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❧

When science nerd Alexandra Greyson agrees to drive her friend to Superlux Festival, she expects a night of EDM-induced headaches and very little fun. But when Europe’s most popular EDM duo, TRANSFORMO, debuts their MESMERIZING new song, she finds herself CHANGED by the music! Now, the BUSTY, DOE-EYED festival chick has backstage passes to meet the two LUSTY men - and she’s got only one thought in her EMPTY HEAD!


❧

As the lights of SuperLux Festival came into view, College Sophomore Gennifer Aldridge began to bounce excitedly. Her former roommate, Alexandra Greyson, sat quiet and still in the driver’s seat. Her hands were set at ten and two, her knuckles white. Gennifer turned to her friend, beaming.

“Are you excited?!”

Alexandra gave her a quick glance before turning her eyes back to the road. The parking lot stretched out before them, a massive gravel lot with no painted lines or parking attendant. Teenagers and twenty-somethings had parked theirs or their parents cars haphazardly, with more than half of them tailgating out of the back of open trunks. Alexandra stomped on the brakes as a drunken girl in a gaudy, highly un-PC Native American outfit came stumbling through the darkness, waving a red solo cup.

“SUPERLUX!” she shouted at the windshield in a voice so high and loud that Alexandra could hear it above the thumping bass of whichever EDM band was on stage. A buff guy came shooting out from between the cars and pounced on the drunk girl, wrapping her up in a huge hug from behind. The two of them stumbled away, laughing wildly, as Alexandra idled the car forward.

“Super excited,” said Alexandra, in a dry, sarcastic voice.

The two girls waited in line together. Gennifer had her hands up near her breasts, dancing slightly to the music. Alexandra kept both of hers on her purse strap, eyes vigilant. Everyone in the line, which stretched for about a quarter of a mile, was wearing either a Halloween costume, or a ridiculous slutty outfit. Behind her, she spotted a full group of dudes in Power Rangers costumes, holding up the line as they took selfies with girls wearing little more than booty shorts and tight bikini tops. A dude in a Darth Vader helmet and black bathing suit leapt out and began to fake duel with the Power Rangers. Everyone began to scream in mirth as a few girls in stripper clothing danced around them.

Alexandra shook her head, scooting up in the line, following Gennifer, who wore a “conservative” ensemble of a silver one-piece and matching sneakers, which would do better than heels in the uneven dirt of the large open-air concert park. As they neared the ticket turnstile, manned by two seriously unamused ticket attendants who could double as bouncers, Alexandra once again considered waiting in the car. Most of her classmates would have killed for tickets to SuperLux Festival. Now that Alexandra had seen it up close, she was more disinterested than ever.

But she’d promised Gennifer. Promised that she’d go with her, since her boyfriend had bailed the night before. Promised that she’d drive there and back, and stay sober both ways (no big deal there - Alexandra never touched alcohol, let alone drugs). In exchange, Gennifer had promised her $300.

Part of Alexandra wanted to turn down the money offer. Gennifer had been her roommate freshman year, and although the two couldn’t have been more different - Gennifer’s second home was the frat houses while Alexandra’s was the library - they got along just fine, and had even had some good heart-to-hearts. They lived apart their Sophomore year, but still kept in touch. They couldn’t rightly be called besties, but they were friends despite their differences.

And yet, Alexandra needed money. Her scholarship had fallen through right after her Sophomore year wrapped up. If she didn’t come up with a couple thousand dollars by the time summer break ended in two months, she would be out of Uni, her future in jeopardy. Graduating in three years had always been the plan. From there, she could move to some nerdy enclave and bury herself in lab work for the rest of her life. Gennifer, who came from money, wouldn’t miss the $300 dollars. Moreover, if Alexandra could re-enroll at Uni, she could probably live in the massive house Gennifer’s parents paid for. That’d mean ignoring the weekly keggers Gennifer would undoubtedly throw, but it was a small price to pay for free rent.

She needed the good karma from Gennifer as much as she needed the money. Which was why she was here, in a line of drunken frat boys and sorority sluts, waiting to get into a multi-stage EDM festival she had absolutely 0 interest in attending.

She handed her ticket to the attendant without a glance, then followed Gennifer into the mass of gyrating young people.

Gennifer had no interest in attending any of the acts on the smaller stages. Instead, she made straight for the main stage, which was currently playing pre-recorded filler music. Classic rock, Alexandra noted with a smile. That was her kind of music. She was an old soul. Gennifer frowned at the recorded track, shoving between people as she made her way to the front. The people she pushed by frowned at her, but smiled as they watched her backside. Alexandra noticed this and rolled her eyes. Her own outfit, a loose-fitting pair of pale jeans and a one-size-too-big t-shirt, wouldn’t earn her any glances. Which, she told herself, was just the way she liked it.

Gennifer was a woman on a mission. She cleared a path all the way to the front, where a small barricade kept her and Alexandra from the stage itself. Gennifer pushed herself up against it, then reached into her pocket, pulling out a small mirror to check her makeup. She offered it to Alexandra, who merely blinked. Gennifer laughed awkwardly, realizing that her former roommate probably had no need to gussy up. Wearing no makeup and doing nothing with your hair was easy that way.

“So,” Gennifer asked, trying to make conversation, “did you listen to those tracks I sent you?”

Alexandra nodded. “I checked out ‘Love For The Night’ and ‘Existence,’ as well as several of their Spanish songs.”

She made no comment on the quality of the tracks, which Gennifer understood to mean ‘not my style.’

“It’s actually ‘Love 4 tha night,’ and the other one’s called ‘Exiztrance,’” corrected Alexandra.

“Right,” said Alexandra indifferently, looking toward the stage. A few guys in black shirts were rolling out wires and moving some props around. Alexandra wondered how much set-up you really needed to bring two laptops out and press ‘play.’

“They’re supposed to be premiering a few new songs tonight,” said Gennifer.

“Cool,” replied Alexandra, in a tone that conveyed less-than-total interest.

“Do you know much about these guys?”

Alexandra turned slowly toward her friend and offered a conciliatory smile. “Yes. Diego and Mateo Romero, known as Transformo, are a duo from Spain, famous for popularizing a genre of music called Cambiarlo. It’s similar to EDM, but more, ahem, ‘spacey.’ They’ve won several awards in Europe and hit it big in the US this year for their track ‘Exiztrance.’ And my roommate from Freshman year is in love with both of them.”

Gennifer giggled. “You mean I’m in love with their music,” she said.

Alexandra raised an eyebrow. “Uh-huh. Which one of them was your phone background when we were living together Freshman year?”

Gennifer blushed slightly. “Oh, shut up.”

Alexandra laughed, leaning on the railing. Her ex-roommate reached into her pocket, pulling out a pack of gummy bears, and offered one to Alexandra. The girl declined, and watched Gennifer pop a few into her mouth. It was only then that Alexandra realized the gummy bears had been soaked in vodka overnight. Good thing I’m the designated driver, Alexandra thought to herself, pulling a bottle of water from out of her purse.

“I can’t believe you know so much about a band you don’t even like,” said Gennifer. “You’re such a nerd.”

Alexandra choked on her water slightly. She was used to hearing that word, as well as ‘geek,’ ‘bookworm,’ and every other variation that meant ‘virgin.’

“I am not,” Alexandra retorted weakly, “I just -“ Just what? Gennifer was right, of course, but she didn’t have to say it. As Alexandra continued to search for a better reply, the lights on stage went down, and the crowd began to cheer.

In all of her internet research the night before, Alexandra had only been able to find grainy pictures of the two Spanish men who made up Transformo. Gennifer’s background photo, which she had taken at the concert she’d attended a few months prior, was actually the best photo of Diego that Alexandra had been able to find. Indeed, she hadn’t been able to find much about them at all. Even the Spanish-language sites were mostly fangirling and speculation, rather than the kind of hard facts she collected the way others collected beer bottles. The lack of information had just made her more curious.

The two men strolled out on stage with a lazy confidence. She could see why Gennifer obsessed over them. They were tall, dressed in designer jeans and tight button-down shirts that pressed against their muscles, and had perfectly-coifed long black hair. Their olive skin shone underneath a thin film of sweat, And as they each stood behind a massive glass podium, they each raised their left hands to the audience.

“Hello, our Loves!” They said, Spanish accents elongating the ’s.’ The crowd, almost all of which sounded female behind Alexandra, shrieked in delight. For a moment, even Alexandra felt swept away by how attractive the two men were, and how godly they looked up there on the stage, standing at the controls of their DJ equipment upon those glass podiums.

Then the music began, and Alexandra was back to being the wet towel on a hot mass of moving flesh. She spent the next 45 minutes leaning against the railing, praying that a mosh pit didn’t break out. Alexandra had no idea if people moshed to this music; all she knew is that she didn’t want to be caught up in one.

There was a definite musicality to what was playing; Alexandra jut didn’t see the appeal. Gennifer, on the other hand, was absolutely transfixed, swaying and leaping every time the bass dropped or one of the men raised a fist in the air. Her blonde hair was loose and wild around her shoulders, her dress riding up in all the right places. Alexandra had managed to remain more or less pristine in her frumpy clothing.

Diego and Mateo sweat behind the control panels, adjusting knobs and switches that must’ve influenced the tracks somehow. They only occasionally looked up at the audience, but when they did, they scanned it with narrowed eyes and unblinking expressions, as if they were looking for someone. Alexandra recognized that look. She’d held a similar gaze herself when peering into a lab microscope.

Eventually, the track they were playing faded out, and the roar of the crowd lowered to a simmer.

“Before we play our newest track -” said Mateo, leaning toward a mike, “and this is brand new track, never before heard -“ the crowd began to roar at the promise of new music - “please raise your hand if this is your first time seeing us live!”

The crowd hollered and cheered.

“First timers, hands up!” shouted Diego, scanning back and forth. Gennifer kept munching gummy bears. Others began to chat with each other. Alexandra turned to look back at the swarm of people behind her. She couldn’t spot a single raised hand.


“No one?” asked Mateo, surprise in his voice. Alexandra looked up at him. He almost looked sullen. Why would he be so sad? she wondered. All these people must’ve been huge fans to come out and see them for a second time. What was bad about that?

The crowd grew quieter as the music continued to stall. Diego and Mateo leaned toward each other, whispering something as they stole glances toward the crowd.

Alexandra, feeling sympathetic and not knowing exactly why, raised her hand high in the air. Diego immediately saw her and began to tap Mateo excitedly on the shoulder. Both men then stood up straight and peered down at her, their green eyes widening a bit, sparkling in the stage light.

“Ah, we have a new fan!” said Diego, pointing at Alexandra and bobbing his head. “This one’s for you, love!”

Alexandra turned a deep shade of crimson. Gennifer whooped and threw and arm around her designated driver. “THIS GIRL RIGHT HERE! THIS IS MY GIRL! WHOOOOO!”

The song that began to play was noticeably different from the last. It was a long, hypnotic beat carried across a slow, thrumming drum track. Diego and Mateo hardly moved as the music lilted through the massive speakers. On each of their glass podiums, a blue swirl began to undulate, changing color very gradually every thirty seconds or so. Alexandra watched the red turn to green, then to blue, then noticed her knees bending up and down in time with the slow music.

“Cool,” she whispered to no one in particular. She was transfixed on the lights, with no idea of where Gennifer was. Nor was she really aware that she was in a massive crowd. The song seemed like it would go on forever, keeping her locked in a void where she could remain calm and happy. She swayed her chest left and right, aware for the first time of the weight of her breasts. The fabric of her jeans brushed tight against her skin. She was aware of everything around her, like she was on some drug. But she hadn’t eaten or drank anything, aside from the water bottle she’d brought with her into the festival. It was the music alone that was having this effect.

The song ended, and a moment later, all the stage lights went up.

“Thank you so much!” said Mateo. “We love you all!” shouted Diego. The two men blew a single kiss toward the audience, then began to move off stage.

Sounds of confusion overwhelmed the sounds of cheering. No encore? They hadn’t even played “Exiztence!” Alexandra could hear muttering behind her; the crowd hadn’t been completely satisfied. Even Gennifer, whose drunkenness was more apparent than ever, seemed to sober up, realizing she’d just witnessed a truncated set.

“This is bullshit!” she said, stamping her foot on the ground. “C’mon Alexandra, let’s -“

she seized her friend by the arm, then gasped and let go. Alexandra turned to her friend, smiling wide.

“That was, like, soooooo coooooool!” She giggled at herself for elongating both words. “Ohmigod, Genni, we should totally come back here next year!”

Gennifer’s mouth remained in an O of shock. She took a step backward away from her friend and knocked into a guy with his back turned. He swore, then turned around rapidly, looking to Gennifer in confused anger, then to Alexandra in pure shock.

“Woah,” he said, rubbing the stubble on his chin. His friends, guys and girls alike, turned around to face Alexandra as well. Their laughter and chatter died out as every one of them began to gawk at Alexandra.

She didn’t know what they were looking at. All she knew was that she loved the attention. People were staring! AT HER!

She shimmied her body a bit, gyrating down toward the ground and back up. When she was done she opened her eyes wide and say the men gaping wolfishly. The girls were fuming with envy.

Someone tapped on Alexandra’s shoulder. She turned, big blue eyes wide as she looked up at a towering security guard.

“They wanna meet you.”

“Who?” asked Alexandra.

The guard raised an eyebrow. “The boys. Transformo. You in?”

She shrugged. “Okay!” The burly man nodded once, then turned, easily pushing people out of the way with both massive arms. Alexandra skipped along behind him, leaving her fans, haters, and friend behind to gawk at her perfect heart-shaped ass.

The security guard led her past a series of checkpoints to a large gated-in area. There were massive trailers and RVs parked in a circle in the dirt lot, with various artists sauntering to and from the festival grounds, their dozens of assistants rushing after them. A Finnish DJ with a blue mohawk stopped mid-stride to grin at Alexandra. His assistants waited patiently for their young musical boss to open his mouth and charm this girl out of her tight jeans. The security guard stepped in front of him, cutting off his words.

“Transformo’s trailer is right here,” He said loudly, and the Finn soured, stomping off toward the second-largest stage to begin his set.

Alexandra looked at the massive purple RV. She had no idea they even made two-story RVs, nor could she imagine this monstrous house-on-wheels being driven on any road. The guard walked halfway up the staircase and knocked.

“Who is it?” Asked a familiar voice.

“She’s here, sirs,” said the guard in a gruff yet polite way.

“Ah, perfecto. Please, send her in.”

The guard descended the stairs and stood to one side, nodding at the girl. “That’s your cue,” he reminded her.

Alexandra let out a little “oh!” of surprise. She’d been so transfixed on the trailer, with its tinted windows and gleaming chrome rims, that she’d all but forgotten why she’d come here.

Wait. Why had she come here?

Confused, yet excited, Alexandra rushed up the stairs and threw open the door.

Diego was seated on a couch that took up the entire right side of the RV. He had an acoustic guitar in his lap and stopped strumming as soon as he saw Alexandra. He stared at her for a few long seconds. Then Mateo came out from a door at the back of the trailer, his fingers tapping quickly on his phone’s screen. He looked up and saw Alexandra standing in the foyer. Then he smiled.

“Ah, you made it! We were hoping you would come!”

He strode toward her, arms outstretched, and wrapped her into a tight embrace. His mouth came down quick on both of her cheeks, giving her a light kiss. This was a standard greeting in Spain, of course, but it was extremely unusual out here in Middle America. And it wasn’t like Alexandra had met this guy before.

And yet, her knees shook and her chest quivered as she felt the man’s warm lips on her cheek, the scent of his manly sweat filling her button nose. Diego smiled up at her from the couch.

“We were just taking a rest after our show,” he said, stretching back on the couch. “Please, join us.”

Alexandra approached the couch, gawking at the interior of the RV as she moved. A chandelier hanging above the small kitchen caught her attention first. “This place is, like, super nice!”

Mateo plopped down by his bandmate on the couch and laughed. “Yes, it is something, isn’t it? That, erm, how you call it,” he said, snapping at the chandelier, forgetting the word in English, “it is probably not the best thing for a moving car.”

Diego shrugged, placing his guitar on the ground. “We’ve always been more interested in aesthetic pleasure.” He leered at Alexandra, who was too busy gawking at the room to notice the way his eyes lingered on her.

“Did you guys, like, build it yourselves?”

They both laughed. Diego spoke first. “No no, we bought it from a different musician. Perhaps you’ve heard of her? Her name is Krissi Kox.”

“I suppose she is more popular with the men,” mused Mateo.

Alexandra found a seat on the couch directly between the two men. Diego immediately took a lock of her hair and began to play with it between his fingers. Mateo laid a hand on her thigh. She didn’t seem to mind either.

“So,” said Mateo, “did you enjoy our set?”

Alexandra beamed. “Ohmigod, YES! It was so super amazing!”

Both men laughed. “How about our last song?”

She furrowed her brow. The last song… It took her a few moments to remember, and all the while the two men kept their hands on her. The warmth of their touches helped her remember. Images came to her mind - a swirl of amorphous light, a hypnotic beat, the feeling of her body soaring…

“Mmmm… so great,” she whispered, lost in thought.

A knock sounded at the door. Muttering curses in Spanish, Diego rose and swung it open.

“What?” he barked.

A meek voice responded. “Um, the backstage pass holders are here for their meet and greet…”

Diego sighed as Mateo joined him by the door, putting his arm around his friend’s shoulder. There was a brief, hushed conversation in Spanish. Alexandra watched the whole event unfold with big, vacant eyes.

Diego turned to her, offering a smile. “So sorry mi amor, we have to step out for a few minutes. Why don’t you make yourself comfortable?”

Mateo took a step toward her. “Yes, please do. In fact, why don’t you change into something more comfortable? Krissi Kox left some outfits behind, as a gift. They are in the wardrobe.”

For the first time in her life, Alexandra was excited to try on new clothes. “Okay!” she said, leaping up and looking around like an eager puppy. “Um…”

Mateo laughed. “It is upstairs, First door on the left.”

If he wanted to add anything else, it was too late. The prospect of getting dressed up for these two men was too enticing. Plus, Alexandra was so totally done with the drab t-shirt and jeans she was wearing. They were so blah… and way, way too tight.

When did that happen?

The wardrobe upstairs was a walk-in closet about the size of Alexandra’s bedroom. The left wall was full of men’s clothing - designer button-down shirts and outrageous pants that were a fitting look for Spain’s most popular EDM duo. The right side was different. It was all women’s clothing, and the sheer variety of it shocked Alexandra. There were gothic dresses and futuristic silver pants next to matching tops. There were skimpy bikinis and miniskirts that would have made a stripper blush. Apparently, these had belonged to the pop star who owned the RV prior.

Alexandra’s heart was racing. She was in heaven.

The girl turned to the door behind her. There was a mirror facing her. A quick frown at her current outfit turned into a look of open-mouth shock; she didn’t recognize the bimbo looking back at her. Blonde ringlets swept along her shoulders. She blinked, confirming this wasn’t a trick. Those long eyelashes and big jade eyes actually were hers.

Then she understood why her bra and jeans were straining. Her bust size had tripled, the hem of her shirt a thrust six inches off her stomach by the mass of those milk bags. Her legs were slender, yet thick, perfectly proportioned and large enough to support the perfect globe of an ass that stuck out behind her.

“Cool!” She said to herself, giggling as the girl in the mirror said it back to her.

Time to get dressed!

She picked outfits at random, interested in trying them all. She resigned herself to the fact that she could only wear one at a time, and decided on a pink and purple dress with a plunging neckline, one that would show off plenty of cleavage. The frilled white skirt bottom was a bit short, covering only the barest top of her thighs. She added a pair of mesh leggings to be more conservative, but somehow they only made her look even more slutty. Which, she realized, is exactly what she wanted.

A shoe rack sat beneath the various clothes. She marveled at some, especially the massive stripper heels that went up to her knees, and the nude heels that would show off her feet. She slipped off the sneakers she was wearing and kicked them to a corner of the room. Never again would she wear something so… ugh. From now on, she intended to buy shoes much like the pink stiletto heels she had picked out.

She strode out of the room in her new dress with confidence. The few stairs she had to descend were no issue at all - a surprise, given the fact that she’d worn heels maybe twice in her life. Alexandra came into the living room just as Diego and Mateo returned from inside, shutting the front door on the sound of fans calling after them.

They stood just inside the doorway. It was clear that the fans had gotten ahold of them; the duo’s hair was tousled, and the top of Mateo’s shirt was missing a button. They each carried a look of adrenaline-fueled edginess, like they had just barely escaped the clutches of their rabid fans. Mateo turned to Diego to speak, but stopped suddenly as he saw Alexandra standing at the foot of the stairs.

“Ay Dios Mio,” he whispered, mouth agape.

“D’ya like it?” asked Alexandra with a smile, turning around on her high heels to show off her new dress She lifted the hem of the skirt and felt the breeze waft up her bare inner thighs, passing over her naked pussy. It was then that she realized she’d forgotten to put her panties back on. Oopsies!

“Fucking beautiful,” said Diego slapping his forehead. The two men strode forward in lockstep, their wide, hungry eyes set on their newest fan.

“The dress?” she asked, peering back at them with a curious look in her big baby blues.

“The girl,” they answered in unison.

Thinking quickly, Diego stepped in front of his partner, who muttered a Spanish swearword behind him. As Diego’s grinning visage filled Alexandra’s vision, Mateo crept up behind her slowly. She felt Diego’s thick hands slide down her torso and land on her waist. Mateo put his hands on her shoulders, massaging them.

“You know,” said Diego, “we haven’t been the best hosts. My apologies, Señorita, but we haven’t even asked your name.”

Alexandra bit her lower lip. Between the relaxing sensation of Mateo’s massage and the alluring glint of Diego’s green eyes, she’d pretty much forgotten everything else. That included her name.

“It’s, umm…” She furrowed her brow in adorable concentration. Her light eyebrows shot up. “Lexi!”

Diego’s smile spread, showing the full redness of his lips. “Lexi. Que nombre perfecto.”

“Huh?” asked Lexi. Diego answered her with a kiss.

The bimbo moaned as she felt Diego’s lips press fully against hers, and put up no resistance at his thick tongue snaking into her mouth. She’d kissed before, but never like this. And never with another man behind her, body pressed against her back, Mateo’s hands slipping the straps off her shoulders. They fell loosely to her elbows while Diego continued to probe her mouth, hands pulling her hips toward his crotch so she could feel his hot thick cock over his leather pants.

She felt the cool air rush over her bare nipples. Mateo pulled away slightly, looking down at them. Lexi couldn’t help but take a glance as well. She was still amused by the way her breasts stuck so far off of her chest now, those huge bimbo breasts with the perfect sharp pink nipples poking out toward Diego. He lifted them in his hands. Lexi felt lighter than air now that the huge weight had some support.

Diego said something in Spanish in a hushed, rapid voice. She blinked at him. “What was that, sir?”

She shuddered. Mateo had leaned in behind her to kiss her neck, so lightly that she felt her knees quake. His lips drifted up to her ear while Mateo teased her nipples to a new hardness. Mateo began to speak into her ear, his warm hot breath making her own breathing reach a staccato pace.

“He said you have the most gorgeous pair of titties he’s ever seen.”

“T-thank… You…” she rasped, eyes fluttering, bright fireworks going off behind her lids.

“Oh, it is our pleasure,” said Mateo, wrapping his arms around her waist and continuing to kiss her neck. Lexi felt Diego move his face down to her breasts. She giggled as he motorboated them, living out what must have been a long-time adolescent fantasy. Surely no one in the trailer had ever seen breasts this ridiculously large. She laughed at the ticklish sensation of his rolling Spanish tongue between her tits, then began to moan anew as Diego sucked on one nipple gratuitously while teasing the other with his fingers.

“How wet are you, my little bimbo fangirl,” laughed Mateo, slipping her fingers between her thighs. She spread her legs obediently, tensing her quadriceps to keep from devolving into a little puddle of horny sweat. His fingers slid up and down her nether lips, spreading her wetness in a rhythmic motion that already had her at the brink of orgasm.

“Muy mojado,” said Mateo, laughing as he slipped a single digit into her pussy. “Muy, Muy mojado,” he repeated, fitting his middle finger in her as well. Lexi had no idea what the words meant, but she didn’t care. Her heartbeat was like a driving baseline in her temple, her entire body aware of how close she was to the first orgasm of her new bimbo life.

She cried out, her pussy tensing around Mateo’s fingers, nipples turning a deep shade of brown inside Diego’s mouth. The girl’s climax was powerful enough to send her tumbling backward toward the couch. Mateo fell backward first, landing on his ass on the sofa’s seat, then pulling Lexi’s thick bimbo ass into his lap. Her dress rode up to her hips, exposing her perfect pussy to the Diego, who stood in front of her, cock throbbing beneath his pants.

She knew what to do. Sliding off Mateo’s lap, Lexi went on all fours on the sofa, bending her hips to put her ass in the air. Diego knelt in front of her and removed his pants, his massive dark cock right in front of her lips. She leaned forward hungrily and took it in her mouth, pushing forward to get the entire length of meat down her throat, gagging on it while tears welled in her eyes. When she took it down she looked up into Diego’s eyes and saw the sheer pleasure in his face. Then she moaned deeply, the sound vibrating along Diego’s cock. She could feel him twitching inside her, enjoying the sensation, but it hadn’t been intentional on her part - she was just experiencing full penetration from the first time, courtesy of Mateo, who had just filled her up.

Cock in both ends, Lexi seesawed her body back in forth, riding Mateo’s cock while sucking Diego. The sensation of having a thick 8-incher in her pussy with another salty-sweet cock in her mouth had Lexi back to the edge of climaxing. When Mateo’s expert fingers slipped beneath her legs and slid up to press against her clit, the girl came hard around his cock, every muscle tightening and bringing Mateo right up to the edge of his own orgasm.

He had to pull out. He wasn’t about to cum before his bandmate, and as much as Diego wanted to see her swallow his cum, the man had his own ideas for this bimbo fuckdoll.

Diego pulled out and walked around to her front. She followed him with her big eyes, a look of cum-hungry confusion on her perfect porcelain face. Mateo sat down on the couch and lifted her onto his lap, this time not thrusting into her pussy, but her ass.

“Ohmigod!” she shouted, moaning as every inch filled her from behind. Diego bent down to kiss her, tongue pressing against hers as she moaned. His cock slid easily into her pussy from the front, and now she was truly double-stuffed, one cock in her cunt, the other deep in her ass.

She spread her long, tan legs up in the air, giving them all of her. Mateo wrapped his arms around her front to tease and manhandle her massive breasts, while Diego leaned against her front, sweat clinging to his designer shirt, lips parted with hungry desire as he kissed her deeply. Every hole was used, spread, and making her cum over and over until she was barely even aware of what or who she was, knowing only that she craved cock and was being utterly used by these two fuck-hungry musicians.

“Fuck me daddy,” she managed to sputter, and both men relished the thought of being her Dominant. They came simultaneously, or close enough to it, spurting white hot ropes of their seed into either of her holes, letting it leak down on their cocks with her sandwiched between them.

“Dios Mio,” said Diego, laying his head on her shoulder, breathing heavily.

“Ay caramba,” said Mateo, kissing her neck.

“Totally!” said chipper Lexi, already ready for round two.

Gennifer spent the rest of the night with the people who saw Alexandra’s transformation. They were all interested in Gennifer’s friend, and the conversation mostly revolved around her, until they found a Rap-rock group on the third stage that entertained them enough to forget about her. Gennifer only remembered Alexandra near the end of the night, when she realized that, without a DD, there was no one to drive her home. She got a ride with another girl who, it turned out, lived near her, and they bonded over their love of tequila and EDM.

The next morning, Gennifer found herself oddly ashamed. Yes, Alexandra had technically been the one to ditch Gennifer, but the more Gennifer thought about the friend, the worse she felt. Alexandra was the most motivated person she knew, and it was completely unfair that such a smart girl should have to quit college over money. Gennifer had sent text messages to Alexandra after the latter girl left with Transformo, but they were passive-aggressive at best, and just plain aggressive at worst. They’d gotten no response, which, to Gennifer, meant she was being ignored. In the morning, however, she realized her friend may have been in trouble.

She decided to give her friend a call. It was answered on the third ring.

“Like, hello?”

Gennifer paused. The voice sounded way too high pitched to be her ex-roommate.

“Um, Alexandra?”

Gennifer could hear the sound of music. It was Transformo’s second most popular song, “AllTheNight,” playing out of speakers. A few men were laughing behind Alexandra, who hummed along to the beat.

“Um, this is Lexi!”

“Okay… look, uh, ‘Lexi…’”

“OHMIGOD, Gennifer! I’m like, SO totally sorry about leaving last night! Matty and Diego just wanted to, you know, hang out, and I like, couldn’t leave!”

So Alexandra was going by Lexi now? What the hell had happened last night?

“Alexandra,” said Gennifer, lowering her voice to a whisper, “Did you…”

“Did I what?” said Lexi.

“Well, you know, did you… do it, with Transformo?”

There was a pause on the other end, then a high-pitched laugh.

“Of course! We had AMAZING SEX all night long!”

Gennifer was so shocked that she couldn’t help but laugh. Lexi laughed right along with her.

“I’m proud of you Lexi. I always told you you should get laid more!”

“Uh huh! Hey, you should come to Bar 69 tonight! Matty and Diego are doing a secret set!”


Gennifer hadn’t heard anything about that, but the thought immediately appealed to her. The hangover from last night seemed to disappear immediately at the promise of an exclusive show.

“Um, totally, but I left my car there last night.”

“Oh, I asked Matty to send a driver for you. Did he not come?”

Gennifer went to the window. Sure enough, her car was in the driveway.

“If it’s not there we can send a limo for you!”

“Um, my car’s here… but a limo sounds cool.”

Gennifer couldn’t think about anything but her “new” friend for the rest of the day. She found herself gazing at the few Facebook pics Alexandra had posted from the previous year. One was her yearbook pic from high school. The rest were her in study groups or Bio labs. In all of them, she wore almost no makeup, had her stringy brown hair in a tight ponytail, and smiled awkwardly at the camera. That girl on the phone sounded like her, but it was not the same Alexandra. What had happened to her last night?

She took the limo to a club on the outskirts of town, in a Hispanic neighborhood. It was definitely out of place among the surroundings, which were mostly taquerias and pawn shops. She would have hesitated, were it not for the long line around the block, the thumping music she heard behind her tinted windows, and the enormous bouncers at the cushioned red door. She exited the limo and the men opened the door for her.

Inside, she made her way to a table in the corner. She’d already seen Transformo up close last night, and the crowd around here was a bit intimidating. They all seemed nice, but the men looked rich as fuck in their bespoke suits and Rolex watches, with bottles of Ciroq at every table. the women were exclusively big-breasted, doe-eyed, and long-lashed, with ditzy expressions on their faces as they laughed to the other women at the bar as they got groped by their dates.

Gennifer watched various tables with a hint of jealousy before turning toward the stage as the lights went low. Mateo and Diego walked onto stage as everyone in the small barroom began to clap.

“Amigos,” said Diego, “we are very happy to have you here tonight.” He stood by his buddy on the center of stage, the two DJ booths flanking either of them. “We will be starting our set very soon, but first, we would like to introduce our opening act for the remainder of the tour.”

“Ladies and gentlemen,” said Mateo, lifting a hand, “Please give it up for Lexi Crush!”

The audience applause was somewhat muted at first, but it grew into a thunderous zeal as the girl walked on stage. Her long legs came into view first as the lights bathed her, showing off tan legs and pink booty shorts. She blew bubblegum and wore bright pink headphones with a tight pink top, waving her arms in the air and bobbing her blonde hair from side to side. She came to stand between Diego and Mateo, who each put an arm around her.

“You guys are the coolest!” she shouted, waving her hands in the air. Gennifer’s jaw-dropped. Though she was transformed, Gennifer could tell it was her former roommate and old friend.

A stagehand wheeled out a new DJ booth. It was, of course, bright pink, with silver trim on every edge. Lexi sashayed over to it and stood. The music started before she pressed a button. Gennifer knew Transformo had made the song. She wasn’t surprised; Alexandra didn’t have a musical bone in her body, and Lexi didn’t look like the kind of girl who could create art.

That, of course, wouldn’t matter when they were on tour. Lexi leaned over the booth, giving everyone a firm view of her cleavage as she turned the turntables, bobbing her head along to the beat. The booth began to revolve as she did so, letting everyone see her from every angle.

This, Gennifer knew, would earn Transformo a ton of new fans - all of them male.

She sipped her drink coolly, proud of her roommate, and began to feel entranced by the music, her mind slowly changing at the hypnotic beat.

THE END
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