Canada.  We’ve got a two-day hotel stop then.’

I grinned at her, wickedly.  ‘Sounds like some perfect timing.’

‘It does?’

‘Mmm hmm,’ I nodded.  ‘It’ll be something to look forward to.’

‘Oh, Astra…I don’t know if I can wait that long,’ she told me, full of anguish.

‘Yeah, you can.  I’m sure we can squeeze in a few quick moments before then.  If not, so be it…we’ll be hot as hell by the time we finally do it.’

She gazed at me. 

‘What?’ I murmured, thrown by the intensity of her gaze.

‘Nothing,’ she murmured, ‘I just…nah,’ she said, shaking her head.

‘No, what?’ I asked, reaching for her hand.

‘I was about to get all soppy on you, so I’ll just stop,’ she chuckled, looking embarrassed.

‘Ah go on…I’d love you to get all soppy with me,’ I admitted, giving her a shy look myself.

‘You would?’ she asked.

‘Yeah! I love it when you’re all sweet and dopey with me.  It’s like seeing the Hyde to your Jekyll.’

She grinned.  ‘Okay, well, all I was going to say is that I want you to know how much it’s meant…being with you…since we first met,’ she murmured.  ‘I’ve enjoyed every second of it.  And last night…I mean, it was such an incredible evening.  I just wanted you to know that.’

I smiled and lowered my lashes for a moment.  ‘You’re right…that was soppy,’ I chuckled.  ‘But I like it,’ I said, looking up. 

‘And just so you know, Astra…I don’t really do this,’ she said, slowly.

‘What do you mean?’ I asked.

She looked away a moment before turning back towards me.  ‘Last night…sex like that…I mean, I don’t generally do that.  When I’ve been in longer relationships, it’s been a possibility which I’ve occasionally explored, but very rarely.  I’m not trying to define what we’re doing or try and make the something you don’t want it to be, I just wanted to tell you that it does mean something to me.  I don’t mess around.’

‘You’re not going to be moving on when the first adoring fan flashes her tits at you?’ I joked.

‘Definitely not…’ she murmured, glancing at me and holding my gaze.

I swallowed hard, trying to quell the emotion her words had stirred.  ‘I…I’m not either,’ I told her.

‘No?’

I shook my head.  ‘I only want you, Devon,’ I admitted, my voice low and quiet.  ‘I never expected the or planned on it either, but I don’t plan on messing around either.  I’m going to be more focused on getting through the next two weeks and preparing for our hotel night in Canada.’

Her face broke out into a huge smile.  ‘Ah Astra,’ she grinned. ‘I feel happier now,’ she told me.

‘You do?’ I smiled.

‘I do,’ she replied, pulling me into her lap to cuddle her close. 

We held each other tight, both unwilling to let go.  She felt big, warm and comforting.  It was my favourite moment spent with her so far; because I knew now that she cared about me. I was the only one she was thinking about, and that made me feel special.

We stayed cosied up for some time.  When we at last broke apart, I looked up at her longingly.

‘How long have we got left?’ I asked her.

She looked over at the clock on the kitchen microwave.  ‘We’re due to get off the buses at 8am.  It’s 7.30am.’

‘We aren’t moving,’ I murmured, suddenly realising that fact.

‘No, we haven’t been for ages.  It wasn’t a massive distance to travel from New York to Pennsylvania.  We’re parked up somewhere.’

‘So, while we go and rehearse and set up for tonight, you’re doing interviews and radio appearances today?’

‘Yeah.  It’s going to be one hell of a ride.’

‘I wonder how the crowd is going to react when we kiss in ‘Be mine,’ I commented.

Devon gave me a look.  ‘Come on, Astra…how do you think they’re going to react?’

I chuckled. ‘I reckon they’ll get pretty wild!’

‘I think I will too, having not seen you all day!’

My eyes lowered to her lips.  ‘Give me a taste before you go?’ I requested, suddenly aching for the touch of those beautiful, freckled lips of hers.

‘Thought you’d never ask,’ she murmured, before slowly lowering her head to mine.

My lips parted of their own volition.  As I closed my eyes, her mouth took my lower lip and suckled on it gently.  I closed my own mouth around her soft, upper lip and felt the familiar melting sensation within me as her passion began to grow.

As we sank into the kiss, time slipped away and all I was conscious of was Devon, and her mouth on mine.  I let my tongue dance with her and felt the clench of tension in my stomach as she explored. 

Moaning, she lifted her head.

‘Astra, we should stop…’ she said, reluctantly.

‘I know,’ I sighed.

‘I don’t want to though,’ she murmured.

‘Me neither,’ I mumbled, sinking back into her waiting open mouth.

We kissed for several minutes more before she pulled away and looked down at me.  ‘I’ll message you when I can’t see you, okay.’

‘Okay,’ I agreed.

‘Make sure you eat,’ she instructed, giving me a stern expression.

‘I will, Mum,’ I joked.

‘And get enough sleep…’

‘Oh my God, Devon, enough!’ I said, laughing at her caretaking of me.

‘It’s only because I…’ she broke off, shaking her head, as if she was thinking twice about what she had been going to say.  ‘I care about you,’ she said, her eyes meeting mine.

I met her turquoise-sea eyes and felt a thrill rush through me, a spark of chemistry, an awareness of something unspoken, something new between us.  ‘I…care about you too,’ I said, slowly, shaken by the way she was looking at me; the way my heart was hammering fast in my chest.

Devon was the first to break the contact between us.  ‘Well; I better get moving,’ she said, moving to stand.

I wanted to stop her, make her stay here with me and tell me what she was thinking but I didn’t. Instead, I got to my feet as well and smiled.  ‘Give me a hug then,’ I grinned.

She smiled and gave me a huge, warm hug.  After releasing me, she smiled down at me.  ‘I’ll see you later,’ she told me, huskily.

‘See you later,’ I promised.

We made our way out of the bus, and the day began.

Chapter 36

The band’s bus was parked behind Devon’s.  With Devon already being shuttled away in a waiting car, I let myself onto the bus and found it to be quiet and silent on board.  Devon had been right-our schedule really was different to hers.

I made my way down to the bedrooms and found one with the door open and my bags placed on the bed.  It seemed that they had allocated me a room, so I went in, closed the door and lay down to think. 

The past days and weeks seemed liked a blur of activity.  So much had happened, so much had changed and yet I still felt like me…the little person who always seemed to fail; or not quite make it.  Shaking those thoughts away, I closed my eyes to relive the previous night.  My body responded immediately to the memories of the events in Devon’s bed.  It had been the best sexual experience I had ever had; and had changed me forever.  I couldn’t imagine ever getting close to the ecstasy I had found in Devon’s arms. 

I replayed the night and then the morning when we had talked.  I felt moved by how we had left things. She had said she cared for me, but it had felt like more than that.  What I saw in her eyes was something I didn’t dare put a name to as I wasn’t sure how I felt about the idea of falling in love with her.

Reaching for my phone and looking at the time, I quickly calculated that it would be around lunchtime in the UK so Elle might be around to talk.  She was always my go-to person for advice and now was no different.

I called her number and waited for her response.

‘Astra!’ she exclaimed, picking up and sounding excited.

‘Elle!’ I cried, happily.  ‘How are you?’

‘Oh, I’m fine. Business as usual.  More to the point, how are you? Where are you?’ she asked, rapidly.

‘I’m good thanks,’ I told her. ‘We drove to Pennsylvania last night on the tour buses and we’re here now. Tonight’s the first show!’

‘I know! I’m so psyched for you,’ she said, happily.

‘I am too…but I’ve called for advice, Elle.  I’m stressing…’ I admitted.

‘I’m your woman! Tell me everything.  I’m assuming it’s about a certain raven-haired siren?’ she chuckled.

‘Yeah,’ I sighed, heavily. 

‘What’s going on?’

‘I think I’ve fallen in love with her,’ I said, flatly, unable to hold back any longer.

Elle went silent for a moment before answering.  ‘Okay; calm down Astra and tell me everything.  Why do you think you’re in love with Devon?’

I launched into everything which had happened over the past few days, at the hotel, on the bus and the morning’s events.  I finished by going back to the amazing sex we had shared and focused in on that.

‘…and it was the best sex I’ve ever had Elle…I can’t stop thinking about it,’ I admitted.

‘Let me stop you there,’ she interrupted.  ‘Okay, so from everything you’ve told me, I’ve come to the conclusion that what you and Devon have is a hot, sexual attraction.  You’re not in love, Astra! You’re in lust! You fancy the pants off the woman and now you’ve had sex, you’re confusing desire for love.’

‘Do you think?’ I asked, doubtfully.

‘Yes!’ she exclaimed.  ‘I absolutely do! And Astra-let’s be sure about this-you don’t want to be falling for Devon Samson.’

‘I don’t? Why not?’ I asked her, even more confused than I had been at the beginning of the conversation.

‘Astra; she’s at the beginning of a huge career.  She’s tipped to become a megastar! She’s not going to be looking to get tied down right now.  She clearly likes you-sexually, but sometimes, straight women are a bit of a challenge.  Once she’s had you, you might find that she calms down a bit-now that the chase is over…’

‘Really?’ I murmured, not liking the sound of that.

‘I don’t know…I’m just hypothesising.  The thing is, Astra, I don’t want you to get hurt. This is your first time with another woman, it’s going to be a big change for you.  Maybe your emotions are getting confused, I mean, having lesbian sex for the first time is a big deal! I can’t quite believe you did it!’

‘I know,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘I’m still shellshocked myself.’

‘I’d take some time to think it all through.  If you’ve said things are going to get busy and hectic for a while, take the time to calm down and think things through.  Really, Astra, she’s starting a massive tour, she gets to travel to world and sleep with anyone she wants along the way…do you truly think that you’re the only one she’s planning on being with.’

When she put it like that, it didn’t sound likely.  I frowned to myself, feeling upset.  ‘I think she’s focused on her music more than women.’

‘Exactly, so enjoy it for what it is and focus on the music too.  Remember this is your big break, Astra.  The is your chance to set yourself up for the future as well.  Don’t let your horniness for Devon spoil it all, especially if you’re going to end up getting hurt.’

‘I don’t want to end up getting hurt,’ I murmured.

‘No…so just…be careful.  Don’t go spilling your guts and telling her you love her! It could mess things up royally.  You want to make it to the end of the tour, right?’

‘Right,’ I said quietly, completely deflated.

‘I don’t mean to make you down, Astra, I just want to give you a reality check.  She’s Devon Samson for Christ’s sake! Just be careful…’

I knew she said it all to ensure I didn’t get hurt along the way but my phone call with her had upset me more than I dared to admit.  After chatting a little longer, I made my excuses and said my goodbyes, promising to call her again soon.  With that done, I headed out of the room and found Erin sat in the kitchen nursing a cup of tea.

‘Oh, hey Astra!’ she exclaimed, brightening.  ‘I didn’t hear you come in!’

‘Yeah, I came back a while ago,’ I told her.

‘How are you feeling? We were all really worried about you yesterday,’ she told me.

‘I’m feeling loads better thanks.  Devon took care of me-made me eat and sleep last night,’ I replied, hoping the blush that was creeping up my neck wasn’t noticeable to her.

‘Ah good. I can’t believe she did all that the night before the first show!’ she exclaimed.

‘Yeah, I know…above and beyond,’ I murmured.

‘For sure! She must really like you,’ she commented, without any hint of suggestion.

‘I don’t know, she just seems to be a really genuine person.  She wanted to take care of me, and it was really appreciated,’ I admitted.

‘Yeah.  She text me to keep an eye on you now she’s busy, so you’re eating and sleeping regularly, right?’ she told me, firmly.

‘Oh God, not you now too,’ I groaned.

‘Nah, it’s cool.  I’ll be chilled about it.  I’m a pretty good cook though, if you want to join me in some meals.  I’m a vegetarian though-so you’ll be loading up on healthy veggies.’

My face dropped. ‘Veggies?’

‘Sure! Really healthy! You won’t be fainting soon!’ she promised me.  ‘I make a mean veggie casserole.’

I made a sick face, making her laugh.

‘Your body is your temple, Astra,’ she told me.

‘Mine’s not,’ I muttered.  ‘And it does just fine with the occasional burger too,’ I smirked.

‘Not on my watch,’ she told me, happily.  ‘We’ll have you fit and healthy in no time!’

I groaned, as Mattie walked out and joined us.

‘Morning,’ she greeted us, coming to sit at the table.

‘Hey,’ I murmured, miserably.

‘What’s going on?’ she asked.

‘Erin’s offering me shitty food which is going to make me healthier apparently,’ I complained.

‘Oh yeah? I’m up for that…I’ve been eating crap too and I feel shitty.  Maybe a health kick is what we all need,’ she suggested.

‘Ah fuck,’ I laughed.  ‘Aren’t we meant to be living it large? The high life!’ I questioned.

‘Not if you want to make it through the tour in one piece,’ Mattie warned.  ‘We haven’t even done the first show, and you’ve fainted on stage, Astra.  You need to take care of yourself.  Seriously, Astra.  You fuck about all through these long months and you’re going to suffer.  I don’t mean always, every day, I just mean when we’re playing a stretch, it’s good to stay on track.  On days off and when we’re not on that night, we let loose.’

‘Does Devon do the same?’ I asked.  ‘Save drinking and nights out for when we have breaks?’

‘Oh yeah, for sure,’ Mattie said.  ‘Now that we’re starting, she’ll be really focused.  We’ll barely see her actually.  She has a crazy schedule and is expected to do interviews in every city we visit.  It’s all part of it for her, and it promotes the tour,’ Mattie explained.  ‘The trouble is, it’s exhausting for her so when we get to days off, she’ll probably need recuperation time. Strangely enough, most of the time we’ll see her now is when we’re on stage together.’

‘Ah,’ I said, feeling incredibly downhearted about that.  I had already seen Devon’s schedule and she had patiently explained how busy she was going to be, but I had thought in the back of my mind that they’d be moments we could sneak together and spend with one another.  ‘That’s pretty shit…’

‘Yeah, especially for you,’ Mattie quipped.

‘Why’d you say that?’ I asked, frowning over at her as she grinned at me.

‘Nothing,’ she chuckled.

‘Nah, what is it?’

‘Nothing…it’s just funny how she is with you,’ Mattie commented.  ‘She was all protective over you yesterday when you fainted.  You got something going with her?’ she asked, curiously.

I frowned, unwilling to let anything slip.  ‘What do you mean?’ I asked, innocently, playing the confused card.

‘I just thought you two might be…involved or something,’ she said.  ‘Sometimes she seems all over you.’

‘Nah,’ I laughed.  ‘She’s just a flirt, right? I bet she’s like that with a lot of people.’

‘Well…’ Mattie laughed.  ‘There have been a few…’ she added.

‘Yeah? I bet you’ve seen it all if you’ve been friends with her for years,’ I said, fishing for more information on Devon.

‘Oh yeah,’ Mattie nodded.  ‘Strangely enough, a lot of them looked a bit like you,’ she laughed.  ‘She likes cute little blondes now I come to think of it.’

‘Oh really?’ I said quietly, not liking that at all.

‘Yep. I reckon that’s her type.  She must be furious that you’re straight! She’d have you as her tour girlfriend otherwise I reckon.  Someone to fuck around with while we travel.’

I felt my stomach clench.  Was that what I was? Someone to ‘fuck around with?’  I felt sick suddenly.  ‘Well, no chance of that,’ I said, for good measure.  ‘I’m here to play guitar, not sleep with anyone.’

‘Never say never! There are some fucking hot people to fuck while on the road.  If I were single, I’d be all over that,’ Mattie bragged.  ‘You’re going to get some amazing action the tour, Astra! Guys will love you! They’re going to want to get close to you to get close to Devon.  Some of them will be turned on because you kiss Devon, and some will just think you’re hot because you’re a guitarist in a band with Devon.’

‘So basically groupies…’

‘Yeah!’ Mattie exclaimed.

‘Well, we’ll see.  I just want to do the first show at the moment…I’ll feel less nervous when we’ve played tonight,’ I told them.

‘Me too,’ Erin added.  ‘What time are we rehearsing from?’

‘The schedule says to start at 12.’

‘Alright,’ she nodded.  ‘So, nothing until then?’ she said, glancing at the clock.  It was not even nine yet.

‘Nope.  We get to chill,’ Mattie said, relaxing back into the seat.

‘While Devon’s out there busy already,’ I murmured.

‘Yeah, exactly…but she’s the star, remember?’ Mattie told me.

‘Yeah.  You’re right.  She’s the star.’

Mattie, Erin and I sat together for a while longer and then headed our separate ways to our bedroom cubicles.  They both planned on calling their other halves and catching up and I was disillusioned from the conversation and feeling down.  Company was not what I wanted whilst feeling that way.  I wiled away my time, relaxing on my bed.  I replied to all my messages, checked my emails and watched a little bit of a film on Netflix.  It seemed crazy to me that Devon should have to be so busy, and we would be spending ages sitting around doing very little.

Time dragged that morning, and I was immensely glad when midday rolled around, and a car picked us up to take us to the evening’s venue. 

When we got there, the stage was already set up by our crew. My guitars were on a rack ready, and the sound person was setting up my pedal board. I thanked him and took over, shifting things slightly to how I wanted them in place.

What followed was a musical run through of the entire set, without Devon’s vocal front piece.  Every song was practiced several times and certain sections retried, adapted and altered to achieve perfection in what we had planned.  The last job was to practice our solos which we would perform when each of us were introduced.  When I played mine, Erin and Mattie cheered, making me feel like I had done a good job.  I was pleased with the piece I had put together-although it was short, it was impressive.

When we were through, we went to our dressing rooms and checked our outfits for the evening with the help of the crew members and then the make-up artist on site.  When we were through, it was already 5pm so we headed back to the bus for dinner before we were due to come back to get ready for the night’s show.

None of us were very hungry before that first show.  Nerves had got the better of us and we were all high on adrenalin.  I couldn’t wait for the first one to be done-to get it out of the way and also simply to experience what the was all about.  I also anticipated seeing Devon as well. I didn’t want to be a clingy mess, but I had thought about her off and on throughout the day and I would have been lying if I said I hadn’t missed her.

By seven, we were all back at the venue.  The dancers were warming up in their dressing room, the band were dressing and getting make up done whilst Devon was somewhere unknown, probably in the process of getting ready herself.  Anxiety was running high, and everyone could feel it.  Everywhere l looked, I saw anticipatory faces and it was putting me on edge.  I was at the point of pacing the room when finally, my world was tilted back onto its correct axis when the door opened and Devon arrived, in full costume, looking incredible.

‘Where’s my band?’ she called, happily.

‘Devon!’ Mattie exclaimed first.  ‘Wow! Fucking amazing get up,’ she said, flicking the tassels on her jacket.

‘Thanks.  Looking good.  Loving the mohawk and the eyeliner.’

‘Well, you’re the only person I’ll ever get dressed up for like this…and only in the name of fucking ace music!’ she laughed.

‘True, true,’ she chuckled.

‘Erin!’ she said next, giving the smaller woman a hug.  ‘I like it…tribal chic, is it?’

‘God knows,’ she laughed.  ‘Mimi suggested henna or tattoos and I went with whatever she suggested.’

‘I like it…let’s hope you don’t sweat it off in the first half!’ she smiled, looking down at the woman’s stomach, which had lines of colour painted all over it.  That with cropped bra-top and black trousers was the extent of her outfit.

Finally, she turned to me.

‘And Astra! You’re just…mmm!’ she exclaimed, coming over to envelop me in a hug.  ‘You look gorgeous!’ she told me, into my ear.

‘So do you,’ I replied as she pulled back.  ‘I love this!’ I said, lifting my hand to the lapel of the jacket. 

‘Yeah? Feels pretty snazzy, I’ve got to say,’ she grinned.  Then, turning to the other two, she drew us all into a huddle and spoke again.  ‘We can do this guys!  Let’s make this an amazing show!’

We all whooped and hollered, the excitement getting the better of us.  Heading out en-masse, we headed for the stage to the sound of thousands of screaming fans.

Chapter 37

The show was a whirlwind from the start of the first song to the end of the first half.  As soon as I started playing, I found myself taken away on such a high that it felt impossible that we would ever come down from the incredible feeling of playing in front of so many people.  The whole venue was packed solid and the fans in their hundreds had turned out to witness the first show.  Placards were held everywhere I looked with Devon’s name and even mine on occasion.  It was incredibly flattering to see that people had already taken an interest in me and it made me swell with emotion.

Devon was absolutely amazing from the moment she sang her first song.  I was filled with pride listening to her and in awe of her incredible abilities.  She truly was a superstar, and I knew that her success was only going to grow as we went forward on the adventure. 

The set went well and by the time we reached the end of the first half, everyone was more than pleased with how it was going.  Hurrying off for a quick break, Devon went in one direction for a costume change while we went in the other.  I was beginning to take in everything Devon had tried to explain to me first thing in the morning.  We really would be ships in the night, passing by each other as we moved.

The second half began, and we went into ‘Be mine’ with the confidence that it would be an amazing hit with the fans.  As Devon began stalking me from one side of the stage over to where I stood, the fans started to scream and shout at the top of their lungs.  By the time she reached me, sang to me seductively and reached for the back of my hair roughly, they were going insane.  Adrenalin pumped through my veins as she leant towards me, teasing me as she sang the lines leading up to the point we were meant to kiss.  Memories assaulted my senses of the night before, how she had touched me, how I had touched her and how she had let me take her hard and fast until we were both obliterated into bliss.  Her mouth descended, capturing mine in a passionate and fiery kiss.  I opened my mouth to her, took what she demanded for those few short seconds and then she pulled off, shoved me away playfully and turned, strutting away down to the front of the stage.  It was ten seconds out of the whole show and yet my whole body hummed with the energy she emitted. 

The rest of the show was amazing.  I loved every minute and even when we played an encore, the crowd wanted more.  I found I did too, and I was saddened to see it end.  Smiling to myself as the curtain descended, I knew this would be every night and that made me feel good.

Heading off stage, with Mattie and Erin ahead of me, Devon fell into step beside me.  I looked up, surprised.

‘Devon!’ I exclaimed.

‘Hey Astra!’ she grinned, her teeth shiny and bright with the width of her smile.

‘You are absolutely amazing,’ I told her, reaching an arm around her waist to hug at her briefly.  ‘You were just incredible out there.’

‘Aw, thanks Astra…I think it went really well,’ she said, as we made our way down the corridor to the dressing rooms, following the other band members.

‘Come and see what my parents sent,’ she said, loudly, beckoning me to her dressing room.

‘I’ll be down for signing in a minute,’ I called to the band, who were heading down to get changed and head out to sign autographs for the fans. 

‘Alright,’ Erin replied, barely taking notice.

I turned and followed Devon into the room where she shut the door quickly behind us. 

‘Oh my God, Astra!’ she exclaimed, reaching to lift me into a huge, bear hug.

‘I missed you today,’ I told her, holding her as close as I could.

‘Me too.  We’ve only got a few minutes.  I’ve got to sign and then do a magazine interview with some critics who came to see the show tonight.'

'Okay.  I won’t stay long,’ I promised.

‘Do you think it went well?’ she asked, scanning my face for approval.

‘Devon; you were beyond incredible! It was better than it’s ever been! You should be so proud of yourself.  Your voice sounded the best it has ever been.’

‘You’re good for my ego,’ she laughed.

‘How was the dancing?’ I asked, giving her a cheeky wink.

She laughed then, throwing her head back in pleasure.  ‘A bit achy if I’m honest!’ she told me, full of amusement.  ‘But it’s a good ache…a reminder, shall we say?’

‘I’ve been getting hot flushes all day thinking about it,’ I told her.

She looked down at me, her flushed, sweating face full of desire.  ‘I’d kiss you if I wasn’t disgustingly sweaty and hot.’

‘I don’t give a fuck about that,’ I told her, reaching up to cup the back of her head and pull her down towards me.  ‘Please kiss me before you go.’

‘Your wish is my command,’ she murmured and bent her head to kiss me.

I opened my mouth and kissed her long and slow, letting my tongue mate with hers.  It was deep, languid and satisfying.  When she lifted her head, I wished we had longer.

‘I’ll see you tomorrow?’ she murmured, stroking an idle thumb along my lower lip which pouted at her my disapproval at our kiss being over.

‘Yeah…I hope the interview goes well,’ I told her.

She smiled.  ‘See you later, Astra.’

‘See ya,’ I smiled.

I made my way down to the band’s dressing room and changed into my regular clothes.  Erin and Mattie were buzzing with excitement from having performed our first show together and I was just happy I had managed a few moments to check in with Devon.

‘Come on Astra! Hurry up! We’re going to meet fans and sign before we leave.’

‘Ah cool!’ I grinned.  ‘This is amazing,’ I said, almost to myself, shaking my head at how incredible the whole experience was.

‘I know! I’m psyched!’ Erin laughed, slapping me on the back and putting her arm around my shoulders.

‘What about our stuff?’ I asked.

‘The crew sorts it,’ Mattie told me. ‘All you need is yourself.  We’re out there meeting fans, chatting and signing autographs and then security will round us up and get us on the bus after a while.’

‘Wicked, well I’m ready when you are.’

‘Let’s go! Maybe there’s some hot guys out there waiting for you,’ Mattie joked.

I laughed but knew deep inside the only hot person I wanted was the one at centre stage.

Mattie, Erin and I spent half an hour chatting with fans, signing t-shirts, papers, tickets and even skin before we were rounded up and herded onto the bus by our security team.  The whole experience was overwhelming and once the bus doors were shut, we were all a little bit shellshocked. We sat up late, chatting and socialising with each other and the dancers before all heading to bed around 2am, knowing we wouldn’t need to be up until late morning.

Once I was shut away in my little, private room, I stripped off my clothes and lay down on the bed.  Plugging my phone in, I saw a message had arrived, only ten minutes ago.  It was from Devon.

‘Great show tonight. Hope you’ve had a good evening too. Sorry we haven’t been together x’ she wrote.

I smiled to myself.  She was so thoughtful.  ‘It was amazing. You were so incredible tonight!’ I typed.  ‘We’ve been up for ages talking about it. Just all headed to bed x’

I watched as it came up as delivered and saw the three little dots which told me she was writing back.  Surprised she was up still, I waited for her reply.

‘Me too.  It’s been crazy the evening! I Hope I get a bit of a lie in! x’

‘I know.  We’re not needed until midday tomorrow so I think everyone will sleep in.  Hope you sleep well; wish I was with you x’ I replied.

‘I’m lying-in bed feeling horny, thinking about you. Wish you were with me too! X’ she sent back.

I opened the message and made a sound of surprise as I read it.  Clapping my hand over my mouth to stop myself, I quickly replied.  ‘Any time, any place, anywhere x’

‘You’re killing me,’ she wrote back.  ‘Tonight, I’ll touch myself, but tomorrow, maybe I’ll try and grab you for five minutes!’

I smiled to myself; imagining being pulled away from proceedings for a quick fumble with Devon.  I knew I’d be up for it anytime she requested it.  ‘I’ll be waiting x’ I replied.  ‘See you in my dreams,’ I sent, and then smiled to myself at my corniness.

Devon sent back a series of laughing emojis before writing.  ‘See you in my fantasies! Night gorgeous girl x’

‘Night xxx’ I replied and set my phone aside.

With my world spinning happily thanks to Devon’s five-minute texting session, I closed my eyes and settled down to sleep happily.  As I drifted into dreams, I did in fact think of Devon.

The next day followed a similar pattern.  We all woke a bit later but then had a wait around until midday when we headed to the venue.  Inside, we set up and rehearsed and were all upbeat until later than afternoon when Devon turned up for a soundcheck.  We all stopped to greet her, but quickly realised that something was wrong.  Devon was very upset, visibly so, and we all gathered around to find out what was going on.

‘Devon?’ I asked, concerned.

‘You alright?’ Mattie said, at the same time.

‘I’m so fucking pissed off,’ she ranted, clearly bothered by something.

Kate was by her side and spoke for her. ‘There are protesters outside.  An anti-gay group, they’re protesting about Devon performing here tonight.’

‘Oh my God,’ I breathed, completely shocked.

‘Fucking idiots,’ Devon said bitterly, pacing up and down the stage angrily.  ‘We had to run in the building.  They were chucking crap at us and shouting obscenities about how evil I am, how disgusting being gay is and about sin.  It’s fucked me right off.’

I was horrified that she had to be going through this.  As Kate led her to one side to settle her down, I stayed with Mattie and Erin as they talked about it.

‘It’s going to happen…’ Mattie was saying.  ‘Some of the American states are just not that cool with it…’ she murmured.

‘I hate that they have to protest though,’ Erin commented.

‘And upset Devon the much,’ I added, hurt on her behalf.

‘She should just carry on regardless,’ Mattie continued.  ‘Not let them get to her.’

‘She will though,’ I said, quietly, glancing at her. ‘I mean, how could you not? Being told you’re disgusting, evil and wrong isn’t something that’s easy to take, right?’

‘No, I know.  Shall we go and check it out?’ Mattie questioned.  ‘See what their deal is?’

‘You two go,’ I said to them.  ‘I’m going to check in with Devon.’

‘Alright,’ Mattie agreed, and while they left, I headed over to talk to Devon.

Kate was clearly trying to talk Devon down from her heightened state when I reached them.

‘Hey,’ I said.  ‘Devon…do you want to take a walk? Talk about this?’ I offered.

She looked ready to punch something.  ‘Fine,’ she spat out.  ‘Yeah.’

‘Okay.  I’ve got her,’ I told Kate.  ‘We’ll just take a walk.’

‘Thanks Astra.  Oh, Astra-can you give me your mother’s phone number? I’ll call and make arrangements for her to have a holiday and tickets out here for the show at her convenience.’

‘Oh wow, thanks,’ I said, and reeled off the number for her to write down.  With that done, I joined Devon who had begun stalking away and fell into step beside her.

‘Come on…let’s find a dressing room,’ I said to her.

‘I’m so, fucking mad,’ she told me, walking beside me.

‘I get it,’ I told her.  ‘I’m mad as well.’

We walked down the corridor and turned into a side room which was empty.  Slamming the door behind us, Devon sank down onto a chair.

‘Devon…’

‘They were fucking evil, Astra,’ she exclaimed, bitterly.  ‘The things they said…disgusting, homophobic taunts!’ she told me.

‘I know…I know,’ I said, moving to sit next to her and console her.  ‘But remember what you said to me about my dad.  They don’t matter.  Their views are clearly warped and centuries old! For fuck’s sake, don’t let it get to you.’

Devon lowered her eyes, and I saw the fight leave her as she began to unravel.  ‘I feel so…’ she shook her head.  ‘I feel ashamed…’

‘No, Devon,’ I exclaimed, vehemently, launching myself into her arms to hold her fiercely tight.  I wanted to protect her, to make her feel better.  It hurt me to see her this way.  ‘Don’t ever be ashamed.  You have nothing to be ashamed of.  You’re a good woman.  A good person.  You’re kind, sensitive, funny and talented.  So, what if you’re gay? It’s not a crime these days!’

She nodded, her eyes filling with tears.  ‘Why’d this have to happen, Astra?’ she questioned.  ‘I was on such a high after yesterday.  Now I just feel…deflated.’

‘Life’s not easy though, Devon.  With the good comes the bad.  We’ve had a good show, maybe we’re having a harder one today.  Just remember that for all the idiots standing outside there with their stupid fucking placards, there’s thousands more fans out there waiting to see you tonight.’

She nodded, but tears slipped down her cheeks.

‘Oh baby, don’t cry,’ I murmured, wiping the wet from her cheeks carefully.

She sniffled, obviously trying to stop herself from crying but failing.  I pulled her back into my arms and rubbed her back slowly, trying to calm her, trying to make her feel better.  We stayed like that for a long time, while she let it all out.  Her warm, solid body against mine felt good, but it was miles away from the sexual contact we had planned.  Her hurt and upset had put a stop to any ideas of frolicking together before the show.

‘I’m sorry,’ she murmured after a while.  ‘This isn’t very sexy, is it?’

‘Devon,’ I said, softly, drawing back to look at her.  I put a hand to her cheek and cupped it.  ‘I hate seeing you like this…’

Her gaze dropped again, before lifting once more.  ‘I hate feeling like this.’

‘They’re wrong, Devon.  You know it.  I know it.’

She nodded, sadly and sighed.  ‘I feel really flat now.  How am I going to perform tonight after that shit?’ she questioned.

‘You’ll go out there and do everything you always do! Don’t hold back, be everything that makes you who you are.  Fuck them, Devon! Literally go out there with that attitude-fuck you!’ I told her.

She nodded, but still looked downwards.

‘You want me to go and beat them all up?’ I joked.

She smirked at that, lifting her eyes to me and smiling.  ‘Yeah?’

‘I’m little, but wiry,’ I joked.  ‘I’ll fuck ‘em all up for you,’ I winked.

She laughed and then pulled me close to her.  ‘Ah Astra…thanks.  You always make me feel better.’

I held onto her fiercely, protectively. 

‘I’m sorry about the fact I’m going to break my promise to you now,’ she murmured against my hair.  ‘I’m just not feeling it anymore…’

‘Oh, don’t even think about it,’ I murmured, not letting the disappointment register within me too much.  ‘We’ll have other opportunities; when things aren’t quite so fraught.’

‘Yeah,’ she sighed.  ‘You mind if I go hard when I kiss you tonight? Really piss them off?’ she asked.

‘You go for it,’ I offered.  ‘Stupid fuckers.’

She nodded her agreement.  ‘Let’s get back to rehearsal.  I need distraction,’ she decided.

I got up and followed her back.

The rehearsal went smoothly but I could sense Devon wasn’t herself.  She was slightly less energised than usual and lacked her spark which usually eluded from her brightly. 

Evening came and we played the show to another packed audience.  True to her word, when ‘Be mine’ came around, she approached me like a tiger stalking its prey, grabbed me hard by the hair and kissed me breathless.  As she strutted away, I was left drawing in desperate breath to my lungs.  How she could do that and continue singing flawlessly was beyond me.

After the show, Devon disappeared, and we didn’t see her again that evening.  I text to see if she was okay and to say goodnight, but she didn’t reply.  The next morning, the first thing I did was send another message to Devon.  The time she did reply, but just to say she was already headed out for the day’s interviews.  I checked if she was okay, and she said she was fine, so I tried to put her to the back of my head-something that was easier said than done. 

The days which followed became routine.  We’d travel overnight to the next destination and arrived while we slept.  The next morning, the band and the dancers group spent the morning on the bus, relaxing and passing time before arriving at whatever venue we were playing at by noon.  Then, we’d set up, do sound checks, rehearse and then prepare for the evening’s performance.  It became familiar, expected and regular.  Despite the different location each time, it kind of felt the same.  Without Devon around to distract me, I began to see the downsides along with the upsides of touring.  Being on tour was exhausting in many ways.  It was the same each day and could be very long and lonely at times.  I found I missed Devon, and her busy schedule was a source of constant frustration to me. I kept it together by telling myself that we had a two-day break coming at the end of the first fortnight, which included a hotel stay.  That hotel stay was going to be the night…the night that I finally said yes to her…I knew now I was ready to be with her in every way she wanted.  I wanted it too, and couldn’t wait for her to touch me, have sex with me…be with me once more. 

The day before the big night, everything changed in an instant for me.  During rehearsal at the venue, we were currently at in Toronto, Canada, my phone began ringing non-stop.  As it was in my back pocket, I became increasingly aware that it would ring and then start again…and then again.  Finally, in a break of songs, I drew it out and frowned down at it.  My Mum had been calling me, and it was the ninth time!

As it rang again, I answered it, ready to tell her that I couldn’t speak at the moment because of the rehearsal.  ‘Mum, the isn’t a good time,’ I said, into the mobile.

‘Astra!’

Her voice was frantic, breaking.  My heart thudded in my chest.

‘Astra; it’s your dad,’ she told me, stuttering. 

My stomach dropped and I felt like the walls were swallowing me up as I listened to her words.  They echoed around me as she spoke.

‘He’s dead, Astra.  I’m so sorry, Astra…he died…’

I felt the phone slip from my grip and clatter to the floor.  My knees buckled and I stumbled to the floor, gasping for breath as I struggled to come to terms with what I had just heard.

‘Astra?’ Devon’s voice called, and suddenly was there beside me, her arm on my shoulder, her voice comforting.  ‘Astra, what is it?’ she asked.

I lifted my stunned gaze to her.  ‘My dad’s dead,’ I said, bluntly, drawing shocked gasps from the crowd that had gathered.

Devon’s face registered surprise and then concern for me as she reached to help ease me to my feet, picking up my phone as she did so.  In the distance, I could still hear my mother’s voice and realised she was still connected on the phone.  I was vacantly aware of Devon speaking to her then, her voice a gentle calm in the rising storm. 

She spoke for several minutes to my mother, and I caught only bits of the conversation.  The main words which stuck were ‘get her on a flight’ and ‘back home’ which was clearly what was about to happen.  Jimmy was on one side of me and Erin on the other, supporting me as I stood there mutely, unable to process what was going on.

When Devon hung up, she looked down at me with serious eyes.  ‘We’ll have you on a flight as soon as possible,’ she told me.  ‘You can be home within…what?’ she asked the others.  ‘The flight is about eight hours, right?’

Mattie was on her phone straight away.  ‘Seven and a half hours,’ she told me.

‘So, you can get home…you’ll miss tonight’s performance and then there are two days we’re not scheduled to be on,’ she said.

My mouth worked, trying to speak, but coherent speech wasn’t coming out.  ‘I…’

‘Don’t worry about anything, Astra,’ Devon told me.  ‘All you need to do right now is go home.  Come on, let’s get you packed and to the airport,’ she said, indicating to Jimmy to help her escort me on the other side while Devon took my right elbow.

‘I don’t want to…miss…’ I mumbled, quietly.

‘Astra, don’t worry about it…you can’t worry about that right now,’ she said, leading me off the stage.  Turning to Kate, she spoke rapidly, instructing her to book the first available flight back to London and to organise transport at both ends to make the trip as easy as possible.

The next few minutes passed in a blur as I was manhandled into a car outside and driven the short distance to the bus.  There, Devon walked inside with me and helped me to pack a bag of belongings into a backpack.  Grabbing my passport, essentials and bag, we went back to the car and as she spoke on the phone, it pulled away into the traffic.

I stared out the window as Devon spoke to her assistant on the phone.  Terse, rapid words were spoken and when she hung up, she looked at me with a serious expression on her face.

‘You’re booked onto the next flight to the UK. It’s leaving in two hours,’ she told me, ‘We can get you there in half an hour which will give you enough time to check in and board on time.’

I nodded, dumbly.

‘Astra; are you going to be okay to travel alone?’ she asked, her face white.  ‘I’m worried about you.’

‘Be fine,’ I muttered, glancing at her, briefly.

‘Are you sure? I wish I could help you with this…come with you…support you.’

I shook my head.  ‘You have to…perform…’ I said, sighing.  ‘I don’t…I don’t want to miss…’ I couldn’t end the sentence.

‘I know you don’t, Astra.  You don’t want to miss any of the performances, I get that.  This takes precedence over everything though, Astra.  You must go home to your family right now,’ she said, kindly. 

I screwed up my forehead and closed my eyes.  ‘I can’t believe…’ I murmured.  ‘I just…’

‘Come here,’ Devon said, softly, and drew my tense, tightened body against her side.  Her arms encircled me and held me close.  I couldn’t release the tension from my body.  I held myself rigid and firm, unable to feel in that moment.  My whole system was in fight or flight, and I simply didn’t know what to do with myself.  ‘It’s going to be okay,’ she murmured, repeatedly.

I didn’t react, didn’t speak.  How was anything okay? My dad was dead.  Nothing was going to be the same ever again.

Chapter 38

When Devon dropped me at the airport, she was clearly reluctant to leave, despite the fact that she had time constraints which meant she needed to get back to the venue on time for the night’s performance.

‘Call me,’ she ordered, ‘any time you need to…just call, okay Astra?’

‘Yeah,’ I murmured, nodding slowly, unable to lift my head to meet her gaze.

‘I wish I didn’t have to leave you to do the alone.  Tell me you’ll be okay to get home by yourself.  I’m so worried about you, Astra,’ she said, her tone insistent and scared for me.

I looked up, meeting her icy-blue eyes with my flat response.  ‘Be fine,’ I said, quietly.

Her eyes filled with tears, and she cupped my face in her hands.  That moment was nearly my undoing, aside from my inability to fully register emotion.  ‘I’ll be waiting for you when you can come back.  Call me, okay.  I’ll be at the end of a phone line the whole time.’

I nodded, shakily before she drew me into a tight, tense bear hug, full of care and concern on her side.  I held on tightly for a minute before withdrawing from her.  Unable to look at her again, I turned, hefted my backpack over my shoulder and walked into the airport.

How I got through the flight and journey home was undecipherable.  It all became a blur of emotion. On the flight, I put my headphones and sunglasses on, slumped down in the chair and spent the time thinking about everything.  My heart was breaking in my chest and my head pounded constantly.

When I got back to London, even the landing didn’t faze me, I was still in a world that existed only in my own head.

Waiting for me at the airport was Tony, looking tired and haggard as he stood by the arrivals sign.  I made my way over to him and held myself stiff and solid as he tried to hug me.

‘Hey Astra.’

‘Hi,’ I replied, quietly, pulling off my sunglasses.

‘Come on.  Let’s get out of here.’

Tony drove out of the airport, negotiating the traffic and out onto the roads leading us back to my Mum’s home.  Tony made small talk with me on the way, but I was barely able to string a sentence together.

An hour later, we finally pulled into my Mum’s home.  Trudging inside wearily, I found my mother waiting in the living room looking haggard and older than usual.

‘Mum,’ I exclaimed, rushing into her arms.

She lifted her arms to me and pulled me close. ‘Oh Astra.  I’m so sorry…’ she murmured.

I held her for a long time, breathing in her familiar scent and thankful that she was there for me, as always.  When we finally parted, we sat down heavily onto the nearby sofa together. Tony sat down opposite.

‘What happened?’ I asked, my voice breaking as I spoke.  ‘I thought the diagnosis was new.’

‘So, uh…I spoke to the doctor today,’ my mum told me.  ‘And it turns out…well, obviously the cancer was very advanced…but he, uh…oh Astra, I don’t know how to tell you this,’ she said, looking over at Tony helplessly.

‘Astra; your dad took her own life with pills and whiskey.  He passed out and never woke up,’ Tony told me, quietly.

‘No,’ I breathed, not being able to believe it.

‘Yes, Astra,’ my mum said, starting to cry.  ‘He did it…I don’t think he wanted the cancer to take him.’

‘I…I can’t…believe it…’ I said, feeling broken and empty inside.

‘He shouldn’t have done this to you and Cassie.  I’m so angry,’ she said, swiping at her tears fiercely.

I shook my head, not quite being able to take it all in.  ‘I don’t know…I don’t know how to feel,’ I said to her, honestly.  ‘He was so…’

‘Abusive?’ she said for me.

I nodded, sadly.

‘I…tell me what we have to do,’ I asked.

‘Astra…you’ve just got here,’ she objected.

‘I know,’ I replied, lifting my eyes to hers, ‘but I don’t want to miss any more of the tour than I have to,’ I explained.  ‘I know that sounds bad, but the thing is, I’m finally living my dream and it’s once in a lifetime stuff.  I don’t want to be home long, Mum.  I’m sorry.  Do you hate me for that?’ I asked, emotionally.

‘No, honey! No.  I want you on that tour as much as you do.  I understand that you can’t be here long.  The thing is, sweetheart, there is so very little to deal with actually.’

‘Yeah? How come?’ I asked, confused.

‘Well, you could go to his bedsit and box up his belongings.  His place is tiny though, and I don’t think he has much.  It’ll be disposed of most likely…with no valuables to pass on, there’s no point in keeping anything.’

‘What about a funeral?’ I asked, baffled and still reeling from the news.

‘Well,’ she sighed.  ‘In cases like your fathers, where family situations are difficult, the local council arrange a funeral, and it is all dealt with if that’s what we choose.’

I thought for a moment.  I didn’t know anyone who would go to his funeral aside from possibly myself or my sister.  He had alienated so many people over the years.  ‘We go with that if Cassie agrees then,’ I said, thinking of my sister.

‘She does.  I spoke with her earlier.  She’ll be by to help later once she can get someone to look after the children.’

I nodded, swallowing hard.  ‘It’d be good to see her.’

‘Yes,’ my mum murmured, softly.  ‘How are you feeling about it all, Astra? Had you spoken to him after that horrible voicemail?’ she asked.

‘I uh, never called him back,’ I replied, looking down at my hands.

‘Don’t blame yourself for that,’ she told me.  ‘What he said to you was unforgivable.’

‘I know…and there’ve just been so many years of it,’ I said in a small voice.  ‘I didn’t want to hear it again.  I couldn’t.’

‘Astra; most people would have turned their back years before after what you went through with her.  Don’t feel bad.  Never feel bad.’

I dropped my head.  ‘But mum…I just don’t understand why I feel so…’ I couldn’t form the words I needed to say.

She placed a hand over mine and then held it gently.  ‘Sweetheart, sometimes abusive people hold an incredible hold over us.  On one hand, yes, you hated him…but he was your father-and you loved him.  You’re allowed to grieve him too.’

I nodded, looking down.  ‘I can’t cry,’ I admitted.

She sighed.  ‘I know.  It’ll come when you need it,’ she murmured, gently.

‘I think I need to do something,’ I said then, shifting in my seat. ‘Tony, can you drive me to the bedsit? I’ll sort his belongings.’

‘Of course,’ he agreed.

‘I’ve got some boxes you can take,’ my mum told me, getting up.

We all moved and started to organise.  Sometimes in a crisis, it felt good to be doing something active.

Ten minutes later, I left with Tony, and he drove me the short distance to where my father lived in a shitty, little bedsit.  I eyed the building with distain and accepted the key which Tony handed me as we unpacked the boxes from the boot.

‘Shall we do this together?’ Tony asked, his voice kind.

I looked up at his, feeling my heart beginning to race a little.  ‘No.  I’ll go alone for now,’ I told him.  ‘I just need…a few moments…alone,’ I decided.

He nodded, patting my arm in comfort. ‘Whatever you need, Astra,’ he said, supportively. ‘I’ll be here waiting if you need me.’

‘Okay,’ I said, sighing.  Grabbing the boxes, I then headed inside.

Letting myself into the tiny bedsit was a very sobering experience.  As soon as I opened the door, the stench hit me.  It was foul.  The home smelt of old food, waste, cigarette smoke and stale alcohol.  All of that combined was obscene.

I slammed the door behind me and looked around in despair.  My father had been living in a dirty little hovel, it was clear.  Most of what was left here would be going in bin bags.

I walked over to the bed, sat down and then stared around me at the horrible place.  It would take all of five minutes to pack up his belongings.  Two, maybe three boxes of stuff.  Sighing, I stood up again, thinking that I would get it over and done with. I started with drawers by the bedside table, literally pulling them out and emptying them into the boxes.  There was nothing of sentimental value whatsoever-no photos, no keepsakes, no memory boxes.  Just stuff…and some of it unpleasant as well. 

I worked my way through the same room and ended up at the wardrobe as the final thing to empty.  Opening it up, I cleared the minimal clothes hanging on hangers first, dumping them unceremoniously into the bigger box I had with me.  Once the clothes were gone, there were various shoe boxes and bigger boxes at the bottom of the cupboard.  The shoeboxes were quickly rifled through, and I found various bits of old crap he had kept.  I dumped them in the box.  The last thing was larger cardboard box, well-worn and clearly old. 

I lifted the lid and looked inside, my heart stopping in my chest as I did so.  My mouth fell open in absolute shock.  Anger curled through my gut at the speed of light as I stared at the items before me.  Various sex toys-dildos and even a butt plug stared up at me.  Underneath were several very old, tattered magazines for porn purposes-but they were all gay, covered in men. A million emotions rushed through me as a deep hatred filled me.  I rose to my feet, backing up from the box and without being able to hold it back, let out a guttural cry of pain, releasing the pure anger, hate and upset I was feeling.  Reeling backwards, I slammed my fist into the wall and then cried out in pain, clutching my fist.  Then, ramming the wall with my body, I hit it once, twice and then a third time before Tony barrelled through the door in shock, looking around and then grabbing me and pulling me away from the wall.

He wrestled me down to the floor and held me in a bear hug, close to him.

‘Stop, Astra,’ he ordered, gruffly.  ‘Breathe…stop!’ he yelled when I fought him.

I pulled and fought, heaved and cried out but he held me firm.

‘You’re okay, Astra,’ he told me.  ‘You’re okay,’ he repeated.

‘Nothing’s okay,’ I groaned, giving in and letting defeat fill me as I gave up and stopped fighting him.  I sank against him, letting him comfort me, my racing heart struggling to slow down.  As my breathing began to calm, he stroked my hair, holding me like a child, waiting for me to settle.

‘Calmer?’ he asked, after a while.

I moved, sitting up and frowning down at my red, raw and bleeding knuckles.  ‘Fuck,’ I muttered.  Why had I done that? I needed to be able to play! I spread and clenched my hand several times, checking to see if movement was okay.  It hurt and ached, but it seemed like nothing was broken.

‘Astra, your hand,’ Tony said, concerned.

‘I don’t think it’s too bad,’ I murmured.

‘Don’t do it again,’ he told me.  ‘Find another way to let the emotion out.  Cry, scream, talk!’ he said, looking at me with concern laced through his gaze.

‘I can’t fucking cry!’ I told him.  ‘I’m too angry!’

‘What made you get the incensed?’ he asked, carefully.

I bit my lip, trembling with rage.  I lifted a hand and pointed to the box in the wardrobe.  Getting up, Tony walked over and looked inside.  Then, turning back, he looked at me with stunned surprise.

‘Oh Astra…’ he said, quietly, regretfully.

‘Do you know…’ I murmured, tremulously, ‘how many times…he called me…a…a…queer…a dyke?’ I said, my voice breaking.

He nodded, sadly.

‘He would abuse me…taunt me…mock me…humiliate me.  I’ve never felt able to be myself because of him-and now it turns out, it’s all because of his own fucking closeted desires!’ I said, shaking my head and clenching my fists.

‘Astra, stop…this isn’t helping you.  Come on, let’s grab these few boxes and go.  You don’t need to be here anymore.’

I glanced at the room.  ‘Leave all his shit…don’t touch any of it,’ I murmured, but then walked over to the box in question, put the lid back on and lifted it.  ‘But this I’m dumping in the skip outside.  His repressed homosexuality can die with him,’ I said, and turned to leave.

Trudging back down the stairs I reached the communal bins, lifted the lid and chucked the box inside, disgusted.  Then, with Tony by my side, he took me back to the car, helped me in and then drove away.  A deep emptiness settled heavy in my gut as we drove home.

When we got back to my mum’s, I found my sister Cassie there too.

‘Astra,’ she cried, hurrying over to me.

‘Hey Cass,’ I said with a weak smile, and held her in a quick hug. 

‘You okay, sweetie?’ she asked.

Cassie had always babied me as I was the younger sibling.  ‘I was great before all this shit,’ I mumbled.

‘I know! Touring with Devon Samson! You’ve totally made it! We’re all so proud of you,’ she said, punching my arm playfully.

‘Thanks,’ I replied, with a small smile.  ‘I told mum I don’t want to stay long-I’ve already missed one performance; I don’t want to miss a second.’

‘No, of course.  None of us expect you to hang around, Astra.  We want you out there, living the dream.  And Christ, he doesn’t exactly deserve our loyalty after everything, Astra! Mum told me about the voicemail.’

I nodded, biting my lip.

‘He always was so old fashioned with his views…so racist and homophobic.’

I swallowed against the tide of emotion and glanced at Tony.  They didn’t need to know right now.  ‘Yeah.  He was awful about it all,’ I agreed, ‘and having spent so much time with Devon, and seeing how homophobia from some groups of the public affect her, it’s resonated with me even more,’ I told her.

‘And for yourself!’ she spluttered.

I frowned. ‘What do you mean?’

‘Well; I don’t think you’ve ever been able to live a carefree life while his disgusting opinions and attitudes were out there!’

‘A carefree life?’ I questioned.

She smiled at me kindly and touched my arm.  ‘I always wondered if you might be gay, Astra.  Even more so when I’ve watched all the footage of you on tour with Devon.  You two make a gorgeous couple,’ she told me.

‘We’re uh…we’re not a couple,’ I objected. ‘We just kiss for the stage show…’ I managed feeling heat rising in my cheeks.

‘Oh yeah, I get that.  But you look good together!’

I nodded, glancing down.  ‘I’m not averse to being with…a woman,’ I told her, almost guiltily, ‘But I’m not saying I’m gay.  I don’t know what I am if I’m honest, Cassie.  I’ve enjoyed being with men and there’s…’ I trailed off, thinking of Devon.

‘You be whatever you want to be, Astra.  We’ll love you nonetheless.’

‘Thanks Cass,’ I said, and gave her a big hug. 

‘So; what was her place like?’ she questioned.

‘It was…’ I sighed.  ‘Disgusting.’

‘I thought as much.’

‘You haven’t had any contact?’ I asked her, interested.

‘No,’ she said, ‘not since last year.’

‘How are you…I mean, how have you felt since you heard?’ I asked, my forehead creased and aching with pressure.

‘It’s weird, Astra.  I kind of feel…relieved if I’m honest.  I know I didn’t get the worst of the abuse from her, but for mum’s sake, I almost felt a sense of relief.’

I nodded, understanding that completely.

‘How about you?’ she asked.

‘Same,’ I sighed.  ‘I feel…flat…angry…and like you say, relieved.’

‘I can’t believe he took his life like that.  What an end,’ she muttered, shaking her head.

‘Are you okay with not going the whole big funeral thing?’ I asked.

‘Yes, absolutely.  I think we go with mum’s suggestion.  It’s not an easy thing to decide but let’s just go with it.’

I nodded, pleased as that would enable me to head back to the tour very quickly.  ‘You think she’s doing okay?’

‘I think she’s…hurt.  Like we all are.  She took years and years of abuse from that man so there’s going to be relief that he can’t do that anymore.  I know she’ll be relieved on your behalf as well…’

‘For me? Why?’

‘Because sometimes when we talk, she tells me about the guilt she carries about you.  He treated you horrendously, Astra.  I know she feels like it’s her fault because she didn’t get away from him sooner.  She didn’t get us away from him sooner.  I think the damage in her is always going to be bad.’

I swallowed hard against the emotion forming inside me.  ‘I’ll talk to her…’

She smiled, kindly at me.  ‘It’s so good to see you, Astra,’ she said, taking my hand.

‘And you,’ I replied, hugging her momentarily.  ‘I’m going to go and talk to mum.’

I joined my mother in the kitchen and sat down on one of the stools while she busied herself clearing up.

‘You doing okay, mum?’ I asked, sitting down.

‘Yes sweetheart.  I am.  It’s a strange experience all of the, but I’m glad we could all gather together for today.’

‘Me too.  Are you sure you’re okay with me leaving pretty soon after today?’ I asked.

‘Honey, you know I am.  I want you out there touring.  It’s amazing what you’re doing.  I want it to continue for you.  Also, there’s no point in you being home after today. We’ve made decisions, sorted his belongings.  There’s nothing else to do,’ she said quietly.

I nodded.  ‘Yeah; apart from grieve everything he took from us…all the years of the abuse he inflicted.’

She stopped what she was doing and looked up at me, her face pained.  ‘Oh Astra…sweetheart.’

I felt myself almost crumple and bit my lip.  ‘I’m sorry, mum.’

‘Oh honey, why are you sorry? You don’t need to be sorry!’ she exclaimed, coming around to hold me close to her chest.

‘But I am.  I was too little to do anything, but I wish I’d stood up for you.  I wish I could have done more to stop him from hurting you…hurting us.’

‘Sweetheart,’ she said, cupping my cheek, ‘You were just a child.  A poor, defenceless child.  He was a horrible, horrible man.  I don’t mean to speak ill of the dead, but the fact he’s died changes nothing.  The man was unkind.  He did awful things and hurt the people who once loved him.’

I nodded, looking downwards.

‘I hated him at times,’ I said, speaking quietly.

‘Of course you did, sweetheart!’ she replied.  ‘I hated him! I despised him! I still do really…’

‘I don’t want to live my whole life being scared anymore, mum.  I don’t want to care about what his opinion or attitude might be anymore.’

‘I know,’ she nodded.  ‘So don’t be scared anymore.  Live life as you want to.  Be who you want to be.’

I smiled a little.  ‘You and Cassie have been talking…’

‘We have,’ she said, smiling a little back.

‘I’m not like, making any kind of announcement or anything, you know,’ I said, sheepishly.

She smiled a knowing smile at me.  ‘Oh Astra, I know.  But if you ever did; you’d have all of us supporting you, on your side. You know that right?’

I nodded, glancing down.  ‘I do, yeah.  I just…I need some time.  I need to process everything.  It’s just all too much right now.  Everything is crazy enough simply being on tour and living the new life…everything else is just going to need some time…’

She nodded, understandingly. ‘You take all the time you need, sweetheart.  Oh, and guess what?’ she beamed.

‘What?’

‘A lovely woman called Kate called me the other day!’ she said, happily.

‘Oh yeah? That’s Devon’s assistant.  She asked for your number.’

‘Well, she called me, and they’ve offered us a wonderful holiday in the US so we can come and see you.  She gave us the option of different states and hotels, but Tony and I have always wanted to see Los Angeles so we’re going to come to one of the last shows and have a week in LA!’

‘Ah Mum, that’s wonderful!’ I smiled.

‘And they’re paying for it! They said it was all complimentary seeing as you’re so famous now, honey!’ she said with glee.

‘I know. I mentioned it to her, and she was all over it.  She said not to worry and that she’d get her team to sort it,’ I smiled.

‘Oh, we’re just beyond excited and we’ll get to see you on stage performing.  It’s a complete dream,’ she gushed.

I smiled at her, happy to see her smiling again. 

‘Is she as wonderful as she seems on stage?’ she asked. ‘She looks absolutely stunning as well!’

I grinned at her and leant on one of my hands against the kitchen counter.  ‘Off stage she’s even more gorgeous, mum,’ I told her.  ‘She thinks she needs make-up to be attractive, but she’s got these adorable freckles and a smile that goes on for days.  She’s also the sweetest person, you wouldn’t believe it! She’s obviously got sides to her which makes her successful-she’s hard working, determined and very focused when she needs to be but in her down time, she’s kind, caring and funny.  She's so much fun to be around, I can’t even describe it,’ I told her, smiling the whole time.

She gave me a long look.  ‘It sounds wonderful.’

I nodded.  ‘It has been…that’s why I want to go back,’ I said, glancing down at my aching hand and flexing it a little to test movement.

‘Oh Astra! How did you do that?’ she exclaimed.

‘I, uh, punched the wall at his bedsit,’ I admitted.

‘Oh no, honey.  Let’s clean it up and ice it.  You’re meant to be playing in the next show!’ she said, aghast.

I swallowed hard. ‘I know,’ I said.  ‘I’ve got a day though…there’s no show tomorrow night so I’ve got twenty-four hours for it to heal.’

‘Nonetheless, let’s get a bag of peas on it,’ she said, ever the practical mum when it was needed.

While I iced my hand, we all gathered in the lounge and sat around chatting together. It had been a long time since we’d all been together like this.  It felt good and we chatted for several hours, covering everything we needed to catch up on before Cassie had to leave. 

Once I had said my goodbyes to her, I sat back down with mum and Tony.  We spent more time discussing my father and putting the world to right with that.  When it grew late and mum wanted to go up to bed, I was left with Tony on my own.  He sat down on the other end of the sofa and looked over at me.

‘You okay?’ he asked, quietly.

I glanced over at him, knowing exactly what he was referring to.  I shrugged, looking down.  ‘Not really,’ I replied.  ‘I just…can’t get my head around it.’

He nodded and sat back.  ‘In many ways, it actually helps everything to make sense.’

I looked over at him for a moment but didn’t reply.

‘I know I’m the stepdad here, Astra,’ he then murmured, his voice low and quiet in the darkened room, ‘But I’ve never had my own children.  Having you and Cassie and being part of a family has been amazing for me.  I know it’s probably the wrong time to tell you this, but I want to tell you anyway.  I love you like a daughter, Astra.  If you ever want me for a dad, a proper dad, I’m here,’ he said, his voice gruff with emotion.

I was filled with love for the man who had healed my mother’s broken heart and been there for me whenever I needed him.  ‘Thanks Tony,’ I said, touched.  ‘That means a lot.  I love you too…and I’m so glad mum met you,’ I told him quietly.

He moved to hug me, and then pulled back patting my arm affectionately.  ‘You’re an amazingly talented woman, Astra,’ he told me.  ‘We’re very proud of you.’

With that, he turned and headed up the stairs to bed.  I was left reeling, emotional and exhausted.  I sat there in the darkness, trying to process the last twenty-four house of my life.  It had been a whirlwind.

After sitting in a stupor for what felt like hours, I stumbled to my feet and headed to the guest room.  Lying down on the bed, I didn’t even undress.  I just laid there, staring into the darkness.  With a sudden flash of thought, I grabbed for my phone and tapped a quick message out to Kate.  I simply asked if she could book me on a flight for the following day so I could be back with the tour for the next performance, which was in Vancouver. 

Hoping she would be able to arrange it all in time, I tried to sleep and rest before I would start travelling back again.  My sleep was fretful, troubled and full of nightmares.  He was there throughout all of them, and when I woke, I felt awful. 

Morning came around before I knew it and I stumbled out of bed to the bathroom to relieve myself before stepping into the shower to clean up.  Once clean and dry, I rifled through my backpack for clean clothes and repacked my old ones.

I picked up my phone and saw a message from Kate in response to my text last night.  She told me she had booked it all and to phone her for details once I was up.  I called her immediately and she told me that a car would pick me up from my mum’s home at 11am to take me to the airport for the flight.  At the other end, a car would be waiting to take me to a hotel. I would be back on tour with them by the next performance. Overjoyed, I thanked her and reassured I was okay before hanging up and heading downstairs.  It was only 9am, I had two hours left to spend with my family.

At 11am, I said my goodbyes to everyone and left in the waiting car.  It had been a hard experience to be home, but I left feeling loved by the rest of my family, which meant a lot to me.

The trip to the airport was uneventful and the flight long and arduous.  I spent the eight hours in the air with my headphones on, listening to music which kept me distracted from my thoughts. It didn’t work though, as since I had been away from my family, I was focused on thinking about him…my father. 

I couldn’t believe what I had discovered in his bedsit.  It bothered me immensely and the anger I felt towards him was palpable.  My hand ached from punching the wall, but I hoped it would be okay for playing at the next show.  I knew the backup would help cover me if I did struggle.

Hours and hours passed, and my mood didn’t lift.  I felt flat and empty, and my stomach ached with pain from it all. The flight landing barely phased me as I was so distracted in thought but when I finally walked through customs and out to arrivals, I was feeling a little more upbeat.  At least I would be going back to my tour family and playing again as I wanted to be.

In arrivals, a woman was waiting for me with a sign which read my name.  I approached her and she took my bag from me, indicating I should follow her through the maze of people towards outside where the car was waiting.

A large, black car waited just outside the airport and as she put my backpack in the boot, I opened the back door and climbed in.

‘Astra!’ a voice cried.

I gasped in surprise.  Devon! She was here! Waiting for me! I was so incredibly happy to see her that I threw myself into her arms and held on tight as the car drove away. 

‘Oh Astra! I’m so glad you’re back,’ she said into my hair, as her arms held me fiercely.

‘Me too,’ I murmured.

‘You okay?’ she asked, drawing back to look at me, closely.

Her eyes scanned my face, searching for clues as to how I was doing after my ordeal.  I shrugged, moving to sit back next to her on the soft leather.  ‘I’m…I don’t know…okay, I guess,’ I murmured, quietly.

‘Oh, baby!’ she exclaimed, ‘You look exhausted,’ she said, trailing soft fingers under the bags underneath my eyes.

‘I’m okay,’ I repeated, lifting a hand to swipe the long hair which had fallen across my forehead.

‘Oh my God! What happened to your hand?’ she exclaimed, in shock.

‘Oh uh…I got a bit angry…punched a wall…I think it’ll be okay,’ I mumbled, embarrassed.

‘Punched a wall?’ she repeated.

‘Yeah.  I was pretty angry.’

‘What happened?’ she asked.

‘I don’t really want to go through it all now…’ I murmured.  ‘Let’s just say, I’m glad to be back.’

‘I can’t believe you’re back so quickly.  I’m so relieved you’re here with us again.  The last performance felt really strange without you.’

‘It felt strange to be missing it,’ I admitted.

‘Was it hard?’ she asked, ‘Being back? Facing it? Was it emotional?’

I scrunched up my face for a moment, thinking.  ‘It was…hard, yeah.’

‘Did you all have time to grieve?’ she asked.

I looked down at my hand, clenching and then flexing it.  ‘It’s a hard one to grieve,’ I told her, quietly.  ‘There are so many mixed emotions.  I hated him in so many ways that it’s hard to feel sadness.  I haven’t cried for him.  I don’t think I could,’ I said, flatly.

‘It’s a hard situation.’

‘It’s a shitty situation,’ I replied.

‘But you’re glad to be back here?’

‘I’m more than glad,’ I told her, looking up at her with adoring eyes.  ‘I’ve missed you.’

‘Ah, have you?’ she sighed.  ‘I’ve missed you, baby,’ she said, pulling me close.

I held onto her, thankful for her presence in my life.  Just being back by her side made things feel better.

When we got back to the hotel, Devon grabbed my backpack and walked me into the hotel.

‘Have you got my key card?’ I asked her.

‘No; you’re staying with me,’ she told me, without giving me the option.

My eyebrows rose in surprise.  ‘Yeah?’

‘Yeah, of course.  I’m looking after you.’

‘Nice,’ I replied, stepping onto the lift with her.  As the door closed, I looked up at her profile and felt a surge of desire rush through me.  Even though it had only been roughly a day that I’d been away from her, it felt like far longer as she had been so busy.  I had been looking forward to spending these hotel days with her for such a long time and they had been cruelly taken away from me.  Maybe they could be salvaged, I thought.

‘Come on then, you,’ she said, leading me into her rooms.

Yet again, she had a plush suite to herself.  It was beautiful, spacious and grand.  It was nothing like the home I had visited back in London. 

‘Have you eaten?’ she asked, dropping my bag in a corner.

‘Uh, a little,’ I murmured, not really remembering what I had consumed and when.

‘Astra?’ she said, her voice rising in question.

‘What? I’ve eaten! My mum feeds me constantly when I’m home.  You don’t need to worry about me wasting away!’ I exclaimed.

‘Well, you’ve been known to forget to eat,’ she reminded me. 

‘No, I’m fine.  Mum kept me fed while I was at hers.’

‘Good,’ she nodded.  ‘Coffee?’ she asked.

‘Yeah, thanks,’ I said, sinking down into one of the comfy sofas.  ‘How has everything been here?’ I asked, curious.

‘Fine,’ she told me.  ‘Noneventful.  We’ve all just been really worried about you.’

I hung my head and slumped into the side of the sofa and groaned.  ‘I’m fine.’

‘You’re really not,’ she replied, ‘and bound not to be, all things considered.’

I buried my head and closed my eyes.  I didn’t like to be pitied and worried about.  It bothered me that they had clearly been sitting around talking about me, even if it was out of concern.

A few minutes later, Devon came and sat down beside me, putting the coffee down next to me.  ‘There you go. That’ll give you a boost of energy.’

‘Thanks,’ I replied.  ‘Sorry you’re doing this on your day off.  Seriously, get me a different room and I’ll get out of your hair,’ I told her.

‘Astra; don’t be ridiculous. I want you here-and hopefully you want to me with me?’ she asked.

I nodded.  ‘I do, yeah…I just know I’m not going to be very good company right now.  I don’t feel much like talking about it all and I’m pretty jet lagged and tired.’

‘Of course, you are, baby.  So, let me look after you.’

I glanced up at her and felt that familiar tug of attraction towards her which I always felt. I gave her a small smile and she laid her hand on mine.

I winced, responding to the pain in my hand.

‘Oh sorry!’

‘No, it’s fine.  It’s my fault for punching a goddamn wall! What an idiot!’ I chuckled.

‘You’re not an idiot.  Do you want some ice?’ she asked.

‘I have been icing it at home actually, yeah.  I think it helped.’

‘I’ll grab you some,’ she said, and went to get me some ice, returning quickly.  She sat down and placed it gently on my hand, wrapped in a towel.

‘Thanks,’ I murmured.

‘No worries.  Now I’m going to fix us something to eat, whether you like it or not.  Alright?’

I sighed.  ‘Fine.’

‘I’ll just make a sandwich, but it’s something, right?’

‘Yeah. Alright,’ I agreed.

Devon disappeared for a while and when she came back, handed me a plate with a ham sandwich on it.  I ate it because she had made it but didn’t feel hungry whatsoever.  My stomach ached with a strange, empty feeling-hollow inside.

‘Good,’ she said, satisfied when I had eaten.

I rolled my eyes at her.  ‘I ate it.’

‘You did. Well done. I know you probably don’t feel like it right now, but you need to keep yourself going.’

I nodded.  ‘Yeah.’

She looked at me for a long moment, seemingly debating trying to talk to me again.  I eyed her sideways and leant my head back against the sofa.

‘You want to talk about it?’ she asked.

I shook my head slowly.

‘Never?’

‘No. Just not right now,’ I told her, softly.

She nodded, laying her head against the sofa.

I watched her from under my eyelashes.  She looked so adorably gorgeous with no makeup on, her hair untouched by any kind of product and her bright blue eyes as stunning as ever.  I couldn’t help but move closer on the sofa towards her, almost into her lap, sidling up to her body.

‘What are you doing?’ she asked hesitantly, as I moved to sit practically on her.

‘What do you think?’ I murmured, bending forwards to kiss her gently on her mouth. 

‘Astra…’ she murmured against my mouth, her head moving to try and avoid contact with me.

‘What?’ I muttered, trailing kisses along her jawline, her neck, anywhere I could reach.

‘You need to stop.’

‘I don’t want to stop,’ I told her.  ‘I want you to fuck me,’ I said, bluntly.

Her body froze, and I felt the tension inside her build as she moved back from me, pushing me away.  ‘Astra, no,’ she said, her voice resolute, determined.

‘What are you talking about? We planned this…you wanted this,’ I said, moving closer again and trying to get her closer.

‘I’m not doing this right now,’ she told me, standing up.

‘What the hell?’ I exclaimed, standing too, animated.  ‘You’re turning me down? Now? After everything?’ I questioned.  ‘You’ve been wanting to do this to me for months and now all of a sudden, it’s not okay?’ I ranted. 

‘Astra, calm down,’ she said, quietly.

‘Fuck off,’ I said, pacing.  ‘You want this! I know you do,’ I said, approaching her and reaching up for her to pull her down towards me.  ‘Do it…I’m telling you yes! I want you to do it…fuck me…hurt me…do whatever you want to me.’

‘What the hell, Astra! I’m not going to hurt you!’

‘But I want to feel something right now! I want to feel you!’ I exclaimed, hotly.

‘We’re not having sex tonight, Astra…end of conversation…and just to be clear, I wasn’t planning on ever hurting you if we did.  Not now, not ever.  Now I know you’re struggling right now, but you need to calm the hell down.  If you want to feel something, talk to me, vent, cry! What I’m not doing is taking advantage of you when you’re grieving.’

‘Take advantage of me? What the fuck?’ I exclaimed. ‘I’m not some innocent kid who needs protecting!’

‘Maybe not, but you’re vulnerable right now.  Vulnerable, tired and on the edge of breaking from everything I can see.  I won’t be touching you, so if that’s why you’re here, we can get you another room sorted.  Calm yourself down,’ she instructed.  ‘If you do, and you want to talk or chill watching a film, I’ll be in the bedroom relaxing.  If you’ve got anything else in mind, forget it.’

I made a sound of frustration and turned, launching myself at the wall behind me in anger.  Strong arms quickly grabbed me from behind and wrestled me down, stopping me from hurting myself.  She held me fiercely from behind me while I squirmed, bucked and fought against her.

‘Stop, Astra.  Just stop,’ she told me, her breathing coming fast and hard.

‘Get…off…me…’ I muttered, fighting her trying to break free of her hold. 

‘Then stop trying to run into walls!’ she yelled back.

I wrenched free, and scrambled away from her, my breathing coming in small gasps and my control threatening to break.  I stumbled to my feet, my chest heaving in desperate breaths.  I pushed my hair out of my eyes and lifted my gaze to hers as she stood.  In that moment, I crumbled. I felt myself breaking and I saw it register in her eyes, saw her step towards me and catch me before my knees buckled.  She caught me in her arms, pulled me close as I began to sob uncontrollably against her shoulder.  We stayed there for a long time, me crying helplessly while Devon stroked my hair, whispered comforting sounds into my ear.  When my tears slowed, she bent to scoop me into her arms, as if I was a child, and carried me to the bedroom.  She went to take off my jacket, but I stopped her, pulling it around myself protectively.  I felt vulnerable…broken.  I didn’t want to feel any more exposed.

‘Just the jacket, Astra…for comfort,’ she said, very quietly.

I relaxed my arms and let her pull it from me.  Then she eased me onto the bed and lay me down.  Moving around the other side of the bed, she lay down facing me on the other side. 

Chapter 39

She stared at me for a long moment before speaking.  ‘I think you needed that,’ Devon then murmured, her hand reaching over to cup my shoulder gently.

I lowered my gaze, feeling my lower lip tremble as I went to speak. ‘I’m so…embarrassed,’ I managed, huskily.

‘No, Astra.  Don’t you ever feel embarrassed to show emotion around me.  I’ve been waiting for you to break.  This is a positive thing…’

I shook my head.  ‘None of it is…’ I swallowed hard, ‘positive…’ I muttered.

‘Talk to me,’ she encouraged.

I felt my eyes well up with tears once more.  ‘I can’t,’ I said, as my voice broke again.

‘Yes, you can.’

I bit my lip, and she lifted her thumb to my mouth to stop me.  ‘Don’t do that,’ she murmured. 

The first tear slipped down my cheek, and she moved her thumb over to wipe it away gently.  ‘Astra.’

‘I wasn’t completely honest with you before when I told you about my dad,’ I began.  The words came slowly, and my voice was low, breaking every now and then with uneven breathing and emotion.

‘Oh really? How so?’ she asked, gently.

I sighed.  ‘He was, uh…well, he was abusive…’

‘Mentally?’

I swallowed hard.  ‘And physically.’

‘Oh Astra…you said he wasn’t.’

I looked down.   ‘I was ashamed.’

‘Astra…’ she murmured, her eyes looking hurt and sad for me.

‘I can’t remember a time when he wasn’t…when he didn’t…hurt me…one way or another…’ I told her slowly.  ‘His hatred for me seemed…endless.  He’d punish me for the simplest things. He’d with-hold food or comfort…he’d take things away from me…clothes…the mattress…a blanket.  He’d beat me sometimes…when his anger got out of hand.  No-one knew back then though.  He was careful.  He did it where it wouldn’t be seen…legs…butt…back…chest…’

‘And no-one knew?’

‘No,’ I replied.  ‘Back then I just figured it was pretty normal.’

‘And you never sought help.’

‘No.  it just…happened.  And kept happening until I rebelled.  I hated him, Devon.  I truly hated him.  I’d do anything and everything just to piss him off, because I knew he could no longer touch me, no longer hurt me…not once I was grown.’

‘You never spoke to him about it?’ he asked.

I shook my head, lowering my gaze.  ‘I was always…scared…even once I was…grown…I…he…’

Devon nodded.  ‘I understand.’

‘I was everything he didn’t want me to be.  Small. Weak. Fragile. Emotional. A musician. Creative. Rebellious.’

‘I love all those things about you,’ she told me, softly.

I looked up at her from under my lashes.  ‘He didn’t,’ I murmured.

Devon just waited for me to continue.

‘When I was…home…I went to his…his…bedsit,’ I began, hesitating over telling her this.  ‘I uh…I was going to clear everything out, pack it all up.’

Devon nodded, waiting for more.

I looked down, swallowing hard.  ‘I uh…I was almost done,’ I told her, ‘And I found this…box,’ I managed. 

Devon frowned.  ‘What was in the box, Astra?’

I felt my eyes fill with tears yet again. ‘It uh…it was…’ I swallowed, tears now flowing down my cheek like a river.  ‘Um…I found…magazines-men…porn…dildos…a butt plug…I just…couldn’t believe it, Devon.  After all the…after everything…then he…then its…I just…why did he…what was…’ I broke off my incoherent train of thoughts, crying now into her arms.

She moved closer, holding me and shushing me, her lips brushing my forehead and her hand stroking the back of my hair.  ‘Oh Astra,’ she breathed.  ‘That must have been so awful for you…especially after all his abusive comments towards you.’

I sniffed, lifting a hand to wipe across my wet face.  ‘I’m so confused,’ I confessed.  ‘He’d scream at me and beat me for ‘acting like a dyke’ or for being a ‘carpet muncher’ or a ‘queer.’ The words he used for gay men too…they were disgusting…vile.  He’d be fucking evil to me about any sign or hint of homosexuality and yet behind the scenes he’s what-looking at men? Fucking his own ass with a dildo?’ I cried, completely beside myself.  ‘How do I deal with that? How do I process that?’

‘Baby, it makes more sense than you realise,’ she said, softly.  ‘Sometimes, when people are repressed, their fears about themselves come out in hatred towards others.  You know those protesters who shout about homosexuality being a sin, disgusting or evil-sometimes they’re the biggest contradictions or have the biggest secrets to hide.  Maybe your father hated you because he saw herself in you…you reflected a part of him which he couldn’t accept…couldn’t bear to embrace.’

‘But I’m not…I’ve never…’ I began but couldn’t finish.

‘Baby; I don’t think you’ve ever had the chance…’ Devon said, slowly.

‘What?’

‘To decide or accept if you’re gay or not,’ she said, quietly.  ‘With your father being like he was, would you have ever truly entered into a same sex relationship?’ she questioned.  ‘I mean, fully?’

I glanced down, knowing I probably wouldn’t.  ‘I don’t know…’

‘He hated himself, Astra, so in turn, he hated you.’

I nodded, slowly.  ‘I feel so angry, Devon,’ I all-but whispered.

‘I know, baby.  I know,’ she said, reaching for my arm and rubbing it gently. 

‘But I…I feel…why do I feel so sad?’ I questioned, my voice giving out on me again, and breaking mid-sentence.

‘Ah Astra, because despite all of it, he was your father.  He was your father, and you loved him-despite hating him too.  Love and hate-they’re tied.  They’re two branches of the same tree, right?’

I nodded, biting my lip.  ‘Thank you for being so kind tonight,’ I said, softly.  ‘I’m sorry about all the…’

‘Never be sorry, Astra.  I want to be here for you, looking after you.  Don’t you know how much I care about you?’ she questioned.

I held her gaze and could see it was true.  She did feel for me, I could see it in the sadness of her eyes.  I nodded, unable to trust my voice.

‘I’m going to be here whenever you need me.  You keep talking to me.  That’s all I ask.  I think you need to be able to share all of this with someone.’

‘I guess so.’

‘It’s not healthy for you to bottle everything up.  I’m so glad you’ve opened-up to me tonight.’

‘And cried on you a million times,’ I muttered.

‘Astra; that’s nothing to be ashamed of,’ she said, seriously.

I sighed.  ‘Sorry…old habits.  Crying makes you a faggot apparently,’ I said, sadly.

‘Astra; your dad was clearly a very conflicted man.  It doesn’t mean you have to be.  Do you believe crying is a sign of weakness? If I cried in front of you, would you think of me as less in anyway?’ she asked.

‘Of course not!’ I objected.

‘Okay; so stop letting the things he would say still mean something to you.  You’ve got to begin to create your own belief system based on what you believe.’

I nodded.  ‘I feel so tired now.’

‘I can see it,’ she murmured.  ‘Come on, you rest now.’

‘Will you stay with me?’ I asked.

‘I…of course I will. I’ll be by your side all night,’ she promised.

‘And will you…will you hold me?’ I asked, tremulously.

‘Come here, Astra,’ she murmured, drawing me close into her chest. 

I snuggled into her waiting arms, wrapping my free arm around her back to hold her close to me.  In her embrace I felt secure, protected and safe.  I held onto her, cried a little and then slipped into a deep slumber.  It was long overdue and helped put my world to right.

The following morning, I awoke feeling deliciously warm.  I was still curled into Devon’s body, our faces resting across the pillows from one another.  I blinked up into Devon’s blue eyes, realising where I was and relaxing once more when I realised that I was safe.

‘Hey there, you,’ she said, very quietly.

‘Hey,’ I replied, softly.

‘You sleep well?’

‘Yeah,’ I sighed, ‘but I feel exhausted still.’

‘Yeah,’ she murmured, her hand trailing down my cheek gently.  ‘You look so tired.’

I stared into her beautiful, blue eyes, feeling so glad she was here with me.

‘Maybe you should skip rehearsals today-just rest up until the evening, perhaps?’ she suggested.

‘No, I’ll be fine,’ I told her.  ‘The best thing is for me to get back to normal.  I think that will help.  It’s distraction, right?’ I said, running a weary hand across my face and then wincing and looking at the back of my hand.

‘How is it?’ he asked, indicating the hand. 

‘Sore,’ I admitted, making a face.  ‘Fucking idiot…why on earth did I do that? I need my hands!’

‘Hey, don’t beat yourself up,’ she said, cupping my jaw with her hand.  ‘Sometimes we do things out of anger and don’t think first.  Do you think you’ll be okay to play?’

‘I think so,’ I nodded, flexing my hand carefully.  ‘It’ll just hurt.’

‘Well, any problems, just tell us.  We managed last night so could do it again.’

‘I want to be there though!’

‘And we want you on stage too, Astra, but only if you’re okay to be,’ she said, firmly.

‘I’ll be fine,’ I said, resolutely.  ‘So, uh, I guess you have to go soon, right?’ I asked.

She shook her head.  ‘Nope. Not today.’

‘How come?’ I asked, confused.  ‘I had seen her schedules, and they were always packed on a performance day.’

‘I’ve cleared today,’ she told me. ‘The interviews I had lined up have been cancelled.’

‘Why?’ I asked, baffled.

‘Because you’re more important right now, baby,’ she told me, stunning me.

I stared at her, open-mouthed.  ‘You cancelled your interviews for me?’

‘Yeah.  I thought some quiet time with me looking after you a little more might be just what the doctor ordered.’

‘Oh my God,’ I breathed, heavily.  ‘The doctor is spot on!’ I said and smiled. ‘Thank you, Devon.  I don’t know why you’re this amazing to me…but I appreciate it so much.’

‘Oh Astra, you’re so humble.  You don’t know why I do this for you? Try because you’re such an amazing human being and I happen to really enjoy being around you.  You’re such a genuine, kind, down to earth person and there isn’t a bad bone in your body.’

‘Well…maybe occasionally,’ I chuckled, inappropriately.

‘Astra, no sex references,’ Devon warned.  ‘Today is about comfort.’

‘That’s no fun,’ I complained.

‘Take it or leave it,’ she said, with a shrug. 

‘I’ll take it,’ I mumbled, ‘but I can’t say I’m happy about it,’ I murmured.

‘So, anyway, back to taking care of you-do you want to try and sleep more?’ she asked.

‘No…not now anyway.  I may try later-before the performance.’

‘Okay.  So, what do you want to do?’ she asked.

I looked up, met her eyes, and gave her a small smile.

‘Aside from that.  Sex is off the menu,’ she told me, smiling back warmly.

‘Still?’

‘Yes.  Stop asking.  It’s frustrating.  Picture me like a big sister or friend today…’ she told me.

I chuckled to myself, knowing the absurdity of what she had just said.

‘Why are you laughing, Astra?’ she questioned.

‘Because there’s no way I could ever see you like that anymore. You’re too hot,’ I murmured, eyeing her mouth with interest.

She groaned and rolled to her back.  ‘No, Astra.  Stop it.  Let’s get up and showered.  Cold one for me,’ she muttered, walking off down to the bathroom.

I sat up, disappointed I hadn’t got to do anything with her but relieved that she was still interested, despite not agreeing to touch me.  Sighing, I got up and stretched my aching muscles before going to the other bathroom of the suite.

I stripped down, stepped in the shower and washed myself thoroughly.  As I washed my hair, I noticed how much my hand hurt and winced as I flexed it.  I just hoped I had enough range of motion to use it at the performance as usual.

Once I was showered, I wrapped a towel around myself and headed out to find Devon.  She was in the kitchen area, making coffee.  She was fully dressed and looked gorgeous in her t-shirt, shorts and messed up hair.  Without a scrap of make-up, I could see her freckles covering her cheeks-and more importantly, her lips.

I walked over to her, pulling the towel from my shoulders and rubbing at my wet hair to dry it. 

‘You making coffee?’ I asked, interested.

‘Yeah, you want some?’ she asked, her eyes flickering down from my face to my breasts and back again.

‘Yes please,’ I said, drying off a little more, and smiling at her in the process.

‘What?’ she asked.

‘Huh?’ I questioned, looking at her in confusion.

‘You’re smiling at me,’ she commented.

I laughed.  ‘I’m not allowed to smile at you?’ I asked.

‘The question is, why are you smiling at me? You need to keep your mind out of the gutter right now, baby,’ she warned me.

I tilted my head and looked at her with interest. ‘Actually, I wasn’t having sexual thoughts that time,’ I revealed.

Her eyebrow lifted in surprise, the way it often did.  ‘No? What then?’

‘I just love you like this,’ I said, simply.  ‘All shorts, t-shirt and no make-up.  You look gorgeous,’ I told her, slightly embarrassed.

She stared at me, her face registering surprise and pleasure.  ‘Ah Astra…’ she said, clearly pleased by what I had said.  ‘Thank you,’ she said, coming around to stand in front of me.

I shrugged.  ‘It’s just true,’ I told her.  ‘I like you like this.’

She took the towel from me and started drying my shoulders, my chest and back. 

‘What are you doing?’ I asked.

‘Helping you. I said I would, right?’ she murmured, bending to dry my legs as well. 

As she slowly stood yet again, her hand trailed down my arm.  I watched as her eyes grew darker, more intense and her fingers ran over the muscled abdominals of my stomach.  ‘You’re so…defined,’ she said, quietly.

‘Oh yeah?’ I murmured, glancing up and meeting her eyes, seeing the interest there.

Her hand moved up and down my torso, and for a moment I thought she was going to kiss me.  At the last minute though, she stepped back, removing her hand and cleared her throat. 

‘Look at you, distracting me,’ she said, shaking her head.  ‘Get dressed, Astra.  You’re looking skinnier than ever. I’m going to feed you, and the coffee is almost made now.’

I sighed.  I had almost had her giving in.  Still, it gave me hope that it would be soon. ‘Fine,’ I said, dropping my towel. Didn’t hurt to give her a little glimpse of what she was missing.

Glancing over my shoulder as I walked away to the bedroom, sure enough, Devon was watching me.  I gave her a smile, pleased, and then went and found some clean clothes to put on.

When I re-joined Devon, she had coffee and toast prepared for us both.  I sipped at the coffee idly, sat at one of the stools at the counter.

‘The is good,’ I told her, enjoying the taste of the good quality coffee.

‘Mmm,’ he murmured, ‘Eat something, Astra.’

I groaned. ‘I don’t feel hungry in the morning,’ I told her.

‘Yeah, but force yourself to eat a little bit.  You need to keep yourself well if you’re going to cope being back on the tour.  It takes a lot of energy.’

‘I’m not the one out there dancing and leading the whole thing! I just play guitar,’ I replied.

‘Which still requires concentration, effort and brain power.  Eat, Astra.’

I sighed. ‘Fine.’

Devon ate hers while looking at her phone.  ‘Jimmy’s asking if he can come up and see you,’ she told me then.  ‘They’ve all been worried.  Is it okay if he comes up?’

I nodded.  ‘Yeah, fine,’ I told her.

‘I want someone else to be around you when I can’t be-to keep an eye on you and make sure you’re taking care of yourself.’

I set the toast down and looked at her. ‘Devon, I’m not a child.  I’m doing okay.’

‘I know, I know, but you’ve just been through a huge ordeal.  You’re grieving, you’re confused, your emotions are all over the place. You need people around you who care for you.’

I gave her a look. 

‘And you’re going to accept that and let us baby you, look after you and feed you.’

‘Oh my God,’ I groaned, dropping my head on the counter.

The door knocked at that moment, and I heard Devon’s footsteps heading over to answer it.

‘Hey,’ Jimmy’s voice said.

I lifted my head off the counter and turned to see the man approaching me.

‘Astra! You’re back!’ he exclaimed.

I stood and stepped into his hug.  He held me close for long moments, his hand cupping the back of my hair.  He was a huge, hulking man and I felt completely dwarfed by him. ‘Hey Jimmy,’ I said into his thick shoulder.

‘Astra! We missed you! How are you doing?’ he asked, drawing back to look down at me.

‘I’m alright thanks.  Glad to be back,’ I told him.

‘Oh honey!’ he exclaimed and pulled me back into a huge hug.

‘Alright, alright,’ Devon said after a minute, ‘leave the poor girl be,’ Devon told Jimmy, patting his shoulder.

Jimmy laughed at Devon. ‘Protective much?’ he said to her.

‘Damn right,’ Devon replied, face serious.  ‘And she doesn’t need you mauling her, does she?’

‘Just you right?’ he smiled.

‘Shut up,’ Devon replied, but smiled a little that time. 

‘Come and sit down,’ Jimmy said, heading with me by the hand to the couch.  ‘Tell me how you are.  You look exhausted!’ he exclaimed, scanning my face.

‘I’ve slept, actually.  Devon made sure of that,’ I said, glancing at Devon as she sat down on the other side of me.  I found myself flanked by both of them, one on each side.  If I didn’t know them and their personalities so well, it would have been a little intimidating.

‘Oh, I bet she has!’ Jimmy said, with a wink.  ‘I hope you’re letting her rest enough,’ he said to Devon, pointedly.

‘Of course, I am,’ Devon told her.  ‘I’ve made sure she’s eaten and slept-something I want you to make sure of once I’m out at interviews and press, okay?’

He nodded.  ‘Yes, of course.  I’ll put myself in charge of Astra at all times,’ he said, stroking my hair gently.  ‘It’ll be a pleasure.’

‘Hands off, though,’ Devon warned, and although her face looked jovial, I knew she meant it.

‘Relax, Devon,’ he said, rolling his eyes at her.  Looking back at me, he scanned my face.  ‘But seriously,’ Jimmy then said, her face changing as he looked at me.  ‘Was it terrible? I mean, are you doing okay?’

I sighed, lying my head back against the sofa.  ‘It wasn’t a barrel of laughs, no.  I’m uh…’ I shrugged, looking away from them both and into the distance in front of me.  ‘I’m just…working through it, I guess.  I don’t know…I mean…fuck,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘I can’t even string a sentence together.’

‘Ah sweetie,’ Jimmy murmured, ‘we’re going to look after you.’

I nodded, biting my lip again.

‘Astra; promise me you’ll go to Jimmy when I’m not around.  Talk to him…let him look after you if you need it.’

I swallowed hard at the emotion which threatened to well up.  It came unexpectedly and mainly caused by the look in Devon’s eyes as she spoke to me.  I nodded, unable to trust my voice. 

‘Oh baby,’ Devon murmured, her forehead creasing.

I dropped my gaze as my eyes filled with tears. I didn’t want to cry again in front of Devon or Jimmy for that matter, but it seemed out of my control.

‘Come here,’ Devon said, drawing me against her side and holding me while the emotion flowed once more. 

‘Don’t…’ I murmured.  ‘Being…too nice…makes me…’ I stammered, ‘sad,’ I managed, brokenly.

‘Oh no, sweetie, let it out,’ Jimmy told me, shuffling over and joining the hug to make it a group affair.  As I cried softly against Devon’s shoulder, the two of them spoke in soft tones, telling me it was okay to cry, reminding me they cared.  It was emotional and moving and, in that moment, I felt like my touring family meant the world to me. 
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We stayed on the sofa for a while before my emotions came back under control.  Eventually, easing apart, I sat back against the sofa, drew my knees up and rested my head on my hands.

‘Astra; it’s going to take some time,’ Jimmy told me, kindly.

I sniffed into my jeans, wiping at my eyes with the back of my hand before wincing.  ‘Ow,’ I muttered, under my breath.

‘Oh honey, what did you do?’ Jimmy questioned.

‘Punched a wall,’ I muttered, glancing up at him.

‘Oh wow…why? Can you play?’ he asked.

‘I…I was pretty angry,’ I murmured. ‘I haven’t tried playing yet.  I’m hoping it will be fine.  It just aches a lot.  It might be a bit painful tonight, but I want to be there and involved again.’

He nodded, frowning. 

‘Astra; if you want to open up to Jimmy like you did with me, it may help,’ Devon said.  ‘So that he can be there when I can’t.’

I shook my head at Devon.  ‘No,’ I told her.  ‘I’m not ready yet,’ I told her.

‘Okay,’ Devon nodded.

‘Look, Astra, you don’t need to tell me anything you don’t want to. I know from what you’ve told me that your father wasn’t always the easiest man.  I mean, that voicemail! Phew,’ he said, shaking his head.  ‘That was fucking awful.’

I bit my lip, prompting Devon to lift her hand to my mouth and ease her thumb to my lower lip to stop me.

‘I can imagine you have mixed emotions about him, Astra, but it’s always hard when someone dies.  I’m here for you, alright.  You want to come and chill with me today before rehearsals?’ he offered.

‘Actually, I cancelled interviews for today,’ Devon told her.  ‘I’ll be looking after Astra today.’

‘Oh yeah? Keeping her all for yourself?’ Jimmy quipped.

I smiled at Jimmy; glad he was lightening the mood.

‘Shut up…tell everyone else Astra’s okay though, would you?’ Devon asked.

‘Yeah sure.  Uh, Devon, you got a minute? Before I go?’ Jimmy asked.

‘Sure,’ she nodded, standing.

I watched in confusion as they headed for the balcony and shut the sliding door behind them.  I then continued to watch as they talked.  Jimmy’s face was serious as he spoke, and Devon was gesticulating wildly at one point and seemed annoyed.  They talked for around five minutes, and I couldn’t stop watching them.  They headed back inside, and Jimmy came back over to where I sat curled up on the sofa. 

‘I’ll see you later okay, Astra.  Relax and chill, yeah? Call me if you need anything,’ he said, with a friendly pat on my arm.

‘Thanks Jimmy.  It means a lot,’ I told him quietly.

‘No worries,’ he said, and then nodded to Devon.  ‘See you later.’

‘Yeah, see you later,’ Devon replied, slightly more tense than she had been.  She walked him to the door and shut it behind him as he left.

Returning to the sofa, she sat down beside me with a sigh.

‘What was all that about?’ I asked her.

‘What?’ she questioned.

‘That! The whole talk on the balcony thing?’

‘Oh, nothing…’ she murmured, but looked ever so slightly pissed off.

‘It didn’t look like nothing,’ I said.

She looked over at me and sighed.  ‘Really, it was nothing that concerns you…just performance stuff.  Don’t worry about it.  Let’s watch a movie, huh? It feels like a Netflix and chill kind of day to me.’

I couldn’t have thought of anything more enjoyable-that didn’t include making out or getting intimate with Devon.  ‘Sounds good,’ I told her.

Devon grabbed the remote, flicked through the options of new films and found one we both agreed on.  Settling back onto the sofa, Devon sat back and relaxed.  Eyeing her sideways, I then shuffled over and cuddled into her side, getting comfortable.

‘Cuddle monster,’ she murmured, shifting so that her arm could encircle me even closer.

‘You love it,’ I mumbled, quietly.

‘I do,’ I said, and I could hear the smile on her face.

Devon clicked play on the film and we started to watch.

Sometime later, I woke up feeling disorientated.  The room was quiet, and I realised my head lay on Devon’s lap.  Turning, dazedly, I looked up and saw Devon was still awake and had been watching the TV.

‘Did I fall asleep?’ I asked.

‘Yeah, you’ve been out for an hour at least,’ she said softly, her hand reaching my forehead to stroke my hair away from my head.

‘Sorry to flake out on you.’

‘I think you needed it…and it gave me an excuse to stop and unwind a little,’ she admitted.

I scanned her face, realising she looked tired too.  ‘You needed your days off. I’m so sorry I messed them up for you,’ I told her, toying with the buttons on her t-shirt, idly.

‘Don’t be silly.  All of this was out of your control.  It’s been hard for everyone involved, I’m sure.  I’m just glad you’re back and doing…well, sort of okay.’

‘I am okay,’ I assured her.

‘Yeah? I reckon in time you will be,’ she said, scanning my face.  ‘At least you look less tired now.  The bags under your eyes are beginning to fade slightly,’ she said, trailing her thumb under the curve beneath my eye.

‘I’ll use a lot of make-up tonight,’ I assured her.

‘You’re beautiful no matter what you have on your face.’

‘Shut up,’ I laughed, feeling a blush spread over my cheeks.

‘No,’ she smiled, ‘cos it’s true.’

I sighed, shifting in her lap a little so my head was facing her body, head on her legs. ‘What time is it?’ I asked.

‘It’s about half eleven,’ she told me.

‘Oh,’ I murmured, knowing that we usually started rehearsals at twelve.  ‘Do we need to get moving?’ I asked.

‘If you’re up to it,’ she told me, softly.  ‘If not, you rest here and join us tonight.’

‘No, I’ll come,’ I told her.  ‘I kind of want to get seeing everyone over and done with.  I find it so awkward all of this,’ I revealed, ‘And I don’t want to get upset around anyone else.  It’s embarrassing.’

‘You really don’t need to feel like that,’ she said, ‘but I think you’re right.  See everyone this afternoon and then come back to the hotel for dinner before the show-make sure you’ve got enough energy.’

I nodded.  ‘Yeah, okay.’

‘Shall we get ready then?’ she asked, almost reluctantly.

‘Mmm hmm,’ I murmured. ‘Devon?’

‘Yeah?’

‘Are you going to kiss me tonight?’ I asked, looking up at her with wide eyes.

‘I…don’t know.  Do you want me to? I mean, would you prefer me not to right now, while everything is so confused for you?’

‘No, I don’t mind.  I think you should, probably.  Just to keep things as normal.’

‘Okay…’

‘And I like it when you kiss me,’ I said, softly.

She sighed. ‘Astra, listen a minute, okay?’

I sat up, turning to face her as her face grew serious.  I didn’t know what had changed in an instant.  ‘What?’ I asked, frowning.

‘Look; you’re not going to like this, but I…I think we…for now, can we just kind of calm things between us a little-the physical side, I mean?’

My frown deepened. ‘Temporarily, yeah?’ I replied.  ‘While I get…back to normal?’

She looked down for a moment before returning her eyes to meet mine.  ‘Look, I’ve got to stay focused on the tour and quite frankly, you’re my current distraction.  Maybe we calm things until we reach the other side of America.’

I gaped at her.  ‘But we’re touring for two months!’ I exclaimed.  ‘Eight more weeks!’

She nodded, looking upset.  ‘I know.’

‘I’m not as vulnerable or broken as you think I am, Devon.  I could handle this…I want this! I want us!’ I exclaimed, heatedly.

She shook her head. ‘Not right now, Astra. It’s not…the timing is wrong,’ she told me, eyes fading with regret.

‘No, it’s not.  Everything was right.  What’s changed? What did I do?’ I asked, now genuinely upset.

‘You didn’t do anything,’ she sighed, ‘and please don’t get upset. I really don’t want you to get upset!’

‘How can I not? You’re telling me it’s all over, right?’ I questioned.

‘No, not over…just…on hold, I guess,’ she said.

‘Till when? Till you decide it’s okay again? Until you decide I’m stable enough? No, Devon, that’s not fair! I wanted this…I wouldn’t have done half the things with you that I have if I didn’t.  I’ve changed since being with you.  I’ve opened up to new experiences and new feelings.  Now you’re telling me that it’s not going to continue? I don’t get it! I don’t understand,’ I said, ranting.  Angry tears had filled my eyes, and I felt distraught at the idea we would no longer be sharing what we had developed together.

‘It’s not that I don’t want to be with you, Astra, it’s just not right at the moment.  Christ’s sake, Astra, your dad just died and like it or not you need time to process that! You also need time to think about the choices you’re making.  I’m gay…you’ve always thought you weren’t.  That doesn’t make this easy for either of us.  I may want you sexually, but I don’t want that when you’re suffering, vulnerable or feeling weak.  I’ve got people left, right and centre telling me to back off you, to leave you alone, that it’s not right…I need to take a step back!’

Understanding dawned.  ‘So that’s what it’s all about?’ I questioned, swiping at my wet face. ‘Other people getting involved in this and telling you what’s right and wrong?’

‘Perhaps that’s part of it, but my own conscience tells me to back off too.’

‘So, that’s how it’s going to be?’ I murmured.  ‘You’ve decided and that’s it.’

She shrugged, looking away.  ‘I think it’s…best, for now,’ she said, softly.

I stared at her for a long moment.  ‘I think you’re wrong but whatever, clearly it’s all down to you.’

‘Astra, please don’t do this…I’m trying to look out for you.  Won’t you let me just be a good friend to you for now?’ she asked, pleading me.

‘Yeah, fuck it,’ I said, bitterly.  ‘Friends then.  Fan-bloody-tastic.  I’m going to head to rehearsal,’ I muttered, getting to my feet and searching for my shoes and jacket. 

‘Astra, don’t…’

‘No, it’s fine,’ I said, throwing her an offhand glance.  ‘I get it. I’ll deal with it.’

‘Astra, just stop.  We’re going to rehearsal together anyway.  The car’s going to be here shortly.’

‘I’d rather go over with the band,’ I told her, grabbing my backpack and shoving the clothes in it that I had dropped earlier.

‘Astra…’ Devon complained.

I whirled on her.  ‘Devon, you’ve told me what it’s going to be like between us now.  I’m just reacting to that.  You want us to be friends, we’ll be friends, but I’m not going to stick around hoping for something that is not going to happen.’

‘Astra; it’s just for now…while you’re healing.’

‘Fuck that,’ I almost spat.  ‘I don’t need your pity or comfort right now.  I told you what I needed, and you refused.’

She stared at me, dumbfounded.  ‘Astra; I wasn’t going to have sex with you when you were raw and grieving.’

‘Maybe you should have,’ I murmured, heading for the door, ‘Because you may have fucking lost your chance.’

With that, I turned and left, frustrated annoyed and upset.  Stalking down the corridor, I headed down the elevator seething.

I made it down to the lobby of the building before I realised that I had no room or key card.  Pulling my phone out of my pocket, I started to pull up Erin’s number when a familiar voice called my name.

‘Astra?’

It was Jimmy.  ‘Oh, hey.’

‘I’ll take you to your room, alright?’ he said, taking my bag from me.

‘Thanks,’ I said, falling into step beside her.

‘We were all going to leave in about twenty minutes. Is that okay?’ he asked.

‘Yeah,’ I murmured, flatly.  My mood had dropped massively, and I felt the weight of the world crushing down on my shoulders.

‘Here we are,’ he said, unlocking the room for me. 

Following me inside, he shut the door behind us.

‘You okay?’ he asked.

I shrugged, non-committedly.

‘She’s just looking out for you, you know?’ he said then, looking at me closely.

I met his eyes and realised something in that moment.  Jimmy had most likely been one of the people warning Devon off me.  I felt my heart sink a little lower in my chest. 

‘She cares about you.  She doesn’t want to be…hurting you.’

‘She’s hurting me more by pushing me away,’ I said, simply.

‘She’s not pushing you away, honey. She’s trying to look after you.’

I sank down onto the bed, dropping my head into my hands.  Everything just felt so confusing, so messy right now.  I felt completely exhausted.  ‘You know what, Jimmy, I’m actually going to stay here instead of going to rehearsal today.  I think I need the rest.’

‘Are you sure?’ he asked, looking doubtful.

‘Yeah.  I’ll sleep and rest.  Tell the others I’m fine though…just tired.  I’m sure they’ll all understand.’

‘Of course, we understand…but are you going to be okay? Here on your own?’ he asked.

I nodded.  ‘I’ll be fine.’

He didn’t look sure about leaving me at all.  ‘Okay well, I’ll check in on you when we finish rehearsals.  Maybe we could all get dinner together or something?’ he suggested.

‘Yeah, maybe,’ I replied, uncommittedly.

‘Okay well, see you later, Astra.’

‘See you later,’ I said, getting up to close the door behind her.

With Jimmy gone, I walked over to the bed, collapsed down onto it heavily, and cried.

I didn’t do much for hours.  I laid on my bed sleeping, crying, thinking and tossing and turning for ages.  My phone beeped every now and then with new messages, but I ignored them all. I didn’t want to hear from anyone.  For these few hours, I just wanted to shut myself away and not face the world. 

There seemed to be so much to think about, so much to figure out and yet the only thing I was focusing on was Devon and what felt like her rejection of me.  It couldn’t have come at a worse time.  All I wanted was to feel close and connected with her and now I felt a million miles away from what we had been developing before I had had to go home.

As the time ticked by, I knew I needed to put a brave face on and get back to normal as much as possible before the band came by to collect me.  I took a long shower, dressed in clean clothes and even started doing my own make-up, mainly as an attempt to cover the bags under my eyes and the blotchy skin from where I had been crying.

Eventually I got picked up, and everyone was amazingly kind with me as we travelled over to the venue.  Now I knew I just had to get through the night’s performance, and I would be okay.

Chapter 41

I didn’t see Devon until we were just about to go on stage.  She came to our dressing room as we got the five-minute call and did the usual routine of greeting us all, hugs for Mattie and Erin and then approaching me as they left the room to head down to the stage.

‘Hey,’ she said, coming close.

‘Hi,’ I replied, a little coldly, but civil.

‘You okay?’ she asked.

I nodded. ‘I’m fine.’

‘Can you do me a favour?’

I shrugged.

‘Keep all this off stage?’ she asked, her make-up heavy eyes looking concerned.

‘Of course,’ I nodded.  ‘Professional all the way, that’s me.’

She sighed.  ‘Astra…’

‘You’re going to be late to stage,’ I told her.

She gave me a look and then nodded.  ‘Alright.  Have a good show,’ she said.

I nodded tersely and then followed her out.

On stage, Devon adapted to the show woman that she was instantly and was all fun and games from the moment it started.  She played up to the audience, joked around and was playful with the band and dancers alike.  I played along, smiled when she expected me to and didn’t react as I felt like doing inside.  It wasn’t until the second half when ‘Be mine’ came around that I began to feel unsettled again.  I knew it was coming, but didn’t feel prepared, so when she stalked towards me singing the opening lines, I felt a frisson of anticipation rush through me.

She approached me as she always did, looking like a tiger hunting its prey.  The dark, heady desire in her eyes was achingly familiar and as she reached around to grasp the back of my head, she took no prisoners in kissing me hard, fast and wantonly, letting her tongue slip into my mouth for a brief taste of me before she pulled back.  Fever coursed through my veins, making my heart thunder in my chest.

As she continued the song, I found myself being left breathless. How could she do that? She said she just wanted to be friends, but that kiss had been incredible.  There was clearly still so much left between us and yet it wasn’t going to happen.  I put my head down, let my long hair fall in front of my eyes and played the rest of the set automatically. It was painful and uncomfortable for my hand, but I coped, making it to the end without one mistake.

When the curtain went down, we made our way off stage, and I headed down after Mattie and Erin as they chatted excitedly about how good the crowd had been tonight.  I was pleased to have been back with them but felt exhausted.

We changed and then went out to sign autographs and chat with fans.  We were all then called to the buses and set off to our next destination.  I stayed up for a short while with Mattie, Erin and Jimmy before claiming I was tired and heading to my room.

In there, I sulked and mulled over everything that had passed, eventually sleeping when the motion of the bus finally lulled me to sleep.

It took a week for me to realise that I was being a dick.  In that time, I had barely seen Devon, rarely spoken to her and despite her being polite and kind every time I saw her, I would always respond with a miserable comment or expression.

When it dawned on me that I would rather be her friend than nothing at all, I immediately took action.  We had arrived at a hotel in Colorado, and I had been holed up in my room, thinking and reprimanding myself for at least an hour.  It was a day off and yet I was doing nothing productive with it.

Grabbing my phone and key card, I headed to the elevator and pressed the button to go to the penthouse suite.  It was a fairly good guess that she would be housed there in the plush hotel.  When the lift dinged, I stepped out and walked down to the door.  After knocking, I waited.

‘Astra!’ Devon exclaimed, looking stunned that it was me standing at her door.

‘Hey,’ I said, with a small, tentative smile.  ‘Can we talk?’ I asked.

‘I…sure. I wasn’t expecting you,’ she frowned, stepping aside to let me in.

‘No, I uh…can I come in?’

‘Yeah, yeah…come in,’ she offered.

I walked in and she shut the door behind me.  I strolled in a few steps and then turned to face her, face the situation head on.

‘Devon; I’ve been a dick,’ I told her, bluntly.

Devon’s mouth dropped and she stared at me open-mouthed. She started to go to say something, but I stopped her with my hand.

‘No, don’t say anything…please just hear me out.  I’m sorry, Devon. I’m really sorry for how I’ve been acting over the past week.  I’ve realised how shitty I’ve been and it’s unforgivable.  I know you were just trying to be a kind, supportive friend who was looking out for me and all I did was get in a hump and act like a dick.  I hope you can forgive me, and if the offer is still there, I’d love to be your friend-more than anything,’ I told her, emotionally.

Devon stared at me for a long moment, her ice-blue eyes intense and inscrutable. ‘Astra; come here,’ she said, stepping towards me.

I took one step before she hurled me into her embrace, holding me fiercely tight as if she had been aching to for a long time.

‘Devon,’ I mumbled, ‘You’re kind of crushing me,’ I laughed.

‘Oh, sorry,’ she said, releasing her hold a bit but then drawing me into a more intimate, embrace, just held against her gently.  ‘I’ve missed you.’

‘I’ve missed you too,’ I said, lifting my head to look at her with what I hoped came across as friendly.  I knew, deep down, that ultimately, I wanted more from Devon than just friendship, but I was more than willing to accept everything she was willing to offer-anything she was willing to offer.

‘And you haven’t been a dick,’ she added, lifting her head to smile down at me.

‘I have been kind of a dick,’ I chuckled.  ‘I just couldn’t get to grips with all of it for a while.  I realise now what you were doing…’

‘Looking out for you?’ she suggested.

I nodded.  ‘I know…’

‘And you get why I’ve pulled back from you…sexually?’ she asked.

‘I do now, yeah,’ I nodded.  ‘I’m fine with it,’ I told her, lying a little, but anxious to get back on track with her.

‘Oh, thank God.  I’ve been pretty miserable the past week.  It’s been horrible seeing you upset and hurting and not being able to comfort you.  Knowing I caused it made it even worse!’

‘You didn’t cause it.  It’s like you said, maybe our timing is off right now.  Things aren’t easy for me right now and you’re currently doing your first major tour! Perhaps, the timing truly is just not right for us.’

She nodded, eagerly.  ‘Exactly!’

‘So, can we be friends?’ I asked.  ‘I really do miss you.’

‘And I miss you too.  Yes, let’s be friends and get back to how we were before,’ she smiled.  ‘Well, almost how we were before…’ she added, with a chuckle.

I grinned and stepped forwards to hug her.  Devon lifted her arms to hold me close to her and we stood like that for a long time.  When I finally withdrew, my smile was wide and happy.  ‘I feel good,’ I told her.  ‘Now that I’ve stopped being a dick.’

Devon laughed.

‘Well, I better leave you to it,’ I smiled.

‘You don’t have to,’ she murmured.  ‘I mean, unless you’re busy? You could stay…catch up with me?’ she offered.

‘Yeah?’

‘Yeah,’ she smiled. ‘I’d like to spend a bit of time with you again.’

‘Me too,’ I responded.  ‘And it’s so nice to be in a hotel!’

‘I know! It’s so much more comfortable,’ she grinned.  ‘Come and look around the place.  It’s really nice.’

‘Okay,’ I said, heading in further to see her suite.

She gave me a little tour of the rooms and then we settled down on the sofas.

‘Ah, that’s better.  A real sofa!’ I exclaimed, getting comfy.

‘I know, right! So nice,’ she smiled.

‘So, how is everything with you?’ I asked.  ‘I feel like I’ve lost touch with how you’re doing in all of the, and I don’t like it,’ I revealed.

She sighed. ‘It’s okay, Astra.  I’m doing alright,’ she told me.  ‘I mean, it’s been busy with interviews and such.  One was a bit of an idiot and asked too many personal questions rather than focusing on the music but aside from that, it’s been okay.  I’ve been talking with my family a lot too.  My mum, dad and brother are coming to the show tomorrow night so you might end up meeting them,’ she told me.

‘Oh wow! That’s going to be so cool.’

‘I know. I’m excited to see them all. Mum can’t wait to meet you!’ she said, rolling her eyes.

‘Me?’ I questioned, confused.  ‘Why me?’

She laughed, clearly amused.  ‘She thinks you’re really adorable.’

‘Really?’ I laughed.  ‘No way!’

‘Yeah…so she’ll probably be really weird,’ she said, smiling at me.

‘I can cope with weird.  It’ll be interesting to meet you family-see where you came from.’

She nodded, lifting her eyebrows as was her habit.  ‘She’ll probably embarrass me.’

‘Yeah? Mum’s have a habit of that, I guess.  Have you told her anything about me?’ I wondered.

‘Oh yeah, for sure.  I talk to my mum about most stuff, so she knows about you.’

I looked at her pointedly.  ‘Just how much have you told her?’ I questioned.

She laughed.  ‘Enough…but not too much,’ she informed me.

‘Oh dear.  That sounds ominous.’

‘No, it’s all good.  She’s looking forward to meeting you.  Apparently, you have soft-looking hair,’ she laughed.

‘Oh my God,’ I giggled.  ‘I guess I’ll have to make sure I’ve washed it!’

She smiled at me.  ‘So, how about you, Astra? I haven’t really had the chance to ask you how you’ve been?’

I nodded. ‘I’m okay,’ I told her.  ‘Really,’ I added. ‘I’ve been speaking to mum most days and Tony’s been looking out for everything at home.  She’s doing fine and we talk whenever either of us is having a bad day.  I’m coming to terms with everything.  I mean, I think you were right when you said I needed to time to process it all.  I’ve spent a lot of time alone in my thoughts, and it’s helped.  I think sometimes time is all that’s needed to heal.’

She nodded, knowingly.  ‘Exactly.’

‘So, I’m getting better.  I mean I’ve been more sad thinking about the fact that we haven’t been getting on.’

She tilted her head and looked at me for a long moment.  ‘It’s made me miserable too.’

‘I don’t think I could have stayed away from you for much longer.  It was horrible.  I realised I’d rather take friendship from you than nothing at all.’

‘Astra; I want…’ she began, but then broke off, shaking her head, and looking away.  ‘Friendship is good…it’s all about timing with us, I think.’

I nodded.  ‘Yeah. So, what were you going to do with your day off?’ I questioned.

‘Honestly? I was going to rest up.  I’m pretty tired and I’ve been told by management to rest my voice, rest my body…take it easy. I was going to chill in front of the TV. Pretty dull, huh?’

‘Not at all,’ I replied, ‘It sounds good, actually.’

‘You want to stay with me and watch something?’

‘I’d actually love to.  That’s what I would go and do in my room.  Company is better,’ I told her, loving being back in the same space as her.

‘I agree,’ she smiled.  ‘Especially when that company is you,’ she replied, smiling happily.  ‘Let’s find something good to watch…’

Devon flicked through the channels, and we agreed on a Netflix series which was new.  It was a crime documentary about a well-known serial killer.  It was just my kind of thing, and as she put it on to play, I wriggled into the sofa, beginning to get comfortable.

Shuffling over, I leant into her side and leant my head on her shoulder.  Feeling her muscle tense under my head, I moved immediately away, realising what I had done. ‘Oh, sorry! Old habits!’ I exclaimed, chuckling nervously.

‘Hey, no…it’s okay.  Come back.  Friends hug, right? They cuddle, don’t they?’ she asked.

‘Well, yeah…I mean, sometimes, I guess…’

‘Relax, Astra.  We’re good.  Unless you’re planning on getting your pussy out, I think we’re cool.’

I laughed at that and was very tempted to throw back a cheeky reply, but I held back, maintaining the new boundaries which existed between us now.  ‘I’ll restrain myself,’ I replied instead, and settled back against her, leaning my head into her shoulder.

‘You know what?’

‘Hmm?’ I murmured, watching as the beginning titles of the series played.

‘My mum’s right,’ she told me.

‘About what?’ I wondered.

‘Your hair…it’s really soft,’ she said smiling, looking down at me.

I grinned up at her.  ‘It’s all about the conditioner,’ I told her.

She smiled down at me, an inscrutable expression on her face.  Eventually, she spoke.  ‘Watch the film, Astra.’

I chuckled.  ‘You’re the one banging on about my hair.’

‘I’ll shut up,’ she promised.

‘Okay,’ I agreed, and laid my head back down on her shoulder. 

Relaxing in the quiet suite, we fell into a companionable silence.

Devon and I managed to watch three episodes before we moved from the sofa.

‘That was really good!’ I said, yawning.

‘I enjoyed that. Real escapism,’ she said, stretching her arms above her head and shifting a little to face me on the sofa.

I moved a little too, sensing it was time to get going.  ‘Thanks for the afternoon,’ I told her.  ‘It was just what I needed.’

‘Mmm,’ she murmured, softly.  ‘It was for me too.  You want to stay? Have dinner, sleep here?’ she asked.

I longed to.  I wanted too desperately.  ‘I better not,’ I told her.  ‘Friends, right?’ I said, with a sheepish grin.  ‘Boundaries are hard to maintain if there’s not a bit more physical distance.’

She looked a little disappointed.  ‘Yeah, I guess.’

‘Don’t get me wrong, I’d really like to stay longer…I just…’ I broke off, dropping my head and chuckling a little.  ‘I don’t think I could sleep in a bed with you again if we’re sticking to the friendship thing.’

She sighed.  ‘Friendship.  Yeah…’

‘So, uh, I will go and leave you to it.  I’m really glad we had the chance to do the.  And I’m sorry, again, Devon.  I was such a dick.  If I do it again, call me on it.  Okay?’

‘Okay?’ she smiled.

I stood, awkwardly, and then made my way towards the door.  She followed me over slowly and then leaned against the doorframe, looking adorable and tempting in her relaxed, dressed-down clothes.  ‘Well, uh…have a good…night, I guess,’ I said, stumbling over my words, distracted by how her eyes darkened as they watched me, how they intensified as they dropped to my mouth briefly.

‘And you, Astra.’

I didn’t know how to say goodbye, so I lifted my hand and patted her awkwardly on the arm.  ‘Have a good one.’

Devon threw her head back and laughed.  ‘We’ve resorted to man patting?’ she said, gesturing at her shoulder.

I chuckled. ‘Well, I’m trying to stick to the whole friendship thing, remember?’

‘Give me a hug, Astra,’ she said, laughing.

‘Yeah,’ I sighed, stepping forwards.

It was painfully wonderful to hug her.  She encircled me in her strong arms, and I felt enveloped in her scent.  It was heady and made me ache with a need which I was trying to ignore.  Pulling back quicker than she was expecting, she looked down at me with a slight look of confusion.

‘I better go,’ I told her, eyes darting away from her as the yearning for her increased.

‘Okay,’ she replied, with a look of resignation.

‘See you tomorrow,’ I said, and before I could make another mistake with her, I turned and left, almost running down the corridor with the need to put distance between us.  I didn’t stop until I was safety closed behind the door to my hotel room.  Leaning back against the door, I put one hand to my chest where it was beating wildly.  I breathed deeply, trying to calm my heart. The woman did things to me which I could no longer ignore, not fail to notice.  She may be steering us towards a friendship, but I was going to do everything in my power to show her that it could be more.

The next day was spent travelling to the next location and then rehearsals before the night’s performance.  I saw little of Devon until the evening when we reached the five-minute call and even then, she was distracted when she said hello.  My first proper contact with her was on stage during ‘Be Mine’ for the kiss.  Disappointingly, she gave me a brief peck, without even a hint of tongue, passion or excitement.  I knew we were aiming for friendship, but this felt ridiculous.  It was such a world away from what we had been doing on stage that I felt like we were almost letting the audience down.

The following night, it was the same again.  She approached me during the song, put her hand to my chin and then pressed a closed-mouth kiss to my lips, which lasted all of a second.  I turned away immediately, as I didn’t want the disappointment to be present on my face for any of the cameras or phones filming us.

Night after night, for the next two weeks, it was the same.  I began to expect to be disappointed. She managed it every night.  Gone were the passionate, erotic grabs, kisses, teasing and laughter involved in some of our earlier performances and in their place were chaste, delicate kisses which did nothing to lighten my ever-darkening mood.

We had reached the west-coast of the US and before the call one evening, Jimmy caught me unawares.

‘Hey, cutey.  What’s with the sad face?’ he asked me, cupping my chin with his hand gently to lift my gaze to his.

‘Nothing,’ I told him quietly, glancing around the dressing room.  ‘I’m fine.’

‘You’re so not fine, honey,’ he said, coming to sit beside me on the dressing table, perching himself alongside me.

I sighed, dropping my eyes to the floor again.

‘Devon, right?’ he asked.

I glanced at her.

‘You can see it a mile off.  What’s happened?’ he asked.

I shrugged.  ‘Nothing, I guess…we’re just friends,’ I told him, mumbling the words.

‘But I thought…’ he began, but then stopped when I gave him a look.

‘Oh…well…things aren’t good?’ he asked.

I shrugged, unwilling to talk about it right now.

‘Oh sweetie…you’re so adorably sad right now,’ he groaned, and moved to pull me into his arms.  He held me close, rubbing my back and kissing my cheek affectionately, telling me it was going to be okay.  I sighed, holding onto him and thankful for his kindness.  He held me for several minutes before lifting his head and looking down at me.  ‘You’re going to be okay, Astra.  You’ll sort it out with Devon, I’m sure.’

I nodded, glumly.  ‘Thanks Jimmy.’

‘Anytime,’ he said.  ‘Now come on…they’ve done the call.’

I made it to the stage and the first few songs went well.  Devon was on good form, but still ignoring me and interacting with pretty much everyone except from me at times throughout the set.  During the third song, my day went from bad to worse.  Devon made her way down to the front of the stage, flirted with the audience in the front row and then, to my absolute horror, knelt onto the edge of the stage, leaned into the crowd, and kissed a woman. 

I watched in stunned disbelief, distaste flooding my system as I saw her do it.  It ended quickly and she was up, dancing and singing down to the other end of the stage but the damage had been done.  I was pissed off; and my anger began to boil from a deep place within.  Turning away from the audience, I played the rest of the first half with my hair covering my face, unable to even look at her.  I was filled with a fury that I could not shake and as the curtain came down on the first half, I was almost trembling with rage.

Chapter 42

During the break, I avoided everyone, heading to a bathroom and staying in there until I heard the call for the second half.  I went back to stage but knew, deep within, that I couldn’t do it tonight.  With ‘Be Mine’ approaching rapidly, I couldn’t dismiss the anger within me which bubbled.  I was so damn annoyed, for so many reasons.  Why didn’t she kiss me anymore? Why did she just want to be friends? Why the fuck had she kissed some slut in the audience? It all made me so incredibly mad.

The song came around and she made her way towards me, following the choreography, as every night.  She approached, came close, and as her eyes met mine, I gave her a look of pure ice. Then, just as she reached her hand upwards to cup my chin to hold in place for the kiss, I took a deliberate step backwards, noting the brief glimmer of shock in her expression before I turned away from her, turning my back on her kiss, her song.

The show continued, and Devon played out the rest of the set like the professional that she was.  The second we took our bows and the curtain fell though; all hell broke loose.

Knowing it was coming, the moment everyone was bowing, I was already lifting my guitar off my body and placing it on the stand.  Leaving before everyone was exiting the stage, I made a hasty retreat off stage left and hurried off towards the dressing rooms, seething with anger.

The sound of my name being called followed me down the corridor as I stumbled along, fury filling me.

‘Astra! What the fuck!’ Devon exclaimed, having caught up with me.

‘Fuck off!’ I muttered, yanking my arm away from her hand which had reached for mine.

‘Astra? What’s going on?’ she said, following me into the dressing room I was trying to escape into.

‘Get away from me!’ I yelled angrily, lifting my hands to push at her chest, towards the door.  ‘Get out of here and leave me alone.’

‘Shut the hell up,’ she hissed, her tone laced with fury now.  She turned, shoved the door closed and locked it swiftly, shutting us in the small room together. ‘You have a problem with me, fine…but don’t broadcast it to every fucker out there listening-or recording it with their phone!’ she added.

I stared at her, scowling, fury filling every pore.  ‘If you don’t want to hear it, then fuck off.  Get out of here.  I don’t want you here, don’t you get it?’

‘What the hell, Astra? I’m the one who should be pissed! You turned your back on me! Why the hell didn’t you kiss me?’ she questioned.

‘I didn’t…fucking…want to,’ I managed, hatefully, spitting the words out with fury.

‘What the fuck is wrong with you, Astra? I haven’t done anything?’

‘You haven’t done anything? You kissed that woman!’ I all-but yelled, my hands fisting by my sides.

‘That’s what’s annoyed you? They told me to do that! It’s just stage play, Astra! It didn’t mean anything!’

‘Like fuck, it didn’t!’ I ranted.  ‘You can kiss some stranger and yet you can’t even kiss me!’ I yelled.

‘I kiss you every night, Astra!’ she replied, getting more and more heated herself.

‘Barely!’ I spat.  ‘You don’t do anything anymore! You barely give me a fucking peck and yet you can snog some slut in the audience! I spend day and night turned on and aching, waiting for it but you leave me high and dry, every fucking night.  Is it any wonder I’m frustrated!’

‘You’re frustrated?’ she repeated.

‘Yes, I fucking am! And I’m pissed off…angry…annoyed,’ I said, turning my back on her, arms flailing as I gesticulated wildly.

‘Astra, please,’ she said, reaching for my arm.

I whirled on her. ‘Don’t touch me!’ I yelled, launching myself into her body and wrestling against her.

Devon grabbed at my fighting arms, trying to contain me, bodily moving me up against the vanity dressing table.  There she held me fast, holding me captive as I bitched and moaned at her to get off me.

‘What do you want, Astra?’ she cried, clearly as angry as I was now.  Her face was red and wild, her eyes blown and wide.

‘Fuck off!’ I muttered, trying to shake free of her grasp.

One of her hands left my shoulder and, in an instant, her hand grabbed at the crotch of my jeans.  Her hand cupped me, rubbing rough and hard. ‘What is it you want, Astra? This?’ she asked, crowding into my personal space and moving her hand against me through the jeans.  ‘What do you want from me?’ she demanded, her voice low and harsh as her breath came fast and hard against my face.

I held her hypnotic gaze and nodded, indicating that I wanted what she was offering.  She let out a low growl of sexual arousal and dropped to her knees, pulling my jeans down roughly in one swift movement.  Her hands were hard and unyielding, rubbing me immediately, without any kind of prelude. 

I sank back against the wall, my butt balanced on the edge of the dresser while she angrily moved forwards.  Arousal peaked in me, and my stomach clenched with desire as she bent forwards, took my clitoris in her mouth and suckled.  There was no soft, gentle caress.  There was no time for foreplay or build up.  In the moment, anger won out and her mouth was ruthless as she licked me eagerly.  The pleasure bordered on pain as I tried to hold back from the sudden attack on my sex.  It was too much and yet so good.  She suckled me hard and fast, and I grabbed the edge of the vanity, my knuckles white as I gasped and jerked underneath her as she pleasured me.

I knew that I was going to come fiercely and when it came, I groaned out with release, coming against her mouth.  Without muttering a word, she stayed where she was, but then I could feel rapid movement in her jeans, as she rubbed herself fast and hard to orgasm in the space of a few short seconds.  At her groan, I looked down, but her eyes were not full of the usual lust and pleasure that they showed when we were together.  She looked tortured, pained.

As soon as she had come, she stood back, zipping her trousers up and looked down at me with an expression I couldn’t decipher. ‘Happy now?’ she muttered, before turning away and walking to the door.  There, she paused, glanced back at me and shook her head.  ‘Fuck,’ she said, as if to herself, and then she was gone.

I was left bewildered and even more confused about everything that was going on between us.  Sinking down to the floor, all the emotion which had been coursing through my body began to release as I bent my head into my hands and cried.

A short while later, I cleaned myself up, washed my face and then changed into my normal clothes. Pulling a hood over my hair and putting on sunglasses, I made it through the fan signing before escaping onto the bus to hide in my room.  It went unnoticed by everyone except Jimmy, who waited until it was late before coming to check on me.

‘Knock knock,’ he said, sticking her head around my door.

I was lying on my bed, staring into space.  My whole world felt like it was tumbling down around me and yet I didn’t know why.  ‘Hey,’ I almost whispered.

‘Can I come in?’ Jimmy asked.

‘Sure,’ I replied, shuffling up to sit against the headboard, pulling my legs up to my chest in a protective move.

‘Thanks,’ he replied. Coming inside, he closed the door firmly behind himself and sat on the chair next to the bed.  ‘So, come on…what’s going on with you two?’

I couldn’t hold it back any longer. My emotions were running rampant, and I dropped my head and cried, finally unleashing everything inside me. Jimmy moved closer, put his arm around my shoulder and comforted me as I let go, brokenly telling him about everything which had passed between Devon and I, and then ending up with describing what had just occurred.

‘I was so mad, Jimmy…. seeing her kiss that woman,’ I sniffed, ‘and she won’t even come near me anymore,’ I said, brokenly.  ‘I stormed off stage, but she followed me.  We argued about it in the dressing room, and I called her on it all.  She kept yelling at me ‘What do you want, Astra? What do you want?’ I told him, wiping a rough hand across my eyes.

‘What did you tell her?’ Jimmy asked, carefully.

‘I didn’t!’ I said, glancing at him guiltily. ‘She was saying ‘What do you want?’ and then she grabbed me between the legs and was asking if that was what I want…’ I mumbled.

‘And what happened then?’

‘Well…’ I stalled. 

‘Astra?’

‘She, uh…well, I said yes-I mean she hasn’t touched me like that for so long! I did want it.’

‘So, you two…’ he let the suggestion hang in the air.

‘She went down on me and then got herself off afterwards.’

Jimmy frowned.  ‘So, that’s a good thing, isn’t it?’

‘No!’ I cried, feeling really upset.  ‘You should have seen her face, Jimmy, and it was different to how it normally is.  She was so angry…it was like she wanted it, but it made her furious.  She didn’t kiss me or touch me apart from going down on me, and when it was over, she stormed off and said ‘happy now?’ as she left!’

‘Oh…’ Jimmy murmured, looking serious now.

‘I don’t know what to make of it all.  I’m so confused!’ I told him, desperate for his help. 

‘Can I tell you what I think?’ Jimmy asked, leaning forwards and taking my hands in his.

‘Yeah, of course,’ I nodded.

‘I’ve known Devon for a long time, right?’ he began.

I nodded, waiting for more.

‘She’s not exactly…well, she’s not the same person she is on stage, right? That person up there, she’s flamboyant, confident, sexual and fierce.’

‘Yeah,’ I replied, wondering where he was going with this.

‘Off stage she’s very different-or can be, especially in her personal life.  I’ve spent a lot of time with her in a personal sense and I know she’s looking for long-term relationships.  She doesn’t fuck around that much-it’s not where she finds her happiness.’

I frowned, listening carefully.

‘I think she was saying ‘is this what you want?’ meaning a sexual relationship.  What I fear is that she thinks that’s only what you want from her, Astra.’

I stared at him, mouth dropping.  ‘But of course that’s not all I want!’ I exclaimed.

‘Does she know that?’ he asked pointedly.

‘Well yeah! I mean…’ I thought for a moment.  Everything between us had been pretty much based on sexual exploration.  ‘She should know that…’

‘Astra, can I ask you a hard question?’ Jimmy asked.

I nodded, frowning still.

‘How do you feel about Devon?’ he questioned.

‘Well, I…’ I stopped myself, before I said the words.  ‘You know…’ I said, thinking about how much I felt for her.

‘That there,’ Jimmy said, lifting his finger to my face and pointing between my eyes.  ‘I can see it written all over your face.  In your eyes.  You need to tell her, Astra.  Devon doesn’t go in for casual fucking really, Astra.  I reckon she’s hurt because she thinks that all you’re feeling for her is sexual desire.  She’ll be wanting more from you, I’m sure.’

‘But I want more too!’ I exclaimed, passionately.

‘So, tell her!’

I nodded, dropping my head in my hands.  ‘Oh God, Jimmy…’

‘Honey,’ Jimmy sympathised, lifting her hand to my shoulder. ‘It’s going to be okay.’

‘Is it? What if I can’t say the words?’

‘Why wouldn’t you be able to say the words?’ he questioned.

I shrugged.  ‘I couldn’t say them to you-even though I know how I feel in my head.  I can’t say the words…’

He looked at me with a sad expression on his face.  ‘Is this to do with your father?’

I dropped my gaze.  ‘I don’t know…it could be…or it could just be me.  I’m not that…good…with…all this.’

Jimmy gave me a sympathetic look.  ‘I think just being honest with her would be a good start.  Tell her that you feel something for her, even if you don’t put a label on it.  Just knowing you want more than a quick fuck would probably put things back on an even keel between you.’

I sighed.  ‘Yeah.’

‘You going to be able to sleep?’ he asked.

I shrugged.  ‘I don’t know.’

‘I’d offer to stay but Devon would cut off my balls,’ he laughed.

‘What?’ I exclaimed.

He smiled at me kindly.  ‘When your dad died, she made me promise to look out for you when you’re on the bus,’ he revealed.  ‘But she added that if I ever touched you, she’d fucking kill me.’

My eyebrows lifted in surprise. ‘Really? Even though you’re gay?’

‘Yeah.  She didn’t say it, but I knew then how much you meant to her.’

‘She must know I think more of her that someone I want to be with sexually,’ I murmured.

‘I don’t know…I think she knows you like her.  I think she knows you find her attractive. She thinks you’re going through a sexual discovery with her for sure.  What I don’t know is if she realises you care about her or that you lo…’ he broke off before saying the ‘L’ word.

I sighed. ‘I really need to talk to her…’

‘Yeah, you do…but can I ask you one thing before you talk to her?’ he requested.

‘Sure.’

‘Just be sure of your feelings.  Figure it out first.  She’s my best friend.  I don’t want anyone messing with her feelings.’

‘I’m not going to, Jimmy.  I never would play with her,’ I said.  ‘She means too much to me.’

‘Good.  Well, my advice would be to tell her.’

I nodded. 

‘You going to be okay tonight?’

I nodded.  ‘Thanks Jimmy.  You’re such a good friend.’

‘I know,’ he grinned, leaning over to give me a warm hug.  ‘I hope you manage to get some sleep.’

‘Thanks,’ I replied.  ‘See you in the morning,’ I told him.

‘Yeah,’ he said, getting up. ‘Night Astra.’

I waved goodnight and then he shut the door behind him. 

Once Jimmy was gone, I grabbed up my phone and sent a text over to Devon.  I kept it simple to start with.  ‘Sorry,’ I sent and waited.

I watched as the message was delivered and then read.  Nothing happened, no reply, no response so I tried again.

‘Can we talk?’ I typed out and pressed send.  Again, the same reaction. No reply, no message back.  I sat back against the headboard, frustrated.  I couldn’t even get to her any other way-we were both in moving vehicles which couldn’t be stopped. 

I decided to try one more time before giving up.  ‘I’m sorry I got so angry tonight. I’ve just been frustrated with everything, and it pissed me off when you kissed that woman in the audience. I don’t want to fight with you though.  I want to talk to you.  When can I talk to you? I want to sort this.’ It was a long text, but I sent it anyway.

When no reply came, I sank back to the bed feeling rejected.  Curling into a foetal position, I tried and failed to sleep.  Lying there for hours, I spent it thinking about Devon.

The following day, Devon actively avoided me.  At rehearsals, she kept her distance at all times and when ‘Be Mine’ was rehearsed, she didn’t even approach me whatsoever, just moved into the dance sequence early. 

As we left the stage for the break between rehearsals and the evening performance, I headed after her, calling her name.

‘Devon?’ I called, following her.

She ignored me.

I caught up with her, grabbing her by the arm and turning her, to make her speak to me.  ‘Devon!’ I said, more forcefully the time.

She stumbled, stopped and turned to me, her eyes meeting mine fiercely.  She looked incredibly angry, her eyes blazing. 

‘Can you please stop and talk to me?’ I asked.

‘No; I’m done talking,’ she replied, icily.  ‘Excuse me,’ she muttered and turned and stalked away.

With people around and her rejection resolute, I didn’t pursue her.  Instead, I headed to dinner with Erin and Mattie, in a foul mood and feeling hurt.

At the show that night, everything was as normal, except for a lack of interaction with Devon on stage.  As the second half started, I wondered what she would do for ‘Be Mine.’ I was expecting a complete snub with no kiss-like she had done during rehearsals. What I got was a surprise.

Devon sang the opening to the song, made her way towards me and then, out of the blue, grabbed my hair, pulling it back so that my neck was exposed and long, my lips lifted for her mouth.  She then bent her head and kissed me with a ferocious, feverish passion which shook me, tongue delving, her hand reaching to grasp my neck hard. 

It was over in a few short seconds, but it rocked me, hard.  She ended the kiss by shoving me away forcefully, her eyes blazing with desire briefly as I met them for an instant.  Turning, she moved back down the stage and continued the song.  With my arousal throbbing in response to her kiss, I dropped my head to let my hair cover my eyes and carried on playing the song.  My body ached in reaction to her for the rest of the set.  By the time we left the stage, I was exhausted from the effort of being around her when she was unhappy with me.

As we made our exit for the dressing rooms, all trailing down the corridors, I tried again to speak to her.

‘Devon?’ I said, catching up with her.  ‘Can we talk now?’

She glanced over at me, giving me another icy stare.  ‘I don’t have time,’ she told me.

‘Devon, please! Just talk to me! Let me apologise for last night! For fuck’s sake!’ I muttered, under my breath.

‘You’ve got nothing to apologise for,’ she said, stopping briefly.  ‘But I don’t want to talk to you right now.’

‘When then?’ I asked, feeling frustrated.

‘I don’t know,’ she said evasively.

‘So that’s it then?’ I asked, feeling hurt. ‘You’re just planning on ignoring me now?’

Her lips set into a hard line.  She looked angry still.  ‘I don’t have time for this now.’

With that, she turned and walked away.  I watched her go feeling a deep sadness inside me.  Why wouldn’t she even hear me out? I trudged back to the dressing room feeling depressed.

Chapter 43

Devon resolutely ignored me as much as she could for the next week.  The only time she interacted with me was during the song each night, and that had turned into a battle between us, the fever of her anger and my frustration reaching its peak each night in a devastating kiss.  I spent day and night thinking about her and began to feel the effects of it on our next day off.

Waking on the bus, I realised something wasn’t right when I couldn’t lift my head off the bed.  I groaned loudly and tried again, failing.  My head was pounding, and I shifted in the bed, feeling incredibly uncomfortable.  Trying to kick the covers aside, I lifted a hand to my head and felt the sweat on my brow.  Moaning again, I turned on my side and curled up.

‘Astra?’ a voice called.

I moaned again, hoping someone would come in and help me.

‘Astra?’

The door opened and Jimmy put his head around the door. 

‘Astra, you alright?’ he asked, stepping in a little.

I groaned, struggling to open my eyes.

‘Astra?’ he said, instantly by my side.  His hand pressed to my head, and I heard her voice speaking softly beside me.  ‘Okay, Astra…I’ll be back in a second.  Stay there and rest.’

I moaned in pain, squirming a little in the bed at my discomfort.

I must have slipped into sleep because the next thing I knew there were several more voices at the side of my bed, talking in hushed but angry tones.

‘I’m taking her to my bus,’ Devon’s voice was saying, angrily.

‘Just leave her.  I can keep an eye on her,’ Jimmy replied.

‘No, she needs space to spread out and get better.  The doctor will have more privacy if he comes to my bus anyway,’ she told him.

‘Whatever…but when’s he coming? Her temperature’s nearly at forty! Fuck’s sake, Devon!’

‘I know, I know…let’s get her out of here and cooled down on my bus.  The doctor said he’d be here within the hour.’

‘Okay.  I’ll grab some of her things,’ Jimmy said, as strong arms reached for me.

I moaned loudly as I was lifted into someone’s arms.  I couldn’t do anything but groan as the discomfort filled me yet again.  Suddenly I was nestled against a warm, familiar chest though-one which was strong, hard and comforting.  I rested my head against her and slumped, weakly against her body.  Movement rocked me, making me feel sick as I was carried somewhere.  I drifted in and out of consciousness but when I next woke, I was lying in a much cooler place, stretched out on a bed.

Blinking into the room, I recognised Devon’s bus.  I frowned into the room, trying to remember why I was here and what was happening.

‘Astra?’ a voice spoke.

‘Mmm,’ I mumbled, trying to open my eyes. 

‘Astra; I’m Doctor Reysen.  I’m just going to give you some medicine for your fever, okay? Bring it down a little.’

‘Don’t…need…’ I mumbled, feeling sleepy again.

‘Open your mouth, Astra,’ another voice ordered, and I recognised it as Devon’s. 

I mumbled something incoherently and then felt the bed dip as someone came to sit beside my pillow.  Gently, hands lifted my head and placed it ever so lightly on her lap. I recognised her scent and sighed in pleasure as gentle hands cupped my cheeks and then gently lowered my lip as something was placed in my mouth by another set of hands.

‘Swallow, Astra,’ Devon said softly.

I did as she said, wincing as the back of my throat hurt as I gulped the liquid down.

‘Good.  Well done, baby,’ she said, soothingly, gently pushing the hair off my forehead, repeatedly.

I moaned, contentedly, loving her gentle voice, the way she was speaking to me nicely again.  I drifted off slightly as voices spoke around me, Devon’s and the doctors before it all went silent again. 

I tossed and turned and slept a little.  Devon’s warmth against me was gone and the next time I woke there were more voices.

‘You’re risking your voice!’ a frustrated voice was complaining.

‘I don’t care.  Astra’s more important,’ Devon replied.

‘The tour can’t continue if you get sick, Devon.  Let us move her to the other bus again,’ a female voice was saying.  I thought it was Kate.

‘No.  I won’t have it.  We have two days off now.  I’m not abandoning her now.’

‘Devon; you have to be careful…look after your voice.  You can still check in on her from the other bus!’

‘No. She’s staying here.  I’m staying here with her.  In a day’s time, we’ll move into a hotel.  I can make sure she’s got more space away from me there.  Until then, I’m keeping an eye on her.’

‘The doctor said she just needs rest.  Devon, come on.  There are so many others who can keep an eye on her on the other bus.’

‘I’m not allowing it,’ Devon said, resolutely.  ‘She means too much to me.  Sorry, Kate, but the answer is no.  Now, I’m sorry, but Astra needs her rest.  I’ll see you again once we arrive in LA.’

The woman went quiet and then it seemed that she was gone.  I lay there, eyes still closed, still feeling confused about what was going on.

‘Astra?’

I blinked a little, trying to focus.

‘Astra?’

I opened my eyes and managed to keep them open once more.  ‘There you are,’ Devon said softly, smiling down at me.

‘Devon…’ I murmured croakily.

‘Yeah, it’s me.  You’re on my bus,’ she told me gently. ‘You’re not very well.’

‘Hmm?’ I mumbled, feeling a little dizzy and disorientated. 

‘I need you to take some more meds now you’re awake,’ she told me, disappearing from my side for a moment. 

‘Don’t want to,’ I muttered, feeling confused.

‘Well, you’re going to, sweetheart, because we can’t have you being poorly.  You’ve had a temperature of nearly forty degrees. The doctor says its viral and basically you need rest, meds and time to recover.’

I groaned.

‘Open your mouth,’ she instructed.

I did so, a little and her soft thumb pressed down on my lower lip to open it more.  She pushed a syringe inside and squeezed medicine into my mouth before pressing my mouth closed.  ‘Now swallow.’

I did so and winced.  ‘Hurts,’ I mumbled.

‘I know, sweetie.’

‘Don’t…come near,’ I said, brokenly.  ‘Your…voice…’

‘Too late for that,’ she told me.  ‘You’ve been here for hours already, Astra.  If I’m going to get it, I will.’

I moaned at that, feeling bad.  ‘I’m sorry,’ I said, starting to cry.

She was instantly by my side. ‘No, Astra, don’t cry…you’ll make yourself feel even worse,’ she said, coming to my side and cradling me into her arms.

I couldn’t help the barrage of emotion which flowed from me as she held me.  I was so sad in that moment, about everything that had passed.  The relief of being back in her arms was immense.

I cried for some time and then relaxed into exhaustion, falling asleep in her arms.  I drifted in and out and each time I woke she was there, either beside me in the bed or sat in the chair nearby. 

‘Devon,’ I started calling, the next time I awoke, worried that she was gone.

‘I’m here,’ she said, her voice muffled, as if she had been sleeping nearby.

She moved to my side and cradled me into her side once more. 

‘You okay?’

‘I want you,’ I mumbled, sleepily.

‘It’s okay, I’m here.  It’s the middle of the night, Astra.  Sleep,’ she told me.

‘But…want you…’ I told her, trying to tell her everything which was jumbled in my brain.

‘I’m here, baby.  Relax, I’m here. You’re fine, you’re okay…I’ve got you…’ she said, against my hair, her voice low and husky, reassuring and kind.

‘But…want…forever…in a…house…and then…when you…says…’ I babbled, incoherently, trying to make sense of everything. ‘I love…when you…and want us…not…’ I broke off, in my head having explained everything I had been thinking.

Devon chuckled against my hair.  ‘Sleep, Astra-Jo…’

‘But I…talk…’ I mumbled, confused why she was laughing at me declaring my feelings for her.

‘You’re not well, baby.  You need to rest more.’

‘Want to… talk…more.’

‘All in good time, gorgeous girl,’ she said, stroking my hair rhythmically with her soft hand. 

I felt so good it made me start crying.  Soft sounds emitted from the back of my sore, broken throat and I began whispering slightly.

‘Oh, don’t cry, sweetheart.  Come here…hold onto me.  Everything’s going to be okay.  Just rest.  Sleep.  It’s all going to be okay.’

I sniffled against her shoulder, feeling a deep sense of sadness filling me but then gradually sank into sleep once more, cuddled against her warm body.

When I next woke, the world was clearer, brighter and my head had cleared.  Devon lay beside me, fast asleep and gorgeous as ever.  I stared up into her relaxed face, feeling content that I was with her once again.  I remembered bits of the time I had been ill, but it was sketchy and seemed to be filled with missing pieces of information.

I moved against Devon a little, simply because she felt so good to lie besides, her warm, strong body stretched out by my side.  She wore shorts and t-shirt, and I was only wearing underwear.  Shifting closer to her still, I savoured the moment, not knowing when I would be allowed this close to her again.

Devon began to wake then, murmuring slightly as she awoke.  She blinked as she saw my eyes open and then surprise filled her gaze.

‘Hey!’ she said, waking immediately.

‘Hey,’ I replied, shyly, smiling up into her eyes.

‘You’re looking better this morning!’

I nodded.  ‘I feel much better,’ I admitted.  ‘The foggy head has cleared,’ I chuckled.

She smiled at me and lifted her hand to my temple.  ‘Your fever has gone at last.’

‘I had a fever?’ I questioned.

‘Yeah, really bad, actually,’ she told me, her face becoming more serious suddenly.  ‘We had to get the doctor out, get antibiotics into you regularly and keep an eye on you throughout.’

I frowned a little.  ‘Why am I here?’ I asked, indicating her bus.  ‘I was on the other bus, right?’

‘You were,’ she murmured, quietly.  ‘Jimmy called me when he found you poorly and you were in a bit of state.  The other bus was cramped and hot and I thought it would be best to bring you over here to get better.  That, and I wanted to take care of you myself.  I didn’t want anyone else doing it.’

My mouth opened into a wide O shape.  ‘But…what about you? You can’t get sick!’ I exclaimed.

‘I don’t plan on it,’ she said, ‘But if I did, so be it.  You’re more important Astra. I don’t think I will get sick though-I think all of this is because of everything which had happened to you over the past few months, Astra.  Everything you’ve been through with your dad and then everything I’ve put you through…I think it’s added up.’

‘Everything you’ve put me through?’ I murmured.  ‘What do you mean?’

She dropped her gaze. ‘Oh, Astra, I’m so sorry.  I need to apologise to you for how I’ve been acting.  It’s my turn to say sorry for being a dick,’ she said.

I felt a rush of adrenaline fill me and was desperate to tell her everything in that very moment.  ‘You don’t need to be sorry, Devon.  It’s me who needs to explain…me who needs to tell you…’

She shushed me with a finger to my lips. ‘All in good time, baby,’ she promised, gently.  ‘Just rest and get well.  We can have the chat in a few days when you’re better, Astra.’

I swallowed against the lump in my throat but nodded, memories flashing back of the past day. I seemed to remember telling her about how I felt but couldn’t quite make out the details.  ‘What did I…I mean, I remember saying some stuff when I was a bit out of it…’ I told her then.

She chuckled.  ‘You did,’ she laughed.  ‘You were completely incoherent, talking about all sorts of stuff I couldn’t make out.  At one point you mentioned houses, a dog and staying somewhere forever.  It was bizarre!’

‘Oh,’ I said, relieved and frustrated at the same time.  ‘Well, when can we talk?’ I asked.  ‘I’ve been wanting to speak to you for days.’

She nodded.  ‘I know, and I’ve been a self-absorbed dick.  We’ll talk, Astra.  We’re nearly at the hotel.  We can get settled there, rest more and then talk.  We’ve got another day off before everything kicks off again.’

I nodded and then looked up at her from under my eyelashes. ‘Thank you for taking care of me, Devon,’ I said, softly, affectionately.

‘You’re welcome, baby.  I’m so glad to see you well again,’ she murmured, softly.

I smiled. ‘How long till we get there?’ I asked, anxious to talk to her properly in the hotel and come clean about everything I was feeling. It was bursting to get out and now she was talking to me, I knew she would listen when I explained.

‘An hour or so.  I’ll get your meds and then let’s just rest and cuddle until we get there.  Deal?’

‘Deal,’ I said, smiling warmly at her.

Once we reached the hotel, Devon helped me inside as although I was a lot improved, I was still weak.  I still needed rest and recuperation time.

Her suite was gorgeous as always, beautiful decorated and comfortable.  She led me in, arm around my shoulders to support some of my weight and took me straight to the bedroom.  Inside, she gently took off my hoody and trousers, acting as caregiver, nothing else, and then told me to lie down.

‘I’m going to go and order some food, okay?’

I nodded, although I didn’t feel like eating.

‘No faces,’ she chuckled.  ‘You’re eating whether you like it or not.  You’re getting too skinny again.’

I rubbed my stomach and realised it did feel a little bony…and empty.  ‘Fine,’ I laughed.

Devon disappeared for a while and when she came back, she gave me medicine again before sitting down beside me.

‘It’s so lucky this happened when it did,’ she commented, shifting to sit beside me on the bed and put an arm around me.  ‘At least we’re on a few days break.’

‘Yeah, true, but I feel guilty.  You needed these days off and you haven’t had them.’

‘We’ve got today,’ she reminded me, ‘And besides, you’re more important. Also, it snapped me out of behaving like a complete dick,’ she smiled, stroking my soft hair away from my forehead. 

As she looked down at me with soft, adoring eyes, a wave of emotion flooded me, and I ached to tell her just how much I felt for her.  The rampant lust I had first experienced at first had been replaced with far deeper emotions, far deeper needs than purely sexual.  I wanted to tell her how I felt and wanted her to tell me how she felt as well.  ‘You’re not a dick, Devon,’ I said, instead of what I wanted to say; nervousness skipping through my system.

Her eyes dropped to my mouth, and she smiled.  ‘I can be a dick.’

I laughed at that.  ‘Well, so can I.’

‘Do you want me to put something on for you to watch while you relax?’ she asked then.

‘No,’ I said, shaking my head, and looking up at her from under my eyelashes.  ‘I wanted to talk…’

‘Oh Astra, you need to be relaxing, baby.  Take the time to rest before we get back into it all.  It’ll just exhaust you!’

‘What’s exhausting me is not being able to talk to you…not being able to tell you everything that is on my mind.’

She sighed and settled back against the headboard.  ‘I’ll tell you what, relax for the morning…watch TV, eat and sleep and then the afternoon, I promise we’ll talk.  How about that?’

‘But why?’ I asked, almost pleading.

Her hand reached for my forehead and stroked gently.  ‘You’ve been really poorly, baby.  You need to rest. It’d make me feel like I’m taking care of you properly.’

I closed my eyes briefly, distracted by how good it felt as her hand caressed my head, my cheek, my chin.

‘Look, you’re getting sleepy already!’

I chuckled.  If she only knew. ‘Fine.  It’s a deal…but promise me we can talk the afternoon, Devon?’ I pleaded.

She smiled at me and kissed my forehead lightly. ‘Deal.’

I ate, slept and watched a film during that morning and when I was quietly lying there, I rehearsed what to say to her.  There seemed like so much I wanted to tell and her and yet it boiled down to three simple words…I love you.  I didn’t know how I was going to tell her when I hadn’t ever said those words to a partner before.  They seemed foreign, unreal somehow and yet I knew, without doubt that I truly loved her, and wanted to tell her no matter how difficult it would be.

‘You’re awake!’ Devon said, walking over to the bed.

‘Mmm,’ I smiled, sitting up in bed.

‘How are you feeling?’ she asked, coming to sit beside me and lifted my chin with her hand gently.

‘So much better,’ I replied, smiling up at her, wondering if she could see the love in my eyes as I took in her gorgeous expression.

‘You look much better.  Your colour’s come back.’

‘Yeah?’

‘Mmm hmm,’ she nodded, stroking my cheek affectionately.

I stared at her for a long moment and then spoke softly.  ‘Can we talk now?’

She dropped her eyes for a brief moment, and I could sense the reluctance.  ‘Sure.’

‘I know you’ve been avoiding this,’ I murmured, getting out of the bed and pulling a t-shirt and shorts on, preparing to get up to talk properly.

She sighed.  ‘It just all seems so…I don’t know…’ she said, shaking her head. ‘Yes, I guess I have been avoiding this.’

‘Why?’

She dropped her eyes. ‘Because the way we left it…the way I lost control last time we were together.  I feel awful about how I reacted in that dressing room.  I was just so angry, Astra.’

I nodded, walking with her out to the sofas in the living room.  ‘I know.  So was I.  I don’t think that…situation…was good for either of us.’

‘I regret it,’ she told me, looking up at me from under her eyelashes.  ‘I didn’t mean to hurt you-physically or emotionally.’

‘It’s okay…we were both pretty…angry.’

She sighed and stood, pacing.  ‘The thing is, I don’t know why I’m even being like this with you.  I’ve messed everything up.  I just thought it would be better to go back to being friends and even that didn’t work.  I don’t know how things got to the point with us, Astra.  I don’t know how we got to the angry stage where we couldn’t even look at each other.’

‘Devon, it’s okay…we can move on…’

‘But I don’t want to just be friends, Astra.  It doesn’t work for us.  I need more.  But then when we’re together it’s just…’ she shook her head.  ‘It’s…I got upset because…I just wanted…’ she kept pacing, not saying what she was thinking, stumbling over her words.

‘Devon?’

She turned and looked at me.

I took a deep breath for courage and kept it simple.  ‘I’m in love with you.’

Her pacing stopped and she stood stock still, as her mouth dropped open in shock.  I got to my feet and slowly made my way over to where she stood, staring up at her as my heart hammered fast and hard in my chest.

‘What did you say?’ she gasped, clearly shocked beyond belief at my words.

‘I love you, Devon,’ I told her, and took another deep breath and launched in with everything I needed to tell her.  ‘When I first met you, I thought you were amazing, and I was attracted to you even then.  When things because heated between us, that made me even more drawn to you, captivated by the pleasure you gave me, but I’ve realised since that it’s more than that.  When my dad died, you were there for me like no-one else was, Devon.  You cared for me, looked after me, held me and made sure I ate.  I love things about you that you aren’t even aware of. I love the freckles on your lower lip, I love the way one of your eyebrows lifts when you’re amused or questioning something, I love the way you lift my chin with your hand before you kiss me,’ I told her quietly.  ‘I love that you’ll hold me on a sofa for hours while watching a horror movie-even when you don’t like the genre.  I love how you check in with me by text, even when we’ve just been together.  I love that when you touch me, my whole body responds to you.  I love your eyes, their colour, their intensity and the way you look at me as if I could be your whole world.  I love you, Devon…and I’m hoping you could love me,’ I said, my voice breaking at the end.

Devon lifted her hand and lifted my chin with her hand gently, her eyes the most beautiful they had ever been. ‘Oh Astra; do you have any idea…any idea at all how much you mean to me?’

I shrugged.  ‘You’ve never told me.’

‘Because I didn’t think you’d want to hear it.  I thought what you wanted from me was a sexual relationship.  Now I realise I was wrong.’

‘So, how do you feel?’ I asked, prompting her.

Her face melted into an easy smile.  She released the breath she was holding and met my eyes.  ‘Astra; I love you,’ she told me, softly.  ‘I think I’ve been in love with you since the moment you first walked into that audition room,’ she told me.  ‘You were the most adorable, humble and sweet person I’ve ever met.  Then I got to know you and it just got worse,’ she laughed.  ‘I became obsessed with you in my own, idiotic way.  I’ve always found you ridiculously attractive-that much I know you realise. I’ve never felt so turned on since meeting you…it’s been like a constant sexual high. Little did I know it would quickly become more than that,’ she said, running her hand through my hair, down my cheek, across my neck, as if she couldn’t stop touching me.  ‘When we started getting to know each other, I found out that you were not only cute but also funny, good company and supportive.  I’ve never met anyone like you-with such a genuine, kind personality.  I’ve never felt like you’re around because you’re trying to get something out of me.  I’ve always felt like you really like me and enjoy being with me.  When I realised, I’d fallen in love with you, I began to worry.  You’ve always been confused about your sexuality, and I realised I was about to get badly hurt.  I figured that for you, it was a sexual thing, and you were enjoying discovering the joys of lesbian sex.  I pulled back because I couldn’t bear being hurt if I fell in love with you while you were just playing with me.’

‘I was never just playing with you,’ I told her.

‘I get that now.  Before, I thought you were. I’m not into flings and short-term partners.  I’m into monogamy, long-term relationships.  I didn’t think that could happen with you…’ she revealed.

I gazed up at her. ‘Now you know how I feel, would you consider it?’ I asked, slowly.

‘Consider it?’ she laughed, grabbing me and pulled me closely into her arms. ‘Oh my God, Astra, I love you so much,’ she said into my hair as her arms spread around my back, holding me as close as she could.  ‘I want you to be with me, Astra.  I want us to be together.  Call it what you like, but I’m ready for this…I want this.’

I smiled at her.  ‘I’m so happy you feel the same,’ I said, in an almost whisper, feeling emotional and excited at the same time. 

She grinned back.

‘Devon?’

‘Yeah?’ she asked, beaming at me.

‘Can you kiss me now?’ I asked, emotion bubbling inside me.

Her eyes darkened and she bent her head, kissing me slowly at first, her hands gently cupping my face.  It started slowly, her mouth exploring while I opened mine, letting my tongue play and then dance with hers.  It built to a heated passion quickly as it had been so long since we had been like the with each other.  It felt so incredibly good, and my heart was pounding in my chest.

When she lifted her head, she smiled down at me with happiness.  I lifted her hand to my heart and laid it there, a soft smile spreading across my face.  ‘You feel that?’ I asked.

She nodded, her eyes soft with love and passion.  ‘Yeah.  I can’t believe this, Astra.  It’s more than I dared hope for.  I feel like someone’s going to come along and pinch me…it feels like a dream.’

‘We should have talked sooner…’

‘We let so much crap get in the way,’ she agreed.

I glanced down.  ‘I did need to work through some stuff though.  I think this has finally come at the right time,’ I told her.

‘Almost,’ she laughed.  ‘Just a damn shame you’ve been so ill! Otherwise, I’d be carrying you to bed right now…God, I’m aching for you, Astra,’ she revealed.

I chuckled.  ‘Take me to bed.  I’m fine now!’ I told her.

‘If I believed that completely, I would, but we can’t, baby.  You’ve been so poorly.  You still need to rest.  We can save our big night for when you’re completely well.’

I sighed, disappointed.

‘I’m not saying we don’t do anything though,’ she said, suggestively, lifting her eyebrows at me and grinning.

‘Oh yeah?’ I said, instantly brightening.

‘Yeah, I mean we’ve just said ‘I love you’ for the first time! We’ve got to celebrate somehow!’ she insisted.

‘Oh yeah! For sure!’

‘Just nothing too taxing for you,’ she said, trailing a hand down my cheek. ‘Let me do all the work, hey?’

I chuckled, lifting seductive eyes to her.  ‘How am I going to say no to that?’ I grinned.

‘You’re not.  And then,’ she said, stepping closer, ‘when you’re completely better,’ she added, silkily, ‘I’m going to love every second of finally being with you properly…making love to you until you’re in absolute ecstasy while I watch every moment of it.’

My clitoris was instantly pulsating at her words, and I pressed against her, wantonly.  ‘Oh my God, Devon.  I want you so badly.’

‘All in good time, baby,’ she said, reaching down to cup me with one hand. 

She rubbed idly, against my shorts.  I moaned and leaned into her, lifting my mouth for her kiss.  She bent towards me, taking my offered lips and let her tongue delve inside my wet, willing mouth. I moaned in pleasure and pulled her closer.  As he nipped at my lips, exploring softly, I groaned, needing more.  ‘Touch me,’ I croaked, brokenly, ‘please.’

‘Ah Astra,’ she murmured, playing with my lips with her own.  ‘You’re so beautiful.’

Her tongue trailed along my lower lip, making me tighten with arousal.  Her hand on me moved a little, circling against my clitoris and rubbing me through my clothes.  ‘Take me to bed,’ I begged, wanting so much more, wanting everything she was willing to give me.

She chuckled. ‘So horny, Astra.’

‘I’m aching so badly, Devon,’ I admitted.  ‘I don’t know if I can last ten more seconds when I’m feeling like this…’

‘We have all night, remember?’ she smiled.  ‘It doesn’t have to be just the once!’

I grinned at her.  ‘Now you’re on my wavelength.’

‘Come on, baby. We need to move this to the bedroom.’

Devon and I walked to the bedroom hand in hand and as soon as we reached the side of the bed, she was reaching for my t-shirt and pulling it over my head.  Quickly dispensing with my shorts, she pulled her own casual attire off and climbed onto the bed with me.

Moving across me, Devon slanted her mouth over mine and kissed me languidly. I opened my mouth and let my tongue move across her as she explored every inch of me.  I moaned and writhed against her, but she took it slowly, kissing me for a long time without touching anywhere else.

‘Tell me again,’ she said, trailing light kisses down my neck slowly.

‘Tell you what?’ I gasped, my body arching as her breath teased my sensitive skin on my neck.

‘That you love me,’ she whispered, her mouth dipping to draw one nipple into her mouth to suckle.

I sighed, as pleasure filled me.  ‘I love you,’ I told her, moaning as her mouth lifted and then descended on my mouth once again. 

She smiled against my mouth.  ‘I love you too,’ she replied, her tongue then darting out to tease mine.

‘I need you to touch me, Devon,’ I groaned then, arching my body towards her, my body tense.

She lifted her head, looked down at me with lust-filled eyes. ‘What do you want me to do?’ she asked, dreamily.

‘Make me come,’ I said, without hesitation. 

‘How?’ she asked.  ‘Your choice.  You ask, I’ll do it,’ she said, seductively.

‘Yeah?’ I murmured, lifting my eyebrows in surprise.

‘Yeah…tell me what you like…what’s been your best sexual experience with me so far?’ she asked, huskily, her thumb trailing along my lower lip.

‘Fucking hell; all of it!’ I exclaimed.  ‘But my favourite…’ I grinned.  ‘It must be when you went down on me and had your fingers stimulating my g-spot at the same time…’

She chuckled.  ‘I knew it.’

‘Or you could use the toy on me at last,’ I offered, eyes widening as I stared into her hopefully.

She grinned and reached down for my clitoris.  ‘I think we wait for that one…wait until you’re really well again. The rest though, I can do,’ she promised, moving down my body to finally give my sensitive nub the attention it so desperately needed.

She reached for me and opened her mouth around my clitoris.  Suckling gently at first, she trailed her tongue along my soft folds and lathered her mouth all over me, stimulating the whole area.

I arched and moaned, lifting my hips to encourage her to lower her head.  Devon took her time though, drawing out my pleasure as she began to lick me slowly.  Her long tongue swirled, licked and suckled my clitoris, as she began to work me with increasing fever.

‘Oh Devon,’ I cried, ‘I love your mouth,’ I groaned, arching up to thrust into her working mouth.

‘Mmm,’ she moaned, increasing the pressure and speed of her lips.

I lifted my head to watch her work me over, her head moving as her skilled mouth teased me beyond words.  Watching her was a huge turn on and when she looked up and met my eyes, I felt my mouth open with desire.  Her bright blue gaze was hazy, wanton and gorgeous, looking up at me as he suckled me.

‘Oh my God, Devon,’ I managed, brokenly.  ‘I’m going to come so hard,’ I told her.

She lifted her head off my clitoris and bent lower to lap at my entrance, pushing her tongue inside slickly.  I cried out my pleasure and she added her fingers to push inside me slowly.

‘You like that?’ she asked.

I moaned, loving it.  ‘Yeah,’ I mumbled, squirming a little under her ministrations.

She moved even lower, spreading me out before her and then licking me with her tongue, teasing me open until her tongue could push inside deeper.  I moaned, writhed and spread myself wider, aching to come.

‘Oh my God,’ I cried, fisting the sheets on the bed in my hands as her tongue reached deep inside me.  When she withdrew, she moved swiftly to my clitoris, taking it with her mouth and suckling me with a fever that was unmatched.  As her tongue continued to torment me and her fingers pushed up inside me, thrusting increasingly rapidly, I cried out and arched, coming magnificently beneath her incredible tongue.  She kept working me through the bliss, not stopping until I was shivering with delicious aftershocks, my body shuddering beneath her touch.  She moved up and started kissing me deeply and I moaned against her mouth, blissfully riding the waves of post orgasmic bliss.

‘Sit on me,’ I told her, wanting her to feel as good as I did.

Moving up immediately, she straddled my face, and I immediately began licking her feverishly.  Loving the feeling of her moving on top of me and riding her pleasure through to fruition, I kept her going until she climaxed beautifully, undulating on top of me and crying out her rapture loudly as she came.  Sinking down beside me, she gathered me close to her body and shuddered as she moaned in ecstasy. 

‘Fuck, Astra,’ she groaned.

‘I know,’ I chuckled, shifting closer into her loving arms.

‘I don’t think I’ll ever be able to get enough of you,’ she said, quietly.

I sighed.  ‘That’s good then, because I don’t plan on this ever stopping,’ I told her.

She bent to kiss me and moved her mouth slowly over mine, lingering, drawing out pleasure.  ‘I love you, Astra.’

‘I love you too, Devon,’ I told her, unable to stop saying it now that it was out there between us.

‘Let’s sleep a little bit,’ she murmured.  ‘Then when we wake, we can do this all again.’

I grinned wickedly.  ‘I like how you’re thinking.’

‘Now cuddle up and sleep.’

‘Yeah,’ I breathed, smiling to myself.

When I next woke, I was still dark in the room, telling me it was the middle of the night.  I realised what had woken me as I realised my position and my state of arousal.  Devon lay curled up around my back, her body pressed to mine.  One of her thighs was pressed through my legs and it was making my body pulse with how turned on I was. 

A guttural moan released from Devon’s throat told me she was awake.  I didn’t stop my slow undulating movements against her, it felt too good.

‘Astra…’ she breathed, huskily.

‘Mmm,’ I moaned, my eyes still closed, loving the feeling of her rubbing against me, her gorgeous body touching all my most sensitive of areas.

‘What are you doing, Astra?’ she asked, voice low and rumbling in the dark room.

‘Feels so good,’ I told her, rubbing back up against her languidly.  ‘I want you to do it…I need you to.  Please, Devon.  I don’t want to wait anymore.’

She groaned; her anguish clear.  ‘Oh God, Astra…’

‘Please,’ I moaned, moving slowly against her still, and reached for the lube on the bedside table and passed it to her behind me.

She mumbled something incoherent. 

‘I want to feel you inside me…want to experience it all,’ I told her then, arching my head around to look at her behind me.

She lost control then and gave in, pulling me around to kiss me passionately.  Her mouth opened widely over mine and her tongue plundered inside.  I moaned, and grabbed for her, twisting around for more contact.  As she kissed me, her hand gripped my hip, and she circled undulated rhythmically against my butt.

‘Oh Astra,’ she moaned, against my mouth.  ‘I love you so much.’

‘I love you,’ I groaned back, as she released my mouth and moved down behind me and pushed me onto my back on the bed.

She spread me out before her and started licking, circling and moaning against my soft folds like it was the best thing she had ever tasted.  I writhed, bucked and squirmed under her ministrations.

Drawing back, Devon reached for the lube and then I felt a finger, wetting my hole and lubricating it gently with her fingers.  ‘Getting you ready…’ she murmured, mouth busy with my clitoris still.

I mumbled something incoherent, distracted completely by the feeling of her fingers pushing inside me, filling me up.  It felt so good, but I felt my stomach in knots, not knowing what to expect, how it would feel and if I would enjoy it.

‘Feel good?’ she murmured.

‘Yeah,’ I replied, turning my head against the pillow and fisting my hands into the sheets.  

She gradually eased two fingers inside and began thrusting in and out in motion.  I moved with her, slightly, circling my hips with the pleasure of it all.

‘Yes, Astra,’ she moaned.  ‘One more?’

‘Mmm,’ I said, nodding and aching. 

She slowly pushed a third finger inside me, working me open, twisting, scissoring her fingers and loosening me for the entrance of the toy.  As he found my g-spot, I cried out loudly, moaning and writhing back against her in ecstasy. 

‘God, Astra, you’re so hot,’ she said huskily, removing her fingers before placing the head of the toy at my entrance. 

I tensed up instinctively, feeling the pure size intimidate me.

‘Relax, baby.  It’s going to feel so good,’ she murmured, adding more lube before gently nudging gently at my channel, circling. ‘Relax…’ she told me, kissing me, before slowly but surely easing it inside me.

‘You okay?’ she asked, and I felt her begin to draw back.

‘Keep going,’ I moaned, ‘So good,’ I added, to reassure her it was feeling amazing.

I took a deep breath and told myself to relax, feeling the stretch as she pushed slowly inside me.  As she filled me, I gasped and bucked, arching my back and releasing a guttural moan of bliss as she finally got all the way inside. 

‘Oh my God,’ she breathed, her body pressed tightly to mine, the full length now inside, filling me to bursting.  The vibrations were humming merrily, and I knew they must be stimulating her beyond measure.

My breathing was ragged, the feeling so intense.  It was so big, stretching me so fully.  It was incredible and I groaned.  I suddenly felt hot and feverish, too involved in the heady, erotic sensations filling my body.

‘Astra…’ she breathed, and pulled back slightly, making me gasp.  Thrusting forwards, she filled me once more, pushing back inside.

I couldn’t help the cry of pleasure that escaped from my lips.  ‘Devon!’ I gasped.

‘Astra, you feel so good…’ she moaned, pulling back and beginning to thrust. 

As her hips began to snap back and forth rhythmically, I couldn’t help the sounds I made.  Pure pleasure and thrill coursed through me.  My body hummed with pleasure as she thrust, her movements becoming more confident and harder as she found a steady rhythm.

I couldn’t do anything but fist my hands into the bed, holding on tightly as she thrust and pounded inside me.  She moved, adjusting her position and I all-but screamed in pleasure as the toy found my g-spot and all hell broke loose inside my body.  Stars burst before my eyes and I moaned, cried and squirmed against her while her strong hands held my hips in place, making me take it, holding me fiercely.

Spreading my legs further, she hiked my legs up onto her shoulders and thrust even deeper.  She held my eyes as she pushed inside me and I could see the pleasure on her face, the rush of desire, the intensity of her eyes.

‘Ah Astra; you’re so gorgeous…look at you,’ she moaned.

I arched, holding her eyes, unable to stop moving against her as she buried the toy deep inside me. 

As she began moving again, I felt the pulsing of my clitoris and the throbbing of my inner channels, and I knew I would be ready to come soon.  As she lifted my hips a little more, adjusting the angle, she hit my g-spot again and I released a sound so feral, so guttural, that I didn’t realise it was even me.  Crying out in pleasure, she took me hard and fast, her body pounding into mine in a rhythm that pushed me rapidly towards orgasm.

Arching my back, I finally gave in to the incredible feelings coursing through me and with a cry of delight, I came harder than I had ever come before, purely by the feel of her thrusting inside me. Waves upon waves of pure ecstasy passed over me and I arched, writhed, moaned and cried as my body pulsed and became awash with incredible sensations. 

Devon let out a sound I had never heard before, and I watched her come.  She arched her back as release hit her, watched the colour of her eyes darken and change with the intensity of her orgasm.  Finally, she slumped, her body collapsing on top of me as she let herself go. 

We stayed like that for several long minutes, the sound of her laboured breathing loud in my ear.  When her weight pressed me down too heavily, and I couldn’t breathe easily anymore, I pushed slightly at her, easing her over to the side.  She pulled me with her, so we were facing each other in the dark room, the light of the moon allowing me to see her drowsy eyes.

‘Oh my God, Astra,’ she breathed.

I grinned, happily.  ‘That was amazing,’ I told her, drawing her closer.

‘Yeah?’

I smiled.  ‘Yeah.’

‘I didn’t hurt you?’

‘Not at all. I think I’ll feel it tomorrow,’ I said, ‘But in a good way…’

‘You were so hot…I’ve never felt like that…that was incredible…intense… Astra, the sounds you made…the way you moved.’

I squirmed with embarrassment.  ‘Shut up,’ I chuckled.

‘No, I’m serious, Astra…it was amazing.’

‘Well, I have no experience to compare it too,’ I said quietly, ‘but I’ve never come so hard or felt so…connected to someone during sex before.  I loved it, Devon.  I can’t wait to do it again.’

She chuckled, amused.  ‘I think you better hang fire on that one, baby,’ she warned, ‘you’re riding the ecstasy right now, but in the morning, I’m afraid you might be a little sore.’

‘A little sore? I’m already a little sore!’

‘Oh baby! You should have told me.  You said I didn’t hurt you?’

‘You didn’t!’ I objected, ‘But I can feel the ache a little bit.’

‘Come on,’ she said, nudging me with her side.

‘What? What we doing?’

‘I’m going to run you a bath…soak out the sore parts and we can clean up at the same time.’

‘We?’ I questioned.

‘Yeah…we can have a bath together.’

I grinned at her, amused and happy.

‘What are you laughing at?’ she asked, chuckling.

‘You…you adapt so well to couple stuff.’

She laughed. ‘I’m born for it,’ she told me. ‘You just wait-I’ll be taking you to dinner, buying you flowers and declaring my love for you at every opportunity,’ she promised.

‘I can live with that,’ I laughed, ‘So long as you also make love to me, watch films with me and let me cuddle whenever I want.’

‘Well, I can live with that too,’ she murmured.  ‘God, Astra, did I ever mention how much I love you, baby?’

‘Just a few times,’ I replied, softly.  ‘I love you, Devon.’

We kissed, long and languidly.  Then, dragging my aching body from the bed, she took me to the bath.

Chapter 44

After Devon ran the bath, we climbed in together and lay there in the blissful heat. The ache inside me eased as Devon soaped me slowly, rubbing her hands all over my body and arousing me all over again.

‘How’s it feeling?’ she asked, against my ear, nuzzling slightly with her lips.

‘My pussy?’ I laughed.

‘Yeah,’ she said, and I could hear her grin.

‘It feels…well used,’ I told her, smiling to myself.  ‘Devon…that was…’ I left my amazement hanging in the air around us.

‘Yeah…I know…’

‘When can we do it again?’ I wanted to know.

‘Calm down, baby.  You’re going to be sore tomorrow…maybe a few days.’

I sighed.  ‘That sounds like a long time,’ I moaned.

She chuckled.  ‘It’s not as if there isn’t other stuff we can do,’ she mumbled huskily into my ear.

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, leaning back against her chest, and shifting restlessly.  ‘I think we’re going to have to.  I’m feeling extraordinarily turned on after that.’

‘Me too.  You know something, Astra? I’ve literally never felt like the before,’ she told me, turning my head with a hand cupped to my neck.  ‘It feels so incredible to be this connected to you.  Tonight is a moment I am never going to forget.’

‘Me neither,’ I told her, as she bent to kiss me.  Our mouths lingered, moved and explored and when she lifted her head she gazed down at me, adoringly. 

I sighed, loving the way she was looking at me, the way she made me feel. ‘I wish none of this ever had to end,’ I murmured.

She looked down at me, her eyes searching mine.  ‘Can you keep a secret, Astra?’ she asked.

I frowned at her, confused.  ‘I…yeah?’

‘So, I heard from the big bosses last week that they’re planning on extending the tour…taking it worldwide.  From what I have heard, they’re going to be bringing you all in the week to discuss it and make sure everyone’s on board before the go ahead!’

‘Oh my God,’ I breathed, exhaling with shock.

‘I know, right?’

‘It’s like a dream come true! We’re going to be going around the world?’

‘They’re talking Asia, Australia and Europe.  One hundred and thirteen more shows, to be precise,’ she informed me.

‘Oh my God!’ I exclaimed, stunned.

‘You need to keep it quiet until they talk to you though, okay?’ she said, meeting my eyes.  ‘It’s only just been given the go ahead.’

‘Of course, I won’t say anything,’ I told her, ‘But I’m so, so happy! I get to keep doing this…keep living the dream and touring! And we can be together…tour girlfriends!’ I laughed.

She grinned and tugged me closer.  ‘I like the sound of that.’

‘Me too! I also like the sound of not going home just yet…of continuing the crazy ride we’re experiencing,’ I told her.  ‘Wow, Devon! This has been the most incredible night and then you go and tell me that! Amazing!’

She grinned.  ‘The night’s not over yet,’ she smiled.

I lifted my eyebrows up at her, taking in her lazy smile.  ‘Feeling horny again?’ I questioned.

‘Maybe…are you?’ she asked, curiously.

I smiled.  ‘Always when you’re involved,’ I told her.

‘Come on, let’s get out and go back to bed.  At the very least, I want to make out with you for a while…’

‘Mmm, sounds good,’ I smiled, shifting in the water.  ‘Best…night…ever…’

We got out, dried ourselves with the plush towels provided and then went back to the huge bed.  Cuddling in closely together, she moved her mouth to mine and began kissing me lazily.  I moaned against her mouth, feeling like I was in some kind of dreamland-a place which I never wanted to leave.

Her tongue danced against mine, delving deep inside my mouth as her hands explored my stomach, my ribs and back.

‘Mmm, God, Astra,’ she moaned, lifting her head and looking down at me.  ‘You’re the most gorgeous woman I’ve ever met.’

I chuckled, feeling the heat rise in my cheeks.  ‘Yeah?’

‘You know the second you walked into that audition room; I pretty much knew immediately…’

I smiled at her.  ‘I felt something straight away.  An instant connection with you.  The falling in love thing took a little longer though.’

‘When did you realise?’ she asked, trailing her hand down my cheek softly.

‘I…I’ve known for a while.  For some time, I didn’t want to admit it to myself, let alone you,’ I told her slowly. ‘When it was just a physical thing between us, I figured it was just me exploring new sexual options-being open, you know? When I realised that I wanted to be with you all the time, thought about you all the time and didn’t want this to end, I knew I loved you.’

Her smile was full of warmth.  ‘My God, Astra,’ she breathed, ‘I’d never have thought you to be a romantic soul,’ she smiled.

I shrugged off the embarrassment as I squirmed a little.  ‘I’m not usually…you make me weak in the knees though.’

‘I do?’

‘You know you do,’ I laughed, kissing her lightly.

‘Well, you do the same to me,’ she murmured.  ‘I’d do anything for you.’

‘You pretty much have,’ I said, softly.  ‘You’re always there when I need you and you’ve supported me through death, illness and confusion.’

She smiled.  ‘I’ll be there whenever you need me, Astra.’

‘So, uh…we going to sleep now?’ I asked, kissing her jawline.

‘I don’t know…you don’t seem very sleepy…’

‘I’m not,’ I told her, licking her neck and then suckling a little.  ‘I was thinking maybe I can convince you to stay up a little longer.’

‘Oh yeah?’

‘Yeah.’

‘I don’t think we should…’ she left the insinuation hanging in the air.

‘No, you’re right.  I’m too sore-you were so right.  But like you said earlier, we can do other things, right?’ I grinned.

‘Oh yeah,’ she said, in a sultry tone.  ‘What do you want, baby?’

‘What do you want?’ I asked, throwing it back at her.

‘Baby; you’re hot 24/7 so anything you want to do with me is going to be a massive yes.’

‘Tell me what you like though.  Give me a fantasy to work with,’ I grinned.

‘You so naughty,’ she chuckled.  ‘God; we’ve done most of them!’

‘We have! Wicked! You want to know one of mine?’ I murmured, looking up at her from under my eyelashes, knowing the effect it had on her.

‘Go on?’

‘Sometime, backstage…I’ve thought of you grabbing me and taking me in the dressing room, behind closed doors.’

Devon groaned, her eyes rolling back in her head with pleasure. ‘I’ve had the dressing room fantasy…’

‘Yeah?’ I grinned, shuffling even closer into her gorgeous body.

‘Oh yeah…and everything else pretty much.’

‘Specifics, Devon.  I’m going to need specifics.’

She laughed, her body moving against mine. ‘Fuck, Astra, anywhere and anything! I’ve thought about doing it on the plane, in the limo, up against the glass looking out over the Hudson River and in the dressing room, pushing you to your knees and spreading myself over you.  You name, it, I’ve thought about it.’

I smiled to myself.  ‘Quite the list we’ve got to work through now then!’ I grinned.

‘Yeah?’

‘Christ, you’ve got me horny now, making me talk about it.’

‘I noticed,’ I said, rubbing my body up against hers silkily.  She felt so good against me, and I smiled at her, loving that we had made it to the point.  ‘You going to do anything about it?’ I asked, seductively.

‘I promised I’d take care of you,’ she murmured, eyes on my mouth.  ‘You need to sleep before tomorrow comes around.’

‘We’ve got hours yet. Remember I don’t sleep much?’ I told her.

‘Five hours and we need to be up.’

‘Quickie then?’ I murmured, pulling her closer still.

‘You’re so naughty, Astra.’

I grinned.  ‘Kiss me.’

‘If you insist,’ she murmured, before bending her head and capturing my mouth with her.  She nipped at my lips playfully at first, teasing and temping a little before slanting her head and taking my mouth in earnest.

I moaned against her tongue, letting her invade my mouth and take everything she wanted.  I held onto her tight, pressing up against her stomach wantonly.  She kissed me leisurely, taking her time and not pushing for more.

When I pulled back, she looked down at me, hazy-eyed. ‘Mmm?’

‘Make me come?’ I requested.

‘Make me come too,’ she smiled.

‘How?’ I asked, holding her heady gaze with my own passion-soaked lust-filled eyes.

‘Well, as time is as of essence, how about a sixty-niner? We can come together and then get some much-needed sleep.’

‘Sleep’s overrated,’ I told her.

She chuckled.  ‘Not when you’re playing your first US tour it’s not!’ she grinned.

‘Fine, fine.  Where’d you want me?’

‘Get on top of me.  I’m too heavy, I’d crush you!’

‘I’m up for that,’ I smiled happily.

Sometime later, we sank on to the bed, completely and utterly sated. Crawling up beside her, I moved into her arms and spooned into her warmth.  Closing my eyes, the orgasmic bliss had me ready to sleep instantly. I fell into a restful, deep sleep, curled in the protective weight of Devon’s arms.

Chapter 45

Devon and I slept solidly until her phone alarm started blaring incessantly.  I moaned my displeasure and pulled her back towards me after she turned it off.

‘Too early,’ I moaned, snuggling against her chest.

‘Interviews,’ she mumbled sleepily against my hair.

‘No,’ I groaned, not wanting her to leave, not wanting the to end.

‘Yeah,’ she sighed, pulling me even closer into her warm, heated body.

‘But I love you,’ I mumbled into her side.

She smiled. I could feel it against my forehead. ‘I don’t think I’m ever going to tire of hearing that,’ she said, dreamily.

‘I know,’ I said, feeling incredibly smug.  ‘Can I use it to make you stay a bit longer?’ I asked, hopefully.

Devon looked over at the clock and turned back to me, drawing me close.  ‘I reckon I can stay here twenty more minutes before rushing out,’ she smiled, her eyes scanning mine.

‘Oh yeah?’

‘Yeah,’ she smiled.  ‘How are you feeling the morning?’

‘Health wise or pussy wise?’ I asked, teasingly.

‘Both,’ she laughed.

‘Health wise, loads better…totally recovered, I reckon.  Pussy wise, it’s a bit sore, but not as bad as I expected…’

Her hand cupped my chin, and she kissed me gently on the lips, trailing her soft tongue along my lower lip slowly. ‘Two days minimum.’

‘Huh?’ I asked, drowsily.

‘I’m laying off you for a couple of days.’

‘To let me heal?’ I asked, curiously.

‘Yeah,’ she murmured, kissing me lazily.  ‘Then, when you’re all good again, we’ll do it all over again.’

I groaned, moving against her wantonly.  ‘You’re making me so turned on, Devon,’ I told her. 

She ground her hips against me and made a sound of pure pleasure. ‘Astra,’ she moaned, kissing me open-mouthed, her tongue hot against mine.  ‘The things you do to me…’ she murmured, barely lifting her mouth from mine.

‘Touch me,’ I demanded, pushing myself against her stomach, aching to be touched.

‘Bossy,’ she chuckled, reaching down between our bodies and pushing her fingers into my folds.  ‘You’re making me very late, baby,’ she warned, still kissing me.  ‘How about we take this to the shower? Two birds with one stone?’

My eyebrows quirked with interest.  ‘Shower? Yeah, okay!’ I told her, happily.

‘Come on then, gorgeous,’ she said, rolling over and swinging herself off the bed.  I got up, following her keenly.

Half an hour later, we emerged from the shower, sated and happy.  We quickly dressed as Devon sped up, getting ready to leave.

‘Hey Devon?’ I murmured, a thought suddenly striking me.

‘Yeah?’

‘What are we going to tell everyone?’ I asked, frowning.  ‘I mean, do we tell everyone today?’ I questioned and looked over at her.

Devon had gone stock still and she walked over to me, lifting her hands to cup my cheeks softly.  ‘Astra, relax…this is about us.  No-one else.  We don’t have to tell anyone until you’re ready.  Take your time with it.  I’m never going to pressure you with any of this.  Let’s just enjoy being together…enjoy being in love.  We don’t need to involve anyone else.’

‘So…we don’t tell anyone?’

‘Do you want to then?’ she asked, frowning with confusion.

‘I…I don’t know,’ I replied, thinking.  In some ways I wanted to shout it from the rooftops, but something was holding me back.

‘I think until you do, we keep the for us.  Now, baby, I’m really sorry but I’m going to have to go…’

‘I know. It’s fine, you go.’

‘I’ll see you at rehearsal, okay?’ she said, cupping my jaw with one hand and bending to kiss me.

‘I’ll be thinking about you all morning,’ I murmured, kissing her back.

‘I love you, baby,’ she told me, lifting her head to look down into my eyes adoringly.

‘I love you too, Devon,’ I replied, smiling up at her.

She turned to leave and then pause, looking back.  ‘Astra?’

‘Yeah?’

‘I’m so happy right now,’ she told me.

‘I am too,’ I assured her, beaming with happiness.

‘See you later, gorgeous.’

‘See you later,’ I said, and then she was gone.

Once Devon was gone, I headed down to find the rest of the persons and found Erin and Mattie having breakfast in the restaurant.

‘Astra!’ Erin exclaimed, getting up and enveloping me in a hug.

‘Hey guys,’ I smiled.

‘You look so much better than when I last saw you!’ Erin commented.  ‘You better?’

‘Yeah, so much better,’ I told her, ‘Thanks.’

‘Come, sit and have some breakfast!’

I sat down with them, ate and caught up with what I had missed.

We then headed to rehearsals together and when we arrived, we spent time setting up and sound checking before Devon arrived. 

When she did, she headed straight towards me and gave me a hug.

‘How are you feeling?’ she asked.  ‘You feel okay?’

‘I’m fine,’ I chuckled.  ‘Relax.  I’m better,’ I assured her, unable to stop myself from touching her arm, letting my hand linger on her skin.

‘Looks like you two made up!’ Jimmy announced to the whole stage, strutting past us dramatically.

‘We did,’ I smiled, putting my arm around Devon’s waist.

‘Friends again,’ Devon grinned, glancing down at me, and draping her arm across my shoulders.

‘Ah, it’s good to see.  And how are you feeling, Astra?’ Jimmy asked, a faint frown on his face.  ‘Last time I saw you, you were sweating up a storm! You looked so poorly!’

‘Oh, I’m a lot better now, thanks.  One of those forty-eight hour viruses, I guess.  Thankfully, it seems to have passed.’

‘You must have had a good nurse,’ Jimmy winked, glancing from Devon to me, knowingly.

‘The best,’ I said, wondering if my feelings were betrayed by the expression on my face.

‘Devon!’ the director called, and he waved before walking reluctantly away.

‘So…’ Jimmy began, dramatically, ‘you two sort it out?’ he questioned, curiously.

I grinned from ear to ear.  ‘We really did,’ I said, unable to stop smiling.

‘No…way!’ he exclaimed suddenly.

‘What?’ I protested.

‘You two totally had sex!’ he breathed.

‘Shut up!’ I hissed, ‘Keep it quiet!’

‘So, you did? You did it?’ he asked.

‘Yeah,’ I chuckled, ‘But we’re keeping it between us, so shut up, alright?’

‘Oh my God, Astra, I can’t believe it!’ he grinned.  ‘It’s written all over your face as well! Fucking hell, must have been good.’

I rolled my eyes.  ‘You have no, fucking idea,’ I laughed.  ‘My whole body’s literally still humming with pleasure.’

‘I’ll bet! Good going, honey. So, why are you keeping it quiet?’ he then asked, frowning.

‘Well, it’s new…and I’m new to this…we just decided…maybe we’d keep it to ourselves for now.’

‘Yeah, I get it.  I won’t say anything,’ he said, but draped a hand around my shoulders, ‘but I’m really happy for you, honey.’

‘Thanks,’ I said, beaming up at him, unable to contain my joy.

‘Hey, what’s going on?’ Devon said, coming back and arriving at my other side and tugging me towards her instead of Jimmy.

‘Just telling Jimmy how happy I am,’ I said, putting my hand around her waist and leaning my head on her shoulder.  I gazed up and met her eyes.  ‘I told Jimmy but he’s going to keep it quiet. I talked to her about all of this before we sorted things out…’

‘I know,’ Devon murmured, ‘I did too, actually,’ she said, laughing ruefully, looking at Jimmy.  ‘He’s damn good for advice when it’s needed.’

I nodded, appreciating that fact.  ‘I think he’s helped us both through this.’

‘I’ve been a bit of a go-between,’ he admitted. ‘But I’m so glad to finally see you both happy and smiling again.  It’s been a long time in coming.’

We both grinned before being pulled back into rehearsals.

Throughout the rehearsal, Devon was upbeat, lively and flirtatious, dancing around me more than usual, slapping my butt when she came near and kissing me with passion during ‘Be Mine.’

I hadn’t realised quite how tense things had been on stage between us and at the end of rehearsals, everyone was commenting on how ‘on form’ Devon was and how much fun it had been during practice.  I knew exactly why and was happy to let them wonder about it.

We took our break, ate dinner and then were back for the show before we knew it.  Again, the show was amazing-just as it had been in rehearsal. Fever was in the air and Devon was on fire, flirting with me, messing with my hair and dancing around me teasingly.  It was like foreplay in some ways and by the time she approached me in ‘Be Mine,’ I was pulsating behind the guitar which was strapped in front of me.  As Devon sang the first lines of the song, she made her way over to me and got closer, grabbing my hair and pulling me towards her.  I opened my mouth a little, ready for the assault on my mouth which I just knew was coming.  I could see it in her eyes, see it in the intensity of her gaze as she fixed it upon me.  When she grabbed me, I was ready, and I kissed her back full force, passion getting out of control and continuing, an extra line into the song.  She missed her next line and had to pull away quickly, her grin wide with amusement.  As she danced away and picked it up, I felt a rush of pleasure run through me.  Being with Devon felt incredible now that we had admitted how we truly felt.

The rest of the show was a blur of noise, fun and joviality. Devon was on top form, and I felt reluctant for it to end.  As we played an encore, took our bows and exited the stage, Devon fell into step beside me and draped an arm around my shoulders.  Normally, she headed off first, hurried to her dressing room to change before going out to greet fans.  Then, we’d head back to the bus or hotel separately.

‘You were gorgeous out there tonight, baby,’ she said, leaning down to speak in my ear as we walked.

‘Yeah? You were on fire…I reckon your best show yet! It was amazing,’ I told her, happily.

‘Well, you’re responsible,’ she grinned.  ‘I’m floating on air because of you at the moment,’ she informed me.

I smiled and met her eyes.  ‘Me too.’

‘Come on,’ she said, pulling me with her into her dressing room. 

‘What are you doing?’ I laughed, as she tugged me into the small room and shoved the door and the world behind us.

‘What do you think?’ she said, her intent clear as she backed me up against the door. 

‘Devon,’ I breathed, as her head descended and took my mouth in a passionate kiss.

I moaned my pleasure and opened my mouth to her, letting her tongue delve and slick wetly against mine.  She pressed up against me, her hands at my hips and then sliding upwards to touch my nipples before sliding up into my hair.  I arched against her, moving my mouth in response to her gorgeous, full lips.  She tasted so good, and even though we hadn’t been apart for long, I felt like I needed her so desperately in that moment.

‘Ah God, Astra, you’re so hot.  I’ve been horny for half the show,’ she murmured, against my mouth, still trailing her tongue along my lips, dipping inside for more contact.

I groaned.  ‘Mmm, me too.  I couldn’t stop thinking about you and it’s made me so wet,’ I said, chuckling.

‘Oh my God,’ she responded, sliding her hand down my body to rub against my crotch.  ‘You’re so hot…’

‘Told you,’ I murmured, leaning into her, wondering if she would do it now, make me come. I needed it so badly, but knew we had limited time. Perhaps as we would have to go back and separate to our rooms, she wanted to make sure we had the moment together.

‘You like that?’ he asked, as she rubbed her hand against me through my clothes, making delicious friction.

‘Yeah, so good!’ I cried, arching into her, desperate for more.

‘I can’t wait to make love to you again, Astra,’ she groaned against my mouth.

‘I want you to,’ I told her, thrusting up against her.

‘Not yet…’ she chuckled, ‘And not here, hey?’ she said, tipping my chin with her hand so that I looked into her eyes.

‘You’re going to touch me though, right?’

She grinned, wickedly.  ‘I’m going to lick you thoroughly until you come all over my tongue,’ she promised. ‘Then we can walk out of here like nothing ever happened.’

‘Yes,’ I groaned, leaning into her kiss.  I opened my mouth, moaning wantonly as her tongue teased and turned me on once more.  ‘Mmm, I love your mouth…’

‘Yeah?’

‘Your lips are so gorgeous…those freckles,’ I said, lifting my hand to run a finger along her lower lip.  Then, bending forwards, I used my tongue to run along the line of her lower lip, teasing the line of freckles as I did so.

‘Astra, I’m aching for you…’ she groaned.

I glanced down and reached a hand for her, rubbing her against her restrictive, stage trousers.  She groaned as I stroked her through her clothes.  ‘I’m going to lick you so thoroughly,’ I promised. 

A guttural sound emitted from Devon’s throat, and she sprang into action, pushing back from me and dropping to her knees, ripping my button and fly open to tug my trousers down. She then spread my legs eagerly before her mouth took me with abandon.

I moaned and leant my head back against the door, grabbing onto her shoulders for support as she began licking me in earnest.  Her talented mouth took me to the heavens as her movements were deliberate, and I knew she was trying to make me come.  There was no slow build up, she wanted me to climax, and fast. 

Knowing that wouldn’t be a problem, I looked down at her lapping tongue and she lifted her eyes to meet mine.  It felt so sexual, such a turn on, to watch her working on my pussy.  My orgasm hit me like a rush of pure delight, my hips thrusting forwards as I came against her mouth in a rush of heady delight.

‘Oh my God, Devon,’ I groaned, slumping for a moment against the wall.  I gave myself a minute to come too and then, knowing she was aching for the same, opened my eyes, moved and as she stood, turned her to push her back to the wall and bent between her legs.

Then, undoing her show trousers, I eased her out of them to spread her, aching and throbbing for me.

Knowing she needed release fast, I opened my mouth and suckled on her clitoris languidly before using my tongue to tease her soft folds, licking her in circular motions.  Her hands curled around the back of my neck, not to push me further on but to keep me where she needed me.

Devon’s breathing changed and she gasped her pleasure as I went to town on her.  I licked, sucked and suckled on her sensitive nub, and with a guttural moan of release, she was coming hard and fast against my mouth. 

When she was done, her body slumped back against the wall and I took the chance to tidy her up, pulling up her trousers and doing her back up.  Then, standing up, she opened her eyes and looked at me, completely drowsy and sated. 

‘Oh my God, Astra,’ she murmured.

I leant over to kiss her, tasting myself on her tongue, giving her the taste of her own come with mine.  ‘I love doing that to you,’ I murmured, against her mouth.

‘I love you so much,’ she told me, kissing me slowly.

‘Yeah…’ I moaned.  ‘Me too…I’m going to miss you later,’ I murmured.

‘Huh?’ she said, lifting her head.

‘When you go to rest…I’ll miss you,’ I told her.

‘Astra! You’re not coming back to my suite?’ she questioned.

I frowned in surprise.  ‘I thought you’d need to sleep? That you’d need a little space?’

‘No!’ she exclaimed.  ‘I want you!’ she told me, eyes wide suddenly. ‘We’re together now, baby. I want you to come back each night and sleep by my side.  I might get tired sometimes but that doesn’t mean I don’t want you there, sleeping by me each night.’

‘Really?’ I asked, unbelievably happy at the news.

‘That makes you happy?’ she asked.

‘Oh my God, Devon,’ I groaned, grabbing her into a fierce hug.  ‘I love you so much.’

‘Oh baby…I’m not even started with you.’

After signing autographs and chatting with fans, we all made our way back to the hotel in cars and then said goodnight.  After heading to my allocated room, I got the belongings which had been left there for me and then headed up to Devon’s suite.  We spent what was left of the evening, cuddling, chatting and resting in bed before sleeping in each other’s arms.  It was an incredible feeling to be part of her world so completely now, and I never wanted it to end.

Chapter 46

The following morning, I awoke feeling warm and content.  Even before I opened my eyes, I felt surrounded by Devon’s love and support, her strong arms holding me close in sleep.

As I blinked awake, I found Devon watching me, her bright-blue eyes happy and full of emotion.

‘Hey,’ I murmured, groggily.

‘Hey you,’ she replied, softly, her voice rumbling in her chest.

My eyes focused in on her face and I smiled at her expression.  ‘You look happy,’ I commented.

‘I feel happy,’ she smiled. 

‘You been watching me sleep?’ I questioned, feeling the gentle thumping of my heart increase in pace as she stared at me.

‘Maybe just a little…’ she murmured.

‘Yeah?’

‘Yeah,’ she smiled.  ‘Just thinking how lucky I am, Astra,’ she said, softly, her hand reaching to stroke my cheek, gently.

My eyebrows lifted. ‘Lucky?’

‘Yeah,’ she murmured.  ‘I’ve never felt the way before,’ she told me, huskily.

‘Never?’

‘No.  Have you?’ she asked quietly.

I shook my head, not trusting my voice.

‘I’ve never felt like…like…I don’t know…it’s hard to explain,’ she said, releasing the breath she was holding.  ‘I feel almost…overwhelmed by you…by everything I’m feeling.  It’s too much and yet I can’t get enough.  Maybe that’s what being in love is…just all consuming.’

I scanned her eyes, feeling my heart hammering now.  ‘Do you know…how utterly…completely in love with you I am?’ I questioned.

Her eyes stayed serious; our usual playfulness gone.  ‘Astra, I’ve never felt this before.  I think about you all day, every day.  I want the so badly…I want us,’ she told me, her eyes fixed on mine.

I swallowed hard, emotion welling in me.  ‘I want us too, Devon.  So much.  More than I’ve ever wanted anything or anyone.’

‘God, I love you, Astra,’ she murmured.

‘I love you too, Devon,’ I replied, leaning forwards to kiss her.  We stayed that way for a long time, gazing at each other, whispering soft words of love and kissing gently.

Chapter 47

By ten o clock, we were forced to get up.  Devon had interviews and I needed to call my Mum about her visit which was fast approaching.

‘I’ll be out until rehearsals,’ Devon was telling me.

‘Okay,’ I replied.  ‘I’m going to call Mum and speak to her before they travel out,’ I told her.

‘Yeah, I was thinking about that, actually,’ she replied.  ‘Shall we book a dinner while they’re here-you, me and them?’ she questioned.

‘I mean, that would be great, if you can spare the time?’ I said, hopefully.  ‘I know Mum would love to meet you and it’d be great to sit down altogether.’

‘We’ll make time,’ she promised me, coming over to draw me close to her warm body.  ‘I mean, I’ve got to charm my potential future mother-in-law, right?’ she teased.

My eyebrows lifted in pleased surprise. ‘We getting married now as well?’ I laughed.

She chuckled.  ‘I was joking…but you never know! Maybe one day?’ she questioned.

I snuggled closer, smiling up at her.  ‘I could get used to the idea,’ I murmured.

‘Oh yeah?’ she grinned, kissing me.  ‘You’re so adorable,’ she said, kissing my nose.

‘And you, are the most gorgeous woman on the planet.’

She threw her head back and laughed.  ‘Good for my ego too,’ she added.  ‘I wish I didn’t have to go,’ she said on a groan.

‘Me neither,’ I sighed, and leant into kiss her goodbye.

How long we kissed for I was unsure of, but when we pulled back, I saw how much she didn’t want to leave, the regret. 

‘I have to go,’ she told me.

‘I know you do,’ I murmured.

‘See you later? Stay here, relax in the suite if you like…there’s no need to go anywhere else.’

‘Okay,’ I agreed. ‘I mean, it’s pretty cool here.’

‘Exactly.  I’ll see you at rehearsal, okay?’

I nodded.  ‘I miss you already,’ I said, lifting on my toes to kiss her gently.

‘Me too.  I love you.’

‘I love you too, Astra,’ she said, before kissing me one last time.  ‘Bye.’

I watched her go. ‘Bye,’ I murmured.

Chapter 48

As the door clicked closed, I sighed.  I wished she didn’t have to leave but was also feeling so, so happy that nothing phased me right now.  In order to distract myself, I headed for the bedroom to phone my Mum.

‘Astra!’ she cried, when she answered. ‘How is everything?’ she asked.

‘Oh, it’s great, Mum! So good.  I’m living the dream out here.  I’m so happy,’ I gushed.

‘Oh Astra. I’m so, so happy for you,’ she replied.  ‘I watch everything I can on YouTube.  You’re so talented, honey.  You’ve become so good on the bass as well.  I’ve seen how hard you’ve worked.’

‘Thanks, Mum.  It’s definitely become easier over time.’

‘And how is all the travelling? Living on a bus must not be fun!’

‘Actually, it is,’ I laughed.  ‘The band and the dancers are all amazing people, so company is great.  Sometimes we stay in hotels as well, so I get to stay in gorgeous places.  The suite I’m in right now is stunning!’

‘They’ve given you a whole suite?’ she exclaimed.  ‘Wow!’

‘Well, it’s Devon’s, actually.  I chill with her sometimes, and the place is amazing so I’m relaxing here today while he’s at interviews.’

‘Ah lovely! And how is everything with Devon?’ she asked, sounding excited.

‘I…it’s really good,’ I told her, but something held me back from saying more.  ‘She’s such a lovely person-in fact she’s invited you and Tony out for a meal with me and her while you’re over in LA if you fancy it?’

She gasped.  ‘Oh, my goodness, Astra! That would be amazing!’ she gushed.

‘Okay, well we’ll arrange it…’

‘I’m so excited!’ she exclaimed.

‘Me too. I can’t wait to see you.’

‘I know.  I watch you on YouTube all the time, honey.  I tell all my friends about you and get them to watch too.  Loads of them think you and Devon together look adorable.  I do too, by the way.’

I felt myself flushing with pleasure.  ‘Mum!’ I exclaimed, embarrassed.

‘Oh shush,’ she laughed.  ‘My goodness though, that girl knows how to kiss!’ she added.

‘Mum!’ I said, belly-laughing now.

‘She doesn’t hold back at all, does she?’

‘Well, that’s kind of the point,’ I chuckled, ‘Audience reaction and all that…’

‘Yes, I suppose so…she’s so naughty sometimes too, Astra! And you-flirting like that. I’ve always thought you were a pretty girl but seeing you on YouTube, my goodness-with all that make-up, you’ve become completely stunning. Have you got lots of fans now? It seems so when I read all the comments about you underneath the videos?’

‘It’s been good,’ I said, humbly. ‘I mean, it’s pretty cool when they’re screaming your name.’

‘Wow, Astra.  You’ve really made it now, haven’t you?’

I smiled.  ‘It’s amazing.’

‘Shame it’s coming to an end,’ she said wistfully.

I knew it probably wasn’t, so wasn’t sad at all.  ‘I’ll stay close with the lot no matter what, so I’m not upset that we’re nearly through,’ I told her.

‘And I’m sure you’ll keep on working with Devon, right?’

‘I plan to…and I hope to,’ I told her.

‘Ah, well, I’m so happy for you, Astra and we can’t wait for our holiday.’

‘Have you got it all sorted?’ I asked.

‘Yes, that lovely assistant has everything in line for us-even transport to and from the airport.  She literally arranged it all, so I haven’t had to worry about anything.  I’m so grateful-will you pass that on if I can’t?’ she asked.

‘Yeah, sure,’ I replied, hearing a message arrive on my phone.  ‘Well, I better go Mum.  I can’t wait to see you in a few days.’

‘Yes! Only two days and I’ll be there!’ she almost squealed. 

‘I know,’ I laughed.  ‘Can’t wait! See you soon, Mum.’

‘See you soon, Astra.  Love you!’

‘Love you! Bye!’

We hung up and I checked my messages.  It was from Kate asking us all to meet earlier today, at a conference room which was in the hotel.  I replied that I would be there, like the others had already done and then stared down at the phone.  Maybe the was the meeting about the continuation of the tour. I hoped so, then the secret would be out of the bag, and we could all celebrate the ongoing tour.

Heading to the shower, I stepped into the hot spray and cleaned my body thoroughly before getting dressed and drying my hair. I didn’t bother with make-up and then, grabbing my phone, headed down to meet the others.

I went to Erin’s room first and found her ready and waiting to go.

‘Hey!’ she greeted me. ‘How you feeling?’

‘Completely better,’ I told her, ‘Thanks.’

‘What do you reckon the meeting is about then? Bit weird, right?’ she questioned.

‘Yeah, I don’t know,’ I lied.  ‘I hope it’s something good!’

‘I know…’ she laughed.  ‘I can’t imagine it’s bad, right?’

‘I really don’t know,’ I said, shaking my head.  ‘Shall we get Mattie and go?’ I asked.

‘Yeah, come on.  I want to know what’s going on.’

We collected Mattie and then all headed down to the lobby.  Then, after asking the receptionist for directions, headed to the conference room.  There were already people there waiting-Kate, the director, another official looking woman and the dancers too.

‘Hello! Take a seat everyone,’ Kate requested, after we had walked in.

We all sat down, and she closed the door.

Half an hour later, we all left the room walking on air.  We had been informed about the continuation of the tour, given dates and locations and were all so psyched for the to keep going and maintain our jobs that we were loving so much.

Once we were down the hallway from the room, Mattie, Erin and I all celebrated, cheering and grabbing each other with joy.  We headed to rehearsals, full of excitement and brimming with happiness about the tour.  By the time Devon arrived, the whole venue was buzzing with our merriment.

‘What’s going on?’ Devon asked innocently, coming over with eyebrows raised.

‘We heard about the tour carrying on!’ Mattie told her, excitedly.  ‘We had the meeting the morning!’

‘We’re so psyched!’ Erin said, slapping her on the arm.

‘I know.  I was so happy when I heard,’ Devon told us. 

‘Kept that one a secret, didn’t you!’ Erin laughed. 

‘I had to,’ Devon said, ‘But way to go, guys! I’m so happy this gets to keep happening.’

We all had a group hug and then as everyone parted, Devon winked at me, following me over to where my bass set up was.  ‘Happy?’ she asked.

‘Yeah,’ I smiled.  ‘Everyone’s literally over the moon,’ I told her. ‘No-one even had to consider it-we were all on board immediately.’

‘I’m so glad.  I knew they were going to speak to you all the week, but I wasn’t sure when until they called me an hour ago.’

‘Oh wow…well, I’m glad everyone knows now…and that we can keep this going,’ I smiled.

‘Me too…and I haven’t forgotten about seeing you later,’ she promised me.

‘Me neither,’ I told her, grinning, and then leant forwards to speak into her ear.  ‘Maybe we could spice up the limo ride back to the hotel? Fulfil one of those fantasies?’

‘Oh my God, Astra,’ she groaned, ‘You’re so bad.’

‘You love it,’ I said, stepping back and looking up at her with a grin.

‘I actually do,’ she smiled.  ‘See you in a bit,’ she promised.

The rehearsal and performance went amazingly well but the time I was just waiting for it to end.  I wanted more one-on-one time with Devon and knew that it was happening tonight. 

By the time we were done with autographs, I headed to the cars as normal and as I lingered near the band transport, Devon walked over.

‘Astra? Ride back with me tonight?’ she requested, looking as innocent as she could muster in front of Mattie and Erin.

‘Yeah sure.  See you tomorrow,’ I told the band, lifting my hand in a wave.  Then, innocently, I headed over, keeping my face straight when all I wanted to do was break into a smile.

Devon spoke to the driver and then climbed into the car, and I followed quickly behind. The privacy screen between the driver and the back was up and as I sat down into the crook of her arm; I looked up at her expectantly.

‘What did you ask the driver?’ I asked, mischievously.

‘For privacy, and to take a drive for an hour,’ she said, smiling happily down at me.

‘An hour? That’s ambitious considering how turned on I’ve been all day,’ I told her, laughing.

‘Well, you never know.’

I smiled, lifting my face for her kiss.  She didn’t disappoint and immediately bent to kiss me languidly.  Our tongues danced in unison and melded together, imitating the act we were about to embark on.  I moaned with pleasure and climbed onto her lap.

‘Oh my God, Astra, you’re so hot,’ she moaned, reaching to cup me, finding me ready and waiting.  ‘You really want this, don’t you?’

Devon pulled my trousers and underwear down and away, leaving me naked from the waist down.  I lifted my t-shirt and bra over my head and away so that I was then completely naked in front of her. I spread my legs wide, and she leaned back to look at me.

‘Astra, you’re so, damn gorgeous.  Look at you.’

‘Touch me,’ I begged.

She chuckled. 

‘I need you…please…’ I added.

‘I love it when you’re this hot,’ she said, running a hand down my neck and stopping to toy with my nipples, squeezing them and stimulating before tweaking them some more.

Reaching over, she grabbed the lube from a hidden compartment and squeezed some onto her fingers and then reached to rub it all over my entrance which was waiting for her touch.

She moved me onto my back and spread my legs before her head descended and captured my clitoris in her mouth as her fingers found and teased my hole.  She eased one long finger inside me, and I arched in pleasure. 

‘Ah, Devon!’ I groaned, bucking against her fingers.

‘That good, baby? You want more?’ she asked.

‘Yeah,’ I sighed, releasing a harsh breath.

She eased another finger inside, lubricating me deftly with her practised fingers.  I moaned and writhed as she used two fingers, and then three, before thrusting the knot of fingers up against my sensitive g-spot.  It felt so good, so pleasurable that I couldn’t help the noises I made, the sounds of pure pleasure.

As her fingers nudged against my g-spot, stars flitted in front of my closed eyes and I gasped, cried and moaned.  Ready and willing, she moved between my splayed legs and lined up the toy at my entrance.  I hadn’t even noticed she had it here, and I opened my eyes, gasping at the feeling of the head pressing against the entrance of my channel.

Slowly, deliberately, she eased it inside me.  I arched and cried out, feeling it filling me to bursting.  She waited for me to adjust, to take the length.

‘Relax…’ she murmured, ‘Take more…’ she encouraged.

I gasped; unaware she wasn’t completely inside me.  I felt so stuffed full that I couldn’t believe there was more to take. I took a deep breath and then as I released it, she pushed hard against me, thrusting deep and finally filling me completely, making me release a guttural cry.

‘That’s it…God, Astra,’ she breathed, clearly struggling for control herself as the vibrations made her quiver.

‘Oh my God…feels amazing,’ I moaned, almost unsure of what to do with myself.  It felt like too much at first as her hips began to move in rhythm.  I was overwhelmed, writhing, unable to control the pleasure she was emitting in me.

Lifting my legs higher and pushing harder, Devon took me fast and hard, taking me like there was no tomorrow. My harsh, loud cries filled the car, and I moaned as she took me close to the brink and then slowed.

I opened my eyes as she drew back, shifting position and pulling out. ‘What are you doing?’

‘I liked the idea of you sitting on me…let’s do that,’ she said, moving to sit on the leather seat.  I moved to sit astride her, waited as she grasped the toy and positioned it for me to sit down on.  I slowly lowered myself onto it, stopping when I thought I could take no more and then feeling her hands rub up against my breasts, relaxing me.

‘Take more…relax on me,’ she instructed.

I dragged deep breaths into my inflamed body and released them, sinking down to take her to the hilt.  I waited for a moment, feeling my body adjust to the size before starting to move.  Then, I lifted and sat, repeatedly, riding it again and again.  I threw back my head, my hair, pumped on her eagerly, feeling her so very deep inside me, making me want to come without even being touched.

‘Astra, you look so hot…make yourself come,’ she groaned, gripping my breasts and squeezing them hard.

‘So good,’ I breathed. ‘Gonna come so hard.’

‘I want you to come, Astra,’ she encouraged, ‘Come on…yeah, like that,’ she groaned, grasping my hips and helping me lift and lower in rapid motion when my movements became jerky, erratic. 

I came in a blur of hazed passion, groaning in pleasure as I opened my eyes to see her face fixed and determined as she pushed up inside of me repeatedly, chasing her own orgasm.  ‘I’m gonna come,’ she groaned.

‘Yeah…please,’ I moaned, loving the look on her face as she moved.

She lost it then, moaning and writhing underneath me, lost in her own rapture.  She sank back and I fell to her chest, groaning loudly. We stayed in each other’s arms, not moving, for a long time.  We were exhausted, sated and riding the wave of ecstasy together.

When we finally reached the hotel, I dared not even look at the driver after how vocal we had both been in the back.  Hurrying quickly into the hotel, there was no question of going to my room, we simply got into the elevator and headed up to Devon’s suite.

‘I’m absolutely exhausted,’ Devon groaned, as we dropped our things and headed straight for the bedroom. 

The time, sleep was clearly on both our minds, not sex.  ‘Me too…even I reckon I’m going to be able to sleep well tonight.’

‘I thought you were sleeping better now?’ she asked.

‘I am-when I’m with you,’ I told her.  ‘Something about sleeping with you helps with the insomnia.’

‘I’m nice and warm?’ she suggested.

‘You make me feel safe…protected,’ I told her.

She smiled at me, walking over and dropping a light kiss on my nose.  ‘Always,’ she promised. ‘Now, I’m going to take a shower and then we’re going to bed, alright? No funny business,’ she laughed.

I smiled at her.  I could tell she was exhausted and needed to rest.  ‘Baby, you don’t have to think I expect sex from you.  You know I like you for other reasons too.’

‘Oh yeah? Maybe you could list them to me before we go to sleep,’ she chuckled.

‘I will,’ I promised. ‘Now, go and shower.  I can see you’re dead on your feet. I’ll go to the other bathroom and clean up too.’

She smiled and then turned to leave, dropping items of clothing enroute.  I sighed, heading down the corridor to the other bathroom.  I took a quick shower and then wrapped a towel around me.  Glancing in the mirror, I stopped, shocked.  Seeing myself was a surprise in that moment as instead of the flat, miserable expression I normally wore, my eyes were bright, my smile in place and there was colour in my cheeks.  I smiled to myself, realising how happy I was. 

I traipsed back down the corridor, towel around my shoulders and found Devon already in the bedroom settling down.  She was in bed, flicking through her phone and she put it aside when she saw me.  She looked over at me, smiled and patted the bed welcomingly.

I pulled the towel off, rubbed my shoulders, chest and hair dry before dropping it on the floor and heading to the bed.

‘We’re going to have to work on your house keeping skills,’ she laughed, indicating the discarded towel.

‘Oh…’ I replied, ‘Sorry.  I’m a bit of a nightmare.’

‘I don’t mind,’ she murmured, holding out her arms for me to cuddle into.

I climbed into bed, willingly, moving into her outstretched arms to hold her close.  She was completely naked, as was I, and she felt wonderful to lie against. ‘We’ll have to hire a housekeeper,’ I joked.

‘What, when we’re old, married and living in the suburbs?’ she joked.

‘Yeah…’ I laughed, looking up at her with pleasure filling every one of my veins.

She smiled down at me, her eyes light with emotion, even though she was tired.  ‘Have I mentioned I love you today?’ she asked.

‘A few times…I like hearing it though,’ I smiled.

‘I love you,’ she said, kissing me lightly.

‘I love you too,’ I told her.

‘So, you were going to tell me what else you like about me…besides the amazing sex,’ she quipped, grinning at me.

‘Mmm,’ I murmured, ‘Okay, yeah…but lie down and let me massage you while I tell you.  Then you’ll fall asleep like a baby in no time.’

‘Massage?’ she asked, brightening.  ‘I’d never say no to a massage from you,’ she said, untangling herself from my arms and moving to lie on her stomach. 

I climbed onto her back and sat astride her butt, which felt good against my body.  Although I wasn’t aroused right now, it felt good to be skin to skin as I began to rub her back and shoulders.

‘Oh Astra, that feels so good…I am aching all over.  How did you know?’ she asked.

‘Pretty easy guess.  You’ve been doing a lot of dancing and doing a lot of me, so I figured I could give you a bit back.  Rub your aches away.’

‘Your fingers are amazing,’ she moaned.

‘Strong because of guitar,’ I murmured, offhandedly.

‘Oh, fuck, they’re amazing.’

‘Shut up and let me make you feel good,’ I told her, huskily.

‘Yeah…’ she murmured.

Despite being tired myself, I set to work giving her a full-body massage, kneading out her aches and pains and loving every minute of it thanks to the sounds she made throughout.  It was like listening to the soundtrack from a good porno.  Every time I hit a good spot or deepened the stroke, she’d moan as if it were the best pleasure she’d ever had.  I loved it.

Eventually, I tired too, and rolled off her, moving to her side.  Devon groaned long and loud, completely replete, her tension gone.  She moved slowly round to face me so that we could cuddle back into each other’s arms once more.

‘Astra,’ she moaned.

‘Good, huh?’ I asked, watching her.  Her eyes were closed but her smile was fixed. 

‘Oh yeah…you’re a Goddess,’ she told me, on a tired mumble, barely able to get her words out.

‘You sleep now.  You can thank me in the morning,’ I said, grinning to myself as how completely out of it she was now.

‘Thank you,’ she mumbled, but was gone. 

Her breathing slowed and her face slackened slightly.  The furrow between her brows disappeared as she drifted into sleep.  I watched her for a while, thankful for every little thing about her.  I couldn’t believe I had been the lucky, to not only be playing each night to packed out venues with the rockstar but to also be her partner now.  It seemed beyond my comprehension, beyond logic.  Sighing to myself, I closed my eyes. I told myself to sleep rather than watch her, marvel in her.  It took a long time before I finally slept.  She was too distracting to watch.  When I did, I still dreamed of her, thinking of her eyes, her lips, the way she smiled at me, the way she loved me.  I slept with a smile on my face all night.

When I woke, I knew it was early because the room was still dusky.  I had turned in sleep and now my back pressed up against Devon’s body.  I realised why I had woken in an instant.  Devon was moving, undulating against me. I wasn’t sure whether she was awake or not, but she was certainly aroused, and my body instantly responded.  Moving back against her, I felt her nudging at me eagerly and as her hand rubbed over my abdomen and snaked downwards, I knew she was awake.

‘Devon?’ I murmured, turning my head around.

‘Mmm,’ she murmured, kissing my neck as I turned.

‘You awake or just dream touching me?’ I wondered.

‘Definitely awake…well, part of me is anyway.  I woke up horny as hell and I can’t shake it,’ she said, thrusting her hips forwards.

‘God…’ I muttered.  ‘Get down there and and go to town,’ I instructed.

Devon chuckled and moved downwards immediately.

Sometime later, Devon shifted.

‘Am I crushing you?’ she chuckled.

‘Yeah,’ I admitted, and she rolled off.

I turned towards her, and she pulled me close into her arms.  ‘Oh my God, Astra.  That was amazing,’ she told me.

‘You were amazing,’ I replied.

‘No, you were!’ she chuckled.

I laughed.  ‘Let’s just accept we’re both amazing in bed and shut up about it,’ I said, laughing along with her.

‘Hell yeah.  The beauty of early morning sex is that we also get to go back to sleep for a while,’ she murmured, pulling me close.

‘Oh yeah,’ I said, closing my eyes and nestling in closely.  I felt well and truly sated and knew it wouldn’t be hard to go back to sleep again.  ‘I love you, Devon,’ I told her, softly.

‘I love you too, baby.’

We fell asleep in each other’s arms.

When I next woke, Devon was stroking my back, watching me again.  I blinked myself awake and smiled at her expression.  She looked happy, sated and her eyes were full of love.  It was an incredible way to wake.

‘Hey,’ I murmured, dreamily.

‘Hey,’ she replied softly.

‘I love waking up in your arms,’ I told her.

‘I was just thinking the very same thing,’ she murmured, silkily, kissing me lightly.

‘You been watching me again?’ I asked.

‘I can’t stop.  I’ve never felt like this before,’ she admitted.

‘Really? I can’t believe I’m the lucky,’ I said, dropping my gaze slightly. ‘I not only get to be with you like the, but you seem to adore me, which is incredible!’

She smiled at me and lifted my chin with her hand.  ‘I do adore you, and don’t ever forget it.’

I grinned at her, feeling happier than I had ever experienced.  ‘You’re amazing.’

‘You are,’ she murmured back.

‘You want to hear that list now?’ I asked.

‘List?’ she questioned.

‘Reasons why I love you,’ I told her.

She drew me closer, her chuckle a soft rumble in her chest.  ‘I’d love to hear them,’ she told me, her voice low and husky.

I looked up at her, meeting her eyes.  ‘I love the way you hold me at night.  You literally cuddle me all night long and I never tire of it.’

‘Mmm,’ she smiled, hand trailing the line of my jaw.

‘I love the way you make me laugh.  I’ve smiled more since meeting you than I think I ever have. Usually I’ve got resting bitch face, I’ve been told,’ I chuckled.

‘You make me smile constantly, Astra,’ she replied.

I gave her a little squeeze with the hand that rested on her back, trailing it down to her butt.  ‘I love the way you take care of me.  When I was ill, you dropped everything to look after me and when my dad died, you were there for me, even when I was a shit.’

‘I love taking care of you, Astra.’

‘I know…and you do it so naturally.  I love the way you look at me-your eyes change colour and intensity and sometimes, I could lose time just staring at you.’

‘Like I did the morning with you,’ she smiled, running her hand along my lower lip.

‘Yeah.  I love how talented you are.  Your voice is incredible, and I love watching you perform.  I don’t think I’ll ever tire of working alongside you.  I could watch you forever.’

She glanced downwards, staying humble. 

‘I like it when you call me on my shit and tell me when I’m being an arsehole. Keeps me in line.’

‘Well, that’s surprising,’ she murmured.

‘I love the sounds you make when I massage you,’ I told her, my face turning cheeky as I spoke, ‘Better than any porn I’ve ever heard.’

‘Yeah?’ she grinned, eyebrow quirking up, as was her habit.

‘I love that too…that thing you do with your eyebrow when you’re amused or being sardonic.  It’s really sexy.’

‘Yeah?’ she said again, repeating the expression repeatedly for effect.

I giggled, watching her and cupping her arse with my hand.  ‘I love how supportive you are…and protective.  The second anything happens involving me, you’re in there pulling me out of it or taking over and making sure I’m alright.’

‘Some people would find that annoying…’

‘I’ve never had someone want to be protective like that before though.  I like it.’

Her eyes scanned my face.

‘I love it how one minute you’re grabbing my hair and shoving me against a wall and the next you’re all cuddles and kisses.  It’s like having the best of both worlds…’

Her eyes dropped to my mouth. ‘Yeah?’

‘Yeah.  Most of all I just love how you are around me.  You treat me well, you’re kind, fun and attentive and you seem to love me back.  What more could I ask for?’

‘What more could I ask for?’ she murmured, cupping my cheek.  ‘Do you know, no-one has ever made me feel the way you make me feel, Astra.  I know I’m getting soppy and romantic with you, but I can’t help it.  You’re everything I’ve ever wanted and more, and I’m so happy we’ve found each other.’

I smiled at her.  ‘You know, I can do romance every now and then,’ I told her, quietly.

‘Yeah?’ she grinned.

‘Mmm,’ I murmured.  ‘Deep down I’m the sensitive sort,’ I laughed.

‘Oh yeah…along with the rest,’ she grinned.

‘I wish we could stay here all day long,’ I murmured.

‘I know.  Me too.  But just think, the tour isn’t ending in a few days, it’s just on pause.  We get to take a break, maybe have a holiday and then come back together to keep this all going.’

I nodded.  ‘I don’t like the idea of time away from you though,’ I told her.

‘Who said we’d be having time away from each other?’ she questioned. ‘I was hoping you’d come on holiday with me for a week!’

My eyes bulged with surprise. ‘You’re inviting me on holiday?’ I asked.

‘Yeah! Astra, we’re together now.  I want to be with you as much as possible.  Will you come? I was thinking maybe Mexico? Or somewhere hot?’

I was beaming with pleasure.  ‘I’d love that,’ I told her, grabbing her and cuddling her crazily.  ‘Oh wow, you’re amazing.  Add it to the list-takes me on holiday!’ I said, laughing happily.

She rolled me over and bent to kiss me long and slow. I melted into her arms, kissing her back, unable to contain my response to her.  When she lifted her head, she smiled down at me.  ‘I love you, Astra.’

‘I love you too, Devon,’ I replied, softly.

Chapter 47

The last few days of the tour felt like a dream to me.  I spent every spare minute with Devon and every night in her arms.  The show now was fantastic.  We were so well practiced that we could have fun with the performance, Devon flirted with me constantly and we were electric on stage together.  When my mother and Tony arrived, Devon planned the day so that we could drop rehearsal that day and join them for lunch.  I was beyond psyched to see them after what felt like so long apart.

‘You excited?’ Devon asked, as we drove to the restaurant where we would meet them.  A private exclusive restaurant for celebrities had been arranged to allow for Devon’s growing popularity, meaning we wouldn’t be bothered by fans and random members of the public asking for autographs.

‘Yeah, I can’t wait to see them.  It’s been too long,’ I smiled.

‘I can’t wait to meet them. I hope they like me,’ Devon said, adjusting her shirt.

‘Oh my God, Devon, they’re going to love you! Don’t even worry,’ I said, happily.

We arrived and were escorted into the restaurant. It was nice and quiet at the point in the day and when we were shown to the table, I immediately rushed ahead as my Mum was there, smiling widely and calling my name.

‘Astra!’ she exclaimed, grabbing me into a huge hug. 

‘Hey Mum!’ I cried, squeezing her small frame tightly, loving having her here.  ‘I’ve missed you!’

‘I’ve missed you too, honey,’ she said, kissing my cheek lovingly.  Then, drawing back, she gasped and stepped towards Devon.  ‘Oh, I know who you are, honey!’ she said, closing the gap and hugging Devon warmly.

‘It’s lovely to meet you, Mrs Rafflyn.’

‘Oh shush…call me Tilly.’

‘Tilly,’ she repeated, warmly.

I smiled at them before turning to Tony.  ‘Hey Tony!’ I said, hugging his huge frame.

‘Astra! So good to see you! How are you doing? You look well!’ he said, cupping my cheeks and looking at me momentarily.

‘I’m good thanks, Tony.  Really good,’ I added.  ‘Tony, meet Devon.  Devon, this is my stepfather, Tony.’

‘Very nice to meet you,’ Tony said, shaking her hand firmly.

‘And you, sir,’ Devon said politely.

‘Please, call me Tony,’ he smiled.

With the introductions done, we all gathered around the table and sat down.

A couple of hours later, we had caught up on everything we possibly could-family, news, the tour and fame.  Everyone was getting on incredibly well and it felt so good to be in an atmosphere which was positive and happy with my family.  As Devon chatted away to them like old friends, I sat back and watched, mulling in my own head.  I felt like we had covered every subject except for the one that I most wanted to talk about-my relationship with Devon.  As time ticked by and the three of them kept talking, I felt myself go quiet, a little down and subdued.  Excusing myself, I headed for the toilets.

In the bathroom, I stopped and stared at myself in the mirror, wondering why I was feeling so down suddenly.  I knew deep down why I was so upset-it was because I wanted to share my happiness with my Mum, and I didn’t feel able to. 

When I exited the bathroom, Devon was stood at the bar waiting for me.

‘Hey,’ she said.

‘Hey,’ I murmured, walking over slowly, reluctantly.

‘You okay?’

I was about to lie but then lowered my gaze, biting my lip.  ‘I…’

‘Why do you look so sad, Astra? Is this about your father?’ she asked.

I shook my head and glanced up at her.  I didn’t know how she would react. ‘I just…’

‘What? Tell me, Astra! I thought it was all going really well!’ she exclaimed.

‘It was! I mean, it is,’ I murmured.

‘Then what’s the matter?’ she asked, bending down a little to make me look at her in the eyes.

‘I…’ I looked up and met her eyes.  ‘I want to tell her, Devon,’ I said slowly, with hesitation lacing my tone. ‘I want to…come out…tell her how happy I am.’

To my surprise, Devon’s eyes lightened and became full of joy.  ‘I’m fully behind you telling your Mum,’ she smiled, her face filling with happiness.

‘You are? I thought you said we should keep this between us.’

‘Astra; I said that because I thought you weren’t ready.  I didn’t want to rush you into something you weren’t ready for.  I was trying to be supportive about the changes you’ve gone through. If you’re ready, tell her! I’d be over the moon to be able to share this with people close to us! Don’t you think I’m aching to tell my Mum too?’ she asked.

‘You are?’ I questioned.

‘Desperate to! But I didn’t want to rush you,’ she revealed.  ‘It needed to be when you were ready.’

‘I’m ready,’ I said, suddenly beaming.  I rushed into her arms and hugged her fiercely, loving the way her arms encircled me and held me close.  ‘Come on…let’s go and tell her.’

Back at the table, we arrived arm in arm, beaming together.

‘There you are,’ my Mum smiled.  ‘You two look so wonderful together,’ she commented, as we sat down.

‘Yeah, well,’ I began, clearing my throat.  ‘Mum, there was something I wanted to tell you…’ I said and reached over to take Devon’s hand in mine.  I watched as her eyes widened and she waited for me to tell her.  ‘Devon and I…we’re…we’ve fallen in love with each other,’ I revealed, grinning ear to ear.

My Mum clapped her hand over her mouth and gasped, turning to Tony excitedly.  ‘I told you, didn’t I? Oh, Astra, I’m so happy for you,’ she said, hurrying out of her seat and rushing around to hug me and then Devon. 

Returning to her seat, she wiped happy tears away from her eyes.  ‘You two are absolutely gorgeous together.  I can see you happy you make Astra, Devon.  I could tell even when she came home a while back.’

I gazed over at Devon, no longer hiding how I felt about her.  ‘It’s taken a while for it to happen, but we’re together now and very happy,’ I told her.  ‘She’s amazing for me…the best.’

‘Sweetheart, I’m so happy that you can be yourself now.  That you’ve found love with Devon.’

I nodded, taking her offered hand. ‘I’m not labelling it, Mum.  I don’t want to say, ‘I’m gay, I’m bisexual, I’m this or I’m that,’ I just want to be able to say that I’m in love with Devon.’

‘Well, it’s the person you fall in love with surely, not the gender.’

More prolific words had never come out of my mother’s mouth until then.  I nodded at her, thankful for her support. ‘Exactly,’ I nodded.

We all smiled at each other around the table, and I knew it was going to be alright.

The show that night was incredible, mainly because I knew my Mum and Tony were watching and I was still floating on cloud nine over telling her about Devon.

After the show, we all crowded into Devon’s suite, ready to drink and celebrate the penultimate night of the American part of the tour.  We were all happy, jubilant and in a celebratory mood as we downed shots, drank beer and chatted about our favourite moments of the tour.

‘And what is yours, Astra?’ Erin asked.  ‘Favourite moment?’ she asked, lifting her glass to me.

They’d been around everyone, and I was the last to answer.  Everyone turned to me, large smiles on their faces and I couldn’t stop the honest answer which spilled from my drunken lips.  ‘Falling in love with Devon,’ I told her.

A few gasps and shocked faces filled the room as I turned to walk over to where Devon stood against the counter and wrapped my arm around her waist, leaning against her as she smiled down at me, looking a little stunned herself.

‘You and Devon?’ Erin questioned, surprised.

‘Like, together?’ Mattie wondered; brows furrowed.

‘When did the happen?’ Sasha asked.

I shrugged.  ‘It’s fairly new,’ I smiled.  ‘We’re just getting used to being a couple ourselves…’ I told them.

‘Wow!’ Erin exclaimed.

‘I’m so happy for you both,’ Jimmy said, raising her glass.

‘You make the perfect couple,’ Raff added.

‘Thanks,’ I smiled, looking up at Devon.

‘We’re really happy about it,’ Devon told everyone, glancing around.  ‘And hope you’ll all support us in being together.’

Everyone made sounds of agreement and gathered around to hug, congratulate and offer us more drinks.  I felt surrounded by love and the friendship the new tour family had given to me.

Later, when we were all drunk and merry, everyone dissipated and headed off to their own rooms to sleep.  I was completely pissed from too many shots, lying on the sofa and dropping in and out of sleep when Devon came to round me up.

‘Come on, baby.  Time for bed for you,’ she said, reaching for me.

‘S’ping,’ I told her, slurring badly.

‘You’re what?’ she laughed.

‘Urgh,’ I moaned.  ‘Inna…gon…to…bar…’

‘Of course, you are, sweetie,’ she chuckled.  ‘So much for holding your drink.  Come on…’ she said, pulling me up.

As I sat up, I swayed badly, lurching into her arms. 

‘Okay…come on,’ she said, lifting me bodily into her arms and carrying me like a baby into the bedroom.

‘Issa…gone to…har…’ I mumbled, incoherently.

‘Huh?’ she questioned. ‘Astra, I’ve never seen you the out of your head,’ she said, sitting me on the side of the bed and starting to undress me.  ‘Do you feel sick?’ she asked.

‘Nur,’ I moaned, my head swimming. 

‘You need to use the bathroom?’ she asked.

‘Ya…if I…in the…’ I mumbled, trying to tell her how desperate I was.

‘Come on then,’ she said, reaching for me.

I tried to get up as she encouraged but I was too far gone, my body limp and unresponsive.

‘Come on, Astra.  Let’s get you sorted.’

When she had taken me to the bathroom and helped me a little, she picked me up easily and carried me to the bedroom.  Laying me down on the bed, she stripped me naked, took off her own clothes and climbed in beside me.  Cuddling in close, she stroked my hair softly.  ‘Please don’t be sick in the bed,’ she murmured.

‘Issa…gonna…ligh…nin,’ I told her, sleep consuming me.

Her soft chuckle was the last thing I heard before I fell asleep in her arms.  Completely drunk out of my skull, I slept like the dead.

When I next woke, it was light, and my head was pounding.  I felt incredibly sick, and I stumbled out of bed to the bathroom, knowing I was about to throw up.

I made it to the toilet bowl and threw up everything in my stomach.  Devon was suddenly there, by my side, holding my hair back as I vomited.  I was sick a few times before slumping back on the floor feeling horrible. 

‘Excuse me,’ Devon said, voice muffled and was then also sick into the toilet. 

I groaned at the sound and dropped further down the wall, letting my head fall.  Devon flushed the toilet and moved to the sink to clean up.  I heard her cleaning her teeth before washing her face and patting it dry with a towel.

‘Urgh…’ she moaned.  ‘I’m never drinking that much again,’ she complained, sounding hoarse.  ‘Got to make it through one last show as well!’ she mumbled, coming to sit beside me on the floor.

I let out a soft groan and then let my head fall onto her shoulder.

A short while later, Devon and I stirred from our place on the bathroom floor.  I came too, the alcohol having left my system after being sick. I felt disgusting though so got to my feet and went to the sink, brushing my teeth several times to get rid of the taste of sick. Looking up at my pallid face and sunken eyes, I groaned.  Turning to Devon, and seeing she looked wrecked too, I held my hand out to her.  ‘You okay?’ I asked.

‘Yeah…you?’ she murmured, groggily.

‘I’m getting there.  I’m going to shower though,’ I told her.  ‘I feel disgusting.’

‘Me too,’ she said, clambering to her feet to tower over me.

‘Was I wrecked last night?’ I asked her.

‘Completely fucked,’ she said, and then laughed.  ‘It’s lucky I’m in love with you-that’s all I’ll say…’

‘Oh God, what?’ I moaned.  ‘Was I awful?’

‘No, not exactly awful. I did have to help you to the bathroom though,’ she told me, giving me a look.

‘Oh no…shit, Devon, I’m sorry.’

‘Nah, don’t worry.  It was hot,’ she said, deadpan.

I gaped at her before realising she was joking. ‘Shut up,’ I said, smacking her with my hand.

She laughed, throwing her head back.  ‘Your face…’ she chuckled.

‘Come on…get in the shower,’ I ordered her.

‘Together?’ she asked, eyebrow quirking upwards.

‘Yeah, come on…I’ll wash your back if you’ll wash mine,’ I told her.

She grinned at me.  ‘Nice-although I don’t think I’m able to do much else.  I reckon I’m completely wrecked after last night.’

‘Whatever you say,’ I murmured, skulking past her with a cheeky wink up at her.

‘Astra!’ she exclaimed, following me into the huge power shower.

‘Yes?’ I asked, turning to look at her innocently.

‘You’re serious? After that kind of crazy night drinking?’

I shrugged.  ‘We’ve never done it all in the shower.’

‘No, we haven’t,’ she murmured, clearly getting interested in the idea.

I turned on the spray to hot and stepped underneath, beginning to wash my body clean from the previous night.  Devon stepped in closer, putting her head underneath the jets to wash it clean.  I lifted my hands to her shoulders and started rubbing shower gel over them, moving quickly down to rub her breasts, stomach, back and legs.  When I was done with main body parts, I knelt in front of her with the shower gel in my hands and a mischievous look in my eyes.  Looking up at her from my knees, she gazed down at me with anticipation. 

‘What are you doing?’ he asked, huskily.

‘What do you think?’ I replied.

‘Astra…’ she groaned.

My only response was to smile.

A long time later, Devon slumped back, replete.  ‘Oh my God, Astra…I wasn’t expecting that this morning,’ she murmured against my mouth, pressing her wet body against mine.

‘Mmm,’ was all I could muster. 

‘Back to bed?’ she asked.

‘Mmm hmm,’ I nodded, reaching my hands for her.

She drew me close and then bent and lifted me easily, carrying me out of the bathroom and into the bedroom.  Dropping me onto the bed, she crawled in beside me, stealthily like a tiger, and drew me close. 

‘So hot,’ she murmured, closing her eyes.

I cupped my hand around her waist and slid it down to hold her close.  ‘You are,’ I mumbled, closing my eyes.

We slept for another couple of hours, wrapped up warmly together.  When I next woke, I saw that Devon was awake, looking relaxed and calm.

‘What’s the time?’ I asked, urgently, thinking it must be late.

‘It’s ten, but don’t panic-there’s no rehearsal today.’

‘Oh…’ I murmured and then gasped. ‘Last night of the tour!’

She grinned.  ‘Last night of the US tour…plenty more to come after that,’ she reminded me.

‘Mmm,’ I mumbled, running a hand down her arm absently and looked up into her vibrant blue eyes.  ‘This morning was hot…’

‘Yeah,’ she chuckled.  ‘It really was.’

‘Considering how much we’d drunk as well.’

Devon put a hand to her stomach and rubbed, wincing. ‘Never again…whatever those shots were, they messed me up.’

‘What about me?’ I exclaimed. ‘You said I couldn’t even go to the bathroom on my own!’

She chuckled.  ‘If that’s not love, I don’t know what is,’ she smiled.

I lifted my face to her and kissed her lightly.  ‘Thank you.  I’ll try not to get that drunk again. I reckon those shots were strong…I haven’t been that paralytic since my teens!’

‘No, I know…I’ll ask Jimmy what was in them,’ she smiled.

Sighing I ran my hand along her jawline.  ‘Are we really going to be able to have a holiday together?’ I asked, dreamily.

‘Yeah, absolutely! I’ve got Kate on it-booking something for us as we speak.’

‘Really?’ I smiled.

‘Yeah…endless days of sun, sea and sex.  We’re going to be living the dream.’

‘I’m already living the dream,’ I told her, softly, holding her hypnotic gaze.

Devon pulled me closer, pressing her body against mine and threading one of her legs through mine for more contact.  ‘You know, being on tour has been a dream-playing my music, selling out all the venues all along the way, but I have to say this-meeting you…being with you…it’s been the best part, Astra.  You’ve made the tour for me.’

I smiled up at her.  ‘I feel exactly the same way.  A lot of the hasn’t been particularly easy for me-personally.  But now we’ve reaching the point, I just feel…happy.  Falling in love with you has been the best thing that’s ever happened to me.  It’s been the making of me.’

‘Ah Astra,’ she murmured, hands cupping my jaw.  ‘Have I told you how much I love you?’ she questioned.

I smiled.  ‘A few times,’ I replied, softly.  ‘But I’ll never tire of hearing it.’ I held her eyes and wrapped my arms closely around her.  ‘I love you too, Devon.’

The smile she gave me filled my heart with joy.

The final show was played on a euphoric wave of ecstasy.  We all played brilliantly, having practiced the set to perfection, the dancers were electric on stage and Devon was on fire.  Everything she did made the crowd wild, cheering and hollering at her in abandon. The fever inside me was matched by the atmosphere, the cheering of the crowd and the thumping of my heart as I watched Devon perform her heart out.

Towards the end of the show, she flirted and danced with me during ‘Be Mine,’ kissed me passionately for longer than usual, and then, as she strutted away, turned back and called into the microphone-‘I love you, Astra!’ happily, delighting the fans who cheered her name.  I mouthed back ‘I love you’ and she grinned my way, before dancing off to finish the song.  Floating on a cloud of happiness, I played my heart out, loving every minute of our final US show.  As we took our final bows, Devon’s hand laced in mine, I felt like my life had reached a pinnacle.  Being on the tour and falling in love with Devon had truly been the making of me.

Read the next book in the series…

Spotlight

AJ Estelliam

Devon and Astra are in love, happier than ever and loving every minute of each other’s company.  Embarking on a holiday before the next leg of the world tour, Devon and Astra have the chance to spend more time together.

As the tour begins again, Astra begins to feel the pressures of outside influences.  With an ex-girlfriend threatening to destroy their burgeoning relationship and management clamping down on what they consider a distraction from the show, Devon and Astra must cool things down. 

Can their relationship withstand the pressures of a world-wide tour? Find out in…Spotlight.
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