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Rock Club

Tom wiped the back of his hand across his forehead. It was dark and hot and packed, sweaty bodies pressed together, swaying as one, breathing, panting, throbbing as the whole venue vibrated with the bass from the speakers, the band on stage giving it everything to the crowd who demanded more and more.

He hadn’t been to a place like this for years, not ever really, and certainly not with a woman like Homura, one of his Japanese houseguests who just so happened to be half his age. She swayed in front of him, pressing her body up against him, her black miniskirt rising up her ass as she did so, teasing him mercilessly.

“I need a ride.”

“Good morning to you, too,” said Tom as he sat by the breakfast bar, enjoying his morning coffee.

“Morning,” said Homura, irritated, folding her arms under her breasts, “I need a ride.”

“I’d say so,” said Eshima as she walked down the stairs, “it might chill you out a bit.”

Tom tried not to laugh as Homura scowled at her friend, glaring daggers as she waltzed through the room and out to the pool.

“No problem,” said Tom, “just give me a minute to finish my coffee. I can’t function without it.”

“That’s because you’re old,” said Homura, bluntly.

“When would you like this favour?” he asked, sipping his coffee.

Homura rolled her eyes and turned away.

“It’s not my fault you’re old,” she said, “they’re just the facts. Besides, you have to give me a lift.”

“Do I?” he asked, putting his coffee cup down, intrigued by where she was going with this.

“Yes,” she said, turning to face him.

“Why can’t you get a taxi?”

“Because it’s…” she hesitated.

“...it’s?” he prodded.

“It’s in a sketchy part of town, alright?”

Tom looked at her blankly.

“A sketchy part of this town?”

He thought of the miles of sandy beaches, the blistering sun, the beautiful, rich people living their wonderfully fancy lives, driving cars like his and living in places like this. Aside from some possible tax fraud, how could any part of this place be considered ‘sketchy’?

“So, it’s not technically this town, but it may as well be. People just don’t like to associate it with here because of its reputation.”

“It’s reputation?”

“Yes.”

“For being sketchy?”

“Yes.”

“In what way ‘sketchy’?”

“God, I don’t know,” she said, throwing her arms into the air, “how is any place sketchy?”

Tom thought of the numerous different ways a place could be considered sketchy, some good, but mostly not. He remembered the places around where he grew up, the ones considered sketchy, and could think of absolutely zero positive reasons why someone like Homura might want to go there.

“So why do you want to go there?”

“Because sketchy places have the best clubs.”

Tom looked at her.

“I’m not sure that’s exactly true,” he said, thinking back to the night he and his three housemates went out, dancing and partying in one of the area’s many high-end nightclubs, moving and throbbing and pressing against one another, the night ending with Eshima crouched down in one of the cubicles, showing him how much she was enjoying her evening with him, in the best way possible.

“Maybe not the best clubs,” she conceded, “but the ones with the best atmosphere, the best vibes. The ones with real people feeling real things where you can listen to actual real music.”

Tom said nothing, taking in her words, surprised by their earnestness. He had rarely seen Homura display an emotion that wasn’t some form of annoyed, irritated, or frustrated, so this was a surprising change of pace.

“Alright,” he said, “what time do you want to go?”

She looked at him, a wry smile forming on her lips.

“Late.”

◆◆◆

The further they drove, the sketchier the streets became. Tom had closed the roof on the convertible, but had felt uneasy about bringing it at all. It was, after all, a rental, and he would be charged for any damages. He would also have preferred something more inconspicuous, which would have allowed them to blend in a bit more. Instead, their choice of transport practically screamed “rob me, I’m rich!”

That wasn’t to say that Homura hadn’t done her best to make sure at least he could at least blend in somewhat. But even so, he still felt deeply out of place.

“And what time do you want me to pick you up?” he’d asked that morning.

“Pick me up?” she’d responded, laughing, “you’re coming with me!”

He hadn’t been particularly keen to go to whatever sketchy club Homura had her eye on. Indeed, the very mention of sketchy nightclubs brought back memories of wasted youth, nights spent in dingy little clubs, the floors sticky and the walls wet, the beer tasting like piss and the sound systems sounding like they’d already blown.

“If it’s too sketchy for me to get a taxi there and back,” she’d said, “then it’s too sketchy for me to stay by myself!”

He had to admit, she had a point. Although it would have been nice if she had considered asking him if he wanted to go rather than simply declaring it. But on the other hand, he didn’t think spending the evening with Homura would be a bad thing, necessarily. They hadn’t spent much time alone, aside from one afternoon by the pool, after their late night clubbing, where she had shown him precisely how she recovered from such events.

“I don’t think it’s quite my scene,” he’d said, thinking about leather-clad young people with more tattoos and piercings than they’d had birthdays.

“Of course it isn’t,” she’d said as if it was obvious, “that’s why we’re going shopping.”

◆◆◆

As soon as Tom had finished his coffee, the two of them were out the front door and driving into town.

He’d already had one shopping experience with Izumi, where she’d picked out a series of fashionable outfits for him, after the three young women had disposed of his previous wardrobe, an unwelcome link to the life he was trying to leave behind.

He knew this would be nothing like that.

They walked through the door and he couldn’t tell if it was supposed to be a clothing store, a skateboard boutique, or a sex shop. It was a strange combination of all three, with a wall of brightly-coloured skateboards on one side and a rack of corsets and associated accessories on the other. In the middle were a series of shelves with assorted sex toys, some of which he had no idea what they could possibly be for!

“Hmm,” she said, fingering a black leather corset, her fingers toying with the dangling cords. “Don’t worry,” she said when she turned and saw his face, “this isn’t for you.” She walked deeper into the store. “How big are you?”

“Excuse me?” he asked, surprised by the question.

She turned and looked at him, rolling her eyes as she realised what he was thinking.

“Jesus,” she said, “obviously I know how big you are, I was talking about your shoe size.”

“Oh,” he said, “of course.”

He told her and continued to walk behind her as she perused the stock, fingering every item as she searched for anything that would meet her very specific standards. Finally, she grabbed a single t-shirt, a pair of black jeans and a pair of black Converse.

“Here,” she said, “let’s go.”

“Don’t you want me to try them on?” he asked, “to see if they fit?”

“They’ll fit,” she said, then rolled her eyes again, “but alright.” She pointed in the direction of the changing rooms. He stood there a moment, looking at her. “What? You want me to come in with you and help you change? What do I look like, Izumi?”

Tom walked into the changing room by himself, went into one of the cubicles, and locked the door behind him. Homura was a mystery to him. She was cold and aloof, but at the same time had been more than happy to suck his cock by the side of the pool, to press her pussy into his face and let him taste her, before he fucked her, cumming deep inside her youthful body.

But that’s just how she was, he guessed.

As he took his clothes off, he realised his cock was throbbing, and he really wished that Homura was in there with him. He would have loved nothing more than to see her on her knees, taking his cock in her mouth as he watched her in the mirror, servicing him. That she wasn’t there, just made him all the more. But there was nothing he could do about it, so he put on the clothes she had chosen for him.

The jeans were tighter than he’d ever worn and as he tugged them up they clung to his legs. Even so, he was still able to fit into them, if only just! Not that he was overweight, in fact, since hitting the gym he’d never been slimmer or looked better, they were just that tight. Even as he did them up, he could feel them pressing against his hard cock, holding it to his leg, the outline clearly on display. He imagined being in a public place with Homura, her teasing and denying him turning him on and putting his arousal fully on display.

He pulled on the t-shirt, also black, with a band he had never heard of on the front. He imagined being accosted by some stranger, demanding that he name three songs by the band on the t-shirt. He laughed at the imaginary gatekeeping prick and checked the size in the mirror. It was, again, tight-fitting, but it outlined his physique well. He’d spent a lot of time working on his over the last few months, and he was certainly seeing results. He was pretty happy with how he looked, even if this wasn’t his style at all. In fact, it made him worry that it was a bit too “try-hard”, that look of a pathetic older man trying to recapture his long-lost youth. But he reassured himself that Homura knew what she was doing. She would never choose an outfit that would make him look ridiculous, especially if she was going to be with him!

He tried on the shoes, just to make sure they fit, which they did. He thought it was a bit too much black, only the white of the band logo and the shoelaces breaking the monotony, but he shrugged. Homura was the one who knew what looked best for tonight. He didn’t even know where they were going yet.

He took another look into his mirror, deciding he might not actually mind this style all too much (except for the tightness of the trousers!), and then changed into his regular clothes. He was impressed by Homura’s ability to accurately judge the size of clothes he needed. Once dressed again, he headed back into the shop. He looked around, but she was nowhere to be found.

“Is that everything?” the woman behind the counter asked.

“Yes, thank you,” he said, trying not to stare at her nose ring, her half-shaved head, her elongated fringe flowing down the other side, the loose-fitting tank top, under which it was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra, her large breasts hanging freely.

And these,” said Homura, dumping a pile of clothes in front of the woman. “What?” she said, looking at Tom, “I need an outfit for tonight as well.”

“There’s more than one outfit there,” he said, looking at the pile.

“What can I say? A girl needs options.”

Tom saw the woman smile briefly as she began to scan the additional items, her face returning to a scowl as soon as she saw he was looking at her.

◆◆◆

“Not bad,” said Homura as she looked him up and down in his new outfit. “Not bad at all. Here.” He reacted quickly as she reached onto the sofa, grabbed something and threw it at him. It was a studded belt. He looked at it and then at her. “It’ll bring the outfit together. Not that you would have needed it if you’d just gotten the tattoo.”

“I’m not getting a tattoo,” he said, “especially not to go to a club for the first time to see a band I’ve never heard of.”

“Lame,” she said. “And this.”

She reached onto the sofa and threw another item of clothing at him, heavier this time, larger. It was a leather jacket. Tom laughed. He’d never so much as tried on a leather jacket, let alone owned one. Now, here he was, forty years old, getting ready to see a rock band with a woman half his age, with his very own leather jacket. Talk about a mid-life crisis!

“Very nice,” she said, walking towards him once he had the jacket and belt on. She took the jacket collar and dusted it, before straightening it on his shoulders. “I do have good taste.”

“So, we ready to go?” he asked. It was already 10 pm, the time he would normally be thinking about trying to get home.

“Soon,” she said, “I just need to finish getting ready.”

With that, she ran up the stairs, leaving Tom standing there, knowing he had a long way to go yet.

◆◆◆

“Ready,” she said as she finally descended the stairs, “let’s go.”

Tom got up off the sofa, where he had been nearly falling asleep. He had no idea of the time, but knew it was notably later than he would have preferred.

“Alright,” he said, clapping his hands, trying to wake himself up, “let’s rock and –”

He was struck speechless as he turned and saw her in that outfit for the first time.

“What?” she asked as he gawked at her.

She’d always had a thing for dark colours, but now she had taken it to the extreme, gothing out like a divine creature from his best nightmares.

She was wearing the corset he had seen her fingering in the clothes/skateboard/sex shop, her shoulders bare, covered only by her sleek leather jacket. As he looked down her, he saw she had on a short leather skirt riding high up her thighs, and fishnet stockings, strategically ripped down the legs, teasing what was underneath. She seemed taller than usual and noticed the black stilettos she had on, the heels ridiculously large.

“Nothing,” he said, “you look amazing.”

“I know,” she said, her heels clicking on the floor as she moved to the door. “Now hurry up, otherwise we’ll be late!” He said nothing at the audacity of her statement, instead simply watching her ass moving under her tight leather skirt, almost short enough to tease the bottom of her asscheeks, then, when she turned around to see if he was following her, began to move towards her, like he had been summoned.

◆◆◆

They parked a few streets away from the club, in one of the less sketchy-looking residential areas. Homura’s idea.

“For safety,” she said, as she stepped out of the car.

“Ours or the car’s?” he asked.

“Both.”

His mind boggled that she wanted to go to this place, whatever it was. It couldn’t be that good, could it? But then, perhaps she had a thing for being in places she shouldn’t, doing things she knew she should, with men she knew she shouldn’t.

His cock throbbed as she pressed into the side of him and slipped her arm around him, holding herself close.

“For safety,” she said, completely seriously.

“Of course,” he said, feeling his cock twitch in his tight trousers. He took a breath of the cool night air, trying to calm himself down, concerned he would soon be on display in the tight-fitting outfit.

“Here we are,” she said, as they turned the street corner.

He had been expecting to hear music blaring, as gangs of young people congregated, smoking menacingly as they blocked the front door, the walls covered in crude and rude graffiti. But there was no graffiti, no gangs, no door.

“Did we take a wrong turn?” he asked, glancing around to see if there was someplace he had missed.

“This isn’t the eighties, Grandpa,” she said, smirking.

“I didn’t go out in the –” he began, stopping as she hammered on a non-descript black steel door.

A slit opened in the steel and two eyes with particularly bushy eyebrows looked out through it.

Yeah?” he said, his voice gruff.

“What are you –?” began Tom.

“Fuck you,” said Homura, to the man behind the slit, who closed it immediately.

“What are you doing?” asked Tom, as the many locks of the steel door began to unfasten and visions of the two of them running down the street, pursued by a crew of pissed-off bikers filled his mind.

“Relax,” she said as the door swung open, “it’s the password. Probably.”

The man with the eyebrows stood in the doorway, blocking it completely with his short but stout body. Tom reckoned he could outrun this guy, but they would be hampered by Homura’s impractical footwear.

“M’lday,” said the stout biker as she stepped to one side and beckoned them inside with one intricately tattooed arm.

“Thank you, sweetie,” she said kindly to the man.

“Always a pleasure,” she said, smiling at her.

“Do you know him?” Tom asked as he followed her into the building, the corridor dark and cold, like something from a horror movie.

“Never met him before in my life,” she said.

“You’ve never called me, sweetie,” he said.

“Would you like that?” she said, turning suddenly, looking straight at him. “Would you like me to call you ‘sweetie’,” she asked, her voice going much higher than normal, airy and playful, more like Eshima than Homura. She brought a hand to his face, stroking his cheek gently, her hands so soft. “Would you like me to tell you how sweet and amazing and simply wonderful you are all the time and how awfully lucky I am that you let me suck your cock whenever I want?”

He coughed, his cock throbbing in his trousers as she fawned over him.

“Or,” she asked, her voice returning to normal, her soft hand now gripping his face, her fingers pressing into his cheeks as she looked him dead in the eyes, “do you want someone who fucks you like you owe them money?”

His heart pounded in his chest as he tried to think of a response, but none was forthcoming.

“Thought so,” she said, turning and walking away, her heels clicking on the cold stone floor as he watched after her, harder than he’d ever been in his life.

◆◆◆

He wasn’t sure what was pounding in his chest harder, his heart or the bass.

He had had so many visions of what this place would be like, both waiting for Homura at home and then, getting gradually worse as they drove here, but he had never imagined anything like that.

Instead of the sticky, cramped rock clubs of his youth, the sort of thing he had been fully expecting, he had followed Homura into another world entirely.

He chased Homura down the corridor, amazed at just how quickly she could move in those heels, marvelling as she turned the corner, his cock throbbing doubtless on display, which made him thankful for the abject darkness of the place.

Suddenly, as he turned the corner, the change in atmosphere hit him like a shotgun blast to the chest. He found himself standing on a metal platform, overlooking a sea of bodies, throbbing, swelling, throbbing below him, stretching out seemingly endlessly in all directions as danced to the heavy rock music blaring through the impressively high-quality speakers, as almost epilepsy-inducing strobe lighting strafed the heaving throng.

“Sorry,” he said, as he turned and bumped into someone. As his eyes adjusted to the erratic lighting, he saw he had bumped into a young woman in her early twenties, her dark black hair and black lipstick in stark contrast to her deathly pale skin, criss-crossed in a long-sleeve fishnet top with no bra, her nipples easily poking between the sizable holes. She looked at him with a sceptical eye and walked off. As she did so, he turned, still bedazzled by the brazen display of skin, and couldn’t also help but notice how short her skirt was, watching as it swished over her pale ass, her dark panties on display.

“I don’t think we’re in Kansas anymore, Toto,” he said to himself as he moved down the staircase at the edge of the platform, and deeper into the venue. As he did so, he continued to look around. He had never seen anything like this in his old life, or his new one, for that matter.

His old life was dull and grey, a waking suburban nightmare, which he didn’t even realise was a nightmare until it had come to an end and he had been forced to wake up. He had a nice house, a steady job, and a loving wife. Sure, they hadn’t been quite so smitten with one another those last few years and the sex was well, what sex? But that was what marriage was all about, wasn’t it? Settling down. ‘Til death do us part. For better or worse.

And it got so much worse.

His life had become cold, lonely and the only time he and his wife would spend more than ten minutes in one another’s company (aside from sleeping on opposite sides of the bed) was seated on the couch in front of their couples counsellor.

He hated going there, not least because he was convinced their therapist thought it was all his fault. Not that she said so, but that was the vibe he was picking up. It didn’t help that their counsellor was about ten years younger than him, had never been married, and still felt qualified to sit across from them and judge them (mostly him), then tell them what a good marriage was supposed to be like.

He had tried to rationalise it away, telling himself that more doctors smoked than the general population, that these experts in health were some of the unhealthiest people in the country. But that didn’t mean they didn’t know what they were talking about.

Those who can’t, counsel.

But still, he couldn’t shake the feeling she didn’t like him and, as she had told his wife on many, many occasions, your feelings can’t be invalid.

They could be illogical or be based on a misinterpretation of events or have no basis in reality at all(!), but you still felt them, and that made them real to you.

He tried to think of what he felt now, in his new life. He felt it was illogical, that it had no basis in reality, that… he had never felt better in his entire fucking life.

Christ, he thought to himself as he gazed in wonder at the truly bizarre situation he had gotten himself into, this is fucking incredible.

He moved through the crowd, a cornucopia of subcultures, of men in thick leather dusters and knee-high boots, sweat profusely but still refusing to remove their trademark jackets, of women wearing little more than body paint which glowed in the dark, bright neon strips painted across bare breasts, nipples glowing like beacons of safety in the darkness. He saw leather and rubber and corsets and boots and heels and stockings and fishnets with knees ripped and worn, gothic black dresses with frills and ruffles, faces with intricately applied makeup, women with hairstyles which seemed to defy gravity dancing with women with shaved heads, tattoos and skin so pale it looked like it had never seen the sun.

He marvelled at the variety of people here and wondered where they had all come from. These weren’t the people he saw every day at the beach, were they?

Was the petite woman with ‘cumwhore’ scribbled across her chest in glow-in-the-dark paint someone he might see in the bright light of day in a modest bikini, sunning herself on one of the sun loungers? Was her gothic-looking boyfriend, looking like a clean-cut good boy once the make-up was washed off and the duster replaced with a pair of bathing trunks, someone he had played beach volleyball with once?

It seemed unlikely, but then again, there he was, moving through them in an outfit chosen especially for this precise event. No one would have thought this was the sort of place he would frequent, nor would they have thought that of –

“Where have you been?” shouted Homura, as she grabbed his wrist.

“I was just–” he began.

“Stop acting like a fucking tourist,” she shouted.

“But I am a tourist,” he protested.

Homura rolled her eyes.

“Not anymore,” she shouted, “now get with it.”

He followed as she pulled him through the crowd, her hand still tightly on his wrist, as if she didn’t want to lose him. He couldn’t help but smile at this, the cold, detached Homura wanting to make sure he kept close.

‘I just don’t want to lose my ride,’ is what she’d say if confronted, he thought as he watched her move effortlessly through the throng of people, but he knew differently.

He knew it, because he felt it.

◆◆◆

She pulled him into the crowd, the music blaring, the bodies sweaty, the exposed skin of strangers pressed into one another, moving as if one.

They must be underground, he realised, a throbbing heartbeat of alternative life under the feet of the normies. He looked up at the metal staircase, still filled with people, and noticed for the first time, the cages.

They looked like birdcages, only black and more than tall enough to fit a human, which is precisely what was inside them. He gazed at them, eyes uncomprehending. In each cage was a woman, beautifully stunning, with deep black hair, wearing nothing but a pair of stilettos and some body paint, moving effortlessly as they danced around the cage, running themselves over the bars of the cage or swinging on the stripper pole fitted in the middle of it. He watched as they moved their naked bodies, their brightly-coloured skin shimmering in the strobing lights, sweat dripping down their lithe bodies.

Suddenly, the music ended and the lights cut out. He stood there in the crowd, feeling it’s life, it’s breathing, heaving, uncontrollable and unpredictable nature. He felt its power to sweep him up and away, lost forever in the sea of bodies. Then he felt Homura’s body pressed against him, her ass pressed into his crotch, her hands reaching back and holding his.

The whole crowd stood silent, still, as if waiting for a sign.

Then it happened.

He felt a low rumbling in the floor and what he first feared might be a stampede evolved into a low, rumbling bass. The crowd stirred as if being slowly shaken into life, murmurs spread. Then there were thumps, quiet at first, building slowly, as the high-pitched whine of feedback from the speakers began to build.

“Wait for it,” whispered Homura, leaning back into him. Tom could smell her perfume, sharp but feminine, a strong initial hit followed by a lingering allure. It was, he felt, perfect for her. But before he could develop the thought any further, the crowd erupted into cheers, rocking powerfully as the stage in front of them, the one Tom hadn’t even noticed with everything else going on, exploded into life.

The lights began to flash over the crowd once again as bright-white spotlights hit the stage, fully illuminating the band, five young women dressed like any member of the crowd, as they drove the crowd into a frenzy. He watched, swaying with the crowd as they bounced as one to the beat, building and building, the taste of anticipation in the air, breaking as the band blasted out their opening track, the drums pounding over the driving bassline, as two guitar lines did battle to prove which was the most complicated.

He couldn’t say it was his type of music, but the power was undeniable. He felt the energy in the room, the vibrancy, the life, all these people here to experience the moment as one, and in the middle of all that was him and Homura.

He watched as she bounced in front of him, her body rubbing up and down his, her dark hair shaking as she banged her head, hands in the hair now, giving every inch of herself to the rock goddesses on stage, to the music itself. All the while, all he could think of was her ass rubbing against his hardening cock.

“Aren’t they great?” asked Homura as the band finished the first song, the lead singer hyping up the crowd, her ragged-looking shirt barely covering her body.

“They’re –” he began, before the second song began and the crowd went wild again, “certainly something,” he finished, to nobody in particular.

As Homura continued to bounce, he was simply grateful of the darkness, his cock certainly visible in any half-decent lighting.

“Fuck,” she said, after the third song, “doesn’t it make you feel so fucking alive?!”

“It really does,” he said, not talking about the band. “What are you doing?” he asked as he felt her hand reach back and begin to rub his groin.

“I want to see how alive you really feel,” she said, slowly rubbing his hard cock through his tight trousers.

“This alive,” he said as he ran his fingers through her hair, taking hold and angling her head back to face him. Her face was one of surprise and then desire as he leaned in to kiss her. Their lips parted as they met, their tongues sliding towards one another, the pair kissing hard as she continued to rub his cock, faster as his free hand slid across her waist and under the hem of her dress, his fingers tracing across the top of her fishnets where they met the bottom of her flat stomach.

The music began to blare again, but it faded into the background as he kissed Homura, felt her hand on his cock, his dangerously close to her pussy.

Her hand moved faster as the music sped up, and Tom’s fingers continued to run across the top of her fishnets.

“If you want it,” she whispered to him during the break between songs, “take it.”

She moaned as he slid his hand down under her dress and ran his fingers over her pussy, which he was surprised to find was completely exposed. Her wetness was soaked into her fishnets and he slipped a finger through one of the holes, running his finger between her wet lips, coating himself in her desire as he slid down to her entrance. She reached behind his head and grabbed his neck, holding him close as she continued to rub him as he teased her, before sliding his finger back up over her slit and quickly circling her clit, rubbing her wetness into it.

Her body arched as he fingered her clit through her fishnets, the oblivious crowd still throbbing around them. He kissed her neck, feeling her heavy breathing as her body responded.

He slowed down as the song finished, moving in slow circles.

“You’re much more interesting than I gave you credit for,” she gasped, her hand moving from his cock to his zipper, pulling it down and slipping inside, “far more interesting.”

She began to rub his hard cock through his boxers, her hand restrained by the tight trousers.

“Fuck,” she moaned, “I knew I should have gotten you a bigger size.”

“These are perfect,” he said, “shows you can’t always get what you want.”

“Wanna bet?” she asked, tightening her fingers around his cock. He moaned and fingered her clit faster, listening to her laugh as she played him like a fiddle.

The band began to play again and the two of them stayed pressed together, pleasuring one another, but Tom was quickly getting tired of being so restrained.

“I need more,” he said into her ear.

“Then take it,” she replied. “Be a man, and fucking take what's yours.”

Homura gasped as Tom slid his finger out from between her legs and into her mouth. She sucked on it greedily as his other hand explored her ass, crisscrossed with the fishnets, then pulled her hand out of his trousers.

“What are you doing?” she demanded as he took his fingers out of her mouth.

“Taking what’s mine,” he said. With that, he reached down and ran his hands over her firm ass, all of it his. He felt her body moving, her ass rubbing against his touch, hungry for more. Then he grabbed the fishnets covering her ass and pulled at them, tearing them down the middle, exposing her ass.

“What the fuck?!” she cried, then moaned as she felt the top of his cock, now freed from his restraining trousers, rubbing against her wet lips. “What the fuck?” she repeated, softer, her breathing heavier as she rubbed herself against him, spreading her wetness all over his cock.

Tom slid his hands over her hard corset, feeling her breasts through the lacy material holding them. She moaned as he caressed them, her body sliding faster over his cock.

“So you want to fuck me here, do you?” she asked, her body responding to his touch. “You want to fuck me right in the middle of this crowd?”

“No,” he whispered into her ear, “I need to.”

“Fuck,” she said, rubbing faster on his cock, “then do it.”

“When I’m ready.”

She continued to slide over his cock as he began to move his hips. He could feel her wetness dripping down his cock, her body desperate for him to be inside her. Still, he made her wait, teasing her as the sound of the band continued to shake the whole place.

“Just enjoy the show.”

Then, finally, as the band began to play a slow number, he reached down and took hold of his cock and guided it into her, rubbing the head against her wet lips and then into her, through the hole in her torn fishnets.

She moaned as he pressed into her, slowly working his way deeper into her body, deeper into her warm, wet hole. Once fully inside, he rocked gradually against her, swaying to the beat, his cock fully inside her, as she rocked her hips to match, pulling his cock this way and that inside her body.

The music stopped for a moment and she reached back, again grabbing the back of his neck and holding herself close to him, her hips continuing to move.

“Are you ready now?” she asked, his cock throbbing inside her.

“More than ready,” he said.

And as the band exploded into another fast-paced banger, Tom began to fuck Homura, holding her body close, hands grabbing her tits through her corset. He took her hard and fast from behind, the music pulsating through their bodies as they fucked.

He felt the sweat dripping down his face, his clothes sticking to him as he fucked her in this underground nightclub of debauchery. He breathed heavily, the air thick as the crowd around them throbbed, as if reenacting his movements, his thrusts, as if cheering him on.

He kept fucking her, feeling her pussy contracting on his cock as he took her from the tight angle, as she bounced her ass on him as he thrust deeply into her. He felt her fingernails digging into the back of his neck and he knew she was getting close, so he moved one hand down her body. All sense of public decency had long since left his mind, but doubly so as he slid his hand under her short skirt and over her fishnets, teasing her inner thighs as his fingers moved up between her legs, seeking out her pussy through the fishnets and rubbing her clit quickly. He felt her knees buckle and she slid deeper onto his cock, her wetness dripping down his balls as he held her up.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned, “I’m so close.”

He kept fucking her as his fingers circled her clit. He felt himself getting close too, but tried to hold back.

“You’re going to cum for me,” he whispered into her ear.

“Oh fuck,” she moaned.

“Is that clear?”

“Yes,” she said.

“Yes, what?” he demanded, his fingers gliding over her clit.

“Yes, sir,” she said, moaning loudly.

He kept fucking her quivering pussy as it massaged his cock, bringing him closer and closer to the edge.

“That’s right,” he said, “but only when I let you.”

“Fuck,” she moaned, “yes, sir.”

He kept fucking her, tensing his body, delaying his own gratification as long as he could, holding her firmly against him as he felt her quiver and shake, desperate for release, his denial only heightening her need.

Then, once he could no longer hold himself back, he pressed his lips to her ear and whispered his command,

“Cum for me.”

She cried out, bucking wildly against his cock, her pussy soaking-wet as she slid it up and down his cock, gripping him as she pulled him deep inside, his fingers working her clit under her short skirt and through her torn fishnets, her body shaking and tensing as the music pulsed through her. As she came, he couldn’t hold himself back any longer and moaned into her ear, cumming loudly in the middle of the crowd, his cock throbbing deep inside her as he filled her wet pussy with his cum. He thrust deeply into her, holding himself there as he came, as load after load flooded into her waiting, fertile body, desperate for his seed. The two of them shook, sweaty bodies held together, as if fused by passion, Homura cumming on his cock as he came in her pussy, his hot thick cum filling her.

They kept going, fucking and moaning, crying and grabbing as the band continued to play, the throbbing of the music pushing them on, demanding more, carrying them to higher levels of pleasure until, at the end of a ripping guitar solo, they both reached their peak and finished.

“Fuck,” moaned Homura, her exhausted body leaning against him.

“Fuck,” agreed Tom, his exhausted body leaning against her.

“That was so intense.”

He went to pull his cock out of her, but she pressed herself back, holding him deep inside her, so he let her. He might own her pussy, but she definitely owned his cock.

After a few moments of having his still-hard cock throbbing deep inside her, she relented and he slowly pulled himself out of her. He could feel her wetness on his cock, his shaft dripping wet, as he tucked himself back into his trousers. Then, he sucked his wetness from the fingers that had worked her clit, the ones that were covered in her pussy juices, keeping her taste for himself this time, enjoying the taste of her desire, confident that this was the best concert he had ever been to.

◆◆◆

“Fuck, Tom,” said Homura, as they drove home, “these were my best fishnets.”

“Were?” he asked, smiling to himself. “I think they’re perfect.”

“You would,” she said, punching him in the arm as she tried to hide a smile.

“Don’t worry,” he said, “I’ll get you a new pair. It is partially my fault.”

“Partially?” she asked, incredulous, “it’s completely your fault!”

“I think we can share the blame.”

“What? I’m not the one who tore a giant hole in them so you could– could–”

He could sense she was getting worked up and couldn’t resist.

“So I could fuck you like you owed me money?”

She gasped then turned away, trying to hide how hot she found it.

“You know I’m not wearing any underwear, right?” she said, her thighs tightly pressed together.

“I’m well aware,” he said, placing his hand on her thigh.

“So now your hot cum is running down my thighs,” she said, sounding irritated, “and you came so fucking hard!”

“You don’t like that?”

“I didn’t say that!” she said. “But that's not the point!”

“So what is the point?” he asked.

“This,” she said, taking his hand from her thigh and pressing it between her legs, “this is the point.”

He felt her pussy, warm and wet, felt his thick cum dribbling out of her.

“Good point,” he said, “I’ll remember to keep that in mind for next time.”

“Next time?” she said, “you think there’s going to be a next time?”

“Oh,” he said, sliding his fingers up her wet pussy, finding her clit once again, listening to her moans as she rolled her head back and closed her eyes, giving into the sensation of his touch, “I’m counting on it.”

And as his fingers began to move in small circles, she gripped his wrist and held him in place, as he drove leisurely past the beach, watching the sun rise over the ocean, knowing already it was going to be a great day.
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