
        
            
                
            
        

    
Rock God






PART SIX


NICK STORMING


FRACTURED PRESS


Contents

Chapter 1
Chapter 2
Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5
Chapter 6
Chapter 7
Chapter 8
Chapter 9
Chapter 10
Chapter 11
Chapter 12
Chapter 13
Chapter 14
Chapter 15
Chapter 16
Chapter 17
Epilogue
Authors Note
ALSO BY NICK STORMING



Chapter
One



Iwoke in a sweaty tangle of limbs, but the sky was still dark, so I extricated myself carefully from Anna and Heather. Pausing to kiss each of their foreheads, I smiled when Anna mumbled my name in her sleep and cuddled closer to Heather.

My bladder was full, and I hurried to the bathroom, pausing when I saw flashing lights at the room at the end of the hall. Peeking in, I saw heather’s mom, Claire, on a yoga mat, wearing a sports bra and leggings as she stretched in time with a workout video on the large TV. Sweat poured from her brow, and her face was red from exertion, but she ignored it as she threw herself into another fast-paced workout, legs pumping and arms quivering as they held her up.

I had more respect for Claire as I slipped into the bathroom and drained my bladder. She put it the work, to maintain her appearance, every day the same as the band. And it obviously paid off. It was inspiring, and I couldn’t wait to get back in the garage with Simon and Willa as I shook myself off and slipped my boxers back on.

When I turned to go, the toilet flushing behind me, I almost stumbled into the blonde MILF as she stood in the open bathroom doorway. Her smile grew as her eyes fell from mine to trace the lines of my lean muscles down to the bulge in my boxers.

She looked different with her blonde hair pulled back into a tight ponytail. Her hair was usually so voluminous and dominated her appearance. She looked naked with it tied back. Her every feature exposed. But instead of highlighting any imperfections, I saw a woman whose features were as stunning at Heathers.

Her lips quirked into a grin, and I knew she had a quip or teasing comment readied to disarm me, but she looked so beautiful standing there, and vulnerable, trembling after her workout that I couldn’t help myself. Stepping forward, I swept her into my arms and kissed her deeply. Claire stiffened in my arms, a surprised yelp escaping her before she purred happily and melted against me.

“What was that for?”

She asked when I pulled back.

“Because I wanted to.”

Her eyes softened, and she trembled as I pulled her in for another kiss. My hands were on her back, then her ass, as she pressed herself against me. There were no words as I broke the kiss and twisted her around.

Claire’s hands landed on the sink, and she met my eyes in the mirror, upper teeth pressing into her bottom lip, leaving a mark as I peeled the sweaty legging down her thighs. I left them around her knees, locking her legs in place and the woman grunted in frustration but sighed when I pressed against her entrance.

I slid into her with ease. Wetness gushed around my cock as Claire moaned, her head lolling to the side as I stretched her. She threw a hand up to the mirror and pushed back against me, whipping her ponytail up as her eyes gazed into the mirror, unfocused with pleasure.

The bathroom filled with the slap of my hips on her firm ass, coupled with the wickedly wet sounds of my cock driving into her. Claire grunted softly, her breath coming in sharp bursts that grew quicker when my hand slipped her sports bra up and I ran my fingers over the swell of one perfect breast.

Her eyes snapped into focus, locking on my fingers and her own breast, as her body grew tense. It was only a minute, but the woman was shivering into her first orgasm. The heat and grip of her would have sent me over the edge, but after riding out her orgasm, Claire’s body seized up, and I held myself deep inside her.

She rose, pressing herself against me and turned to kiss me. I groaned in disappointment when her hips turned and I slipped free and into the cool air, throbbing with need. But Claire grinned into the kiss and broke it off, smiling like the cat who’d stolen the cream. She fell to her haunches.

The woman looked up at me and slowly lowered her jaw, tongue stretching out as she held herself in place. Her eyes sparkled as her hands slid up my thighs then gripped them, guiding me forward until my cum slick cock entered the heat of her mouth. I hissed as the sensation grew too intense. It was almost painful, but Claire smiled as she suckled me clean. Working gently as she let me slip from her mouth with a purr of happiness.

“Perfect start to the day,” she grinned, then licked the last off her lips and swayed her way out of the bathroom, naked as the day she was born.

A startled sound from the end of the hall told me Anna was awake and up. Heather’s mom gave my friend a little wave before stepping into her bedroom and shutting the door. Anna had a crooked grin when she stepped into the bathroom and if I thought my exercises were over, she proved that wrong a few minutes later as her cries of pleasure filled the bathroom.

The sun had just broken the horizon when I finally pulled out of Heather’s driveway. The blonde still slept, but her mom was sipping a cup of coffee in their garden when Anna and I slipped out. She raised the cup and offered Anna a wink.

“A pleasure getting to know you, Anna… You’re always welcome over,” those blue eyes locked on me, and I couldn’t miss the promise in them as she gave a little wave.

“I need my bed,” Anna groaned as she slipped into the passenger seat of the Lincoln.

“Want me to drop you off?”

She frowned and considered for a moment before shaking her head and pulling my hand in her lap as she curled into the seat.

“If you’re going home to practice… yawn… I want to be there,” her eyelids drooped heavily as I pulled out of the driveway, and she was asleep before we got down from the hills.


Chapter
Two



Simon and Willa should be enjoying their hotel room for a few more hours, so I had the garage to myself as I pulled the Gibson over my shoulders. Anna dozed on the couch but roused herself as I began warming up. There wasn’t a plan or anything I particularly wanted to work on, so I let my fingers wander like my thoughts as the music flowed out of me.

The door inside opened after ten minutes, and my stepmom slipped onto the couch with a steaming cup of coffee. The scent made Anna perk up, and she went to get her own cup as my stepmom watched me play. Dark hair hung over one shoulder, setting off the paleness of her skin, and I tried not to stare at her dark eyes, but whenever I glanced at them, I’d find myself unable to look away.

Her presence drew the sound out of me. I wasn’t planning for it. Our eyes met and locked on one another’s and I felt more than saw Anna return, but I couldn’t tear my gaze away. It began with a progression, but that’s when it changed into a bluesy bounce that I could add notes to with my pinky and thumb. The second I did that a sound unfurled that had Anna and my stepmom sitting up straight, heads bouncing and faces wearing expressions of delight.

“That’s a catchy tune,” Anna said, head bobbing in time.

“That’s a hit song,” my stepmom said with a nod as she rose from the couch. “Pair it with the right lyrics and you have a chart-topper. Come on, let’s get you two breakfast before you head to class.”

My fingers itched to keep hunting the sound I’d discovered for more gems, but at the mention of breakfast, my stomach rumbled and Anna perked up. The coffee had done wonders for the girl, and she helped pull eggs and waffle fixings out and get breakfast ready. I offered to help, but my stepmom reminded me what happened the last time I tried to cook eggs, and I resigned myself to keeping their mugs topped off.

A part of me was anxious about my stepmom and Anna getting to know one another, but I shouldn’t have been. They’d already bonded over clothes and music, and I was an afterthought as they bounced around the kitchen, jumping from topic to topic.

They each knew more about the Seattle scene than I thought possible, naming DJs and small bands I’d never heard of. My stepmom was the expert, but Anna pulled out a few gems of knowledge. By the time we sat down to eat, I was an afterthought as they debated punk bands from the last decade.

“The Sex Pistols were a boy band, just the punk version. And Joey Ramone is weird. The Clash was pure punk.”

“Just because their manager picked them doesn’t make them a boy band,” Anna said, harrumphing when my stepmom raised an eyebrow. “They’re better musicians than The Clash…”

I tuned the argument out and let my thoughts wander. Life was good, but I knew the stress and pressure coming over the next horizon. Battle of the Bands was this week, and it would be huge. It was too easy to get distracted by the recording labels or TV shows, but none of that stuff mattered. The only thing that mattered was our music and how we performed it, and those things were completely under our control.

Anna went home to shower and change while I did the same. When I stepped out of the shower to dress, I found Heather lounging on my bed, leafing through a comic book. She flashed an impish grin when I stepped into the room and held up a new pair of pants.

“Your mom went into work. She said I could wait for you in here.” I frowned at the jeans and reached for a pair folded in my closet. “You don’t want to wear the outfit I picked out for you?”

“My own clothes are fine.”

“These suit you better and they’ll be more comfortable, I promise,” I frowned as she rose and tossed the pants to me. They were tighter than I was used to, but she was right about the fit. They sat snugly on my hips, and the material was more comfortable than jeans. She handed me a shirt and a hoodie that didn’t have logos or designs, and when I raised an eyebrow at her, she winked. “Guerilla marketing, trust me.”

I frowned again, but she refused to explain any further.

Her Mercedes was parked outside, but we piled into the Lincoln and swung by Anna’s. She jumped into the front seat next to Heather. The pair squeezing into the same place as I pulled out. They controlled the radio as I drove, enjoying the sunshine and wind on my face as we made our way across town. When I pulled into the parking lot, there was a crowd gathered and I slowed the Lincoln as I turned towards my parking spot.

“Woah! What are they up to?” Anna asked, shocked at the sea of humanity filling the school parking lot.

“I think we should leave, Dean,” Heather’s voice had a thread of panic woven through it, tightly controlled, but her head craned side to side quickly. “Go anywhere, just turn around now.”

My thoughts were still on the past, and it took me a second to register when the crowd turned. It was as if we were in a horror movie. Every face turned as one, mouths opening and screams erupting. Panic gave way to wonder when I saw kids as young as high schoolers mixed in with adults of all ages.

“What the hell?” I blurted, at the same time as Anna barked, “Dean drive!”

I gave the Lincoln a tap on the gas and turned us around, just as the crowd poured through the cars and came racing towards us. Hands beat at the windows, and one woman even jumped onto the hood, sliding off and into the arms of the crowd after staring at me and screaming my name.


Chapter
Three



“Jesus Christ!” Heathers panic was gone, and the blonde chortled like a madwoman as she watched the crowd string out behind us, turning in her seat she hung on the backrest with Anna and watched them sprint through the gate and continuing to scream. “Go right over there, past the van!”

“That was nuts!” Anna turned to grin at me and stare back at the crowd streaming behind us.

“I’d say your Good Morning America appearance was a success,” Heather snickered as she slipped back into her seat, turning the other way to wave out the window at the half dozen who had almost reached our bumper, before I sped off down the road. “That could have gone badly if we had stayed. Your fans seem a little crazy.”

“What would they have done?” I asked, the hairs only now lying down on the back of my arms and neck.

“The girls and women would have stripped you, tearing your clothing off piece by piece. The men would have stopped them, probably, before it got too out of hand. Here, drive slow and look straight ahead.”

I wanted to ask what the hell she was talking about, but bulbs flashed to my left, right as Heather and Anna turned to each other and kissed. The way they were seated, it looked like the blonde was riding my friend’s lap and then the pair of them were leaning on me, kissing on my neck as the bulbs continued to flash.

“What the hell was that?” I asked as we rolled through the intersection and past a pair of vans with a gaggle of photographers outside.

I watched them in the mirror turning to take shots of the crowd that still streamed onto the road, running after us as if they could catch the Lincoln afoot.

“Paparazzi,” Heather grinned.

“What the fuck?”

“I made an anonymous tip,” she leaned against the door and shot a grin back at the photographers. “I told you it was guerrilla marketing. With me in it, and how racy it was, it’ll get picked up by gossip columns before sundown. And since you don’t have any logos on your shirt, they’ll run the photo with you, front and center.”

“Brilliant,” Anna said. “Were the crowds your doing, too?”

“No,” Heather frowned. “That was wild. I didn’t expect that at all. I thought they’d get a few shots of us holding hands and going to class or something.”

“It’ll calm down,” Anna said hopefully, before turning back to the blonde. “Right?”

Heather’s gaze shifted between us before resting on me for a long moment before she sighed.

“I doubt it. Did you see the shirts? There were homemade band shirts. And some had tapes in their hands,” she shrugged. “I bet there are already bootlegs of your band out there. These things have a momentum all their own… You could go to the bay area, for a bit… Or Montana and disappear. If that’s what you want…”

The two were looking at me as I drove, but I forced my focus back to the road and let the deeper thoughts play out in the back of my mind.

“We’ll go to my house.” I said, “I bet Simon and Willa are there if they met the same crowd.”

I was worried about my friends, but when I got home and found them in the garage, oblivious of the crowd waiting at school, I breathed a sigh of relief. I didn’t know how Simon would handle the attention. I was pretty certain Willa would be unfazed, but my friend had never received that kind of attention before, and it could do strange things to a person's psyche.

I showed them the new riff I’d worked out that morning and Willa threw out lyrics. Within an hour, we had another song and were locked in the process of fine-tuning and memorizing it when my stepmom got home. She joined Anna and Heather on the couch, which added a strange dynamic to the pair.

Anna hung on my stepmom’s every word while Heather held herself back. At first, I’d thought she was nervous around my mom, but the more I saw them together, I understood her stiff posture and too quick smiles to be masking a lack of confidence.

That seemed unbelievable at first. Heather was gorgeous and a movie star with a life of luxury most could only dream of. But her dazzling beauty paled compared to the raw power of the older woman. Dark hair hung in loose curls over one shoulder, and her worn t-shirt couldn’t hide a figure that made the blonde’s mouth tighten with envy.

It wasn’t my stepmom’s beauty that made her the center of attention. Her looks were second to none, but it was her confidence and her genuine affection for everyone she interacted with that drew people in.

“You guys are ready,” she said when we finished a full set of our songs. “You need to get out there. Tonight.”

“Tonight?” Simon’s voice quivered, but Willa and I grinned at each other.

“I know a place. Dive bar in Torrance. They have a stage and there’ll be a crowd… What do you kids say?”

“I say fuck yea,” Willa grinned, and that settled it.


Chapter
Four



The hardest part was fitting the drum kit in the back of a car. I understood why bands used vans to get from gig to gig. The sun was nearing the horizon by the time we got to Torrence, and the air was filled with the scent of the sea as a cool breeze blew inland.

My stepmom followed us in her Accord with Anna and Heather, and when she pulled in, the bar’s owner came out and greeted her warmly, giving her a hug that lasted a touch too long. From the man’s wistful stares and eagerness to please, he was infatuated, but my stepmom ignored his fawning compliments to her hair and figure as she negotiated our payment.

“A hundred’s more than fair love. I don’t even know if the kids can play.”

“Bosco, do you think I would be here if they couldn’t?” He didn’t have an answer to that, and she nodded. “One hundred each, or I walk across the street to Dave’s, and when they ask, ‘Now where was that band’s first show?’ You know what the answer will be? Not Bosco’s.”

“Vanessa love you’re killing me,” the man cast a critical eye over me, Simon and Anna, and his frown deepened, but then he caught sight of Anna and Heather hanging back near the Lincoln and he perked up. “Is that Heather Overton?”

“It is,” my mom said, her smile growing sly. “Those two are… fans. They’ll be front and center… all three of us will be. Girls, come here.”

Vanessa Graveson held both arms out, like a sorceress holding open robes that didn’t exist. Anna and Heather moved like fae creatures as they swayed their way to my stepmom’s side, slipping under each arm to press themselves to her side.

The sight was unexpected and so powerfully erotic at the same time that the Gibson almost slipped from my fingers, and my teeth clicked together when I forced my mouth shut. Simon gave a grunt beside me as Anna’s elbow pulled away from his side, but even the redhead was watching the three with a twinkle of interest in her eyes.

“One hundred each or we walk… is that what you want, Boscoe?”

The man shook his head violently and tried to speak, but his tongue was too dry to form words. He was pushing bills into her hands a minute later as he ushered us in. The place was large inside with a pier like bar running down the center and a large stage on one side. A screen had been pulled down on the stage, and a projector was showing a basketball game. The crowd watching was into the game and I knew they’d be angry when the screen rose.

“Help Simon get set up,” I said to Willa as I pulled the Gibson over my shoulder. “I’m gonna get control of this crowd before they turn on us.”

The backstage area was a tiny strip of shadowed space and Willa glanced around the crusty old curtain to the basketball fans and made a face.

“Good luck,” she muttered, but I knew I had a secret weapon, two of them.

There wasn’t time to check the sound levels and feedback, but I found the center and sent up a prayer. The crowd could see my feet beneath the screen as I walked out and plugged in, but only a few had noticed. I heard their grumbles and then more when the projector cut off and the screen began to rise, but my power stance commanded the room.

Dozens of angry faces faced me, and I savored the flat stares and disgruntled expressions as I drew every eye in the bar. I could feel the tension building, but I rode it like a surfer rides a wave, and when it grew to a vibrant point, just before some yokel in the crowd shouted, I brought my hand down hard on the Gibson’s strings.

The power cord ripped through the room, descending through its punchy notes as I stared back with a challenging stare. Faces opened like poppy’s on a sunny morning. Angry glares melted away, and if they weren’t excited, the crowd was certainly curious, and that’s all I needed.

I don’t play with the fast, choppy sounds of punk, nor with the acid-wash motions of the hair metal bands. Quick but smooth, every note was described by precise finger movements, and I let myself have a little fun as the rock sound edged into something flamenco. The heel of my hand didn’t make the right percussive sound on the Gibon’s body, but Simon stepped in.

I threw my friend a grin, and the crowd let out whoops of delight. They weren’t completely on our side, but they were intrigued. A small group of women was forming at the front of the stage and that was pulling more guys from the bar. When Willa joined the jam session with me and Simon, our sound came together and the crowd started moving. I threw Willa a nod, and we launched into our first song without missing a beat.

The crowd’s reaction was odd. They’d begun to move when Simon and Willa joined and lost themselves in the music, but the instant we began playing they froze. Blank faces stared up at us for three bars and I began to worry, the fear creeping into my voice as my lips brushed the mic.

I knew Simon was anxious behind me, but none of it came through on the drums. He played sharp notes, his elbows flying and head down. Willa was the one I’d be worried about, with a less than enthusiastic crowd. The redhead was equally likely to walk out as chuck an empty bottle at them, but when I glanced, she wore a smirk of confidence and flashed me a wink. Closing my eyes, I sank into the song and let my voice reach the high notes of the bridge.

“Rage at me, I’ll slap you down;

“Take your girl and wrap her round;

It was a scream of joy that broke them. Rising from the back of the crowd, it set off a hundred more voices, and the crowd surged forward as I reached the bridge. A wave of joy and excitement washed over us onstage and when I opened my eyes a sea of arms were reaching up, fingers brushing at my shins as the Gibson sang in my hands.


Chapter
Five



That first song hooked them, and by the second they were sold. Like warm putty in our hands, I could mold their emotions with tempo and inflection. The only disturbance to my seduction of every person in that bar was the introduction of three stunning beauties that stalked their way to the crowd’s center.

Led by a tall, raven-haired beauty who commanded the room with her strutting walk, the two at her sides drew just as many stares when people noticed one was a movie star. Men hovered near and women stared with envy, but none approach too close and a small clearing formed around the three as they danced to the music.

I no longer played for the bar’s patrons, and from those dark blue eyes locked onto mine, she knew it. The Gibson sang beneath my fingers, and my voice had never been so pure. Time stretched around me as the music flowed, and I brought the crowd with me as threw every ounce of skill and passion I had into the performance.

Heather and Anna danced at the stepmom’s sides, looking like twin angels. One dark and the other light, they moved with seductive grace. Hands lifting their hair back, hips swaying and bodies undulating to the beat. They would have trapped every eye if not for the dark flame of desire dancing between them.

As the music wore on, the crowd grew wilder and eventually pushed in around the girls. Crushed together, I caught Anna and Heather’s hands wandering, and my stepmom’s attention wavered from me and I watched as they turned and trapped Anna’s lips in a passionate kiss. It was a miracle the note didn’t turn under my fingers as shock washed through me, but I wove the fire it awoke in me into the song.

The kiss was quick as a flash, and I didn’t see another but the image of it was frozen in my mind as we finished our set. The crowd roared for an encore, and the bar’s owner wouldn’t let us leave without playing another song, so we walked out, and I let Simon lead us in a rowdy rendition of his joke son). They were roaring in laughter and singing it as we left, cash in hand and a skip in our steps.

“That was amazing!” Simon grinned, unable to keep still as the excitement of being on stage still coursed through his veins. “Let’s do another one. Right now!”

“Patience,” my stepmom grinned at my friend. “It’s late and your mom will have my hide if I keep you out too long. Battle of the Bands is this Friday, and you guys are ready.”

“Yeah, we are,” Willa grinned at Simon, and from the silent communication that passed between them, and the blush flushing my friend’s face, I knew the pair of them had plans for the night.

“It’s too late for me to go home,” Anna said as she hooked her arm in mine. “Can I crash at your place?”

“Of course,” I said, and thought it odd how quiet my stepmom was as we piled into the car.

Heather gave me a kiss goodby through the window and hooked fingers with Anna, flashing the brunette and wink before unlocking her fingers.

“Good night, Vanessa,” the blonde said to my stepmom, who sat in the backseat. Then, shocking me to my toes, Heather leaned into the window behind mine, and I heard the kiss. “Mhmm, call me tomorrow and we’ll get coffee.”

I glanced in the rearview mirror but missed the kiss, and my stepmom was smiling slyly and her hand rising, fingers lightly brushing Heather’s chin, trapping the girl in place a few inches from her.

“You certainly have interesting friends, Dean… Coffee tomorrow. We will speak on things, as women do.”

Heather looked decidedly less confident as she rose and nodded in reply. Throwing me a pleading glare as she turned, which made me frown in confusion, she stalked over to her Mercedes, and then I was driving us back north. The station as playing Radiohead and I let the melodic rock soothe away the buzzing excitement.

Our show in front of the school had been amazing, but nothing had prepared me for a rear crowd. Their hostility had been my fuel. Heather could give me a thousand confusing glares, and I’d never figure her out, but give me a couple hundred people and a guitar and I will weave their emotions as easily as I do the strings.

“You’re good for him,” my stepmom’s voice was sudden, and I glanced back, but she wasn’t looking at me.

Anna turned to regard me and rested her hand on the back of mine, where it rested on the shifter, “I know, but I’m not enough. He’d going to need both of us, or they’ll lead him astray.”

My stepmom made a sound of agreement in the back of her throat and crossed her arms, looking out the window.

“What are you talking about?” I asked, “Me?”

“Don’t be self-centered,” Anna said, giving the back of my hand a playful swat. “Not everything’s about you.”

I frowned at her, but she ignored me and looked out her window as she crossed her arms beneath her firm breasts. I saw it. The startling resemblance between her and the woman behind her. Not in looks, exactly, though there were hints of similarity there. Anna was the uncut gemstone where my stepmom had been worn down by a lifetime into a rough-cut but stunning gem.

I pulled into the driveway and shut off the Lincoln. We sat in silence for a long minute and I could feel tension building. Anna glanced from me to the backseat and I saw her and my stepmom lock eyes.

“Dean, bring your guitar to the garage. I want a… private performance.”

The confidence in Anna’s tone made me look again at the brunette, but she was locked in a death stare with my stepmom. The teen’s wide mouth curled into a grin that made me think of a wolf, and I glanced back and was amused to see my stepmom shift in her seat. Unsure of herself for the first time, I could remember.

I wanted to grumble that I was hungry and wanted something to eat, but I could feel the tension and nodded. My stepmom made to angle off to the kitchen as we entered the house, but Anna hooked an arm in hers and steered her into the garage behind me.

“Do you really want to leave now? Just when things are getting good?”

My stepmom's eyes cut over to me, and her expression was tight with conflict. Her gaze bore into mine as she shook her head once, and Anna leaned close to her and whispered something that made her eyes go wide. I leaned close to eavesdrop, but I couldn’t make out the words as red flushed her cheeks.


Chapter
Six



“Play,” Anna directed me, guiding the pair of them towards the couch where she fell beside my stepmom, letting their legs become entangled.

I raised an eyebrow, but neither paid me any attention as they stared into one another’s eyes. The amp snapped as I plugged in and the garage filled with a gentle rhythm as I watched Anna draw closer and closer to my stepmom. I could hardly believe what I was watching as her fingers rose and brushed a thick strand of hair back, pushing it behind an ear. Dark blue eyes cut over to me and the blush deepened, but Anna pulled her around and like magnets they drew together.

The music flowed out of me unconsciously, painting a backdrop as I watched their trembling lips touch. Shy at first, their passion grew and Anna’s hands slid up my mom’s thighs and over her hips. I watched in envy as her fingers sank into that firm, wide ass and then her shirt was peeling up.

“Wait, this is too much,” my stepmom broke off the kiss and glanced up at me but when she tried to look away Anna pressed a cheek to hers and wouldn’t let her.

“This is the start… We both know what’s coming next… don’t we?”

“Oh god,” my stepmom licked her lips and flinched at a discordant sound from my guitar and I swung it off my neck, unable to focus on it as we stared into one another’s eyes.

“Tell him,” Anna purred in her eat, hand slipping beneath her shirt and up to cup a large breast, fingers stretching the soft material of the band shirt. “He needs to hear it… He needs to know what you want… what you need.”

Long lashes fluttered as my stepmom pressed her lids closed, mouth forming a tight line before they snapped open and then I was staring into the twin of my own desire. Emotion broke in me like a wave, threatening tears as I saw naked desire written on my stepmother’s face. Shame and embarrassment mingled with the desire, but they were weak candle flames next to the roaring inferno of her need.

“Dean… please,” that one word was all she needed to say, and the garage was suddenly still as my fingers stopped playing.

I don’t know if I drew her to her feet, or she stood on her own, but suddenly my stepmom was beside me. The Gibson slapped at my back, but I ignored it as the woman I loved more than anything filled my arms. Her lips trembled, but she didn’t fight it and when Anna pressed herself to my mother’s back and forced us so close our breaths mingled, she gave a sigh, as if unable to fight it anymore and then her lips were on mine.

My stomach did a flip-flop as my arms tightened around her slender waist and the world faded down to the soft feel of her lips and the gentle, curious tongue that brushed against mine. Hands pulled at my clothes, gentle but insistent as the Gibson’s strap was popped and my shirt rose. I let it be jerked over my head and hissed when my stepmom’s hot lips met my neck, kissing their way down it as her hands slid over my smooth stomach.

I pulled her back up into a kiss, and then it was my hands’ turn to wander. We staggered towards the couch, guided by Anna’s hands on our hips and her happy purrs, to the couch. When my stepmom fell back onto the cushions, I sank to a knee beside her and let my eyes drink in her stunning figure. Shirt pulled up and twisted around her midriff, her smooth pale stomach was visible and with her jeans tugged low, the top button popped her wide hips and narrow waist trapped my eyes.

“You don’t know how bad I want this…”

My eyes met hers, and she cringed back in shame, but her eyes stayed on mine, needing to see the truth from me. She saw it as I sank down to kiss her again, and my whispers sent shivers throughout her body.

“Not as much as me… I love you, Mom… I love you more than anything.”

“I love you too,” her hand had slipped around the back of my neck and now it took an almost painful grasp on my hair, jerking my face to hers. “I love you so much!”

Her thighs trapped me, rolling us on the couch, and then she was atop me, grinding against my painful erection. My fingers had slid under her shirt and she half rose, watching me with a little smile as I prized the shirt up and over her stiff bra. As the huge pale orbs came into view, a sigh escaped me, and my mom let out a chuckle of delight. Reaching behind her back, she popped the clasp and in one swift motion drew it and the shirt over her head, dark tresses falling over one shoulder as she sank back down.

“Please,” she whispered again, as our lips met and I pushed the image of her perfect breasts out of my head.

All I wanted to do was pull those huge, firm, pink-nipple capped breasts around my face, but there was a need thrumming between us. It quivered like a living thing, driving us together and nothing short of satisfying it would sate the hunger inside us. My fingers slipped under the waistband of her pants, pushing them down as I felt the firm sweep of her ass.

Our eyes locked on one another, but there was no hesitation, no fear. When I sprang free and pressed against her sex, a sigh escaped my mom and then I was inside her. Her hips angled, so I slid deep in one thrust, and another sigh escaped her, cut off by my lips, and then she was moving, rocking atop me. My world shrank down to the impossibly tight heat of her sex and our tongues dancing together.

“Oh God,” her moaned words lit the spark to a roaring inferno.


Chapter
Seven



My pants were still around my legs, making my thrusts awkward, but I couldn’t be bothered to kick them off. I met her with little thrusts. My hands filled with her ass, the lights dimmed by her curtain of dark hair hanging around us. There was a momentum to our joining. A force propelled us, and nothing would stop it as the pleasure rose and our breath became ragged.

I rolled us around on the couch, kicking the jeans off as I did and my stepmoms naked thighs curled around my hips, pulling me between them. Her nails dug into my back as I thrust harder, breath hissing, and then I felt her sex quivering around me, and our eyes locked on one another as the euphoria swept over her face.

Eyelids fluttered and her lips twisted in a snarl as the orgasm crashed through her. She’d never looked sexier, and it triggered my own. Her eyes snapped open as my thrusts lost their rhythm and locked onto mine, the nails in my back digging in deeper and then the world melted as I shot cum deep into her womb. Realizing what I’d done, I tried to pull out quickly, but she smiled, locking her ankles behind my back and drew me down into a kiss.

“Mhmmm… it’s been too long since I’ve felt anything like that,” her fingers were on my face, turning me so we could stare into each other’s eyes as my cock throbbed the last of its cum into her.

Her smile grew sublime, eyelids shivering half closed until the last of my seed was milked by her tight pussy. In the wake of my orgasm, the reality of what we’d done sank in, and a touch of panic entered my chest, but her lips were right there, smiling and brushing the fears away as they planted soft kisses on my neck.

“You don’t know how long… mhmm… I’ve wanted to….”

“Oh?” her purr sounded like the cat who’d stolen the cream and I remembered we weren’t alone.

I thought I caught a hint of the same fears in her eyes but it was gone before I could be certain and she turned with me to find Anna sprawled in an old chair, one leg thrown over the armrest and the other stretched lusciously out the other way. Her skirts were twisted to the side, along with her lacy blank panties, and she wore the sedate grin of a woman who’d just found her peak.

“That was sexy,” the girl purred.

Then she rose and let the tiny panties fall down her slender thighs. A little twist of her hips sent them past her knees, and she flicked them aside. Anna’s dark eyes weren’t locked on me with burning desire but on the woman beneath me. I felt my stepmom’s sexy quiver and then tighten, and a cold sweat popped out on her skin.

Dark blue eyes flickered up to me, and she blushed before those eyes cut right back to Anna and I read the raw desire there. It made my dick instantly hard, and she shuddered again as I stiffened inside her, eyelids fluttering, but she never took her gaze off my friend as she slowly stripped. The shirt fell off next, followed by her black bra, but she kept the skirt on.

“Tonight we let go of all our inhibitions… all that matters is love,” Anna sank to her knees beside the couch, and I felt my eyes go wide as she leaned forward and kissed my stepmom.

Her pussy tightened around me, and a gush of wetness flooded my cock. Then she twisted beneath me, half crawling off the couch as she pulled Anna close. My cock slipped free and my stepmom groaned in protest, but I slipped off the couch behind her and that firm ass pushed back into my cock as I watched her and Anna make out.

My friend’s eyes met mine for a second, and I saw bliss written there before dark hair swirled to mask the pair of them. My hands slid up from her perfect ass to a narrow waist and then I cupped my stepmom’s huge breasts as I sank deep within her. Anna rose to pull a nipple between her lips, sucking it hard as my stepmom gasped in pleasure.

Fingers in her hair, she pulled Anna into another kiss as I felt her pussy cinch tight around my cock in orgasm.

“Nghghhgh!”

She gasped into the kiss as the pleasure ripped through her body, and then she was clinging to Anna as my hips slammed into hers. Turning back she pulled me close, kissing me as my steel hard cock dug deep into her, then she broke off the kiss and Anna was there, her tongue dancing with mine as I lost myself in the moment, flooding my stepmom’s pussy again with hot, hard blasts of cum. She let out another strangled cry of pleasure and then all three of us collapsed together.

My stepmom and Anna seemed to have bottomless wells of energy, kissing and teasing each other as I panted in recovery. They pulled me to my feet and the three of us staggered down the hall. When we stumbled into my room, I felt my stepmom tense and saw the hesitation in her face, but one brush of Anna’s lips on her nipple and she was pulling the girl onto my bed.

I watched in awe as the pair made love. Twisting my sheets into a sweaty mess as their flawless bodies coupled together. After a minute I was hard again and after watching both cum on each other’s fingers I was aching so badly my balls hurt. They saw my struggle and flashed each other grins before pulling me between them.

I’m blessed to have received many double-blowjobs in my time, but few have ever rivaled the one I got that night. I lay in the middle of my bed with two perfect, naked women beside me. Their bodies opened to my wandering hands. Their mouths pressed to either side of my cock, making out with each other as much as licking and sucking me.

The first time I watched my dick slide between my stepmom’s lips, I almost came. She blushed as I stared, but her cheeks hollowed, and the warm heat as she took me deeper and deeper was the best I’d ever felt. Anna was not to be outdone and soon they were trading me back and forth between their mouths. Taking me to the hilt in one hungry swallow, before passing me to the other.

This slow torture went on for what felt like hours before my stepmom guided Anna atop me. She lay beside me, kissing me and reaching up to run her fingers over the girl’s skin. As Anna and I made slow and delicious love. When she came it was with a shuddering moan and it was my stepmom she pulled into a passionate kiss, their tongue dancing as my cum filled her. We collapsed into a sweaty pile of limbs and I had never felt more at peace, or happy.


Chapter
Eight



That joy curdled into anxiety when I woke and found a vacant spot on one side. I rose and found my door open and knew somehow that if I checked, her bedroom would be empty and her car gone from the driveway. Sinking back down into the bed, I cursed myself for ruining everything, but Anna pulled me close.

“Let her come to terms with it in her own way… Everything will be fine, trust me.”

I wanted to believe Anna, but the fear wouldn’t fade. Only growing as the day passed and the driveway remained empty. Willa and Simon came over late morning to rehearse, and Willa sensed something was off. She and Anna spoke in the kitchen and when the redhead came back in, she pulled me into a hug.

“She’ll be back. She loves you more than anything, and I don’t think… whatever you three did will ruin that… I know it won’t.”

“What happened? Trouble in paradise?” Simon grinned at me and punched my shoulder. “Forget girls, man, we have a contest to win. Ten grand, or did you forget?”

Willa rolled her eyes at him, but I let my friend’s focus infect me. We spent the morning and afternoon rehearsing, then broke to eat pizza Heather brought. We talked about going out but ended up back in the garage, ironing out the last bits of our set list.

We were playing tight and loose by the time we called it near midnight, and I felt exhausted and sore in the best was as I crawled into bed with Heather and Anna. I was too upset over my stepmom being gone all day to do anything, and it was a restless sleep that greeted me.

Until early in the morning when I heard the front door open and her keys hit the counter. Her footsteps paused near the door, and I saw her dark head peek in, but then she retreated silently to her room. I slept like a baby after that and woke feeling refreshed, even though the sun was just peeking over the horizon.

The scent of fresh coffee pulled me out of bed, and I extricated myself from the girls’ limbs, careful not to wake them. I found her in the kitchen, wearing a tiny tank top and shorts that showed more skin than I was used to. She turned and flashed me a grin when she heard me step into the kitchen.

“I’ll get you a cup,” she paused when passing me to pull me into a soft kiss, sighing in pleasure before pulling away to grab a mug.

“You seem to be in good spirits,” I said, sinking into a chair and watching her carefully.

“I am,” she said, turning to flash me an impish smile before pouring a cup and coming to sit with hers.

She pulled the other chair close enough that her legs touched mine, and I noticed spots of color in her cheeks as she took a sip. When I raised an eyebrow, her blush deepened, and she set the mug down.

“I went to the beach yesterday… you know how the sand and wind help me think.”

That reminded me of our night at the dunes, and I nodded, taking a sip and grimacing before reaching for the sugar.

“And?”

“And that discussion can wait until after your Battle of the Bands,” she smiled when I grimaced and rested a hand on the back of my arm. “We’ll have it when we’re alone,” she glanced towards the back of the house where the girls slept in my room.

I wanted to ask more, but I knew when she was putting her foot down and the atmosphere was so comfortable with her I ignored them and asked about our gig at the bar and if she had any notes. She did, but they weren’t about our playing or performance.

“You don’t want to build a set list about a progression of songs. This isn’t a restaurant. People respond to dramatic shifts in pace and tone. DJ’s understand this,” she took another sip of her coffee and leaned back in her chair, her shirt pulling tight across her large breasts, and I let my gaze linger instead of forcing them away like I normally do. “Take a crowd down slowly from a fast-paced and popular song, and they lose that energy quickly. But if you drop them to the ground, in terms of the beat, it will cool off the vibes but keep their excitement and energy so you can ramp them back up.”

“What order should we play our songs, then?”

“Lead off with our first song. It’s a hit and the crowd will buy in quickly, but I think you should play something faster after. Bring the crowd back up and give them a feel for your range. Once they’re prepared and properly excited, you can lead a crowd anywhere. They’re lemmings.”

She laughed, and I grinned back. We talked about the band and our songs as the sun rose and the coffee pot drained. It felt like forever since we’d just sat and talked, and weights I didn’t know I’d been carrying fell away from my shoulders as her presence calmed all my fears. I wanted to ask more about what she’d figured out at the beach, but I knew her well enough to know now wasn’t the right time.


Chapter
Nine



The girls woke and had coffee, and my stepmom made eggs and waffles. The girls left an hour later, promising to return the next morning for the battle. Simon and Willa were taking the day for themselves, and I wished my friends well. It was too crazy to go to school, so I holed up in the garage, plucking away on the Gibson for hours hunting new riffs. My stepmom came in and listened, smoking a joint as she sipped lemonade.

When my fingers started to cramp, she rose from the couch and pulled me to my feet. Her eyes were cherry red and her lips quirked into a silly grin, but the fingers that knotted in my shirt wanted only one thing. She pulled me into a fierce kiss, and I forgot all about the upcoming battle and let her fill my arms.

“Mhmm… now this is heaven,” she purred, lips finding my neck as she pushed the shirt over my head.

We stumbled back to her room. I made to angle us into mine, but she paused and gave me a curious look before leading us into hers. This was her sanctuary, and I rarely entered the dim space. Dream catchers hung from the ceiling, and the walls were covered in paintings. She was a fan of farmers’ market artists and found the most amazing pieces.

In one corner was a picture of my father, and she glanced at it as we entered and blushed, flashing me a tremulous smile. There was fear wrapped up in that fragile look, and I pulled her close, letting her arms slip around me as I stared down into those dark blue eyes.

“I love you more than anything… I always have.”

“I love you too, Dean… I’m a terrible mother, but I can’t deny this anymore… I don’t want to.”

“I couldn’t have dreamt up a better one,” she blushed as I brushed a thick strand of hair back from her face, hooking it behind an ear as I drew her face back up to mine.

There was no ignoring the tabooness of the moment, or how wicked it was. But our hearts thudded as one, and those thick, trembling lips would know no man’s touch save mine. As I swore the silent vow, she seemed to read my mind, and her blush faded, along with the hesitation on her face. Licking her lips, she sank to her knees.

“What are you-,” I reached down to stop her, suddenly nervous, but she rose again and pressed her finger to my lips, silencing me as those dark orbs stared deep into mine.

Without a word, she guided me around so the backs of my thighs hit her bed, but her hands gripped my hips, keeping me upright and pressed against her. Her long, pink tongue licked out, brushing my lips, and a shudder passed through me, and then the buckle of my belt clicked as she slipped it free. My breath was shallow as her fingers slipped in and pushed my pants and boxers down, and I got to see her take in my length and hear the sigh of pleasure that escaped her lips.

“Oh baby,” my mother purred, her eyes round as she sank to her knee’s hands running up to spread my thighs as she moved in closer. “You’re beautiful.”

I wanted to say the same, but her lips ran up the underside of my cock, tongue reaching out to run along my shaft, coating it and her lips before she kissed the head and stared deep into my eyes as she sucked the head, hard.

“Ghdghh dhahts fughnnngng hnnntt,” my words came out as garbled nonsense as the heat of her mouth enveloped me.

It was a struggle to stay upright, but I couldn’t look away as she licked and kissed me with single-minded devotion. I’d never seen anything as wildly erotic. Spit drooled off her chin and onto her shirt, plastering the thin cloth to her bra-less breasts. Heather is a teen starlet, but neither she nor her surgically enhanced mother could begin to compare with the twin perfections slowly revealed as her shirt got wetter.

“I’m going… mghmm… to swallow… nghhk nghhhk… every drop… mhmmnuahh… from this gorgeous cock…. Mhmmmlaghh.”

Despite her promise, she refused to let me cum quickly. Other women have been skilled in the art, even talented, but none could hold a candle to my stepmom. She was an artist without peer, and from the confident way she watched me writhing beneath her skilled lips and tongue, she knew it.

What made things twice as difficult was how she slowly stripped her clothes off as she sucked me off. First was her shirt, revealing the pale orbs but not letting me touch as she went back to her worshipful task. Her jean-clad ass flexed behind her for too long, drawing my eyes to it as it shook and bounced with her motions. When they and her tiny black panties came off next, I couldn’t stop myself and tried to pull her up onto my lap, but she stopped me with a hand on my chest and a sly grin.

“We have all night… I plan to savor every minute of it.”

She let me steal a kiss before pressing me back and sinking down. She took me back into her mouth, cheeks hollowing and tongue flickering over the head, but when my balls tightened she would back off. Edging me to a bigger and bigger orgasm until I thought I would lose control again. She saw the look in my eyes and rose on her knee, sucking the tip hard as her huge breasts pressed in around my shaft.

“Oh god,” I groaned, and her dark eyes locked onto mine, watching every detail of my expression as the orgasm crashed over me.

I caught her hungry moans and heard her swallowing, but the world faded into pure bliss as I curled around my mother’s head. When I came to, I was still shaking, and she lay beside me. Her naked body set a spark to the flame again, and I rolled into her, but she was groggy, eyes vacant, and I recognized the aftereffects of a powerful orgasm. Tongue reaching out to pull in the last bits of my seed, she smiled beatifically up at me and lazy fingers played with the hair on the back of my head.

“Make love to me,” the words were a prayer, and I pulled her close, my promise in the movements of my hands and my lips on her skin.

The night passed in a blur. We made love for hours and lay in pools of sweat in between talking. I learned about the first time she met Claire at a Hollywood party. The blonde was a force of nature when she was younger, drawing men and women to her like flies to honey.

“She was always stunning, but she’s mellowed over the years. I like this version of her.”

“So do I.”

There must have been something in my voice because she rose on an elbow and raised an eyebrow at me. I blushed, but she burst out laughing at the nervous look on my face.

“I bet you do, stud,” grinning, she swung a leg over my hips and sighed in pleasure. I slid into her depths. “Tell me about her daughter… Heather… mhmm, she looks like a tasty little poppet.”

She’d done this with Anna too, an hour before, coaxing me to describe the first time we flirted. As I described brushing fingers with the blonde, and her heated stares in the halls, and how Anna had been key to winning the blonde over, my stepmom’s sex got wetter and wetter. When I described that first threesome with Heather and her little friend, Marcia Cross, my mother came on my cock.

She said it was a ‘temple priestess’ fetish, whatever that is. When I told her about my teachers, she insisted on sucking my cock through the entire story, timing her head’s movements to the rhythm of my story. As the night wore on, she winkled every encounter out of me, getting more and more turned on with each story. Simon’s mom she knew about, but the encounter with Miriam Cohen from RCA sent her over the edge again, and we collapsed into a sweaty tangle of limbs.

“I need to see it,” she purred, twisting in my arms so she could pull my face to hers, kissing me before continuing. “Claire and Heather, Ava and Miriam, your teachers, god that would be so fucking hot… seeing those strong, beautiful women worshipping my boy.”

As her thighs spread and drew me between them, she locked eyes with me, her words spurring me on. She described orgies backstage, a world tour where married women slipped away at night to come watch my shows, throwing their panties on stage and breaking into my hotel room in twos and threes just for a glimpse. Of mothers bringing their daughters after they both fall head over heels for my music. Willing to be wild and wicked with one another for the barest chance at joining me in my bed.

I lost it at her whispers, but not as hard as she did. Nails digging into my back and teeth into my shoulder, we held each other close. Her womb was full, and my cock slipped free with a wet sound as we curled into the covers. I knew her words were just a fantasy, but I let the dream of such a wild and carefree future carry me into dreamland.


Chapter
Ten



Iwoke to Lynyrd Skynyrd blasting throughout the house and the sun high in the morning sky. Realising it was Friday, I glanced at the clock and bolted upright when I read the time. Mad at myself for sleeping in, I couldn’t help grinning at the reason when I remembered my incredible night.

I could hear my stepmom in the kitchen talking with someone, but I needed a shower before seeing other humans, and the hot water settled my nerves. As the spray washed the soap from my hair, I let myself think about our upcoming show, and tingles of excitement began racing through my limbs. My heart beat faster, but I couldn’t sense a hint of nerves or anxiety. All that filled me was excitement.

“Speak of the devil and here he is,” my stepmom raised her mug to me and threw a wink to Ava Shapiro, Simon’s mom, as she puttered around the stove. “Ava offered to cook breakfast.”

“I wanted to do something for the show tonight and Simon’s out… oh dear,” the diminutive brunette shot me a blushing smile, and I felt her eyes linger on my naked torso, and she swallowed hard before turning back around quickly.

“It should be ready soon,” my stepmom smiled at the other woman’s back as she rose and grabbed a mug from the cupboard. Pausing beside Ava as she returned to the table, she whispered something in the smaller woman’s ear that made her stiffen and her head swivel around to me before she jerked it back.

“I slept in so late,” I said, taking the cup of steaming coffee with a grateful nod. “I need to call Anna and figure out where we’re all meeting up.”

“You still have plenty of time,” my stepmom said, slipping back into her seat and waving to where Ava was cooking. “You don’t need to be at the venue until three. There are hours yet.”

I wanted to be moving, though. The thought of sitting around the house or garage until show time made my skin itch as if there were ants crawling beneath it. Instead, I sat and sipped my coffee and painted a smile on my face as the plate of eggs, bacon, and hash browns arrived.

The food was delicious, and it brightened my mood. I don’t know how Ava does it, but I inhaled the food and she brought me a second plate when the doorbell rang. Ava frowned at the interruption, but my stepmom popped up with a sly smile on her face.

“I called a couple of your teachers… I figured they could help… settle you down before the show.”

I frowned at her in confusion, but the heat in those dark eyes reminded me of her confessions from the night before. I sat upright and was shocked when Mrs. Gray and Mrs. Winslow bustled into the kitchen a few seconds later.

“We wanted to wish you well,” Mrs. Gray said, her eyes damp as she sat across from me at the kitchen table. ‘And tell you how proud of you we are.”

“You’re going to win,” Mrs. Winslow giggled, an odd sight on the tall, busty woman, but she was giddy with excitement and, if the plunging neckline of her dress was any indication, she was excited about other things too. “Everyone’s saying it, even those boys you competed against at school. Your band is electric! Why, my niece, over in Valley’s heard about Carwash Pigs. She was telling me all about the gorgeous new singer.”

Ava’s dimples appeared as she giggled again, her blush so dark it extended down her neckline and to the pale expanse of cleavage on display.

“I have some errands to run,” my stepmom gave me a scrumptious wink as she rose. “I’ll be out for a couple of hours. Ava, thank you for the lovely meal. Leave the dishes I’ll clean up when I get back.”

Ava was the only one who appeared discomfited by my stepmom’s quick departure. My teachers were an earthy pair, and they chortled at the idea of her setting me up with this wild foursome. They couldn’t stop talking about the coming show but from their heated glances and trailing-off comments, it was something else on their minds.

Mrs. Winslow was the first to break, slipping from her chair and crawling beneath the table to unhook my belt. The other two listened with interest, even peeking as the MILF sucked me off, trying to continue the conversation but failing as Mrs. Winslow’s ministrations grew louder and more insistent.

I hooked a finger at both my music teacher and my friend’s mom, and their knees thudded to the ground, and in a second, they were beside the blonde. Crowding in close, their three mouths worked me to rock-hard stiffness. I had hours to kill, and they were eager to be of use.

We ended up in my bedroom with a wide ass bent before me and my friend’s mother tasting the other woman’s pussy as I watched. Submissive and eager, Ava’s tongue must have been aching by the end of our session. Both of my teachers came to her growing skill, and she only got a break when I dragged her across the sheet and onto my throbbing cock.

“Yessss!” she hissed in satisfaction, trembling as the two teachers descended on her.

I left the three to shower with my cum in all of their holes. For the last all three had stacked themselves atop one another, heads hanging down near one another and mewling in pleasure as I slow fucked each of their asses. When I finally let them cum, the orgasms were deep and powerful, leaving the three a pile of shaking limbs that barely registered my cum covering them in thick lines.


Chapter
Eleven



“Feeling refreshed?” My stepmom was waiting when I stepped from the shower and handed me a towel, letting her fingers curl under my balls and soft cock as I stepped close.

“You’ll have to tell me later about how they… relaxed you,” she winked. “Come, the girls are waiting.”

When we passed my bedroom Ava, Mrs. Winslow, and Mrs. Gray were still recovering, naked and sticky from sweat and everything else. I caught blushes when my stepmom glanced in and raised an eyebrow. My attention was on the two I saw waiting in the hallway, and I hurried to give Anna and Heather a big hug.

“I’m so excited,” Anna was jumping as she gripped my arm. “Willa and Simon will be here soon. They went to Bakersfield last night to pick up a van.”

I raised my eyebrow in a question, and Anna explained that Willa had an aunt who lived in Bakersfield with a van she didn’t use. Willa got her to lend us the vehicle to cart our instruments and gear around on the condition we played at the woman’s church. My dad played at more than a few revival festivals, so I knew the crowd and agreed easily.

“My mom invited some Hollywood directors and writers, too,” Heather added. “She thinks you’ll inspire them.”

I laughed at that and shook my head. The only thing I wanted to inspire was raw emotion. The girls’ excitement was infectious, and soon I was feeling the nerves. My stepmom saw this and directed the pair to help pack the van when Willa and Simon arrived.

My friend was green with stage fright, and Willa stayed by his side, holding his hand. In part to comfort Simon and in part, I think, to keep him from running away. There was that look about his eyes as he watched the van fill up with the band’s instruments.

“Once we get on that stage, you’ll be fine,” I said, and he nodded but didn’t glance in my direction.

“I know. I’m fine. Really. I’m great.”

He sounded anything but and I left him to work through the anxieties with Willa. They joined me in the Lincoln along with Anna and Heather while my stepmom drove the van. Simon’s mom followed with the teachers, and we were a happy little procession as we worked our way across the city.

Anna played DJ with the radio and had all three cars tuned to the same station, the women all belting lyrics together as we rolled down the street. We drew stares, but I didn’t care. My stress melted away, and even Simon forgot his fears for a few minutes. Then the venue appeared, and his expression collapsed again.

“I’ll go sign you guys in,” Anna said, slipping from the Lincoln with Heather in tow.

The pair wore similar outfits of leather pants and white tank tops. Conversations stilled, heads turned, and a wolf whistle rose as they passed through the crowd milling behind the building. I saw a familiar face in the crowd and grinned when Dean Graveson walked over. He wore acid-wash jeans, and his hair was glued upright in a mohawk that wobbled when he walked.

“You’re going to fucking destroy,” he said, slapping my hand as he got close and hooked a thumb over his shoulder, “You should hear them. A bootleg of your performance at school got out. Some are already fans while the rest are all talking shit about you.”

“Me?”

I frowned at the crowd and caught more than a few flat stares. I might have been intimidated, but several of the men were wearing makeup, like bad copies of KISS, and I couldn’t stop the snort of amusement that escaped me.

“Forget them, you’re going to fucking wail. Sup, Simon,” he held out his hand for Simon to slap as my friend passed, which Simon did with a wondering stare, but Brad gave Willa a stiffer nod. “Go break a leg out there.”

“Thank you,” Willa said, and I caught the hint of surprise in her tone at the respectful tone he took with her.

“Let’s get you kids packed inside and set up,” my stepmom said, opening the van.

The venue had stagehands who came out to help and show us where we were setting up. The drum kit went on a small rolling platform that we’d wheel out and plug into. Simon's eyes the creaking plywood with a wary frown and the stool with a firm nod of disapproval.

“It’s going to wobble beneath me on the thin wood. I need a solid stool. Like a tree stump or something.”

The stagehands tried to reassure him, but my friend can be stubborn at times, and he wasn’t budging on this. He argued with them back and forth until I slipped out the back and found an empty bucket of paint near the dumpsters. Upside down, it worked perfectly as a stool for Simon, and the base didn’t wobble on the platform.


Chapter
Twelve



If I thought it would be a party, with a dozen bands backstage hanging out together, I was wrong. The crowds were already forming on the other side of the curtain but there were too many people and too little space behind it. The chaos was loosely organized by a harried radio producer who darted from band to band, telling them their stage time and noting down any requests for lighting.

When she got to us, my stepmom stepped forward, and they greeted each other warmly. Friends who’d worked together before, our packet was done and filled out in minutes, and we had our spot in the lineup. My hands were starting to tremble with excitement, and I couldn’t wait to get out there. Anna met me as I hovered near the curtains, watching the crowd filling from the shadows.

“There’s a buzz back there. All about you,” Anna said, slipping her arm in mine as she snuggled against my side. I grunted in reply, watching the front rows with interest. “Is that Cher?”

“An impersonator,” I said, but I wasn’t certain.

The woman was surrounded by a group of shirtless men in leather chaps and collars. It could be an impersonator in drag, or the real Cher, surrounded by some of her most loyal fans. The thought amused me, and Anna laughed when I mentioned it. She was about to reply when a tall man bumped my shoulder hard as he passed and gave me a hard stare when I glanced over.

“Got a problem, kid?”

“Looks like I might,” I said, turning in front of Anna as he squared up on me. “Who the fuck are you?”

The question enraged the man, and he was spitting as he struggled to find words.

“You think you’re hot shit because some movie producers got the town sucking your nuts, but you aint shit, kid. I’ve been in the clubs for years, doing the hard work. Grinding. You’re just some poser.”

I nodded, recognizing the man even though I didn’t know who he was. The music industry is a fickle thing. Luck plays a bigger part than anyone wants to admit, and connections are the coin luck spends. I couldn’t argue with him that I’d been lucky, but one thing he said sparked the fire of my anger.

“You said that to my face, so I gotta give you some respect.” I nodded but stepped close as I did, letting my voice drop. “You got a problem with my band, you say it to me. If I ever,” I cracked my head against his, bone to bone, and pressed so hard he stumbled back. “Hear you saying some dumb shit like that to my bandmates. I’ll break your fucking legs.”

I pulled back and stared deep into his eyes. He wasn’t a bad guy, just bitter and angry with it, but he saw the truth as he looked back at me. There’s something stupid and wild in me, and I was daring him to let it loose.

“You’re fucking crazy, man,” he glared back, but the strength had left his words and he backed away into the shadows of backstage.

Our encounter hadn’t gone unnoticed, but I ignored the stares and whispers as Anna and I went to find Anna and Simon. We found them with Heather and my stepmom, huddled in a corner and getting ready for the show. Anna was doing her makeup with help from my stepmom, who was working thin braids into an updo, and Simon sat shivering in a corner.

“How are you doing?” I asked him as I sank to my haunches nearby.

“Not good,” he swallowed hard. “I think I’m gonna be sick.”

“Just breathe,” I said. “Slow, deep breaths. We’re on in an hour, near the end, but once the show starts, it will pass quickly.”

He grimaced a smile up at me, and I sat with him as the radio station’s DJ got on the mic and started the night off. He introduced the station staff putting on the show , and the bands. After a brief technical hiccup, the first band went on. A hair metal act with tired riffs and a singer with a beautiful voice, they got the crowd warmed up, but I saw smirks around the room and knew no one was threatened by them. I caught eyes with a guy leaning against a wall, tuning his bass, and he gave me a lopsided grin smile back.

“Slashface is a mainstay at these things. I think they won one in the 80s. Chasing that glory ever since.” He nodded at Simon, “He, okay?”

“He’ll be fine,” I said, wincing when Simon groaned, his face a sickly green.

“Here, man,” he held out a silver flask. “Best cure for stage fright there is. You’ll be strutting onto that stage after a few sips.”

“No thanks,” Simon managed, shaking his head. “Honestly, I wish I could, but my drumming would be shit.”

“Who cares? Girls don’t care if it’s good or bad, they just want to fuck a guy on stage,” he waggled his eyes lasciviously and turned the smile on Heather, who was approaching with Anna as they wove their way through the backstage crowd. “Who’s this peach? Mind if I take a bite, darling?”

“Gross,” Heather said, one word, but her tone and the look on her face wiped the grin from the bassist’s face.

He wore an angry scowl until Heather sank down against my side and planted a kiss on my lips. Then his face was dark with envy, but Anna wasn’t to be left out, and her tongue danced with mine before she released me. The envy was gone and frank disbelief was written on the bassist's face, and I put him out of my mind when Heather told me her news.

“My mom brought Savannah, and she brought the labels CEO. This place is about to get nuts… watch.”

She was right. It took a couple of minutes, but the news spread like wildfire once someone noticed the suits. They weren’t wearing suits, of course, but the head of a recording label gets noticed by bands desperate to be signed. They weren’t the only label represented at the Battle of the Bands. All the major ones had agents and people on the lookout for talent.

It shouldn’t have made a difference to the way the bands performed, but it did. Extra glitter came out and bands had quick meetings about their set list, changing out songs at the last minute. Willa watched the commotion with a grin. She gripped Simon’s hand and narrated the chaos to him, distracting him from his stage fright.


Chapter
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“The next band’s ready to go out, but their singer’s still doing his hair. You’ve got to see this, Simon. It’s like Flock of Seagulls meets ACDC. Wild.”

Simon looked up and managed a smile at the man’s outrageous hair. The band played speed rock, and I struggled to pick out a single note in the cacophony of sound. A mosh pit formed, though, as the crowd amused itself, but the next act, another hair metal band, killed the vibe with their ballad.

Bands went up and played. Each offering two songs to the screaming or booing crowd. When the bands were bad, they got rowdy, and I saw more than one bottle fly at performers who were struggling. These amused Willa to no end, and she was trying to bet a band sitting near us whether a pasty-faced guitarist would get plinked as he plucked artlessly at his instrument.

Our turn rapidly approached, and I gave the Gibson a final once-over. Double-checking her tuning, as Willa did the same. Simon fiddled with his bucket, but his drums were already set up and the bucket was at the perfect height for him. I caught his and Willa’s eyes, and we shared a smile. I pulled them close, hooking my arms around their shoulders.

“Our little experiment’s about to have a big test… and there’s no one in the world I’d rather be here with than both of you…”

“I love you both,” Willa grinned. “We’re ready.”

“Have you heard the other bands?” Simon had forgotten his nerves, and he looked around as if waking up, eyes wide as people bustled all around us. “We’re so much better than all of them.”

“You haven’t heard us yet, douchebag,” the speaker was a tall, slender man without a shirt and a collection of necklaces. He gave Simon an arrogant sneer as he strut past us, his band, including the bassist from earlier, stalking past.

“And our next band comes all the way down from San Fran, give a warm welcome to Ashfire Rebellion!”

The band took their places, their lead singer continuing his strut right up to the edge of the stage where he cocked his foot on an amp.

“Are you ready to rock, LA?” The crowd gave a lackluster response, and the singer threw his head back and screamed into the microphone, “I said, are you ready to rock?! Rock! Rock!”

The band jumped in on the word, every instrument pulsing. I nodded with it, ready to be carried away, but their drummer fumbled the beat and the rest tripped along behind him as the singer launched into his lyrics. Every person in the band was looking down at their instruments, disconnected from each other and it reflected in the music.

The crowd lost its hint of enthusiasm after his screamed question, and I saw blank faces and bored expressions from the sliver of crowd we could see backstage. Being the next act, we hovered at the edge of the stage, and the DJ was standing next to us. I caught him lean out and look for someone in the crowd. I thought it was the CEO, but he was obvious at the bar, with a crowd around him.

“Where is he…” the man was twitchy, perhaps from the stress of hosting the battle, and beads of sweat poured down his brow. His expression grew more and more agitated until he spotted a fat man with a goatee who patted his coat suggestively.

“Fuck, finally.” The DJ sagged in relief when he saw the other man, and a suspicion formed in the back of my mind.

When the band on stage finished their last song and walked off, it was to a smattering of applause, but the lead singer had a confidence that didn’t fit. When I caught him and the fat man making eye contact and sharing a nod, the suspicion crystallized into genuine fear, but one glance at Simon and I knew I had to keep my lips sealed.

“They were terrible,” Simon chortled as the band passed and the lead singer shot my friend another glare, but this time he had a sly smirk.

“We’ll see what the judges say.”

“Who are the judges, anyway?” Willa asked, and I could see the suspicion forming in her eyes too, but I gave her a surreptitious shake of my head when Simon wasn’t looking.

“No idea, but I want that guy’s confidence.” Simon was heartened as the DJ strode back out to announce us.

He didn’t give us the same polish he had with the previous band, but I didn’t mind. Those blank, staring faces were exactly what I wanted to see. I wanted to turn them around. To flip their boredom into wild joy, but it would be a difficult task, and I grinned as we made our way onto the stage.

“We’re switching the songs,” I said, and Willa gave a sharp nod. She understood, but Simon froze halfway on stage, and a look of panic washed over his face.

“We need to light a fire under them, Simon,” Willa spoke quickly as she huddled near Simon. She gave me a wave that said: ‘I got this’, and I turned to the crowd.

“We’re Carwash Pig,” I said, letting my smile grow crooked when I saw heads turn and interest enter some faces. “Some of you already know of us. After tonight, the rest of you will never forget us.”


Chapter
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There was a man in the second row who made a face at that, and I let my grin widen. My arrogant words were designed to put their backs up and force the audience into a position of not wanting to like us. There was a huge risk in it, but if we flipped them onto our side, the reaction would be all the better for it.

There was a pregnant beat of silence after I spoke, then a woman’s wild, excited scream rose. Like a starter pistol, it set us off. My fingers kissed the Gibson, and I saw people shift in place, frowns growing curious. Then Simon jumped in, playing clean as ever, and we were off to the races.

Our hours of practice paid off. We’d never played before a silent crowd, and it probably would have thrown us out of rhythm if we couldn’t play all our songs in our sleep. I sank into the music, letting it flow through me as my voice rose to the high notes, as clear and sharp as Willa’s bass and Simon’s drums.

“Rage at me, I’ll slap you down;

“Take your girl and wrap her round;

I had the crowd from the first lick I played on the Gibson, but we let the song build. The moment we jumped into the chorus, and Willa’s voice harmonized with mine, it was like the floor was electrified. The crowd suddenly leapt, faces wide open with joy as they surged against the stage, making it creak.

There is a thing that happens to people when they experience something joyful and unexpected. They freeze for a few seconds, eyes wide, faces blank, and often there are tears pooling in their eyes. If I hadn’t known of this phenomenon, I might have been worried, staring out at hundreds of stiff expressions. Not all were frozen like that, but enough were that it gave the room a strange aura until the spell broke and they were released from the Frisson.

Arms rose from the crowd, reaching up towards us as they surged forward. The excitement was electric, but it was still building. I rode it like a wave, guiding us towards the crest right when we launched into our second song. Anna and I knew this would be the key that unlocked them, and she flashed me a grin as she dug into her bass, thumb whap whap whapping as my voice rose.

“Rage at me, I’ll slap you down;

“Take your girl and wrap her round;

“My envy!”

The stage shook as the crowd surged forward again. This time, every single human in the building was on their feet, moving as one. The crowd became a living thing, and every beat, every lyric wove them more tightly together until we reached the end of the song, and Simon let loose an impressive solo on the drums, elbows high as his sticks danced. When they crashed against the symbols and we cut off the song in perfect sync with one another, the crowd lost it.

Screams and cheers shook the roof, and I caught sight of my stepmom, Anna, and Heather near the wings. They’d been dancing together and now they jumped in joy, pulling Ava, and the two teachers into a great big hug. Willa was chortling as we exited the stage, and Simon kept turning and waving at the crowd, soaking up every second of their adulation he could before we stepped back into the shadows.

“That was fucking incredible!”

“Off stage, quickly,” the DJ gave us a sour frown as he flicked his hand for us to hurry. “The shows not over.”

“What’s his problem?” Simon asked, but Willa and I caught each other’s eyes with a knowing look.

“Forget him, you were amazing.”

“They really liked us,” Simon kept shaking his head and saying this as we carried our equipment backstage. He turned to me as the next band began playing, “You know we could make this work. There are resorts and clubs all over that need musical performers. We could make good money.”

“Resorts? Dude, we’re going to play arenas.”

He smiled, but I knew he didn’t believe it. We’d talked about the same dream hundreds of times, but it never felt possible to Simon. Willa and I knew what we had. She pulled him around so he was facing her and spoke quietly but with firmness.

“Dean’s right, Simon. This battle of the bands doesn’t matter. It was just to get our name out there. We’re not gonna win, and that’s fine. Because we’ve already won the biggest prize there is,” he frowned, and she smiled. “We’re in a band that loves each other, and we have the most electric frontman the worlds ever seen. What do you think going to happen when he’s on MTV?”

Simon blinked at me, and I opened my mouth to dispute Willa, but my friend spoke first.

“Holy shit, you’re right… Holy shit, we’re going to be famous… Do you think we’ll meet Harrison Ford?”

“You nerd.”

Willa grinned, then pulled Simon into a hug, kissing him soundly. I wanted to disagree with her, but this wasn’t the moment. For the first time, it seemed to sink in for my friend that he didn’t need to be an accountant to make a living. That he could hang out with his friends and make music and make even more money. He kept asking silly questions, eyes wide and voice giddy as the battle finished up.
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All the bands were called to the stage, and the crowd whooped and hollered for all of us. Their cheers were loudest when we walked out, and the stage shook again as the crowd surged, but when the DJ announced the winner, it wasn’t Carwash Pig but Ashfire Rebellion. Their bassist shot me a look of triumph as they walked out to accept their oversized check, but if they expected the crowd to cheer for them, they were mistaken.

“What the hell?” Simon’s anger was reflected in the boo’s and cries of ‘cheaters!’ from the crowd.

Willa whispered in his ear, and his pale face turned red with rage, but there was nothing we could do. The radio played the winning band’s discordant song over the airwaves as the crowd raged. A bottle flew and hit the Ashfire lead singer, glancing off his skull before shattering on the wall behind the stage, and the band fled. The douche staggered off, and I was left alone, laughing as the crowd’s anger turned on me.

“Are you happy with your winner?” the crowd roared its disapproval, and someone in the back shouted, ‘It should have been you!’. “You think so? Then go buy a fucking album! Nothing in this world’s free. Just look at the baggie of coke sitting in the DJ’s pocket.” The crowd laughed at that, and the DJ shot me a venomous look from just offstage and pressed a hand to his coat pocket.

“Ashfire Rebellion bought their win and good for them,” this drew angry mutters, but I let my smile grow viperish as I added. “There’re no rules in rock and roll. Its soul is rebellion,” I held out my hand, and Willa placed the Gibson in it, as I knew she would. I shot my friend a smile, and she mouthed, ‘Bring it down’.

“They want to turn the lights off and send you home…” the angry mutters rose. “I say, fuck that. And fuck them.”

The first chord was a hard one, and I didn’t let up from there. The crowd was angry, and I wove their anger into a thrashing mob that leapt and jumped with every slash of my fingers on the Gibson. The mosh pit returned and grew, pulling in girls who swung sharp elbows, and even the CEO was bounced around the pit.

I didn’t play for long. Just long enough to burn the crowd’s energy out and leave them with a sheen of sweat on their brows and a hunger for more. They groaned when I cut off my playing and again when the lights turned on, but they cheered when I unhooked the Gibson and walked offstage.

“What was that?” The DJ asked, getting up into my face but backing off when a half dozen crowded close, threatening him.

“You’re welcome. You had a riot brewing, and I diffused it. Now kindly fuck off.”

The man’s eyes were wide as I passed him, and he opened his mouth but closed it again. I thought it was anger, but I heard his laugh as we pushed our way through the crowd backstage. It was strange to get such awed, worshipful looks from people who’d thought themselves better than us a few minutes before, but I was growing used to it.

Simon was red with anger as he and Willa fell in beside me. It would fade, but I sympathized with him. Willa wasn’t as mad, but she had guessed it was going to happen. It didn’t do any good to complain, and what I said was true: there are no rules in rock and roll. The idea of an art contest was anathema to the music, and it didn’t piss me off as much as it probably should have to have the contest stolen.

“If they think this will get them a record deal, it won’t,” I said, and Willa nodded.

“Word travels fast, and they won’t be able to get a gig from here to New Jersey when people learn about this.”

“It’s fucking bullshit,” Simon grumbled. “I still think we should sue.”

He glared at one of the radio station employees as we passed, and the man had the sense to look embarrassed. The backstage was emptying out, and we found Anna, Heather, Claire, and my stepmom waiting for us out back with the CEO and Savannah.
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“My boy!” The Ceo spoke with a booming voice, arms wide and ready to pull me into a hug as we stepped outside, I avoided the limbs, but Simon stumbled into it and the man folded my friend into a big, long hug.

Simon’s eyes were wild as he tried to get us to help him out of it, but Willa and I chortled. Eventually, he wiggled free, and the man turned to us with a beaming, too-white smile.

“I will always be able to say I was here at the beginning of Carwash Pig,” he tried hooking an arm over Willa and my shoulders, but again we slipped free, and he put his hands on his hips and grinned even wider. “We’re going to make beautiful music together!”

“He’s a douchebag, but the deal’s good,” my stepmom whispered in my ear as she steered me towards the Lincoln. “I went over it with Savannah. If you guys want to sign with a major label, they met all your demands. You’ll own the rights to everything after three years.”

“We’ll talk about it later,” I said, looking at Willa and Simon when I said it, and they nodded, still buzzing from the show and unable to fully process the information.

I was still on cloud nine too and barely noticed who was helping fill the van. Marcia’s blonde ponytail bounced as she passed me with a pair of symbols and flashed an impish smile, her pale cheeks coloring oddly. Claire had come to watch, but she was in the crowd until my stepmom spotted her.

“We’ve been catching up,” she said when I asked how they were getting along. She glanced over at my stepmom, who was helping to fill the van, and I caught a hint of envy in her voice. “I offered to use my place for the after-party… Are all of them coming?”

I opened my mouth to ask what she meant, but then I noticed who my stepmom had gathered. The two teachers, Claire, Heather, Anna, Eva, Marcia Cross, and even Savannah was there.

“We’re not,” Willa grinned, hooking Simon close as my friend blushed. “Eva got us a bungalow down on the beach. Sorry, Dean, but you’ll have to celebrate without us. We’re got… plans.”

I shook my head as I grinned. The pair were already lost in their own world as they staggered across the parking lot. Eva’s car was gassed up and ready. They each threw their arms around me in a hug before darting away, and I wished them well, but when I turned back around, I found ten sets of eyes watching me with a heat that made my heart thud.

“Tonight,” my stepmom said, drawing Anna and Heather close to her sides. “You get the rockstar treatment… I hope you’re ready for it.”

Understanding dawned, and my eyes grew wide as I looked around the group. Nervous, shy glances were shared between the women, but when their eyes fell upon me, the hesitation faded and I recognized that towering desire. The prospect of pleasing so many women was daunting, but when Claire said she had a bottle of champagne chilling, their attention shifted away from me.

It was a long, hot drive up the canyon. I wanted to drive, but the girls insisted on putting me in the back seat, in the middle. They took turns crawling onto my lap and making out with me as we tooled our way up the windy road. Music blared, and they talked about the show and the various celebrities in attendance with breathless excitement, but I lost myself in soft lips and firm tits.

The high I get from performing before a crowd is unlike any drug or drink. It’s a high that reaches the soul. Tickling some primal part of the mind that should never be touched. It feels unnatural to have the adulation of so many, while at the same time you feel god-like, able to do anything as you weave their emotions with a few sung words.

My dad warned me as a kid about how easy it is for some to fill that gap when you got offstage, but that drugs always lead to a bad end. I’d never done drugs, but the pert rear in my lap was its own, and I knew how easily it could turn into a mess.

Only there didn’t seem to be the slightest tension between the women stuffed into the Lincoln. My stepmom drove, talking easily with Claire, who sat pressed against the side of Savannah, with whom she shared the seat with. Anna was making out with Marcia Cross, and the tiny blonde looked as into it as she was. While on my other side Mrs. Gray pressed against me, kissing my neck while I made out with Savannah.

The redhead giggled like a schoolgirl and kept turning to catch my math teacher’s lips in quick kisses. Her tight skirt rode up her slender thighs, and her black panties peeked through. She kept whispering all the wild things she wanted to do to me until we pulled to a stop in front of Claire’s house.

The van stopped beside the Lincoln, and the rest piled out. It was a loud procession that made its way inside, where Claire and Heather opened bottles of champagne. They shared around glasses while I was attacked by one woman after another, my clothes peeled away like a banana.

“A toast!” Claire called, raising her glass and smiling at me. “To our Rock God… May you conquer the world, and always remember where you came from. Salud!”

“Cheers!”

The blonde woman hooked an arm around my shoulder, ignoring Marcia Cross, who was in the process of unhooking my belt.

“The hot tub is calling,” her lips pressed against mine, and I tasted the champagne on her tongue. “And I want to see what kind of damage you can do here,” she winked. “And so does your mom.”

She half pulled away from me and drew my stepmom in, watching with keen interest as her lips met mine. The mood in the room shifted after that. The music started, and the girls still laughed and teased each other, but the gazes that shifted over to me were heavy-lidded with desire, and I caught a hint of competition on the air.

Not with Anna and Heather, who floated through the women like fae creatures, breaking tension and softening smiles with a gentle touch or a lingering kiss. When my stepmom and Claire wouldn’t release me, even when Marcia squawked in outrage, it was Heather who drew the pair away by dangling the tiniest bikinis in front of them. And when my music teacher hovered on the outer edges of the party, too shy to approach anyone it was Anna that pulled her into a wicked kiss, slipping her hands beneath the teachers shirt to fondle her massive breasts before leading her out to the patio where the hot tub sat.
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Clothes were shed as the bubbles flowed and music filled the air, mingling with laughter and sighs of pleasure. Heather’s little friend refused to release me, whispering about how hot I’d been on stage as she slipped out of her clothes. She would have had my dick in her mouth first, but Simon’s mom beat her to the punch.

As soon as the pants slid over my hips, Ava was on her knees before me. Still halfway across the patio to the hot tub, I groaned in pleasure as her hot mouth inhaled my cock. Laughter quieted and grins grew sly as we gathered a small audience. The hot tub was half full while Heather and our moms changed, and I had my arms full of tiny Marcia before she sank to join my friends’ mother.

The blonde teen thought to join in on the blowjob, but she only managed a gentle sweep of her tongue along my shaft before Ava pulled her into a hungry kiss. She made a sound of protest that turned into a mewl of pleasure as their tongues danced together. The sight was so hot I stood and watched and Ava grinned into the kiss, catching my eye.

“You’re going to be his first tonight,” my friend’s mom purred into Marcia Cross’s lips.

“What…?”

The girl asked, gaze hazy as she glanced around, then Ava was rolling her so her short skirt was pushed up at me, the gap between her thighs a welcome invitation, and even more so when Ava pulled Marcia’s skirt up slowly, revealing a thong nestled between her pert little rear.

“Mhmm,” Marcia nodded eagerly when her gaze focused on me. She tried to speak, but it only came out as a groan when I ran two fingers over the tight material stretched over the bald pussy. “NnNghghhhhhh.”

“Have you ever seen anything as beautiful?”

My math teacher whispered the question to Anna, who sat beside her in the hot tub. They and Mrs. Gray had peeled Savannah and their own clothes off, and the music teacher was pressing the redhead back against the jets, kissing her way down to Savannah’s high, firm breasts. I took in the sight as I fucked Marcia with slow, deliberate thrusts.

The girl moaned in pleasure. The sound cut off when Simon’s mom kissed her and then she hissed in pleasure and I grinned when I felt Ava’s fingers teasing the girl’s sex. She kept slipping her fingers to either side of my dick as I drove in and out, teasing me as I fucked the girl.

Marcia came on my dick, shivering to the ground, her slender arms collapsing beneath. Her tight pussy got heavenly, and I wanted to fuck her hard, but she got so sensitive she had to push me back. Ava was right there to take me into her hot mouth, sucking Marcia’s cum right off my cock and then Heather, her mother and mine, swayed their way onto the patio.

“It seems you’ve started without us,” Claire said, eyeing the shuddering Marcia with a sly grin.

Her words barely registered as I took in their stunning figures. Heather and her mother wore matching bikinis that left little to the imagination. Bits of string and three tiny triangles of white cloth were all that covered the pair, but the most impressive sight was my stepmother in a matching black bikini.

Dark hair streaming over one shoulder, and a walk that commanded the attention of every person there. Mouths dropped as she sauntered up to me and kissed me deeply. I groaned as she forced Ava’s mouth deeper on my cock. A flush swept over me as we kissed, and then she pulled back and smiled.

“Who will you fuck next?”

The challenge and offer in her eyes had my balls throbbing, and I almost shot deep into Simon’s mom’s mouth, but she drew the woman’s head back so only her tongue could tease the head of me. Asses pushed back on the hot tub and I tried not to laugh at the bounty before me. Grinning in delight, I slid into my math teacher’s pussy and enjoyed her whimpers of pleasure as I fucked her.

Things got wild after that. The hot tub filled, and the last of their clothing fell away. I moved down the line of big, soft butts, fucking each of my teachers and then my friend’s mother one after the other. When I flooded Ava’s pussy with cum, my teachers were waiting with hungry mouths to suck me clean and get me stiff.

I didn’t need their help, as everywhere I looked there was another incredible sight to see. My stepmom and Claire had paired off. Their touches were soft, exploratory, but quickly a dynamic formed with the blonde submitting herself to my stepmom. Her moans as loud as my mom’s as he licked away at my stepmom’s pussy. Heather and Anna were inseparable, and I fucked both, together at several points that night.

Marcia and Ava were the curious ones, floating from each group. The little blonde was eager for anything, while my friend’s mom kept circling back to me every few minutes. Her mouth was always there when I slid from a twitching pussy, either to suck me clean or lick the woman to another orgasm.

Savannah was trembling with nerves by the time I drew her into my arms. It was my first time with the producer, and she was shy at first. Once I slid into her grippy sex, the shackles fell away and the wildcat in her crawled out. I had red marks on my back and teeth marks on my shoulder by the time I left her, shivering and unable to form words. Two more times I fucked her that night and the last time she slid me into her ass.

The music set our pace, or mine, and the champagne kept the party rolling. I fucked each woman at least once and then reclined against the cushions Claire set up on the tub’s lip, sipping a flute while three women crowded between my legs, licking and sucking me with worshipful mouths. No king had ever been treated so well, and I thanked God for whatever blessing I had.

One of the pinnacles of the night was at the height of the drunken debauchery. A tipsy Claire pulled Heather over and whispered that they were going to give me a special treat. While my stepmom sat at my side, watching interestedly with me, they performed a mother-daughter blowjob that left my toes curled and their faces covered in cum. It lasted for long minutes, but I wanted it to last for hours. But the sight and wicked taboo of it was too much, and they stroked my throbbing cock onto each other’s face before turning to lick it off one another.

“That’s so fucking wild,” Marcia said, turning to flash me an impish smile. “I bet my mom would be down.”

“Jesus,” I breathed, but she wasn’t the only one who whispered suck a promise in my ears.

A few hours past midnight, the alcohol was gone, and eyelids were growing heavy. We stumbled as a group to the guest room where we dragged the mattress off the bed and piled atop it. Wet hair was everywhere, but it was a warm cocoon of love I found myself in. A gentle pair of hands drew me around, and then she was there, her dark blue eyes filling my world with the truth of her love.

We kissed, and she rolled atop me, letting me slip inside her. As the others snuggled and slumbered around us, my stepmom rode me with slow, deliberate motions, drawing out our last bit of pleasure until light shone through the windows. Anna and Heather were at my side, and everywhere I turned, I was surrounded by love.

There would be hard times to come. For me and for the band, but I knew that though it all I would be supported by the most wonderful women in the world.


Epilogue


The stadium shook as the crowd chanted the band’s name. Three syllables repeated to such perfection that the ground shook with each one. Outside the green room, foreign dignitaries, politicians, movie stars, and other musicians crowded the halls. Hoping for a glimpse of the rock star and his bandmates.

The last stop on a world tour that had seen record-breaking crowds in every city they played, Dean was grateful to be back in America for his last show. Willa and Simon had loved the last leg of their tour through Asia. Where they’d been as sought after and famous as their lead singer.

The pair was sitting for an interview about their last show in Beijing with a reporter from the Beijing Daily. The female reporter wore a Carwash Pig button on her blazer, and her dark hair sported a shock of pink, perfectly matching the skunk-like splash of color Willa had sported since the tour began.

“Were you surprised at the tremendous response from the Chinese people to your music?”

“Honestly, yeah,” Simon spoke with the smooth polish of someone who has grown comfortable talking to reporters and fans. His dark hair was an artful mess that hung over one eye, giving him a mysterious and dangerous air. But any who knew him would recognize the tiny beads of sweat around his brow and the hunted look in his eyes that said he’d rather be anywhere but under the spotlight of attention.

“We heard about Korea and the wild stuff their pop bands were doing with our remixes.” He turned to Willa, “That inspired us on a new track. But to get back to your question; we had no idea anyone in China ever heard us.”

“For us, it was the same as with Russia and like the stories you hear from Africa,” the reporter said with a gushing grin. “Word of mouth and the music spread like wildfire. The world I knew was drab, then one day… color.”

The green room was actually three rooms, but they’d knocked down a few walls to make sure the band and its coterie of attendants could fit. They’d even built a bar in one corner and stocked it with the finest liquors. Which was odd, since everyone in the band was younger than twenty-one. The door opened and heads turned, tracking a tall, gorgeous brunette as she strode across the room.

Anna Nelson was still the loyal friend and lover of the band’s lead singer, but she had also graced the cover of Vogue magazine twice and had her own following of adoring fans. She paused, sharing a brief hug with the movie star who spoke with her agent, before turning to the band’s manager with an eye-rolling exhalation.

“Bill’s chief of staff just asked if he could play his sax before the band takes the stage,” when the diminutive blonde shot her a hard frown, Anna shrugged her shoulders and nodded. “I told him it wouldn’t happen.”

“No politics. Politicians are the worst. Them and those reality TV stars,” Marcia adjusted her thick-framed glasses and turned to her assistant. “Ten minutes’ til he’s ready for stage. Have the lights brought down when the opening act ends. I think he’ll want to say something. This being the tour’s last show.”

“Yes, ma’am,” the young woman nodded and darted off, making room for the portly union boss who bobbed a respectful nod and stole a glance at the corner of the large space where he sat tuning his guitar. Fumbling a disposable camera out of his pocket, the man asked, “Would it be alright if I snapped a pic? For my girls…”

“Of course,” Marcia smiled graciously, drawing in a deep breath. She let the stress of the tour fall away and re-experienced the joy of being a fan though the swarthy man. “Let me take you over.”

“Oh no,” he said, waving his hands and cringing when she pressed a hand to his back and pushed him towards the rock star. “I don’t want to bother him. Really, it’s fine.”

“Nonsense, and besides, he likes a distraction before a show.”

Dean Graveson sat on a simple folding chair. Lean and dangerous-looking, his pale blue eyes almost froze the heart of the man when they met his. He mumbled how much of a fan he was, and his girls before taking a picture with the young man and scurrying away. Every celebrity in the world had flown through his stadium over the years, but this would be the story he retold until his dying day.

“Everything good?”

It was all Marcia could do not to quiver as she nodded, adjusting her glasses again to mask a g lingering gaze on his tight white t-shirt and the hard muscles beneath.

“Everything’s in place.”

“And the party after? Will they be there?”

“They will,” Marcia nodded, smiling fondly. “Claire and your mother flew in this morning,” when he glanced around quickly, she lifted a hand and frowned. “When your mom saw the crowds outside, they decided it would be better to wait at the venue.”

“Oh, that makes sense,” he said, and her fingers twitched to reach out when the frown marred his face, but she laced her fingers together. “You’ll be there too, right?”

“Of course,” she breathed, and when his eyes rose up her stockinged legs and the tight skirt and professional blouse she often wore, she didn’t miss the interest in them, and her insides quivered, her stomach flip-flopping.

“Good.”

He rose and drew her close with one arm, lips brushing her cheek, and Marcia Cross had to lock her knees to keep from falling when he strode to Heather and Anna, letting the movie star and the model escort him to the stage. Even now, two years after their wild journey began after the battle of the bands, she couldn’t believe her luck. As the door opened and the crowd’s roar rolled over her, she knew this was just the beginning.

The End.
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