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I cheered wildly as the show came to an end. Coming out to see Diana was worth every penny I spent on my front-row ticket. I didn’t feel like I belonged in the crowd at all, most of these guys were hardcore metalheads and here I was with my thin-rimmed glasses with a tiny frame. They started a mosh at one point during the show, but instead of being pushed into the pit, I was actively avoided. Who knew metalheads could be so kind? Then again, trampling someone my size would be quite horrible to live with, I guess.

On stage Diana, the lead singer of The Purple Fever, finished with the last verse of her final song. She dressed in a pair of tight skinny jeans and one of her own band shirts. The tank top didn’t do much to hide her body, those toned arms and perky breasts being the most interesting feature. A few times during the show, her shirt had lifted up enough to show her toned core and I couldn’t help but feel like this was what love felt like.

I didn’t know much about love, but her short black hair and sky blue eyes made me believe in the concept of love at first sight. Even though I’d seen her quite a few times, each time felt like it would lead to something far more wonderful.

The final song came to a close and Diana spoke into the microphone in her hand, “I love you mother fuckers!”

A general chorus called out resoundingly, “We love you, Diana!”

She let out a guttural growl into the microphone much to the excitement of the crowd. The wolf was on the prowl. It wasn’t uncommon for Diana to take one of her fans backstage after one of her shows. Sometimes it didn’t happen, but other times it became the best part of the show. No one knew exactly what happened when she took them backstage, we could all guess what it might be. My heart pounded in my chest as I watched, excited to see which lucky person would go with her. It was hard to tell with all of the lighting on the stage. All of the people in the crowd were excitedly jumping and trying to make themselves more visible to her. I couldn’t do more than cower behind some of these larger figures.

Her finger pointed towards the crowd, “I want…” She took a few more moments to let her finger drift over the crowd. “You.” I felt hands clapping me on the back and I nearly crumpled. The glare of the stage lights made it hard to see, but Diana apparently picked me. There must have been a mistake and I remained where I was for a few moments. Diana called out again, “The nerdy girl, front row. Blonde hair, I can’t see your fucking eyes, but I want your little ass up here. Now!”

I was pushed to the stage by surprisingly gentle hands. These metalheads that were supposed to be angry degenerates were already making themselves friends in my book. I nervously climbed onto the stage and uncomfortably held my wrists as I averted my eyes from the crowd. In what world would Diana want a shrimpy girl like me? She stalked towards me with her microphone still in hand. Her arm draped around my shoulder and I could smell her musky scent. The sweat trickled down her face and after her performance on stage, I couldn’t say anything about the smell.

She brought the microphone between us and asked, “Tell us your name, gal.”

“Tina,” I said in my soft voice. This much pressure was insane, I don’t know how Diana managed to get in front of this kind of crowd. There had to be at least fifteen hundred people watching me right now.

Diana gave me a pat on the back, “Well, Tina, you’re about to get to see what backstage looks like. How do you feel about that?”

In possibly the most pathetic display of my life, I mumbled, “Good.”

“Glad to hear that. We’re going to have to work on growing a pair of balls for you. Later mother fuckers!” she cried out. Diana dropped the microphone and threw up the peace sign as she guided me off the stage and back into the underbelly of the arena.

As soon as we were out of sight, she let her arm fall from my shoulders to my waist, “You’re not too scared, are you?”

Without all of the eyes on me, it was a little easier to relax. That didn’t stop me from being utterly starstruck, “N-No, ma’am.”

“Ma’am would imply that I’m a respectable young lady,” her hand slid down my waist and her fingers slipped into my tight jeans. The hem of my panties had Diana’s fingers in them. How fucking lucky was I?

“I-I look up to you, Diana.”

“Well, we need to find you better role models. If you knew what I had to do in order to make it where I am…”

My curiosity was piqued, “What do you mean?”

She pushed open the door to a room with her name on it. After being ushered in, she closed the door behind her and locked it. Diana turned back to me, “I’ve just had to give up so much of myself to make it in this industry. It’s nothing you should worry about, Tina.”

My heart sank in my chest. If she was willing to tell me this, it had to be weighing on her mind. I stepped closer to her and hugged her, “It’s okay, Diana. You don’t have to hide this from me. You’re a person too, you know?”

Her arms squeezed around me, “Doesn’t feel like I am sometimes.”

This got uncomfortable quickly. I patted her on the back and spoke softly, “Hey, hey, it’s alright. I’m here for you, Diana.”

Diana pulled away and offered a weak smile, “I’ll be fine. Sorry about that, I should be more professional, shouldn’t I?”

I might have let her obvious attempt at deception slide if it wasn’t for the single tear making its way down her face. “Diana, you’re not fine. You’re a sensational lead singer and you’ve been on tour for nearly a year straight. You’re not fine, you’re sacrificing your life for your music. Is that really what you want to do?”

The words felt wrong to say. Diana was my favorite singer, her band’s music had gotten me through some pretty rough times. Even suggesting that she stop touring for a while made me feel nauseous.

“I don’t want to do it, Tina. I don’t want to keep touring, god my bassist is a complete asshole. Our drummer is an addict and if it wasn’t for Jeremy on lead guitar, I’d have gone insane by now. This life isn’t as glamorous as people think it is,” she mumbled.

“So quit. You can still do that, Diana. You don’t have to be a slave to the music.”

She sighed and shook her head, “It’s not that easy.”

“It could be.”

“What do you know of it, Tina? I get that you’re trying to be helpful, but do you know how many letters I get from fans who say I make their life worth living? This is a fucked up industry and if it wasn’t for the people, I wouldn’t care. I’d quit and watch this shit burn. But I can’t, not when people count on me.”

“And who do you count on, Diana?” I asked. She went silent and shook her head. Diana turned away from me and walked into her bathroom and started stripping.

Her tank top peeled away and I caught the sight of her perky breasts before she turned her back to me. Diana’s tight pants were pushed down and her thong followed suit. Her wide hips were complete with a delicious ass and I couldn’t pretend that she wasn’t gorgeous. Even with the seriousness that hung in the air, I could feel my panties getting wet and the burning between my thighs.

She turned back to me and I let out an audible gasp. Between her legs hung a thick cock, “You just going to stand there? I need to take a shower, you’re more than welcome to join me. Didn’t think I invited you back here to just talk about our feelings, did you?”

My eyes couldn’t pull away from that delicious shaft. I didn’t know that my favorite singer had a cock and with how tight her jeans typically were, it did surprise me.

“Is this a problem?” she took her cock in her hand and gave it a slow stroke.

“N-No, I just didn’t expect it. You, uh…”

“I tuck it. I don’t know how many of my fans dream of fucking a tight pussy when they think of me, but I’d assume that it’s a high number. Wouldn’t want to hurt the boy's feelings, would I?” she asked with a wink.

I nervously approached her and started undressing. Her body shouldn’t have been able to accommodate such a large cock, not that I was going to complain. If Diana wanted to fuck me, I wouldn’t stop her. That would be a dream come true. “Of course you wouldn’t, I just, uh… It’s hard to stop looking at it.”

“Then don’t stop looking at it? I don’t much mind, if you just want to watch me, however, we might have a problem,” she stepped into the shower.

I hurried to get out of my clothes and joined her in the shower. Her toned body kept my attention captive and I nearly jumped out of my skin as she pulled my glasses off my face. “You don’t want these to get all wet, do you?”

“No I don’t, thank you,” I said.

She tossed them out of the shower and I hoped that they weren’t broken, but her hands fell to the sides of my head. Diana pushed me against the cold wall of the shower and pressed her hips against mine as she kissed me. Her tongue didn’t hesitate to slide into my mouth and I had no intention of stopping her.

Her hands slid down my body and my hips ground against her. This was the woman of my dreams. I couldn’t count how many nights I’d slammed my dildo into my soaked pussy while thinking of her. How she would lick and tease my flower before fucking me with a toy while she sat on my face. While I was a nerd on the outside, my mind was as perverse as any other deviant’s.

Diana’s hands pulled away from my hips and I moaned into the kiss, desperate for her touch. When they returned, it was with a sharp slap to each of my cheeks. Her hands gripped my ass and spread me open for a moment. Unable to take it anymore, I pulled away from the kiss and she looked into my eyes, “Something wrong?”

“I want you, Diana.”

“Well, that’s a shame, isn’t it?” she asked.

My heart sunk, “W-What?”

“You think I’m just going to fuck you without getting something out of it?”

Was she trying to get me to pay her to have sex with me? I could understand her living a rough life, but I couldn’t imagine her being broke. Her latest album was number one on the charts for nearly six months, surely she had some pocket change. “Excuse me?”

“You don’t need an excuse. I want you to let me record us having sex. Don’t worry, no one else will see it. I just like to have little souvenirs of the places I’ve been. And the people I’ve done…”

Maybe I should have offered to pay her instead. The thought of being recorded wasn’t exactly pleasant. What if she decided to share it with someone or someone found it by accident. Neither would be exactly pleasant. But at the same time, I didn’t want to leave Diana’s room without enjoying what she had to offer. That massive cock she sported would probably change how I viewed the world.

If I was lucky, she might open up to me a little more after we had sex. I don’t know if that would do anything for her, but knowing that I at least tried to help such a wonderful force in my life would do me wonders.

“F-Fine, but I want to keep a copy too,” I said, reaching a compromise.

She nodded, “I can send one to your phone. But if you ever show it to anyone or I find it got leaked, you know I’ll find you and beat the shit out of you, don’t you?”

I shrugged, “I don’t think that’s going to be a problem. Besides, if I wanted to hurt you, why would I bother coming to your concerts to support you?”

Diana’s warm smile melted my heart and she closed in to give me a quick kiss. The water continued to sprinkle us and she took a step back, “I do want to get clean first, but I’m down to fuck you in the shower. You cool with that?”

“I’d love to. I’ve always wanted to have sex in a shower. Or at all,” I mumbled the last part.

“Are you a virgin?” her brow furrowed.

“I mean, I’ve used toys before, but I’ve never had the real thing.”

She gestured to her cock, “You realize I’m nearly eleven inches, don’t you? Are you sure you can handle something that big?”

I nodded my head, “If I can’t, I’m sure you can find a way to fit it in me anyway. I want you, Diana.”

She sighed and nodded her head, “Talk about fan service, am I right?”

We took a few minutes to clean up, then she turned the heat down so that the water was rather cold. I looked at her with a curious expression and she flashed me another smile, “Can you imagine how much warmer I’ll feel against you when you’re cold?” The logic made sense, even if being splashed with freezing water felt awful. “I’ll be right back. Do you think hanging my camera on the shower rod is a bad idea? Probably, fuck it, if it doesn’t make it through our fun, you’ll get to have a second round with me.”

She stepped out of the shower and left a trail of water behind her as she went into her room for a moment. Diana came back and used a hangar to prop the camera up and looked at me. “Don’t think about the camera being here, chick. If you do, you’re going to act weird. Just focus on me, alright”

“I will. Are you sure you want to do this?” I asked. Maybe I was beating a dead horse. I didn’t want her to do this and feel like that was all I wanted from her. Coming backstage with her and getting a glimpse at the person being the persona was beyond amazing. I didn’t know if I could look at her in the same light anymore. That might not be a bad thing. She was stronger than I could have ever imagined. This career was one she pursued because of her fans, something I found respectable.

“Yeah, look chick, if you’re having second thoughts, I don’t mind you walking out of here. I’m not going to judge, but I am going to ask that you don’t mention my cock to other people. Being well known for being the front woman of a so called satanic metal band is bad enough, the press would have a field day if they found out about my dick.”

“I’m not going to leave, and I’m not going to tell anyone about your thing,” I whispered.

She stepped into the shower. The cold water made her shudder and she shook leaned in close to me, “My thing, huh? I someone not wanting to say a dirty word?”

“It’s not that!” I huffed. “I just don’t want to call it a dick. You’re a woman and I don’t want to associate your dick with your person. It just feels weird.”

“Aw, you’re a sweetie. My girl-cock is part of my person, isn’t it? Do you not like it?” she asked in a taunting voice.

I rolled my eyes, “Turn the camera on and find out, Diana.”

She reeled back and smiled at me, “This kitty has claws! I love it.” Diana reached back and fiddled with the camera for a moment. The red light came on and turned green, with the stage set, she turned back towards me and pointed to the wall. “Ass out, chick.”

Sex in a shower was something I’d watched videos of, probably not too unlike what was about to be recorded. With a general understanding of what I should do, I put my hands on the wall and presented Diana with my hips. I expected her cock to press against my folds. She ran her icy fingers along my heated pussy and without warning, she pushed two of them in deep.

“Such a greedy little slit. It seems I did pick the right girl tonight, didn’t I?” she asked.

Her personality seemed to shift with the camera coming on. While I could see the normal side of her before, this seemed like an act all over again. Just like when she was back on stage. I turned to her and looked into her eyes. They were hollow, no sign of love, no sign of compassion in them.

I sighed and pulled away from her fingers. This wasn’t what I wanted. I didn’t want to be a toy for her pleasure, I wanted to be someone she enjoyed. Someone she could unwind with after her show. My hands reached for the faucets and I turned the water off. She looked at me as if I’d stabbed her, “What are you doing?”

“Not you,” I mumbled as I stepped out of the shower and reached for a towel.

She followed me out, “What the fuck? What changed, chick?”

“You did. Is this just another act for you? Just another show that you don’t want to be a part of? I’m not here to be your routine fuck, Diana. I thought that you might be capable of treating me like a person when we were making love, but this… This is just another notch for you.”

Her eyes lowered to the floor and she reached up to turn off the camera. I tried to finish drying off before she could lure me back in, but her words caught me by surprise. “I’m sorry, Tina. I really am,” she sighed and a rush of air followed. Diana moved to my side and offered me my glasses, “I don’t know what’s wrong with me.”

If her words didn’t sound so laden with guilt, I would have put my clothes back on and stormed out. But I couldn’t leave her. Diana was struggling and I understood that all too well. My own lust was enticed, but I wouldn’t sell my soul to have sex with her. If this couldn’t feel right, then it would be a lost opportunity.

“You know what’s wrong with you, Diana? You’re scared of letting anyone know you have feelings. You’re so damn used to this lifestyle that no matter how toxic it is, you want to be stuck in the center of it all. Why can’t you just get in the moment and enjoy it for what it is? This isn’t a routine thing that you have to do, and if it is, I don’t want to be a part of it,” I said.

Her eyes met with mine and I could see that my words were sinking in. The faintest sign of tears became apparent and they soon bubbled up and spilled over. Diana’s shoulders slumped and she turned away from me, “You should go, Tina.” That distorted voice didn’t sound like she needed me gone.

I walked behind her and put my hands around her waist, “You shouldn’t do what’s easy. I know that having me leave would let you go back to hiding behind your mask. But you can’t do that. You have to stay strong, Diana. If you’re going to have problems with it, that’s fine. I can help you with a problem, but if you’re going to pretend that everything is fine, we’re going to have an issue.”

Her hands settled over mine. She was trembling and I kissed her neck before continuing, “You don’t have to be alone, Diana. You don’t have to make this all seem like it’s a burden you have to take on by yourself.”

“Who would want to live this kind of life with me? Having to always be on the road, be away from their family and friends, and never getting to enjoy time off.”

“I would.”

“You wouldn’t,” she mumbled.

I pulled my hands from underneath hers and took her by the shoulders. Spinning her to face me, I gave her a soft kiss on her lips and looked into those beautiful blue eyes. “You don’t get to tell me what’s best for me. Stop being so selfish. Didn’t I tell you I looked up to you? I still do. You know why?”

“N-No.”

“Because you’re strong. You said it yourself. Your drummer is an addict and your bassist is an asshole. This life changes people, but you’re doing everything you can without having to rely on anything else. You’re a determined woman with morals. You’re willing to carve your name into history using nothing but your sheer will. That’s why I can look up to you, Diana,” I whispered.

She rested her head on my shoulder and sighed heavily. “This was supposed to be a night you would never forget. I was supposed to give you a story you would never get tired of telling.”

“What makes you think that this isn’t still that?”

“How could it be?”

I put my arms on her waist and spoke softly, “Maybe it’s time to change things up, Diana. Maybe you shouldn’t put your mask on any time that you would have to expose your emotions.”

She shifted her hips to get her cock away from my thigh, “I don’t know how, Tina.”

“Neither do I, Diana. But,” I pulled her back towards me, “running away doesn’t seem like the right direction.”

Diana smiled weakly at me, “Maybe not, but I don’t think it’s the smartest thing to have me this close to you. Emotional or not, I am still a little turned on.”

“I would be lying if I said I wanted to stop what we were doing earlier, Diana. But I couldn’t let you do that to yourself. You looked miserable,” I said softly.

She slowly rocked her hips against me, “I didn’t mean to upset you. Sex hasn’t been more than physical for me in years.”

“And why can’t we change that?”

“Because tomorrow, I’ll be gone. Back on the road. Why would you want to get invested in me just to have me out of your life?” Diana cocked her head to the side.

I sighed and shook my head, “I work at a fast food joint that treats me like absolute shit. I haven’t been on speaking terms with my family for quite a while. Why do you think I can relate to your music so much? This isn’t the first concert I’ve come to, you know. If you don’t want to be alone, if you don’t want to keep chasing momentary relief, why don’t you do something about it? Let me come with you. I can learn to do whatever work you need. I’ll do it for minimum wage and as little as you need, as long as you’re feeding me and I have a place to sleep.”

She pulled away from me and walked into her room and sat on her bed. Her head rested in her hands and she stayed quiet for a moment. I didn’t want to interrupt her, but I’d just put everything on the line for her. If this didn’t work out, not only would I feel like a complete idiot, but I would also have to go back to living the same life I’d been living. After putting it into words, I really didn’t want to go back to my job. Hell, going back to my shared studio apartment wouldn’t be something I wanted to do anymore.

My life was pretty shitty, but I managed to keep my head up, hoping for a chance to finally enjoy life. This might be that chance, but I wasn’t just offering her this avenue for me. Diana was in a bad spot, she didn’t need money, she needed emotional stability.

“How long would you need to get ready to leave?” she asked.

“If you promise not to leave while I’m gone, three hours? I’ll text my boss, leave my roommate two months rent, and then pack my shit. I don’t have too much, I promise it won’t take up too much space,” my words came out faster than I’d intended, but I couldn’t restrain my excitement.

“You sure you want to do this, Tina? You’re asking to be assaulted by paparazzi, hated by my fans, exposed to so much publicity that you’re going to scream, and so much more.”

While none of that sounded exactly pleasant, this was something I did want. It was a chance at a relationship and a chance to be worth something to someone. I walked to the bed and sat beside her, “I’m sure. Diana, just tell me that you’ll be real with me. That’s all it’s going to take for me to go with you.”

“I will do my very best, but I’m not perfect, Tina.”

“I don’t need you to be,” I whispered.

She turned to me and kissed me. Instead of rampant lust guiding the kiss, passion took the reigns. Diana started slow and gently pushed me onto my back as she deepened the kiss. With her warmth moving over my body, I could feel her huge length pressing against my stomach and trailing down my hips. Each time she took a breath, I could feel that warmth rush along my breasts. My nipples hardened and I moaned into the passionate kiss.

Diana broke away from the kiss and looked deep into my eyes. I couldn’t deny the warmth that radiated from her, the nervousness she displayed by biting her lower lip. This didn’t feel routine anymore, this felt like she had something to prove to me. She spoke softly, “Do you want to keep going?”

“Is your album still the number one on the charts?” I asked.

She smiled warmly, “If you’re going to stroke something, I’ve got a cock, baby. My ego gets stroked enough on Twitter.”

I laughed and looked at her cock. The damn thing was big enough to have its own zip code, but I wanted to take it. I wanted her to take me, “I’d rather you put it in me. Stroking it feels like a first date kind of thing, we’re still at the meeting one another phase.”

“Then I think we’re skipping steps,” she said with a smirk.

“Do you have the guidebook to how to date a rockstar?”

She looked around the room, “I don’t see it, must have left it on the tour bus.”

“Then we’ll just have to go over the other steps later,” I said with a grin.

Diana shifted back onto her knees and grabbed my hips, “Roll onto your side. I want to be able to look at all of you while I make love to you.”

The word choice made me smile and I happily obliged her request. I spread my legs as far as I could and drew my outer leg close to my chest to give her the best access to my drenched desire.

She wasted no time. The thick head of her cock rubbed along my slit, teasing my folds and pleasuring my sensitive bead, “Are you sure you want this, Tina?”

“Stop asking me, baby. I need it, please stop teasing me!” I said desperately.

Her massive crown moved back to my entrance and she pushed until my tight pussy stretched enough to wrap around her girl-cock. I let out a long moan as she slid further into me. While I hadn’t experienced a cock like hers, I frequently fucked myself silly which made the first half of her cock easy to take. After, I felt my walls struggling to accept the rest of her.

The head of her cock pressed against my cervix and I let out a gasp. The warmth of her skin against mine brought a sense of accomplishment with it. She stopped moving, “Are you okay?”

“Y-Yeah. You’re so fucking deep in me,” I groaned.

“Should I pull out?”

“Fuck no, I love it. How much more is there?” I asked.

She leaned down to kiss my cheek and slowly rolled her hips into me, “You’ve already taken all of it.” Diana let out a low moan as she continued to work her cock into my pussy. “Maybe you’re an angel, Tina. You showed up at the perfect time in my life, you’re ready to come with me, and you’re a perfect fit for my cock. How else would you explain it?”

I move my outer leg down until my foot rested over her calf so I could feel a little closer to her. “I don’t know, aliens?”

“I love that meme,” she said with a giggle. “But I love how you feel around my cock so much more, baby. Are you ready for me to get started?”

I nodded. She moved a little away from me, pressing her hands onto the bed to get a steady base. Her strokes became longer, her cock kissing my cervix with each movement. My previously quiet moans couldn’t be restrained anymore. Her coconut scented body wash smelled far more intoxicating than it should. Maybe it was the heat of the moment, I couldn’t tell. All I knew was that she was my ambrosia.

The sound of her heavy balls clapping against me made my cheeks turn red. This was the most taboo act, if anyone knew that I slept with someone on the first night of knowing them, they would gossip forever. Not to mention giving that person my virginity. If that wasn’t enough, finding out that I had plans to run away with a rockstar, what more could they need to talk about behind my back?

Diana’s blissful moans echoed my own and she leaned further over me. Her breasts settled against my back and her warmth radiated through me. My heart soared and my core tightened. I’d never felt such love and affection. My life felt complete right now, even though I knew who Diana was on the surface, she was still almost a stranger to me. Yet I still knew that she and I would complete one another.

My orgasm built within me and I bucked my hips as much as I could into her strokes. Each time she pressed into me, I could feel the pressure building, ready to be released. Her moans turned into grunts and she spoke in a rushed tone, “I’m about to cum!”

“P-Please!” I screamed. Diana hammered her massive girl-cock into me a few more times. My walls tightened around her and my pussy unleashed a torrent of juices onto the sheets below. Her cock pounded into me a few last times and she sunk deep into me. Thick ropes of girl-cum spurted deep into me and I hoped that I would get pregnant. I felt I could trust her to take care of the child. She wasn’t wrong when she said we met at the perfect time, this was too perfect to not be fate.

She panted and slowly pulled out of my depths, a stream of cum following it out. Diana whispered, “Give me five minutes and then we can get dressed, baby.”

I rolled onto my back and nodded, “Why are we getting dressed?”

“So we can go get your things.”

“I thought you were going to stay here?” I asked.

Diana shifted closer to me and laced her fingers through mine. She gave me a peck on the lips and smiled at me, her blue eyes beaming, “I wouldn’t want you to think I wouldn’t be here when you got back.”
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