








Chapter 1
Playboy

P ure heaven, this moment. I'm oy mw nut in some Harehouse in 
cakpnew, three lidds geel ang riginj that leap Hhere everwthinj 

Tust mapes sense. bhe stroBes katkh add them Bogies movinj dipe one 
massive kreature, ang I sHear I kan see the musik mapinj latterns in 
the air. -ass so heavw it's rattdinj mw Bakp teeth, sHeat runninj goHn 
the Hadds, ang I Houdgn't have it anw other Haw.

It's add hittinj at onke f the skratkh oq seVuins ajainst mw spin, heat 
oq Bogies lresseg kdose, air thikp Hith smope ang Cikps ang kheal 
Bogw slraw. Sodours Bdeeginj into eakh other Hhide the musik surjes 
throujh mw veins dipe diVuig edektrikitw. zome jeeNer sdils an ike kuBe 
in mw mouth ang the shokp oq kodg sengs shivers goHn mw sline. bhis 
is Hhat Beinj adive qeeds dipe f lure, unJdtereg qeedinj. Do rudes, no 
hodginj Bakp. Wust me ang the musik, joinj aBsodutedw mentad.

bhat's Hhen I slot him throujh the dasers f this Jt as Bdope throHinj 
shales near the sleapers. Greags !winj as he moves, muskdes straininj 
ajainst his vest, spin jdeaminj unger the stroBes. Eaw he's gankinj, add 
!uig jrake, has mw heart joinj mentad.

Memma katkhes me starinj, her mag kurds !winj everwHhere as she 
qoddoHs mw jaNe. 'Mo on thenO' she shouts in mw ear Hith a pnoHinj 
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jrin. 'I'm oy to mape shalesO' bhen she's jone, sHaddoHeg ul Bw the 
heavinj masses.

I qoddoH him to the khiddfout room, Hhere he's settdeg in a korner, 
eLlertdw roddinj a sldiy. ?l kdose he's even Jtter f add hijh kheepBones 
ang qudd dils, those greags tieg Bakp noH. ce katkhes me doopinj ang 
smides, this ganjerous jrin that joes rijht throujh me.

DeLt thinj I pnoH, he's lushinj oy the Hadd, kuttinj throujh the 
skattereg Bogies dipe he oHns the ldake. zdiges onto the kushions neLt 
to me, luddinj out some bijer -adm. I'm tidtinj mw heag Bakp eajer 
as anwthinj, his Jnjers on mw spin seng shivers goHn mw sline as he 
rumBdes in mw ear, 'Dame's FdeL.'

'zteve,' I manaje, !ikpinj mw dijhter. bhe !ame katkhes his qake Tust 
rijht, ang Bdoogw hedd f that thirg lidd's hittinj noH. zHear I kan qeed 
mw spudd jdoHinj qrom the insige.

cis Jnjertils traid goHn mw Bakp as he deans in kdose. 'Mot somef
thinj Better qor wou to sukp on,' he lurrs, dils jhostinj the korner oq 
mw mouth.

I'm rushinj oy mw tits, But then I slot Shris joinj mentad on the 
ganke !oor, ang mw stomakh grols dipe a stone. -est mate sinke skhood, 
pnoHs everwthinj aBout me eLkelt this Bit. -ut then FdeL's hang sdiges 
ul mw thijh, senginj edektrikitw throujh everw inkh oq me, ang I thinp, 
qukp it. Srash mw mouth to his ang the Harehouse, the musik, Shris, 
add oq it Tust... turns to smope in the dasers.

Ee're joinj at it lroler Jdthw, his hangs everwHhere, Hhen Mem 
allears in a kdoug oq jditter, Havinj another lidd. '5ast oneO' she 
sVueads. '5et's BdoH the rooq oy this ldakeO'

DeLt thinj I pnoH she's grajjinj me oy, the lidd adreagw gissodvinj 
on mw tonjue. Satkh one dast doop at FdeL Beqore he gisallears dipe 
smope in the dasers. Mutteg, But that's hoH it joes sometimes, innit6
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Uest oq the nijht's lure majik. Wust riginj that dast lidd, hangs ul 
reakhinj qor them stroBes, sHeat !winj oy mw hair as I staml aBout 
dipe a nutter. San't qeed mw qeet anwmore, kan't qeed nothinj eLkelt the 
musik ludsinj throujh everw kedd. -ropen jdass krunkhinj unger mw 
trainers, But I koudgn't jive a toss. Mot Memma neLt to me, Both oq us 
skreaminj adonj to some tune, jrinninj dipe He've dost the ldot.

bhe sunrise hits us dipe a sdal Hhen He Jnaddw stumBde out. 5onf
gon's jot this Heirg Beautw at gaHn f add Vuiet streets ang morninj 
mist, dipe the Hhode kitw's kominj goHn Hith us. bhe spw's jone this 
mentad shage oq linp, mapinj everwthinj doop soqt roung the egjes. 
Fir's lroler sharl aqter that sHeatw Harehouse, has us luddinj our 
Takpets tijht ang huggdinj tojether dipe lenjuins.

Dijht Bus is rammeg Hith ravers, everwone jot that thousangfwarg 
stare. ztreetdijhts deavinj jodg traids throujh the HingoHs Hhide 5aida's 
stidd joinj at it Hith her jdoHstikps. 4w TaH's akhinj somethinj khronf
ik, ang them tides on the Bus !oor are startinj to Breathe.

-w the time He mape it Bakp to mine ang Shris's !at, the komef
goHn's kreelinj in dipe a Bastarg. 5aida's Bounkinj aBout dipe she's 
mage oq ruBBer, her Bdonge lijtaids !winj everwHhere, stidd qudd oq 
Beans. Shris is traidinj aqter her dipe some dovesikp lullw as thew 
gisallear into his room.

4e ang Mem eng ul slraHdeg on the soqa, mw Bogw qeedinj dipe it's 
mage oq konkrete. 

'Uodd us a sldiy then,' she gemangs, nogginj at the Bakkw tin. I 
jrumBde But mw Jnjers are adreagw movinj. bedd her aBout FdeL Hhide 
I'm at it, the Jt Bdope I Has snojjinj.
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'-doogw hedd, zteveO' she daujhs. 'Yaddinj arse over tit qor anwthinj 
Hith a ludseO'

I Tust shruj, joinj reg. 'Ehat kan I saw6 bHentwftHo, qree ang sinjde. 
Wust ldawinj the Jedg, Jjurinj out Hhat I dipe.' Mive her a kheepw Hinp. 
'RVuad ollortunities, that's me.'

zhe Tust smirps, nikpinj the sldiy. '5ukpw Shris gign't katkh wou 
thoujh. San wou imajine6 ce'g have a lroler mareO'

Ee krakp ul at that, them manik komegoHn jijjdes. bhat's Hhat I 
dove aBout Mem f she Tust jets it. Mets me. 

4bC's on in Bakpjroung, ang I'm jettinj Hedd dost in that 5osinj 
4w Uedijion vigeo. 5aida's hijhflitkheg jijjdinj Jdters throujh the 
Hadd Hhide me ang Mem lass the Toint Bakp ang qorth, her hair tikpdinj 
mw qake, stidd smeddinj oq vanidda even aqter add that sHeatinj. bhe Heeg's 
goinj its ToB, meddoHinj out that komegoHn egje Hhen Mem Breaps 
the sidenke.

'Mutteg I kan't kome to Portujad,' she sijhs. 'Eoudg've Been mentad.'
'Soudg've kauseg add sorts oq trouBde,' I ajree, trwinj not to shoH 

hoH mukh I Hish she Has kominj. bhree Heeps in the Fdjarve Hithout 
mw Mem. '=ou in that tinw Bipini...'

zhe shoves me, jrinninj. '=ou'dd have a rijht daujh Hithout me. 
ProBaBdw ludd some Jt Portujuese Birg... or Bdope.'

'4awBe,' I saw soqt, tukpinj her hair Behing her ear. '-ut thew Hon't 
Be wou, Hidd thew6'

zomethinj shiqts in her ewes then, somethinj that koudg khanje 
everwthinj. -ut I ain't reagw qor that. Dot wet.

zo I Tust dean in, pissinj her jentde. Ee jet dost in it qor a Bit, Hhide 
4ikhaed ztile goes his tortureg artist thinj in the Bakpjroung. 4awBe 
Portujad's eLaktdw Hhat I neeg f sort mw heag out, Jjure out Hhat I 
Hant. Eho I Hant.
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-ut that's tomorroH's lroBdem. Uijht noH, I'm hallw Tust Beinj 
here Hith her, kominj goHn easw Hhide the sun komes ul outsige.



Chapter 2
Yellow 
Sunshine

S tepping into Hugo's is like falling through the looking glass. Dark 
wood, cosy booths, and British accents - place is rammed with 

sunburnt expats trying to make it feel like home here in the Algarve.
The buzz is already mental when this three-piece band struts on-

stage. They launch straight in, and fuck me - I can't take my eyes oP 
the tall drink of water up front. Rroper Nt in his knackered Camones 
tee and cowboy boots, and this voice that's got me sitting up straight 
like I've been shocked.

!early chuck my snakebite down my front when he catches my 
eye mid-song, giving it this proper smouldering look that cuts right 
through all the screaming birds down front. jhristW Ceckon I'll have 
scorch marks on my Means after that.

He's bloody mesmerising. His Nngers dancing over the guitar 
strings, hips swaying to the beat. Then the cocky bastard launches 
into 'The Ohole of the Loon' like he's leading an army into battle. 
Rointing and winking, working the crowd - some of the girls look ready 
to pass out.

Rroper gutted when it's over. But he shoots me this sly nod and 
wink as he hops oP stage, cutting through his fan club like it's nothing. 
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And I'm Must standing there, heart going mental through my shirt, 
trying to get one last look at that leather Macket before he vanishes. 
jhris and Faila are on about leaving, but I can't move. !ot yet.

Fast orders is done, and jhris is oP his face, inviting every bugger 
and their mother back to his uncle's. I spot him by the bar - our rock 
star from earlier - chatting with the barman. His shirt rides up as he 
grabs the te?uila bottle, 1ashing tanned skin that makes my throat go 
dry.

!ext thing I know, he's sauntered over to fall in step with me and 
jhris, 1ashing this killer grin. The sort that's probably left a trail of 
swooning girls across continents.

'0ack,' he says, cool as you like. I Must about manage to stutter out 
my name before he's turned those baby blues on the Nt little brunette 
dangling oP his arm. 'And what might your name be, love2'

'LandyW' She's practically gagging for it. But he's already oP, wink-
ing like a right charmer. 'Sarah, was it2' She's giggling, insisting that 
it's Landy, honestlyW But she couldn't give two shits what he calls her, 
long as he keeps laying on that accent.

'And which rainy corner of dear old Blighty do you hail from, 
darlin'2' Landy's Must getting into her whole life story, when this gaggle 
of shrieking birds comes tumbling out a side street, nearly taking us 
all out. Ene of them waving her heels about, going on how they'd 
thought Landy was lost for good.

'Oe were about to call the 1ying s?uad, LandsW'
0ack shoots me a 'get a load of this' look, leaning in close to mutter, 

'Ceckon these might be the rest of the jardiP hen party, eh2' But he 
keeps one big paw resting proper possessive on Landy's lower back, 
steadying her on her wobbling pins. Smooth bastard.
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Oe come crashing through the door of the 1at like a proper tidal 
wave, jhris already bounding over to get some rave tunes shaking 
the foundations. 0ack makes straight for the kitchen, banging down 
shots like they're going out of fashion. I get stuck chopping lemons 
while this lot go absolutely spare. It's way past Yam and the noise 
level's creeping up to 'police intervention' territory. 0ack's loving it, 
course - holding court in the middle of the chaos, soaking up all that 
dazzled female attention. He's got his tongue halfway down Landy's 
top, making a right show of the salt before he downs another shot, and 
the girls are Must losing their minds over it.

I'm gagging for a smoke, desperate for a breather from the madness 
inside.

0ack perks up like a meerkat, grinning. 'I'll come with you, mateW 
jould murder a ciggie myself. There's a shop by the all-night petrol 
station.' He plants this messy kiss on Landy's 1ushed cheek. '3eep my 
seat warm, LandsW'

jan still hear the girls cackling as we stumble out into the warm 
night. Door slams behind us and thank fuck for that - my ears are 
ringing something chronic. 0ust us now, walking down the cobbles 
under the orange glow of the streetlights.

I'm sneaking little looks at 0ack, trying to suss him out now we're 
away from his fan club. 'jheers for coming with,' I say, trying to play 
it cool but my heart's going like the clappers. 'Thought I was going to 
go proper mental in there, tell you the truth.'

0ack 1ashes me a grin, running a hand through that messy hair of 
his. 'Ah, I was dying for a chance to stretch me legsW That Landy's a 
clingy one - would've had me in a chokehold all night if I hadn't done 
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a runner.' He mimes being strangled, tongue lolling out like a proper 
nutter. 4ets a right laugh out of me.

Then those baby blues are pinning me in place, intense as anything. 
'So, you're a southern boy, eh2 Ohereabouts you from then2'

'Surrey,' I reply, trying to keep my voice steady. '4uildford way. 
5ou2'

'Fiverpool lad, me. But I haven't seen that corner of paradise in 
donkey's years. Been living out here a couple years now, and before 
that, I was in FA for a bit.'

'And how's the Algarve life treating you2' I aim for breezy, even as 
my heart's doing double-time in my chest.

He shrugs, scu>ng the toe of one battered cowboy boot on the 
pavement. 'jan't complain, I suppose. Beats going back to Blighty, 
don't it2'

'Too right, mate. And FA, though2 Bet that was a trip and a halfW'
'Bloody madhouse. 9veryone's on the make, aren't they2 Ceal cut-

throat, the entertainment game. qelt like a little guppy swimming with 
them sharks out there.' 

'Ah, but you've got the chops, 0ackW' I insist, stretching the truth 
like taPy. 'That voice of yours2 And the way you work a crowd2 Lagic, 
mate. Rure magic.'

'Fisten to you, little charmerW' He's laughing now. '!ah, I thought 
I had what it took to be a contender once upon a time. Had these daft 
notions of selling out Oembley, being the next Bowie or something2 
Been singing my heart out since I was a wee nipper. I have. But my dad, 
salt of the earth type... he always said I ought to keep my expectations 
low.  I mean, the stuP I play at Hugo's, it isn't exactly Ryramid Stage 
material, is it2 But you know how it is - punters want what they want, 
eh2 A man's gotta eatW' He cuts me this signiNcant look then, head 
tilted. 'I reckon you're a bit of a musician yourself, though. Saw you 
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vibing to a couple of our numbers. Takes one to know one, and all 
that.'

'Too right,' I reply, 1ashing him the Caver Salute with a cheeky grin. 
'Them electronic choons especially. I'm mad for it, mate.'

'Should've guessed from the getup, shouldn't I2' 0ack snorts, eyeing 
me up and down like I'm glowing in the dark. '5ou're a little raver 
through and through. 5ou are. jlocked your sort, coming from a mile 
oPW'

I shrug, sheepish. ScuP my battered !ikes on the cobbles. 'Ah, but 
I've got wide-ranging tastes, I haveW !ot Must the old boots and cats, 
y'know.'

'Eh aye, I'm a man of eclectic interests myself,' he agrees, easy as 
you like. '4ot into grunge and all that when I was out in the States. 
qirst time I heard '!evermind', it was like a bloody bomb going oP in 
my brainW 5ou know !irvana, yeah2 3urt jobain's a bleeding genius, 
swear down. Lark my words, that lad's got a long and bright future 
ahead of him. 4runge is the real deal - your Ludhoneys, Lolly Reach-
es, all that lot. I could bang on about the Seattle sound 'til the cows 
come home, truth be told...'

'I know !irvana, 'course,' I admit, 'but you've lost me with the 
others.'

'AhW 5ou're missing outW' 0ack cries, clapping me on the shoulder. 
The brief touch sears me through my thin t-shirt, sparking up my 
nerve endings. 'Seminal stuP, that is. Tell you what, I'll educate you 
while you're out here. Broaden them musical horizons of yours. qancy 
popping round mine sometime for a grunge crash course2 How long 
you here then2'

'Three weeks,' I reply. '0ust touched down yesterday.'
'Sweet, we have plenty of time then,' he suggests breezy.
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I'm nodding like a nutter, trying to get my head straight. But I can't 
stop staring at the way his hips move as he walks ahead of me, those 
tight Means showing oP every bit of his arse. Then he turns to push 
some branches out of the way, and watching his muscles shift under 
his shirt makes my mouth go dead dry. And Must my luck, that's when 
he looks back over his shoulder - catches me right in the act of checking 
him out. But he Must smirks, cocky git that he is. Fike he's well used to 
leaving a trail of lovesick girls and lads wherever he goes.

'5eah,' he goes on, 'for now I'm Must killing time in this sunny 
paradise, ain't I2 Oaiting to see where life takes me next. !ot giving 
up yet, mind. Still got big dreams, me.'

'I get that,' I stammer, my heart proper going for it the way he's 
eyeing me up. 

Oe get to the petrol station, the 1uorescent lights making every-
thing look brutal.

0ack spins round to face me, grabs my shoulders, and fuck me - 
wasn't ready for that. 'So what about you then2 Ohat's the big dream 
hiding in that handsome head of yours2'

I Must stand there like a plonker, mouth opening and closing before 
I shrug. 'Dunno, really. I...I'm not sure, to be honest.'

His grip on my shoulders gets tighter and his eyes go all Nerce. 'Ei, 
don't waste your youth arsing about, mateW' he growls, giving me a 
little shake. '4et out there and grab life by the balls, you hear2'

He laughs, s?ueezing my arms in a way that goes straight to my dick. 
'Fisten to me, sounding like some wise old manW I'll be going grey soon 
at this rate. Already racing through my ?Gs, ain't IW'

I stare at him, letting out this weird little laugh. 'Oait, how old are 
you, actually2'

'?Y, if you must know. Ancient, eh2' He wiggles his eyebrows, 
looking a bit manic.
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'Rractically one foot in the grave, grandadW' I give it back, trying to 
keep it light even though my head's spinning with the numbers. ?Y to 
my YY... bit mad, that. 

Oe both laugh, but it's well awkward, like we've run out of words. 
The bright shop lights can't come ?uick enough - and I can still feel 
his eyes on me as I walk inside.

qlat hits us like a proper rave - Faila's lost the plot to '4roove is in the 
Heart', doing one in the lounge like she's at Linistry. jhris is giving it 
large from the couch, whistling Nt to wake the dead. I grab a couple of 
tinnies from the fridge, chuck one to 0ack, then crash next to jhris.

jourse, it takes about two seconds for Landy to be all over 0ack 
again. Oatching him suck her face has my Maw clenched so tight my 
teeth hurt. Then he looks up and catches my eye - gives me this 
proper intense look that goes right through me. I whip my head away 
sharpish, necking my lager like it's water. But I can feel him watching 
me while Landy's grinding on his lap. qucking hell.

Cest of the night's a blur of me getting more wound up by the 
minute while everyone's having it large around me. Then 0ack's trying 
to peel himself oP Landy who's wrapped round him like ivy. Says he's 
got to head oP, all his groupies giggling as they stumble for the door.

Ly stomach drops watching them go. jan't bear him Must disap-
pearing after getting me all worked up like this. qollow them to the 
door like some desperate twat, trying to look casual while 0ack throws 
me one last killer smile over his shoulder. 'jheers for a top night,' he 
goes, voice all rough. 'jatch you on the 1ip side, eh2'

And Must like that, with a wink and that cocky grin, he's gone - back 
to his 1ock of birds as they all stumble down the stairs, shrieking with 
laughter. I'm left propped against the doorframe like a right muppet, 
trying to get one last look before he disappears. 9ven after I can't hear 



OHEF9 Eq TH9 LEE! T9AS9C KA

them anymore, I'm still standing there staring into the dark like a 
complete bellend.


