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    HIS BIGGEST FAN 
 
    George is Static Overdrive’s biggest fan. He’s been to all of their shows and he owns all of their records. All that’s left is to meet the band and their singer/guitarist, George’s idol, Rick Aaronson. Unfortunately for George, the only people that get taken backstage are women.  
 
    But George is determined, even if that means becoming buying a sexy new wardrobe, learning to do his makeup, and becoming Georgia. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER I 
 
    I was Stellar Overdrive’s biggest fan. I owned every single one of their albums (including the deluxe and re-mastered editions) and I’d been to every single one of their shows within five-hundred miles of my house. I’d spent thousands (let’s face it, tens of thousands) of dollars on Stellar Overdrive merchandise, and I won’t even tell you how much I was paying for signed tour-books off of eBay. It was difficult to go an entire conversation without making it about Stellar Overdrive. I couldn’t begin to tell you how many times I’d watched my friends roll their eyes at me. I just couldn’t help it—the band was just that good. They had no bad songs. They were breaking album sales records for a reason. 
 
    My favourite member of the band was Rick Aaronson, the lead singer and guitarist. He was, in my opinion, the most talented person in rock and roll. He wrote all of their music and even acted as the producer on all of their records. There was nothing Rick Aaronson couldn’t do. He was, without question, my all-time idol. 
 
    So naturally, I was very disappointed after I waited for hours in a crowd of fans out behind the stadium and the band never came out. I was even more disappointed when one of their roadies came out, picked a half dozen girls from the front of the crowd and took them back to meet the band. Just before the girls were taken back, I heard them talking about one of Stellar Overdrive’s songs, getting the lyrics totally wrong. Filthy casuals. I bet you I could recite every lyric to every Stellar Overdrive song perfectly, but no one was bringing me back to meet the band. It wasn’t fair. 
 
    The real fans never got anything good. 
 
    And it wasn’t even the first time. Over and over again, I ventured out back for a glimmer of a chance to meet my long-time idol, Rick Aaronson. And every single time, a handful of random girls were taken back to meet him and I was left standing with the rest of the outcasts. It didn’t even seem to matter if the girls were remotely attractive, as long as they were dressed like little hoes, they fit the bill. When was my chance? When would I get to meet the band? 
 
    Of course, I knew why they were taking girls back. I could only assume there was some expectation along with being taken back, though I had a hard time believing random girls were being taken back with the expectation of sex. If that were the case, surely the stories would be all over the internet. Surely someone would have come out and said, ‘I was taken backstage to have sex with Stellar Overdrive’. More than likely, like most male musicians in the world, the band members just wanted the company of some skanky ladies to boost their egos. Surely there was no assumptions or expectations attached. They were professionals, after all. 
 
    The band’s popularity had exploded since I became an avid fan. It used to cost me less than a hundred bucks to get a signed tour-book off of eBay. Now, I was lucky to get one for less than a grand, and it usually involved days and days of bidding wars. I was honestly starting to regret my attempt to own every one of their tour-books, signed by all the band members. It was making me broke. When I went on eBay to get their latest tour-book, signed, I wasn’t even surprised see that they were going for nearly five grand. Five grand? I didn’t have that kind of money. Not to mention, they were due to go on tour again in just a few months, which probably meant another five grand, if not more by that point.  
 
    Those skimpy little girls didn’t know how good they had it. Even if they weren’t interested in getting signed merchandise, surely they were interested in making a few extra thousand dollars.  
 
    After listening to me complain for fifteen straight minutes, a friend of mine suggested, “Why don’t you just dress up like a girl and get your autograph?” He was joking, of course, but it wasn’t actually a terrible idea. I’d been to enough Stellar Overdrive concerts to know where to be standing when the roadies came out. I’d been to enough of their concerts to know what type of girls got picked. Hell, you didn’t even need tickets to the show to get a chance. You just had to walk around the venue until you found the tour trucks, and then you had to stand by the door with the rest of the eager fans ready to have their hearts broken.  
 
    Not to mention, a couple of girly outfits and a wig would cost less than a hundred bucks. That sure beat the hell out of five-grand. I knew I could do the girl-voice, thanks to years of playing online video games, tricking guys into giving me their best virtual items. The idea really wasn’t so crazy. In fact, the more I thought about it, the more plausible it seemed. It almost seemed stupid not to go through with it.  
 
    The more I thought about it, the more curious I became. Could I actually pull it off? At the very worst, if someone realized I wasn’t actually a woman, then what? They would laugh at me, maybe tell me to leave. With enough makeup and maybe a wig with some bangs, no one would ever recognize me, so I didn’t have to worry about my identity being compromised. So what really was there to be worried about?  
 
    And there was so much to gain! I could potentially get to meet my idols and I could potentially get my autographs, valued at thousands of dollars. And for once, someone who actually cared about the band would get the privilege of going backstage to meet the band. It would be stupid not to at least give it a try. 
 
    So it was decided—I was going to do it. I was going to dress up like a woman and take a stab at getting backstage to meet my long-time idols, Stellar Overdrive.  
 
    I went to the mall as soon as it opened, on a Wednesday, when the hallways were only populated by the senior citizens who were getting in their daily mall-walk. It was the perfect time to shop for my feminine attire. I knew none of my friends would be at the mall because I knew none of them would even be awake. It was the best time not to be recognized. And as long as I wasn’t recognized, I could get away with telling the cashier, “It’s a gift for my girlfriend.” They didn’t need to know that I didn’t actually have a girlfriend. 
 
    Buying the wig was a bit more tricky. No one buys a wig for their girlfriend, do they? “It’s for my girlfriend,” I said, and the cashier gave me a weird look. “She has cancer,” I said, and then that weird look vanished quickly. 
 
    I have to admit, I felt pretty stupid with the pile of clothes in front of me when I got home. I was so desperate to meet Static Overdrive that I’d deluded myself into thinking I could actually become a convincing woman. Who was I kidding? I sure wasn’t kidding myself. I’d just spent over a hundred bucks on clothes that I would never wear unless my silly plan actually worked, which was beginning to seem less and less likely the more I thought about it. I mean, have you ever seen a convincing cross-dresser? There’s always something off with them—you can always tell when there’s a guy under those clothes and under that makeup. Or can you? Maybe I’d walked past cross-dressers every single day and never known the difference. Maybe I was basing that assumption on the worst of the worst.  
 
    There was one major downside to my shopping trip. I couldn’t actually try the clothes I bought on until I got home. I had to just assume they would fit my body and that they would actually look good. I ended up buying a variety of different items, to give myself some options in case anything I bought looked ridiculous. And it was a good thing I bought options, because the very first top I tried on when I got home looked totally ridiculous.  
 
    It was a crop top that went all the way up to my throat. I’d seen Selena Gomez wearing a similar top, so I assumed it would look half-decent. On me, it looked like the bib they give you at Red Lobster so you don’t get lobster juice all over yourself. It turns out, not everything looks good on everyone. I guess that’s why there are so many options. I tried on another shirt I bought, a sleeveless lace top, but it was very unflattering. I was starting to doubt my little plan. Maybe I’d overestimated my ability to disguise myself as a woman. Maybe I just didn’t have the body type for it. Which seemed strange, because I actually thought I looked pretty good in just the A-cup sized black bra I bought, especially once I stuffed a sock into each cup.  
 
    As I stared at myself in the mirror, I had a thought: maybe the problem wasn’t the clothing. Maybe it was the fact I was still looking at myself, with my short brown hair and my makeup-less face. Maybe I needed to have a little makeover before I continued trying on different outfits.  
 
    So I put on my wig, which needed a good brushing. It didn’t look quite right, as if it was missing something. All of the girls that stood out back at every Stellar Overdrive concert always had their hair straightened as straight as straight could be. So I snuck into my mom’s bathroom and lifted her straightener. I also grabbed some makeup while I was there—some lipstick, some blush, and some eyeliner. I didn’t get much sleep that night as I stayed up and watched makeup tutorials on YouTube. I found one really good tutorial on how to do your makeup for a music festival. 
 
    It was around three in the morning when I finally stepped back and took a good look at myself, in my wig, in my makeup, and in my black bra. And shit, I actually looked pretty good. There was still work to be done, like shaving my arms and my legs and my armpits and so on. I was even able to create the illusion of cleavage thanks to a YouTube tutorial on different ways to use contouring makeup. 
 
    I had a few different options for bottoms. I had a little skirt, which I thought was too risky, seeing as the panties I bought didn’t do much to hide my bulge. If someone got a look up the skirt, that would be the end of my charade. It was too bad, too, because the skirt actually made me look pretty cute, and it seemed like a shame to cover up my legs, which actually looked quite nice all shaved and smooth. I had a pair of jeans, but they were too boyish and baggy. I found a good middle ground with a pair of tight leather pants, kind of like the ones Olivia Newton-John wore in Grease, except not quite as suffocating.  
 
    The little heels I bought were far from comfortable, but they made the look. The moment I stood up in those little black shoes, everything came together. My butt perked up, my back straightened, and my chest came out. It’s amazing what a pair of heels can do for a girl (I suddenly understood why girls tortured themselves with the things). 
 
    I looked in the mirror again. I was hot. There was no way anyone would think I was a man. My confidence was suddenly through the roof. I didn’t want to wait a week to put my guise to the test behind the stadium. I was so eager to show off my body. Unfortunately, it was late. Even if I wanted to go out to a club, I couldn’t. Nothing was open. Everyone, but me, was asleep. I should have been asleep, but I couldn’t peel myself away from the mirror. I couldn’t bring myself to wash off the makeup or take off the clothes. I liked what I saw too much. In a weird way, it was starting to seem like a shame that I wasn’t actually a woman. 
 
    I started to get an erection. I couldn’t help it, I just looked that good. I watched myself adjusting my bra in the mirror and it looked so realistic, like I was actually watching a woman cupping her soft tits in her hands. Hell, had it not been for the hardening rod between my legs, I might have actually believed I was looking at a woman through a window instead of myself through the mirror. I reached down to cover my expanding bulge, so to not spoil the beautiful image before me. And then I couldn’t help myself, I started to rub my cock through my leather pants. I gently squeezed one of my breasts with my other hand. God, I looked hot. It actually kind of looked like I was reaching down and rubbing my clit. I was rock-hard in seconds. 
 
    I looked myself in the eyes and then I bit my lip. I really was sexy. There was no way they wouldn’t take me backstage to meet the band. I would have those boys drooling over my lap in no time—as long as I kept my bulge at bay, not like it was now, fully erect, throbbing ferociously. I reached into my pants, took my cock in my hand, and pulled it out, freeing it from its hot, leather prison. I started to beat myself off with intensity. 
 
    “Come for me baby,” I said in my girl voice. “Come for me. I want your come all over me.” Suffice to say, I came and I came hard, all over the bathroom mirror and counter. Hot, sticky cum cascaded down my fist. And then I looked myself in the mirror again. My God, I thought. This crazy idea was actually going to work. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER II 
 
    I was walking home from work the next day when I started to look closely at all of the women around me. I couldn’t help but wonder if any of them were hiding a little bit extra between their thighs. Now that I’d seen what was possible with a new wardrobe and some makeup, who could know for sure? I had always thought there was a disproportionate number of ladies in my town than men. It always seemed strange to me whenever I would go down to a club, just how many women were there, and meanwhile there were so few men. How insane was it to think that some of the women were really wolves in sheep’s clothing? 
 
    I mean, I kind of had fun trying on all those different outfits, seeing what I was able to do with my makeup, perfecting my hair. And the thought of taking it out into public was exciting, wondering whether or not I could really get away with it—just how far I could push it. Maybe lots of other men had discovered the same rush, long before me. Maybe they were all around me. 
 
    When I got home and looked into my secret little stash of women’s clothing, I wondered if I really could pull it off. Sure, I thought I looked good in my outfit, but maybe my senses were being clouded by my strong desire for my scheme to work. There was only one way to really know for sure, by taking my guise out into public.  
 
    So once it was dark outside, I suited up. I put on my wig and I sat down to do my makeup. I got ready much quicker than the night before, having all the little kinks and bumps worked out. I put on my bra, and then I put my lace top on over it. I went with the skirt for this particular outing. It wasn’t the perfect outfit, but I was saving that for my meeting with Static Overdrive. After one final look in the mirror, I took off for a nearby club. I figured it was the perfect place to put my looks and persona to the test. 
 
    But I never made it to the club. Halfway there, I passed a bustling little café. Inside, they were playing one of my favourite Static Overdrive songs. It almost seemed like a sign, so I decided to go inside and see what all the commotion was about. 
 
    “Here for the speed dating?” a lady asked me as I walked through the doorway. She pushed a clipboard and a pen forward. My heart jumped. It was my first official interaction with another human as a woman. I scanned the room. There were some pretty girls in attendance, and some good looking guys, too. They were all standing around, mingling, getting ready to face one another in five minute increments.  
 
    My immediate instinct was to not say a word back to the sign-up lady and run out of the place. But then I figured, what better test was there than to be scrutinized and compared to a slew of real women by good looking men? What was I going to accomplish at the club? Nothing more than some drunken interactions with horny boys in a loud room where no one would really be able to hear my voice. The club was too safe. If I was going to face Static Overdrive, if I was going to face Rick Aaronson, I needed a real test. I needed to have absolute confidence in myself as a woman. 
 
    The sign-up lady pushed the clipboard and the pen further towards me. “Miss?” she said.  
 
    I smiled. “Thanks,” I said, taking the clipboard and the pen and signing myself up. My new name was Georgia May. 
 
    “Feel free to take a seat anywhere. We’ll be getting started soon,” the woman said, motioning me into the room. My heart was beating quickly. I’d made it past my first little test, but all my first test wanted was my name on a piece of paper. My next test was a room full of men who wanted to know me as a person—and maybe they wanted a bit more than that. 
 
    I took my seat and tried to regain control over my breathing, which was quick and shallow. I kept reminding myself, ‘What do you have to lose?’ What if someone recognizes me? How could they? Maybe my disguise wasn’t as good as I thought it was. My hands were trembling. 
 
    “Alright, everyone take a seat now,” the host called out, and then she proceeded to explain the rules of the night. Ladies (like myself) each got their own table which they sat on one side of and didn’t move throughout the event. The tables formed a large circle around the room. Men would sit across from the women and every five minutes a bell would ring and the men would hop over to the next table. 
 
    Thankfully, the host dimmed the lights as the event started. I didn’t need any extra light on my face for the guys who would be staring closely at me. 
 
    My first speed date was a smaller guy, kind of geeky-looking, with a dress shirt done up to the top button. He looked even more nervous than me, which gave me some peace of mind. He was far too concerned with himself (constantly making sure his shirt was straight and his posture was good) to look to notice too many of my details. He asked me a series of obviously prepared questions like, “What’s your name? What do you do for a living? What are your hobbies? What’s your favourite colour?” and so on. It was the perfect intro into my persona, giving me a chance to not only practice my voice on someone who wouldn’t notice any slips, but to also practice my backstory, which needed to be as believable as my looks. 
 
    My name was Georgia May, I was an assistant at a veterinarian’s office, I liked ice skating and walking my dog at the park, and my favourite colour was pink. I asked him the same questions, and I got lots of nervous ums and head scratching. He’d apparently spent more time preparing the questions than the answers. 
 
    My next date was a strong guy with big, heavy muscles. I swear I could see his veins throbbing through his tight shirt. “I’m Kev,” he said, and then he went on about his job as a fitness trainer for the next five minutes. He never asked me my name. In fact, I’m not sure I said a word after my hello when he sat down. His eyes kept drifting down to my chest and then I would watch his pupils grow twice in size. It was a nice confirmation that my tits looked okay. 
 
    My third date was a handsome guy with a brilliant smile. There was something about his smile that was so captivating—hypnotising even. And he smelled incredible! When I reached out to shake his hand, he took my hand ever so gently. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Georgia.” He had me so flustered, I didn’t know how to respond. How did he know my name? Oh right, the sticker on my chest that said ‘Hello, my name is Georgia’. 
 
    “Hi…” I said after a flustered moment of silence. I looked down at his name tag. ‘Hello, my name is Roger’. Even his handwriting had a certain charm to it. “…Roger,” I said. 
 
    It was strange—never before in my life had I so much as noticed a man before. I mean, sure, I’ve obviously noticed men before, but not in the same way I was as Georgia. Maybe it was the way they looked at me, like I was a woman, like I had some sort of value to them. It’s much different than the way a woman looks at a man. It’s almost… Animalistic. Primal. Maybe there are pheromones involved, undetectable except at some microscopic level. Hell, if I knew what Roger was doing right, I would have been swimming in pussy. I wasn’t even a real woman and I was totally captivated by him. I jumped when the bell rang. “It was a pleasure meeting you, Georgia,” he said as he stood up, smiling gracefully. It was a shame my time with him was over. 
 
    None of the other guys who came my way matched up to Roger. Throughout the rest of that night, our eyes kept meeting. I kept catching his handsome smile from across the room. I found myself becoming jealous of the girls he was talking to. How screwed up is that? 
 
    It was very strange, indeed. I wanted him to like me so badly. When I saw him get up to use the bathroom, I got up and followed him, ‘accidentally’ bumping into him as he stepped out from the lavatory. “Excuse me,” he said. 
 
    “Excuse me,” I said, reaching down, slipping my fingers over his crotch, gently squeezing his manly bulge. I gave him a quick little massage, biting my lip. I’m not sure why I did it, or what I was hoping to achieve. I obviously couldn’t have him, so why was I bothering? He bit his lip and his body seemed to melt from my grasp. “What are you doing later tonight?” he asked. 
 
    I smiled. “I’ve got plans,” I said, and then I released him. I had to be careful. Being a woman was proving to be somewhat of an addiction. The closer I skirted to that fine line, the better the high. A part of me wanted to keep on pushing it, to see how far I could go. Could I get into a man’s bedroom? Could I get down to my bra and panties without him knowing any better? Could my kiss fool him? Could I get him off without him finding me out? 
 
    I had to keep pushing those thoughts away. They were dangerous—even more dangerous now that I knew they were within the realm of possibility. If I’d gotten this far, who was to say I couldn’t go all the way? Basically, as long as my cock stayed between my legs, anything was possible. My flat chest wasn’t even a giveaway. Plenty of girls had totally flat chests. 
 
    I practically had Roger drooling over me, and I couldn’t blame him. I couldn’t help but obsess a little bit every time I caught a glimpse of myself in the mirror. But I needed to have a bit of self control. I wasn’t doing this to make men fawn over me. I was doing it to meet Static Overdrive and to get my precious autograph. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER III 
 
    I didn’t get much sleep the night before the big show. I had to drive six hours to get to the show, and I didn’t even have tickets. I considered buying tickets. It almost seemed like a giant waste of time to travel six hours just to stand behind a stadium, but I figured the real waste would be to buy a ticket and then to cut out halfway through the show to secure my spot at the front of the crowd out back. The roadies always picked the girls who stood at the front. They rarely picked anyone from within the crowd, unless they were absolutely stunning. 
 
    There were only about ten people standing out back when I arrived. I could hear the music booming from inside the stadium. I was giddy with excitement. I had full faith in my plan. 
 
    With every passing song, more and more people began to crowd around me. I didn’t think it would matter how many people showed up seeing as I already had my spot at the front of the crowd, but I was wrong. It turns out, people treat your differently as a woman. More specifically, women treat you much differently when you’re a woman. They’re ruthless, heartless. I had to hold my ground as I was tugged and bumped and girls tried to scooch in front of me, squeezing themselves between the temporary barricade and my body. 
 
    The men behind me didn’t help much either. I can’t tell you how many times my ass was grabbed. It was impossible to know who the culprit was, but I imagine it was more than one of the guys behind me. One guy even slipped his hands between my thighs in an attempt to feel up my pussy. I quickly swatted his hand away, milliseconds before his fingers found a little more than they were expecting. “Oh, c’mon baby,” the male voice said behind me. “Saving it all for Rick Aaronson?” I didn’t look back. I couldn’t look back. I needed to stay totally focussed on holding my ground, so I wouldn’t lose my spot, so twenty hours of my life wouldn’t be wasted. 
 
    The back door opened and the crowd erupted. Girls bounced up and down and screamed, “Bring me back! Bring me back!” The men behind me shouted for their chance—but they had no hope, as I knew all too well. The pushing and shoving intensified. “Get out of my way!” a woman shouted in my ear as she forced herself in front of me. I tried to hold her back but I couldn’t. She began to jump up and down in front of me, her butt (exposed thanks to her too-short jean shorts) rubbing all over me. Another girl slipped in front of me, and I lost sight of the roadie. My heart sank into my gut. 
 
    All of my hope was lost. I could have forced my way past the girls but I didn’t—I didn’t want to stoop to their low level, even if it did mean wasting over twenty hours of my life, all of that gas spent driving, all of that money spent on a hotel room for the night.  
 
    “Move aside,” I heard the roadie say, and then, after a moment, the girls in front of parted. Then, I saw him pointing at me. “You,” he said. My heart jumped back up into my chest. The girls around me all turned and looked at me. “Fucking slut,” one girl said, looking down at me like I was the scum of the earth. And sure, I hammed it up. I was only wearing a bra as a top, after all. But I could have cared less. I was in. I was going to meet Static Overdrive. 
 
    The roadie brought me, along with five other girls, down a series of corridors. The end of the band’s booming encore echoed through the halls. Finally, we found ourselves in a big green room. “Help yourself to food and drinks,” the roadie said, motioning towards two long tables covered in high-quality catering. A few of the girls went to grab something to eat (some of us had, after all, been waiting outside for nearly five hours). I couldn’t even think about eating. My heart was pounding so fast and so hard, the thought of food made me sick. I was going to meet Static Overdrive. I was going to get my tour-book personally signed by the band. And I was going to meet Rick Aaronson. Excitement, anxiety, and a tinge of dread all pulsed through my veins. 
 
    From that green room, I could hear the concert coming to an end. I could hear the many fans in attendance erupting into cheer. As that cheer began to die down, I knew the band was on their way to the green room, on their way to me. I had to take a seat on one of the couches in the room, afraid I would collapse the moment I laid eyes on Rick Aaronson. The girls around me didn’t seem to be too phased, or maybe they were just very good at hiding it. They continued to pick snacks off of the food tables, mingling amongst one another, basking in their egos. I don’t think they cared about meeting the band. I think they already had their moment of triumph, being picked from the crowd. They were satisfied. 
 
    The door opened and they came in, the drummer first, then the bass player, then the rhythm guitar player, and then Rick. He scanned the room, his eyes fell upon me, and then he smiled. I froze completely, my nervous system shut down. Of course I’d always known he was real, but now he was really real, and he was looking right at me. “Hello ladies,” he said. He nodded his head at me and then turned to the other girls. 
 
    “Oh my God,” one of the girl said, waving her hands in front of her face in a strange attempt to stop herself from crying. “You guys are so amazing.”  
 
    “Thanks, and thanks for all of your support. It really means a lot to us,” Rick said. My eyes were glued to him. I couldn’t look away. He seemed to have a glow to him, one that you didn’t see in pictures or video or even from across a stadium packed full of fans. My mind became mush. I couldn’t hear what anyone was saying. I was in a complete state of hypnosis. I was in the same room as arguably the most talented musician of the century.  
 
    And again, he was looking right at me. His lips were moving, but all I could hear was the high-pitched ringing of my brain. “You okay?” I finally heard him say. 
 
    “Huh? Me? Yeah, I’m fine,” I said, snapping out of my trance. I don’t think my heart had ever beat so fast in my life.  
 
    “I said, what’s your name?” he said. 
 
    “Georgia May.” I sprung to my feet and threw my hand forward. “It’s such a pleasure to meet you. I’m your biggest fan,” I said.  
 
    “Our biggest fan, hey?” he said. He took my hand. His skin was so soft, so warm, so perfect in every conceivable way. “The pleasure’s all mine, Georgia,” he said. I could feel the scorn of the other girls in the room. Sure, Static Overdrive had an incredible drummer, a very talented bass player, and a great rhythm guitarist, but Rick Aaronson was in a league of his own. He was the real talent of the band and everyone knew it. It also didn’t hurt that he was the most handsome of the band members. 
 
    I felt like such a fool when I held up my tour-book. “Could you sign my tour-book?” I asked. All of the other girls looked at me like I was insane, like I was just some crazy fan girl with a crazy Rick Aaronson obsession. And maybe I was. 
 
    He went around the room, spending time with everyone, asking stock questions, getting to know his fans. And he was incredibly good at feigning interest. His smile was so genuine and he was great at listening. But I could tell it was just procedure to him. No one is interested in “My name’s Marissa, I like music and concerts and I’m taking women’s studies in school and I work as a bartender and I love to party…” But when he finally got to me, it was different. We actually talked. He asked me questions about my career and my personal life and what other bands I liked. He ended up taking a seat next to me, and then again, I could feel the scorn of the other girls in the room. 
 
    Maybe he was just more interested because he could tell I was a real fan and not just another girl who wanted to say they met a celebrity. Or maybe he was interested in me romantically—or maybe I was just delusional. But the way he was looking at me was so similar to the way Roger looked at me at that café. There was something else there that I just couldn’t put my finger on. 
 
    “Alright ladies, it’s time to go,” the band’s manager said, poking his head into the room.  
 
    The other girls all sprung to their feet and started towards the door. It wasn’t so easy for me. I didn’t want the moment to end. It was like waking up from a perfect dream—that moment you realize you’re dreaming and about to wake up but you’re still in that dream world. You can refuse to let it end all you want but returning to real life is inevitable. “C’mon miss,” the band manager said, looking right at me. 
 
    Reluctantly, I stood up. I looked back at Rick, who was smiling. “It was nice to meet you,” I said, then I started for the door, my heart crushed slightly, knowing it was probably the one and only time I would ever get to meet my idol. “Hey Georgia,” Rick said. My heart sprung alive once again. “Do you have plans for the rest of the night?” he asked. 
 
    “No,” I said so quickly, I nearly interrupted him.  
 
    “Do you mind waiting out in the parking lot while we pack up? I’ll have someone find you,” he said. 
 
    I couldn’t fight the smile from my face. “Okay,” I said and he smiled. 
 
    “Great.” 
 
    The band manager put his hand on my back and led me out of the green room. My head was spinning. To call it the highlight of my life was an understatement. I was buzzing with warm energy. I’d never been on such an incredible high in my whole life. I just met Static Overdrive. I just spent half an hour sitting and chatting with Rick Aaronson and now I was going to meet up with him in private. It was every girl in America’s dream. 
 
    And then I realized what was happening. Rick didn’t just want to hang out with some random fan, he wanted to hang out with a woman. Whether or not that meant sex or real romance, I couldn’t offer him either. I wasn’t a woman. I didn’t have what he wanted. I was just setting him and myself up for disappointment.  
 
    But still, I stuck around. My feelings were overriding my sensibilities. I knew what I was doing was wrong but I couldn’t help my greed. It was only twenty minutes when the headlights fell upon me and the limousine pulled up next to me. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    CHAPTER IV 
 
    I expected there to be people in the limousine—either Rick or maybe the band’s manager or at the very least an assistant or a roadie. But the limo was empty, save for the driver who kept the darkened window up between us. As soon as I was seated, he started to drive. I watched the stadium become further and further away. 
 
    We were headed for the downtown core, which wouldn’t have taken long had it not been for the heavy traffic—mostly streams of cars leaving the stadium, siphoning out of the series of crammed parking lots. Sitting in the back of that empty limousine, in that dense traffic, I had a lot of time to think about my situation. And the further and further we got from that stadium, the more I began to regret my decision to go through with meeting Rick in private. What was the point? I’d already met him and I’d gotten my autograph. That was all that I came for. So why push it? Why risk ruining the impression I’d made?  
 
    We pulled up to a big, fancy hotel. The lot out front was loaded with luxury cars, each worth more than my entire net worth. The driver opened the door for me and then led me into the hotel, through the vibrant lobby. There was an amazing pianist finishing a tune. Everyone was dressed in their best clothes. Meanwhile, I was dressed like a prostitute. As expected, I turned some heads. 
 
    Was Rick hoping that I would change? Should I have gone out and found a nice dress, something more appropriate for the setting? I felt ridiculous in my black bra and tight, leather pants. People probably thought I was an escort being brought up to Rick’s room. 
 
    My heart skipped a beat. Maybe that’s exactly what I was—maybe Rick chose me because he thought I would put out. Did he think I was an escort? Was he expecting sex? 
 
    The driver took me up the elevator and then down the hall to a set of double doors. He knocked on the door and then said nothing as he turned to leave. A part of me wanted to ask him to stick around, though I don’t know why. I don’t know how he could have helped me in any way. I hadn’t even spoken a word to him. 
 
    The doors opened and there was Rick, standing in the doorway. “So glad you could make it,” he said. “Come on in.” I hesitated for a moment and then stepped into the room. 
 
    Of course he wanted sex. Why else would he have me brought to his hotel room? Why else would he single out the girl who wasn’t wearing a damn shirt? What was I thinking? “Make yourself comfortable,” he said. “Can I get you a drink?” 
 
    “Sure, whatever you’re having.” I couldn’t decline a drink. I needed to take off the edge somehow.  
 
    He poured me a bourbon. “Ice?” he asked. 
 
    “Just neat, thanks,” I said, taking the drink, quickly taking a sip. He took the seat next to me. 
 
    “Are you hungry? Should we order some food up to the room?” he asked. 
 
    “I’m okay, but if you’re hungry, you go ahead,” I said. I actually was hungry but my sensibility was quickly rushing back to me. I needed to get out of there as quick as possible. There was nothing left for me to achieve. Every additional moment with Rick was another moment I was risking my identity, risking ruining the impression I’d already made. I should have just stood up and politely left—I could have said I wasn’t feeling well, or that I forgot to do something—anything. But I couldn’t bring myself to leave. Once again, I found myself weak in his presence. 
 
    I really should have left. Especially after the first drink. I could have even left after the second. But I didn’t leave. And with every drink he poured, the thought drifted farther and farther away. I was stuck, trapped in my own body, forced to suffer in the agony of anxiety, knowing the night could only end badly from there on. Rick had gotten much closer to me, to the point that our bodies were touching as we continued to converse later and later into the night. We ended up ordering room service—twice—dinner and desert. Rick had a bottle of champagne brought up to the room to “celebrate” though he never really specified what exactly we were celebrating.  
 
    “Rick, I need to tell you something,” I said. I don’t know if I said it in a moment of drunken idiocy or in a moment of clear sobriety. He stared at me with wide eyes, waiting for me to go on. But I was frozen. I couldn’t actually bring myself to tell him my truth. And why would I? Why was I about to? In what conceivable way was that a solution to my problem. 
 
    I lost my chance. Before I was even able to muster up a single word, he leaned over and kissed me. That was it. I was done. I let my arms wrap around him and I kissed him back, letting him lower me down onto the couch. He came down over me. 
 
    Inside of me were two different personalities fighting for control. There was Georgia, with her hands firmly clutching the steering wheel, and then there was my male self, hopelessly determined to pry her away and regain control. But why? I was in a state of pure bliss. My heart was racing. I was living every girl’s dream. But inside I knew it was all about to end—like a car speeding faster and faster and faster towards a cliff. If I didn’t hit the brakes soon, there would be no stopping myself from going over, I would be destined to crash and burn. 
 
    Yet still, my hands found their way up his shirt, onto his rigid abs, his hard chest. His hands were all over me, my tits and my ass. It was heaven and hell, ecstasy and torture. His fingers began to sink down between my legs. We were past the point of no return. He started to rub my cock. My heart was racing. It was just a matter of time before he realized he wasn’t rubbing a plump pussy. I was getting erect. Soon he’s be rubbing a thick, hard, throbbing erection. 
 
    A cold tingle ran down my spine. Why was I not pushing him away? Had I lost my mind completely. He kept on rubbing. I was rock-hard now. How had he not noticed? My hands trembled. I could feel beads of cold sweat forming on my forehead. Still, I continued to paw at his beautiful muscles. 
 
    He sunk down, pulling my tight leather pants down with him. Gently he took my cock and brought it to his lips. He started to suck me off. My head was spinning. I was rigid, completely tense. I was mere seconds away from falling into cardiac arrest. What was happening? Why was he sucking my cock. And why was I letting him? 
 
    He managed to get the entirety of my dick in his mouth, sinking it deep into his throat. His warm tongue felt like heaven. I sunk my fingers into his soft hair. The tension was quickly leaving my body, along with the anxiety and the confusion. I didn’t know what was happening but I didn’t care. I was too far gone, too lost in the swirling euphoria. I let him finger my asshole while he sucked my cock. My God, did it feel incredible. 
 
    Maybe he was drunk. Maybe I was drunk. I didn’t feel drunk. Maybe we were both sober—maybe there was some other force pulling the strings of our marionettes. Maybe our lust wasn’t bound by our genders.  
 
    He came back up and his lips found mine once again. He managed to get his pants off and I heard them hit the floor. I could feel his big, warm cock against my leg. I lifted up my knees and reached down, wrapping my fingers around his impressive, throbbing erection. His tongue penetrated my lips. I lined the tip of his dick up with my asshole and I began to push him inside of me. Euphoria pulsed through me, flashing like a victorious slot machine. He took my hands and pinned them down next to my body. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said, and then he pushed himself inside. 
 
    My world lit up. I became weightless, my senses overrun. I couldn’t look away from his beautiful eyes or his heart-melting smile as he began to thrust his big dick in and out of my asshole. Each thrust sent me deeper and deeper into a euphoric haze. Had he not been pinning my hands down, I would have pinched myself. I wasn’t entirely convinced I wasn’t dreaming.  
 
    I watched his muscles flex and contract. He was so beautiful, a sculpted masterpiece. 
 
    “Jerk yourself off,” he said, finally releasing one of my hands. I followed his command, but I never looked away from his eyes, and he never looked away from mine. “I want you to come for me,” he said. “Come all over your beautiful chest.”  
 
    If I was dreaming, it was the single greatest and most realistic dream I’d ever had. 
 
    I was getting close to finishing. I closed my knees in on his rigid body. I bit down on my tongue and let my head fall back. “Oh God,” I began to mutter over and over. He slipped one of his fingers into my mouth and I began to suck. I was going to come—I was going to come all over myself. He wasn’t too far off either. His thrusts were becoming faster, more swift. He was beginning to grunt, his grip on my wrist began to tighten. “Come for me, baby,” he said, and I couldn’t take any more. I came all over myself—blast after blast of warm cum, all over my chest, my tummy, my hand.  
 
    He finally looked away from my eyes to watch me come. I watched an elated tremor run through his body. “Oh fuck,” he said, and then he came, deep inside of my asshole. Fuck, it felt incredible. No drug can imitate that sensation. No high can reach that feeling. Out of breath, he fell down on me. 
 
    I hadn’t realized how long we’d been together. The sun was beginning to rise, casting an intense orange light into the luxury hotel suite. Rick seemed to notice it at the same time as me. “What time is it?” he asked. 
 
    “Almost seven,” I said, reading the clock on the nearby microwave.  
 
    “Shit,” he said, springing up. “The tour bus leaves at eight.” He started to get dressed and that realization came back to me—it was all destined to end eventually. Sure, we’d gone a lot farther than I thought we would, but still, he was only in town for the night, and he wouldn’t be back for at least another year. By that point, he probably wouldn’t even remember me.  
 
    “I guess I should be going, too,” I said, sitting up.  
 
    He walked over to me and kissed me on the forehead. “I’ll see you around,” he said. Even though I saw it coming, long before I even arrived at his hotel, I was disappointed. I don’t know why, but in our moment of passion, I managed to delude myself into thinking there could be some kind of future between us. But of course there couldn’t be—who was I kidding? He was a touring musician. And I wasn’t even really a woman, though I was beginning to feel more and more like a woman. It was actually strange to think that I was really a man. It was strange to think that the girly voice I had been using for the past few weeks wasn’t even my real voice. 
 
    As soon as I returned home, it suddenly felt like it had all been a dream. Aside from my signed tour-book, I didn’t have any proof that the whole interaction was real. I had no pictures, I didn’t have Rick’s phone number, nothing. After a week passed, I’d even started to convince myself it was all just a dream. After I returned to work, I retired my female clothes and makeup into a bag in the back corner of my closet. I got used to my regular, male voice once again. 
 
    It was a month later when there was a knock at my door. I didn’t recognize the man on the other side. “Can I help you?” I asked. 
 
    “I’m looking for Georgia May,” he said. My heart sunk into my gut. Had someone found me out and tracked me down?  
 
    “I’m sorry, what’s this about?” I managed to ask through the lump in my throat. 
 
    “I was sent by Rick Aaronson of Static Overdrive,” he said. “He’s asked me to take Ms. May to the airport.”  
 
    My heart was racing now. I noticed he was holding a card in his hand. “What’s that?” I asked. 
 
    He held the card up. “This is for Ms. May.”  
 
    I spent a moment trying to collect all of my thoughts, but they were popping into my head faster than I was able to make sense of them. “I think she just got out of the shower. Can I take this to her?” 
 
    “Sure,” he said, giving me the card.  
 
    “I’ll be right back.” I took the card into the other room, out of sight of the driver, and I opened it up. It was an invitation to spend two months with Rick at his private recording studio on the English countryside. There was a plane ticket for that afternoon pressed in the card. 
 
    “I really hope you can make it,” it concluded. How did he get my address? How did he know where to find me? To be honest, I didn’t even care—I was finally going to see Rick again. 
 
    I nearly screamed in excitement. How could I say no? I ran back into the other room where the driver was waiting patiently. “She said she’ll be ready in about half an hour. Is that okay?” I said. He nodded, and then I ran back to get ready.  
 
    So maybe I was wrong when I said that the real fans never get anything good. In fact, that couldn’t have been more wrong. All those skimpy girls got were some quick signatures and a quick meet and greet. I was getting the man himself.  
 
    It turns out, it pays to be the biggest fan. 
 
    THE END 
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