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The mosh pit had just begun to circle as the fourth song of the set started being played. As the growling vocalist started his portion of the song, chaos erupted. While no one was looking to genuinely hurt one another, there were still a few people in the pit that hit each other a little too hard.

I couldn’t help but chuckle as I sat at the table that was set up to sell the band’s merchandise. Not the most glamorous thing to do, but I was a true fan of their work. Artistic expression meant the world to me, so when they let me volunteer to run this for them, I couldn’t help but nearly piss myself from excitement.

While I wasn’t even getting a cut of the profits, that didn’t matter to me. They said I’d be able to hang out with them after the show and that was cool enough for me. The crowd continued to get wilder. Guys were starting to pick fights with one another and some of the women were flashing their breasts. I wasn’t exactly going to complain about either of those things.

The adrenaline was half the fun of being at a concert like this. Under the autumn sun, the weather wasn’t even that bad. All in all, today was a pretty nice day to be a fangirl.

I helped the occasional customer and by the time the band decided to wrap up, I was ready to have a break from the swarm of people. Plenty of the people mistook me for someone that actually worked with the band, but that didn’t bother me! Hell, if anyone thought I was even remotely worthy of being associated with the band, I’d happily take that as a compliment.

After the set started getting taken down, the bass player approached me and called out quietly, “Maxine?”

His soft, feminine voice made the hair on the back of my neck stand up. Justin was such a cute guy, but everyone knew he was gay. That wasn’t an issue, but even though I had a cock, he still wouldn’t probably give me the time of day. Being trans made that a little difficult.

“What can I help you with?” I asked.

He smiled and brushed his bright green bangs behind his ear, “Well, I was hoping that you would come with us to grab a bite to eat? After, the guys wanted to explore an abandoned warehouse. Don’t tell them this, but I did go ahead and clear it with the local authorities. They like to pretend their some rebels, but I like to make sure we don’t go to jail. Even I wouldn’t appreciate all the sex I’d get there.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at his comment, “Yeah, I’d love to go. I mean, who wouldn’t?”

“You’d be surprised at how many people just show up for the sake of showing up. It’s nice to have someone that actually appreciates us,” he said.

“I’ve been listening to your band since you started. I got hooked when you covered Down with the Sickness,” I mumbled.

He giggled and reached back to fix his ponytail, “Everyone starts somewhere. Anyway, if you wouldn’t mind, you would be riding with another fan. She’s a little on the starstruck side, but I think you can handle that, can’t you?”

I nodded, “Yeah, just point me to her.”

Justin took that literally. He pointed to a skinny redhead girl who looked so out of place at a concert like this.

“You mean the chick that looks like a librarian?” I asked.

“Yeah, that one. She’s apparently into Bret, I don’t think he’s that into her, but he’s a sweetie. Don’t tell him I told you that!” he chirped.

A smile crossed my lips, “You know, it’s nice to know that the people I’ve been following all this time have good hearts.”

He blushed and nodded, “Well, I’m going to go meet up with the guys. Riley knows where we’re going, talk to you again soon.”

I joined up with Riley and smiled warmly at her, “Isn’t this fucking exciting?”

“I mean, I think it’ll be great to do a piece on the lifestyle of a modern metal band,” she said.

“You mean, like, art?”

Riley shook her head, “I’m a blogger. Yes, that’s a real job and if you try to tell me it isn’t, we’re going to have problems.”

I lifted my hands defensively, “Easy now, I didn’t even say anything bad about it.”

“You look like the kind that would,” she quipped.

Well, she certainly didn’t have much of a party vibe to her. If the band was willing to bring her along, they had to have some kind of reasoning. I’d just have to trust that they didn’t pick the most boring woman out there to join us. Tonight was supposed to be a wild night of partying and possibly fucking.

I loved their vocalist, Mandy. She had some spunk to her, that’s for sure. Then again, from all accounts, she was actually married but kept that under wraps to keep herself more appealing to the crowd. Sex sells. As much as I hated to admit it, her ass was most of the reason I even started following this band.

Still, even if nothing happened, this seemed like the kind of group I could enjoy!

“Let’s just keep from killing one another, alright? I’m trying to enjoy my time here. It’s not every day that you get to meet your heroes,” I said.

“I don’t know if you’re being serious or not. I mean, you probably don’t even know the name of their first album,” she scoffed.

I rolled my eyes, “Thorned Fury, twenty-sixteen. Eleven tracks, twelve if you include the acoustic version of Pain and Pleasure.”

She smiled at me, “Well, at least you know your facts. I just can’t imagine someone that wasn’t able to buy a ticket being a real fan.”

One of the band members must have told her about my situation. I couldn’t afford the tickets, sure, but that didn’t stop me from coming out and supporting them how I could. Money was tight, but they played throughout our state and I’d much rather be able to help when they’d let me. Granted, this was the first time the band had agreed to let me actually help.

But at least they were able to remember my name now.

“So what? Just because I’m not rolling in cash doesn’t mean I’m not a fan,” I snarled.

Riley shrugged her shoulders, “No need to make this a pissing contest I guess. Let’s go before they start wondering if we’re going to bail on them.”

I didn’t bother responding to her. She was just here for the blog post, not like she was really going to be able to keep up with me when it came to being a real fan. Usually, I wouldn’t have been so damn irritated about someone like her. But they invited her to come to hang out with them as well. While it wasn’t all too uncommon for them to be polite, very few people could say that they’ve been able to hang out with them after the shows.

We made it to the restaurant and ordered our food. The band hadn’t arrived yet, but they were probably still having to get everything packed up. As popular as they were, they still only had a niche group of followers. The curious metal mixed with pop style they had was amazing, but not everyone thought so highly of it.

It was a little embarrassing to only be able to order a tiny meal, but Riley didn’t mention it. I guess her one stab at my financial situation was enough for her to get her point across.

Riley tapped her fingers and mumbled, “Think they’re coming?”

“I can’t imagine why they wouldn’t. So, aside from blogging, what do you do?” I asked.

“Honestly, I don’t do a whole lot. I try to find interesting bands that will accept an interview. Mostly upstarts, that’s kind of what I cover. New music equipment and new bands.”

I smiled, “Sounds like a good passion to pursue. If I had any musical capabilities, I’d love to play. I’ve tried to learn the guitar and drums, but that didn’t work out so well for me.”

“People don’t seem to understand how difficult it is to actually be able to play. Especially if you’re playing with any level of skill,” she said.

“That’s so damn true. It’s why I think people dissing Justin for being the bassist is so fucking stupid. He’s still good, he still adds to the band, and hell, it’s nice to hear him interact with fans. He’s got a heart of gold,” I said.

“And a sick sense of style,” she added.

A chuckle escaped me and she added, “What?”

I waved a hand at her, “It’s funny. Like, twenty minutes ago I was thinking about punching you. I’m kind of warming up to you now, but don’t push it.”

“Same goes for you, blondie,” she said jokingly.

Justin’s vibrant hair caught my eye and he smiled and hurried over to us, “The others are on their way. Sorry about the hold-up, they uh, wanted to celebrate a little.”

Riley piped up, “Drugs?”

“God, no! We’re clean on that front. It’s their business, not mine, so I’m not spilling those beans,” he said.

I smiled and had a pretty good idea of what he was talking about. It wasn’t exactly a secret that Titus, the lead guitarist, and Victoria, the drummer, were pretty intimate. Just goes to show what Riley knew about the band outside of what she could find online.

The other three joined us and the waitress hurried back over to take their order. Once she was gone, Mandy let out a long groan, “You guys have no idea how desperate I am for a burger right about now.”

Justin shrugged, “I went for the salad, I don’t trust burgers I don’t make.”

“Man, the only beef you take is up the ass, you don’t have to be ashamed about being a vegetarian, dude,” Titus said.

As Justin’s cheeks lit up, Victoria gave Titus a weak punch on the shoulder, “Could you at least try to be a little mindful? That’s my little brother you’re fucking with.”

“Adopted,” Titus quipped.

Mandy laughed, “You guys are all family to me. Blood only goes so far.”

Justin looked at me and pouted his lower lip out, “They’re teaming up on the little guy.”

“That they are,” Riley said.

I glanced at her and then looked back to Justin, “I’d like to think that it’s a good thing. If your friends didn’t tease you a little, how close can you really be?”

Titus laughed and nodded, “Like Max here, the bitch has a bigger dick than I do. I’m not going to pretend why I don’t understand why Justin is so scared of your tits when he’d love that cock.”

“Whoa, man, a little chill,” I mumbled.

Mandy glared at Titus, “Enough sexual shit, man, we’re here to enjoy dinner and have a good time. Besides, no clue what Riley’s going to throw on the internet about us.”

“Nothing bad, I promise. The things we went over in the formal interview will go up. After that, I’m just going to rate my experience with you guys. That’s kind of a perk for me because it shows my fans that I really do enjoy this scene,” she said.

The fact that she had to even mention that last part made me question just how into their music she really was. This seemed more like a job for her than anything else.

“Glad to hear it. Oh, shit, look out, here comes the food!” Mandy said excitedly as the waitress started putting plates on the table.

“I’ll be back in a second with the rest,” the waitress said.

Once we all got our meals, the chatter died down for the most part. Justin tapped me with his foot under the table and smiled at me, then nodded at Riley. I shrugged my shoulders. He rolled his eyes and glanced around before sliding one finger into a hole he made with the other hand. I chuckled and when people looked at me, I mumbled, “Sorry, I got reminded of something funny.”

“Oh, speaking of funny, I saw this cat picture you would have loved earlier,” Victoria said to Justin. She grabbed her phone and started searching for a photo.

The rest of the dinner passed uneventfully, but I couldn’t help but wonder what exactly Justin was getting at a minute ago. I mean, of course, he was insinuating that I fuck Riley or something along those lines, but why did he even feel the need to bring that up?

Once everyone finished eating, Mandy called for the waitress and covered the entire bill. Before I could even protest, she sent the waitress on her way, “No way in hell I’d let you pay for your dinner. You helped out at the booth, from what I heard, you made a huge difference. Wait times were never more than two minutes, that’s not bad at all.”

I shrugged my shoulders apathetically. Riley patted my knee, “No, really, that’s pretty good. I’ve been to plenty of concerts and hate when the lines take long. It really makes the band look bad. Of course, it’s not like they are running the booth personally, but sometimes fans don’t seem to understand the difference.”

Titus slammed his hand onto the table, “Okay, enough bullshitting. I want to check out that warehouse. I’ve heard that they’ve got a killer setup in there. Graffiti is supposed to look sick as hell in there and I’m hyped to see that shit.”

He got up from the table and we followed suit. I didn’t know what was supposed to be so impressive about the warehouse, but I wasn’t going to stay behind if they were actually okay with me coming along. Maybe it was out of pity, but I didn’t want to think about that being a real option.

I rode with Riley again and Justin joined us this time. She called out, “We’re turning right here?”

“Yeah, right up there. The place that looks like it’s straight out of a horror movie,” Justin said.

He was a sweetheart, truly, and while he was physically my type, I couldn’t even imagine him being under me. Riley on the other hand, I couldn’t deny that she looked pretty damn good. I just didn’t like how inferior she tried to make me feel. Maybe it was just her way of coping with new people? Who knew?

Once she pulled up to the place, she turned off the car and let out a quiet sigh, “Let’s just hope this place isn’t a shit hole.”

I got out of the car and waited for them before we walked to the entrance. Titus was already opening a side door, “Nice of you guys to show up.”

“You drive like a maniac,” Riley said.

“You drive like a granny,” Titus retorted.

Justin giggled and stood beside me, “I’m just glad no one got in a wreck.”

“You worry too much,” Victoria said as she strode past us to get inside the door Titus opened.

We followed her inside and it wasn’t much more than to be expected. There were a few barrels on the inside that looked like they were used to hold firewood or something similar. While it wasn’t elegant, it did look like a sizable crowd could gather here and throw a party.

Titus sighed, “This place is pretty lame.”

Mandy called out, “You were the one that wanted to check it out. Go get the sound bar and we’ll throw on some music and have a little fun.”

Justin chirped, “I’ll get it.”

Once he hurried out of the warehouse, Riley walked to my side and whispered, “Not exactly what I’d consider a rocker’s wet dream.”

“I’m sure you know all about wet dreams,” I teased.

“What’s that supposed to mean?” she asked.

I shrugged, “I really didn’t mean anything about it. I just felt like making a sex joke. Do they ever really need to be explained?”

She chuckled, “No, I guess they don’t.”

Justin came back in and handed Mandy the soundbar. Before long, she was playing a playlist of music that I’d heard, but it wasn’t their stuff. Made sense, even if they were damn good, it would probably be strange to listen to your own music.

Victoria called out, “Anyone want to drink with me?”

Titus and Mandy headed over to her, but I wasn’t quite sure I wanted to get drunk. Riley definitely couldn’t, she still had to drive me back to where the concert was held to drop me off at my car. Justin just didn’t seem to be the type to enjoy booze.

“Fine, party poopers,” Victoria grumbled.

“Hey, hey, I’m all about a party, but I’ve got to drive later,” I said.

Riley nodded, “Yeah, as much as I’d love to get wasted with you, I don’t think it would be taken well by my copilot here.”

Before long, the ones drinking were pretty toasted and Justin had to constantly run around and make sure they were okay. It was sweet to see him so concerned. I hated to admit that I looked up to him. Not because of anything he was doing that I didn’t agree with, but I just didn’t have anyone in my life that I could honestly feel like I could nurture.

Music was all I had to keep me company these days.

Riley nudged my side and spoke softly, “Would you be willing to do an interview with me?”

“Maybe? Why?” I asked.

“Because they’re plastered and I’m not going to really get much out of them. Not to be that girl, but they’re kind of a disappointment on the party front,” she said.

I chuckled, “I wouldn’t know, I don’t really go out all that much.”

“So what about this band makes you feel so devoted to them?” she asked.

It took me a second to think of a decent answer that wasn’t bullshit, “Honestly, it’s how genuine they seem to be as people. A lot of bands put on a front and you can never know what’s going on behind the scenes because it’s probably horrible. Mandy is a strong leader, Titus is a bit of a bad boy, but he’s got a good heart. Victoria cares about Justin, but not enough to smother him. And Justin is just kind of along for the ride, doing everything he can to be supportive and getting very little credit. But that’s okay for him, I guess. He seems happy.”

She smiled and nodded, “That makes perfect sense to me. So, does seeing them like this change anything for you?”

“Not at all, they’re still doing the same things I would expect them to. Honestly, that makes me feel better about what my gut told me about them. I feel like they’re the kind of people I could see myself getting along with.”

“And if that meant you had to deal with someone like me?” she asked.

The question didn’t seem related to them at all, but I figured I’d humor her. “Well, I’m sure we’d eventually butter up to people. If nothing else, I’m sure I could eventually get you to call me sexy,” I teased.

“Oh, that’s something I could do now, sexy. I just don’t know how appropriate it is for a stranger to do something along those lines,” she said.

I chuckled at her willingness to let loose a little. Maybe she wasn’t such a stickler after all. “We’re not complete strangers. We share a mutual interest in music, even if I’m not sure that you’re a real fan of this band. You still push for bands in general to be recognized.”

“That I do. But I’m not sure if that justifies being able to tell you that I think you’ve got the most beautiful eyes I’ve ever seen,” she purred.

That caught me a little off guard. The sexy comment I could imagine being a joke, but that felt like it was much less forced. “Uh, well, I mean. Thanks? I don’t know what I should say to you?”

She glanced over at the others. Titus had passed out, Victoria was snuggling up to him as if preparing to join him. Mandy was propped up against a wall talking to Justin. It sounded emotional and I could see that she was crying, but with how calm Justin seemed, I could guess it was about her missing her boyfriend.

I turned back to face her. Riley had taken a step closer to me. Before I could even register what happened, she pressed her lips to mine. My immediate reaction was to run, but I held firm. If this was some kind of test, I wasn’t going to let this random chick made me look like a bitch in front of my favorite band.

Her tongue pressed against my lips and her hands slid down to my waist. After a moment to recover, I put my hands on her ass and pulled her into me. Instead of letting her explore my mouth, I pushed into her mouth and ground my hips into hers. There was no way in hell I was going to let this little poser try and make me her bitch.

She let out a soft moan and pressed herself against me as tightly as she could. A few seconds turned into almost a minute of making out with Riley. I didn’t know what got into her, but my cock was hard in my panties because of it. I didn’t want to question a good thing.

Riley broke the kiss and whispered quietly, “I want you.”

“Right here?” I asked.

“Not in front of them, we can go to my car,” she said.

I chuckled and slid my hand into the back of her jeans and cupped her ass, “Sounds like you’re not afraid of being seen taking my cock.”

She bit her lip and let out a quiet moan before pulling away from me. Riley started towards the exit and called out quietly to Justin, “We’ll be back soon.”

He waved at us and I hurried to follow her. There was nothing I could imagine making this night much better. Even if the band didn’t know how to party, Riley was surely going to make up for that. My opinion of the band members hadn’t changed and I wouldn’t have done anything else differently tonight if I could have.

Riley unlocked her car and opened the back door of her car and started tossing things from the seat into the floorboard. While she was bent over, I put my hands on her hips and ground my thick bulge against her ass, “God damn, I can’t believe we’re actually doing this.”

“You better not disappoint me, Maxine,” she said.

I froze, “How do you know my full name? No one knows my full name.”

Now that the seat was clear, she looked back at me and spoke firmly, “Either you fuck me and I’ll tell you or you fuck off so I can just get myself off.”

“That’s fine. Just don’t think I’m going to forget,” I mumbled. She chuckled and shrugged her shoulders as if my concerns were of no importance. There was something off about her and up to this point, I wasn’t sure what it was. Now, she’d given me a clue, but I couldn’t pretend that I wasn’t interested in being inside her. If I would get my answers after we fucked, that was all I could really ask for.

She dove into the car and got on her back on the seat. Riley worked her pants down her legs and then spoke softly, “Doggy or on my back?”

“On your back. I want to be able to see your face,” I said.

She chuckled and pulled her panties aside, “Then hurry up. I’m not known for being patient.”

I rolled my eyes and unzipped my pants so I could work my cock out of the front. It was a tight fit, these damn skinnies weren’t meant for a cock as thick as a can. As soon as she saw my girth she let out a low moan, “Fuck, that’s going to feel good.”

“You sure you can even take it?” I teased as I pulled her hips towards me. I leaned over her and pressed my cock against her entrance.

“Why are you so sure you won’t bust as soon as you feel how tight my pussy is?” she retorted.

I kept my gaze firmly fixed on her soft green eyes as I slid my cock into her folds. She wasn’t lying, she was tighter than most people I fucked. Then again, that wasn’t going to stop me from trying to make her swallow those words.

Even as half of my cock was swallowed by that warm set of lips, she didn’t even flinch. I couldn’t help but feel I might finally be in over my head when it came to my sexual prowess. Riley talked a big game, but damn, she was backing it up and I was loving every second of it.

As I got closer to my base, she finally let out a muffled groan and spoke softly, “It’s too big!”

“I’m sure you can handle it, you’re a big girl,” I taunted.

She glared at me and her hands fell onto my shoulders. Her nails dug into me and she growled, “Then fuck me hard. I’m not going to stroke your ego, Maxine. I’m sure you’d love it, but I’m only beneath you when I want your cock. Got it?”

I let out a quiet gasp as her nails dug deeper into my skin. For a second, I thought she would end up cutting me, but then they pulled away and she put her hands against the car door. Her hips rolled against mine and she forced my cock fully inside her, “I told you to fuck me!”

If that was the game she wanted to play, she’d get what she wanted. I put my right hand beside her head and held her waist with my left. Without even so much as a word, I started thrusting into her tight wetness. There was nothing nicer than having a woman that knew what she wanted from life.

Most of the chicks I’d been with, hell, even the dudes, were usually unsure as to if they even wanted me to touch them. They wanted to know if the rumors were true about my size, but that’s about it. My cock was a blessing and a curse, but Riley didn’t seem to suffer from that curse right now.

As I slammed into her harder, she screamed wildly and bucked her hips into mine. Each time my base was swallowed by her folds, I let out a quiet growl and before long, I couldn’t keep myself from finally devolving into the one thing I hated. A moaning whore.

Riley felt too good, the way she forced more of my cock into her with each motion, it was too perfect. I’d been with quite a few partners, but never one that was as experienced and sure of herself as Riley was.

Her fingernails dug into my back and she let out a low groan before muttering, “I’m going to cum!”

“F-Fucking hell, me too,” I whimpered.

“Don’t you fucking dare cum inside me!”

Her walls contracted around my cock and I felt a rush of her juices spray onto my pants. It took everything I had not to cum right then. Feeling her pussy squeezing and massaging my cock was the best thing I’d ever experienced.

Riley pulled her hips away from me and pushed me back out of the car. As I caught my balance, I was caught off guard by her mouth wrapping around the head of my cock. Her hand stroked my shaft quickly and she opened her jaw as far as she could and bobbed along the first few inches of my cock.

After having been brought so close already, it only took a few seconds before my knees went weak. I put my hand against the roof of her car as I let out a feminine moan. My cock throbbed with her mouth, but she didn’t even bother stopping. Her wet tongue dancing around the head of my cock almost made me pull away. The sensory overload was nothing but bliss, but a person could only handle so much.

When my cock stopped spurting its hot seed into her mouth, she stood up and pressed her lips to mine. She pushed my thick cum into my mouth and broke the kiss, “Now swallow it.”

The command didn’t even seem like I had a choice in the slightest. Not that I minded, she had me wrapped around her finger at this point. As strange as it was for me, I wasn’t going to pretend that I wasn’t loving having a woman dominate me, especially when she did that while taking my cock.

My cum was sweeter than salty, but that didn’t make it feel any less strange as I swallowed it. As soon as I did, her lips pressed against mine again and she ground her pussy against my cock. Those soaked panties that covered her mound felt great, but I didn’t think I could get hard again if my life depended on it. Riley was on a level so far beyond me in the bedroom. Whatever she did for a living, I couldn’t imagine it resulting in her being a ‘good girl’.

When she broke the kiss, she whispered, “How does nine an hour sound?”

“I-I’m not paying you to fuck me,” I mumbled.

“Good, because that’s not what I was offering. You’d be great at handling the customers at the concerts. If you want the job, all you have to do is say yes and make sure that cock only gets pulled out for me,” she said.

“I thought you were a blogger?” I asked.

She chuckled, “I write the occasional post on my website, but no, I’m a manager. Specifically, theirs.” Riley nodded towards the warehouse.

“Y-You mean I just…”

“Yeah, you fucked your boss. Well, soon to be boss. I can’t imagine you’d want to lose out on a piece of ass like mine,” she said and winked at me.

Even after she put her pants on and I straightened myself out, I couldn’t think more than three seconds in the future. I still didn’t know what the fuck to think, but a lot of things felt like they’d been hinted to me by the band before this. Then again, why should I worry about the things I didn’t notice before? Unless Riley was fucking with me, I’d just gotten myself a job and a girlfriend.

Music has a way of bringing like-minded people together… I just couldn’t believe my luck today.
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